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Dedication

To the women who shaped me—
whose names I have written as I first knew them,

when their presence carved the deepest lines into who I became.

Some have since changed names.
Some have shifted paths.
Some have slipped beyond this life.

But I remember you as you were—

in the moment you mattered most to me.

This is my offering.
My thanks.
My way of giving you your flowers
while I still can.
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PROLOGUE

Before the Cry of Slaves

Joseph was gone. And Asenath, too. Their absence hung over
Goshen like a veil—heavy, silent, unfinished.

The olive trees still bent toward the pavilion, but the songs had
grown fewer. The laughter, softer. The future, uncertain.

Manasseh drifted first. Not in rage, but in retreat—the kind of
silence grief often breeds. And when he returned, he was not alone.

Ephraim, once strong as sunrise, would walk through the ache of

three losses, his children buried in dust while Egypt’s eyes looked away.

Yet Goshen did not wither. It widened. Tribes grew into
households. Households into villages. Flocks and grain spilled beyond
their borders. They traded. They traveled. And they became wealthy—
too wealthy. Enough to be seen. Enough to be feared.

Upper Egypt stirred with old ambition. Kings whispered of
unification. Priests fanned the flame of order. And soldiers returned to

their drills. The road to war had begun—quietly, with a vengeance.
But within Goshen, other seeds took root.

The House of Levi, once timid and small, began to blossom—not
with swords, but with scrolls and songs and the sacred weight of calling
in the lineage of Kohath, grandfather to Moses.

The children of Dinah, once hidden in palace kitchens, became
eyes and ears and wisdom, weaving a committed network of survival

beneath the sandals of scribes and stewatrds.

And beyond the sands, a people forgotten by many but
remembered by Elohim, the children of Keturah, opened their tents
and their hands. When the children of Israel met them, it was not
rivalry they found, but revelation.
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So much would be lost. So much would be remembered. So much

would begin again.

This is the space between peace and plagues, between blessing and
bondage, between burial and birth.

This is where The Moses Chronicles continues—not with a basket on
the Nile, but with the trembling of ground not yet broken, but about to

open.

8
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CHAPTER 1: LEGACY ENTANGLED

The Burial Grove

The air was soft and fragrant as dusk settled over the olive
grove. Pale lanterns flickered like stars between the trees, their light
dancing over the polished stone canopy that marked Joseph’s
resting place. Beneath it, the Vizier’s embalmed form rested in a
sarcophagus—sealed and draped in the cloth of two nations:
Egyptian linen embroidered with Hebrew thread.

A smaller grave was next to the left of the stone, nestled just

beneath a flowering myrtle. The carving was modest:
Asenath, Daughter of On. Wife. Mother. Loved.

She had died in the night, only weeks after Joseph. Some
whispered she had left. Others said she followed him in sleep.
Ephraim and Manasseh never spoke of it.

Nari and Kiya knelt nearby, lighting small oil lamps one by
one. Their children sat cross-legged in the dust, eyes wide as the
flames flared to life. Each child held a smooth stone with a word
written in ink—wisdom, bread, truth, promise—taught to them by
the women who had once served Asenath’s house. With each lamp

lit, one of them would whisper a story.

“He dreamed of cows, and no one else could understand,”

whispered Nari’s youngest, gripping her stone tightly.
“And he fed everyone,” Kiya’s son added. “Even Pharaoh.”

“He said Elohim gives the dreams,” a small voice added from
the back.

They whispered his name the old way:
Zaphenath-paneah, savior of the land.

Not as a title, but as a memory.

9
The Moses Chronicle: Hands that Rock the Cradle



Excerpt — Only 4 Chapter
For more info or to buy — MosesChronicles.coms

Further down the row, three older men stood in silence.
Judah, arms folded.

Simeon, leaning on a carved staff.

And Benjamin, his eyes glued to the path toward Memphis.

They had once carried their father through the sands to
Machpelah. The entire camp had marched—cattle, sons, (wives
didn’t go), even Pharaoh’s chariots—through the valley to bury
Jacob. But this time, there was no caravan. No journey north.
Joseph remained in Goshen, where he had built his house, raised

his sons, and preserved the nations.

A small boy looked up, tugging at Nari’s sleeve. “Why didn’t
he go back? Why did he stay here?”

Nari opened her mouth, but paused. It was Benjamin who

tinally answered, his voice graveled and low.
“Because he wanted his people to return him. Not the empire.”

The grove was still after that. Even the wind paused. A single dove
cooed from somewhere in the olive branches, and then silence

returned, deep and holy.

When the lamps had burned low and the stories quieted to
memory, the gathering parted. The families of Goshen lingered,
unwilling to let go of the hush that had settled.

But those who lived further into Egypt—Ephraim, Manasseh, and
Dinah’s extended family—made their way back toward the estate.

There were still a few matters to tend to. A few more things to
gather.
Estate Library Sealed

They met Zamar at the gate.

10
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The scribe was breathless. Dust streaked across his robes. His

writing tools were still slung across his chest.

Panic sharpened his voice as he waved them forward, eyes
darting toward the estate.

“They sealed the doors,” he said. “Not the usual guard.
Temple guards. And a priest—one I’'ve never seen. They didn’t
bow. They didn’t speak our names. Just walked in like it was
theirs.”

Ephraim didn’t wait for a question. He pushed past the scribe,
Manasseh close behind.

The smell of parchment and crushed reeds still lingered in the
hall. Joseph’s library, tucked into the rear wing of the estate, was
dim and silent. Its scrolls rested on shelves carved by artisans from
Egypt and Goshen. Dust floated like incense in the filtered light.

Ephraim stopped short at the seal stamped across the outer

doors.
It wasn’t Pharaoh’s. It was the crest of the Temple of Amun.
“They’ve taken it,” he said flatly.
Manasseh’s jaw tightened. “On what groundsr”

“Lack of heirship,” replied Zamar, a trusted scribe of the
estate. “They claim Joseph’s appointment as Vizier died with him.
Without royal confirmation, they consider the estate unanchored.
And the library—state property.”

Manasseh’s hand went to the dagger at his hip. Ephraim
stopped him with a look.

“Pharaoh is still in mourning,” Ephraim said. “He doesn’t
know. I tried to get a message through, but the courtiers buried it

in ceremony.”

11
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He paused, then added more quietly, “I went to see him
because of what happened the week after Father died. You weren’t
there. The priest from Amun came into the estate—probably the
same one who sealed the library. He tried to remove mother. Right
in the middle of her mourning. They said she was no longer

mistress of the house.”
Manasseh’s eyes widened.
“She never told me that,” he said.

“She wouldn’t have. But I saw it. I happened to be home that
day. I confronted them. They left, but it wasn’t a retreat. It was a
delay. I think... I think that moment crushed her. She was already
grieving. Already fragile. And they broke something in her.”

He looked back toward the seal.
“So many things were happening then. I couldn’t stop it all.”

The group was quiet. They were not stunned—no one had
expected peace to last forever—but grieved. The library was more
than scrolls; it was the legacy of Joseph, Asenath and the years of

vision that had saved empires.

“We should move the writings,” Manasseh’s wife, Rachel,

whispered. “Before they’re burned or rewritten.”

Manasseh nodded. “I thought of the House of On. They have
the space, and at the funeral—" He hesitated. “They sent a gift.
And a note. Said they mourned with us.”

Ephraim turned sharply. “They didn’t even come.”

“No,” Manasseh agreed. “But they reached out to me.
Quietly.”

Ephraim’s voice dropped. “You didn’t think to tell me?”

“It didn’t seem important.”

12
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“Itis,” Ephraim snapped. “Mother said she would rather let
the scrolls rot than let her family touch them. You know that.”

Manasseh didn’t answer. He remembered the letter—
handwritten, formal, sealed with the crest of On. They had
expressed sorrow, offered their regrets, and mentioned the
preservation of history. At the time, it had felt... reasonable.

He didn’t say that part aloud.

But somewhere inside, the thought crept in: It wouldn’t be
that bad.

At that, Nari stepped forward. She had been silent until now,
her thread basket resting beside her. Nari had taken over her father
Horam’s business. Asenath was kind enough to let Nari practice
making clothes for her when she was young. Her father’s shop was
still a royal tailor, and her words carried weight.

“I sent word through the chamber guards,” she said. “Used
my husband’s trade as cover. Pharaoh will see it. Maybe not today.

But soon.”

The brothers exchanged a glance—relief and frustration held

in tension.

Then Kiya, soft-spoken but never silent, cleared her throat
from the corner of the room. She stood with her hands folded over
her apron, flour still dusting her sleeves.

“Our kitchen has storage cellars,” she said. “Cool and dry. My
husband bakes for the court now, but they don’t check where the
dough rises. No one thinks of searching where the bread is born.”

Manasseh blinked. Ephraim gave her a whole, long look.

“You’d take them?”

13
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Kiya nodded. “I raised my girls with Asenath’s stories. My
husband still sings Joseph’s sayings to the apprentices. We won’t

forget. Not in our house.”

It was decided then. Within 48 hours, the scrolls—
genealogies, teachings, private writings, and dreams preserved on
linen—would be moved quietly, bundled in cloth and carried by
trusted hands. They would vanish from the estate, but not from

memory.
Joseph’s house was gone.

But his words would live, whispered among the bread and
stored beneath the fire.

House of On Watches
The incense still clung to the walls.

It had been weeks since the funeral, but the House of On
remained draped in mourning. The outer columns were wrapped in
linen, and the golden shutters were unopened since the priests had
carried their father’s body into the tomb. The temple bells had long

since gone quiet.
But the unease remained.

Four men sat in a circle in the upper chamber, their sandals
scuffing against polished stone. The table between them was bare.
No wine. No fruit. Only silence and dust.

“She kept her portion,” one of them said.

“I don’t understand how,” muttered another. “The new

decree was witnessed. The scroll was sealed.”
“Then why does the land ledger still show her name?”

No one answered. The eldest uncle rubbed his thumb along
the worn edge of his belt. “We should have burned it ourselves.”

14
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“She was always quiet,” said the youngest. “But she never

refused our father. Never once.”

They all looked toward the curtained alcove, where their
mother, now a widow, remained cloistered since the funeral. Cold.
Devoted. A statue of a woman. She had said little when her
husband passed and had not cried. She had stepped into silence like

it was her role.
None of them suspected her.
Yet... the scroll was gone.

The amended decree, signed in bitterness after Ephraim and
Manasseh’s wedding, had vanished before the funeral. The original
remained, naming Asenath as the rightful heir to her father’s
holdings. She had been the best scribe of them all, trained by
Potipherah, and when Pharaoh arranged her marriage to Joseph,
the Vizier of Egypt, it had seemed only right. She had not only
preserved her lineage, but elevated it.

And now, Asenath had died, and the inheritance was
transferred to her sons. And nothing could be undone. Between
Joseph’s and Asenath’s wealth, they were, in fact, now a powerful
family. It couldn’t be undone, but On had to make their way in to

secure their future.

House of On—Funeral Week (Flashback)

She had worn no jewelry. Her robe was black
linen, cut in the older style, and her hair had been
bound with a simple twist of twine. She walked
through the House of On with the same measured
steps she used as a gir—only now, no one

stopped her.

15
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When she entered the family chamber, the uncles
rose instinctively. Not out of respect, but

confusion.

Asenath gave a single bow of mourning and took
her place near the basin. She did not sit or greet
them.

One uncle stepped forward. “We expected...

restraint.”

Another added, “The council believed you had
relinquished your claims. After all, your sons have

married Hebrew women.”
Asenath looked at them, her face unreadable.

“I had relinquished everything,” she said. “Untl I
was told otherwise.”

They stared.

“The scrolls,” she added.

“My name is still there.

My land.

My inheritance. I asked to see the copies.”

The uncles exchanged glances.

“Your father changed them,” said one. “Before he
passed.”

“So I was told,” she said. “So, where is the

amended scroll?”
The silence was immediate. Heavy.

Her eyes flicked—just once—toward the
shadowed corner where her mother’s room stood
behind a closed curtain. She said nothing more.

16
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Instead, she turned and placed both hands on the
table between them.

“I claim only what was mine. Nothing more.

Nothing less.”

Planning “Accidents”

The light in the upper chamber was low. The shutters had not
been opened since their father’s burial, and the incense no longer

burned. But the men had gathered again.
This time, their words came more freely.

“She’s gone now,” one brother said. “Joseph, too. There’s no
one left to shield them.”

“Do you think the sons even know what they’ve inherited?”
another muttered. “The estate alone could rebuild our holdings.
And that’s before counting what the marriage contracts once

promised.”

“They’ve built their wotld in Goshen,” said the third. “They

trade freely. Live freely. They answer to no one.”
“They answered to Asenath.”
Silence followed that statement.

She had refused every overture. Would not allow potential
daughters-in-law to even dine with Ephraim or Manasseh. She had
declared, plainly, that her line belonged to Israel, not Egypt. And

while she lived, no one dared argue.
But now...

An uncle leaned forward, his voice colder than the others.

“They’ve married Hebrews.”

Another gave a curt nod. “We all know that.”

17
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“Then it’s time we discuss what must be done.”

The eldest looked at the shuttered window. “You’re not
speaking of negotiation.”

“No,” the cold-voiced uncle said. “I’'m speaking of what grief
makes possible.”

Eyes turned toward him.

“Joseph’s Vizier—he still shields them. Without him, the

court would press claims, taxes, boundaries.”
“And the wives?”

“Accidents happen. Losses open hearts. Especially when
protection is offered afterward.”

Someone shifted uncomfortably.
“Are you saying we kill their wivesr”

“I’'m saying death has a way of making men reevaluate their
loyalties.”

A pause.

“Hebrews may have made them strong,” he added. “But grief

can make them ours.”

The hush that lingered was not from shock, but from

calculation.

Family Blessings

The aroma of barley cakes and date honey lingered in the
morning’s stillness. Sunlight slipped through the woven screens,
spilling warm gold across the courtyard floor. Tirzah watched
Keziyah sling her satchel over her shoulder and rush to join Rachel
and the twins on their walk into Goshen. Keziyah’s lessons for

18
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today included scripture, market weights, and the pre-noon
harvesting of herbs.

