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INTRODUCTION 

	 

	THE ORIGIN OF THIS BOOK 

	  

	Might it be relevant to bestow some light on how this book came to be? The answer is very simple: Seeking peace and rest, but I will try to elaborate. 

	Thoughts can become very overwhelming at times if we let them run rampant forgetting we are the ones in charge of our minds. Moreover, it might be of great help to be clear of the fact that they are the source of our feelings. 

	This whole experience began in march two thousand eighteen.  

	I was exhausted. Anxiety at times was showing its face as soon as I would wake up. 

	Eventually, one day I realized that thoughts had taken over without my consent! I have not been conscious of it. I had lost control over my mind and I was not liking it. So, tired of it I decided to do something. The power of now came to mind immediately. Since I had read it so many times, I was sure of finding some relief.  

	I took the book from the shelf and I went through the first few pages. I was not mistaken; it was a matter of remembering therefore those pages were enough. 

	One afternoon when summer was almost gone, I was lying on my bed fiercely fighting those thoughts. 

	While resting with my eyes closed in the most relaxing position, I decided to do an exercise consisting on becoming conscious of my thoughts and command them to go away as if they were undesirable entities.  

	There I was trying to push away this internal dialogue which at that point has got used to run wild to its own accord, but it was not working so I tried again… and again.  

	It was definitely not working. I can still remember my frustration increasing to the point of getting fed up.  

	But, before I gave up, I try once more pushing them away with all my might.  

	I was still with my eyes closed when I start to visualise something like a TV screen in front of me.  

	To my surprise a diffused shadowy cloud which I am able to identify as thoughts on my screen start leaving against its will, moving to the right side. At the same time light starts entering from the left side as if it was pushing the dark cloud until it disappears completely leaving a pure white vision.  

	Suddenly there is a beautiful, gigantic, white, transparent statue-like woman in front of me. I do not feel afraid, on the contrary, am curious and in awe.  

	She starts talking to me. I can hear her clearly and I feel at home. I want to talk, ask her so many things but I do not want to filter nor contaminate her answers. I have not opened my mouth yet and she says, ‘do not struggle to get them’. I obey, I let go and it works! Thereafter I would find myself in the need to remember that more often that I would ever imagine. 

	She is my higher self. That is what she says. I did not call her. I was not expecting to meet her. I was not expecting anything really. I just wanted to rest and… a bit of peace. I was so tired and drained.  

	She explains that she is me and says, ‘never forget that you are much more than what you think you are’. I was not asking anything, but it was beautiful to hear that, it was comforting. 

	Then obviously, as the human being I am, I started to ask basic human questions: ‘can I call you somehow?’  

	‘By my name’ she says so naturally.  

	I hesitate, I don’t want to pick the name, so she asked me to relax. And there it was; ‘ALI’ but her voice pronouncing it in my head sounded with a lingering A like a breath exhalation but very subtle; it sounded almost like a melody.  

	‘Do not worry about trying to figure out how it is written’, she was definitely reading my mind, ‘it does not matter’ she concluded, so I accepted it. 

	She just came to introduce herself. What a lovely thing to do. It was nice. I love the unexpected. I remember asking her;  

	‘Do not go.’ 

	‘I am always with you’ she answered with such a warmness.  

	I believe I was very relaxed. I was so desperately seeking for some peace of mind I was not even thinking of meditating. I just let go and I remembered something: the silence talks. 

	I cannot boast of being a diligent and methodical meditation practitioner; far from that! However, I have been meditating on and off for more than twenty years so I can say I am sort of familiarized with it and I have gained some skills in relaxation. I can also assert that I have learned to meditate without falling asleep for example, but I am definitely far from being a master of any sort.  

	So, after that spontaneous experience I realized that I had to come back to my practices, something was telling me that there was something although I was not certain of what. I had forgotten somehow the practical part of my spiritual journey. 

