
1. The Hebrews were originally a free people who had been invited by Par’o to come down
to live in Egypt and they had done great service to Par’o and to Egypt. What pretext,
then, was used to make the Hebrews work for the Egyptians as slaves?

2. Originally, the Hebrews were given the Nile Delta (the land of Goshen, in Egypt) to
settle. What changed that the Egyptians became scared of the Hebrews?

3. Why was Par’o afraid that the Hebrews would go out from Egypt?

4. What is so ironical about the baby Mosheh being cared for by his own mother Yocheved
at the expense of Par’o and what lessons can we learn from this?

5. In which way do we see that Mosheh, even as a young man, was a caring person?

6. How could Mosheh marry Tsipporah, a daughter of a Midyanite, someone not of the
Hebrew people?

7. Seeing that Mosheh married a Midianitess, how were Mosheh’s children Jewish?

8. Why does Mosheh name his first son Gershom?

9. When HaShem tells Mosheh that he is to go to Egypt and take out the Jewish People
from their slavery, Mosheh objects at this mission, as he has a speech impediment. So
HaShem tells Mosheh that his brother Aharon shall be his spokesman. Why didn’t
HaShem simply heal Mosheh’s speech impediment?

10. On his way down to Egypt, Mosheh’s life was endangered because “HaShem wanted to
kill him.” But if HaShem wants someone dead, then he’s dead — instantly! So what
does it mean when it says that “HaShem wanted to kill him”? And what important
lesson do we learn from that episode?

11. How many sons did Mosheh have altogether and what were their names?

12. After Par’o refused Mosheh’s demand from HaShem that he shall release the Jewish
People from their slavery, Mosheh complained to HaShem. Why did he complain —
HaShem had told him in advance that Par’o will not let them go. So why does Mosheh
complain — he knew this would happen?

13. What is the connexion between the Sidra and the Haftorah read by the Sefaradim?

14. What is the connexion between the Sidra and the Haftorah read by the Ashkenazzim?
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1. This week’s Sidra takes its name from its opening words and, as with the other
Chumoshim, also gives its name to this whole Book, the second, of the Five Books of
the Torah of which this is the first Sidra.

2. The Sidra begins by listing the names of the heads of the family of Yaakov who came
down to Egypt. Originally, they were invited by Par’o, the king of Egypt, to come down
from the Land of Kenaan and join Yosef, Yaakov’s son, whom Par’o had appointed as
the Viceroy of Egypt. When they first came down, they were therefore the honoured
guests of the Egyptian people, for the Egyptians were grateful to the family and people
of Yosef. After all, it was because of Yosef’s foresight and efforts that, firstly, the land
and its people were spared from the desolation of the seven years of famine and,
secondly, through his plan, Egypt had become exceedingly wealthy and powerful. With
time, the family of Yaakov increased greatly and their presence became strong, first in
the region of Goshen, which had been set aside for them, and then throughout the land
of Egypt.

3. But time passes. Yosef and his brothers died. And there rose up in Egypt a king who
chose not to recognize the great service that Yosef had done for the country. He then
claimed that the Hebrews posed some sort of a threat to the safety of his people. Using
this as a pretext, he and his advisers planned to subjugate the Hebrew People and to
enslave them. Not suspecting anything so sinister, the Hebrews answered the king’s
ostensible appeals to their feelings of patriotism towards their adopted country and
readily volunteered their services in the programme of extensive building works of
storage-cities that had been drawn up. Very quickly, the Hebrews found themselves

entrapped. First, the pay was stopped, ostensibly, for economic reasons. Then it was
ordered that the labourers shall not go home each night but, in view of the emergency
and need for speedy implementation of the quotas, the labourers were to sleep in the
barracks on the building sites. The quota of work to be done was steadily increased day
by day, with Egyptian guards ensuring that the orders of Par’o were carried out. The
demands made upon the Hebrews were harshly enforced, with Hebrew foremen made
to force and to coax their fellow Hebrews to work ever harder to complete the quotas of
labour demanded by the Egyptian overseers. All pretence of their work being voluntary
faded quickly with nobody able to escape from their oppressors, either. The Hebrew
people had been duped into becoming slaves in Egypt.

4. Over the months and years, their situation worsened. The years stretched into decades
and as time passed, the Hebrews became resigned to this state of affairs and that they
could not help themselves out of their plight. They had hardly a moment to think of
anything else but the heavy workload and physical burdens placed upon them by the
Egyptian taskmasters, enforced with cruel beatings and torture.
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5. Whatever particular emergency had been the pretext for enslaving the Hebrews
originally, whether it was a threatened invasion, or some other military alarm, or a
drought and famine, with the Egyptian state now dependent upon a slave economy,
Par’o the king of Egypt was now afraid that his Hebrew slaves might rise up and fight
for their freedom, bringing economic ruin to his country. Par’o was indeed informed
by his astrologers that they foresaw that a future leader of the Hebrews was about to be
born and Par’o was fearful that eventually this person might rise up and lead them to
freedom. Acting on the advice of his astrologers and Court officials, Par’o then decreed
that until this perceived threat had passed, all Hebrew boys were to be killed at birth. At
first he tried to get the midwives to do this surreptitiously but when he saw that they
disobeyed his command, he decreed that they should be killed by being thrown into the
River Nile. Then, as the stars foretold that this birth was imminent, Par’o and his
advisers became more frantic and the decree was more rigorously implemented. As the
time of his birth came closer still, the stars seemed to indicate ambiguously that this
leader was to be both, a Hebrew and an Egyptian. In response, and until this perceived
threat to Egypt had passed, the decree was therefore temporarily broadened to include
all male children, even those of the Egyptian people themselves.

6. When Mosheh was born, his mother Yochevved managed to conceal him for some time.
But the danger was very great and so, in a bid to save him and yet at the same time
comply literally with the king’s edict (for failure to do so was punished with death) she
hid him amongst the bulrushes in the river. His older sister Miryam settled down to
keep watch at a distance. If he should need feeding, she hoped, she would bring him to
his mother just as soon as the scene would be clear. After all, she thought, it would be
only a short time before this terrible decree came to an end and then they could pretend
that he was born later. But then Princess Bityoh, the daughter of Par’o himself, comes
down to bathe in the river, and just there where Mosheh is hidden! She discovers the
basket of reeds and realizes that the baby boy must be one of the Hebrews. Acting
completely out of character and indeed pushing aside all the cruel indoctrination of the
palace of her father, she has pity on the child and she determinedly takes him as her
foster-child. But the baby, although obviously hungry, will not feed from an Egyptian
wet-nurse and Miryam steps forward to offer to bring a nursing mother from the
Hebrews. Thus it comes about that his mother Yochevved is paid from the royal coffers
to nurse her own child, whom Bityoh later named “Mosheh,” and so it comes about,
too, that Mosheh is brought up in the very palace of Par’o, learning at the knee of Par’o
himself all that he will need to know about being the leader of his people, for so does
HaShem often arrange things: trying to run away from the Will of HaShem is invariably
utilized by Him in bringing it about that His Will is done.

7. As he grows up, the young Prince Mosheh interests himself in the sufferings of his
brother-Hebrews. The very first time that he ventured out to one of the work sites
where they are building a storage-city, he saves a Hebrew from a mercilessly cruel
beating by an Egyptian slave-driver. Making sure that no-one was there, he kills the
Egyptian tormentor and hides the body in the sand. But the next day, when Mosheh
tries to stop a quarrel between two Hebrews, one of them rebukes Mosheh for
interfering and asks in a loud voice if he would perhaps kill him as he had killed the
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Egyptian the day before — and so Mosheh’s deed becomes known to the Egyptians and
he has to escape from Egypt to save his life. He flees to Midyon (it is the western side of
today’s Saudi Arabia) and is given shelter there by Yisro, the lord of that region.