Their households had settled right at the edges of Goshen. It
was a decision Ephraim and Manasseh had made early on: near
enough to remain part of the people, but far enough to see what
Egypt was becoming. That distance gave them perspective—and
access. When politics shifted, they were often the first to feel the

tremot.

The nurse cradled baby Shuthelah in the crook of her arm,
humming softly as she paced. Tirzah, hand resting on her belly,
smiled. She had been so young when she met Ephraim—barely
fourteen. Too young to know much of the wozld, yet old enough
to be trusted with a man’s legacy. Their first daughter, Keziyah, had
come quickly, and her birth was a symbol of joy and approval. But
after her, the silence. Long years of wondering if Elohim had

closed her womb for a reason.

And now—abundance. Twins. The promise of new life

stirring beneath her palm.

She sat beside her husband and snuggled her head against his
shoulder.

“What’s on your mind?” she asked.

Ephraim rubbed the bridge of his nose. “The council meeting
is at the end of the week. Manasseh and I will be recognized as our

own tribes.”
He paused.

“I feel... unready. I was raised in a palace, not a wilderness.

Now I'm expected to lead an entire people.”
Tirzah laughed softly and rested her hand over his.
“We’re building a tribe right now,” she said, patting her belly.

“You’re doing just fine.”

19
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He smiled, leaning in to kiss her stomach. “Then may Elohim
grant this tribe wisdom. And sleep.”

Down the path that wound toward Goshen, Manasseh walked
at a brisk pace, the sun just brushing the tops of the fields. One
twin was riding high on his shoulders, gigeling with every step. The
other had sprinted ahead, racing Keziyah through a patch of wild

mint.

Rachel kept pace beside him, her basket swinging against her
hip. Manasseh was humming—a low, tuneless melody that had
followed him from their kitchen to the road.

“What are you so happy about today?” she asked, tilting her

head toward him.

He grinned. “This week, Ephraim and I will be established as
our own tribes. A seat at the table. No longer sons beneath a

father’s banner. I am ready.”

Rachel’s eyes remained on the road ahead, but her voice was
sharp with knowing.

“And what does that mean for the House of On?”
He slowed.

“I know you’ve been considering how to engage them,” she
continued. “After the message they sent for Asenath’s funeral.”

She always saw further than others. Often further than him.

Manasseh shifted the child on his shoulders. “Ephraim would
be against it,” he said after a moment. “But I see the value of
having friends on both sides.”

Rachel didn’t answer right away. The wind caught her hair and
tossed it gently across her cheek.

“Friends,” she repeated softly. “Let’s just be sure we know
which side they’re standing on.”

20
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They continued walking thoughtfully, the dust soft beneath
their sandals. As they rounded the bend near the olive groves,
Judah’s house came into view—modest and worn, its gate just
swinging open. A woman stood at the threshold, her veil catching
the morning light. A servant beside her lifted the latch and stepped
aside.

Rachel slowed, watching the figure pass through.
“Someone’s visiting early,” she said.

Manasseh didn’t respond. He only kept walking, the child still
balanced on his shoulders, eyes fixed ahead.

CHAPTER 2: THE SCARLET THREAD

Past Remembered

Judah stood at the window, watching her.

He had tried to silence the memory of Joseph’s cries, and the
agony in his father’s eyes.

But grief doesn’t obey silence.

So he fled to Chezib, near Adullam, where the hills rolled
green and the wine ran dark. There, he found Shua’s daughter, a
Canaanite woman with eyes like flame. She became his wife and

bore him three sons: Exr, Onan and Shelah.

He thought building a household would dull the ache of what
he left behind. It did not.

When Er came of age, Judah found him a wife—Tamar, a
quiet woman with deep eyes who served his house faithfully.

But Er was wicked and cruel in ways Judah had not seen until
it was too late. And Elohim struck him down.

21
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Judah, bound by custom and conscience, gave Tamar to his
second son. Clever and selfish, Onan took her to bed—but not to
heart. He took her body, but denied her his seed. He spilled his
seed like he spilled his name, and Elohim also struck him down,

too.

Judah remembered the funerals. Two sons, buried before their

time. Tamat’s eyes, unreadable.
And Shelah. The youngest. The only one left.

Judah had promised Tamar that when Shelah came of age, he
would give him to her.

But the truth lodged like a thorn in his throat—he was afraid.
Not just for Shelah. Not just for the future.

Afraid the curse was not on his sons... but on her.
And deeper still—afraid it was on him.
Was this Elohim’s punishment?

For handing Joseph over to the Ishmaelites? For standing by
while Reuben wept and Israel wailed?

He had taken a son from his father. Now Elohim had taken

two sons from him.
And he feared Shelah would be next.
So he sent her away.
“Remain a widow in your father’s house,” he had said.
And she obeyed. Silently. That silence lingered for years.
Time moved on. Judah’s wife died.

The loss was quieter than he expected. He mourned... but not
like Israel mourned Joseph.

22
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Judah did not rend his garments. He did not sit in ashes. He...

became hollow.

Then one day, as the shearing season came, he set out for
Timnah with his old friend Hirah. It was meant to be a
distraction—business, wine, and a little indulgence.

He saw her on the road to Enaim, veiled, waiting.
And he didn’t recognize her.
All he saw was a woman. A distraction. A chance to forget.

He offered her a young goat. She asked for a pledge. His
signet, his cord, his staff—the very marks of his identity.

Judah gave them all.
He lay with her, and she conceived. And vanished.

As he stood above the garden, looking at Tamar, that memory
returned—not with shame alone, but with awe.

He had tried to cast her away, and Elohim had cast her
forward.

Her silence was not submission. It was strategy.

She had waited. Not for vengeance. For justice.

And she had won.

The More Righteous One

Judah stepped down from the stone threshold into the garden,
each step slower than the last. The fragrance of myrrh and olive
hung in the air, mingling with the rustle of fig leaves and the soft

cooing of morning doves.

Tamar had requested a meeting.
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They had not spoken in years—not truly, not since the day
she lifted his signet and exposed his hypocrisy without raising her

voice.

She stood beneath the olive tree now, still veiled, though her
face was more visible than he remembered. Her posture was
neither proud nor bowed—it was balanced and grounded. She had
the bearing of someone who knew what she was owed—and had

nothing to prove.

He stopped a few paces away. She turned and bowed, giving

him the honor that was due.
“Thank you for seeing me,” she whispered.
“You shouldn’t have had to ask,” he replied hoarsely.
Silence fell between them.

“I owe you the respect of meeting whenever you need,” Judah
said. “I tried to make a fool of you-before the elders, before the

house.”

He gazed at his feet, the dust of the garden curling around his

sandals.
“I called for fire. And you handed me a mirror.”

“I did not ask for fire,” she answered gently. “Only for what

was mine.”

He met her eyes at last. The years had deepened her, not worn

her down.

“You waited for Shelah,” he said. “I sent you away. I was

afraid.”
“That you would bury another son?”
“That Elohim was punishing me.
Not just for Er or Onan.
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For Joseph.
For selling my brother.

For walking away from Israel’s grief... and building a house
where I could forget.”

He swallowed hard.

“Now, two sons are gone. One was sold. And the tribe still

needs a leader.”
Tamar stepped closer, and her voice softened.
“You once said I was more righteous than you.”
He nodded. He had never stopped believing it.
“Then let righteousness lead.”

Tamar stood a moment longer beneath the olive tree, her
tingers grazing the lowest branch. Judah waited, uncertain. She had
more to say—he could feel it pressing beneath the silence.

Then she turned to him fully, her voice softer than before, but
no less steady.

“There is something you never asked me about... the night

out sons were born.”
Judah blinked. “You mean Pharaz and Zerah?”
She nodded.

“You were not there. I do not blame you. You gave us a

house. You ensured we had land. But you never came near.”
She looked off toward the reed wall at the edge of the garden.

“I was not wife... not concubine... not even kin. I was the

woman who bore your children. Nothing more.”

He swallowed. He did not argue.
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“But Elohim came neat.”
Judah’s gaze lifted.

“Zerah’s hand came first—just his hand. The midwife tied a
scarlet thread to it and said, “This one is the firstborn.” She was

certain.”
Her hands trembled now—not from fear, but from memory.

“But then he pulled it back. And Pharaz... burst forth. No
warning. No pause. Just life, breaking through.”

She turned to him, her eyes shining now.

“It wasn’t just birth, Judah. It was a command. As if Elohim
Himself said, “This one.”

Judah stood silent, stunned. This was new to him. He had
never thought to ask.

“From that moment, I knew Pharaz was chosen. Not just by
blood. By destiny.”

She stepped closer now, inches from him, and lowered her

voice.

“I never thought we would end up in Egypt. I never imagined
Elohim’s path would bring us here. Tomorrow, the council will

meet to confirm new leaders.”

She reached into her sash and removed something wrapped in
cloth. She unwrapped it—the old scarlet thread, faded but
preserved.

“I kept it. Not for Zerah’s sake, but for mine. To remind me

that the hand man chose was not the one Elohim appointed.”

She held it out—not as a threat, but as testimony.
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“Name Pharaz, Judah. Not Shelah. Pharaz was chosen in the
womb when the fire was still between us. Let the house of kings
begin with him.”

She paused, then added with humility, “And if he leads... then
I will no longer be the woman forgotten by the fire. I will be
remembered in the line. In the telling. In the scrolls. Not for

shame, but for obedience.”

A single tear fell down her cheek, and she let it fall.

At that moment, the man who had once sold his brother
stood face to face with a woman who had never sold her dignity.

Judah’s Dream

The light had almost gone now, soft pinks bleeding into
violet. Judah hadn’t moved from the base of the olive tree. The
scarlet thread still rested in his palm.

His stomach rumbled once and then fell still. He was no
longer hungry. Not for food. But for Elohim.

Footsteps approached—soft over the garden path. A servant
bowed and set a small tray beside him on the low stone table.

“My lord,” the young man said, hesitantly. “The evening meal

I3

is ready.
Judah opened his eyes, but did not look at the food.
“I'm not hungry,” he murmured. “Not for food.”
The servant lingered.
“But I would welcome a steady arm. I'm tired.”
The boy moved beside him, offering his shoulder.

Judah took it with a sigh and rose slowly to his feet, the scarlet
thread still curled in his palm.
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The light had gone now, and the wind whispered through the

olive leaves.
He did not look back at the tray.
He needed a word more than a meal.
That night, Judah lay down to sleep.

As the doves fell silent, the wind stirred—and with it, a

dream.

He was a boy again, sitting in his mother Leah’s
tent, listening to his father speak of the days
before him.

“Two boys were born to Rebekah,” Israel had said,
voice cracked with wonder. “Esau first, then Jacob.

Yet the younger received the blessing””
The scene shifted.

He now stood in Abraham’s tent, watching the
firelight dance on aged skin.

“Ishmael was born first)” Abraham said to Isaac. “But

_you, my son, were the child of promise.”
The wind moved again.

Now Isaac, old and near blind, lifted trembling
hands over Jacob, blessing the second-born.
Behind him, Esau’s cry split the air, heartbroken.
And yet... the choice stood.

The dream deepened.

Judah saw his own hands, calloused and worn,

holding out a staff. Two hands reached for it—
Shelah’s, calm and expected; Pharaz’s bold and
bursting forward.
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And then behind them—three shadows.
Abraham. Isaac. Israel.

Israel stepped forward, his face not stern, but

certain.

He said only this:

“Heed Tamar’s request. 1t is the more righteous choice.”
Judah’s eyes opened as the first light broke the garden edge.

The birds had returned. The scatlet thread still lay in his hand,
but it no longer felt like shame.

It felt like a seal.
He called out to the nearest servant.

“Send word to Shelah, Pharaz and Zerah.”

Summoned

The road to Judah’s estate curved along the edge of Goshen,
lined with dry reeds and well-worn tracks from merchant carts.
Pharaz walked with his cloak pulled close, dust rising beneath his
sandals, eyes scanning the horizon where morning haze touched
the fields.

He spotted Zerah waiting at the fork near the olive groves,
arms folded across his chest, the way he always stood when his
thoughts ran faster than his words.

They hadn’t been summoned like this in years.

Pharaz slowed as he approached, matching his brother’s
silence. No greetings were exchanged—ijust a shared glance, the
kind only twins could translate.

Neither of them had been told why Judah had called for them.
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The message was not urgent, but something in its simplicity
made Pharaz uneasy. Judah was not known for gathering without

cause—not them, not both.

Zerah finally broke the silence. “It’s strange, isn’t it?”” His tone
was low, almost cautious. “We haven’t received a message like this
since...” He didn’t need to finish.

Pharaz nodded. “Since the famine. Since Egypt.”

Back then, when word had come that grain might be found
beyond the border, their family had been half-starved, holding onto
little more than memory and soil. Judah’s message then sent a
ripple through the family—go find food, take the carts, meet the
uncles. That journey had changed everything. That was the last
time they’d been directly summoned by anyone from Judah’s

house.

“I still remember,” Zerah continued, “how it felt hearing that
Joseph was alive. That he was the one giving out the grain. It didn’t

make sense.”

“And then being placed in Goshen,” Pharaz added quietly.
“With food. With a place to sleep. A real place.”

They’d come to Egypt with dust on their faces and fear in
their bones—and somehow ended up in fertile land, surrounded by
cousins, market stalls and the rhythm of a new life. Not quite
Egyptian. Not quite Canaanite. But full.

In spite of, the prosperity, they had lived at a distance.
Goshen had belonged to them, but Judah and Shelah were settled
farther south. At first, Pharaz had thought nothing of it. They were
spread out—twelve brothers, many sons, many tents. But over
time, the separation had deepened. Encounters with Judah became

rare and distant. Encounters with Shelah became awkward.
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Pharaz had seen Judah in the markets, at council gatherings,
passing along the roads. Never close. But always present. A shadow
of strength. A man who had once failed and somehow still held
weight.

