
WHEN OUR PLANS FOR OUR CHILDREN UNRAVEL 

The moment Moses was born, his mother saw her plans for him begin to unravel.  The moment 

she heard, “It’s a boy!” she knew that she would not be able to keep him safe or hope for a 

peaceful life for him.  That’s the reality of life for many parents, especially parents who are poor 

or deal with systemic oppression.  If you live in a refugee camp or a detainment camp, you know 

the moment your child is born that you cannot keep them 100% safe.  If you are a slave, you 

know your child’s life, as well as yours, is dependent on the whims of those who own you or 

your labor. 

For other parents or grandparents or aunts and uncles or anyone who loves a child, maybe the 

realization, the unraveling of plans, came a bit later.  When the diagnosis came.  When the 

domestic violence started.  When you lost your job and didn’t know how you were going to keep 

food on the table.  When you got a divorce.  When you sent them off to school and something 

happened that you didn’t anticipate. 

By the time the kids you love are teenagers it becomes crystal clear that you are no longer in 

control of all that will happen to your child, because they get to make choices too.  You can 

have plans and hopes and dreams for them, but they will decide and the society around them 

will decide, how they actually live their life. 

It seems so obvious in many ways that we can make plans for our children, all we want, but we 

can’t actually live their lives for them or guarantee what will happen to them.  But when you love 

a child, you want so much for them and it’s hard to let go and to face that reality. 

For many parents, this pandemic has brought that home all too clearly.  We had plans for our 

kids’ lives and this isn’t what we planned.  Will children lose skills or miss the learning they 

need?  Is their mental health being damaged by not being able to play with friends?  What if 

they get sick?  What happens when we can’t pay attention to them because we have to work?  

Will they understand?  Will it damage our relationship?  What will be happening this fall?   

To say nothing of the fears we have that the world has changed forever, and well, our kids have 

already lived through terrorist attacks, school shootings, recessions, major changes in 

technology and so much more.  Will their childhoods be forever marked by this trauma? 

The simple answer to that is yes, it will.  As many other children’s lives throughout time have 

also been interrupted or destroyed by traumatic events.  Our plans have unraveled for them and 

we cannot keep them safe or guarantee they will go on to have the lives we want for 

them…..but that is also not the end of the story. 

The women in our scripture this morning knew that everything they were doing to save this child 

or any other, was risky.  At any time, everything could fall apart.  Violence and death sat just 

outside the door holding hands with oppression and injustice.  That was true for the midwives, it 

was true for Moses’ mother and sister, and it was true for Pharaoh’s daughter.   

None of them could know how things would turn out.  All they could do was do their best, act 

with justice and love, and pray it would be okay. 



The woman who makes the plan to save her baby isn’t initially named in this story.  Neither is 

her husband.  We are just told that they come from the tribe of Levi.  If we keep reading, we 

learn later in the book of Exodus that her name is Jochebed.  The first part of her name, the “yo” 

is part of the Hebrew’s name for God.  Scholar Dr. Wilda Gafney translates her name as “the 

honor or weightiness of God.”  She also explains that the book of Numbers clarifies that 

Jochebed is not just from the tribe of Levi, but is actually Levi’s daughter.  Levi was Joseph’s 

brother, one of the ones who sold him into slavery, one of the one’s who had to become a 

refugee in Egypt during a famine, one who eventually reconciled with his brother.  Jochebed, 

because she was born in Egypt, would have experienced nearly the entire downward spiral of 

relationships between her people and the Egyptians.  She would have spent her lifetime 

experiencing her people’s increased oppression and enslavement.   

When the powerful are trying to destroy you, any act of creation is an act of resistance.  The 

decision to build a family in the midst of Pharaoh’s destruction is a sign of radical and defiant 

hopefulness.  She would not let the Pharaoh decide the size and nature of her family.  She has 

at least two other children before the boy she will save in this story.  They were probably born 

before the Pharaoh’s most recent calls for genocide.  But still, it would not have been easy to 

keep them safe.  And the one who seems to be her oldest, Miriam, will work with her to save the 

youngest. 

Let’s look at our art for today.  It is entitled, An Imperfect Ally by Lisle Gwynn Garrity.  She writes 

this about her art: 



 

Moses’ mother and Miriam plot a clever plan, but its’ far from fool proof.  The risks far outweigh 

their chances for success.  What if the basket they place him in leaks, drowning him instead of 

keeping baby Moses afloat?  What if the current gets too strong, or the winds pick up or he gets 



stuck in a tangle of reeds?  What if the wrong person finds him and fulfills Pharaoh’s command?  

