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​PREFACE

Joseph was not a hero in the way the world understands heroes.

He was a carpenter from Nazareth — calloused hands, honest heart, a quiet life built on wood and work and the woman he loved. He was not a prophet. He was not a king. He was not a man history would have noticed, had history not needed him.

And then heaven asked him to do something that went against everything he knew.

He said yes when he discovered that the woman he loved was carrying a child who was not his. He said yes when the angel came to him in a dream and asked him to believe the impossible. He said yes when the village watched, and whispered, and judged. He said yes when the road to Bethlehem was long and Mary's time was near. He said yes when there was no room — not in any inn, not in any house — and the only shelter was a stable. He said yes when the night came and they had to run, with nothing but the child and their lives.

Joseph never spoke a single word in the Gospels. Not one recorded sentence. Yet everything he did speaks — quietly, precisely, without asking to be heard.

This book tells his story. Not the story of the painted saint in the corner of the nativity scene, hands folded, eyes downcast. The story of the real man — the doubt that must have come first, the torment of a choice no human logic could justify, the fear, and then the decision. Made once. And then again. And then again.

Because Joseph teaches us that faith is not the absence of doubt. It is the choice to move forward despite it. That love is not a feeling that arrives and stays on its own — it is a decision, renewed every morning. That greatness does not announce itself. It shows up, does the work, and asks for nothing in return.

This is the story of Joseph. The man who said yes.

KARMEN-ITA
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​CHAPTER 1 THE UNEXPECTED RETURN
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Joseph was working the wood when he saw her. It was afternoon, and the sun entered the workshop at an angle, illuminating the dust suspended in the air like tiny particles of gold. His hands moved confidently over the piece of cedar he was smoothing, following the grain with the precision that only years of experience could give. The scent of fresh wood filled the air, mingling with the heat of the day and the honest sweat of labour. Joseph loved that time of day, when the light became softer and the village slowed its frantic pace. It was the moment when he could concentrate completely on his work, forgetting everything else, letting his hands speak instead of words.

Then he heard voices outside, in the alley. Women's voices greeting someone with surprise and curiosity. Joseph looked up from his work and approached the door, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand. What he saw made him stop suddenly, his heart suddenly beating harder in his chest. Mary. It was her, walking along the dusty road with slow steps, wrapped in her blue cloak now dusty from the journey. She was returning after three months' absence. Three long months in which she had been with her relatives in Judea, with her cousin Elizabeth, and in which Joseph had counted the days like a man counts the coins of a precious treasure.

He had not expected her so soon. He had thought she would stay away for a few more weeks, perhaps a month. Women usually stayed longer when they went to help a pregnant relative, especially if it was a miracle like Elizabeth's, who had conceived in advanced age after years of sterility. Yet there she was, crossing the village with that silent grace that had always distinguished her, but with something different in her bearing, something that Joseph could not yet define. He wiped his hands on his leather apron and left the workshop, feeling the heat of the road beneath his bare feet and the weight of the neighbours' gazes watching the scene with poorly concealed interest.

"Mary," he called, and his voice came out hoarser than he would have liked. She turned, and when their eyes met, Joseph saw something he had never seen before. A shadow of fear, perhaps. Or of secrecy. Or perhaps it was just the weariness of the journey, he told himself, trying to convince himself. But something inside him, something ancient and instinctive, knew it was not so. "Joseph," she replied, with a smile that did not quite reach her eyes, a smile that seemed to carry the weight of a thousand unspoken words.

He went towards her, crossing the road with a few determined steps, raising small clouds of dust with each step. He wanted to embrace her, hold her close, tell her how much he had missed her, how much he had counted the days of her absence like a condemned man counts the days that separate him from freedom. But something stopped him. Something in the way she held her hands clasped in front of her, in the way she lowered her gaze, in the way her body seemed to withdraw slightly, as if wanting to protect itself from something. Joseph stopped a step away from her, close enough to smell the scent of her cloak, but far enough to respect that invisible distance she seemed to have placed between them.

