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This is an art book.

One hundred images that tell the story of Jesus of Nazareth, from birth to ascension. One hundred visual works, each accompanied by a text that explores its meaning, its emotion, its moment.

I am not a believer. I created this project because the story of Jesus is one of the most powerful and visually rich narratives in Western culture. For two thousand years, artists of every era have painted it, sculpted it, interpreted it — in stone, in fresco, in oil, in light. I have chosen to tell it through digital images and words.

Jesus is the third book of the Sacred Trilogy, after Mary and Joseph. One hundred chapters. One hundred images. One hundred moments of a life that changed the history of art, culture, and civilisation.

Each image is accompanied by a narrative text — not theology, not preaching. Visual art and storytelling meeting on the same page. This book is for those who love sacred art, for those who are drawn to the great stories of humanity told through images, for those who want to see and read one of the most represented narratives in the history of art.

Whatever you believe — or do not believe — this story deserves to be seen.

––––––––
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​CHAPTER 1 - THE RETURN FROM EGYPT
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The road wound between golden hills and ancient olive trees, and the morning sun tinged with amber the dust raised by their steps. Joseph walked ahead, his staff firm in his calloused hand, his eyes fixed on the horizon as if trying to recognise every stone, every curve of the path that was bringing them home. Mary followed him in silence, the child pressed to her chest, wrapped in the blue cloak she had carried with her through deserts and starry nights, through fear and hope.

Jesús slept, his serene face resting against his mother's heart, unaware of the journey they were making, unaware of the weight they carried in their hearts. He had grown up in a foreign land, amongst tongues that were not their own and faces that did not know his name. Yet, in those years far from Nazareth, Mary had learnt to see providence even in exile, grace even in flight.

The donkey proceeded docilely, its pace slow and steady, as if it too felt the weight of that return. It was not the same beast that had carried them to Bethlehem, that night which seemed to belong to another life. They had found this donkey in Egypt, bought with the few coins Joseph had managed to earn working wood for merchants who did not know who that silent man and that child with deep eyes truly were.

Mary looked at Joseph's back, his shoulders bent under the weight of the staff and responsibility. She knew he did not sleep well, that every night he woke with a start, fearing the angel would return to speak to him, to tell him to flee again, never to stop. But the angel had returned, yes, and had returned with different words: "Rise, take the child and his mother and go to the land of Israel, for those who sought to kill the child are dead."

Dead. Herod was dead. The king who had ordered the slaughter of the innocents, the king who had filled Bethlehem with weeping and lamentation, was dead. Mary closed her eyes, holding Jesus a little tighter. How many children had died in his place? How many mothers had wept for sons they would never embrace again? The thought gripped her heart like a vice, and every time she touched upon it she felt a pain so sharp it took her breath away.

"It is not your fault," Joseph had told her one night, when he had found her in tears, her face hidden in her hands. "It is not his fault. It is the world that does not know how to recognise the light."

But how could she not feel responsible? How could she not carry within herself the weight of those broken lives, those shattered dreams? Jesus was alive, healthy, safe in her arms, and this was an immense gift, a miracle that filled her with gratitude every day. Yet, that gratitude was intertwined with a pain she did not know how to untangle.

The landscape changed slowly. The palms of Egypt gave way to the olive trees of Galilee, the desert transformed into green hills, the air became cooler, more familiar. Mary breathed deeply, trying to recognise the smell of her land, the scent of wild herbs that grew along the paths of Nazareth.

"We are close," said Joseph, turning slightly, his voice hoarse with emotion. "Tomorrow, perhaps the day after, we shall be home."

Home. The word resonated in Mary's heart like a song. Home. The small stone house where she had grown up, where she had received the angel's announcement, where she had said her yes. The house where Joseph had built with his own hands a cradle for the child who was not his, but whom he loved as if he were.

Jesus stirred in her arms, opening his eyes slowly. They were dark eyes, deep, eyes that seemed to contain an ancient wisdom. He looked at her, and Mary felt her heart melt. Every time those eyes rested upon her, she felt something she could not explain, a presence that went beyond the child, beyond flesh and blood.

"Mama," murmured Jesus, his voice still thick with sleep.

"Yes, my love," replied Mary, kissing his forehead. "We are going home."

"Home," repeated the child, as if savouring the word, as if trying to understand its meaning.

Joseph slowed his pace, allowing Mary to catch up with him. They walked side by side for a while, in silence, whilst the sun rose in the sky and the heat of the day grew more intense. There was something sacred in that silence, something that needed no words.