With Shelah, it was different. No words were exchanged, just
polite nods, like strangers with a shared surname.

They walked in silence; the breeze kicking up bits of dust

around their ankles.
“You think this is about Shelah?” Zerah finally asked.
“He’s the oldest,” Pharaz said. “It makes sense.”

“He’s always expected it,” Zerah added, “even if no one said it

aloud.”

Pharaz glanced at him. “You think Father will name him
officially?”

“I don’t know. But we’ve never been summoned like this

before. Not together.”

Ahead, Judah’s house came into view, built from stone and
wood, pressed into the gentle slope of the land. Olive branches

swayed above it, casting shadows across the outer wall.
They slowed as they approached the gate.

“Maybe it’s not just a visit,” Pharaz said. “Maybe it’s a

decision.”
Zerah didn’t answer. But he didn’t disagree.

A servant opened the gate before they knocked, as if they’d
been watched approaching for some time. He bowed, stepping
aside without a word.
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The courtyard beyond was quiet, still steeped in early light.
They stepped inside, shoulders squared, hearts steady—but

uncertain.

Shelah walked the familiar path toward his father’s house, the
dust soft beneath his sandals, the morning wind low and dry. He

had not received details—only the summons.
But he knew.
If Pharaz and Zerah had also been called, it would not be to

confirm what everyone had assumed.
It would be to change it.

He was the eldest surviving son, the only one born to Judah’s
wife, the subdued line that endured while others burned out. No
disgrace. No drama. Just survival.

He had watched Pharaz from a distance. Watched the way
others followed him. Watched how, without meaning to, Pharaz
commanded attention—not through status, but through instinct.
He was bold. Direct. Born to move, to lead, to press forward

without asking permission.

Shelah had never been that. He never tried to be. And now,
he would not fight it.

He reached the outer steps of the house and said nothing as
he was ushered inside.

The chamber was warm and still. Its corners tucked in
shadow, the low table at the center bare except for a bowl of water
and a folded linen cloth. Shelah sat alone near the wall, hands
folded in his lap. He did not shift when the door opened.

Pharaz and Zerah entered, quiet-footed and cautious. It wasn’t
fear—they weren’t afraid of Shelah. But something about the

closeness of this space, the rarity of it, made the air feel thick.
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They had rarely been this near to him. Not since Canaan. Not
since the days when their households were placed close to each

other however, the lines between them never blurred.

There was no hate between them. No jealousy. Just a kind of
awkward reverence—as if none of them were sure what part they

were meant to play.

Shelah did not greet them. He gave a faint nod and looked
back at the door.

They waited together in silence, not as brothers, but as sons
summoned to a father who was about to change something, none

of them could undo.

kksk

The quiet was broken by a soft knock on the door.

Judah sat alone, cloaked in stillness, the scarlet thread lying on
the table before him. The servant entered with a low bow, his voice
no louder than it needed to be.

“My lotd... your sons have arrived.”
Judah did not answer.

He reached for the thread and ran it once between his fingers.
It was worn now—barely held color. But it had held truth.

He closed his eyes.
Today, he would change everything.

No—FElohim had already changed everything. He was only
the vessel, the voice, the old man bearing out the will of God.

He remembered standing at his father’s bedside. The room
hushed, every son holding his breath as Israel lifted trembling
hands to bless the next generation. They had all just received their
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words—words of legacy, judgment, or hope. And then, Israel had
turned to Joseph’s sons.

“Ephraim and Manasseh are mine,” his father had said, voice
frail but unwavering. “As Reuben and Simeon, they shall be mine.”

Judah had not understood then. Not truly. Not until now.

Now he tasted it. Felt it rise within him like wind trapped in

stone.
There was no saying “No” to Elohim’s plans.
He drew a deep breath.

Somehow, he also knew this would be his last day. A
profound stillness settled in his bones, a feeling he couldn't
identify. After the council meeting, when the words were spoken,
and the staff passed on, he would return to this house and walk

once more into the garden.

He would sit under the olive tree where Tamar had stood—
where her voice had rewritten history—and he would join his

ancestors.

He rose and washed his face. Dressed with purpose, and
pulled his cloak over his shoulders. He would do as his father had
done. Make the statement. Then turn... And leave.

He took one last breath and turned toward the door. The
hallway further on was still. No servants rushed past, no footsteps
echoed. It was as if the house itself knew what this day would be.

Judah walked slowly, the edges of his cloak brushing the cool
stone beneath his feet. The scarlet thread was wrapped around his

fingers, not as a symbol of shame anymore, but as a seal.

He passed through the outer chamber, then into the long hall
where family matters were usually addressed—inheritances, trade

34
The Moses Chronicle: Hands that Rock the Cradle



Excerpt — Only 4 Chapter
For more info or to buy — MosesChronicles.coms

disputes, matters of grain or grazing. But today was different.
There would be no debate.

At the far end, the doors to the inner room had already been
opened. Sunlight slanted through a top window, illuminating the

low table and the three men seated around it.

Pharaz and Zerah sat beside each other, backs straight, hands
folded in their laps. Across from them, Shelah was already seated,

his expression unreadable. He did not rise.

The brothers turned as Judah entered. No one spoke. Judah
crossed the room in silence and stood at the head of the table.

They had all been summoned. But only one would be chosen.
Judah did not sit.

He stood, hands resting on the staff that had been his for
decades. The lines in his face ran deep now, not just from time, but

from the long road of becoming who he was always meant to be.

He looked at each of them—Zerah, still and observant;
Pharaz, watchful and uncertain; Shelah, dignified, quiet.

He didn’t have to explain. Not everything required a

ceremony—only clarity.

“I have seen much,” he murmured. “I have done wrong. And
I have learned to listen when Elohim speaks—especially when He
speaks through those I once overlooked.”

He focused his eyes on Pharaz.
“You were not born with the thread, but with the call.”
No one moved.

“Pharaz,” he said, “you will lead the house of Judah.”
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He didn’t pause for reaction, didn’t offer a blessing, didn’t
draw out the moment. He simply placed his staff on the table,
stepped back, and walked away.

Outside, the sun shone, casting sharp shadows along the path.
Judah made his way through the hushed halls of his house, past

woven mats and clay jars, until he reached the garden.

He passed by the olive tree where Tamar had once stood and
sat beneath its shade.

There he rested.
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Inside, the brothers remained still for a short time.
Pharaz didn’t reach for the staff. Not yet.

Zerah released a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding,
his shoulders easing as though a weight had passed not onto him,
but beside him.

Shelah stood first. He did not look angry, only tired. He
bowed his head once to Pharaz and turned to leave. That
concluded it.

Zerah followed, after a time, pausing at the threshold to mark
the moment in his mind before stepping out into the day.

Pharaz stood last. He reached for the staff—not with triumph,
but with trembling.

And as he stepped from the house, he looked once toward the
garden, where his father now sat in the shade, eyes closed, face

toward heaven.
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CHAPTER 10: LEGACY, SECRETS, AND HOPE

New Meetings, Old Shadows

It had been two moons since Elohim had turned their mourning
into dancing, since hands lifted in praise had called the mourning
into music, since Ephraim had stepped through the threshold and

come back to life.

But the council had not met since the day before the caravan left
for Levant. And the silence had grown thick. Not from mourning

now, but from caution.

The men gathered again in their central courtyard in Goshen,
seated in a circle that held thirteen chairs—this time, all were filled.
There was no feast, no festival: just cool water, fresh bread and the

gravity of what still needed to be decided.
Most spoke carefully. Some not at all.

“We have not forgotten Gath,” one murmured. “But neither have

we forgotten what we saw in Levant.”

“They welcomed us,” said Pharaz. “They offered more than land.
They offered possibilities.”

Silence fell. No one said what they feared: that the death of Ezer
and Elead had been a warning,.

Ephraim raised his hand, palm out. Calm.

“Gath was a tragedy,” he said. “But it was not a curse.
We must not confuse sorrow with sabotage.

We still carry Joseph’s vision.

We proceed.”

Manasseh sat in silence on the periphery, listening more than
speaking. He had been away a long time. There was much to learn.
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The tone lifted as the men relaxed into memory.

“Our sons,” Ezbon said with a laugh, “seemed very interested in

the Levantine women.”

“Almost too interested,” Jezer added.

The laughter stirred like coals, warm and glowing.
Manasseh finally spoke, his voice dry with amusement.

“Let them look,” he said. “But remind them—Dbeauty without

wisdom will age a man faster than the sun.”
The men chuckled.

“Rachel gave me honor. The concubine... had me on the run.”
He shook his head. “It is better to love a woman who knows

b3

Elohim than to chase one who flatters kings.
Then the talk turned.

“What now?”” asked Zebulun’s leader. “The Vizier is dead. House
of On has not yet filled the seat, and we cannot wait much longer.”

“We won’t go through On,” said Pharaz. “We can’t.”’
Zebulun leaned forward, thoughtful.

“Then maybe we don’t go out to trade. Maybe we welcome it in.
The new foreigners—the ones coming from Canaan—are already

here.

Wealthy.

Settling,

Looking for land.

Why not meet them in Goshen?”
Heads nodded.

A plan was forming.
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Brothers in the Field

Later that afternoon, Manasseh pulled Ephraim aside. They walked
the back fields, the wheat brushing at their legs.

“We need to talk about On,” Manasseh said quietly.
“Kadesh is still looking for me—and for Machir. By now, I'm sure

he knows we’re here.”

Ephraim answered with disbelief, “They would never dare come
into Goshen.”

Manasseh gave him a long look. “They’ve already been here,
Ephraim. Spies. Traders. Festival guests. We opened our doors so

wide we forgot who was watching.”
He paused.

“What Kadesh wants... is Mother’s land records. She held critical
points—trade routes, granaries, military outposts. If House of On
gets them, they won’t just be rich—they’ll be powerful.”

They stood in the tall grass, the sun low behind them.

“We could scatter the holdings across the tribes,” Ephraim
suggested. “No single target.”

“Peels like we’re planning to leave,” Manasseh replied.
“Or survive,” Ephraim said.

“We could sell them,” Manasseh offered.

Then an idea struck.

“Wait... what if we use stewardship contracts—Ilet the new traders
farm or build, but the records stay with us? They handle Egypt. We
stay out of the spotlight. And we collect only what is fair.”

Ephraim smiled.

“That... is Joseph’s wisdom.”
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Manasseh nodded. But a shadow passed over his face.

“Still. On will not stop. And the next Vizier... will be one of theirs.

That’s what wotties me.”

“We'll keep working on it,”” Ephraim said. “But Goshen needs you.
Machir needs you.”

Manasseh looked down at the soil, toeing a stone.
“I think I'll stay. It’s good for the boy.”
He hesitated, then added softly:

“Tirzah... 'm not sure she’s forgiven me yet. For Rachel. For
Machir.”

Ephraim gave him a sideways look. “Umm, speaking of
children...”

Manasseh’s brow raised.

Ephraim smirked.

“A miracle.”

“What?! You and Tirzah?”

“Not Abraham and Sarah. But close enough.”

They both laughed.

New Life—OI1d Grief

Sure enough, eight months later, Tirzah gave birth to a son. The
days leading up to it had been reserved. But not peaceful.

Ephraim had grown distant again as her belly swelled. Not cold.
Not cruel. But absent in a way that left no explanation, only silence
that filled the halls like dust.
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He kept himself busy. Spending more time in Goshen, walking
markets, listening to the tribes. Fixing things that weren’t broken.
Avoiding things that were.

And when the midwives whispered that Tirzah was in labor, and
the servant girl ran breathless from the garden to Manasseh’s patio
where they were sitting. He did not run. Instead, he remained

staring at the leaves sway on the trees.

He didn’t speak. Words failed him. It wasn’t that he didn’t care. It
was that he cared too much—and didn’t know if his heart could

break again and survive it. He had already buried two sons and a
daughter. He didn’t know if he could welcome another child

without fear.

Hours passed. Then the wind shifted. The cry pierced the
stillness—not of pain, but of life. A child’s voice lifted into the
night.

Ephraim stood, his knees stiff, his heart unsure of whether to leap

or break.

Inside, the room was warm and dim, smelling of oils and clay, of
blood and herbs. Tirzah lay beneath linen, sweat at her brow, but

peace in her eyes.

And in her arms—a boy.

Small. Beautiful. Whole.

The midwife offered the child, and Ephraim took him. He looked

down at this new life—this second chance—and felt something

unspoken break open inside him.

Not joy. Not yet.

But breath. Something that had long been held.

They waited for the name. And Ephraim whispered it.

“Beriah.”

41
The Moses Chronicle: Hands that Rock the Cradle



Excerpt — Only 4 Chapter
For more info or to buy — MosesChronicles.coms

No one questioned it. Because they understood. Beriah—‘in
tragedy.” Not to dwell on sorrow. But to remember that out of

deepest grief, Elohim still gives life.

Later that night, Manasseh stood in the doorway, watching the new
father pace the room with the baby wrapped in linen. Ephraim
didn’t notice him at first. He was humming—something old,
something Joseph used to sing when they were boys young.

Something about hope, and bread, and morning.

And Manasseh smiled. Because the house no longer echoed with
mourning. Now it held breath. And laughter would not be far
behind.

A Tranquil Ending

One afternoon, Manasseh walked to see Issachar. He had a
question about expanding the house, maybe adding space for when
Machir grew older.

He found him sitting, leaning against the porch, face lifted to the

sun.
“Uncle,” Manassch called softly. “Uncle, I wanted to ask—"
But Issachar didn’t respond.

Manasseh stepped closer, his breath coming fast and his body
filling with anxiety.

The scroll had fallen from Issachar’s lap. His hands were folded.
His eyes were closed. And the peace on his face was the kind only
Elohim could give.

The Weight of Legacy

It was dusk when Shuthelah asked to see his uncle. No formal
message. No servants trailing behind. Just a word, with the request
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to walk—not toward the fields or the market—but to the place
neither of them had visited in years.

Joseph’s tomb.

