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THE SON OF GOD

 


Jesus slumped against a chair as he watched the sun
rise from its morning bed. He looked at the horizon and felt a
tremor inside his breast. He looked to the sun and saw a great tool
which he could ease his chills with.

 


“I'm so depressed.” he sighed as he ran a hand over
his face. “They expect so much of me – and all I know is what I am,
and I just want to be led home!” he complained as he ran tremble
stung fingers over his face. “Home... home...” he moaned as he
shook his head. “Why didn't God give me a proper home?!” he huffed
as he looked up to the sky which had two white clouds upon its
clear face. “I can't even see you, or your holy city.” he muttered.
“However it is supposed to be there, somewhere... waiting for your
hand to open its skies, and lift me up - your only son.” he
announced with a faint glimmer in his right eye. “Oh, but that is
just a dream!” he announced as a loose stone rolled past his right
foot. “Hello there...” Jesus began - however a shadow overcame him,
and he turned around to see Joseph in cloaked form. “Oh! Father!”
Jesus chimed before he jumped off his stool and fell into Joseph's
arms. “You're here! My earthly dream in the flesh; as real as the
righteous world should be!” he announced as he buried his face deep
inside Joseph's travel cloak.

 


“Your mother would scold me if she heard you
announcing me as being your father.” Joseph slowly uttered as he
patted Jesus on the back with a hand that was taught yet
tender.

 


“But I hate her so!” Jesus cried as he held onto
Joseph a little more. “She expects too much of me! She expects me
to be able to float over the world and drop diamond sparkles from
my fingers!” Jesus complained as he clung to Joseph so tightly that
Joseph had to raise an alert that told Jesus of his wish to let him
go.

 


“I think your mother wants to just believe in you.”
Joseph announced as he began to unwrap Jesus's hands to give them
back. “There's no harm in that.” he uttered.

 


“There is!” huffed Jesus as he walked around in a
circle while a hot rage boiled inside his blood. “I hate her!” he
announced – however a swift slap over the head brought him out of
his rage, and Jesus turned his face in order to sight Joseph with
eyes that were filled with shock. “You slapped at me!” Jesus
remarked.

 


“I did it to ease your temper.” Joseph announced.

 


“You slapped at me!” Jesus cried as he backed away.
“All my love has drained from my chest – I shall never believe in
the father again!” Jesus cried before he scampered off in order to
find a quiet spot on a glen far, far, away.

 


Mary crept out from the house and crossed her arms as
she spied Joseph. She narrowed her eyes as he turned around to face
her as though he had committed the darkest of sins. She felt a
sharp pain stab at her, and it made her feel ever more sour.

 


“You should not have come.” she declared with her
first breath.

 


“I wanted to.” announced Joseph. “I needed...”

 


“You were foolish to come.” interrupted Mary as she
scowled at Joseph. “You should leave.” she charged as she stared at
him with eyes that were filled with ice-chill.

 


“But Mary...” began Joseph. “Give me some Christian
leaning.” he bargained as he spread out his hands in order to show
her that he did not come to be anyone's enemy. “Where's the charity
that you should give to the fellow person?” he questioned in a tone
that was so solid Mary could not wipe it away.

 


“Fine I'll draw a bath for you, and give you a clean
robe.” she announced as she sat her spine up tall. “But then you
must leave.” she argued before she stiffly turned around in order
to go back inside. “You have upset him.” she added before she
walked inside the house in order to prepare him his needs.

 


“I thank you.” Joseph murmured to her shadow before
he followed her inside in order to collect the Christian
charity.

 


 


Jesus sobbed to himself until the sun began to throw
its light over the other horizon. He then wiped his tears, and got
up from the ground in order to find out what his mother had
prepared for dinner. His mouth was dry - he realized that he was in
thirst - and he entered the house with parch upon his tongue.

 


Jesus wandered inside and found his mother in the
kitchen. She glanced at him as he hung around the drape in the
doorway and began to smile. Jesus almost stepped forward - however
Joseph's presence made him stop in his step.



 


“You have spoiled the boy!” Joseph scolded as he
leaned upon the table. “He has become a spirit made of milk.” he
seethed as he approached Mary for the fifth time.

 


“I have just let him grow.” she announced as she
turned to Joseph with a spiral of spite inside her eyes. “I have
kept him informed that...”

 


“Of what?” cut in Joseph unable to hold back his
tongue.

 


“That he is the son of God.” she announced with a
strength in her tone that almost made Joseph gasp.

 


Joseph spun around unable to see the woman he had
grown apart from. He bent his head and glared at the wooden table
that sat like a spy in front of him. Joseph placed a hand to his
chest for a brief moment, and then turned back around with ice on
the crest of his mind.

 


“I still don't believe it.” he announced as he grew a
rash of jealousy inside his chest.

 


“You need to find your faith.” Mary ascertained as
she crossed her arms and glared at him.

 


“I moved you both around the world, and still it
could not be believed.” Joseph announced as he lent back on a leg.
“No one wanted to greet you.” Joseph announced as he narrowed his
eyes.

 


“Was that before or after you started telling people
we weren't married?” questioned Mary as she crossed her arms.

 


Joseph sighed, and ran a hand through his hair.

 


“It never came up...” he muttered as he choked on a
chest. “But surely if it were true he'd...” he began, however doubt
in his chest made him drop the subject. “Never mind.” Joseph
uttered as he flagged a hand in Mary's direction. “Keep your milk
youth.” he announced. “I'll keep it locked inside my mind that you
live inside your dreams.” he uttered before he took his shoes out
of the kitchen, and out of the house.

 


Mary stiffened and bent over the counter in order to
fiddle with some bread. She buttered, sweetened, and salted the
bread. Jesus thought the method peculiar, and approached
instantly.

 


“Mother?” Jesus announced as he strode forward with
hands flax by his side.

 


“Here you go Jesus.” Mary announced as she plated the
bread and handed it over to her son. “You take that to your room
tonight.” he uttered before she left in order to take a stroll
around the garden while there was still some light in the sky.

 


Jesus chewed on the bread without a cringe, he then
fell onto his bed as he wondered what the following tomorrow would
bring. His eyes began to droop, and soon the world began to fade.
Tomorrow would be the same, and it made him so depressed that he
could hardly look forward to it.

 


 


However tomorrow was not the same. He grew up and
beyond while hearing the shadows of his mothers tears in the middle
of the night when the cloud cover on the earth was high. He hardly
gave her tears much reflection however, and wiped it off as being
part of the fragility of the female psych. He had more important
things to focus on – like being the son of God.

 


However showing the world that he was thus was not so
easy. Jesus began to tell tales he had learned, and the crowds just
rolled their eyes in their sockets. He began to tell of his life,
and his connection with God, and crowds began to turn to Mary as
stare at her with such sourness that all she could do was hang her
head. Jesus began to feel the crowds venom, and began to tell tales
that were apart from his life. Some of them were about his dreams,
others were about the things his mother had taught him – very
little had to do with actually hearing God, and being sent on a
mission of his making - and this made Jesus feel a little bit of a
cheat. However crowds listened, and as he told his tales the crowds
began to warm to him. Women stopped with children inside their
hands, and both mother and child listened. Boys grew an interest
and leaned against a wall in order to hear him speak. Jesus grew
quite a reputation, and was even offered a medallion for his
teachings. He smiled at the gold treat, and that night feasted upon
it so that he may always feel rewarded.
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