Joseph: From Betrothal to Egypt

A. In Egypt???

B. Conversion-Shema’

C. Engagement/ Betrothal

D. Surprise Pregnancy

E. Joseph’s Choice

F. Gabriel’s Announcement

G. Planning for Jesus

H. Augustus’ Decree

I. A Stable for Him?

J. Shepherds?

K. Magi from East: Worship & $$$

L. Angel’s Warning > Egypt

M. We joined Magi, & Worshipped! > ALTAR

1. Here I am in Egypt! Africa! How did this happen to me?               Is it safe to follow God? NO! But it is very, very good!

2. When began? 8 yrs. old. > Shema’ > 1st memory Vs. 
· Deut. 6:4-5  “Hear, O Israel! The Lord is our God, the Lord is one! "You shall love the LORD your God with all your heart & with all your soul & with all your might.”

· One day when I was saying it, I said “Yes, I will.” Gave Him my life.

3. Like any good Jewish boy, dream & plan. > Carpenter so I could marry and provide a home. I prayed for a godly wife.

4. One day when I was much older, I walked home and saw Yenta! My parents had been speaking with her! Matchmaker, Yenta!

· Soon my parents were talking with me about a girl named, Mary. I knew her… I had seen and talked with her. She was beautiful and godly! 

· Nothing more beautiful > godly woman lifting her face toward God and worshiping. “They looked to him and were radiant.” She was!

· They said we would be “engaged.”  This would last some months, and then, if we chose we would be betrothed for one year. We would then be known as man and wife even though we could not come together physically. Then would come the marriage. 

5. Mary and I were happy… and excited.

· We began to get to know each other… and pray & worship together.

· Walking, living example of “Loving God with all heart, mind, & strength.”



6. That’s why I was so destroyed when Mary: “I’m pregnant.”

· Made no sense.  I asked, “Why?” She said, “God will have to tell you.”

· I asked, “Why?” She had no answer. But I knew!   2 + 2 = 4! 

· How could she to this to me? To God? 

· Revenge! > Public accusation of Adultery > Trial > Divorce.

· But I knew not to act rashly. My emotions would ~ make my decision for me.

· Prayed… Waited… Remembered God's Mercy to Israel.

· “In wrath remember mercy.”   Hosea: “All my compassions are kindled?”

· I asked, “Who is Mary?” She is still God's beloved.

· I remembered the Shema’ > = Mary > Loved & Treasured & Protected

· I knew I could not spend my life with her though. W/O trust = ~ Relationship

· Her only answer: “God will show you.”  Well, He hadn’t yet!

· So: Divorce her… but quietly…  no public shame


7. That’s when then the angel came! Gabriel!

· "Joseph, son of David, do not be afraid to take Mary as your wife; for the Child who has been conceived in her is of the Holy Spirit.

· No wonder she didn’t tell me. I’d have never believed it!

· Never before! And then I remembered Isaiah… “behold a virgin shall conceive and bear a son… MARY! MY MARY! US!
 
· "She will bear a Son; and you shall call His name Jesus, for He will save His people from their sins." 

· You shall call His Name Emmanuel: “God with us.”

· “Jesus” YHWH is Salvation! Yes!  “Jesus, Jesus, Jesus!

8. I ran and told Mary… Apologizing! She understood.

9. We began to make plans for Jesus!
· I began to build a crib… Mary began to sew.

· Nazareth! He would be born here amongst family and midwives!

· Mary > Elizabeth           Mary began to show… And glow!

10. 8th month > We were all ready. But Augustus: Census/Tax

· HAD to go… from Nazareth > Bethlehem … 70 miles… at least ½ a week.

· Was I missing something? Delusional? Then I recalled Micah 5:2! God was using evil, powerful Augustus!

· Arrived… Surely Jesus > Great place of honor! No… a stable! 

· I delivered Him…  What would S.O.G. look like? Any other baby! Cheesecake!

· Did I miss something here? Surely Son of God… Savior of the World > Stable?

· Then, I smelled awful! Shepherds! “The Savior”  “The Savior” 

· “Hold Him?” AGHH! Mary said, “He is THEIR’S Too. > Their hands. = 1st Hands

· “AHA!” If born in an inn, house, palace… shepherds could never have come!

· Truly, “Savior of the World.” > Born accessible to the World!

11. Time went by… found my family… > House!!!

· Knock on door… Magi from the East… Way East! 

· Worshiped Him! Mary & I looked at each other… Worship Him? Burp Him, Yes!

· Brought gifts: EXPENSIVE! What would I do w/ them?


12. After they left… An angel: “Flee to Egypt… Herod kill child.”

· Never been to Egypt / Africa! Never wanted to go… until now.

·  When God sends you on an adventure… LISTEN… We did… We’re here!

· Africa… (West)… Magi (East)…  truly a Savior for East & West… Whole world.

