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INTRODUCTION 
The Silence That Speaks 
There is a peculiar silence at the heart of the Gospels. 

Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, the four canonical accounts of Jesus’s life, devote the vast 
majority of their narratives to a period of approximately three years: the public ministry of Jesus 
Christ from His baptism by John to His crucifixion and resurrection.  

These three years changed everything. They contain the Sermon on the Mount, the parables, 
the miracles, the confrontations with religious authorities, the calling of the disciples, the Last 
Supper, the agony in Gethsemane, the trial, the cross, and the empty tomb. In these three 
years, the Kingdom of God broke into human history with such force that time itself was divided: 
before Christ and after Christ, BC and AD. 

Yet before these three explosive years, there were thirty years of near total silence. 

Apart from the infancy narratives in Matthew and Luke, the miraculous conception, the birth in 
Bethlehem, the flight to Egypt, the return to Nazareth, and one single incident when Jesus was 
twelve years old, the Gospels tell us almost nothing about the first thirty years of Jesus’s life. 

Luke offers us one tantalising verse: “And Jesus increased in wisdom and in stature and in 
favour with God and man.” That is all. Thirty years compressed into a single sentence. 

This silence has puzzled and fascinated Christians for two millennia. Where was Jesus? What 
was He doing? How did the boy who debated the teachers in the Temple become the man who 
would proclaim the Kingdom with such authority? What happened during those hidden years? 

The silence is not accidental. The Gospel writers, inspired by the Holy Spirit, chose to focus on 
Jesus’s public ministry because that is where the salvific work occurred, where the teaching was 
given, where the signs pointed unmistakably to His identity as Messiah and Son of God. The 
hidden years were preparatory, formative, necessary, but not, in the economy of salvation 
history, the primary story the Gospels needed to tell. 

Yet the silence invites imagination. Not wild speculation that contradicts Scripture or invents 
fantastical tales, but reverent, biblically grounded imagination that asks: given what we know of 
first-century Jewish life, given what we know of Nazareth, given what we know of carpentry and 
family and Roman occupation and religious expectation, what might those years have looked 
like? 

This book is an attempt to answer that question. 

The Biblical Framework 
Before we begin, it is essential to establish what we know from Scripture, because everything 
that follows must be built upon this foundation. 

We know that Jesus was born in Bethlehem during the reign of Herod the Great, that His family 
fled to Egypt to escape Herod’s massacre of the innocents, and that they returned to settle in 
Nazareth after Herod’s death. We know that Joseph was a tekton, a craftsman, usually 
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translated as carpenter, though the word could encompass a broader range of building trades. 
We know that Jesus had brothers named James, Joses, Simon, and Judas, and that He had 
sisters, though they are not named. We know that at twelve years old, Jesus accompanied His 
parents to Jerusalem for Passover and remained behind in the Temple, astonishing the teachers 
with His understanding. 

We know that Jesus was raised in Nazareth, a small and rather insignificant village in lower 
Galilee. We know that He attended synagogue, learned the Scriptures, and was recognised as a 
teacher of unusual authority when He later returned to His hometown.  

We know that by the time His public ministry began, Joseph had apparently died, as he is never 
mentioned during Jesus’s adult life, whilst Mary is present at key moments, including the 
wedding at Cana and the crucifixion. 

We know that Jesus was baptised by John in the Jordan River at approximately thirty years of 
age, that He then spent forty days in the wilderness being tempted by Satan, and that He 
emerged to begin His public ministry in Galilee. 

These are the fixed points. Everything else is silence. 

The Approach of This Book 
This novel seeks to fill that silence with a story that honours both the humanity and divinity of 
Jesus Christ. It is a work of imagination, but imagination constrained by biblical truth, historical 
plausibility, and theological orthodoxy. 

The Jesus of these pages is fully God and fully man, as the Church has always confessed. He 
is sinless, yet genuinely tempted. He grows in wisdom and understanding, yet his awareness of 
His divine identity deepens over time. He experiences grief, joy, frustration, and love as a real 
human being, yet never ceases to be the eternal Son of God. This is the mystery of the 
Incarnation, and any attempt to portray Jesus’s hidden years must wrestle with this mystery 
rather than resolve it too neatly. 

The story imagines Jesus’s relationship with Joseph, the righteous man who raised Him and 
taught Him a trade. It explores the complex dynamics of a family in which one member is the 
sinless Son of God and the others are ordinary human beings struggling with ordinary human 
failings. It considers how Mary, who alone knew the full truth of Jesus’s identity, navigated 
motherhood under such extraordinary circumstances. It envisions the grief of Joseph’s death 
and Jesus’s assumption of responsibility as the family provider. 

It also plants seeds for the future. Some of the people Jesus encountered during His hidden 
years would later become His disciples. The reputation He built as a carpenter and a man of 
wisdom would precede Him when He began to teach. The prayers He prayed in solitude, the 
Scriptures He meditated upon, the temptations He resisted; all of this formed the foundation for 
the ministry to come. 

This is not a book that invents secret journeys to India or Tibet, nor one that imagines Jesus 
performing miracles during His childhood. Such tales, found in apocryphal gospels rejected by 
the Church, contradict the biblical portrait of Jesus’s hiddenness before His appointed time. The 
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Jesus of this book lives an ordinary life extraordinarily well. He works with His hands, supports 
His family, loves His neighbours, and waits for His Father’s timing. 

An Invitation 
The hidden years were not wasted years. They were the years in which the Word made flesh 
learned what it meant to be human. They were the years in which the Son of God experienced 
the dignity of labour, the pain of loss, the complexity of family, the weight of responsibility, and 
the long discipline of waiting. 

In our age of instant celebrity and constant visibility, there is something profoundly 
countercultural about a God who spent thirty years in obscurity preparing for three years of 
public ministry. There is something deeply instructive about a Messiah who worked as a 
carpenter before He worked as a preacher, who knew the feel of wood and stone before He 
spoke of building His church upon a rock. 

This book invites you into those hidden years. It is an invitation to imagine, to wonder, to see the 
familiar story from a new angle. It is an invitation to encounter Jesus not only as the miracle 
worker and teacher of the Gospels, but as the patient craftsman, the dutiful son, the grieving 
orphan, the man who waited three decades for His moment to arrive. 

The silence of Scripture is not a void. It is a space for reverence, for reflection, for the kind of 
imaginative engagement that deepens rather than diminishes faith. 

Come, then. Let us enter the carpenter’s shop in Nazareth. Let us meet the boy who would 
become the Saviour of the world. Let us walk with Him through the hidden years, and discover 
that they were never truly hidden at all, for God was there, preparing, forming, waiting. 

The story begins where the Gospels are silent. But it ends where they speak with unmistakable 
clarity: at the Jordan River, where the heavens opened, and the Father declared, “This is my 
beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.” 

Everything that happened in the hidden years led to that moment. 

This is the story of how. 
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CHAPTER ONE 
The Road to Nazareth 
The dust of the road clung to everything: to Joseph’s beard, to the folds of Mary’s headscarf, to 
the small sandalled feet of the boy who walked between them. They had been travelling for 
days, the three of them and the donkey that carried their few possessions, moving north through 
a landscape that seemed determined to remind them of their vulnerability. The sun was 
merciless. The road was long. And yet there was something in the air now, something that 
spoke of arrival rather than wandering, of settlement rather than flight. 

“There,” Joseph said, pointing ahead to where the hills rose green against the pale sky. 
“Nazareth.” 

Mary shaded her eyes and looked. The village clung to the hillside like a child to its mother’s 
skirts, small and unremarkable, its flat-roofed houses the colour of the earth from which they 
had been built. It was not Jerusalem. It was not even Bethlehem. But it was home, or would be, 
and after Egypt, after the years of exile, of living among strangers, of speaking a language that 
never quite felt natural on the tongue, the sight of those Galilean hills brought something close 
to relief. 

The boy said nothing. He walked steadily, His small hand in Joseph’s larger one, His eyes 
taking in everything with that peculiar intensity that had marked Him from the beginning. He was 
perhaps four years old now, old enough to remember fragments of Egypt but young enough that 
Nazareth would become His true home, the place that would shape Him in ways neither Mary 
nor Joseph could yet imagine. 

They had left Egypt when word came that Herod was dead. The old king, who had slaughtered 
the innocents of Bethlehem in his paranoid rage, had finally succumbed to the diseases that had 
been eating him from within. Joseph had received the news in a dream, as he had received so 
many of the instructions that had governed their lives these past years. An angel had come to 
him in sleep and said simply: “Rise, take the child and his mother, and go to the land of Israel, 
for those who sought the child’s life are dead.” 

So they had risen. They had gathered their belongings, said their farewells to the small 
community of exiles who had become their friends, and set out on the long road home. But even 
then, caution had been necessary. Herod’s son Archelaus now ruled in Judea, and the son was 
said to be as cruel as the father. Another dream, another warning, and Joseph had turned their 
steps north instead, towards Galilee, towards the village of his youth. 

Nazareth. A place so small it was mentioned in no ancient texts, so insignificant that it would 
one day prompt the question: “Can anything good come out of Nazareth?” Yet it was here that 
the Word made flesh would grow up, here that He would learn to walk and talk and work, here 
that He would spend the vast majority of His earthly life. 

They entered the village in the late afternoon, when the heat was beginning to lose its edge, and 
the shadows were lengthening across the narrow streets. People looked up from their work as 
they passed: women grinding grain, children playing in the dust, old men sitting in doorways. 
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Some recognised Joseph and called out greetings; others simply stared at the small family with 
the curiosity that strangers always provoke in small places. 

Joseph led them to a house near the edge of the village, a modest structure of stone and mud 
brick that had belonged to a distant relative who had died childless. It had been arranged, 
through letters carried by travellers, that Joseph could claim it. The house was small, two rooms 
and a courtyard, but it was sound, and it was theirs. 

Mary stood in the doorway and looked around at the bare walls, the packed earth floor, the 
single window that let in a shaft of dusty light. It would need everything: sleeping mats, cooking 
pots, oil lamps, and a grinding stone. They would have to start again, as they had started in 
Egypt, building a life from almost nothing. 

But she had done harder things. She had said yes to an angel. She had borne the Son of God 
in a stable. She had fled into the night with a newborn child, not knowing if they would survive. 
This, this was simply life, ordinary and manageable, and she found herself grateful for its very 
ordinariness. 

The boy explored the empty rooms with quiet curiosity, His small hands touching the walls, His 
feet testing the floor. He said nothing, but Mary saw the way He looked at everything, the way 
He seemed to be measuring and considering, as though He were already imagining what this 
place would become. 

Joseph set down their bundles and turned to Mary with a tired smile. “It’s not much,” he said. 

“It’s enough,” Mary replied. “It’s home.” 

That night, they slept on the floor wrapped in their travelling cloaks, too exhausted to do more 
than eat a little bread and cheese before lying down. But Mary lay awake for a long time, 
listening to the unfamiliar sounds of the village settling into sleep, feeling the strangeness of this 
new place. Beside her, the boy slept peacefully, His breathing soft and regular, and she found 
herself doing what she had done so many times before: pondering these things in her heart. 

Who was this child? She knew, of course, the angel had told her, and she had believed. But 
knowing and understanding were different things. She had carried Him in her womb, had felt 
Him move beneath her heart, had brought Him into the world in pain and wonder. She had 
nursed Him, changed Him, soothed Him when He cried. In all these ways, He was simply her 
son, as human and helpless as any infant. 

And yet. There was something about Him that had been there from the beginning, something 
she could not name but could not deny. A quality of attention, of presence, that seemed too 
large for such a small body. The way He looked at people, as though He could see past their 
faces into their hearts. The way animals quieted in His presence. The way even His crying, 
when He was a baby, had seemed somehow purposeful, as though He wept not from mere 
discomfort but from some deeper knowledge of the world’s sorrow. 

She did not speak of these things, not even to Joseph. How could she? What words could 
possibly contain the mystery of it? So she kept them, treasured them, turned them over in her 
mind like precious stones, waiting for the day when their meaning would become clear. 
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In the days that followed, they began making the house a home. Joseph repaired the roof where 
it leaked, reinforced the doorframe, and built a simple wooden frame for sleeping mats. Mary 
swept and scrubbed, hung a curtain to divide the sleeping area from the living space, and set up 
her few cooking implements in the courtyard. Neighbours came by with small gifts: a jar of oil, a 
basket of figs, a worn but serviceable grinding stone. The women of Nazareth were curious 
about Mary, this young woman who had left as a girl and returned as a mother, but they were 
kind in their curiosity, and Mary found herself grateful for their company. 

The boy helped in His own way, carrying small stones for Joseph, fetching water from the village 
well with Mary, always watching, always learning. He spoke little, but when He did speak, His 
words had a clarity that sometimes startled the adults around Him. Once, when a neighbour 
woman was complaining about her difficult mother-in-law, the boy looked up at her and said 
simply, “She is lonely.” The woman had stopped mid-sentence, stared at Him, and then burst 
into tears, because it was true, and she had never quite seen it before. 

Joseph found work quickly. Nazareth was small but growing, and there was always a need for a 
skilled craftsman. He was a tekton, a worker in wood and stone, and his hands bore the 
calluses and scars of his trade. Within a week, he had been hired to repair a wealthy farmer’s 
roof, and within a month, he had enough work to justify setting up a proper workshop. 

He chose a spot in the courtyard of their house, under the shade of an old olive tree. Here, he 
built a workbench, arranged his tools: the adze, the saw, the plane, the chisels that he had 
carried all the way from Egypt, and began the work that would sustain them for years to come. 

The boy watched everything. He was too young yet to be of real help, but He was never in the 
way. He would sit on a stone in the corner of the courtyard, His dark eyes following Joseph’s 
every movement, and sometimes Joseph would look up and catch Him staring with such 
intensity that it was almost unnerving. 

“Would you like to try?” Joseph asked one day, holding out a small piece of wood and a knife. 

The boy nodded solemnly and took them. His hands were small, His grip uncertain, but He held 
the knife as though He understood its purpose. Joseph showed Him how to cut with the grain, 
how to let the blade do the work, and the boy listened with absolute concentration. 

That night, Mary found a small wooden bird on the sleeping mat beside her son. It was crude, 
the work of a child’s hands, but it was recognisably a bird, and when she asked Him about it, He 
said simply, “I made it for you.” 

She kept it for the rest of her life. 

The village of Nazareth revealed itself slowly to them, like a flower opening. It was a place of 
rhythms and routines, of work and rest, of planting and harvest. The people were hardworking 
and pious, observant of the Law, faithful in their attendance at the synagogue. They were also 
poor, most of them, scratching a living from the rocky soil or hiring themselves out as day 
labourers to the larger estates in the valley below. 

There was a well at the centre of the village where the women gathered each morning and 
evening to draw water and exchange news. There was a small marketplace where farmers sold 
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their produce and craftsmen their wares. There was the synagogue, a simple stone building 
where the men gathered on the Sabbath to pray and hear the Torah read. 

And there were the Romans. Not in Nazareth itself, the village was too small to merit a garrison, 
but their presence was felt nonetheless. The roads they had built, the taxes they collected, the 
occasional sight of soldiers passing through on their way to somewhere more important. The 
occupation was a fact of life, like the weather, something to be endured rather than resisted. 
Most people kept their heads down and got on with their lives. 

Joseph and Mary settled into this rhythm. Joseph worked in his courtyard workshop, building 
and repairing, his reputation growing as word spread of his skill and honesty. Mary managed the 
household, ground the grain, baked the bread, drew the water, joined the other women at the 
well and in the fields during harvest. And the boy grew, as all children grow, taller and stronger, 
His limbs losing their baby softness, His face taking on the shape it would carry into manhood. 

But he was not like other children, and Mary knew it, and Joseph knew it, though they rarely 
spoke of it aloud. He never lied, not even the small lies that children tell to avoid punishment or 
gain advantage. He never fought with the other children, though He played with them readily 
enough. He never complained, never sulked, never threw the tantrums that were so common in 
the young. 

It was not that He was perfect in some cold, inhuman way. He laughed. He ran. He scraped his 
knees, got dirty, and came home hungry. But there was a quality to Him, a gentleness and a 
gravity, that set Him apart. The other children sensed it without understanding it; they were 
drawn to Him, and yet slightly wary, as though they knew instinctively that He was different. 

The adults noticed too. The rabbi at the synagogue, an old man named Eleazar who had taught 
Joseph when he was a boy, remarked to Joseph one Sabbath that the child had an unusual 
aptitude for learning. “He listens,” Eleazar said, “truly listens. And when He asks questions, they 
are not the questions of a child.” 

Joseph nodded, unsure what to say. How could he explain what he himself did not fully 
understand? 

One evening, as the sun was setting and the village was settling into its evening routines, 
Joseph sat in the courtyard with the boy beside him. They had been working together, or rather, 
Joseph had been working while the boy watched and occasionally handed Him a tool, and now 
they rested, enjoying the cool air after the heat of the day. 

“Abba,” the boy said, using the intimate Aramaic word for father, “why do you work with wood?” 

Joseph considered the question. It was not a simple question, though it might have seemed so. 
“Because it is my trade,” he said. “My father taught me, as his father taught him. It is how I 
provide for our family.” 

“But why wood?” the boy persisted. “Why not stone, or metal, or cloth?” 

Joseph smiled. “Wood is alive,” he said. “Or it was alive, once. Every piece of wood has a grain, 
a pattern, a character. You have to learn to read it, to work with it rather than against it. Stone is 
stubborn. Metal is hard. But wood… wood remembers what it was. It remembers being a tree, 
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reaching towards the sun, drinking from the earth. When you work with wood, you are working 
with something that once had life.” 

The boy was silent for a moment, His small face thoughtful. Then he said, “I would like to learn.” 

“You will,” Joseph said, and put his hand on the boy’s shoulder. “When you are old enough, I will 
teach you everything I know.” 

He did not know, could not have known, that this promise would shape not only the boy’s life but 
the very way He would speak of His Father’s kingdom. The parables of building and 
foundations, of wise and foolish builders, of trees and fruit, all of this would grow from these 
years in the workshop, from the feel of wood under His hands and the smell of sawdust in His 
nostrils. 

But that was still to come. For now, they were simply a father and son sitting together in the 
fading light, and that was enough. 

Mary watched them from the doorway, her heart full of a love so fierce it frightened her. She 
loved Joseph for his goodness, his steadiness, his quiet faith. And she loved her son with a love 
that was both utterly ordinary, the love any mother feels for her child, and utterly extraordinary, 
because she knew, even if she could not fully comprehend, who He was. 

The angel had said He would be great, that He would be called the Son of the Most High, that 
He would reign over the house of Jacob forever. But here He was, a small boy in a small village, 
learning to hand His father tools and asking questions about wood. The gap between the 
promise and the present was so vast that sometimes Mary felt dizzy trying to hold both realities 
in her mind at once. 

So she did what she had always done: she pondered these things in her heart, and she waited, 
and she trusted that the God who had begun this impossible work would complete it in His own 
time and His own way. 

The first year in Nazareth passed, and then another. The house became truly theirs, filled with 
the small accumulations of daily life. Joseph’s workshop grew busier. Mary’s belly began to 
swell with another child, James, who would be born in the spring and would be the first of 
several brothers and sisters for Jesus. 

And the boy continued to grow in wisdom and in stature, and in favour with God and man, just 
as the Gospel would one day record. But those words, so simple and so brief, contained 
multitudes. They contained the daily rhythm of work and prayer, of learning and playing, of 
family and community. They contained the mystery of the Incarnation unfolding in the most 
ordinary of circumstances: a carpenter’s shop in an insignificant village, a boy learning His 
father’s trade, a family making a life together. 

The hidden years had begun. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
The Workshop 
The workshop became the centre of their world. 

It was not much to look at: a covered area in the courtyard, open on two sides to catch the 
breeze and the light, with a packed earth floor and a roof of woven branches that Joseph had 
waterproofed with pitch. The workbench was a massive piece of oak that Joseph had salvaged 
from a fallen tree and shaped with his own hands. The tools hung on the wall in careful order: 
saws of different sizes, chisels arranged from smallest to largest, the adze with its curved blade, 
the plane that could shave wood to paper-thinness, the bow drill for making holes, the mallet 
worn smooth by years of use. 

There was a smell to the workshop that Jesus would carry with Him for the rest of His life: 
sawdust and sweat, olive oil and cedar, the sharp tang of fresh-cut wood and the deeper, 
mellower scent of timber that had been seasoning for months. It was the smell of work, of 
creation, of taking raw material and shaping it into something useful and beautiful. 

Joseph began teaching Him properly when He was six years old. Before that, Jesus had been 
allowed to watch, to hand tools, to sweep up the shavings at the end of the day. But now Joseph 
judged Him old enough to begin learning in earnest, and so the real education began. 

“The first thing you must learn,” Joseph said on that first morning, “is respect. Respect for the 
wood, respect for the tools, respect for the work itself.” 

Jesus nodded, His dark eyes serious. He stood beside the workbench, barely tall enough to see 
over its surface, His small hands resting on the worn wood. 

“Wood is a gift,” Joseph continued. “It comes from trees that took years, sometimes decades, to 
grow. When we cut down a tree, we are taking a life. Not a human life, but a life nonetheless. So 
we must not waste it. We must honour it by using it well, by making something that will last, 
something that will serve.” 

He picked up a piece of olive wood, its grain swirling in complex patterns. “See this? This tree 
grew on a hillside, probably not far from here. It felt the sun and the rain. It survived droughts 
and storms. All of that is written in the wood, if you know how to read it. The grain tells you 
which way the tree grew, where it faced the sun, and where it had to bend to survive the wind. 
When you work with wood, you are working with a story.” 

Jesus reached out and touched the wood, His small fingers tracing the grain. “It’s beautiful,” He 
said quietly. 

“Yes,” Joseph agreed. “And your job, as a craftsman, is to reveal that beauty, not to hide it. You 
work with the grain, not against it. You let the wood tell you what it wants to become.” 

Over the following weeks and months, Joseph taught Him the basics. How to hold a saw 
properly, letting the weight of the tool do the work rather than forcing it. How to use a plane, 
taking thin, even shavings that curled away from the blade like ribbons. How to sharpen a chisel 
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on the whetstone, maintaining the precise angle that would give it a keen edge. How to measure 
twice and cut once, because wood, once cut, cannot be uncut. 

Jesus learned quickly. His hands were small but steady, and he had a natural feel for the work 
that surprised even Joseph. It was as though He understood instinctively what Joseph was 
trying to teach, as though the principles of craftsmanship were already written somewhere deep 
inside Him. 

But Joseph did not rush Him. He knew that true skill came not from speed but from patience, 
from doing the same thing over and over until it became second nature. So he gave Jesus 
simple tasks at first: smoothing rough boards, sanding joints, sorting nails. Work that was 
necessary but not critical, work that would teach Him the feel of the tools and the materials 
without the pressure of creating something important. 

And as they worked side by side, Joseph talked. He talked about wood, tools, and technique, 
yes, but he talked about other things too. About honesty and integrity, about the importance of 
doing good work even when no one was watching, about the dignity of labour and the 
satisfaction of creating something with your own hands. 

“A man’s work is his prayer,” Joseph said one day as they were planing a long board together, 
working in rhythm, the two planes singing in harmony. “When you do your work well, when you 
give it your full attention and your best effort, you are honouring God. It doesn’t matter if you are 
building a palace or a simple stool. What matters is that you do it as well as you possibly can.” 

Jesus absorbed these lessons like dry ground absorbing rain. He watched the way Joseph 
treated every customer with the same courtesy, whether they were wealthy landowners or poor 
farmers. He saw how Joseph never cut corners, never used inferior materials, never charged 
more than the work was worth. He learned that a craftsman’s reputation was built slowly, over 
years, through consistent honesty and quality work, and that it could be destroyed in a moment 
by a single act of dishonesty or carelessness. 

There was a rhythm to the work that Jesus found deeply satisfying. The repetitive motions of 
sawing, planing, sanding—they created a kind of meditation, a space in which the mind could be 
both focused and free. His hands were busy, but His thoughts could wander, could pray, could 
ponder the mysteries that were already beginning to unfold in His consciousness. 

Sometimes, as He worked, He would think about His mother’s stories. She had told Him, in the 
way that mothers do, about His birth: the angel’s visit, the journey to Bethlehem, the stable, the 
shepherds, the wise men from the east. She had told Him about the flight to Egypt, about 
Herod’s rage, about the dream that had warned Joseph to flee. 

He did not fully understand what it all meant, not yet. He knew He was different, knew there was 
something about Him that set Him apart, but the full weight of His identity was still hidden from 
him, or perhaps hidden within him, waiting for the right time to be revealed. For now, He was 
simply a boy learning His father’s trade, and that was enough. 

Joseph, for his part, marvelled at the boy. He had raised Him as his own son, had loved Him as 
his own son, and yet he knew, how could he not know?, that Jesus was not truly his. The 
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circumstances of His conception, the angel’s words to Mary, and the dreams that had guided 
their flight and return all pointed to something beyond Joseph’s understanding. 

And yet, in the workshop, in the daily rhythm of work and teaching, Joseph could almost forget 
the mystery. Here, Jesus was simply his apprentice, his student, his son. Here, they were bound 
together not by divine decree but by the ancient bond of master and pupil, father and child, 
craftsman and heir. 

There was a particular joy in teaching that Joseph had not anticipated. He had always loved his 
work, had taken pride in his skill, but there was something different about passing that skill on, 
about watching understanding dawn in Jesus’s eyes when He grasped a new technique, about 
seeing His small hands grow more confident and capable with each passing week. 

Then, in the spring when Jesus was seven, James arrived. 

Mary’s labour was long but not difficult, and when Joseph heard the baby’s first cry, he felt the 
same wonder he had felt at Jesus’s birth, though without the accompanying terror and mystery. 
This was his son, his own flesh and blood, and the knowledge filled him with a fierce 
protectiveness. 

Jesus met His brother with quiet fascination. He stood beside Mary’s sleeping mat, looking 
down at the tiny, red-faced creature wrapped in swaddling cloths, and something shifted in His 
young face. “He’s so small,” Jesus whispered. 

“You were this small once,” Mary said, smiling despite her exhaustion. 

“May I hold him?” 

Mary glanced at Joseph, who nodded. Together, they showed Jesus how to support the baby’s 
head and cradle him gently. James squirmed and made small mewling sounds, and Jesus 
looked down at him with such tenderness that Mary felt tears prick her eyes. 

“Hello, James,” Jesus said softly. “I’m your brother.” 

The workshop changed after that. It had to. Mary needed help with the baby, and Jesus, as the 
eldest, was expected to do his part. Some mornings He would work with Joseph for an hour or 
two, then go inside to help His mother, fetching water, grinding grain, watching James while 
Mary prepared the midday meal. Joseph found himself working alone more often, though he did 
not mind. This was the rhythm of family life, and he was grateful for it. 

But Jesus never complained about the interruptions. He moved between the workshop and the 
house with the same quiet competence He brought to everything, as though caring for His baby 
brother was as important as learning to cut a mortise joint. And perhaps, Joseph thought, 
watching Him rock James to sleep one afternoon while Mary rested, it was. 

As James grew from infant to toddler, he became a fixture in the courtyard. He would sit in the 
shade near the workshop, playing with wood scraps and watching his father and brother work. 
Jesus would pause periodically to check on him, to bring him water, to show him some small 
treasure, a piece of wood with an interesting grain, a smooth stone, a beetle crawling across the 
ground. 

12 



“Gentle,” Jesus would say when James grabbed at things too roughly. “See? Like this.” And He 
would guide James’s small hand, teaching him to touch rather than grab, to observe rather than 
destroy. 

Joseph watched these interactions with growing appreciation. Jesus was patient in a way that 
seemed beyond His years, never irritated by James’s interruptions, never resentful of the 
attention the baby required. If anything, He seemed to delight in His role as older brother, finding 
joy in James’s discoveries and laughter. 

When Jesus was perhaps eight years old, Joseph gave Him his first real project: a simple 
three-legged stool. “It’s for your mother,” Joseph said. “She needs something to sit on when 
she’s grinding grain. I want you to make it.” 

Jesus looked up at him, His eyes wide. “By myself?” 

“I will help you,” Joseph said, “but the work will be yours. You will measure, you will cut, you will 
join. And when it is finished, you will give it to her, and she will use it, and every time she sits on 
it, she will remember that her son made it for her.” 

They worked on the stool together over several days. Joseph showed Jesus how to measure 
the legs so they would be exactly the same length, how to cut the mortises that would hold them 
in place, and how to shape the seat so it would be comfortable. He taught Him about balance 
and proportion, about the way three legs were more stable than four because they could adjust 
to an uneven floor. 

James watched from his spot in the shade, occasionally toddling over to examine the work, his 
chubby fingers reaching for the tools until Jesus gently redirected him. “Not yet, little one,” Jesus 
would say. “When you’re bigger, Abba will teach you too.” 