"You have returned," he said, trying to keep his voice steady, trying to hide the unease that was growing inside him like a shadow lengthening at sunset. "Yes," Mary replied, and her voice was as sweet as always, but there was something fragile in it, something that Joseph had never heard before. "I have returned." There was a moment of silence. A strange, heavy silence that had never existed between them. A silence that spoke louder than a thousand words. Joseph looked at her more closely, trying to understand what had changed. Her face was the same, sweet and serene as always, framed by the veil that covered her dark hair. But there was something different. Something in her eyes, perhaps. Or in the way she held her shoulders. Or perhaps it was just his imagination, he told himself, trying to banish the dark thoughts that were beginning to form in his mind.

"How is your cousin Elizabeth?" he asked, trying to fill that void with normal, everyday, reassuring words. "She is well," Mary replied, and for a moment her face lit up with genuine joy. "Very well. She is pregnant, you know? After all these years. It is a miracle." Joseph nodded. He had heard the news before she left. Zechariah, Elizabeth's husband, was a priest of the Temple. Everyone in the village had talked about it for weeks. A child in advanced age, when all hope now seemed lost. Truly a miracle. "And you?" Joseph asked, with a tenderness that tried to mask the unease that was growing inside him like a wave swelling before breaking on the shore. "How are you?"

Mary hesitated. Only for a moment, but Joseph noticed. Then she smiled again, that smile that seemed to carry an invisible weight, a secret too great to be contained. "I am well, Joseph. Thank you." He wanted to believe her. He wanted to believe that everything was as before, that in a few days they would celebrate their marriage, that they would build together a simple and happy life in Nazareth, a life made of honest work, of children who would fill the house with laughter, of serene old age under the sun of Galilee. But something inside him knew that nothing would ever be the same again.

"I must go," Mary said, lowering her gaze again. "My mother is waiting for me." "Of course," Joseph replied, stepping aside. She passed beside him, and for a moment the scent of her cloak enveloped him. A scent of myrrh and journey, of dust and distance, of something he could not define but that gripped his heart like a vice. Joseph watched her walk away along the alley, until she disappeared around the corner of the stone house, swallowed by the shadow of the sunset that was falling over the village.

Then he returned to his workshop, but he could no longer work. He sat on his stool, with his hands still dirty with sawdust, and stared at the unfinished piece of wood in front of him. Something had changed. He did not know what. He did not know why. But he felt it, as one feels the arrival of the storm in the still air before the wind, as one feels the earthquake in the unnatural silence of the animals. Mary had returned. And nothing would ever be the same again.

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 2 THE DIFFERENT LOOK
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The days that followed were strange. Joseph tried to convince himself that everything was normal, that Mary was simply tired from the journey, that she needed time to readjust to village life after three months spent elsewhere. But the more he observed her, the more he realised that something had profoundly changed. It was not just tiredness. It was something more subtle, more profound, something that showed through her gestures, her gaze, the way she moved through the streets of Nazareth.

On the morning of the third day after her return, Joseph saw her at the well. It was early, and the sun was just rising behind the hills, tinting the sky pink and gold. Mary was there with the other women of the village, queuing to draw water, with her terracotta jar resting on her hip. Joseph had stopped at the corner of the street, pretending to adjust his sandal, but actually watching her. There was something different in the way she held her shoulders, straighter, more aware. Something different in the way she listened to the chatter of the other women, with a gentle but distant smile, as if their talk of marriages and harvests and village gossip belonged to a world that no longer concerned her.

When it was her turn to draw water, Joseph noticed how her hands trembled slightly as she grasped the rope. He saw how she closed her eyes for a moment, as if she were praying or seeking strength from somewhere inside herself. Then she pulled up the water with slow and measured movements, filled the jar, and loaded it onto her head with that natural grace she had always had. But when she turned to leave, their eyes met. And in that look, Joseph saw something that took his breath away. Fear. Not fear of him, no. But fear of something greater, more terrible. Fear mixed with a determination he had never seen in her before, as if she were carrying an invisible weight that only she could see.

