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This is the true story about a man from Galilee who lived some two thousand years ago. It is told through the eyes of the people who knew him best: a mother, a sceptic, a fisherman, a friend and a woman from Magdala.

Most died for their conviction that these events occurred in all their fullness. 

Many consider what you’re about to read: 

The Greatest Story Ever Told …
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Look out for linked text (which is in blue or underlined) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between notes and main text.




I will tell things that have been secrets since the world was made.

Matthew 13:35

ANCIENT PROPHETS AND Far Eastern mystics had foretold this man’s life for many hundreds of years. 

A coming king who would hold the very keys to the kingdom of heaven itself. 

Yet into first-century Yehuda – a region of the Roman Empire – an impoverished child was born, who fled with his family as a refugee to Egypt but then returned and worked as a simple carpenter and stonemason. He eventually became a renegade. To others a redeemer.

This man was born into a time of turmoil, into a people who lived under the fear and control of one of the most brutal and expansive empires ever to have existed. 

He owned seemingly nothing, yet many claimed he had power over every force of good and evil. 

How he lived – his words, his actions – altered the world forever.

Many called him Master, yet others labelled him a ‘glutton and a drunkard’. Others, whose lives were reportedly healed and changed by him, called him the Lamb of God and Light of the World. Those who were threatened by him were convinced he was the devil himself. 

Yet those who spent the most time with him, often the outcasts and forgotten, washed his feet with tears of joy. 

His local name was Yeshua. 

The literal translation is: ‘He who saves.’




PROLOGUE

Yerushalayim

c. AD 33

Three days after the torture and execution

‘TELL ME WHAT you’re discussing,’ the traveller asked nonchalantly as he increased his pace, so that he was now walking alongside the two.

The man seemed not to have a care in the world.

‘Why are you so downhearted?’ the traveller enquired.

Clopas rebuked the man. ‘You must be the only person in all the country who hasn’t heard what’s been going on.’ He spat on the ground and wiped his mouth with the sleeve of his cloak.

‘We had so hoped and prayed that a Messiah would prevail against these Romans.’ He paused. ‘Today we taste no victory. Only bitter defeat.’ 

The friend with him added quietly, ‘It is true. These Romans aren’t leaving this land any time soon.’

The small group continued to walk the dusty road together. The traveller’s cloak and hood covered his head, and in one of his rough hands he rolled some pebbles between his fingers as he walked. He seemed to struggle to contain his zeal.

This moment had long been coming.

Finally, he could hold himself back no longer.

‘How slow you are to believe all that the prophets have spoken!’ 

There was an urgency and intensity in his voice. 

‘Did not the Messiah have to suffer these things?’ He paused for effect. ‘And then enter his glory?’

The two companions turned to look at the man walking beside them.

‘I don’t understand,’ Clopas replied.

The traveller shielded his face and kept walking.

The two companions quickened their pace to keep up with the man. 

And there on that road from Yerushalayim to Hammath, with the sun slowly setting in the west, the traveller began to explain to them the Scriptures.

He told them all that the prophets had foretold about the Messiah and Saviour.

And their hearts felt on fire within themselves.




PART ONE 

Myriam, Mother

Nazaret,
AROUND 33 YEARS EARLIER 

A small village in the wild hill country of Galilee, made up of around five hundred subsistence farmers and construction workers.
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The Light

I WAS ONLY sixteen years old, but I knew enough to know whether I was dreaming or awake.

I sat bolt upright, instantly alert.

There was a presence in my room. I knew it. I could feel it.

I looked around, terrified, but could see nothing.

I held my breath. It was like I could feel something was about to happen, but I didn’t know what.

And then suddenly the room exploded with light, and I grabbed my bed covers, hiding my face in terror.

What was happening? 

Something inside told me not to scream – not to be afraid. I tried to calm myself, but I couldn’t.

The light persisted and seemed to penetrate even through my blanket. I tried to breathe.

Then I just knew – that the presence, the light, was not here to harm me. It was pure and good. And my fear turned to excitement. Then I started to tremble.

I didn’t know what was happening.

In my young life I had always tried my best to be good, to do what was right, to be loyal, dutiful and kind. But nothing had ever prepared me that one day the light of heaven would shine upon me.

I could do nothing except hide my face and pray.

