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Early Praise for the Book 





“The Moses Chronicles: Prelude invites you to follow the biblical first family through their struggles to maintain faith in an ever-changing world. As a Jewish person, I personally connected to that storyline.”— Tricia




“In ministry school, I learned to close my eyes and immerse myself in the text. The retelling in The Moses Chronicles: Prelude doesn’t stray from Scripture—it draws me closer into the space between Scripture and story in ways that feel surprisingly like my own humanity: jealousy, uncertainty, unforgiveness, anger, weeping, love, faith, and forgiveness—making the characters feel more relatable.”— Michelle Spencer




“The Moses Chronicles: Prelude offers a refreshingly restrained and historically grounded entry into the world of Exodus—without rushing into the anticipated and expected themes of slavery and plagues. What sets this first volume apart is its commitment to a slow, deliberate buildup. The Hebrews are not yet oppressed; they live under a fading legacy of Joseph’s influence, in a society where political tensions are simmering but not yet explosive. The author wisely focuses on what could have actually happened in the Pharaoh’s palace, the intrigue, the Egyptian power dynamics, and the quiet shifts that will eventually make deliverance necessary. It’s a rational and thought-provoking beginning that respects both the biblical text and the intelligence of the reader, setting a strong foundation for the deeper drama to come.”— Neil Mammen, Renowned Apologist










  
  
Author’s Note


This work is a tapestry woven from Scripture, history, and imagination. The Moses Chronicles: Prelude is rooted in the final chapters of Genesis, where Jacob blesses his sons and is laid to rest—and where twelve sons, two nephews, and the women who love them begin to forge lasting bonds in the shadow of his final words. Relationships are given breath and depth, and the dynamics between them begin to shape a path that will alter the course of history—all while the sands of Egypt quietly shift beneath their feet.

I have long been drawn to the quiet spaces in Scripture—the places between verses where hearts break, heal, and hope. This novel lives in that space. While I’ve taken creative liberties to flesh out relationships, timelines, and motivations, I’ve done so with deep reverence for the biblical narrative and Elohim who authored it. I’ve also done my best to follow Egypt’s pharaonic timeline where possible.

You’ll encounter moments not explicitly recorded in Scripture or historical record—conversations, conflicts, and subplots shaped by study, imagination, and prayerful reflection. These are offered not as doctrine, but as fiction: an invitation to walk alongside familiar names and see them not as distant figures, but as living, breathing people navigating covenant, culture, and calling.

As I’ve often said: I may take creative liberties with what is not said—but I never want to alter what is said. That conviction shapes every page of this story.

This prelude sets the stage for what’s to come—a sweeping retelling of the Exodus journey: from palace to wilderness to promised land; from promise to slavery to freedom. It begins not with Moses, but with the community that raised him, the world that shaped him, and the generations who carried hope long before he drew his first breath.

Thank you for stepping into these ancient days with me.

— RR Wekesa
Regina@MosesChronicles.com









  
  

Chapter one

The Final Moments of Israel






Last Sunrise

Dawn lay quiet over the camp, morning mist curling in the cold air. The scent of damp earth mingled with smoke from dying embers beneath the heavy linen of Israel’s tent. Stillness pressed in—an unspoken expectancy. It was as though creation itself held its breath. 

Isreal stirred on his bed, his once-mighty frame reduced to frailty, his breath shallow, yet his mind clear. His eyes, dim with age, blinked slowly against the faint light seeping through the fabric walls. Shapes were blurred now, more felt than seen. But he knew the sun was rising. He could feel its warmth edging closer.

He had lived long enough to see his children prosper in Egypt, long enough to witness the miraculous return of Joseph, his son whom he had once wept for, believing him dead. Yet even as he lay in the land of Pharaoh, his heart longed for the land of his fathers—for the resting place of Abraham and Isaac.

He knew today was the day.

He reached for his walking stick and made his way slowly, painfully to the tent opening. Smoke from early morning fires curled lazily into the sky, but the usual sounds of daily life—the laughter of children, the calls of servants, the clatter of clay pots—were absent. The camp was still.