· Shepherds (Poor/Outcast) + Magi (Wealthy/ Powerful) All need saving; All may come!
· Of course… the adventure has everything to do w/ Jesus. Right in middle.

· Now… we wait. The angel said he’d return. Being an alien = No fun.          We miss home. But we have something/Someone greater! As long as we have Him… we can do without anything. Where He is, is home.

· When Magi came, and Mary & I watched them fall down before Jesus and worship, we just looked at each other. WORSHIP or Jesus???? And then we joined them and got down on our faces before Him… and worshipped. ALTAR.























Notes: Used and Unused

 There was the engagement. The engagement was often made when the couple were only children. It was usually made through the parents, or through a professional matchmaker. And it was often made without the couple involved ever having seen each other. Marriage was held to be far too serious a step to be left to the dictates of the human heart.

(ii) There was the betrothal. The betrothal was what we might call the ratification of the engagement into which the couple had previously entered. At this point the engagement, entered into by the parents or the matchmaker, could be broken if the girl was unwilling to go on with it. But once the betrothal was entered into, it was absolutely binding. It lasted for one year.
During that year the couple were known as man and wife, although they had not the rights of man and wife. It could not be terminated in any other way than by divorce. In the Jewish law we frequently find what is to us a curious phrase. A girl whose fiancée had died during the year of betrothal is called "a virgin who is a widow". It was at this stage that Joseph and Mary were. They were betrothed, and if Joseph wished to end the betrothal, he could do so in no other way than by divorce; and in that year of betrothal, Mary was legally known as his wife.

(iii) The third stage was the marriage proper, which took place at the end of the year of betrothal.

If we remember the normal Jewish wedding customs, then the relationships in this passage are perfectly usual and perfectly clear.

So at this stage it was told to Joseph that Mary was to bear a child, that that child had been begotten by the Holy Spirit, and that he must call the child by the name Jesus. Jesus is the Greek form of the Jewish name Joshua, and Joshua means Jehovah is salvation. Long ago the Psalmist had heard God say, "He will redeem Israel from all his iniquities" (#Psal 130:8 ). And Joseph was told that the child to be born would grow into the Savior who would save God's people from their sins. Jesus was not so much The Man born to be King as The Man born to be Savior. He came to this world, not for his own
sake, but for men and for our salvation.


Whatever happened to the wise men?
Whatever happened to you?
We don't know what happened to Joseph. His role in Act I is so crucial that we expect to see him the rest of the drama—but with the exception of a short scene with twelve-year-old Jesus in Jerusalem, he never reappears. The rest of his life is left to speculation, and we are left with our questions.
But of all my questions, my first would be about Bethlehem. I'd like to know about the night in the stable. I can picture Joseph there. Moonlit pastures. Stars twinkle above. Bethlehem sparkles in the distance. There he is, pacing outside the stable.
What was he thinking while Jesus was being born? What was on his mind while Mary was giving birth? He'd done all he could do—heated the water, prepared a place for Mary to lie. He'd made Mary as comfortable as she could be in a barn and then he stepped out. She'd asked to be alone, and Joseph has never felt more so.
In that eternity between his wife's dismissal and Jesus' arrival, what was he thinking? He walked into the night and looked into the stars. Did he pray?
For some reason, I don't see him silent; I see Joseph animated, pacing. Head shaking one minute, fist shaking the next. This isn't what he had in mind. I wonder what he said . ..

