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​

​A novel inspired by the book of Jonah

​

​The voice that no one wants to hear

––––––––
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There are voices that caress and there are voices that tear at the heart. The voice of God belongs to both.

It doesn't always come as comfort. Sometimes it bursts forth like an open wound, like an order that cannot be questioned without losing something in the attempt. Whoever hears it is never the same again, even if they decide to flee.

Jonah was not a wicked man. Nor was he weak. He had grown up surrounded by sacred words, ancient promises, and tales of deliverance. He knew the Law, he knew God, he knew the weight of being called a prophet. But knowing is not the same as accepting.

Nineveh was not just a city. It was a scar.

For Jonah, its name conjured up smoke, screams, and the spilled blood of his people. It was the capital of the empire he had humiliated, conquered, and mercilessly destroyed. The thought of their salvation turned his soul. Preaching there wasn't obedience: it was treason.

Therefore, when the voice spoke, Jonah immediately understood what was being asked of him... and decided not to do it.

This is not just the story of a prophet swallowed by a fish.

It is the story of a man who tried to escape mercy. And he discovered that running away from God is, in reality, running away from oneself.
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​The day God spoke

The day began like any other.

The sun rose over the hills of Galilee with its usual calm, painting the fields a soft gold. The wind stirred the olive leaves, and the murmur of the awakening village filled the air. Nothing foreshadowed that this would be the day that would split Jonah's life in two.

Jonah, son of Amittai, was alone.

He had risen before dawn and was walking barefoot on the cold earth. He liked this time of day, when the world seemed to hold its breath and God, he thought, listened better. Or at least that's what he had believed for years.

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.


— Speak, Lord —he murmured. —Your servant is listening.



I didn't expect an immediate answer. I never did. God wasn't an echo that could be summoned at will. But that morning, the answer came without warning, without gentleness, without preparation.


—  


Jonah opened his eyes suddenly.

It wasn't a voice like any other. It wasn't a thought or a confused whisper. It was a clear, firm order, impossible to ignore. He felt it in his chest before he heard it in his ears, like a sharp blow against his heart.

"Here I am..." he replied cautiously.



The air seemed to disappear.

Nineveh.

The name fell upon Jonah like a tombstone. His mind was flooded with images he hadn't seen, yet knew all too well: towering walls, merciless armies, cities reduced to ashes. Stories told by elders with broken voices. Tales of children taken captive. Of executed parents. Of false gods celebrating cruelty.

Jonah took a step back, as if the word itself could hurt him.

"No..." she whispered, unaware that she was speaking out loud.



The prophet clenched his fists. His breathing became rapid and ragged. This couldn't be right. God was just. God punished the wicked. God defended his people. Why send a message to a city that deserved to be destroyed?

"Nineveh?" he said, his voice now breaking. "Them?"

There was no immediate response. Only silence. But it wasn't an empty silence; it was a silence that observed, that waited.

Jonah felt the weight of the calling on his shoulders. He knew what it meant. If he went, God might forgive. If he spoke out, Nineveh might live. And that possibility filled him with an anger he refused to acknowledge.

"I can't," she finally said. "I don't want to."

He turned abruptly, as if by doing so he could leave the voice behind. He walked back to the village, his steps quick, almost furious. Each step was a denial. Each heartbeat, an excuse.

That same morning, while others were preparing to work and pray, Jonah made a decision that would change his destiny.

I wouldn't go to Nineveh.

If God wanted to send him to the east, he would flee to the west. If God called him to the largest city in the empire, he would get lost at the ends of the known world.

Tarsis.

The name came to him like a promise of distance. A faraway place, at the other end of the sea, where perhaps his voice could not reach him.

Jonah didn't know it yet, but at that moment his descent had just begun.
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​The city that burned in memory

Jonah did not return home.

He wandered aimlessly as the town awoke around him. The voices of the merchants, the bleating of the cattle, and the rhythmic clang of doors opening reached him from afar, as if he no longer belonged there. His mind was far away, trapped in a single word that throbbed like a war drum.

Nineveh.

