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Caleb was one of God’s chosen people — a people to whom He had given a promise. Caleb
never forgot that promise — as a slave in Egypt, a spy in the Promised Land, a wanderer in the
wilderness, or a conqueror in the hill country. We’ll see the promise of Jehovah God unfold
through his eyes, and experience a story of God’s faithfulness – to a spy who trusted Him – and
to each one of us who will do the same. 

Reviews from Ebook Tops readers: Brings the Bible to life. - Susan A story you will not want to
put down! - Theresa Brilliantly told. - Connie An absolutely wonderful story! - Gail The book
allowed me to shift from being in the audience to sitting at the edge of the campfire.  - Larry
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grow to become two of God’s mighty men, just like Caleb,in the hope and prayer that you will
alwayshold fast the confession of our hope without wavering,for He who promised is faithful.
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CharactersAcknowledgmentsAbout the AuthorPlease join my Readers’ GroupFROM THE
AUTHORA word of explanation for those of you who are new to my writing.You will notice in the
Preface and Epilogue that whenever i use the pronoun “I” referring to myself, i have chosen to
use a lowercase “i.” It is not a typographical error. i know this is contrary to proper English
grammar and accepted editorial style guides. i drive editors (and “spell check”) crazy by doing
this. But years ago, the LORD convicted me – personally – that in all things i must decrease and
He must increase.And as a way of continuing personal reminder, from that day forward, i have
chosen to use a lowercase “i” whenever referring to myself. Because of the same conviction, i
use a capital letter for any pronoun referring to God. The style guide for the New Living
Translation (NLT) does not share that conviction. However, you will see that throughout the book
i have intentionally made that slight revision and capitalized any pronoun referring to God in my
quotations of Scripture from the NLT, as well as any other Bible translation that does not do so. If
i have violated any style guides as a result, please accept my apology, but i must honor this
conviction.Lastly, regarding this matter – this is a personal conviction – and i share it only so you



will understand why i have chosen to deviate from normal editorial practice. i am in no way
suggesting or endeavoring to have anyone else subscribe to my conviction. Thanks for your
understanding.PREFACEIn time, Joseph and all of his brothers died, ending that entire
generation. But their descendants, the Israelites, had many children and grandchildren. In fact,
they multiplied so greatly that they became extremely powerful and filled the land.(1)This work is
a fictional novel set in the midst of true events. At its core, it is a story of faithfulness. A fictional
storyline has been created to weave certain parts of the narrative together. The narrator and
main character of the story, Caleb, is seen in Scripture from Exodus through Joshua. Caleb is
one of only two men – the other being Joshua – who were firsthand witnesses of the Israelite’s
journey from their days of slavery as adults in Egypt through their possession of the Promised
Land.His life of one hundred years and his unique role in the events as they occurred give us a
tremendous vantage point with which to see the exodus unfold. Though Scripture tells us a great
deal about Caleb, there are many details about his life we do not know. This story fills in those
blanks with a fictional storyline. That is also true with other historical characters in this book. i
have included a character listing as an appendix at the back of the book where i describe the
factual and fictional framework for each character.As the story unfolds, you’ll be introduced to
several fictional characters who have been added to advance the storyline. You’ll also encounter
fictional twists and turns that are an attempt to fill in the blanks where Scripture is silent
regarding day-to-day events. My prayer is that nothing in the story detracts from scriptural truth,
but rather tells the biblical story in a way that creates an interesting and enjoyable reading
experience.Throughout the novel, you will find that whenever i am quoting Scripture it has been
italicized. The Scripture references are included in the back of this book. Those remaining
instances of dialogue and teaching that are not italicized are to help advance the storyline. i have
endeavored to use Scripture as the basis in forming that dialogue as well, with the intent that i do
not do anything that detracts from the overall message of God’s Word.As you already know, this
story begins in ancient Egypt. In researching the pharaohs who ruled from the time of Joseph’s
elevation to prime minister through the Exodus account, i found disparities in the timelines
between the Egyptian and the Hebrew accounts. In order to tell historical events from both sides
of those timelines, i was compelled to alter the timelines in order to bring them into alignment. i
have included the timeline i created as an appendix at the back of the book. i do not include it as
historical fact; it is not. But i have provided it so you might have a clear chronological order for the
events as they unfold in this novel.Most of the characters in this novel come from the pages of
Scripture or history books. i have used their Hebrew or Egyptian names – which, in most
instances, are difficult for those of us who are native English speakers to pronounce. The ancient
native Hebrew or Egyptian speakers would probably experience the same struggle with our
contemporary English names. So please, do not get lost in the dilemma of pronunciation. As a
matter of fact, feel free to make a game of it by shortening the names and allowing yourself to
use simpler, abbreviated names as you read.The story begins with the promise God gave to the
patriarchs and continues through the fulfillment of the first part of that promise – His gift of a land



