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The boat was nearing the shore, listing a little, as its tackle trailed over on one side. It 

rode the final surge to the beach and Simon and some of the others jumped out to drag 

it further ashore. They looked half-drowned, but apart from that, uninjured. A crowd of 

their fellow fishermen gathered around shouting questions - and then they fell quiet. 

Jonah was in the background, a little up from the shore line. He watched thirteen men 

drop down into the shallows and knew the reason for the crowd's sudden silence. The 

Master waded ashore and immediately, he was surrounded. Jonah wished he was close

r, but he had chosen the higher place so that he could see better  now, he paid the 

price.

The disciples coalesced around Jesus, together they moved into the town followed by 

most of the crowd. A few stragglers made up the rear, Jonah among them. One of the 

others said to him.

"I was there yesterday, I saw him send the others back here, but he went into the hills - 

now, he's on the boat! I don't understand!"

Once again, the standard cry! 'I don't understand!'.

The crowd hadn't made much progress, reaching only the open space in front of the 

synagogue, where the buyers usually assembled to look over the catch and haggle a 

price.

As always, the Master was surrounded, and the crowd was growing larger as others 

got wind of his presence and left what they were doing to stream into the little town. 

There was no longer any suggestion that Jonah could go home, he was cut off from 

making his way there, and in the middle of the surge of people. Those who had been 

healed and fed on the previous day, had returned to their villages with the news, and 



the clear evidence that miracles had been performed. This had acted as a trigger for 

those who had held back. Now, there was another stream of relatives carrying their 

sick ones. Jonah eased through the crowd slowly, working his way close to where the 

disciples were trying to regulate the flow of people who pressed around Jesus. It wasn't 

long before those who had gone over to the other shore in search of him, returned. 

One or two of the town’s more prominent citizens pushed their way to the front.

"Master! How did you get here?"

Jesus paused and looked at them.

"I'm quite certain you didn't come here looking for me because you saw any signs, but 

only because you ate the bread I gave you and your hunger was satisfied. I give you 

this advice - work, not for this perishable food, but for the food that lasts, the food of 

eternal life. It’s this food that the Son of Man will give you, for it’s upon him that the Fathe

r has set the seal of his authority."

The men looked at him warily.

"Very well, Master - so, what must we do, if we’re to work as God wants us to work?"

Jesus answered quietly.

"This is the work that God expects of all of you: believe in the one he has sent."

Again, there was an exchange of glances.

"Master, if you are sent, will you give us a sign so that we can believe you? What is this 

work you do? After all, our ancestor's had manna to eat in the desert. The Scripture 

says: 'He gave them bread from heaven to eat'."

Jesus response was again quiet and emphatic.

"I tell you this: The truth isn’t so much that Moses gave you bread from heaven, but 

that my Father gives you the real bread from heaven! The bread that God gives, comes 

down from heaven and brings life to the world."

They said quickly.

"Master, give us this bread now and always."



Jesus looked at them steadily before replying.

"I am the bread of life. Whoever comes to me shall never be hungry, and whoever 

believes in me shall never be thirsty. But, I repeat, you don’t believe, although you 

have seen. All those that the Father gives me will come to me, and the man who 

comes to me I’ll never turn away. I’ve come down from heaven, not to do my own will, 

but to do the will of him who sent me. It’s his will that I shouldn’t lose even one of all 

those he’s given me, but to raise them all up on the last day. For it’s my Father's will 

that everyone who looks upon the Son and puts his faith in him, shall possess eternal 

life; and I WILL raise him up on the last day!"

A swell of murmuring went through the crowd, whose emotions, as always, were volatile

 swinging from wild exultation to the depths of disapproval. They didn't like it when he 

had described himself as the bread which came down from heaven. Jonah heard the 

muttering in those around him.

"This is Jesus the son of Joseph; we know his father and mother. How does he have 

the gall to say that he's come down from heaven!?"

Jesus said sharply.

