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JOSEPH’S STORY

My name is Joseph, Joseph son of Jacob and grandson of Matthan. I 
am proud to be a member of the kingly tribe of Judah, the tribe from which
King David and King Solomon came. And the tribe from which God had 
promised that the Messiah would come, the great king for whom the 
Jewish people waited.

When my story begins, I was proud also to be betrothed to a young 
woman called Mary. This was like being engaged in your culture, but more 
solemn and more binding. It was not possible for us simply to call off a 
betrothal – instead there had to be a divorce, just as there had to be after 
the marriage had taken place. I thought that Mary, my betrothed, was 
beautiful, and everyone knew that she was good, a woman who truly 
loved God. But then I made a shocking discovery! Mary told me that she 
was pregnant! I was devastated. I knew that the baby wasn’t mine, but it 
was almost impossible to believe that my good, my virtuous Mary had 
slept with another man. How could this be?

I certainly didn’t want to believe it, but it was easier to believe this 
than to believe Mary’s own story. She told a wild story about an angel 
appearing to her, and about God himself bringing about her pregnancy by 
the power of his Holy Spirit. Now, I believed in the mighty power of our 
God, and I believed in angels too. But I didn’t believe that an angel would 
appear to an ordinary woman like Mary, the betrothed of an ordinary man 
like me. So what was I to do? I was entitled to divorce Mary publicly, and 
to condemn her as an immoral woman. But I couldn’t bring myself to 
shame her publicly. Whatever she had done, I still loved her. And there 
was a part of me which wouldn’t let go of the conviction that she was a 
good woman. A part of me which thought that her wild story might just be 
true. So I decided to divorce her as quietly as possible.

But before I had been able to arrange for a quiet divorce, I had a 
strange and compelling dream. In this dream an angel of the Lord 
appeared to me. Not to a king or a prophet, not even just to my betrothed,
but to me! And God’s messenger confirmed Mary’s story, the story which I
had dismissed as too wild to be believed. The angel said, “Joseph son of 
David, do not be afraid to take Mary home as your wife, because what is 
conceived in her is from the Holy Spirit.” And not only that. The angel also 
said, “She will give birth to a son, and you are to give him the name Jesus,
because he will save his people from their sins.”

So when I woke from the dream, everything had changed. My 
beautiful Mary was still good and virtuous. But she was also still pregnant. 
Yet she was not pregnant with just any child. Her child was going to be the
long-awaited Messiah, the Saviour sent by God!



So I did what God had commanded me to do through his angel. 
Joyfully, I took Mary home as my wife. Yet I struggled to comprehend it all. 
My wife, my Mary, was going to be the mother of the Messiah, the mother 
of God’s Saviour-King. And this Saviour was going to grow up calling me 
“Dad”.

But I didn’t have much time to sit and ponder these things. Soon I 
had to get organised to travel to Bethlehem with a pregnant wife. It was 
not a good time for us to have to make such a long and tiring trip, but we 
had no choice. The emperor had issued his decree, and we had to go.

But when we got to Bethlehem there was no lodging suitable for a 
woman who was soon to give birth. And certainly no lodging worthy to be 
the birthplace of the Messiah. I was close to despair when eventually I 
found an innkeeper who was willing to help us. There was no room in his 
inn, but he offered to let us use the barn where he kept his animals. So the
Saviour-King sent by God was not born in a palace but in a barn. And we 
didn’t lay him in a beautiful cradle, the sort of cradle I would have made 
for him if we had stayed in Nazareth, but in a manger, the place where the
animals ate. This seemed very strange, but somehow I knew that this was 
God’s will, and that it said something about the kind of Messiah Jesus 
would be.

Then there were our first visitors. They were not wealthy people, or 
people of high social standing. They were shepherds, poor men who would
not have been welcome in a palace, or even in the house of a wealthy 
man. But they were welcome in our barn, and welcome to visit a King who 
was lying in a manger.

They came full of excitement, telling another story about angels. By 
now, however, I didn’t dismiss talk about angels as wild or unbelievable. 
So Mary and I listened receptively as they told their story. They said that 
they had been out in fields not far from the inn, keeping watch over their 
flocks during the night. Suddenly an angel of the Lord had appeared to 
them, and God’s glorious light had shone around them, and they had been
terrified. But the angel had said to them, “Do not be afraid. I bring you 
good news of great joy for all the people. Today in Bethlehem, King 
David’s special town, a Saviour has been born to you, who is none other 
than your Lord and Messiah. This will be your sign: you will find a baby 
wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.”

And then, these shepherds told us, a great crowd of God’s angels 
had appeared, singing God’s praises and saying, “Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace to all those upon whom his favour rests.” 
When these angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shepherds 
had hurried into Bethlehem to see the child about whom the angel had 
spoken.



So there they were in the barn, plain and simple men who were 
willing to listen to God. As I looked at these men, and at my beautiful wife,
and at this special child whom God had sent, my heart was filled with joy. 
And I realised that the God whom I worshiped was greater than I had 
thought, a God who did surprising and wonderful things. Our wonderful 
God had sent this child, whom we had been told to call Jesus, to be our 
Saviour, and the Saviour of every person who put his faith or her faith in 
him. Hallelujah! Praise be to our God!


