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Rollin' Down a River

Scripture:  Exodus 1:8 to 2:10

Date:  September 13, 2009


I'm really excited today to begin this new series from the book of Exodus, preaching on the same verses that our Sunday School kids will also be learning each Sunday.  For the first time, parents and their kids who come to Sunday School will be able to talk about the same Bible stories after they leave church.  And we hope that you will do just that.


The book of Exodus continues the story left off at the end of the book of Genesis.  Due to bad weather and bad crops, God's people, the Hebrews, had to move from the Promised Land up north to Egypt, down south.  Things were great in Egypt.  But then the Egyptians got a new king, called the Pharaoh.  The Pharaoh became afraid of the Hebrews, because they kept having babies!  The Hebrews had so many babies that the Pharaoh was afraid they would grow up and attack him.


So the Pharaoh did a horrible thing.  We're in Exodus 1, and verse 8.


Read Exodus 1:8-14


Can you imagine being free one day and being forced into slavery the next?  Usually when a group people is oppressed like that their population decreases.  But not the Hebrews.  They kept having more and more babies.  So the Pharaoh, the king of Egypt, did something even worse.  He told all of his Egyptian nurses to kill every Hebrew baby boy who was born.  But because of the faith of the two nursing supervisors in Egypt, this plan didn't work either.  Verse 15.

Read vv. 15-21


When he realized that he couldn't trust his Egyptian nurses to do his dirty work for him, the Pharaoh took his paranoia to an even higher level.  Verse 22 tells us that he made it a law that any Egyptian who found any Hebrew baby boy must throw that baby boy into the Nile River to be drown.  The Pharaoh was the first in a long line of evil men throughout history who have tried to exterminate God's people.

 
Life for the Hebrews in those days was so hard.  It was bad enough being slaves, working from sun up to sun down, for no pay.  But whenever one of their mothers gave birth to a son she had to hide her boy from the world.  Imagine living in the fear that every time your baby boy cried someone would hear it, come and grab him from your arms and throw him into the Nile River.


Every night as they laid their tired bodies down, dreading the next day of making more bricks for the Pharaoh's building projects, God's people must have prayed one simple prayer:  "Oh, Lord, deliver us!"


And God was about to do just that, to rescue them, to deliver them.  From his people he would pick one boy who would grow up to be the one who would rescue the Hebrews from slavery in Egypt.  Who was that boy?  That's the second part of our story, beginning in chapter two.  It's the part about a new Hebrew baby named . . . Moses.  We're in chapter 2, verse 1.


Read 2:1-4


Putting her son in that basket, (coated with black tar to keep the water out), was an act of faith and courage by Moses' mother.  Really, by placing him in that basket, she was placing him in the arms of God.  She trusted God to protect him from animals, (like the crocodiles that line the banks of the Nile River).  She trusted God to protect him from water seeping into the basket and drowning her son.  She trusted God to protect him from someone finding him and, obeying the Pharaoh's law, throwing the child into the Nile.

In that sense, that basket was where she put all of her worries, trusting that God would provide and protect.


What worries you these days?  With our economy the way it is, with swine flu fears, with families in crisis, there's plenty to worry us in 2009.  What worries you these days?  Let God take your worries.  Listen.  He wants you to know, "I'll be here for you.  I will protect you.  I will send my angels to surround you and keep you from harm.  And I will send other people into your life to keep you safe."


The Bible teaches us that that's often how God works, how God protects us from harm.  He sends other people into our lives to keep us safe.  That little tar coated basket, floating on the Nile River?  God must have given Moses' mother the idea to do that.  And, then, God sent the exact perfect Egyptian to find it.  An Egyptian?  But weren't all Egyptians required to throw any Hebrew baby boy that found into the Nile and drown him?  Yes, they were.  But the Egyptian who found the baby Moses just happened to be someone who had the power and the position to . . . well, let's just say they could ignore the law.  For the person who found baby Moses was none other than the princess of Egypt, the daughter of the Pharaoh.  Don't you love this story?  We're in verse 5.