	Now more than ever and most certainly I wanted to know about my higher self. I had gathered through the years and from different sources enough information about its existence, and now, after that experience it was obvious to me that I had to continue on deepening this knowledge.  

	I decided to resume my meditations but with some guidance so, I typed ‘Higher Self’ in the web engine in my laptop and there it was! A wondrous plethora of information; Guided meditations, hypnosis, talks, everything and anything from where to choose. 

	Following synchronicity, I came across to a website that suggested me to meet my powerful consciousness and the power of manifestation. From then on, to get to where I wanted to go was easy. 

	Slowly I started seeking for my higher self. Different guided meditations all related to the same topic; to meet her, to talk, ask questions, healing… until I guess, I was ready to be guided to the one that offered fusion with the higher self. I have to say that the depiction I have seen in pictures of soulmates or tween flames’ exchange of energies, although fascinating, is a faint approximation of the fusion experience with an aspect of you that is suitable to reside in a higher dimension as our higher self is. 

	Once we were connected it was easy to have conversations and to spontaneously see her appearing without invitation in my meditative states. 

	At this point she was not the white marble gigantic statue I saw the first time; she was the most beautiful gentle being of light with the most gorgeous soothing smile. She was able to talk and I was able to hear her - at least in my mind. Later on, I was going to realize that communication with other realms is that way; telepathically. 

	One of those days I was in my meditative state and she appeared -when I say she appeared I mean I was not looking for her at that moment-, she was not in front of me, she was beside but I knew it was her.  

	All of the sudden there was a vision in front of me like a panoramic colour movie. 

	There was a man sitting on a log. This man was facing me, but he was far away on the other side of what looked like a lagoon. On my right-hand side there was a path going down towards the place where the man was sitting in front of the water.  

	I was looking attentively at the man; his clothes, his face, his demeanour. Suddenly there was a realization; ‘this is another time and place and… that man is Jesus!’  

	But the vision did not end there; from my right-side walking down the dusty path another man, a man with shorter and darker hair and beard came into the scene. I waited… he was walking towards Jesus and when he got there, he sat down beside him. I kept observing attentively the dynamic between both men and something very particular drew my attention, it was the newcomer’s behaviour; it was evident to me that this man was deeply troubled.  

	Jesus is trying to comfort him, I thought, because he was holding him from the opposite shoulder while the man was looking to the ground with both hands together between his knees. I was not able to hear them, but it was obvious that whatever Jesus was saying to him it was not getting through.  

	It was then when something strange happened to me. I was able to feel that man’s pain!  

	I cannot explain if it was simultaneously, but I knew there and then that I was that man, but… I also knew who that man was! It could not possibly be… Judas? Me? 

	Terrified by the thought I look to my left at my Higher Self, searching for some explanation. She provides me with the most merciful smile and I immediately understood the answer in my head and in my heart. 

	Everything finished there and then. I was completely awake and aware, but I was in shock.  

	I needed a few days to digest this information and… the questions in my head started to build like the dark clouds build a storm. 

	Why Jesus was so lovingly comforting Judas? What was the real relationship between them? What was I missing? 

	I thought I was going nuts but a few days later after talking to Romina, one of my daughters, and following her suggestion of; “ask Jesus”, I calmed down a little, and I did it. I ask him if there was at all possible to have a conversation. Obviously, his answer was yes. 

	Before I continue with the narrative, I feel I have to explain something; “talking to Jesus is not difficult, to hear his answers sometimes it is. However, this happens with any other connection you may try but most definitely it depends on us, on our expertise on channelling which I do not have. 

	What I do is to get into meditative state although sometimes it happens spontaneously. It greatly depends on my disposition of letting go, although most times I cannot help putting a fight doubting myself, which undoubtedly blocks the communication.” 

	‘Is it true?’ Was the first question in my mind… he knew how scared I was.  