Jesus worked with intense concentration, His tongue caught between His teeth, His small face 
furrowed with effort. When He made a mistake, and He made several, Joseph showed Him how 
to correct it, or when correction was impossible, how to adapt the design to accommodate the 
error. 

“Mistakes are part of the work,” Joseph told Him. “No craftsman is perfect. What matters is how 
you respond to your mistakes. Do you give up? Do you try to hide them? Or do you learn from 
them and find a way to make the work still good?” 

When the stool was finally finished, Jesus sanded it until it was smooth as silk, then rubbed it 
with oil until the grain glowed. It was not perfect—the legs were slightly uneven, and one of the 
joints was a bit loose—but it was solid, functional, and made with love. 

He presented it to Mary that evening, carrying it carefully across the courtyard, his face a 
mixture of pride and nervousness. James toddled after him, chattering incomprehensibly. 

Mary looked at the stool, then at her son, and her eyes filled with tears. “It’s beautiful,” she said, 
and she meant it. She sat on it right then, testing it, and though it wobbled slightly, she smiled 
and said, “Perfect. Absolutely perfect.” 

Jesus beamed, and Joseph, watching from the doorway of the workshop, felt his heart swell 
with a pride that was both fatherly and something more. He was teaching this boy carpentry, 
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yes, but he was also teaching Him about love, about service, about the satisfaction of creating 
something that would make another person’s life a little easier, a little better. 

The seasons turned. Summer gave way to autumn, autumn to winter, winter to spring. And with 
the spring came another child: Joses, born when Jesus was nine, and James was two. 

The house grew more crowded, more chaotic. Mary moved through her days in a constant state 
of motion, nursing the baby, chasing the toddler, managing the household, and preparing meals. 
Jesus helped where He could, and Joseph marvelled at how naturally He took to it. He would 
carry Joses when Mary’s arms were full, would distract James when he grew fussy, would sing 
to both of them in the evenings, His young voice clear and sweet. 

The workshop became a family space in a way it had not been before. James, now old enough 
to be curious about everything, would wander in and out, asking endless questions. “What’s 
that? Why are you doing that? Can I try?” 

Jesus would answer patiently, explaining in simple terms what they were doing, sometimes 
letting James hold a piece of wood or a tool under careful supervision. Joseph noticed that 
Jesus never seemed annoyed by the interruptions, never sent James away. Instead, He used 
them as teaching moments, showing James how to be careful, how to respect the tools, how to 
watch and learn. 

“He’s too young to understand,” Joseph said once, watching Jesus explain the grain of wood to 
a three-year-old who was clearly more interested in the wood shavings he could throw in the air. 

“He’s learning,” Jesus replied simply. “Maybe not the words, but he’s learning that this work 
matters, that it’s worth paying attention to. When he’s old enough to really learn, he’ll 
remember.” 

And Jesus was right. As James grew older, his play in the workshop became more purposeful. 
He would arrange wood scraps into patterns, would “saw” with a stick, and would hammer 
imaginary nails. He was learning through imitation, through observation, through the simple 
presence of being in a place where good work was done. 

By the time Jesus was ten, there were three younger brothers: James, now four; Joses, two; 
and Simon, a newborn. The house was full of noise, life, and the constant demands of small 
children. Mary’s face showed the strain of it sometimes, the exhaustion of caring for so many 
little ones, but she never complained. This was the life she had chosen, or the life that had 
chosen her, and she embraced it with the same quiet faith she brought to everything. 

Jesus moved between the workshop and the house with increasing ease, His role in the family 
becoming more defined. He was the eldest son, the helper, the one who could be relied upon. 
When Joseph was away on a job, Jesus would watch the younger boys. When Mary was 
overwhelmed, Jesus would take James and Joses outside, would play with them in the 
courtyard, would tell them stories or teach them simple games. 

And always, He was learning. Learning carpentry from Joseph, yes, but also learning about 
family, about responsibility, about the complex dynamics of siblings and parents and the daily 
work of keeping a household running. He was learning patience, the kind that comes from 
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dealing with a toddler’s tantrum or a baby’s crying. He was learning sacrifice, the kind that 
comes from setting aside your own work to help with someone else’s need. 

The workshop remained the centre of His education, but it was no longer a quiet place of 
focused instruction. It was alive with the sounds of family: James’s questions, Joses’s laughter, 
Simon’s cries from the house, Mary’s voice calling out reminders or requests. And somehow, in 
the midst of all this noise and chaos, Jesus continued to learn, continued to grow in skill and 
understanding. 

Joseph is now teaching Him more complex techniques. How to join two pieces of wood at an 
angle, how to carve decorative details, how to repair furniture that seemed beyond saving. And 
increasingly, Joseph found himself asking Jesus’s opinion on design questions, on how to solve 
a particular problem, on whether a piece was ready to be delivered. 

“What do you think?” Joseph would ask, and Jesus would study the work with those serious 
dark eyes, run His hands over the joints, test its stability, and then offer His assessment. And 
more often than not, His assessment was sound. 

One afternoon, when Jesus was working on sanding a table leg while James “helped” by 
collecting the sawdust in a small basket, a customer arrived. It was Eli, a shepherd from the hills 
above Nazareth, and he looked troubled. 

“Joseph,” he said, “I need your help. My son wants to get married, but I have nothing to give 
him. No land, no money. Just my flock. I was thinking… could you build him a bed frame? 
Something simple, but sturdy. Something that would last.” 

Joseph considered. “I could. But it would take time, and I have other work promised.” 

“I can pay,” Eli said quickly. “Not much, but…” 

“It’s not about payment,” Joseph interrupted gently. “It’s about time. I’m finishing a cart for the 
merchant in Sepphoris, and after that, I have repairs for the synagogue.” 

Jesus looked up from His work. “I could do it,” He said quietly. 

Both men turned to look at Him. He was ten years old, small for His age, His hands still bearing 
the softness of childhood despite the calluses that were beginning to form. 

“You?” Eli said, not unkindly, but with obvious doubt. 

“Under Abba’s supervision,” Jesus clarified, looking at Joseph. “You could check my work, make 
sure it’s sound. But I could do the basic construction. It would free you to finish the cart.” 

Joseph hesitated. It was a significant project, more complex than anything Jesus had attempted 
on His own. But he had been watching the boy work, had seen His skill developing, had noted 
the care He brought to every task. 

“A simple frame,” Joseph said finally. “Nothing fancy. Can you do that?” 

Jesus nodded. “Yes, Abba.” 

And so Jesus built His first major piece of furniture, working in the early mornings and late 
afternoons when the younger boys were asleep or occupied. Joseph supervised, offered 
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guidance, and corrected mistakes, but he increasingly found himself simply watching, marvelling 
at the way Jesus approached the work. 

There was something almost prayerful about it. Jesus would stand before the wood for long 
moments, studying it, His hands resting on its surface, as though listening to something Joseph 
could not hear. Then He would begin to work, His movements deliberate and sure, and the 
wood would yield to Him as though it wanted to become what He was making. 

James watched too, sitting cross-legged in his usual spot, his eyes following his older brother’s 
every movement. “When can I learn?” he asked one day. 

Jesus looked up and smiled. “Soon,” He said. “When your hands are a little bigger, when you 
can hold the tools safely. Abba will teach you, just like he taught me.” 

“Will you teach me too?” 

“If you want me to,” Jesus said. “I’ll teach you everything I know.” 

And there was something in the way He said it, some quality of promise and certainty, that made 
Joseph pause in his own work and look at his eldest son with a mixture of love and wonder. 
Who was this boy? What was He becoming? 

The bed frame was finished within two weeks. It was simple, as promised, but it was beautifully 
made. The joints were tight, the wood smooth, the proportions pleasing to the eye. When Eli 
came to collect it, he ran his hands over it in silence, then looked at Jesus with something like 
awe. 

“Your son has a gift,” he said to Joseph. 

“Yes,” Joseph agreed quietly. “He does.” 

After Eli left, carrying the bed frame on his shoulder, Joseph put his hand on Jesus’s head. “You 
did well,” he said. “Very well. Your work brought honour to this house and to the craft.” 

Jesus looked up at him, and in His eyes Joseph saw something that made his breath catch, a 
depth of understanding, a weight of knowledge that should not have been possible in a 
ten-year-old child. But then Jesus smiled, and He was just a boy again, pleased with His father’s 
praise. 

“Thank you, Abba,” He said simply. 

The workshop remained the centre of their world, but it was a world that was constantly 
expanding. More children came: Judas, born when Jesus was twelve, and two daughters whose 
arrivals brought a different energy to the household. The house was bursting at the seams, the 
courtyard always full of children playing, working or simply being. 

Mary managed it all with a grace that Joseph found miraculous. She nursed babies while 
supervising older children, ground grain while teaching daughters, and prepared meals while 
settling disputes. And through it all, Jesus was her right hand, the one she could always count 
on, the one who never needed to be told twice, who anticipated needs before they were spoken. 
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In the workshop, James was now old enough to begin real training. At six years old, he was 
where Jesus had been when Joseph first began teaching Him, and so the cycle began again. 
But this time, it was Jesus who did much of the teaching, with Joseph supervising. 

“Hold it like this,” Jesus would say, guiding James’s hands on the saw. “Let the tool do the work. 
Don’t force it.” 

James tried, his face screwed up with concentration, and the saw skittered across the wood, 
leaving a jagged mark. He looked up at Jesus, expecting frustration or criticism. 

But Jesus just smiled. “Try again,” He said. “It takes practice. I made that same mistake a 
hundred times when I was learning.” 

And so James tried again, and again, and slowly, gradually, he began to learn. Not as quickly as 
Jesus had learned, not with the same natural aptitude, but he learned. And Jesus taught him 
with the same patience Joseph had shown, the same careful attention to both technique and 
character. 

Joses and Simon watched from the sidelines, too young yet to participate but already absorbing 
the rhythms of the workshop, the sounds, smells, and movements that would one day be as 
familiar to them as breathing. The workshop was becoming what Joseph had always hoped it 
would be: not just a place of work, but a place of formation, where boys became men, where 
character was shaped along with wood. 

There were moments of pure chaos, of course. Moments when baby Judas would cry and need 
attention, when the girls would run through the courtyard shrieking with laughter, when James 
would drop a tool, or Joses would knock over a stack of wood. But somehow, in the midst of it 
all, the work continued. Furniture was built, repairs were made, and customers were served. 

And Jesus continued to grow, in height, in strength, in skill, in wisdom. He was becoming a 
craftsman in His own right, someone the villagers began to ask for by name. “Is Jesus here? I’d 
like him to look at this.” His reputation was building, not just for His skill but for His character, for 
the way He treated people, for the fairness of His prices, for the quality of His work. 

But He never sought the attention, never promoted Himself. He simply did the work, day after 
day, with the same quiet excellence He brought to everything. And when He wasn’t working, He 
was helping with His siblings, playing with them, teaching them, loving them with a patience and 
gentleness that seemed inexhaustible. 

Joseph watched it all with a heart full of gratitude and wonder. He was teaching Jesus carpentry, 
yes, but Jesus was teaching him something too, something about what it meant to be fully 
present, fully engaged, fully human. Something about how to love without reservation, how to 
serve without resentment, how to find joy in the ordinary rhythms of family life. 

The workshop was more than a workplace. It was a place of formation, of relationship, of love. It 
was where Jesus learned what it meant to be a son, to honour a father, to care for siblings. It 
was where He learned the value of patience, of persistence, of doing small things well. It was 
there that He learned that there was no work too humble to be done with excellence, no task too 
simple to be offered as worship. 
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And it was where Joseph, the righteous man who had said yes to an impossible calling, poured 
his life into the boy who was not his son by blood but was his son in every way that mattered. 
He taught Jesus everything he knew, not knowing he was preparing the hands that would one 
day break bread and bless it, touch the sick and heal them, and be pierced with nails for the 
salvation of the world. 

The workshop was where the hidden years unfolded, day by ordinary day, in the rhythm of work 
and rest, teaching and learning, father and son and brothers. And in that ordinariness, in that 
hiddenness, something extraordinary was being prepared. 

God was learning what it meant to be human. And He was learning it in a carpenter’s shop in 
Nazareth, surrounded by the noise and chaos and love of a growing family, under the patient 
tutelage of a man who loved Him. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
The Craftsman’s Reputation 
By the time Jesus was ten years old, He could do most of the basic carpentry work without 
supervision. His hands had grown stronger, His eye more accurate, His understanding of the 
craft deeper. Joseph still oversaw the more complex projects and made the final decisions about 
design and pricing, but he increasingly found himself working alongside Jesus as a partner 
rather than simply as a teacher. 

The people of Nazareth noticed. When they came to the workshop with their requests and their 
broken tools, they would often find the boy working at the bench, His young face serious with 
concentration, His hands moving with a confidence that seemed beyond His years. 

“Your son has a gift,” old Tobias the farmer said to Joseph one morning, watching Jesus repair 
the handle of a hoe that had cracked. “I’ve never seen a child work with such care.” 

Joseph nodded, pride warming his chest. “He listens,” he said simply. “And He learns.” 

But it was more than that, and Joseph knew it. There was something about the way Jesus 
approached the work that went beyond mere skill. He seemed to understand not just the 
technical requirements of a task but its purpose, its meaning. When He made a yoke for an ox, 
He thought about the animal that would wear it, shaped it so it would distribute the weight 
evenly, and sanded it smooth so it would not chafe. When He built a chest for storing grain, He 
considered how the family would use it, where they would place it, and how often they would 
need to open it. 

He worked with a kind of empathy that was rare in any craftsman, let alone one so young. 

The workshop became something of a gathering place. Men would come ostensibly to 
commission work or collect finished pieces, but they would linger, drawn by something they 
could not quite name. Perhaps it was Joseph’s quiet integrity, his reputation for fair dealing. 
Perhaps it was the quality of the work itself, the evident care that went into every piece. Or 
perhaps it was the boy, with His unusual gravity and His way of listening, that made people feel 
truly heard. 

Simon, a fisherman from Capernaum who had family in Nazareth, came one day to order a new 
mast for his boat. He was a big man, broad-shouldered and loud, with hands scarred by nets 
and weather. He stood in the workshop describing what he needed, gesturing expansively, and 
Jesus listened with complete attention. 

“The wood must be strong but not too heavy,” Simon was saying. “It must flex in the wind but not 
break. And it must be tall enough to catch the wind properly when we’re out on the lake.” 

Jesus, who was perhaps eleven by then, looked up from the piece He was sanding. “Cedar,” He 
said quietly. “Cedar from Lebanon would be best. It’s light and strong, and it resists the water.” 

Simon stared at Him. “How does a boy in Nazareth know about cedar from Lebanon?” 

“I read,” Jesus said simply. “And I listen. The merchants who come through talk about the timber 
trade. Cedar is what they use for ships in Tyre and Sidon.” 
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Joseph smiled. It was true; Jesus read everything He could get His hands on, and He had a 
memory that seemed to retain everything He encountered. But more than that, He had a way of 
connecting things, of seeing patterns and relationships that others missed. 

Simon ended up ordering the mast, and when it was finished, a beautiful piece of work, straight 
and true and perfectly balanced, he was so pleased that he told everyone in Capernaum about 
the carpenter in Nazareth and his remarkable son. It was the beginning of a reputation that 
would spread beyond the village, bringing customers from surrounding towns and, occasionally, 
even from as far away as Sepphoris, the regional capital that Herod Antipas was rebuilding in 
grand Roman style. 

Not all the work was large or lucrative. Much of it was simple repair work: mending broken 
ploughs, replacing worn handles, fixing doors that no longer hung straight. This was the bread 
and butter of a village carpenter, and Joseph taught Jesus to treat these small jobs with the 
same care and attention as the larger commissions. 

“The widow who brings you a broken stool is just as important as the merchant who orders a 
dining table,” Joseph said. “Perhaps more important, because she has less, and what she has 
matters more to her. When you fix her stool, you are not just repairing furniture. You are showing 
her that she matters, that her needs are worthy of your time and skill.” 

Jesus took this lesson to heart. He was unfailingly patient with the poor customers, the ones 
who could barely afford to pay, the ones who apologised for taking up His time. He would listen 
to their needs, assess the damage, and often find ways to make the repair more affordable 
without compromising the quality of the work. 

There was an old woman named Hannah who lived alone at the edge of the village. Her 
husband had died years ago, and her sons had moved away to find work. She survived on the 
charity of neighbours and the small amount she could earn spinning wool. One day, she came to 
the workshop carrying a wooden bowl that had cracked. 

“I know it’s not worth much,” she said, her voice apologetic. “But it was my mother’s, and I… I 
can’t afford a new one.” 

Jesus took the bowl and examined it carefully. The crack ran almost halfway around the 
circumference. It would be difficult to repair, and the repair would never be invisible. A lesser 
craftsman might have told her it was beyond saving, that she should buy a new bowl. 

But Jesus saw the way her hands trembled as she held it out to Him, saw the tears in her eyes, 
and He understood that this was not just a bowl. It was a connection to her mother, to her past, 
to a time when she had not been alone. 

“I can fix it,” He said gently. “It will take a few days, but I can make it whole again.” 

“I don’t have much to pay you,” Hannah said. 

“Then pay me what you can,” Jesus replied. “Or pay me nothing. It doesn’t matter.” 

Joseph, overhearing this exchange, said nothing. He could have pointed out that they, too, were 
not wealthy and could not afford to work for free. But he saw the look on Jesus’s face, the 
compassion in His eyes, and he knew that some things mattered more than money. 
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Jesus repaired the bowl using a technique Joseph had taught Him: drilling small holes on either 
side of the crack, lacing them together with thin strips of leather, and then sealing the crack with 
a mixture of sawdust and glue. When He was finished, the repair was visible but neat, and the 
bowl was functional again. 

Hannah wept when she saw it. She pressed a few small coins into Jesus’s hand, probably all 
she had, and thanked Him over and over. After she left, Jesus stood looking at the coins for a 
long moment, then put them in the box where they kept money for the poor. 

Word of such acts spread, as word always does in small communities. People began to see 
Jesus not just as a skilled craftsman but as someone who cared, someone who could be 
trusted, someone who treated everyone with dignity regardless of their status or wealth. 

The workshop became a place where people brought not just their broken tools but their 
troubles. They would talk as they waited for their work to be finished, and Jesus would listen. He 
rarely offered advice. He was still young, after all, but His listening itself seemed to help. There 
was something about the way He paid attention, the way He looked at people, that made them 
feel seen and valued. 

A young man named Eli, who was betrothed to a girl from a neighbouring village, came one day 
in obvious distress. He paced the workshop while Joseph worked on a cabinet, his agitation 
evident. 

“What troubles you, Eli?” Joseph asked finally. 

“Her father wants to call off the betrothal,” Eli burst out. “He says I’m not established enough, 
that I can’t provide for his daughter properly. But I love her, and she loves me, and I’m working 
as hard as I can…” 

Jesus, who had been quietly sanding a piece of wood in the corner, looked up. “Have you 
spoken to him yourself? Told him your plans, shown him that you’re serious?” 

Eli shook his head. “He won’t listen to me. He thinks I’m just a boy.” 

“Then show him you’re a man,” Jesus said. “Not with words, but with actions. Work harder. Save 
more. Build something, a house, a workshop, something that shows you’re thinking about the 
future. And be patient. Love is patient. If she truly loves you, she will wait. And if her father is a 
good man, he will see your character in time.” 

It was simple advice, the kind any elder might give. But coming from this boy, this carpenter’s 
son who was not yet twelve, it carried a weight that Eli could not explain. He left the workshop 
with his shoulders a little straighter, his despair replaced by determination. 

Six months later, he returned to thank Jesus. He had taken the advice, had worked tirelessly, 
and had saved enough to begin building a small house. The girl’s father, impressed by his 
dedication, had agreed to the marriage. 

Such moments accumulated, building Jesus’s reputation not just as a craftsman but as 
someone wise beyond His years. The rabbi Eleazar began inviting Him to read from the Torah in 
the synagogue, an honour usually reserved for older boys. The elders of the village would 
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sometimes ask His opinion on matters of dispute, and His answers, always grounded in 
Scripture, always fair, always compassionate, earned their respect. 

Yet Jesus remained humble. He never sought attention or praise. He simply did His work, 
treated people with kindness, and lived in a way that reflected the values Joseph had instilled in 
Him. 

Joseph watched all of this with a mixture of pride and wonder. He had taught Jesus carpentry, 
yes, but he had not taught Him this wisdom, this compassion, this ability to see into people’s 
hearts. That came from somewhere else, from something deeper. 

Sometimes, late at night, Joseph would lie awake and think about the boy sleeping in the next 
room. He would remember the angel’s words: “You shall call his name Jesus, for he will save his 
people from their sins.” He would remember the shepherds’ story of angels singing, the wise 
men’s gifts of gold, frankincense and myrrh. He would remember the sword of grief that had 
pierced his heart when they fled to Egypt, knowing that children were dying because of this child 
he had been called to protect. 

And he would wonder: when? When would the hidden years end? When would Jesus step into 
whatever destiny awaited Him? And what would that mean for their family, for their life together? 

But he kept these thoughts to himself. For now, Jesus was his son, his apprentice, his helper in 
the workshop. For now, they had their work, their family, and their place in this small village. For 
now, that was enough. 

The workshop continued its rhythm: the rasp of saws, the thud of mallets, the smell of fresh 
wood and oil. Customers came and went. Projects were begun and completed. The seasons 
turned. And in the midst of it all, Jesus grew, in height, in skill, in wisdom, in favour with God and 
man. 

The hidden years were unfolding exactly as they were meant to, in the ordinary extraordinary 
way that God so often works: quietly, patiently, in the small details of daily life, preparing 
something that would one day shake the world. 

But for now, there was wood to be shaped, tools to be sharpened, customers to be served. 
There was work to be done, and Jesus did it with His whole heart, learning with every stroke of 
the plane, every turn of the drill, every conversation in the workshop, what it meant to be fully 
human and fully present in the world His Father had made. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
Brothers and Sisters 
The house grew crowded as the years passed. After James came Joses, then Simon, then 
Judas, and between and after them, daughters whose names the Gospels would not record but 
who were no less real, no less loved. Mary’s belly swelled and emptied with the rhythm of the 
seasons, and each time she brought a new life into the world, Jesus was there, helping, 
watching, learning what it meant to be an elder brother. 

He was gentle with the babies, patient with the toddlers, protective of His younger siblings in a 
way that sometimes surprised Mary. She had worried, when James was born, that Jesus might 
feel displaced, might resent the attention the new baby required. But instead, He had leaned 
over the cradle with wonder in His eyes and said, “He’s so small. We must take care of him.” 

And He did. As each sibling arrived, Jesus took His role as eldest brother seriously. He carried 
the little ones when they grew tired, told them stories when they could not sleep, mediated their 
quarrels with a fairness that sometimes seemed uncanny. He was never harsh, never impatient, 
though He must have been tired sometimes, must have wanted time to Himself. 

But if the younger children adored Him, they also found Him puzzling. There was something 
about Jesus that set Him apart, something they could sense even if they could not name it. He 
never lied, not even the small lies that children tell. He never took more than His share at meals. 
He never blamed others for His own mistakes. He never, as far as any of them could remember, 
did anything wrong. 

This was harder for His brothers than for His sisters. James, in particular, struggled with it. He 
was only two years younger than Jesus, close enough in age that they should have been 
companions, allies, partners in the small rebellions of boyhood. But how could you rebel 
alongside someone who never rebelled? How could you complain about unfairness to someone 
who was never unfair? How could you justify your own failings when your brother seemed to 
have none? 

James loved Jesus; how could he not? But he also found Him exhausting. There was a 
perfection to Jesus that made James acutely aware of his own imperfections. When James lost 
his temper and shouted at Simon, Jesus remained calm. When James shirked his chores, Jesus 
quietly did them. When James lied to avoid punishment, Jesus told the truth even when it cost 
Him. 

It created a tension that Mary felt but did not know how to address. How could she explain to 
James that his brother was different, that the standard Jesus set was not meant to condemn but 
to illuminate? How could she help her other children understand that Jesus’s perfection was not 
a rebuke but a gift, a glimpse of what humanity was meant to be? 

She could not, so she did what mothers do: she loved them all, tried to be fair, and prayed that 
somehow, someday, they would understand. 

The family meals were a study in contrasts. They gathered each evening in the main room of 
the house, sitting on mats around the low table, sharing the simple food that Mary had prepared: 
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bread and olive oil, lentil stew, cheese, occasionally fish or meat when they could afford it. 
Joseph would say the blessing, thanking God for His provision, and then they would eat. 

Jesus always waited until everyone else had been served before taking His own portion. He 
always took less than He could have, leaving more for the younger children. He always thanked 
Mary for the meal, even when it was the same lentil stew they had eaten for three days running. 

James, watching this, would feel a mixture of admiration and irritation. Why did Jesus have to 
be so good? Why couldn’t He just grab for the best piece like a normal brother? Why couldn’t 
He complain about the food, or argue about whose turn it was to fetch water, or do any of the 
ordinary, selfish things that ordinary children did? 

One evening, when James was perhaps nine and Jesus eleven, the tension boiled over. They 
had been working in the workshop all day, and James was tired and hungry. When they sat 
down to eat, he reached for the bread before the blessing was said, tore off a large piece, and 
stuffed it in his mouth. 

“James,” Mary said sharply. “We have not yet given thanks.” 

James, his mouth full, mumbled something that might have been an apology. 

“Spit it out,” Joseph said, his voice stern. “We do not eat before we thank God for His provision.” 

James swallowed instead, defiant. “I was hungry.” 

“We are all hungry,” Joseph said. “That does not excuse disrespect.” 

James glared at his father, then at Jesus, who sat quietly with His hands folded, waiting. “I 
suppose He would never do such a thing,” James said bitterly. “Perfect Jesus, who never does 
anything wrong.” 

There was a shocked silence. Mary’s hand went to her mouth. Joseph’s face darkened. The 
younger children stared, wide-eyed. 

Jesus looked at His brother with an expression that was hard to read. Not anger, not hurt, but 
something like sorrow. “I am not perfect, James,” He said quietly. “Only God is perfect.” 

“You might as well be,” James shot back. “You never get in trouble. You never make mistakes. 
You never…” 

He trailed off, suddenly aware that he was close to tears, though he could not have said why. It 
was not really about the bread, or the blessing, or even about Jesus. It was about the weight of 
living in the shadow of someone who seemed to cast no shadow, who seemed to be made of 
light. 

Joseph opened his mouth to rebuke James, but Jesus spoke first. “May I talk to him? Alone?” 

Joseph hesitated, then nodded. Jesus stood and gestured for James to follow Him. They went 
out into the courtyard, where the evening was settling into darkness, and the first stars were 
appearing. 

For a long moment, neither of them spoke. Then Jesus said, “I know it is hard.” 

“What is hard?” James asked, still defiant. 
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“Being my brother.” 

James looked at Him, surprised. “What do you mean?” 

“I see how you look at me sometimes,” Jesus said. “I see the frustration, the… the resentment. 
And I understand it. I do not mean to make things difficult for you.” 

“Then why do you have to be so…” James struggled for the word. “So good all the time?” 

Jesus was quiet for a moment. When He spoke, His voice was gentle. “I am not trying to be 
good to make you look bad, James. I am trying to be good because… because I must. Because 
it is who I am meant to be. But that does not mean I think less of you. You are my brother, and I 
love you.” 

“Even when I’m angry at you?” 

“Especially then.” 

James felt something loosen in his chest, some knot of resentment that he had been carrying 
without knowing it. “I don’t understand you,” he said finally. “I don’t think I ever will.” 

“That’s all right,” Jesus said. “You don’t have to understand me. You just have to be my brother.” 

They stood together in the darkness, and after a while, James said, “I’m sorry. About the bread. 
About what I said.” 

“I know,” Jesus said. “Come. Let us go back. Mother will be worried.” 

They returned to the house, and James apologised to his parents, and the meal continued. But 
something had shifted, some small understanding had been reached. James would still struggle 
with his feelings about Jesus, would still find Him puzzling and sometimes frustrating, but he 
would also remember this conversation, this moment of grace in the darkness. 

The younger children had an easier time of it. They simply accepted Jesus as He was, the way 
children accept the world without questioning it too deeply. Simon, who was four years younger 
than Jesus, followed Him everywhere, imitating His gestures, His way of speaking, His careful 
attention to tasks. Joses, quieter and more thoughtful, would sit and watch Jesus work for 
hours, content simply to be in His presence. 

The sisters, there were at least two, possibly more, adored Him. He was patient with their 
games, willing to play the roles they assigned Him in their elaborate make-believe. He braided 
their hair when Mary was too busy, told them stories, dried their tears when they fell and 
scraped their knees. 