After what felt like an eternity, but was probably only several seconds, I could sense someone was there. In my room. And then I heard a voice. 

I had never heard a voice quite like it. Pure and full of love and power.

It spoke the sweetest words I had ever heard spoken. 

‘You are truly blessed. The Lord is with you.’

Slowly, I pulled the covers away from my eyes and looked up.

There in front of me – brighter than the brightest star in the night sky – was an angel in human form. Twice as tall as any person I’d ever seen.

The angel was smiling. Radiating love and light.

My eyes were so wide, they felt like saucers. I could not even blink. My mouth was dry, and I felt it drop open.

Then the angel smiled, raised a hand and spoke again right to me: ‘You are truly blessed. The Lord is with you.’ 

The walls of our house might have been made of mud and straw but it was like I could see right through them and out into the great beyond. The light filled everywhere. And it seemed to sing. Sweet sounds that merged with the words that the angel spoke to me.

He didn’t just tell me that I was blessed and that the Lord was with me, but went on to tell me I was pregnant, that the child would be called Yeshua, the Son of the Most High, and that his kingdom would never end.

Suddenly this fear began to rise inside me once more, and I asked the angel how this could be since I was a virgin.

The angel told me that nothing was impossible for God, and that my cousin Elizabeth, who was barren, would also soon give birth to a child. 

My heart leapt within me. For us both. 

Then the light intensified even further and, just like that, the angel departed. I was left alone. 

My body was still shaking – with the sheer shock and excitement. But I remember I was no longer terrified. 

After some time sitting there, I noticed I was cold. The embers from the night’s fire were still warm in the hearth, so I gathered them gently together and blew them into a small flame. 

I sat there, staring at the small flickering fire, for a long time.

I prayed without words. Like I had never prayed before.

I could not believe what had just happened. And I dared not tell anyone at first. 

I mean, who would believe me? Really?

One thing I knew: my life would never be the same again.
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My Song

THE MONTHS THAT followed were like the beginnings of a storm. 

At times, I felt a sense of unbridled excitement. Like when I first visited my cousin Elizabeth – to ask if she had experienced anything similar. But before I could even get the question out, she told me everything that had happened to her.

Her husband, Zechariah, had also been visited by an angel. By this same light and power. I was so happy that I was not alone in all this craziness. 

Sometimes, though, I felt the fear. What would people say? How would they react when my pregnancy started to show? After all, I was yet to be formally married to Yosef. I knew that people would start gossiping, and the fear tasted bitter in my mouth. 

But what I dreaded most was telling Yosef. I feared he would think me a liar, an adulterer. Deluded. And I would be cast out.

I was more terrified of how he would react than I ever had been seeing that angel. 

But Yosef proved to be a kind man. And I thank God every day that he professed to understand and to believe me. He promised he would protect and stay with me. 

But at times I doubted myself and I feared he would soon change his mind. So far, he had guarded me from public disgrace – but I feared he would have in mind to divorce me quietly once my child was born. 

Men’s good intentions can sometimes fall away when they are scared. 

And my genuine fear was whether Yosef would still be by my side when the baby came. 

There were moments of calm though too. Days when I would pause whatever I was doing, rest my hand on my stomach and breathe. 

‘Hope. Trust. Pray.’ It was all I could do. 

Time passed. And little by little, I found myself repeating certain phrases, over and over. They felt silly at first, but I didn’t care. They just kept coming back to me. Over and over. It helped to say them often. Sometimes I would even sing them to myself:

I’m bursting with good news! 

I’m the most fortunate woman on earth …

I had no idea at the time, but this song became like oxygen to me. I repeated it hourly sometimes. I would breathe it in, and breathe it out. 

Some weeks later, Yosef came rushing in early to see me. His face was alive with light and excitement. He could hardly get the words out. He himself had seen the angel. And clear as day, he had heard the most beautiful and reassuring words: that he was to marry me, that he must not fear – that my child was indeed from God.

That changed everything for us. I could now finally trust him and let my fears go. We had each other, and the truth of not one but three angelic appearances, reminding us that we were not just dreaming. 

We talked non-stop about everything, in humble disbelief and wonder. 

Life carried on like this for months and the initial storm inside of me subsided. Yosef and I married, my belly got big and I knew that the birth would happen soon. 

