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The ensuing weeks after the return of Andrew and John had begun

with the high anticipation that Jesus would soon visit them in Capernaum, but

as the days passed, the expectation gradually receded into disillusionment.

The partnership of fishermen went back to their routine, for the most

part, putting out in their boats at sunset to fish most of the night, before

returning at first light to off-load their catch. Then it was a matter of selling it

to those who came down to buy from the inland villages and farms. There

were contracts which received particular attention, mostly arranged by John,

whom Zebedee had shrewdly entrusted with the task.

John was a skilled salesman, he was young and created a good

impression, so that he soon built up a circle of contacts in some of the more

important households. The recent arrangement of a contract with the steward

of the household of the High Priests in Jerusalem was a prime example. It

also sheltered him from the wrath of his father because of his prolonged

absence with the Baptist.

Zebedee wasn't antagonistic to the idea of a man exploring the way to

a better relationship with the One God. It was in the Galilean nature to be

devotional and it was a much better pursuit than those who went after women

or strong drink. Zebedee was more inclined to follow the standing order, to

listen to the teachers in the synagogue, to observe the Law and the Prophets,

to go up to the Temple in Jerusalem as often as resources would allow and

generally to offer his tithes and to live a good life at peace with his

neighbours and all men.



As with most Galileans, he had a suspicion of any would-be prophet

who came out of nowhere to proclaim some special message, and just as

quickly faded away again when the credulous crowd lost interest, or when he

overstepped the mark and found himself at loggerheads with the Temple or

civil authorities. From what he had heard of the Baptist, it was something 

bound to happen and for this reason, he didn't like the idea of his younger

son becoming too involved.

It wasn't the first time his sons had been involved with a firebrand

organisation. They had both flirted with the Zealots - together with Simon

from Cana and Thomas and, he suspected, Philip of Bethsaida. He had

breathed a little easier when he had heard that it was a splinter group called:

'The Son's of Thunder', which had petered away to nothing because there

was no purpose or cohesion.

He had congratulated himself that the danger had passed, but now

there was a sudden interest in the Baptist and he had heard them whispering

together when they thought he was deaf or senile, about a Messiah who had

been proclaimed by John. News of the event had been confirmed by some of

John's disciples, who were circulating through the villages announcing that

the new Messiah was soon to come. Zebedee's gloom returned. He could do

nothing but counsel his sons, but they were grown men and could do as they

pleased.

The weeks had passed and the whispering died away and slowly,

Zebedee regained his confidence that all would be well.

Occasionally, Simon, Andrew, James, John and Thaddaeus would sit

together in the early evening, before it was time to put out with the boats, and

talk quietly as the light faded over the beautiful Sea. Simon, as always, was

the dominant one, sometimes arguing insistently on some point of discussion,



which more often than not, one of the others would dispute.

There were widely different in their natures. Simon, forceful,

argumentative, but capable of conceding a point if he found he was outargued.

In his youth, he had been a hard drinker and there weren't many who

could best him in an occasional brawl at the tavern. He was a man who often

nursed a sore head, at which time, he would swear to give up drinking. It

wasn't an oath to be taken seriously and it wasn't long before he was the

centre of another dispute. He had married early and Mariamne - named after

the wife whom Herod the Great had murdered - had tamed him so that he

gradually became a more respected member of the tight fishing community.

Andrew, his brother was different, a gregarious man who quickly won

friends by his open nature. Andrew had friends and acquaintances

everywhere along the coasts of the Sea - and not only confined to his fellow

fishermen. He was almost as large as his brother, with crisp, dark hair and

beard, with a sparkling humour in his eyes and a smile which was never far

away. He had a particularly loud voice, which he used to good effect, bawling

greetings or directions across the waters, to those in other boats.

James was the elder son of Zebedee, older than Simon and Andrew,

he had married early, as was the custom in some families, but he had been

widowed for some years and left with a son whom he had named Judas, after

the hero of the Maccabees, and who also had a second name of Thaddaeus,

which was used mainly to distinguish him from the multitude of other Judas’ in

the area.

James was a man who always held the optimistic view, his expectation

was always for the optimum result, now that he had got used to the idea that

the Baptist had called another Messiah, it was he who had the confidence

that he would soon appear in Capernaum. His reasoning was simple. Jesus



was their kinsman and to whom else would a would-be Messiah come, other

than to his kinsmen?  

