
THE INVISIBLE WOMAN 

The Invisible Woman 

 

Perhaps you have children living at home right now. Or 

maybe they are all grown and on their own. Or possibly, you 

have spent time with other small children, whether nieces or 

nephews, or even working with children at church or school. 

Regardless, you will probably agree that having children 

around is never quite like you imagine it to be. Things don’t 

generally run as smoothly as they do in your mind. 

I remember when Ryan and I were first talking about 

starting a family. I could just picture the joy of pregnancy, 

glowing as my belly filled with life. In reality, I inflated like a 

balloon, had pasty white skin because it was winter, and 

couldn’t properly tie my own shoelaces without great 

assistance. But the moment we truly realized that 

parenthood was not going to be anything like we’d imagined 

came when Reagan learned to talk. 

She was sitting in her little car seat in the van, not even a 

year old yet, when I asked her to hand me something. She 

looked at me and firmly replied, “no.” Now, being a new 

mother and wanting to smother my child with love and 

patience, I calmly told her that it wasn’t nice to say that to 

Mommy. Her reply? “No.”   

This time I not quite as lovingly informed her that if she 

said no to Mommy again, I would pop her mouth. Of course, 



you already know her response. “No.” So I reached back and 

just barely tapped her little lips. She shuddered indignantly at 

me and responded, “No!” To be honest, I was a little 

surprised. But not wanting to back down and completely fail 

to establish that I was indeed the parent so quickly in this 

new paradigm, I reached back again and tapped her just a 

little bit harder.   

She took a deep breath, set her jaw and yelled, “NO!” At 

this point, utter shock was setting in, and so I put a bit more 

emphasis in my “tap” on her lips. For a moment she was 

silent. Thinking I had won the first mother-daughter battle of 

my parent career, I triumphantly turned back to face the 

front. That’s when Reagan caught my eye in the rearview 

mirror I had focused on her. She calmly pursed her lips, set 

her brow, and ever so determinedly shook her head back 

and forth. 

We sat there speechless. Then Ryan looked over at me 

and whispered, “We are so in trouble.” 

So it was with great amusement when the first person who 

God led me to study was simply a mother. Moses’ mother to 

be exact. By the way, do you happen to know her name 

without looking? Me neither. I knew the story of Moses being 

placed by his mother in the Nile River in the little boat she 

made and how Pharaoh’s daughter raised him as her own, 

but I’d be hard pressed to come up with his mother’s actual 
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name. In fact, you can look, but you won’t find her name 

directly mentioned in any story relating to Moses. Rather, 

you have to read one of two genealogical listings to find it. 

 

The name of Amram’s wife was Jochebed, a 

descendant of Levi, who was born to the Levites in 

Egypt. To Amram she bore Aaron, Moses and their 

sister Miriam. (Numbers 26:59) 

 

And that’s it, Jochebed’s claim to fame. She is a wife and 

a mom, and so seemingly insignificant that her name is only 

mentioned in a genealogy report.  And already I thought, 

“Girl, can I relate.” 

Growing up in a home of all girls, my dad was always 

encouraging me that I could do and be anything that I set my 

mind to do. I was important. I was significant. And then I got 

married.  

I changed my last name to that of Ryan’s and filed all of 

the paperwork right before we headed south to Tennessee 

for Ryan to finish school at Johnson Bible College.  

I was so excited to play house and create a little home in 

our trailer on campus. But there was a problem. I couldn’t 

buy anything on my own because I didn’t have a legal name 

anymore. This was before debit cards, and I didn’t have a 

credit card of my own at the time. We had a checking 



account with my new married name on it, but I couldn’t sign 

checks yet because I didn’t have a valid driver’s license. I 

couldn’t get a valid driver’s license without a new Social 

Security Card, and my new Social Security Card had not 

arrived in the mail. It took over four weeks for it to process. 

So for an entire month, I basically did not exist. 

That passed, and I was legally Tracy McCarty, someone 

with a name. However, Ryan was the student on campus, as 

I had already graduated from college. Yes, it’s officially on 

paper now that I am in fact older than my husband. Even 

though it wasn’t me attending JBC, I found it odd that when I 

was introduced to other college students, it was often, “This 

is Ryan McCarty and his wife.” Or I would see someone new 

in the post office who would promptly say, “Oh, you must be 

Ryan’s wife.” It’s funny how much you miss the sound of 

your own name when it’s not used. 