"Stop murmuring among yourselves! No man can come to me unless he’s drawn by the 

Father who’s sent me; and I’ll raise him up on the last day! It’s written in the prophets: 

'And they shall be taught of God'. Everyone who listens to the Father and learns from 

him, comes to me. I’m not trying to tell you that anyone has seen the Father. Only the 

one who’s come from God has seen the Father. I tell you straight and I tell you again, 

the believer possesses eternal life. I am the bread of life! Your forefathers ate the 

manna in the desert and they’re dead. I’m speaking of the bread that comes down from 

heaven, which a man can eat and never die. I’m that living bread which has come 

down from heaven, if anyone eats this bread he shall live forever. The bread which I 

will give is my own flesh; I give it for the life of the world!"

Immediately, there was an uproar, especially among those who were influential in the 



town. Jonah listened to the mounting anger and instinctively moved closer to the core 

group surrounding Jesus. One of the synagogue leaders was shouting loudly.

"How can this man give us his flesh to eat!?"

Jesus answered quietly.

"I’ll make it very clear! I tell you this: Unless you eat of the flesh of the Son of Man and 

drink his blood, you can have no life in you. Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my 

blood, possesses eternal life and I’ll raise him up on the last day. My flesh is real food; 

my blood is real drink. Whoever eats my flesh and drinks my blood, dwells continually 

in me and I dwell in him. 

As the living Father sent me, and I live because of the Father, so he who eats me shall 

live because of me! This is the bread which comes down from heaven; and it’s not like 

the bread which our fathers ate: they’re dead, but whoever eats this bread shall live for 

ever!"

Jonah looked around the crowd, who had lapsed into a stunned silence. Some said:

"This is more than we can stomach! I don’t intend to listen to such talk!"

Jesus knew that even some of his disciples were muttering among themselves. He 

turned to them.

"Are you so shocked by this? What if you were to see the Son of Man ascending to the 

place where he was before? The spirit alone gives life; the flesh means nothing; the 

words which I’ve spoken to you are both spirit and life - and still, there are some of you 

who have no faith!"

He spoke as if he knew those who had no faith and who would betray him. He went on:

"This is why I told you that no one can come to me unless it’s been granted by the 

Father."

There was a movement away from the core group, who stood tense and waiting. There 

was a filtering away, even of those who had experienced healing only a few minutes 

earlier. Soon, there were very few who remained. Jesus watched them go in silence 



and didn't try to call them back. He turned to his twelve companions and asked softly.

"Do you want to leave me as well?"

Simon seemed to jerk out of his shock, his voice faltered as he responded.

"Master, where else can we go? Your words are the words of eternal life. We have faith,

 and we know that you are the Holy One of God."

Jesus nodded and continued softly.

"I have chosen you - all twelve - yet, one of you is a devil!"

They looked at him and then at each other, but no one dared to ask him what he meant.

It was then that Jesus was approached by a group of Pharisees and lawyers from 

Jerusalem. Jonah watched them as they thrust themselves through the remaining 

disciples, doing so with a dismissive arrogance. Jesus waited silently for the inevitable 

question. One of the Pharisees acted as spokesman.

“Tell me, Master: Why do your disciples break the ancient traditions? They don’t wash 

their hands before meals.”

Jesus eyed him steadily.

“I’ll ask you a question in return: Why is it that you break God’s commandments when 

you uphold your traditions? Hasn’t God said: ‘Honour your father and mother’ and ‘The 

man who curses father or mother must suffer death.’ But you say: ‘If a man says to his 

father or mother, “Anything of mine which might have been used for your benefit is set 

apart for God”’, then he doesn’t honour his father or mother! You’ve made God’s law 

null and void by putting your tradition first. What hypocrisy! Isaiah was right when he 

prophesied about you: ‘This people pays me lip service, but their heart is far from me; 

their worship of me is in vain, for they teach the commandments of men as doctrines.”’

Jesus called the crowd and said to them:

“Listen to me, and understand this: a man isn’t defiled by what goes into his mouth, but 

by what comes out of it!”

The Pharisees and lawyers turned on their heel and forced their way out through the 



crowd. The disciples turned to Jesus in some concern.

“Master, do you realise that the Pharisees have taken great offence at what you said?”

