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​PREFACE
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IT ALL BEGINS WITH a young woman from Nazareth who says yes.

This book is the first volume of a trilogy that tells the oldest and newest story in the world — that of love, faith and hope embodied in three extraordinary lives.

Mary is the book of the announcement. Of the yes spoken without hesitation, before something no human word could contain. It is the book of the journey into the unknown, of the visitation, of the encounter between two women carrying the future within them. It is the book of the Magnificat — the song of praise that crosses the centuries and still resonates today in every heart that knows how to recognise grace.

Forty-four chapters to tell the mystery of the Annunciation, the journey to Judea, the embrace with Elizabeth, the canticle that magnifies the Lord, the three months of shared waiting and the return to Nazareth. Forty-four illustrated narratives to give voice, colour and form to a story that is both human and divine.

The trilogy will continue with Joseph — the book of doubt and trust, of the dream that changes destiny, of the journey to Bethlehem and the flight into Egypt. And it will conclude with Jesus — the book of public life, of the word that saves, of the cross and the resurrection.

But it all begins here.

It all begins with Mary.

KARMEN-ITA
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​CHAPTER 1

​

​THE ANNOUNCING ANGEL APPEARS IN THE HEAVENS
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In the kingdom of heaven, where time does not flow as it does on earth and space bends to the will of the Eternal, an extraordinary movement attracts the attention of all the angelic hosts. It is not just any movement: it is the beginning of something that will forever change the relationship between Creator and creature, between heaven and earth, between the infinite and the finite. The angels, who for millennia have sung the glory of God and served in his presence, perceive that something new is about to happen, something that not even they, in their celestial wisdom, had ever imagined possible.

Among the myriads of luminous spirits that populate paradise, one is called. His name resounds through the celestial spheres with an authority that admits no hesitation: he has been chosen for the most important mission ever entrusted to an angelic creature. It is not about leading an army, not about tearing down the walls of an enemy city, not about liberating a people from slavery. It is about carrying a message that will seem impossible, incredible, even scandalous: God himself is about to become man, the Eternal is about to enter time, the Infinite is about to be enclosed in a human womb.

The angel manifests in his full celestial glory, a figure of majesty and grace that perfectly embodies the dual nature of the message he carries: divine power and infinite tenderness. His wings spread wide, magnificent, each feather a masterpiece of celestial design that captures and reflects the light of paradise. They are not wings like those of earthly birds, made of organic matter and subject to the laws of physics: they are visible manifestations of his spiritual nature, of his ability to move freely between dimensions that for humans remain separated by an unbridgeable abyss.

The angel's face is serene, almost sweet, but in his eyes shines a profound awareness. He has contemplated the glory of God face to face, he has listened to the counsels of the Most High, he knows the divine plan in all its audacity and beauty. He knows that he is about to bring to earth not a command but an invitation, not a decree but a proposal, not an imposition but a request that totally respects human freedom. This makes his mission even more delicate: he must convince without compelling, he must reveal without overwhelming, he must announce the impossible in such a way that it becomes believable.

The robes that envelop him are of a richness that speaks of his divine origin. The deep blue of the main tunic is the colour of the sky at twilight, when day meets night and everything seems possible, when the veil between worlds grows thinner. It is the blue of eternal faithfulness, of truth that never changes, of the unfathomable depth of the divine mystery that is about to be revealed. The gold that decorates the edges and seams is not vain ornament: it is a reflection of God's own glory, light solidified into visible form, splendour that cannot be contained but overflows in every detail.

One hand is raised in a gesture of blessing, the fingers arranged according to the ancient formula that invokes the Trinity. It is not a gesture of command but of offering, not of imposition but of gift. The angel knows that he is about to bring the most beautiful news that humanity has ever received, but he also knows that this news will require immense courage from the one who receives it. He blesses in advance that young woman who still knows nothing, who lives her daily life in a forgotten village, unaware that she is about to become the meeting point between heaven and earth.