	‘Yes, it is’ was his straight answer. Although he did not sugar coated the answer -he never does- I was able to feel the mercifulness coming from him. However, I was devastated. I did not understand anything! But most of all it was a matter of accepting, and one of the reasons I guess it was… well… for anyone, the last person you would like to have been ever is Judas! 

	‘How was I capable to do such thing loving you as much as I do? I cannot process this in my head, this is beyond anything and everything.’ 

	I was crying, the pain was unbearable. Although I was in meditative state, I was able to feel my tears falling down my face. He calmed me down and started to explain to me little by little… I knew then that the whole Pandora box was just opening, and that experience would repeat itself many more times. 

	I was overwhelmed with the information but most of all with the emotions caused by it. I was feeling so much moral pain, it was like I was living that life all over again! And the questions would not stop. 

	Then, Jesus explained to me what in reality had happened; 

	‘You did nothing wrong. You did love me and you sacrificed yourself for that love. To me you are the proof of the greatest love Judas. I know how hard it was for you back then exactly because you loved me, and at that point in time you bared it. I am also aware of the cost and how long you have been paying for it.’  

	In reality, this was actually one of the many explanations I received from him… although at that moment I did not quite understand them. 

	However, there were many other questions… and I did ask them. 

	‘Why am I learning all this information now? What is the purpose? What I suppose to do with all this?’  

	‘This is about healing and vindication. Now you can tell the real story: the truth.’ I cannot deny my astonishment. 

	‘And… how am I going to do that?’ Was my immediate question.  

	‘Well, what do you do?’  

	‘Write…?’ was my timid kind of question/answer. The truth is… I was just trying to keep up.  

	‘Well then?’  

	‘But… you know I will never be able to write a result of a professional research and…’ He stopped me there, as he saw my anxiety was raising.  

	‘What genre do you write?’  

	‘Novels, stories…’  

	‘Well?’  

	Not totally sure yet I said ‘ok’, but I had no idea what he was talking about until I did my first guided past life regression… then everything started to make sense and began to happen.  

	The first few months were the hardest. Most of the time I would find myself fighting the prosses and experiencing the deepest pain, but I never forgot his words… 

	‘I will be here with you all the steps of the way; we will do this together.’ 

	And despite everything, I continued.  

	And so, it has been done.  

	Nevertheless, it was not about research! Well, not in a traditional way; it was about revisiting my prior life and write it down. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	THE BOOK 

	 

	I Judas, cannot start these writings without acknowledging the stories that have been spread about my persona during Jesus’ time on earth, accounts that have been going around for centuries and millennia. I will do a brief compilation of what has been said and believed by the masses. 

	Before I do that, I have to remind you, my reader, that the versions the world manages about Jesus and my doings are due to different writings from a variety of authors sadly lost in time and translations to start with. Then, we can also take into account the interpretations to end up with theories or affirmations depending on the religion that fights to have the final word. 

	As an example, I will mention the case of one of the main religions on the planet based on Jesus. Some of the many writings were selected at a certain point in history, edited and compiled in one book called “The Bible” which was attributed to God as His word, something recurrently done with other books from other religions.  

	Moreover, religions have been in charge of infusing these ideas in the human brain, something easily achieved due to its fragility, and reinforced with the help of tools as efficient as fear, money and power. The history of most of these religions can confirm what I am saying.  

	Now, this is the way the stories go; 

	There was, more than two thousand years ago, a man who came from ‘heaven’ into a human body (incarnation). His earthly parents were chosen to bring the divine creature into this world, as it was written as the words of the prophets in the sacred scriptures.  

	He came to planet Earth with an assignment and when the time was right and he was ready, his mission was launched. For that task, the traditional story goes, he picked twelve men as his disciples; Judas was one of them.  

	From here there are two versions related to Judas, one of them, the most popular, says that after being with and following Jesus as his master, at the last minute he deceived him, he betrayed him with a kiss. The other version goes much further in The Gospel of Barnabas, Chapter 216, saying Judas died on the cross instead of Jesus.  