So marriage seemed to lesson my significance, but 

motherhood would enhance it, right? I mean, it was me who 

carried the children for nine months. Me who went through 

labor and delivery. Me who got up through the night to nurse 

the baby back to sleep. I had to matter now. Nope. Not so 

much. In fact, I went from being “Ryan’s wife” to “Reagan’s 

mom” and then eventually “Chloe’s mom.” That’s even what 

the other kids at their school call me. 

And so I thought, “Sweet Jochebed, we must be soul 
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sisters.” Women who don’t even matter enough to have a 

name. But the more I studied Jochebed, I realized there was 

so much more to her story than I had thought. Let’s 

backtrack a bit though so that we can understand her in a 

clearer light. 

 

Becoming a No One 

Being a Levite means that Jochebed is also a descent of 

Abraham. Levi is one of the twelve sons of Jacob, whose 

name God changes to Israel. Jacob is a son of Isaac. And 

Isaac is the almost-sacrificed son of Abraham. Before 

Abraham has any children at all and is already old in years, 

God promises him that his descendants will be more 

numerous than the stars in the sky, and that they will one 

day be a wealthy nation. However, in order for that to 

happen, they will first have to go through a four hundred year 

period of enslavement by a foreign nation. 

This comes about through Joseph, one of Levi’s younger 

brothers. Joseph had been sold into slavery by his jealous 

brothers, was a servant in the house of Potiphar, was thrown 

into prison when Potiphar’s wife falsely accused him of 

attacking her, and was then brought to Pharaoh’s castle in 

Egypt to interpret some of Pharaoh’s dreams. Joseph’s 

interpretation actually saves the country from severe famine, 

and about seventy of his family are brought from Canaan 



and reunited with him to live in the land of Egypt. Here the 

Israelite nation is honored by the Egyptians, and their future 

looks promising. 

Centuries pass though until a new Pharaoh takes the 

throne who does not know about Joseph and his part in 

saving Egypt. Throughout those centuries Joseph’s relatives, 

the Israelites, had grown from a mere 70 people to close to 

600,000 men, not including women and children. (Exodus 

12:37) This multitude frightens Pharaoh, and he orders that 

the Israelites be made into slaves, forced to do harsh labor 

by oppressive slave masters.  

However, the Israelites continue to multiply. Since the 

harsh and unfair treatment is obviously not crippling the 

Israelites, after a time the new Pharaoh sits down and 

devises another plan. This one is sure to stop those 

Hebrews from growing any stronger. 

 

Targeting the Children 

The king of Egypt said to the Hebrew midwives, 

whose names were Shiphrah and Puah, “When 

you help the Hebrew women in childbirth and 

observe them on the delivery stool, if it is a boy, kill 

him; but if it is a girl, let her live.” The midwives, 

however, feared God and did not do what the king 

of Egypt had told them to do; they let the boys live. 
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Then the king of Egypt summoned the midwives 

and asked them, “Why have you done this? Why 

have you let the boys live?” 

The midwives answered Pharaoh, “Hebrew 

women are not like Egyptian women; they are 

vigorous and give birth before the midwives 

arrive.” 

So God was kind to the midwives and the 

people increased and became even more 

numerous. And because the midwives feared God, 

he gave them families of their own. (Exodus 1:15-

21) 

 

“If you can’t beat ‘em, kill ‘em.” That’s Pharaoh’s motto. 

Without the strength and power of any future Israelite men, 

not to mention the inability to reproduce without them, 

Pharaoh is sure to squelch this multitude. They will slowly 

dwindle down to a controllable few thousand. And Pharaoh 

being a powerful man, if not the most powerful man of the 

time, should have no problem accomplishing his plan. 

Enter two little Hebrew midwives. In the expanse of 

Pharaoh’s kingdom, they are nothing. But in the expanse of 

God’s kingdom, they are everything. In fact, it is the Hebrew 

midwives, and not the powerful Pharaoh, who earn the honor 

of having their very names recorded in God’s Word. And 



why? They fear God. 

But we can’t move on from Shiphrah and Puah without 

acknowledging the apparent lie they tell to Pharaoh. Is this a 

blatant lie? Maybe. However, the Ten Commandments have 

not been given yet, so we can’t completely hold this against 

them right now. Perhaps they simply linger by the river or in 

their homes a little longer than necessary so that the Hebrew 

babies are in fact born before they arrive on the scene. This 

way they won’t have to tell an outright lie. 