where His people would dwell. The promise extends well beyond the pages of this story and
continues today. But at its essence this story is one of faithfulness – the faithfulness of a spy –
but even more importantly, the faithfulness of God.i pray the novel stimulates conversation; so,
like my other novel, i have established a Facebook discussion group for that purpose. If you are
on Facebook, i invite you to join the Through the Eyes of a Spy group and i look forward to
hearing from you there.May the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ be with you.1Eventually, a new
king came to power in Egypt who knew nothing about Joseph or what he had done.
(1)“‘Abraham! Abraham! Don’t lay a hand on the boy!’ the angel exclaimed. ‘Do not hurt him in
any way, for now I know that you truly fear God. You have not withheld from Me even your son,
your only son.’”(2)Though I had heard the story many times before, my heart still raced as my
father spoke those words. The boy was Isaac, who my father told me was fifteen years of age
when his father, Abraham, took him to the top of Mount Moriah in obedience to God’s command.
That meant he was only five years older than I was now.God had told Abraham, “Take your son,
your only son – yes, Isaac, whom you love so much – and go to the land of Moriah. Go and
sacrifice him as a burnt offering on one of the mountains, which I will show you.”(3)I was
astonished by the trust Abraham had in God. There was no question he loved his son – and yet,
he knew he must obey God. But I also marveled at the courage Isaac had demonstrated.
Abraham was one hundred fifteen years old. Isaac could have easily resisted his father. But he
knew his father was being obedient to what God told him to do. So, when his father tied his son’s
hands and laid him on the altar, Isaac knew that he, too, must trust God.Many years earlier, God
had promised Abraham he would be the father of a great nation. At that time, Abraham and his
wife, Sarah, did not have any children, and they were very old. How could Abraham be the father
of a great nation if he didn’t have any children?“And yet, Abraham still believed God would fulfill
His promise,” my father said, “even as he raised the knife to kill his son as a sacrifice. Abraham
knew God did not lie. He knew God would keep His promise, no matter what things might look
like. Nothing would ever prevent God from honoring His promise and carrying out His
word.“Caleb, you must always remember that truth. No matter your circumstances. No matter
what you might see around you to the contrary, God will bring about His promise. Trust Him!“God
provided a ram that day to be the sacrifice. He provided just what was needed – right when it
was needed. Not just on that day, but He has done so ever since. Almost four hundred years
have passed since then. You and I are a part of that great nation, Caleb. God was faithful to His
promise to Abraham and Isaac, and He has been faithful to each of us since then. And He
always will be!“Caleb, my son,” my father continued, “walk in the courage and faith of your
patriarchs, Abraham and Isaac, no matter where your journey leads!” I never tired of hearing that
story. And I never wearied of hearing my father’s reminder.It was hard to believe we could ever
be a great nation, though. We were slaves! God had made a way for us to come to Egypt
through our patriarch, Joseph, over one hundred eighty years ago. Egyptian Pharaoh Merneferre
Ay the First had made Joseph his prime minister to oversee the storage and distribution of grain.
Through his oversight, the Egyptians, as well as our people – the children of Israel – had