8. And so the one man in the whole of the land of Egypt who had shown any care for the
Hebrew slaves and who might have alleviated their plight, is now a fugitive in a distant
country — ironically because of a Hebrew slave that he was trying to help — and he is
powerless to help them. Mosheh stays in Midyon with Yisro as the shepherd of his
sheep. He later marries Tzipporah, Yisro’s daughter and there is born to them a son,
whom he named Gershom, meaning, “a stranger there.” (Mosheh’s heart was with his
brothers. As long as he is away from his people, he wanted to keep in mind that “I am a
stranger in a strange land.”)

9. Meanwhile, back in Egypt the slavery of the Hebrews becomes relentlessly more harsh
and additional horrendous cruelties are inflicted upon the suffering Hebrew slaves so
that they cannot even think of redemption. But HaShem has not forgotten His People
and He knows how He will fulfil His promise to redeem them.

10. Far away in the land of Midyon, Mosheh is tending the sheep of Yisro his father-in-law.
HaShem sees his kindness and care for these helpless creatures and He is determined
that Mosheh shall now become the shepherd of His sheep, the Hebrew People. When
Mosheh takes the sheep to graze a fair distance from the usual pasture, an angel of
HaShem appears to Mosheh in the Burning Bush and HaShem commands Mosheh that
he is to return to Egypt to deliver the Hebrews from their misery. Mosheh pleads with
HaShem that he is not fit for such a task: he has a speech impediment, he is no orator,
the people will not listen to him. Par’o will not listen to him and he is anxious that his
disobedience of HaShem’s explicit command to him will be a desecration of HaShem’s
Name and Mosheh does not want to have any part in such a Chillul HaShem. He is
concerned that if he should fail, it will result in the suffering of the Hebrew People being
intensified — for seven days Mosheh pleaded with HaShem that he did not want to go.
But eventually he is ready to do HaShem’s bidding, with the assurance that HaShem
will be with him. In response to Mosheh’s self-doubt and his worry about his speech
impediment (which he had from an early age) HaShem tells him that Aharon, Mosheh’s
older brother, will act as spokesman for him before the mighty king of Egypt.

11. However, on the way down to Egypt together with his wife and son, Mosheh’s life is
threatened because he had delayed the Bris Mi’lah of his newborn son Eliezer. But
Tzipporah quickly performs the Bris Mi’lah and thus saves Mosheh’s life. (From this
episode we learn that even a person on a mission of supreme importance may not
disregard HaShem’s commandments.)

12. Meanwhile, HaShem commands Aharon in Egypt to come out to meet Mosheh.
Together they then assemble the elders of the Hebrews and tell them that HaShem has
sent them to deliver them from their slavery. The people place their trust in them and
in HaShem Who has sent them, and they offer up thanks to HaShem.
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13. But when Mosheh and Aharon come before Par’o, he refuses to acknowledge HaShem
and to obey His command to him to let the Hebrew People go. In open rebellion
against HaShem, he orders their workload to be increased and their cruel treatment to
be intensified.

14. Seeing the slavery made worse, Mosheh returns to HaShem and complains about the
worsened situation for the Hebrews. This was exactly what he was afraid of, and
Mosheh questions why HaShem chose him of all people for this mission if the result of
his failure is only more hardship for his brothers. But HaShem tells him that now he
will witness what HaShem will do to Par’o. The Hebrew People will indeed be released
from Egypt, with great wonders and miracles, but in such a way that not only Egypt but
the whole world will come to know of HaShem and His almighty power — for all time.

For the explanation of the Haftorah of Sidra שמות please go to HAFTORAHS.
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From “The Prisoner and Other Tales of Faith” by Rabbi Salomon Alter Halpern and  

published by Feldheim.  Reprinted here with the kind permission of Rabbi Halpern. 
 

And there went a man of the house of Levi, and took to wife a daughter of 

Levi.  And the woman conceived, and bore a son.  And she saw that he was a 

goodly child and she hid him for three months.  And when she could no 

longer hide him, she took for him a box made of reeds, and daubed it with 

clay and with pitch, and put the child in it; and she laid it in the rushes by the 

river’s brink.  And his sister stood herself from afar, to know what would be 

with him.  And the daughter of Par’o came down to bathe at the river; and her 

maidens walked along by the river’s side; and when she saw the box among 

the rushes, she sent her maid to fetch it.  And when she opened it, she saw the 

child: and, see! a boy crying.  And she had compassion on him, and said, 

“This is one of the Hebrews’ children.”  Then said his sister to the daughter of 

Par’o, “Shall I go and call for you a wet-nurse of the Hebrew women, that she 

may nurse the child for you?”  And the daughter of Par’o said to her, “Go!” 

and the girl went and called the child’s mother.  And the daughter of Par’o 

said to her, “Take this child and nurse him for me, and I will give you your 

wages.”  And the woman took the child, and nursed it.  And the child grew, 

and she brought him to the daughter of Par’o, and he became her son.  And 

she called his name ‘Mosheh’ saying, ‘Because I drew him out of the water.’ 

(Shemos, 2 : 1 — 10) 

 
It was only mid-morning, and the day was the sixth of the third month, yet it was hotter 

than on a midsummer noon, and most of the children in the village had gone down to the 

river.  But Miryam had stayed behind; sitting in the shade of the whitewashed hut, her 

eyes fixed on the distant hills.  She was thinking ... 

She had much to think about.  In her seven years — though people always said she 

looked and spoke like one much older — she had seen much sadness, and she was trying 

to find out what it all meant, and how it might end. 

Her father had told her the main things, of course:  That G-d had a plan in everything, 

though men could not understand it until it was ripe, and how even now He might be 

shaping things for the day when He would fulfil His ancient promise.  Had He not done 

wonderful things to make Yosef free and mighty, even whilst his father was mourning 

him for dead? 

A great teacher was Miryam’s father.  Indeed, he had come to this part of the Nile valley 

only to teach his poor brothers, whom Par’o had moved here.  He himself could have 

stayed in Goshen, for he was of the tribe of Levi, a free man. 
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That was before Miryam was born.  In the year she was born, Par’o had started to make 

the work so terribly hard for the Hebrews, and stopped paying them for it.  That was why 

she had been called Miryam, her mother had told her, for Miryam meant bitterness.  But 

she did not feel bitter.  Whenever she saw some new cruelty, she would think of the day 

when G-d would make them free and give them the wonderful land to live in. 

Meanwhile, of course, it was hard.  She often went with her mother to help people who 

had become ill from hard work and cruel punishments; and although she felt like crying 

herself, she always tried to cheer them up.  “Don’t despair,” she might say.  “Do not 

think of yourselves as slaves!  One day we shall all be free and happy again, and then we 

shall know why G-d sent us all this.  Won’t it be lovely when we’ll all have our own 

fields and trees and houses?” 

And the beaten men would smile and say: “Look at her, listen to her!  Doesn’t she sound 

like a little prophetess?  Pray G-d that her words come true!  But soon, O G-d, soon ...” 

And one day her father himself had called her a prophetess, in real earnest.  And this was 

how it happened: 

Three years before, just about the time her little brother Aharon was born, Par’o had 

started a most wicked and terrible thing: he ordered that all baby boys of the Hebrews 

were to be killed.  At first he tried, secretly, to make the midwives strangle them as soon 

as they were born, and pretend that they had been born dead.  But he soon found out that 

the midwives were not obeying him, so he sent his soldiers to look for newborn babies 

and throw them into the Nile.  Anyone who tried to resist them was tortured to death. 

When that happened, her father was sad and serious for many days; then he said to her 

mother:  “I have thought long about what I have to do, and it looks to me that since I can 

do nothing to save the babies, I must at least see that no more are born to be killed.”  He 

had taken her mother’s hands in his and continued:  “I love you dearly, Yochevved; but I 

must divorce you, until G-d shows His mercy, and stops this bitter affliction!”  And they 

both wept.  Miryam wept too, though she hadn’t quite understood what it meant.  Later 

when he had packed his things and was going away, she ran after him and cried:  “Where 

are you going, Daddy?  Why are you going away from us?”  He had picked her up and 

kissed her:  “Don’t cry, darling.  I’m only going to live in the next village for a time; I 

have to; and you can come over every day and tell me how Mummy and baby are doing.” 