Read vv. 5-6

Scholars believe the princess knew that it was a Hebrew baby, most likely, from the cloths that his mother had wrapped him in.  Did you notice that it says the Pharaoh's daughter "felt sorry" for baby Moses?  That's compassion.  That's empathy.  That's a feeling that comes from God.  


Then, Moses' sister, a little girl named Miriam, just happened to be watching this whole thing.  She summoned up the courage (which also comes from God) to approach the princess, and to ask her a question.  Verse 7.


Read vv. 7-10


How cool is this?  Not only did Moses' mother get to nurse him when he was young, but she got paid for it!  And not only did Moses get to live, but he got to be raised in the Pharaoh's palace, receiving the best education and upbringing in the entire world at that time.  God's plan for Moses, and for the rescue of his people, is beginning to unfold.


Proverbs 2:8 says:

"The Lord protects the way of his faithful ones."
(Proverbs 2:8)


Isn't this the lesson of this story?  God can be trusted to protect his children.  And he often does it by sending people into our lives who care more about God's will than the laws of their government (like the Egyptian nurses), people trust God enough to let their problems go and send them rollin' down a river (like Moses' mother), people who have compassion and empathy (like the Pharaoh's daughter) and people who are brave (like Moses' sister).  


I want to leave you with two questions today:


First, is God needing you to protect someone for him today?  Will you have the God-given trust, compassion and bravery to do it?

Around the year 400AD, a Christian monk from Syria or Turkey traveled west on a spiritual pilgrimage to Rome.  His name was Telemachus.  This is a true story.  It was in the day of the great gladiator games in the Coliseum in Rome, "games" in which Roman slaves, trained in battle, fought one another to the death.  Imagine going to a place today like Gerry Uht Field for the purpose of watching gladiators fight one another with swords, spears, ball and chains, and any other weapons they could find, until one of them was actually, literally, dead.  Imagine paying to watch men literally kill each other.  The crowds in Rome did just that.  And they loved it!  They loved watching men murder one another, or for men to be maimed by wild animals in between the gladiator contests.  They loved the sight of blood and death.

Telemachus followed the crowd into the Coliseum one day, and saw the gladiators doing battle for the very first time - the weak being killed by the strong.  And, instantly, though he was the only one in the crowd of thousands who did, he knew that it was wrong.  He knew in his heart that God was calling him to do something in his name.  Telemachus rose from his seat in that large stadium and walked down to the sandy arena floor.  He stepped between two gladiators, and tried to stop them from mauling one another.
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The crowd saw what he was doing . . . and they laughed at him.  One by one, they picked up stones and hurled them at the monk, hitting him on the head and all over his body, until he was dead.  Then they dragged his body off to the side, and the games continued.


But the Emperor of Rome, Honorius, heard of what Telemachus had done, the bravery he had shown.  And several days later he outlawed the gladiator games in Rome once and for all.


This is an absolutely true story.  God used a tiny monk from a far away land to protect the weaker, the slower, the less experienced gladiators from being beaten and killed, not to mention the thousands of animals who were abused and killed each day in the arena.  


The actions of one man brought the gladiator games to a halt.  That's often how God works.  God often uses ordinary people to do his work here, protecting the weak, standing up for those who have no voice.


Is God needing you to protect someone for him today - like Telemachus did, like the Egyptian nurses did, like the Pharaoh's own daughter did?  Will you have the courage to do it - at work, at school, in your own family?


The second question I want to ask you is this - what worries do you need to lay in your basket, letting them go, floating them down a river, trusting that God will give his protection over?  


Is it your job?  Is that what's worrying you most today?  Is it your relationships?  Your health?  Or are you worried about someone else in your life?  What worries do you need to lay down in your basket, (like Moses' mother laid down her son), and trust that God will give his protection over?  


The year was 1903.  And his name was Dwight.  He had fallen down, running home from school, and skinned his knee in a briar patch.  It was a simple scratch.  But by nightfall the knee had swollen and was starting to ache.  Ignoring the pain, as any 13 year old son of a Kansas frontiersman would have done, he climbed into bed that night in the room where his five other brothers also slept, and went to sleep.
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Two days later, things had gotten worse.  His foot had turned black.  And it hurt so bad he had to cut his shoe and sock down the middle to take them off.  He decided that it was time to tell his family.  When they saw how bad he was, they sent one of the boys to go and get the doctor.  As his mother soaked his leg, and applied poultices, old Doc Conklin arrived.  