Joseph lowered his gaze, pretending to still be busy with his sandal, but his heart was beating hard in his chest. When he raised his eyes again, Mary was already far away, walking towards her house with the jar in perfect balance on her head, her blue cloak swaying slightly in the morning breeze. The other women watched her pass, and Joseph noticed their looks. Curious, searching looks, as if they too had sensed that something was different. Women have an instinct for these things, Joseph thought. They see things that men do not see. They hear things that men do not hear.

That evening, Joseph went to Mary's parents' house. It was customary for betrothed couples to see each other regularly, always under the supervision of the family, always in respect of traditions. Mary's mother welcomed him with her usual warm smile, offering him bread and olives, inviting him to sit in the courtyard where Mary's father was repairing a fishing net. Mary was there, sitting on a mat in the corner, sewing something by the flickering light of an oil lamp. She looked up when Joseph entered, and smiled at him. But even that smile was different. It was a smile that carried sadness, or perhaps compassion, or perhaps something that Joseph could not decipher.

They sat together, as they had done so many times before. They spoke of simple, everyday things. Of the weather, of the harvest, of the preparations for the wedding that was to be celebrated in a few weeks. But whilst they talked, Joseph could not stop observing her. He noticed how her hands rested from time to time on her lap, in a protective gesture he had never seen before. He noticed how her eyes filled with tears when her mother spoke of the wedding, tears that she quickly wiped away, pretending it was just the smoke from the lamp. He noticed how she avoided his direct gaze, as if she were afraid that he might read in her eyes something she was not yet ready to reveal.

When Joseph left that evening, walking through the dark streets of Nazareth towards his house, he felt a weight on his chest that he could not explain. The moon was high in the sky, almost full, and cast long shadows on the stone walls of the houses. The village slept, silent and peaceful, unaware of the torment that was growing in the heart of a young carpenter. Joseph stopped in front of his workshop, looking at the closed door, the tools hanging neatly on the walls, the wood stacked in the corner. This was his life. Simple, honest, predictable. A life of work and faith, of respected traditions and fulfilled duties. A life that in a few weeks he would share with Mary, the woman he had loved since they were children, the woman that God himself seemed to have destined for him.

But something had changed. Something that Joseph could not see but that he felt with every fibre of his being. Mary had returned different. She was no longer the girl who had left three months before. She had become something else. Someone else. And Joseph, whilst loving her with all his heart, whilst desiring more than anything else in the world to build a life with her, could not ignore that feeling of unease that was growing inside him like a shadow lengthening at sunset.

He entered his house, lay down on his pallet, and stared at the dark ceiling. Sleep did not come. He remained there, awake, listening to the sounds of the night, the distant call of an owl, the rustle of the wind through the olive trees, the beating of his own heart. And whilst he lay there, in the darkness, a question began to form in his mind. A question he did not want to ask, that he was afraid to ask, but that he could no longer ignore. What had happened to Mary in those three months? What had changed that sweet and serene girl into this woman who carried a secret too great to be contained? And above all, when would she find the courage to tell him?
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​CHAPTER 3 THE TRUTH REVEALED
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The truth arrived like lightning on a clear day. Joseph did not expect it, not at that moment, not in that way. It was evening, and he was closing the workshop when he saw Mary approaching along the road. She walked slowly, with uncertain steps, and even from afar Joseph could see that something was wrong. Her face was pale, her hands clutched her cloak as if trying to hold back something that was about to escape her. When she arrived in front of him, she stopped, and for a long moment she said nothing. They looked into each other's eyes, and in that look Joseph saw all the pain in the world.

"I must speak to you," Mary said, and her voice was barely a whisper. Joseph felt his heart tighten. He nodded, and let her into the workshop, closing the door behind them. The smell of fresh wood filled the air, mixed with the scent of oil from the lamps he had just lit. Mary stopped in the centre of the room, with her hands still clutched on her cloak, and for a moment it seemed she was about to collapse. Joseph took a step towards her, instinctively, wanting to support her, but she raised a hand to stop him. "No," she said. "Let me speak. I must tell you. I must tell you before someone else finds out, before the rumours start to circulate, before it is too late."