She tried to pray, but found no words. She tried to convince herself that she had misunderstood, that perhaps the message wasn't so literal, that God would change his mind. But deep down, she knew the truth: the call had been clear, and so had his rejection.

He stopped beside a stone wall and pressed his forehead against it. The cold of the rock failed to extinguish the fire that coursed through his blood.

Nineveh wasn't just a name on maps. It was an inherited memory, a story told so many times it had become personal. Since childhood, I had heard it spoken of as one speaks of a monster: with fear and rage. The Assyrians didn't just conquer; they humiliated. They didn't just defeat; they destroyed even hope.

He remembered his father, Amitai, sitting by the fire, recounting what he had seen in his youth. Cities razed. Men impaled on gates. Mothers weeping for sons who would never return.

"Don't forget who they are," he told her. "Don't forget what they did."

Jonah had not forgotten. Never.

Therefore, the idea of delivering a divine warning to them was unbearable to him. To warn was to give an opportunity. And they, in his heart, deserved none.

He continued walking until the bustle of the village was behind him. The path descended gently toward the fields, and far beyond, in the distance, lay the road that led to Joppa, the port. Jonah stopped, realizing where his steps were taking him.

She hadn't made the decision yet, but her body already seemed to know it.

"I won't go," he said softly, as if someone could hear him. "I will not be an instrument of their forgiveness."

The wind blew harder, raising dust from the road. Jonah interpreted the silence as an answer he didn't want to hear.

He returned home only to take what he needed. He explained nothing. He left no messages. He didn't want goodbyes or questions that might weaken his resolve. Every object he kept—a cloak, a waterskin, a few coins—was confirmation of his escape.

When he came out, the sun was already high.

The road to Joppa was long, but Jonah walked it with a determined stride. As he walked, a silent struggle raged within him. Part of his heart screamed that he was making a mistake. Another part, darker and stronger, told him that fleeing was the right thing to do.

"God is merciful," he murmured. "He always has been. That's why I can't go."

It was a bitter truth. Jonah knew God's character all too well. He knew that if Nineveh listened, if it repented, God would forgive. And that possibility filled him with an indignation he could neither justify nor extinguish.

As evening fell, the walls of Joppa appeared before him. The scent of the sea enveloped him before he even saw it: salt, damp wood, old nets. The port was bustling with life. Sailors shouted orders, loaded cargo, and haggled over prices. Boats of all sizes bobbed gently, like patient animals.

Jonah stood gazing at the sea.

He had never liked it. He respected it, but he didn't trust it. It was too vast, too unpredictable. Even so, that day it seemed like a promise: the sea separated. The sea took him away. The sea could carry him so far that not even God would find him... or so he wanted to believe.

––––––––
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— Are you looking for a ticket?



The voice startled him. A man with a thick beard and tired eyes was watching him from the gangplank of a merchant ship.


— To Tarshish — Jonah answered without hesitation.



The sailor raised an eyebrow.


— Far away. Very far away.




—  That's what I want.


The man let out a short, humorless laugh.

"The sea makes no promises," he said. "It only collects its price."

Jonah paid without arguing. He climbed aboard with a strange feeling, as if each step took him not only further from his homeland, but from something deeper. The ship creaked under his weight, as if in protest.

While the sailors worked, Jonah sat to one side, gazing at the horizon. The sun was beginning to sink into the sea, painting the sky red and purple. It was a beautiful sunset, almost cruel in its stillness.

"I have escaped," he thought. "I have chosen."

But deep within his being, one question refused to be silenced: Can one flee from the One who made the sea?

When the ship sailed, Jonah did not look back.

He didn't see the coastline shrink or his homeland slowly disappear into the distance. He closed his eyes and let the rocking of the ship lull him to sleep. For the first time since morning, silence enveloped him once more.

He believed that God had remained silent.

I didn't know that silence was just the beginning.
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​The passage to Tarshish

The ship plunged into the sea with a long groan, as if complaining of the cargo it carried. The sails billowed in the favorable wind, and Joppa was left behind, reduced to flickering lights in the distance.