survived the famine. And our people had continued to live here peacefully for the generations
that followed.We had entered the country as honored guests. The pharaohs had welcomed us
with open arms and allowed us to prosper. Our patriarchs had known we were only to be
sojourners in this land. God had promised a land to Abraham in Canaan that would be our land.
But, over the years, we had settled and become complacent.Throughout our time here we had
multiplied and had now truly become a nation within a nation. We numbered approximately two
million men, women, and children. All from one man, his wife, and a son who had once been laid
on an altar to be sacrificed! But over the years, as our numbers increased, the Egyptians
became frightened of us. They believed we would one day overrun and take possession of their
country.Then, slightly more than sixty years ago, Ahmose the First had become pharaoh. His
immediate predecessors had allowed the different territories of Egypt to become fragmented.
The nation’s solidarity and power had weakened. A once prospering economy was languishing.
Some blamed the deteriorating condition of Egypt on the presence of the Hebrew
people.Ahmose’s first mandate had been to restore order in the country and reassert Egyptian
power throughout the territories. He had used his armies to turn us into a nation of slaves serving
the bidding of our Egyptian taskmasters. It was said he was a pharaoh “who knew not
Joseph.”Ahmose scattered our people throughout the land. He reopened the quarries and mines
that had become dormant and now operated them with Hebrew laborers. He dispatched large
numbers of our men to build the store cities of Pithom and Raamses. Many worked laying brick
and mortar in the newly established capital city of Thebes, located along the West Bank of the
Nile River in upper Egypt. And great numbers were used to cultivate and work the fields in
Goshen in lower Egypt.Egypt began to prosper after years of decay. Ahmose re-established
trade routes and massive new construction projects were undertaken. Pyramids were rising out
of the earth anew. Ahmose’s success endeared him to the Egyptian people. Their national pride
and unity were returning. But it was all on the backs of the Israelites. And as life got better for the
Egyptians, life became much harder for our people.About ten years into his rule, Ahmose dreamt
the Hebrews would one day overtake the Egyptians based on our numbers. So, he sent for the
Hebrew midwives and commanded, “When you serve as midwife to the Hebrew women and see
them on the birthstool, if it is a son, you shall kill him, but if it is a daughter, she shall live.”(4)But
the midwives feared God and disobeyed the pharaoh, allowing the male babies to live. Ahmose
then commanded the Egyptian people, “Every son that is born to the Hebrews you shall cast
into the Nile, but you shall let every daughter live.”(5) Death and fear spread throughout the land.
So, a great cry from our people went out to our God to save us.Ahmose reigned for twenty-six
years before his death. His son, Amenhotep the First, assumed his father’s throne. Thankfully,
God heard the cries of His people and the killing of the male Hebrew babies ceased.
Amenhotep’s decision to stop the practice was not prompted by any moral conscience or
compassion; rather, he was motivated by his desire to raise up an even larger enslaved labor
force.He did not fear that our people would revolt against the Egyptians. He believed the
strength of his military was more than sufficient to keep any revolt in check. Our numbers grew



throughout his reign, as did the number and magnitude of pharaoh’s building efforts and his
increasing demands on our people.Soon after the male Hebrew babies were no longer being
murdered, my father, Jephunneh, was born. My father was a firstborn son and was raised to be a
hunter, as was his father before him, and his father before him.My father was taught a good
hunter needed to study and understand the animals he intended to hunt. He needed to learn
their ways, their habitats, their preferred foods, and their migration patterns. He needed to be a
student of his surroundings and be respectful of his prey – killing, in a humane way, only what he
was going to use. These were skills he would later instill in my brother and me as we grew up.As
a slave, my father, like his father before him, was commanded to serve the royal household
under the direction of the palace manager. He was tasked with keeping pharaoh’s personal food
larders well stocked with fresh meat and his clothiers supplied with animal furs and skins.On
occasion, the royal princes joined my grandfather on a hunt. Pharaoh wanted his sons to be well
educated in all aspects of life and leadership, including the skills required to be a successful
huntsman. My father was twelve years of age when, for the first time, he accompanied my
grandfather and the princes on a hunt.Prince Thutmose was the eldest son of Amenhotep and
heir to the throne. His mother, Queen Meritamun, had died while he was a boy. His father and
mother were also brother and sister. It was not uncommon for Egyptian royalty to marry their
siblings. They believed such intermarriage protected the royal bloodline.He was about seven
years my father’s senior and was very accomplished with a bow and arrow. Even though the
prince would one day be pharaoh, he did not treat my grandfather like a slave. He treated him
with respect – in the same way a student would address his tutor. My grandfather returned that
respect by teaching him and his companion the same skills he had been taught as a lad.Prince
Thutmose’s companion was Prince Moses. Prince Moses was nine years older than Thutmose –
but he was not an elder son or an heir to the throne. He had been adopted by Meritamun while
she was still a princess in the palace of her father. I later learned she had gone to the river to
bathe one day when she saw a three-month-old baby in a basket caught in the reeds along the
shore. His helpless cries touched her heart.Princess Meritamun, who was childless at the time,
rightly assumed he was a Hebrew baby hidden by his parents to protect him from being
murdered under the edict of her father. She immediately decided to bring the baby into the
palace and raise him as her own son. Her father, Ahmose, had reluctantly permitted his daughter
to do so.By the age of nine, the Hebrew adopted son, Moses, had become the older “brother” to
the newborn heir to the Egyptian throne – Thutmose. Despite the age difference, the two soon
became constant companions in a relationship that grew closer as the years went by.On this
particular day, these two princes were joining my grandfather – and my father-to-be – on a hunt
for gazelle. Large game hunts had only recently become a favored sport of the royals, so
pharaoh wanted his princes to be accomplished sportsmen. Several other slaves had been
recruited to join them for this particular outing. They were assigned the task of “beaters” – driving
the game out of areas of cover by beating the ground with their sticks.Amenhotep had recently
completed building his new palace complex in Thebes. The marshlands were nearby and