Jesus nodded.

“I know - but any plant that isn’t of my heavenly Father’s planting will be uprooted. 

Leave them alone; they are blind guides, and if one blind man leads another, they’ll 

both fall into the ditch.”

Peter asked cautiously.

“Tell us what you meant by the parable.”

Jesus raised his eyebrows.

“Are you as dull as the rest? Don’t you see that whatever goes in by the mouth passes 

into the stomach and eventually is discharged into the drain? On the other hand, what 

comes out of the mouth has its origins in the heart; and it’s that which defiles a man. Wic

ked thoughts, murder, adultery, fornication, theft, perjury, slander - these all come out 

of the heart - and it’s these that defile a man. But to eat without first washing the hands! 

That can’t defile him!” 

A small number had remained in addition to the Twelve and Jonah was one of them. 

He remained because, like Simon, he didn't know where to go. It wasn't the fear of his 

father's beating which kept him away from going home and yet, he knew, the longer he 

stayed away, the more severe it would be. Shimeon's hand would become heavier with 

every additional hour. It would become heavier still, when the news of what Jesus had 

said circulated. Jonah could already visualise the chatter of gossip which would be 

sweeping through the town and the surrounding countryside. It wouldn't take long before

it reached the house of Shimeon.

Almost by accident, he found himself absorbed into the group who always followed 

Jesus - not the inner circle so much, as those who had joined them from many sources 

as the Master's teaching had circulated in the towns and farms of Galilee. They were of 

all ages, although there were none so young as Jonah. For the most part, they were 



young idealists, who were eager listeners to the Master who could perform such 

wonders, and whose words carried the ring of truth and conviction.

Jonah saw them as a temporary refuge, no one asked questions and he was accepted 

as one of them - yet another, who had added himself to their number - as they had 

done earlier. He was offered food, which he eagerly accepted. Even the miraculous 

feeding he had experienced on the previous day, wasn't calculated to still his hunger 

permanently. He thought about what Jesus had said when he had argued with the pomp

ous town leaders. The talk of bread which came down from heaven, he didn't 

understand, although he knew the story of the manna in the wilderness.

Eating the flesh and drinking the blood of a man was something he didn't understand 

and he didn't much like the sound of it, but he guessed it had a deeper meaning and he 

was content to add it to his store of unanswered questions.

There was one young man who took a particular interest in him. His name was 

Matthias and he had beckoned to Jonah, when Jesus and the Twelve had left the 

synagogue to go to Simon's house. Jonah had been crouched in the position he had 

occupied while listening to Jesus and he didn't know what he was going to do now that 

the excitement was over. Matthias had seen his indecision. 

Jonah scrambled to his feet and followed without argument - any alternative was better 

than going home at that time. He trotted along beside Matthias who kept up a brisk 

pace, as if he was eager to put some distance between their group and the people of 

the town. Eventually, they came to rest in an grove of olive trees about a mile outside 

the town. They settled down and shared some food between them. Matthias sat beside 

him and asked no questions, other than:

"What do we call you?"

"Jonah."

His response was shy and hesitant.

"I am Matthias."



There was another silence.

"What are we to do with you, Jonah?"

Jonah looked at him blankly.

"Do?"

Matthias gestured to the group.

"We're all here because we've chosen to follow the Master - there were more of us, but 

some seemed to have changed their minds - It doesn't matter, the question is you - 

what are we to do with you? I suppose you have a home in the town?"

Jonah nodded bleakly.

"I can't go home - my father will give me a thrashing!"

Matthias laughed softly.

"So - you are keeping out of his way for as long as you can?"

Jonah nodded.

"What did you do that has earned you such terrible consequences?"

Jonah looked at him suspiciously. There wasn't a glint of mockery in the eyes.

"I followed the crowd yesterday - around the Sea - they didn't know where I was - "

Matthias nodded slowly.

"Ah! I see - your parents don't share your enthusiasm for the Master?"

"My father doesn't - my mother says nothing."

"... And what do you say?"

Jonah was tongue-tied for a moment then he said slowly.

"I saw what he did with my loaves and fishes!"