"Are you afraid?" Mary finally asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Joseph did not answer immediately. He looked ahead, towards the hills that stood out on the horizon, towards the land that awaited them. "Yes," he said at last. "I am afraid of what we shall find. I am afraid that people will look at us with suspicion, that they will wonder where we have been, why we left. I am afraid that someone knows, that someone remembers."

Mary nodded. She too had those fears. She too wondered how they would explain those years of absence, how they would protect Jesus from questions, from voices, from gossip.

"But I also have faith," Joseph continued, turning to look at her. "I have faith that God, who has protected us this far, will continue to protect us. I have faith that every step we take is guided by Him."

Mary smiled, her eyes glistening. "I too," she said. "I too have faith."

The journey continued, day after day, step after step. They slept beneath the stars, ate dry bread and dates, drank water from the wells they found along the road. Jesus grew, learnt new words, laughed when Joseph lifted him onto his shoulders and showed him the world from above.

And then, one morning, they saw Nazareth. It was there, perched on the hill, the white stone houses gleaming under the sun, the wheat fields rippling in the wind. Mary stopped, her heart beating hard in her chest. It truly was home. They had truly returned.

Joseph took her hand, squeezing it tight. "We are home," he said, his voice full of emotion.

Mary nodded, tears streaming down her face. She looked at Jesus, who was observing the village with curious eyes, and felt a deep peace descend upon her. She did not know what awaited them, she did not know what trials they would have to face. But she knew they were together, that they were guided, that they were loved. And this, for now, was enough.
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​CHAPTER 2 - THE HOUSE IN NAZARETH
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The wooden door creaked when Joseph pushed it, and a smell of mustiness and dust greeted them. Mary entered slowly, holding Jesus by the hand, her eyes adjusting to the half-light. The house was exactly as they had left it, yet it seemed different, as if the time spent away had changed something invisible but essential.

The amphorae were still lined up on the shelves, covered by a thin layer of dust. The wooden loom that Joseph had built for her was in the corner, motionless, waiting. The small crucifix her father had given her was still hanging on the wall, the dark wood contrasting with the pale stone.

"It is small," murmured Mary, almost surprised. In Egypt they had lived in an even more cramped room, yet this house, which had once seemed perfect to her, now appeared tiny, fragile.

"It is home," said Joseph, setting down the staff and the bundle he had carried on his shoulders. "It is ours."

Jesus let go of Mary's hand and began to explore, his steps uncertain but curious. He approached the loom, touched the wood with his small fingers, then turned to Joseph with a smile. "Did Papa make this?"

Joseph nodded, his heart tightening. "Yes, I made it for Mama."

The child continued to wander around the room, touching everything, as if he wanted to know that place through his hands. Mary watched him, her heart divided between the joy of being back and the awareness that nothing would ever be as it was before.

She opened the window, letting in the sunlight and fresh air. The dust danced in the golden rays, and for a moment everything seemed suspended, as if time had stopped. She looked out, towards the neighbouring houses, towards the streets she knew so well. Someone was walking with a water jug, someone else was talking in front of a door. Life continued, as always, indifferent to their return.

"We must clean," she said, turning to Joseph. "We must make this place a home again."

Joseph smiled. "Yes. And we must do it together."

They worked for hours. Mary swept the floor, washed the amphorae, brushed away the cobwebs from the corners. Joseph repaired a chair that had broken, fixed the door that creaked, checked the roof to make sure there were no cracks. Jesus helped in his own way, carrying small objects from one place to another, laughing when Mary picked him up and spun him around.

When the sun began to set, the house had a different appearance. It was clean, tidy, alive. Mary lit a small oil lamp and placed it on the table, the flame flickering gently. She sat down, tired but satisfied, and watched Joseph carving a piece of wood.

"What are you making?" she asked.

"A toy," he replied, without looking up. "For Jesus. A little lamb."

Mary smiled. Joseph had always had skilful hands, hands that knew how to transform wood into useful and beautiful objects. But there was something special in the way he worked for Jesus, a dedication that went beyond simple craft.

Jesus approached, leaning against Joseph's leg, his eyes fixed on the wood taking shape. "Is it for me?" he asked, his voice full of wonder.

"Yes, it is for you," said Joseph, stroking his hair. "When it is finished, you can play with it."

The child smiled, then turned to Mary. "Mama, I am hungry."

Mary got up, went to the amphorae and took some bread and cheese they had bought along the road. It was not much, but it would be enough for that evening. Tomorrow she would have to go to the market, talk to the neighbours, resume the life they had left behind.

