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Now this is how the birth of Jesus Christ came about. When his mother Mary was 

betrothed to Joseph, but before they lived together, she was found with child through the 

Holy Spirit. Joseph her husband, since he was a righteous man, yet unwilling to expose 

her to shame, decided to divorce her quietly. Such was his intention when, behold, the 

angel of the Lord appeared to him in a dream and said, “Joseph, son of David, do not be 

afraid to take Mary your wife into your home. For it is through the Holy Spirit that this 

child has been conceived in her. She will bear a son and you are to name him Jesus 

because he will save his people from their sins.” All this took place to fulfill what the Lord 

had said through the prophet: “Behold, the virgin shall be with child and bear a son, and 

they shall name him Emmanuel, “which means “God is with us.” When Joseph awoke, he 

did as the angel of the Lord had commanded him and took his wife into his home. He had 

no relations with her until she bore a son, and he named him Jesus. 

 

As much as I love this time of year, it also comes with a heightened degree of anxiety for me.  

Things to do, places to be, people to please… Christmas 2007 my husband and I were eagerly 

awaiting the birth of our first son, Joseph, named for my Dad…Joseph (Poppa Joe) … named 

for his Dad ... Joseph. Though the name has a special place in our faith and in my family, this 

passage made me step back and think of the man, Joseph, and what an incredible thing he was 

being asked to do. What was HIS anxiety like before the angel of the Lord appeared to him? It 

doesn’t quite compare to the anxiety of fighting Shelbyville Road traffic during the holidays. He 

chose to listen and to have faith, amongst, what I imagine, a community gossiping about those 

he loved. It causes me to wonder, “Would I have such faith? Could I have such faith and belief 

without questioning, and just know what was true?” In my heart I 

hope the answer is yes, but I wish I could be more confident.  

Shortly after my Dad was diagnosed with cancer, Poppa Joe and 

I were chatting on my back porch. He said he wasn’t scared. That 

he believed he had led a faithful life, devoted to God, his family, 

and to being a good man.  And he was confident that if he was 

healed or if it was his time, he had done his best. It was also the 

time he told me I was his favorite of all of my 6 siblings, but my 

sisters and brother don’t believe me…they should have the faith 

and confidence of Joseph. We all should. 

~ Jennifer Osborne 

 

 


