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Prophet	Jonah	(Yunus)	&	The	Whale
{Then	the	whale	swallowed	him,	and	he	was	blameworthy.	Had	he	not	been	of	those	who
glorify	 Allah	 (God),	 he	 would	 certainly	 have	 stayed	 in	 its	 belly	 until	 the	 Day	 of
Resurrection.}		(As-Saffat:	142-144)

As	 I	 turned	 around	 in	 the	 surging	 sea,	my	 body	 formed	 the	 shape	 of	 the	 Arabic	 letter
(Noon)	on	the	water.	I	bent	my	body	and	struck	the	turbulent	ocean	tides	with	my	tail	with
a	sound	like	rolling	thunder.

After	my	tail	struck	the	water,	it	surged	forth	in	waves,	leaping	again	to	the	surface	of	the
sea	 like	 a	giant	waterfall.	All	 things	 turn	downward	on	both	 land	and	 sea	 including	 the
breath	 of	 creatures,	 the	 falling	 fruit	 and	 gushing	waterfalls.	 The	 great	whale	 of	 the	 sea
breathes	out	forming	a	waterfall	that	churns	upward	then	spirals	down	again	into	the	sea
from	 whence	 it	 came.	 The	 whale	 does	 not	 need	 hands	 to	 propel	 the	 water	 that	 surges
around	it.	Every	splashing	gush	of	water	propelled	by	the	movement	of	the	massive	whale
praises	and	glorifies	Allah,	the	Creator	of	all	things.

I	 hit	 the	waves	 again	 using	my	 tail	 and	 listened	 to	 the	 sound	 carried	 by	 the	wind	 as	 it
exploded	into	the	air	like	the	first	one.

I	know	that	when	I	collide	with	the	waves,	the	sound	of	the	clash	can	be	heard	from	miles
away	and	frightens	thousands	of	creatures	in	the	sea	but	in	fact,	this	is	simply	a	small	part
of	the	power	of	Allah,	as	the	sea	and	wind	trembles	with	fear	in	front	of	the	Owner	of	all
power.

In	spite	of	being	the	most	powerful	creature	in	the	sea,	I	am	weaker	than	running	water	in
front	of	Allah.	I	may	be	the	giant	of	the	sea	but	my	true	crown	is	made	of	truthfulness	and
the	 richness	 of	 reality.	 Both	 these	 things,	 the	 truth	 and	 reality,	 constitute	 the	 supreme
power	that	can	be	found	in	Allah’s	creation.	I	was	crowned	in	the	water	with	my	ability	to
bend	myself	 in	all	kinds	of	 shapes.	 I	was	given	 that	might,	which	even	 I	myself	cannot
comprehend	but	my	whole	being	bows	down	before	it.

I	moved	my	tail	and	sped	off.

All	oceans	and	seas	are	my	home.	The	outstretched	blue	water	under	me	is	the	paper	on
which	I	record	my	story	and	no	miracle	is	similar	to	that	of	writing	on	water	or	walking
over	 it.	 No	 one	 can	 walk	 over	 water	 except	 for	 the	 Prophets.	 Walking	 over	 water	 is
restricted	to	those	who	are	truthful	and	sincere	in	both	word	and	deed.	The	land	however,
is	trodden	by	liars	who	are	created	from	dust.	Writing	upon	stones	remains	seen	to	curious
onlookers	but	there	exists	that	which	sinks	beneath	the	depths	of	the	sea	and	disappears,
keeping	the	secret	recorded	and	herein	lies	its	greatness,	which	is	borrowed;	The	borrowed
greatness	of	water.

All	great	creatures	of	the	universe	seek	the	brilliancy	of	eternal	greatness.	They	realize	in
the	depth	of	their	hearts	that	death	is	the	natural	end	of	all	things.	All	creatures	know	this
fact	 deeply	 and	 intuitively	 except	 the	 human	 being.	 He,	 in	 his	 foolishness,	 remains
oblivious	of	this	fact.	Man!	The	only	one	who	dares	to	try	and	make	a	god	of	himself.	The
one	who	eludes	himself	that	he	will	live	this	worldly	life	forever.	If	it	was	possible	for	my



wild	mouth	 to	 laugh	mockingly,	 I	 would	 do	 so,	 but	 I	 cannot	 laugh	 as	 I	 know	 nothing
except	to	frown	gloomily	and	be	serious.

