

    
        
          Jeremiah: The Prophet Who Wept for One Nation

        

        
        
          angel peña

        

        
          Published by angel peña, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      JEREMIAH: THE PROPHET WHO WEPT FOR ONE NATION

    

    
      First edition. July 26, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 angel peña.

    

    
    
      Written by angel peña.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Jeremiah: The Prophet Who Wept for One Nation

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER G

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 1G

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 2G

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

CHAPTER 36

CHAPTER 37

CHAPTER 38

CHAPTER 3G

CHAPTER 40

CHAPTER 41

CHAPTER 42

CHAPTER 43

CHAPTER 44

CHAPTER 45

CHAPTER 46

CHAPTER 47

CHAPTER 48

CHAPTER 4G

CHAPTER 50


[image: ]

​JEREMIAH: THE PROPHET WHO WEPT FORONE NATION

Author: Ángel Peña

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​PROLOGUE

[image: ]


​The tears that no one wanted to hear

Jerusalem did not fall in a single day.

First came the muffled noise of injustice, imperceptible to those who had learned to live with it. Then came the stench: corruption mingled with incense, prayer without repentance, sacrifices offered with stained hands. Finally, thetears... but it was too late.

From the top of a hill, a man watched the city.

Her eyes were red, not from the smoke beginning to rise from the slums, but from years of pent-up tears. The wind stirred her worn cloak, and in her trembling hands she held a scroll of parchment. Words written in pain. Warnings no one wanted to hear.

"Jerusalem..." he whispered, as if the city could answer him.

The sun was beginning to set behind the walls, tinging the towers of thetemple. For many, that color was beautiful. For him, it was an omen.

Jeremiah, son of Hilkiah, was not born with the heart of a warrior nor with the ambition ofA king. He never wished to be seen, heard, or feared. Yet he had been chosen to bear an impossible task: to love a people who would hate him, to warn a nation determined not to change.

He had shouted in public squares, spoken in palaces, wept in solitude. He had been called a traitor, a blasphemer, an exaggerator. Priests despised him, kings feared him, and the people mocked him.

“Peace, peace,” other prophets said, with fake smiles and soft words.

But Jeremiah could not lie.

Because when he spoke, he did not speak of his own free will.

The words burned in his chest like fire trapped in fragile bones. Each message was an open wound. Each prophecy, a new tear.

"Why did you choose me?" he had asked God more than once. "Why not someone stronger? Someone who doesn't feel so much?"

But the sky had always responded with the same profound silence.

In the distance, the metallic clang of Babylonian armor began to echo from the future. They were not yet at the gates, but they were already walking in the shadow of destiny. Jeremiah knew it. He had always known it.

His knees buckled, and he fell to his knees on the dry ground.

"I spoke..." she said, her voice breaking. "I warned them. I cried for them. You are a witness."A tear fell onto the dust, darkening it.

She wasn't crying for her own pain, but for what was about to be lost: homes, children, the elderly, the temple, hope. An entire nation convinced that GodI would never allow its downfall.

But God had already spoken.And nobody listened.

The prophet closed his eyes.

The story of Jeremiah is not the story of a victorious man, but of a faithful one. It is notIt is not a tale of spectacular miracles, but of persistent tears. It is the story of someone who stood firm when everyone else knelt before lies.

And it all began...

long before he could understand it.
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​The child known before birth

Anathoth was a small town, forgotten even by those who lived near Jerusalem.A place of dusty streets, humble houses, and long silences. There, among ordinary priests and simple families, a child was born who would change the destiny of a nation.

The night was calm when Hilkiah held his son for the first time.

The newborn wasn't crying as loudly as usual. His dark eyes darted about restlessly, as if searching for something he couldn't name. His mother, exhausted but attentive, brought him close to her breast.

"What shall we call it?" she asked in a low voice.

Hilcías hesitated for a moment. He didn't know why, but he felt a strange weight in his heart.

—Jeremiah —he finally replied—. May the Lord raise him up.The child made a soft sound, almost a sigh.

No one in the room knew it, but at that moment, long before the child learned to speak, he had already been taken away. Not by human decision, but by a will older than time.

The years passed with the slowness typical of small towns. Jeremiah grew up surrounded by scrolls, repeated prayers, and the constant scent of incense. He learned to read before many his age and listened attentively to ancient stories: Moses, David, the judges, the covenant.

But something about him was different.

While other children ran and shouted, Jeremiah remained silent, observing.She asked uncomfortable questions. Questions that didn't always have easy answers.

—Father —he said one day, when he was barely ten years old—, why do people offer sacrifices if they then live as if God did not exist?

Hilcias looked up, surprised.