Judas Thaddaeus, the son of James, was a young man of about

twenty, he tended to remain in the background, especially when he was in the

company of the forceful Simon, or those who were the contemporaries of his

father. In the many discussions which took place between them, he could

only be drawn into the conversation if directly asked. He worked hard in the

family business, knowing that nothing escaped the shrewd eyes of his

grandfather, Zebedee. He was no loner, liking the company of his father,

uncle and their friends, but he kept a low profile.

His uncle John, was a different matter, because there was only a few

years between them in age, he, perhaps, had a closer affinity with him, than

with the others. John had a similar nature. He was a shrewd business man,

inheriting Zebedee's abilities, but this was combined with an otherwise

dreamy disposition, where he would drift away mentally, taking long journeys

in his mind. Digging deeply into concepts which the others tended to lose

interest in after a time. The idea of the coming Messiah and having already

talked with him, had affected him deeply. His viewpoint was always listened

to with respect, however much it might have been fiercely debated

afterwards.

At times, others were included in their debates, one was Thomas, who

was known as the Twin. If James was a man full of optimism, Thomas was a

total opposite. he was a complex man, given at times to gloom and doom.

When he was in this frame of mind, his fellow fishermen tended to treat him

as a joke and tried to humour him out of his despondency. At other times, he

was coolly collected, possessing little buoyancy of spirit, but capable of

facing impending disaster with total courage. More than once, his levelheadedness



had averted almost certain disaster on the Sea, and for this

reason, if for no other, he was accepted and respected by the more robust

natures of his partners in the co-operative and made welcome in their circle.

Another of those who sometimes joined the discussions, was Simon,

who came from Cana, one of the inland villages a mere hours walk from

Nazareth. He had another identity, which was rarely mentioned and then,

only in a whisper. He had once been a Zealot, but, for some unknown reason,

had renounced them. He never spoke of his time with them, even to those

with whom he was on friendly terms, but in his contribution to the general

debate, it could be seen that he didn't share the Zealot's extreme and militant

ideas and the assumption was that he had been repelled with their ready

acceptance of violence as a means to the political end.

He was friendly with another James, who was the son of Alphaeus.

Simon and he were about the same age and Simon had arrived in

Capernaum at about the same time that James had returned - once again,

there was an assumption of association with the Zealots. James was known

to have a deeper interest than most in the hidden mysteries of the Law and in

the prophetic indications of a Messiah. The news brought by Andrew and

John had excited him and he waited with almost the same eagerness as his

namesake, John's brother.

Andrew had another friend, whom he had known from childhood. Philip

was a native of Bethsaida, which wasn't in Galilee proper, but just over the

Jordan in the territory controlled by Philip the Tetrarch. In reality, the border

was no more than the crossing of the Jordan and the population moved freely

around the upper end of the Sea. Bethsaida was a little less than two hours

slow walk from Capernaum and the two friends met frequently. Andrew and 

Simon had originally come from Bethsaida and Andrew had been quick to



seek out Philip on his return to Capernaum.

As the weeks went by, the subject of the Messiah and his coming,

wasn't far from their conversation. James, son of Zebedee, more than the

others, clung to the opinion that Jesus would come to Capernaum. The

eternal optimist held on to the view, even when the others were saying

among themselves that his insistence bordered on obstinacy.

Even he became less sure as the weeks passed and then, into the

seventh week after Andrew and John had returned, one evening, the lamps in

a small house at one end of the village were lit. It was a place used when one

or other of the Nazareth carpenters came to Capernaum on business. Andrew

saw it first and hurried back to his brother, who followed him back to the

inconspicuous house. As they drew near, Andrew breathed.

"I thought he would come here. I've been watching each evening."

Simon said nothing, despite his reservations, the incessant debate

during the previous seven weeks, had almost convinced him, but he was

determined not to be carried away on a wave of irrational enthusiasm. Jesus

was standing in the doorway when they approached. before Andrew could

speak he said to Simon:

"You are Simon, son of Jona - you shall be called Cephas, the Rock!"

Simon returned to his boat that evening, his mind in a turmoil from

what he had heard. His comfortable and stable way of life was slipping away

from him. This wasn't the Jesus he remembered from the odd occasions

when they had met when the carpenter was visiting his kinsmen. This was

altogether a different person, whose insight into questions which hadn't even

been voiced, revealed the answers with uncomplicated clarity. Simon had

the feeling that this man could look deep within the heart and that there was

nothing which could be kept secret - it was, at one and the same time,



exhilarating and also embarrassing.

