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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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I pray this book draws you into a deeper relationship with Elohim, not because of doctrine (this is fiction woven with Scripture), but because, as you read this book, you will desire to see and experience your Creator in new ways.







  
  
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 stewards.

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.

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.








  
  

Chapter one

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.

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 finally 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.

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 grounds?”

“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.”

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.”

“It is,” 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?”

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.”

“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 girl—only now, no one stopped her.

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. “Until 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.

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 world 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.”

“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 wives?”

“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 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 tremor.

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 world, 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.”

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, giggling 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.”

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 two

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: Er, 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.

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. Tamar’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.

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.

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. 

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 fingers 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 our 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.

“But Elohim came near.”

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.

“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 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.

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.

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. It is the more righteous choice.”



Judah’s eyes opened as the first light broke the garden edge.

The birds had returned. The scarlet 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—just a shared glance, the kind only twins could translate.

Neither of them had been told why Judah had called for them.

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.

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.

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.

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.


      ***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 lord… 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—Elohim 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 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 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.”

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.


      ***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.








  
  

Chapter three

The Next Generation





The Elder’s Last Meeting

The day began with the elders. In the early light, before the shofar sounded, and the families gathered, the last living sons of Israel met in the covered pavilion beside Judah’s house. It was a place of memory—low stone walls, olive branches hanging overhead, and the smell of pressed oil still lingering from the night before. 

Seven men remained of the twelve.

Judah sat at the head, a walking stick laid across his knees. Simeon leaned against the pillar nearest the entrance, rubbing his hands together as if waking from a long dream. Issachar and Zebulun whispered in the corner. Gad and Asher had already begun debating whether the seating near the council fire should be in order of birth or calling.

And Benjamin—quiet Benjamin—watched them all, his gaze moving between their faces, searching for the boys they once were.

It had taken them years to feel like fathers again after Israel’s passing. And now, that season, too, was ending.

Simeon’s voice broke the morning hush.

“I dreamed of Reuben last night,” he said. “He was standing on the hill near Shechem, still watching the flocks, still pacing like he did when he was trying to protect us from ourselves.”

Judah’s mouth tugged into a faint smile. “He always carried more than he spoke.”

“I think of Dan often,” said Gad, his voice low. “He was sharp. Restless. But he loved hard.”

Zebulun nodded. “I miss Naphtali’s fire. He argued about everything. Never let a thought go unchallenged.”

“As it should be,” Issachar said. “And Levi—he could be hard, but he was loyal. He left too early.”

They sat in stillness a while longer, not mourning anymore, but remembering. Behind every tribal staff waiting to be passed stood a multiple generation, a story already told.

Judah cleared his throat, and the others fell silent.

“I’ve named Pharaz,” he said plainly. “He will carry the tribe of Judah.”

No one challenged him.

It was Asher who spoke first. “You’ve always done what needed to be done, Judah. Even when it broke us.”

Gad gave a slow nod. “He’s strong. But more than that—he’s steady.”

Simeon grunted. “Shelah won’t like it.”

Judah nodded his head. “Shelah understands. Or at least, he will. This is not about birth order anymore. It’s about calling.”

Zebulun leaned forward. “And what about Ephraim and Manasseh?”

“They will stand as their own tribes,” Judah answered. “Joseph’s sons are no longer sons beneath their father’s house. They are builders now.”

Issachar rubbed his beard. “They’ve earned it. Egypt may have crowned Joseph, but it was those boys who watched the land become ours.”

Benjamin finally spoke. “I think Joseph would be pleased. He said they would rise. He always saw it first.”

A silence fell. Not heavy—but full. A silence like that which comes when something old finally exhales and makes room for what is coming.

Judah reached for the scroll resting beside him.

“We’ve each spoken with the sons,” he said. “We’ve watched them. Walked beside them. Taught them what we could.”

He opened the parchment, reading with solemn clarity:

“Pallu, son of Reuben.”

“Shaul, son of Simeon.”

“Pharaz, son of Judah.”

“Tola, son of Issachar.”

“Elon, son of Zebulun.”

“Ezbon, son of Gad.”

“Beriah, son of Asher.”

“Hushim, son of Dan.”

