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BACKGROUND


It was a rainy night. The rain was dripping heavily on the ground. It was very dark outside, so the two people dressed in black could barely make out the gray path they were walking along. They approached "Goldstrasse" and stopped in front of a large villa, which is much nicer in the daytime than it is now at night. "We're here," said the first person in a deep male voice. The second person nodded and together they jumped over the high fence. The second person, who was a woman, picked the door lock and they were able to enter the house. They quietly approached the electrical box. The man switched everything off so that the lights or anything electrical didn't work. "Go to the safe in the basement and take the money with you. Remember, the code is 11887," the man whispered and quietly made his way upstairs. When he arrived in the owner's room, he carefully opened the door. He quietly walked past the sleeping owner and as he was about to take the key that led to the most valuable room, he heard a noise behind him. He quickly jumped to the side and pulled out his pistol. The noise came from the owner, who was now awake and standing there with a vase in his hands, which he was probably going to hit the burglar with. He was an old man in pyjamas, with white hair and a beard, who looked startled at the thief.
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"Bill?" he asked. The thief replied uncertainly: "Here I am." The owner replied: "Why are you doing this to me? What have I done?" The thief gave no answer and walked slowly to the drawer with the key while pointing the gun at him. The old man understood what Bill was up to now and picked up his cell phone. He dialed the police number. "Don't you dare call the police!" Bill shouted aggressively. A voice rang out from the cell phone: "Yes, this is the police. How can I help you?" Without thinking, the thief ran towards the homeowner, snatched his cell phone out of his hands and threw it to the ground. It was broken as a result. "For God's sake!" the man shouted. Then the sirens sounded and suddenly a smile appeared on his face. "The police are coming after all!" the man said. Bill saw a small object with a red button in his hands, which presumably could be used to call the police if you pressed it. He lunged at the man in a rage and wanted to shoot him, but the man pushed him away and took the gun. "I mean you no harm!" he shouted and threw the gun to the side. Bill got angrier and drew his knife. "Give me the key!" he gasped. The man replied bravely: "Not on your life!" "Then not on your life!" Bill screeched and stabbed the owner right through the heart. The man sank to the ground and stopped moving. The thief laughed and took the key. Before he left the room, he looked at the dead man one last time: "Farewell, old friend! Although ... you're no longer alive. Hehehehehe!" He ran downstairs to his wife and said, "I've got the key!" She smiled, but as they were about to go to the door with the money, a golden, very bright light appeared and a golden figure stood before them. It was an angel. "What do you want?" the man shouted. The golden person spoke calmly: "Why are you here with clothes that say a lot of bad things?" The woman replied, "It's none of your business!" Then the angel said, "Bill! You killed your neighbor and friend! And you, Nela, you took part in this crime. You were greedy for money and it wasn't enough for you that Almighty God had helped you every second of your life. That is why you, Nela, will give birth to a son who will have great strength and who will one day defeat you!" After these words, he disappeared. A terrible fear could be seen on the faces of both of them. Suddenly they heard the sirens of the police cars outside and they remembered where they were and what situation they were in. Bill quickly picked up his bag and called to his partner: "We'll come back here tomorrow and take the money with us!" Nela nodded, still in shock from this event, and together they ran off. No one had noticed them. Bill looked back briefly as he ran and saw the armed police storming into the villa. Then he looked forward again and ran as fast as he could away from the whole experience with his wife.



    Chapter 1

    Francesco

    After nine months, Nela gave birth to a son. They gave him the name "Francesco", as it was the quickest name they could think of. When Francesco was born, his parents did not look at him with love, but with hatred. They didn't want him to defeat them one day. That's why they put more things in his school bag when he was at primary school than he actually needed. His bag was very heavy, but his parents didn't care. They would do anything to make sure nothing went wrong. So he had to carry a heavy school bag from elementary school to grammar school. After a while, he got used to the weight and it was a little easier for him to bear. It was also good training, as his physical strength steadily increased. Unfortunately, his parents noticed this and gave him even heavier things to carry. They also knew that Francesco's strength only worked when he was quiet, because he could do amazing things as a child when he was so quiet. For this reason, they always gave Francesco something to do. For example, he had school first, then after-school care and at home he still had to do housework because his parents were working. This stressed Francesco out a lot. His parents saw this and were glad that everything went according to plan . "And we were so afraid that this good-for-nothing would stop us!" Bill laughed every time he sat in the living room with his wife. But the angel was right in what he said, because the whole plan began – now.