	Furthermore, the theories going around regarding Judas’ reasons for betraying him show an enormous amount of creativity and judgement as the stories about his death do. However, they are all theories and rumors passed from mouth to mouth throughout generations. 

	There is also a testament credited to Judas, where the story changes to Jesus asking Judas to do the dirty job of deceiving him.  

	Well, this is not exactly as it happened either. Moreover, the possibility of Judas dying on the cross in Jesus’ place goes against one of the main aims of his mission, consequently aborts such hypothesis.  

	Jesus coming to the planet was about him and his mission, not about Judas. 

	I Judas, will tell the story, how it really happened and why, and I am doing it with the best support I could have ever found; Jesus. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	        




CHAPTER ONE 

	 

	The campfire is fading on this dreadful pitch-black night. It is saying its goodbyes with a display of the last dying flames. Around it, some of the guys are sleeping covered by their own robes, some others left a while ago retiring into their tents to reunite with their families. 

	I am sitting alone far away from everything up in the mount under one of the olive trees.  

	I say everything meaning away from the clearing where the camping is installed and the campfire which is close to it. Yes, I walked up the hill into the dense part of the olive plantation almost to the top, where there are only trees and silence. Now, despite my solitude I cannot think, my brain ceased to work and my only certainty at this very moment is that I am devastated.  

	I know it is him, what I do not know is how he found me. I can hear his approaching steps; he is coming towards me. He sits beside me in silence, words are not needed, we know each other for so long and he knows my heart so well. There is no need to talk of my internal turmoil, he is aware of it.  

	He puts his arm across my shoulders and asked me to follow him. I obey although I have no idea where he is taking me, actually, I follow him through the darkness like a zombie. The only thing I know is that we are climbing further up until we reach a point where I am able to distinguish the stars and a dim light above us. 

	Jesus holds my hands and as soon as he does, something which I can only describe as a strong force begins to suction us or maybe transport us… I am not sure.  

	This is not the first time I encounter myself in this situation though. It is impossible to forget the day that changed everything for me. How can I forget the day my life as I knew it ended forever? 

	But before I get into the ugly stuff I have to talk about beautiful times. There were so many! How we met and became friends for example… that is so easy to remember.  

	We were nine years old.  

	It happened at the village’s school on my first day as a new student.  

	My parents and I have come to live in Nazareth from Jericho a couple of weeks earlier and my parents’ first task after being settled in, was to enroll me at the school synagogue; for sons at that time mostly firstborn, education and specifically the study of sacred scripture was a must. 

	I remember it as it was today. I was not happy at all, on the contrary, I was almost grumpy. My father had left me on my own after exchanging a few words with the teacher. I did not want to be there, so I was standing in a corner just looking, trying not to be seen.  

	The kids were playing and having fun in a small interior patio - The only one the school had.  

	Evidently everybody knew each other, they had been together sharing many hours a day for more than half a year and some of them far more than that. I was the outsider worth a glimpse out of curiosity before returning to whatever they were doing.  

	Thinking about my dilemma I realize now that the fact that I was the new child in that tiny school was not the only reason to attract some attention, the other would have been my garments. Being the only child in a household is already a reason to be the center of attention in all aspects, to add to that, in my case, coming from a wealthy family aggravated the situation; my outfit was notoriously different from the rest of the peers.  

	My mother always made sure to choose the best fabrics to make my garments; my father was used to that so he always let her do it. Everything was made by her always adding her final touch with embroidery putting aside the finest threads for it. 

	I felt absolutely out of place which was something I never felt before and it was not because my old school in Jericho was for rich people, on the contrary, over there I was only one of many and I enjoyed being unnoticed among so many diverse kids.   

	Despite my hopeless effort of becoming invisible I was able to see from the corner of my eye a boy coming my way. I was not in the mood to talk to anyone but to my surprise I was able to realize that he was not responsible for my disgrace, furthermore, I was able to admit the fact that he cared to the point of approaching me so I decided to low down my defenses.  