“Jezer, son of Naphtali.”

“Becher, son of Benjamin.”

“Ephraim, son of Joseph.”

“Manasseh, son of Joseph.”

“Gershon, son of Levi.”

When he finished, he looked up.

“Do you approve?”

In succession, they nodded.

Judah didn’t ask for dissent. Not today. These names would carry the house of Israel into its next chapter.

“The scroll is sealed,” he said.

The moment was still and hushed. Not ceremonial. Not grand. But binding.

They sat with it for a while—what it meant to outlive brothers, to appoint sons, to be the next voices in a generation once called from Canaan into Egypt.

Oil and The Blessing

Outside, the sound of carts and footsteps grew louder. Families were arriving. Banners were being raised. The marketplace, once a place for trading barley and cloth, now prepared itself to witness the naming of tribes.

The elders rose together, slowly, reverently.

Their time was over.

But this day belonged to those who would come after.

The sun climbed, and the morning stretched across the stone pathways of Goshen. The marketplace stirred, not with trade, but with purpose.

From the north road, families arrived—tents on carts, scrolls bundled in linen, toddlers swinging from their fathers’ arms. From the east, herdsmen, scribes and the elders of the vineyards. Women laid out fresh bread on woven cloths. Daughters carried water from the wells. Musicians tuned their lyres and warmed their tambourines.

And then, the new leaders came.

They walked in pairs, each flanked by kin and surrounded by wives, sons, and daughters. The staff they would receive had not yet been passed to them, but their posture had already changed. These were not heirs now. They were names. They were tribes.

In the square, elders lit the coals of the council fire. On its pedestal, a basin of oil stood thick with spice and light.

The people gathered.

The time had come.

A shofar was lifted—curved and gleaming—and its cry split the sky like thunder. It echoed over the barley fields, across the roofs of Goshen, and into the memory of those who had once stood before Egypt’s throne to bury their father.

And then, the names were announced. This time, not as a list, but as a calling.

A priest stepped forward with a vessel of oil, thick and fragrant with myrrh and spices, consecrated for this day.

“Pallu, son of Reuben.”

He stepped forward, solemn and steady. Oil was poured over his hands, and the elder nearest him laid both palms on his shoulders.

“May you bear your father’s burden with honor.”

A staff was placed in his hand.

“Shaul, son of Simeon.”

“Pharaz, son of Judah.”

“Tola, son of Issachar.”

“Elon, son of Zebulun.”

“Ezbon, son of Gad.”

“Beriah, son of Asher.”

“Hushim, son of Dan.”

“Jezer, son of Naphtali.”

“Becher, son of Benjamin.”

“Ephraim, son of Joseph.”

“Manasseh, son of Joseph.”

“Gershon, son of Levi.”

As each came forward, the elders read aloud the words Israel spoke long ago—the blessings and prophecies given in his final days. Some were words of fire, others of fruitfulness, but all were reminders of who they were and what they carried.

The staffs were handed down with reverence.

Oil marked their foreheads.

Hands rested on heads, weathered skin touching youth.

And when the last name was spoken, a deep voice called from the crowd:

“Let the tribes be blessed!”

The crowd erupted in joy.

The Celebration

Torches were lit, though the sun still glowed high. Lamb roasted over open pits, basted with herbs from both Hebrew and Egyptian gardens. Lentils steamed in clay pots, and honey cakes were passed from child to child, sticky with date syrup and laughter.

Children raced in rings, clutching olive branches and chasing cousins they hadn’t seen since planting season. Even the elders smiled. Their youth had passed, yet they had lived to see this day.

Ephraim stood beside Manasseh, both holding their staffs—not as sons of Joseph, but as fathers of their own people now. Never had they been anything but heirs. Now they were builders.

The women gathered in a wide circle, tambourines ringing and their song began low, rising like the morning wind that once carried freedom’s cry across the sea. Daughters danced with their mothers, aunts with nieces, veils fluttering like banners of praise. The rhythm was old, older than Egypt, older than grief. It pulsed like the heartbeat of a people who had survived.