They ate in silence, sitting around the table, the lamp illuminating their faces. There was something deeply intimate in that moment, something Mary wanted to imprint in her memory. They were a family. They were home. They were safe.

After supper, Mary prepared the pallet for Jesus, spreading a soft blanket on the floor. The child lay down, his eyes already heavy with sleep. She knelt beside him, stroking his forehead.

"Mama," murmured Jesus, "I like this house."

"I do too, my love," replied Mary, her voice gentle. "I do too."

"Will we stay here forever?"

Mary hesitated. She did not know what to answer. She did not know what the future would bring, she did not know if they would remain in Nazareth or if they would be called elsewhere. But she looked at those trusting eyes, those eyes that sought security, and said: "We shall stay here as long as God wills."

Jesus nodded, satisfied, and closed his eyes. Within minutes he was sleeping, his breathing slow and regular. Mary remained there, watching him, her heart full of a love so great it hurt.

Joseph approached, placing a hand on her shoulder. "He is a fortunate child," he said quietly. "He has a mother like you."

Mary shook her head. "I am the fortunate one. I am the one who was chosen."

They rose together, leaving Jesus to sleep, and sat near the window. Night had fallen over Nazareth, and the stars shone in the black sky. Mary rested her head on Joseph's shoulder, feeling the warmth of his body, the solidity of his presence.

"Do you think people will accept us?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

"I do not know," replied Joseph. "But it does not matter. What matters is that we are here, that we are together, that we have a roof over our heads and food to eat. The rest... the rest we shall face when it comes."

Mary closed her eyes, letting herself be lulled by the silence of the night. She knew Joseph was right. She knew they could not control what others would think or say. They could only live, day by day, with faith and hope.

And in that small stone house, beneath that starry sky, she felt she was exactly where she was meant to be.
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​CHAPTER 3 - THE SILENT CHILD
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Jesus grew in silence. He was not a noisy child, he did not run through the streets shouting like the others, he did not draw attention to himself. He often sat in a corner of the house, his hands busy with small woodwork that Joseph had taught him, his eyes observing everything with an attention that was not normal for a child of his age. Mary watched him and wondered what passed through that young but already so deep mind, what those eyes saw that seemed to look beyond appearances, what that heart held that beat with a rhythm different from that of other children.

The other children of Nazareth played in the street, chased each other, quarrelled, laughed. Jesus watched them from the window, sometimes smiled seeing them play, but rarely joined them. Not because he was sad or lonely, but because he seemed to carry within himself something greater, something that made him different, something that Mary recognised without being able to define it completely. It was the weight of a mission he did not yet know but already felt, it was the awareness of being different even if he did not yet know why.

When he spoke he did so with few words, chosen carefully, pronounced slowly as if each one had a specific weight. He did not waste words, he did not say useless things, he never lied. Mary had learnt to trust his every word, she knew that if Jesus said something it was true, if he promised something he would keep it, if he was silent it was because there was nothing to say. His silence was not empty but full, it was not absence but presence, it was not closure but deep listening.

Joseph took him to the workshop and Jesus learnt quickly. His small but already skilful hands handled the tools with a precision that amazed his father. He learnt to smooth wood, to fit pieces together, to create useful and beautiful objects. But whilst he worked his gaze wandered far away, as if he saw something Joseph could not see, as if he listened to a voice only he heard. Joseph did not disturb him in those moments, he respected that silence, he sensed that the child was communicating with someone even if there was no one visible beside him.

In the evening when the family gathered for supper Jesus listened to Joseph recounting the day, listened to Mary talking about household matters, listened in silence absorbing every word, every gesture, every glance. Then when everyone fell silent he sometimes asked a question, a single question that however went to the heart of things, that revealed a deep understanding, that left Joseph and Mary speechless. How did such a small child understand such great things? How could he see so deeply? How could he be so wise?

Mary watched him whilst he slept, his face serene, his breathing regular, his hands resting on his chest. He seemed a normal child, fragile, defenceless. But Mary knew it was not so, she knew that child was special, she knew he carried within himself the mystery of God made man. She had carried him in her womb, she had given birth to him, she had nursed him, yet she felt there was in him something that surpassed her, something she could not fully comprehend, something she could only keep in her heart and meditate upon in silence.

Jesus grew in wisdom, age and grace before God and men. It was not only the body that grew but also the spirit, it was not only the intelligence that developed but also the awareness of who he was and why he had come into the world. Every day was a step towards revelation, every experience was a preparation, every silence was a prayer that rose to the Father and returned as light that illuminated the path.