	‘Hi, my name is Jesus’ he said at the same time he bowed his head slightly facing the ground while I did the same. It was not customary to embrace and kiss without being introduced first. ‘Nice to meet you’ he added with an open smile on his face; this was the first time I noticed his eyes.  

	‘Judas, my name is Judas from Jericho, nice to meet you too’. I tried my best to be polite but my face refused to move a muscle. However, besides being handsome and impeccably dressed, he was also friendly enough for both of us and invited me to look around.  

	‘You are new in the village,’ he started talking again after we finish the tour around the school, which did not take very long.  

	‘Yes, my family and I moved from Jericho to Nazareth not long ago.’ I found myself explaining without hesitation.  

	‘Any special reason?’ he was interested but I did not mind, somehow, I felt at ease with him from the very first moment. 

	‘It was an idea my father was contemplating for a long time and I guess my mother was the main reason.’  

	‘Is there something wrong with her?’ Now he sounded a bit alarmed, but I pacified him immediately. 

	‘No, nothing of that sort. My mother is fine, she is the sweetest person alive, and there is no other like her’. He looked at me so pleased as if what I was saying was something exceptional.  

	‘You love her very much, ah?’ he said.  

	‘More than my life!’ it just jumped out of me… and I guess it happened because it was the truth. ‘Mum is a very quiet person’ I continued, ‘and she possesses the most delicate manners.’ There was no other subject that gave me more pleasure than talking about her. ‘She was tired of the big city commotion. Life over there is pretty hectic and due to dad’s business, the house was always full of people. We did have a helping hand though, but it was not enough.’  

	‘Well, your father could not have chosen a better place, Nazareth is peaceful as you will see.’ He finished with his lovely smile.  

	‘What about you?’ I dared to ask but he did not mind a bit and told me about his family and his father’s business.  

	‘We used to live in a big city too but overseas, we came back a little over a year ago.’ 

	‘Really? Where?’ All of a sudden I was into a conversation and feeling so comfortable asking questions to my new friend. I have to confess I was quite the opposite kind of child. 

	‘Well, my parents travelled a lot when we arrived in Egypt and they always took me with them although they could have left me under my grandparents’ care. But the main city where we spend the longest period was Alexandria… But I love it here as you will too, I am sure!’ he affirmed so confidently, although I was able to grasp some nostalgia in his voice when remembering his younger years. 

	The classes started and the teacher assigned me to the first room. There were actually only two classrooms in the whole school; the first grade with the little kids in one and the other for the second grade with the grown-ups. Jesus and I were the eldest boys of the first group.  

	Our classroom was very rudimentary there were no seats and it only showed bare stone walls with no windows and a hardened dirt floor.  

	The teacher, Mr. Jacob, a rabbi, welcomed each of us standing on the right side of the wide-arched entrance. The kids proceeded to get a square piece of some sort of textile of a very plain design piled on top of a table next to the wall on the left almost in front of him.  

	Everyone placed the piece on the floor and sat on top of it crossed legged forming a semi-circle in the middle of the small room. I followed their doing closely and when it was my turn the teacher pointed at the table smiling. I nodded at him and I grabbed one piece of fabric too and when it was time to find a place on the floor, Jesus had already secured for me one next to him.  

	It was obvious to me that the piece of thick fabric was intended to protect our clothes avoiding direct contact with the soil.  

	On the opening of the imaginary semi-circle there was an empty space where a very small stool made of wood with a cushion on top was waiting for the teacher.  

	The classes were no different from the ones at my old school. The first hour or so was dedicated to numbers, my favorite subject. Then, on the second block, we studied basic knowledge of nature; plants and animals and how to look after them. I guess that was very important since a large amount of the population was dedicated to farming. Most of the kids had a lot of experience already and enjoyed sharing it with the rest.  

