
15

When the Jesus and his companions came down from the hills, they rejoined the large 

crowd which had remained with the other disciples. In the time they had been away, 

some of the learned men from the nearby towns had caught up with the followers and 

had started arguments with the nine who remained and with anyone else who was 

prepared to give them an answer. The disputes had become particularly fierce, when 

Jesus and his three companions walked back into the camp. The crowd gathered 

round them, the argument suddenly stilled. He asked.

"What’s this argument about?"

A man in the front of the crowd spoke up.

"Master, I’ve brought my son to you. He’s possessed by a spirit which makes him 

speechless. Whenever it attacks him, it throws him to the ground, he grinds his teeth 

and goes rigid. I asked your disciples to cast it out, but they couldn’t!”

Jesus said softly.

"What an unbelieving and perverse generation! How long shall I be with you? How long 

must I put up with you? - Bring him to me!"

They brought the boy forward and as soon as the spirit within him saw Jesus, it threw 

the boy into convulsions and he fell on the ground, rolling about, and foaming at the 

mouth. Jesus turned to the father and asked him.

"How long has he been like this?"

"From childhood, Master - often, it’s tried to kill him by throwing him into the fire or into 

water. Please, if it’s at all possible, take pity and help us!"

Jesus exclaimed.

"It’s possible! Everything is possible to one who has faith!"



The boy's father cried.

"I have faith - help me where my faith isn't enough!"

Jesus saw that the crowd was pressing forward, so he rebuked the unclean spirit and 

cried.

"Deaf and dumb spirit. I command you - come out of him and never go back!"

The boy contorted on the ground and screamed out and then fell back, looking like a 

corpse, so much so, that many called out.

"He's dead!"

Jesus reached down and took the boy by the hand and pulled him to his feet and put 

him in his father’s arms.

A little later, when Jesus was alone with the Twelve, Simon asked him.

"Why couldn't we cast it out?"

Jesus’ answer was simple.

"There’s no way of casting out that sort of spirit, other than by prayer and fasting. Your 

faith was, and still is, too small. I tell you this - If you have faith no bigger than a 

mustard-seed, you can say to this mountain: 'Move from here to there!' - and it’ll move; 

nothing will prove to be impossible for you!"

The greater part of the crowd drifted away, Jonah thought they were like the waters 

which lapped on the shore at Capernaum, ebbing and flowing, sometimes no more 

than a ripple and at other times, violent, when they were driven by the wind or a storm - 

but around the Master, there was always a solid core which remained - the Twelve and 

many others, who had simply abandoned the lives they had led before and now 

followed him without question.

Matthias had been somewhere and now he came back to the small group who always 

camped together with them. He confided softly.

"I tried to find out where the Master has been, but John wouldn't tell me. Something 

must have happened though, he looks as if he's in a dream. All he would tell me was 



that they went up into the mountains and something happened. On the way down, the 

Master forbade them to talk about it to anyone - and mark this, he said: 'until the Son of 

Man has risen from the dead!’"

Jonah listened to the discussion which followed. Matthias was made to repeat what he 

had heard and he insisted that there was no mistake. Matthias went away again to talk 

to Andrew and when he came back, he reported that even the other nine hadn't been 

told what Simon, James and John had experienced, but they all could see that it must 

have been a remarkable event. The three whom Jesus had taken with him, were 

changed in a subtle way and each had the same dreamlike quality which Matthias had 

seen in John.

It was time for them to leave the Decapolis, they did so with customary abruptness, as if

to out-manoeuvre the crowds who might come out to find them. They moved down into 

Galilee, and Jesus made it clear that he didn't want his coming announced, for some of 

the followers had taken to running ahead and warning the villages that he was on the 

way to them. This time, he wanted his movements to be kept secret. He spent his time 

teaching the disciples as they walked, telling them:

"The Son of Man is soon to be given up into the power of men - and they will kill him - 

and three days after being killed, he’ll rise again."