I	do	not	like	human	beings	and	this	applies	for	all	the	whales.	It	is	an	old	enmity	based	on
a	story	that	will	be	mentioned	later.	Remembering	the	human	being	makes	my	blood	boil
and	so	I	go	down	into	the	furthest	depths	and	then	I	collide	with	the	water	using	my	tail
and	return	to	its	surface.	Here	on	the	surface	of	the	sea,	I	jump	up	towards	the	sky!	A	giant
leap	 which	 is	 the	 prostration	 of	 whales.	 People	 prostrate	 on	 the	 ground	 while	 whales
prostrate	towards	the	sky	as	it	is,	after	all,	their	ground.

I	swim	in	the	northern	seas	where	the	eye	of	the	sun	does	not	wink	nor	set.	I	see	the	sun	as
a	yellow	disk	drowned	in	green	water.	The	open	brilliance	of	the	sun,	which	spreads	out
upon	the	water,	suggests	loneliness,	which	is	the	usual	companion	of	the	truly	great	in	the
world.

No	one	can	compare	to	a	sperm	whale	in	its	greatness.

From	among	 all	 sperm	whales	 that	 swim	under	 the	water,	Almighty	Allah	 chose	me	 to
swallow	Yunus	(Jonah).	I	knew	only	after	swallowing	him	that	he	was	a	Prophet.	I	confess
that	it	was	the	most	difficult	experience	I	ever	had	in	all	my	long	life.

Whales	do	not	sweat	…

Whales	do	not	shed	tears	in	tenderness	or	love	…

However,	I	did	sweat	and	cry.

I	 was	 careful	 that	 no	 creature	 would	 see	 me	 while	 I	 was	 weeping	 -My	 position	 and
standing	 in	 the	water	 is	 like	 an	 unscratcl1ed	 old	 throne	 and	 I	would	 not	 like	 that	 it	 be
scarified.

I	 have	 a	 body	 that	 is	 longer	 than	 a	middling	 island.	 I	weigh	 equivalent	 to	 one	 hundred
thousand	rocks.	When	such	a	huge	body	plunges	into	the	depths	of	the	sea,	it	makes	the
most	 dangerous	 sharks	 burst	 forth	 in	 fear	 until	 they	 crash	 their	 bodies	 	 	 onto	 the	 rocks
because	of	their	great	fear.

Despite	having	such	great	power,	I	wept.

I	do	not	want	to	end	my	story	before	starting	it.	What	I	have	experienced	was	so	great	and
hard	that	it	led	me	to	be	overcome	by	il1ness.

My	intestines	began	unwell	and	I	knew	I	was	approaching	death.

I	shook	my	head,	and	my	tail	moved	in	a	semicircle	and	burst	forth.

I	write	down	on	the	water	…

Water	swallows	the	secret	while	I	continue	writing.

Millions	of	years	ago	when	the	sea	was	as	young	as	a	child,	my	grandparents	were	living
on	the	land.

There	is	an	old	picture	that	lies	somewhere	in	my	giant	body,	deep	within	my	mind	and	in
a	place	concealed	by	a	throne	of	oil.	This	picture	occupies	a	place	between	the	meat,	the
blood	and	the	nerves.	In	this	picture,	there	appears	a	gray	and	foggy	land	in	which	there
were	volcanoes.	Purple	vapor	mingled	with	a	yellow	color	that	rose	from	the	volcanoes.



Dinosaurs	and	our	grandparents	were	walking	on	the	land	…Our	grandparents	were	bigger
than	 dinosaurs	 that	 began	 to	 be	 extinct	 at	 that	 time.	Dinosaurs	were	 huge	 but	 had	 little
intelligence.	 They	 had	 a	 lot	 of	 desires	 and	 were	 unable	 to	 adapt	 themselves	 to	 the
changing	circumstances	of	the	earth.	Our	grandparents	were	suffering	the	same	tragedy.

