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Memories Become Family Traditions



| hope you enjoy this little book as much as | enjoyed writing it.

—Darla



Author's Note

This story was written for children who are learning that faith is

not about being fearless or perfect.
It is about listening.

Like the story of Jonah, The Sea That Still Listens reminds us
that God meets us even when we run, waits when we are unsure, and

offers mercy before we know how to ask for it.

My hope isthat this book helps children feel safe bringing their
guestions, fears, and mistakes to God—and that families find

moments of quiet connection as they read together.

May this story remind us all that God's love is patient, steady,
and deeper than the sea.
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Chapter One

The Day the Tide Spoke

Mirawas supposed to go to the lighthouse.

Everyone knew that.

Her grandmother had asked her to take a note to the keeper—a
simple message, folded neat as a prayer. Mira had nodded, said yes,
and tucked it into her jacket pocket.

But the ocean was loud that morning.

The waves rushed the shore as if they were late for something,
and Mirafelt that rushing inside her chest. She didn't want to go to
the lighthouse. The keeper was stern. What if he asked questions?



What if the message made him angry?
So Miraturned the other way.

She walked toward the rocks instead, telling herself she would

go after—after one more tide pool, after one more look at the water.
The wind picked up.

Mira stopped. Her pocket felt heavy, asif the folded paper knew
she was running.

A verse floated into her mind, one her grandmother read at
bedtime:

"Where can | go from Your Spirit? Where can | flee from Your
presence?"

Mira swallowed.

"I'm not running," she whispered to the sea. "I'm just... taking a
different path.”

The ocean answered with a wave that reached farther than any
before.

And somewhere beneath the surface, something ancient

stirred—not in anger, but in waiting.



Chapter Two

The Way Away

Mirawalked faster than she meant to.

Each step along the beach felt like it carried her farther from the
lighthouse, though she could still see its white tower behind her,
standing stiff and patient against the sky. She didn't ook back again.

The note in her pocket brushed her leg as she walked. It felt
heavier now, like asmall stone she had picked up and forgotten to
put down.

"I'll go later," Miratold herself.



She said it the way people say things they hope will become true
just by being spoken.

The beach curved gently north, toward the old wooden pier.
Fishing boats rocked against their ropes, creaking and knocking
softly, asif they were whispering secrets to one another. Miraliked
boats. Boats left. Boats didn't ask questions.

She climbed onto the lowest planks of the pier and sat with her
legs dangling over the water. The ocean below looked darker here,

deep and steady, not sparkling like the shallows near the shore.
The wind tugged at her hair.

Mira hugged her jacket tighter. She tried not to think about her
grandmother's eyes that morning—kind, hopeful, trusting. She tried
not to think about the lighthouse keeper's serious face.

She tried not to think at all.

The water slapped gently against the pier.

You can't hide from God, the voice in her head said.

It wasn't loud. It didn't sound angry. It sounded like truth.

Mirafrowned at the waves. "l know," she muttered. "I'm just...
not ready."

A cloud dlid over the sun.

The air cooled, and the ocean shifted, its rhythm changing. The

waves grew taller, closer together, like they were hurrying now. Mira



stood, suddenly unsure of sitting so close to the edge.
A fishing boat bumped hard against the pier, its rope groaning.
Mirds heart beat faster.

She thought of another verse—this one from church:

"The Lord commands the seas, and they obey Him."

The waves rose again, splashing higher than before. Cold spray
touched her hands.

Mira stepped back.

"I'm sorry," she said quickly, unsure who she was apologizing to.

"Il go. I will. Just—"
The wind surged.
Her foot slipped on the damp wood.

For a moment, the world tilted. Sky became water. The pier
vanished beneath her hands.

Then—splash.

The ocean closed over Mira's head.

It was cold at first, sharp enough to steal her breath. She kicked
and flailed, the noise of the world muffled and strange. Light

shimmered above her, breaking into silver pieces.



Panic bubbled in her chest.

God, she thought—not a prayer with pretty words, just His name.

Please.
The water shifted.

Something moved beneath her—not rough, not frightening, but
strong and sure. Mirafelt herself lifted, cradled by a current that

wasn't acurrent at all.
The ocean grew quiet.
And as the light faded, Mirawas not afraid.

