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To
my daughter Gaia,
    
  



  

    

      
who
gave meaning to the days of my life.
    
  



  

    

      
To
my partner Niki,
    
  



  

    

      
because
no one has ever come
    
  



  

    

      
as
close to me as she has.
    
  



  

    

      
To
my little son Martino,
    
  



  

    

      
because
he is our little great warrior.
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Dear
Reader,
  



 







  
First
  of all, I want to thank you for choosing to read this book. My
  hope
  is that this reading experience will be both satisfying and
  enriching
  for you. 




  

    
This
book has a long history, one that has its roots in my childhood,
when
curiosity led me to pick up the Bible and read it. From a young
age,
I was drawn to books of all kinds, but especially those dealing
with
science and religion. I often spent time discussing these topics
with
the village priest during catechism, with religion teachers over
the
years, or even with Jehovah’s Witnesses who occasionally rang our
doorbell.
  



  

    
My
thirst for knowledge eventually led me to explore many religions:
starting with Christianity, and moving on to Hinduism, Buddhism,
Judaism, pagan religions, Taoism, Islam, and other lesser-known
doctrines.
  



  

    
As
a child, I had a vivid imagination and often, in my games, imagined
myself as the future Messiah or the future Buddha. As I grew older,
I
began writing stories on various themes: philosophy, religion, and
even science fiction. This passion stayed with me for many years,
up
until the end of my university studies.
  



  

    
Then
came adulthood, with its routines, challenges, and everyday
problems,
which slowly extinguished that inner flame. Aside from a couple of
short stories and some financial guides, I stopped writing
altogether.
  



  

    
But
as often happens in life, certain events, perhaps coincidences,
lead
you to reflect, to reconsider past mistakes and hardships... and to
pray. Yes, to pray.
  



  

    
In
my case, there were two such events: on one hand, turning fifty,
which led me to take stock of my life; on the other, the birth of a
child. If the misadventures of the past, though they gave me a
wonderful daughter, can seem survivable through your own strength,
facing something that makes you feel utterly powerless, such as the
birth of an extremely premature child, leads you to pray.
  



  

    
You
entrust yourself to that something we call God, asking that
everything turns out well, that every obstacle can be overcome. And
it was precisely at that moment that I felt a calling, an
invitation
to return to what I had left unfinished so many years ago.
  



  

    
So
I picked up pen and paper again, pieced together fragments of
stories, reassembled concepts and emotions, until I arrived at this
book, my first true novel. I sincerely hope it will be a meaningful
experience for you.
  



 






  

    

      
Adriano
Biason
    
  



 






  

    

      
P.S.
Suffering plays a fundamental role in Christianity, and it remains
a
mystery. What is its purpose? To me, it has a very specific
meaning:
I would live through all the suffering again, even the most
difficult
moments, because from that suffering came my children and the
family
I have today.
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«Run!
    Quick, come on! He’s talking!»






  

    
Magdalene
    and Marta, their hearts pounding wildly, darted into a
    breathless run
    down Corridor F of the imposing Malignani Institute, heading
    toward
    the outer bleachers. The Malignani, a renowned high school in
    the
    city of Udine, hosted a huge student body with over three
    thousand
    enrolled. Every day, those hallways bustled with life, students
    rushing between classes, laughter, last-minute homework,
    whispered
    chats.
  






  

    
The
    distance from Corridor F to the bleachers wasn’t short and took
    several minutes to cross. Magdalene and Marta moved briskly,
    weaving
    between distracted students and groups huddled in conversation.
    Their
    breath grew short, their steps heavier, but Magdalene’s
    determination overpowered the fatigue. The thought that Jesus
    was
    speaking pushed her forward.
  






  

    
They
    arrived breathless, gasping, hands on hips as they tried to
    catch
    their breath, eyes scanning the crowd for him among the
    students who
    had gathered to listen.
  






  

    
And
    finally, they saw him: Jesus was calmly seated on a step in the
    middle of a group of about thirty students. His presence stood
    out
    for the serenity with which he seemed to face the world.
  






  

    
A
    radiant smile lit up Magdalene’s face, her eyes gleamed with
    excitement. Without hesitation, she stepped forward and sat
    down
    beside Maria, Marta’s sister, who made room for her with a
    knowing
    nod.
  






  

    
Her
    heart was still pounding, but the happiness of the moment
    drowned out
    everything else. With a bright voice, almost a cry of joy, she
    exclaimed:
  






  

    
«Hi,
    Jesus!»
  






