
5.

Jonah returned with Matthias to the camp in the olive grove of Pelah. The Master had 

spoken to him kindly and the pain of his father's rejection eased a little, but it would 

never entirely leave him. The refusal to accept a son was no light matter where a man's 

heritage was anchored in the ancestry which could be traced back to Abraham and 

even beyond that. The boy was silent, his mind whirling with half-remembered 

admonitions from the Rabbi Samuel, who had, one day, ranted and roared of the 

abominations described in the book called Leviticus, about those who, so doing, were 

cut off from the midst of their people. He tried to remember if the rejection of a father of 

his son had been mentioned. Matthias broke into his thoughts.

"I think we've grown in numbers."

He pointed to a much larger group among the trees. He went on.

"I think some of those who went away yesterday, have had second thoughts - as 

Simon said: ‘Where else can we go?’"

"Perhaps, they went back to their homes."

"Some don't have homes to go back to - some were driven out."

"Like me!"

It sounded a bitter cry.

Matthias crouched and stared into his eyes.

"There are many like you, Jonah - who have left behind family, or position - and 

sometimes, wealth and honour - they all did so because they believe in the words of 

the Master. Yesterday, we all heard words we couldn't understand and some were shoc

ked. Some were so shocked that they won't come back - others have - now that they've 

had time to think. I don't say they understand, but they realise that their place is with 



the Master."

"What did you give up, Matthias?"

Matthias grinned at the boy's frank curiosity.

"One day - when I feel sorry for myself - I might tell you, young Jonah!"

They walked in under the trees to a chorus of welcome. Jonah was kept too busy during

the rest of the day to brood. There were, perhaps, a hundred or more men and women 

in the encampment. Matthias relentlessly introduced him to everybody they met and 

Jonah was soon hopelessly confused with the flood of names flowing over him. One he 

remembered particularly was called Barsabbas Justus, who had the same kind of 

energy as Matthias.

On the open ground away from the shelter of the grove, they built a great fire and in the 

evening gathered around to share the rations contributed, in part, by those who had 

returned. Jonah whispered to Matthias.

"I brought nothing."

The glint of mockery was back in eye when he answered.

"This evening, you are excused - after all, you brought enough to feed over five 

thousand a couple of days ago!"

There was a ripple of laughter from some of those near to them. The humour died 

away as Matthias stood and reached up his hands to heaven.

He began to recite softly, words which were taken up by all the others. 

'Our Father in heaven,

Your name be hallowed,

Your kingdom come,

Your will be done on earth as it is in heaven.

Give us today our daily bread.

Forgive us the wrong we have done, as we have forgiven those who have

wronged us.



And do not bring us to the test, but save us from the evil one.

For thine is the kingdom and the power and the glory, for ever. Amen.'

Matthias sat down and broke some bread from a loaf and then gave it to his neighbour, 

before breaking portions for Jonah and himself.

"Those words are the prayer our Master taught us, Jonah. They cover all our needs."

Jonah looked around the quietly talking group, their faces animated bythe flickering 

flames from the fire. Matthias went on softly.

"Today, we are brothers and sisters, only a short time ago, we were strangers. The 

Master has made us one people and we’ve learned to forget our differences, especially 

when he teaches us a better way."

"Will he come here tonight."

Matthias shook his head.

"Tonight, he stays in the house of Simon - together with the Twelve - tomorrow - who 

knows - we go where the wind takes us."

Jonah asked bluntly and a little loudly.

"Why does he stay with the Twelve - if we are all one?"

Matthias looked a little startled.

"Because the Twelve are special! Because he has things to teach them which we can't 

understand!"

He had raised his voice a little too, so that it could reach their neighbours.

"Listen - all of you - I want to share something with you that Andrew told me!"

The other conversation died away. Matthias continued.

"Those who were with us earlier, when we were on the other shore, will

remember that the Master sent us all home and told the Twelve to sail back 

here - and then, he went into the hills on the other side to pray alone - isn't

that so?"

There was a murmur of agreement.



"How then, did he come to be in the boat when it came through the

storm and landed this morning?"

There was a moment's silence before someone suggested.

"They must have put back to pick him up - perhaps he signaled to them when he saw 

the storm coming."

Matthias shook his head impatiently.

