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NORTH AFRICAN GENOCIDE 

Exodus 1:1 – 2:10 – The Birth of Moses 

I grew up in North Africa.  My family, like many others, had migrated there generations 

earlier.  At first, we’d been welcomed and lived in beautiful houses with big gardens, but 

recently the regime had changed – dramatically.  The government claimed we were a 

drain on the country but actually we’d been propping up their economy for years.  They 

hated us, but refused to issue exit visas for us to leave the country.  In fact, we couldn’t 

travel anywhere.  Then, all the professionals had lost their jobs.  My dad was an engineer, 

but now he was forced to work as a labourer on construction sites.  That’s where most 

people worked.  Senseless oppression; racial discrimination. 

We’d been pushed out of the town and herded together in a so-called immigrant 

settlement.  We now lived in what we called ‘the desert’, because it was on the edge of 

the sand-dunes.  No gas, no water, no electricity and only the absolute basic essentials for 

sale in a few shops.  Our family was squashed into a small shack.  There was granddad 

and grandma, mum and dad, me, and my little brother.  And, mum was expecting a new 

baby very soon, but this was not good news. 

Not long after Aron was born, the president had introduced a new law; which amounted 

to protracted genocide.  All male babies had to be killed.  I was now thirteen and old 

enough to know the facts of life – and death.  I knew this meant that in one generation we 

would be wiped out as all us girls would be forced to inter-marry with the locals.  I was 

scared even though for me that horror was still years away.  What scared me even more 

was what was going to happen to mum now.  We were praying for a normal delivery: if 

an operation was needed, mum would be forced to go into hospital.  The baby would 
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undoubtedly be thrown in the river and mum would probably die as well.  Even if she 

delivered at home but it was a boy – how could we save him? 

All too soon that crisis came.  Dad woke me in the middle of the night, telling me to put 

some water on to boil.  He said he was going to call the midwife.  This meant that mum 

was in labour.  I shivered, quickly drew a fleece over my pyjamas and dashed out to the 

communal tap to collect some fresh water.  Back in the house, I squatted down by our 

little wood stove.  Blowing up the embers, I tossed on a few sticks and was very relieved 

when they caught and started to burn well.  I filled a big pot with water, threw in some 

salt in lieu of any antiseptic (we had nothing else to use) and carefully lifted the pot onto 

the tripod over the fire.  Then, I went to see how mum was.  She was groaning and clearly 

her pains were coming fast.  I just hoped dad would be back in time.  I’d watched Aron 

being born three years ago but was too young then to remember what I’d seen and what I 

should do now. 

Another big pain came and mum clutched my hand.  That hurt: her nails dug into my 

palm.  It was a strong pain, but I knew mum was trying not to cry out.  We had to keep 

this birth as quiet and secret as possible.  And then, relief!  Dad and the midwife arrived.  

She opened her bag and quickly dropped the forceps, knife and a bit of string into the now 

boiling water.  I ladled more water into a separate bowl for her to wash her hands – she’d 

run out of surgical gloves many months before.  Then she spread out a clean towel and 

examined mum.  Just in time.  Mum was ready to push, and because this was her third 

child, the baby popped out easily.  The midwife clamped and cut the cord and then lifted 

up the infant.  We all gasped.  It was a boy.  Now what? 
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For a while, we managed to hide our beloved baby.  Either mum or I always stayed home 

with him, but after three months this was getting too obvious.  And, Mosa – bless him – 

had developed such a lusty cry it was no longer possible to pretend there was no baby in 

the house.  It was only a matter of time before we were found out or reported.  That was 

when mum and dad made their plan, but when they told me, I was frightened.  I was to 

be the one to carry it out. 

They plaited reeds together to make a crib and then put pitch on the outside so it was 

really more like a little boat.  Mum expressed some milk into a bottle, and gave it to me.  

Then she wrapped Mosa up warmly and everyone in the family kissed him as though we 

were saying goodbye – as perhaps we were.  She laid him in his little boat and dad carried 

it to the river and hid it amongst the rushes.  My job was to sit on the bank and watch – 

and feed him if he cried.  My heart was beating fast, but after a while I relaxed.  The place 

was deserted.  Maybe it would work after all? 

But suddenly there was a commotion as a bathing party arrived.  Terrified, I recognised 

the president’s daughter and her entourage: at least it wasn’t his son who was even more 

spiteful than his father.  Then, horror of horrors, Mosa started to cry and the women found 

him.  “It’s a migrant baby,” I heard one say, “so sweet.”  I tried to hide but they had 

already spotted me.  “Fetch a migrant woman to nurse this baby for me: I have a mind to 

adopt him.”  Without thinking, I ran off and fetched mum, but perhaps that’s what they 

expected. 

So – our prayers were answered.  He was adopted.  And I wondered… maybe God had a 

special plan for Mosa? 
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