Yochevved had taken it quietly.  “Your father,” she told Miryam, “is a great and wise 

man.  If he says it is the right thing, you can be sure that it is so.” 

But as time went on, Miryam felt more and more sure that it was not the right thing, that 

something was wrong.  She often wanted to say so to her father, but how could one tell 

one’s father a thing like that — especially such a wise and good man as Amrom? 

But one day she had seen her mother handling the baby clothes that Aharon had long 

outgrown, and crying quietly ...   And she had understood that Yochevved was longing 

for another baby. 
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Then Miryam had become terribly excited, and run all the way to her father.  Panting and 

flushed, she had fairly shouted at him:  “You are even worse than Par’o!  He kills the 

boys, but you are destroying the whole people!  Do you know that there is not one baby 

in the whole village this year?  It must be because of what you have done, for people 

have followed your example!” 

She had said more then, but she hadn’t known what it was, until her father had told her 

later.  She had said: “Hear this, Amrom ben Kehoss:  The baby that Yochevved is 

praying for will be the man who will free the Children of Israel from this place!” 

But all that Miryam herself remembered was her father rocking her in his arms; when she 

opened her eyes, he said, ever so tenderly:  “Hush, my child, calm yourself.  You are 

right and I was wrong.  I should have trusted in G-d, and left it all to Him.  Let His will 

be done.” 

Soon the wedding was celebrated — and a strange wedding it was, with Miryam dancing 

before the bride and groom, and cuddly little Aharon too with his funny steps.  And soon 

there were many such weddings. 

And three months ago the baby was born.  And the moment he was born, a great light 

shone in the house, brighter than a summer day.  Their friends felt it too, and came 

rushing to the cottage.  They looked at the baby and said:  “How good he is, anyone can 

see that he is good.  May he bring goodness and light into this dark, evil time!” 

So he was called Toviah which means “G-d is good.”  And Amrom patted Miryam and 

said:  “I believe that what you said about this baby will come true.  It was G-d who spoke 

through you.  My little daughter is a prophetess!” 

She loved the baby.  He was so good and so clever.  They had to hide him, of course, for 

the Egyptians often came to see if any babies had been born.  They had hollowed out a 

niche in the wall, behind the bed-curtains, and there baby Toviah slept.  He never cried, 

as if he understood how dangerous it was.  But he had no need to cry, for Miryam was 

always looking in to see if he was awake, and if she saw by the way he moved his lips 

that he was hungry, she took him straight to her mother. 

So far all was well, thought Miryam.  If only the Egyptians did not make a real search ...  

Suddenly, Miryam became aware of running feet.  A minute later, an elderly woman 

from the next village, a friend of Yochevved, arrived, gasping for breath.  Miryam took 

her inside and she told them her terrible news: 

“The soldiers are in our village!  Searching every house … under the beds ...  tapping the 

walls ... They carry babies with them and make them cry, so that our hidden babies cry 

too.  They say they must find every baby now, on their own lives, for this is the last 

search.  The Royal astrologers have told him that the Hebrew leader has been born 

already, and they must find him.  After this, they say, they will leave the babies alone. 
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“I don’t know what you can do, but I had to tell you, and you must carry the news to your 

neighbours, and to the other villages.  I must hurry back, and pretend I have been 

working in the fields, or they will torture me for telling you.” 

Yochevved went at once to tell the neighbours.  Amrom told Miryam:  “This is terrible 

news, but do not despair.  G-d can always help.  I pray that He will grant us a plan of 

wisdom now.  Stay with the babies until your mother comes.  I shall be back soon.”  And 

he went outside, as he often did when he had to be alone with his thoughts. 

Miryam was left with little Aharon, who went on playing happily with his toys, and the 

baby.  She took him out of his hiding place, and kissed him.  She was weeping, but he 

smiled at her, and soon she was smiling too, and playing with him.  Miryam prayed, 

‘Please, G-d, do not forsake such a lovely, good baby!’ 

Yochevved came back; she was frightened and weeping, but when she saw the children 

playing so happily, she grew calmer.  “Give him to me,” she said, “let me feed him once 

more ...”   Miryam watched her feeding him, and saw her becoming restful and at peace.  

Indeed, she thought, in the midst of danger, G-d sends us His peace ...   

Then Amrom returned.  There was on him a grave calm, and his eyes shone.  He 

remained standing, and spoke slowly, quietly: 

“G-d has answered my prayer.  He has sent me good counsel, in a strange way ...  You 

see, I found myself thinking of only one thing at first, which seemed to have nothing to 

do with our problem, and it was this: not once did the Egyptians mention drowning the 

children; they always say: ‘Put them in the river.’  Not: ‘Drown them’ but: ‘Put them in 

the river.’ …  Then suddenly, I knew what we must do.  The safest place for our baby is 

— in the river!” 

“In the river?” cried Yochevved.  But immediately she understood.  “Oh yes!  No one 

would look for a baby in the river!  If he is hidden there, in a tiny boat, he might be safe 

until the search has passed ...   And this is the last search, they said ...   We might be able 

to pretend that he was born afterwards ...   But, oh, it is so dangerous: suppose the boat 

overturns, and no one with him; suppose the soldiers stay a long time — he might starve. 

Suppose someone hears him cry ...”   And she started crying again. 

Amrom put his arms round her:  “Of course it is dangerous, my dear; but thousands are in 

the same danger.  At a time like this we must be strong.  G-d expects us to do the best we 

can think of and then to rely on Him.  But now let us think of how we are to do it, for 

there is not a moment to lose.” 

Yochevved pulled herself together.  She brought out a basket woven of dried rushes, and 

made it waterproof with pitch and clay.  Into it she put the baby; on top she put the lid, 

also of basketwork, which she had not tarred, so that air could come in. 

Miryam went out halfway to a quiet part of the river, and when she had signalled that no 

one was in sight, Yochevved quickly followed after her and hid the basket amongst the 
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bulrushes, a fair distance from the bank.  With an effort, she tore herself away and 

hurried home. 

But Miryam would not go away.  She found a spot a little further along the river from 

where she could watch the boats on the river.  The sun burnt down mercilessly, but she 

was determined to stay there until she would know what happened. 

Time passed.  She saw the soldiers go into the village.  She prayed ...   

Suddenly, she heard the noise of many riders on the highway along the river.  Soon she 

could make out horse-soldiers and chariots.  They might be another detachment of 

searchers.  She stepped into the water and stood between the rushes hoping she would 

not be noticed. 

They stopped — not far from where the baby was hidden.  When she looked round she 

saw that the soldiers had dismounted, and were forming a cordon round the area.  What 

could this mean?  Surely it was impossible that someone had betrayed them? 

Then she saw a distinguished lady stepping from a chariot.  Many attendants and servant-

maids crowded round her with large fans and sunshades.  With them the lady walked 

down to the riverbank.  There she threw off her mantle and, clad in light linen garments, 

went into the river. 

“What does this mean?” thought Miryam.  “A royal lady wishes to go bathing, and of all 

the miles and miles of river, she has to choose this spot!  If she comes any nearer, she 

will see the basket.  Oh, G-d, please, please, keep the baby safe!” 

But the lady was swimming nearer; her maids walked alongside her on the bank.  Now 

— Miryam shuddered — she had called out to them. 

One after the other, several maids tried to reach the basket, but although it was quite easy 

to wade out to it, they all slipped and fell into the water.  They could not get up, and 

others came to help them. 

Miryam crept closer.  The soldiers had not noticed her, and were now facing the outside 

of their square; the servants were far too busy to notice the little girl. 

Now she could see the lady in the water.  She was Princess Bityoh, the daughter of Par’o! 

Miryam had seen her in Processions. 

