A Poem by Walter Wangerin, Jr. from “On An Age-Old Anvil, Wince and Sing”

Joseph's Carol

Mary, I'll build you a little home

Where three of us can dwell.

The roof will be straw and the walls will be stone

To keep you very well.

I'll make you a cradle for your child

To rock him to and fro;

And if he should wake and cry a while,

I'll stroke him top to toe.

Boards for a table, canes for chairs,

Copper for pots and plates;

I'll furnish your kitchen with dinnerware

And bake you barley cakes.

Oh, Mary!  Mary, marry me,

And I'll provide you both

With everything your bodies need--

Till God requires a death.

I'll be to Jesus fatherly,

Until that Father calls

Whose roof is all eternity,

And mountains are his walls.

And then I'll build one other thing,

A box to fit a grave,

A place to lay the Baby-king

The world who came to save.

I'll hold you Mary, heaven's queen,

Until your child awakes,

Raised by the builder of everything,

In three primeval days.

Then fly!  Then fly!  Oh, Mary, fly

From here to paradise.

Your son's the son of the Most High:

Oh, go to him, the Christ!...

Mary, I've hammered a litle home

Where three of us can live.

My roof is but straw and my walls rude stone,

Until you have to leave....