Mary watched all of this with a heart that was constantly torn between joy and sorrow. Joy at 
seeing her children grow, play and love each other. Sorrow because she knew, in a way, they 
did not, that this could not last forever. Jesus was not meant for this small domestic life, not 
ultimately. He had been given to her, yes, but He had also been given to the world, and 
someday the world would claim Him. 

But for now, He was hers. He was theirs. He was the eldest son who helped His father in the 
workshop, played with His siblings, ate His meals, did His chores, and lived the ordinary life of a 
boy in a small village. 
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There were moments of pure domestic happiness that Mary treasured. Sabbath evenings, when 
the work was done, and they would sit together as the sun set, singing the psalms that Jesus 
loved. Festival times, when they would travel to Jerusalem, and the children would be 
wide-eyed with wonder at the crowds and the Temple and the great city. Harvest season, when 
even the youngest children would help gather the grain, and they would all work together under 
the hot sun, tired but satisfied. 

And there were moments of tension, too, of course. Moments when the children quarrelled, 
when money was tight, when sickness came to the house. Jesus was not immune to these 
difficulties. He felt the hunger when food was scarce. He worried when little Judas developed a 
fever that would not break. He grieved when a neighbour’s child died, understanding in a way 
the others did not, the fragility of life. 

But through it all, He remained steady. He was the rock that the family could lean on, the calm 
centre in the midst of chaos. When Mary was overwhelmed, He would take the younger children 
outside to play. When Joseph was worried about money, He would work extra hours in the 
workshop without being asked. When His siblings fought, He would mediate with a wisdom that 
seemed far beyond His years. 

Joseph, watching Him navigate the complexities of family life, sometimes felt a pang of 
inadequacy. How could he teach this boy anything when the boy seemed to understand things 
that Joseph himself was still learning? How could he be a father to someone who seemed, in 
some fundamental way, to need no father? 

But then Jesus would look at him with those dark, serious eyes and ask a question about a 
carpentry technique, or seek his advice about how to handle a difficult customer, and Joseph 
would remember: Jesus had chosen to need him. Had chosen to be a son, to be an apprentice, 
to be human in all the ways that mattered. And that choice, that humility, was perhaps the 
greatest lesson of all. 

One evening, when Jesus was perhaps twelve, Joseph found Him sitting alone in the courtyard 
after the younger children had gone to bed. He was looking up at the stars, His face thoughtful. 

“What are you thinking about?” Joseph asked, sitting down beside Him. 

Jesus was quiet for a moment. Then He said, “Family. What it means. Why God made us to 
need each other.” 

“And what have you concluded?” 

“That it is hard,” Jesus said. “And beautiful. And necessary. We learn who we are by being with 
others. We learn to love by being loved. We learn to give by receiving. Even God…” He paused, 
as though considering whether to continue. “Even God chose not to be alone.” 

Joseph did not fully understand what Jesus meant by that last statement, but he felt its weight. 
“You are a good brother,” he said. “A good son. Your mother and I are proud of you.” 

“I try,” Jesus said simply. “But it is not always easy. James is angry with me sometimes. I do not 
always know how to help him.” 
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“James will find his way,” Joseph said. “He loves you, even when he does not understand you. 
That is what family is: loving each other even when we do not understand.” 

Jesus nodded slowly. “Yes,” He said. “Yes, I think that is right.” 

They sat together in the darkness, father and son, and above them the stars wheeled in their 
ancient courses, and somewhere in the house Mary was singing softly to the youngest child, 
and the world was both broken and beautiful, and God was learning what it meant to be human, 
one ordinary moment at a time. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
The Boy in the Temple 
The journey to Jerusalem began in the grey light before dawn, when the air was still cool, and 
the village was just beginning to stir. It was Passover, and families from all over Galilee were 
making the pilgrimage south, joining the great river of humanity that flowed towards the holy city 
each spring. For Jesus, now twelve years old and on the cusp of manhood, this would be His 
first Passover as a son of the commandment, His first time participating fully in the feast as one 
who bore responsibility for keeping the Law. 

He had been to Jerusalem before, of course. Mary and Joseph had taken Him as an infant for 
His presentation in the Temple, though He had no memory of that. But this was different. This 
was the journey that marked the transition from childhood to something more, the journey that 
every Jewish boy made when he reached the age of accountability. After this Passover, He 
would be counted among the men of Israel, expected to observe the feasts, to keep the 
commandments, to take His place in the community of faith. 

The family set out with a group of relatives and neighbours from Nazareth, perhaps twenty 
people in all, including several other families with children. James, now eight, walked beside 
Jesus, his eyes bright with excitement. Joses and Simon were too young for the long journey 
and had been left in the care of an aunt in Nazareth, along with baby Judas and the girls. Mary 
walked with the other women, carrying a bundle of provisions, whilst Joseph moved between 
the men and the family, keeping an eye on everyone. 

The road south was crowded. Everywhere Jesus looked, He saw pilgrims: families like His own, 
groups of men travelling together, wealthy merchants with servants and pack animals, poor 
farmers who had saved all year for this journey. They came from every corner of Galilee and 
beyond, all converging on Jerusalem, all drawn by the same ancient command: “Three times a 
year all your males shall appear before the Lord your God at the place that he will choose.” 

Jesus walked in silence for much of the first day, His eyes taking in everything. The landscape 
changed as they travelled: the green hills of Galilee giving way to the drier, rockier terrain of 
Samaria. They skirted Samaritan villages, as most Jewish pilgrims did, preferring the longer 
route to any interaction with the people whom they considered heretics and half-breeds. Jesus 
noticed this, noticed the way His fellow travellers would spit when they passed a Samaritan 
settlement, noticed the hatred in their eyes, and something in Him recoiled from it, though He 
said nothing. 

At night, they camped by the roadside, the various family groups clustering together for safety 
and warmth. Joseph would build a small fire, and Mary would prepare a simple meal of bread 
and dried fish, and they would eat together whilst James chattered excitedly about Jerusalem, 
about the Temple, about all the things he had heard but never seen. 

“Is it true the Temple is covered in gold?” James asked on the second night, his face glowing in 
the firelight. 
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“Parts of it are,” Joseph said. “The doors, some of the decorations. When the sun hits it, it 
shines so brightly you can barely look at it.” 

“And is it true there are priests everywhere, wearing white robes?” 

“Yes,” Mary said, smiling at his enthusiasm. “Hundreds of them. And during Passover, there are 
thousands of people, more people than you have ever seen in your life.” 

Jesus listened but did not join in the excited speculation. He was thinking about the Temple, but 
not about its gold or its crowds. He was thinking about what it represented: the dwelling place of 
God, the point where heaven and earth met, the place where His people came to offer their 
sacrifices and their prayers. Something in Him was drawn towards it with a pull He could not 
quite name, a sense of rightness, of coming home to a place He had never been. 

On the third day, they crested a hill, and there it was: Jerusalem, spread across the ridges and 
valleys, its walls golden in the afternoon sun, and rising above everything, dominating the 
skyline, the Temple itself. Even from this distance, it was magnificent, its white stone gleaming, 
its courts and colonnades visible even from miles away. 

James gasped. The other children in their group exclaimed and pointed. But Jesus simply 
stopped and stared, His young face very still, very serious. Mary, walking a few paces behind, 
saw His expression and felt something twist in her heart. She had seen that look before: the 
look of recognition, of knowing, of something awakening. 

They entered the city through the northern gate, swept along by the tide of pilgrims. The streets 
were impossibly crowded, packed with people from every corner of the known world. Jesus 
heard languages He had never heard before, saw clothing and faces that spoke of distant lands. 
There were Romans too, soldiers stationed at every corner, watching the crowds with wary 
eyes, ready to suppress any hint of unrest. The occupation was always most visible during the 
feasts, when the city swelled to many times its normal size, and the potential for rebellion hung 
in the air like smoke. 

They found lodging with distant relatives who lived in the lower city, a family who opened their 
home to pilgrims each year. The house was already crowded with other guests, and they had to 
make do with sleeping space in the courtyard, but no one minded. This was Passover; 
discomfort was expected, even welcomed, as a reminder of their ancestors’ hasty departure 
from Egypt. 

The next day was the day of preparation. Joseph took Jesus with him to purchase a lamb for 
their Passover meal, navigating the chaos of the Temple courts, where merchants sold sacrificial 
animals and money changers exchanged foreign coins for the Temple currency. Jesus watched 
it all with those serious dark eyes, saying nothing, but Mary could see Him taking it in, 
processing it, and she wondered what He was thinking. 

That evening, as the sun set and the first stars appeared, the city erupted with the sound of 
thousands of lambs being slaughtered. The priests worked in shifts, their white robes soon 
stained red, as family after family brought their lambs to be sacrificed. Joseph and Jesus stood 
in line for hours, waiting their turn, and when it finally came, Joseph held the lamb whilst the 
priest cut its throat with a swift, practised motion. The blood was caught in a basin and thrown 
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against the altar, and then they moved on, carrying the carcass back to their lodging to be 
roasted for the feast. 

Jesus had seen animals slaughtered before; this was not new to Him. But there was something 
different about this, something that made Him very quiet as they walked back through the 
darkening streets. This was not just an animal being killed for food. This was a sacrifice, a life 
given in place of another life, blood shed for the covering of sin. The symbolism was ancient, 
woven into the very fabric of Israel’s relationship with God, and Jesus understood it in a way that 
went deeper than words. 

That night, they ate the Passover meal according to the ancient ritual: the roasted lamb, the 
unleavened bread, the bitter herbs, and the wine. Joseph recited the story of the Exodus, as 
fathers had done for generations; James asked the traditional questions; and they sang the 
Hallel psalms together. Jesus participated in it all, but Mary noticed that He seemed to be 
somewhere else as well, present and yet distant, as though He were seeing layers of meaning 
that the rest of them could not see. 

The next day was the first day of the Feast of Unleavened Bread, and they went to the Temple 
for the morning prayers. The courts were packed with worshippers, the air thick with the smoke 
of incense and the sound of thousands of voices raised in prayer and song. Jesus stood with 
Joseph and the other men, His young voice joining in the ancient words, and Mary, watching 
from the women’s court, saw the way He seemed to drink it all in, the way His whole being 
seemed focused, intent, alive in a way she had rarely seen. 

After the prayers, whilst Joseph was talking with some men from Nazareth and Mary was 
occupied with James, Jesus slipped away. He did not plan it, exactly; it was more that He felt 
drawn, pulled towards something He could not resist. He made His way through the crowds, 
past the Court of the Gentiles with its merchants and money changers, past the Court of the 
Women, to the edge of the Court of the Israelites, where He could see into the inner courts, 
where the priests moved about their sacred duties. 

But it was not the priests who drew Him. It was the sound of voices, of debate and discussion, 
coming from one of the covered porticos that surrounded the Temple courts. He moved towards 
it and found a group of perhaps twenty men, most of them elderly, their beards long and grey, 
their robes marking them as teachers and scholars. They were engaged in what appeared to be 
a discussion of Scripture, their voices rising and falling in the rhythmic cadence of rabbinic 
debate. 

Jesus stood at the edge of the group, listening. They were discussing a passage from Isaiah, 
debating its meaning, its application, and its relationship to other texts. The discussion was 
complex and technical, full of references to other rabbis’ interpretations, traditions, and 
precedents. Most twelve-year-olds would have been lost within moments. But Jesus was not 
lost. He was utterly absorbed, His mind following every twist and turn of the argument, seeing 
connections and implications that even some of the teachers seemed to miss. 

One of the rabbis, a man named Nicodemus, known for his learning and kindness, noticed the 
boy standing there. “You have a question, child?” he asked, not unkindly. 
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Jesus hesitated, then spoke. “The passage you are discussing is from Isaiah. ‘He was wounded 
for our transgressions, crushed for our iniquities.’ You say it refers to Israel, to the nation 
suffering for its sins. But could it not also refer to one person, one who suffers on behalf of 
many?” 

There was a moment of silence. The teachers looked at each other, then at this boy who had 
just asked a question that cut to the heart of one of the most debated passages in all of 
Scripture. 

“It is an interesting thought,” another rabbi said slowly. “But the tradition has always understood 
this as referring to the people as a whole, not to an individual.” 

“But the language is singular,” Jesus said, His voice quiet but clear. “He, not they. His wounds, 
not their wounds. And it says he bore the sin of many. How can the many bear the sin of the 
many? Does that not suggest one bearing the sin of others?” 

Nicodemus leaned forward, his eyes sharp with interest. “You have studied this passage?” 

“I have read it,” Jesus said simply. “And I have wondered about it.” 

“And what do you conclude?” 

Jesus was quiet for a moment, as though considering how much to say. “I conclude that God’s 
ways of redemption are deeper than we understand. That perhaps the suffering servant is both 
Israel and more than Israel. That perhaps God Himself will provide the lamb for the sacrifice, as 
He did for Abraham.” 

The teachers exchanged glances. This was no ordinary child. His understanding was not just 
precocious; it was profound. He was not simply repeating what He had been taught; He was 
thinking, reasoning, and seeing connections that would take years of study to perceive. 

“Sit,” Nicodemus said, gesturing to a space near him. “Join us. Let us hear what else you have 
to say.” 

And so Jesus sat, and the discussion continued, and He listened, asked questions, and 
occasionally offered observations that made the teachers pause and reconsider their positions. 
He was not arrogant; there was no pride in His manner, no desire to show off His knowledge. He 
was simply hungry to learn, to understand, to explore the depths of Scripture with those who 
had devoted their lives to its study. 

Hours passed. The sun climbed higher, then began its descent towards the western hills. Other 
discussions formed and dissolved around them, but this group remained, held together by the 
extraordinary presence of this boy who spoke of Scripture as though He knew its Author 
personally. 

Meanwhile, Joseph and Mary had begun the journey home. It was customary for the pilgrims to 
travel in large groups, the men often walking ahead whilst the women and children followed 
behind. In such a crowd, it was easy to assume that a child was with the other parent or with 
relatives. Joseph assumed Jesus was with Mary; Mary assumed He was with Joseph. It was not 
until they stopped for the night, a full day’s journey from Jerusalem, that they realised He was 
missing. 
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The panic was immediate and visceral. Mary felt her heart drop into her stomach, felt the world 
tilt and spin. Joseph’s face went white. They asked everyone in their group: had anyone seen 
Jesus? Had He been with the men? With the women? With the other children? No one had 
seen Him since they left Jerusalem. 

“We have to go back,” Mary said, her voice tight with fear. “Now. We have to go back now.” 

They left James with relatives and set out immediately, walking through the night, retracing their 
steps. Mary’s mind was a chaos of terrible possibilities. Had He been hurt? Kidnapped? Lost in 
the crowds? Jerusalem was a dangerous city, full of thieves and worse. A twelve-year-old boy 
alone, without protection… She could not finish the thought. 

Joseph walked beside her in grim silence, his jaw set, his eyes fixed on the road ahead. He was 
praying, she knew, praying with an intensity that matched her own terror. They had been 
entrusted with this child, this impossible, miraculous child, and they had lost Him. How could 
they have been so careless? How could they have assumed He was safe without checking? 

They reached Jerusalem as the sun was rising, exhausted and frantic. They went first to the 
house where they had stayed, but He was not there. They searched the streets, asking 
everyone they met: had they seen a boy, twelve years old, with dark hair, dark eyes, alone? No 
one had seen Him. The city was still crowded with pilgrims, and one boy among thousands was 
impossible to find. 

For two days, they searched. Two days of growing desperation, of prayers that felt like they 
were hitting a ceiling and falling back down, of Mary’s heart breaking a little more with each hour 
that passed. She thought of Simeon’s words in the Temple when Jesus was an infant: “A sword 
will pierce your own soul too.” Was this the sword? This agony of not knowing, of fearing the 
worst? 

On the third day, almost as a last resort, they returned to the Temple. Perhaps someone there 
had seen Him. Perhaps He had gone there looking for them. They made their way through the 
courts, asking the guards, the priests, anyone who might have noticed a lost boy. 

And then Mary heard it: a voice she knew better than her own, asking a question about the 
nature of righteousness and the requirements of the Law. She followed the sound and found 
Him, sitting in one of the porticos, surrounded by teachers, His face animated, His whole being 
engaged in the discussion as though nothing else in the world existed. 

Relief, anger and confusion crashed over her in equal measure. She pushed through the crowd 
of teachers and students, Joseph right behind her, and when Jesus looked up and saw them, 
He smiled, as though surprised but pleased to see them. 

“Son,” Mary said, and her voice shook with the force of her emotions, “why have you treated us 
so? Your father and I have been looking for you in great distress.” 

Jesus looked at her, and there was something in His eyes that she had never seen before, or 
perhaps had seen but never so clearly: a knowledge, an awareness, a certainty about who He 
was and what He was meant to do. “Why were you looking for me?” He asked, and His voice 
was gentle but firm. “Did you not know that I must be in my Father’s house?” 
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The words hung in the air between them. My Father’s house. Not Joseph’s house, not their 
home in Nazareth, but this place, the Temple, the dwelling place of God. He was saying 
something, claiming something, and Mary felt the weight of it even as she struggled to 
understand it fully. 

Joseph stood beside her, his face a mixture of relief and confusion. He had heard the words too, 
had felt their significance, but what did they mean? He was Jesus’s father, had raised Him, 
taught Him, and loved Him. And yet Jesus was speaking of another Father, one whose house 
was here, in this holy place. 

The teachers were watching this exchange with great interest. Nicodemus, who had spent the 
past three days in conversation with this remarkable boy, spoke up. “Your son is extraordinary,” 
he said to Joseph and Mary. “His understanding of Scripture is unlike anything I have seen. He 
asks questions that reveal depths of insight that would be remarkable in a man of fifty, let alone 
a boy of twelve.” 

“He has been here for three days?” Mary asked, her voice faint. 

“Yes,” Nicodemus said. “We thought… we assumed you knew. He has been with us, learning, 
discussing, and asking questions. We have learned as much from Him as He has from us, I 
think.” 

Mary looked at her son, at this boy who was God and man, who was hers and not hers, who 
belonged to her and to something infinitely larger than her. “We must go home,” she said quietly. 
“Your brothers are waiting. Your work is waiting.” 

Jesus stood, and there was no rebellion in His manner, no reluctance. He bowed respectfully to 
the teachers, thanked them for their time and their wisdom, and then He came to His parents. “I 
am sorry I caused you worry,” He said, and He meant it. “I did not mean to frighten you.” 

They left the Temple together, the three of them, and began the long journey back to Nazareth. 
Jesus walked between His parents, and He was obedient, submissive, the dutiful son returning 
home. But something had changed. Something had been awakened in Him during those three 
days in the Temple, some consciousness of His identity and His calling that could not be put 
back to sleep. 

Mary pondered these things in her heart, as she had pondered so many things over the years. 
She thought about the angel’s words, about the shepherds and the wise men, about the flight to 
Egypt and the return to Nazareth. She thought about the way Jesus had looked sitting among 
the teachers, the authority in His voice when He spoke of Scripture, the certainty in His eyes 
when He spoke of His Father’s house. She did not understand it all, could not understand it all, 
but she held it, treasured it, waited for the day when its meaning would become clear. 

Joseph was quieter than usual on the journey home. He kept glancing at Jesus, as though 
seeing Him anew, as though trying to reconcile the boy he had raised with the person he had 
glimpsed in the Temple. How did one guide a son who seemed to know things you did not? How 
did one teach a child who understood Scripture better than the teachers? And yet, Jesus still 
needed guidance, still needed a father’s love and wisdom, still needed to be shaped and formed 
for whatever lay ahead. 
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When they reached Nazareth, life resumed its familiar rhythms. Jesus returned to the workshop, 
picked up His tools, and resumed the work of learning His trade. James was full of questions 
about Jerusalem, about the Temple, about where Jesus had been, and Jesus answered 
patiently, describing what He had seen and learned. But He did not speak of the deeper things, 
of the awakening that had occurred, of the certainty that had crystallised in those three days of 
discussion and debate. 

In the workshop, Joseph watched Him work, watched the way His hands moved with increasing 
skill and confidence, watched the way He approached each task with the same careful attention 
He brought to everything. And he wondered: what was he preparing this boy for? What work lay 
ahead that required such formation, such patience, such long years of hiddenness? 

Jesus, for His part, settled back into the daily routine with apparent contentment. He worked 
with Joseph, helped Mary with His siblings, attended synagogue, and lived the ordinary life of a 
carpenter’s son in an insignificant village. But something had shifted. He was more conscious 
now of the tension between His earthly family and His heavenly calling, more aware of the 
purpose that awaited Him, more certain of who He was, even as He continued to grow in 
understanding of what that meant. 

At night, lying on His sleeping mat whilst His brothers slept around Him, Jesus would think 
about those three days in the Temple. He would remember the discussions, the questions, the 
way Scripture had opened up before Him like a flower unfolding. He would think about His 
Father’s house, about the presence of God that dwelt there, about the sacrifices and the prayers 
and the ancient rituals that pointed towards something He was only beginning to understand. 

He was twelve years old, on the threshold of manhood, and He had glimpsed His destiny. But 
He also knew, with a certainty that came from somewhere deep within, that it was not yet time. 
There were years ahead, years of preparation, years of learning and growing and waiting. Years 
of being a son, a brother, a carpenter. Years of living fully human whilst knowing He was fully 
God. 

The hidden years would continue. But they would never be quite the same again. The boy who 
had sat among the teachers in the Temple, who had spoken of His Father’s house with such 
certainty, who had asked questions that revealed depths of understanding beyond His years, 
that boy had returned to Nazareth. And though He took up His tools and His work with the same 
quiet diligence as before, though He obeyed His parents, loved His siblings, and lived an 
ordinary life, He was changed. 

Mary saw it. Joseph saw it. And they pondered it, and they waited, and they trusted that the God 
who had begun this impossible work would complete it in His own time and His own way. 

The workshop continued its rhythms. The family continued to grow. The seasons turned. And 
Jesus increased in wisdom and in stature, and in favour with God and man, just as the Scripture 
would one day record. But those simple words contained multitudes: the daily work, the family 
tensions, the growing awareness of identity and calling, the long discipline of waiting for the 
appointed time. 

The boy had been to the Temple. The boy had glimpsed His destiny. And now the boy returned 
to the carpenter’s shop, to the ordinary work of shaping wood and serving customers and being 
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a son and brother. Because this, too, was part of the preparation. This, too, was necessary. This 
too was the Father’s will. 

The hidden years continued. But they were no longer quite so hidden, at least not to Jesus 
Himself. He knew now, with a clarity that would only deepen with time, who He was and what He 
was meant to do. And He knew that when the time came, He would be ready. 

But for now, there was work to be done. There were brothers to care for, a trade to master, a life 
to live. And so He lived it, day by ordinary day, in the carpenter’s shop in Nazareth, waiting for 
His Father’s timing, growing in wisdom and grace, preparing for the work that lay ahead. 

The Temple had awakened something in Him. But Nazareth would complete the formation. Both 
were necessary. Both were part of the plan. And Jesus, even at twelve, understood this in a way 
that His earthly parents could not. 

He was in His Father’s house when He was in the Temple. But He was also in His Father’s will 
when He was in the workshop, when He was caring for His brothers, when He was honouring 
His parents, when He was living the hidden life of a carpenter’s son in an insignificant village. 

All of it mattered. All of it was preparation. All of it was leading somewhere. 

And so the hidden years continued, and Jesus grew, and the world waited, unknowing, for the 
day when the carpenter from Nazareth would step out of the shadows and into the light, and 
everything would change. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
The Threshold Years 
The years between twelve and eighteen are a crucible for any young man, a time when the 
body stretches and strengthens, when the voice deepens, when the child’s face gives way to 
something harder, more defined. For Jesus, these years were all of this and more: a time of 
profound internal wrestling, of learning to inhabit a body that was fully human whilst carrying a 
consciousness that was fully divine. 

He grew tall during these years, His frame filling out with the muscle that came from daily labour. 
His hands, which had been a boy’s hands when He returned from Jerusalem, became a man’s 
hands: calloused, strong, capable of wielding heavy tools for hours without tiring. His voice lost 
its boyish pitch and settled into something deeper, more resonant. When He spoke in the 
synagogue now, reading from the scrolls, people listened not just because of what He said but 
because of how He said it, with an authority that seemed to come from somewhere beyond His 
years. 

But the physical changes, dramatic as they were, were nothing compared to the internal 
transformation. The awakening that had begun in the Temple continued, deepened, and 
became more complex. Jesus was increasingly aware of who He was, of the power that resided 
in Him, of the purpose for which He had been born. And with that awareness came the 
temptation of a kind that no other human being had ever faced or would ever face again. 

It began simply enough. He was perhaps thirteen, working alone in the shop one afternoon 
whilst Joseph was out delivering a finished piece. He was planing a length of cedar, the wood 
fragrant and smooth beneath His hands, when He felt it: a surge of power, a knowledge that He 
could do more than shape this wood with tools. He could speak to it, command it, and it would 
obey. He could make it straight without planing, smooth without sanding, perfect without effort. 

The temptation was not to show off, not to impress anyone. There was no one there to see. The 
temptation was simply to use what He possessed, to take the easier path, to accomplish in a 
moment what would otherwise take an hour. What harm could it do? The result would be the 
same. The customer would receive a well-made piece. Joseph would be pleased. And He would 
have saved time, effort, and the tedium of repetitive labour. 

Jesus stood very still, the plane motionless in His hands, and felt its pull. How easy it would be. 
How natural, in a way, to use what He had been given. Was it not a kind of false humility to 
refuse to use His power? Was it not, perhaps, even wasteful? 

But even as the thoughts formed, He knew they were wrong. He knew, with a certainty that 
came from His communion with the Father, that this was not the way. The incarnation meant 
limitation. It meant choosing the human path, the slow path, the path of effort, sweat, and 
patience. It meant honouring the process, not just achieving the result. It meant being fully 
present in His humanity, not constantly reaching for His divinity as an escape from difficulty. 

He resumed planing, and the moment passed. But it would not be the last time. 
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The temptations came in different forms as He grew older. There was the temptation to reveal 
Himself, to step out of hiddenness and claim His identity. He would be in synagogue, listening to 
the rabbi expound on a passage of Scripture, and He would know, with absolute certainty, that 
the interpretation was wrong, that the meaning was being missed, that He could explain it in a 
way that would open the text like a flower. The words would rise in His throat, pressing to be 
spoken, and He would have to swallow them down, remain silent, let the moment pass. 

Or He would see suffering and know He could heal it. A child with a fever, a man with a withered 
hand, a woman bent double with pain. He would feel the power in Him, ready, willing, and able 
to flow out and make whole. And He would have to turn away, continue walking, let the suffering 
remain, because it was not yet time. The not yet was a constant refrain in His inner life, a 
discipline that required more strength than any physical labour. 

There were other temptations too, the ordinary ones that come to all young men. He was not 
immune to them simply because He was divine. His body was fully human, subject to all the 
drives and desires that flesh is heir to. He felt attraction, the pull of physical desire, when he saw 
a young woman’s face or form. He felt anger when He was treated unjustly, felt the urge to strike 
back, to defend His honour, to assert His strength. He felt pride when His work was praised, felt 
the subtle inflation of ego that comes from being good at something, from being admired. 

But He never yielded. Not once. Not in thought, not in word, not in deed. The temptations came, 
and He acknowledged them, felt their full force, and then released them, let them pass through 
Him without taking root. It was not that He was incapable of sin; it was that He chose, moment 
by moment, day by day, not to sin. And that choice, repeated thousands of times over these 
years, was harder than any physical labour, more exhausting than any day in the workshop. 

Joseph watched Him during these years with a mixture of pride and bewilderment. He saw his 
son grow into a young man of exceptional character and ability, and he was proud. But he also 
saw something that troubled him, though he could not quite name it. There was a loneliness in 
Jesus, a separateness, even in the midst of family and community. He was present, engaged, 
loving, but there was always a part of Him that seemed to be somewhere else, attending to 
something that no one else could see or hear. 

One evening, when Jesus was perhaps fifteen, Joseph found Him sitting outside after the day’s 
work was done, His face turned towards the darkening sky. The younger children were inside 
with Mary, their voices a distant murmur of laughter and chatter. Joseph sat down beside his 
son, and for a long moment neither of them spoke. 

“You carry something heavy,” Joseph said finally. “I have watched you carry it for years now, and 
it grows heavier, I think, not lighter.” 

Jesus turned to look at him, and in the fading light, Joseph saw something in His eyes that 
made his breath catch: a depth of sorrow, of knowledge, of burden that no fifteen-year-old 
should carry. 

“I do,” Jesus said quietly. “But it is mine to carry. I would not lay it down even if I could.” 

“Can you tell me what it is?” 
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Jesus was silent for a long moment. “You know what it is,” He said finally. “You have always 
known, from the beginning. The angel told you. My mother told you. You know who I am, even if 
you do not fully understand what that means.” 