The Princess herself had reached for the basket and reached it.  Tensely, Miryam 

watched her.  “O, G-d!” she prayed, “even now You can help.” 

The baby started to cry.  The Princess bent down and picked him up, and he stopped 

crying and smiled at her.  For a while she stood with the baby in her arms, then she 

waded ashore.  Her face had a soft and tender expression, like that of a mother holding 

her own baby. 
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When she was on the bank she turned to one of her ladies-in-waiting:  “This must be one 

of the Hebrew babies.”  And she stood there playing with him. 

“We must report this, your Royal Highness,” said her companion.  The Princess 

straightened up, holding the baby more firmly.  “Are you giving me orders?” she asked 

sternly. 

“Your Royal Highness will forgive her servant,” replied the lady-companion, “but His 

Majesty has issued an order.  Surely those of his own house must obey him, even more 

than anyone else?” 

No one else dared to speak, and for a moment the Princess stood still, tears in her eyes.  

Then she hung her head and stumbled back into the river. 

She put the baby back in his basket, and covered him.  She turned to go back, but she did 

not go.  She stayed rooted to the spot, her hand on her forehead, her eyes closed.  ”Is she 

ill?” thought Miryam.  What would happen now?  She did not know what to pray for.  

Only G-d knew what was best now. 

The Princess moved again.  She took the baby back, and came to the bank.  Her 

expression was transformed.  She looked … thought Miryam, she looked… like one who 

has prayed deeply and earnestly. 

Firmly she spoke to her ladies:  “From to-day, this child is my son.  I, Bityoh, so desire 

it!” 

“Your Highness ...” faltered the companion imploringly, kneeling to her. 

The Princess spoke to her softly now:  “You care for me, do you not?  I tell you, my life 

is bound up with that of this child.  Something tells me that he belongs to me and I to 

him.  It is a Divine command, and whatever happens, I must obey.  Come nearer and 

look!  See what has happened to my rash!  She bared her shoulder.  “You remember how 

bad it was this morning.  How does it look now?” 

The companion looked at her shoulder:  “Your Highness is cured!” she said, astonished. 

“Healed,” said the Princess, “Healed this moment by the G-d Who watches over this 

child!  Can I disobey Him?” 

Her companion bowed deeply:  “My life is yours; do what you will.” 

The baby began to cry.  “He must be hungry,” said the Princess.  “Bring me my cloak!” 

she ordered, “and call the Captain!” 

The Captain of the Guard came running up; he saluted the Princess.  “You and your 

men,” she addressed him, “have sworn me loyalty.  I command you all that nothing you 

see here to-day shall pass your lips.  Now, take a chariot and fetch me a wet-nurse!  No, 

wait!  Fetch as many as you can find in the Palace.  I want to choose the best.”  And she 

rocked the baby and spoke soft words to him.  Miryam was standing among the ladies 
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now.  No one took any notice of her.  They were all standing round the Princess, 

admiring the baby. 

After some time, the Captain returned with three nurses. 

The Princess selected one, and gave her the baby; but the baby would not drink, and 

turned his head away.  “I can’t understand this,” said the woman, “he is hungry, but he 

will not drink.  Perhaps there is something about me that he does not like.”  But the same 

thing happened with the other two. 

Miryam felt that she must speak now.  With all the courage she could muster, she stepped 

forward, and knelt before the Princess.  “Shall I go, Your Highness,” she asked, “and call 

you a nursing mother of the Hebrews to suckle the baby for you?” 

The Princess showed no surprise.  “Yes, go!” she answered, and went on rocking the 

baby. 

As fast as she could, Miryam ran to the village and called her mother; on the way she told 

her what had happened.  All Yochevved could say was: “Wondrous are the ways of 

G-d!” 

Hiding their feelings, they came to the Princess. 

“Take this baby,” said Bityoh, “and suckle him.”  He drank at once.  The Princess 

watched tenderly.  When she finished, the Princess said:  “Keep him for me and nurse 

him, and I shall pay you well; but if you let anything happen to him, you will answer with 

your life.” 

So they took him home.  Often the Princess would send for him and she loved him more 

and more. 

Yochevved’s heart was heavy when finally the baby was weaned and she had to return 

him to the Princess.  But Miryam said, “Mother, once before I have spoken about him, 

and father said it was the truth.  I tell you now that we are not losing him.  He will remain 

a Hebrew and a servant of G-d, even in the palace of Par’o.  Perhaps you will see a sign 

for it to-day.” 

And the last thing the Princess had to ask was:  “What word do you use in Hebrew for 

pulling something out of the water?” 

“‘Mosheh,’ Your Royal Highness,” answered Yochevved. 

“‘Mo-se’?” repeated the Princess.  “That is a good name in our language, too.  So let it be 

‘Mo-se,’ for I drew him out of the water.  But it was your G-d Who told me to do it, and 

he belongs to Him as much as he does to me. 

“I am sure he will be a good and great man one day.” 



 äàøäèåñ úëñî;à"ò á"éùäáø úåîâ:à   çëú úåà àø÷éå éðåòîù èå÷ìéåøùéä øôñ äàøå[ "äùî äæ ïîéä ,áø øîà" ] à"ò å"è  àøúá àáá úëñî äàøå

MEANING EXPLANATION AND OTHER DETAILS NAME IN HEBREW

GOOD or

G-D-IS-GOOD!
שמוטוביהאומריהודארבישמוטובאומרמאיררביתניא

“… Rabbi Meir says, “Tov” is his name. Rabbi Yehuda says, “Tovia” is his name”

טוביהאוטוב

GOOD FRIEND שבשמיםלאביהןישראללבשחיבר

“The one who [re]joined the hearts of [his] parents and
may he join the hearts of the Israelites to their Father in Heaven”

{ Bestowed upon Mosheh by his father Amrom }

חבר

HOPE-TO-G-D שבשמיםלאביהםִויםְמקַ הבניםאתשעשה 

“Through him my hope in G-d returned and
may he make the Children of Israel hope to their Father in Heaven”

“This is the child I hoped for from G-d and to G-d I hope for his return to me”

{ Bestowed upon Mosheh by his mother Yocheved }

יקותיאל

BRINGER-DOWN למטהמלמעלההשכינהאתהתורהאתשהורידזהבימיולישראלמןשירדזה 

“The one who will bring down the Monn to the Israelites in his days,
the ruler who will bring down from On High the Torah / the Divine Presence”

{ Bestowed upon Mosheh by his sister Miriam }

ירד

CHIEF ATONER ישראלשלעונותיהםשהזניח

“The one who helped to remove the sin of idolatry from the Israelites
and through him G-d will reject those that accuse the Israelites of idolatry”

{ Bestowed upon Mosheh by his brother Aharon }

אביזנוח

PROTECTOR /
CHIEF-SEER

הקודשברוחשסחוהנביאיםאבישהיהכסוכהישראללהםשנעשה 

“The one who became like the shelter of the Israelites
and he will be the Chief Prophet who sees with the Holy Spirit”

{ Bestowed upon Mosheh by his nanny }

אביסוכו

CHIEF-WHO-
FENCED-IN-HIS-
PEOPLE

ישראלשלפרצותיהןשגדר

“The one who, with his birth, the decree of Par’o
that the Israelite children should be killed, ended”
“The one who will help to fence-in the Israelites that they shall not sin”
“The one who will help the Israelites to reject idol-worship”

{ Bestowed upon Mosheh by his grandfather Kehos }

אביגדור

G-D-HEARS-
HIS-PRAYERS

תפילתוהיששמע

“He [through] whose prayers G-d hears [our prayers]”

{ Bestowed upon Mosheh by the Israelite People }

שמעיה

G-D’S LAWGIVER לידמידתורהלושניתנהבן

“The one through whom G-d gave His Torah from His Hand
to the hands of the Nation of Israel”

{ Bestowed upon Mosheh by the Israelite People }

נתנאל בן

DRAWN-OUT משיתיהוהמיםמןכי

“Because I drew him out from the water”
“The one who will draw out the Israelites from Egypt”

{ Bestowed upon Mosheh by Bityoh the daughter of Par’o, who saved him }

משה

חייך, למשה, הוא ברוך הקדוש לו שמותאמר פרעה,לךושנקראמכל בת בתיה שקראתך בשם אלא אותך קורא איני
תורה{" חומשי בחמשה נכתב האלו השמות מן אחד לא י'—"ואף : ב' שמות, לועז, מעם }ילקוט

Of all these names, the only one by which he is known is “Mosheh,” the name given to him by the daughter of Par’o.
None of the other names is even mentioned in the Torah.