The other children called him to play and sometimes Jesus went. He played with them, ran, laughed, enjoyed himself. But even in play there was something different, a particular gentleness, an attention to others, an ability to make everyone feel important, loved, seen. The smaller children clung to him, the older ones respected him, all felt that with Jesus they were safe, that he would never hurt them, that they could trust completely.

Mary watched all this and kept everything in her heart. She saw the silent child who grew, who learnt, who prepared himself. She did not yet know what awaited him, she did not yet know the cross he would carry, she did not yet imagine the pain he would go through. But she knew that child was destined for something great, that his life would change the world, that his silence was only the preparation for the word he would one day speak and that would resound throughout the earth bringing salvation, hope, eternal life.
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​CHAPTER 4 - THE FIRST STEPS
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The courtyard of the house was small, surrounded by stone walls that held the heat of the day and released it slowly when the sun began to set. It was there that Jesus had taken his first uncertain steps, clinging to Mary's robes, laughing every time he managed to take two steps without falling. It was there that he had learnt to recognise the song of birds, the scent of freshly baked bread, the sound of Joseph's hammer working wood in the workshop next door. And now, in that courtyard he knew so well, something was happening that Mary would never forget, something that would make her understand, once again, that her son was not a child like the others.

Jesus was little more than three years old, and that day the sun shone high in the sky, flooding the courtyard with a golden light that made the white stone of the walls gleam. Mary was sitting near the well, intent on mending a tear in Joseph's tunic, when she had heard her son's voice, clear and firm, speaking to someone. She had looked up, expecting to see one of the neighbourhood children, but the courtyard was empty. There was only Jesus, standing in the centre, his arms open as if welcoming someone, his eyes fixed on a point before him that she could not see. The child spoke with a disarming naturalness, smiled, nodded, as if he were truly conversing with someone. Mary had set down her work and approached slowly, her heart beating hard in her chest, not from fear but from a sort of reverence she could not explain.

"Jesus," she had called gently, "who are you talking to?" The child had turned towards her, his face lit by a smile so pure it took her breath away. "With the angel, Mama," he had replied, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. "He is telling me about the stars." Mary had stopped, her legs trembling slightly. An angel. Her son was talking to an angel. It was not the first time something extraordinary had happened, it was not the first time Jesus had shown himself to be different, but each time it was as if the world stopped, as if time suspended itself to allow her to understand, even for just a moment, the greatness of what she was living.

She had knelt beside him, trying to see what he saw, but there was nothing. Only the sunlight, only the warm air shimmering above the stone. "And what does he tell you about the stars?" she had asked, her voice barely a whisper. Jesus had looked ahead again, his eyes shining with a light that was not only the sun's reflection. "He says that every star has a name, and that God knows them all. He says that when the night is dark, the stars shine brighter, to remind us that light never dies." Mary had felt tears rise to her eyes. They were words too great for a three-year-old child, words that carried within them an ancient wisdom, a truth that went beyond human understanding. She had held Jesus in her arms, hiding her face in his hair, trying to hold back the emotion that gripped her throat.

Joseph had come out of the workshop at that moment, drawn by the unusual silence. He had seen Mary kneeling, Jesus in her arms, and had approached with slow, respectful steps, as if he sensed something sacred was happening. "What happened?" he had asked, his voice low. Mary had looked up at him, her eyes still glistening. "He was talking to an angel," she had said simply. Joseph had asked nothing more. He had knelt beside them, placing a hand on Jesus's head, and for a long moment they remained like that, the three together, united in a silence that was prayer, that was adoration, that was love.

When Jesus had freed himself from the embrace and had resumed playing, as if nothing had happened, Mary and Joseph had remained sitting there, watching him. "Does it happen often?" Joseph had asked, his voice laden with emotion. Mary had nodded. "More than you think. Sometimes I find him talking to himself, but he is never alone. There is always someone with him, something I cannot see." Joseph had squeezed Mary's hand, intertwining his fingers with hers. "We have an extraordinary son," he had said, and in those words there was wonder, gratitude, but also a subtle fear. Because raising such a child, a child who spoke with angels, a child who knew truths that even they did not understand, was an immense responsibility, a weight that sometimes seemed too great to bear.
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​CHAPTER 5 - JOSEPH'S HANDS
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Joseph's workshop smelt of fresh wood and resin, a scent that Jesus had learnt to love since he was old enough to walk to the door and peer in to watch his father at work. It was a magical place for a child, full of shapes and colours, of tools that gleamed in the light filtering through the window, of shavings that curled under the plane like golden ringlets. Joseph worked with absolute concentration, his hands moving with precision and grace, transforming pieces of rough wood into useful and beautiful objects. And Jesus watched him, sitting on a stool too high for him, his legs dangling in the air, his eyes following every movement, every gesture, as if he were learning not only a trade, but something much deeper.