The	 earth	was	being	prepared	 for	 the	 arrival	 of	 a	 new	 species	named	 the	human	being.
This	 species	was	 not	well	 known	by	 us.	We	heard	 hair-raising	 stories	 about	 the	 human
being.	 Angels	 were	 talking	 about	 him	 with	 surprise	 and	 love.	 The	 approaching	 of	 his
decent	bore	 a	warning	 to	 all	wild	 creatures	on	 the	 land.	No	one	knew	why	all	 the	wild
animals	on	the	earth	began	to	fight	each	other	so	fiercely	and	shed	blood	to	such	a	horrible
extent.	All	 large,	wild	 animals	 died	 out	 except	 for	 the	 grandparents	 of	 the	whales	who
were	the	biggest	and	mightiest	wild	animals	so	we	won	the	battle.	Nevertheless,	the	land
became	 full	 of	 blood	 and	 ruin	 and	 that	was	why	 our	 grandparents	 rushed	 to	 the	 sea	 in
troops.	They	looked	at	the	land	and	realized	that	their	life	on	it	was	impossible.	They	had
no	rivals	to	fight	and	no	food	to	eat.

Our	ancestors	began	 to	 jump	 into	water	 as	 they	had	only	 two	choices:	 either	 to	 stay	on
land	and	starve	or	to	scurry	for	a	shelter	of	safety	in	water.	Thousands	of	our	forefathers
jumped	into	the	water.

We	had	hands,	feet,	heads	and	noses.	People	think	that	the	whale	is	a	fish.	This	is	an	insult
to	all	whales.	Our	blood	is	hot	while	the	blood	of	fish	is	cold.	We	are	mammals	that	lived
on	the	land	during	prehistoric	times	and	then	we	moved	to	live	in	the	sea	in	order	to	clear
a	space	for	the	human	being.

Pardon	me	but	my	blood	boils	whenever	I	talk	about	the	human	being.	I	burst	forth	within
the	sea	in	great	irritation.	My	ancestors	were	told	while	they	were	jumping	into	the	seas,
“Blessed	be	you	…O	great	 creatures	…You	will	 be	 the	kings	of	 the	 sea,	 not	 contended
with	anyone	save	human	beings	who	will	be	 in	pursuit	of	you	whether	you	are	alive	or
dead.	You	will	be	the	perfume	of	your	enemy	after	your	death	as	well	as	oil	for	his	lamps,
food	 for	 his	 children	 and	 medicine	 for	 his	 diseases.	 The	 Creator	 of	 the	 universe	 has
subjected	you	to	man.”

Our	descent	into	the	sea	was	not	meant	to	be	an	insult.	On	the	contrary,	it	was	a	kind	of
honor	 exactly	 as	 man	 was	 honored	 by	 his	 descent	 onto	 the	 earth.	Water	 is	 four	 times
greater	than	land	…So	our	chance	to	propagate	in	the	water	was	four	times	greater	than	on
land.	Our	food	is	fourfold.

We	went	down	into	the	sea	with	a	deep-rooted	picture	of	a	fatal	struggle	against	the	human
being.	This	was	accompanied	with	some	kind	of	surprise.

This	was	millions	of	years	ago.	At	that	time	we	were	not	in	need	of	hands.	Our	feet,	heads
and	noses	were	altered.	The	previous	wild	animals	of	the	land	are	now	the	whales	of	the
sea.	All	these	secrets	were	narrated	to	me	by	a	cell	in	the	body	of	my	mother	before	my
birth.	I	do	not	remember	where	I	was	born	but	I	do	remember	my	father’s	face	…He	was
frightful	with	a	white	face,	a	high	lobe	and	his	giant	tail.	He	was	ninety	meters	and	a	half
long.	My	mother	 was	 his	 third	 wife.	 She	 was	 about	 twenty-five	meters	 long.	 She	 was
beautiful,	elegant	and	her	color	was	nearly	bright	gray.	She	was	the	ideal	mother.	I	never
saw	her	smile	and	neither	did	my	father.	One	day	I	asked	my	father,	“Why	do	whales	not
smile?”



He	replied,	“Be	quiet!	How	can	the	mightiest	animals	of	the	sea	smile?”