Matthias halted and turned around abruptly and stared at him. He called to the others.

"Did you hear that!?"

They crowded round and looked at him seriously. Matthias continued.

"This was the lad who gave up his supper to Andrew!"

Jonah found himself the centre of unexpected attention. They pressed



more food on him as if to compensate for his sacrifice. He ate it all. Matthias watched 

him and laughed.

"I can see, it was an even greater sacrifice than we thought, with a hunger like that, it's 

a wonder he didn't wrestle Andrew for it!"

It was already getting dark. Matthias sat down beside him again.

"You must go home, Jonah!"

The boy's heart sank.

"I thought I could stay here with you."

"Your parents will be anxious, you have a good home and we have no home; for the 

most part, we sleep under any hedge, or in a grove of trees like this. We are like the 

Master, he has nowhere to lay his head. It isn't a life to be accepted without a lot of 

thought."

Jonah responded with bitter conviction.

"My father will beat me."

Matthias nodded.

"Perhaps he will - perhaps he won't, but you are an obedient son and today, the Master 

told us all that he was an obedient son, sent by the Father to do his will. Do you 

remember that?"

Jonah nodded dumbly. He scrambled to his feet, close to tears. Matthias took his 

shoulders gently.

"That's a good lad - be an obedient son and show respect for your father and remember

 'Honour your father and your mother that you may live long in the land which the Lord 

your God is giving you'."

Matthias hugged him in farewell, and Jonah walked back down the path towards the 

town, knowing that he faced an uncertain reception.

The streets were quiet, almost ominously so. The waters of the Sea were calm and the 

sun was sinking behind the hills which separated them from the Great Sea which he 



had never seen. There was an afterglow of sunlight on the hills where the miracle of 

the previous day had taken place. It was so tranquil, that he almost could have been 

deluded into believing that he would be received with open and loving arms.

He entered the main room of his home and his father was waiting. Shimeon's rage had 

not subsided, instead it had intensified, especially after hearing the garbled reports 

brought to him about what the false prophet had been preaching in front of the 

synagogue. The matter of the chastisement of Jonah had now reached the proportions 

of a chastisement of the devils which had undoubtedly taken control of him. All good 

men knew that the devil had to be driven out by extreme measures and a thorough 

thrashing of his erring son would be the start of it!

Shimeon rose from his place at the table and Shulamith, Jonah's mother retreated 

before the patriarchal fury which was gathering in her husband. She feared for her son, 

whom she loved, but she was more fearful of the tyrannical rage of which her husband 

was capable. There had been thoughts of pleading for restraint, but these were 

dispelled when Shimeon asked in a terrible voice.

"Well, my son - on which hill top have you worshipped today, and whose blood have 

you drunk, and to which filthy gods of the unclean have you sacrificed!?"

Jonah groped for words. He ran his tongue over dry lips. 

"I haven't sacrificed to any gods father - I haven't drunk any blood - "

Shimeon leaned forward.

"... And you haven't been on any hilltop, you were going to say?"

Jonah hesitated.

"I was with on the hillside of Pelah's olive grove."

"Ah!!"

Shimeon raised his rod, Jonah tried not to flinch. He stood his ground and stared at his 

father. The old man ground out. 

"Consorting with the whores of Asteroth and the worshippers of Baal in the high 



places!"

Shulamith was moved to protest.

"Shimeon - he's only a boy - what does he know of such things?"

"Silence woman! A boy becomes a man in many ways and one of them is to go 

whoring after Asteroth!"

Jonah cried in bewilderment.

"I haven't whored after anyone, father."

The old man leaned forward again.

"But you have eaten profaned food, tainted with human blood!"

Jonah shook his head. Shimeon's roar continued.

"The words of your false prophet have been brought to me by no less a man than 

Rabbi Samuel - yes, Jonah! The Rabbi Samuel, who is preparing you to become a man 

of Israel! He told me how you sat at this devil's feet and heard him preach that you 

must eat his flesh and drink his blood! He told me that you didn't walk away with the 

rest, shaking the dust of that place from your feet, but rather, you chose to remain and 

afterwards, he watched you leave with that devil's consorts, and then, in love for your 

soul, he followed you to the high place where you sacrificed!"

