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The boy was caught up in the excitement. The crowd had been growing bigger by the 

hour, swollen by the influx of newcomers from the towns and villages along the way. 

He doubted whether he had ever before seen so many people together in one place - it 

was like an army. When he had that thought, he was suddenly afraid, the Romans and 

the soldiers of Herod Antipas would react quickly if they thought there was any chance 

of anarmed uprising. 

He began to wish that he hadn't come, but he had been caught up  the excitement 

which had gripped the people of his small city when they had realised that Zebedee's 

sons and the others had returned to Capernaum.

Wild stories were sweeping Galilee and it was hard to believe some of the things they 

had heard. There were stories of wonders and healings and incredible happenings 

which simply couldn’t be trusted. They always had held a strong conviction that others 

were trying to make them look like country bumpkins and fools, so it was a matter of 

bitter experience to take everything they heard and to sift it carefully before it was 

accepted.

The crowd wasn't moving like an army. At one and the same time, that was reassuring, 

but on the other hand, if the authorities didn't like the look of them, there would be a 

bloodbath. The boy was imbued with the fatalistic attitude of his province. If the One 

God decreed that this was to be the day for bloodshed, there was little that any of them 

could do about it. On the other hand, there was a strange compulsion on the part of the 

crowd to reach the unknown destination. He wondered if anyone knew where they 

were going and he also wondered if any of them knew what to expect when they did arri



ve.

The heat of the sun was increasing as the day wore on. The track they followed was 

more suited for goats than the struggling group of humanity. 

They had reached the Jordan, where it flowed into the lake - and had waded through. 

From the higher ground beyond it, they could see out over the Sea of Galilee and the 

boy, with his sharp eyes, could pick out the boat, whose departure had prompted the 

first impulse for the movement of so many people. Other's saw it as well and, here and 

there, there was a pause in the surge of movement, as it was pointed out to their 

companions. 

The boy watched it carefully, trying to judge where it was heading, for the crowd were 

trying to walk around the head of the Sea to the other side and if the boat came to land 

too far to the south, they would be in danger of arriving too late to intercept those travelin

g in it. 

He had accompanied his father out on to its waters from the earliest time he could 

remember. Like the sons of Zebedee, his father was a fisherman, but of course, 

nowhere close to the scale of Zebedee and his associates.

He watched the forward movement of the vessel, and there seemed little doubt that it 

was heading somewhere close to Bethsaida on the farther shore, but, perhaps, not to 

the fishing village itself - but south of the town, there were few populated places. It 

remained a mystery why it would be heading into that region, it was so lonely and 

desolate.

After they waded through the Jordan, they came quickly to Bethsaida, which wasn't any 

great distance from Capernaum. Beyond the town their numbers were swollen yet again

by an influx of citizens. This had been the story all the way, word had spread like a 

wildfire! The miracle worker from Nazareth had returned, together with the twelve who 

were closest to him! Usually, they stayed long enough in Capernaum for the people to 

assemble from the distant villages, but this time, they had straight away taken one of Ze



bedee's boats and set off across the Sea.

The crowd left Bethsaida behind them and set out into the lonely country beyond, but 

still keeping close to the shore of the Sea. The boy couldn't see the boat anymore and 

neither could the others. In their anxiety, they increased the pace and the heat of the 

early afternoon sun seemed to intensify. His legs were young and sturdy, but some of 

the older ones were finding it hard to keep up with the impatient front-runners. The 

group had no cohesion, there were no leaders, they were no more than an 

agglomeration of people from any number of sources in the region. They were like a 

series of small, individual rivulets which had combined together to make a great river.

The boat had come to rest on the eastern shore of the Sea, and to the south of 

Bethsaida. There had been no reluctance on the part of the Twelve when their Master 

had said to them:

"Come across with me, by yourselves, we’ll find some isolated place where you can rest

quietly."

In the recent days, they had had no opportunity to rest, or even to eat. So many had 

ebbed and flowed around them, having received what the Master had given them to 

dispense. He had given them authority over unclean spirits and had instructed them to 

take nothing for their journey beyond a stick upon which to lean - no bread - no pack - 

no money in their belts. They were allowed to wear sandals, but not to take a second 

coat. He had sent them out in pairs with strict instructions.

"When you are welcomed into a house, stay there until you leave those parts. At any 

place where they won’t receive you or listen to you, shake the dust off your feet as you 

leave, as a warning to them."