Tamar stood among them, her eyes bright, her hands raised—not to shield, but to give. She did not dance, but the circle made room for her. Kiya and Nari had drawn her forward earlier in the evening, their smiles warm, their laughter contagious. Now she stood with the women of Goshen, no longer on the outside. The firelight caught in her silvered hair, and joy radiated from her like perfume.

She looked across the open space to where Pharaz stood among the newly anointed, his staff resting beside him. He was laughing with Ephraim, head thrown back, his face unguarded. Briefly, Tamar closed her eyes. She had never asked for vindication, only for truth. But this—this was something she hadn’t dared imagine.

A legacy.

A future.

Not only through her womb, but through the mercy of Elohim.

And so, she lifted her tambourine and joined the rhythm, letting her voice fall into the song.

As the shadows lengthened and the firelight deepened, a small circle gathered at the edge of the crowd—Benjamin, Judah, Simeon, Issachar, Zebulun, Gad and Asher. The last of the brothers.

They did not speak at first. They only watched. Children danced. Grandchildren laughed. Women wove garlands from fig leaves.

Judah folded his arms and tilted his head back. “We lived to see it,” he said. “We buried our father in Canaan. We buried Joseph in Goshen. And still… we are here.”

Asher nodded. “More than we thought we’d ever be.”

Simeon murmured. “More than we deserved, some of us.”

Zebulun exhaled, closing his eyes briefly. “Elohim is faithful.”

And then Benjamin, the youngest of them all, turned to the others, his voice soft.

“Joseph once said we’d leave Egypt someday. That Elohim would bring us home.”

He looked out across the valley, where the fires danced and the children ran barefoot in the dust.

“I wonder when that will be.”

Resting Place

Judah rose from the gathering as the laughter and music continued into the night.

“I have one last thing to do tonight,” he said, placing a hand on Benjamin’s shoulder.

He made his way home alone, the path lit only by the flickering torches still burning near the olive groves. The house was still, the servants already settling for the evening. He stepped through the courtyard, the same one where the names of the tribes had been spoken that morning, and called “Bring me a blanket,” he said to the nearest servant. “And a hot drink.”

The young man bowed and disappeared inside.

Judah stepped out into the garden. The night air was cool, laced with the scent of crushed fig leaves and myrrh. The servant returned first with the blanket. Judah took it without a word, unfolding it and draping it around his shoulders. The burden was familiar, comforting.

“Thank you,” he said softly. “Now go back and fetch the drink.”

The boy bowed and turned.

As the night air brushed against his face, he made his way to the olive tree where the day had begun—where justice was restored. With the blanket tight around him, he lowered himself to the ground, settling against the roots with a sigh.

Judah leaned back against the tree, his fingers grazing the earth. His eyes lifted toward the stars above Goshen. He smiled faintly, then shut his eyes.

And entered his rest.

When the servant returned, steam curling from the clay cup, he paused—then dropped it with a crash.

Moments later, he was running, breathless, back toward the festival. Benjamin was the first to follow. Then Simeon. Then the others.

They stood in a circle around him. The celebration still echoed behind them, but here, under the olive tree, the world had stilled.

Judah’s face was peaceful.

No struggle. No sound. Just the calm of a man who had done what was asked of him.

The brothers sang then—softly, reverently. Praises to Elohim for a life well-lived.

And so ended the days of Judah, son of Israel.

Spies Report Back

From the periphery, just beyond the rim of the firelight, two servants from the House of On had watched the ceremony unfold.

They had arrived unnoticed, veiled in neutral robes, slipping among the milling crowds before the shofar had sounded. Once the blessings began, they moved no closer. 

Standing hidden beneath a fig tree near the field, eyes sharp, minds recording every word and movement. They neither spoke nor ate nor joined in the dancing, nor lift their hands in praise. But they missed nothing. Every name called, every hand anointed with oil, every staff passed—it was all recorded.

Remaining there through the night, silent shadows as the music rose and laughter echoed beneath the stars. House of On would expect nothing less. Their instructions had been clear: stay until all had gone.

At dawn, they left without a word. Dust covered their sandals. Their faces remained unreadable. By midmorning, they stood once more in the upper room in On, scrolls in hand. The wax seals were still warm when they bowed and presented them to the seated men at breakfast.

They were paid handsomely, bowed again, and disappeared.