	Eventually we had a break. That was the time to eat whatever we had brought from home. Some kids started to play some games with their pebbles and others, mostly the older boys were just stretching their legs walking and talking.  

	Our school day was finishing in about an hour after the break that is to say at midday. Every day during the last period, we did something different; games and competitions between us, long talks about other places and ways of living and we also would learn some craft, mostly with wood.  

	In the afternoon we had religious studies at the synagogue. Well, the school and the synagogue were in the same building so these classes were taught at the same dwelling, we just had to access it from the opposite entrance around the corner. It was very small compared with our synagogue in Jericho but enough for the people in Nazareth with the same division for men at the front and the back the area for women.  

	Our class started at two finishing at four and the only difference with the big kids was an extra hour because they had to memorize the same as us but on top, they had to have discussions over some texts. 

	‘So, are you going home on your own Judas?’ Jesus asked me so attentively while we were sitting down to eat that day, and I have to confess that I felt a bit embarrassed saying;  

	‘No, my father is coming for me, he is going to show me the way back home. I am pretty sure I would have been able to make it…’ I continue trying to redeem myself, ‘but he wants to be certain.’  

	‘It is reasonable, he cares about you. It is only natural he wants to look after you.’ He was so understanding for a kid his age! He indeed surprised me because I was not like that.  

	‘I guess…’ What else could I say? He sounded thoughtful and I knew he was right.  

	However, I was too young then to realize my parent’s apprehension regarding their only son. There was a reason for that. They had married past their twenties and it was not easy for them to start a family; I took my time, coming to them five years after the wedding when they had already lost all hope.  

	Father was standing at the door when we finished, punctual as usual. By now, I had noticed Jesus’ caring nature, but I had not yet witnessed his exquisite manners.  

	‘Good afternoon, Sir, my name is Jesus’, he greeted him bowing respectfully.  

	‘A pleasure to meet you, my name is Simon, Judas’ father.’  

	‘According to what Judas has explained to me sir, it seems we all live in the same direction. We can all walk together’ suggested so sure of himself.  

	‘Of course. Let’s see…’ my father accepted. It was like listening to two adults talking.  

	While the three of us were walking on the narrow path of dirt hardened by the daily walk of its inhabitants, my father asked Jesus about his father; 

	‘So, you are Joseph’s eldest son?’  

	‘Yes sir! Have you met my father?’ Jesus asked surprised and pleased at the same time.  

	‘Well…’ my father said smiling, ‘it is very difficult not to be noticed when you are new to a community, and your father was very welcoming on my first day at the synagogue.’  

	‘Father…’ I could not stop myself, ‘Jesus has been the same way with me at school today!’  

	‘Like father like son’ my father asserted, ‘I am very glad you both met.’  

	I was too, very much, but I did not say a word. 

	We were arriving at my place when Jesus explained how close to each other our houses were ‘I will pick you up for the afternoon class Judas, we can walk together to the synagogue if you mister, do not mind.’ He looked at my father’s face waiting for his approval. I cannot describe my excitement when father accepted, but from my mouth only escaped a thank you! Then after a polite goodbye with my father, Jesus kept on walking turning his back now and then waving his hand. 

	Mather was anxiously waiting for me. She wanted to hear every single detail about my first day of school. I was short of words to express how pleasant it all was but the most important part of it all for me was that I had found a friend!  

	She looks so pleased, I guess it was easy for her to understand exactly what that meant to me. I had spent all my previous years in a world of grown-ups engaged in trade and finances. 

	In the busy city we had left behind she used to be my only friend. She was not used to the big city noise so I guess spending time with me was part of her quiet time. 

	Contrary to my father’s family, mother came from an old generation of shepherds who stuck to their roots. She was the firstborn and a few years later when her parents Jacob and Ruth had accepted the fact that my mother was going to be the only child, her sister Simeona came.  

	They were used to a peaceful life in a small village up in the hills to the southwest of Jerusalem about two kilometers to the south of Bethlehem, and most of all they were a happy family.  

