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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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The more time I spend with the book of Hosea the more convinced I am that the 

messages recorded there represent just a small number of the prophecies Hosea 
proclaimed to his people.  I imagine he was constantly speaking out for I AM about 
Israel’s unfaithfulness and rebellion against their God. 

I also imagine that this book is mainly a compilation of pronouncements Hosea 
made later in his life.  It would have been obvious to whoever was responsible for the 
final form of this book that these later ones were the work of a prophet at his best.  
They bear the imprint of a person who had spent a great amount of effort and time in 
crafting his messages.  A person who wanted to make unmistakable the substance 
and implication of the pronouncements he had been called to make on behalf of his 
God. 

It is obvious, too, that these are the messages into which Hosea has poured a 
great deal of himself.  I think he would have been ashamed of most of his early 
pronouncements. 

Because of that, I have difficulty seeing Hosea as a person who wrote a diary.  I 
can’t even imagine him writing a diary.  But I can imagine him keeping a journal.  Oh, 
not at the start – there was no need for it then.  However, eventually things became 
so pear-shaped that a journal became a necessity.  And spending time at it brought 
him redemption as a prophet.  It made him the exceptional prophet he became. 

 
- - - - - - - - - - 

 
 

HOSEA’S JOURNAL 
 
 

I’m convinced that writing a journal will really help you, my therapist told me.  

Jot down your thoughts and feelings.  Just whatever comes into your mind.  Don’t 

worry about putting it in any kind of order.  Just write.  And in the process of 

doing that you’ll find things sorting themselves out for you. 

A journal?  Why on earth do I need a journal?  What is a journal, anyway?   

Well, it’s a record of your personal journey through trouble and pain.  And as you 

record it and re-read it, you’ll discover much about yourself.  You’ll grow and 

attain fulfilment as a person. 

What are you talking about?  Is this the latest craze in therapy you’ve come 

across?  Has it been tried and tested?  And what are the side-effects – bad side-

effects – of writing a journal?  Actually, there is a strong tradition going back to 

the prophet Jonah as the originator of this technique.  It is said that he was 

having personal troubles following some job he was given by his God.  And on one 

of his long journeys through the desert he and some loquacious Bedouin cameleer 

got talking about ways of dealing with personal problems.  When Jonah got home 

he decided to try these Bedouin techniques.  And they were a real help to him, 



Page 3 

or so the story goes.  Down through the years therapists have refined and 

further developed Jonah’s borrowed techniques.  So, journaling was born. 

 

That conversation has been going around and around in my mind ever since 

my last visit to my therapist.  And despite the reported connections with Jonah, 

I have been tempted to give journal-writing a go.  I can’t ignore a deep-seated 

feeling in me that this may be the very thing I need to do.  Of course, I know it 

will not be easy.  But I am really going through a very rough time.  And I’m starting 

to trust my therapist and her advice. 

Tomorrow I will start my journal. 

 

Okay.  Here goes.  First, a deep relaxing breath. . . 

These are the things that are troubling me. 

My biggest grief comes because of the end of my 15-year marriage to Gomer.  

Our three children have been insistent that we take this step.  Even though I am 

in two minds about it.  I’m not really sure what Gomer actually thinks. 

I feel guilty about the part I’ve played in the breakdown of our marriage.  I 

haven’t been the best husband or father.  I let my prophetic work take over my 

life to such an extent that I rode rough-shod over my family. 

And I’m especially angry with God.  He played on my eagerness to be a good 

prophet by getting me involved way over my head.  I have taken care to announce 

the messages he has given to me.  Well, not just announce them.  Announce them 

in ways that get over exactly, clearly, boldly, starkly, vividly, bang on, whatever 

it was I AM wanted to get over!  And I can’t do it anymore!  It has exhausted 

me, drained me, worn me to a frazzle, knackered me!  And it never stops!  Here’s 

another message for you.  And another. . .  I can’t get out of it; I can’t get free 

of it!  It feels like I’m chained to it – forever and ever!! 

I guess that’s what’s troubling me the most.  Yes, definitely the most. . . 

 

I still remember looking forward to my very first job as a prophet.  All keyed 

up at being chosen by God to pass on a vital message for him.  My parents were 

there egging me on, proud as punch.  That first message was one of judgment on 

my people – I AM’s anger at their disobedience against him.  I could do that.  I 

could replicate God’s anger. 