provided a fertile habitat for much of the large game, including gazelles. My grandfather had sent
the beaters on ahead to drive the animals out of their habitat back toward the hunters. As the
hunters waited, the herd of gazelle began to swiftly emerge from the high grasses. The hunters
carefully took their aim.Suddenly, another predator – a leopard – also emerged in pursuit of the
herd. The big cat saw the hunters a moment before the hunters saw the cat. The leopard
changed direction and began to approach his now more sedentary targets – the
hunters.Everything happened quickly – almost too quickly to react. The big cat was within
seconds of pouncing on Thutmose, its mouth already poised to kill. But in the blink of an eye, my
grandfather drew his knife and placed himself between the leopard and the prince.The leopard
was mid-air when my grandfather thrust his knife into the animal’s exposed chest. The two
became momentarily entangled before the knife stopped the leopard’s heart, causing the big cat
to fall away dead.As the herd of gazelles continued to sprint past the hunters, the sportsmen no
longer had any interest in them. Praise be to the Lord God Jehovah – my grandfather, though he
received some minor cuts from the big cat’s claws, had survived to live another day. And the
princes, as well as my father, were completely unharmed.Amenhotep rewarded my grandfather’s
bravery and extended his thanks for saving his son by designating him as pharaoh’s “master of
the hunt.” For the next ten years, as my father grew in age and in stature, the four men would
continue to periodically hunt together – not as royals and slaves – but as “equals” – men who
together had survived a near-fatal experience.After that day, my grandfather and father had
greater freedom to come and go within the palace complex. My father was very grateful for that
freedom when he met a young woman named Miriam. She served as a scullery slave under the
supervision of the chief baker in the royal palace. She was a fair-skinned and quick-witted
beauty who immediately stole my father’s heart.Jephunneh soon found himself looking for any
excuse to go by the palace bakery to catch a glimpse or exchange a word with Miriam.
Fortunately, the chief baker was an understanding fellow and enjoyed the gifts of fresh meat the
young suitor often brought for him. Eventually, these exchanges in the bakery blossomed into a
budding relationship that led to marriage – with the approval and blessing of both sets of
parents.The year my parents married, Amenhotep died and Prince Thutmose assumed his
rightful place as pharaoh. Before his father’s death, Thutmose married his sister, Ahmose, and
they began to raise their family. By the time Thutmose was crowned king, they already had one
son and two daughters.Our family continued to enjoy favor under the rule of our new pharaoh.
My grandfather was permitted to enjoy a quieter life in recognition of his faithful service, though
he would on occasion still join my father on a hunt. My father, Jephunneh, assumed his father’s
position as master of the hunt, and my mother became the chief baker’s assistant.“Our favor and
position within the royal household blinded us to the hardship that most of our Hebrew brothers
and sisters were experiencing at the hands of their Egyptian taskmasters,” my father once told
me. “The same was true for most of the Hebrews who served in the palace complex – and it was
true for the Hebrew Prince Moses as well.”But my father went on to say that one day Prince
Moses was outside of the palace alone and came upon an Egyptian who was beating a Hebrew.