—Not everyone obeys with their heart, son.

—So... does God hear the same way?

The question hung in the air.

From a young age, Jeremiah felt the weight of the world as if it didn't belong to him. He would weep at the sight of simple injustices: a poor person ignored, a widow scorned, a hungry child. That wasn't normal for someone so young.

At night, I had strange dreams.

They weren't nightmares, but visions difficult to explain. Dry fields, ruined cities, a voice she couldn't see but felt deeply. She would wake up sweating, her heart racing.

"Just dreams," his mother would say, stroking his hair. "Nothing more." But Jeremiah knew that wasn't true.

At the age of thirteen, while walking alone on the outskirts of the village, something happened thatIt would mark his life forever.

The wind stopped.

The silence was absolute, as if the world held its breath. Jeremiah felt aPressure in the chest, an invisible but real presence.

Then the voice spoke.

It wasn't loud. It wasn't scary. It was clear.

—Before I formed you in the womb, I knew you.Before you were born, I set you apart.

I appointed you as a prophet to the nations. Jeremiah fell to his knees, trembling.

"Who... who's speaking?" he stammered.

—I am the Lord.

Fear completely overwhelmed him.

"Ah! Lord God," he replied desperately. "I don't know how to speak... I'm just a child."

There was a pause. Then the answer came as a firm whisper.

—Don't say: “I am a child.”You will go where I send you. You will say what I command you.

Do not be afraid... for I am with you.

Jeremiah felt something touch his lips. It wasn't physical, but it was real.

—I have put my words in your mouth— said the voice. —Today I appoint you over nations and kingdoms: to uproot and tear down, to destroy and ruin, to build and to plant.

When it was all over, the wind started blowing again. Jeremiah was left alone, breathing heavily.Nothing in her life would ever be the same again.

He didn't sleep that night. He stared at the ceiling, aware of a truth that terrified him:His life no longer belonged to him.

He had not chosen to be a prophet.He had been elected.

And with that calling, he had also been condemned to walk a path of solitude,rejection and tears.

Without knowing it yet, the boy from Anathoth would become the prophet who would weep for a

nation...

until the end.
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​The fire in the bones

For weeks, Jeremiah didn't speak to anyone about what had happened in the field. He guarded the encounter like one guards an open wound: carefully, fearfully, silently. But the silence didn't protect him; it consumed him.

Every morning he woke up with a tightness in his chest, as if something were burning inside him without being consumed. It wasn't physical pain, but neither was it mere emotion. It was aurgency, a constant pressure that wouldn't leave him alone.

The fire in his bones.

That's how he would describe it later, when he could no longer contain it.

In Anathot, life went on as usual. The priests repeated the rituals, the merchantsThey negotiated unfair prices, children played in the streets unaware that the world they knew was in danger. No one noticed the change in Jeremiah, except his mother.

"You don't sleep," he told her one night, as he lit a lamp. "Your eyes are tired, but your mind doesn't rest."

Jeremiah avoidedlook at her.

—I'm fine. It was a lie.

The words haunted him even when he was awake. Sometimes he walked alone and felt he had to speak, to warn, to shout. Other times, fear paralyzed him. Who would listen to aBoy? Who would believe that God was speaking through him?

"What if I'm wrong?" he wondered. "What if it was all just a dream?"

But every time he tried to convince himself of that, the fire returned with greater force.

One day, while helping his father in the small parchment warehouse, he hearda conversation that shook him.

"Jerusalem is prospering," a man said. "The temple is full, the sacrifices never cease. God is with us."

"It always has been," another replied. "Nothing will happen to us." Jeremiah felt something ignite within him.

"Lie",he thought.

A dangerous lie.

Her hands began to tremble. She opened her mouth to speak... and immediately closed it.

Fear was stronger. That night, he fled to the countryside.

He sat on a rock, his face in his hands. The sky was clear, indifferent.

"I can't," she whispered. "I'm not strong. I'm not brave. Why me?"

Silence answered. Then, the fire erupted.

It wasn't a vision, nor an audible voice this time. It was a searing certainty. The words formed inside him, one after another, pressing in, demanding to be released.

"Enough!" he shouted, pounding the ground. "I won't speak! I won't say anything more!"

He tried to get up, to leave, to flee from that call he hadn't asked for. He gave a few

steps... and fell to his knees.

Because even if she closed her mouth, the words burned.

"There is in my heart..." she said between sobs, "like a burning fire locked away in..."

My bones. I try to hold it in... and I can't.

For the first time, Jeremiah understood something terrible: he could not escape.Not speaking wasn't an option. Staying silent would destroy him from the inside.