Have you ever been there? Stuck between a rock and a 

hard place.  Two options. And neither seems right. Shiphrah 

and Puah can either obey Pharoah and therefore murder 

innocent babies, or they can disobey Pharaoh and risk being 

killed themselves. Neither choice is attractive, but only one 

could be approved at all by the Lord. And God is pleased, for 

He blesses them with families of their very own. Lesson 

learned—fear God and choose His way first. 

 

Then Pharaoh gave this order to all his people: 

“Every boy that is born you must throw into the 

Nile, but let every girl live.” (Exodus 1:22) 

 

You’ve got to give the man credit. He’s definitely not a 

quitter. If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again. Oppressing 

the Israelites didn’t work. Killing the baby boys at birth didn’t 
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work. But Pharaoh only has two strikes against him. His third 

attempt is bound to get the job done.  

I mean, it’s not like it wouldn’t be obvious if someone was 

walking around with a baby. A quick check of the swaddling 

clothes would easily determine boy or girl. And if you’ve ever 

been around a baby very much, you know they aren’t always 

the quietest of creatures. Sure they’re sweet and cherub-like 

when they are sleeping, but wait till hunger pains strike and 

you’ll be reaching for the earplugs. This is a fool-proof plan. 

Unfortunately for Pharaoh, Jochebed is no fool. 

She’s also a pretty tough gal. Since we don’t know the 

exact date the new Pharaoh took the throne in Egypt, nor do 

we know Jochebed’s exact age when she gave birth to 

Moses, we can’t be certain of this, but there is a very good 

chance that Jochebed may have been born into slavery. At 

the very least, Jochebed has been a slave most of her life 

and is indeed now a slave. She may never have known her 

own freedom. Never experienced life without tyranny. Never 

been given the chance to choose the direction she would like 

to go. Until now. Pharaoh has gone one step too far. 

 

The Power of a Mother’s Love 

Now a man of the house of Levi married a 

Levite woman, and she became pregnant and 

gave birth to a son. When she saw that he was a 



fine child, she hid him for three months. (Exodus 

2:1-2) 

 

I love how Jochebed is just like mothers of today. What 

mother could ever think her baby is anything other than a 

“fine child?” When Reagan was born, she was not a very 

happy baby.  In fact, she cried for ten months.  The only time 

that she wasn’t crying was when she was either sleeping or 

eating.  The result being that she was quite a, let’s say, 

“plump” child. Whenever I would be out shopping with her in 

her little pumpkin seat, sweet little ladies would see the baby 

carrier and pink blanket and hurry over to coo. More often 

than not they would be saying, “Ohhh, honey, let me see. 

Aww, she’s aE(long pause when they actually looked into 

the carrier)Ehealthy child.” Of course, I took that to mean 

beautiful and perfect, which she most definitely was to me. 

However, looking back at old pictures now, even Reagan 

gets a kick out of what a little round thing she was.   

So I’d be more surprised if Scripture read, “when she saw 

that he was an ugly child, or a homely child, or an unworthy 

childE.” Yet while Moses is in fact more “fine” than 

Jochebed can even imagine at the time, it is heart-warming 

that God uses this unconditional maternal love to bring 

safety to His chosen leader in the first few months of life. 

By this time, Jochebed and Amram already have at least 
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two children. The oldest, a daughter named Miriam, is 

thought to be about eight to ten years old at the time of 

Moses’ birth. Her brother Aaron is three. (Exodus 7:7) 

It is highly possible that Aaron was one of the Hebrew 

boys born under the care of Shiphrah and Puah. If so, 

imagine the anxiety during Jochebed’s pregnancy this time. 

Her first son had narrowly escaped the jaws of death. If this 

child is a boy, will he be as fortunate as Aaron? 

Once Moses is born, the anxiety must have increased to 

an unbearable level. Every noise he makes has to be 

concealed. He cannot even be brought out into the daylight, 

for fear of being seen. So Jochebed does what most 

mothers do. She keeps him close. Don’t we have this belief 

that if we can just keep our children with us at all times, they 

will be safe? I don’t know why, but I seem to have this 

irrational belief that my girls are safer if they are in a car with 

me rather than with someone else.  