They had gone out in twos, calling publicly for repentance. They had driven out many 

devils, and many sick people they had anointed with oil and cured. Now, they had 

returned, weary, exhausted, but exhilarated all at the same time. When they had 

returned to Capernaum, they had heard the news of the death of the Baptist from some 



of his disciples who had come to tell Jesus.

The prospect of a period of peace and quiet was short lived. At first, when they had 

hauled the boat ashore on an isolated beach and had securedit, it looked as if the place 

was deserted, but as they climbed up the slope of a hillside, they saw a great crowd of 

people surging across the open country towards them. They heard the shout of relief 

and exuberance, raised as the crowd saw them. Jesus shook his head and murmured.

"They are like sheep without a shepherd."

The boy had been carried to the front by the sheer press of people who were jostling to 

gather round those who had come from the boat. The thirteen men had risen from 

where they had been sitting on the ground. He recognised Zebedee's sons, Simon and 

Andrew, and the brothers, James and John - and the son of James, who was called 

Judas Thaddeus. Then, there was Philip and Nathaniel Bartholomew from Bethsaida - 

the town they had passed through an hour earlier. These were men whom his father 

knew in the course of his trade. Another he didn't know so well was Thomas, who was 

also a fisherman. The others, he didn't know at all, but they were all grouped around 

the central figure of Jesus and it was to him that the crowd focused their attention.

The place was a natural amphitheatre, like many other localities in Galilee. The voice of 

the Master carried over the huge crowd, who were now very still, intent on picking up 

every word. It was only later that the boy realised that he couldn't remember one 

phrase or individual sentence thathad been spoken - and it troubled him for a long time. 

The general sense of what was said was clear. Jesus told them about the Kingdom of 

Heaven and that it was the Father's intention to give his little flock a place there. He told

them that he had been sent by the Father to rescue the lost sheep of Israel. 

When Jesus had finished speaking, slowly at first and then with a greater urgency, the 

crowd started to bring their sick and infirm to him for healing. The boy watched in 

wonder, as the Master touched them one after the other. A sightless man groped 

forward, trembling with anticipation and then stood still as the healing finger brushed 



over eyes which had been useless for as long as people had known him. The boy heard

the cry of gratitude and exultation as Jesus moved on to another. It was one example am

ong so many. The flow of people never seemed to stop coming forward.

It was already late in the afternoon, when the last one had been satisfied. The Twelve 

grouped around their leader and the boy could hear their urgent conversation. One of 

them said to Jesus:

"This is a very isolated place and it's getting late, perhaps you should send the people 

away; they can go into the villages and farms to look for food and lodging."

Jesus turned to Philip.

"You know this area, where can we to buy bread to feed them?"

Philip answered with a shrug.

"Two hundred denarii wouldn't buy enough bread to give even a little piece to 

everyone!"

Andrew was looking into the crowd and the boy suddenly found his eyes on him. 

Suddenly, the fisherman was squatting down in front of him. The boy stared into his 

eyes. They were tired, but full of quiet humour.

"I know you - you are from Capernaum! What do they call you?"

The boy found his voice.

"I am Jonah, the son of Shimeon."

"Shimeon the fisherman?"

The boy nodded. Andrew pointed to a closed basket at the boy's feet.

"What do you have there, Jonah bar Shimeon?"

The boy looked at him suspiciously, no one called him by that name.

He decided the fisherman was making fun of him. He declared stoutly.

"It's my supper!"

Andrew nodded, his eyes even more alive with suppressed humour.

"Let me see!"



Reluctantly, Jonah opened it. Andrew eyed the contents.

"A feast no less!"

He turned back to the others.

"Master, we have a boy here with five barley loaves and two fishes - for what good that 

might be among so many of us!"

Jesus responded quietly.

"Organise the people sit down in groups of fifty or so."

Andrew took the loaves and fishes from Jonah's reluctant hands, giving him a quick 

smile of mischief as he did so. Jonah watched his supper disappear and tried to forget 

he was hungry. He watched the disposition of his confiscated food carefully. Jesus 

took the five loaves and the two fishes and then gazed up to heaven, he said the 

blessing over them and then broke them apart and placed the pieces in baskets which 

had been brought from the boat, these were normally used to carry the fish ashore 

after the catch.

The Twelve took a basket each and distributed food among the people, who had, by 

this time, divided into groups of fifty. Repeatedly, they put their hands into the baskets 

and produced a ration for each of the assembled people. Jonah took his own donation 

from a smiling Andrew before the fisherman moved on to the next. The bread was warm

 as if it was freshly baked, and the fish was as fresh as if it had just been drawn from 

the silver waters of the Sea. Jonah ate his fill as did all those around him and the fish 

baskets never seemed to empty as the Twelve moved around the great gathering.