At dawn, he decided to go to Jerusalem.

The city was everything Anathoth was not: large, noisy, proud. The temple stood imposingly, and the people walked confidently, certain of their safety. Jeremiah advanced among them.They felt like a stranger, small and insignificant.

He stopped near one of the temple gates. Priests were going in and out.wrapped in clean robes, with confident faces.

“Speak,” it burned within him.

He looked around. No one seemed willing to listen. He swallowed.

"Listen..." she said in a trembling voice. Nobody stopped.

"Hey!" he repeated, a little louder.

Some eyes turned towards him, curious, annoyed.

—Thus says the Lord —he continued, surprising himself—: “This temple will not save you if your hearts are far from me.”

The silence was immediate.

A priest approached, frowning.

—Who are you to say that?

Jeremiah felt fear, but the fire sustained him.

"I am..." he hesitated. "I am just someone who speaks what God has said." There were murmurs. Mocking laughter.

"Another prophet," someone scoffed. "What's he announcing now? Destruction?"

Punishment?

Jeremiah closed his eyes for a moment.

"If they don't change," he said, "this city will fall." The air grew tense.

"Blasphemy!" a man shouted. "God will never abandon his temple." Jeremiah wanted to respond, to explain, to plead. But they weren't listening anymore. He was pushed, insulted, ignored.

When she left the temple, her legs were trembling. She leaned against a wall, breathing heavily.with difficulty.

"This is just the beginning," he whispered.

That night, alone and exhausted, Jeremiah understood the price of his calling.He would not be loved.

It wouldn't be understood.It would not be celebrated.

But he would be faithful.

And while Jerusalem slept in peace, the prophet who would weep for a nation gave his

first public step...

towards a path of rejection from which there would be no return.
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​“Don’t say: I’m a child”

Jeremiah did not return to Anathoth that night.

He wandered aimlessly through the quietest streets of Jerusalem, as if the city might swallow him whole and make him disappear. Each step echoed in his mind with the voices of the day: taunts, accusations, laughter laden with contempt. The echo of those words weighed more heavily than the weariness in his legs.

—“Another prophet...” he murmured bitterly.

He stopped near a crumbling wall and slowly lowered himself down. His hands were still trembling. Not from the cold, but from the fear that now settled in his chest with terrifying clarity.

He had spoken.

And in doing so, he had crossed an invisible threshold.

He was no longer just a boy with visions. He was an unwelcome voice. A nuisance. A danger.

He closed his eyes and rested his head against the rough stone.

—Lord... —she whispered—, is this what you meant by “do not fear”?

Silence answered.

But it wasn't an empty silence. Jeremiah was beginning to recognize it: that silence wasfull of presence.

"I can't," he continued. "They look at me and only see a child. They don't respect me. They don't listen to me."

The images from that day returned with stark realism. The priest frowning. The men laughing. The women leading their children away as if Jeremiah were a bad influence.

"I'm not like them," he said, referring to the popular prophets. "I can't speak well."

I don't know how to convince people. I just... say what you tell me.

The fire reignited, stronger than before.

Not as a violent order, but as a firm statement, impossible to ignore.

“I am with you.”

Jeremiah opened his eyes.

He clearly remembered the day of the call, years ago, when he had pleaded withFear: “I’m just a child.” Back then, the answer had been clear.

“Don’t say: I’m a child.”

Now he understood that those words were not a promise of ease, but a warning.

Her youth would not be an excuse. Her fragility would not be a shield. Her fear would not nullify the calling.

At dawn, he returned to Anathoth.

His father greeted him with a mixture of relief and concern.

"Where were you?" he asked. "Your mother didn't sleep." Jeremiah lowered his gaze.

—I had to... do something.

Hilkiah watched him closely. He had noticed the change in his son for some time.But now it was impossible to ignore him. In his posture, in his eyes, there was a burden that didn't belong to a young man his age.

—Come on —he finally said—. Let's talk.

They sat down in the small courtyard of the house. The sun was just beginning to rise.

—I've heard rumors— Hilkiah began. —They say you spoke in Jerusalem. In the temple.

Jeremiah felt a knot in his stomach.

-Yeah.

—Do you know what that means?

-I know.

Hilcías remained silent for a few seconds.

"Words have consequences, son. Especially when they cause discomfort." Jeremiah looked up.

—If I don't talk, it consumes me from the inside.

That was the most honest truth I had ever told.

Hilcías sighed deeply. As a priest, he knew the weight of tradition, the rigidity of the authorities, the danger of challenging the system.

"Are you sure this is from God?" he asked cautiously. Jeremiah didn't answer immediately. He closed his eyes for a moment.