Joseph felt his throat tighten. They had never spoken of it so directly, not since that night in 
Egypt when he had held the infant Jesus and felt the weight of divine purpose pressing down on 
them both. “I know you are… special. Chosen. Set apart for something.” 

“I am the Son of God,” Jesus said, and His voice was very gentle, as though He were trying to 
soften the enormity of the words. “Not in the way that all Israel is called God’s son, but truly, 
fully. I am His Son, and He is my Father, and I have come into the world for a purpose that I am 
only beginning to understand fully.” 

Joseph sat very still. He had known it, of course, in some part of himself. But hearing it spoken 
aloud, hearing his son claim this identity with such quiet certainty, was different. “And the 
burden?” 

“Is knowing who I am whilst living as though I do not. It possesses power whilst choosing 
weakness. It is seeing what needs to be done whilst waiting for the appointed time. Is being fully 
God whilst being fully man, and finding a way to honour both without betraying either.” 

“I do not know how you bear it,” Joseph said, his voice rough with emotion. 

“I bear it because I must. Because this is why I came. Because my Father’s will is more 
important than my comfort, more important than my desire to use what I have been given, more 
important than anything else.” Jesus paused, then added, “And I bear it because you have 
taught me how. You have shown me what it means to be faithful in small things, to do the work 
that is before you without complaint, to honour God in the ordinary tasks of daily life. You have 
been my father in more ways than you know.” 

Joseph felt tears prick his eyes. “I am just a carpenter. I have taught you to work with wood, 
nothing more.” 

“You have taught me to work with patience. To respect the material, to honour the process, to 
find dignity in labour. You have taught me what it means to be a man who keeps his word, who 
provides for his family, who loves his wife and children with steadfast faithfulness. You have 
taught me about my Father by being a father to me.” Jesus reached out and gripped Joseph’s 
shoulder. “Do not diminish what you have given me. It is more than you know.” 

They sat together in the gathering darkness, and Joseph felt something shift in his 
understanding. He had thought of himself as a guardian, a protector, a provider for this 
miraculous child. But he had been more than that. He had been a teacher, a model, a living 
example of what it meant to be a righteous man. And somehow, mysteriously, that had been 
part of God’s plan all along. 

The years continued, and Jesus’s reputation in Nazareth grew. He was known as an 
exceptionally skilled craftsman, someone who could be trusted to do excellent work at a fair 
price. He was known as a young man of unusual wisdom, someone whose advice was sought 
by those older than Himself. He was known as dutiful, respectful, kind to His younger siblings, 
devoted to His mother, and a faithful attendee at synagogue. 
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But He was also known as different. There was something about Him that people could not quite 
name, something that made them slightly uncomfortable even as they admired Him. He never 
gossiped, never joined in when the other young men of the village mocked someone or told 
crude jokes. He never lost His temper, never got drunk at weddings, never pursued the young 
women who sometimes cast glances His way. He was not self-righteous about it; He did not 
condemn others for their behaviour. He simply did not participate, and His very presence 
sometimes felt like a silent rebuke. 

The other young men of Nazareth did not quite know what to make of Him. Some admired Him, 
tried to emulate His work ethic and integrity. Others resented Him, felt judged by His goodness, 
and made jokes about His piety behind His back. A few tried to draw Him out, to get Him to 
relax, to be more like them. 

There was one incident, when Jesus was perhaps sixteen, that became something of a turning 
point. A group of young men from the village had gone to a wedding in a neighbouring town, 
and they invited Jesus to come along. He went because He enjoyed weddings, enjoyed the 
celebration and the joy. But as the evening wore on and the wine flowed freely, the atmosphere 
changed. The jokes became cruder, the behaviour more reckless. One of the young men, 
emboldened by drink, began to mock a servant girl, making lewd suggestions, reaching for her 
as she tried to pass. 

Jesus stood up. He did not raise His voice, did not make a scene. He simply walked over, 
placed Himself between the young man and the girl, and said quietly, “That is enough.” 

The young man, whose name was Eli, laughed. “Come on, Jesus. We are just having a bit of 
fun. Do not be so serious all the time.” 

“It is not fun for her,” Jesus said, His voice still quiet but with an edge of steel. “She is a person, 
not an object for your amusement. You will leave her alone.” 

Eli’s face flushed with anger and embarrassment. “Who are you to tell me what to do? You think 
you are better than us, do you not? You think you are so righteous, so pure. But you are just a 
carpenter’s son, same as the rest of us.” 

Jesus looked at him steadily. “I am telling you as a friend. You are drunk, and you are about to 
do something you will regret. Go home. Sleep it off. Tomorrow you will be glad you did.” 

For a moment, it seemed as though Eli might take a swing at Him. The other young men had 
gone quiet, watching to see what would happen. But something in Jesus’s eyes, some quality of 
authority or compassion or both, made Eli hesitate. He muttered something under his breath, 
turned, and stumbled away. The girl fled. The moment passed. 

But after that, there was a distance between Jesus and some of the other young men of 
Nazareth. They respected Him, perhaps even feared Him a little, but they did not feel 
comfortable around Him. He was too good, too different, too much of a reminder of what they 
were not. 

Jesus felt the isolation keenly. He longed for friendship, for companionship, for the easy 
camaraderie that other young men seemed to enjoy. But He could not compromise who He was 
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to gain it. He could not participate in sin to be accepted. And so He remained somewhat apart, 
loved but lonely, admired but not quite understood. 

At home, the family dynamics were shifting as well. James was now a teenager himself, working 
full-time in the shop alongside Jesus and Joseph. He was a good worker, skilled and reliable, 
but he lacked Jesus’s exceptional ability. And he knew it. Everyone knew it. When customers 
came to the shop, they often specifically asked for Jesus to do the work, trusting His 
craftsmanship over others'. James tried not to resent it, but sometimes the resentment leaked 
out in small comments and moments of irritation. 

“Must be nice to be perfect at everything,” he muttered one day after a customer had praised 
Jesus’s work whilst barely acknowledging James’s contribution to the same project. 

Jesus looked at him, and there was such sadness in His eyes that James immediately regretted 
the words. “I am not perfect, James. I make mistakes. I struggle. I am learning, just as you are.” 

“But you do not struggle as I do. Everything comes easily to you. You never get frustrated, never 
lose your patience, never do shoddy work because you are tired or distracted. You are always… 
always so…” 

“Human?” Jesus suggested gently. “I am human, James. I get tired. I feel frustrated. I know what 
it is to want to give up, to take the easy way, to be done with a task that seems endless. I simply 
choose not to give in to those feelings. That is not the same as not having them.” 

James wanted to believe Him, but it was hard. How could someone who seemed so effortlessly 
good understand the daily struggle of being ordinary, of falling short, of trying and failing and 
trying again? 

Jesus seemed to read his thoughts. “You think I do not understand temptation because you do 
not see me yield to it. But I understand it better than you know. Every day I face choices, James. 
Every day I must decide who I will be, what I will do, and how I will respond. The fact that I 
chose rightly does not mean the choice is easy. Sometimes it is the hardest thing in the world.” 

There was something in His voice, some hint of the immense internal battle He fought daily, that 
made James pause. Perhaps his brother was not as untouched by struggle as he appeared. 
Perhaps the very perfection that James resented was itself a kind of burden, a standard that 
Jesus had to maintain through constant, exhausting vigilance. 

“I am sorry,” James said quietly. “I should not have said that.” 

“You are my brother,” Jesus said, and He smiled. “You are allowed to be frustrated with me. I 
would rather you speak it than let it fester.” 

The younger children, meanwhile, continued to adore Jesus with an uncomplicated devotion 
that brought Him joy. Joses and Simon, now old enough to help in the workshop, followed Him 
around like puppies, eager to learn from Him, to please Him, to earn His praise. Little Judas, still 
too young for serious work, would sit in the corner of the shop and watch Jesus work, his eyes 
wide with admiration. The girls would bring Him water while He was working, save Him the best 
portions at meals, and compete for His attention in the evenings. 
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Mary watched it all with a mother’s complex mixture of pride and pain. She was proud of the 
man her son was becoming, proud of His character, His kindness, and His faithfulness. But she 
also saw the cost of it, saw the loneliness, saw the way He sometimes looked at His siblings 
with a wistfulness that suggested He knew something they did not, that He was already 
preparing to leave them in ways they could not yet imagine. 

One evening, after the younger children were asleep, she found Him outside again, sitting in the 
same spot where He had sat with Joseph years before. She sat down beside Him, and for a 
while they simply sat together in comfortable silence. 

“You are thinking about the future,” she said finally. It was not a question. 

“I am always thinking about the future,” He said. “It is hard not to, when you know what is 
coming.” 

“Do you know? Fully?” 

He was quiet for a moment. “Not fully. Not every detail. But I know enough. I know that there will 
come a time when I must leave this place, leave this family, and do what I was sent to do. I 
know that it will be hard, that it will cost everything. I know that…” He paused, and when He 
spoke again His voice was very soft. “I know that you will suffer because of it. That is the 
hardest part.” 

Mary felt her throat tighten. “I have always known I would suffer. Simeon told me that when you 
were just forty days old. A sword will pierce your own soul, too, he said. I have carried those 
words with me all these years.” 

“I am sorry,” Jesus said, and the anguish in His voice was real, raw. “I am sorry that my calling 
will bring you pain. If there were another way…” 

“There is not,” Mary said firmly. “And even if there were, I would not want you to take it. You are 
who you are, Jesus. You are my son, but you are also… more. And whatever you must do, 
whatever it costs, I will bear it. Because I trust that God knows what He is doing, even when I do 
not understand it.” 

Jesus turned to look at her, and in the moonlight she saw tears on His cheeks. “You are the 
bravest person I know,” He said. “Braver than any man I have met. You said yes to something 
you did not fully understand, and you have lived with the consequences of that yes every day 
since. You have raised me, loved me, let me be both your son and something beyond your son. 
You have pondered mysteries in your heart and kept silent when you must have wanted to 
speak. You have been exactly the mother I needed.” 

Mary reached out and took His hand, this hand that was both her child’s hand and the hand of 
God incarnate. “And you have been exactly the son I needed. You have taught me more about 
faith, about trust, about love than anyone else ever could. Whatever lies ahead, Jesus, we will 
face it together. You are not alone in this.” 

“I know,” He said. “And that knowledge sustains me more than you can imagine.” 

They sat together under the stars, mother and son, and the night was very quiet around them. 
Somewhere in the house, one of the younger children cried out in sleep and then settled again. 
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In the distance, a dog barked. The ordinary sounds of an ordinary night in an ordinary village. 
But nothing about this moment was ordinary, and both of them knew it. 

The years moved on. Jesus turned seventeen, then eighteen. His body reached its full strength, 
His face its mature form. He was a man now by any measure, capable of supporting a family, of 
taking a wife, of establishing His own household. The village expected it; mothers with 
daughters of marriageable age looked at Him with speculative eyes, wondering if He might be 
interested, if He might be persuaded. 

But Jesus showed no interest in marriage. He was kind to the young women of Nazareth, 
respectful, never cruel or dismissive. But He did not pursue anyone, did not give any indication 
that He was looking for a wife. When asked about it, He would simply say that the time was not 
right, that He had responsibilities to His family that must come first. It was a reasonable answer, 
and most people accepted it. But Mary knew there was more to it than that. He was not avoiding 
marriage because of family duty. He was avoiding it because He knew His future held 
something that would make marriage impossible, unfair, a burden He could not ask anyone to 
share. 

In the workshop, Jesus’s skill had reached a level that surpassed even Joseph’s. He could look 
at a piece of wood and see what it wanted to become, could work with the grain rather than 
against it, could create joints so precise they needed no nails, could finish surfaces to a 
smoothness that seemed almost miraculous. People now come from neighbouring villages to 
commission work from Him, willing to pay premium prices for His craftsmanship. 

Joseph watched this with a mixture of pride and something like grief. He was proud of his son’s 
ability, proud of the reputation the workshop was gaining because of Jesus’s work. But he also 
knew, with a certainty that grew stronger each year, that this could not last. Jesus was not 
meant to be a carpenter forever. This was preparation, formation, a necessary stage, but not the 
final destination. And Joseph, who had poured his life into teaching his son this trade, had to 
accept that one day Jesus would lay down His tools and walk away from it all. 

One afternoon, when Jesus was eighteen and working on a particularly complex piece, a 
cabinet with intricate joinery and delicate inlay work, Joseph stood watching Him. Jesus’s hands 
moved with absolute confidence, no wasted motion, no hesitation. He was completely absorbed 
in the work, His whole being focused on the task before Him. 

“You are the finest craftsman I have ever seen,” Joseph said quietly. “Better than my father, 
better than his father, better than anyone I have known. You could make a good living at this, 
support a family, and live a comfortable life. You could be known throughout Galilee for your 
work.” 

Jesus looked up, and there was understanding in His eyes. He knew what Joseph was really 
saying, what question lay beneath the words. “But that is not what I am meant to do,” He said 
gently. 

“No,” Joseph agreed. “I do not think it is.” 

“Does that grieve you? That all the years you have spent teaching me will… will not lead where 
such teaching usually leads?” 
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Joseph considered the question carefully. “It would grieve me if I thought the teaching was 
wasted. But it is not wasted. You have learned more than carpentry from me, I think. You have 
learned patience, discipline, attention to detail, respect for materials and for the people who will 
use what you make. You have learned what it means to work with your hands, to earn your 
bread by the sweat of your brow, to find dignity in honest labour. All of that will serve you, 
whatever you are called to do.” 

“It will,” Jesus said. “More than you know. When I… when the time comes for me to do what I 
must do, I will carry these years with me. I will remember what you taught me, not just about 
wood but about life, about faithfulness, about being a man of integrity. You have given me a 
foundation, Abba. Whatever I build on it will be because of what you have laid down.” 

Joseph felt his eyes sting with tears. Abba. Jesus rarely called him that anymore, had not since 
He was a small child. Hearing it now, in this moment, was a gift beyond measure. 

“I wish I could see it,” Joseph said. “Whatever you will become, whatever you will do. I wish I 
could be there to see it.” 

Jesus looked at him for a long moment, and there was such love in His eyes, such tenderness, 
that Joseph felt his heart might break. “You will see it,” Jesus said softly. “Perhaps not in the way 
you imagine, but you will see it. I promise you that.” 

They returned to their work, father and son, and the afternoon light slanted through the 
workshop windows, illuminating the sawdust that hung in the air like gold. Outside, the sounds 
of Nazareth continued: children playing, women calling to each other, the bleat of goats, the 
creak of cart wheels. The ordinary sounds of an ordinary day. 

But in the workshop, something extraordinary was happening, had been happening for years. A 
young man was being formed, shaped, and prepared for a work that would change the world. 
And the tools being used were not just Scripture and prayer, not just divine revelation and 
spiritual insight, but also wood and nails, planes and saws, the daily discipline of honest labour, 
the love of a faithful father, the ordinary rhythms of family life. 

Jesus was eighteen now, on the threshold of full manhood. The boy who had debated with 
teachers in the Temple was becoming the man who would proclaim the Kingdom with authority. 
But that day was still years away. For now, there was work to be done, a trade to master, a 
family to support, a father to honour. 

The hidden years continued. The formation continued. And Jesus, fully God and fully man, 
continued to grow in wisdom and stature and in favour with God and man, preparing in the 
hiddenness of Nazareth for the work that awaited Him in the light. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
The Passing of the Righteous 
The first sign came on an ordinary morning in late autumn, when Jesus was nineteen years old. 

Joseph had risen before dawn as usual, intending to begin work on a commission that needed 
to be finished by week’s end. But when he stood from his sleeping mat, he swayed, gripping the 
wall for support. Mary, already awake and preparing the morning meal, turned at the sound. 

“Joseph?” 

“I am well,” he said, though his voice lacked conviction. “Just stood too quickly.” 

But throughout that day, Jesus noticed his father moving more slowly than usual, pausing more 
frequently to rest, his face pale beneath its weathered tan. When Jesus suggested he sit and let 
Jesus handle the heavier work, Joseph waved him off with a smile that did not quite reach his 
eyes. 

“I am not so old that I cannot lift a beam,” he said. But his hands trembled slightly as he reached 
for his tools. 

By evening, the trembling had become a shaking he could not hide, and his skin burned with 
fever. Mary made him lie down, brought cool water to bathe his face, and prepared a broth with 
herbs meant to reduce fever. The younger children gathered around, their faces worried. James 
stood in the doorway of the workshop, uncertain, whilst Jesus knelt beside his father’s mat. 

“It will pass,” Joseph said, his voice hoarse. “A fever, nothing more. I have had them before.” 

And it did pass, after three days. Joseph rose, weak but insistent on returning to work. Within a 
week, he seemed himself again, and the family breathed easier. It had been nothing, they told 
themselves. A passing illness, the kind that strikes anyone from time to time. 

But Jesus knew better. He had felt something when he knelt beside his father during those 
feverish nights, had sensed something shifting, breaking down, wearing away. Joseph’s body, 
which had been strong and reliable for so many years, was beginning to fail. The knowledge sat 
heavily in Jesus’s chest, a weight he carried in silence. 

The fever returned a month later, more severe this time. And then again, six weeks after that. 
Each time Joseph recovered, but each recovery was slower, less complete. He lost weight. His 
strength, which had once seemed inexhaustible, became a finite resource that had to be 
carefully rationed. By the time winter arrived, it was clear to everyone that something was 
seriously wrong. 

Jesus took on more and more of the workshop’s labour, rising earlier, working later, handling the 
commissions that required the most strength and stamina. James, now fifteen, worked 
alongside him with a new seriousness, no longer competing but collaborating, understanding 
that the family’s livelihood depended on their combined efforts. Joseph still came to the 
workshop most days, but increasingly his role was advisory rather than active. He would sit on a 
stool, offering guidance, checking their work, but his hands, which had shaped so much wood 
over the years, now rested idle in his lap more often than not. 
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The hardest part for Jesus was not the increased workload. The hardest part was watching his 
father suffer whilst possessing the power to heal him with a word, a touch, a thought. 

He felt it constantly, that power, coiled within him like a spring under tension. He could see what 
was wrong with Joseph’s body, could perceive the corruption spreading through his blood, the 
weakness in his lungs, the slow failure of organs that had served faithfully for decades. And he 
knew, with absolute certainty, that he could fix it. He could speak health into that failing body, 
could command the fever to leave, could restore strength and vitality with less effort than it took 
to plane a board. 

But he did not. Could not. Must not. 

The time for signs and wonders had not yet come. His ministry had not begun. To heal Joseph 
now would be to step out of hiddenness prematurely, to claim his authority before the appointed 
hour. And more than that, it would be to spare Joseph something that was, in its own way, part 
of the Father’s plan. Death was the common lot of humanity, the consequence of the fall, the 
enemy that Jesus had come ultimately to defeat. But that defeat would come through his own 
death and resurrection, not through preventing the death of those he loved. 

So he watched, and waited, and did not heal. And the restraint required was a kind of crucifixion 
in itself. 

One night, when Joseph’s fever was particularly high, and he lay restless and muttering, Jesus 
sat beside him through the dark hours. Mary had finally fallen asleep from exhaustion, curled up 
on a nearby mat. The younger children were in the other room. It was just Jesus and Joseph, 
and the flickering light of a single oil lamp. 

Joseph’s eyes opened, surprisingly clear despite the fever. He looked at Jesus for a long 
moment, and something passed between them, an understanding that needed no words. 

“You could heal me,” Joseph said quietly. It was not a question. 

Jesus felt his throat tighten. “Yes.” 

“But you will not.” 

“I cannot. Not yet. It is not… it is not time.” 

Joseph nodded slowly, as though this confirmed something he had already known. “Because of 
who you are. Because of what you must do.” 

“Yes.” 

“I do not fully understand it,” Joseph said. “I have never fully understood it, from the beginning. 
But I trust it. I trust him. I trust you.” He reached out with a trembling hand, and Jesus took it, 
feeling how thin it had become, how fragile. “You must not feel guilty for this, my son. You must 
not carry that burden. This is not your doing. This is simply… life. Death. The way of all flesh.” 

“You are dying because I will not heal you,” Jesus said, and his voice broke on the words. “How 
can I not feel guilty?” 

“Because I am dying because I am mortal, and mortal men die. You did not make me mortal. 
You did not bring death into the world. And when the time comes for you to do what you were 
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sent to do, you will unmake death itself. But that time is not now, and this death is not yours to 
prevent.” Joseph squeezed his hand with what little strength he had. “Let me go, Jesus. Let me 
finish my course. Let me die as a righteous man dies, in faith, trusting in God’s purposes even 
when I do not understand them.” 

Jesus bowed his head, and tears fell onto their clasped hands. “I will miss you. I do not know 
how to be who I must be without you.” 

“You will,” Joseph said with certainty. “Because I have taught you everything I know, and it will 
be enough. Not because I am such a great teacher, but because you are such a great student. 
You have learned not just carpentry from me, but faithfulness. Patience. How to be a man of 
integrity. How to love your family. How to work with your hands and find dignity in it. All of that 
will serve you when the time comes.” 

They sat in silence for a while, the lamp flame casting shadows on the walls. Outside, a dog 
barked in the distance. The ordinary sounds of night in Nazareth. 

“I am proud of you,” Joseph said finally. “I know I am not your true father. I know you have a 
Father in heaven who is infinitely greater than I could ever be. But I have been your father in this 
world, and I want you to know: I am proud. Proud of the man you have become. Proud of your 
character, your kindness, your strength. Proud to have been chosen to raise you, to teach you, 
to love you. It has been the greatest honour of my life.” 

Jesus could not speak. He simply held his father’s hand and wept, and Joseph let him weep, 
understanding that this grief was necessary, that it was part of being fully human, fully present in 
the pain of loss. 

“Take care of them,” Joseph said after a while. “Your mother. Your brothers and sisters. They will 
need you. But do not let that need keep you from your calling when the time comes. Mary 
understands. She has always understood. She will release you when you must go.” 

“I promise,” Jesus managed. “I will care for them. And when the time comes… when I must 
leave… I will trust that the Father will care for them still.” 

Joseph smiled, and for a moment, he looked like himself again, strong and certain and at peace. 
“That is all any of us can do. Trust. Obey. Love. You have taught me that, you know. Watching 
you all these years. You have taught me more about faith than all the rabbis in Israel.” 

The fever took him again then, and he slipped back into restless sleep. But something had been 
settled between them, some final accounting made. Jesus sat with him through the rest of the 
night, and when dawn came, and Mary woke, she found them still hand in hand, father and son, 
and she knew without being told that the end was near. 

Joseph lingered for another week. There were moments of clarity when he could speak with 
Mary and the children and offer final words of blessing and instruction. James received his 
father’s blessing with tears streaming down his face, understanding for the first time the weight 
of responsibility that would fall on him as the second eldest. Joses and Simon and little Judas 
clustered around their father’s mat, trying to be brave, trying to understand why Abba was 
leaving them. The girls wept openly, and Joseph comforted them as best he could, telling them 
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they were precious and beloved, and that they must help their mother and listen to their older 
brothers. 

To Mary, he said simply, “Thank you. For saying yes. For trusting. For loving me even though 
you belonged to something greater. You have been the best wife a man could ask for.” 

And Mary, who had pondered so many mysteries in her heart over the years, who had watched 
her husband raise a son who was not his own with such faithfulness and love, could only hold 
his hand and whisper, “And you have been the best husband. The best father. You have done 
what God asked of you, and you have done it well. Rest now. Rest, my love.” 

The end came on a Sabbath morning, just as the sun was rising. The family had gathered, 
knowing this would be the day. Joseph’s breathing had become laboured during the night, each 
breath a struggle, each exhalation longer than the last. Jesus sat on one side of him, Mary on 
the other. The children were nearby, James holding little Judas, the girls clinging to each other. 

Joseph opened his eyes one final time. He looked at Mary and smiled. He looked at his 
children, and his eyes were full of love. And then he looked at Jesus, and in that look was 
everything: pride, love, release, blessing, trust. His lips moved, forming words that only Jesus 
could hear. 

“Go… and do… what you were born to do.” 

And then he breathed out, and did not breathe in again. The righteous man, the faithful 
husband, the loving father, the patient teacher, passed from this world into the next. And in the 
small house in Nazareth, the family of the Messiah wept for the loss of the man who had 
sheltered them, provided for them, loved them, and never fully understood the mystery he had 
been chosen to guard. 

Jesus wept as he had never wept before. He wept as a son who had lost his father, as a man 
who had lost his teacher and friend, as a human being confronting the reality of death and 
separation. His grief was not diminished by his divinity; if anything, it was deepened by it, 
because he felt not only his own loss but the loss of everyone who had ever mourned, the 
weight of all human sorrow pressing down on him in that moment. 

He wept, and his family wept with him, and for a time, there was nothing but grief, raw and real 
and utterly human. 

But even in the midst of grief, there were things that had to be done. The body had to be 
prepared for burial. According to the law and custom, this had to happen quickly, before sunset. 
Jesus and James washed their father’s body with water and wine, their hands gentle, their 
movements reverent. They anointed him with spices and oils, wrapped him in clean linen cloths. 
Mary and the girls prepared the burial spices, mixing myrrh and aloes, their tears falling into the 
mixture. 

The men of Nazareth came to help carry Joseph to the burial place, a cave in the hillside 
outside the village where the dead of their community were laid. It was a simple funeral, as 
befitted a simple man. The rabbi spoke words from the Psalms: “The Lord gave, and the Lord 
has taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord.” Prayers were offered. The body was laid in 
the cave, and a stone was rolled across the entrance. 
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And then it was done. Joseph of Nazareth, the carpenter, the righteous man, the earthly father 
of the Messiah, was gone. 

In the days that followed, the family moved through their grief in the ways that people do. There 
were moments of overwhelming sorrow when the reality of Joseph’s absence would strike fresh 
and sharp. There were moments of numbness when they went through the motions of daily life 
without really feeling anything. There were moments when they could speak of him and smile, 
remembering his kindness, his patience, his quiet strength. 

Jesus found himself in the workshop, surrounded by Joseph’s tools, by the projects they had 
worked on together, by the smell of wood and oil that would forever remind him of his father. He 
picked up Joseph’s favourite plane, the one he had used for decades, its handle worn smooth 
by his grip. He held it, feeling its weight, and for a moment he could almost feel Joseph’s hand 
guiding his, hear his voice offering instruction and encouragement. 

“You taught me well, Abba,” he said aloud to the empty workshop. “Everything I know about 
being a man, I learned from watching you. Your faithfulness. Your integrity. Your love. I will carry 
it with me, always. And when the time comes for me to do what I was born to do, I will 
remember that you made it possible. You gave me a foundation. You showed me what it means 
to be righteous, to be faithful, to be fully human. Thank you. Thank you for everything.” 

He set the plane down carefully and reverently, then returned to work. Because that was what 
Joseph would have wanted. That was what Joseph had taught him: when grief comes, you 
honour it, you feel it, but you do not let it stop you from doing what needs to be done. You 
continue. You work. You provide. You love. You live. 

The workshop was Jesus’s now, fully and completely. At nineteen, he was the head of the 
household, the provider for his mother and siblings. It was a responsibility he accepted without 
resentment, understanding that this too was part of his formation, part of his preparation. He 
would spend the next decade in this role, supporting his family, perfecting his craft, growing in 
wisdom and favour with God and man. 

But something had shifted with Joseph’s death. A chapter had closed. The man who had stood 
between Jesus and his destiny was gone, not because he had been an obstacle but because 
his work was complete. He had raised the Son of God to manhood. He had taught him a trade, 
modelled righteousness, provided stability and love. He had done what he was called to do, and 
he had done it faithfully unto death. 

Mary felt the shift, too. She had lost her husband, her companion, her support. But she had also 
gained something, or perhaps recognised something she had always known: that her son was 
no longer a child, no longer even a young man who needed guidance. He was becoming who 
he was meant to be, and whilst that becoming would take years yet, the trajectory was set. 
Joseph’s death had released something, had removed a tether, had opened a door that would 
one day lead Jesus out of Nazareth and into his ministry. 

She did not speak of this to anyone. She simply watched, and pondered, and waited. As she 
had always done. As she would continue to do until the day when her son would leave the 
carpenter’s shop forever and take up the work for which he had been born. 
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One evening, perhaps a month after Joseph’s death, Jesus found his mother sitting outside, 
looking at the stars. He sat beside her, and for a while they simply sat in companionable silence. 

“He loved you very much,” Mary said finally. “Not just as a father loves a son, but… he loved 
who you are. What you are. He never fully understood it, but he loved it. He was honoured by 
it.” 

“I know,” Jesus said. “And I loved him. I love him still. He will always be my father, in the ways 
that matter most.” 

“He released you, in the end. Did you feel it?” 

“Yes.” 

“He wanted you to know that you do not have to stay here forever. When the time comes, you 
are free to go. Free to do what you must do.” 