And so too, G-d Himself addressed him only by the name “Mosheh.” [See Vayikroh Rabboh, 1:3]
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Adapted from “The Prisoner and Other Tales of Faith” by Rabbi Salomon Alter Halpern  

and published by Feldheim.  Reprinted here with the kind permission of Rabbi Halpern. 

And it came to pass in those days, and Mosheh grew up and he went out to his brothers 

to see their hard labour, and he saw an Egyptian smiting a Hebrew, one of his brothers. 

 He looked this way and that, and he saw that there was no man, and he killed the 

Egyptian and hid him in the sand.  And he went out on the next day, but look!  There 

were two Hebrews fighting.  And he said to the one that was in the wrong, “Why do you 

smite your fellow?”  But that one said, “And who made you a prince and a judge over 

us?  Do you intend to kill me, as you killed that Egyptian?”  And Mosheh was afraid 

and said, “So!  The matter is known!”  And when Par’o heard of the incident, he sought 

to put Mosheh to death and Mosheh fled from before Par’o … 
(Shemos, 2 : 11 — 15)  

The sun was high over Thebes.  A young man of eighteen was walking in the shade of the 

sycamores in the Park of the Par’o.  The ornaments in his hair and on his robes of fine 

byssus marked him out as a Royal Prince, but he was lighter of skin and taller than 

Egyptians of his age and his handsome features had a Semitic shape.  Birds were twittering 

in the trees and from the distance came the rhythmic shouts of oarsmen on the river and the 

cries of children at play, but Prince Mosheh’s mind was not at ease.   

“Why is it,” he thought, “that I am not happy?  I am surrounded by luxuries and there is no 

pleasure I cannot have for the asking.  My Royal mother loves me as much as any real 

mother could.  Indeed, my own name is the one that she bestowed upon me when she drew 

me from the water and she even changed it slightly from the Egyptian word to the Hebrew 

form just to make me happy.  I am liked by all the Royal Household and I am a favourite of 

Par’o himself.  Did he not, on my petition, grant his Hebrew slaves a weekly day of rest?  

Did he not banish the Midyanite magician because he was plotting against me? 

“Yet I am lonely, like a man in a strange land.  Yes, these people who have brought me up, 

to whom I owe everything, even my life — in my heart they are strangers to me.  Their 

pleasures seem childish to me — and I shudder at their cruelty.  The scribes read to them 

about wisdom and justice — yet at the same time they work the slaves to death to build them 

ever more marvellous monuments.  They are so clever, so refined — but they worship their 

gods by behaving like savages.  Indeed, my body-servant is happier than I, for he at least has 

no part in all this.  He knows he is enslaved, and can pray to the G-d of his fathers to redeem 

him.” 

Suddenly he stood still. 

“The G-d of his fathers?  He is the G-d of my fathers too, and I, too, though I live in the 

Palace, I am enslaved in their evil life!” 

HE  WENT  HOME 
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For a time, he continued pacing up and down the side of the ornamental pool, his head 

bowed, deep in thought.  After a while, he straightened up and turned round, calling: “Come 

here, Uri!”  The boy, who had been discreetly following his master at a distance, came 

running at once.  

“Run to the stables,” commanded Mosheh, “and get my chariot.  When I am gone, give my 

respects to my mother and tell her I have gone for a drive in the country.” 

The boy bowed and turned quickly to carry out the order, but Mosheh recalled him.  “One 

more thing, Uri.” 

“Yes, my lord?” 

“You care for me, do you not?  Can I trust you with a secret?” asked Mosheh. 

The boy looked up at the Prince with such devotion that there was no need for an answer.  

Tears welled up in the boy’s eyes as he spoke.  “My master!  You have taken me from the 

clay pits ... you treat me like a brother  ... there is nothing I would not do for you!” 

“Would you risk your life rather than betray me?” asked Mosheh. 

“I would not betray you, my master,” said Uri solemnly, “even under torture.  I swear it by 

the G-d of my fathers!” 

“Then,” said Mosheh, “I will tell you where I am going, but don’t tell any living person.  I 

am going to visit our brothers and see their work.” 

When Uri had grasped his meaning, he almost broke down with happiness and excitement.  

The Prince had called the Hebrews his brothers! 

“Wait!” said Mosheh, “you must not go about with shining eyes.  If they get suspicious they 

might kill us both.  Think of that and control yourself.  Nothing has happened, I am going 

for a joy-ride, that’s all.  Do you understand?  Now run!” 

Soon the chariot arrived and he passed through the gates to the salutes of the guards.  He 

took the road leading to the nearest building sites. 

The gilt chariot with its well-greased, leather-tyred wheels ran smoothly on the paved road. 

He let the thoroughbreds run as fast as they pleased.  The air rushed past him and he felt the 

exhilaration of speed but it did not make him forget the seriousness of his venture. 

He had visited the building sites before, as part of the entourage of Par’o, but on those 

occasions they had come to inspect the progress of some project or to see some newly-

finished sculptures and care had been taken that nothing should be seen that might upset 

some Royal lady.  Seeing the colossal undertakings and the enormous amount of sheer 

physical labour they involved, one could only imagine the actual treatment of the slaves that 

had been used.  Now Mosheh wanted to see what went on behind the pretences that were put 

on for a Royal visit.  He wanted to let himself feel — the words still sounded strange to him 

as he repeated them aloud to himself — he wanted to let himself feel  for his brothers.  

The paved road gave way to a well-worn wide track as the horses sped him onwards.  He 

knew that he would soon come to one of the new towns that were being built all over the 

country and sure enough, after a time, he came across a column of slaves.  A hundred men 
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or more in single file, each slave carrying two hods of bricks slung from a pole, the sweat 

streaming down their sides.  Each gang of ten had a Hebrew foreman running from man to 

man and exhorting them to keep up the pace.  One gang broke its order and Mosheh saw that 

it was the Hebrew foreman who tasted the vicious whip of the Egyptian overseer. 

When Mosheh reached them he stopped, and at an order from the Egyptian the column 

stopped, too.  Mosheh ordered the overseer to give them a pause for rest whilst he would 

inspect them and they put down their loads and sat by the roadside.  

Mosheh questioned the overseer about such things as the places between which they 

transported the bricks, the distances involved, how long they took, how many journeys they 

made in a day and then he told him that he wished to inspect the men alone. 

He walked along the line.  The men were slumped on the ground, silent and listless.  So, this 

was what slavery had made of people who could have been as lively and quick-witted as Uri 

— or himself! 

He stopped in front of a young man who seemed more alert than the rest.  The man stood up 

and bowed. 

“What treatment do you receive?”  Mosheh asked him. 

The man averted his eyes as he answered:  “The will of Par’o is carried out correctly, as my 

lord can see.” 

Mosheh made another attempt:  “Have your people always been slaves?” 

At this, the man straightened himself and clenched his fists:  “Our fathers were free men, 

and one day we shall be free again, in a land of our own.” 

Then, realizing that he was speaking to an Egyptian and a noble, he added:  “Forgive me, my 

lord, I forgot myself.  I am in your hands.”  And he threw himself down on the ground 

before Mosheh in fear and subjugation. 

Mosheh found it hard to contain his pity.  A people once free and proud, and now brought so 

low.  A people?  His own people! 