That day Joseph was building a yoke for the oxen of a village farmer, a job that required precision because the wood had to be smoothed perfectly so as not to hurt the animals. Jesus watched him in silence, and Joseph, who had learnt to recognise that particular silence, the one that meant the child was thinking about something important, had slowed his work, waiting. "Papa," Jesus had finally said, his voice serious, "why must the wood be smooth?" Joseph had smiled, setting down the plane on the bench. "Because if it is rough, it hurts the oxen. The yoke must be strong, but also gentle. It must help them carry the weight, not add to it." Jesus had nodded, as if that answer confirmed something he already knew. "Like God," he had said, and Joseph had stopped, his heart beating hard in his chest.

"What do you mean?" he had asked, turning completely towards the child. Jesus had looked at him with those deep eyes, those eyes that sometimes seemed to contain centuries of wisdom. "God gives us a yoke, but it is gentle. It does not hurt us. It helps us carry the weight." Joseph had remained silent for a long moment, trying to understand how a four-year-old child could say such deep, such true things. He had taken Jesus in his arms, lifting him from the stool, and had held him tight. "Yes," he had said, his voice hoarse with emotion. "Yes, that is exactly right." And in that moment he had understood that he was not only teaching his son the carpenter's trade. He was learning from him, he was receiving lessons in faith and love that no rabbi could ever have given him.

The days passed, and Jesus spent more and more time in the workshop. Joseph had made him small tools, suited to his hands, and taught him to use them with infinite patience. "You must feel the wood," he told him. "Every piece has its own voice, its own story. You must listen to it, respect it." And Jesus listened, not only with his ears but with his whole being, his hands caressing the wood as if it were a living thing, his eyes studying its grain, trying to understand what shape it wanted to become. There was something sacred in the way he worked, a reverence that went beyond simple craft. Joseph watched him and felt his heart swell with pride and tenderness. This was his son, not by blood but by choice, by love, by divine will. And every day they spent together was a gift, a miracle he would never take for granted.

One evening, as the sun set and the workshop filled with golden shadows, Jesus had finished smoothing a small piece of wood that Joseph had given him. He had lifted it, examining it in the light, then had offered it to his father with a shy smile. "It is for you, Papa," he had said. Joseph had taken it, turning it in his hands. It was a heart, small and imperfect, but made with such love that it brought tears to his eyes. "It is beautiful," he had said, his voice breaking. "It is the most beautiful gift I have ever received." Jesus had climbed onto his knees, resting his head against his chest. "I love you, Papa," he had whispered. And Joseph had held him tight, so tight he was afraid of hurting him, but he could not let go. "I love you too, my son," he had replied. "More than you can imagine."

Mary had appeared in the doorway at that moment, drawn by the silence. She had seen the two embracing, the small wooden heart on the bench, and had understood. She had approached, placing a hand on Joseph's shoulder, and for a long moment they remained like that, the three together, united in a love that went beyond words, beyond time, beyond everything. In that workshop that smelt of wood and resin, in that golden light of sunset, they were a family. Not perfect, not without fears or doubts, but united by a bond that nothing could ever break. And as night fell over Nazareth, as the stars began to shine in the sky, Joseph held in his hands that small wooden heart and knew, with absolute certainty, that this was his place, that this was his mission, that this extraordinary child was the greatest gift God could ever have given him.
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​CHAPTER 6 - THE CHILDREN'S GAME
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The streets of Nazareth filled with voices and laughter when the children came out to play, freed from household chores and the small tasks their parents assigned them. They ran between the white stone houses, chased each other along the narrow alleys, invented games with stones and sticks, built imaginary worlds that lasted the length of an afternoon and then vanished like dreams upon waking. Jesus often watched them from afar, sitting in the shade of an olive tree or leaning against the house wall, and Mary saw in his eyes a desire mixed with hesitation, as if he wanted to join them but did not know how, as if he felt he was different and that difference kept him separate.

That day, however, something had changed. A group of children was playing in the square, and one of them, a boy named Levi who was the same age as Jesus, had approached running. "Jesus!" he had shouted, his face red from running and excitement. "Come and play with us! We are pretending to be soldiers!" Jesus had looked at his mother, who was washing clothes near the well, and Mary had seen the uncertainty in his eyes. A smile was enough for her, a nod of encouragement, and the child had run off, joining the group with a joy that had warmed her heart. Finally, she had thought. Finally he was doing what all children his age did.