He	looked	at	my	mother	angrily	and	said,	“Your	baby	is	warm-hearted	like	you	…Damn
you	…”

My	mother	took	me	to	the	sea	away	from	my	father	and	whispered	to	me	“My	honey…
You	are	a	monster,	so	do	not	disappoint	your	Mum	and	Dad.”

I	had	a	delightful	childhood	were	it	not	for	my	father’s	cruel	comments	and	fierce	looks.

When	I	was	born,	I	was	about	ten	meters	and	a	half	long	or	a	bit	longer.	My	father	swam
around	me	 and	 addressed	my	mother	 saying,	 “His	 length	 is	 all	 right	…I	 like	 his	white
color	…I	want	him	to	be	like	me.”

He	said	so	and	dove	into	the	water.	My	father	was	famous	throughout	all	 the	oceans	for
having	certain	peculiarities	such	as	violence,	strength	and	speed.	All	monsters	and	masters
of	the	sea	should	have	these	three	characteristics.

After	growing	up,	I	realized	that	my	father	was	the	master	of	all	the	seas.

I	 spent	 six	months	 in	my	mother’s	womb,	 followed	by	 another	 six	months	 of	 suckling.
During	this	period,	I	saw	my	father	only	twice.	I	confess	that	I	loved	my	mother	more	than
my	father	throughout	the	suckling	period.	She	was	tender	and	kind.	I	never	saw	her	angry
except	for	one	time	when	I	was	attacked	by	a	bevy	of	young	sharks.	First,	I	imagined	that
they	came	to	play	with	me,	but	soon	I	realized	that	they	came	to	attack	and	bite	me.	I	was
only	 ten	meters	 long.	 I	shouted	 to	my	mother,	who	came	rapidly,	breaking	up	 the	ocean
and	 her	 tail	 turned	 to	 a	 gigantic	 fan	 hitting	 blind	 and	 hard	 strikes	 on	 all	 sides.	 I	 was
astonished	when	 I	 saw	 the	 strikes	 of	 her	 tail	 tearing	 up	 the	 bodies	 of	 sharks,	who	 fled
away	at	top	speed.	They	did	not	succeed	in	getting	anything	from	me	save	a	piece	of	meat
from	my	tail	that	turned	to	be	a	distinguishing	mark.

From	 that	 time	 onwards,	 there	 exists	 a	 deep	 hatred	 inside	me	 for	 all	 sharks.	 I	 became
famous	for	my	fondness	of	devouring	a	lot	of	them	in	return	for	their	old	debt.	The	only
moment	 of	 fear	 that	 I	witnessed	 in	my	 childhood	 because	 of	 sharks	was	 given	 back	 to
them	as	nights	of	horrible	fright	and	years	of	continuing	fear.

“The	 sperm	 whale	 with	 the	 funny	 tail	 is	 coming.”	 That	 is	 how	 all	 the	 sea	 animals
announced	my	 entrance.	At	 this	 time	 all	monsters	 of	 the	 sea	 ran	 away	because	 of	 their
absolute	fear	so	that	I	could	pass.

When	I	was	weaned,	my	father	came	and	pointed	to	my	tail.	He	asked	my	mother,	“What
happened	to	his	tail?”

She	 replied	 haughtily,	 “like	 father,	 like	 son	…I	 left	 him	 alone	 and	 a	 group	 of	 sharks
attacked	him.”	“Great!”	my	father	said.	“What	did	he	do?”	he	asked.

Then,	my	mother	looked	at	me	fearfully	and	said,	“He	acted	like	a	young	monster.”

My	 father	 struck	 the	water	with	 his	 tail,	 “Thanks	Allah	…	Thanks	Allah	…O	monster
follow	me	…Your	childhood	is	over	and	you	will	start	your	lessons	tomorrow.”

I	was	surprised	that	my	father	believed	that	I	had	acted	like	a	monster.	What	would	he	do
if	 he	 knew	 that	 I	 screamed	 out	 calling	my	mother?	How	 great	 are	 the	 intelligence	 and
cunning	of	 females!	My	mother	was	using	her	words	 to	 protect	me	 against	my	 father’s



violence.	She	told	me	later	that	if	my	father	knew	what	had	happened,	he	would	kill	me	by
striking	me	with	his	tail.	He	had	killed	three	weak	whales,	who	were	born	to	my	father’s
other	wives.