The old path had grown over in places. Vines twisting low across
the earth. Footprints erased by time. Neither had said the words
aloud—but they both knew what had kept them away. For
Manasseh, it was the weight of memory too large to carry. For
Shuthelah, it was the fear of not knowing at all.

They walked mostly in silence, past the perimeter of the estate, past
the olive trees and the worn stones, until the earth sloped toward
the resting place.

There it was.
Preserved.
Sacred.

Unmoved by time, though time had moved everything around it.
Not hidden in dust or overgrown by weeds—but set with
stonework and reeds, carefully tended, a tribute as much from

Egypt as from Goshen.

Joseph’s tomb had been built with intention, placed along the
ceremonial road between Goshen and the palace—a resting place
for the man who once fed nations, who once dreamed in chains

and ruled with open hands.

The seal of his name was still carved deep into the stone, not with
pride, but with permanence. His story was louder than the silence.
His legacy outlived the linen they had wrapped him in.

They stood side by side, Manasseh and Shuthelah, the wind
brushing past them like a breath from the past—as if Asenath
herself still lingered here, watching, remembering, blessing. It was
Shuthelah who broke the silence.
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“I don’t know him,” he mumbled. “I was born after he died. But
people look at me like I should. Like being his grandson means I'm

supposed to be... more than I am.”
Manasseh didn’t answer. He just let the boy speak.

“I know I look like my father and even walk like him. Now
everyone expects me to lead like him. And the community is asking

if I've chosen someone. If I’'m ready to think about marriage.
Children. The future.”

He exhaled. “But I don’t even know what kind of man I am yet.
How am I supposed to build a house if I still feel like a door

waiting to openr”
The wind shifted. A fig branch swayed nearby.

Manasseh gave a half-smile. He knelt slowly before the tomb, ran
his hand across the cool stone, then spoke.

“There are names we carry like torches,” he said. “And others we
carry like stones.”

He looked at Shuthelah.

“Being Joseph’s grandson doesn’t mean you have to become
Joseph. It means you listen for the same God he followed.”

There was a long pause. “And yes, loving anything in this world
comes with risk. A child. A wife. A friend. Even this land.”

He stood again, brushing dirt from his hands.

“You want to know if you should be afraid of marriage? Of
children? Of losing them?”

He met the boy’s eyes. “You should be. Because real love makes
you vulnerable. But it also gives you strength that nothing else

b3

can.
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“You think I didn’t feel that way? You think your father never
doubted?”

He took a step closer, his voice lower now. “He stayed in my

empty house for weeks just to remember who he was.”

He nodded toward the tomb. “We all walked through shadows,
Shuthelah. But the light didn’t leave us. We just needed time to

open our eyes again.”

Shuthelah sat on a low stone near the edge of the tomb, his
shoulders slumped. Everything was just pouring out of him.

“I wasn’t born yet when Keziyah died,” he said murmured, his
voice like a thread unraveling in the wind. “But I've felt her
absence my whole life.”

He stared at nothing, the tension building.

“I grew up hearing her name in the silence—when my mother
would go still at the mention of sweet things, or when my father

stopped humming certain songs.”
He glanced toward Manasseh.

“But when Ezer and Elead were born, the house changed. It was
like color returned. Laughter echoed again. Even I felt it. They
were loud. Alive. They made us all believe we were whole again.”

His voice cracked. “And then they were gone.”

He didn’t cry. But the restraint in his voice hurt more than
weeping.

“Only a year ago. And then not long after, they said mom was
expecting again...”

He paused, looking down at his hands.

“You’d think I would be happy. That I’d want to hope. But this
time... this time the house has been so quiet. Not peaceful—
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just...” he held breath. “Like we’re all waiting to see if this one will
be taken too.”

He swallowed. “I don’t know what to feel anymore. Joy feels
dangerous. Like a rope too thin to hold. Like if I reach for it too
hard, it'll snap.”

His voice dropped to almost a whisper. “Does it ever stop feeling
that way? Does the fear ever let go?” “I am terrified,” he added.
“The joy feels like a trap. Like the same sun that warmed us would

burn us again.”

Manasseh listened, still as the tomb behind them. Not just listening
with ears—but with every memory that lived beneath his ribs.

Manasseh sat down beside him. And when he spoke, it wasn’t with

authority. It was with an ache.

“When Rachel died,” Manasseh began, “I thought my lungs would

never fully open again.”

He gazed at his hands, palms upward, as if trying to explain
something that lived in his bones.

“She carried the twins and the weight of a house that had almost
broken apart. She was laughter in the morning and oil for every

ache I never knew how to name.”

His voice caught. “I was the one who lived. And they were the

ones who died.

Her.

The twins.

And I asked Elohim a thousand times—why them?
Why not mer”

He rubbed his face with the edge of his sleeve. “Didn’t stay in
Goshen. Couldn’t. Fled to On, claiming it was for the people—that
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it was what my father would’ve done. But really... I was just
hiding.”
He looked directly at Shuthelah. “You’re not weak for being afraid.

You’re honest.”

A long silence stretched between them, not heavy—but full. Then
Manasseh spoke again, softer this time.

“Joy is terrifying because it’s a gift you can’t guarantee. But it’s also
the only thing that reminds us we’re still alive.”

He reached down and picked up a small stone, rolling it between
his fingers.

“Grief teaches us how fragile we are. But joy—joy teaches us how

brave we’ve become.”
He let the stone fall back into the ditt.
“You ask if the fear ever goes away. Maybe not completely.”

He nodded toward the direction of the estate, toward the new baby

sleeping in the arms of a woman who once wept in silence.

“But eventually... the fear becomes part of your faith. You love
anyway. You choose it again and again, not because it’s safe—but
because it’s holy.”

Then he looked Shuthelah square in the face.

“You’ve already begun, you know. You’re not waiting to become a
man. You’re becoming one every time you speak the truth about

what scares you.”

The wind stirred again. At last, Shuthelah breathed a little deeper.
Not because the weight was gone. But because someone else was
tinally holding it with him.
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The sky was orange now, brushed with violet. A hush settled over
the field like a blanket. Manasseh turned toward the tomb once

more and whispered, almost to himself:
“He would’ve been proud of you.”
Shuthelah looked up. “You think so?”

Manasseh nodded. “I know so. Because you came here asking
questions. And that’s where every great leader begins.”

They started walking back with the stars beginning to appear. No
more words passed between them. The silence wasn’t empty—only
full. They had stood by a tomb...and returned with something far

more alive than sorrow.

A New Vizier

The air in Manasseh’s estate that evening was sharp with news.
Candles burned low, and the olive oil in the lanterns flickered softly
against the stone. The long table in the main room—once used
only for family meals and thinking aloud—was now a place of
strategy, of voices drawn together by trust.

Nari and Sadek had arrived earlier, their robes still dusted from the
road. Kiya entered just after dusk, a thin shawl drawn over her
shoulders. Another woman from the network, known as Teyet,
followed—tall, observant, silent.

Manasseh, Ephraim, Pharaz and Tola were already seated. The
meeting began without formality. There was no need for it.

“The House of On has chosen a new Vizier,” Kiya said, her voice

low but sure. “Pharaoh placed him just last week.”
“Name?” Manasseh asked.

“Nebemakhet,” Nari replied. “Son of an eastern priest from the
Temple of Ra. Loyal to On. Trained by Kadesh.”
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The room stilled.

“He is young,” Teyet added, “ruthless, and far too charming.
Speaks fluent Hebrew and a few other Semitic languages. Enough

to sound like kin, but not enough to mean it.”

“He’s calling himself ‘a friend to foreigners,” Sadek said. “But the
look in his eyes says something colder. Like polished granite.”

Manasseh’s fingers tapped the table.

“It’s strategy,” he murmured. “Charm the edges. Assimilate the
soft ones. Make them forget they are being watched.”

Ephraim nodded. “The snake doesn’t always hiss,” he said.

“Sometimes it smiles.”

But they had their own plans. Ephraim and Manasseh unrolled a
scroll—maps, records, lands once granted to Asenath. Fields near
supply routes. Market places near city walls. Storage hubs. Watch
towers. Water rights. Kadesh had been circling these like a hawk.

“He doesn’t want me or Machir,” Manasseh said. “He wants
access. Military control disguised as trade. Prestige disguised as
partnership.”

“We’ve moved the power to the back,” Ephraim added, “and
brought new blood to the front. Instead of outright selling our
land, we have divided it—offering stewardship agreements to the
new traders moving in, especially those from Canaan. Agreements
bound not by Pharaoh, but by mutual benefit. This means we do
not need the Vizier’s approval.”

“The land stays in Egyptian hands,” Ephraim said. “The profits
stay with Goshen”

Nari smiled, “And the Children of Dinah will continue to watch.”
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The table was silent for a short time. And then—agreement. Not
just with the plan. But with the posture of it. Restrained power.
Strategic partnerships. Joseph would have approved.

Just as the meeting began to slow, Kiya lifted her hand.

“I have someone you should meet,” she said. “She’s been with us
for years. Few know her name outside of the network.”

She turned to the woman sitting near the doorway—tall, serene,
her skin like dusk over stone, her eyes thoughtful but alert.

“This is Teyet,” Kiya continued. “She works in the upper library of
the House of On.”

Every head turned. Even Manasseh looked startled.
“You worked at the library?” he asked, blinking.
Teyet gave a modest smile. “Still do.”

He tilted his head. “I never saw you.”

She didn’t blink. “That was the point.”

Laughter broke across the room, sudden and surprising—releasing
tension like a cracked jar spilling wine. Even Sadek laughed,
shoulders shaking, and Tola let out a soft snort.

But then Teyet raised her hand. And the room stilled again.

Ancient Family Connections

“I had a small group of scribes who owed me favors. No one in
On suspected a woman of any importance in the scroll rooms. This

freed me to look around more deeply”

She placed a single rolled parchment on the table, untouched by
seal or wax. “I found this while searching for history about the
foreigners.” And she began to read it out loud.
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“Then the foreigners began arriving. One family, then ten,
then fifty caravans deep. But they didn’t come like beggars.
They came with maps. With seed grain. With serolls of

their own.”
She looked at Manasseh and then at Pharaz.

“The priests began to notice... patterns,” she said as she placed the
scroll on the table. “The high scribes of On are not just scholars of
the gods. They are keepers of ancient star lore, regional histories,

seasonal migrations.

Something in these people reminded them of... Joseph’s people.
Of you.”

She paused, letting the significance of her words settle.

“They searched their own records. Dug into ancestral writings we

thought were allegory.”

Teyet unfolded a small linen scrap—a copied fragment, inked by
hand.

“It’s in Old Midianite. But translated, it says this:

Sons of the East, sent out by Abraham, builder of altars,
who dwelt among the stars and the sand.””

The room fell into a stunned silence.
Even the air seemed to hush.
Tension sparked almost immediately.

“You’re saying... these trader are related to us?”” Pharaz asked, his

voice clipped.

“That’s not possible,” Jezer muttered. ““That’s manipulation.
Blending truth with deceit.”

“Or prophecy,” someone else whispered.

“Or lies,” said another.
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Tola raised a hand. “Let her finish.”
Teyet continued, unshaken.

“These traders have been named ‘Hyksos’ by the priests. They
seem to have started as six ruling kingdoms, each with its own
dialect and structure, but a shared bloodline that traces to a single
man. Abraham. That is what the scrolls suggest.”

She glanced around the table.

“One of them—Midian—borders Egypt. The others are scattered
through Levant and far valleys. I’'m still collecting details. But if 1
had someone to guide me through your histories—your

lineages. .. possibly your scribes or better yet your matriarchs—I
could match them to what On is hiding.”

Ephraim leaned forward. “Why would On hide it?”

Teyet’s eyes darkened. “Because it challenges the myth of Egyptian

centrality. It puts power in stories they can’t control.”

The room went still again. This time, not in outrage. But in

awareness.

“Some of the elders must know,” Jezer said quietly. “This can’t be

new to everyone.”
Manasseh’s voice was softer than usual. Almost reverent.
“I know who would know for sure.” All eyes turned to him.

“Tamar,” he said. “And others like her. The mothers who held the
stories when the scribes were still learning to shape their pens.”

Pharaz, for the very first time all evening, bowed his head. “My
mother would know,” he said in a whisper. “She would’ve told me
if I’d ever asked.”

No one moved for a long moment. And then Ephraim stood.
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“We’ll call a second council,” he said. “But this one will be in
Goshen. And this time...” He looked toward the empty women’s
circle by the southern wall.

“...the women will speak first.”

They all stood. The meeting ended with less fire than it began. Not
in defeat, but in reflection. What began as a strategy session...had

become a summons to memory.

A call to listen again—not just to the stars, or to new traders, but
to the women who had carried these stories...in baking hands and
oil-scented hair; in scrolls hidden beneath cloaks; in songs sung to

children who never knew their meaning.

The Matter of Home

Later that night, Manasseh and Ephraim sat on the patio between
their two estates, the breeze cooler now, the stars shy but present.
The two brothers sipped water and shared the silence that comes

only after trust is re-earned.

“I think I'm staying in Goshen,” Manasseh said, not looking at
Ephraim. “Atleast for a while. Issachar passed before I could ask
him, but his sons told me he had already decided. He wanted it in
my hands. Told them so just days before he entered his rest.”

“He knew,” Ephraim whispered. “He always knew things early.”

The house next to Ephraim’s still stood grand—full of rooms,

courtyards and memories.
“I don’t need it,” Manassch said. “Not anymore.”
They talked about its future.

“A school for boys?” Ephraim suggested. “Or a place for rest? A
retreat for leaders whose hearts are cracked but not broken.”
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“Or maybe,” Manasseh said, “for Council meetings with those
from outside Goshen. Closer to Egypt’s roads, but still within

reach of our gates.”

They agreed. One room would be reserved for travelers. Another
for quiet counsel. A table would be built from cedar and respect.

“What should we name it?”

“Mercy,” Manasseh whispered after a long pause. “That’s what has

been given freely to me.”