Moses had seen slaves being beaten before, but never so brutally. And the Egyptian appeared
to be enjoying the privilege. This behavior so enraged Moses that he took it upon himself to stop
the Egyptian. The man did not recognize Moses as the prince and a fight erupted.In the heat of
the exchange, the Egyptian fell to the ground hitting his head on a rock. He died instantly. Moses
panicked! He told the Israelite slave to leave and tell no one what had happened. Then, after
looking in all directions to make sure no one was watching, he found a secluded area and buried
the Egyptian’s body in the sand. The slave who was being beaten was grateful – but he was also
confused. Why had the prince killed the Egyptian? He feared he would be held responsible, so
he decided to tell one of his taskmasters what had occurred.The next day, Prince Moses went
out again to observe how the Hebrew people were being treated. This time he saw two Hebrew
men fighting. “Why are you beating up your friend?” Moses said to the one who had started the
fight.(6) To which the man replied, “Who appointed you to be our prince and judge? Are you
going to kill me as you killed that Egyptian yesterday?”(7)Word about Prince Moses’ murder of
the Egyptian soon reached the palace. Thutmose was enraged that Moses would do such a
thing.“Is this how he repays the kindness of my mother and my father?” Thutmose shouted. “Has
the man whom I have honored as a brother since my birth now become a common murderer?
He has made the scent of my household wretched in the nostrils of my people!”Thutmose
ordered Moses brought before him to answer for his crime. But Moses was nowhere to be found.
He had fled the palace … and the country.A cry went up from the heart of Thutmose. His
“brother” had betrayed him. This Hebrew had betrayed him! Thutmose determined that he would
never again trust a Hebrew.And life in the palace – and in the nation – was never the same for
the Hebrews.2So the Egyptians made the Israelites their slaves. They appointed brutal slave
drivers over them, hoping to wear them down with crushing labor.(1)Soon after Moses fled, King
Thutmose’s heart was dealt a second blow. His wife, Queen Ahmose, died giving birth to the
king’s second son, who also did not survive. The king’s grief blanketed the palace. Some
wondered which was worse for him – his queen’s death, his baby son’s death, or the loss and
betrayal of Moses.The only person who seemingly eased his pain was Princess Mutnofret.
Though the princess was five years younger than the king, she was, in fact, his father’s sister.
She was a rare beauty, and after a short while her wiles and charms were able to assuage the
king’s sorrow. Laughter began to return to the palace.Within a matter of months, a royal wedding
was celebrated. Nobles from throughout the land attended. King Thutmose had summoned my
father to make arrangements for his honored guests to participate in a royal hunt in celebration
of his marriage. Normal life was truly returning to the palace.A few months later, another cry went
up from the slave’s quarters within the palace. This time it passed through the lips of my mother,
Miriam. She had given birth to a big baby boy with a head full of dark, curly hair. My father
proudly declared that my name was Caleb. In Hebrew the name means one who is “faithful,
wholly devoted, bold and brave.” My father decided it was a name I would always strive to live up
to.The following week my parents received a royal command to present their baby son to the
king and queen. It was a rare honor and harkened back to past days when my father had



enjoyed a more cordial relationship as a slave to his king.As my mother and father bowed before
the royal couple, Queen Mutnofret proudly announced that she was expecting her first child.
Since the king already had a son, twelve-year-old Prince Amenmose, this baby would not be an
heir to the throne even if it were a boy. But the king expressed his great joy, nonetheless.Several
months later there was another joyful celebration in the palace – this time it was Queen
Mutnofret giving birth to Prince Amenemhat. On the seventh day following his birth, the baby boy
was formally introduced to the world during the traditional Sebou ceremony.As the day began,
salt was scattered throughout the palace to ward off the evil eye. The baby was bathed, dressed
in a new white robe, and placed in a basket. The king and queen led a procession of family and
nobles – all carrying lit candles – from the baby’s nursery to the royal great chamber.There,
Prince Amenemhat’s grandmother removed him from the basket and shook him from side to
side, as was the custom, instructing the baby to always obey his parents. The prince was then
presented by his father to the high priest for circumcision.Next, the baby was presented to the
sun god – Ra – who the Egyptians believed created everything. His parents sought the
protection and blessing of Ra. As the ceremony concluded, the celebration continued late into
the night as the family and the nation together acknowledged this great blessing from their
gods.In the years that followed, I became the prince’s primary play companion. But even when
we were barely old enough to talk, I knew that though we may be companions, we would never
be friends. Amenemhat always made it clear that he was a prince and I was his slave.King
Thutmose long had his eye on the territories of Nubia – to the south of Egypt on the western side
of the Nile – and the Levant – to the east of Egypt along the Mediterranean coast. The king, like
his father and grandfather before him, believed those lands rightfully belonged to Egypt at the
bequest of their gods. Thutmose believed the time was right for him to lead a campaign into
those regions to extend Egypt’s borders farther than ever before.The Egyptians were united.
Their economy was prosperous. Their armies were well organized, well equipped, and
unconquerable. The Hebrew slaves were peaceably laboring to expand the nation’s
infrastructure. There would never be a better time to expand Egyptian borders.When the
younger prince and I were eight years old, King Thutmose led his army into a campaign to take
the Nubian lands. In addition to the added territory, Nubia was a source of gold and other
precious resources. The king took his eldest son, Prince Amenmose, now twenty, with him into
battle. It would be an opportunity for the people to see the bravery of their current king – as well
as their future king. Just like his father, the prince had become very proficient with sword and
spear.And Prince Amenmose looked very much like his father. They were the same height,
same build, and had many of the same mannerisms. The only characteristics that separated
them were the wrinkles and weight of leadership worn into the king’s face.The king and his
generals formulated their plan to capture the Nubian city of Abu Simbel. Their army pressed
forward. Their chariots swept toward the Nubian forces. It looked as if they were going to collide
head-on, but at the last moment they turned, running parallel to the enemy line. This allowed the
archers to give the Nubians a broadside of archery fire from close range. It also prevented the