Beyond them, standing in the distance like a reminder of a world both foreign and familiar, loomed the grandeur of the Egyptian palace. There, Joseph lived with his sons, Ephraim and Manasseh, dressed in the fine linen of nobility.

Israel’s thoughts drifted like shifting sands.

Leah. His steady Leah, whom he had buried in the land of his fathers. He had not loved her at first, but she had borne him many sons and stood by him through years of hardship.

Rachel. His beloved Rachel. The ache of losing her on the road to Ephrath1 still lingered in his bones. His heart clenched as he remembered the nights of longing, the whispered prayers, the silent grief.

Rachel had fought to be a mother2 with everything she had, just as Leah had fought to keep him close.

He chuckled, the sound dry as dust. He remembered their arguments, their rivalry—even the absurd exchange of mandrakes, the odd price at which he had once been ‘sold’ for a night3.

As his thoughts wandered further into the past, another face emerged. Esau. His brother, his twin, the one whom Elohim had not chosen. Had Esau truly hated him? Or had the years softened their wounds? He thought of that day, that embrace, that moment of unspoken forgiveness4.

There was no anger left in his heart—only longing. And hope.

The sun crested the horizon, bathing the camp in amber light. Israel closed his eyes and let the warmth touch his face.

He was ready.

The sound of quiet footsteps pulled him from his thoughts.

Zilpah.

She moved like a shadow, appearing beside him with a basin of warm water in her hands. Her face, lined with age, bore a familiar look of quiet disapproval.

“Why are you up so early?” she asked, her voice carrying the sharpness of one who had cared for him for too long to be gentle.

Israel turned to her, “I must be ready,” he murmured. “Gather my sons. Today, I go to my fathers.”

Zilpah stiffened. The basin trembled in her hands, water sloshing over the edge. Her lips parted, as if to speak, but no words came. The shock in her dark eyes gave way to something more profound—uncertainty, fear.

For decades, she had served in this household, first as Leah’s servant, and then as a mother to his sons, Gad and Asher5. But what would happen now? Who would care for her? She had borne him children, yet she remained a servant, a woman with no standing among the tribes of Israel.

She swallowed hard, pushing her fears aside. Stoically, she helped him back into the tent, her hands steady as she led him to the back room where the lamp burned low. She would do what she had always done — she would bathe and get him ready for the day.

A Father’s Last Words

Silence enveloped the bed chamber. The dancing flames of the oil lamps threw shifting shadows on the tent walls. The air was filled with the aroma of myrrh and frankincense, blended with the subtle earthy musk of aged rush mats. Israel lay weak, his breath light, but his spirit was unwavering. This was a moment that could not be rushed, a proclamation that must be spoken before he was gathered to his fathers. 

One by one, the sons of Israel entered, their heavy footsteps muted by the thick, layered rugs. His sons stood in solemn attention, summoned for one final blessing. Reuben, firstborn, broad and solemn, stood at the head of the bed, his jaw set, his shoulders heavy with the weight of uncertainty.

Simeon and Levi stood side by side, their expressions blank. They had always moved as one, their bond forged in the blood of Shechem. Judah stood tall, his presence grounded, as though he already bore the weight of leadership. The unspoken promise of kingship lingered in the room, though no words had yet been spoken.

The others followed—Issachar, Zebulun, Dan, Naphtali, Gad, and Asher—each carrying the weight of anticipation.

Then came Joseph.

Draped in fine linen, his presence was unmistakable. He was no longer the boy thrown into the pit, no longer the slave in shackles. He was Zaphenath-paneah, second only to Pharaoh, ruler of all Egypt. Yet here, standing before his dying father, he was once again a son.

And beside him stood his sons, Ephraim and Manasseh.

They were the youngest in the room—not yet in their twenties—but they carried themselves with the quiet strength of their father.  Everyone already knew they had been blessed once already, in private, just days before.  Joseph’s charriot was unmistakable as it sat waiting next to Israel’s tent. Israel had met with Joseph and his sons, laying hands upon his grandsons, declaring their inheritance among the sons of Israel6.

Now, before all his sons, Israel would speak aloud the destiny of each one. His voice, though weakened by age, remained steady. Near his feet, Dinah knelt. She was his only daughter – the seventh child from Leah7.  her fingers curled around his trembling hand. Silent tears slipped down her cheeks, though she made no sound.