We dread that first day of school when we send them off 

into the unknown for a few hours. We pray over their safety 

as they hold that new driver’s license in their hand. And we 

try to slow down time as high school graduation approaches 

and they truly leave the care of our nest. Then we must 

completely turn them over to God. Eighteen years just 

doesn’t seem long enough. 

Jochebed doesn’t have eighteen years though. She has 



three months. 

 

But when she could hide him no longer, she got 

a papyrus basket for him and coated it with tar and 

pitch. Then she placed the child in it and put it 

among the reeds along the bank of the Nile. His 

sister stood at a distance to see what would 

happen to him. (Exodus 2:3-4) 

 

We hold our breath as we too watch with Miriam. The 

Nile? This is the very river that Pharaoh decreed all Hebrew 

baby boys are to be thrown into. Has Jochebed lost her 

mind? Absolutely not. In fact, her actions demonstrate her 

great faith in her great God. Her child only three months old, 

Jochebed is already willing to entrust him fully to the Lord. 

I had always imagined that Pharaoh ordered the baby 

boys thrown into the Nile so that they would drown, which 

I’m sure many did. But the monster that Pharaoh is has other 

plans as well. The Nile is full of powerful crocodiles. The 

largest crocodiles in Africa are found in the Nile River, some 

growing to 20 feet in length. These vicious reptiles will eat 

anything in their path whether animal or human. The 

Egyptians even came to worship a false god in crocodile 

form. Pharaoh knows that the helpless Hebrew babies won’t 

stand a chance of survival in that river. 
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For this reason Jochebed chooses a papyrus basket over 

any other. Papyrus floats high in the water and can carry 

heavy loads. In fact, it was even used to make boats. (Isaiah 

18:2). It is also readily available in the area of Egypt where 

they live. But most importantly, crocodiles do not like the 

taste. 

Perhaps Jochebed wove that papyrus basket herself in 

the days preceding this event. I can’t imagine her using any 

old basket that she’d been carrying vegetables around in. 

Someone who had cautiously defied Pharaoh for three 

months would surely take great care in preparation for her 

baby. Oh the prayers, the cries of her heart, that would have 

been sent up with each reed woven into that basket. 

Then she covers it with tar and pitch, a Nile mud and 

slime mixture that was often used on boats of that day to 

make them watertight. In fact, in the original Hebrew version 

of the Bible, the word “tebah” is placed where we translate 

papyrus “basket.” It is a word that is often used for “boat.” 

Only one other time does it appear in Scripture, and that is to 

describe Noah’s Ark—another vessel God used to save His 

people. 

 

A Cosmic Collision 

Then Pharaoh’s daughter went down to the Nile 

to bathe, and her attendants were walking along 



the river bank. She saw the basket among the 

reeds and sent her slave girl to get it. She opened 

it and saw the baby. He was crying, and she felt 

sorry for him. “This is one of the Hebrew babies,” 

she said. (Exodus 2:5-6) 

 

Jochebed has done her homework. I can’t help but think 

that she observed Pharaoh’s family from afar. She knows 

their bathing patterns and knows when and where in the Nile 

this ritual occurs. She knows where along the bank the 

attendants usually walk, possibly checking for crocodiles. 

And she knows which daughter’s bathing time is the best 

one to choose. For surely Pharaoh has many daughters, but 

this one has a compassionate heart. This one has a love for 

children. This one has Daddy wrapped around her little finger 

enough that he will do anything she asks, even if it violates 

his own decree. 

Now don’t get me wrong. I don’t think Jochebed is an 

aspiring secret agent. But I do think that she has been 

listening to God’s voice urging her in preparation for this 

single event. God chooses the day, the location, and the 

daughter. Jochebed is obedient. 

 

Then his sister asked Pharaoh’s daughter, 

“Shall I go and get one of the Hebrew women to 
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nurse the baby for you?” 

“Yes, go,” she answered. And the girl went and 

got the baby’s mother. Pharaoh’s daughter said to 

her, “Take this baby and nurse him for me, and I 

will pay you.” So the woman took the baby and 

nursed him. (Exodus 2:7-9) 

 

Talk about a perfect plan. Not only does Jochebed get to 

take Moses back home and care for him herself, without fear 

of punishment I might add, but she gets paid to do it. It was a 

common practice in ancient Egypt to have another woman 

nurse one’s baby, especially for the upper-class citizens. 

