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I respect those who believe and that is why I hope that my way of believing is respected too.

This story unfolds in antiquity,

in several cities, such as Rome and Jerusalem,

and in others from the Middle East.

Dear Reader,

Thank you for starting this reading, and I hope you find it fun and entertaining.

I invite you to visit my website www.alexandercopperwhite.com where you will find free stories and news.

If you want, please visit my FACEBOOK and TWITTER profiles, where you can ask me what you want.

Enjoy your reading.

Alexander Copperwhite



I - Judas’s request 



Truths, goals, actions and all that we are, get born from simple ideas. Great works, impressive constructions, kindness and charity, familiar example and greatness of honour, and even the vast empires that seem endless, are products of these. But what we are not aware of, is how fragile our creations are, and what is at stake ... are human lives.

*

Rome, year 66 d. C.

"I'm looking for the carpenter's house.

"There are a few here."

"Whose is said that never talks."

"Oh, that one. He lives very near from here. Go down this street and, at the second crossing, turn right. It’s the house with new windows. It always has new windows."

The young man, hidden beneath the hood of a worn coat, bowed his head in gratitude and continued on his way.

A stale smell came from the nearby houses. A paddle of stagnant water, surrounded by grey moss, repelled those who were approaching, while with its characteristic whistling it encouraged flies, cockroaches and other insects of the city to come and join the microcosm of bacteria, larvae, some lizards and, why not, a pair of viruses that at an undetermined time would infect someone.

The neighbourhood was very poor. A very inappropriate place to find the precious object his master had sent him to search for. That baffled him. The dawn of a new day lay on the roofs of buildings and slowly slid down the walls until it entered the houses of the inhabitants of the city. But not in all, only in those that were located on diagonal streets to the main one. Greetings were scarce, even among neighbours, and what one could hear were the squeal of pigs to be put to the sword in a nearby slaughterhouse.

Even so, the indications were precise and the young man found the house he was looking for without the slightest difficulty.

Bang, bang, bang.

Three precise blows made the door tremble. Unlike the windows, it was in such a state of deterioration that anyone might think the house was abandoned.

I don’t think this is the place, he thought.

Seeing that no one was opening the door, he set out to continue his journey and ask again for the carpenter's house.

"Who’s there?” A woman's voice said, barely a whisper.

The young man stopped all of a sudden when he realized that the house wasn’t forsaken and, after clearing his throat, replied:

"My name is Daniel, and I'm coming from Jerusalem.”

"And what is what you are looking for?”

"My master, Judas of Galilee, sends me in search of the carpenter.”

"You come from so far away to find a simple carpenter?" The woman asked.

"Actually, I came in search of a very valuable object. Apparently..."

The woman opened the door, grabbed his right wrist and pulled him into the house.

"Are you insane? But don’t you see that there is nothing valuable in here? And if there was, you shouldn’t talk about it in the street because then the thieves would know and wouldn’t hesitate to assail us."

The young man called Daniel stretched, full of pride, and barely knew how to react. He was the trusted man of Judas of Galilee, the future king of Judea. 

"Excuse my daring, my lord, I only meant to avoid misfortune."

The woman bowed her head and fell to her knees as a repentance. She did not want to get punished for assaulting a man of high rank, even though he looked more like a child than a man, old enough to wear some hair on his chest.

"Please, Maria, bring some wine for our guest."

She nodded and withdrew, smiling.

"Are you the carpenter I've been looking for?"

The man sat in front of a table that not even the best houses could have. The poor illumination of the corner he was in, made it difficult to see his face, although the flickering of a candle on the edge of the table, and the dim light that managed to cross the curtains that covered the windows, were barely able to reveal some characteristic trait of that man with a cultivated and harsh voice.

"So did Judas of Galilee send you?"

"He will be our next king" replied the young man with a certain tone of arrogance.

"But you still haven’t answered my question," he said.

He then said:

"I'm the one you're looking for, though I'm not sure you really know what you've been searching for so far."

It was then that the carpenter's voice seemed sweet and soft, as if a chant was caressing his ears.

"I know very well what I'm looking for, my lord," he said, more calmly than before.

"Do this poor old man a favour and come to the table." I invite you to share the wine and the bread, as it always has to be done when a traveller seeks shelter so far away from home.

Maria left two wooden bowls on the table, a clay jug full of wine and a plate with a loaf of bread that looked freshly made. The young man was surprised by the appearance of the woman, since he hadn’t noticed her presence until practically the food was on the table.

"Excuse me, young man, I did not mean to surprise you."

"You must not apologize, woman, it was my fault, I shouldn’t have been absent minded.

And as soon as she finished the sentence, Maria disappeared almost as if by magic.

"Eat and drink" said the carpenter.

"Thank you very much.”

The bread bite was the sweetest he had ever tasted and the wine the softest and more aromatic one. He remained open-mouthed as he delighted with such simple, but exquisite mouthfuls. The carpenter smiled behind the shadow that kept him from any indiscreet eyes.

"How is my old friend Judas?"

"Do you know him?” Asked the young man, surprised.

"It's been a long time already." I imagine that after so many years, and after surviving so many changes, he must have changed a lot, although I can assure you that I knew him.

"To be a carpenter, you speak too well, which leaves many open questions in the air" observed the young man and poured himself some wine.