The uncles of the House of On unrolled the first parchment and read—line by line, moment by moment, word by word—of how the tribes of Israel had risen, of how the sons of Joseph had been given names of their own.

Just as the last seal was broken, a side door opened.

The priests of Amun entered.

They moved in silence, robes sweeping the marble floor, gold-threaded collars catching the light. Their presence was not announced. It had been expected.

No words were exchanged as the scrolls were handed to them.

They read in tandem with the elders of On, marking the names, circling the alliances, and counting the implications. This was more than lineage. 

It was a movement. Foundation. Declaration. Silence filled the room like a smoky haze. This was the beginning. The formal undoing of the house of Joseph. 

And in the space that followed, a man said flatly, “It is done then.”

Another nodded slowly. “Now we will see what can be undone.”








  
  

Chapter four

Dust and Silence





Never Returning Home

The wind had risen before dawn—dry, sharp, and full of warning. It hissed between the reeds like something ancient, something unsettled. Dust curled along the edges of the stone path like a veil dragged behind invisible feet. 

Ephraim stood outside his estate, arms crossed tightly over his chest, staring toward the horizon. He hadn’t slept. The night had been restless, and he couldn’t shake the heaviness in his heart, as though the ground itself was holding its breath.

The half-built grain storehouse loomed in the distance, a skeletal frame against the pale sky. It had been Manasseh’s project from the start—strategically placed just beyond Goshen’s eastern quarter, meant to signal unity with palace contractors. Hebrew laborers had been hired through Reuben’s line. The site supervisor was Levi’s eldest grandson. It was, in every way, a symbol of brotherhood—a shared legacy rising from the earth.

And that morning, Keziyah had risen early, her small hands kneading dough in the pre-dawn dark. Tirzah had warned her not to go—it was too windy, too dry—but Keziyah insisted. ‘The men would be hungry’, she said. ‘They needed bread’. And she’d promised the twins she’d bring them dates from the courtyard tree.

Ephraim had kissed the top of her head and told her to be careful. She had smiled, wide and unburdened, and called over her shoulder that she’d be back before the heat of the day.

She never returned.

Manasseh’s twin boys had followed her—barefoot, laughing, full of noise, dust, and joy. They adored their older cousin, always chasing after her, trying to prove they were big enough to carry things and help. Keziyah never pushed them away. She let them carry the baskets.

They were seen last ducking under the scaffolding, one of them waving at the workers. And then, the storm hit midmorning. It came not with thunder, but with a snapping tension. A sand-thick wind tore across the plain like a blade through linen, hurling grit into mouths and eyes. The sky turned a strange shade of gray-green, and the men on the scaffolding shouted down warnings as the gusts grew stronger.

The central beam gave first—a groan, a tremble—and then a sharp, splitting crack. Someone screamed. Then the roof timbers, still unbraced, began to buckle. Dust burst upward like smoke from the earth. The eastern wall shuddered, held for one heartbeat longer… and then collapsed, dragging the rest of the structure with it like a mouth snapping shut.

There was no time to run.

There was only the thud of impact. And then silence.

By sunset, the bodies had been found.

The workers had dug for hours with their hands, shouting names, praying, weeping. But it was too late.

Keziyah was found first, her arms wrapped around one of the boys. The other was nearby, still clutching a fig branch. Rachel was discovered beneath a broken support beam. Her hands were torn and bruised—she had been digging, trying to move stone, trying to reach them.

She had gone in when she heard the screams.

She had gone in to save them.

Tirzah refused to leave. She had arrived as the dust settled, her breath ragged, her clothes still damp from morning washing. She collapsed when she saw the workers carrying Keziyah’s shawl from the rubble.

Laying on the rubble, dust-streaked and broken, her face was pressed to the earth. No sound came from her—only breathless grief, like someone being smothered from the inside. Rachel, her older sister, had been her sister-in-law. Her closest friend. And the boys-the boys were hers too. Their laughter had filled the courtyards together. Now there would only be silence.

Ephraim had knelt beside her and tried to lift her and bring her home. He whispered her name over and over. She would not move. He whispered, “Think of the twins,” as he held her growing belly. It didn’t matter; she couldn’t move.

Not yet.