“Gather close,” he murmured, his gaze moving over them all. “Soon I will die and join my ancesters.   Bury me with my father and grandfather in the cave in the field of Ephron the Hittite.”  Stepping nearer to the bedside, they all nodded in agreement.

Israel’s gaze rested on Reuben first.

The Blessings of the Tribes8


Reuben – The Firstborn, But Not the Leader

“Reuben, you are my firstborn, my might, and the firstfruits of my strength, preeminent in dignity and power. But you are as unstable as water—you shall not have preeminence, for you have defiled your father’s bed.”

Reuben bowed his head, shame filling his eyes. Bilhah9. His birthright was lost.

Simeon and Levi – The Brothers of Wrath

“Simeon and Levi are brothers; weapons of violence are their swords. Let my soul not come into their council, for in their anger they slew men, and in their self-will they hamstrung oxen. Cursed be their anger, for it is fierce, and their wrath, for it is cruel. I will divide them in Jacob and scatter them in Israel.”

The room tensed. The massacre at Shechem had not been forgotten10.

Judah – The Line of Kingship

Then, Israel’s gaze fell upon Judah.

“Judah, your brothers shall praise you. Your hand shall be on the neck of your enemies; your father’s sons shall bow before you. Judah is a lion’s cub. The scepter shall not depart from Judah, nor the ruler’s staff from between his feet, until Shiloh comes.”

A shift. A change in power.

Judah had been chosen.

Zebulun – The Merchant of the Sea

“Zebulun shall dwell at the shore of the sea; he shall be a haven for ships, and his border shall be at Sidon.”

Zebulun’s future would be tied to commerce and the sea.

Issachar – The Beast of Burden

“Issachar is a strong donkey, lying between the sheepfolds. He saw that the land was good and rested his shoulder to bear the burden, submitting to forced labor.”

He would be strong but would serve others.

Dan – The Judge and the Serpent

“Dan shall judge his people as one of the tribes of Israel. Dan shall be a serpent by the road, a viper that bites the horse’s heels so that its rider falls backward.”

Dan would bring justice but also danger.

Gad – The Warrior

“Raiders shall raid Gad, but he shall raid at their heels.”

Gad would be a fierce defender.

Asher – The Provider of Wealth

“Asher’s food shall be rich, and he shall yield royal delicacies.”

His tribe would be prosperous and provide for kings.

Naphtali – The Swift and Beautiful

“Naphtali is a doe let loose that bears beautiful fawns.”

A free spirit, swift and graceful.

Joseph – The Double Blessing

Then, Israel turned to Joseph, and the tenderness in his eyes was unmistakable.

“Joseph is a fruitful bough, a fruitful bough by a spring, whose branches run over the wall. The archers bitterly attacked him, shot at him, and harassed him severely. But his bow remained strong, and the arms of his hands were made firm by the hands of the Mighty One of Jacob.

The blessings of your fathers shall surpass the blessings of the ancient mountains. The God of your father shall help you, and He shall bless you with blessings of the heavens above.”

Joseph swallowed hard, gripping his father’s frail hands. All the years of suffering, the betrayal, the pain—it had all led to this moment.

And then, Israel’s gaze shifted to Ephraim and Manasseh.

Joseph’s sons, no longer boys, but young men—young men who now stood as equals among their uncles.

Israel lifted a trembling hand, motioning for them to step forward.

“Ephraim and Manasseh shall be mine, just as Reuben and Simeon are mine.”11

A shift. A change in inheritance.

Reuben flinched, but he did not protest. Simeon clenched his fist.

It was done.

Ephraim and Manasseh had been fully counted among the tribes of Israel. Joseph had been given a double portion.

No one spoke. No one argued.

Israel exhaled, his body sinking into the linens. Slowly, he drew his feet up into the bed, his hands falling still upon his chest.

A single breath.

And then, he was gone.

Dinah’s shoulders shook as she clutched his lifeless hand. Joseph closed his eyes, his lips pressing into a tight line as he reached for his father’s still fingers.

His father—the man who had wrestled with the Angel of Elohim and prevailed—had breathed his last breath.