Jesus nodded. “But not yet. There is still work to be done here. Still time to wait. Still preparation 
needed.” 

“Yes,” Mary agreed. “Not yet. But someday. And when that day comes, I will release you, too. As 
Joseph did. Because that is what love does. It holds, and then it lets go.” 

They sat together under the stars, mother and son, and the night was very quiet around them. In 
the house behind them, the younger children slept. In the workshop, Joseph’s tools waited for 
the morning. In the village, life continued its ordinary rhythms, unaware that in their midst dwelt 
the one who would change everything. 

But for now, in this moment, there was only grief and love and the slow, patient work of healing. 
Joseph was gone, but his legacy remained. In the character of the son he had raised. In the 
skills he had taught. In the example he had set. In the love he had given so freely, so faithfully, 
for so many years. 

The hidden years continued. But they were different now. Jesus was no longer a son learning 
from his father. He was a man, standing on his own, carrying forward what he had been taught, 
preparing for what lay ahead. The foundation had been laid. The formation was ongoing. And 
though Joseph would not live to see the ministry that was coming, his influence would be woven 
through every moment of it. 

Because the carpenter from Nazareth, the righteous man who had said yes to an impossible 
calling, who had raised a son who was not his own, who had loved faithfully and died peacefully, 
had done his work well. And that work would bear fruit in ways he could never have imagined, in 
a harvest that would change the world. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
A Man of Sorrows: Nazareth’s Silent Carpenter 
The first year after Joseph’s death was the hardest. 

Not because of the work, though the work was considerable. Not because of the responsibility, 
though Jesus now carried the weight of providing for a household of seven. The hardest part 
was the absence itself, the empty space where Joseph had been, the silence where his voice 
should have sounded, the moments when Jesus would turn to ask a question or share an 
observation and find no one there to receive it. 

He was twenty years old and the head of the household. 

The morning after the week of mourning ended, Jesus rose before dawn and went to the 
workshop. He stood in the doorway for a long moment, looking at the space that had been 
Joseph’s domain, that was now his. The tools hung in their places on the wall, each one 
positioned exactly where Joseph had kept it. The workbench bore the marks of decades of use, 
its surface scarred and stained but still solid, still serviceable. In the corner stood an unfinished 
commission, a table that Joseph had been working on when the final illness took him. 

Jesus walked to the table and ran his hand over its surface. Joseph had already done the 
joinery, had fitted the legs and supports with his characteristic precision. All that remained was 
the finishing work: the planing, the sanding, the application of oil that would bring out the grain 
and protect the wood. It was work that Jesus could complete easily, work that would take 
perhaps two days if he focused on nothing else. 

He picked up Joseph’s plane, the one with the worn handle, and felt its familiar weight in his 
palm. For a moment, grief threatened to overwhelm him again, fresh and sharp as it had been 
on the day Joseph died. But he breathed through it, let it wash over him and recede, and then 
he set to work. 

Because that was what Joseph would have wanted. That was what Joseph had taught him. 
When grief comes, you honour it, but you do not let it paralyse you. You continue. You work. You 
provide. You live. 

By the time James arrived an hour later, Jesus had already made significant progress on the 
table. James stood in the doorway much as Jesus had done, uncertain, perhaps wondering if he 
was intruding. Jesus looked up and smiled. 

“Come,” he said. “There is work to be done, and I cannot do it all alone.” 

James entered slowly, his eyes moving around the workshop as though seeing it for the first 
time. “It feels different,” he said quietly. “Without him here.” 

“It does,” Jesus agreed. “It will for a long time, I think. But the work remains the same. The wood 
does not know that Joseph is gone. The customers still need what we make. And we still know 
how to make it.” 

James nodded, though his expression remained troubled. “I do not know if I can do this. Fill his 
place. I am not… I am not as good as he was. As you are.” 
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Jesus set down the plane and turned to face his brother fully. “You are not meant to fill his place, 
James. No one can do that. You are meant to be yourself, to bring your own gifts and strengths. 
Abba did not need you to be perfect. He needed you to be faithful. To show up, to do your best, 
to keep learning. That is all I need from you as well.” 

“But the customers…” 

“The customers will be satisfied if we do good work and treat them fairly. Some will prefer my 
work to yours, yes. That is simply reality. But some will prefer yours to mine. Some will 
appreciate your attention to detail, your patience, and your willingness to listen to exactly what 
they want. We each have our strengths, James. Together, we will do well.” 

It was a generous assessment, and James knew it. But he also heard the truth beneath the 
generosity: Jesus was not asking him to be something he was not. He was simply asking him to 
work, to contribute, to be present. That, James, could do. 

They worked together that day, and the next, and the day after that. Slowly, a new rhythm 
established itself in the workshop. Jesus took the lead on the more complex commissions, the 
pieces that required exceptional skill or creative problem-solving. James handled the simpler 
work, the repairs and basic furniture that made up the bulk of their business. And gradually, as 
the weeks turned to months, James’s confidence grew. He would never be the craftsman Jesus 
was, but he was competent, reliable, and that was enough. 

Joses and Simon, now twelve and ten respectively, began spending more time in the workshop 
as well. They were not yet old enough for full-time work, but they could help with simple tasks: 
sweeping up sawdust, organising tools, holding pieces steady whilst Jesus or James worked on 
them, running errands to deliver finished items or collect materials. Jesus was patient with them, 
teaching them as Joseph had taught him, never rushing, never showing frustration when they 
made mistakes. 

“A mistake is just a lesson you have not learned yet,” he would say, echoing Joseph’s words. 
“The wood will teach you, if you pay attention.” 

Little Judas, only seven years old, was too young for workshop duties, but he would often sit in 
the corner and watch, his eyes wide with fascination as his older brothers transformed rough 
timber into useful objects. Jesus would sometimes pause in his work to explain what he was 
doing, why he was making a particular cut or choosing a specific technique. Judas absorbed it 
all with the intensity of a child who idolises his eldest brother, who sees in him something heroic 
and wonderful. 

The girls, Salome and Miriam, helped their mother with household work but would sometimes 
bring water or food to the workshop, using it as an excuse to linger and watch the men work. 
Jesus was always kind to them, always took a moment to acknowledge their presence, to ask 
about their day, to make them feel seen and valued. In a culture where daughters were often 
overlooked, Jesus’s attention was a gift they treasured. 

Mary watched her children navigate this new reality with a mixture of pride and sorrow. Pride 
because they were adapting, finding their way, supporting one another. Sorrow because she 
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saw how much they had lost, how Joseph’s absence had created a void that could never truly 
be filled. But most of all, she watched Jesus. 

He had stepped into Joseph’s role with a maturity that seemed beyond his years, though she 
supposed it should not surprise her. He had always been beyond his years, had always carried 
himself with a gravity and wisdom that set him apart. But now that quality was more 
pronounced, more visible. He was no longer a son being guided by his father. He was the guide, 
the provider, the one to whom the others looked for direction and support. 

And yet, for all his new authority, he remained tender with her. He did not presume to replace 
Joseph in her life, did not try to become her husband as well as her son. He remained her child, 
respectful, deferential, seeking her counsel on matters that affected the household. But there 
was also a new protectiveness in him, a watchfulness that had not been there before. He made 
sure she had what she needed, that she was not overburdened, that she had time to grieve and 
to rest. 

One evening, perhaps six months after Joseph’s death, Mary found Jesus sitting outside after 
the day’s work was done. The younger children were inside, their voices a distant murmur. 
James had gone to deliver a finished piece to a customer. It was just the two of them and the 
gathering dusk. 

She sat beside him, and for a while they simply sat in companionable silence. Finally, she 
spoke. 

“You carry it well,” she said. “The responsibility. The weight of it.” 

Jesus turned to look at her, and in the fading light she saw the weariness in his eyes, the cost of 
what he was doing. “I carry it because I must. Because they need me to. But it is heavy, Mother. 
Heavier than I think they know.” 

“Tell me,” she said gently. 

He was quiet for a moment, gathering his thoughts. “It is not the work itself. The work is… the 
work is good. I enjoy it, even. There is satisfaction in making something well, in providing for 
those I love. But there is also the knowledge that this is not… that this is not the end. That I am 
here, doing this, being this, but it is temporary. Preparatory. And I do not know how long it will 
last.” 

“You know that one day you will leave.” 

“Yes. One day, I will leave, and they will have to manage without me. James will have to take 
over fully. The younger ones will have to grow up faster than they should. And you…” He 
paused, his voice catching. “You will lose another man you love. First Joseph, then me. It is not 
fair to you.” 

Mary reached out and took his hand. “Life is not fair, my son. You know that better than anyone. 
But it is also full of grace, of unexpected gifts, of moments of beauty in the midst of sorrow. I 
have been given the privilege of being your mother, of raising you, of watching you become the 
man you are. That is a gift beyond measure. When the time comes for you to go, I will grieve. 
But I will also rejoice, because I will know that you are doing what you were born to do.” 
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“I do not want to hurt you,” Jesus said, and his voice was raw with emotion. “I do not want to 
hurt any of them. But I know I will. I know that my calling will cost them, will cost you, and that 
knowledge is… it is almost unbearable sometimes.” 

“Then bear it with me,” Mary said. “Do not carry it alone. Let me share its weight, as I have 
shared everything else. That is what mothers do. We carry our children’s burdens, even when 
they are grown, even when they are…” She paused, searching for words. “Even when they are 
more than children. Even when they are the Son of God.” 

Jesus looked at her, and tears spilt down his cheeks. “How did I deserve you?” he whispered. 

“You did not deserve me,” Mary said, and she smiled through her own tears. “None of us 
deserves the gifts we are given. We simply receive them with gratitude and try to be worthy of 
them. You have made me worthy, Jesus. You have made my yes mean something. Whatever 
comes, I will not regret it.” 

They sat together as the stars began to appear, mother and son, and the night settled around 
them like a blessing. 

The seasons turned. Summer gave way to autumn, autumn to winter, winter to spring. The 
rhythm of work continued, steady and reliable. Commissions came in, were completed, and 
were delivered. Money was earned, carefully managed, and stretched to cover the needs of a 
large household. There were lean times when work was scarce, when Jesus had to take on jobs 
he would have preferred to refuse, repairs that paid little but kept food on the table. There were 
better times when a wealthy customer commissioned an elaborate piece, when the payment 
was generous enough to provide a cushion against future uncertainty. 

Jesus’s reputation grew during these years. People in Nazareth and the surrounding villages 
began to speak of him not just as Joseph’s son, but as a master craftsman in his own right. 
They praised the quality of his work, the fairness of his prices, and the integrity with which he 
conducted business. He never overcharged, never cut corners, never promised what he could 
not deliver. His word was as solid as the furniture he built, and people trusted him. 

But it was not just his craftsmanship that drew attention. There was something else, something 
harder to define. People found themselves seeking him out not just for carpentry work but for 
advice, for counsel, for a listening ear. A man struggling with a difficult decision would stop by 
the workshop and find himself pouring out his troubles to Jesus, whilst Jesus worked, his hands 
steady on the wood, his attention fully present. A woman worried about her children would bring 
a repair job and stay to talk, finding in Jesus’s gentle questions and thoughtful responses a 
clarity she had not found elsewhere. 

He never preached at them, never quoted Scripture in a way that felt like judgment. He simply 
listened, asked questions, and offered observations that somehow cut through confusion to the 
heart of the matter. And people left feeling lighter, clearer, and more hopeful than when they had 
arrived. 

“There is something about your son,” old Miriam, a widow who lived at the edge of the village, 
said to Mary one day at the well. “Something… I do not know how to say it. He is just a 
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carpenter, I know. But when he speaks, it is as though he sees more than the rest of us. As 
though he understands things we do not.” 

Mary smiled, noncommittal. “He is a good man. Joseph raised him well.” 

“It is more than that,” Miriam insisted. “I have known many good men. Your son is… different. 
Special. Mark my words, Mary. That boy is destined for something.” 

Mary said nothing, but her heart pondered these words as it had pondered so many others over 
the years. The village was beginning to see what she had always known: that Jesus was not 
ordinary, that there was something in him that set him apart. But they did not know what it was, 
could not name it, could only sense it and wonder. 

In the workshop, Jesus continued his work with the same steady dedication. He was twenty-two 
now, then twenty-three, then twenty-four. His body had reached its full strength, his skill its full 
maturity. There was nothing he could not make, no problem he could not solve, no challenge 
that could defeat him. Customers sometimes brought him pieces that other craftsmen had 
declared impossible, and he would study them, turn them over in his hands, and then quietly set 
about making them possible. 

James watched him work with a mixture of admiration and resignation. He had long since given 
up trying to match his brother’s ability. Instead, he focused on being reliable, on handling the 
steady stream of ordinary work that kept the business afloat whilst Jesus tackled the exceptional 
commissions. It was a good partnership, and James had made peace with his role in it. 

But there were still moments when the old resentment surfaced, when James would see a 
customer’s face light up at the sight of Jesus and dim slightly when James was the one who 
greeted them instead. There were still times when he felt like the lesser brother, the one who 
was good enough but not exceptional, competent but not remarkable. 

One afternoon, when Jesus was working on a particularly intricate piece of joinery, and James 
was finishing a simple stool, James set down his tools with more force than necessary. 

“Do you ever get tired of being perfect?” he asked, and there was an edge to his voice. 

Jesus looked up, surprised. “I am not perfect, James. You know that.” 

“You might as well be. You never make mistakes. You never lose your temper. You never do 
shoddy work because you are tired or frustrated. Every piece you make is flawless. Every 
customer loves you. Every person who meets you thinks you are wonderful. It is exhausting just 
watching you.” 

Jesus set down his own tools and turned to face his brother fully. “You think I do not get tired? 
You think I do not feel frustration? You think this is easy for me?” 

“It looks easy. It always looks easy.” 

“That is because I do not let you see the struggle. I do not let anyone see it. But it is there, 
James. Every day. Every moment. The temptation to take shortcuts, to do less than my best, to 
use what I have been given in ways I should not. The weariness of always having to be… to be 
what people expect. The loneliness of being different, of not quite fitting, of always being slightly 
apart even when I am in the midst of family and community.” 
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James stared at him, taken aback by the raw honesty in his brother’s voice. 

“You think I do not understand what it is like to feel inadequate?” Jesus continued. “To feel as 
though you are not enough, as though you will never measure up? I understand it better than 
you know. The difference is that I have learned to accept it, to work with it rather than against it. 
I am who I am, James. I cannot be less than that, even when it would be easier. And you are 
who you are. You cannot be more than that, even when you wish you could be. But who you are 
is enough. It has always been enough.” 

James felt his throat tighten. “I just… I want to be good at something. To be known for 
something other than being your brother.” 

“You are good at many things. You are patient with the younger ones in a way I am not. You are 
better at managing the accounts, at keeping track of what we owe and what is owed to us. You 
are more diplomatic with difficult customers. You have gifts, James. They are just different from 
mine. And that is as it should be. We are not meant to be the same. We are meant to 
complement each other, to work together, to make up for each other’s weaknesses.” 

“What weaknesses do you have?” James asked, and there was genuine curiosity in his voice 
now, the edge of resentment fading. 

Jesus smiled, but it was a sad smile. “More than you know. I struggle with impatience, though I 
hide it well. I struggle with the desire to fix everything, to heal every hurt, to make everything 
right immediately. I struggle with the knowledge of what is coming, with the weight of a calling I 
cannot yet fulfill. I struggle with loneliness, with being understood by no one, not fully. I struggle 
with loving people whilst knowing I will one day leave them. Those are my weaknesses, James. 
They are just not the kind you can see in my carpentry.” 

James was quiet for a long moment. “I am sorry,” he said finally. “I did not know. I thought… I 
thought it was all easy for you.” 

“Nothing worth doing is easy,” Jesus said. “Not for anyone. We all struggle. We all fall short. The 
question is not whether we struggle, but what we do with the struggle. Do we let it defeat us, or 
do we let it refine us?” 

“I want to let it refine me,” James said. “I do. But I do not always know how.” 

“Then we will learn together,” Jesus said. “Because I do not always know how either. But we will 
figure it out, one day at a time, one piece of wood at a time, one act of faithfulness at a time.” 

They returned to their work, and the tension that had been building between them eased. It 
would return, of course. Resentment and comparison were not defeated in a single 
conversation. But something had shifted; some understanding had been reached, and it made 
the work a little easier and the relationship a little stronger. 

The younger children, meanwhile, were growing up under Jesus’s watchful care. Joses, now 
fourteen, was becoming a skilled worker in his own right, capable of handling many tasks 
independently. Simon, twelve, was still learning but showed promise. Judas, nine, followed 
Jesus around like a shadow whenever he was allowed, absorbing everything, asking endless 
questions that Jesus answered with patience and good humour. 
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The girls, Salome and Miriam, now fifteen and thirteen, were becoming young women. They 
helped their mother with the household work, with the cooking, cleaning and mending that kept 
a large family functioning. But they also watched their eldest brother with a kind of reverence, 
seeing in him a model of what a man should be: strong but gentle, authoritative but kind, 
capable but humble. 

“Will I marry someone like Jesus?” Salome asked her mother one day as they prepared the 
evening meal. 

Mary smiled. “You will marry someone who loves you and treats you with respect. Whether he is 
like Jesus… well, there is no one quite like Jesus.” 

“I know,” Salome said. “But I mean… someone good. Someone who works hard, is kind, and 
does not lose his temper. Someone who makes me feel safe.” 

“Then yes,” Mary said. “I pray you will marry someone like that. And I pray your sister will as 
well. You both deserve men who will honour you.” 

“Jesus honours everyone,” Miriam observed. “Even people who do not deserve it. Even people 
who are rude to him or try to cheat him. He is always kind.” 

“He is,” Mary agreed. “But do not mistake kindness for weakness. Your brother is strong. He 
simply chooses to use his strength in service rather than in domination. That is true strength.” 

The girls pondered this, and Mary pondered it as well. She watched her son navigate the world 
with a grace that seemed effortless but which she knew cost him dearly. She saw how people 
were drawn to him, how they sought him out, how they left his presence somehow changed, 
even if they could not articulate how or why. And she knew, with a certainty that grew stronger 
each year, that this could not last forever. That one day, the hidden years would end, and Jesus 
would step into the light, and everything would change. 

But for now, he was still hers. Still the carpenter of Nazareth. Still the provider for his family. Still, 
the man who rose before dawn to work and who stayed up late to pray. Still, the son who kissed 
her cheek each morning and asked if she needed anything. Still, the brother who taught, guided, 
and protected his siblings with fierce, tender love. 

The years between twenty and twenty-five were years of consolidation, of deepening, of roots 
growing down even as the tree prepared to grow up. Jesus’s character was being refined in the 
crucible of daily responsibility, of ordinary challenges, of the thousand small decisions that make 
up a life. He was learning what it meant to be fully human, fully present, fully engaged in the 
world, whilst also fully aware of his divine nature and calling. 

His prayer life deepened during these years. He would rise before dawn, whilst the household 
still slept, and slip out to a quiet place on the hillside above Nazareth. There, in the darkness 
before sunrise, he would pray. Sometimes for hours. Sometimes, until the sun was well up, he 
had to hurry back to begin the day’s work. 

James, who was a light sleeper, noticed these absences. “Where do you go?” he asked one 
morning when Jesus returned just as the household was waking. 

“To pray,” Jesus said simply. 
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“Every morning?” 

“Most mornings. When I can.” 

“What do you pray about for so long?” 

Jesus smiled. “Everything. Nothing. I pray for you, for our family. I pray for the people of 
Nazareth, for Israel, for the world. I pray for wisdom, for strength, for patience. I pray for the 
Father’s will to be done. And mostly, I just… commune. I listen. I rest in his presence. It is the 
most important work I do.” 

James did not fully understand, but he respected it. And sometimes, when he woke and found 
Jesus gone, he would say his own prayers, brief and simple compared to his brother’s 
hours-long vigils, but sincere nonetheless. If prayer was important to Jesus, then perhaps it 
should be important to him as well. 

The community of Nazareth continued to puzzle over Jesus. He was one of them, had grown up 
among them, and was known to them. And yet, he was not quite one of them. There was 
something about him that set him apart, that made him simultaneously familiar and foreign, 
ordinary and extraordinary. 

“He is a good man,” people would say. “A righteous man. Honest, hardworking, kind. If only 
more young men were like him.” 

But there was also an undercurrent of unease. He was too good, too perfect, too much of a 
rebuke to their own compromises and failures. He never gossiped, never spoke ill of anyone, 
never participated in the petty rivalries and jealousies that characterised village life. He was 
present at weddings and celebrations, but he never drank to excess, never behaved 
inappropriately, never did anything that could be criticised. And his very presence, his very 
goodness, made others uncomfortable. 

“He thinks he is better than us,” some muttered, though they could point to no instance where 
he had actually said or done anything to suggest superiority. 

“He is strange,” others said. “Too serious. Too intense. A young man should be more… more 
normal.” 

But even those who were uncomfortable with him could not deny his skill, his integrity, his value 
to the community. When they needed something built or repaired, they came to him. When they 
needed advice or counsel, they sought him out. When they needed someone trustworthy to 
mediate a dispute or witness an agreement, they asked for him. He was woven into the fabric of 
Nazareth’s life, essential even as he remained slightly apart. 

One incident, when Jesus was perhaps twenty-four, crystallised the community’s ambivalence 
towards him. 

A man named Reuben, a farmer with a reputation for sharp dealing and a quick temper, came to 
the workshop with a complaint. He had commissioned a plough from Jesus six months earlier, 
had paid half the price upfront, and was now claiming that the plough was defective, that it had 
broken after only a few weeks of use, and that Jesus owed him a refund. 
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Jesus listened to the complaint calmly, then asked to see the broken plough. Reuben brought it, 
and Jesus examined it carefully. The break was clean, in a place where the wood should have 
been strongest. But when Jesus looked more closely, he could see that the wood had been 
deliberately weakened, that someone had made cuts in the grain that would cause it to fail 
under stress. 

“This plough was sabotaged,” Jesus said quietly. “Someone cut into the wood here, and here. 
That is why it broke.” 

Reuben’s face flushed red. “Are you calling me a liar? Are you saying I damaged my own 
plough?” 

“I am saying that this plough did not break through any fault in its construction. It was 
deliberately weakened. Whether you did it yourself or someone else did it, I cannot say. But I will 
not refund your money for damage I did not cause.” 

“You will refund my money, or I will tell everyone in Nazareth that you are a cheat, that you do 
shoddy work and refuse to stand behind it!” 

Jesus looked at him steadily, and there was something in his eyes that made Reuben take a 
step back. Not anger, exactly. Not a threat. But authority. Power. A sense that he was facing 
someone who could not be intimidated, manipulated, or moved by bluster or threats. 

“You may tell people whatever you wish,” Jesus said, his voice still quiet but with an edge of 
steel. “But the truth will remain the truth. This plough was sabotaged. I will not pay for damage I 
did not cause. If you wish to take this matter to the elders, I will present my evidence and let 
them judge. But I will not be bullied into admitting fault where there is none.” 

Reuben stared at him for a long moment, and something in him seemed to deflate. He knew 
Jesus was right. He knew the plough had been deliberately damaged, probably by his own 
hand, in a scheme to get his money back and keep the plough as well. And he knew that if this 
went before the elders, Jesus’s reputation for honesty would carry more weight than his own 
reputation for sharp dealing. 

“Keep your plough,” he muttered, and turned to leave. But at the door, he turned back. “You 
think you are so righteous, do you not? So much better than the rest of us. But you are just a 
carpenter, Jesus. Just a carpenter. Do not forget that.” 

“I have never forgotten it,” Jesus said quietly. “I am a carpenter. That is what I do. But what I do 
is not who I am. And who I am is someone who will not lie, will not cheat, will not compromise 
my integrity for money or reputation or anything else. If that makes me seem righteous to you, 
then so be it. But I am simply trying to be faithful.” 

Reuben left, and the story spread through Nazareth. Some people praised Jesus for standing 
his ground, for refusing to be cheated. Others criticised him for being inflexible, for not showing 
mercy to a man who was struggling financially. But everyone agreed on one thing: Jesus of 
Nazareth was not someone who could be pushed around, not someone who would compromise 
his principles for convenience. 

And that reputation, that sense of him as someone set apart, someone different, continued to 
grow. 
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By the time Jesus reached twenty-five, he had been the head of his household for five years. 
Five years of providing, of teaching, of guiding, of protecting. Five years of work and prayer and 
waiting. Five years of being fully present in the life he was living, whilst also being fully aware 
that it was not his final destination. 

The workshop was thriving. James was now a competent craftsman, capable of handling most 
commissions independently. Joses and Simon were skilled apprentices, contributing 
meaningfully to the work. The family was secure, not wealthy but comfortable, with enough to 
eat, a roof over their heads, and the respect of their community. 

Jesus’s reputation had spread beyond Nazareth. People from neighbouring villages would 
sometimes make the journey specifically to commission work from him, willing to pay premium 
prices for his exceptional craftsmanship. He could have expanded the business, could have 
taken on additional apprentices, could have become wealthy by the standards of Galilean 
craftsmen. 

But he did not. He kept the business small, manageable, and focused on quality rather than 
quantity. He took only the commissions he could complete with full attention and care. He 
charged fair prices, neither gouging the wealthy nor undercharging the poor. He lived simply, 
saved what he could, and gave generously to those in need. 

And he waited. 

He did not know exactly when the call would come, when the time would be right to lay down his 
tools and take up his true work. But he knew it was coming. He could feel it, a growing sense of 
urgency, of preparation reaching its completion, of a season ending and a new season about to 
begin. 

Sometimes, late at night, he would lie awake and think about what it would mean to leave. To 
walk away from the workshop, from the family, from the life he had built. To step into the 
unknown, into the work for which he had been born but which was still shrouded in mystery. He 
knew the broad outlines: he would proclaim the Kingdom, would call people to repentance, 
would perform signs and wonders, would gather disciples, would confront the religious 
authorities, would… would what? Die? Rise? Transform everything? 

He knew, and yet he did not know. The Father revealed what he needed to know when he 
needed to know it, and no more. And so he waited, and worked, and prayed, and prepared. 

One evening, as he sat outside after the day’s work was done, Mary came and sat beside him. 
She did not speak, simply sat in companionable silence, as they had done so many times over 
the years. Finally, Jesus spoke. 

“It will not be much longer,” he said quietly. “I can feel it. The time is coming.” 

Mary nodded. She had felt it too, had seen the restlessness growing in him, the sense of a man 
preparing to embark on a journey. “How will you know? When is it time?” 

“I will know,” Jesus said. “The Father will make it clear. There will be a sign, a moment, a call 
that cannot be ignored. And when it comes, I will have to go.” 

“And the family?” 
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“James is ready. He can manage the workshop and can provide for you and the younger ones. 
It will be hard for him, harder than he knows. But he can do it. And you will help him, will guide 
him, will be the strength he needs.” 

“And you?” Mary asked. “Are you ready?” 

Jesus was quiet for a long moment. “I do not know if anyone can be ready for what is coming. 
But I am as ready as I can be. These years, these hidden years, have prepared me. The work 
with Joseph, the responsibility of providing for the family, the daily discipline of faithfulness in 
small things, the hours of prayer, the wrestling with temptation, the learning to be fully human 
whilst remaining fully divine, all of it has been preparation. And now the preparation is nearly 
complete.” 

“I will miss you,” Mary said, and her voice broke slightly. “I know I will see you, that you will not 
disappear entirely. But it will not be the same. You will no longer be mine in the way you have 
been. You will belong to… to everyone. To the world. To the Father’s purposes.” 

“I will always be your son,” Jesus said, and he took her hand. “That will never change. But you 
are right. It will not be the same. I will belong to something larger, something that will demand 
everything from me. And I am sorry for that. Sorry for the pain it will cause you, for the loss you 
will feel. But I cannot… I cannot not do it. This is why I came. This is who I am.” 

“I know,” Mary said. “I have always known. From the moment the angel appeared to me, I have 
known that you were not truly mine to keep. You were a gift, entrusted to me for a time, but 
always belonging to something greater. And I have treasured every moment, every day, every 
year. I would not trade it for anything.” 

They sat together as the stars appeared, mother and son, and the night was very quiet around 
them. In the house behind them, the younger children slept, secure in the knowledge that their 
eldest brother would provide for them, would protect them, would always be there. In the 
workshop, the tools waited for the morning, for another day of work, for the continuation of the 
life they had built. 

But both Jesus and Mary knew that this life, good as it was, meaningful as it was, was drawing 
to a close. The hidden years were nearly over. The time of preparation was nearly complete. 
And soon, very soon, everything would change. 

For now, though, there was only this moment. This quiet evening. This companionable silence. 
This is the love between mother and son. This peace before the storm. 

And it was enough. For now, it was enough. 
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CHAPTER NINE 
Seeds Sown: Encounters with Future Disciples 
The years between twenty-five and twenty-eight were years of widening circles. 