Jonah protested vainly, wailing:

"I went with them to Pelah's grove and we shared bread - that's all!"

"That's all!! Tell me, did you share bread yesterday, or was it flesh and blood? Tell me 

again what he did."

Jonah shakily recounted what had taken place with his five loaves and two fishes on the

previous day. Shimeon nodded vigorously before he was finished. He turned to 

Shulamith.

"You see, woman - what this fine son - whom you have given me - has become? This 

devil prophet creates flesh from two fishes and used magical powers to increase the 

bread - and he used MY bread and MY fishes in his filthy schemes!"



Suddenly, he laid the first blow across Jonah's shoulders. The boy instinctively lifted 

his hands to shield himself, but there was nothing he could do to protect himself from 

his enraged father. One blow from the heavy rod felled him to the floor and then there 

was a rain of further blows to every part of his body. The breath was knocked out of 

him and he tried to protect his head. His hands were beaten and at some point, his 

tattered tunic was torn from his body and the beating continued on his unprotected flesh

 Dimly, he heard his mother scream and there was a slight pause, as she grappled with 

her crazed husband, but the beating was resumed, until the old man suddenly lost his 

strength and leaned against the wall sobbing for breath.

Somehow, the boy found the strength to get to the door and stagger out into the night 

air. He ran blindly, stumbling over rocks and finally, into a small gully. He crouched 

there, barely conscious, knowing that he would be hidden from view if his father found 

the strength to pursue him. The pain of his injuries made him want to cry out. He 

thought he heard his name being  called, but he didn't dare to respond. He fainted, for 

how long, he didn't know.

When he came round, he could hardly move and it took him some time to remember 

what had happened. With the memory came the pain and he bit his lip until it bled, to 

prevent himself from screaming. Part of his mind could still reason, or perhaps, it was 

instinct which told him that he couldn't stay where he was. He had sense enough to 

identify the gully into which he had tumbled. It ran down to the shore and in the rainy 

season, it was a gushing stream which originated in the hills behind the town. Tonight, 

it was dry. He dragged himself through the loose rocks which littered its bed, for some 

reason, he couldn't walk properly. One leg gave way whenever he tried to put his weight

on it. He dragged himself along and once or twice, nearly fainted again. It took a long 

time to cover the short distance to the shore line. The sea was washing in, crashing on 

the sand. He heard voices and cowered in the shadows of the gully entrance, certain 

that it was his father hunting for him to renew the beating.



Through a haze of pain, he saw two figures walking slowly along, they were deep in 

conversation. He didn't know who they were, but by this time, the pain was so intense, 

he was beyond worrying about another beating. He was finding it increasingly hard to 

breath. He surrendered to the inevitable and dragged himself out into the open, before 

falling nearly senseless in front of them. He heard an exclamation of surprise and then 

they stooped over him and turned him over and just before he fainted again, he stared 

into the startled eyes of Andrew and his brother Simon.

The agony of being lifted woke him again, he cried out. Simon was carrying him swiftly 

up the beach, followed closely by Andrew. They came to Simon's house and entered 

abruptly. There were exclamations of dismay.Simon pushed his way through his guests 

and stood before Jesus, who extended his arms in invitation.

“Give him to me.”

Simon carefully placed the boy into them.

Jonah forced open his eyes, he couldn't breath, there was a taste of blood in his mouth.

 The Master's face was close to his and Jonah stared into his eyes. In the background, 

Simon's voice was a low and angry rumble.

"His lung is pierced, I think, and one leg is out of its hip-joint. He’s been beaten close to 

death!"

Jonah stared into the unfathomable depths of the brown eyes gazing into his and 

gradually he was able to breath freely and his body no longer hurt. He couldn't keep his 

eyes open and the compassionate face looking down at him became blurred.

The Master handed the sleeping boy back to Simon.

"He’s asleep, Simon - Put him to bed."