She had watched them from afar whilst they played, whilst they ran and shouted, whilst they divided into teams and pretended battles with sticks that became swords. Jesus was in the midst of them, and for the first time Mary saw him truly a child, free from that seriousness that sometimes made him so different from the others. He laughed when Levi chased him, hid behind corners, fell and got up again with his knees dirty with dust. It was beautiful to see him like that, it was beautiful to know he could simply be a child, at least for a while. But whilst she watched him, Mary could not help but notice something else too. She noticed how the other children looked at him when he thought they did not notice, she noticed the whispers, the furtive glances. She knew what they were thinking, she knew what they were wondering. Who was that child really? Where did he come from? Why was he so different?

The game had continued for a while, then one of the older children, a boy named Simon who had a reputation for being somewhat of a bully, had approached Jesus with a challenging expression. "They say you are special," he had said, his arms folded across his chest. "They say your mother says you are the son of God." Silence had fallen suddenly over the square. All the children had stopped, turning to look. Jesus had remained still, the stick still in his hand, his eyes fixed on Simon. Mary had felt her heart stop. She had stood up, ready to intervene, but something had held her back. She wanted to see what her son would do, how he would respond.

"My mother does not tell lies," Jesus had replied, his voice calm but firm. Simon had laughed, a harsh laugh that had nothing cheerful about it. "Then do a miracle," he had said. "If you are truly special, do something we cannot do." The other children had begun to murmur, some excited at the idea, others uncomfortable. Jesus had looked at them one by one, then had laid the stick on the ground. "Miracles are not games," he had said. "And I am not here to prove anything." He had made to leave, but Simon had grabbed him by the arm, pulling him back. "You are afraid," he had said, his voice full of scorn. "You are afraid because you know you are nothing special."

Mary had taken a step forward, ready to intervene, but at that moment something had happened that had stopped her. Jesus had freed himself from Simon's grip with a gentle but firm movement, then had bent down and picked up a stone from the ground. It was an ordinary stone, grey and smooth, like there were thousands along the streets of Nazareth. He had held it in the palm of his hand, looking at it for a long moment, then had raised his eyes to Simon. "Do you see this stone?" he had said. "It is small, it is ordinary, no one notices it. But God created it, and for that it has value. Like you, like me, like all of us." He had laid the stone on the ground carefully, then had looked Simon in the eyes. "I do not need to perform miracles to prove who I am. And you do not need to challenge me to know who you are."

The silence that had followed had been absolute. Simon had stood there, his mouth open, speechless. The other children looked at Jesus with new eyes, eyes full of something Mary could not define. Respect, perhaps. Or awe. Or simply wonder. Jesus had turned and had begun to walk towards home, and one by one the other children had followed him, leaving Simon alone in the square. Levi had taken his hand, smiling. "You truly are special," he had said. "But not in the way Simon thought." Jesus had smiled, squeezing his hand. "We are all special," he had replied. "We just need to remember it."

When he had returned to Mary, she had embraced him tightly, her heart still beating hard in her chest. "You did well," she had whispered. "I am proud of you." Jesus had pulled away, looking at her with those deep eyes. "I did not want to hurt him, Mama," he had said. "I just wanted him to understand." Mary had nodded, tears streaming down her face. She knew her son had a mission, she knew he was destined for great things. But in that moment, seeing him there with dirty knees and tousled hair, seeing the gentleness in his eyes and the wisdom in his words, she had understood that mission had already begun. Not with spectacular miracles or signs in the sky, but with small gestures of love and truth, with simple words that touched the heart. And as she watched him return to play with the other children, as she saw him laugh and run as if nothing had happened, Mary had prayed in silence, asking God to give her the strength to accompany her son along the path that awaited him, whatever it might be.
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​CHAPTER 7 - THE DIFFERENT EYES
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There was something in Jesus's eyes that made people stop, something that went beyond colour or shape, something that could not be explained with words but that was felt deep in the heart. Mary had noticed it since he was born, when she had looked at him for the first time and those newly opened eyes had rested upon her with an intensity that had left her breathless. They were not the eyes of a newborn seeing the world for the first time with confused wonder, they were eyes that seemed to recognise, that seemed to know, that seemed to carry within them a light that did not belong to this world. And now that Jesus was six years old, that peculiarity had become even more evident, so much so that the village people spoke of it in whispers, with a mixture of curiosity and reverential awe.

