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To children who enjoy reading bible stories. 
The Story 

I still remember the day everything began to unravel.

My name is Jonah, son of Amittai, and I was a prophet in Israel. A prophet’s task is simple in words but heavy in practice: when God speaks, we carry the message to the people. Sometimes the message brings comfort. Sometimes it brings a warning. Either way, it is not ours to change.

One morning, the word of the Lord came to me with unusual clarity.

“Go to Nineveh, the great city, and speak against it, because its wickedness has come up before me. In forty days, Nineveh shall be destroyed.”

Nineveh.

Even saying the name made my stomach upset.

Nineveh was the capital of Assyria, a powerful and feared empire. Stories of their cruelty spread across the lands like wildfire. They conquered cities without mercy. People in Israel spoke of them in hushed voices. They were not friends of my people.

And God wanted me to go there.

I understood the message perfectly, but I did not want to deliver it. If the people of Nineveh heard God’s warning, they might repent. If they repented, God might forgive them.

The idea troubled me deeply.

So instead of obeying, I did something no prophet should do.

I ran.

I travelled to the coastal city of Joppa, where ships left for distant lands. I found a vessel preparing to sail to Tarshish, a place far across the sea. It was about as far away from Nineveh as a man could go.

I paid the fare and boarded the ship.

If Nineveh lay east, I would go west. If God had called me inland, I would disappear over the horizon.

At least that was the plan I tried to believe.

The ship set sail under calm skies. The sea stretched endlessly around us. Sailors moved confidently across the deck, tightening ropes and adjusting sails. They were experienced men who knew the moods of the ocean well.

For a while, everything seemed peaceful.

But peace has a way of breaking suddenly.

Not long after, we were far from shore, and the wind began to change. A violent storm rose without warning. Waves crashed against the sides of the ship. The vessel creaked and groaned as if it might tear apart.

The sailors shouted to one another as they struggled to control the sails. The wind roared so loudly that their voices almost disappeared in the chaos.

These men had spent their lives at sea, yet fear spread across their faces.

They cried out to their own gods and began throwing cargo overboard to lighten the ship. Crates and bundles splashed into the raging water as they fought to keep the vessel afloat.

While all of this happened, I had gone below deck.

I had fallen asleep.

Looking back now, I realise how strange that must have appeared. A storm powerful enough to threaten the ship was raging above, yet I slept through it as if nothing mattered.

Perhaps I was exhausted from running. Perhaps part of me wanted to escape everything, even if only through sleep.

Then the captain found me.

He shook me awake with urgency.

“How can you sleep at a time like this?” he demanded. “Get up and call on your god. Maybe your god will notice us so that we do not perish.”

I climbed back to the deck.

The wind struck my face immediately. Waves rose like walls around us. The sailors had gathered, trying to understand why this disaster had come upon them.

One of them shouted above the storm, “Let us cast lots to find out who is responsible for this trouble!”

Casting lots was a way people sometimes sought answers when nothing else made sense. Small stones or marked pieces were thrown, and the outcome was believed to reveal the truth.

They cast the lots.

The lot fell on me.

Suddenly, every eye on the ship turned toward me.

The questions came quickly.

“Tell us, who is responsible for making all this trouble for us?” they asked. 

“What kind of work do you do?” they asked. 

“Where do you come from?” they asked. 

“What is your country?” they asked. 

“From what people are you?” they asked. 

The storm continued to rage while they waited for my answer.

“I am a Hebrew,” I said. “I worship the Lord, the God of heaven, who made the sea and the dry land.”

That answer changed the atmosphere immediately.

Their fear grew deeper.

Then I told them the rest.

“I am running away from God,” I said. 

The men stared at me in disbelief.

“You are fleeing from the God who made the sea?” one asked.

The waves slammed against the ship again, harder than before. The wind tore through the sails. Water poured across the deck.

“What should we do with you so the sea will calm down for us?” they asked.

By this time, I knew exactly why the storm had come.

“Pick me up and throw me into the sea,” I told them. “Then it will become calm for you. I know this terrible storm has come because of me.”

They hesitated.

Even in the middle of danger, they did not want to take a man’s life. Instead, they tried to row harder toward land. The sailors strained against the oars, pushing with all their strength.

But the storm only grew worse.

Finally, they cried out to the Lord—the very God I had been running from.

“Please, Lord, do not let us die for taking this man’s life. Do not hold us accountable for killing an innocent man. You, Lord, have done as you pleased,” they prayed earnestly. 

Then they lifted me.

For a moment, I felt the cold wind against my skin and saw the dark waves rising beneath me.

Then they threw me overboard.

The sea swallowed me instantly.

The shock of the water stole my breath. Waves rolled over my head. The storm roared above me while I sank deeper into the darkness below.

But something remarkable happened.

The moment I disappeared beneath the surface, the storm stopped.

The sea grew calm.

I later learned that the sailors were overwhelmed with awe. They offered sacrifices to the Lord and made vows to Him. Even my failure became a moment when others recognised God’s power.

Meanwhile, I was sinking.

The water closed over me. Light faded as I descended. My lungs cried out as I struggled to hold my breath. I had never been a good swimmer, and the deep sea offered no foothold, no path upward.

Just when I believed my life was ending, something enormous moved through the water.

A great fish swallowed me.

The experience is difficult to describe. One moment, I was surrounded by open ocean; the next, I was inside the creature’s body. Darkness pressed around me. The air was thick and damp. The walls of the fish moved slowly as it swam through the sea.

I was alive.

God had prepared the fish to save me.

Three days and three nights I remained there.

Time moved strangely inside that living chamber. Without sunlight or stars, I could not measure hours in any normal way. The slow motion of the fish through the water became the only sign that life continued outside.

In that darkness, I began to pray.

My prayer rose from desperation but also from renewed understanding.

I had run from God’s command. I had tried to escape His presence. Yet even in the depths of the sea, He had not abandoned me.

From inside the fish, I called out to the Lord.

“In my distress, I called to You, and You answered me. From deep within the realm of the dead, I cried for help, and You listened to my voice.”

I described how the waters had surrounded me, how seaweed wrapped around my head, how I had sunk toward the roots of the mountains beneath the ocean.

But God had lifted my life from the pit.

“As my life was fading away, I remembered You, Lord, and my prayer rose to You.”

Those days changed me.

Running had accomplished nothing except placing my life in danger. God’s purpose could not be avoided by distance or fear.

At the end of the third day, the fish moved toward the shore.

Suddenly, it convulsed.

With a violent motion, it expelled me onto dry land.

I lay on the beach, covered in seawater and exhausted but alive. The sky stretched above me once again, bright and open. The wind smelled different on land than it had on the ocean.

Then the word of the Lord came to me a second time.

“Go to Nineveh, the great city, and proclaim the message I give you. Let them know that in forty days’ time Nineveh shall be destroyed.”

This time, I did not argue.

I began the journey.

Nineveh was enormous compared to
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