He	killed	them	while	saying,	“It	is	better	for	monsters	to	die	than	to	live	as	a	good	-for-
nothing.”

I	said	that	I	 loved	my	mother	more	than	my	father	during	the	period	of	my	suckling	but
after	that	I	loved	my	father	for	two	years	that	represented	the	period	of	my	learning.	After
that,	my	love	for	my	mother	submerged	into	the	depth	of	the	ocean	and	my	love	for	my
father	became	immersed	in	the	vastness	of	the	waves.	From	that	time	forward,	I	became	a
real	monster,	after	giving	up	love.

After	 that,	 no	 one	 can	 stand	 in	 front	 of	me,	 swim	before	me	 or	 hear	 about	me	without
trembling.	 I	used	 to	consider	 the	one	who	saw	me	and	did	not	become	 full	of	 fear	 as	a
creature	that	behaved	impudently.	This	is	a	crime	that	should	be	punished	at	once.	And	so,
my	 speed	 surpasses	 my	 self-control	 and	 brings	me	 face-to-face	 with	my	 rival.	My	 tail
moves	 towards	 him	 leaving	 him	 destroyed.	 And	my	mouth	 is	 opened	 in	 front	 of	 him,
swallowing	 him	 into	 my	 depths.	 These	 three	 fast	 and	musical	 movements	 are	 fulfilled
before	 the	 victim	 can	 realize	what	 is	 going	 on.	 Sometimes	 I	 open	my	mouth	 and	 burst
forth	 leaving	 silence	 after	my	passing.	My	belly	becomes	 the	grave	of	 every	 rival	 even
before	his	death	as	I	swallow	him	alive	to	die	slowly	within	my	belly.	After	that	I	jump	up
over	the	water	to	thank	Allah	for	all	His	bounties	and	to	ask	Him,	while	I	am	trembling
out	of	my	fear	of	Him,	His	Satisfaction.

It	was	natural	that	the	first	lesson	I	learned,	from	my	father	was	practical	training	on	how
to	use	my	tail.	Our	school	was	in	the	faraway	northern	seas	where	floating	mountains	of
ice	stood	as	a	witness	for	all	time	to	come	with	their	complete	silence.

There	were	six	male	whales	in	my	class.	The	gloomy	teacher	was	my	father,	who	moved
his	tail	towards	anyone	that	made	a	mistake,	giving	him	a	light	blow	whose	impact	lasted
for	many	long	nights.	It	was	as	if	a	mountain	of	rocks	had	fallen	on	your	side,	abdomen	or
your	 head	 depending	 on	where	 the	 strike	was	 placed.	During	 the	 first	 days	 in	 school,	 I
remembered	 with	 grief	 the	 sweet	 days	 of	 my	 suckling.	My	mother	 swam	 on	 her	 side,
looking	at	me,	while	I	was	bending	getting	stuck	to	her	side	and	gobbling	up	her	breast	in
my	mouth.	I	did	not	stare	at	her	breast,	rather	I	stared	away	with	stability	and	calmness.	It
was	as	if	I	had	two	lives	at	the	same	time.	While	the	whale	is	suckling,	he	is	occupied	with
a	 feeling	 that	 he	 is	 enjoying	 delightful	 memories	 that	 are	 not	 aquatic.	 Such	 memories
come	 from	 the	world	of	 the	 soul	where	wonderful	peace	and	great	 security	prevail.	But
this	time	was	over	and	the	old	peace	had	been	eliminated	during	the	first	days	of	study.

Naturally	I	was	absolutely	terrified	of	my	father	and	I	was	eager	to	be	with	my	mother.	As
if	 he	 realized	 what	 was	 going	 on	 inside	 us,	 the	 gloomy	 teacher	 said,	 “When	 a	 whale
abandons	his	mother,	he	departs	his	small	prison	and	when	he	leaves	his	father,	he	deserts
his	 big	 prison.	 Then,	 he	 becomes	 a	 monster	 in	 the	 oceans	 that	 cannot	 be	 stopped	 by
anyone.”	 My	 father	 said	 so	 and	 jumped	 up	 making	 a	 gigantic	 flow	 of	 water	 descend
around	him	as	if	there	were	a	thousand	islands	jumping	up.	When	he	descended	into	the
water,	he	struck	the	water	with	his	tail	violently	causing	a	clatter	in	our	weak	and	young
bones.



