
 

 

ANOTHER HILL TO CLIMB 

 A STORY, based on Matthew 

5: “Salt of the Earth” 

written by Revd. Helen Matthews  

 

As the first fingers of dawn crept under the doorway and into my room, I slipped 

quietly from my bed. My wife  (The Boss) lay on her back. mouth open, snoring 

gently. It was good to be up after hours of sleeplessness...doubts tormenting me, 

'What ifs" clouding my mind. I couldn't decide whether or not I had made the 

right decision... and in the still of the humid night, I feared that I had not. 

 

As I boiled my coffee, I thought that I envied my wife. She had no doubts at all! 

She was furious with me. "To let the boys go, just like that! Walking away from us 

- from me - without even a goodbye! Their lives ruined, our business on the rocks 

- and for what? It's madness. And you let it happen!" That's when she was 

speaking to me. Otherwise, it was a huffy silence, an angry back turned on me. 

 

Had I done the right thing? Would I ever know? 

 

I sat at the kitchen table to eat my breakfast. I broke the warm bread between 

my fingers and dipped it in the dark coffee. Listening to the calling of the gulls 

outside, hearing the familiar rush of the sea and my neighbours voices as they 

went about their work, I felt a little calmer. Life went on. It had to. I missed the 

boys much more than I thought I would; it wasn't just the extra work, having to 

take on hired men, worrying about the future of our small fleet; it was them, 



 

 

their noisy presence, their laughter and their sulks, their eager bounce into each 

day. Their enthusiasm! Their energy...as the boys grew up, it seemed that my 

energy was draining away. Boys do that, they take you over, their manliness 

seems almost to be drained from you so that you grow old, shrink down, become 

useless. 

 

Here I was, feeling sorry for myself again. Tormented once more - did I do the 

right thing, to let them go? My brother was disgusted with me. "Following - 

what?" he said, spitting into the dusty red earth. "Following - who? That 

wandering Jew? The layabout who left his own family to trail around the 

countryside, talking revolution and blasphemy? Following their dreams? What 

idiocy!"  

 

I stood up suddenly, brushing the breakfast crumbs from my lap. Today I would 

have a day off from fishing. There was something I had to find out for myself. 

 

I went down to the shore as the sun started to burn the mist away and the 

daylight was pushing the shadows back into the sand. Our boats were coming in, 

nosing onto the beach, nets being spread wide to sort the catch. I gave some 

instructions, ignoring the surprised expressions and thinly disguised contempt 

when I said I would be taking the day off. 

 

I left the beach and headed towards the hills, walking quickly through the village, 

barely speaking to my neighbours as they set up their stalls and opened up their 



 

 

shops. I felt a welcome burst of energy, the anxiety of the night trailing away 

from me.  

 

When I reached the mountain I could see that it was the right one. Someone had 

erected a kind of fence at the foothills. There was rubbish in the clumps of grass; 

bottles were scattered like weeds under the trees. People had been picnicking 

here in large numbers. I found a path and began to climb, noticing the odd scarf 

or sandal abandoned amongst the shrubs and stones as I went. This 

mountainside had been much busier lately than it was used to! I thought. It was 

often where they came, and the crowds were growing larger. Sometimes it was 

like a party, with stalls popping up selling coffee, fruit, cakes... even a monkey 

man to entertain the children. It was like the whole world was there. 

 

As I folowed the trail up the dusty hillside, I remembered how restless the young 

men had been, when they first started following him. Some of them, like my boys, 

were stirred and excited when they listened to him, arguing for hours 

afterwards, turning it all over in their minds. They wanted revolution, they were 

hungry inside... but it wasn't about violence, - I would have had none of that! The 

youngsters who filled ourhouse in the evenings - often young women as well as 

the boys - it was strange.  They spoke fiercely of peace! They spoke casually of 

God and angels;  calmly of the overthrow of evil, wonderingly of the might of love. 

 

____________________ 

 



 

 

As I climbed, I could hear the murmur of voices. Far off at first, like the sighing of 

the sea, then as I came nearer, the separate sounds like waves rushing over 

pebbles on the shore. And over it all, the voice we all recognised, raised above 

the chatter of the people scattered all over the grassy shelf at the summit; the 

voice I had come to hear. 

 

"So tell me, young man" I thought as I sank gratefully onto a grassy clump. I 

stretched out my aging legs, easing the aching muscles. "Tell me, was I right to let 

them go?" 

 

Then I saw them. My boys. Strange, it hadn't occurred to me that they would be 

there! No wonder my wife says I'm stupid. My heart gave a sudden lurch to see 

them and tears sprang into my old man's eyes. James, with his funny spiky hair, 

even more unruly now that his mother couldn't get at it with a wet comb; James 

seemed to be organising a group of young people who were giving out some kind 

of drink to the crowds - look at the care he was taking with the old folks, pointing 

them out to be first! I felt so proud of him. And there was John, standing close to 

the Carpenter, listening like his life depended on it. 

 

Really, they should have been down at the jetty, mending their nets, ready to set 

sail in the evening, or helping in the office, doing the accounts. And yet, in that 

moment, it was me wishing I could join them! Perhaps if I had met with someone 

like this teacher when I was their age, I could have been something, done 

something special. Instead of just growing old doing the same job as my father, 

with no more skills than anyone else in the village. Growing old, the famous fiery 



 

 

temper hardly ever in evidence (The Boss doesn't allow it!) - disappointed with 

life, wondering what it was all for. Where the dreams had gone.  

 

I must have sighed. A woman sitting nearby shushed me. She smiled, to show 

there was no hard feeling.  I kidded myself she was smiling at my blue eyes. "Just 

listen", she said. "Just listen." 

 

The famous voice was raised again. I looked up and - was I imagining it? I 

thought he was looking straight at me. John was nodding encouragingly; had they 

been talking about me? 

 

"You are the salt of the earth" he said. in a firm, ringing voice. "You are like salt 

for the world". 

 

Salt! The Boss used it sparingly at home. Too precious to use much. Often it was 

saved for visitors, or for her family... Salt, eh? 

 

Then I knew. The boys; he could have them. If they could be of use, if they could 

do some good in the world - then it was right that I let them go. It was a good 

thing I had done. 

 

I stood up and turned to go. Shame to have to leave the nice woman who was 

smiling at me; but The Boss was waiting. I didn't dare upset her...see how I've 

gone soft in my old age! 

 



 

 

But my boys; still strong; they have their dreams. They could follow them. It was 

all right with me. 

 

Salt, huh? I liked that.  

 

I scrambled down the mountain, suddenly feeling very hungry. She would have a 

tasty stew bubbling away. 

 

A good meal - and a sound sleep. I looked up the hill, where the young man who 

had stolen my boys was still speaking. 

 

"Thanks for that", I said quietly. And I meant it. 