Sitting together with Andrew, he had listened while this improbable

Galilean Messiah, had spelled out the simple doctrine he intended to bring to

the people. In its simplicity, there was an element of captivation. There was

no talk of violent opposition to the civil authority, no element of rebellion

against the inflexible rules and regulations of the Pharisees and lawyers -

instead, it was a doctrine of renewal and rededication - a calling unto

spirituality, which went beyond the Israel which had been forged in the time of

Moses and Joshua, it went far back, to the primeval relationship between

God and his creature, Adam. What had been lost, that essential link with the

Almighty was to be reforged. This, at least, was what Simon understood, and

the whole concept was enough to drag him out of his comfortable, secure way

of life, to an unknown destination.

There was no indication of how this was to come about and privately,

Simon wondered how the entrenched and powerful individuals such as the

High Priests and the Sanhedrin, not to speak of Herod Antipas and the

nobility who surrounded him, could be persuaded to yield one iota of their

authority, let alone surrender their privileges.

He went through the mechanics of fishing the waters of the Sea. It was

a calm night and the tranquillity of the beautiful lake, bathed in the light of

millions of stars, should have had a calming effect on his spirit, but this wasn't

a time for tranquillity. Something surged within him, threatening to sweep

away what he was and to transform him into a new man. 

He was still in as much of a turmoil the next day, as he stood with

Andrew at the water's edge casting a net. The two brothers were preoccupied

with their own thoughts, as if each didn't dare to open a subject in which they

were totally out of their depth, for fear of where it might lead them.



Marcellus Flavius had also noted the return of the tall Galilean who

had been designated the new Messiah. He had reported immediately to

Urban Phobius, who had told him to continue observation. There were times

when the apparent inactivity of Phobius nearly drove Marcellus to distraction.

Now, surely, was the time to strike! The accomplices were coming

together and it wouldn't be long before they fomented an armed uprising,

which would take a Legion to control. Arrest them now, and the movement

would be nipped in the bud!

This was Marcellus’ reasoning when he walked down to the shoreline

in search of the garrison's fish for the day. He would have preferred to be

riding in with a couple of Decades of their best troops, but that wasn't the way

Phobius wanted it. Marcellus had to be content with mental mutterings about

the perversity of Centurions in general and Urban Phobius in particular!

He arrived in time to see something quite remarkable, an event which

deprived the garrison of their daily fish ration.

The Galilean was walking along the shoreline and Andrew and his

brother, Simon, paused in what they were doing as he approached. Jesus

stared into their faces for a long moment. He looked profoundly serious.

"Come with me, and I’ll make you fishers of men!"

The statement was bald and unqualified, there was no explanation - no

indication of what he meant. Simon remained frozen for a moment and then

dropped his net and straightened up, he glanced at Andrew, who had also

reacted in much the same way. Jesus had already walking on and didn't look

back. Without really knowing why, Simon fell in behind him and Andrew

followed. They walked a short distance in silence, along the sand to where

James and John were in the boat with their father, Zebedee. They were

overhauling and repairing their nets. Jesus called out to them in the same



terms.

"Come with me, and I’ll make you fishers of men!"

Marcellus watched as James and John glanced at their father and put

aside what they were doing, leaving him with the hired men from the village.

Zebedee looked as if he would have liked to have protested, but for some

reason he didn't, he simply stared after his sons as they joined Simon and

Andrew and followed Jesus.

Marcellus walked casually after them, they seemed oblivious to his

presence. A little further along the shore, Philip, who had walked around the

lake from Bethsaida, was suddenly confronted by Jesus, who was followed by

the four friends he, Philip, had intended to contact. He wasn't given the

chance to greet them. Jesus stood in front of him and simply said:

"Follow me!"

Philip fell in with the group, without knowing what was happening, or

why he had been asked to follow. He glanced at Andrew, who, for once,

offered no explanation, so he told him quietly:

"I'll be back, Andrew - I'm going to find Nathaniel!"

Marcellus dropped back, to follow further would make him

conspicuous. He was loathe to lose sight of the growing group of men, but

military prudence dictated that he should find reinforcements. 

He retreated to the garrison and marched into Phobius’ office. The

Centurion looked as if he wondered if he was facing an armed mutiny.

Marcellus saluted briskly and related his news. This time, the Centurion didn't

retreat to the window.

"You can identify these men?"

"I can, Centurion."