The	teacher	said,	“This	is	the	simplest	strike	by	the	tail.	I	want	the	faraway	horizon	to	be
shaken	by	the	sounds	of	explosions	caused	by	your	strikes	upon	the	water.	Now,	we	will
start	with	the	fiercest	monster	amongst	you.”	Then,	he	pointed	at	me	with	his	tail.

I	asked,	“Will	I	jump	or	strike	the	water	first?”	He	replied,	“O	foolish	one!	Jump	up	first.”

I	jumped	up	and	he	shouted	at	me	enough	to	blow	my	veins	while	I	was	jumping.

He	 shouted,	 “You	 jump	 like	 the	 desperate	 sharks.”	 Then	 he	 changed	 his	 view	 saying,
“Your	jump	is	like	that	of	the	funny	dogfish.”

He	shouted	again,	“You	have	to	perform	a	royal	jump	…a	real	jump	…up	…I	want	you	to
reach	the	sun	with	your	heads.”	On	and	on	he	spoke	and	ordered,	“Up	again	…Now	strike
with	your	tail…”

I	 imagined	 that	my	 strike	was	 so	 strong	 that	 its	 splash	would	 put	 out	 the	 sun.	 But	my
father	said	loudly,	“I	did	not	hear	but	a	sigh	of	a	weak	fish.”

He	struck	 the	water	with	his	 tail	 again	and	became	more	agitated	 than	 the	 sea.	And	we
also	struck	the	water	trying	to	imitate	him.

The	training	continued	for	one	full	day.	At	the	end,	I	imagined	that	the	mountains	of	ice
were	about	to	melt	because	of	our	continued	effort.

When	the	sun	appeared	at	 the	end	of	 the	ocean	as	a	 red	disk,	our	 teacher	said,	while	he
was	turning	to	go,	“You	will	sleep	here	until	the	morning	…”

No	 one	 of	 us	 had	 thought	 about	 his	 mother	 as	 the	 previous	 six	 months	 had	 been
overwhelmed	with	the	existence	of	one	day	of	hard	work.

We	had	lost	the	previous	days	that	were	in	paradise	…and	here	we	were	descending	into
the	seas	of	tiredness	without	knowing	our	fault.

I	slept	in	my	place	because	I	was	absolutely	exhausted.	The	next	day,	I	opened	my	eyes
upon	 the	 second	 lesson	 concerning	 how	 to	 use	 the	 tail.	We	 were	 awakened	 by	 a	 loud
explosion	made	by	our	teacher	while	he	was	striking	the	water	with	his	own	magnificent
tail.

My	 father	was	moving	himself	with	 ease	 and	nimbleness	 that	 rippled	with	great	might.
Moreover,	the	beauty	of	his	nimbleness	was	derived	from	his	strength.	In	every	charming
and	beautiful	thing,	there	lies	a	greater	role	fulfilled	by	might.

In	 the	 beginning	 of	 the	 second	 lesson,	 my	 father	 communicated	 to	 us	 but	 without
speaking,	“There	are	five	big	movements	to	a	whale’s	tail:

First:	The	tail	is	used	as	a	flipper	that	helps	the	whale	to	move	and	burst	forth.

Second:	It	is	used	as	a	shield	in	case	of	defense	or	attack.

Third:	The	whale	uses	it	to	sweep	away	and	scavenge	water.

Fourth:	 The	 tail	 is	 used	 to	 achieve	 a	 kind	 of	 relaxation	 on	 the	 water	 required	 during
performing	prayers.

Fifth:	The	whale	uses	his	tail	when	he	lifts	the	two	portions	vertically	on	the	water	to	be
ready	for	the	glorification	of	Allah.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

You’ve Just Finished your Free Sample 
 

Enjoyed the preview? 
 

Buy:  http://www.ebooks2go.com 

https://www.ebooks2go.com/arabic-folklore-prophet-yunus-jonan-whale-from-the-sea

	Title Page
	Copyright Page
	Prolog
	Prophet Jonah (Yunus) & The Whale
	Author Bio