They didn't understand him and were afraid to ask what he meant, and they were filled 

with grief. Eventually, they came to Capernaum and lodged at Simon's house. Some of 

the townspeople gathered around when they knew he was there. He asked the Twelve 

suddenly.

"What were you talking about on the way here?"

There was a shifting of glances one to the other and they stayed silent, because, on 

the way they had been arguing between themselves who was the greatest. Jesus sat 

down and gestured for them to come closer to him.

"If anyone wants to be first, he must make himself the last of all and the servant of all."



He beckoned to one of the children from the crowd to come to him and the boy came 

shyly. Jesus smiled at him and placed him in front of them and put his arms around him.

"Whoever receives one of these little ones in my name, receives me - and whoever 

receives me, doesn't only receive me, he receives the One who sent me. But, if any 

man is a stumbling-block to one of these little ones who have faith in me, it would be 

better for him to have a millstone hung around his neck and to be drowned in the depths

of the sea. I feel sorry for the world from which produces such causes of stumbling! 

They must come - but woe betide the man through whom they come! If your hand or 

your foot is your weakness, cut it off and fling it away! It’s better for you to enter into life 

maimed or lame, than to keep your two hands or two feet and be thrown into eternal 

fire! If it’s your eye that’s your weakness, tear it out and fling it away! It’s better to enter 

into life with one eye than to keep both eyes and be thrown into the fires of hell!

Never despise one of these little ones. I tell you, they have their guardian angels in 

heaven, who look continually on the face of my heavenly Father."

It wasn't long after they came back to Capernaum, that the collectors of the temple-tax 

approached Simon. Their leader asked abruptly.

"Doesn't your master pay the temple-tax?"

Simon eyed him without blinking, towering over the short, stubby, self-important bureauc

rat, who, knowing Simon's former reputation, was rapidly losing confidence. Simon 

answered shortly.

"He does!"

He turned about and went into his house. Jesus forestalled a possible complaint by 

asking.

"What do you think about this, Simon? Let’s take the example of earthly monarchs - 

from whom do they collect a tax or a toll? From their own people - or from foreigners?"

Simon answered slowly.

"From foreigners, I suppose."



"So - their own people must be exempt! But, as we don't wish to cause offense, go and 

cast a line in the Sea - take the first fish that comes to the hook - open its mouth, and in 

it you’ll find a silver coin. Take it and pay it to the collector, it’ll be enough to pay the tax 

for us both!"

Jonah had slipped away as soon as they had come to his home town. A large number 

of the townspeople had crowded around the front of Simon's house, swelling the crowd 

which always followed the Master. In those circumstances, there was no way by which 

he could remain unnoticed, or that word of Jonah's return wouldn't be relayed to his 

home. He tried to count the number of days he had been away and thought it was 

nearly a month, but he couldn't be sure, so much had been crowded into such a short 

time and the days had passed with one marvel following another. He had so much he wa

nted to tell his parents, but he had a dull certainty that they wouldn't listen. His father 

was too proud a man to admit that he had over-reacted and his mother, too cowed and 

frightened by her husband, to voice an opinion.

By a circuitous route, he approached his home from the rear of the town. It gave him 

the advantage of height and he could look down at the back of the premises. There 

was no sign of activity, the house seemed silent and empty. He had a momentary fear 

that something might have happened to his parents - the shocking thought forced its 

way forward that they might have died - or that even, his father had been so enraged, 

that he might have committed violence.

He jerked back in fear when a voice said unexpectedly. 

"So - you've crawled home, young Jonah bar Shimeon! Had enough of your wonder-

worker and sleeping under hedges?"

Jonah whirled around and confronted an ancient man, who was bent over his stick. 

Everyone knew Ezra the groat-maker - that is, a groat-maker was what he had been in 

his younger days, now his business was given over to sons, who suffered the presence 

of the old man because he had nowhere else to go. He was like a bird, stooped, 



peering at him with beady eyes, as if wondering whether a crumb would fall to the 

ground upon which he could pounce. Jonah found his voice.

"No, father Ezra, I'm happy following the Master - I've seen wonderful things - "

The old man held up his stick like a defence.