“Stand up,” commanded Mosheh.  “I will not punish you, nor tell anybody about your 

outburst.  But only if you are open and frank with me and tell me what I want to know from 

you.  How did your servitude begin, and when?” 

The man looked up at him in surprise.  The nearest slaves also raised their heads impercep-

tibly and cast interested glances at this strangely humane nobleman.  The man stood up and 

began, hesitating at first, then more forcefully: 

“May G-d remember you this mercy, my lord.  Par’o declared us slaves before I was born, 

but my father was then a grown man and was not born a slave.  Before that, our people used 

to keep our sheep in the land of Goshen, which a Par’o had given us for great services 

rendered to the country.  Then, there was the Invasion, and our men fought bravely for 

Par’o.  When the enemies had been driven out, Par’o called upon all his people to build 

fortresses in case the enemies returned.  Our people answered his call, all but the Tribe of 

Levi, and we worked together with the Egyptians as free labourers, for good pay.  Gradually, 

the Egyptians went home and returned to their own trades and livelihoods, but we could not. 
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 We found that we were under guard and the soldiers did not let us go.  We were housed in 

barracks and were not allowed to return to our own homes.  Then they stopped paying us 

and the work was intensified.  Par’o had proclaimed us slaves!  But we know that when the 

time is right, G-d will redeem us from this place and we will be free again!” 

So that was how it had come about, thought Mosheh.  Not a slave people were his fathers, 

but free men made prisoners by a trick!  But he went on: 

“Why do you go on trusting G-d when He does not help you?” 

“Our G-d,” answered the man with dignity, “is mighty.  He did great wonders for our 

forefathers and He has promised them the land of Kenaan for their descendants.  But first, 

He said, we must be strangers in a strange land and slaves for many years.  And so it indeed 

came to pass.  But we trust in G-d that as this came true, so will the rest.” 

Mosheh became aware of the Egyptian overseer hovering uneasily at a distance.  He 

understood the man’s fears and stepped back, signalling him to proceed.  At a shout of 

command the slaves resumed their order and shouldered their loads. 

The overseer helped Mosheh into his chariot and saluted him.  The slave who had been 

holding the horses stood back and Mosheh drove off — in the direction of the brickworks of 

which the overseer had told him. 

He thought over what he had seen and heard.  The dumb resignation of the slaves had 

affected him even more deeply than the sufferings he had imagined.  But the spirit of the 

man, once it had been awakened, had both increased his pain and given him comfort.  If they 

were all like that man, he thought to himself, if they remembered what freedom meant and 

had not allowed their spirit to be crushed, then there was still hope.  He found himself 

calculating the chances of a successful revolt — if they could find a leader, that is — and 

realized with a shock that he was already a traitor to Par’o.  No, not a traitor, but an enemy 

of Par’o. 

*             *             *             *             * 

The brickworks were now in sight: he could see the stacks of finished bricks.  As he came 

nearer, he could see the different parts of the works, with groups of slaves doing various 

things:  here, slaves bringing up the clay; there, the slaves kneading it; further away, slaves 

moulding it into bricks ready for the kilns.  But there was one thing that held his eye and 

made him urge the horses to their utmost speed. 

An overseer was furiously hitting a man, a man who was down already, hitting him again 

and again with all his might. 

Mosheh brought the chariot to a skidding stop, making the horses rear up.  “Stop this!” he 

shouted at the surprised Egyptian, even before dismounting.  “Why are you beating this man 

so hard?” he demanded sharply. 

The overseer, still panting from his exertions, took time to answer.  Then he said, 

pompously:  “My lord, this slave is rebellious and refuses to obey orders.  He were better 

dead and an example to the rest.” 
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“And what do you say?”  Mosheh asked the Hebrew.  The man was painfully picking 

himself up.  His body was covered with vicious weals and there was blood on his face. 

“My lord,” he brought out slowly, “I have done no wrong.  But I am the only witness of a 

terrible crime that this overseer committed this morning and he wants to kill me so that he 

shall not be found out.”  And he told him what he had seen. 

“The slave is lying ... !” began the Egyptian.  But when he saw Mosheh, he stopped, 

frightened.  For a holy fire was burning in the young man’s eyes. 

“I can see who is lying!” said Mosheh sharply, fixing the Egyptian with a penetrating glare. 

“For what you have done, you doubly deserve to die.”  Raising his fist, he spoke with 

awesome fervour:  “The G-d of the Hebrews punish you!”  

The Egyptian crumpled, fell and lay still, his open eyes staring unseeing at the sky. 

Mosheh turned to the trembling Hebrew.  “G-d has avenged you.  Have no fear; no man is 

here but your brothers and they will not betray us.  I shall hide the body.  If you are asked, 

say that he walked away and did not return.  Help me put the body on the chariot.” 

When this was done, Mosheh drove into the nearby desert and buried the body in the sand.  

He turned for the Palace, bewildered and elated at the same time.  One day’s happenings had 

changed him from being the favourite of Par’o into a champion of the Hebrews, for from 

now on he was fighting for them. 

The stiff, pompous pose that was fashionable at the Palace helped Mosheh to conceal his 

change of heart.  He did not tell even Uri what had happened.  

Next morning, he drove out again, this time to a building site.  The place was full of furious 

activity: brick-layers and their supply gangs; sculptors pounding away at statues; long chains 

of slaves dragging huge blocks of stone on sledges; overseers; stonemasons, architects ... 

The Egyptian official in charge was somewhat confused by having an unannounced 

inspection, but Mosheh explained that his visit was not official.  He just wanted to watch the 

work, he explained breezily, and he needed no guide.  At last, he managed to convince the 

official that he really was not wanted. 

Mosheh strolled round the place looking for a chance to get into conversation with a 

Hebrew.  He saw a gang sitting down to a hasty meal of the round, flat cakes of pitta-bread 

that was the common food of the slaves, and started to walk over towards them.  It pained 

Mosheh greatly to see the blank expressions and the lifeless eyes of the slaves.  They seemed 

to take no interest in anything else going on around them because of the pressure of the work 

that had to be done.  Even those who were not actually engaged in hard labour appeared to 

be dull and listless, resigned to their life of misery.   

As he made his way across, Mosheh suddenly heard behind him angry voices.  He turned 

round and saw two Hebrew foremen involved in an argument.  The Hebrew he had learned 

from Uri was not quite enough to follow their rapid exchanges, but it seemed to be about 

whose gang was more efficient, or something like that. 

The argument seemed to get more heated.  Then one of them raised his hand to strike the 

other.  Hurrying to them, Mosheh called out: “Stop!  Why should you hit your own brother?” 
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Both of them turned to him, and the one who had started the fight measured him with a 

defiant look.  Then he folded his arms over his chest and said maliciously:  “Listen to the 

Hebrew son of Princess Bityoh!  And who made you an official and judge over us?  Perhaps 

you’d like to kill me, as you killed that Egyptian?” 

Mosheh was dumbfounded.  He had not expected that the Hebrews might not want his 

sympathy.  Also, he was afraid: there was an Egyptian overseer sitting quite near and he 

might have understood the words.  He turned away, the two men’s laughter ringing in his 

ears, and went to his chariot. 

He was on his way back before the thought struck him.  “So, the matter is known!” he 

exclaimed.  If it had spread to another site, many people must already know both his act and 

his description.  And if that man dared to defy a Royal Prince, it could only mean that Par’o 

knew too — or would know very soon.  Would it be safe to go back to the Palace, he 

wondered, or would he be going to almost certain death?   

Mosheh was not wrong in his fears.  As soon as he arrived back at the Palace gates, Uri 

hurried to him in great excitement.  “My master,” he began, “the Captain of the Household 

Guard has been asking after you urgently.  He respectfully orders you, my master, to report 

to him as soon as you returned.”  Then he added, “There are rumours, my master ...” 

Mosheh didn’t have a chance to reply before the Captain himself appeared, together with 

two soldiers.  Curtly, he told the Prince that he was to come with him at once.  Par’o had 

summoned him. 