When Jonah woke, it was much later, he was alone in a small room. He stared at the 

ceiling, realising that he was laying on a bed. A small lamp flickered on a table in one 

corner, making the shadows dance. Carefully, he tried to move the leg which he had 

dragged behind him to the beach, but it no longer hurt. The pain in his chest which had 



stopped him from breathing, was gone. He tried to sit up, but his head swam with the 

effort. He lay back and forced himself to remember.

Tears trickled down his face. His father had done this to him, but he had loved his father

- even though the old man had shown him little love but plenty of discipline, as if that 

was all that was needed. Matthias' words came back to him, the words of the 

Commandment: 'Honour your father and your mother that you may live long in the land 

which the Lord your God is giving you'. The boy had obeyed, he had returned to his 

home and he had accepted that he had deserved - a whipping - but not this - and for 

what reason?

Someone came into the room, he looked up. Simon smiled at him. Jonah twitched a shy

smile in return. Simon was a big man and most of the other fisherman steered a careful 

course, especially when he was in his cups. He was a man with a big temper, not 

unlike Shimeon in many ways - cut from the same cloth. A man who worked hard and in

his younger days, had played hard. Jonah's smile faded, he couldn't imagine his father 

playing hard - he had never played. Simon rumbled.

"So - young Jonah - you look a bit better than the corpse I picked up on the beach!"

It was a heavy attempt at humour. Jonah twitched another smile.

"I feel better, thank you, Sir."

Simon grunted.

"Don't thank me - thank the Master."

"I would like to do that."

Simon shook his head.

"Not now - he's sleeping - even Jesus has to sleep!"

He paused.

"Who did this to you, boy?"

Jonah's smile wavered. Simon's eyes were piercing.

"Robbers - other lads - who - and why?"



Jonah shook his head slowly. It felt like the ultimate treachery to pronounce his father's 

name.

"Shimeon - "

Simon's eyes widened incredulously.

"Your father! In God's name, boy - what did you do to deserve such a beating!?"

Jonah told him, slowly at first, then it tumbled out like a torrent. He blushed fiery red 

when he told that he had been accused of whoring after Asteroth. He saw Simon's fists 

clench and unclench. He looked ready to explode.

"Maniac! May God preserve us from self-righteous fanatics!"

Jonah defended his father.

"He was angry and I disobeyed - not only once - and I took my time to come home. I 

deserved a beating."

Simon stared at him, opened his mouth as if to argue and then shut it again. Jonah 

kept a respectful silence.

"I'll send someone with water - there's a privy behind the house - If you need help - ?"

Jonah shook his head.

"I don't hurt any more and my leg is fine."

Simon nodded abruptly and marched out the door.

A few moments later, the curtain was pushed aside once more and a woman as old as 

his mother came through, carrying a pitcher and a bowl.

She smiled at him.

"Simon sent me because he thought one of the younger girls might frighten you!"

Jonah blushed scarlet.

"Girls don't frighten me!"

She eyed him seriously.

"I'm very glad to hear it. Simon tells me you can wash yourself?"

Jonah nodded.



"Yes - thank you."

She left him alone and he started to cleanse the dirt and dried blood from his body. His 

father's rod had broken and bruised his flesh in many places, but on this morning, there 

was no evidence of the previous evening's beating - apart from the blood and the dirt 

from the gully, which he carefully washed away.

He gingerly felt his thigh, where his leg had been driven from its socket, but there wasn't

even a twinge of residual pain. It was as if it had never happened. He dried himself on 

a rough cloth and thought of the moments when he had been held in the Master's arms.

 He remembered the eyes and their wonderful look of love and compassion and then, 

how the pain had dissolved - and he had slept.

Now, it was morning and he didn't know what was to happen next. In the house of 

Simon the fisherman, there was a refuge, but eventually, he would have to go back to 

the house of Shimeon and face, perhaps, a worse beating. His father's rage had been 

something beyond his experience. The old man had been driven by an almost demonic 

urge to beat his son, as if he was no longer in command of his arms. There was no 

guarantee that the demon would not return - and next time, he might be beaten to 

death!

