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nearly ran past the last few homes until 1 was on the
hillside outside Nazareth. The truth pounded in my
blood

ary, my companion and friend, is not a child. She
has blossomed into a winsome young wormin
under my nose. Men will be flocking to ask Joachim for
her hand in marmiage.™
fielt a termible ache when | voiced my thoughts. Fora
long time | paced the hills. The sun was setting in the
west when the truth struck me. 1 spoke aloud

love Mary. I want 1o hold her in my arms and make her
my wife.”
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