
… and to walk humbly with your God 
 
This completes the series of four talks on the passage from Micah 6,  
“What does the LORD require of you?  
To act justly and to love mercy and to walk humbly with your God.” 
 
[Note: This is definitely not a sermon – more a meditation, or an imagination. Rather than 
providing points for consideration, it aims to offer space for the listener/reader to engage 
with the story and so to help them to listen to what God might want to say to them through 
it.] 
 
 
Moses sighed and gently flexed his toes. His feet were sore. Most of him was sore, to be 
honest – he was an old man – but those feet had walked many a mile over his long life, and 
were particularly feeling the strain. He had a sense there wasn’t much further for them to 
go now. God had told him that he would not set foot into the Promised Land, and here were 
the whole company of the Israelites, just across the plain from the River Jordan, the 
boundary of Canaan. So today he had spoken to the people, reminding them of God’s 
mercy, love and protection, urging them to remain faithful to the One who had rescued 
them from Egypt, the One who had proved faithful to them through the long years of 
wandering. 
 
“See, today, I set before you life and prosperity, death and destruction,” he had said. “Now 
choose life, so that you and your children may live, and that you may love the Lord your 
God, listen to his voice and hold fast to him.” He had done all he could, very soon Joshua 
would take command and lead them on into the next stage of their history. 
 
He prayed with all his heart that they would “choose life” by remaining faithful to the God 
who had been so faithful to him over so many years. And as he did his mind slipped back to 
that first encounter with the God who had shaped his life, that strange encounter with the 
bush…. 
 
Exodus 3: 1-15 
 
Moses stirred in his chair. The sensations of that day had come rushing back in a way that 
he hadn’t felt for years. His first defining, decisive encounter with the God of his ancestors. 
Looking into that bush and getting the merest, but overpowering, glimpse of the Living God 
of time and all eternity. A brush with power so infinite that he couldn’t comprehend it, of 
justice so deep that it was beyond his human mind to fathom, of holiness so profound that 
all he could do was stoop and remove his sandals. The only possible response was 
prostration and worship. 
 
He had known in that moment that life would never – could never – be the same again. He 
had seen the power of the Pharaoh, and it was as nothing to the awe and majesty of God. 
 
He had felt – still felt – infinitely small in comparison; and yet strangely infinitely valued. 
This God, who was to be worshipped and honoured, who could have swotted him out as 



easily as Moses himself dealt with the irritating desert flies, nonetheless wanted to engage 
with him, to talk with him, to share his plans with him – to walk with him. 
 
To guide and empower him in God’s great enterprise of saving the Hebrew people from 
slavery and building them into a nation who would declare his love, his goodness, his power 
and his majesty to all the world. 
 
Even after all these years, it was a bit overwhelming, to be honest. He had felt so small, so 
inadequate. He smiled ruefully as he realised that he still did. There was no doubt in his 
heart who had achieved all the amazing feats which had led them to this place. It was God 
through and through. True, he had had to play his part – turn up in front of Pharaoh, speak 
God’s words to him, raise his staff at the Red Sea to divide the waters – but it had been God 
who had sent the plagues, planned their escape and parted the waves. 
 
Somewhere out in the camp a woman shook a tambourine, and voices rose in song, and he 
drifted away into memories of the great celebration they had shared on the far shore of the 
Red Sea. 
 
Numbers 12:3 
 
The song fell silent, the women dispersed. “The Lord is my strength and my song; he has 
become my salvation,” echoed noiselessly through the camp and down the years 
 
“The Lord is my strength….” 
 
Well, that had certainly been Moses’ experience. He remembered how the sensation of 
delight when God had first outlined his intention of rescuing the Israelites from Egypt had 
turned to heart-gripping horror when God concluded “So now, go. I am sending you….”  
 
And the earth-stopping moment when God had met all his anxieties and sense of 
inadequacy in the simple phrase “I will be with you”. 
 
“I will be with you.” Words which had stayed with him every day since then. A promise 
which had become more powerful even as he had learned to live into it.  
 
True, he had taken some convincing to start with. He was pretty sure that the “staff into 
snake and back to staff” miracle was as much to convince him that God was to be trusted as 
it was of demonstrating to the Israelites that he was God’s chosen leader for their escape. 
But as time had gone on, his trust in God had become implicit. Someone had once asked 
him how he had felt, holding his staff and stretching out his hand over the Red Sea as the 
fury of the Egyptian army descended upon them. “What a strange question to ask,” he had 
thought. It had never crossed his mind that God would do anything other than act to save 
his people. 
 
His questioner had muttered something about “obedience”, but that had seemed the wrong 
word to him. Obedience felt like something imposed, whereas his response had been one of 



trust, of dependence, of confidence. Of God living out his promise, “I will be with you” as 
Moses had walked the path set in front of him. 
 
 
Exodus 33: 7-11 
 
Moses eased his aching limbs in his chair. Forty years of wandering. Forty years of living a 
nomadic existence. Forty years of tents. He could barely remember what it had been like, 
living the life of a wealthy Egyptian nobleman in a solid, stationary palace. Life with God was 
a life of movement, of change, of challenge, of indescribable fulfilment. 
 
Forty years of being responsible for all these people. Hmm – that had been a challenge 
without a doubt. Some days he had sympathized with their human frailties, their fears, their 
tiredness, their desire to be settled and safe and secure. Some days, even as he interceded 
for them, he secretly understood how God might lose his patience with their whingeing, 
their stubbornness, their ingratitude. But always, God had been with him, teaching him how 
to love and lead the people he had chosen and called. 
 
Again, his thoughts drifted back to the burning bush. Strange, he didn’t often think of it, yet 
tonight it seemed like the whole of his life was spread out before him. At first, his meetings 
with God had been the stuff of high drama, at the bush, on the mountain – fire and thunder 
and lightning; then later, as he grew closer to God, in places and at times which were much 
more part of every day life. Yet whatever the context, God had been there, guiding, 
advising, revealing more of his purposes and how they were being brought into being…. Still 
majestic and awe-inspiring, yet at the same time, closer than any human friend. Moses 
began to sense that God might be there with him now, in the stillness. Not saying. Just 
being. Just accompanying him through this night as all these memories surfaced and 
subsided. 
 
Moses slept. 
 
A shiver woke him. He could tell from the quality of the dark that it was just before dawn. In 
another time he had woken at this hour and climbed the mountain to meet with God. Later 
today he would strap his sandals on one last time and climb a different mountain to meet 
with God for another journey. For now, he pulled his blanket more tightly around him and 
rested, so as to be ready, to take his final steps walking humbly with his God. 
 
Deuteronomy 34: 1-6 
 
 