  

    
He,
    focused on his words, was momentarily distracted by Magdalene’s
    greeting, smiled at her, and nodded. He was just about to
    resume
    speaking, but didn’t even have the time before a louder,
    mocking
    voice cut through:
  






  

    
«What
    a load of crap! And all of you following him around like sheep!
    Come
    on, God doesn’t exist, it’s all bullshit!»
  






  

    
It
    was Barabbas.
  






  

    
Magdalene
    whipped her head toward him, her smile disappearing instantly.
    She
    stared at him with open dislike, her lips pressed into a tight
    line.
    She couldn’t stand him.
  






  

    
Barabbas
    was the typical petty bully, the kind who strutted around like
    a
    leader, always flanked by a gang of kids ready to laugh at his
    every
    word, even the dumbest ones. He delighted in provoking, sowing
    discord, and especially in attacking Jesus every chance he
    got.
  






  

    
His
    entourage laughed through clenched teeth, almost nervously, as
    if
    their very place depended on staying in Barabbas’s favor.
    Magdalene
    knew it well: it wasn’t respect they felt, it was fear. No one
    wanted to end up the target of his mockery, his venomous
    comments. 
  







  

    
And
    that was exactly what made him unbearable in her eyes: the fact
    that
    he fed off others’ weakness, that he found pleasure in
    humiliating
    people just to feel superior. It was clear that his only reason
    for
    being there, at that moment, was to oppose and contradict
    Jesus. He
    would never have truly listened to his words, because the only
    thing
    he cared about was belittling him in front of others.
  






  

    
He
    always acted like someone who had all the answers, flaunting a
    confidence that Magdalene found irritating, because she knew
    that
    behind that mask there was only arrogance and a craving for
    attention. Barabbas smiled defiantly, savoring the effect of
    his
    words. But Jesus, who had no fear of him, with his usual calm,
    didn’t
    seem shaken in the slightest. He looked at him with a serene
    gaze,
    free from anger or resentment, as if he saw something in him
    that
    others couldn’t.
  






  

    
A
    wave of memories swept over Magdalene’s mind, carrying her back
    in
    time to that first encounter with Jesus, about a year earlier,
    when
    she was still in the third year of school. It had been a day
    like any
    other, one of those afternoons when the sky over Udine seemed
    uncertain, teetering between sunshine and rain. Students
    crowded the
    courtyards and hallways, trying to enjoy the fresh spring air
    before
    the next class began.
  






  

    
That
    had been her first opportunity to hear Jesus speak. She didn’t
    know
    him well, only that he was a fourth-year student, known for his
    unconventional ideas and for the following he had gathered
    around
    him. But what had struck her wasn’t his reputation, it was his
    voice: the calm, deep tone with which he spoke, the confidence
    with
    which he expressed thoughts that seemed to belong to another
    time.
  




 









  

    
The
    moment her eyes had fallen on him, she had been utterly
    captivated,
    as if a spark had ignited in her heart. Jesus’ words seemed to
    carry a different weight, a deeper meaning that resonated
    within her.
    She had stood still, unable to look away, while something began
    to
    grow inside her, something she couldn’t yet name.
  






  

    
The
    impression Jesus had made on her must have been so obvious that
    even
    Barabbas, who happened to be nearby, had noticed. And he,
    always on
    the lookout for chances to embarrass someone, had not let the
    opportunity pass. With his usual boldness, and loud enough for
    everyone to hear, he had shouted mockingly:
  






  

    
«Jesus,
    look at her! She’s staring at you with heart-shaped eyes! I bet
    if
    you say one more of your usual dumb things, she’ll give herself
    to
    you without a second thought!»
  






  

    
A
    wave of loud laughter had erupted right after his crude and
    senseless
    comment. The courtyard had filled with an echo of mockery,
    amplified
    by the voices of those who, without even realizing the cruelty
    of his
    words, had laughed just to please Barabbas.
  






  

    
Magdalene,
    hit by that sudden and petty attack, had felt her face burn
    with
    shame. It was as if a knife had been plunged into her stomach,
    the
    feeling of embarrassment and humiliation was so intense it left
    her
    breathless.
  