She was being held.



Chapter Three

The Quiet Beneath

Mira expected the dark.

She expected to feel trapped, squeezed, swallowed by fear.
But none of that happened.

Instead, the water around her grew warm—warm like sunlight on
ablanket, warm like the kitchen on awinter morning. The roaring
rush of the seafaded into alow, steady hum, like the ocean was
singing to itself.

Mira opened her eyes.

She wasn't sinking.



She wasn't swimming either.

She was resting inside awide, glowing space, curved like the
inside of a shell. Soft light shimmered through the water, drifting in
gentle ribbons. Tiny bubbles floated past her fingers, sow and

peaceful.
She could breathe.

Mira pressed a hand to her chest. Her heart was till racing, but it

wasn't afraid anymore. It was listening.

Something enormous moved beneath her—naot moving away, not
moving toward, but simply being. She felt its strength the way you
feel the ground under your feet: steady, sure, unshakable.

"The Deep Listener,” she whispered.

Her grandmother had told her stories about it—how it appeared
when the sea was heavy with worry, how it waited instead of chased.

Mira had always thought it was just a story.

"I didn't mean to fall in," Mira said softly, feeling foolish talking

to something so big. "l was running. | know | was."
The light pulsed once, slow and kind.

Mira curled her knees to her chest. The quiet wrapped around
her, and for the first time since morning, her thoughts stopped racing.

In the stillness, something else rose up—gentle, patient. Truth.

She thought of the note in her pocket, still dry somehow, still
folded. She thought of the lighthouse standing alone against the



wind. She thought of how scared she'd been—not of delivering the

message, but of what it might change.
A tear dlipped from her eye and drifted away like a pearl.

"I didn't trust Y ou," she whispered. "I thought it would be easier
to go the other way."

The quiet did not scold her.
It waited.

Miraremembered a verse her grandmother once read when Mira

was afraid of the dark:

"Be still, and know that | am God."

Miralet herself be still.

She didn't promise anything yet. She didn't make big brave plans.
She simply rested, held in a place where running no longer made

sense.

Above her, far beyond the water and waves, the lighthouse light

swept across the sea.

And below, in the listening deep, Mira began to change.



Chapter Four

Learning to Wait

Miradidn't know how long she stayed in the quiet.

Timefelt different here. It didn't hurry or tug at her sleeve. It
moved the way tides do—slow, certain, without asking permission.

The soft light shifted from gold to pale blue. The gentle hum of
the deep rose and fell like breathing. Mirafloated, sometimes with
her eyes open, sometimes closed, letting the stillness hold her.

At first, her thoughts were noisy.

What if Grandma isworried?
What if the lighthouse keeper never gets the note?



What if | messed everything up?
The worries came like waves, one after another.
But each time they rose, the quiet stayed.

Eventually, the thoughts grew smaller. They drifted instead of
crashing. Mirarealized she didn't have to chase them away. She
could let them pass.

She touched her jacket pocket again. The folded note was il
there. That surprised her, and she smiled alittle.

"I guess You didn't bring me here to lose it," she said softly.
The light shimmered, amost like a nod.
Miratook a slow breath. Then another.

She had prayed before—at church, at bedtime, before
meal s—but those prayers always felt like lists. Thank Y ou for this.
Please help with that. Amen.

Thisfelt different.
"God," she said quietly. "I don't know what to say."
The deep did not rush her.

So Mirakept going. "l was scared. | didn't want to make

someone upset. | didn't want to be the reason things changed.”

She paused, feeling the truth settle.



"I thought running would keep everything the same.”
The quiet wrapped around her like arms that didn't need words.

Miraswallowed. "I think... | think | forgot that Y ou don't send

usto do things aone.”
The hum deepened, warm and steadly.

Mira closed her eyes and let herself imagine the lighthouse
again—not tall and frightening this time, but solid and bright. A

place meant to guide, not glare.
She imagined herself walking toward it.
The thought no longer made her chest tighten.

Somewhere far above, the ocean shifted. The steady space

around her tilted ever so dlightly, like a gentle turning.
Mira opened her eyes.

"Okay," she whispered—not loudly, not bravely, but honestly.
"I'm ready to stop going the wrong way."

The light grew brighter.