The son who had been lost had returned. And now, he would bury his father with honor.






1.
      Rachel dies – Gen 35:16-20
    

2.
      Rachel wants to be a mother – Gen 30:1-2
    

3.
      Sold for mandrakes – Gen 30:14-16
    

4.
      Esau hugs Jacob – Gen 33:4
    

5.
      Zilpah's sons – Gen 30:9-13
    

6.
      Blessing of Ephraim and Manasseh – Gen 48:1-22
    

7.
      Jacob's daughter – Gen 30:21
    

8.
      Blessing the sons – Gen 49:1-27
    

9.
      Reuben and Bilhah – Gen 35:22
    

10.
      Massacre at Shechem – Gen 34:1-31
    

11.
      Ephraim and Manasseh are mine – Gen 48:5
    










  
  

Chapter two

The Fractured Brotherhood





Alone with the Pain

The silence was broken by a single cry. 

Joseph, the son once lost and then found, collapsed onto his father’s still form, overcome by a raw, guttural wail that shook the tent walls. He clutched at Israel’s linen robes, his face pressed into his father’s chest—as if holding on could stop him from slipping away1.

The others stood motionless. None could share this moment—not with Joseph, who had lost so many years with his father, who had lived as an orphan while the rest of them carried on.

One by one, they slipped out, their feet heavy against the woven rugs. Outside, the evening chill had settled in, but no one returned home. They lingered in silence, watching the tent as though waiting for grief to pass.

Joseph needed this time. It was only fair. And as the older brothers gave him space, a different weight settled on Joseph’s sons—the burden of seeing their father undone by sorrow.

Near the doorway, Ephraim and Manasseh stood frozen, their youthful faces cast in shadow by the glowing lamplight. They had never seen their father like this. He was always the Vizier, always composed, always strong. Now, he was a grieving son.

They wavered, unsure of what to do. Should they remain? Should they speak? Comfort him? They had never shed a tear in public—not where anyone could see. To mourn as Hebrews mourned was foreign to them. And yet, tonight, they cried—not for themselves, but for the pain in their father’s eyes.

Dinah stepped beside them, her demeanor gentle. She had never spent any time with Joseph, since they arrived in Egypt—that was almost seventeen years ago. And she had never seen his wife, but looking at these boys, she saw traces of her father. The tilt of a brow, the stubborn set of the jaw. Strange, she thought, how Jacob’s blood found its way into foreign frames. 

“Come,” she whispered. “Give him time.”

Manasseh clenched his jaw, his fingers curling into fists before he finally nodded. Ephraim exhaled slowly and turned to follow. Together, they walked toward the waiting chariot, their steps slow and reluctant.

It seemed like hours before Joseph finally emerged, his face drawn, his eyes red and shadowed. He straightened his shoulders, pressing the sorrow deep into his chest, and addressed them.

“He will be embalmed,” he stated, his voice quiet but steady. “We will mourn for him here, but I will see to it that we take him to Machpelah, where he belongs.”

The sons of Jacob nodded, though unease flickered in their eyes. The land of their fathers lay far from Egypt, beyond the wealth and safety of Pharaoh’s lands. It was a journey that would not be simple.

Without another word, Joseph stepped into the chariot. Ephraim and Manasseh sat stiffly on either side of him, stealing cautious glances his way. The silence stretched between them, heavy and unspoken. They had no words for this kind of loss. They had spent their entire lives in Egypt, raised in palaces and educated among nobles. They had never known what it meant to lose the patriarch of a family—the father of an entire nation.

Finally, Ephraim broke the quiet.

“Father,” he murmured, his voice uncertain. “Will Elohim meet him in paradise?”

Joseph inhaled sharply, then turned to his son, his posture softening.

“Yes, my son,” he answered gently. “He is already there.”

A Night of Reflection

As the chariot pulled up to the palace, the torches lining the entrance glimmered against the carved alabaster columns. The great stone columns towered above them, bathed in the warm glow of oil lamps. Even at this late hour, the air was filled with the distant sounds of servants moving about their tasks, the muffled murmurs of royal life continuing.