Jesus’s reputation as a craftsman had spread beyond Nazareth, beyond even the immediate 
neighbouring villages. People came from Cana, from Nain, from as far as Capernaum on the 
shores of the Sea of Galilee, seeking His work. And with each commission, with each delivery, 
with each journey to procure materials or meet with customers, His world expanded. He met 
more people, saw more of Galilee, and became known in places where He had never lived. 

He was still the carpenter. Still the provider for His family. Still, the man who rose before dawn to 
pray and who worked until sunset. But something was shifting, some invisible boundary was 
being crossed. The hiddenness was beginning to give way, not to publicity exactly, but to a kind 
of quiet visibility. People noticed Him. People remembered Him. People spoke of Him to others. 

And in these years, His path crossed with men who would one day leave everything to follow 
Him. Men who, in these early encounters, had no idea what role they would play in the unfolding 
of God’s purposes. Men who met a carpenter from Nazareth and felt something stir in them, 
some recognition they could not name, some sense that this meeting mattered in ways they did 
not yet understand. 

The first was Simon. 

Jesus had travelled to Capernaum to deliver a commissioned piece, an ornate cabinet for a 
wealthy merchant’s home. The work had taken Him three months, and the result was 
exceptional: intricate joinery, beautiful inlay work, surfaces polished to a lustre that seemed to 
glow in lamplight. The merchant was delighted, paid generously, and recommended Jesus to 
several of his associates. 

Whilst in Capernaum, Jesus needed to arrange transport for some cedar wood he had 
purchased, timber to be shipped from the coast. The merchant directed Him to the docks, to a 
man named Zebedee who ran a fishing operation and sometimes transported goods as a side 
business. 

It was late afternoon when Jesus arrived at the waterfront. The fishing boats were coming in, 
their day’s work done, and the docks were alive with activity: men unloading catches, mending 
nets, calling to one another in the rough, good-natured banter of those who work together in 
dangerous conditions. The smell of fish was overwhelming, mixed with salt air and the particular 
scent of wet wood and tar. 

Jesus found Zebedee easily enough, a weathered man in his fifties with the build of someone 
who had spent his life hauling nets and wrestling with the sea. They discussed the transport 
arrangements, agreed on a price, and Zebedee called over two of his workers to get the details. 

“Simon! Andrew! Come here!” 
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Two men approached, both in their twenties, both with sun-darkened skin and powerful 
shoulders like fishermen's. The taller of the two, Simon, had a broad, open face and quick, 
intelligent eyes. His brother Andrew was slighter, quieter, with a thoughtful expression that 
suggested he was more of an observer than an actor. 

“This is Jesus, a carpenter from Nazareth,” Zebedee said. “He needs some timber transported 
from the coast. You two will handle it. Get the details from him.” 

Simon wiped his hands on his tunic and extended one to Jesus. “Simon bar Jonah,” he said. His 
grip was strong, his manner direct. “You are the one who made that cabinet for Eli the 
merchant? I saw it when I was delivering fish to his house. Beautiful work.” 

“Thank you,” Jesus said, and He looked at Simon with an intensity that made the fisherman 
pause. It was not an uncomfortable look, exactly, but it was penetrating, as though Jesus were 
seeing past the surface to something deeper. 

“You have good hands for a fisherman,” Jesus observed. “Strong, but also careful. You do not 
just haul nets. You mend them, too, I think. You pay attention to detail.” 

Simon blinked, surprised. “How did you know that?” 

Jesus smiled. “Your hands tell the story. The calluses are in places that come from both heavy 
work and fine work. And there is a patience in how you move. You are not just strong. You are 
thoughtful.” 

Simon felt oddly exposed, as though this carpenter had seen something in him that he had not 
fully seen in himself. “Well,” he said, trying to shake off the feeling, “someone has to keep the 
nets in good repair. My brother here is better at the actual fishing, but I am better at making sure 
we have equipment that works.” 

“A foundation,” Jesus said quietly. “Everything is built on a foundation. Without it, nothing 
stands.” 

There was something in the way He said it, some weight to the words, that made Simon look at 
Him more closely. This was not just small talk. This carpenter was saying something, though 
Simon could not quite grasp what. 

Andrew, who had been standing slightly behind his brother, stepped forward. “You are from 
Nazareth?” he asked. “I have heard of you. People say you are… different. That there is 
something unusual about you.” 

Jesus turned His attention to Andrew, and again there was that penetrating look, that sense of 
being truly seen. “And what do you think, Andrew bar Jonah? Do you think I am unusual?” 

Andrew hesitated. He was not usually one to speak boldly, especially to strangers. But 
something about this man invited honesty. “I think,” he said slowly, “that you see things others 
do not. I think you pay attention in a way that most people do not. And I think…” He paused, 
uncertain whether to continue. 

“Go on,” Jesus said gently. 
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“I think you are looking for something. Or perhaps waiting for something. There is a… a 
readiness about you. As though you are preparing for something important.” 

Jesus smiled, and it was a smile of such warmth and approval that Andrew felt his chest tighten. 
“You are perceptive, Andrew. More perceptive than you know. Yes, I am waiting. And when the 
time comes, I will be ready. The question is whether others will be ready as well.” 

The brothers exchanged a glance, unsure what to make of this strange conversation. They had 
come to discuss timber transport and had somehow ended up in a discussion that felt 
significant, though neither could say why. 

They arranged the details of the shipment, agreed on timing and payment, and Jesus prepared 
to leave. But as He turned to go, He looked back at Simon, and His eyes held something that 
Simon would remember for years afterwards: a kind of knowing, a kind of promise. 

“We will meet again, Simon bar Jonah,” Jesus said. “And when we do, I will have work for you. 
Different work than you do now, but work that will use everything you are, everything you have 
learned. Work that will require a strong foundation.” 

Simon opened his mouth to respond, but Jesus was already walking away, His figure 
disappearing into the crowd on the docks. Simon stood staring after Him, feeling as though 
something had just happened, something he could not name but could not dismiss. 

“That was strange,” Andrew said quietly. 

“Yes,” Simon agreed. “But not… not bad, strange. Just… strange.” 

They returned to their work, but both brothers found themselves thinking about the carpenter 
from Nazareth, about His penetrating gaze and His cryptic words. And though they did not 
speak of it to each other, both felt that they had encountered someone significant, someone who 
would matter in ways they could not yet imagine. 

Several months later, Jesus was in Bethsaida, a town on the northern shore of the Sea of 
Galilee, to meet with a customer about a commission. The man wanted a set of tables and 
benches for a new house he was building, and he had heard of Jesus’s reputation for quality 
work. 

After concluding the business, Jesus walked through the town’s marketplace, observing the life 
around Him: merchants hawking their wares, children playing in the dust, women bargaining 
over vegetables, men discussing politics and religion in the shade of awnings. He moved 
through it all with a quiet attentiveness, seeing not just the surface activity but the hearts 
beneath, the hopes and fears and longings that drove these ordinary people through their 
ordinary days. 

He stopped at a stall selling dried fish, intending to purchase some for His journey home. The 
man running the stall was perhaps thirty, with an open, friendly face and an easy manner with 
customers. He was explaining the different types of fish to an elderly woman, patient and 
thorough, making sure she understood what she was buying. 

When the woman left, satisfied with her purchase, the man turned to Jesus with a smile. “What 
can I get for you, friend?” 
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“Some of the salted tilapia,” Jesus said. “Enough for a few days’ travel.” 

As the man wrapped the fish, Jesus studied him. There was something about him, some quality 
of straightforwardness, of honesty without guile. He was not complicated, this man. He was 
what he appeared to be: a fisherman turned merchant, someone who dealt fairly and spoke 
plainly. 

“You are from Bethsaida?” Jesus asked. 

“Born and raised,” the man said cheerfully. “Philip bar Talmai, at your service. And you are…?” 

“Jesus, from Nazareth. A carpenter.” 

Philip’s eyes lit up. “Jesus of Nazareth! I have heard of you. My cousin in Cana told me about a 
table you made for his family. He said it was the finest piece of furniture he had ever owned.” He 
handed over the wrapped fish. “It is an honour to meet you.” 

Jesus smiled at his enthusiasm. “You are kind. Tell me, Philip, do you enjoy this work? Selling 
fish?” 

Philip shrugged. “It is honest work. It provides for my family. But if I am truthful…” He paused, as 
though uncertain whether to continue. 

“Please,” Jesus said. “Be truthful.” 

“I sometimes feel as though I am meant for something else. Something more. Not that there is 
anything wrong with selling fish, you understand. But I have this sense that there is work I am 
supposed to do, a purpose I am supposed to fulfill, and I have not found it yet.” He laughed, 
embarrassed. “That probably sounds foolish.” 

“It does not sound foolish at all,” Jesus said, and His voice was serious. “That sense you feel, 
that restlessness, that awareness of purpose not yet fulfilled, pay attention to it, Philip. It is 
telling you something true. You are meant for something more. And when the time comes, when 
you are called to it, do not hesitate. Follow.” 

Philip stared at Him, arrested by the certainty in His voice. “How do you know? How can you be 
sure?” 

“Because I see it in you,” Jesus said simply. “You are a man without guile, Philip. You are 
honest, straightforward, true. Those qualities are rare and valuable. They will be needed for the 
work that is coming.” 

“What work?” Philip asked, leaning forward. “What are you talking about?” 

But Jesus only smiled. “You will know when the time comes. For now, continue your work here. 
Be faithful in what you have been given. But keep your heart open, Philip. Keep watching. Keep 
listening. Because the call will come, and when it does, you will recognise it.” 

He paid for the fish and turned to leave, but Philip called after Him. “Will I see you again?” 

Jesus looked back, and His eyes were warm. “Yes, Philip bar Talmai. You will see me again. 
And when you do, I will say to you, ‘Follow me.’ And you will.” 
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Philip stood in his stall, the wrapped fish forgotten in his hands, watching the carpenter from 
Nazareth disappear into the crowd. He felt as though he had just been given a promise, though 
he could not say what the promise was. But something in him had shifted, some door had 
opened, and he knew with inexplicable certainty that his life was about to change. 

That evening, Philip went to visit his friend Nathanael, a man he had known since childhood. 
Nathanael lived on the outskirts of Bethsaida, in a small house with a fig tree in the courtyard 
where he often sat to study the Scriptures. He was a devout man, Nathanael, a student of the 
Law and the Prophets, someone who took his faith seriously and who longed for the coming of 
the Messiah with an intensity that sometimes bordered on desperation. 

Philip found him sitting under the fig tree, as expected, a scroll open in his lap. “Nathanael,” he 
called. “I must tell you about someone I met today.” 

Nathanael looked up, his expression mildly interested. “Oh? Who?” 

“A carpenter from Nazareth. Jesus, His name is. There was something about Him, Nathanael. 
Something… I cannot explain it. But He spoke to me as though He knew me, as though He 
could see into my heart. And He said things, cryptic things, about purpose and calling and work 
that is coming. It was the strangest conversation I have ever had.” 

Nathanael smiled indulgently. “You are always meeting interesting people, Philip. You see 
significance in everything.” 

“This was different,” Philip insisted. “This man was different. I think… I think He might be 
important. I think we should pay attention to Him.” 

“A carpenter from Nazareth?” Nathanael said, his tone sceptical. “Can anything good come from 
Nazareth?” 

Philip laughed. “That is what I thought you would say. But I am telling you, there is something 
about Him. If you met Him, you would understand.” 

Nathanael returned to his scroll, dismissing the conversation. But Philip’s words stayed with him, 
nagging at the edges of his consciousness. A carpenter from Nazareth who spoke of calling and 
purpose. It was probably nothing. And yet… 

He did not know that Jesus had walked past his house earlier that day, had seen him sitting 
under the fig tree, had observed him studying the Scriptures with such earnest devotion. He did 
not know that Jesus had paused, had looked at him with that penetrating gaze, and had 
thought: Here is an Israelite indeed, in whom there is no deceit. He does not know it yet, but he 
is waiting for me. And when the time comes, he will recognise the truth. 

Nathanael would not meet Jesus for another two years. But the seed had been planted, the 
connection made in the invisible realm where God’s purposes unfold. And when they finally did 
meet, when Jesus said to him, “I saw you under the fig tree,” Nathanael would understand that 
this was no ordinary man, that this was someone who saw with more-than-human eyes. 

Not all the encounters were so direct, so conversational. Some were merely glimpses, moments 
of observation, seeds planted so subtly that the men involved did not even know they had been 
planted. 
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Jesus was passing through Capernaum again, this time to purchase some tools from a 
metalworker whose reputation for quality was well known. As He walked through the town, He 
passed the tax collector’s booth, where a man sat hunched over his ledgers, his face set in lines 
of concentration and something else, something like shame, or resignation, or both. 

Jesus paused, observing him. The man was perhaps in his late twenties, well dressed in a way 
that suggested he profited from his position, but there was no joy in his face, no satisfaction. He 
looked like a man who had made choices he regretted but saw no way to unmake them, who 
had traded one kind of life for another and found the exchange less satisfying than he had 
hoped. 

The tax collector looked up, feeling the weight of someone’s gaze, and his eyes met Jesus’s. 
For a moment they simply looked at each other, and the tax collector felt something he had not 
felt in years: seen. Not judged, not condemned, but seen. This stranger was looking at him not 
with the contempt that most people showed toward tax collectors, not with the disgust, the fear, 
or the calculation. He was looking at him with… what? Compassion? Understanding? 
Recognition? 

Jesus smiled, a small, knowing smile, and then continued walking. The tax collector, whose 
name was Levi, though he would later be known as Matthew, sat staring after Him, his hand 
frozen over his ledger. Who was that? And why did his look feel like an invitation, like a promise, 
like a door opening onto a possibility he had thought forever closed? 

He returned to his work, but the encounter stayed with him. That night, lying in his comfortable 
bed in his comfortable house purchased with his uncomfortable money, he thought about the 
stranger’s eyes, about the way he had been seen without being judged. And something in him, 
something he had thought dead, stirred faintly back to life. 

Jesus knew. He knew that one day He would walk past that tax booth again, and this time He 
would not just look. He would stop. He would speak. He would say, “Follow me.” And this man, 
this despised tax collector, this collaborator with Rome, this traitor to his own people, would 
stand up and leave everything behind. Would become one of the twelve, would write a Gospel, 
would be transformed from Levi the tax collector into Matthew the apostle. 

But that day was not yet. For now, there was only the look, the seed, the invisible work of 
preparation. 

There were others. James and John, the sons of Zebedee, whom Jesus had met briefly when 
arranging the timber transport. He had watched them work, had seen the fire in them, the 
passion that could be either destructive or redemptive depending on how it was channelled. He 
had seen their loyalty to each other, their devotion to their father, their hunger for something 
more than the life they were living. 

“Sons of thunder,” He had thought, watching them argue with another fisherman over territory. 
“That is what they are. Thunder that needs to be directed, harnessed, transformed into 
something that builds rather than destroys.” 

He had not spoken to them beyond the necessary business conversation. But He had seen 
them, had marked them in His mind and heart, had known that when the time came, He would 
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call them, and they would leave their father and their boats and follow Him into a storm far 
greater than any they had faced on the Sea of Galilee. 

There was Thomas, whom He had encountered in a marketplace in Tiberias. Thomas was 
examining some cloth with a sceptical eye, questioning the merchant’s claims about its quality, 
testing it, pulling at it, holding it up to the light. He was a man who needed to see, to touch, to 
verify. A man who did not take things on faith but who demanded evidence. 

Jesus had watched him negotiate, had seen the intelligence in his questions, the thoroughness 
of his examination, the fairness of his final offer. And He had thought: Here is a man who will 
doubt. Who will question? Who will need to see the nail marks and touch the wounds? But his 
doubt will not be weakness. It will be the foundation of a faith that, once established, will be 
unshakeable. 

He had not approached Thomas, had not spoken to him. But He had seen him, had known him, 
had marked him as one who would be called. 

And there were others still, men whose paths crossed His in markets and synagogues, on roads 
and at wells, in the ordinary commerce of life in Galilee. Men who would one day be apostles, 
who would one day turn the world upside down, who would one day die for the faith they had 
not yet embraced. 

Jesus saw them all. Knew them all. Recognised in each of them something that they did not yet 
recognise in themselves: potential, calling, destiny. He saw Simon’s strength and impulsiveness, 
Andrew’s thoughtfulness and seeking heart, Philip’s honesty and openness, Nathanael’s 
devotion and integrity, Matthew’s hunger for redemption, James and John’s passion and loyalty, 
Thomas’s need for certainty. 

He saw them, and He waited. Because the time was not yet right. Because they were not yet 
ready. Because He Himself was not yet ready, was still in the final stages of preparation, still in 
the hidden years that were drawing to a close but had not yet ended. 

But the seeds were being sown. The connections were being made. The future was being 
prepared in the present, invisible but real, certain but not yet manifest. 

Mary noticed the change in Him during these years. He was still her son, still the carpenter, still 
the provider for the family. But there was a restlessness in Him now, a sense of gathering 
momentum, of preparation reaching its culmination. He took more trips, travelled more widely, 
and met more people. And when He returned from these journeys, there was something in His 
eyes, some knowledge, some certainty that had not been there before. 

“You are meeting them,” she said one evening, not as a question but as a statement. “The ones 
who will follow you.” 

Jesus looked at her, and His expression was both sad and joyful. “Yes. I am meeting them. They 
do not know it yet, most of them. They think they are just meeting a carpenter, just having an 
ordinary conversation, just conducting ordinary business. But the seeds are being planted. And 
when the time comes, when I call them, they will remember. They will recognise something in 
me that they sensed in these early meetings but could not name.” 

“How much longer?” Mary asked. “How much longer until you must go?” 
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“Not long now,” Jesus said. “A year, perhaps two. John is already preaching by the Jordan. The 
forerunner is preparing the way. And I am preparing those who will walk the way with me, 
though they do not yet know they are being prepared.” 

Mary felt her heart clench. She had known this day would come, had been preparing for it for 
thirty years. But knowing and experiencing were different things. To actually watch her son 
prepare to leave, to step into the work that would ultimately cost Him everything, was harder 
than she had imagined. 

“I am afraid,” she admitted. “Not for myself. For you. For what it will cost you.” 

Jesus took her hand. “I know. But do not be afraid, Mother. This is why I came. This is what I 
was born to do. And these men I am meeting, these future disciples, they will help me do it. 
They will carry the message forward after I am gone. They will be the foundation on which 
everything is built.” 

“Simon,” Mary said, remembering the name Jesus had mentioned. “You spoke of him as a 
foundation.” 

“Yes. Simon bar Jonah. He does not know it yet, but he will be the rock on which I build my 
church. He is impulsive, passionate, and prone to speaking before he thinks. He will deny me 
three times before the cock crows. But he will also be the first to confess me as Messiah, the 
first to step out of the boat and walk on water, the first to preach after my resurrection. He will be 
a foundation because he will fail and be restored, will fall and rise again, will learn that strength 
comes not from never falling but from getting up every time you fall.” 

Mary pondered this, as she had pondered so many things over the years. A foundation built on 
failure and restoration. A rock that would first sink beneath the waves. It was so like her son to 
choose such men, to see potential where others saw only weakness, to build His kingdom not 
on the strong and the perfect but on the broken and the restored. 

“And the others?” she asked. 

“Each has his role. Each brings something necessary. Andrew will be the one who brings others 
to me. Philip will be the bridge between Jew and Greek. Nathanael will be the true Israelite, the 
one who sees clearly once his eyes are opened. Matthew will be the proof that no one is beyond 
redemption. James and John will be the fire that spreads the message. Thomas will be the one 
whose doubt becomes certainty, whose questions lead to the deepest faith.” 

“You have chosen well,” Mary said. 

“I have chosen who the Father gave me to choose,” Jesus corrected gently. “They are not 
perfect. They will fail, will misunderstand, will disappoint. But they are the ones who will carry 
this forward. They are the ones who will remember, who will testify, who will lay down their lives 
for the truth they have seen.” 

They sat in silence for a while, and Mary thought about these men her son was gathering, these 
future disciples who did not yet know they were being gathered. She prayed for them, these 
strangers who would become her son’s companions, who would walk with Him through His 
ministry, who would witness His death and His resurrection, who would carry His message to 
the ends of the earth. 
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She prayed that they would be faithful. That they would be strong. That they would remember, 
when the dark days came, these early encounters, these seeds that were being sown. That they 
would recognise, in the moment of calling, the voice they had heard in these preliminary 
meetings, the presence they had sensed in the carpenter from Nazareth. 

The months passed, and the encounters continued. Jesus moved through Galilee, working, 
teaching in subtle ways, meeting people, planting seeds. His reputation grew, not as a rabbi or a 
prophet—not yet—but as a craftsman of exceptional skill and a man of unusual wisdom. People 
sought Him out, not for miracles or teaching, but for furniture and advice, for repairs and 
counsel. 

And in the seeking, in the ordinary interactions of commerce and conversation, the extraordinary 
was being prepared. The future was being shaped. The kingdom was being planted, seed by 
seed, encounter by encounter, conversation by conversation. 

Simon bar Jonah would sometimes think about the carpenter from Nazareth, about His 
penetrating gaze and His cryptic words about foundations and different work. He did not 
understand what it meant, but he could not forget it. 

Andrew would sometimes lie awake at night, remembering the way Jesus had looked at him, 
the way He had affirmed Andrew’s perception, his seeking heart. He felt as though he had been 
seen in a way he had never been seen before, and the memory both comforted and unsettled 
him. 

Philip would tell Nathanael again and again about his encounter with Jesus, insisting that there 
was something special about this carpenter, something significant. And Nathanael would listen 
with patient scepticism, not knowing that he himself had been observed, had been marked, had 
been chosen. 

Matthew would sometimes pause in his work at the tax booth, remembering the stranger who 
had looked at him without contempt, who had seen him without judging. And he would wonder 
who that man was, and whether he would ever see him again, and what it might mean if he did. 

James and John would argue about the carpenter who had arranged their timber transport, 
James insisting there was something unusual about Him, John dismissing it as James’s 
tendency to see significance in everything. But both remembered Him, both felt that they had 
encountered someone who mattered. 

Thomas would examine his purchases with his characteristic thoroughness, and sometimes he 
would remember the carpenter he had seen in the marketplace, the one who had watched him 
with such attention, such interest. And he would wonder what that man had seen, what he had 
been thinking, why his gaze had felt so significant. 

The seeds were sown. The ground was prepared. The future was being shaped in the present, 
invisible but real, certain but not yet manifest. 

And Jesus continued His work, continued His waiting, continued His preparation. The hidden 
years were drawing to a close. The time was coming when He would lay down His tools, leave 
His workshop, and step out of hiddenness and into the light. 

But not yet. Not quite yet. 
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For now, there was still work to be done. Still seeds to be sown. Still men to be met, to be 
marked, to be prepared for the calling they did not yet know was coming. 

The carpenter from Nazareth moved through Galilee, and wherever He went, He left something 
behind: a memory, a question, a sense of significance, a seed planted in the soil of human 
hearts. And though no one yet understood what was happening, though no one yet recognised 
the magnitude of what was being prepared, the kingdom was coming. 

Slowly, quietly, inevitably, the kingdom was coming. 

And the men who would proclaim it, who would live it, who would die for it, were being gathered, 
one encounter at a time, one conversation at a time, one seed at a time. 

The hidden years were nearly over. But their fruit would last forever. 
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CHAPTER TEN 
Cousins in Waiting: John Begins His Ministry 
The news came to Nazareth on a spring morning when Jesus was twenty-seven years old. 

A merchant passing through from Judea stopped at the workshop to have a cart wheel repaired, 
and whilst Jesus worked, the man spoke of what he had seen on his journey north. His words 
were breathless, excited, tinged with something between wonder and unease. 

“There is a prophet by the Jordan,” he said. “A wild man, dressed in camel’s hair, eating locusts 
and wild honey. He stands in the water and calls people to repentance, baptises them for the 
forgiveness of sins. I have never seen anything like it. Hundreds come to him every day, 
Pharisees, tax collectors, soldiers, ordinary people. He speaks with such authority, such fire. He 
says the kingdom of heaven is at hand, that we must prepare the way of the Lord.” 

Jesus’s hands stilled on the wheel for just a moment, then resumed their work. But something 
had shifted in Him, some internal door had opened. He asked quietly, “This prophet, what is his 
name?” 

“John,” the merchant said. “John bar Zechariah, they call him. Son of a priest, though he looks 
nothing like any priest I have ever seen. More like Elijah come back from the dead.” 

Jesus said nothing, but His heart was beating faster. John. His cousin. Elizabeth’s son, born six 
months before Him, the one whose leaping in the womb had greeted His own presence when 
Mary had visited Elizabeth all those years ago. The forerunner. The voice crying in the 
wilderness. The one who would prepare the way. 

It had begun. 

When the merchant left, Jesus stood in the workshop, the repaired wheel forgotten, His mind 
racing. He had known this day would come, had felt it approaching like a storm on the horizon. 
But knowing and experiencing were different things. John’s ministry had begun. The forerunner 
was doing his work. And that meant Jesus’s own time was drawing near, was rushing towards 
Him with an inevitability that was both exhilarating and terrifying. 

He found Mary in the courtyard, grinding grain. She looked up as He approached, and 
something in His face made her set down her work. 

“You have heard,” she said. It was not a question. 

“John has begun his ministry. By the Jordan. He is baptising people, calling them to 
repentance.” 

Mary’s hands trembled slightly. She had known Elizabeth’s son was special, had known from 
the moment of that visit thirty years ago when the baby in Elizabeth’s womb had leapt at the 
sound of Mary’s greeting. She had known that John had a role to play in God’s purposes. But 
hearing that he had stepped into that role, that he was publicly proclaiming the coming kingdom, 
meant that her own son’s time was imminent. 

“How long?” she asked quietly. 
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“I do not know. Months, perhaps. Maybe less. But not long. John is preparing the way. When the 
way is prepared…” He did not finish the sentence. He did not need to. 

Mary stood and embraced her son, and for a moment they simply held each other, mother and 
son, both knowing that everything was about to change, that the life they had built together in 
Nazareth was drawing to its close. 

“I am ready,” Jesus said, though His voice betrayed the cost of that readiness. “And I am not 
ready. I am both at once.” 

“That is what it means to be human,” Mary said. “To face what must be faced even when you 
are afraid, even when you wish there were another way.” 

“There is no other way,” Jesus said. “There never was.” 

The news of John’s ministry spread through Nazareth like wildfire. People spoke of little else in 
the marketplace, in the synagogue, at the well. Some were excited, seeing in John’s preaching 
the fulfilment of ancient prophecies, the hope that God was finally acting to redeem Israel. 
Others were sceptical, dismissing him as another fanatic, another self-proclaimed prophet who 
would fade away like so many before him. 

But no one could deny the power of what was happening. The reports that came back from 
those who had travelled to see John were consistent: this was no ordinary preacher. He spoke 
with an authority that could not be ignored, a directness that cut through pretence and 
self-deception. He called the Pharisees a brood of vipers, warned them not to presume on their 
ancestry, and told them that God could raise up children of Abraham from stones. He told tax 
collectors to collect no more than what was owed, told soldiers to be content with their wages 
and not to extort money. He told everyone to share their food and clothing with those who had 
none. 

And he baptised them. Hundreds of them, day after day, immersing them in the Jordan as a sign 
of their repentance, their turning away from sin and towards God. It was unprecedented. 
Baptism was something done to Gentile converts, not to Jews. But John insisted that everyone 
needed to be washed, that everyone needed to repent, that ancestry and religious observance 
were not enough. 

“Repent,” he cried, his voice echoing across the water, “for the kingdom of heaven is at hand!” 

And then, always, the other message, the one that made people lean forward, that made their 
hearts beat faster: “I baptise you with water for repentance, but he who is coming after me is 
mightier than I, whose sandals I am not worthy to carry. He will baptise you with the Holy Spirit 
and fire.” 

Someone was coming. Someone greater than John. Someone who would bring not just water 
but Spirit and fire. The people who heard this wondered: who? When? How would they 
recognise him? 

Jesus heard these reports and felt the weight of them settle on His shoulders. John was 
preparing the way for Him. John was creating an atmosphere of expectation, of readiness, of 
hunger for the kingdom. And when Jesus stepped into that atmosphere, when He revealed 
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Himself, the people would be ready to receive Him, or ready to reject Him. Either way, the stage 
was being set. 

He continued His work in the workshop, but His mind was increasingly elsewhere. He would be 
planing a board and find Himself thinking about John standing in the Jordan, about the crowds 
gathering, about the message of repentance and preparation. He would be fitting a joint and find 
Himself praying, asking the Father for wisdom, for strength, for clarity about when and how to 
step into His public ministry. 

James noticed the change in Him. “You are distracted,” he said one afternoon. “Your work is still 
perfect, but you are not fully here. Where are you?” 