  

    
For
    a moment, she had met Jesus’ eyes, dreading that she would find
    in
    them a hint of judgment, or worse, pity. But what she had seen
    was
    something different: a look of understanding, almost regretful,
    as if
    he were trying to tell her, without words, that she shouldn’t
    let
    those provocations affect her. But in that moment, overwhelmed
    by
    humiliation, Magdalene hadn’t been able to grasp that silent
    message. With tears in her eyes, she had spun on her heels and
    run
    away as fast as she could, desperately looking for a place to
    hide.
  






  

    
She
    had run without a clear destination, driven only by the
    instinctive
    need to escape those cruel stares and the laughter still
    ringing in
    her ears. Only when she found shelter behind one of the columns
    in
    the main hall had she allowed the tears to fall, giving in to a
    silent cry, full of anger and pain.
  






  

    
From
    that day on, the contempt she felt for Barabbas had only grown
    stronger. She couldn’t stand the way he enjoyed ridiculing
    others,
    the way he fed off their humiliation. She saw him as a terrible
    person, a bully who loved feeling superior by making others
    feel
    small.
  






  

    
And
    now, just like back then, Barabbas kept provoking Jesus, with
    that
    same scornful attitude that time had seemingly failed to erode.
    With
    a look of open defiance on his face and a deliberately
    provocative
    tone, he reiterated firmly, as if trying to imprint his
    absolute
    truth into everyone’s mind:
  






  

    
«You
    die, and that’s it. There’s nothing else.»
  






  

    
Silence
    fell over the group for a moment, as if those words had cast a
    shadow
    in the air. But Jesus didn’t lower his gaze, nor did he seem
    disturbed. Magdalene watched him, holding her breath, waiting
    for his
    reply. She knew that, as always, he wouldn’t react with anger
    or
    impulsiveness. She knew that whatever he was about to say would
    carry
    a weight no one there could ignore.
  






  

    
Jesus
    responded calmly, yet with equal conviction. His tone bore no
    trace
    of anger, no desire for conflict: his words flowed with a
    calmness
    that seemed almost disarming, as if Barabbas’s provocation
    hadn’t
    in any way disturbed his inner peace.
  






  

    
«In
    truth, I tell you that, when you look closely, absolutely
    nothing
    changes,» he said, his gaze steady and piercing. «For all those
    who
    call themselves Christians, for every believer in every corner
    of the
    world, the existence or nonexistence of God should not, in any
    way,
    affect their behavior, it shouldn’t alter the course of their
    actions. If the foundation of your morality depends solely on
    the
    fear of divine punishment, then it is not genuine morality, but
    merely a reflection of fear.
  






  

    
Your
    conduct, whether you strive to do good, or instead surrender to
    evil,
    should not depend on this question. If we do good only in
    expectation
    of a reward or out of fear of punishment, then our hearts are
    not
    truly pure, and our actions lack true value.»
  






  

    
He
    paused briefly, allowing his words to resonate among those
    present.
    Some of the students listened with thoughtful expressions;
    others
    cast furtive glances at Barabbas, anticipating his reaction.
    But
    Jesus continued, with the same calm as before.
  






  

    
«Actually,
    I’ll tell you more,» he continued, with a faint smile. «Those
    who
    behave righteously only out of fear of punishment, out of fear
    of
    divine retribution, are not truly good deep in their hearts.
    True
    goodness is not born of fear, but of deep compassion. Good is
    the one
    who ardently wishes that no living being, under any
    circumstance,
    should suffer further pain. Good is the one who feels empathy,
    who
    cannot remain indifferent in the face of another’s suffering,
    who
    feels the weight of injustice even when it does not affect them
    directly. Good is the one who, even with nothing to gain,
    chooses to
    reach out a hand to someone who has fallen, without wondering
    whether
    that gesture will earn them a reward or recognition.»
  






  

    
Jesus’s
    eyes moved from one face to another, lingering for a moment on
    Peter,
    who was watching him intently. Then he went on:
  






  

    
«On
    the other hand, evil is the one who shows no concern for the
    suffering inflicted on others. Evil is the one who closes their
    eyes
    to pain, who turns away out of convenience, selfishness, or
    cowardice. And even worse is the one who actively works to
    cause and
    inflict new suffering, who takes pleasure in humiliation, in
    domination, in the destruction of those who are weaker. The
    world is
    not divided between believers and non-believers, but between
    those
    who choose to bring light and those who choose to spread
    darkness.»
  