That afternoon Mary was at the market, intent on choosing vegetables for supper, when she had heard two women talking behind her. She did not want to eavesdrop, but their voices were loud enough to be heard clearly. "Have you seen that child's eyes?" one was saying. "Those of Mary and Joseph's son?" "Yes," the other replied. "They are strange. When he looks at you, it is as if he sees inside you, as if he knows things he should not know." Mary had clenched her fists, trying to control the emotion rising in her throat. She knew people talked, she knew Jesus attracted attention, but hearing it said so openly hurt her. Not because she was ashamed of her son, but because she knew how difficult it was for him to be different, how heavy it was to carry that burden of always being watched, always judged, always questioned.

When she had returned home, she had found Jesus sitting in the courtyard, intent on observing a butterfly that had landed on a flower. The child was completely absorbed, his face serene, his eyes fixed on those delicate wings that opened and closed slowly. Mary had stopped in the doorway, watching him, and had felt her heart tighten. He was so beautiful, so pure, so full of grace. How could people not see this? How could they look at him and feel fear instead of love? She had approached slowly, not wanting to disturb that moment of peace, and had sat beside him. "It is beautiful, is it not?" she had said quietly. Jesus had nodded, without taking his gaze from the butterfly. "God made it with so many colours," he had said. "Each wing is different, but together they are perfect." Mary had smiled, stroking his hair. "Like people," she had said. "We are all different, but together we are perfect."

Jesus had turned to look at her, and in those eyes Mary had seen something that had made her tremble. It was not only intelligence, it was not only wisdom, it was something deeper, something that seemed to touch eternity. "Mama," he had said, his voice serious, "why are people afraid of me?" Mary had been speechless for a moment, her heart beating hard in her chest. How did he know? How did a six-year-old child perceive what others thought of him? She had taken his hands in hers, squeezing them tight. "They are not afraid of you," she had said, trying to find the right words. "They are afraid of what they do not understand. You are special, Jesus, and special things sometimes frighten people because they make them feel small, inadequate." Jesus had reflected on those words, then had nodded slowly. "But I do not want to frighten them," he had said. "I just want them to be happy."

Mary had held him in her arms, hiding her face in his hair so he would not see the tears streaming down her face. How could such a small child have such a big heart? How could he worry about others' happiness when he was the one being judged, watched, feared? "I know, my love," she had whispered. "I know. And one day they will understand. One day they will see what I see when I look at you." Jesus had pulled away from the embrace, looking at her with those eyes that seemed to contain all the love in the world. "And what do you see, Mama?" he had asked. Mary had smiled through her tears. "I see the light," she had said. "I see hope. I see the love of God made flesh."

That evening, when Joseph had returned from the workshop, Mary had told him what had happened. They were sitting outside, beneath the starry sky, whilst Jesus slept inside the house. Joseph had listened in silence, his hand squeezing Mary's, his face marked by concern. "It will become increasingly difficult," he had said at last. "As he grows, as his nature becomes more evident, people will talk more and more. Some will love him, others will fear him, still others will hate him." Mary had nodded, knowing he was right. "But we shall always be with him," she had said. "Whatever happens, we shall always be by his side." Joseph had squeezed her hand tighter. "Always," he had repeated. "Until the end."
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​CHAPTER 8 - THE SABBATH SYNAGOGUE
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The Sabbath was the sacred day, the day when the whole village stopped to honour God and remember his covenant with the people of Israel. The synagogue of Nazareth was a simple building, made of white stone and dark wood, with benches arranged in orderly rows and a raised platform where the scrolls of the Torah were read. It was there that families gathered every week, the men on one side and the women on the other, to listen to the words of the prophets and pray together. Mary loved those moments of community, loved hearing the voices that united in prayer, loved the scent of incense that mingled with the smell of ancient stone. But since Jesus had begun to accompany them, those moments had also become a source of tension, because her son did not limit himself to listening in silence as the other children did, but asked questions, raised issues, challenged interpretations that had been accepted for generations.

That Sabbath the rabbi was reading a passage from the book of Isaiah, one of the most beloved and recited passages, the one that spoke of the suffering servant who would bear the sins of the people. His voice filled the synagogue, solemn and deep, and everyone listened with reverential attention. Jesus was sitting beside Joseph, his hands folded in his lap, his eyes fixed on the rabbi. Mary watched him from afar, from the women's side, and saw the intensity with which he followed every word, as if he were trying to grasp a hidden meaning that others did not see. When the rabbi had finished reading, he asked if anyone had questions or reflections to share. There was a moment of silence, as always, because few dared to speak in public, especially the younger ones. But then Jesus had stood up, and Mary had felt her heart stop.