Jonah went down to the lower part of the ship.

He wasn't looking for company. The sailors' clamor, their harsh laughter, and their salty voices were unbearable. He needed silence, or at least something resembling it. He found a corner among barrels and coiled ropes, where the smell of damp wood and tar was intense.

He sat down and leaned his back against the helmet.

"Tarsis..." he whispered.

It was a name shrouded in legend. Some said that the known world ended there, that beyond lay only water and monsters. For Jonah, Tarshish meant something else: distance. Oblivion. Freedom from the calling that burned in his chest.

The ship's constant rocking began to lull him to sleep. He closed his eyes, but rest did not come immediately. Every time he tried to relax, the image of Nineveh returned, insistent, accompanied by the voice he had heard that morning.



He clenched his teeth.

—No—he murmured. Not anymore.

He tried to convince himself that God would understand. After all, it wasn't the first time a prophet had doubted, nor the first time someone had run away from fear. Perhaps God would choose someone else. Perhaps it would all just be a bad memory.

Up above, the sailors continued with their tasks. Jonah overheard snippets of conversation: stories of distant ports, storms weathered, capricious gods who demanded sacrifices. Each word reinforced a dangerous idea: the world was full of deities, and not all of them were as demanding as his.

—Perhaps—he thought—my God will also tire of chasing me.

The ship sailed on for hours under a clear sky. The sea was calm, too calm. Its surface stretched out like a dark mirror reflecting the stars. Jonah went up on deck for a moment and looked up. The sky seemed endless.

"If you're there," he said in a low, almost defiant voice, "why don't you speak now?"

Silence answered.

During the night, Jonah fell into a deep, heavy sleep, as if his body were trying to escape even his own thoughts. He dreamed of roads that forked again and again. He dreamed of closed doors. He dreamed of a gigantic city whose walls seemed to breathe.

When he woke up, he didn't know how much time had passed.

Something was different.

The boat no longer moved smoothly. It lurched. A sharp jolt threw him against the barrels and forced him to his feet. The air had changed. It no longer smelled only of salt, but of something else: electricity, menace.

He went up on deck with his heart racing.

The sky was covered with dense, dark clouds that advanced with unsettling speed. The wind had increased, whistling through the rigging. The sails flapped violently.

"This wasn't planned," he heard one of the sailors say.

"The sea changes without warning," another replied, frowning.

Jonah gazed at the horizon. The waves were beginning to grow, crashing against the hull with a force that made the ship creak. The sea no longer seemed like a promise, but a warning.

He felt a chill.

"It can't be," he thought. "Not now."

The wind roared even louder, drawing a curse from the captain's lips. The sailors ran back and forth, adjusting ropes, securing the cargo. The calm of the night had vanished completely.

Jonah stepped back, searching for stability. Every movement of the ship felt like a jolt inside him. A thought began to form, unsettling, dangerous.

What if this was because of him?

He shook his head violently, as if he could expel the idea.

— Storms happen —he told himself—. That's just how the sea is.

But something deep in his spirit knew that this was no ordinary storm.

A clap of thunder crashed above them, so close the air trembled. Rain began to pour down furiously, soaking the deck in seconds. Waves rose like liquid walls, threatening to engulf the entire ship.

The sailors began shouting prayers, each invoking their own god. The fear was palpable, dense, almost visible.

Jonah stood still.

While everyone else cried out, he remained silent. Not out of faith, but out of shame. What could he say? How could he pray to a God he was deliberately running from?

The ship listed dangerously to one side. A barrel rolled across the deck and fell into the sea. The captain looked at Jonah in despair.

"Help us!" he cried. "Call on your god, whoever he may be!"

Jonah opened his mouth... and closed it.

Not a single word came out.

Inside, the voice she had tried to ignore began to awaken again, not with commands, but with a silent and devastating question:



The sea responded for him, pounding harder.

Jonah took a step back, feeling fear begin to overcome his pride. For the first time since leaving his homeland, he understood something he didn't want to accept:

He had paid for a ticket to escape from God, but the journey had only just begun.

And the price had not yet been collected.
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