
The New Father

He looked at his child sleeping so soundly in his bed. Would he call him ‘son’? Would the child
call him ‘father’? He remembered back over the previous nine months. It had been a roller
coaster of events.

He had loved her for years before he could ask for her hand in marriage. Her large doe-like
eyes and long black hair captivated his attention the first time he saw her carrying water from
the well. He approached her parents and made his intentions clear. They were thrilled. He was
quite a catch.

He had his own thriving business and would soon be hiring an apprentice. His family was
well-known. He was kind and gentle, and the town’s residents thought it was a good match,
especially for her.

She was shorter than most girls her age, somewhat shy, and quiet. When she did speak, her
voice was soft and warm. There was a maturity about her from an early age. She could often be
seen walking by herself and singing softly. Her manners were impeccable. The village thought
she was a very special child who was turning into a beautiful young woman. When she came of
age and Joseph proposed to her, they all thought it was the perfect match. His age and strength
being a compliment to her youth and fragility.

When she came of age, they began planning the marriage. The whole village would be invited.
There would be dancing and toasts and good-natured teasing all around. Then they would leave
for a week for their honeymoon camping in the mountains. Villagers laughed at such a
honeymoon, but they both loved being outside, so it was perfect for them.

But then it happened. Looking at the sleeping baby, he remembered his initial shock and
disappointment. She had been unfaithful, and now she was pregnant. Was he expected to raise
another man’s child? He had to walk away when she told him about the visit from the stranger; it
was preposterous. She expected him to believe what?

He was worried she had lost her mind. She was acting so strangely, almost like she was in a
trance. They agreed she would visit her cousin immediately so he would have time to think and
decide what to do. No one else knew, not even her parents. He knew he could walk away, and
no one would blame him. But he loved her.

She had no decision to make. She would have the baby and love him regardless of whether he
decided to marry her. She would handle the gossip and shunning.



He knew he could walk away and let her deal with the fallout. But while she was gone, the same
stranger showed up at this house, and the stranger reiterated what he told her. The man sat
down in disbelief, head in his hands as he prayed. He told his parents he was heading to the
mountains for a couple of days. They were used to his mountain trips, knowing he needed time
alone on occasion.

He spent time at his favorite spot, a cloistered spot that overlooked a small stream. He loved
listening to the water gurgling. It helped him settle into a reflective state. He prayed on and off,
and after two days, he had his answer. What the stranger said was said with such authority he
knew he spoke the truth.

He hastened to bring her back from her cousin’s home. He knocked on the door. When she
opened the door, he asked if they could talk. They sat in the small courtyard. He took her hand.

“I had the same visit from the stranger you did,” he began. “I don’t know what to make of it, but
we both have been singled out for something miraculous. I don’t know why. I hope you will still
agree to marry me. Will you?”

Her beautiful face seemed to glow. “Of course, I will. I love you. That hasn’t changed. I know this
is hard. It’s still hard for me to believe. But I’ve felt the baby move inside me. That makes it more
real. I have the advantage there,” she said, smiling.

He was surprised at how mature she sounded. What was once a girl was now a woman. He
loved her more than ever. It wouldn’t be easy, but they would figure it out as they went along.

Joseph and Mary were married on a beautiful, sunny day. Her headwear was a beautiful pale
blue, contrasting her olive skiing and black hair. The celebration after the official ceremony was
much smaller than initially planned. Many in the community refused to attend, feeling the bride
was a scorned woman and the groom a fool, even though there was no way for anyone to know
if Joseph was the father or not. No matter what, it was a scandal and an insult to the close-knit
community. The newlyweds decided to move to a house further out of town until the gossip
calmed down.

The impending birth coincided with a required trip to Bethlehem, a three-day journey.
It was the first census taken by this new government, so Mary had to go, too. She was due any
day now, though, and Joseph was worried. How would they do this? But not doing it would
cause even more problems. He would walk, and Mary could ride the donkey. They would camp
out at night. They both loved the out-of-doors, and he knew they could manage. And Mary,
despite her small frame, was hardy.

“Mary, can you do this? It’s going to be tough. You can ride the donkey, and I can walk.
Hopefully, we can get back home before the baby comes.”



“Don’t worry, Joseph. I can walk, too. It will do me good. We’ll manage. Besides, you know I love
sleeping under the stars.”

That’s my Mary, all right, Joseph thought. No wonder she had been chosen by God.
They packed up. After all they’d been through already, this trip seemed minor. Besides, they
looked forward to time alone without all the wagging tongues. It would give them a chance to
talk. That first night was such a night.

As they sat around the fire, Mary asked, “Joseph, what did you think when I told you about the
man’s visit?” I mean, really.”

“I have to be honest. I didn't know what to think, Mary. I knew I loved you, but the whole visit by
the angel and carrying a child through divine intervention, well,.... But I remembered in Isaiah
where a virgin birth is promised. But when it’s a person you actually know, it seems far-fetched. I
was torn. I still loved you. Then, of course, I had my own visit, which settled it. But I will always
feel bad; I didn’t believe you right away.”

“Joseph, I wouldn’t have believed me, either. It wasn't until I saw my cousin that it became real
for me as well. Elizabeth confirmed it for me. Then I really knew for sure”.   Mary replied,
smiling.