Around the angel, the paradisiacal sky opens in shades of gold and light that have no equivalents on earth. Luminous clouds, made not of water vapour but of divine glory, arrange themselves in majestic formations. Distant stars shine with particular intensity, as if the entire cosmos were aware of the importance of this moment. The light that permeates everything does not come from an external source: it is the very light of God that illuminates his kingdom, that uncreated light that existed before the sun and moon were created.

Other angels can be glimpsed in the distance, luminous figures observing with reverence and curiosity. They too want to understand this mystery, they too desire to peer into the depths of the divine plan. But they know that their role, for now, is only that of witnesses. The message will be carried by one alone, to one alone, at a precise moment that the Eternal has chosen since before the foundation of the world.

The angel prepares himself. Soon he will leave the glory of paradise to descend to earth. He will cross the boundary between the eternal and the temporal, between the perfect and the imperfect, between absolute light and the shadows of the mortal world. But he does not go reluctantly: he goes with joy, because he knows that he is about to witness the greatest act of love the universe has ever seen. God becoming man. The Infinite becoming finite. The Eternal entering time. And it will all begin with a "yes" spoken by a young woman in a village called Nazareth.

Heaven holds its breath. The mission is about to begin.
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​CHAPTER 2 

​

​THE ANGEL DESCENDS TOWARDS THE EARTH
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The moment of departure has arrived. The angel, who until an instant before was contemplating the glory of paradise, now folds his magnificent wings and begins the descent towards the mortal world. It is not a journey through space as we understand it: it is a crossing of dimensions, a passage from the realm of the eternal to that of the temporal, from absolute perfection to the imperfect reality where human beings dwell with their frailties and their hopes.

The wings move with powerful grace, each beat controlled and precise. There is no haste in this flight, but neither is there hesitation. The angel knows exactly where he must go: a small village in Galilee, a modest house, a young woman whose name is already written in the eternal plans of God. Mary. The name resonates in the angel's mind like a sweet melody, a name that will soon be pronounced with reverence by billions of voices throughout the centuries.

As he descends, the angel crosses layers of reality that overlap like transparent veils. In the upper part of his journey, everything is still golden light and celestial glory. The clouds are made of pure luminosity, the sky shines with that uncreated light that casts no shadows because it has no external source. It is the very light of God that permeates everything, that makes the invisible visible, that transforms the spiritual into something that even angelic eyes can contemplate.

The angel's robes move with the wind of his passage, the deep blue of the tunic rippling like water, the gold of the edges capturing and reflecting the celestial light. Each fold of the fabric tells a story of beauty and dignity, of contained power and manifest grace. They are not robes woven by human hands: they are visible manifestations of the angel's very nature, of his purity, of his dedication to divine service.

But as he descends, something begins to change. The golden light of paradise gradually starts to fade, to blend with different hues. The first hints of the earthly world appear: a sky that is no longer pure gold but tinged with azure, with pink, with the colours that humans see when they raise their eyes to the firmament. In the distance, barely visible, the first shapes of the mortal landscape can be glimpsed: hills following one another gently, valleys opening between the heights, the earth waiting unaware for the message it is about to receive.

The angel is suspended between two worlds, literally halfway between heaven and earth. Above him, the glory he has left continues to shine, a constant call to his true home, to the place where he has served for countless aeons. Below him, the mortal world becomes ever more defined, ever more real. It is a world he knows well: he has seen its creation, he has witnessed the fall, he has observed human history unfold with its joys and its sorrows, its greatness and its miseries.

Yet, despite having seen all this, the angel does not look upon the world with contempt or detachment. In his eyes there is compassion, understanding, even a kind of tenderness. He knows that human beings are fragile, limited, subject to death and suffering. But he also knows that they are loved by God with a love that surpasses all understanding, a love so great that the Eternal himself is about to become one of them, to share their condition, to walk upon their earth with mortal feet.

The wind of his passage creates waves in the air, invisible disturbances in the fabric of reality. Birds flying nearby perceive something extraordinary and change course, guided by an instinct they cannot explain. The clouds part at his passage like a sea dividing before an irresistible force. Nature itself seems to recognise the presence of the celestial messenger and responds with silent reverence.