This allowed the birthmother more freedom and ease, as 

well as keeping her figure looking better later in life. Most 

children were not weaned until the age of three or four, so 

the effect of nursing for that long would have been more than 

a woman of wealth may have wanted. Of course, Pharaoh’s 

daughter not being the birthmother may also have mandated 

the need for a wet nurse. 

  

Preparation for God’s Plan 

When the child grew older, she took him to 

Pharaoh’s daughter and he became her son. She 

named him Moses, saying, “I drew him out of the 

water.” (Exodus 2:10) 



Did you realize that Pharaoh’s daughter actually named 

Moses? I didn’t. To think that the name revered by the world 

as the Israelite leader, the man who defied the powerful 

Pharaoh of Egypt, the man who spoke face to face with God 

Himself, was named by a pagan princess. 

Jochebed must have called him something though, for 

commentators suggest that Moses was returned to 

Pharaoh’s daughter somewhere between the ages of four 

and seven. Perhaps Pharaoh’s daughter wished for him to 

be able to take care of himself somewhat before his return. 

During this time, he must have been given a name. But it’s 

his Egyptian name that lives on. 

My heart breaks as I realize that Jochebed has to give up 

her child not once, but twice. How hard it must have been to 

hand that young son over to Pharaoh’s daughter, not 

knowing if she would ever see him again, if he would ever 

know her as his true mother. 

After giving Moses back to Pharaoh’s daughter, Jochebed 

is never mentioned again in Scripture, save for the two 

references to her genealogy. There is no mention of her 

direct influence on her children. No record of advice that she 

gave. No conversations recorded. But look closely and you 

will find her. 

My favorite part of this story is the part that’s not written 

down in Scripture. When verse 9 ends, Moses is only three 
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months old. But as verse 10 begins, he is between four and 

seven years old. What happened in Moses’ life between 

those two verses? What influences of his mother’s home 

became a part of his very being?  

It’s easy to put people in the Bible on a pedestal and 

assume they were perfect in all ways, but that can’t be true. 

God has always used real people, flaws and all, to 

accomplish His plans. Imagine it. When Moses was two 

years old, Aaron would be five and Miriam would be about 

eleven. Have you ever been in a house with a 2, 5, and 11 

year old? One word comes to mind—chaos.  

Even just having a preschooler alone is a bit 

overwhelming. My memories of the first four years of 

Reagan’s life include projectile vomiting, Barney, cleaning, 

laundry, Barney, dishes, diapers, things stuck in places they 

shouldn’t be stuck, Barney, tantrums, fun-filled trips to Wal-

Mart and Barney.  

Then four years into parenting came Chloe. I was selling 

Mary Kay at the time and remember how excited I was to get 

back to doing a party a few months after she was born. Just 

to get out of the house for a couple of hours was a thrill. 

Don’t get me wrong, I do in fact love being a wife and a 

mother, but I was looking forward to a night to just be Tracy 

again.  

I headed out the door, assured that Ryan could handle the 



girls for a couple of hours. I nursed both girls as infants, so I 

made sure to feed Chloe before I left as well as had a bottle 

in the fridge if she got hungry before I returned. If that wasn’t 

enough, and I was sure it would be, Ryan knew there were 

some containers of frozen milk in the freezer. 

The party was with a friend from church, so it was a lot of 

fun to be around girlfriends again. However, in my 

eagerness, I inadvertently left my cell phone in the car. And 

as parties tend to do, this one went much later than 

expected. When I got back in the car I found that I had 

fourteen missed calls and five messages on my phone. Uh 

oh. 

The first message was Ryan, “Will you be home soon? 

Chloe has already finished this bottle you left and I think 

she’s still hungry.” The second message included crying in 

the background and said, “How long is it supposed to take to 

thaw this frozen milk?” The third message was, “You’d better 

be on your way home. This milk is taking forever to thaw!” as 

the crying in the background intensified. The fourth message 

stated firmly, “You are never leaving home again unless she 

goes on formula!” as I heard my baby crying miserably. And 

the fifth message was simply the phone being held up to a 

hysterically crying Chloe. 

Really? Was my importance in life simply to be a human 

bottle? Did Jochebed ever feel this way? Surely Moses and 
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Aaron got into some scuffles in the house while Miriam 

bossed them around. How many messes did Jochebed have 

to clean up in the course of a day? Did she ever lose her 

temper? Moses is pretty stubborn as we learn later on in his 

life. I bet she had to put her foot down with him more than 

once. 