Jesus sat quietly in the centre of them and ate nothing. He watched the steady 

movement of his disciples among the people and Jonah wondered what he was 

thinking. Quite suddenly, he found himself staring into the Master’s eyes and Jonah's 

remaining hunger faded abruptly. He put the food down and couldn't take his eyes away

 Nothing was said, there was no need for words.

When everyone had had enough Jesus instructed his followers.



"Make sure you collect the pieces left over so that nothing is thrown away."

Jonah saw the Twelve move among the people and gather what had fallen. They 

staggered under the weight of the baskets and brought them to Jesus. The twelve 

baskets were filled with the uneaten pieces of the five barley loaves and the fishes.

There was a surge of restlessness among the people, Jonah caught a word here and 

there.

"This proves it! He’s a great prophet! He’s been sent to restore the Kingdom of Israel!"

Jesus rose abruptly, knowing that the intention was building to seize him and to 

proclaim him king. He turned to the disciples.

"Take the boat and go back to Capernaum, I’ll stay here a while to pray."

He turned to the people.

"Go to your homes, all of you - and remember what I’ve told you."

The volatile mood of the crowd responded to the command and talk of making him king 

faded away. Now, was not the time and they sensed it. Herod was watching, the fame 

of Jesus was spreading throughout his kingdom and he didn't know what to make of it. 

Only a little time earlier, he had killed John the Baptist and now, it appeared as if the 

prophet had come back to life to haunt him! A move to make Jesus king at this time, 

would be inviting disaster.

The crowd dispersed and Jesus went further into the hills to pray alone, while his 

disciples took the boat and set off to return across the Sea to Capernaum.

Jonah bar Shimeon, returned down the hillside towards Bethsaida. There was still a 

sizeable crowd left from those who had attended the miraculous feeding. He heard 

some making estimates, declaring that there were five thousand men alone, without 

counting the women and children. Jonah didn't know if they were right and didn't much 

care. His stomach was filled with the fresh bread and fish which had grown from out of 

his small contribution. He didn't understand how it had happened and it was more than

likely that he wasn't alone in that. All he knew was, that he was filled, and that Jesus, 



the wonder worker, had been responsible.

He thought of all the other things which he had seen - especially the healing. There 

were those walking home now, who had limped on the inward journey, or had been 

carried by sweating relatives - now they were whole.

There were some who had been led, stumbling over the uneven ground with sightless 

eyes, now they could walk unaided, with vision so bright that they were able to lead the 

way. Others were hearing the sounds of the night for the first time, or talking with loved 

ones whose voices they had never heard.Then, there were others, whose ailments had 

been invisible, but who were now cured within.

It troubled him that he couldn't remember what had been said. It had been important 

enough for Jesus to spend a long time explaining, but he couldn't remember. He had 

been seduced by the warm air on the hillside, the flush of spring flowers which covered 

the ground, the tranquillity of sitting at the Master's feet and watching the shimmering 

waters of the Sea beyond him. He felt the need to ask someone what they had heard, 

but he didn't want to admit his lack of attention to those around him, who were so full of

their mutual experience - and then, how could they explain something they probably 

didn't understand fully themselves?

He remembered the intensity of the look he had exchanged with the Master. HE had 

understood. He had known about the lapse of attention, but he hadn't been angry with 

Jonah. In such a man, there could be no anger - only love. The look had been eloquent,

 embracing. The boy had been drawn into a relationship he couldn't understand, by the 

strength of it. He needed to ask someone, to search out the answers - but there was no 

one - and he plodded on in the gathering darkness, while his companions dwindled 

away to their villages and homes, calling their farewells to those who remained.

There was a reaction of normalcy, as he trod the more familiar paths between 

Bethsaida and Capernaum. The high point of the day had been on the hillside in the 

lonely place, now, he had come down to the low place, close to the Sea, 



correspondingly, he sensed the danger of losing what he had gained..

He HAD to ask someone! Then, he remembered - Andrew! He considered the prospect 

and nearly retreated from it. Andrew and Simon were among the Master’s closest 

companions, They were prominent members of one of the co-operative and prosperous 

fishing efforts conducted out of Capernaum. The family of Shimeon knew them, they 

had cordial relationswith them, but they were hardly in the close circle of friendship.

