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Walking in Uncertainty
Mary came to the workshop today. Smiling as always, she asked about the neighbouring family who commissioned me to repair a cart wheel. One of the children is very ill, and Mary wants to know whether she might go and visit them.
Tomorrow we will leave Nazareth. A caravan will travel along the Jordan Valley route, and it seems like the best way to get to Bethlehem. Which begs the question: why didn’t we start the journey earlier? Of course I didn’t just wait until my wife was about to give birth to set out on an eight-day journey through the desert.
The announcement of the census ordered by the Romans took us by surprise a couple of months ago. As soon as we received the order to relocate, I talked to Mary. I insisted that she could stay in Nazareth until the Child was born, but she refused:
“Joseph, I am your wife, and I will go wherever you go. Besides, the prophecies say that the Messiah will be born in Bethlehem. All of this is part of God’s plan.”
Once we made the decision, we started to prepare. I asked some merchants when a caravan heading to Bethlehem would pass through Nazareth. I took on more jobs than usual to save some money, which sometimes meant working extra hours at night. Mary sold bread in the Nazareth market and even made beautiful palm-woven baskets to offer to the wealthier families of the village. You should have seen her, with her big eyes full of excitement, offering her goods to the neighbours.
We’ve never had much money, but in those weeks it seemed to slip through our hands like water in a river. One of my relatives died, and we used part of our savings to bury him. My hand saw broke, and I had to buy materials to make another. A heavy storm opened a hole at the entrance of the workshop, and much of the wood I was working with became unusable because of the damp. There came a point when I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. So I chose my usual solution: talk it over with Mary. Our sense of humour came to our rescue, although I confess that we cried a little too.
Meanwhile, we waited for news of the merchants’ caravan we would join to travel to Bethlehem. December arrived, and it still had not come to Nazareth. I began to worry and think about other options. Travelling alone was unthinkable: we wouldn’t risk the danger of crossing such a long desert route by ourselves. One day, I walked to Cana of Galilee to see if any merchants were leaving from there toward Bethlehem, but I had no luck there either. Once again, I talked to Mary; throughout the conversation, she kept her usual calm, but I could see the concern in her eyes. We concluded that if the caravan did not arrive within the next three days, I would travel alone to Bethlehem, and Mary would go to live with her cousin Elizabeth.
Two days later, at dusk, news arrived that a caravan had set up camp on the outskirts of Nazareth. This very morning, I left the village to make the necessary arrangements with the merchants and to travel with them. Everything is ready, but time is pressing.
I am worried. I wish things had been different. I do not know where we will stay when we arrive in Bethlehem, nor whether I will find work soon enough to provide for my family. I trust in God, but even so, I am afraid. I think of Mary’s smile… She has faith in God and, because of that, she trusts in me.
Tonight, after closing the workshop, I went with Mary to visit that family and their sick child. We left them the wooden toys I made months ago for Jesus, that we will not be able to take with us to Bethlehem now.
When we returned home, I noticed a star I had not seen before. Mary saw it too.
“Look, Joseph. It’s as if it came out just for us. How good God is: He never leaves us, not even for a moment!”
I may not understand much, but Mary does. She is right. How good God is… for choosing me to be by her side.
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God Looks at the Heart
We have been walking for two days now. Today we passed through the Valley of Jezreel, the most fertile plain in northern Israel, under heavy winter rain. For the first time in several weeks, I’ve had time to reflect more carefully on my current situation.
I know that God does not make mistakes. He knows why He thought of me to care for Mary and the Child. But even so, I feel uneasy. Did I do right in bringing them to Bethlehem? Have I put them in danger?
I try not to dwell too much on my doubts. I remember that when I was a child, my father explained to me that we often get distracted by problems whose solutions do not depend on us and stop paying attention to those we could actually solve. That’s why, on the first day, I focused on finding a donkey or a mule for Mary among the merchants travelling with us. One of them, a man from Ein Karem named Eleazar, agreed to lend me one of his pack animals when he learned that Mary was related to Zechariah.