But he wasn’t terribly happy with what I did.  He told me I may have got the 

words right; but I hadn’t, he said, GOT HIM RIGHT.  I hadn’t got over what was 

in his heart – whatever that was supposed to mean. 

Again and again that was I AM’s response to the messages I delivered for 
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him. 

Finally, I told him I didn’t know that he was on about.  I had tried and tried, 

but I was never good enough.  I told him he’d have to find another prophet.  I’d 

eventually find something else to do with my life. 

He reacted as if he’d finally heard me.  He showed some interest in me.  He 

asked me if I really wanted to announce the messages that were on his heart.  I 

told him I thought that was obvious.  Ah, he said, but that doesn’t come easily 

for any prophet.  Or quickly.  But if that’s what you want to do, you will have to 

take some time out, and go through a kind of apprenticeship.  Oh, okay, I said, 

count me in.  No, this will not be easy, there will be some pain for you in the 

process.  Maybe quite a bit of pain.  Is that what you really want?  I told him I 

thought I could cope with that.  And you will be lonely and alone; your popularity 

will plummet.  I reckon, I said, I can take that, too.  I do want to serve you.  Nor 

am I sure what it may do to you as you start to understand my heart.  How that 

may affect your life.  No, please God, I want to do this.  I reckon I’m up to it.  

I’m serious about being a good prophet for you.  Okay, let’s shake on it! 

Now, the first thing I want you to do is to get married.  He held out his hand 

to keep me quiet.  And . . . I want you to marry a hooker.  Again, his hand quietened 

me.  If you want to understand my heart, choose a hooker to marry.  Choose one, 

of course, to whom you feel some attraction, one whom you think you will get on 

well with, one whom you may even begin to love.  Marry her. 

And he was gone. 

I was stunned.  I started to realize how serious he was about this 

apprenticeship being hard and isolating.  I began to wonder where my life was 

heading.  What are my parents going to say?  I wondered if I may have been just 

a little rash. 

 

I was surprised at how quickly Gomer and I found each other.  In no time at 

all I no longer thought of her as a hooker.  She said she was happy to end her 

hookery – and proved it.  We got along famously. 

The wedding went well.  The births of our children were amazing.  Our 

marriage at that time, I thought, was ideal. 

But it didn’t take too long before tensions started to appear.  I reckoned 

most of this was just normal for early family life; but perhaps I should have 

taken more notice.  Gomer was objecting to the demands of my prophetical work 

– the preparing of the messages for God, and the travelling to deliver them.  And 

while God kept giving me messages to announce for him, nothing was ever said 

about my apprenticeship and how that was going or what he expected from me.  
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And I wasn’t happy about that. 

Gomer also complained about the names I chose for our two sons (Jezreel 

and Notmypeople) and our daughter (No-mercy).  She didn’t like the way those 

names dragged our children into the prophetic messages I was called to proclaim.  

But I chose them (or did God choose them for me?) in order to embody the 

message God had asked me to proclaim to his people.  Whenever anybody saw 

Jezreel they were reminded of the terrible massacre their army committed at 

Jezreel.  No-mercy and Notmypeople always reminded them of I AM’s words of 

his rejection of them and his judgment over them. 

My whole purpose as a prophet has been to make my nation deeply aware of 

God’s threatened judgement hanging over their heads because they were 

breaking the covenant between them and their God.  And if my kids – seeing them 

running around and hearing them call out their names to one another – would serve 

that purpose, then I was doing my job.  And again, God gave me no direct advice 

or warning about the way in which I was using my kids.  I guess doing my utmost 

to obey God was my first priority, and my family suffered.   

 

I also had my suspicions about whether Gomer was really keeping her promise 

to ‘once and forever give up’ her hookery.  But what could I do about it?  I couldn’t 

lock her up.  I knew that if I were to mention it and keep on her back, that only 

gave her justification to continue.  But, despite my ignoring her private life, I 

was faithful to her, and stood by my commitment to our marriage covenant.  Nor 

do I think I was judgmental of her because of what I suspected was going on.  

But maybe I was. 

I just reread the previous two paragraphs – and I sound like an uncaring, 

uninvolved, cold, and distant, husband, don’t I?  And maybe I was.  But I like to 

think I loved her.  And still do. 

 

Only recently I have begun thinking more about Gomer’s unfaithfulness to 

me, and the affect it has been having on me, particularly as more and more people 

started realizing what’s going on. 

I’m beginning to realize what it must be like for I AM to be confronted by 

his people’s breaking of his covenant with them.  And how helpless he must feel.  