Egyptians from becoming a stationary target for their opponent as they were protected by the
walls of the chariots themselves.This strategy quickly resulted in enemy troop formations being
broken and the Nubians in flight. The battle had been won with minimal Egyptian casualties –
with the notable exception of Prince Amenmose. Apparently, he had steered his chariot too
close to the enemy line and had been unable to make the turn.Realizing his mistake, he had
quickly dismounted, grabbing his spear and sword for hand-to-hand combat. However, he and
the handful of soldiers with him were immediately overtaken by Nubian warriors. He was cut
down in the battle within moments.When King Thutmose received word about his son, his grief
reverberated throughout the valley. The victory of battle was quickly drowned out by the sorrow
over his son’s death. It was a cry heard all the way back in Thebes … and the nation mourned
the death of its crown prince.Amenmose’s death meant that Prince Amenemhat was now
destined to become the next pharaoh. I saw him less and less after that. He was now being
trained to become a future king. He had less time to play. As the prince got older, the king would
occasionally direct my father to take him on a hunt. Though I would usually join them, Prince
Amenemhat and I rarely spoke. And each time I saw him, he seemed more withdrawn and
distant.It was around this time I met three boys close to my age. Little did I know the impact
those friendships would have on my life.One extremely hot day after I had completed my chores,
I told my father I was going to the river. My father had decided a few months earlier – over the
objection of my mother – that I was now old enough to go to the Nile River by myself for an
occasional late afternoon swim.“He is doing a man’s work,” he had told my mother. “He should
be allowed to be treated more like a man than a little boy tied to his mother’s skirt. Besides, my
father allowed me to go by myself when I was Caleb’s age.” My father prevailed and thus began
my adventures along the bank of the Nile.On one of those first outings, I came upon an Egyptian
boy who looked to be my age, swimming in the river. As I passed by, he called out: “Hebrew, do
you know how to swim?”“Yes,” I answered. The other boy responded, “Well then, would you like
to race? I am training for a competition and I need someone to race against.”“Sure,” I replied, “I’ll
race with you.”As Sapair and I talked, we discovered we had a lot in common, despite our one
glaring difference – free versus slave. We both were twelve years old and, just like me, he was
the oldest son of his family. We both were strong swimmers. Both of us had been taught by our
fathers not only how to swim, but also to be competitive.On that first day, he beat me in all of our
races. As the days went on, I realized that he was faster than I was at short distances, but I had
more stamina for the longer distances. I soon discovered that I could beat him handily in the
longer races. We were well matched and our mutual love for swimming soon prompted our
competitive natures to meld into a close friendship.Sapair’s father, Rahotep, was the overseer of
one of pharaoh’s building projects – specifically pharaoh’s tomb. King Thutmose was determined
his tomb would be grander and more ornate than his forefathers, reflecting his growing
accomplishments of restoring Egypt to her past glory and beyond. Rahotep was the architect
and overseer of the work. As such, he commanded a multitude of Egyptian craftsmen aided by
the sweat labor of a legion of Hebrew slaves.One day, as we sat along the shore, Sapair told me,