Phobius rose to his feet.



"I'll see for myself!"

Ten minutes later, they were both mounted and casually riding down

from the fort. Marcellus seethed inwardly at the lack of foresight to provide

them with an armed escort. Their only arms were their short swords.

Marcellus led the way to Zebedee's boat and moved forward.

"I've come to buy fish from your son."

The old man glowered at him.

"My son is otherwise occupied - if you want fish, you must deal with

me!"

Marcellus nodded and recited his order. He watched the old man make

his selection. The man was in a fury, but it wasn't directed against him or the

Centurion. Zebedee turned, Marcellus nodded.

"Good - you can deliver them to the garrison - John knows the

arrangement."

Zebedee shrugged.

"I'll get some sense out of him - when he comes back!"

In the meantime, Philip had received no argument from Andrew and he

dropped out of the group and watched them go further along the shore. He

then hurried back to Bethsaida and found Nathaniel resting from the noon

heat in the comfort of a large fig tree.

Nathaniel Bar Tolmai was a man who liked his ease and he eyed his

perspiring friend with a combination of disapproval and amazement. He

waited lazily, while Philip recovered his breath.

"I've been in Capernaum. I was looking for Andrew and I found him

together with Simon, James and John - they were with the man they've been

talking about for the past few weeks - he told me to follow him!"

Nathaniel's eyes widened.



"And - did you?"

Philip didn't seem to hear.

"I believe we’ve met the man Moses spoke about in the Law - and by

the prophets! He’s Jesus, the son of Joseph, from Nazareth!"

Nathaniel's eyes widened further, he stirred himself to sit upright. He

laughed at his friend's serious expression.

"Nazareth! You must be joking! How can anything good come out of

Nazareth!?

Philip shrugged and didn't respond to the humour.

"Come and see for yourself!"

Nathaniel stared at his friend and saw that he was serious. He sighed

and rose regretfully from his cool resting place and more out of curiosity than

conviction, he walked with Philip back to Capernaum, and as the sun beat

down, regretted doing it. They found Jesus, Simon, Andrew, James and John,

together with Thaddaeus and Thomas, standing by the shore. Jesus was

talking quietly to them.

Jesus turned and looked steadily at Nathaniel as he  

"Now, here’s an Israelite worthy of the name - there's nothing false in

him!"

Nathaniel returned the stare, almost belligerently, he responded.

"We haven't met as far as I can remember, how do you know so much

about me?"

Jesus answered softly.

"I saw you sitting under the fig tree - even before Philip spoke to you!"

Nathaniel flickered a startled glance at Philip before stammering.

"Teacher! You ARE the Son of God - you ARE the king of Israel!"

Jesus smiled a little.



"Is that the basis of your conviction - that I told you I saw you under the

fig tree? I can promise you, you’ll see greater things than that!"

He turned to the rest of them and he added.

"Get this clear, I tell you all plainly. You shall see heaven wide open

and God's angels ascending and descending upon the Son of Man!"

It was already late in the afternoon and they stayed with him until late

in the evening. When they were about to leave he gave them the invitation.

"Come with me tomorrow, I am going to Cana."

Early on the following morning, there were ten men waiting for Jesus

as he emerged from the door of his house. Andrew introduced him to Simon

from Cana and James Alphaeus, who had attached themselves to the original

eight from the previous day. Jesus talked to them for a while and then they

began the journey into the hills above Capernaum.

As they walked, they began to loosen up with each other, there was a

sense of adventure which was infectious. It defied the logic of asking

themselves why they had elected to abandon their livelihood to follow an

almost unknown man, simply on the basis of a few conversations following on

from the Baptist's proclamation. Jesus was an unknown factor. From any

point of view, he was untried and unproved. The fact that he was a kinsman

of three of their number, meant very little, apart from the fact that James,

John and Thaddaeus had also received an invitation to attend the same

wedding. There wasn't any doubt that they would all be welcome, even the

additional members of the group, for in Galilee, everyone was welcome to

attend a wedding feast - always providing the provisions didn't run out!

Even Thomas managed to subdue his pessimistic outlook. Simon and

Andrew had raised their eyebrows when he had been approached on the

shore of the Sea and had accepted Jesus’ invitation to follow him. Thomas



was not the sort of person to make spur of the moment decisions of such

magnitude, but the fact was, that he had and he seemed quite happy about it

in the cold light of the following day.

Simon whispered to Andrew.

"There's hope for him yet!"