Joseph felt a sudden cold pass through his body, despite the warmth of the evening. "What must you tell me?" he asked, and his voice came out harder than he would have liked. Mary closed her eyes, breathed deeply, and when she reopened them, there were tears streaming down her face. "I am pregnant," she said. Two words. Only two words. But they were enough to make Joseph's world collapse. The silence that followed was deafening. Joseph stared at her, unable to move, unable to speak, unable to think. His brain refused to process those words, to accept the reality they represented. Pregnant. Mary was pregnant. But they were not yet married. They had not yet consummated the marriage. They had never even touched beyond their hands, respecting traditions, respecting the law, respecting God.

"How?" he finally managed to say, and the word came out like a gasp. Mary looked at him, and in her eyes there was a silent plea, a request for understanding that Joseph did not know if he could give. "It is not what you think," she said, with a trembling voice. "Joseph, please, listen to me. I know it seems impossible, I know it makes no sense, but you must believe me. I have not betrayed your trust. I have not betrayed our love. I have not betrayed God." Joseph took a step back, as if her words were physical blows. "Then explain to me," he said, and his voice was full of a pain he had never felt before. "Explain to me how it is possible. Explain to me how you can be pregnant if we have never... if you have never..."

Mary brought her hands to her face, and for a moment it seemed she was about to collapse completely. Then, with a visible effort, she straightened up, lowered her hands, and looked him straight in the eyes. "It is the work of God," she said. "I know it sounds mad. I know you cannot believe me. But it is the truth. Three months ago, before leaving for Judea, an angel appeared to me. The angel Gabriel. He told me that I would conceive a son by the work of the Holy Spirit. He told me that this child will be the Son of God, the Messiah that our people have been waiting for for generations. He asked me if I accepted, and I said yes. I said yes without knowing what it would mean, without knowing the price I would have to pay, without knowing that I would risk losing you."

Joseph stared at her, and every word she uttered seemed to distance him further and further from reality. An angel. The Holy Spirit. The Son of God. The Messiah. These were words that belonged to the Scriptures, to the prophecies, to the dreams of the prophets. Not to real life. Not to a girl from Nazareth. Not to Mary. "You are asking me to believe," Joseph said, and his voice was full of disbelief, "that you became pregnant without a man? That this child is the Son of God? Mary, listen to yourself. Listen to what you are saying. It is impossible. It is..." He stopped, unable to continue. The words died in his throat, suffocated by pain and confusion.

"I know," Mary said, and the tears now flowed freely down her face. "I know it is impossible. I know it sounds like madness. But Joseph, I know you. I know your heart. I know your faith. You believe in the Scriptures. You believe that God can do the impossible. You believe in the prophecies. Well, this is one of those prophecies that is being fulfilled. Right now. Right here. In me." Joseph shook his head, taking another step back. "No," he said. "No, you cannot ask me this. You cannot ask me to believe something that goes against all logic, against all reason, against all evidence. If you are pregnant, Mary, there is only one possible explanation. And it is not the one you are giving me."

The pain that crossed Mary's face was so intense that Joseph almost regretted his words. Almost. But the anger and betrayal he felt were too strong, too overwhelming. "You think I have betrayed you," Mary said, and it was not a question. It was a statement. "You think I have lain with another man. You think I have lied to you, that I have dishonoured you and my family and God himself." Joseph did not answer. He could not. Because that was exactly the conclusion his rational mind was reaching, however much his heart refused to accept it. Mary, the woman he loved, the woman he had always considered pure and holy, the woman who was to be his wife, was pregnant with another man's child. There was no other possible explanation.

"Go away," Joseph said, and his voice was broken. "Please, go away. I cannot... I cannot look at you now. I cannot think. I need time. I need to..." He did not finish the sentence. Mary looked at him for a long moment, and in that look there was all the love and all the pain in the world. Then she nodded slowly, turned, and left the workshop. Joseph remained there, motionless, listening to the sound of her footsteps fading into the night. When silence returned, he let himself fall onto his stool, with his head in his hands.

