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For a long time I have been intrigued by the Old Testament prophets.  Their 
determination to make known the messages God revealed to them.  The unjust way in 
which they were treated, sometimes even suffering persecution, just because they 
dared to deliver these messages.  The demands God sometimes made upon them.  His 
intrusion into their lives. 

I’m keen to learn something about what it means to be a prophet.  How exactly did 
they become prophets?  Since their task was to proclaim messages from God, how did 
they get these messages?  How did they know they had got the message right?  How 
happy were they to pass these messages on?  Why did people react negatively to them 
and their messages?  How did they cope with the difficulties they faced simply because 
they were prophets?  Did they ever say no to God? 

If only I had access to their personal diaries.  That’s assuming they wrote diaries in the 
first place. 

That if-only thought became the break-through for me.  I could write their diaries for 
them!  And I could then find the answers to all my questions. 

One thought that never entered my mind was:  How on earth could YOU do that?  Is 
there even the slightest possibility that you could ever know what was going on in the 
minds of those prophets?  Of course, it’s far too late for those questions to arise now.  
The diaries have been written.  Perhaps they shouldn’t have been.  Nah, it’s been too 
much fun. 
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JONAH’S DIARY 
 

There is not a great deal in the Bible about the prophet Jonah BenAmittai.  Just the 
account of his visit to Nineveh.  This one incident in his life, however, gives a 
considerable glimpse into the kind of person Jonah was.  It reveals such a head-
strong, cranky and defiant person, that I think it’s a shame we don’t know more about 
him. 

Fortunately, this visit to Nineveh deals with his work as a prophet – which is exactly 
my interest in Jonah. 

 
It is hard to know whether these pages of his diary are all that remains of a 

significantly larger note book that contained his reflections on many other incidents in 
his life.  Or whether this was the only incident he chose to write about. 

If these pages are just the remains of a diary that Jonah wrote throughout his entire 
life, I’m sad that the rest of his diary has been lost. 

If these pages are all he wrote, at least I am grateful for the glimpse it gives into this 
interesting character.  But I am left wondering why he didn’t tell us more about himself.  
And why, out of all that he did as a prophet, it was this particular event that he 
recorded. 

- - - - - - - - - - 
 

I’ve just returned after a month in Nineveh.  The trip there and home again 

took up another month.  The whole 2 months has been something I wouldn’t want 

to go through again. 

Yet, safely home again, the first thing I want to do is to write it all down.  Then, 

if I ever feel the need, I can come back to re-live it, and be reassured that I did 

the right thing. 

 

It all began with another of God’s typical, and unwelcome, intrusions into my 

life.  He gave me the job of announcing to the people of Nineveh that its 

wickedness had become so great that in 40 days his judgment will fall on them 

and their city. 

Now, in normal circumstances, I would jump at a task like that.  Because I would 

get to see a place I had never seen before (though we were certainly hearing 

about the terrible things going on there).  And because that’s what I do.  As a 

prophet I announce big and important messages from I AM.  By announcing it I 

am releasing the word of God and setting it in motion. 

But at that time, I was a little disappointed.  Well, very disappointed with God.  

He had been failing to support me as his prophet.  Many of the pronouncements 

he gave me (particularly his messages of judgment on his people) didn’t actually 

happen.  That really undermined me as a prophet.  And it made me look pretty 

silly.  People started to regard me as a failure as a prophet.  And I was angry with 
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I AM for treating me in such a way. 

So I acted as if I hadn’t heard God tell me to go to Nineveh. 

 

That’s when I discovered how PERSISTENT he can get.  He acted as if he 

hadn’t noticed that I was acting as if I hadn’t heard him.  He kept telling me more 

and more details about the Nineveh job.  And I knew he really meant it.  But I 

was very determined NOT to go. 

So I went to Joppa.  I was keen to board one of those ships offering a leisurely 

cruise around the Mediterranean.  Going to places that are so noisy with tourists 

that his voice would get drowned out. 

But I was out of luck.  The best I could do was a cabin on merchant ship bound 

for Tarshish.  I forked out the fare, which wasn’t cheap – even without the 

personal luggage insurance option.  But it was worth it to get away from God. 