The small group made its way through the labyrinth of corridors towards the State Rooms.  

Mosheh noticed that the Palace staff, who usually showed him deference and even 

friendliness, averted their eyes as he passed them.  He realized that he was being taken 

towards the Grand Hall. 

As they entered, a deathly silence descended upon the gathering.  Mosheh saw that almost 

every place was taken.  Par’o was there, too, and it was clear straightaway that much 

discussion had already taken place. 

Mosheh was shown to a place in the middle of the Hall.  He saw the large King’s Sword of 

Punishment on the table.  “So,” Mosheh thought to himself, “they are talking of the death 

sentence!” 

Par’o himself spoke first.  “So, you have returned!”  The statement was cold and 

threatening.  He continued: “We have been informed of a serious crime that you committed 

yesterday.  The evidence against you is irrefutable and my advisers insist, as I do, that you 

shall suffer the penalty that you deserve.”  He stopped, indicating that Mosheh might speak, 

although it was chillingly clear that in his absence sentence had already been pronounced. 

“My lord King!” began Mosheh, fearlessly.  “I am aware that everything I am today, I owe 

to you.  I have been brought up by my Royal mother, my lord King’s daughter, the Princess 

Bityoh, with love and affection.  I have been given everything that I need — all paid for 

from the Royal coffers.  For all this, I am truly grateful.   

“Yet, my lord King knows that I am a Hebrew.  My lord King will understand that I feel for 

my Hebrew brothers.  I have spoken for them before and my lord King has been gracious to 
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grant my request on their behalf.  But injustice to anybody, even to a slave, is a grave 

offence.  The G-d of the Hebrews, I have heard tell, will not condone injustice and He will 

punish those who unjustly oppress others just as He will reward those who seek to help 

them.   

“The taskmaster had no right to beat that man with such cruelty.  The man was neither 

disobedient nor insubordinate.  But the taskmaster was intent on killing the Hebrew because 

he was the only one who knew of the crime that the Egyptian had committed.” 

“Even so,” said the king, “your killing an Egyptian is a capital crime.  You are, after all, a 

Hebrew, and any Hebrew, prince or slave, who rises up against any Egyptian, let alone who 

kills him, is put to death.  Any insurrection or rebelliousness of the slaves, by them or by 

anyone acting on their behalf, is punished with death.” 

There was no remorse in his voice.  Not even one of the courtiers and advisers in the Hall 

said anything.  Par’o nodded to the Executioner standing near the block.  As the Executioner 

went over to the table to take the Sword, the two soldiers on either side of Mosheh showed 

him where he was to kneel. 

The Executioner raised the King’s Sword high above his head and brought it down with 

force.  Then the incredible happened.  The Sword just bounced off the kneeling man, as if 

his neck had changed to marble!  Without thinking, the Executioner tried again, and the 

same thing happened.  

It was then that everything was thrown into confusion.  The Executioner was in a state of 

shock, as if he had just seen a ghost.  He just stood there, rooted to the spot, as did the two 

soldiers and the other guards.  The advisers and courtiers were paralysed with fear at what 

they had just witnessed. 

Mosheh himself also was dazed, completely bewildered by what had happened and then 

realized that he had been saved by nothing less than a miracle.  He saw the terror and 

confusion on the faces of the assembled courtiers and, taking in the situation straightaway, 

wasted no time.  Raising himself from his kneeling position, he rushed to the doors of the 

Hall.  Nobody could move to stop him.  The only one who could speak was Par’o and he 

was frantically giving orders:  “Stop him!  Hold him!”  But no one heard, or if they did, they 

could not do anything.  And then he was gone.  It was all over in a few moments.   

Mosheh hurried through the maze of corridors like only a boy brought up in the Palace 

could.  Once he was at the stables, he quickly took a chariot and horses which were standing 

already harnessed and hurried on to the Palace gates.  The guards on duty recognized him 

straightaway and froze as he approached.  He passed through without any trouble and was 

on his way.   

But to where? 

If he was to do anything for the Hebrews, thought Mosheh, he must go amongst them now. 

Firstly, he had to hide himself.  He was sure that now, even more than before, Par’o would 

want to have him killed.  And secondly, he wanted to meet their Elders.  Perhaps even now 

the time was ripe for an uprising! 
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It was then that his true plight struck him in all its full sickening force:  If there were 

Hebrews who could betray someone who helped them, then he was not safe amongst them. 

What was worse, as long as they were like that, it surely would be useless to fight for them.  

Mosheh felt that G-d would surely not save them from their oppression if they were so 

undeserving of help.  Yesterday, he had found his people.  Had he lost them today? 

He must flee.  He would go into the desert, live the life of an outlaw.  Perhaps later on he 

could lose himself in a strange country or take service in some foreign army. 

He searched his memory for a place where he could hide.  There were some Burial Cities of 

long ago, now neglected and surrounded by desert, where fugitives and criminals went into 

hiding.  Which of them was nearest?   

Mosheh wondered what was going on at the Palace.  By now they must surely have realized 

that he had escaped.  How long would it be before they started looking for him?  He must be 

quick. 

It was then that he noticed that he had lost his bearings.  Whilst he had been thinking, his 

horses had taken him off his route ... 

*             *             *             *             * 

A village grew out of the horizon.  In this outlying place they might not know of the search 

for him yet — if indeed it had begun.  He would ask the way to Thebes, and from that he 

would find out where he was. 

In the village, he came upon an elderly woman.  She was a Hebrew, but from her graceful, 

unhurried walk he could see she was not of the slaves.  

As he came near her, he slowed up the chariot.  Then he saw her face.  It was ... it was how 

he imagined his mother. 

He reined-in the horses and sprang from the chariot.  In his halting Hebrew, he addressed 

her in the way that the Hebrews usually addressed older women:  “Who are you, mother?” 

She stared at him, as if he was an apparition, but then with an effort she recovered her 

composure and answered respectfully: 

“My name is Yochevved, my lord, a daughter of the Tribe of Levi.” 

“Yochevved?”  He knew that name!  “Did you ever serve at the Court of Par’o?”  No, it 

could not be!  “Did you once nurse a baby for Princess Bityoh?” 

She could not answer; she had begun to weep.  But that was answer enough.  He embraced 

her.  “You are my old nurse!” 

She restrained him.  “My lord,” she said tearfully, “when I returned you to the Princess, I 

had to promise never to try to see you!  We must not incur the wrath of Par’o!” 

“Par’o?” asked Mosheh, with bitterness.  “I am now fleeing from Par’o, fleeing for my life!” 

Yochevved cried out in fear.  “Why?”  Then she put her arms round him.  “What has 

happened, my poor son?  Have I not suffered enough in giving away my child?” 
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Mosheh was stunned.  “Your child?  Are you then not only my nurse but ...?” 

Yochevved was silent, looking at him tenderly.  “Are you ... my mother ...?” asked Mosheh, 

and then, almost imploring, “Please tell me!”  

She could only nod and he went on:  “Praise be to G-d Who has shown me my mother 

before it is too late.  Does my father live?  Have I brothers and sisters ...?” 

Then he realized that people had begun to crowd round them.   

It must not be known that he had stayed here for this could have repercussions upon them 

all.  At least there were no Egyptians among them.  He explained, in Hebrew, that they must 

keep his arrival secret, or else the whole village might be punished.  “Don’t look at my 

clothes,” he concluded, “I am a true son of Israel!” 

“And my son, brothers!” added Yochevved.  “Please, my brothers, give him shelter in our 

village.” 

A man came forward to take the reins and Mosheh asked him to hide the chariot and tend to 

the horses, for he would be leaving again soon. 

His mother took him to her small house.  He embraced his father Amrom, a saintly elder, 

and his brother Aharon, a learned young man full of love of G-d and Man.  Then Miryam 

came in, and he was introduced to the sister who had helped to save his life. 