The Deep Listener began to rise.



Chapter Five

The Letting Go

The motion began so gently that Miraamost didn't notice it.

The quiet space around her tilted upward, the light shifting
brighter and bluer. The steady hum deepened, becoming a low,
reassuring song that Mira felt more than heard.

They were moving.

Mirafloated easily now, no longer curled in on herself. She
stretched her fingers, watching the ribbons of light drift faster, rising
with her. The warmth remained, steady as a promise.

"Thank You," she whispered.



The words felt small, but they were true.

The pressure around her softened. The curved walls of the
glowing space widened, opening like a shell returning a pearl to the

sea. Cool water brushed her toes, then her hands.
Mirafelt the Deep Listener slow.
She knew, somehow, that this was goodbye.

"l won't forget," she said, her voice trembling—not with fear, but

with something like love. "I'll listen.”
The water shifted beneath her, lifting her one last time.

Then, with a smooth, careful motion, Mirawas carried forward

and out.
Light burst around her.

The ocean opened, and Mirarose through clear blue water
toward the surface. The world grew louder—waves, wind, distant

gulls—but none of it felt frightening anymore.
She broke the surface with a gasp.

Air filled her lungs, clean and sharp. She blinked against the
sunlight and found herself floating near the shore, the sandy bottom
visible benesath her feet.

A wave nudged her forward.

Then another.



Soon Mirawas standing, water dripping from her sleeves, her
boots soaked but her pocket still dry. She reached inside and pulled
out the folded note, edges softened but words untouched.

Behind her, the sea stretched wide and calm.

For amoment, Mira thought she saw a great shape move beneath
the surface—slow, deep, peaceful. Then it was gone, leaving only

ripples.
Miradidn't wave.
She didn't need to.
She turned toward the beach and began to walk.

The lighthouse stood ahead, bright against the sky. Thistime,
Miradidn't look for another path.

Her steps were steady.

She was going the right way now.



Chapter Six

The Lighthouse Door

The lighthouse looked taller up close.

Mira stopped at the bottom of the steps and tilted her head back,
watching the light sweep across the seain slow, patient circles. Each
passfelt like a heartbeat—steady, faithful, never rushing.

She wiped her wet hands on her jacket.

The note felt warm now, asif it had been waiting for this
moment too.

Mira climbed the steps slowly. The door at the top was painted
red, its color faded by years of salt and sun. She hesitated, her hand



hovering over the handle.
You're not alone, she reminded herself.
She knocked.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then came the sound of
footsteps, firm but unhurried. The door opened, and the lighthouse
keeper stood there, his hair silvered by wind and time, his eyes sharp

but not unkind.

"Yes?' hesaid.

Mira swallowed. Her voice almost disappeared—but she found it
again.

"My grandmother asked me to give you this," she said, holding
out the folded paper.

The keeper took it carefully, asif it were something fragile. He
read it once, then again more slowly. The wind tugged at his coat as
he stood there, quiet.

Mirawaited.
She didn't look away.

Finally, the keeper folded the note and slipped it into his pocket.
He exhaled, along breath that sounded like the ocean settling after a

storm.

"I was hoping she would write," he said. "I didn't know how to

begin."



Mirablinked. "You... you weren't upset?"

He smiled—not wide, not loud, but real. " Sometimes the hardest

messages are the ones we're most grateful to receive.”
Mirafelt something loosen inside her chest.

"She asked meto tell you she forgivesyou," Mirasaid. "And that

she hopes you'll come to supper tomorrow."
The keeper's eyes softened. He nodded once. "Tell her | will."
Mira smiled.

As she turned to leave, the keeper paused. "Y ou came through
the water today," he said gently.

Mirafroze.

"I saw the waves," he continued. "And then | saw you walking
toward the shore. Y ou looked like someone who had been carried,
not pushed."

Mirathought of the quiet. The waiting. The letting go.
"Yes," she said.

The keeper opened the door wider. "The seateacheswell," he

said. "But only if welisten.”

Mira stepped back into the sunlight. The lighthouse light swept
past her once more, bright and calm.

Thistime, it felt like home.