Jonah always had the option of running away - but where? If he tried to reach any one 

of his much older brothers and sisters in their homes, scattered throughout the Galilee, 

they would be sure to take their father's side and make sure that he was returned to 

face the consequences. It wasn't a risk he could take.

He was so long in debating the issue, that someone was sent to fetch him to the table. 

He wasn't sure whether to be relieved or not, when he saw that the Master and some 

of the disciples were not present. Their absence wasn't explained. Besides Simon, 

there was his wife Mariamne - who had been named after the Queen killed by Herod in 

his insane jealously - there was the older woman, who had brought the water to Jonah 

and whom he soon discovered was Mariamne's mother. There was Andrew, James, 



John and Jude Thaddeus, who made a place for him on the bench. Simon lifted his 

eyes to heaven and clenched great, bunched fists and sought a blessing on the food. 

Almost as he finished, he added.

"Eat, boy! No one shall starve in this house!"

Jonah ate his fill and listened to the easy chatter around the table.

John was saying.

"We had in mind to go up to Jerusalem for the Feast of the Tabernacles, but we can’t 

persuade Jesus."

Simon growled a reply.

"There's a lot of unrest in Judaea, it could be dangerous for him - and for us - if we go. 

Herod is a superstitious fool, he thinks John has risen up from the grave - either that, or 

the Master is a threat to him - Here in the Galilee, it's safer for us all."

Andrew looked across to the silent boy.

"Don't tell young Jonah that it's safer in the Galilee! There are fools and fanatics 

everywhere! Tell me, Jonah - how was it that you went home last night - I saw you with 

some of the others?"

With the attention forced his way, Jonah found himself the focus of all eyes.

"Matthias told me to go home and submit to my father's punishment."

Andrew exclaimed angrily.

"The man's a fool!"

The quiet voice of Jesus came from the doorway.

"Anyone who call his brother a fool - is a murderer!"

Jesus had two others with him, who were hastily welcomed by Simon,

they took places at the table and Jesus took some bread and broke it, eating very 

slowly.

"You were talking of going to Jerusalem. I’ve decided to stay in the Galilee."

The older of the newcomers answered crisply.



"You really should think about leaving Galilee and going into Judaea, Jesus. I’m told 

you have many followers there and they need encouragement - which they’ll get when 

they see the great things you’re said to be doing! You can't expect to be in the public 

eye if you work in seclusion.”

Jesus glanced up at him.

"The right time for me to go to Jerusalem isn’t now, brother - but any time is good for 

you! The world doesn’t hate you, but it hates me for showing up its wickedness. Go to 

the festival yourselves. I’m not going, this isn’t the right time for me!"

Soon after, the group around the table broke up and Jonah retreated into the garden.And

rew was ahead of him, he turned.

"Well, Jonah - I’m glad to see you've recovered - I thought for sure you were dead when

we found you!"

"I feel fine!"

Andrew grinned.

"You had the greatest physician!"

There was a little silence, then Jonah added softly:

"I don't know what to do now."

Andrew gestured to a large rock.

"Sit down! - You have a problem - but I can't give you the answer."

Jonah hesitated.

"I wondered if the Master could tell me?"

"Ask him!"

"I don't think I should bother him."

"Ask him!"

Jonah looked at the ground.

"Who were the two men who came with him."

"This morning, you mean - his brothers! The one who did all the talking



was James and the other, they call Judas. They have no faith in Jesus - even his own 

brothers have no faith in him!"

Andrew sounded incredulous. He went on.

"I suppose they walked in from Nazareth to try to persuade him to go with them to the 

Feast."

He rose up and loomed over the boy.

"If you want answers, ask the Master!"

The opportunity to do so came quicker than Jonah could have imagined. He had been 

wondering how he could even approach him, Jesus always seemed surrounded by 

others who wanted something. Jonah had even seen some on the previous day, 

touching the hem of his robe and they had gone away satisfied that they had been 

healed. The fulfilment of Andrew's advice seemed out of the question.

"Jonah, you want to talk to me - what about?"

Jonah whirled about and found Jesus standing behind him. In a reflex action, he fell to 

his knees. He stammered.