"It's the age that gives you wisdom. But let's not talk about myself. Tell me, my young guest, what are you looking for?

"My master sent me for the First Crown and showed me the way to your house." Do you know where I can find it?

"So Judas of Galilee wants the First Crown to crown himself as King of the Jews, am I mistaken?"

"He says that with it he will be invincible, that his power will blind the invaders and that, thanks to the wisdom the crown bestows on its bearer, Judas will be able to govern wisely.

"And tell me, my young guest, could you describe me the object you are looking for?"

Daniel finished swallowing some bread he was chewing.

"It must be the best crown in the world. Made of pure gold and adorned with pearls and precious stones of incalculable value and which, despite its antiquity, will shine as if it had never been touched by the hand of man."

The carpenter laughed.

"Am I wrong?” Daniel asked without looking offended.

"I'm afraid so, my young guest ... and a lot." I have to tell you that there are many crowns in this world. Some made of precious metals, others carved in ivory, some made of fabrics and magnificent lace, and others made with the simplest materials and that can be found everywhere. The latest ones are those that abound in excess and only one surpasses in value all the others. 

"Like a wreath of bread" joked the young man and put another piece of bread in his mouth.

"Of course not" said the carpenter, laughing. Not bread, but it could mean a crown made of thorns.

The latter affirmation caught Daniel’s attention.

"You mean the crown of Christ, don’t you?"

The carpenter seemed to nod, and the young man approached the table in order to see the carpenter’s face, but he couldn’t.

"Whoever has the crown of Christ will not only rule over Judea, but will rule over all mankind.

"They call it The First Crown not because it is the first one that was made, but because of the sacrifice made by its bearer. The first king who died for the salvation of all Humanity. The first divine sacrifice. Whoever rules with it, must offer much more than he wants to receive in return."

"Judge of Galilee is that someone.”

"I see that you are very sure of yourself, but what I am not so convinced about is if you know your master as well as you believe you do. Judas was a good man, I never doubted that, although we all changed as we grew older. The Judas I knew would never harm another human being, but the one you mention is about to start a war in which many will die."

"Freedom is achieved by paying a very high price.”

"Harsh words in the mouth of such a young mind" said the carpenter.

"But tell me, where can I find The First Crown?"

The carpenter closed his eyes and with his left hand he slid the precious relic onto the centre of the table, where the light revealed its simple magnificence."

"The Crown of Thorns ... the crown of our Lord Jesus Christ," exclaimed Daniel, and knelt down.

After making the sign of cross three times, the young man got up and took his place again at the table.

"But how did you come to possess it?"

"That, my young guest, is a long story ...”


II - Carpenter’s words

I still remember that child who with his words attracted the attention of men, even the most learned ones. That boy who, with his voice, tame even the fiercest beasts and who always helped his fellow men" said the carpenter.

"You mean Jesus Christ?"

"Yes, I'm talking about him.

"Did you meet him in person?" Daniel asked excitedly.

"You never really get to know someone, but by answering your question, yes, I met him personally. And not only during his adulthood, I still have memories of him from when I was a child."

The young man took a sip of wine.

"As I told you, from a very young age he got the attention of many people, perhaps too many people. They usually loved him and respected him, and he always preached about peace and equality among people, even though his words didn’t reach everyone alike. Among those who listened to him there were men who felt threatened by his teachings and, despite being only a child, they wanted to get rid of him."

The figure of the carpenter moved in the shadows.

"For many years he did many things and changed the lives of many people, but it was there, in Jerusalem, where he finally realized that if he wanted love to dwell in the hearts of people, he must submit to the greatest sacrifice of all."

"He knew he was going to die for us" Daniel added.

"That's a way to put it. It is from that moment when actually the story of how I finished up with The Crown of Thorns begins. Sometimes I remember it as if it happened yesterday ..."

*

In the year 33 a. d. in the city of Jerusalem, Jesus Christ had come to realize that no matter how much he would have given without asking for anything in return, he would never be able to free his people without sacrificing himself to achieve his aim.

It was then that he began to think about how to change the world so that injustice ceased to lash the earth, and the most deprived people could live in better conditions.

*

"One night, which I no longer remember exactly, Jesus gathered with his disciples to celebrate a very special dinner. That dinner is now known as The Last Supper, although we must not forget that when something ends, a new cycle begins and the remains that are left are the seeds for a new sowing."

"What do you mean by that?” Interrupted Daniel.

"It's the natural cycle of life. Don’t worry, when the time comes you'll understand."

The young man bit down a piece of bread and looked at the carpenter with eyes of doubt and innocence.

He continued:

*

I remember the smell of bread that flooded the room; it was very similar to the one we are eating now. The house itself was very simple. The walls were completely bare, you could almost say that it was the cracks and imperfections that decorated it. The ceiling wasn’t too high, but high enough so that no one would have to bend over when walking; the wooden planks of the floor, maintained and protected by a pair of rugs made with goatskin, squeaked complaining at the passing of the present ones. Not that there were many, but the room wasn’t too big.

It is very curious how I haven’t forgotten the faces of those men and women who came that night, taking into account that at my age I can hardly remember anything else. They were holding hands, hugging each other as they entered, smiling and telling anecdotes of their innumerable journeys. People who had offered help, children who sang to them, women who cooked their specialties for them and families who shared their homes with people who, after all, were strangers.
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