The angel carries with him not only a message made of words, but a presence that will transform everything it touches. Where he passes, the air itself seems to become purer, more luminous. It is as if a fragment of paradise were descending to earth, as if the boundary between the two realms were thinning, preparing the ground for the greatest miracle: the incarnation of God himself.

In the distance, still invisible to the human eye but already clear to angelic sight, Nazareth takes shape. An insignificant village, a tiny point on the map of the great Roman empire, a place that no historian would deign to mention. Yet it is there that history will change. It is there that the impossible will become reality. It is there that a young woman will speak a "yes" that will open the doors to the salvation of humanity.

The angel slightly accelerates his flight. Not out of impatience, but out of holy zeal, out of the burning desire to accomplish the mission entrusted to him. The wings beat with more intense rhythm, the body tilts downwards, the descent becomes more rapid. The golden sky above moves away, the earthly world below draws near. Soon he will touch the ground. Soon he will knock at a door. Soon he will speak the words that will change everything: "Hail, full of grace, the Lord is with thee."

The journey between heaven and earth continues. The messenger descends. History awaits.
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​CHAPTER 3 

​

​THE VILLAGE OF NAZARETH
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Nazareth. A name that appears in no important historical document of the time, a village so small and insignificant that not even the Roman historians bothered to mention it in their accounts. Yet it is here, in this forgotten corner of Galilee, that God has chosen to change the history of humanity. Not in Jerusalem, the holy city with its majestic temple. Not in Rome, capital of the empire that dominates the known world. Not in Alexandria, centre of culture and wisdom. But here, in this dusty village perched on the hills, where life flows slowly and unchangingly from generation to generation.

The houses climb up the hillside like flocks of white sheep, built with local stone that the afternoon sun tinges with warm gold. They are simple, modest dwellings, made to protect from summer heat and winter cold, not to impress or display wealth. The flat roofs serve as terraces where families gather on summer evenings, where grain is spread out to dry, where children play under the watchful gaze of mothers. Each house tells a story of daily toil, of honest work, of lives lived in simplicity and faith.

The streets are narrow, winding, following the natural conformation of the terrain rather than a precise urban plan. They are paths that have formed over the centuries, trodden by countless feet, furrowed by cart wheels, smoothed by the passage of generations. During the day they fill with life: women going to the well to fetch water, men returning from the fields or workshops, children running and playing, raising clouds of golden dust. But there is also much silence, that profound quiet of places where time seems to flow more slowly, where the seasons follow one another with predictable and reassuring rhythm.

Olive trees dot the landscape around the village, ancient trees with twisted trunks that have seen generations of inhabitants pass by. Their silvery crowns sway in the afternoon breeze, creating plays of light and shadow on the ground. They are precious trees: they provide oil for cooking and for lamps, wood for fire, shade during the hottest hours. Each family knows its own olive trees like old friends, tends them with dedication, gathers the fruit with gratitude.

In the background rise the hills of Galilee, gentle undulations that fade towards the horizon in shades of blue and violet. They are hills that have seen the history of Israel unfold through the centuries: patriarchs who walked upon them, prophets who preached there, kings who fought battles there. But now, in this period of Roman domination, they seem asleep, waiting for something that no one can define, a waiting that permeates the very air.

Few figures move through the streets at this hour of the day. An elderly man with a staff walking slowly towards home, his cloak covering his head to protect him from the sun. A woman with a pitcher on her head, the upright and graceful posture that comes from years of practice. Perhaps a child chasing an escaped goat, his cheerful cries breaking the silence. They are scenes of daily life, ordinary moments that repeat day after day, year after year, in a cycle that seems eternal.

None of them knows that today is different. None perceives that an angel is descending from heaven, that a message is about to be delivered, that a young woman from their village is about to become the meeting point between heaven and earth. They continue their normal activities, unaware that history is about to divide into a "before" and an "after", that this forgotten village is about to become famous throughout the world, that the name "Nazareth" will be spoken with reverence by billions of people throughout the centuries.

The afternoon sunlight bathes everything with a particular sweetness, that golden light that makes even the humble beautiful, that transforms rough stone into gold, that makes even the dust of the road shine. It is as if nature itself were preparing for something special, as if creation perceived that its Creator is about to take an extraordinary step towards his creatures.