“My father does not like the fact you and I have become friends. He says Egyptians are not to be
friends with Hebrew slaves. But I told him you are the only boy who can truly compete with me in
swimming. We swim as equals … therefore we will be friends as equals!”Sapair confessed to me
that his father did not treat the Hebrew slaves under his charge with respect. Rather, he directed
the taskmasters to treat them harshly. He told me his father’s cruelty was driven out of a fear
shared by many Egyptians that our number was becoming too great and we would one day
overthrow our Egyptian masters.“But this is your land,” I told him. “And one day our God will lead
us out of here to our own land.”“Perhaps,” Sapair said, “but then who will provide the labor
needed when you go?”“We will leave that in God’s hands,” I said.Sapair smiled at me and we
changed the subject. Even though we were friends, we knew there were some things on which
we would never agree.3Years passed, and the king of Egypt died. But the Israelites continued to
groan under their burden of slavery.(1)Afew days later I was back at the river, but this time Sapair
did not join me. His father was scheduled to have an audience before pharaoh that day and
wanted his son to join him.As I walked along the bank, I came upon two boys lying on their backs
staring up at the sky. I overheard one of them say, “My father told me that one day Jehovah God
will lead us out of Egypt into our own land – the land He promised to our patriarch Abraham. We
will no longer be slaves to the Egyptians; we will be servants to Jehovah God.”“But the Egyptians
will never let us leave,” the other, smaller boy said. “How can that ever happen?”I spoke up and
said, “Because God will make a way. Just as He provided the ram to be sacrificed in place of
Isaac, He will make a way for us to go. What Jehovah God promises, He will bring about!”The
first boy stood to his feet, smiled, and said, “Yes, He will! Our patriarch Jacob saw angels going
up and down on a stairway that reached from earth to heaven, and at the top of the stairway was
the Lord, who said to Him, ‘I am the Lord, the God of your grandfather Abraham, and the God of
your father, Isaac. The ground you are lying on belongs to you. I will give it to you and your
descendants. What’s more, I will be with you and your descendants, and I will protect you
wherever you go. I will someday bring you safely back to this land. I will be with you constantly
until I have finished giving you everything I have promised.’(2)“My name is Hoshea, son of Nun
of the tribe of Ephraim, and this doubter is my friend Gaddi, son of Susi of the tribe of Manasseh.
You will have to forgive him. He comes by his doubts honestly.” Then he added with a laugh, “It
stems from the fact that the patriarch Jacob blessed my tribe over his – and they have never
gotten over it!”At that, Gaddi jumped to his feet and pretended to give Hoshea a shove. But it
was clear that this was just a joke between two friends.“My name is Caleb, son of Jephunneh of
the tribe of Judah,” I said, as I shook their hands. “I have not seen either of you here at the river
before. Where do you live?”“My father is a carpenter and I am his helper,” Hoshea responded.
We are workmen on the tomb King Thutmose is having built for himself in the Valley of the Kings.
We live on the edge of the city near the building site.” I realized that Sapair’s father was Hoshea’s
and his father’s overseer.“My father is an arrow maker,” Gaddi spoke up. “We are one of many
who keep pharaoh’s archers adequately supplied with arrows. My family also lives in the village
of Deir el-Medina near Hoshea’s family on the edge of the city.”“We aren’t able to come to the