"I want to hear nothing of it! If you want your parents, they have gone!"

He looked bird-like and eager, to see what reaction his news would produce. Jonah 

stared at him.

"Gone? How - where?"

The old man sniffed.

"How would I know my neighbour's business? I am not an inquisitive man! I can tell you,

they left after the shame you brought upon their house - Shimeon couldn’t face the 

men of Capernaum, knowing that his son had gone whoring after Asteroth!"

Jonah grappled with the concepts, not attempting to deny the improbability of his 

whoring after a Canaanite goddess. He implored.

"Where did they go, father Ezra?"

The sniff was repeated, the old man had a permanently wet nose.

"I don’t enquire into my neighbour's shame - rather, I pity the circumstances which has 

brought an honourable man to despair. I’ve been told that Shimeon and Shulamith 

have sought comfort with one of their sons - I think I heard Gedor."

Gedor! Jonah's heart sank. His firstborn brother carried the father's stamp on his 

features and in his nature. The old man was watching the medley of expressions with 

malicious interest. Jonah found his manners.

"I thank you for your kindness, father Ezra."

The old man eyed him suspiciously, bobbed his head in acknowledgement, and 

hobbled on his way. Jonah looked at his home and knew it was an empty shell. He 

wondered if Shimeon and Shulamith would ever return. Their nature was to feel the 

stigma of shame deeply - and the shame would have to be deep indeed, if Shimeon 



found it necessary to abandon his home and his business and the life he knew by the 

Sea.

Jonah went out into the hills behind the town and sat down, looking out over the water. 

In the foreground, he could see most of the streets which he had known through his 

childhood. The nagging thought returned, he was still a child, he wasn’t yet a man, 

accepted into the congregation of Israel as such - and now, he very much doubted 

whether he would ever be. He wanted to weep but he found he couldn't. Looking down 

on Capernaum, he had one of those insights which was to be a feature in his life in 

later years. This one told him that it would be a long time before he would return.

The future stretched before him like a landscape without features. He had always 

imagined that one day, he would inherit his father's business and take his place. As a 

child, it had seemed a remote prospect, but it had still been tangible, but now, nothing 

was firm, nothing was established. He faced a blank, featureless field, into which 

nothing had been planted. He had no idea how long he sat there, certainly, it was some 

hours, and only the play of colours on the distant hills across the Sea, told him that the 

sun was sinking behind him and that he had better retrace his steps to the only home 

he now had, and his only family.

As soon as he appeared, Matthias pounced on him.

"Where have you been, I was about to send out people to look for you?"

Jonah groped for words.

"I went to my father's house - but it's closed. My parents have gone - driven out by my 

shame!"

Matthias stared at him, but his expression softened.

"Is that how you see it, Jonah - your shame?"

Jonah shook his head.

"It's what Ezra, the groat maker, says - and no one listens to him."

Matthias smiled.



"He must have had a lot to say, you've been missing for hours."

"I sat on the hill and looked out over the Sea."

It sounded lame, but Matthias simply nodded.

"You missed a great teaching from the Master - it might have answered

some of your questions."

Jonah's interest was reawakened.

"What did he say?"

"Later - I'll tell you after supper."

When they had eaten, Matthias retold what he had heard. The others around them 

listened in silence.

"First, he told the story of a man with a hundred sheep, ninety-nine of them are safe in 

the fold but one had gone astray. He asked:

'Wouldn't he go in search of the one that had strayed?’

When he found it, he would be happier over that one, than even the ninety-nine which 

were safe. In the same way, it’s the will of our heavenly father that not one of his little 

ones should be lost."

There was a murmur of conversation. Matthias went on.

"The Master then talked about if one of our brothers commits some offense. He told us, 

you should go and sort out the matter, strictly between yourselves. If your brother 

listens to you, you've won him over, but if he doesn't, then take one or two others with 

you the next time, so that all the facts are aired in front of two or three witnesses. If he 

still refuses to listen, report the matter to the congregation and if he won't listen, even 

to the congregation, you must then treat him as if he was an heathen or a tax-gatherer.