—More certain than of my own fear. That was enough.

The following days brought no calm. On the contrary, the rumor spread. “The son of Hilkiah is speaking against the temple.” Some came just to look at the audacious boy.Others will listen with curiosity. Many will keep a close eye on him.

Jeremiah began to speak more frequently. In streets, at doorways, in smallimpromptu meetings. He didn't raise his voice to impress; he spoke because he couldn't keep quiet.

"Do not trust in deceptive words," he said. "God does not take pleasure in empty rituals."

Some remained thoughtful. Most left offended.A group of young people were openly mocking him.

"Since when does God talk to children?" they would say. "Go play!" Those words hurt him more than he wanted to admit.

One afternoon, while I was talking near the market, an older man came forward.

"If God is so angry," he said sarcastically, "why doesn't he destroy you first?" Laughter erupted.

Jeremiah felt his strength leaving him. He lowered his head, humiliated.

Then the fire spoke.

"It won't destroy me," he replied, looking up. "Because I don't speak for myself." The man frowned, puzzled.

—You talk like you're someone important.Jeremiah swallowed.

—I'm not. But the message is.The atmosphere became tense.

That night, Jeremiah wept as he hadn't wept since childhood. He wept because of his weakness,because of their fear, because of the hardness of the human heart.

"How long will this last?" he asked. "Until when?"

The answer didn't come in words, but with a slow and heavy certainty:

Your whole life.

The next day, news reached Anathoth: some priests in Jerusalem were upset. Very upset. They had begun asking about Jeremiah, about his family,because of its origin.

"Be careful," his mother warned him. "Not everyone wants to hear the truth."Jeremiah hugged her tightly.

-I know.

And yet, upon leaving home, he did not back down.

Because now he understood something essential: God had not chosen a child to be

strong...

but to show that strength doesn't always shout,that authority does not always impose,

and that the truth does not depend on age.

“Don’t say: I’m a child.”

It wasn't just a phrase. It was a way of life.

And as Jeremiah advanced, unknowingly, his words began to unsettle

the powerful...

to seal his fate.
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​The weight of a divine word

Words don't fall to the ground without consequences. Jeremiah learned that quickly.

At first, his messages provoked mockery. Then, discomfort. Now... anger. A silent, dangerous anger that didn't shout in public but brewed in the shadows. He felt it in the stares that lingered too long, in the murmurs that fell silent when he passed by, in the silences that weighed more than insults.

The people could ignore it.The leaders, no.

One morning, as he was speaking near one of the gates of Jerusalem, Jeremiah noticed that he was no longer surrounded only by onlookers. Priests were watching from a distance, arms crossed and lips pressed tightly together. They didn't laugh. They didn't argue. They just listened... and memorized.

—Thus says the Lord— Jeremiah said, his voice firm despite his inner trembling—: “If"If they don't listen to my words, I will make this city an example of ruin."

A murmur rippled through the crowd.

"Be careful!" a woman whispered to her husband. "He'll bring us trouble."

Jeremiah closed his eyes for a moment before continuing. Each sentence was like lifting his head.a heavy stone that I couldn't let go of.

"Do not trust the temple as if it were an amulet," he continued. "God does not dwell in walls when hearts are far from Him."

That was too much.

A priest stepped forward.

"Enough!" he ordered. "Who gave you the authority to speak like that?" Jeremiah looked at him. His eyes showed not arrogance, but weariness.

—I don't speak on human authority.

"So you're saying God only speaks to you?" another replied sarcastically. Jeremiah shook his head.

"God has spoken many times. You chose not to listen." The silence fell like a blow.

One of the priests leaned toward the others and muttered something. Jeremiah didn't hear the words, but he understood the message: he was no longer just an annoying young man. He had become a threat.

When he returned to Anatot that afternoon, the feeling of danger followed him like a shadow.

"They're upset," his father told him bluntly. "Very upset." Jeremiah nodded.

-I know.

"How far do you intend to go?" Hilkiah asked. "This is no longer just preaching. You are challenging those in power."

Jeremiah placed his hands on the table.

"I can't measure my words," he replied. "They aren't mine." That night, he couldn't sleep.

He got up several times, paced back and forth, and sat on the floor with his back against the wall. The fire was still there, constant, relentless. Every message he receivedIt was heavier than the previous one.

"Why do you give me words that hurt?" she whispered. "Why not words that comfort?"

The answer came, not harshly, but sadly:

“Because no one listens to comfort when they love their sin.”

Jeremiah clenched his fists.

"Then they will hate me," he said. "They will persecute me." The silence confirmed his fear.

The next day, while walking along a path outside the village, he heard footstepsbehind him. He turned
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