Not while the dust still smelled of death.

Silence and Grief 

Manasseh had not left his room.

When the news reached him that morning, he had entered and bolted the door—not in anger, but in finality. No servant had seen him since. No candle had been lit in his quarters. His plate had not been touched. The only sound from within came at odd hours—a choked cry, a broken whisper, the sound of someone clawing at the threshold of a dream they could not wake from.

For three days, he did not speak; did not eat; did not pray.

He wept.

Not the weeping that finds release, but the kind that digs inward, carving out a hollow in the soul too deep for comfort. The guilt wrapped around his ribs like a rope—this had been his project. He had chosen the site. He had reviewed the plans. He had welcomed the advisor from On with a nod and a handshake, hoping it would appease palace tensions.

Had he hired the wrong men? Rushed the timeline? Ignored warning signs to please the crown?

Joseph would have done better.

Joseph would have walked the scaffolding, tested every stone with his hands, and asked every laborer their name. His father had been thorough. Careful. Discerning.

And Manasseh? Manasseh had trusted too quickly and assumed too much.

And now… his sons and wife were gone.

The room was dark. He kept the shutters closed. Sometimes he lay flat on the floor. Other times, he sat with his arms around his knees, rocking. The stone felt cold beneath him, but at least it felt real. At least it felt solid when everything else had collapsed.

Ephraim had come to the door on the second day. Knocked. Called his name softly. Pleaded.

“Remember when we played in the river bend? You saved my sandal. Do you remember that?”

No answer.

He had tried again the next morning. “Keziyah loved your boys like brothers. She would have done anything to protect them. They followed her because they trusted her. Because they trusted us.”

Nothing.

He even tried their mother’s old lullaby, whispered low like when they were boys falling asleep under their father’s stories.

But the door remained shut.

How he wished Asenath were still here. She would have known what to say. What to do. She had always known how to thread her voice into a soul that didn’t want to be found.


      ***News spread through Egypt quickly. Before the fourth night, gifts arrived at both estates—folded linens, jars of date syrup, tiny flasks of rose oil, and bundles of pressed myrrh. Some bore the marks of palace officials, others came unsigned, but familiar. All were placed silently at the gates, as if even words had become too fragile to carry.

A heavy silence fell over Ephraim’s villa. It wasn’t just silence—it was a hush that soaked into the walls, into the food, into the very marrow of those who served there. No music played. No fires were lit unless needed. Even the children whispered.

Only the whisper of a reed pen brushing papyrus remained—a soft, steady heartbeat in the scriptorium.

Makhet, the quiet one, once a scribe’s apprentice in Asenath’s service, had stayed, moving like mist through the house, not drawing attention, not making demands. She placed food on Ephraim’s table and removed it later, always untouched. Swept up to the threshold, but never stepped beyond it. Spoke only when spoken to.

Makhet was the only one who did not flinch 

When Ephraim’s mourning became silence. 

When he stopped writing. 

When he stopped speaking. 

When he sat in the scroll room and stared at the stone shelf where Keziyah once sat to read aloud.

It was there, in the hall of Asenath’s scrolls, that he finally spoke.

His voice was hoarse. Dry. As if the words had waited behind stone.

“The House is gone,” he said. “Not just the roof. Not just the wood. Everything. The children. The joy. I fear I have even lost Tirzah. She won’t come home. She sits in the field with no voice. And I—”

His shoulders trembled. “I need her… My arms miss her. I miss Keziyah. Her laughter was like water in this house. Do you know what it is to hear nothing? To feel nothing but cold where a child used to be?”

He paused, eyes filling. “I saw my father cry once. When Israel passed. I didn’t understand it then. I thought: why weep when the man lived a full life? But now… I understand. I understand it far too well.”

Makhet said nothing. She only set her inkpot aside and folded her hands in her lap.

“There are still walls, my lord,” she said gently. “And names. You have not written them yet.”

Ephraim looked at her—really looked at her—for the first time in days.

And something behind his eyes gave way, not like a river breaking, but like a door finally clicking open.

The Update

In the inner court of the House of On, robes whispered like breath against stone

Nekhi, Asenath’s brother, stood at the balustrade, watching the horizon. His fingers tapped the marble rail, slow and rhythmic.