"I wanted to thank you, Lord - for making me well."

Jesus sat on the rock and drew the boy upright and made a place for him beside him.

"It would be better for you to thank your Father which is in heaven. The Son only can 

do what the Father gives him to do - but I think you’ve something else to ask me."

Jonah stared into the compassionate eyes and knew that his question was already 

known - in a moment of rare perception, he realised that he was expected to ask, 

nevertheless.

"Lord, what am I to do now - where am I to go?"

The response was unexpected.

"Tell me, Jonah - do you love your father?"

Jonah considered the answer, the eyes fixed upon him were compelling. The truth 

could never be hidden from such a man. Jonah nodded slowly.



"He’s my father - yes, I love him!"

"Yet, he’s beaten you nearly to death."

"I deserved to be punished - I disobeyed - and I tried to avoid punishment by not going 

home."

"So, what he did to you was deserved?"

Jonah hesitated.

"I deserved to be punished, Lord. - 'A father who spares the rod hates his son'.

Jesus laughed softly. 

"You’ve listened well to the Rabbi Samuel. You’ve asked me what you must do, now I 

ask you, what are you willing to do?"

Jonah looked puzzled.

"I am willing to do whatever you say, Master."

"What if I was to say to you that you must return to the house of your father - and ask 

his forgiveness!?"

Jonah swallowed and looked close to tears.

"I - I’ll obey, Master!"

"Then - that’s my answer!"

Jonah felt those penetrating eyes follow him as he slowly vacated Simon's garden. His 

pace didn't increase as he walked slowly in the direction of his father's house. He was 

completely alone, isolated. The streets were empty, as if the citizens were watching 

from behind closed doors, as the boy who had been miraculously restored, now walked 

like a condemned criminal back to the place where he could expect no mercy.

Word of Shimeon's ruthless beating of his son had filtered through his neighbours to 

any who were interested. The act of punishment had been loud, for Shimeon's ranting 

had roused his neighbours from their rest. There had been many who had clenched 

their fists to restrain themselves from intervening in the merciless beating, reminding 

themselves that it was a father's right to chastise his son. It was not the fact of the 



father's right which they disputed, but the severity - one could almost say - savagery - 

of the onslaught on a twelve year old boy.

Now, Jonah walked slowly homeward. His pace was slow but unwavering. The 

distance from Simon's house to that of Shimeon, wasn't great and it was covered 

quickly enough. When he was no more than a few paces from the closed door, he 

suddenly became aware of a companion. He looked up startled, it was Matthias. His 

adviser of the previous day looked sternly serious.

"I shall wait here, Jonah - until you’ve attempted to make your peace with your father!"

Jonah nodded and walked the further two or three steps which brought him to the door. 

It was opened abruptly in his face and the towering hulk of Shimeon filled it. The old 

man looked beyond his son at the slim figure of the waiting man. Matthias returned the 

stare steadily, not dropping his eyes.

Shimeon flickered his gaze back at Jonah.

"What is your business here?"

Jonah slowly knelt in the dust.

"To ask your forgiveness, father."

Shimeon glowered down at the bowed head, effectively blocking Shulamith's access to 

her child. Shimeon's response was cold.

"You call me father, but I have no son of your age. My sons and my daughters do not 

live in this house. They have married honourably and have their own families. I have no 

other son!"

Jonah heard a quiet sob from within the house. He tried again.

"I know I have wronged you, father - "

"You will not call me that! I have no son - You are not my son - now go!!"

Jonah eased back and suddenly, Shimeon was gone and the door slammed hard shut 

in the boy’s face. He got to his feet and turned to Matthias. The young man placed a 

protective arm around his shoulders and slowly, they walked back to Simon's house.



Jesus stood within the main room as they entered and the boy ran to him. A flood of 

tears finally unleashed. Jesus murmured softly.

"No man is worthy of me who cares more for father or mother than for me; no man is 

worthy of me who cares more for son or daughter; no man is worthy of me who doesn’t 

take up his burden and walk in my footsteps. By gaining his life a man will lose it; by 

losing his life for my sake, he’ll gain it."