Jesus looked at his brother, and for a moment, he considered telling him everything, explaining 
what was coming, preparing him for the imminent departure. But the time was not quite right. 
James would understand soon enough. 

“I am thinking about the future,” Jesus said. “About what comes next.” 

“For the business?” 

“For everything.” 

James frowned, not understanding, but he did not press. There was something in Jesus’s tone 
that discouraged further questions. 

The weeks passed, and the reports from Jordan continued. John’s ministry was growing, 
expanding, drawing people from all over Judea and beyond. The religious authorities were 
taking notice, sending delegations to question him and determine whether he was a threat, a 
prophet, or both. John answered them with characteristic bluntness: he was not the Messiah, 
not Elijah returned, not the Prophet. He was simply a voice, crying in the wilderness, preparing 
the way of the Lord. 

And always, always, he spoke of the one who was coming, the one who was greater, the one 
whose sandals he was not worthy to untie. 

Jesus knew He could not wait much longer. The forerunner was doing his work. The way was 
being prepared. And Jesus felt the pull of it, the call to step out of hiddenness, to go to the 
Jordan, to present Himself to John and to Israel. 

But not yet. There was something He needed to do first. 

One evening, after the day’s work was done, Jesus told Mary He was going on a journey. “To 
the Jordan,” He said. “To see John. Not to be baptised, not yet. But to see him, to speak with 
him, to… to know that the time has truly come.” 

Mary nodded. She had been expecting this. “How long will you be gone?” 

“A few days. Perhaps a week. I will return before I leave for good. There are things I must settle 
here first, arrangements I must make for the family. But I need to see him, Mother. I need to see 
my cousin and know that we are both ready for what is coming.” 

“Go,” Mary said. “Go with my blessing. And when you return, we will prepare for what must 
come next.” 

73 



Jesus left Nazareth before dawn the next morning, travelling light, carrying only what He needed 
for the journey. He walked south through Galilee, through Samaria, into Judea, following the 
roads that pilgrims had walked for centuries on their way to Jerusalem. But He was not going to 
Jerusalem. He was going to the wilderness, to the Jordan, to the place where John was 
baptising. 

It took Him three days to reach the area where John was ministering. He heard the crowds 
before He saw them—hundreds of people gathered along the riverbank, their voices a low 
murmur of conversation and expectation. He made His way through them, unnoticed, just 
another traveller come to see the prophet everyone was talking about. 

And then He saw him. 

John stood waist-deep in the water, his hair wild and unkempt, his clothing rough camel’s hair 
bound with a leather belt. He was baptising a man, immersing him in the Jordan whilst speaking 
words of blessing and exhortation. Even from a distance, Jesus could feel the power emanating 
from him, the authority, the absolute conviction. 

This was Elizabeth’s son. This was the baby who had leapt in the womb. This was the 
forerunner, the voice, the one who had been set apart from birth to prepare the way. 

Jesus watched for a long time, observing John’s ministry, listening to his preaching. John spoke 
with a directness that was almost brutal, calling out sin, demanding repentance, and warning of 
judgement to come. But there was also love in his words, a fierce desire to see people turn from 
their wickedness and embrace righteousness. He was not condemning them for the sake of 
condemnation. He was calling them to life, to freedom, to the kingdom that was breaking into 
the world. 

“Repent!” John cried, his voice carrying across the water. “The axe is already at the root of the 
trees, and every tree that does not produce good fruit will be cut down and thrown into the fire. 
Bear fruit in keeping with repentance!” 

The crowd listened, some with tears streaming down their faces, others with expressions of 
defiance or scepticism. But no one left. They stayed, drawn by something in John’s words, 
something that spoke to a hunger they had not known they possessed. 

As the afternoon wore on and the crowds began to thin, Jesus made His way closer to the 
water’s edge. John was standing alone now, his work for the day apparently done, his eyes 
scanning the horizon as though looking for something or someone. 

And then his eyes fell on Jesus, and he went very still. 

For a long moment, they simply looked at each other, these two cousins who had been born six 
months apart, who had been set apart for their respective callings before they were even 
conceived. They had not seen each other since they were children, had not spoken in years. 
But there was recognition in John’s eyes, immediate and certain. 

He waded out of the water and approached Jesus, his movements deliberate, his gaze never 
leaving Jesus’s face. When he was close enough to speak without shouting, he stopped. 
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“I know you,” John said, and his voice was rough with emotion. “I have always known you, even 
when I did not understand what I knew. You are the one I have been preparing the way for. You 
are the one who is coming.” 

Jesus felt His throat tighten. “And you are the voice crying in the wilderness. You are the one 
who makes straight the path. Cousin, you have begun the work you were born to do.” 

John’s eyes filled with tears. “I have been waiting for you. All my life, I have been waiting. When 
I was in my mother’s womb, and you came near, I leapt. Did you know that? I leapt because I 
recognised you, because even then I knew that you were the one, the promised one, the one 
who would come to save us.” 

“I know,” Jesus said gently. “My mother told me. She has told me many things over the years, 
things she pondered in her heart. She told me about you, about Elizabeth, about the angel who 
appeared to your father. She told me that you were set apart, that you would go before me in 
the spirit and power of Elijah.” 

“And now I am here,” John said. “And you are here. And the time is coming.” 

“Yes,” Jesus said. “The time is coming. But not quite yet. I have come to see you, to know that 
you are ready, that the way is being prepared. But I must return to Nazareth first. There are 
things I must settle, people I must prepare. And then I will come back, and you will baptise me, 
and the work will begin in earnest.” 

John nodded slowly. “I understand. But when you come, when you present yourself for baptism, 
I want you to know: I am not worthy. I am not worthy to baptise you, to touch you, to be in your 
presence. You should be baptising me, not the other way around.” 

“And yet it must be this way,” Jesus said. “It is fitting for us to fulfil all righteousness. You have 
your role, John. I have mine. And they are both necessary, both part of the Father’s plan. Do not 
diminish what you are doing. You are preparing hearts, creating hunger, and making people 
ready to receive the kingdom. Without your work, mine would be much harder.” 

They talked for a long time as the sun set over the Jordan, these two cousins who had been 
born for this moment, who had been prepared all their lives for the work they would do together. 
John spoke of his ministry, the people who came to him, the resistance he faced from the 
religious authorities, and the joy he felt when someone truly repented and turned to God. Jesus 
listened, asked questions, and affirmed John’s calling. 

And Jesus spoke, carefully, about what was coming, about the ministry He would soon begin, 
about the kingdom He would proclaim. He did not tell John everything; there were things John 
did not need to know yet, things that would be revealed in their proper time. But He told him 
enough. Enough for John to understand that his cousin was not just another rabbi, not just 
another prophet, but something infinitely greater. 

“You are the Lamb of God,” John said suddenly, the words coming to him with prophetic 
certainty. “You are the one who will take away the sin of the world. That is who you are. That is 
what you will do.” 

Jesus looked at him, and there was such sorrow in His eyes, such knowledge of what that 
would cost, that John felt his breath catch. 
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“Yes,” Jesus said quietly. “That is who I am. That is what I will do. And it will require everything, 
John. Everything I am, everything I have, everything I might have been. The Lamb must be 
slain. That is the only way.” 

John felt tears streaming down his face. “I do not understand it all. I do not understand how or 
why. But I believe it. I believe you. And I will do my part. I will prepare the way, and when you 
come, I will baptise you, and I will proclaim you to Israel. I will tell them: Behold, the Lamb of 
God. And then my work will be done, and yours will begin.” 

“Your work will not be done,” Jesus said. “You will continue to preach, to baptise, to call people 
to repentance. You will continue to point them to me. And you will suffer for it, John. You will be 
imprisoned, and eventually you will be killed. But your witness will not be in vain. Your voice will 
echo long after you are gone.” 

John nodded, accepting this with a calmness that came from deep faith. “I am ready. I have 
always been ready. I was born for this.” 

“As was I,” Jesus said. 

They embraced then, these two cousins, these two prophets, these two men who had been set 
apart before birth for the work of redemption. And in that embrace was all the love and sorrow 
and certainty of men who know their calling and accept it, whatever the cost. 

When they parted, Jesus said, “I will return in a few weeks. Watch for me. When you see me 
coming, you will know that the time has come.” 

“I will watch,” John promised. “I will wait. And when you come, I will be ready.” 

Jesus left the Jordan as quietly as He had come, making His way back through Judea, through 
Samaria, through Galilee, back to Nazareth. But He was not the same man who had left. 
Something had been confirmed, something had been settled. He had seen John, had spoken 
with him, had received his recognition and his blessing. The forerunner was doing his work. The 
way was being prepared. 

And Jesus knew, with absolute certainty, that the hidden years were ending. That within weeks, 
perhaps days, He would return to the Jordan, would present Himself for baptism, would step out 
of hiddenness and into the light. The time of preparation was nearly complete. The time of 
action was at hand. 

When He arrived back in Nazareth, Mary knew immediately that something had changed. She 
saw it in His face, in the set of His shoulders, in the way He moved. He had crossed a threshold. 
He had seen the future, and He was ready to meet it. 

“You saw him,” she said. 

“I saw him. We spoke. He knows who I am, Mother. He has always known, in some deep part of 
himself. And he is ready. The way is being prepared.” 

“And you? Are you ready?” 
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Jesus was quiet for a long moment. “I am as ready as I will ever be. I have spent thirty years 
preparing for this. Thirty years of learning, of growing, of being formed. Thirty years of work and 
prayer and waiting. And now the waiting is nearly over.” 

“What will you do? When will you go?” 

“Soon. Very soon. I need to make arrangements for the family, to ensure that James can 
manage the workshop, and that you and the younger ones will be provided for. I need to say my 
goodbyes, though I will not tell them that is what they are. And then I will go to the Jordan, and 
John will baptise me, and everything will change.” 

Mary felt her heart breaking and soaring at the same time. Breaking because she was losing her 
son, the boy she had raised, the man who had been the centre of her life for thirty years. 
Soaring because she was watching prophecy fulfilled, watching God’s purposes unfold, 
watching her son step into the calling for which He had been born. 

“I am proud of you,” she said. “I am terrified for you. But I am proud.” 

“I know,” Jesus said, and He held her close. “I know, Mother. And I am grateful. For everything. 
For your yes, all those years ago. For your faithfulness. For your love. For your willingness to let 
me go when the time came. You have been exactly the mother I needed.” 

They stood together in the fading light, and around them Nazareth continued its ordinary 
rhythms, unaware that in their midst was the one who would change everything, who would turn 
the world upside down, who would bring the kingdom of God crashing into human history with 
such force that nothing would ever be the same. 

In the workshop, the tools waited. The wood waited. The unfinished projects waited. But they 
would not wait much longer. Soon, very soon, Jesus would set them aside. Would lay down the 
carpenter’s trade and take up the work of redemption. Would leave the hidden years behind and 
step into the light. 

The news from the Jordan continued to arrive, each report more extraordinary than the last. 
John’s ministry was growing exponentially. Thousands were coming to him now, not just from 
Judea but from all over Israel. The religious authorities were increasingly alarmed, sending 
delegation after delegation to question him and determine whether he posed a threat that 
needed to be neutralised. 

But John was undeterred. He continued to preach with the same fierce directness, the same 
uncompromising call to repentance. And he continued to speak of the one who was coming, the 
one who was greater, the one who would baptise with the Holy Spirit and fire. 

The people who heard him were divided. Some believed, were baptised, and went away 
changed. Others scoffed, dismissed him as a madman, and returned to their ordinary lives. But 
no one who encountered John remained neutral. He demanded a response, forced a decision, 
and created a crisis that could not be ignored. 

And in Nazareth, Jesus felt the urgency building, felt the call becoming impossible to resist. He 
spent His days putting the workshop in order, teaching James everything he needed to know to 
manage the business, making sure the family would be provided for. He spent His evenings with 
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His mother and siblings, treasuring these final days of ordinary family life, knowing they would 
never come again. 

James sensed that something was happening, though he did not understand what. “You are 
preparing to leave,” he said one evening. “I can feel it. Where are you going?” 

Jesus looked at his brother, and there was such love in His eyes, such tenderness, that James 
felt his throat tighten. “I am going to do what I was born to do. I cannot tell you more than that, 
not yet. But you will understand soon. And when you do, I pray you will remember these years, 
will remember what I taught you, will remember that I love you.” 

“You are scaring me,” James said. 

“I do not mean to. But I cannot stay here forever, James. I have work to do, work that will take 
me away from Nazareth, away from the family. You are ready to manage the workshop. You are 
ready to provide for Mother and the younger ones. You are ready, even if you do not feel ready.” 

“And if I fail?” 

“You will not fail. You will struggle, yes. You will make mistakes. But you will not fail. Because 
you are faithful, James. You are steady. You are exactly what this family needs.” 

James wanted to argue, wanted to protest, wanted to beg his brother not to leave. But 
something in Jesus’s face stopped him. This was not a decision that could be changed. This 
was destiny, calling, purpose. And James, for all his confusion and fear, recognised that he had 
no right to stand in the way. 

The younger children sensed the change as well. Joses and Simon became quieter, more 
clingy, as though trying to hold onto their eldest brother before He slipped away. Little Judas 
followed Jesus everywhere, his eyes wide and worried. The girls, Salome and Miriam, wept at 
odd moments, unable to articulate what they were feeling but knowing that something was 
ending. 

Jesus spent time with each of them, individually and together. He told them stories, taught them 
lessons, blessed them, and prepared them as best He could for His departure. He did not tell 
them where He was going or what He would do. But He told them He loved them, that He would 
always love them, and that they would see Him again, even if not in the same way. 

And through it all, Mary watched and pondered, as she had always done. She saw her son 
preparing to leave, saw Him saying goodbye in a thousand small ways, saw Him crossing the 
threshold from the hidden years into the public ministry that would define Him and, ultimately, 
destroy Him. 

She prayed constantly during these days. Prayed for strength, for faith, for the grace to let Him 
go. Prayed for her other children, that they would understand, that they would not be broken by 
what was coming. Prayed for Jesus, that He would have the courage to do what He must do, 
that He would not be alone, that the Father would sustain Him through the trials ahead. 

And she prayed for herself, that she would be able to bear what she would have to bear, that the 
sword Simeon had prophesied would pierce her soul would not destroy her, that she would 
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remain faithful even when everything in her wanted to cry out against the injustice and the 
suffering. 

One evening, perhaps two weeks after Jesus’s return from the Jordan, He came to her and said 
simply, “It is time.” 

Mary nodded. She had known this moment was coming, had been preparing for it, but still it 
struck her like a physical blow. “When will you leave?” 

“Tomorrow. At dawn. I will go to the Jordan, and John will baptise me, and then… then the work 
begins.” 

“Will you come back? To Nazareth?” 

“Eventually. But not for a long time. And when I do, it will be different. I will be different. 
Everything will be different.” 

Mary embraced her son, and they stood together for a long time, neither speaking, both 
knowing that this was the end of an era, the close of a chapter, the final moment of the hidden 
years. 

“I have loved these years,” Mary said finally. “These quiet years, these ordinary years. I have 
loved having you here, having you be mine. I know you were never truly mine, that you always 
belonged to something greater. But for a little while, for thirty years, I got to be your mother in 
the fullest sense. I got to raise you, to watch you grow, to see you become the man you are. 
And I am grateful. Whatever comes, I am grateful.” 

“And I am grateful for you,” Jesus said. “For your faithfulness, for your love, for your willingness 
to say yes to something you did not fully understand. You have been the perfect mother for me, 
Mother. You have given me everything I needed to become who I must be.” 

They wept together, mother and son, and their tears were both sorrow and joy, both ending and 
beginning, both death and resurrection. 

The next morning, before the sun rose, Jesus gathered His few possessions and prepared to 
leave. The family was awake, gathered in the courtyard, their faces pale in the pre-dawn light. 
He embraced each of them, spoke words of blessing and encouragement, and promised that 
they would see Him again. 

James held Him longest, his face buried in his brother’s shoulder, his body shaking with silent 
sobs. “I do not understand,” he whispered. “I do not understand any of this.” 

“You will,” Jesus promised. “One day, you will understand everything. And when you do, you will 
be glad. You will see that this was necessary, that this was right, that this was the only way.” 

He kissed His mother’s cheek, held her hands one final time, and then He turned and walked 
out of the courtyard, out of the house that had been His home for thirty years, out of Nazareth 
and into His destiny. 

The sun was just beginning to rise as He walked south, and the light fell on His face like a 
benediction, like a promise, like the opening of a door that had been closed for three decades. 
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The hidden years were over. The carpenter from Nazareth was becoming the Messiah of Israel. 
The Son of God was stepping into the light. 

And nothing would ever be the same again. 

Behind Him, in Nazareth, Mary stood in the courtyard and watched until He disappeared from 
sight. And then she went inside, gathered her children around her, and began to prepare them 
for what was coming. 

Because she knew. She had always known. From the moment the angel had appeared to her, 
from the moment she had said yes, she had known that this day would come. That her son 
would leave. That He would do what He was born to do. That it would cost Him everything. 

And that it would be worth it. All of it. Every moment of joy and sorrow, every year of hiddenness 
and preparation, every sacrifice and every blessing. It would all be worth it. 

Because the kingdom was coming. The Lamb of God was going forth. The Saviour of the world 
was beginning His work. 

And the hidden years, those quiet, ordinary, extraordinary years, had accomplished exactly what 
they were meant to accomplish. They had formed a man who was fully human and fully divine. 
They had prepared a carpenter who would build not furniture but a kingdom. They had shaped a 
son who would become a sacrifice. 

The seeds that had been sown during those hidden years would bear fruit beyond imagining. 
The men Jesus had met would become apostles. The lessons He had learned would inform His 
teaching. The character He had developed would sustain Him through trials that would break 
any ordinary man. 

The hidden years were over. But their legacy would last forever. 

And as Jesus walked towards the Jordan, towards John, towards His baptism and His ministry 
and His destiny, He carried with Him everything those years had given Him: the love of His 
mother, the teaching of His father, the bond with His siblings, the skill of His craft, the discipline 
of His prayer, the depth of His humanity, the certainty of His divinity. 

He was ready. As ready as He would ever be. 

The forerunner was waiting. The crowds were gathering. The kingdom was at hand. 

And the carpenter from Nazareth was about to become the Christ, the Messiah, the Anointed 
One, the Lamb of God who takes away the sin of the world. 

The hidden years were over. 

The work was beginning. 

And nothing would ever be the same again. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
The Final Days: Leaving Nazareth 
The morning after His return from the Jordan, Jesus rose before dawn as He always did, but this 
time He did not go to the hillside to pray. Instead, He stood in the doorway of the workshop, 
looking at the space that had been His world for so many years. 

The tools hung in their places, each one positioned exactly where Joseph had taught Him to 
keep them. The workbench bore the scars of decades of labour, its surface marked by countless 
cuts and stains, each one a memory. In the corner stood several unfinished commissions, 
projects He had been working on before His journey south. They would need to be completed, 
but not by Him. That work would fall to James now. 

He ran His hand along the edge of the bench, feeling the worn smoothness of the wood beneath 
His palm. How many hours had He stood here? How many pieces had He crafted at this very 
spot? How many conversations had He shared with Joseph across this workspace, father and 
son working side by side in companionable silence or easy talk? 

The smell of the workshop was as familiar to Him as His own breath: sawdust and wood oil, the 
sharp tang of fresh-cut cedar, the earthier scent of oak, the faint metallic smell of tools. It was 
the smell of His childhood, His adolescence, His young manhood. It was the smell of home. 

But it was no longer His home. Not really. Not anymore. 

He heard movement behind Him and turned to find James standing in the doorway, his face 
pale in the pre-dawn light. 

“You are leaving,” James said. It was not a question. 

“Yes.” 

“When?” 

“Soon. A few days. Perhaps a week. There are things I must settle first, arrangements I must 
make. But soon.” 

James stepped into the workshop, his movements hesitant, as though he were entering a space 
that was no longer quite his to enter. “Where will you go? What will you do?” 

Jesus looked at His brother, and there was such love in His eyes, such tenderness, that James 
felt his throat tighten. “I am going to do what I was born to do. I cannot tell you more than that, 
not yet. But you will understand soon. The whole world will understand soon.” 

“I do not want you to go,” James said, and his voice broke on the words. “I know I have not 
always… I know I have been difficult sometimes, resentful of you, jealous even. But you are my 
brother. You have always been there. I do not know how to do this without you.” 

Jesus crossed the workshop and embraced James, holding him as he had not held him since 
they were children. “You can do this, James. You are ready. You have learned everything you 
need to know. The workshop is yours now, truly yours. You will manage it well, will provide for 
Mother and the younger ones, will build a good life here.” 
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“But what if I fail? What if I cannot do it as well as you did?” 

“You will not fail. You will struggle, yes. You will make mistakes. But you will not fail. Because 
you are faithful, James. You are steady. You are exactly what this family needs.” Jesus pulled 
back, holding James by the shoulders, looking into his eyes. “And one day, when you 
understand what I am doing, when you see what I have become, you will be glad. You will see 
that this was necessary, that this was right. And you will follow me in your own way, and carry 
forward what I have begun. I promise you that.” 

James wanted to believe Him, wanted to trust that this departure was not abandonment, that 
there was purpose in it, that it would somehow make sense. But in this moment, all he could feel 
was loss, the impending absence of the brother who had been the centre of his world for as long 
as he could remember. 

They stood together in the workshop as the sun began to rise and the light crept through the 
windows, illuminating the dust motes hanging in the air like gold. Outside, Nazareth was 
beginning to wake: the sound of a rooster crowing, a dog barking, the distant voices of women 
going to the well. The ordinary sounds of an ordinary morning in an ordinary village. 

But nothing about this morning was ordinary. 

Over the next few days, Jesus set about putting His affairs in order with the same methodical 
care He brought to His carpentry. He went through the workshop’s accounts with James, 
showing him which customers still owed money, which debts they still needed to pay, and which 
suppliers were most reliable. He walked James through each unfinished commission, explaining 
what needed to be done, offering suggestions, and ensuring that James would be able to 
complete the work to the customers’ satisfaction. 

“This table,” Jesus said, running His hand over a half-finished piece, “needs the legs reinforced 
here and here. The customer is particular about stability. He has young children who will climb 
on everything. Make it strong enough to bear their weight without wobbling.” 

James nodded, making notes, trying to absorb everything, trying not to think about the fact that 
this was the last time he would receive instruction from his brother. 

Jesus also made arrangements for the family’s financial security. He had saved carefully over 
the years, and there was enough put aside to see them through several months, even if work 
was scarce. He showed Mary where the money was kept, how much there was, and how it 
should be rationed. 

“James will earn more as he takes on more commissions,” Jesus told her. “And Joses and 
Simon are old enough now to contribute meaningfully. You will not want for anything, Mother. I 
have made sure of that.” 

Mary listened, nodded, and asked practical questions. But beneath her calm exterior, Jesus 
could see the grief, the fear, the knowledge that no amount of money could replace what she 
was losing. 

The news of Jesus’s impending departure spread through Nazareth like ripples in a pond. At 
first, people did not believe it. Jesus, leaving? The carpenter who had been a fixture of the 
village for thirty years? It made no sense. 
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But as the days passed and it became clear that He was indeed preparing to go, the questions 
began. 

Old Miriam, the widow who had once remarked on Jesus’s unusual wisdom, stopped Him in the 
marketplace. “Is it true?” she asked. “Are you really leaving us?” 

“It is true,” Jesus said gently. 

“But why? You have a good business here, a family, a place in the community. Where will you 
go? What will you do?” 

“I am going to do the work my Father has given me to do,” Jesus said. “I cannot stay here 
forever, Miriam. There are things I must accomplish, a calling I must answer.” 

She looked at Him with eyes that were both sad and knowing. “I always knew you were meant 
for something more than carpentry,” she said. “I told your mother so, years ago. But I will miss 
you, Jesus. We all will. You have been a blessing to this village.” 

“And this village has been a blessing to me,” Jesus said. “Everything I am, everything I have 
become, was shaped here, in Nazareth, among you. I will carry this place with me always.” 

Similar conversations happened throughout the village. Customers came to the workshop, 
ostensibly to check on their commissions but really to ask if the rumours were true, to express 
their confusion or concern, to try to understand why the best carpenter in Galilee would 
abandon his trade. 

“I have a table that needs repairing,” one man said. “I was going to bring it to you next week. But 
if you are leaving…” 

“My brother James will handle it,” Jesus said. “He is an excellent craftsman. You can trust him 
with your work.” 

“But he is not you.” 

“No,” Jesus agreed. “He is not me. But he is good, and he is faithful, and he will serve you well.” 

Some accepted this with grace. Others grumbled, feeling somehow betrayed that Jesus would 
leave them, would abandon the relationships and the trust that had been built over the years. A 
few even became angry, accusing Him of thinking Himself too good for Nazareth, of abandoning 
His responsibilities, of being selfish. 

Jesus bore it all with patience, with grace, with a quiet dignity that only made some people 
angrier. He did not defend Himself, did not explain, did not try to justify His decision. He simply 
continued His preparations, His work, and His treatment of everyone with the same kindness 
and respect He had always shown. 

In the evenings, after the day’s work was done, Jesus spent time with His younger siblings. He 
took Joses and Simon aside and spoke to them about their responsibilities: the need to support 
James, to help provide for the family, and to be men of integrity and faithfulness. 

“You are both strong,” He told them. “You are both capable. James will need you in the months 
ahead. Do not make his burden heavier by being difficult or lazy. Work hard. Be honest. Take 
care of Mother and your sisters.” 
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To little Judas, who was only nine and who clung to Jesus with desperate intensity, He spoke 
more gently. “I know you do not understand why I must go,” He said, holding the boy close. “But 
I promise you, Judas, that I am not abandoning you. I love you. I will always love you. And one 
day, when you are older, you will understand. You will see what I am doing, and you will be 
proud.” 

“I am already proud,” Judas said, his voice muffled against Jesus’s chest. “You are the best 
brother in the world.” 

Jesus felt tears sting His eyes. “And you are a wonderful little brother. Do not forget that. Do not 
let anyone tell you otherwise.” 

To His sisters, Salome and Miriam, He spoke of their worth, their dignity, their belovedness. “You 
are precious,” He told them. “Not because of what you do or how you look or whom you marry, 
but because you are beloved daughters of God. Never forget that. Never let anyone make you 
feel less than that.” 

They wept, both of them, and He held them and let them weep, understanding that this grief 
was necessary, that it was part of loving and being loved. 

But it was with Mary that Jesus spent the most time in these final days. They would sit together 
in the evenings after the younger children had gone to bed, and they would talk, sometimes for 
hours, about everything and nothing. 

One night, perhaps three days before His planned departure, they sat in the courtyard under the 
stars, and Mary said quietly, “Tell me what you remember. Of the early years. Of Egypt. Of the 
journey back. Of your father.” 

Jesus was quiet for a moment, gathering His memories. “I remember the journey to Egypt only 
in fragments,” He said. “I was so young. But I remember the fear, the urgency, the sense that we 
were fleeing from something terrible. I remember your arms around me, holding me close, 
keeping me safe. I remember Father’s face, grim and determined, as he led us through the 
darkness.” 

“You were so small,” Mary said. “So vulnerable. And yet I knew, even then, that you were the 
most important person in the world. That everything depended on keeping you safe.” 

“You did keep me safe,” Jesus said. “You and Father both. You gave me a childhood, a family, a 
home. You gave me everything I needed to become who I am.” 

“And Egypt?” Mary asked. “Do you remember Egypt?” 

“I remember the strangeness of it. The different language, the different gods, the sense of being 
foreign, of not quite belonging. But I also remember the kindness of some people, the way they 
welcomed us even though we were strangers. I remember learning that God’s love is not 
confined to Israel, that He cares for all people, even those who do not know Him.” 

“And the journey back? To Nazareth?” 

“I remember the joy of it. The sense of coming home, even though I had never been to Nazareth 
before. I remember Father’s relief, his hope that we could finally build a life, finally be safe. I 
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remember the first time I saw the workshop, the smell of the wood, the tools on the walls. I 
remember thinking: this is where I will learn to be a man.” 

Mary smiled through her tears. “And you did learn. Your father taught you so well. He taught you 
more than carpentry, Jesus. He taught you what it means to be righteous, to be faithful, to be a 
man of integrity.” 

“I know,” Jesus said. “I carry him with me always. Everything he taught me, everything he 
showed me, everything he was, is all woven into who I am. When I think of my Father in 
heaven, I see something of Joseph in that image. His patience, his faithfulness, his quiet 
strength. Joseph showed me what fatherhood looks like. He showed me what love looks like.” 

They sat in silence for a while, and then Mary said, “I am afraid, Jesus. I know I should not be. I 
know this is God’s will, that this is what you were born to do. But I am afraid. Afraid of what it will 
cost you. Afraid of what I will have to watch you endure.” 