“This donkey has never carried a person, but I don’t think there will be a problem. I don’t understand, Joseph… What are you thinking, travelling with your wife in this condition?”
Frankly, I don’t understand it either. I have a knot in my stomach and hardly any appetite. Mary insisted that I eat several times today, and I did it only to please her. She is very good, and her trust in God means that she is still calm, but she was quieter than usual this afternoon.
I also asked several merchants whether they knew of any inn in Bethlehem where we might stay for the first few nights. The general answer was that there are several places, but the flow of travellers has increased because of the census, so no one knows which ones will have space for more guests. Another problem that I can’t resolve yet. I’m trying to leave it in God’s hands.
Tonight we are camping on the outskirts of Shunem. The name of the town brings to mind the story of the prophet Elisha. According to the Scriptures, a married couple welcomed him here, building a room in their own house so that he could spend the night. I mentioned it to Mary, who replied thoughtfully, “You’ll see, Joseph: God will find a place for us, too, when we arrive in Bethlehem.”
The night is cold, and the dampness of the valley makes it hard to stay warm. I helped Mary lie down near the fire we lit and gave her my cloak. I hope she can rest better. Although she hasn’t said so, I suspect she has not slept well in the last two nights. The donkey I got from Eleazar lay down near Mary, like it wanted to keep her company.
I am not quite sure what I am doing. Why would God have asked this of me? Could He not have found someone with more experience, greater financial resources, more connections?
I already know what Mary’s answer would be: she would tell me that God looks at the hearts of men and at their capacity to love, beyond their abilities or their successes. I only wish I could trust as she does, to have a little of her faith. That is what I ask of God today.
In the sky, the stars shine brightly. That star which appeared a couple of days ago seems to be following us, as if it were God’s gaze. On earth, the Mother of God sleeps beside a pack animal, guarding the greatest secret in the history of humanity, with a smile upon her lips.
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I Am Not Alone: I Have a Family
We have been walking for four days now. We are following the course of the Jordan River, heading toward Jericho. From the camp, I can hear the water rushing past, mingling with the voices of the merchants passing by.
Mary is sleeping. After several sleepless nights, she has finally managed to fall asleep, overcome by exhaustion. I haven't gotten much rest either; I wake up over and over again during the night, just to make sure she’s all right.
Yesterday, as we passed through the city of Beisan, I stopped to watch the quiet lives of the families living there. Ever since then, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about what we left behind in Nazareth. I may have been distracted by the novelty of the first few days of the journey, but now I confess that I’m starting to feel a quiet sadness. Everything I’d planned for my life was there in Nazareth: my work, my friends, the Child’s cradle already prepared, Mary’s family…
Have you ever felt alone? Do you know what it is like to miss your family or the city where you grew up? I know that I am never truly alone, that God goes with me, but even so, there is a constant, hammering pain in my chest.
What is hardest now is not knowing whether we will ever return home. I hope we can go back once the census is over, but even then, it will take time to gather the money necessary to travel again.
I do not know whether to speak of this with Mary. I want to, but I worry about making her suffer. She is afraid, too, I know, although her absolute trust in God gives her immense inner strength. It is curious: God has asked me to protect Mary and the Child, but most of the time I feel that they are the ones protecting me. Mary is the bravest person I know, and in her eyes, I find the faith that I still lack.
This morning, while we were breaking camp, Mary spoke with an older woman who was travelling in our caravan with her only son. The woman, interested in our route and the reasons for our journey, was especially moved when she noticed my wife’s pregnancy.
“Being a mother is a thrilling adventure,” she said to her, “but it is also very hard, because your happiness comes to depend on that of your children. When they suffer, you suffer even more.”