A scribe stepped forward. “It is done.”

“Are they blaming the storm?”

The scribe nodded.

“One wife, Tirzah, is alive—but it seems her grief has destroyed her. She won’t leave the ground.”

“Good,” Nekhi said, voice cool. “Elohim’s hand can wear many gloves.”

He turned slightly as another figure entered—older, dressed in court robes still dusted from travel, the smell of temple smoke clinging to his sleeves. His hands were ink-stained, and the seal of Amun hung discreetly beneath his collar.

“I’ve just come from the Temple,” he said, setting a scroll down. “The priests are pleased. The matter has drawn no suspicion. If anything were to happen to Joseph’s Vizier now… it would raise too many questions.”

Nekhi bristled. “So we do nothing? We wait?”

“For now,” the man replied evenly. “Let the mourning play out. Let the Hebrews hold their funerals, whisper their prayers. The priests agree—grief is more useful than fire. And timing is everything.”

Nekhi’s jaw tightened. “We needed the Vizier gone. The rest follows.”

“And if he falls too soon, the crown might protect them again. We cannot afford a backlash. Let Goshen grieve. Then we move.”

Then there was a brief pause. Then the man gestured toward the scribes.

“In the meantime, engage Manasseh. A letter. A gift. Something personal. Not political—familial. An invitation to friendship. A word of sympathy. He’s still half-Egyptian and grieving. We make space for that grief to grow… in the direction we choose.”

Nekhi’s mouth curved, though it was not a smile. “Which daughters?”

The elder man chuckled low, almost kindly. “Not daughters.”

He moved closer, unfolding a silk cloth from a lacquered box.

“Strategists,” he said. “Wombs with lineage. Graceful. Educated. Loyal. Women who will raise sons that love Egypt more.”

“And answer to us,” Nekhi finished.

Absence

Over the weeks afterward, the children of Israel mourned—and the children of On schemed even more.

At Ephraim’s estate, right outside the borders of Goshen, there was no song, no visitors, no festival days. The house grew quiet, not because the servants weren’t working, but because grief pressed against the walls like a second ceiling.

Ephraim and Tirzah clung to each other, often without speaking. They shared blankets, sat in silence near the fire, and stared at the empty chairs where Keziyah used to eat. Little Shuthelah crawled between them, too young to understand, but sensitive enough to crawl slower now. He’d often lift his arms, asking to be held—not to play, but to be close.

They didn’t go to Goshen. Not for days. Then not for weeks.

It hurt too much.

The voices of other children. The memory of laughter in the courtyards. Even the smell of lentils over a shared fire made Tirzah weep.

And from the edge of Goshen, Benjamin often looked for them out his window.

He didn’t ask anyone where they were. He watched the road, waited to see Ephraim’s figure on horseback or Tirzah’s veil in the distance. But neither came.

Not yet.

Manasseh did not come to the burial.

He could not.

Not even when the procession passed the grove where Joseph had once stood. 

Not when Benjamin sent word. 

Not when Ephraim came and stood at his door in silence. Manasseh never opened it.

Manasseh had collapsed inward.

The guilt was on repeat as it coiled around him like a python, squeezing tighter with every breath. He should have overseen the beams and tested the mortar and walked the site again. His father would have. Joseph would have.

And because he hadn’t—because he had trusted others—his entire family was gone.

Benjamin, his father-in-law and Becher, now the leader of the tribe of Benjamin, were the ones who forced him out. Pounded on the door until the frame cracked, shouting not like family, but like men breaking glass to rescue a drowning soul.

Even then, Manasseh did not return to the people.

He returned to silence.

It was during one of those silences that the letter arrived.

Fine parchment. Folded twice. Sealed with gold wax. The mark of the House of On pressed into its center.

The note was brief—an invitation.

No pressure. No demand. Just an opening.

You are always welcome among those who grieve with you.

Manasseh read it once. Then again. Then sat for a long time staring at the end of the scroll.

And at last, he sent word that he would come.

Not out of loyalty.

Not even curiosity.

But because the walls of his home were strangling him. Because his prayers fell flat. Because Elohim had taken and never answered why.

He could not speak the Name anymore.
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