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DEDICATION 

To those who love stories from the Bible. 

INTRODUCTION 

What if you were chosen to stand alone for the truth?

Elijah never expected to challenge kings, confront hundreds of false prophets, or witness miracles that would shake an entire nation. Yet when God calls him from the quiet hills of Gilead, his life becomes a journey filled with danger, courage, and astonishing moments of faith.

As drought grips the land of Israel, Elijah delivers a bold message to King Ahab—one that sparks a dramatic showdown between the power of God and the prophets of Baal. From being fed by ravens in the wilderness to helping a poor widow whose food never runs out, Elijah begins to see the incredible ways God works through even the smallest acts of faith.

But the greatest test is still ahead.

On Mount Carmel, Elijah stands alone before hundreds of prophets in a challenge that will reveal the true God to the entire nation. Fire from heaven, storms after years of drought, and whispers of hope in the wilderness become part of Elijah’s unforgettable journey.

Told in a powerful first-person voice, this exciting retelling of the biblical story brings Elijah’s adventures to life for young readers. Filled with miracles, courage, and lessons about trusting God even in the hardest moments, this story shows how one faithful voice can change history.

THE STORY OF ELIJAH

I remember the moment my life changed, though I did not yet understand how far the journey would take me.

My name is Elijah. I came from a small place called Tishbe in the region of Gilead. The hills there were rough and quiet, and most days were filled with the ordinary work of living. Yet the God of Israel had plans that would carry me far beyond those hills.

At that time, King Ahab ruled Israel. His wife, Queen Jezebel, followed the worship of Baal, a false god many people had begun honouring. Altars to Baal appeared throughout the land, and many forgot the commands of the Lord who had led our ancestors out of Egypt.

One day, the word of the Lord came to me with urgency.

“Go to King Ahab,” He said, “and tell him that there will be no rain or dew in the land except by my word.”

The message was direct and severe. Rain was the lifeblood of the land. Without it, crops would fail, and rivers would shrink.

I travelled to the king and delivered the message exactly as the Lord commanded.

“By the authority of the Lord, the God of Israel,” I told him, “There will be no rain for the coming years unless the Lord allows it.”

After I spoke those words, the Lord told me to leave the city immediately.

“Go east,” He instructed. “Hide by the Kerith Brook. Drink from the stream, and I will send ravens to bring you food.”

I followed His direction and settled beside the brook. The land around me was quiet, and the only sounds were the wind through the trees and the flowing water nearby.

Each morning and evening, ravens arrived carrying bread and meat. It was a strange sight—birds providing meals—, but I understood that God was caring for me in the wilderness.

Time passed, and the drought continued. The brook that once flowed strongly began shrinking day by day until eventually it dried completely.

Then the Lord spoke again.

“Go to the town of Zarephath in Sidon,” He said. “I have instructed a widow there to provide for you.”

The journey led me into a region where many people worshipped Baal. When I arrived at the town gate, I saw a woman gathering sticks for a fire.

“Please bring me a little water in a jar,” I asked.

As she turned to fetch it, I added, “And bring a piece of bread as well.”

She stopped and looked at me with sadness.

“I have no bread,” she said. “Only a small handful of flour in a jar and a little oil in a jug. I am gathering these sticks to prepare one final meal for myself and my son. After we eat it, we expect to die.”

Her words revealed the depth of the famine.

“Do not be afraid,” I told her gently. “Prepare the meal as you planned, but first make a small loaf for me. After that, prepare food for yourself and your son. The Lord says the jar of flour will not become empty, and the jug of oil will not run dry until rain returns to the land.”

Trusting that promise required courage, but she chose to believe.

She prepared the meal, and just as the Lord had said, the flour and oil never ran out. Day after day, the jars still contained enough for another meal. Through the long drought, the widow’s home became a place where God’s provision continued quietly.

Some time later, another crisis arrived.

The widow’s son became ill. His breathing grew weak until finally it stopped completely. The boy lay still, and his mother turned toward me with deep grief.

“Did you come here to remind me of my sins and cause my son’s death?” she asked.

I took the child in my arms and carried him to the upper room where I had been staying. I laid him on the bed and prayed earnestly.

“Lord my God,” I said, “please let this child’s life return to him.”

I stretched myself over the boy and prayed again, asking God to restore his life.

The Lord heard my prayer.

The child breathed again. Strength returned to his body. I lifted him and carried him back to his mother.

“See,” I told her, “Your son is alive.”

She looked at him with amazement.

“Now I know,” she said, “that you are truly a man of God, and that the Lord’s word you speak is truth.”

After many months, the Lord gave me another instruction.

“Return to King Ahab,” he said. “I will send rain upon the land.”

The drought had lasted three years. Crops had failed, animals had grown weak, and many people were desperate.

As I approached the kingdom again, I met Obadiah, a servant of the king who secretly honoured the Lord. During Jezebel’s violent campaign against God’s prophets, Obadiah had hidden many of them in caves and supplied them with food and water.

He was surprised to see me.

“I will tell the king you are here,” he said cautiously.

Soon, Ahab arrived.

“Is that you, the one who troubles Israel?” he asked sharply.

“I have not troubled Israel,” I replied. “You and your family have abandoned the Lord’s commands and followed Baal.”

Then I proposed a challenge.

“Gather all Israel on Mount Carmel,” I said, “along with the prophets of Baal and the prophets of Asherah supported by Queen Jezebel.”

The king agreed, and a great crowd assembled on the mountain. The prophets of Baal numbered hundreds, while I stood alone representing the Lord.

I addressed the people first.

“How long will you hesitate between two choices?” I asked them. “If the Lord is God, follow Him. If Baal is God, follow him.”

The crowd remained silent.

Then I explained the test.

Two bulls would be prepared for sacrifice. The prophets of Baal would place one on their altar, and I would prepare the other on an altar to the Lord. Neither group would light the fire
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