	My mother, being more introverted, stayed at home until father on one of his trips happened to pass by the little village. He came back time and time again and eventually the marriage was arranged.  

	Her life changed significantly after the wedding since she had to move to a big city such as Jericho, something she was not accustomed to. My aunty Simeona, on the other hand, as it was customary in those days, had gotten married very young to the eldest son of an old family friend from the same village; he was already starting his own sheep farm about two kilometers further south from his parents’ land at the time they got married. 

	Although mother was as busy as father, she always found time for me. She was responsible for the running of a big household and as a housewife she had to attend to my father and his business partners, suppliers and clients’ needs. However, even though the house was usually full of people there were no kids for me to interact with.  

	As soon as I was old enough, I started helping her with little tasks in the kitchen as an excuse to be close to her. She was the first one to learn all my little boy’s anecdotes and tribulations and I loved to share them with her; we were pals. 

	Another activity we used to share was the collection of water. I have dear memories of mum and me together in that regard. 

	Wells or springs, depending on the geographical area, were our source of water in those times so the walk to the well was a must. It was a duty performed mostly by women and it was done regularly at least twice a day as part of the daily routine, therefore, the depiction of women with their jars on the hips or heads was something familiar in our culture. 

	It was very common to see these women with their youngsters, although some of them would prefer to go on their own and take the trip as a break from household duties, mostly if they had someone older to look after them at home. 

	The well became the meeting point for socializing and entertainment so the collection of water for many was much more than a hard task to endure. Indeed, this was a time of sharing a word or news with friends as well as meeting new people. 

	At home in Jericho, we had a young girl who used to help mum with house tasks. Going to the well was one of her duties but many times mother would do it just for us to spend some more time together, and when I was strong enough, she would let me carry the jug.  

	Later on, I was going to learn that Jesus used to do the same with Mary.  

	Growing up he continued with this very ordinary task and I was able to see some pride when he remembered those times with his mother.  

	Definitely, once in Nazareth I have to say, we even used to go together to the well, we did it on many occasions to save our mothers the effort, and why not say it; for us it was always a source of enjoyment. 

	Punctually that afternoon Jesus was knocking at the door. I was eager for more adventure, so after introducing Jesus to my mother I kissed her goodbye and we promptly left. Although I was an introverted kid nevertheless, I felt carefree in his company. It was a whole new experience for me. 

	As I said before we were just nine years old, but Jesus somehow managed to give the impression that he was a lot older. I was surprised though when I saw Jesus spending the whole scripture class talking with the teachers as one of them. I have to confess however, that I was not able to follow nor understand half of what they were discussing.  

	Later in life I was going to learn more about my very new friend; his years in Alexandria were very well used. 

	The room for this class was bigger than the ones on the other side of the property and it was cooler. There was a big rug covering almost the whole floor and on top of it there were cushions distributed around so we were all sitting there very comfortably. However, that did not take away the boring part of it; we had to repeat and repeat the same things over and over again and on top of that we had to listen carefully to a piece chosen by the teacher and analyze the meaning of it. 

	After class we came home together of course, but this time I kept walking with Jesus up to the intersection so he could show me his house; it was literally the last one on the other side of the street as he had said. We said our goodbyes, I walked back towards my place and he did the same towards his… until the next day. 

	From that day on we became inseparable.  

	Indeed, we used to live so very close that walking together to and from school every day became the obvious thing to do. On the way back he would leave me at my place and then he would keep walking towards his house. It was just a matter of getting to the crossroads at the end of the path where my house was, crossing the street and turning right, walking straight to the end and there it was his immaculate white house.  

	Many other times I would walk with him to his house, and when that happened, we would walk through the middle of the street which was a very quiet country road but provided such freedom.  

	Once we arrived, I would say hello to his family and spend a little time there. Usually, his mum would have to tell me to go home, otherwise I would stay there forever. 
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