“Ohel Rachamim, the Tent of Mercy,” Ephraim whispered back.
The idea lingered with them for a long time, like a hearty meal.

Before they parted, Manasseh turned and smiled faintly.
“How’s Behir?”

“Stubborn,” Ephraim chuckled. “He already tries to climb
everything. Even people.”

“New life,” Manasseh said, “has a way of pulling the whole house
back to its feet.”

“Shuthelah?”

“Better,” Ephraim said. “Whatever you said at the tomb—thank
you. He hasn’t spoken of fear in weeks. He’s started asking about
carpentry. Maybe that’s how he prays.”

The wind rustled the olive leaves.
They sat a while longer.
Not to plan.

Just to breathe.

The Women’s Circle

The heat had softened by midday, and the air carried the smell of
bread, clay and wild mint. In the square just outside the northern

54
The Moses Chronicle: Hands that Rock the Cradle



Excerpt — Only 4 Chapter
For more info or to buy — MosesChronicles.coms

gate of Goshen, a hush had begun to settle—not from silence, but

from anticipation.

This was no council of swords.
No market stall debate.

This was something older.

The women were gathering.

Not the way they did to grind grain or pass the olive press—but
the way prophets once met at wells.

The Children of Dinah were already there, their garments dusted
with flour, hands still fragrant with oils. They had spent the eatly
hours healing old wounds—speaking to the tribes of Simeon and
Levi, braiding grief and forgiveness into a single thread.

Tirzah arrived mid-morning, carrying Beriah on her hip. The boy
was growing bold and heavy, full of questions and light. When she
spotted Manasseh standing close to the trees, she did not hesitate.

“Where is he?” she asked.

“Near the fig trees,” Manasseh said, eyes blinking against sudden
sunlight. “Playing with Shuthelah.”

They walked together. And when Tirzah placed Beriah in Machir’s
arms, the earth itself seemed to sigh. Manasseh’s eyes welled, not
with sorrow—but with the ache of something whole. Something

once broken and now held again.

Benjamin, nearby, beamed. He lifted his hands like a priest,
blessing them with no words at all. “The house is healing,” he
whispered to no one in particular. “This is how it begins again.”

The women began to fill the center square. Not loud. Not
ceremonial. They moved with the gravity of memory. Tamar took
her seat at the heart of the circle, 2 woven mat beneath her, a cane

by her side. She was nearly 110, her skin like papyrus left in the
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sun, her voice like water in stone. But her eyes—those eyes were

fierce as fire on a cold night

Around her sat the mothers of the tribes—from Issachar to Dan,
from Gad to Zebulun. Some old, some still strong in the womb.
And beside them, seated in reverence, were young women from the

tribe of Levi, scribes with ink-stained hands and trembling scrolls.

For Tamar had prepared them Over the past few days, she had
poured out her heart to them—not in speeches, but in story. And

now, they would carry her voice.

A young scribe stood. Her name was Rinnah. She unrolled a scroll,
her voice steady despite the crowd.

“There was a woman named Keturah,” she began.

“She came to Abraham after Sarah had passed. She bore him six
sons—Zimran, Jokshan, Medan, Midian, Ishbak and Shuah.”

The elders leaned forward. Children stilled their play. The story
began to fall like dew on drought.

“Abraham loved her,” Rinnah continued. “But he sent her sons
away from Isaac, eastward, with gifts—gifts of silver, wisdom and
survival.”

“They were not chosen for the covenant,” another scribe said,
rising, “but neither were they cursed. They became kings, traders,
warriors and priests. They built caravans, city-states, temples to
unnamed gods— And in time, they faded into the dust of other

empires.”
The murmurs grew.
“But they did not forget,” Rinnah said. “Nor were they forgotten.”

Another girl stepped forward. She held a different scroll—
handwritten, not from Goshen, but copied from the House of On.
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“The priests in On have scrolls that trace certain land to Abraham’s
other sons. They speak of six kingdoms. One of them... is Midian.
Another—perhaps Sheba. Another still... maybe Sharuhen.”

“These are the Hyksos,” the girl said. “A confederation of the
scattered. Brothers to our line, but walking the cusp of the
covenant like Ishmael before them.”

A ripple went through the men seated along the perimeter.
Ephraim leaned forward. Manasseh sat straighter. Pharaz
whispered something under his breath.

“What proof?” someone asked. “This could be political games.”

“Then why hide it?” Teyet responded, “Why would the House of
On guard it so closely? Why whisper it in corridors instead of

proclaiming it from temples?”

No one had an answer. Tamar finally raised her hand. The scribes
stepped back, and the matriarch spoke.

“My children... you must understand. Not every truth comes
wrapped in certainty. Some truths arrive like wind—felt before
heard.

Known before named.”

She leaned forward, her gaze falling upon Benjamin, then
Manasseh, then Shuthelah.

“These are Abraham’s children. Perhaps not the covenant...But
the shadow of it. And sometimes... shadows show us where the

light is brightest.”

Someone near the rear of the circle—perhaps from Gad—asked

the question trembling on everyone’s tongue:

“Then are we to trust them?”
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Tamar did not answer immediately. She looked toward the fig trees,
where Machir and Beriah now played under Shuthelah’s watchful

eye.

“That is not a question for prophecy,” she said. ““That is a question
for time. But remember this—Joseph never trusted Egypt. He
trusted what Elohim was going to do in Egypt. In Egypt, Elohim

saved us.”

She paused. “So walk with your eyes open. But do not walk alone.
Because Elohim’s story is always bigger than our fences.”

The wind passed through the olive branches.
The square remained quiet, but hearts were full.
They had not heard prophecy.

But they had heard something older.

The echo of a story buried in dust. And maybe... just maybe... one
that still had breath.

Joseph is Still Speaking

Kiya had silently made her way to Manasseh and Ephraim. She
knelt beside them and placed a package on the table between them.
“I need you to confirm something,” she said, her voice low,
reverent. “This... we believe it’s one of Joseph’s journals. But we

need to know for sure. Is this your father’s handwriting?”

Ephraim reached for it with hands that trembled, not from age—
but from the weight of what memory could become when it was

proven. He unwrapped the linen and stared at the parchment

beneath.

The seal hit him first. A sheaf of wheat bound with a sunray.
Joseph’s personal mark. Not the Vizier’s. His own. He unrolled it
further. And there—between the lines of meticulous script, the
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sparse phrasing, the straight, no-nonsense recording of fact and
negotiation—was his father.

“This is him,” Ephraim whispered. “There’s no storytelling. No
flourishes. Just the truth.”

His eyes scanned further. And then—he stopped.
“Manasseh, read this.

Everyone listen. The Children of Dinah, charged with keeping the
scrolls from our parent’s library safe, have found this journal

among the items.”

“We had been searching for almost three days,” she said softly.
“After what Teyet revealed, Nari’s children and I went through
every scroll we brought up from the cellar. We remembered
moving your father’s library after Asenath passed, but we never
realized what might still be hidden there.”

She exhaled. “This one was wedged in the false panel of a small
bookshelf. It must have been placed there deliberately.”

Manasseh took the scroll in his hands. His tone was clear as he
stood and read aloud:

“The Midianites sent word through Dedan, seeking a renegotiation
of Egypt’s western grain path. I traveled to the foothills near
Horeb to meet with their prominent families. Their dialect matched
a form of ancient Aramaic, with words I recognized from my

youth.”
He paused, then continued.
p

“They claimed descent from Abraham, through his later wife,
Keturah. I asked for proof. They brought scrolls—fragments,
really—describing the six sons sent east with wealth and wisdom.
Jokshan. Midian. Medan. Zimran. Ishbak. Shuah.

They say these are their fathers. They call us cousin.”
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He looked around the square. Silence had fallen again. Even the
wind held its breath. He read on.

“That evening, I was invited to a meal in my honor.
Representatives from each of the six tribes were present. They
showed me their burial customs, their laws of hospitality, their

sacred sign.”
Manasseh paused again, his voice tightening.

“All their males are circumcised, as Abraham was commanded. Not

for Egypt. For Elohim. Newborns at birth. Converts by oath.”
He glanced at Ephraim, but kept reading.

“They offered me a marriage alliance. A daughter from the tribe of
Sheba. Politically, it would have bound Egypt’s grain to their water
routes. But I declined. I belonged to Asenath. My covenant was
already spoken.”

Ephraim nodded, half-smiling. “Mother would not have agreed to

that,” he murmured under his breath. “Even if it was a royal offer.”
Kiya chuckled.
But now the tone shifted. Manasseh reached the last paragraph.

“Before I departed, they took me to a small cave at the foot of
Mount Horeb. There, they showed me a stone. Simple. Unmarked.
Beneath it, they said, lies the mother of nations—Keturah, wife of
Abraham. I knelt. I prayed. I asked Elohim to make the stories

clear in their time.”

He rolled the scroll shut. No one spoke. The light outside had
begun to shift—not dimmer, just deeper, like the sky was listening

too.

Pharaz was the one who broke the silence. He leaned forward, his
voice a whisper. “Circumcision... burial caves... They walk as we

walk.”
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Tola’s brow furrowed. “But they walk outside the covenant.”

“Yes,” said Manassch. “But not in rebellion. In memory. They

remember Abraham.”

Jezer of Naphtali, a young leader—shook his head. “We have to
meet them. We need to see their faces. Hear their stories from their

own mouths.”
Benjamin nodded in agreement.

“And we shall,” Ephraim said, his voice low but certain. “We’ve

walked long enough in shadows. It’s time for light.”

And this—this moment—was proof of what the women had

always known: The stories never disappear. They only wait to be found.

Manasseh rose and closed the meeting. One by one, the men
slipped into the evening, the firelight still flickering behind them
like a memory.

Shuthelah asked to stay. He wanted to spend the night with
Manasseh and Machir. And no one questioned why.

Walking Benjamin Home

So Ephraim, with Beriah on his shoulders and Tirzah chattering
beside him, walked Benjamin home.

“Father,” Tirzah asked gently as they walked, “how are you? Can
you believe what we learned tonight?”” she didn’t wait for his reply,
only kept chattering about Ketaruh.

Benjamin had been silent for most of the meeting—not from
confusion, nor doubt. But from the consequence of watching

prophecy unfold.

He had prayed to see this day. Manasseh and Ephraim, seated with
wisdom. Shuthelah, growing into strength. Machir, holding on to
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new hope. Beriah, babbling softly into his father’s ear. He was
blessed to see his other children give him great-grandchildren

This—this was the vision he had carried in silence—his family
whole. To know that the children of Israel were safe, that the
lineage of Joseph was strong, and that the council had found its
breath again.

One can never push back death. But Benjamin had used all his
grace to delay it. And now, he only prayed—he might make it
home first, before his debt was due.

Tirzah kept talking, her words warm and soft like shawls spun
around candlelight. But Ephraim knew. He felt it. A stillness in

Benjamin’s steps. A glow that seemed to surround him.

When they reached the door of Benjamin’s home, Ephraim placed
Beriah in Tirzah’s arms and touched her elbow. “Wait here,” he

said. “Let me help him inside.”

They stepped quietly into the threshold. Ephraim opened the door
wide and placed his arm around his father’s back. He held him
longer than he had in years.

And as he embraced him, he whispered, “You will be missed.”

Benjamin smiled—tired, knowing. With the last strength in his
bones, he moved quickly, almost youthfully, into the house. He
reached his chair beside the hearth. Pulled a woven blanket up over
his shoulders.

And suddenly... he was cold.
He exhaled slowly..... closed his eyes.

And entered his rest.

Kohath’s Hope

62
The Moses Chronicle: Hands that Rock the Cradle



Excerpt — Only 4 Chapter
For more info or to buy — MosesChronicles.coms

As the crowd dispersed from the center, lamplights flickered across
the courtyard, brushing the dust with soft gold. The stories of
Keturah still lingered in the air, like the scent of spiced oil that

clings even after the jar is closed.

The elders had left in pairs. The scribes returned to their tents. The
Children of Dinah packed their baskets with care while Kohath

remained.

He was seated on the outer stone bench, wrapped in his father
Levi’s old cloak. His hands were calloused with age, but his fingers
moved lightly over the scrolls just handed to him by the young
scribes of Levi’s tribe—girls barely old enough to carry such

wisdom, yet brave enough to gather it.

One had approached him before leaving. “Elder Kohath,” she said,
“we think you’ll know what to do with these.”

And now they lay across his knees. Scrolls whispering of
Abraham’s other sons. Of Sheba and Midian. Of women who held
the covenant in their wombs, even if they never spoke it aloud. He

ran a weathered thumb along the edge of one scroll and exhaled.

The square was empty now, but he didn’t rise. There was
something sacred in this pause—something not quite finished. He
looked up at the stars overhead. Levi had taught him the
constellations once, in a season when Egypt still feared them, and
Jacob’s bones had barely cooled beneath Goshen’s earth. Now the
stars felt distant. But not silent.

“I know there’s more,” he whispered. “More than scribes, more
than shadows. Am I still part of it, Elohim? Or am I only here to

remember what others have forgotten?”

He had lived long. Watched his brothers buried. Watched tribes
rise, build, scatter, argue. He had loved once, a woman with clever
hands and a calm soul—but her womb had been still. And then,

like a branch trimmed too soon, she had been taken from him.
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For years he’d believed his line would end with memory. That
perhaps his purpose was only to keep the name of Levi alive until

others carried it forward.

He looked down at the scrolls again. These stories—Midian,
Keturah, Joseph’s journal—they weren’t history. They were
preparation. And something in him stirred. A seed he thought had
died.

“What if... from me, Elohim still desires a branch? One more
child... not for me. But for the people.”

He squeezed his eyes shut and whispered: “Let kings rise from my

loins. Not for my name—but for the name You gave to Israel.”

And the wind answered gently. Like a prayer brushing past the
edge of eternity.

Tomorrow, he would search the scrolls in the back of the
scriptorium, where Jacob’s blessings to Levi still lay rolled in linen.
He would read until the wax cracked, and the lamp burned low.
Because something was coming. And somehow, he would be part

of it.