Inside the doorway, Asenath was waiting. She moved quickly as Joseph stepped down from the chariot, her face etched with quiet concern. She was not the most beautiful of Egyptian nobelwomen, but she was wise and kind. She had been chosen for Joseph2 by Pharaoh—not for her beauty, but for her mind and her steady presence.

 A woman whose strength had anchored him through years of political duty. 

A devoted mother. 

A faithful wife. 

She embraced him before he could speak, and he sighed into her shoulder, feeling the exhaustion settle deep in his bones. Ephraim and Manasseh quietly left the chariot and headed to their room.

Inside, the warmth of a fire seeped against the stone floors. Asenath hurried to remove his heavy outer robe, her hands steady, but her eyes searching his. She did not ask, only waited, patient as always.

He sat on the edge of the bed, rubbing a hand across his forehead. “It is done,” he murmured. “Father has gone to his rest.”

She sat beside him, silent, waiting for him to continue.

Joseph let out a long breath. “Even as Vizier, I will need Pharaoh’s permission to travel outside Egypt, to mourn, to bury him in Canaan. But… the weight of it all, Asenath—I feel like that young man again, lost in a prison cell, waiting on Elohim to guide my steps.”

She reached for his hand, squeezing it gently as she pulled him under the covers. “Then you know what to do.”

He nodded, whispering a quiet prayer into the stillness before allowing sleep to claim him.

Fire in the Village

Back in the village, the night was far from over.

The brothers remained gathered outside Israel’s tent, a fire crackling at the center of their circle. They did not speak at first. Each of them was lost in thought, sifting through their father’s final words, feeling the weight of what had been spoken over them.

Israel had not simply blessed them. He had reshaped the future of their family.

Reuben and Simeon, the firstborn and second-born, had been set aside. Ephraim and Manasseh had taken their place.

The implications lingered, unspoken but felt.

Dinah sat just inside the tent, watching them from the shadows, her heart heavy with unspoken fears. 

What would become of her now?

Israel’s grace had been the only thing keeping her from complete exile. If they cast her out, would she plead for Joseph’s mercy? He, at least, knew the wrath of their brothers. He understood how cold and unyielding they could be.

Benjamin was the first to break the silence. His voice was uncertain, hesitant. “Do you think Joseph will put us in slavery?”

Reuben turned sharply, flashing him a glare. Some of them scoffed, shaking their heads in disapproval. Others murmured among themselves.

“Joseph would never,” one insisted.

“He is second to Pharaoh,” another countered. “He is more Egyptian than Hebrew now. His children are foreigners and yet father blessed them. Why would he care about us?”

Reuben spat into the fire. “Father has left us no land to claim as our own. All we have is because of Joseph.” It was the truth, but it stung. His name was barely a whisper in their father’s final blessing.

Benjamin, his face tightening, snapped back, “Well, if you had not left him, things would be different3.”

A sharp breath.

Simeon and Levi moved before the words had fully settled, their anger immediate, instinctive—a force unchecked by reason. Like two lions responding to a challenge, they lunged at Benjamin, driving him back onto the ground.

Gad, the warrior, reacted just as fast. He threw himself between them, catching Levi’s wrist before the blow could land. Simeon’s fist landed squarely on Benjamin’s shoulder, but before he could strike again, Gad drove his forearm against Simeon’s chest, forcing him back.

“Enough!” Gad growled, his strength alone holding the three apart.

The others scrambled, pulling them apart, shoving them away from one another as the fire crackled violently between them. The air smelled of sweat and dust, their ragged breathing filling the space left by their father’s absence.

Judah stepped forward, his voice calm but firm.

“Enough.”

The fire snapped, casting sparks into the tense silence.

“This is not what our father would have wanted.”

He looked around the circle, his gaze steady and unwavering.

“Joseph has never given us reason to fear him. Not then. Not now.”

His words carried the weight of reason—the voice of a man who had learned from failure, who now chose peace over pride.

Reuben, still kneeling in the dust, lifted his head. His voice was hoarse. “And yet, our places have been given to his sons.”

The words hung in the air, and Simeon, bruised and breathless, let out a bitter laugh. “Isn’t that the way of it? First, our father loved Joseph above all of us. And now, he has given our inheritance to his sons.”
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