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I don’t want you to think I didn’t have the dream.  I did.  The angel did come to tell me that 
Mary was with child and that the circumstances were not disgraceful.  The angel told me the 
child was holy because the child was God’s.  The angel told me I should not be afraid to take 
Mary as my wife. 
 
In fact, the angel told me to consider the holy child mine.  He even told me what to name the 
child – Jesus – which in our language means “God saves,” because he would rescue his people 
from their sins. 
 
The angel told me all that.  Because, you see, the dream and the message were real.  At least 
they were real to me – so real in fact that the moment I woke up, I knew that I should not walk 
out on Mary as I had been planning to do.  After that dream, I knew I couldn’t divorce her.  No, 
from that moment on I knew we would be together and we would keep the child and that I 
would treat him as if he were mine.   
 
But there was more to it than that, and I don’t want you to misunderstand my motives. 
 
I’m not a mystic – I’m a carpenter.  But I believe in God and I believed in Mary.  And dream or 
no dream, I could not have done what I did if I had not really wanted to.  In fact, when the time 
came, I might have done it anyway. 
 
How can I say that? 
 
I love Mary.  And in my love, I wanted to do what was best.  She has always brought that out in 
me – my best, I mean. 
 
Before I met her, all I had was my carpenter’s shop – my companions were the tools of my 
trade and the works of my hands.  If it wasn’t for Mary – I probably would have grown old and 
rough there in that carpenter’s shop.   
 
But when I met her – my whole world opened up – she taught me to look at life in a brand new 
way.  Her smile – her hair – her voice when she sang – she loved me…and I loved her…and it 
gave me reason to live. 
 
How could I throw all that away? 
 
It may sound strange but I wasn’t really surprised by what the angel told me.  It made sense to 
me that God would choose my chosen one. 
 
So I did what I had wanted to do all along, and I did it with joy. 
 
After that though, I didn’t seem to make many of the decision about us – about where we 
would live, or for how long. 
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Augustus Caesar made us go to Bethlehem right before the baby was born.  To be honest 
though, I was happy to get out of Nazareth when we did.  People can be so mean and some 
were being pretty mean to my Mary, you know – looking at her, whispering behind her back but 
loud enough that she could hear.  Some even tried to talk me out of the marriage, too.  I was 
glad we were able to leave for a while.  But I was embarrassed when we got to Bethlehem and I 
couldn’t find a better place for us to stay. 
 
Jesus was born while we were there, and then I had another dream that told us to go to Egypt.  
The angel told me Herod was looking for the baby, wanted to kill him.  So I took us to Egypt, the 
land of my people’s bondage, to find freedom from Herod.  After Herod was gone, another 
dream told me to go back to Nazareth. 
 
I wasn’t so sure about that at first, remembering how cruel the people had treated Mary.  But it 
was home, and the angel did say that was what we ought to do.  And so we did.  I guess, once 
you start following dreams, it’s hard to stop. 
 
Where did my dreams come from?  I’ve often wondered that myself.  I can’t tell for sure, but I 
believe those dreams told me the truth about God, and about Jesus, too.  What I do know is 
this – those dreams were true enough to save us from Herod and get us home.   
 
They never steered me wrong. 
 
I guess that’s what happens when you follow God’s dreams for your life. 