Chapter Seven

Mercy s Wider Than the Sea

Mirawalked home along the beach as the afternoon light

softened, turning the water silver-blue. The ocean looked the same as
it always had—wide, patient, endless—but Mira knew she wasn't

seeing it the same way anymore.
She kept thinking about the lighthouse keeper's smile.
All that worry. All that running.
And the kindness had been there the whole time.

At home, Grandma was sitting by the window, mending a small
tear in afishing net. She looked up the moment Mira stepped inside,



her eyes searching Mira's face before anything else.
"You'rewet," Grandma said.
Miranodded. "l fell in."

Grandma stood quickly, then stopped herself. She studied Mira
more closely—her calm, her steady breathing, the way she wasn't
shaking.

"You'redl right,” Grandma said, not as a question.
"Yes," Mirasaid. Then, after apause, "l was held."

Grandmadidn't ask how. She ssimply nodded, asif Mira had said

something perfectly ordinary.
"Did you give him the note?" she asked.
Mira smiled. "He's coming to supper tomorrow."

Grandma closed her eyes, just for amoment. When she opened

them again, they were shining.
"Good," she said. "I hoped he would."
Mira hesitated. "Y ou forgave him before he said he was sorry."
Grandma's needle paused mid-stitch. "Yes."
"Why?"

Grandmatied off the thread and set the net aside. She reached for
Mira's hand. "Because God forgave me long before | knew how to



Mirathought of the quiet deep. The waiting. The way she had

been given time instead of anger.
"I think | understand,” she said.

Grandma smiled. "Understanding grows," she said. "Just like

mercy."

Outside, the tide was turning again—always moving, always

making room.



Chapter Eight

The Sea That Still Listens

The next morning, Mira returned to the shore early.

The ocean greeted her the way it always had—with waves
brushing the sand, with gulls crying overhead—but something felt

different now. Not louder. Not bigger.
Closer.

Mirawalked to her favorite tide pool and knelt besideiit. Tiny
fish flickered through the water. An anemone opened and closed,

slow and patient.

"Good morning," Mirawhispered.



She didn't expect an answer.
But she listened anyway.

The lighthouse light swept across the sea one last time before
daylight claimed it. The beam faded, its work done for now, trusting
the sun to take its place.

Mira smiled.

She knew there would be other days when listening felt hard.
Other moments when running seemed easier. But she also knew this

now:

God did not shout her into obedience.
God did not frighten her into faith.

God waited.
The searolled in and out, steady as breath.

And Mira—small, listening, learning—walked home, ready for

whatever the tide might bring next.



"The Lord is gracious and compassionate, slow to anger and rich in

love."

— Psam 145:8



Family Discussion Questions

Before Y ou Begin (Optional)
» What do you like most about the ocean?
* Do you think God can speak through nature? What makes you think

that?

Chapter 1 — The Day the Tide Spoke

» Mirafeels nervous about delivering the note. Have you ever

avoided doing something because you were afraid?
» Why do you think God's voice in this story is quiet instead of loud?

» What does it mean to "listen" even when you're unsure?

Chapter 2— The Way Away

» Miratells herself she's"not running." Why do people sometimes
say things like that?

» How does the ocean change when Miraruns away?

» What do you think happens inside us when we avoid doing the right
thing?

Chapter 3— The Quiet Beneath

» Miraexpects fear but finds calm instead. Did that surprise you?

» Why do you think the Deep Listener feels safe instead of scary?



» How do you think God wants us to feel when we come to Him with

mistakes?

Chapter 4 — Learning to Wait

» Miralearnsto pray without fancy words. What do you think prayer
realy is?

» Why is waiting sometimes harder than doing?

» Have you ever felt peaceful after telling God the truth?

Chapter 5— TheLetting Go

* The seareleases Mira only when she's ready. Why do you think
timing matters?

* How isthis different from punishment?

» What does this chapter teach us about second chances?

Chapter 6 — The Lighthouse Door

» Mira expects anger but receives kindness. Why do we often expect

the worst?
» How does delivering the message change Mira?

» What does this chapter teach us about forgiveness?

Chapter 7— Mercy IsWider Than the Sea
» Grandma forgives before being asked. Why isthat hard to do?

* How is mercy "wider than the sea'?



 Can you think of atime when kindness changed a situation?