“One thing is for sure; it’s going to be interesting. How does one even know how to bring up
God’s son? I mean, think about it, God’s son. I still can't fully comprehend it. Do I discipline our
son, or will he even require it? Again, the son of God, Mary.  It’s beyond anything anyone could
expect. God, come to earth. The long-awaited Messiah come to earth. And, to us! Who are we
that we would be chosen for such a blessing? And, a huge responsibilit, I might add. Will we be
told what to do as he grows up. Maybe regular visits from the angel to guide us? What do you
think, Mary?”

“I have the same questions, Joseph. We will know as we go along. Like you, I think we’ll have
further visits. At least, I hope so. I certainly didn’t expect my first child to be God’s child.”

“Mary, God has given us a blessing no one else on earth has or will ever have. There is only
one Jesus. We will keep praying and believe we will be led.”

“Yes, Joseph, that’s the only thing we can do. If God chose us, He will certainly lead us. We
have to trust.”

They spread their blanket under the stars, baby Jesus kicking Mary’s abdomen so strongly they
laughed as they caressed it. “I hope we can get back in time for the birth,” she said. “Do you
think we will find a room in Bethelem? It’s going to be teeming with people”.



“I hope so. I should’ve made the trip earlier and found a place, but you are so close to delivering
I didn’t want to leave you. Besides, I wanted to be with you when our son, God’s son, is born. I
can hardly speak those words; they sound so unreal. I’m sorry, Mary,” Joseph apologized.

“Don’t worry, Joseph. God will provide,” Mary replied.

The next morning they packed up and finished their second day’s journey. They once again fell
asleep under the starry sky that would soon be alive with the voices of angels singing. On the
third day, just before stopping to set up their tents, they came across some shepherds watching
their flock as dusk approached. They spoke with them for a few minutes. The shepherds gave
them some of their mutton for the rest of the trip, congratulating them on the upcoming birth of
their son and saying they hoped they’d run into them on their return trip.

The next day they entered Bethlehemm and it was already teeming with people. Joseph led
Mary and the donkeys to a sheltered spot while Joseph went into the inner city to find a room.
He was turned away at each lodging site. There were no rooms available anywhere. He found a
cave that would have to do. But how could he tell Mary she would spend the night in a damp
cave? He had failed her. Would he fail his son as well? But surely, the son of God wouldn’t be
born in a manager. Wasn’t this a good sign, though? Mary wasn’t going to have the baby here.
This was a sure indicator. God would not have his son born in a cave.

Joseph made a deal with the cave's owner and hurried back to Mary. He found her in pain, and
she told him her time was near.

“Oh, Mary, I’m so sorry. I couldn’t find a room, only an empty cave. But we have no choice now. I
will make it as comfortable as I can.”

Mary gasped at the sudden sharp pain. “Let’s hurry, Joseph. It’s getting dark. I will be fine. God
is watching over us. This is His son, after all.”

They settled in the cave, Joseph piling up all the blankets to make Mary comfortable. Mary's
labor was short, and soon she was holding the baby. Jesus looked like any baby. He sounded
like any baby.

Mary and Joseph couldn’t speak. They huddled together, cradling Jesus between them. They
were looking at God’s son. God’s son. How could this even be? They were silent for a long time,
and then they heard the words, “It’s all going to be OK. Trust in your God. You will be led every
step of the way. This is God’s son in whom it will be said, “I am well-pleased.”.

They didn’t see the angel, but his words were clear. They spent the night talking and rocking the
baby, tears often welling up in their eyes as they tried to make sense of this miracle.

Over the next few days, they huddled in the cave, caring for Jesus as any parents would. They
were feeding and caring for the son of God. How could this be possible. They remained



astounded by it all, and seeing the plan unfold over these few days, only underscored the
wonder. They made plans, both of them fully aware that their plans meant nothing anymore.
God would have his way.

This story is, of course, fictional. But many books have been written that take a deeper and
more imaginative look into what happens behind the scenes in Biblical stories. The series, The
Chosen, which I l love, does that as well.

We know very little about Mary and even less about Joseph. Some scholars believe Joseph
must have died sometime before Jesus began his public ministry because there would have
been mention of his death. Also,Jesus would not have asked his disciple, John, to care for his
mother as there would have been no need. There is a verse, John 4:26, where Joseph is
mentioned, and it could be construed that he is alive, but most scholars believe he wasn’t.

Could the angel have appeared to Mary and Joseph more than the times listed? Yes. Because it
isn’t mentioned doesn’t mean it couldn’t have happened. Only Mary and Joseph would know
that, and they may have told no one. I do think it’s a possibility. The only way we know anything
about the birth of Jesus is because Mary had to have told Matthew. Because Luke got much of
his research from Matthew, she may not have actually talked to Lukle. We know  Mary pondered
many things, and those ponderings are not recorded in the Bible.

Can you imagine? Really, can you only imagine what it was like for these two? There must have
been many unrecorded conversations between them although not even one is recorded. And
that’s OK. We know all we need to know.

The gospels cover only about three years, and during those three years, there are lots of gaps
because life fills in the spaces, doesn’t it? Even ours. Think about the last three years of your
life. If you could write a book covering every single moment of those years, it would be a huge
book. The four gospels combined are not that big. On the contrary, if you combined all the
stores together and eliminated the repeated ones, it would be a very small book, wouldn’t it?

It’s good to think through the gospel stories and see the players as people just like us. It makes
the people more real to us. It gives us a chance to put ourselves in the stories and ask
ourselves how we might behave. The more we understand that the Bible is a story about real
people, the more we will apply it to our own lives.

This was a quick write, but now that I’ve written it, I wonder, should it be a book?

Stay tuned next year.

God bless each of you, and have a safe and Merry Christmas.