Mary did not reply, but her eyes shone with the pure hope of a woman looking forward to motherhood. I’ve seen a similar look in the eyes of other young mothers, back home, and I’ve been thinking about that woman’s words all day. God asked me to care for Mary and the Child, yes, but He did not stop there: He’s chosen me to be the father of his family here on Earth. I already love Jesus and Mary with my whole self, and that love will carry me to the very end of the road, even when it involves suffering.
I believe I’ve found the secret to overcoming my fear of uncertainty: my love for my family makes everything worthwhile. All I can ask for now is for God to make my heart bigger and bigger.
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Between Weariness and Hope
We are on the sixth day of the journey now. A storm forced us to delay our departure from Jericho when we went through the city. I think that was God’s providence: the most challenging part of the route begins tomorrow, and Mary needs rest.
Two opposing forces are at odds within me. On the one hand, there is weariness. We’ve been walking for days, and my body is starting to feel it. The constant worry of not knowing what awaits us in Bethlehem adds extra tension to the journey. And the weather doesn’t help either: the cold seeps into my bones. At times I wonder if I’ll ever be warm again.
On the other hand, I have a joyful kind of hope that sustains my spirit in a way that’s hard to explain. I’m walking beside Mary and the unborn Messiah. That certainty alone is enough to set my heart alight. Mary is smiling, and the star that has shone for us since Nazareth is guiding us in the sky, like a beacon of hope.
Maybe this tension is familiar to you. You know that God is with you, that it’s worth continuing to fight, that He is faithful to his promise and supports you at every step. At the same time, your hope is at war with intense exhaustion, the effort of trying and trying, and falling and getting up again without rest.
I talked to Mary about it, and she grew thoughtful. Looking toward the horizon, where the sun was setting and the darkness of night was beginning to spread across the desert, she said, “Sometimes our souls are like this landscape. There are lights, and there are shadows. The variety of shades is only possible thanks to the unification that happens within us. The shadows are part of the beauty of this sunset. And we can never forget that God sees the full picture.”
Her response calmed my heart. As always, she was right. It is just that, at times, the weariness of the struggle clouds my sight. Maybe it clouds yours too, on occasion. Believe me when I say we are very fortunate to have Mary by our side. As the Mother of God, she has the gift of seeing with the eyes of Heaven and, at the same time, with her motherly heart, she knows and fully enters into earthly realities. In this way, she is a true door of hope for all who wish to turn to her.
Travelling with us in the caravan is a family with two small children, who have grown especially fond of Mary. She tells them stories, talks to them about God, and explains how the world around us is the work of his creation. I am moved by the way she addresses them: with depth, yet using simple language that children can understand.
You may laugh, but I confess that at times I feel Mary speaks to me in that same way. There’s no sense of superiority about her. But she seems to understand that great truths are best conveyed simply. Moreover, I think God delights in what is small, because the unmerited nature of his love can be seen clearly in little things. Maybe that’s why He’s chosen me to be his father on earth.
Mary is beside me now, watching the star. I think she’s praying. In just over three days, we’ll arrive in Bethlehem. What awaits us there?
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Choosing to Trust
The last two days have been especially challenging. We walked about twenty-five kilometres, all uphill, as we made our way toward Jerusalem. Mary has not complained at any point, even though the terrain is particularly demanding, and I know it’s taken immense effort. Seeing her like this pains me. I wish I could do more for her.
Have you ever felt incapable of doing something you wanted to? I’ve hardly thought of anything else in the last two days. I’m good at my trade. I can explain to you, step by step, how to repair a cart without even seeing it. I can identify a type of wood simply from the smell it gives off when cut. I can choose the exact tool for each task at a glance. Yet here I am, uncertain about which path to take.
All that remains for me is to look at the star. It shines over Bethlehem to guide us with an unfading light that I think I see in Mary’s eyes, too.
We stopped in Jerusalem today. If all goes well, we’ll get to Bethlehem tomorrow. I’m worried because, given the number of pilgrims, I don’t know whether we’ll find a place to stay.