Pregnant. Mary was pregnant. And he, Joseph the carpenter, the righteous man who had always tried to follow the law and honour God, found himself facing an impossible choice. He could denounce her publicly, as the law required, and condemn her to stoning. He could repudiate her in secret, saving her life but destroying her reputation. Or he could believe her impossible story, her mad claim that this child was the work of God. But how could he believe something so absurd? How could a rational man, a man of faith but also of common sense, accept an explanation that defied every law of nature?

Joseph remained sitting there for hours, whilst the night grew deeper and deeper and the stars shone cold and distant in the sky. And for the first time in his life, he felt completely, absolutely, terribly alone.
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​CHAPTER 4 THE SILENCE OF STONE
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Joseph did not speak for three days. Not to Mary, not to his parents, not to anyone. He shut himself in a silence of stone, hard and impenetrable like the walls of Jerusalem. He went to the workshop at dawn, worked until sunset, and returned home when darkness had already enveloped the village. His hands continued to move over the wood, to plane, to smooth, to carve, but it was as if they belonged to someone else. His body performed the movements out of habit, out of muscle memory, whilst his mind was trapped in a vortex of thoughts that gave him no peace.

The people of the village began to notice his behaviour. Joseph had always been a man of few words, but cordial, always ready to exchange a greeting, to answer a question, to offer his help when necessary. Now instead he walked through the streets with his gaze fixed on the ground, avoiding anyone's eyes, barely responding when someone greeted him. The women at the well murmured amongst themselves, wondering what had happened. The men at the synagogue exchanged worried glances. Even the rabbi had noticed that Joseph, usually so attentive during prayers, seemed absent, lost in thoughts that took him far from the sacred words.

But no one dared ask him what was wrong. There was something in his silence that kept questions away, something so deep and painful that even the most curious held back. It was as if Joseph had built an invisible wall around himself, a wall made of pain and confusion and repressed anger. And behind that wall, in the silence of his soul, he fought a battle that no one could see.

Night was the worst time. When he closed the door of his house and found himself alone with his thoughts, the silence became deafening. He lay down on his pallet, staring at the dark ceiling, and Mary's words echoed in his mind like an echo that would not fade. "I am pregnant. It is the work of God. An angel appeared to me. This child will be the Son of God." Every time he repeated those words in his mind, they seemed even more absurd, even more impossible. Yet every time he tried to convince himself that Mary had betrayed him, something inside him rebelled.

He had known Mary since they were children. He had watched her grow up, had observed her become a woman. He had seen her devotion to God, her purity, her kindness. He had seen how she treated the poor, how she helped the sick, how she prayed with a faith that seemed to illuminate her from within. Could such a woman really have committed adultery? Could she really have betrayed him and then looked him in the eyes and told him such a mad story? No, Joseph thought. No, Mary was not capable of such a lie. But then, if she was not lying, if she truly believed what she was saying, did it perhaps mean that she had gone mad? That something had happened to her in Judea, some trauma, some shock that had made her lose her sense of reality?

Joseph got up from the bed, unable to remain still, and walked back and forth in the small room. His hands clenched into fists, then opened, then clenched again. He wanted to scream, he wanted to cry, he wanted to break something. But he did none of these things. He remained silent, because silence was the only thing he could control in a world that suddenly no longer made sense.

On the third day, his mother came to see him. She knocked on the workshop door in the late afternoon, when the sun was beginning to set and the shadows were lengthening on the dusty roads. Joseph looked up from the piece of wood he was working on and saw his mother on the threshold, her face marked with worry. "Joseph," she said, with that sweet voice she had used when he was a child and had hurt himself playing. "My son, what is happening to you? For days you have not eaten, not slept, not spoken. People are worried. I am worried."

Joseph looked at her, and for a moment he was tempted to tell her everything. To tell her about Mary, about the baby, about the impossible story of the angel. But the words died in his throat. How could he explain something he himself did not understand? How could
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