In one of these modest houses, indistinguishable from the others, lives a young woman named Mary. Her house has nothing particular about it: same stones, same flat roof, same wooden door worn by time. From the outside, no one could imagine that right there, in that humble dwelling, the greatest miracle in history is about to take place. That right there, within those simple walls, the Infinite will choose to become finite, the Eternal to enter time, God to become man.

Nazareth continues its daily life, unaware and tranquil. But not for long. Soon, an angel will knock at a door. And nothing will ever be the same again.
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​CHAPTER 4 

​

​MARY'S HOUSE
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To cross the threshold of this house is to enter a world of simplicity that borders on poverty, yet pervaded by a silent dignity that no wealth could buy. The walls are of whitewashed stone, a white that time has made warm, lived-in, stained here and there by the traces of daily life. There are no elaborate decorations, no frescoes or mosaics: only the essential purity of walls that protect, that welcome, that transform a space into a home.

Light enters through a small window, a modest opening that frames a fragment of the Galilean landscape: the hills following one another gently, perhaps a nearby olive tree, the blue sky promising another sunny day. But it is enough. That light, filtered and softened by its passage through the narrow opening, bathes the room with a particular sweetness, creating an atmosphere of peace that invites contemplation, prayer, the silence of the soul.

The floor is of beaten earth, smoothed by years of treading, covered here and there by hand-woven mats. They are simple mats, made with local materials, but woven with care, with that attention to detail that reveals love for one's home, however humble it may be. On one of these mats Mary sits to pray, to work, to rest during the hottest hours of the day.

The furniture is sparse and essential. A low table, of the type used throughout the Middle East, where meals are consumed sitting on the floor or on cushions. Its wooden surface bears the marks of daily use: small dents, oil stains, scratches that tell stories of broken bread, of shared food, of hands that have worked and prayed. A stool of rough wood, perhaps built by Joseph in his carpenter's workshop, solid and functional without pretensions of elegance.

A terracotta pitcher rests in a corner, its porous surface keeping the water cool even in the hottest hours. Beside it, an oil lamp, small and simple, which in the evening hours will diffuse its flickering light, creating dancing shadows on the white walls. They are humble objects, but necessary, part of that daily life that repeats with reassuring rhythm: going to the well to fetch water, lighting the lamp at sunset, preparing food, keeping the house clean and welcoming.

The ceiling is low, supported by dark wooden beams that contrast with the white of the walls. They are sturdy beams, cut from the trees of the surrounding hills, worked by hand, laid with care to last for generations. Between the beams, woven mats or branches cover the spaces, creating rudimentary but effective insulation against summer heat and winter cold.

Everything in this room speaks of chosen poverty, of life lived with the necessary but without the superfluous. There is no misery here, not that desperation born of forced deprivation. There is instead a different richness: the richness of simplicity, of freedom from possessions that weigh one down, of the ability to find joy in essential things. It is the home of one who has learnt that happiness is not measured in accumulated objects but in peace of heart, in authentic relationships, in lived faith.

Yet, despite the humility of this space, there is something special in the air. A quality difficult to define, a sort of waiting, as if the very stones knew that they are destined to witness something extraordinary. The light entering through the window seems sweeter than normal, the air purer, the silence deeper. It is as if this place had already been consecrated, already chosen, already prepared for the miracle that is about to take place.

Here Mary has lived her childhood, here she has learnt to pray from her mother's lips, here she has woven and spun, here she has dreamt of her future with that mixture of hope and fear that characterises every young woman. Here she has received the news of her betrothal to Joseph, here she has prepared her heart for marriage, for the life of wife and mother that she imagined awaited her.

But God has other plans. Plans that infinitely surpass every human imagination. This humble house, which no king would deign to visit, which no historian would bother to describe, is about to become the most sacred place on earth after the temple of Jerusalem. These simple walls are about to welcome an angel. This floor of beaten earth is about to be trodden by celestial feet. This modest room is about to resound with the words that will change history: "Hail, full
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