 

That’s when I discovered how DETERMINED God can get.  Though it was only 

later on I realized he was behind all that happened.  He sent a storm – a really 

savage storm.  He used the superstitions of the crew, who accused me of angering 

my God (which I had to admit had some truth to it).  He tried to make me feel 

that my disobedience to him was putting the lives of those innocent sailors at 

risk (and I didn’t want to be responsible for their deaths). 

So I reacted by trying to place some guilt on God.  I reckoned he didn’t want 

me to die.  Or to have these sailors regard him as being responsible for my death.  

I suggested to the crew that if they threw me overboard, their lives would be 

preserved.  By putting my life on the line, I thought that put God in checkmate.  

And that’s what the crew did.  But only as a last resort, and after praying to I 

AM asking him not to blame them for my death. 

As I hit the water I realized how impossible it was to REASON WITH God.  He 

wasn’t concerned about my life at all. 

But I was wrong again.  And I was in checkmate.  He sent a big fish to rescue 

me.  It swallowed me, and after what turned out to be about 3 days, I was vomited 

out on a beach. 

Then, as if nothing had happened, I AM simply repeated his instruction:  Go to 

Nineveh and announce my message. 

 

The long camel ride to Nineveh gave me plenty of time to think about my lonely 

and stuffy time in the fish.  After a while I saw one positive thing about it.  It 

made me feel so grateful for the psalms I learnt as I was growing up.  The prayers 

and words of praise in those psalms were all I had to hold on to while I was inside 
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the fish.  And they were such a help; they maintained my spirit, gave me hope, 

gave me a real sense of connection with my people, and with my God.  I used those 

psalms to put together a psalm of my own, describing my situation and my faith.    

Someday I want to write it down in case others may be interested in what I went 

through in that confinement in I AM’s fish. 

During that camel ride I also realized how unfair I AM was.  I remember feeling 

as if I was back at square one.  The entire boat trip and fish thing had changed 

nothing.  He was still ignoring my opposition to go to Nineveh.  And my reasons 

for not going.  And I still didn’t want to go.  In fact, it struck me that everything 

that had happened – the boat, the storm, the fish – EVERYTHING had been a 

set-up!  I knew I had no choice. 

And yet at the same time, strangely enough, it felt as if everything had 

changed.  God had never been so involved in my life.  My connection with him felt 

so real and vital.  If that new vitality meant taking his message to the people in 

Nineveh, then bring it on!  I would do what I didn’t want to do.  And I’d see what 

would happen. 

 

When I got to Nineveh, I was impressed by the size of the city.  I wandered 

around enthralled, as I tried to find the best place to announce I AM’s message.  

Maybe the plaza near the city centre. 

It felt good being a prophet again.  A bit of heckling about who this God, I AM, 

was supposed to be, was part of that.  I knew I was getting their attention.  I 

was even being acknowledged as a prophet. 

I was surprised that some of the people started to wear sackcloth, and to fast 

as well.  It seemed as if they thought they might be able to stop the destruction 

of their city.  Of course, there were others who didn’t believe me at all – and 

told me so. 

Then the king got to hear.  And, believe it or not, he treated me as a prophet, 

too.  I was sure I was going to be famous! 

But the king also thought that they may somehow be able to escape God’s 

judgment.  All around the city notices began to appearing – a Decree by the King 

and his Nobles.  It called on everyone to fast, even to impose a fast on all their 

animals.  And to cover themselves with sackcloth, even to cover all their animals 

with sackcloth.  And to pray to I AM, sincerely and unrelentingly.  It called on 

everyone to give up their evil and violent ways.  And then there was the 

conclusion:  Who knows?  Maybe I AM will relent and not punish us. 

I was amazed.  They thought there may be a way out of their destruction – at 

this late stage!  They even thought that involving their animals in their 
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repentance, going way over the top like that, would change anything!  That takes 

the cake for stupidity!! 

 

Then I AM told me he was thinking of changing his mind.  Maybe he wouldn’t 

destroy the city.  I was staggered, thunderstruck, dumbfounded! 