Jonah bar Shimeon reminded himself that he was not yet a man. He was twelve years 

old and therefore, nearly the age when he could take on that responsibility - but - he 

was not YET a man. What right did he have to trouble a man like Andrew, who was 

busy enough with his own affairs and those of the Master, without having to answer the 

questions of a mere child?

He put the resolution of that question into the back of his mind. A more pressing 

concern, now that he was fast approaching his home town, was how he was going to 

explain his absence to a stern - and no doubt, angry - father and an anxious mother? 

An answer seemed to move into his mind with the utmost clarity and it was seemed to 

be given in the calm voice of the man from Nazareth, it said: 'Tell them the truth!'

There was another diversion before they reached his home town. One of those sudden,

 violent little storms, which swept down from the hills and over the Sea, blotting out the 

stars with heavy, black clouds. Those who walked felt the wind, but they were only on 

the fringe of it. It's greatest impact was on the Sea, which had now turned from a 

picture of tranquillity, into a boiling place of turbulent water.

Jonah paused with the rest of them, gazing up fearfully at the blackening sky. Once, he 

had been caught out on the Sea with his father, and it had been a night such as this 

when they had set out to make a catch. The evening had been calm, but when they 

were in the middle of the Sea, there had come a sudden wind which had had them 

fighting to keep the boat from capsizing. It had passed as quickly as it had come, but it 

was a lesson he had never forgotten.



The homeward bound group relaxed as soon as they saw that the squall wasn't going to

affect them, it was centred on the Sea. They started to move towards the lights of the 

town which they could already see. Jonah stared out over the water, while the rest of 

the crowd flowed past him. He was on the crest of one of the hills which rolled down 

towards the lake at that point. The ground was like as if someone had taken a roll of 

cloth and had fanned it out like he had seen some of the traders do in the market place 

to attract the eye of a customer. It gave him an advantage to peer out into the blackness

of the raging water.

There was a great deal of thunder and lightning, flash after flash, as the storm came to 

its crescendo. Some of the others paused, muttering that they had never seen such a 

storm as this. The superstitious Galileans saw an omen and a sign in everything and 

certainly, the intensity of it was enough to fill them with foreboding. Jonah paid little 

attention, waiting for another flash of lightning, for he was sure that he had seen 

something. When it came again, he was certain. Briefly, in the moment of the flash, he 

could see a tiny boat, half hidden by the waves and the lashing rain squalls. Those on 

it were trying to keep its head into the wind, but it was in trouble. It looked as if they hadn

't made much headway since leaving the eastern shore.

There was no doubt in Jonah's mind that it was the one which carried the disciples, no 

one else would be out trying to fish on such a night. In the succeeding flashes of 

lightning, he couldn't see them again. Someone who knew him called to him.

"You'd better look lively, young Jonah, it's already three hours after midnight. I'd ready 

my back for a lashing if I were you!"

His father, Shimeon, was a hard man who had never spared well deserved discipline! 

Gloomily, the boy acknowledged that his well-intentioned neighbour was probably right. 

He hadn't realised how late it was, the homeward journey had seemed so much longer 

than when they had walked the same distance earlier in the day. The final separation 

from his companions of the day took place too soon and he crept towards his darkened 



house, with the wild and forlorn hope that he hadn't been missed after all!

He crept through the door into an unlit main room, and suddenly, the place was flooded 

with light when Shimeon raised a large pitcher which had been covering the lamp. His 

rod lay across the table, there was no conversation. Jonah stood stock still and waited, 

hoping vainly that his mother would intervene, but she, knowing the extremity of the 

rage of his father, had realised the futility of doing so.

Shimeon rose and lifted his rod. It was long and thin and Jonah knew its taste. He 

lowered his head in resignation as his father advanced towards him. He opened his 

mouth for the first time.

"The Master had need of me today, I followed the crowd to the other side of the lake 

and with your bread and the fishes you caught in the Sea, he fed five thousand men 

and the women and children. Now, the ship carrying Simon, Andrew, James, John and 

Thaddeus and the others, are out on the lake in the storm and I don't know if they’ll 

reach the shore!"

His father had paused, Jonah risked looking up into his face. The glare of rage was still 

there, but he was listening and the rod was still lowered.

"They're out on the Sea, you say?"

Jonah wasn't sure whether he had heard the first part of his statement.

If he had, he had switched the priorities. As a fisherman, his concerned was for other 

fishermen caught in the storm and in danger.

"I saw their boat, father - in a lightning flash, they were fighting to keep her head into 

the wind. They were about halfway from Bethsaida. The storm came out of nowhere 

and hit the Sea - some of the others said it was an omen."