"Rabbi," Jesus had said, his voice clear and firm despite being only seven years old, "who is the servant of whom Isaiah speaks?" The rabbi had turned to look at him, surprised. It was not unusual for children to ask questions, but usually they were simple, naive questions. This, however, was a question that went to the heart of the text, a question that scholars had debated for centuries. "The servant," the rabbi had replied after a moment of hesitation, "is the people of Israel. It is we who suffer to bring the light of God to the nations." Jesus had nodded, as if considering that answer, then had said: "But the text says that the servant will bear the sins of many, that he will be pierced for our transgressions. How can an entire people be pierced? Does it not speak rather of a person, of someone who will come?"

The silence that had followed had been absolute. Everyone had turned to look at that child who dared to question the rabbi's interpretation. Mary had seen the faces of the men, some curious, others scandalised, still others amused. Joseph had placed a hand on Jesus's shoulder, a gesture that could be both support and warning. The rabbi had looked at Jesus for a long moment, his eyes scrutinising that young face trying to understand if he was speaking out of provocation or genuine search for truth. Then he had smiled, a smile that was both surprised and pleased. "It is a profound question," he had said. "And there are scholars who interpret the text as you say, who believe the servant is an individual, a messiah who will come to save the people. But we cannot know with certainty. We must wait for God to reveal his plan to us."

Jesus had remained standing for another moment, as if he wanted to say more, then had sat down. Mary had seen Joseph whisper something in his ear, probably telling him to be calm, not to draw too much attention. But the damage, if it could be called that, was done. After the service, as they left the synagogue, several people had approached Joseph and Mary. Some to compliment the child's intelligence, others to express concern about his boldness. "He is very bright," one of the village elders had said, "but he must learn respect. One does not question the rabbi in front of everyone." Joseph had nodded, accepting the criticism with humility, but Mary had seen the tension in his eyes, the weariness of always having to defend, always explain, always justify.

On the way home, Jesus walked in silence, his head down. Mary knew he was reflecting on what had happened, that he was wondering if he had done something wrong. She had approached him, taking his hand. "You are not in trouble," she had said gently. "You asked an honest question, and honest questions are always welcome before God." Jesus had looked up at her, his eyes full of uncertainty. "But I made people angry," he had said. "I did not want to disrespect the rabbi." Joseph had stopped, kneeling before him. "You did not disrespect anyone," he had said. "You sought the truth, and that is the most important thing. But you must also learn that not everyone is ready to hear certain questions, not everyone is ready to question what they have always believed. You must be wise, my son, wise in knowing when to speak and when to be silent."

Jesus had nodded, and Mary had seen in his eyes an understanding that went beyond his years. She knew her son was learning a difficult lesson, the lesson that truth is not always welcomed with joy, that sometimes it disturbs, that sometimes it frightens. But she also knew he would never stop seeking it, would never stop asking questions, would never stop challenging conventions when he felt there was something deeper to discover. And as they walked towards home, as the Sabbath sun slowly descended to the horizon tinging the sky with pink and gold, Mary had prayed in silence, asking God to give her son the wisdom he needed, the strength to face the challenges that awaited him, and the courage never to stop being himself, even when the world asked him to be different.
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​CHAPTER 9 - THE STRANGE QUESTIONS
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Jesus's questions did not stop at the synagogue. At home, in Joseph's workshop, in the village streets, wherever he found himself, the child posed questions that left adults speechless, questions that seemed to come from a mind much older and wiser than that of an eight-year-old child. Mary had learnt to recognise that particular moment when Jesus was about to ask one of those questions, that thoughtful silence that preceded the words, that concentrated gaze that seemed to look beyond the surface of things to see something deeper. And each time her heart prepared itself, because she knew that whatever her son was about to say, it would make her reflect, would challenge her, would force her to look at the world with new eyes.

That day they were sitting together in the courtyard, Mary was spinning wool and Jesus was watching her, fascinated by the rhythmic movement of the spindle that turned and turned, transforming the raw fibres into thin, strong thread. He had asked if he could try, and Mary had shown him how to hold the spindle, how to give the right tension to the wool, how to make it all spin with a movement of the wrist. Jesus had tried, concentrated, his tongue between his teeth as he always did when applying himself to something new. The thread that had come out was irregular, with knots and parts too thin, but he had not been discouraged, had continued to try until he had begun to get
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