  
    Chapter 2

    The first day of school

    It was Monday and that meant it was the first day of school at grammar school again. Francesco was in Year 2 at grammar school. He was still in bed in the morning and hoped that it wasn't really the start of school. "My parents won't wake me up anyway because they don't care about me - so I can just stay in bed," thought Francesco with a smile on his face. That was the most brilliant idea in the world. Just stay in bed because no one cares! So Francesco tried to fall asleep again. He had woken up earlier to the alarm clock ringing. But suddenly his bedroom door burst open and Bill came in. The man went to the bed where Francesco was lying and pulled the covers off him. "GET UP! YOU'RE NOT AN OLD OLD MAN WHO HAS TO SLEEP ALL DAY!" Bill shouted loudly. Francesco pretended he was still asleep and didn't move. The footsteps left his room again. What a relief! "Whew! He's swallowed it! That fool! I really didn't think he was that stupid!" thought Francesco and laughed. But suddenly someone poured ice-cold water on his face. "Hey! Are you crazy...!" Francesco shouted, but when he recognized Bill, he didn't finish his sentence. Francesco was now sitting on his bed and looking at his father, who was in his usual bad mood. "So you're awake after all," Bill said expressionlessly. Then he added: "Get ready for school." Francesco replied, yawning: "I thought you didn't care about me. Why are you waking me up anyway?" Bill looked at him sternly and said, "I don't want you in the house anymore." Then he went to the door. Francesco could have expected that answer. He knew very well that it was better not to mess with his father, but this question had just slipped out. So he had been lucky once again. Before Bill went downstairs, he said, "I still don't care about you, by the way." Then he was gone. "I know," Francesco sighed. He liked to talk to himself alone because he had no one to talk to. Francesco had friends, but he didn't meet them very often because of the school workload. "School, here I come!" Francesco shouted listlessly and got dressed. Then he went downstairs to the kitchen and made himself some cornflakes. While he ate, he looked at his father, who was reading a newspaper on the sofa in the living room. "What is it?" asked Bill when he noticed that Francesco was staring at him. "Nothing, nothing!" exclaimed Francesco, startled, and looked at his cell phone. It said 6:55 on it. "No, no, no! My bus is about to arrive!" Francesco was startled and ate his breakfast in a flash. Then he quickly brushed his teeth and put on his shoes and jacket. He ran to his room and picked up his extremely heavy school bag. Without hesitation, he ran out of the house and hurried to the bus stop. It was just in time, because the bus arrived at that moment. Francesco got on and sat down. "Whew!" he said and closed his eyes. He had made it.

    After half an hour, he got out and marched listlessly to the school building. Even the name of the school said it was boring, which is why his "dear" parents sent him there. It was called "FBU", which translates as "Peace with us". Unfortunately, it was actually the opposite. So "Chaos with us" or "War with us" would be more appropriate. Francesco went to his class as quickly as he could. There was no way he wanted to see the three of them. But unfortunately, they came. Francesco suddenly felt a large, heavy hand on his shoulder, which turned him around. The three stupid boys from his class were standing in front of him. Their names were Mark, Bob and the boss of them was Paul. The guys loved to tease smaller or weaker pupils, even though Francesco was already twelve, they counted him as one of the younger ones. "Did you miss us?" Paul asked in an annoying voice. "Yes, and how!" Francesco replied sarcastically. Paul replied: "From now on, we won't give you a break, Franz. You little Frenchman!" He laughed loudly and hit him on his school bag. Then they were gone. "But I'm not French and my name isn't even Franz!" he whispered, annoyed. "But the first day of school is off to a good start!" Francesco added, still annoyed, and went to his class after the school bell rang.

  
    Chapter 3

    The unknown word

    Francesco sat in his seat like the other pupils and waited for the teacher. "I hope the day goes by quickly!" he thought. Suddenly, something hit him on the back of the head. Francesco turned around and saw Paul, Bob and Mark from the back row, who had lots of paper balls on the table. "Not THEM again!" thought Francesco, annoyed. He looked at the boys and turned around again. Another ball hit him on the head. "If I ignore them, they'll surely leave me alone because they'll get bored. That always works! Hopefully," Francesco whispered to himself, trying to be a little braver. It had stopped at the beginning, but before he had finished thinking, they shot another paper ball at him. A few pupils must have noticed, because they started to laugh. Only the girls weren't giggling. They were talking to each other, but when they gave Francesco looks, he knew he was the subject. After a while, about 50 paper balls had already shot him, or was it 100? "Where's the teacher? Has he locked himself in the toilet or what? If he doesn't come right away, I won't survive this!" thought Francesco, annoyed. Finally, an adult came in. Unfortunately it was the principal. Her stern brown eyes and dark brown hair matched her severe black clothes - you had to admit that. But you could tell she was in a good mood because she was smiling the whole time. But when this principal was in a good mood, it didn't mean anything good, and so it was. "Good morning, Headmistress Larve!" the students greeted her as she entered the room. "Good morning, dear students! I've come to tell you that you have normal lessons today. Have a look at your new timetable and get your school things ready." Before she left, she called out: "Ah! Francesco! Please put these paper things away under your desk!" "Of course, Headmistress Larve!" Francesco replied and bent down to tidy up these "paper things". And again a e paper ball shot at him, but this time on his back. Francesco knew there was nothing he could do about it, so he collected all the balls and threw them in the garbage can. Then he sat down again. The first subject was Roman Catholic religion. As Francesco wasn't there, he was picked up by a teacher and taken to a separate room with the other pupils who also didn't have a religion lesson or were attending another faith class. That's exactly what happened in this case. When the bell rang again, two teachers came in. One of them was the religion teacher and the other was the supervising teacher. "Please line up!" said Mrs. Marmel, the supervisor. Francesco picked up his pencil case, took his exercise book and went to the door. Suddenly, as if struck by lightning, he heard a word that made him stop. Such a powerful, mighty and reassuring word that he had never heard before in his life. It was the word "Jesus". Francesco was still petrified and his mouth and throat went dry. He turned to the two girls who had uttered the word and asked uncertainly, "W-who or W-what is Jesus?" The two girls looked at him incredulously, which was really annoying, and one of them replied: "Pff! You don't know who Jesus is?" The second giggled. Francesco got embarrassed and just whispered, "No ... I've never heard of him." A few other boys who were attending religion class heard this and laughed. "We're leaving!" said Mrs. Marmel, and the non-religion students walked out. Francesco turned to the front and while everyone laughed at him or shouted from the class, "He doesn't know who Jesus is! If he doesn't know that, what else doesn't he know! ". "Who was Jesus?" Francesco thought the whole time. This question gave him no peace. He had to know. He simply had to know!
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