"Andrew told me something different. They had pulled well out from the shore when the 

storm struck - about three furlongs - and they were very hard pushed to keep the boat 

from turning over. Andrew said it was one of the worst storms he could remember and 

he's been fishing the Sea for a good few years. Even with Simon, James, John, 

Thomas and Thaddeus on board, experienced men all of them - they thought they 

might not come through.

Now, listen to this!

When the storm was at its worst and they didn't know what to do next, they suddenly 

saw the Master walking across the surface of the Sea! He was walking so steadily that 

they thought he was going to pass right by them! They thought he was a spirit and 

cried out in terror - they all saw him - they were all terrified!

When he saw how frightened they were, he called out to them:

'Don't be afraid, it’s me'.

Simon called out to him:

'Lord, if it is really you, tell me to come to you over the water!’

The Master called:

'Come'.

Simon stepped out of the boat and on to the water and started to walk towards him, but 

then he realised what he was doing and he felt the ferocity of the storm. He was gripped

with fear and began to sink. He cried out: 'Save me, Lord!'.

The Master straight away reached out and caught hold of him and said:



'Why are you quick to be frightened? - How little faith you have!'

They then climbed into the boat and the wind dropped. The Twelve fell at his feet and 

cried out: 'Truly, you are the Son of God!' Then, they finished the crossing and landed 

here."

There was total silence, Jonah felt a prickle of awe run along his spine.

Matthias turned to him, his expression was severe.

"That, young Jonah, is why the Lord spends a lot of his time with the Twelve!"

One of the girls started to sing softly, one of the ancient Psalms.

'The waters saw thee, O God, they saw thee and writhed in anguish; the ocean was 

troubled to its depths. The clouds poured water, the skies thundered, thy arrows 

flashed hither and thither. The sound of thy thunder was in the whirlwind, thy lightning lit

up the world, the earth shook and quaked. Thy path was through the sea, thy way 

through mighty waters and no man marked thy footsteps.'

It wasn't long after, that they all rolled in their cloaks and quietness fell upon the camp. 

Jonah looked down at the lights of the town in which he had spent his entire life and 

knew that his world had completely changed. His eyes pricked with tears. He had no 

doubt that his father's house was a house of mourning, although he couldn't imagine his

father weeping over him - his mother would be a different matter, she would shed many 

tears for the son who had been given to her in her middle years - and who was now no 

longer her son.

Something else troubled him - the look of severity in Matthias's eyes when he had 

sharply corrected him. He had said nothing more to him other than a quiet good-night. 

Jonah risked waking him.

"Matthias - are you sleeping?"

"I was praying - "

Jonah closed his mouth and shrank within his cover.

" - But, now I have finished."



Jonah groped for words.

"I'm sorry I said what I did."

"What did you say - I can't remember."

"I said the Master spent more time with the Twelve than he did with the others."

"And - I told you the reason why - Jonah - If you are to be one with us, you must learn 

to reject unworthy thoughts - and to keep a bridle on your tongue!"

"Yes, Matthias."

"Go to sleep, Jonah - our rest days are nearly over, perhaps we will have an early start 

tomorrow and a long day's walking."

"Where are we going?"

"Where the Master leads us - now, go to sleep, Jonah!"

The lights of Capernaum were going out. From where he was laying, he couldn't see his

home, but he had no doubt that the lamps there, would have been extinguished. It was 

always possible that Shimeon was out on the Sea fishing, but this time he would be 

alone, with no son to help him to draw in the nets. He HAD no son - Shimeon had 

made that very clear.

The thought that the old man might be away from home and that he might have the 

opportunity to visit his mother secretly, almost tempted Jonah to creep back to the town 

and try, but then he weighed the thought that the old man might NOT be out on the 

waters and might be waiting for just such an attempt. Jonah sank back and wept quietly,

he would have liked to have seen his mother once more.

Matthias listened to the quiet snuffles and would have liked to have comforted him, but 

he remained silent. It wouldn’t be the last time that Jonah would have cause to weep, as

he had learned for himself from bitter experience.

As soon as it was light, the camp stirred. There was small stream nearby, which flowed 

down to the Sea, and in it they washed themselves and made ready for the day. Some 

left-over bread, a few nuts and olives and some fruit, was their breakfast, but there 



wasn’t the early start that Matthias had predicted - there were still to be a few more 

days of rest before they left Capernaum.

 