I was peaceful about it, until one morning Yosef woke me up and told me the news.
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The Journey

YOSEF HAD ALWAYS been a man of few words, measuring them carefully – just like he did with his tools at work.

‘You know that the town has had word of a Roman census,’ he announced quietly. ‘They are demanding everyone returns and registers in their town of birth.’ 

He paused. 

‘It has come at a hard time, I know. But we must do what is asked. We have no choice.’

I let the words sink in. 

Then he added: ‘Myriam, we must leave Nazaret and go to Beit Lechem.’ 

He paused. 

I was silent. Thinking.

‘You never know … it could even be a fresh start. Away from this sleepy town and all the chatter. We can start our life together … just you, me and our baby?’ 

He looked at me, waiting for a response.

He continued: ‘I still have cousins there. They should give us shelter.’

‘When would we have to go?’ I finally replied to him. 

‘Soon. Before you give birth.’

I took a slow breath, picturing the long journey. Moving was hard for me now. I had no idea how we would manage. But I did not question.

‘We must do what is right. And take things day by day.’ 

But I was worried. It was so far from my family and from my home.

There was so much for me to process.

But within a few days, we set off. 

We told few people, beyond our close family, of our plans. It felt better that way. The last few months had been hard on Yosef. All the gossip as my tummy had grown.

Maybe it was time to leave, and to cleave to my husband in whatever way that meant. Wherever it would lead us.

Back when I had visited Elizabeth, I was only just pregnant. I practically ran along the dusty coastal trade road that runs south towards Yerushalayim. Now, with the baby straining within me, I was slower than an old mule. Every step felt exhausting.

The journey which should have taken four days stretched closer to five, and the longer it went on the quieter Yosef became. He was worried, I could tell. I did the one thing I could do to help. I shared my song with him, my prayer. I had new words by then too:

God embraced us …

He remembered us …

Exactly as he promised!

Yosef smiled when I finished. Then he asked me to sing it again.

By the time we turned and put the sea at our backs and headed up into the Yehudan hills, it was my turn to grow quiet. I was in more pain now, but not just from the walking. I knew that the time was getting close, that it would not be too long before I would have to stop and let the birth happen. 

Wherever we were.

We pressed on as fast as I could possibly walk. Or waddle. 

It was dusk when we arrived in the bustling town of Beit Lechem.

Even though it was almost night-time, the village was filled with movement and people. It seemed everyone was in a hurry.

We pushed anxiously through the crowds and eventually we were directed to the home of Yosef’s cousins. As soon as the door opened it was obvious that we’d arrived at a bad time. It was late. The oil lamps had been lit and the animals put away into the small stable shelter at the side of the home. 

I noticed at once that the house was full of people, and Yosef’s relatives looked worried to see us standing there in such a state. 

They tried to hide their awkwardness and invited us inside, but one of the little children soon confirmed our worst fears. 

‘Mama, there’s no room for anyone else to stay here!’ said the little girl, her face poking out from behind her mother’s skirt. ‘Where will you put them?’

Our hearts sank.

Beit Lechem was one of the final villages on the pilgrimage route. With so many people heading to Yerushalayim, every home was full of visitors from out of town. If we couldn’t stay with Yosef’s family, there was truly nowhere else to go.

I’d never met Yosef’s cousins before, but they proved faithful and kind, and I thanked God – especially as I was soon to go into labour. 

The family said we could stay, and that they would make some space. They moved the larger animals out from the small shelter at the side of the house and brought in fresh straw. A small donkey and some goats remained inside – but they would provide some warmth and protection. 

I liked that.

The stable was small, dark and dirty, but it would do – and we were so thankful.

The family bustled around, trying to make this small animal shelter a little more homely and comfortable. But I was simply too tired even to speak. 

They gave Yosef a few dried figs and some milk for him to give to me, then they left us to ourselves as they had much else to attend to. 

I didn’t mind. I was just grateful to lie down anywhere.

For a moment, the immediate struggle abated. I was safe.

I lay there and exhaled. All memories of angels or journeys or ancient Scriptures being fulfilled were gone. I just needed to rest. I closed my eyes, tried to pray and be calm.

‘I’m ready to serve,’ I said. ‘Let it be, just as you say.’
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