river very often,” Hoshea added.I explained what my father did and where we lived. Once they
heard we lived in the slave quarters of the palace and we knew the royal family, they both started
kidding me about being royalty. They continued to mock me by bowing before me.We spent the
remainder of the afternoon swimming in the river and exploring along the shore. As the sun
started to show signs of setting, we promised to meet up again soon. Then we each went our
way.As time went on, if I wasn’t working or studying, I was either at the river swimming with
Sapair or spending time with Hoshea and Gaddi in Deir el-Medina. I had not introduced Sapair
to my new Hebrew friends since they had such different interests.Sapair and I were able to see
one another only at the river. His father had forbidden that we meet otherwise. I regretted that my
friends were living in two different worlds. For some reason I was able to walk in both of those
worlds – but I wondered if that would always be the case.Several times, I brought my bow and
Gaddi brought a few arrows so he, Hoshea, and I could practice shooting at a target together.
My father even arranged to take my friends and me out for a hunt one early fall day. I would have
liked to include Sapair, but his father would not permit it. Hoshea was the victor that day. He
downed a goose and his family ate well for several days!There were nights I stayed at Hoshea’s
home and other nights he joined me at mine. He and I soon became as close as brothers.
Hoshea’s father, Nun, was a man of deep faith and trust in Jehovah God. He was a leader within
the tribe of Ephraim. Many within their village looked to him for counsel and wisdom. In many
ways, he reminded me of my father. God had blessed both Hoshea and me with godly
fathers.When I was fifteen, God blessed our family in another way. My parents had a second
child – another son – and they named him Kenaz, which means hunter. My parents told me God
had blessed us greatly through hunting and Kenaz was to be a constant reminder of His
goodness to us. I was grateful to now have three “brothers” – one (Kenaz) by birth and two
(Hoshea and Sapair) by common bond: one whom I could mentor and teach, and two who had
become “iron sharpening iron” within my life – even though they were from two different
worlds.Sadly, as time went on, my days at the river with Sapair became more and more
infrequent. We were becoming young men with more responsibility and less free time. And our
respective cultures were pushing us apart.Also, as the years continued to pass, we had fewer
interactions with the royal family. The king’s military campaigns to conquer more of the Nubian
and Levant territories were meeting with success. The Egyptian nation’s boundaries were
expanding.We, as Hebrews, were no longer the sole slave labor within the kingdom. The
Nubians and Levantines were also pressed into service as their lands were conquered. The
Egyptian army was becoming the most powerful and feared in the world, and the riches of the
nation were multiplying. The king continued to have more to occupy his time and attention.It had
been months since I last saw my childhood companion, Prince Amenemhat. As the heir
apparent, he was spending more time shadowing his father so he could learn how to rule. For
the most part, King Thutmose was a just ruler. As a military man he was ruthless when it came to
his enemies. But he was fair-minded when his enemies became his subjects.
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Susan Smith, “A must read!. I stumbled upon Through the Eyes of a Shepherd by accident over
the holidays and loved it so much I could not wait to get my hands on this book. This series
brings the Bible to life . I love the way Mr. Winter weaves truth and meaningful lessons to be
gleaned from these real life events. He cannot write books fast enough for me! If you have not
read these books, I would highly recommend!”

Susan Ratcliff, “Excellent companion to bible reading. Highly recommended as a bible study
when reading the biblical account of the Israelite exodus from Egypt, the wilderness wanderings,
and taking hold of their Promised Land. Caleb’s steadfast spirit and obedience is an inspiration
and reminder of the peace and rewards God wants us to have through the trials of our lives. This
came at an opportune time for me personally and I don’t think it is coincidence that I “stumbled”
on it. I can not recommend it highly enough. I will be on the look out for more from this author.”

Theresa Hawkes, “Through the Eyes of a Spy. This is a story you will not want to put down! It is a
story of the life of Caleb, a slave among the Egyptians, whowitnessed first-hand the exodus of
nearly two million Israelites from Egypt to the Promised land. This story has plenty of historical
and fictional facts as well as words from the Bible. This journey was supposed to take about a
year and instead lasted 40 years. And all because Jehovah God was with then each step of the
way!  TH”

larry kerr, “History of the journey. I read the first eyes book and it was awesome. This second
book in the series along with the first book gave me the realization I was there. I learned more
Biblical history, conditions of living in that time, and knowledge than I have reading the Bible for
some sixty odd years. This book elaborates a more personal relationship of the individuals. I
finished the “In the Wilderness” six book series after the Through the Eyes of a Shepard came
out and bought it before I finished the wilderness series. Great decision and the author presents
this in an great, humble, and excitingly readable way. You can’t put it down. I just got my Eyes of
a Spy and will be starting it this afternoon. You can not beat Ken Winter’s writin and story telling.
It is very obvious he is a Godly man and the type of writer we need in today’s time. I would give it
more than a five star if I could. Buy it, read it, and praise The Lord. I pray he has more of these
books coming.”

Gail, “A thoughtful and very enjoyable read!. What an absolutely wonderful story! The story of
the children of Israel has always fascinated me and the author is able to help us get inside their
lives. Loved it!!”

D.J. Acrey, “Amazing way to read the Scriptures!. I really enjoyed the telling of this story from
scriptures in this way, it made it a more enjoyable experience.I definitely recommend this book to



anyone who has any difficulty reading straight from scriptures, I plan to read more from this
author.”

Ms. Susan G. DeLorme, “Another Good One. Kenneth Winter has written an intriguing
interpretation of the story of Moses leading the Israelites to the Promised Land. Told through the
eyes of one man out of many, the story made me feel as if I were on that journey.”

Sandy Olsen, “Can't put it down.. I have read all the "Though the Eyes" books. They are all very
good. Historical and Biblical, a joy to read. A real page turner. Once I start one I just can't put it
down. I just love all Kenneth Winter books.”

The book by Kenneth Winter has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 91 people have provided feedback.
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