Jesus took her hand. “I am afraid too,” He admitted. “I am afraid of the suffering that is coming, 
of the rejection, of the pain. I am afraid of what it will do to you, to the family, to those who love 
me. But I am more afraid of not doing what I was sent to do. I am more afraid of failing in my 
mission than I am of the cost of fulfilling it.” 

“You will not fail,” Mary said with certainty. “You have never failed at anything. You will do what 
you were sent to do, and you will do it perfectly, and the world will be changed because of it.” 

“I pray you are right,” Jesus said. “I pray that when it is all over, when the work is done, you will 
be able to look back and say: it was worth it. All of it. The pain, the loss, the sacrifice. It was 
worth it.” 

“I already know it will be worth it,” Mary said. “Because I know you. I know your heart. I know 
that everything you do, you do out of love. And love is always worth it, even when it costs 
everything.” 

On the Sabbath before His departure, Jesus went to the synagogue as He had done every 
week for thirty years. The building was familiar, every stone and beam known to Him. He had 
sat here as a child, listening to the Torah being read, asking questions that sometimes baffled 
the teachers. He had stood here as a young man, reading from the scrolls, offering insights that 
made people lean forward with interest. He had prayed here, worshipped here, and been 
formed here. 

This would be His last time. 

The service proceeded as it always did: prayers, readings, the recitation of the Shema. And 
then, as was customary, the attendant brought the scroll of the prophets to Jesus, inviting Him to 
read. 

Jesus stood and took the scroll, and the synagogue fell silent. There was something in the air, 
some sense that this moment mattered, that what was about to happen was significant. 

He unrolled the scroll and found the passage from Isaiah, the words that had been written 
centuries before but which seemed to have been written for this very moment: 
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“The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he has anointed me to proclaim good news to the 
poor. He has sent me to proclaim liberty to the captives and recovery of sight to the blind, to set 
at liberty those who are oppressed, to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favour.” 

His voice filled the synagogue, clear and strong, and as He read, people felt something stir in 
them, some recognition they could not name. This was not just a reading. This was a 
proclamation. This was a claiming of identity, a stepping into destiny. 

When He finished, He rolled up the scroll, gave it back to the attendant, and sat down. Every 
eye in the synagogue was fixed on Him, waiting, sensing that He had something more to say. 

But He did not speak. Not yet. That would come later, when He returned to Nazareth in the 
midst of His ministry, when He would stand in this same place and say, “Today this Scripture has 
been fulfilled in your hearing.” That day would come, and it would not go well. The people of 
Nazareth would reject Him, would try to throw Him off a cliff, would prove the truth of the saying 
that a prophet has no honour in his own town. 

But that day was not today. Today, He simply sat and let the words hang in the air, and let the 
people wonder. 

After the service, people approached Him with questions, with comments, with the usual 
Sabbath pleasantries. But there was an undercurrent of unease, of confusion. Something had 
shifted. Something had changed. They could feel it, even if they could not name it. 

Jesus answered their questions with His usual grace, but He did not linger. He walked home 
with His family, and the afternoon passed in the quiet rest that the Sabbath required. But 
beneath the quiet, there was a tension, an awareness that this was one of the last Sabbaths 
they would spend together, that after this, there would be an empty place at the table, a missing 
voice in the prayers. 

That night, after the Sabbath ended and the family had shared their evening meal, Jesus 
slipped out of the house and made His way to the hillside above Nazareth, to the place where 
He had prayed countless times over the years. The place where He had wrestled with His 
identity, with His calling, with the knowledge of what was coming. The place where He had met 
with His Father in the darkness before dawn, in the heat of midday, in the cool of evening. 

He climbed to His usual spot, a flat rock that overlooked the village, and He sat down. Below 
Him, Nazareth was settling into sleep: lamps being extinguished, voices fading, the village 
growing quiet. He could see His own house, could imagine His family inside, Mary perhaps 
sitting up late, unable to sleep, the younger children already dreaming. 

He had spent thirty years in that house. Thirty years of meals and conversations, of laughter 
and tears, of ordinary life lived in extraordinary hiddenness. Thirty years of being a son, a 
brother, a carpenter, a member of this community. Thirty years of preparation for what was 
coming. 

And now those years were ending. 

He prayed, as He had prayed so many times before. But this time the prayer was different. This 
time it was not a prayer of preparation but a prayer of transition, of release, of stepping forward 
into the unknown. 
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“Father,” He said aloud, His voice carrying across the empty hillside, “the time has come. The 
hidden years are ending. The work is beginning. I am ready. As ready as I will ever be.” 

He paused, listening, feeling His Father's presence surrounding Him, sustaining Him, 
strengthening Him. 

“I thank You for these years. For this place. For this family. For Joseph, who taught me what it 
means to be a man. For Mary, who has carried the weight of this mystery with such grace. For 
my brothers and sisters, who have loved me even when they did not understand me. For this 
village, which has been my home, my training ground, my preparation.” 

He looked out over Nazareth, and His eyes filled with tears. “I will miss this. I will miss the 
simplicity of it, the ordinariness, the quiet rhythms of work, family, and community. I will miss 
being just a carpenter, just a son, just a brother. I will miss being hidden.” 

The wind stirred around Him, cool and gentle, like a caress. 

“But I know I cannot stay. I know the work that awaits me, the calling I must answer. I know that 
these years, precious as they have been, were always meant to be preparation, not destination. 
I know that I was not born to be a carpenter forever, but to be the Saviour of the world.” 

He stood, spreading His arms wide, His face turned towards the stars. “So I go, Father. I go to 
do Your will. I go to proclaim the kingdom. I go to heal the sick, to cast out demons, to teach with 
authority, to call disciples, to confront the powers of darkness. I go to die, and to rise, and to 
change everything.” 

His voice broke on the last words, and He fell to His knees, overcome by the weight of it, by the 
magnitude of what He was about to undertake. “Give me strength,” He whispered. “Give me 
courage. Give me wisdom. Let me not fail. Let me not falter. Let me be faithful unto death.” 

He prayed through the night, and as the hours passed, He felt His resolve strengthening, His 
purpose clarifying, His readiness deepening. The fear did not disappear, it would never fully 
disappear—but it was joined by something stronger: certainty. Conviction. The unshakeable 
knowledge that this was right, that this was necessary, that this was what He had been born to 
do. 

When the first light of dawn began to touch the eastern sky, Jesus stood. He looked out over 
Nazareth one last time, memorising the sight of it, the smell of it, the feel of it. This place had 
made Him who He was. This place had given Him everything He needed. This place had been 
His home. 

But it was time to leave home. 

He made His way back down the hillside, back to the house, back to His family. They were 
already awake, gathered in the courtyard, waiting for Him. They knew, without being told, that 
this was the day. That the time had come. 

Mary had prepared food for His journey: bread, dried fish, dates, and a skin of water. She 
handed it to Him, and their eyes met, and in that look was everything they could not say: love, 
sorrow, pride, fear, faith, hope. 
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“Go with God,” she said, her voice steady despite the tears streaming down her face. “Go and 
do what you were born to do. And know that I am with you, always. My prayers will follow you 
wherever you go.” 

Jesus embraced her, holding her close, breathing in the familiar scent of her, feeling the 
strength of her, the faithfulness of her. “Thank you,” He whispered. “For everything. For your 
yes, all those years ago. For your love. For your faith. For being exactly the mother I needed. I 
could not have done this without you.” 

He turned to His siblings, embracing each one, speaking words of blessing and encouragement. 
To James: “Be strong. Be faithful. I am proud of you.” To Joses and Simon: “Take care of the 
family. Honour your mother.” To little Judas: “Remember that I love you. Always.” To Salome and 
Miriam: “You are beloved. Never forget that.” 

And then, with His small bundle of provisions slung over His shoulder, He walked out of the 
courtyard, out of the house that had been His home for thirty years, out into the street. 

Neighbours had gathered, drawn by some instinct, some sense that something significant was 
happening. They stood in small clusters, watching, whispering, wondering. Jesus walked among 
them, and as He passed, He blessed them, touched them, spoke words of peace and grace. 

Old Miriam reached out and grasped His hand. “Go well, Jesus of Nazareth,” she said. “And 
come back to us when your work is done.” 

“I will come back,” He promised. “But I will not be the same. And neither will you.” 

He walked through the village, past the well where He had drawn water countless times, past 
the marketplace where He had bought and sold, past the workshop where He had spent so 
many hours, past the synagogue where He had worshipped and learned and grown. Each place 
held memories, held pieces of His life, held fragments of the man He had been. 

But He was no longer that man. Or rather, He was that man and more. He was the carpenter 
and the Christ. He was the son of Mary and the Son of God. He was the hidden one and the 
revealed one. He was the end of one story and the beginning of another. 

At the edge of the village, He paused and looked back. Nazareth lay behind Him, small and 
ordinary and precious. His family stood in the doorway of their house, watching Him go. Mary 
raised her hand in farewell, and He raised His in return. 

And then He turned and walked away, His steps steady, His face set towards the Jordan, 
towards John, towards His baptism and His ministry and His destiny. 

The hidden years were over. 

The carpenter was leaving His workshop. 

The son was leaving His mother. 

The man was becoming the Messiah. 

And Nazareth, that small, insignificant village in lower Galilee, would never be quite the same. 
Because for thirty years, the Son of God had walked its streets, had worked in its workshop, had 
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lived among its people. For thirty years, the Light of the World had been hidden in its midst, 
preparing, forming, waiting. 

And now the Light was going forth to shine in the darkness. And the darkness would not 
overcome it. 

The hidden years had accomplished their purpose. They had formed a man who was fully 
human and fully divine. They had prepared a carpenter who would build not furniture but a 
kingdom. They had shaped a son who would become a sacrifice. They had created a foundation 
upon which everything else would be built. 

And as Jesus walked away from Nazareth, He carried with Him everything those years had 
given Him: the love of His mother, the teaching of His father, the bond with His siblings, the skill 
of His craft, the discipline of His prayer, the depth of His humanity, the certainty of His divinity, 
the knowledge of what it meant to be ordinary, to work with one’s hands, to live in community, to 
love and be loved. 

He carried it all with Him, and it would inform everything He did, everything He taught, 
everything He became. The hidden years would bear fruit in the public ministry. The carpenter 
would build the kingdom. The son of Nazareth would become the Saviour of the world. 

Behind Him, in the village He was leaving, Mary stood in the doorway and watched until He 
disappeared from sight. And then she went inside, gathered her children around her, and began 
the work of living without Him, of trusting that He was doing what He must do, of believing that it 
would all, somehow, be worth it. 

The hidden years were over. 

But their legacy would last forever. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 
The Anointing: Baptism and New Beginning 
The Jordan was swollen with spring rains when Jesus arrived. 

He had walked for three days, retracing the path He had taken weeks before, but this time there 
was no return journey planned. This time, He was not coming to observe, to speak with His 
cousin, to confirm what He already knew. This time He was coming to cross a threshold, to step 
through a door that, once opened, could never be closed again. 

The crowds were even larger than before. Hundreds of people lined the riverbank, some waiting 
to be baptised, others simply watching, drawn by the spectacle of John’s fierce preaching and 
the strange power that emanated from him. The air was thick with expectation, with the sense 
that something was happening, that God was moving, that the long silence was finally being 
broken. 

Jesus made His way through the crowd, unnoticed at first, just another pilgrim come to seek 
repentance. But as He drew closer to the water’s edge, John looked up from the man he was 
baptising, and his eyes found Jesus immediately, unerringly, as though he had been waiting for 
this moment, watching for this face. 

Their eyes met across the water, and John went very still. 

The man he had been baptising climbed out of the river, dripping and joyful, but John barely 
noticed. His gaze was fixed on Jesus, and in that gaze was recognition, certainty, and 
something like fear. 

Jesus walked to the water’s edge and stood there, waiting. The crowd around Him fell silent, 
sensing that something significant was happening, though they did not understand what. 

John waded towards Him, his movements slow, deliberate, as though approaching something 
holy, something that required reverence. When he was close enough to speak without shouting, 
he stopped. 

“You have come,” John said, and his voice was rough with emotion. 

“I have come,” Jesus confirmed. 

“I need to be baptised by You, and do You come to me?” 

It was the question John had known he would ask, the protest he had known he would make. 
How could he, a sinner, a man born of woman, baptise the sinless one, the Son of God? How 
could he, who baptised with water, presume to touch the one who would baptise with the Holy 
Spirit and fire? 

Jesus looked at him with such love, such understanding, that John felt tears spring to his eyes. 
“Let it be so now,” Jesus said gently. “For thus it is fitting for us to fulfil all righteousness.” 

John understood then. This was not about worthiness. This was not about who deserved to 
baptise whom. This was about obedience, about fulfilling what the Father required, about Jesus 
identifying Himself completely with the people He had come to save. If they needed to repent, 
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He would stand with them in their repentance. If they needed to be washed, He would be 
washed with them. Not because He needed it, but because they did, and He had come to be 
one with them in all things. 

“Come, then,” John said, his voice breaking. “Come, Lamb of God.” 

Jesus stepped into the water, and it was cold, shocking, alive. He waded out to where John 
stood, and the crowd watched in silence, sensing that they were witnessing something they did 
not fully understand but which mattered more than they could know. 

John placed his hand on Jesus’s shoulder, and he felt the solidity of Him, the reality of His flesh, 
the full humanity of the one who was also fully God. “I baptise you in the name of the Father,” 
John said, his voice carrying across the water, “and I proclaim to all who hear: this is the Lamb 
of God, who takes away the sin of the world.” 

And then he lowered Jesus beneath the water. 

For a moment, Jesus was submerged, hidden, covered by the Jordan’s murky depths. And in 
that moment, John felt the weight of what was happening: the sinless one being buried in the 
waters of repentance, the holy one descending into the place of cleansing, the Son of God 
identifying Himself with the sons and daughters of Adam, taking their place, bearing their 
burden, becoming one with them in their need. 

And then Jesus rose. 

He came up out of the water, and as He did, the heavens opened. 

It was not a metaphor, not a figure of speech. The sky above them tore open, rent like a veil, 
and light poured through, light that was not the light of the sun but something purer, brighter, 
more real. The crowd gasped, some falling to their knees, others crying out in fear or wonder. 

And descending through that light, moving with a grace that was both gentle and powerful, 
came the Spirit of God, visible, manifest, taking the form of a dove. It descended upon Jesus, 
alighting on Him, resting on Him, anointing Him with a presence that was tangible, undeniable, 
overwhelming. 

Jesus stood in the water, His face turned towards heaven, His arms slightly raised, and the 
Spirit covered Him like a mantle, like a blessing, like the fulfilment of every prophecy, every 
promise, every hope that Israel had ever held. 

And then the voice came. 

It was not loud, not thunderous, not the kind of voice that shakes mountains and splits rocks. It 
was intimate, tender, the voice of a father speaking to a beloved son. But it carried across the 
water, across the crowd, across the centuries, and everyone who heard it knew, with absolute 
certainty, that they were hearing the voice of God. 

“This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.” 

The words hung in the air, shimmering with authority and love. This is my Son. Not a son, not 
one among many, but my Son, the unique one, the only begotten, the one who has always been 
and always will be. Beloved. Cherished beyond measure, loved with a love that is the 
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foundation of all existence. In whom I am well pleased. Not will be pleased, not might be 
pleased if He performs well, but I am pleased, already, completely, eternally. Pleased with who 
He is, with what He has done, with the thirty years of hiddenness and preparation, with the 
faithfulness and obedience and perfect humanity. 

Jesus stood in the water, and the Spirit rested on Him, and the Father’s voice affirmed Him, and 
the Trinity was manifest, revealed, declared. The hidden years were over. The anointing had 
come. The work was beginning. 

John stood beside Him, his hand still on Jesus’s shoulder, and he wept. He wept because he 
understood, finally and fully, what he had been preparing for. He wept because he saw the glory 
of God resting on his cousin, on the baby who had made him leap in the womb, on the man who 
had been hidden in Nazareth for thirty years. He wept because he knew that his own work was 
nearly done, that he had fulfilled his calling, that he had prepared the way and now the way was 
here, standing before him, anointed and consecrated and ready. 

“Go,” John whispered, though whether he was speaking to Jesus or to himself, he could not say. 
“Go and do what You were born to do.” 

Jesus turned to look at him, and in His eyes was gratitude, love, and a sorrow that John did not 
yet fully understand. “Thank you,” Jesus said quietly. “For your faithfulness. For your courage. 
For being the voice that cried in the wilderness. You have done well, cousin. You have done 
what the Father asked of you.” 

“And now?” John asked. 

“Now I go into the wilderness myself,” Jesus said. “To be tested, to be tempted, to face what 
must be faced before the ministry begins. And then I will return, and I will proclaim the kingdom, 
and everything will change.” 

“I will continue to point to You,” John said. “I will continue to tell them: He must increase, I must 
decrease.” 

“I know,” Jesus said. “And your witness will not be in vain. Your voice will echo long after you are 
silenced.” 

They embraced there in the water, these two cousins who had been set apart before birth, who 
had been prepared all their lives for this moment. And then Jesus waded to the shore, climbed 
out of the Jordan, and walked away, the Spirit still resting on Him, the Father’s words still ringing 
in the air. 

The crowd watched Him go, and they did not know what they had witnessed, could not 
comprehend the magnitude of what had just occurred. But they knew they had seen something, 
felt something, been present for something that mattered. 

John stood in the water and watched Jesus disappear into the wilderness, feeling both joy and 
sorrow, both fulfilment and loss. His work was not done, not yet. He would continue to baptise, 
to preach, to prepare. But the one he had been preparing for had come, had been anointed, had 
stepped into His calling. And nothing would ever be the same. 
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Jesus walked into the wilderness, and the Spirit drove Him, led Him, compelled Him towards the 
testing that awaited. Forty days and forty nights of fasting, of temptation, of wrestling with the 
enemy who would offer Him shortcuts, alternatives, easier paths. But He would face it all, would 
overcome it all, would emerge victorious and ready. 

And behind Him, in the waters of the Jordan, the ripples of His baptism spread outward, 
touching the banks, moving downstream, flowing towards the Dead Sea and beyond. The 
hidden years had ended in water, in descent, in identification with humanity. And from that water, 
He had risen, anointed, affirmed, consecrated for the work of redemption. 

The carpenter from Nazareth had become the Christ, the Anointed One. The son of Mary had 
been declared the Son of God. The hidden one had been revealed. The preparation was 
complete. The mission was beginning. 

And all of it, every moment of the thirty years that had preceded this moment, had been 
necessary. The childhood in Egypt, the return to Nazareth, the years in Joseph’s workshop, the 
learning, growing, and being formed. The death of Joseph, the provision for the family, the 
encounters with future disciples, the wrestling with temptation, the hours of prayer on the 
hillside. All of it had been preparation for this: the moment when heaven opened, when the Spirit 
descended, when the Father spoke, when the hidden years gave way to the public ministry. 

The legacy of those years would be woven through everything that followed. The patience 
learned in the workshop would inform His teaching. The compassion developed through years 
of listening to people’s troubles would shape His healing ministry. The understanding of ordinary 
life, of work and family and community, would make His parables resonate with power and truth. 
The discipline of prayer, of communion with the Father, would sustain Him through the trials 
ahead. 

He was ready. As ready as He would ever be. The hidden years had done their work. The 
carpenter had been formed. The Messiah had been anointed. The Lamb of God had been 
consecrated. 

And now, the work would begin. The kingdom would be proclaimed. The sick would be healed. 
The demons would be cast out. The disciples would be called. The authorities would be 
confronted. The cross would be embraced. The tomb would be emptied. The world would be 
changed. 

All of it flowing from this moment, this baptism, this anointing, this transition from hiddenness to 
revelation, from preparation to mission, from the hidden years to the public ministry. 

The Jordan flowed on, carrying its waters towards the sea, and on its banks, people continued 
to come to John, continued to be baptised, continued to hear his message of repentance and 
preparation. But now, when they asked him who he was, he would point away from himself and 
say: “I am not the Christ. But He has come. He has been revealed. And you must follow Him.” 

The hidden years were over. The anointing had come. The work was beginning. 

And nothing would ever be the same again. 
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EPILOGUE 
The Theology of Hiddenness 
There is a mathematics to the life of Christ that arrests us when we pause to consider it. 

Three years of public ministry. Thirty years of hiddenness. Three years that changed the world. 
Thirty years of preparation for those three. A ratio of ten to one: for every year of visible work, a 
decade of invisible formation. 

This is not the mathematics we would have chosen. If we had been designing the Incarnation, 
we would have done it differently. We would have had the Son of God arrive in power, proclaim 
the Kingdom immediately, perform miracles from infancy, and establish His authority from the 
beginning. Why waste thirty years in obscurity when the world was dying, when Israel was 
oppressed, when humanity needed salvation? Why spend three decades as a carpenter in 
Nazareth when those same decades could have been spent healing the sick, raising the dead, 
preaching the good news? 

But God’s mathematics are not ours. His economy operates on different principles. And in the 
hiddenness of those thirty years, in the silence that the Gospels preserve rather than fill, there is 
a theology so profound, so counter to our instincts, that we must pause and ponder it as Mary 
pondered the mysteries in her heart. 

The hidden years teach us, first and most fundamentally, that God works slowly. 

We live in an age of immediacy, of instant results, of visible metrics and measurable outcomes. 
We want to see fruit now, impact now, transformation now. We are impatient with processes that 
take time, with formation that happens gradually, with seeds that must be buried in darkness 
before they can grow towards light. But the Incarnation itself is a rebuke to our impatience. The 
eternal God entered time and submitted Himself to its constraints. He who spoke worlds into 
existence chose to learn to walk, to talk, to read, to work with His hands. He who would one day 
command storms to be still first had to learn how to plane a board straight, how to join two 
pieces of wood without splitting them, how to satisfy a customer who needed a door that would 
hang true. 

This is the scandal of the ordinary. The Son of God spent the vast majority of His earthly life 
doing what millions of other people were doing: working, eating, sleeping, praying, living in 
community, fulfilling family obligations. He was not performing miracles in the workshop. He was 
not preaching sermons to crowds. He was making yokes, ploughs, tables, and doors. He was 
being a son, a brother, a neighbour, a craftsman. He was living the kind of life that leaves no 
mark in history books, the kind of life that is forgotten as soon as it ends. 

Except that this life was not forgotten. This life was essential. This life was the preparation for 
everything that followed. 

The hidden years teach us that formation precedes mission, that character is built in obscurity, 
that the roots must go deep before the tree can bear fruit. Jesus did not need those thirty years 
for His own sake; He was sinless from conception, fully God and fully man from the moment of 
His birth. But He needed them for our sake. He needed to experience the full range of human 
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life, to understand what it means to work for a living, to grieve the death of a father, to navigate 
family tensions, to be misunderstood by those closest to Him, to wait for God’s timing even 
when He knew what He was called to do. 

The hidden years made Him a merciful and faithful high priest. They gave Him empathy, 
understanding, and solidarity with the human condition. When He later spoke about daily bread, 
about anxiety over provision, about the dignity of labour, about family conflicts, about the cost of 
discipleship, He spoke from experience. The parables about seeds and soil, about builders and 
foundations, about workers in vineyards and servants waiting for their master, all of these drew 
from the deep well of His hidden years, from the life He had lived in Nazareth, from the people 
He had known and the work He had done. 

But there is something deeper still in the theology of hiddenness. The hidden years teach us 
that most of God’s work in the world happens unseen. 

We see the harvest, but we do not see the months of growth beneath the soil. We see the 
building, but we do not see the years of laying foundations. We see the moment of 
breakthrough, but we do not see the decades of faithful preparation. We celebrate the public 
ministry, the miracles, the resurrection, but we forget that all of it was made possible by thirty 
years of formation that no one witnessed, that no one recorded, that seemed, to all outward 
appearances, to be utterly ordinary. 

This is how God works. Not primarily through spectacular interventions, but through slow, 
patient, hidden formation. Not primarily on stages and platforms, but in workshops, homes, and 
ordinary conversations. Not primarily through people who are already famous and powerful, but 
through people who are faithful in small things, who do their work with integrity, who love their 
families well, who pray in secret, who wait for God’s timing even when the waiting is long and 
hard. 

Joseph and Mary participated in the most important event in human history, and they did so 
largely in hiddenness. Joseph taught Jesus carpentry, provided for His family, modelled 
righteousness and faithfulness, and then died before the public ministry began. He never saw 
the miracles. He never heard the Sermon on the Mount. He never witnessed the resurrection. 
His entire contribution to the story of salvation happened in obscurity, and yet without him, the 
story would have been different. Without his faithfulness, his patience, and his willingness to be 
a father to the Son of God without fully understanding what that meant, the hidden years would 
not have accomplished what they needed to. 

Mary’s role was longer, more complex, more painful. She watched her son grow, pondered 
mysteries she could not fully comprehend, and released Him to His calling even though it would 
cost her everything. Most of her contribution to the story happened in private: in the home, in 
conversations no one else heard, in prayers no one else witnessed. She was not preaching or 
performing miracles. She was being a mother, a keeper of mysteries, a woman of faith who 
trusted God even when she did not understand. 

And the siblings, the neighbours, the people of Nazareth, all of them played their part in the 
hidden years, shaping Jesus’s experience of humanity, providing the context in which He grew 
in wisdom and stature and favour with God and man. They did not know they were participating 
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in the story of redemption. They thought they were just living their lives, doing their work, raising 
their families. But their ordinary faithfulness, their ordinary struggles, their ordinary humanity, all 
of it was woven into the tapestry of God’s purpose. 

This is the invitation the hidden years extend to us. 

Your life may feel ordinary. Your work may seem insignificant. Your struggles may appear to 
have no larger purpose. You may be in a season of waiting, of hiddenness, of preparation for 
something you cannot yet see. You may wonder if God is working, if your faithfulness matters, if 
the years you are spending in obscurity will ever bear fruit. 

The hidden years of Jesus say: yes. Yes, it matters. Yes, God is working. Yes, the formation that 
occurs in hiddenness is essential, even if you cannot yet see the purpose. 

Most of the Christian life happens in the hidden places. Most of our formation occurs not in 
moments of dramatic breakthrough but in the daily discipline of faithfulness. Most of God’s work 
in us happens slowly, patiently, through ordinary means: through work and family and 
community, through Scripture and prayer and worship, through suffering and waiting and 
perseverance. 

We want the three years of public ministry. We want the miracles, the crowds, the visible impact. 
But God often gives us the thirty years of hiddenness instead. He gives us the workshop, the 
family, the ordinary work, the long seasons of preparation. He asks us to be faithful in small 
things, to do our work with integrity, to love the people in front of us, and to wait for His timing 
even when the waiting is hard. 

And in that hiddenness, in that ordinariness, in that patient faithfulness, He is forming us. He is 
preparing us. He is weaving our lives into His larger purposes in ways we cannot yet see. 

The hidden years were not wasted. They were essential. They were the foundation upon which 
everything else was built. And when the time came, when the heavens opened, and the Spirit 
descended, and the Father spoke, Jesus was ready. Not because He had spent thirty years 
performing miracles, but because He had spent thirty years being formed, being prepared, 
being made ready for the work He was called to do. 

The same is true for us. Our hidden years are not wasted. Our ordinary faithfulness is not 
insignificant. Our seasons of waiting are not empty. God is working, slowly and patiently, forming 
us for purposes we cannot yet fully see. 

The theology of hiddenness is ultimately a theology of trust. Trust that God’s timing is perfect, 
even when it seems slow. Trust that God’s methods are wise, even when they seem inefficient. 
Trust that the work God is doing in us, beneath the surface, in the hidden places, is more 
important than the work we think we should be doing in public. 

The hidden years teach us to wait, to be faithful, to trust. They teach us that formation precedes 
mission, that character is built in obscurity, that the roots must go deep before the tree can bear 
fruit. They teach us that God works slowly, patiently, through ordinary means, in hidden places, 
through faithful people who may never see the full fruit of their obedience. 

And they teach us, finally, that hiddenness is not the absence of God’s work but often the very 
place where His most important work is done. 
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The carpenter from Nazareth became the Christ, the Anointed One. But He could not have been 
the Christ without first being the carpenter. The hidden years made the public ministry possible. 
The formation made the mission effective. The thirty years of obscurity prepared for the three 
years that changed the world. 

May we have the faith to embrace our own hidden years, trusting that God is working, forming, 
preparing. May we have the patience to wait for His timing, knowing that He is never late. May 
we have the faithfulness to do the work in front of us, however ordinary it seems, with integrity 
and love. 

For in the end, it is not the spectacular that changes the world. It is the faithful. It is not the 
visible that matters most. It is the hidden. It is not the three years of public ministry alone that 
accomplished our salvation. It is the thirty years of preparation that made those three years 
possible. 

The hidden years were not wasted. They were essential. And so are yours. 
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