The last man in the square sat under starlight,
scrolls on his lap,

and a resolute hope

that from his house...

a nation might rise.
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CHAPTER 18: REPERCUSSIONS

The Survey of Avaris

It had been nearly 250 years since Joseph died. 250 years of
harvests and funerals, of peace and multiplication under Egypt’s
wide and patient sky. But time wears away memory, and power

forgets its debts.
And now it was true:

“Now there arose a king over Egypt, who did not
know Joseph.”

(Exodus 1:8)

The fall of Avaris had been swift and brutal, a final cracking of a
dynasty long bloated with stolen tribute. When the last Hyksos lord
fled across the desert sands into Canaan, taking nothing but his
shame and a handful of surviving banners, Egypt roared its

triumph across the riverbanks.

But Ahmose, the king who had fought and bled for that triumph,
was no longer the fierce young general who had stormed the
border cities. He was worn thin, his face carved by grief and
endless war, his hands steady only by will, not strength.

He would not govern the reclaimed north himself. Instead, he
summoned Amenhotep, his son and co-regent, and the Great
Royal Wife, Nefertari, to survey the ashes of conquest and to

establish a second seat of Pharaoh’s power along the reclaimed
Nile.

The caravan that set forth was no ragged procession of weary

soldiers. It was a river of splendor.
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Chariots, gilded and humming with the burnish of the sun, carried
the royal household forward. White-robed priests of Amun rode at

the front, their censers trailing sweet clouds of frankincense.

Behind them marched scribes with heavy scroll-boxes, artisans
carrying their chisels and pigments, weavers and seamstresses
bearing bolts of fine linen, architects unrolling plans across their
knees even as they traveled. River barges floated alongside, stacked
high with timber and stone, great flagships bearing statues of the
gods who would reclaim this land.

At the heart of the procession rode Amenhotep and Nefertari, gold
flashing on their brows, robes of the finest linen whispering against
polished leather harnesses. This was no mere inspection; more like

conquest wrapped in ceremony. This was Egypt coming to reclaim
herself.

The journey to Avaris was long and slow. The great caravan

winding like a gilded serpent along the beaten roads and river trails.
At every village they passed, Egyptians came out to kneel, to chant
blessings, to offer baskets of dates and flowers in trembling hands.

150 years of Hyksos rule, and yet the land remembered Pharaoh
Over 30 years of war by three kings and it hungered for stability.

But when they reached the outer edges of Avaris, the songs died in
their throats. The city was a carcass. Walls scorched and broken.
Temples gutted, idols stripped and shattered. Granaries looted and
left gaping to the sky. The once-proud capital of the Hyksos now

stank of ash and abandonment.

Amenhotep surveyed the ruins with a scowl deepening across his
young face. Where he had expected to find resistance, he found
only rot. He spat into the dust and turned away.

The Bowing of On
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They came humbly—at least in form.

Priests from the House of On, robed in white trimmed with
crimson, their sandals dusted from a long journey. Not many, just a
handful. But they carried scrolls bound in wax and symbols pressed
into their palms, signets of allegiance once offered to kings long
dead. Their leader, lean and silver-bearded, bowed low before
Amenhotep and Nefertari, but his words held no tremble—only
strategy.

“O Pharaoh, Son of the Sun,” he began, eyes downcast, voice
smooth as the Nile in drought. “Your father’s triumph is known
even in the deepest halls of Ra’s temple. But it is your hand that
will restore order. If you will let us setve, the House of On will
bring clarity to this land.”

Nefertari tilted her head, watching carefully.

The priest continued. “We remember what these people were
under Joseph. Foreigners in our court. Idolaters in our fields. They
gave no incense to the gods, no coin to the temples. But they
prospered.” His voice dipped. “And that prosperity has turned to
pride.”

He opened his hand, revealing a sealed scroll. “Allow us to send
priests with you into Goshen—not for judgment, but
interpretation. We know their speech. Their customs. Their

weaknesses.”

Amenhotep said nothing at first. The wind shifted the fringe of his

robe.

The priest pressed on. “You serve Amun, great one. We do not
deny his strength. But Ra is still the sun at midday. And he sees
what others hide.”

A sharp glance passed between Pharaoh and Nefertari.
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Finally, Amenhotep spoke, his voice flat. “You may observe. But

your tongue will be mine. Your breath, my command.”

The priest bowed again, this time touching his head to the earth.
“As the Nile bends to the sea, so shall we.”

And so the priests of On, once keepers of Joseph’s own marriage
ties, entered Goshen not as guides—but as spies. Their mouths
smiled, but their hands itched to burn scrolls and break covenants.
They did not seek peace.

They sought revenge—on Joseph, on Asenath, on the Hebrew

God who had once made famine bow.

And Amenhotep, too young to see how poison clings even to
golden cups, drank every word they offered.

A Wound Laid Bare

Beyond the ruined city stretched Goshen—green and thick with
life. It took little more than an afternoon ride to reach the outer
borders of Goshen, and already Amenhotep could see it—the
breach where the starving armies had battered down the once-
sturdy gates.

The walls of Goshen, once carefully laid stone upon stone with
Hyksos’ permission, now stood cracked and broken, their
protection shattered not by open war, but by hunger and

arrogance.

Through those ragged openings, the truth was plain. The fields of
Goshen rolled out before them in rich, defiant splendor. Grain
swayed heavy on the stalks, gold as Pharaoh’s own crown. Fat
sheep grazed along the slow-turning irrigation canals. The herds

tlowed from well-built pastures, clean and ordetly.

And there among the barley and wheat, laughter rose. Hebrew
children—barefoot, brown-skinned, their limbs strong and shining
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in the sun—ran weaving games through the rippling fields, their
voices high and careless as birds.

It was an insult.
A wound laid bare before gods of Egypt.

Egypt’s trueborn sons had bled dry for this victory—marching on
half rations, burying their fathers and brothers on the broken
sands—while these descendants of slaves and foreign herdsmen
thrived untouched, fat with ease.

Amenhotep’s fists tightened on the reins until his knuckles
whitened against the leather. His jaw locked so hard a vein pulsed
at his temple.

Nefertari, riding behind him, said nothing. But her eyes, dark and
sharp as an obsidian, missed nothing.

The caravan slowed near the center of Goshen, dust curling up
from their wheels and hooves in heavy clouds. They sent a message

to summon the leaders.

Three men stepped forward, standing proud and silent before the

royal envoys.

Bered, son of Shuthelah of Ephraim,
Amram, son of Kohath of Levi,
Ram, son of Pharaz of Judah.

They were healthy men, lean from honest labor, their robes clean,
their backs unbent. Behind them stood more men—hundreds
more—arms crossed, eyes steady, a silent wall of strength.

The Hebrews refused to be intimidated.
They were not broken.
They were many.

And that was a danger.
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A minor priest from the House of On stepped forward, bowing
low before Amenhotep and Nefertari. He spoke in careful
Egyptian, translating the greetings and words of the Hebrews,
though all present knew that the Hebrews understood.

Amenhotep refused to acknowledge them directly. Though trained
in Hebrew speech, he would not sully his tongue with their

language.

He spoke to the priest only. Orders were barked. Demands were
issued. No kindness. No courtesy. The men of Goshen listened,
their faces impassive, but the priests could see it—the tension
braided into their shoulders, the slow, simmering coil of wounded

pride.

As they passed deeper into Goshen, the rage in Amenhotep’s chest
hardened. He saw granaries still full. He saw children fat and
laughing. He saw what Egypt’s true sons had bled for—not in gold
or temples, but in fields given over to a foreign people.

It was intolerable and hell itself could not match the fury boiling in
his heart.

By the time they returned to the new encampment, Amenhotep’s
face was dark with a fury that no priest dared soothe. The House
of On, ever vigilant, ever whispering, approached him like a snake

slithering on the ground.

Their spokesman bowed low, voice oily and persuasive. “The
Hebrews are many, O Pharaoh. They multiply beyond counting but
are neither Egyptian nor truly ours. They remember the Hyksos
kings and have prospered under foreign rule. Goshen will betray
you in time, just as they once betrayed the gods of Egypt.”

He let the words fall like stones into Amenhotep’s mind. And
Amenhotep, exhausted, humiliated, burning with the rage of years
stolen from his people, listened.
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“Come,” the priest said. “Let us deal shrewdly with them.” And
Pharaoh’s heart, already poisoned by pride and grief, swallowed the
seed. He stood before his assembled captains that night, his voice

hoarse but unshakable:

“Look!” Pharoah raged. “The people of Goshen are more
numerous and stronger than we are. Come, let us deal shrewdly
with them; otherwise, they will multiply further, and when war
breaks out, they will join our enemies, fight against us, and leave
the country.” (Exodus 1:9-10)

The council murmured in agreement.

The House of On pressed their advantage further: “Why destroy
what can be used? Make them your labor. Build your cities with
their strength. Let Egypt rest and be blessed, while Goshen toils.”

It was a plan as old as conquest. It was a betrayal as cold as stone.
And so Pharaoh consented. Taskmasters were appointed. Quotas
assigned. Burdens strapped onto backs that had known only the
freedom of harvest and flocks.

Goshen was going to be pressed into a form of submission they
had never known. Not as guests. Not as allies. Not even as

enemies. As slaves.

kksk

Meanwhile, the construction of the second palace began. Stone
tloated down the river on heavy barges, white and gleaming under
the sun. Artisans began to carve gardens out of the wilderness,

planting reeds and lotus ponds along the soft curves of the Nile.

Pillars rose slowly against the sky, walls painted with scenes of gods
triumphant and kings immortal. It would be a place of beauty. A
place for royal daughters to walk beside the river. A place for

laughter and hidden sorrow.

A place where one day, a basket might be found among the reeds.
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Last Day of Freedom

For along time, after the dust of Pharaoh’s caravan had
disappeared beyond the low hills, Goshen lay wrapped in a silence
so heavy it seemed to choke the very air they were breathing. The
tields, usually alive with the bright songs of children and the
rhythmic chants of women gathering the first sheaves, stood still
under the sun’s hard gaze, their wheat and batley leaning as if

listening for a sound that would not come.

The wind, thick with the scents of grain and dry earth, carried no
music, no laughter, no rising prayers. Even the youngest children,
who might have been forgiven for forgetting fear, moved
differently, their feet slower, their voices dimmed, their hands
gripping tightly the worn hems of their mothers’ garments, their
wide, questioning eyes searching the broken road for dangers they

could not yet name.

When the men of Goshen gathered, they did so without summons.
No trumpets blared. No messengers ran from house to house.
They came because they knew, as the body knows, the coming of a

fever before the mind can name it.

Bered, Amram, Ram, and others whose bloodlines stretched back
to the first days in Egypt found their way to the central courtyard,
their sandals brushing against the stones in a low, mournful
rhythm. They stood in the long shadows, beneath the battered
branches of olive trees that had seen more seasons than any man

living, and they said nothing for a long while.

Only the thin bleat of a lamb far off, the soft hiss of the reeds
along the canals, and the distant creak of a cartwheel broken

beyond repair, interrupted the silence.

The world was still turning, and rivers still flowing. The harvest still
ripening. But something had shifted under the soles of their feet—
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something deep and irreversible. The soil no longer bore only seed.
It bore the weight of coming chains.

When Bered finally spoke, his voice was rough as dry stone against

stone.
“It has begun.”

There was no need to explain what he meant. Every man gathered
there felt the truth of it, like the sharp point of a blade pressed
against the skin.

Amram’s answer came slowly, his face carved in grief too old for

his years: “Not with chains yet,” he said, “but with eyes.”

They feared Pharaoh’s gaze, not his lash. The survey had not been

a courtesy. It had been a judgment.

They had been weighed like cattle at market, measured like grain in
a merchant’s bowl, and they had been found too strong, too many,

too rooted in a land not their own.

Then Ram, son of Shallum, spoke—his voice steady, but low, as if
unwilling to disturb the fragile hush that had fallen over them.

“I watched their faces as they looked at us,” he said. “Pharaoh. The
Queen. Even the scribes behind them. They saw the strength of
our children. The weight of our grain stores. The shine in our
cattle’s coats. They saw women with full arms and men who did

not bow.”

He paused, then added, quieter still, “They saw that not one of us
had died in the wars.”

A murmur passed through the circle.

“We laughed when Thebes wept,” someone whispered. “Not out
loud. But we did. In our hearts.”

“They buried sons,” Ram continued. “We did not. They burned
incense for their gods. We just watched the smoke.”
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Zerah, a son of Levi, from the stone workers—who reminded
them. “Until the soldiers came. Starving. Faces hollow. Cloaks torn.
We really didn’t know what it was like outside these walls. They
were desperate. They didn’t speak—they just took. Grain. Wine.
Anything they could carry. One even collapsed into my mother’s

garden and tried to eat the roots.”

“But they weren’t many,” another man said. “And we were. We
had not starved. Not even when the rains failed. Not even when

the markets closed.”

“We could have driven them out.”

“In some ways, we did.”

“We didn’t kill them.”

“No. But we didn’t welcome them, either.”

Ram shook his head. “Elohim shielded us. From plague. From
hunger. From the war. But now... they see it. They &now it wasn’t
just luck. That’s what made their eyes darken. Our God continues
to prevail, theirs was silent for a long time—at least in their

minds.”

Silence again. The olive branches above them stirred like breath

over parchment.

Then Bered—Ephraim’s steward, older than most, with wisdom in
the way of men who’ve seen too much—spoke without lifting his
head.

“The House of On will never forget or forgive Joseph. Tribes of
Ephraim and Manasseh know this all too well.”

No one replied, but many glanced toward the west, where the sun
dipped low.

“They never forgave Asenath, either,” he added. “Or the God who
gave her a home with his people.”
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He looked up now, eyes sharp. “And now they smell blood. They
see favor. And they’ve found a Pharaoh who does not know
Joseph.”

A heaviness settled in the group. No shouting. No fear. Just the
cold certainty that blessing, if seen by the wrong eyes, becomes

invitation.