Being in Jerusalem is always meaningful for any Jew. When I contemplate its streets and the walls of the Temple in the distance, I cannot help but wonder whether Jesus will walk these streets one day. What will happen then? Will Jerusalem open its doors to receive the Messiah? Will its streets be lit up to welcome its God?
I don’t know what awaits Him. I only hope that many hearts will be ready to receive Him, because sometimes people fill themselves with worries and leave little room for what truly matters. I do the same thing. That is why I talk to Mary so much. She helps me keep peace within, making my heart ready to welcome the Messiah.
We were delayed somewhat on the ascent to Jerusalem, and ended up separated from the group because of Mary’s condition. An older man and his wife stopped to accompany us. They were especially moved to be walking alongside Mary. It was as if they already loved the Child who is to be born, as if He were their own. Because that Child has come to Mary and to me, yes, but in truth He has come for all the homes of the earth. And that elderly couple, without realising it, had already opened the doors of their home to the Lord. I want to learn from them.
As I observe our surroundings, I find myself asking, “Why me?” Why did God choose me when so many others are so much more capable? But that might be the wrong question. I think I should be asking how I respond to God’s invitation.
Despite everything, I am full of hope. Even now, when I am tired and not entirely sure what to do, the star is shining over Bethlehem. And if God, who changes the course of the stars, paints the sunsets, and makes the trees dance with the summer breeze, is with us, how can I fail to be at peace?
At this time tomorrow, we will be in Bethlehem. Very soon, God will look upon the world through the eyes of a newborn child. And I will look upon Him.
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God Sleeps in My Arms
Only two days have passed since I last wrote, but they feel like an eternity. So many things have happened in such little time!
We arrived in Bethlehem yesterday, shortly after midday. After saying goodbye to the families we got to know on the journey, we began the difficult task of finding a place to spend the night.
I don’t want to go into too much detail. We didn’t find a place to stay. God’s timing is a mystery, and while I was walking from one inn to another, the time for the Child’s birth arrived.
All the doubts I’d felt up to that point — my lack of preparation, my exhaustion, my sense of helplessness — came to a climax. A terrible anguish took hold of my heart. God had chosen me to care for his family, and yet our situation could not have been more precarious. I prayed with all my strength as I walked Bethlehem’s streets, hoping I had somehow missed an inn.
I asked some children playing at a street corner. At first, they just whispered among themselves without answering me. But eventually the eldest offered to ask his father to lend us the stable where he kept his animals.
“It’s not much. There’s barely room for our mule, but at least you’ll be sheltered from the wind.”
A few hours later, the cry of a newborn filled the night.
I hardly know what to say about Jesus. He’s the most beautiful baby I’ve ever seen, though I’m sure all parents feel the same. Mary cleaned Him and wrapped Him in the swaddling clothes we’d brought while I cleaned out the manger. It seemed the best place to lay Him, since we don’t have a cradle.
Mary and I spent the night gazing at the Child. Before dawn, a group of shepherds brought us milk and bread and told us incredible stories of music and angels from Heaven. When they left, Mary fell asleep in a corner of the stable. The Child began to cry, and I took Him in my arms.
All my fears and worries, doubts and uncertainties, faded away as I looked at the newborn baby. God slept against my chest, entirely entrusted to my care. If God trusts me, how can I fail to trust Him? When all is said and done, I did what I could, and He took care of everything. I smiled to myself. When my father taught me to be a carpenter, he began by giving me small tasks, even though I think I got in the way more than I helped. Even so, he let me take part because he enjoyed the work being “ours.” Similarly, God wants the Christmas story to be ours: his, mine, and yours, too.
At dawn, I went out once more to look for an inn, without success. Still, I took the opportunity to offer my services as a carpenter everywhere I stopped. I hope to begin receiving some work soon, because our savings will last only a few more days.
I am at peace. In the sky, the star shines over the stable. On earth, Mary’s eyes shine as she watches the sleeping Child. And from the manger, God made Child waits and longs for you to come and see Him. I’m waiting for you too.
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