The Master emphasised:

'I tell you this - whatever you forbid on earth shall be forbidden in heaven, and what you 

allow on earth, shall be allowed in heaven.'"

Once again, there was a tendency for discussion, but Matthias cut it short.



The Master went on:

'I want you to know this - if two of you agree on earth about any request you wish to 

make, the request will be granted by my heavenly Father. For where two or three are 

meeting together in my name. I will be there with them.'

Simon then asked him a question:

'Lord, how often am I to forgive my brother if he goes on wronging me? As many as 

seven times?’

The Master answered:

‘I’d say rather do so seventy times seven.’

He went on to talk about a king who wanted to settle accounts with the men who 

served him. At the beginning, there came to him a man whose debt amounted to 

millions. This man had no means of paying and the king ordered him to be sold into 

slavery, together with his wife and children, together with everything he had. This man 

went on his face and pleaded for the king to be patient with him and he would pay in 

full. The king showed so much pity, that he let the man go and canceled his debt. No 

sooner had the man gone out than he met another man who owed him a few denarii. 

He caught hold of him by the throat and demanded to be paid what he was owed. This 

man fell at his feet and begged him in exactly the same words - to be patient with him 

and he would pay in full. This time, the answer was to throw him in prison until the debt 

was paid. The other servants were deeply distressed when they saw what had happene

d and they went to the king and told him the whole story. The king sent for the man and 

said to him:

'You scoundrel! I forgave you the whole of your debt when you appealed to me. You 

could have shown the same pity to your fellow servant.'

The king was so angry that he condemned the man to torture until he could pay the 

debt in full.

The Master concluded:



'That is how my heavenly Father will deal with you, unless you each forgive your 

brother from your hearts.’"

This created a greater discussion and Matthias let it run on for a while. Then he 

interrupted again.

"He said one or two other things. One was in answer to a question John raised:

'Master, we saw a man driving out devils in your name and as he wasn't one of us, we 

tried to stop him.'

The Master answered;

'Don't try to stop him; no one who does a work of divine power in my name will be able 

in the next minute to speak against me. He who isn't against us is on our side. I tell you 

this: if any one gives you a cup of water to drink because you are followers of the 

Messiah, that man can be certain that he’ll have a reward.’"

Jonah piped up.

"Does that mean that we can all try to cast out devils?"

There was a little laughter, but it was good-natured. Matthias responded gravely.

"I think you should be careful, Jonah. Most of the devils are strong and even the 

Twelve couldn't cast out one - do you remember? If you want to cast out devils, be sure 

of your strength!"

Someone else asked.

"Did he say anything else, Matthias?"

The tall man thought for a moment.

"Just something a little harder to understand. He said:

‘Everyone will be salted with fire. Salt is a good thing, but if the salt itself becomes 

tasteless, what will you use to season it? It’s useless either on the land or on the dung-

heap - it can only be thrown away. Have salt in yourselves - and be at peace with one 

another. If you have ears to hear, then hear.'”

“What do you think he meant, Matthias?”



The answer came slowly.

“There is a story in the Book of the Kings about the prophet Elisha, who had just 

witnessed the taking up of Elijah in the chariot of fire. Elisha re-crossed the Jordan and 

went to Jericho and while he was there the people of the city came to him and said:

‘You can see that we live in a very pleasant place, it’s very nicely situated, but we have 

a problem - the water we drink is polluted and we have many deaths and miscarriages 

as a result.’

He said to them:

‘Bring me a new bowl and put some salt in it.’

This they did and he went out to the spring supplying the water and threw the salt into it,

he said:

‘This is the word of the Lord:

“I purify this water. It shall cause no more deaths or miscarriages.”’

The water has remained pure until this day, in fulfillment of the prophet’s word.”

There was a murmur of discussion for a moment. Matthias went on.

“I think the Master was trying to tell us that he was choosing new vessels to serve him, 

and they were to be filled with spiritual salt - and he warned them against losing their 

spiritual power, because, if they did so, they would be worthless to him!”