Later, over the food, he told them of his life at Court and of his experiences, and he told 

them too of his present danger.  They listened, and questioned him, with love and 

understanding.  For the first time in his life, he felt at home. 

“How I wish I could stay with you,” he exclaimed, at last. 

Yochevved swallowed her tears and answered: “You will always be with us, my son, for 

now you are suffering with us and for us.” 

His father added: “You will escape this danger, my son, for you fought for G-d’s People.  

He will help you as He has helped you in the Palace and as He has saved you from the sword 

of Par’o.  But when you are in exile, in strange countries, it will be your difficult duty not to 

forget your G-d and your People.” 

Then he continued telling Mosheh of the Patriarchs and of G-d’s promises to them and their 

descendants.  He told Mosheh of G-d’s commands, too, and went on talking to Mosheh all 

the time.  Mosheh listened to it all, and absorbed each word and meaning.  Finally, Amrom 

said:  “Maybe you will be able one day to come back and help your brothers.  But you have 

much to learn first.  To seek nothing for yourself, and all for G-d; to strive to improve your 

brothers, yet to love them, with all their faults.  Above all, humility and patience, for you 

cannot change men in one lesson and you will not be able to teach them at all if you seek 

power or honours for yourself. 

“Look out for these things and learn them from whatever trials G-d will send you.  When 

you will have learned enough, G-d will show you what you have to do.” 

These words remained with Mosheh when he set out on his wanderings. 
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This week’s Haftorah, for Ashkenazzim, is taken from the Book of Yeshayohu,
Chapter 27, verse 6 — Chapter 28, verse 13 and Chapter 29, verses 22 and 23

IN THIS WEEK’S NOTES ON THE HAFTORAH,
AS IN MANY OF THESE “HAFTORAH OF THE WEEK” SHEETS,

CONSIDERABLE USE HAS BEEN MADE OF THE ADMIRABLE SERIES

“THE MIDRASH SAYS ON THE WEEKLY HAFTAROS”
BY RABBI MOSHE WEISSMAN AND PUBLISHED BY BENEI YAKOV PUBLICATIONS

FOR WHICH HELP GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGEMENT IS AGAIN HERE MADE.

1. Once again, we have a Haftorah which has but a tenuous connexion with the Sidra. In fact,
about the only real connexion is the very first word of the Haftorah which is the same as the
rather unusual word ")íéÄàÈaÇä(" in the opening Possuk of this week’s Sidra. This is quite in
keeping with the main reason for the institution of Haftorah in the first place, namely, to
remind the Jewish People what Sidra would have been read this Shabbos (if the public reading
of the Torah would not have been banned by the government of the day, that is) and to
“synchronize” the private readings of the people, that everyone should be up to the same
Sidra in their private reading and study of the weekly Sidra.

2. Although the opening Pessukim of the Haftorah can be understood to refer to the time when
we first went down to Egypt and how HaShem protected us as a people and increased our
numbers (and thus can be seen as a connexion with our Sidra) nevertheless this is not the
ordinary understanding of these words of Yeshayohu. However, as with all the prophetic
declarations of our Nevi’im, their messages are deliberately worded in such terms as to be able
to refer also to events past as well as to events yet to happen.

3. Yeshayohu tells the people of his time that if they are to be reconciled to HaShem and indeed
to merit redemption in the future, they must be rid of their idolatry. Just as harmful as
idolatry and the consequent turning away from HaShem and deserting His Torah and
Mitzvos, is the people’s indulging in pleasure for pleasure’s sake. Instead of utilizing the good
things in life to better serve HaShem, they have made a life of pleasure their goal and this, in
turn, has deflected the people from their true purpose, which is to be a spiritual people of G-d.
Yeshayohu foretells the end of the northern Kingdom of Israel because of their self-
indulgence and he warns those people in the southern Kingdom of Yehudah who were
tempted to copy the Ten Tribes, that they too were courting disaster.

4. Yeshayohu implores the people to listen to his message, but they only scoff, childishly
mimicking his words. He warns them that if they ignore the laws of the Torah, they will be
made instead to obey the laws of their enemies amongst whom they will be scattered and
diminished.

5. So as to end on a more hopeful note, the Haftorah concludes with two Pessukim taken from
the next chapter. These Pessukim also help to even out, as it were, the sharp words of rebuke
by HaShem spoken by the Novvi (whose appointed task it is, after all, to reprove his people)
and the words of praise of HaShem concerning the Jewish People. For, after all is said and
done, they are the children of Avrohom, Yitzchok and Yaakov and they have in them the
capacity for great goodness, as has been seen so often throughout our history.

HAFTORAH OF SIDRA : שמות
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This week’s Haftorah, for Sefaradim, is taken from the Book of Yirmiyohu, 

 Chapter 1, verse 1 — Chapter 2, verse 3  
 

IN THIS WEEK’S NOTES ON THE HAFTORAH, 

AS IN MANY OF THESE “HAFTORAH OF THE WEEK” SHEETS, 

CONSIDERABLE USE HAS BEEN MADE OF THE ADMIRABLE SERIES 

“THE MIDRASH SAYS ON THE WEEKLY HAFTAROS” 

BY RABBI MOSHE WEISSMAN AND PUBLISHED BY BENEI YAKOV PUBLICATIONS 

FOR WHICH HELP GRATEFUL ACKNOWLEDGEMENT IS AGAIN HERE MADE. 

1. The connexion between the Sidra and this Haftorah is that in both is the appointment of the 

Novvi, Moshe our Teacher in the Sidra and the Novvi Yirmiyohu in the Haftorah.  Both of 

them were reluctant to take up their appointment, both felt inadequate to the task and were 

worried that as a result of their inadequacy the Jewish People would suffer and both of them 

were initially not believed, Mosheh, by Par’o and Yirmiyohu by the Jewish People.  

2. Yirmiyohu was a Novvi during the last forty years or so of the first Beis HaMikdash.  The 

standard of adherence to the Torah and Mitzvos of the Jewish people was greatly 

disappointing to HaShem and Yirmiyohu’s mission was to arouse the people to Teshuvah.  

Otherwise, he was to warn them, HaShem will send them His punishment in the shape of 

Nevuchadnetzar, the king of Babylon, a cruel and destructive tyrant.  He will besiege the City 

of Yerushalaim and destroy even the Beis HaMikdash and take the people away into exile as a 

punishment for their misdeeds.  (The northern Kingdom of Israel had already come to an 

end, its people exiled, nearly a century before — and for very much the same reasons.)   

3. But the people would not listen.  The kings at the time of Yirmiyohu’s prophecy were 

Yoshiyohu ben Ommon, and, after him, his son, Yehoyokkim ben Yoshiyohu, Kings of 

Yehudah.  As kings, they should have been examples of Torah observance to their people, 

moral guides and mentors.  But instead, they misled the people into thinking that they could 

avoid the wrath of HaShem.  They thought that by making alliances with other kings of the 

region — Par’o, king of Egypt, for example — they could avoid their fate.  Yirmiyohu pleaded 

with them to turn back to HaShem and the Torah and warned of the great tragedy that will 

befall them if they refuse.  But the king accused him of defeatist talk in the face of the enemy 

and indeed even tried to eliminate Yirmiyohu.     

4. Yirmiyohu was witness to the terrible tragedy of the Destruction of the Beis HaMikdash and 

Yerushalaim.  He saw the end of the Kings of Yehudah and the Exile of the people from their 

Land.  But he comforts the people with the message from HaShem to His People: However 

far they wander, spiritually and physically, HaShem will never forget how the Jewish People 

put their complete trust in HaShem and followed Mosheh out of Egypt into the Wilderness.  

(Another connexion with the Sidra.)  For that reason, HaShem says, He sees the great 

potential there is in the Jewish People and He will never forsake them completely.  And He 

will mete out just punishment to those who do them harm, just as He punished the 

Egyptians for what they did to the Jewish People.   

HAFTORAH  OF  SIDRA :  שמות 