Now I am finding myself in his shoes.  I’m I AM, and Gomer is his covenant-

breaking people.  The messages I’m proclaiming to I AM’s people suddenly are 

becoming personal.  If I can put it that way. 

The early years of my marriage, when Gomer and I were totally wrapped up 

with each other, seem to me to be like our nation’s history following our God’s 
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covenant with us – and at the same time our covenant with him – at Sinai.  Our 

nation and God were experiencing our honeymoon as we journeyed through the 

desert to the promised land.  Moses was there to make God’s presence with our 

nation real and tangible and direct.  We were totally committed to each other.  

Nothing, no one, separated us, or was allowed to get in the way. 

But when 40 years later our nation settled in the Promised Land, things 

started going wrong.  Our nation committed adultery with other gods; our nation 

broke our marriage contract with our God.  Even today, and worse than in the 

past, our nation is setting aside its husband, placing its trust instead in the Baals 

in the land, in its own military forces, and in alliances with nations that surround 

us. 

My pain with Gomer is something like I AM’s pain with us.  I never thought 

about God suffering pain like that – and not being able to remove that pain. 

Now my mind goes straight back to I AM’s words to me when he told me 

about the apprenticeship he was going to put me on.  And a light switches on in 

my mind.  So, this is what God intended for me.  He wanted my life to teach me 

about him.  About his heart.  About his love. 

Maybe now at last I’m able to proclaim (what did he say?) WHAT’S IN HIS 

HEART; NOT JUST GET THE WORDS RIGHT, BUT GET HIM RIGHT. 

I’ll be blowed! 

 

Where’s that pronouncement I’m working on?  No, this is no good at all!  How 

about something like this: 

When Israel was a young woman, I loved her. 

She was a slave, a slave in Egypt. 

So I called her to live in freedom with me. 

But the more I called, the more she ignored me. 

She ran off with other gods. 

But I still cared for her; 

I gave her everything she needed to make her life happy. 

But she thanked her gods for all these gifts 

failing to realize they all came from me. 

And now she turns to Assyria wanting to make a treaty with him. 

She wants to return to slavery. 

If she does that, they will destroy her, 
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and no one will be there to rescue her. 

How can I let this happen to you? 

How can I let you destroy yourself? 

Even though you have brought it all on yourself! 

My heart won’t let me do that; 

my love and compassion burn for you. 

I will find a way to rescue you. 

Why? 

Because I don’t act like a human. 

I am your God. 

I am right there with you. 

 

Okay, that still needs some work.  But I think it may be a good start. 

I reckon I’m near the end of my apprenticeship. 

 

 

Well, the last few weeks I’ve been wondering about the way in which I AM 

is planning to fix the situation with his people, protect them, rescue them. 

And I think he’s told me.  He’s going to use the coming capture by the 

Assyrians and a lengthy exile in their country.  That will bring them to their 

senses.  Then he is going to use their trip home to woo them again, to call them 

back to him.  A kind of second honeymoon.  Like the Exodus all over again.  That’s 

how he’ll bring his faithless people back to him. 

 

So now I have this message to proclaim.  A prophecy of the future, a message 

of hope for his adulterous people. 

 

BUT, WAIT A MINUTE! 

To proclaim all this, you want me to mirror your actions in advance, don’t you?  

You want me to re-marry Gomer.  You want me to repair my relationship with ‘my 

hooker ex-wife’, as she’s being called.  And get her to agree to be faithful only 

to me.  You want me to give Gomer another chance to be faithful to me, because 

that’s what you want from your people.  You want me to live out with Gomer your 

actions to come. 

It’s not that I object to marrying her again.  I have really grown to love her.  

But I know it’s not in her to remain true to me.  I’m afraid of all the pain I’ll 
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suffer – of her on-going unfaithfulness, of having to forgive her again and again 

and again.  That’s what’s so hard.  The constant upheaval in my personal life.  

That’s too much to expect from me. 

 

And you want me to rename my kids, don’t you?  No-mercy – you want me to 

change her name to Mercy, don’t you?  And Notmypeople – he becomes 

Yes!mypeople, right?  But I can’t do much with the name Jezreel!  Except to put 

a positive spin on it. 

 

NO GOD!  NO!  THIS.  IS.  TOO.  HARD!!    AND.  IT’S.  NOT.  FAIR!!! 

 

Bugger!  I know he’s not listening! 

I’m going to have to contact my therapist once again, and again, and again. 

AND there’s going to have to be another journal. 