Bered rested his hands on his knees. “The door has opened. They
will come through it. Not with smiles and incense but with knives

and revenge.”

No one answered him. They didn’t need to. The wind shifted. A
distant herdsman called out over the fields. A child’s laughter
floated faintly in the air.

Then one voice—low, younger, but steady—broke the silence. It
was the son of Machir, the only son of Manasseh, his hands
clasped before him as if holding something invisible and holy.

He did not rise. He spoke, looking into the firelight as if seeing his
father’s face there.

“He told us how to live. Even in days like these. He said we were
not made to bow to fear or famine. My father said: We will not live as
if we are already dead.”

“So let us go home. Hug our children. Kiss our wives. Praise
Elohim. This may be the last day of freedom. But it will not be the

last day of promise.”
He looked around the circle.

“Elohim has a plan for deliverance. We must live like we believe

1+

1t.

And so they did not dismiss the meeting. They rose—weighed
down by the events yet to come—and walked into the deepening
dusk, toward homes lit by oil lamps and the laughter of children
who still believed the world was safe. The reckoning would not

75
The Moses Chronicle: Hands that Rock the Cradle



Excerpt — Only 4 Chapter
For more info or to buy — MosesChronicles.coms

wait forever. It had already begun to stir. Not today. Perhaps not

tomorrow. But soon.

That evening, as the sun slanted low and heavy over the fields,
families sat closer around their hearths. Fathers who had long since
ceased to carry their sons on their shoulders now pulled them onto

their laps again, cradling them in arms made rough with labor.

Mothers, whose hands had baked bread and woven cloth and set
broken bones, now threaded their fingers through their sons” dusty
hair and pressed long kisses against furrowed brows.

They said nothing of fear. They spoke no warnings aloud. But in
every home in Goshen, fear moved among them, thin and sharp as
a reed blade, threading through batley rows, curling through the

clay courtyards, nestling itself into every unspoken prayer.

The wind shifted as midnight drew near, carrying with it the scents
of crushed wheat and coming rain, and through every doorway,
over every threshold, behind every closed eye, the families of
Goshen whispered prayers without words, their hearts burning like
coals kept alive through a long, bitter night.

And the land of Goshen slept with one eye open, waiting for a

decree they could not stop, and could not yet name.

kksk

The Children of Dinah moved through the Egyptian villages too,
but not in panic. They had learned across generations that survival
was not always found in open defiance or frantic flight, but in the
careful bending of the knee without bending the soul.

Already, messages passed through the network—resolute words,
wrapped in the safety of familiar hands:

“We will not disappear.”

“We will embed.”

“We will serve at their tables, keep their records, weave their linen,
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and build their walls.”

“Our tongues may be Egyptian, but our hearts remain Hebrew.”

It was a bitter wisdom, forged in long seasons under foreign kings:
how to serve Egypt’s gods in the marketplace while honoring the
God of Joseph in the secret places of the soul.

The young scribes polished their reed pens, the merchants unrolled
their finest bolts of cloth, the stoneworkers and goldsmiths
prepared their crafts with determination and excellence, knowing

that survival would not be given freely.

They would enter the courts of Avaris. They would sit in the
shadows of Pharaoh’s halls and they would remember.

They would remember it all.

The Day the Yoke Was Fastened
The sun rose hot and red over Goshen.

There was no mistaking it—the old sky had cracked open
sometime in the night, and what spilled out now was not hope or

rain, but the slow, grinding certainty of sorrow.

The birds still sang at first light, but the men and women of
Goshen barely heard them.

They were already awake, sitting by cold hearths, watching the
hotizon with hearts that refused to beat faster, knowing without

knowing that something irreversible would come today.
And it did.

The dust of the arriving soldiers rose in long, ugly trails before the
sun had fully cleared the tops of the date palms.

It was not a small company. It was a caravan of authority—dozens
of chariots, wagons loaded with supplies, soldiers marching in rigid

lines.
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At the front rode not a general, but a priest, his linen robes edged
with the deep red reserved for those who served the highest
temples of On. His staff, capped with gold, gleamed cruelly in the
early light.

The caravan did not pause at the gates. They rolled straight through
the broken remnants of what had once been Goshen’s pride, the
walls left shattered from the invasion months earlier. Soldiers
spread out quickly, their sandals kicking up the dust of the central

square.

The townspeople, already gathering from the outlying fields and
homes, stood in wary, stiff lines, their hands clenched at their sides.
Mothers gripped their children’s shoulders. Old men leaned heavily
on their staffs. Young men clenched their jaws until their teeth
ached, willing themselves still.

They knew better than to resist. But that knowledge did not soften
the sickness in their stomachs. At the priest’s signal, the elders of
Goshen stepped forward.

Bered. Amram. Ram.

Others whose names were stitched into the very fabric of Goshen’s
history, stood with them. They stood with their heads held high,

even as soldiers encircled them with drawn spears.

The priest from On unrolled a scroll, his voice rising sharply into

the warm morning air.

“By decree of Pharaoh Amenhotep, Son of the
Sun, Restorer of the Two Lands—the people of
Goshen are hereby declared slaves of Egypt.”

“Your fields, your herds, your homes, your
granaries—all that you possess is now the

property of Pharaoh.”
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“You will labor where Pharaoh commands. You

will give your strength where Pharaoh demands.”

There was no flourish of trumpets to sweeten the decree. Only the
hard crack of finality. At a second signal, a group of soldiers moved
through the square, carrying torches. Without pause, they turned
toward the schoolhouses, the libraries, the scroll rooms where

generations had preserved law, covenant, memory.

The flames caught quickly. Old wood, dry reed, brittle
parchment—they devoured it all. The smoke rose high into the sky,
thick and black, carrying with it the words of ancestors, the
teachings of patriarchs and matriarchs, the songs of sons and

daughters long dead.

Scrolls lit like leaves, spiraling upward on unseen drafts, turning to
ash before they ever touched the clouds. The people watched, their
faces rigid with grief. No one screamed. No one rushed forward to

save what could not be saved.

They knew. One act of defiance, one movement out of line, and
the punishment would fall not only on themselves, but on their
mothers, their wives, their children. They swallowed their cries.
They burned with the parchments.

The priest from On spoke again, his voice carrying over the crackle

of flames:

“Men, women, and children will be assigned to labor groups
according to their skills. Children old enough to stand will work in
Pharaoh’s homes and storerooms. Men will build and farm.

Women will weave and bake and tend the herds.”

Already the soldiers were moving through the crowd, pulling
families apart with clinical efficiency. A calloused hand on a boy’s
shoulder “You, here.” A firm push against a woman’s back—“You,

there.”
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Children were separated from parents, assigned into smaller
clusters, some no older than five or six, wide-eyed and blinking
against the sun. The fields emptied slowly, like a wound bleeding

out.

By mid-morning, the first work gangs had formed, lines of people
stretching down the main road and out through the broken gates.
They marched under the shouted orders of Egyptian taskmasters,
their feet stirring up the dust of their own homes.

The strong carried the heavy loads first: stones for building, tools
for farming, baskets of grain and amphorae of water. The weaker
carried what they could—small bundles, sticks, tools fashioned by
their fathers.

And still, the fires smoldered, a black wound against the bright sky.
The destruction of their scrolls and the ability to teach gone

forever.

Some soldiers stayed behind with the teenagers, both girls and
boys, setting them immediately to the labor of dismantling the
broken walls of Goshen.

The gates that had once guarded them were hacked down without
ceremony, the stones hauled away by trembling hands. Those old
enough to wield hammers and chisels were given them. Those too

young were set to hauling rubble.

There were no whips yet. No beatings. Just the slow, grinding
cruelty of exhaustion, the deliberate stripping away of dignity, one

stone, one breath, one step at a time.

The eldetly, left behind because they were too slow for Pharaoh’s
purposes, were given sacks and ordered to begin filling them with
grain, to pack them onto waiting carts. The best of Goshen’s

harvest would be sent up the river, spread across the granaries of

Egypt, food for a nation that no longer saw them as human.
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As the sun reached its zenith, another group was gathered and
herded onto barges moored at the river’s edge. They were artisans,
builders, shepherds—the best of Goshen’s skilled hands. Men and
women who had once taught their craft to eager sons and
daughters now stood bound in loose knots, watching their homes

grow smaller on the horizon.

They did not know if they would ever see them again. Many would
not. The river bore them away, a slow funeral procession no one

dared to mourn aloud.

And so the day ground on. Stone by stone. Step by step. Until at
last, as the sun sank, and the sky bruised into purples and reds, the

first work gangs returned to what remained of their homes.

Some returned limping, carrying bruises like hidden shame. Others
returned weeping, for they had seen their sons or brothers carried

away and they knew they would not be returned.

Some never returned not at all and their families, standing watch at
doorways long after dark, wailed their grief in low, broken voices
that tore at the night.

There were no songs sung that evening in Goshen. No prayers
lifted. Only whispered promises, half-choked sobs, the slow
grinding of teeth against anguish.

The women gathered the children to their sides, rocking them
without rhythm, without wotds. The men sat outside their doors,
staring at the battered remnants of fields and homes, hands limp
between their knees, eyes red not from weeping, but from the fury

they could not voice.

From that day forward, this was their life. Not captives chained by
iron, but slaves tethered by despair. Worked until their hands bled,
until their backs bowed, until their songs died in their throats.
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The fields of Goshen no longer belonged to them. The herds no
longer answered their call. Their children no longer sat at their feet
to hear the old stories. Egypt had fastened its yoke around their
necks—methodically, completely.

And Goshen, the cradle of safety for the children of Israel, became
a crucible of sorrow; a furnace in which the future deliverer would
be refined.

The Grand Estate

The Nile coiled lazily around the broken skeleton of Avaris, its
waters indifferent to the rise and fall of kings, its currents carrying
the same silt that had witnessed the dreams of Joseph and the
betrayals of forgotten Pharaohs. Just beyond the charred ruins, on
a stretch of fertile earth where the river’s bend caught the morning
light, the new estate rose, stone by stone, reed by reed, a

monument not to memory but to COfquCSt.

The walls, whitewashed and gleaming under the sun’s merciless
gaze, stretched high against the sky, their polished surfaces blinding
in the midday heat. The courtyards, paved with limestone and
shaded by freshly planted sycamores and tamarisk, shimmered
under the ripple of heat, while channels drawn by engineers
brought clear river water into gardens where lotus and papyrus now
grew in orderly rows. Pools fed by the Nile mirrored the sky,
broken only by the occasional drift of flower petals or the soft
plash of a heron alighting to drink.

It was not yet a palace, not yet a seat to rival Thebes, but it would
be, given time and labor and the slow forgetting of all that had

come before.

Under the stretched linen awnings of the outer pavilion,
Amenhotep reclined beside Nefertari, their skin damp with the
effort of bearing another day’s heat, cool water from alabaster jars

trickling down the folds of their fine linen robes, while servants
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fanned the air in long, rhythmic sweeps, and poured wine into
shallow cups.

Beyond them, the estate’s architects bent over scrolls and stone
models, Egyptian overseers barked orders at Goshen workmen
hauling granite and sycamore, scribes kneeled in the dust copying
decrees that would one day bear the seal of Pharaoh’s reign.

And in the heart of this ordered hive, Amenhotep spoke quietly
with his queen.

They spoke of rebuilding the broken cities of the delta, of restoring
the canals to their former glory, of weaving the scattered remnants
of Egypt’s northern heartland into a tapestry that would nourish
the south and glorify Thebes.

They spoke of grain stores, of labor forces, of how best to
redistribute the rich bounty of the Nile so that no future enemy
could choke Egypt again. They spoke as rulers born to rule, their
hands shaping destiny as potters shape wet clay.

In Nefertari, Amenhotep found something he had found nowhere
else: a mind as sharp as any general’s, a heart as relentless as any
soldier’s, a counsel that soothed without coddling. She reminded
him of his mother, the indomitable Ahhotep, and in her presence,
the heavy, grinding burdens of kingship grew, if not lighter, at least
bearable.

Here, at the estate, life could soften, at least for a while. In the
refreshing lush landscape of the Delta, Egypt could heal her

wounds and crown her victories.

Days blurred into weeks, and the estate grew steadily, its gardens
unfolding in precise symmetry, its pools deepened and lined with
tine, smooth stone, its walls stretching ever higher, draped with the

banners of the victorious house of Pharaoh.
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Merchants came from the coasts of Canaan and the islands beyond
the Delta, their caravans heavy with cedar, incense, oils, and wine,
their tongues quick to swear loyalty anew, their hands eager to

press tribute into Amenhotep’s.

Trade agreements were signed, old alliances rekindled, new ones
born, and the rich blood of commerce began to pulse again
through Egypt’s northern arteries.

The Network Expands

The war was over. Victory was complete. The land would be
reshaped in Pharaoh’s image. But unseen by the generals and
scribes, unnoticed by the merchants and priests, another current

flowed beneath the river of Egypt’s pride.

Elohim had not forgotten His people. And even here, in the
shadow of new temples, in the rising scent of mortar and sweat, the

Children of Dinah moved silently into place.

They came, young men and women who had not yet married, those
whose hearts had been trained not only to labor but to endure,
whose mouths could speak Egyptian fluently, whose hands could
weave and carve and carry scrolls, but whose souls bore still the

ancient songs of the covenant hidden in their marrow.

They traveled south in small groups, taking places among the
artisans, the household stewards, the scribes, the builders. Not as
conquerors. Not even as exiles. As servants hidden among the

foundations of Pharaoh’s pride.

They bent their backs to the building of the estate; they bowed
their heads to the overseers; they answered to Egyptian names, but
within them, the promises of Abraham and Isaac and Jacob burned
steadfast, like banked fires waiting for the breath of Elohim to stir

them once more.

84
The Moses Chronicle: Hands that Rock the Cradle



Excerpt — Only 4 Chapter
For more info or to buy — MosesChronicles.coms

It was not easy, but each day the Children of Dinah watched the
humiliation of their brothers and sisters—the once-proud men of
Goshen yoked to plows and burdened with stones, the women
whose hands had once woven cloth for their own children now
weaving robes for Egyptian lords, the children who once played
along the irrigation ditches now scrubbing floors until their fingers
cracked and bled.