This isn't the way I planned it, God. Not at all. My child being born in a stable? This isn't the way I thought it would be. A cave with sheep and donkeys, hay and straw? My wife giving birth with only the stars to hear her pain?
This isn't at all what I imagined. No, I imagined family. I imagined grandmothers. I imagined neighbors clustered outside the door and friends standing at my side. I imagined the house erupting with the first cry of the infant. Slaps on the back. Loud laughter. Jubilation.
That's how I thought it would be.
The midwife would hand me my child and all the people would applaud. Mary would rest and we would celebrate. All of Nazareth would celebrate.
But now. Now look. Nazareth is five days' journey away. And here we are in a ... in a sheep pasture. Who will celebrate with us? The sheep? The shepherds? The stars?
This doesn't seem right. What kind of husband am I? I provide no midwife to aid my wife. No bed to rest her back. Her pillow is a blanket from my donkey. My house for her is a shed of hay and straw.
The smell is bad, the animals are loud. Why, I even smell like a shepherd myself.
Did I miss something? Did I, God?
When you sent the angel and spoke of the son being born—this isn't what I pictured. I envisioned Jerusalem, the temple, the priests, and the people gathered to watch. A pageant perhaps. A parade. A banquet at least. I mean, this is the Messiah!
Or, if not born in Jerusalem, how about Nazareth? Wouldn't Nazareth have been better? At least there I have my house and my business. Out here, what do I have? A weary mule, a stack of firewood, and a pot of warm water. This is not the way I wanted it to be! This is not the way I wanted my son.
Oh my, I did it again. I did it again, didn't I, Father? I don't mean to do that; it's just that I forget. He's not my son ... he's yours.
The child is yours. The plan is yours. The idea is yours. And forgive me for asking but . . . is this how God enters the world? The coming of the angel, I've accepted. The questions people asked about the pregnancy, I can tolerate. The trip to Bethlehem, fine. But why a birth in a stable, God?
Any minute now Mary will give birth. Not to a child, but to the Messiah. Not to an infant, but to God. That's what the angel said. That's what Mary believes. And, God, my God, that's what I want to believe. But surely you can understand; it's not easy. It seems so . . . so . . . so ... bizarre.
I'm unaccustomed to such strangeness, God. I'm a carpenter. I make things fit. I square off the edges. I follow the plumb line. I measure twice before I cut once. Surprises are not the friend of a builder. I like to know the plan. I like to see the plan before I begin.
But this time I'm not the builder, am I? This time I'm a tool. A hammer in your grip. A nail between your fingers. A chisel in your hands. This project is yours, not mine.
I guess it's foolish of me to question you. Forgive my struggling. Trust doesn't come easy to me, God. But you never said it would be easy, did you?
One final thing, Father. The angel you sent? Any chance you could send another? If not an angel, maybe a person? I don't know anyone around here and some company would be nice. Maybe the innkeeper or a traveler? Even a shepherd would do.
I wonder. Did Joseph ever pray such a prayer? Perhaps he did. Perhaps he didn't.
But you probably have.
You've stood where Joseph stood. Caught between what God says and what makes sense. You've done what he told you to do only to wonder if it was him speaking in the first place. You've stared Into a sky blackened with doubt. And you've asked what Joseph asked.
You've asked if you're still on the right road. You've asked if you were supposed to turn left when you turned right. And you've asked if there is a plan behind this scheme. Things haven't turned out like you thought they would.
Each of us knows what it's like to search the night for light. Not outside a stable, but perhaps outside an emergency room. On the gravel of a roadside. On the manicured grass of a cemetery. We've asked our questions. We questioned God's plan. And we've wondered why God does what he does.
The Bethlehem sky is not the first to hear the pleadings of a confused pilgrim.
If you are asking what Joseph asked, let me urge you to do what Joseph did. Obey. That's what he did. He obeyed. He obeyed when the angel called. He obeyed when Mary explained. He obeyed when God sent.
He was obedient to God.
He was obedient when the sky was bright.
He was obedient when the sky was dark.
He didn't let his confusion disrupt his obedience. He didn't know everything. But he did what he knew. He shut down his business, packed up his family, and went to another country. Why? Because that's what God said to do.
What about you? Just like Joseph, you can't see the whole picture. Just like Joseph your task is to see that Jesus is brought into your part of your world. And just like Joseph you have a choice: to obey or disobey. Because Joseph obeyed, God used him to change the world.
Can he do the same with you?
God still looks for Josephs today. Men and women who believe that God is not through with this world. Common people who serve an uncommon God.
Will you be that kind of person? Will you serve . . . even when you don't understand?
No, the Bethlehem sky is not the first to hear the pleadings of an honest heart, nor the last. And perhaps God didn't answer every question for Joseph. But he answered the most important one. "Are you still with me, God?" And through the first cries of the God-child the answer came.
"Yes. Yes, Joseph. I'm with you."
There are many questions about the Bible that we won't be able to answer until we get home. Many knotholes and snapshots. Many times we will muse, "I wonder. . ."
But in our wonderings, there are some questions we never need to ask. Does God care? Do we matter to God? Does he still love his children?
Through the small face of the stable-born baby, he says yes.
Yes, your sins are forgiven.
Yes, your name is written in heaven.
Yes, death has been defeated.
And yes, God has entered your world.
Immanuel. God is with us.
His Name is Jesus
Joseph ... took to him his wife, and did not know her until she had brought forth her firstborn Son. And He called His name Jesus. - Matthew 1:24-25

Joseph tanked his reputation. He gave up everything for a pregnant fiancée and an illegitimate son and made the big decision of discipleship. He placed God's plan ahead of his own.
Rather than make a name for himself, he made a home for Christ. And because he did, a great reward came his way. "He called His name Jesus."
Millions have spoken the name of Jesus, but look at the person selected to stand at the front of the line. Joseph. Of all the saints, sinners, prodigals, and preachers who have spoken the name, Joseph, a blue-collar, small town construction worker said it first. He cradled the wrinkle-faced prince of heaven and with an audience of angels and pigs, whispered, "Jesus... You'll be called Jesus."
(Max Lucado, Cure for the Common Life)
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