But then there are those precious moments that 

sometimes seem so few and far between. Snuggling up on 

the couch to watch a movie. Holding a sick child close 

through the long night. Sneaking a kiss when their friends 

aren’t looking. Whispering to them how much you love them 

and how special God made them. Did Jochebed sing songs 

of praise as she washed her children’s clothes? Did she 

whisper God’s promises into Moses’ little ear as he fell 

asleep in her arms? 

Whatever she did, it affects Moses for the rest of his life. 

He is never fully Egyptian. He cannot completely embrace 

that life. We see him struggle with an inner battle between 

what he was taught in his mother’s simple home and what 

he was taught in Pharaoh’s extravagant palace. It takes him 

awhile, but he finally submits to God in obedience, and it 

makes all the difference.  

 

Making Waves 

Even if your children are grown and out of the house, or 



you have never had any children of your own, you too can 

make that difference. Satan has been attacking the family 

with vengeance for many decades. We can find children on 

our very own street who have an absent mother, either 

physically or emotionally. They too need a mother-figure to 

love, comfort, encourage and teach them. Don’t give up 

hope for them and think the task is too big or not your 

responsibility. Where there is God, there is hope. 

  

Train up a child in the way he should go, and 

when he is old he will not turn from it. (Proverbs 

22:6) 

 

Jochebed exemplifies this in every way. Her daughter 

Miriam became the first prophetess of God. Aaron became 

the first priest of God. And Moses was chosen as the leader 

of God’s people. Yet we don’t even know if Jochebed knew 

any of this in her lifetime.  

Just a simple mother who lived much of her life as a slave, 

Jochebed shows us that it’s not our status in society that 

gives us importance. It’s the reckless abandon faith in the 

One whose power and strength swept the world into being 

with the sound of His voice. The One who so willingly offers 

that very power and strength to us if we will only ask and 

believe. And through faith and obedience, the influence of an 
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Invisible Woman lives on over 3500 years later.  

So take heart. The pebbles you throw into the lives of 

those little ones around you may not make big ripples now, 

but they may grow into a tidal wave impact for God’s 

Kingdom one day. 



The Invisible Woman Questions 
 

Day 1:  Read Exodus 1:1-14, Psalms 38:21-22, Psalms 
83:1 
Between the time Genesis ends and Exodus begins is a 400 
year period in which it seems that God is silent and allows 
His people to suffer and become slaves. Has God ever been 
silent in your life? 
 
 
 
 
How does feeling invisible make you feel distant from God? 
 
 
 
 
How can your faith still continue to grow during these times 
of silence and feelings of insignificance? 
 
 
 
 
Day 2: Read Exodus 1:15-22, Deuteronomy 30:19-20, 
Joshua 24:15 
When was the last time you were between a rock and a hard 
place (a difficult decision) like Shiphrah & Puah? What 
choice did you make? 
 
 
 
 
What are some spiritual life and death choices that you 
might make in life? What about choices that lead to 
blessings or curses? 
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How can choosing to “serve the Lord” daily be a difficult 
decision? 
 
 
 
 
Day 3:  Read Exodus 2:1-6, Numbers 26:58-59, James 
2:14-26 
What does the phrase, “faith without deeds is dead” mean to 
you? 
 
 
 
 
Where are you currently “acting out” your faith? 
 
 
 
 
As Jochebed prepared for the day that she set Moses in the 
Nile waters, how are you preparing yourself and your family 
for whatever future plans God may have for you? 
 
 
 
 
Day 4:  Read Exodus 2:7-10, Deuteronomy 6:6-9, 
Proverbs 22:6, Titus 2:3-5 
We never retire in our service to God. What are you currently 
doing to impact the next generation for Christ? 
 
 
 
 
Even if children aren’t your “thing,” what could you do to help 
train up a child? 
 
 



Think of the older and younger women in your life. Who do 
you need to spend more time with to learn from? Who do 
you need to pour yourself into and train? 
 
 
 
 
Day 5:  Read Romans 8:28, James 1:2-8 
Jochebed did not live an easy life. How can you consider 
trials as pure joy? 
 
 
 
 
Just as God used the Nile River for His (and Jochebed’s) 
good, rather than for the bad that Pharaoh intended, has 
God ever used something you thought was bad in your life 
for your and His good? What was it? 
 
 
 
 
What can you personally learn from times of trials? And how 
can you grow closer to God through them? 
 

 

 