What if Pharaoh’s daughter is moved with disgust when she sees what floats into her private 

bathing quarters?  Even if Pharaoh’s daughter decides to keep the child as her own, what will 

keep Pharaoh from killing Moses when she’s not looking? 

Their plan is too perilous, too fraught with danger for any infant to endure.  And yet, we know of 

mothers who risk desert heat, fatigue, illness, dehydration, criminalized border crossings, and 

facilities with cages to pursue the slight chance – the mere hope – of survival for their child.  

Why would they do this?  Because to stay home and succumb to the sure threats of genocide – 

or gang violence or civil war – is far more dangerous. 

In this image, she says, I gave the viewer the vantage point Pharaoh’s daughter might have 

had.  What melts her heart with mercy when she sees this Hebrew child float downstream?  

Was a well of rebellion rising up within her, making her eager to subvert her father’s orders?  

Was she poisoned like most Egyptians with bias against the Israelites, but did the innocence 

and vulnerability of an infant shift her heart toward love?  Had she desperately wanted a child of 

her own?  Regardless of her motives, Pharaoh’s daughter uses her power and privilege to act 

as an ally to Moses and his family in their worst unraveling.  It’s not a perfect solution, but God 

doesn’t need perfection to achieve liberation. 

Our situation today is different from theirs, of course, and yet there are similarities.  Raising a 

child, caring for a child, giving birth to a child, teaching a child, watching as your child grows up 

and goes on to their own lives – all are risky propositions.  At anytime everything could fall 

apart.  None of us know how things will turn out.  So, what do we do? 

Begin by naming the risk, the vulnerability.  Understand what’s at stake.  Don’t pretend all will be 

fine or that you will be able to guarantee anything.  Be honest.  Own your feelings of watching 

your dreams for your children unravel.  Admit to fear or grief or disappointment or frustration.  It 

is only when we begin to name it that we can move beyond to dealing with it. 

Be honest about your own feelings so that children watching can learn to normalize feelings and 

deal with them rather than stuffing them away. Teach the children you love how to cry, how to 

rage, how to channel fear, how to find community support, how to pray, and how to hope.  

Model through your own life how you hope they will live.  Speak about justice to them and act 

with love in front of them.   

Let them see you take risks and learn from failure.  Show them through the example of your life 

how to forgive and how to take care of themselves.  Above all remember that even if you do 

everything right, you still can’t guarantee the child you care about will be safe or succeed, or 

that they will live out the plans you have for them.  I’m pretty sure God lives that reality with us, 

God’s beloved children, every day. 

 All the women in Moses’ story had hopes for how Moses’ life would play out, otherwise they 

wouldn’t have taken the risks they did to give Moses a change at living that life.  But I would 

guess that none of them would have been able to anticipate the future to come.  Did his mom 

ever get over the heartbreak of giving him up for adoption?  Did the midwives eventually pay for 



subverting the system?  Did Pharaoh’s daughter expect the son she saved from death would 

turn on her family and upend the entire system of slavery? 

We who do our best to love and care for children have no idea how their lives will turn out.  That 

is not for us to decide.  We need to remember that the question was never IF our plans for our 

children might unravel.  It was only ever really a question of WHEN our plans for our children 

might unravel. 

But also, that unraveling doesn’t mean all is lost.  It just means we continue to do our best, act 

with love and justice and pray.  We pray that god can take the unraveled parts of us and those 

we love and weave them into something new. 

I asked you all to have pictures of you when you were a child.  If you don’t have a picture, 

remember in your mind a picture of yourself as a child.  Imagine what plans the people who 

loved you had for you.  Imagine the ways in which they hoped to keep you safe, help you to 

grow strong and to succeed, and hoped for a bright future for you.   

Consider how those plans for you played out.  Chances are what they imagined for you was not 

quite your situation today.  And yet know how much you are still beloved, how that child in that 

picture is still so loved.  Know that whatever hopes and dreams people had for you, whether you 

did them or not, you are still here and still able to make choices now as to how to continue to 

live out the rest of your days. 

Plans unravel, and none of us are ever 100% safe.  But you are living proof that that’s not the 

end of the story.  The same is true for the children we love.  May God watch over us all.   


