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Introduction
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The night is quiet, the village of Nazareth wrapped in a stillness that only the late hours can bring. As I sit in my small workshop, hands resting on the familiar grain of worn wood, I feel a sense of calm settle over me, like the warmth of God’s hand on my shoulder. My life has been humble, shaped by simple tools, routine labors, and devotion to a calling I still cannot fully grasp. By trade, I am a carpenter, but by God’s plan, I am much more: the husband of Mary, the protector of Jesus, and, though I may never fully understand it, the Terror of Demons.

How can a simple man, tasked only with caring for his family, come to be feared by those who lurk in the shadows? My strength does not come from sword or shield, for I wield neither. I have no earthly power, no grand title. Yet, God has entrusted me with something greater—the duty to shelter and guard His son. I have felt it in moments of peril, such as when we fled to Egypt with the darkness of Herod’s wrath at our backs, Mary clinging to our son, and myself, praying with every breath, every step, that the Lord would shield us. There is a power that rises within me in those moments, something beyond my own strength. This power, I believe, is the fear that demons have—the knowledge that no harm will touch my family while I am here.

There is a story behind every scar on my hands, the hands that have held fast to both my son and my faith, hands that have stood between my family and the dangers of this world. From the time I was a boy, learning my father’s craft in the cool shade of his workshop, to the night I vowed to protect Mary, I have known hardship and challenge. Yet through every trial, I found myself drawn closer to God. My father Jacob was the one who taught me to work with patience and precision, but my soul was shaped by God Himself. I was not raised to fear suffering, nor to run from adversity, but to meet it with courage and resolve.

As a young man, I often sought solitude in the highlands, working beside my Saba Heli, learning the craft that would one day become my life’s work. It was here, in the fields, that I first understood the strength of God’s creation, the way stone and wood yield only when worked with care and intention. I learned of the Good Shepherd from those shepherds, men who fearlessly defended their flocks against wolves and thieves. I never imagined then that God would one day entrust me with His own Lamb.

When Mary and I were betrothed, my heart was filled with a quiet joy. She was young and full of grace, a woman whose heart was so close to God that it seemed to radiate His light. I loved her, but I knew she was not meant for me alone. She belonged to something much larger. When the angel came to me in that first dream, revealing that she carried a child conceived by the Holy Spirit, I felt a fear and awe unlike any other. But there was no question, no hesitation in my heart; I would stand by her. It was in that moment that I accepted my calling—a calling that would require not only courage but also humility, a calling to serve as father to the Son of God.

As the years passed, I watched Jesus grow, his curiosity boundless, his heart open and gentle. He would sit beside me in the workshop, hands tracing the patterns I carved into the wood, his eyes filled with wonder. Every lesson I could offer, every skill I could pass on, I did. But even then, I knew I was the one being taught. In his gaze, I found reminders of God’s love, of a patience I did not always possess on my own. Through him, I learned what it meant to truly be a father—to guide, to protect, to serve. I learned that fatherhood is not measured by blood but by the love that one is willing to pour out, without reservation.

There were difficult years, seasons of famine and cold, when the people of Nazareth struggled, when illness seemed to cling to every family. Those were the times I saw my neighbors’ true strength. We shared our bread, pooled our resources, and lifted one another in prayer. And Jesus, my son, would watch, taking it all in. I know that in those years, he saw not only the hardships but also the resilience of our community. He learned that faith is not shaken by adversity; rather, it grows stronger. He learned that strength is measured not by power but by love and sacrifice.

As for myself, I found a fierceness within that I had not known before. My hands, grown rough and scarred from years of work, were my tools, my way of building and protecting. They crafted cradles, tables, and tools, but they also shielded my family from harm, from hunger, from fear. In those days, I came to understand why the Lord might have chosen me, a simple carpenter, to be the earthly father of His Son. For it is not might that evil fears, but faith. And my faith was tested every day, through every struggle and challenge, forged in the fires of a life dedicated to God.

There were nights when I would awaken in the quiet hours, gripped by an unexplainable feeling—a foreboding, as though something unseen were watching, waiting. I would find myself on my knees, praying, feeling the presence of God’s protection around our home, sensing that the forces of darkness could not cross the threshold. I knew then, with certainty, that this was the reason I was called the Terror of Demons. I did not need to strike with my hands or wield a weapon; it was the strength of my faith that kept them at bay, a faith that stood between my family and those who would seek to harm them.

In the end, I am but a man, a servant of the Lord. My story is not one of greatness or renown. I have loved, I have protected, and I have obeyed. My legacy is not in the works of my hands but in the life of my son, in the way I have prepared him, shielded him, and loved him. As I stand here now, on the threshold of God’s mystery, I find peace in knowing that I have done all I could, that I have fulfilled my role.

And so, this is my story—not of greatness but of quiet, steadfast love, of battles fought in silence and sacrifices made in the dark. I have been called the Terror of Demons, but it is not by my own might. It is by the strength of the Lord, whose will I have followed, and whose Son I have been honored to call my own. 
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The Early Days
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Life wasn’t always as stable as it became. I was born in Nazareth, a bustling valley community with beautiful fields in the rolling hills which surrounded us.