  

    
A
    silence fell over the group. Even those who had followed the
    conversation with skepticism now seemed to reflect on his
    words.
    Jesus took one last breath before concluding:
  






  

    
«Nothing
    is truly altered or diminished in the profound message that
    Christianity carries with it, regardless of the answer to this
    question. Whether God exists or does not exist, the task of
    each one
    of us remains the same: to be just, to be good, to always
    choose the
    path that leads to life and not to destruction. That is the
    only
    thing that truly matters. To be Christian does not mean
    believing or
    not believing in God, it means sincerely following this
    teaching.»
  






  

    
The
    words dispersed into the air, leaving behind an echo that
    seemed to
    vibrate among the students. Magdalene held her breath, feeling
    a
    shiver run down her spine. Even Barabbas, for a moment, seemed
    to
    have nothing to say. The silence that had fallen among the
    students
    felt like it lasted an eternity. Time itself seemed to stop, as
    if
    the very air had thickened, holding its breath along with
    everyone
    else. Eyes met, some still fixed on Jesus, others lowered to
    the
    ground, immersed in thoughts and reflections. Even Barabbas,
    usually
    quick to reply with sarcasm, seemed hesitant, as if for the
    first
    time he couldn’t find an immediate comeback.
  






  

    
But
    then, suddenly, from an undefined distance, came the
    unmistakable
    sound of the bell announcing the change of period. It was a
    familiar,
    repetitive sound, marking the rhythm of the school day with its
    monotonous regularity. And yet, in that moment, it felt almost
    unreal, as if it belonged to another dimension, far from the
    small
    universe of emotions that had just been created on those
    steps.
  






  

    
As
    if waking from a collective daze, the students, at first moving
    slowly and reluctantly, then in an increasingly steady flow,
    began to
    disperse, heading toward their respective classrooms for the
    next
    lesson. Peter and James exchanged a meaningful glance, then
    turned
    one last time toward Jesus, as if trying to etch more firmly
    into
    memory what he had said. Jesus, too, with a natural and
    habitual
    gesture, slung his backpack over one shoulder, his faithful
    companion
    during his days of study, always full of books and notebooks
    brimming
    with notes. He didn’t seem in the least shaken or disturbed by
    the
    conversation that had just taken place.
  






  

    
«On
    the contrary, his face bore the same serene calm, that sense of
    inner
    peace that made him different from the others. With a gentle
    smile
    and a nod of his hand, he greeted Magdalene from afar, and she
    returned the gesture far more noticeably. Then Jesus set off
    with
    determined steps toward his classroom, joining Peter, James,
    and
    John, not only his classmates, but above all his dearest and
    most
    trusted friends. With them he shared everything: lessons,
    moments of
    leisure, and the deep conversations that seemed never to end.
    They
    were bound by something stronger than mere friendship: a
    spontaneous
    understanding, an affinity that needed no many words to express
    itself.
  




 









  

    
Magdalene
    watched Jesus as he walked away, lost in her thoughts. She
    observed
    him speaking with Peter, noting how his gestures were always
    measured, never excessive, and how his face reflected every
    emotion
    with a disarming naturalness. Jesus, this nineteen‑year‑old
    with green eyes, long hair, and a blond, neatly trimmed beard,
    was
    unquestionably a good young man, endowed with a rare
    combination of
    intelligence and humility. Unlike many who boasted of their
    grades
    with arrogance, he excelled at his studies without ever
    flaunting his
    brilliance. He was never the type to brag about his successes,
    nor to
    look down on others. 
  







  

    
But
    beyond his academic results, what truly made him special was
    his
    ability to connect with people. Jesus made everyone love him.
    Of
    course, not absolutely everyone, Barabbas was a clear
    exception, but
    his popularity was undeniable. It wasn’t a superficial
    popularity
    based on appearances or seeking approval; it was something more
    authentic. People drew near him because they felt they could be
    themselves in his presence, without fear of judgment. He was
    always
    ready to offer help to anyone in need, showing a generosity of
    spirit
    that led him to serve others without hesitation. 
  







  

    
Even
    though he had his own problems, like anyone else, he never let
    them
    make him oblivious to the suffering of others. If he saw
    someone in
    distress, he would stop, listen, and try to offer comfort and
    he did
    it without expecting anything in return. It was an
    extraordinary
    empathy, an innate ability to understand others’ feelings and
    emotions, to put himself in their shoes, and to share their
    joys and
    sorrows. 
  