The Children of Dinah carried the weight of two lives: the public
life of obedience and skill, and the private life of grief, longing and
relentless faith. They smiled when required. They bowed when
commanded. And when night fell, and the torches guttered low,
they kneeled behind locked doors, whispering the old prayers into
the darkness.

They remembered. They waited. They believed.

kksk

The estate rose higher still. Gardens burst into bloom, heavy with
the scent of lotus and myrrh. The Nile’s waters were tamed into

decorative pools and sparkling channels.

Obelisks crowned the main gate, carved with Amenhotep’s
victories, with images of gods smiling down upon the restored Two
Lands.

It was beautiful. It was magnificent. It was built on the backs of
broken people. Amenhotep and Nefertari walked the new
colonnades at sunset. They had dreams that one day their children
would be laughing beside them, their robes brushing against cool
stone, their hearts swelling with the certainty that Egypt would

never fall again.

They could not see the cracks already forming beneath their feet.
Egypt could not hear the whispered prayers in the servants’
quarters. The slow gathering of a different kind of storm went

unnoticed by them.
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And downriver, where the Nile curved gently along the battered
fields of Goshen, where the cries of weary laborers carried on the
wind, where the stars burned cold and bright against the endless

black, a human house was being prepared.

The Ashes of On

The chambers of the House of On no longer echoed with

ceremony.

Once, these halls had held the voices of astronomers, philosophers,
priests in golden collars and scribes with fingers stained in sacred
ink. Once, the great temple had burned bright with offerings and
prophecy, the voice of Ra proclaimed from every pillar.

Now the walls were cracked, their pigments faded. The floor
beneath the main altar had sunk into dust. A single brazier still

burned—more out of habit than holiness.

Heqaemsaef, the oldest among the remaining high priests, stood in
the central hall with four others. Their robes had been mended.
Their incense was bitter and weak. But their eyes—those still

burned.

The youngest among them approached the window slit carved high

in the stone, watching the flicker of torches across the river.

The new estate gleamed in the fading light, its columns white as
sun-bleached bone, its channels glittering with Nile-fed wealth.
Obelisks rose like spears against the sky. Pharaoh’s children
laughed within its gates.

“Do they think Egypt has been restored?” the youngest murmured.

Heqaemsaef’s voice was dry. “Let them think so. Let them build it
high. The higher it rises, the greater the fall.”
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Another priest, older and heavier, shifted his weight. “Amun is fat
again. Karnak drowns in offerings. We are nothing but ghosts now.
What temple have we?”

“Our memory,” Heqaemsaef said. “And vengeance.”
s g

He stepped forward, placing a brittle scroll onto the blackened
table at the center of the room.

“Asenath’s land once belonged to this house. Before Joseph.
Before she took vows in their temple. She was ours.”

“She was never one of us,” the heavier priest muttered.

“Maybe not, but still a daughter of Pontiphera and one of his best
scribes. Who knew that Pharaoh arranging her marriage to that
Hebrew would be our downfall,” Heqaemsaef said with regret.
“But her land was. Her grain was. Her name was placed into our

scrolls.”

They gathered closer, the old words sparking in the air like dry
kindling.

“Goshen cannot claim what the sun once blessed,” another
whispered. “The Hebrews multiplied and expanded business and

trade under Pharaoh’s nose.”

Heqaemsaef’s fingers tightened around the edge of the scroll. “But
let us see if their God can shield now. Joseph and his memory are
gone. Hyksos, their distant cousins, have fled. Ra is rising now.”

The wind pushed through the broken stones of the sanctuary,
rattling a cracked copper sun-disc that still hung near the back wall.
It spun slowly, casting warped shadows across the chamber floor.

Heqaemsaef spoke, voice low and sharp, “We will plow those
gardens with ash. We will turn their songs to lamentation. We will
flood Goshen not with water—but with fear.”

“And Pharaoh?” the youngest asked.
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A smile crept into the elder’s voice. “Pharaoh is young. He listens.
And when the right fear is sown... he will act.”

Silence followed. Not peace—just the long, drawn breath of
vengeance holding itself back.

The brazier hissed. The copper disc spun once more.

And the House of On, buried but breathing, began to rise again.

The House of Levi

The fires in Goshen burned lower now,
not out of reverence but from exhaustion.
The walls were gone, the granaries emptied, the proud gates

shattered and carted away like refuse.

Pharaoh ruled here now, and no man in Goshen could pretend

otherwise.

Still, beneath the broken sky, among the ruins of dreams that had
fed a nation for over 300 years, the house of Amram, son of
Kohath, son of Levi still moved, still breathed, still planted seeds

no empire could rip from the earth.

In the mornings, while the sun was still gentle, and the dust had
not yet risen to choke the air, Miriam helped her mother, Jochebed,
carrying baskets of herbs and linen, scrubbing hands, binding
wounds, fetching water for the women heavy with child. She
moved with a swiftness that belied her years, her small hands
steady, her dark eyes already too wise.

Beside them, new mothers wept over their newborns—not from
sorrow, but from the knowledge that even life itself had become a
dangerous gift. And Jochebed, though her back ached and her
spirit wore thin from the endless cycle of labor and loss, pressed
her hand tenderly to her daughter’s hair, thankful for the breath
still moving between them.
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Across the fields, where the work gangs labored from first light
until the shadows grew long and sharp, Aaron moved beside
Amram. He was too young to carry the heaviest stones, too old to
remain tied to his mothet’s skirts. So he carried water skins, hauled
baskets of tools, and sometimes simply talked—talked to the oxen,
talked to the trees, talked to the men too tired to speak for

themselves.

His voice rose and fell across the fields, a sound like running water
against stone, wearing down despair with the stubborn hope of a
child too young to surrender. Amram watched him sometimes
from the corners of his weary eyes, silent, steady, weighing each
day against the steadfast promise that somehow, in ways not yet
seen, they were still building a future.

At night, when the laborers trudged back through the shattered
gates, when the stars pressed low over the bruised land, Amram did
not sleep. He sat hunched over a rough table, the light of a single
oil lamp flickering over cracked parchment and darkened ink. His
hands, once used to finer scrolls and softer quills, now grasped

worn reed pens and coarse sheets.
Nevertheless, he wrote.

The Levites had acted eatly, before Pharaoh’s soldier had taken
Avaris. The most precious scrolls—those of covenant, of lineage,
of prophecy—had been hidden deep underground, sealed in cellars
scattered among the tribes, woven into the secret keeping of the

scribes.

Now, Amram wrote what could not be forgotten: the births, the
deaths, the marriages, the names that would one day rise like
saplings from a scorched field. The ink was rough. The parchment
was brittle. But it would do. It had to.

Jochebed sighed and lowered herself beside him, her hands still

stained from the hetrbs she had crushed to ease a woman’s labor.
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She watched him a long moment, the scratch of his pen the only
sound between them.

At last, she spoke, her voice low and tight with weariness.
“Pharaoh has ordered census taken every third moon,” she said.
“He has forbidden Hebrew midwives to attend to our people
alone. Egyptian women will now take the lead.”

She paused, drawing a deep breath as if tasting the bitterness of the
decree anew. “But we are blessed,” she continued, “blessed that the
Children of Dinah still walk among us. I trained many of their
daughters myself. Egyptian on the outside, but with hearts and
hands molded for Elohim.”

She smiled then, a fierce, fleeting thing, full of both sorrow and
defiance. “They are very good.”

Amram set his pen down, his fingers smudged with ink, and looked
at her in the dim light. They said nothing more for a long while,
only listening to the slow breathing of their children sleeping
nearby, only feeling the silent weight of all that had been lost, and
all that must still be kept alive.

The world had broken open. Goshen had become a furnace. Egypt
ruled now with law and burden. Yet even here—in this house of
Levi, in the ink staining rough parchment, in the hands that cradled
new life, in the songs that Miriam sometimes hummed while she

worked, the covenant still breathed.
Thin, battered, fragile—but alive.
Alive enough for a promise yet to be born.

Alive enough for a child soon to be hidden.
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SURPIRSE!! - A FEW MORE PAGES

CHAPTER 19: FULL CIRCLE

The Story of Shiphrah and Puah

It was a group of priests from the House of On, those men whose
robes bore the scent of old scrolls and older hatreds, who first
suggested to Pharaoh that the Hebrews should be counted, their
strength measured not by rumor or memory, but by cold ink and

dry parchment.

They came bearing words as heavy as chains, bowing low in the
throne room where Amenhotep sat wrapped in his growing pride,
and with polished voices they whispered that while Pharaoh had
conquered Avaris, while he had secured the river and the fields,
there still remained a threat within the heart of the land itself—a
people too numerous, too strong, too stubborn to be broken by

silence alone.

Let them be counted, the priests urged. Let there be a census every
third moon. Let no birth go unnoticed, no family grow beyond
what Pharaoh’s hand could control. Let vigilance replace trust, and

fear replace compassion.

Pharaoh agreed, and so the decrees were written, and the soldiers

marched.

Three censuses passed under the blistering suns, each one a sharp
blade cutting into the private sorrows and secret joys of Goshen,
each one driving the people deeper into the knowledge that their

lives no longer belonged to themselves.
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And when the third count was completed, the reports returned to
Pharaoh’s ears. The Hebrews still increased. Still, they bore
children with strong lungs and shining eyes and their tents filled
with laughter, even in the dust and the oppression. Still the fields,
worked by broken backs and weak cattle was plentiful with milk
and grain.

It could not be allowed to continue. The priests of On came again,
their smiles tighter now, their suggestions colder. If numbers could
not be controlled by labor, then they must be controlled at the
moment of life itself. Bring in midwives from among the
Egyptians, they said, women loyal by blood and culture to
Pharaoh’s command, not bound by the invisible cords of Hebrew
faith.

Let them attend the births under the guise of assistance. Let them
intervene quickly when the child is a male. Let them snuff out the
threat at the first breath. There would be no outcry. No mourning,.

Only fewer sons. A war won without a sword drawn.

And so the soldiers came to the villages surrounding Goshen,
searching for midwives whose hands were skilled and whose loyalty
was unquestioned. Among those who presented themselves at the
summons were two women, young enough to be strong, old
enough to know the weight of what they agreed to carry. Sat-Re
and Merit-Mut bowed low before the officers, their faces calm,
their hearts steady.

The soldiers saw only their Egyptian skin, their Egyptian names,
and they were satisfied. They did not know the story hidden
beneath those calm exteriors. Sat-Re and Merit-Mut , sisters, wetre
born to an HEgyptian farming family in the village of Khenet. It was
a small cluster of mud-brick homes just east of Goshen’s walls,
where Nile waters often overflowed into the batley fields and life
was hard but steady. Their mother labored long with her fourth
child, a son, and though the local healers gave up hope, word
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reached Goshen, where compassion and duty often beckoned to
the children of Israel—to share the blessings of Elohim.

Mezia came first, and with her young but qualified assistant,
Jochebed. Together they worked through the night, praying in
Hebrew—speaking the name of Elohim, pulling life from the teeth
of death. When the boy was born, squalling and strong, the family
wept with relief. The family, having nothing to offer for payment,
asked if the girls could work and learn alongside Mezia and
Jochebed. And in the days that followed, two young daughters—
bright-eyed, sharp-witted—trained with Mezia and Jochebed in
Goshen.

They were called Sat-Re and Merit-Mut by their parents, but in
Goshen, the women of the midwives” house, with laughter and
tenderness, bestowed on them new names: Sat-Re became
Shiphrah, for ber beanty and gentleness. Merit-Mut became Puah, for ber
bright voice and fearless heart.

They lived for a time within Goshen’s walls, sleeping on straw mats
in the midwives’ quarters, studying under the care of women who
taught them not only how to cut cords and turn breech babies, but
how to guard life with ferocity, how to pray over a birth with hands
wet with blood and hope, how to see each child as a scroll yet
unwritten by Elohim’s own hand. It was the happiest time of their

lives.

Though Egyptian by blood, they wore Hebrew names like
necklaces of honor, woven into the songs and seasons of the
people they had chosen to love. They remained, always, two of the

best midwives Goshen had ever trained.

And when darker days came, and Pharaoh’s eyes turned hard
against the Hebrews, they remembered the hands that had saved
their brother, the arms that had welcomed them, the God who had
whispered over every birth they had ever attended. When the order

came—they would remember who they truly served.
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Thus, it was that when Pharaoh’s decree reached them; they did
not falter. They bowed. They smiled. And they would betray
Pharaoh with every male child they spared.

Then Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, gave this order
to the Hebrew midwives, Shiphrah and Puah:
‘When you help the Hebrew women as they give
birth, watch as they deliver. If the baby is a boy,
kill him; if it is a gitl, let her live.’

(Exodus 1:15-16)

They hid their horror behind lowered eyes, and allowed the soldiers
to escort them into Goshen, where they were installed in a rough
tent near the center market, under the thin pretense of service but
in truth under the heavy eyes of Pharaoh’s guards. They could not
move freely nor could they speak openly. But they understood
Hebrew. The soldiers did not.

And so, in plain sight, in the marketplaces and among the washing
lines, messages passed to them from woman to woman, from
family to family, woven into the daily hum of life: a tilt of the
basket; a whispered phrase at the well; a scrap of cloth folded in a
certain way. They learned which births to attend and which homes

to linger near. They learned how to save without raising suspicion.

This is not the end of the chapter,
buy the book to find out what
happens next !!
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Stay Connected

To explore behind-the-scenes reflections, upcoming book
announcements, or teaching series inspired by The Moses Chronicles,

follow:

Email: Regina@MosesChronicles.com

@ Website: www.MosesChronicles.com

8l Instagram / Facebook: @TheMosesChronicles

@ YouTube: Search “RR Wekesa” or ““The Moses Chronicles”

JOIN THE SCRIBE CIRCLE NEWSLETTER

[l ]
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