Looking at the leg, he concluded, “It’s not likely that we can save it.”


“What’s that mean?” asked Dwight.  


“It means,” explained the doctor, “if things get any worse we’ll most likely have to amputate.”


“Not me!” Dwight yelled back.  “I won’t 
have it!  I’d rather die!”


Dr. Conklin left the room, taking the boy’s mother with him, and explained to her what was probably going to have to happen.


“Ed!  Ed!" yelled Dwight.  "Come here!” 


His older brother, Ed, came in, beside his bed.


“If I go out of my head," he told his brother, "don’t let them cut off my leg.  Promise me, Ed.  Promise me.”


Ed promised.  He came out of the bedroom, and stood outside the door, folding his arms like a soldier on sentry duty.  He looked at old Dr. Conklin.


“Nobody is going to saw off that leg!” he announced.


“But Ed - he may die!” explained the doctor.


“Maybe so, Doc,” said Ed.  “But I gave him my word.”


The parents saw the unusual determination on their son’s face, as the doctor asked them what they wanted him to do.  His mother said softly, “Guess we’ll see how he looks by evening time - eh, doc?”


All day and night, Ed stood guard, not even leaving to eat.  He slept across the threshold of the bedroom door.  


But Dwight got worse.  His fever mounted, leaving him babbling in a sweat of unbearable pain.  
Ed watched as the poison inside his younger brother’s body climbed past the knee, as the doctor feared it would.  But Ed was resolved:  no one was going to cut off his brother’s leg.


His parents, usually strong-willed and confident, couldn’t make up their minds what to do.  The doctor became angry.  He knew that, if left alone, the poison would race up the body, and the boy would be dead by morning.  He uttered the unfortunate word "murder" under his breath.  As he stormed out of the house, he yelled up the stairs, “Only a miracle could save that boy now!”


Dwight’s mother, father and brother knew what they had to do, as they looked at each other.  Without a word, they all got down on their knees, beside the dying boy's bed.  And they prayed.  Taking turns, they prayed out loud, one at a time, asking God to spare their son, to spare their brother.  One brought in a Bible, and read it out loud.  Through the night, the other four brothers, 
in from their chores, would come into the bedroom, 
and join in the prayers.


Early in the morning, Dr. Conklin came by.  He had brought his surgical saw.  He knew what had to be done.  But he knew he first had to persuade the family to let him do it.


Yet, as he examined the boy, his experienced eye saw a sign.  The swelling had gone down ever so slightly.  Dr. Conklin closed his eyes and said a prayer of his own - a prayer of thanksgiving.  Dwight stopped tossing and turning, and fell back into a restful sleep.  He slept all day long.  His family kept the prayer vigil going beside his bed.  

At nightfall, he opened his eyes for the first time.  By morning, he could bend his knee.  And in three days, though he was pale and weak, he could stand up again.  He was going to be all right.

And with that, Dwight D. Eisenhower, the future leader of the armies that defeated Hitler, and 34th President of the United States, was ready to face his future.  [Story found in Guideposts magazine, 1948, reprinted March, 1995, by Grace Perkins Oursler.]   

"The Lord protects the way of his faithful ones."
(Proverbs 2:8)
 
Do you have worries that you need to lay into the hands of God, like Moses' mother laid her son into that basket, and trust that God will give his protection over (like Dwight Eisenhower's family trusted God to protect him)?  


Well, in each bulletin today is a 3 X 5 card.  I want to invite you, as the music to our final hymn is played in the background, to write on your card whatever is giving you are concerned, or worried, about today.  And as we sing of God's power and God's protection, as an act of faith, won't you come up here and gently lay your worry in this basket.  Let this by a sign that you are letting it go, giving it to God, just as Moses' mother laid her son in her basket, trusting that God would protect him.
