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4 Advent A 2016 SML 
MT 1:18-25 
 
 Do you ever get overwhelmed?  Ever ask the question, "Lord, 

how does all this fit into this plan of yours?"  If you do, then Joseph is 

your saint.  Lord, where does this fit into your plan? 

 This evening's (morning’s) gospel is so typically Matthew - 

Matthew the evangelist who wrote his gospel to a very Jewish 

audience.  It immediately follows the genealogy of Jesus Christ, a 

genealogy that would put any good Jewish person at ease, dropping 

revered names one right after the other:  from David, to Abraham, 

Isaac, Jacob, Judah, Solomon to Joseph, the husband of Mary. 

Matthew attributed Jesus being born of the House of David to 

Joseph.  While Luke followed the words and deeds of Mary through 

each of the five Joyful Mysteries, Matthew followed the words and 

deeds of Joseph.  Joseph:  a man good and upright, a man empathic 

toward his betrothed, knowing full well as a law abiding Jew, that 

Mary's unexpected pregnancy could indeed warrant her life.  

Deuteronomy 22:21 states:  

If evidence of the girl's virginity is not found, they shall bring the 
girl to the entrance of her father's house and there her 
townsmen shall stone her to death. 

 

Mary could have been stoned to death, no questions asked, if it was 

not for Joseph.  This is a man who was up against it.  Joseph, if I had 
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been in your shoes, my head would be swimming.  Lord, where 

does all this fit into your plan? 

 Yet Matthew made no mention of any of this.  A simple dream of 

the Angel Gabriel, and Joseph seemed to be in complete control.  

He understood Mary was chosen to be Mother of God.  And in 

Matthew, Joseph received not just one dream, but three:   

 a second informing Joseph there was a contract on his son's 
head.  “Get up, take the child and his mother and flee to Egypt;” 

 

 and a third informing Joseph those who had designs on the life 
of the child are dead.  “Get up, take the child and his mother and 
go to Israel.”   

 
Joseph, incredibly in control.  Read the Litany of St. Joseph and 

listen to the titles attributed to this saint: 

 Light of patriarchs, 

 mirror of patience, 

 pillar of families, 

 solace of the wretched, 

 hope of the sick, 

 patron of the dying, 

 Protector of Holy Church. 

 You want to sell your house? List your house with St. Joseph. 

Any reputable Catholic bookstore will have a “St. Joseph Sell Your 

House” kit, complete with a little statue of St. Joseph about yay high, 



 3 

with instructions to bury him upside down facing the foundations. 

When I sold my house in Roanoke before returning to the 

priesthood, it sold in four (count 'em – four) days. My parents home, 

two week! Joseph, a great realtor, an incredible saint, but were you 

always in complete control? 

 I'm sure Joseph put up a good front.  Maybe on the outside, he 

was in complete control but inside, his head had to be swimming.  

He had to be overwhelmed. A saint perhaps, but Joseph was 

human.  Christian songwriter Michael Card gets inside Joseph’s 

head better than most: 

 How could it be, this baby in my arms, sleeping now, so 
peacefully, the Son of God, the angel said.  How could it be?  
Father, show me where I fit into this plan of yours?  How can a 
man be father to the Son of God?  Lord, for all my life I’ve been 
a simple carpenter.  How can I raise a king?  How can I raise a 
king? 

 I'm going to be a father.   

 The baby is not mine. 

 I love Mary more than life itself. 

 She's either cheating on me, or she's lost it. 

 They'll kill her in a heartbeat. 

 My sleep is fitful. 

 I see Gabriel. 

 Take Mary as your wife.   
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 Get up.  Take the child and his mother and go to Egypt or they 
will kill your Son. 

 

 Get up.  Take the child and his mother and go to Israel.  Those 
who had a contract on your Son are dead. 

 
 Did you ever lose your kid on the beach or in the mall? What’s 

the first thing that goes through your mind? Somebody’s got him. 

He’s in the back of a van somewhere. You know, when Mary and 

Joseph lost their son Jesus in the Temple, they looked for Him for 

three days.  And you can just imagine what was going through 

Joseph's mind.  They got him.  When He was a baby, Herod put a 

contract on his head. And they got Him, and they're going to kill him.   

 Do you think Joseph was alone?  Go back to last week's gospel.  

There was just as much doubt in the mind of John the Baptist.  

Doubts, questions, pain, aloneness, dryness.  Here was "the" 

prophet, precursor of the Lord, who knew even before he was born 

that Jesus was the Messiah.  When Mary's greeting sounded in the 

ears of Elizabeth, John the Baptist leapt in her womb with joy.  John 

prepared a way for Jesus, baptizing all who came to him in the 

Jordan.  John baptized Christ Himself.  John backed down to no one.  

John told it like it was.  And he found himself in prison because he 

took on Herod who married his brother's wife.  In no uncertain terms, 

you are committing adultery.  And that cost him his freedom. 

Actually, it cost him his head.  And from a dark and filthy prison cell, 
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John doubted.  “Go ask Jesus if He's really the one or should we 

look for someone else?”  Lord, my head is swimming.  How does all 

this fit into the plan?  I am sure John and Joseph could compare 

notes. 

 So what about you when your head is swimming? What about 

me when I am overwhelmed? I’ve been there . . .  my prison cell 

was depression. My brother's been there. He lost a 3 year old son. 

You’ve been there: 

 they found another lump 

 first Christmas without my husband in 51 years 

 Another Christmas without a job 

 A strong resolute faith will see you through those times when 

your head is swimming. Who comes to my mind here is my Mother, 

on whose night table is a holy card of St. Joseph, worn bare from 

prayer and recitation. As a boy, every Saturday morning it was my 

job to dust. And every Saturday morning, I dusted my mother’s 

night table and on it was a holy card to St. Joseph. As by brother 

and sister and I were packing up my parents home so we could sell 

it, (under the watchful eye of St. Joseph, I’m quick to add), I found 

my mother’s holy card to St. Joseph, with 40 more years of ware 

than I remembered it as a boy. 
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In disaster my mother is calm and resolute.  Forget to wipe 

down the bathroom tiles after a shower and she’d hit the roof, but 

when her 3 year old grandson was brain dead after the accident, my 

mother was a rock.   

She displayed her resolute faith most memorably on the night of 

the accident. As the doctor caring for Geoffrey came out to deliver 

his awful prognosis, my Mother got up, and literally stood in front of 

my brother Rob as if to take the doctors words for her son like a 

bullet, visibly wincing as she tried to shield Rob from its devastating 

blow. 

 If the question remains:  "Lord, how does all this fit into your 

plan?" then take consolation from Joseph.  He was a man whose 

head swam.  He was up against it too. 

 I wouldn't be surprised however, that after Jesus was born, and 

Joseph held the Christ Child in his arms, his problems went away 

just for a few minutes.  Just for a few minutes, I wouldn't be surprised 

if Joseph felt an inner peace in his heart that only the Christ Child 

could bring. 

St. Joseph, strength for the overwhelmed, pray for us. 