  

    
And
    then there was the way he spoke. When he talked, Jesus managed
    to
    capture the attention of everyone listening, holding them with
    the
    power of his words. He was never vulgar, unlike many of his
    peers,
    nor was he ever banal or superficial. Every sentence he uttered
    seemed to carry a specific weight, a meaning that went beyond
    the
    simple literal sense. Sometimes, what he said was so surprising
    and
    unexpected that it left everyone stunned, mouths agape, even
    the
    teachers who were used to hearing students’ reflections daily.
    
  







  

    
But
    among all of Jesus’s qualities, there was one thing that
    especially
    amazed Magdalene and touched her deeply: his smile. When Jesus
    smiled, his face lit up with a radiant light, as if a sunbeam
    had
    suddenly shone upon him. In that moment, everything else seemed
    to
    vanish: all the negative thoughts that could crowd one’s mind,
    all
    the sadness and worries that could darken the soul, suddenly
    disappeared, dissolving like mist in the sun. It was like
    witnessing
    the sunrise at dawn, when the first golden rays pierce the
    night’s
    darkness and flood the cool morning air with a sense of warmth,
    hope,
    and renewal. To see Jesus smile was to believe, even if only
    for an
    instant, that anything was possible, that the world, despite
    its
    injustices and suffering, could still be a better place.
    
  







  

    
And
    Magdalene, watching him walk away, realized that she would
    never want
    to stop seeing that smile.
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Once
    the final sound of the bell marked the end of classes, the air
    seemed
    to fill with a new kind of energy, as if the very sound had
    released
    the students from an invisible tension built up throughout the
    day.
    Magdalene, Martha, and Mary, having quickly gathered their
    things as
    usual, headed together to the public bus stop, ready to return
    home.
    The early afternoon sun, still mild but already warm enough to
    gently
    heat the air, lit up the tree-lined avenue that ran alongside
    the
    school, making the walk more pleasant and relaxing. As they
    made
    their way, their eyes wandered to the tree branches lining the
    sidewalk, adorned with tiny, freshly-sprouted buds. It was the
    unmistakable sign that winter had finally given way to spring.
    Every
    year, that subtle change carried with it a kind of silent
    promise:
    longer, gentler days, afternoons spent outdoors, the scent of
    freshly
    cut grass in the parks, and the cheerful singing of birds
    returning
    to fill the trees.






  

    
The
    three friends walked at a calm pace, exchanging words and
    smiles,
    wrapped in the comforting rhythm that now marked the end of
    their
    school days. Their path led them, as had become routine, toward
    the
    spot where Jesus’s group gathered after school, before everyone
    headed home by coach, bike, or scooter. Just ahead, around the
    curve
    of the avenue, they could already glimpse the familiar figures
    of his
    friends, assembled in a noisy, animated semicircle. As always,
    beside
    Jesus were John, James, and Peter, his inseparable companions.
    That
    day, however, it seemed that everyone was there. In addition to
    the
    three boys, Thomas, Andrew, Simon, and all the others from
    their
    usual group had joined as well. It almost seemed that, by some
    strange coincidence, everyone somehow knew that Jesus had
    something
    to propose.
  






  

    
Magdalene
    noticed how Jesus was, as always, the natural center of
    attention.
    Not because he tried to be, but because his presence had
    something
    magnetic about it, a way of being that made him a reference
    point for
    everyone around him. With his usual open smile and a gaze full
    of
    enthusiasm, he began to speak, breaking the general murmur with
    his
    clear and steady voice:
  






  

    
«What
    do you say, guys, shall we go for a hike up Mount Ragogna
    tomorrow
    afternoon?»
  






  

    
There
    was a moment of silence, followed by a wave of mixed reactions.
    Philip and Bartholomew exchanged curious looks, others smiled,
    and
    then, inevitably, Thomas chimed in with his usual
    bluntness:
  






  

    
«And
    what exactly are we supposed to do up on Mount Ragogna? Freeze?
    Wouldn’t it be better to go to Città Fiera for a walk
    around?»
  






  

    
The
    shopping mall, with its countless attractions, shops, fast food
    joints, and cinema, was for many of them a regular destination
    for
    spending their free time. A safe, predictable, and comfortable
    choice, in stark contrast to the idea of climbing a mountain
    without
    any clear reason. Jesus, however, remained unbothered. His eyes
    shone
    with an intense inner light, the same glow that often lit up
    his face
    when he spoke of something truly dear to him. Without letting
    the
    question discourage him, he simply replied with an enigmatic
    smile:
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