His father growled.

"The others!"

Jonah realised his mistake, he had reminded Shimeon of where he

had been. He went on hurriedly.



"Andrew spoke to me and asked my name and when I said I was Jonah son of Shimeon

 he said he knew you."

His father continued to glare at him and then said slowly.

"We’ll go to the shore and watch for the boat, but this matter isn’t settled, my son!"

Jonah followed Shimeon at a respectful distance. He could still sense his father's 

subdued rage and he wanted to do nothing which might cause it to surge to the surface.

 They made their way through the silent streets of the town towards the place where 

the sons of Zebedee always beached their boats. It was still dark, but soon, the small 

town would be stirring. One or two of the early risers were already about their business, 

calling a quiet greeting to the old man. Jonah suddenly realised what must have been a 

hidden thought for a long time. Shimeon WAS an old man!

Jonah had been a child of his middle years. There were older sons and daughters, but 

they were more like uncles and aunts to the boy, rather than siblings. Shimeon's 

advancing years had created their own difficulty for the growing lad. The old man 

appeared to have forgotten what it was like to be young and had little patience with him.

Shimeon was totally immersed in the only occupation he had ever known - that of 

fishing the waters of the Sea. For him, life was a succession of catches - some good, 

some bad. It epitomised his existence and there was little interest in anything else. It 

went a great deal of the way towards explaining his suppressed anger at his son's late 

homecoming.

They came to the beach and there was a touch of light in the sky in front of them. The 

storm was retreating into the hills beyond the Sea, but there was still a high swell 

washing against the shore. Jonah stood silently beside his father and they looked 

intently towards the east. Shimeon spoke for the first time since leaving the house.

"You say, they came from Bethsaida?"

"From around the coast to the south, father."

The old man flickered him a glance.



"What business did they have there - it's open country?"

The boy hesitated.

"The Master took them there."

His father grunted.

"The miracle worker! They say he's a prophet - and prophets are always mad. He'd 

better watch his neck! Herod has a taste for cutting through the necks of prophets!"

The old man was unusually talkative - and better informed than usual.

The boy grew more confident.

"He IS a great prophet, father - I saw him heal hundreds of people!"

"Trickery!"

The boy hesitated again.

"He took my supper and with it fed five thousand men as well as the women and 

children - no one left hungry and there was a lot left uneaten!"

His father turned and faced him squarely, the look of rage had returned.

"You will keep away from him - do you hear, boy!? If he's done as you say, it's no more 

than the work of devils!"

Jonah wanted to protest, but he wilted before the menace in his father's face. Shimeon 

glared at him, waiting for an argument and then turned slowly to face out over the Sea. 

Others were beginning to gather on the shore. One of them called out.

"Some of us are going out. One of Zebedee's boats was out in the storm - they think it's 

lost!"

Shimeon made no answer. The light was getting stronger. Someone else suggested.

"We ought to put out and see if we can find them where they were yesterday - or, they 

might have been washed ashore along the coast."

Shimeon growled an answer this time.

"More likely, they're on the bottom and the fish are feeding on their eyes!"

It was enough to quell any further conversation. Some of the watchers became restless.



 Here and there, the small fishing boats were pulling away heading into the dawn light 

across the Sea and into the rough waters. Shimeon looked at them in contempt.

"... and they will join them, likely as not!"

They watched the small flotilla until it disappeared in the rolling waves.

It was some time later when someone in the other direction pointed and the shout was 

taken up by those near them.

"Look!! There! - They're coming in!"

Shimeon grunted again. It sounded a cross between disgust and contempt. He turned 

to go, Jonah stood rooted to the spot, staring out at the approaching vessel which had 

somehow passed by the others who were searching for them. He could see that some 

of the loose gear was gone and the sail was ripped. Some of the rigging was trailing in 

the water and it looked as if they were bailing.

"Come, boy!"

It was a bark of command. For the first time in his life, Jonah hesitated.

"I said - Come!"

They stared at each other - father and son - strangers on either side of an invisible wall 

which had always stood between them. Shimeon glowered with authority and Jonah 

stared back at him with the calm eyes of his mother and said nothing. The old man 

twisted a humourless smile.

"Stay then - but the matter isn't ended!"

Jonah knew well enough that it was only the presence of the watching crowd that had 

prevented him from getting a thrashing on the spot - but he also knew that the same 

crowd of attentive witnesses would commend the severity of the punishment his father 

would mete out in private.