Chapter 8 — The Sea That Still Listens

» Miralistensto the ocean differently now. How has she changed?
» What do you think it means that God "waits"?
» How can listening help us make better choices?

Big Picture Questions

* In what ways is this story similar to Jonah's story? In what waysis

it different?

» Who do you relate to most in the story—Mira, Grandma, or even
the lighthouse keeper?

» What do you think God cares about most in this story: obedience,

mercy, or listening?

God,

Thank You for being patient with us when we are afraid.

Help us listen, even when Your voiceis quiet.

Teach usto trust Your mercy,



and to show that mercy to others.

Amen.



A Notefor Parents & Caregivers

Thank you for sharing this story with a child.

The Sea That Stll Listensisinspired by the biblical story of
Jonah, but it isnot aretelling. Instead, it explores the heart of that
story—fear, running away, mercy, and second chances—through a
gentle, original narrative shaped especially for children around age

nine.

At this age, children are learning how to navigate responsibility,
empathy, and difficult choices. They often feel strong emotions they
don't yet have clear words for. This story is meant to give them
language for those moments—and reassurance that God meets us

with patience, not fear.

What This Story Is Teaching

God's call isgentle. Mirais not shouted at or punished into
obedience. Sheisinvited, waited for, and guided. This reflects the
biblical truth that God is slow to anger and rich in love.

Running away is human—nbut not the end. Children often
avoid hard things out of fear rather than rebellion. Mira's story shows
that avoiding responsibility does not make her bad—it makes her

human.

Mercy comes befor e perfection. Forgiveness appears before
apologies are spoken. This helps children understand grace as

something we receive, not something we earn.



Listening matters morethan bravery. Miradoes not grow by
becoming fearless. She grows by learning to listen—to God, to

others, and to her own conscience.

About the Ocean and the Deep Listener

The ocean in this story is not meant to represent danger or
punishment. It reflects emotions—wide, deep, sometimes

overwhelming—and God's presence within them.

The Deep Listener is symbalic rather than literal. It represents a
place of safety, pause, and transformation, similar to Jonah'stimein

the fish, reimagined in a cam and child-safe way.
If your child asks about it, it is perfectly appropriate to say: "It's

a picture of how God gives us time to think, pray, and change."

Reading Together
* Read slowly and allow pauses.

» Welcome questions and quiet moments.

* There are no wrong answers—curiosity matters more than

correctness.

» Sharing gentle personal experiences can help children connect faith
tored life.

Y ou do not need to explain everything. God is aready present in
the listening.

A Noteon Prayer



Miras prayers are simple and imperfect by design. Many
children believe prayers must sound "right." This story shows that
God listens to honesty more than polished words.

A helpful reminder for childrenis: "God already knows our

hearts. Prayer is how we open them.”

Final Encouragement

If this story helps achild feel less afraid of making mistakes...
If it helps them trust that God is patient...

If it opens even one meaningful conversation...

Then it has done its work.

Thank you for reading, listening, and walking alongside a child
in faith.



Scripture References

The following Bible verses reflect the themes found throughout The
Sea That Siill Listens. These verses may be read together as afamily
or explored individualy.

God IsWith UsEven When We Run

"When you pass through the waters, | will be with you."
— |saiah 43:2

"Where can | go from Your Spirit? Where can | flee from Your
presence?"

— Psalm 139:7

God IsPatient and Merciful

"The Lord is gracious and compassionate, slow to anger and rich in
love."

— Psalm 145:8

"The Lord ishot slow in keeping His promise... He is patient with
you."

— 2 Peter 3.9

God ListensWhen We Are Still

"Be still, and know that | am God."



— Psalm 46:10

Prayer Does Not Need Fancy Words

"The Lord hearswhen | call to Him."

— Psalm 4:3

"Cast all your anxiety on Him because He cares for you."

— 1 Peter 5.7

God Gives Second Chances

"The Lord commanded the great fish, and it vomited Jonah onto dry
land."

— Jonah 2:10

"Because of the Lord's great love we are not consumed, for His
compassions never fail."

— Lamentations 3:22

Mercy Is Greater Than Fear

"Loveis patient, loveiskind."

— 1 Corinthians 13:4

"Blessed are the merciful, for they will be shown mercy."
— Matthew 5:7