I really gave him a piece of my mind.  God, you are doing it AGAIN!  You are 

making me look like an idiot.  By not destroying the city you’re destroying me as 

a prophet.  How can I walk around now – a prophet whose message fails to come 

true!  A false prophet!  I’m going to die with shame and embarrassment.  In fact, 

that’s a great idea.  I don’t want to live any longer.  I want to die NOW!  And if 

you won’t do it, I’ll commit suicide.  See how you like being responsible for a 

suicide! 

And I stormed off – while he was mumbling something about the 

appropriateness of my anger.  Which only added to my anger. 

 

But if he really wasn’t going to destroy the city, then at least I wanted to see 

him not do it.  So I chose a spot on a hill overlooking the city.  There I could see 

what would happen. 

I put up a rough shelter of branches to keep the worst of the sun off me.  The 

Nineveh Weather Man had said that the next few days were going to be ‘stinkers’ 

(I’m not really a fan of these new meteorological terms for high temperature.) 

The Weather Man was right.  But I was surprised at how relatively cool I was.  

Then I noticed why.  Some fast-growing vine had suddenly grown right over my 

shelter, giving me great relief from the sun. 

 

The next day, still sitting in my shaded shelter, I continued waiting for 

something to happen to Nineveh.  Suddenly I was aware that the sun was getting 

at me more than it should have been.  The leaves of the vine were wilting – all of 

them.  Looking more closely, I noticed near the base of the vine a great green 

caterpillar.  It had chewed through the stem and was making its way up, making 

short work of any green matter it came across.  I grabbed hold of it, threw it on 

the ground, and jumped on it again and again. 

 

Temper, temper, a Voice said, and I knew it was I AM.  Then he went on to have 

quite a conversation with me.  And because he was so good at knowing my thoughts 

I didn’t have to say a thing.  Now, I want to make this record as accurate as I 

can, so I will have to leave it to you to read my thoughts, too (which I don’t think 

you will find difficult). 
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So, you didn’t want that vine to die?  And yes, you are right, the vine and the 

worm are all my work.  So once again you’ve been set up.  Oh, calm down, without 

me setting you up every now and then, just imagine how boring your life would be. 

You know what surprises me about you?  Well that too.  But, right now, it’s how 

angry you are about the destruction of this ordinary vine, a vine you didn’t even 

plant.  It just came up and grew over your shelter.  And how angry you are with 

me. 

You see that city down there.  No, come on, just humour me.  I’m asking you to 

help me decide what to do about it.  Do you think it should be destroyed?  You 

see, this is a pretty big decision, even for me, and I want to get it right. 

Wait.  Before you answer, I want you to see the city as I see it.  Can you imagine 

Nineveh as my vine?  A vine that’s been there for centuries.  And around 120,000 

people live there, a few of them you have met.  And they know nothing at all about 

me, so they are living their lives in darkness.  Just imagine your life without me 

bothering you all the time.  They must be bored out of their minds – maybe 

without even being aware of it. 

But thanks to you, my ‘false’ prophet, my ‘failure’, my ‘laughing stock’ of a 

prophet, yes, that too – thanks to you they (like the crew in the boat) have 

started to pray to me.  Even though your reputation as a prophet is shot to pieces, 

your proclamation of MY message has accomplished MY purpose. 

See, there is MY vine, my precious vine.  Should I destroy it? 

Or are you still too distraught about the loss of YOUR vine to make a decision 

like that? 

 

What could I say!  I wiped the remains of the caterpillar off my sandals and 

headed down to the city.  I needed a camel for long ride through the desert.  I 

needed to think a lot more about I AM.  About the kind of God he is. 

 

And now I’m home, I admit, I’m seeing I AM differently.  I’m impressed with 

his care, his love, for the people of this world.  I don’t think I’ve ever been so 

starkly confronted by his mercy and compassion. 

But I still maintain I have done nothing wrong.  All my anger and complaints are 

still completely justified.  I don’t think it will ever be fair, or justified, when he 

tells me to announce one thing – and then does something different!  The 

complete opposite!! 