I was too young to remember much about my grandfather, Matthan. He died when I was just a child, less than a couple years old.  I do remember calling him Saba Matty, or at least remember my mom and dad affectionately referring to Saba Matty.  Savta Estha, my dad’s mother, lived until I was eleven.  After Saba Matty died, his brother Heli took an active role in taking care of Savta Estha.  Uncle Heli was a stone worker and a very strong man.  He built many of the homes around Nazareth and often worked alone.  Savta Estha worried that he would be crushed by a wall, but he laughed it off, saying that his walls were strong, and would even keep out the evil one.  He was very religious and knew the scriptures well.  

Savta Estha spent many hours every day taking good care of me and my brother Cleo, while Ima and Abba, our mom and dad, worked the fields with many others from Nazareth.  It was such hard work, but they were happy to provide food for the table.

Mom’s parents, Saba Eliam and Savta Miriam lived in Cana roughly 9 miles away. They were close to go see a couple times a month and many times they came to Nazareth to see us.  It was always a treat to visit them or have them come and visit us, as they would bring Cleo and me grapes from their vineyard. They were so juicy and always tasted better than the smaller grapes from around here.  They often would bring a couple jugs of wine and olive oil to Ima and Abba which they would enjoy with friends and Savta Estha.  Sometimes, Ima and Abba would bring some to olive oil to the market so trade for meat for our sabbath dinner.

It was a difficult time, or so I’ve been told. Savta Estha often told is that God, in His providence, would provide for us, and she was right.  

Heli wasn’t just a skilled craftsman—he was a man of deep kindness and patience. From my earliest moments, he treated Cleo and me as his own grandsons, and we came to call him "Saba". He never forced it, but I knew from the way he cared for us that he truly was our grandfather in every way that mattered.

Saba Heli brought more than just financial stability; he brought warmth and security to our home. He taught me the value of hard work, the importance of faith, and the art of carpentry that would shape my own life. He wasn’t a man of many words, but his actions spoke volumes. His hands, rough and strong from years of labor, were always gentle with me, Cleo and my mom, dad and Savta Esther. As I grew older, he invited me into his shop, I learned more than how to shape wood—I learned how to live with integrity, humility, and faithfulness, all traits I could clearly see in my dad.
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The Shepherd’s Watch 
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As a young boy, I could hardly contain my excitement whenever my saba Heli invited me to join him on one of his trips. Going into the highlands was an adventure I lived for, a rare escape from the dusty streets of Nazareth. Today, we were going because some shepherds had asked for his help. Their sheepfold—made of stone—kept falling apart in certain places, leaving their flock vulnerable to the predators that prowled at night. Wolves, bears, and even wild dogs, they said. It was up to my saba to fortify it.

The journey was long. I rode behind him on the back of our donkey, gripping his robe as we made our way up the narrow, rocky paths. The cold wind bit at my cheeks, and the smell of pine filled the air. My fingers went numb as I held on, but I didn’t mind. This was my saba, and when he asked me to come along, I felt proud, like I was helping him with something important.

“Joseph,” Saba called over the wind as we climbed. “You’ll see today what it means to protect something valuable.”

I didn’t quite understand, but I nodded anyway. The way he said it made me feel like I was about to learn something big, something that mattered. We reached the highlands in the late afternoon, the sun sinking low and casting long shadows over the hills. The shepherds were waiting for us by the sheepfold, their faces lined with worry and exhaustion.

One of them, an older man with a long beard and tired eyes, pointed to a section of the wall that had collapsed. “It always falls here,” he said. “Every time we fix it, it crumbles again. We’ve lost sheep because of it.”

I looked at the weak spot. It didn’t seem like much, just a pile of loose stones, but I could feel the shepherd’s fear. I imagined what it would be like at night, hearing wolves in the darkness, knowing they were just waiting for the right moment to strike.

Saba knelt down by the crumbled section, running his hand over the stones, testing their strength. “The foundation isn’t deep enough,” he muttered. “That’s why it keeps falling.” He stood up and turned to me. “Joseph, bring me the pick.”

I scrambled to the donkey where we had stowed the tools, grabbing the iron pick Saba used for his stonework. It was heavier than I expected, but I carried it over, my heart racing. Saba smiled, taking it from me and kneeling down again.

As he worked, chipping away at the loose stones, he began to explain. “You see, Joseph, when a foundation is weak, nothing built on it can last. It’s the same with people. If we’re not rooted in something strong, we fall apart when trouble comes.”

I watched him in awe, my fingers aching from the cold as I helped him clear the rubble. Saba’s hands were rough but steady, his movements slow and careful. He made it look easy, but I could tell it wasn’t.

“The shepherds will guard their flock tonight,” he said, his voice calm as he set new stones in place. “They lay across the entrance of the sheepfold, blocking the only way in. They protect their sheep with their very lives.”

I felt a shiver run through me, not from the cold, but from his words. I pictured the shepherds lying there, facing the darkness, knowing wolves or worse could come at any moment. I swallowed hard. “Why do they lie there, Saba?” I asked, my voice quieter than I intended.

“Because the sheep are theirs to protect. They would rather die than let a predator in. Each sheep matters. To lose even one is a great sorrow for the shepherd.”

His words settled deep inside me. I could feel the weight of them, even if I didn’t fully understand. As we worked, Saba told me how the shepherds would sometimes hire men or use guard dogs to help, but the most important job was for the shepherd to guard the entrance. He lay there every night, his body the only barrier between the flock and the dangers lurking outside.

By the time we finished, night had fallen. The sheepfold stood strong again, the wall firm and unyielding. The shepherds thanked Saba, but he didn’t seem to care for the praise. For him, the
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