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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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Amos’ life is in crisis.  His job hangs in the balance.  He has been trained to be a 

prophet.  Not trained by taking part in a course at some college or university.  It’s all 
been an on-the-job, learn-as-you-go, affair.  And now that he’s graduated, it looks like 
no one wants to employ him.  Does he hang on, waiting for an opening for his 
prophetic skills?  Or does he go back to his using his previously acquired skills as a 
shepherd/orchardist? 

To help him make this decision he talks things over with his diary. 
 
By the way, I understand that Amos was the first prophet to have his messages recorded as a 

separate book.  Probably some of his friends helped him with this task; perhaps they even came up 
with this idea in the first place.  Whoever’s idea it was, it certainly began a trend that resulted in the 
elevation of the prophetical role in Israel. 

 
- - - - - - - - - - 

 

 

AMOS’ DIARY 
 
 

I’m writing this because I’m fed up, cheesed off, hot under the collar, 

foaming at the mouth, gnashing my teeth, up in arms, on the warpath, in a lather 

– you get the picture? 

I’ve just been tossed out of, banished from, my country.  Well, the northern 

region of it anyway.  I imagine it won’t be long before the southerners will do the 

same thing. 

And why?  Because I’m trying to save them from being wiped out by the 

Assyrians.  I’ve been offering them the ONLY solution that will preserve us as a 

nation.  As a reward, I get kicked out! 

But worse than being kicked out is their refusal even to listen to me anymore.  

They’re completely rejecting the message I’m bringing from their God. 

If I don’t write something down about this banishment, this eviction, I’m 

afraid I’ll do something stupid, something I’ll later regret. 

These stupid birdbrained, pig-headed, numb-skulled, people! 

 

Of course, I know I’ve ruffled their feathers, got their backs up, put their 

noses out of joint, got on their goat.  But someone has to do it.  For their own 

good.  I’ve been trying to make them see what damage they’re bringing upon our 

nation.  But they won’t have it. 

 

They don’t like it that for some time now I’ve been complaining about the 

division of our people into two classes.  There are the rich, always seeking to 

become richer, living at ease in their expensive homes.  Their main concern is 
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nothing more than how to amuse themselves.  And then there are the poor; the 

peasants weighed down with debts, and becoming slaves to the rich, fetching no 

more than the price of a pair of shoes. 

They don’t like it when I call the wives of the wealthy ‘the cows of Bashan’.  

And describe the sumptuous and extravagant lives these rich folk live in their 

mansions and 3-storied bungalows.  Rooting around like pigs in their affluence, 

they’re quite indifferent to the poor and destitute around them. 

They don’t like it when I explain why God’s judgment is going to fall on all the 

nations around us.  Well, actually that’s the part they like.  It’s when I move from 

those nations to Judah, the southern area of our nation, and mention how they 

are disobeying God, that they become unsettled.  And then when I bring their 

attention to Israel, the northern part of our nation, and make their list of 

transgressions against God the longest – that’s when the fun really starts.  How 

dare I say anything bad about them!  But at least I got their attention, they 

heard what I’m saying.  Much to their dismay and distress. 

They don’t like it when I criticise their worship.  It has degenerated into a 

gathering of the rich and prosperous who exult in their good fortune (all rightly 

given to them by God, of course, as signs of his favour towards them – at least 

that’s what they believe).  They even look for far richer and more prosperous 

days ahead.  No thought is given to the poor and needy. 

They don’t like it when I proclaim that our system of justice has failed.  The 

courts are corrupt.  The poor and down-trodden are denied justice.  The rich are 

allowed to do whatever they like. 

They don’t like it when I criticise our religious leaders (the priests and 

prophets).  These leaders never mention the oppression of the poor, the ruination 

of our society, or our people’s responsibilities towards each other.  They say 

nothing about our responsibilities to our God, our obedience to him.  Instead, 

benefitting from the generous offerings given by the rich, our religious leaders 

do nothing to upset the cosy situation in which they find themselves. 

They don’t like it when I refuse to align myself with most of the other 

prophets in our nation.  They all belong to the UPS (Union of Prophets and Seers) 

– which has complete control over all of them, especially what they say.  Their 

concern is just for themselves and their own well-being.  That’s why I refuse to 

have anything to do with them.  That’s why I include them in my criticism and 

complaints about our nation.  And that’s why I often speak about a famine of the 

Word of God in our land – whatever the prophets are saying it’s not a message 

from I AM. 

They don’t like it when I talk about my compulsion to speak.  That I have no 
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option but to pass on exactly what I AM has told me to say. 

 

Well, I suppose I can understand why I’m being kicked out of Israel.  My 

messages aren’t what you’d call good news.  But that still doesn’t lessen my 

frustration and anger.  They’re still pig-headed numb-skulls!  They’re failing to 

see how I AM, the God of the whole world, is active among the nations – and 

especially in our nation.  Or refusing to see it. 

 

But that’s what I’m seeing – and so clearly.  I AM has made me see – and I 

mean actually SEE – why our nation is in such a mess.  What it’s all leading up to.   

What we ought to be learning from it.  More importantly, what we ought to be 

doing about it. 

This being able to SEE things has changed everything for me.  It has made 

me into a prophet.  That’s why I left my flocks of sheep and goats and my orchard.  

To be a prophet for I AM. 

And this SEEING is pretty weird.  It has taken me some time to get used to 

it.  It’s like a kind of dream in which I AM appears to me and speaks with me.  He 

gives me visions and explains the meaning they have for our nation. 

But I see more than that.  I also SEE his WORD – the message he wants me 

to deliver.  Not the actual words he wants me to say.  It seems that’s up to me.  

I just see the message.  And I don’t know how to make this any clearer.  As I 

said, it’s weird. 

This SEEING makes me certain I’m not making it all up.  It doesn’t originate 

from me.  It really is God making contact with me.  Compelling me to speak out. 

 

And nothing about the messages I see surprises me.  They all follow on quite 

logically from what I’ve been thinking for some time now.  All the things that are 

wrong with our nation.  All the things that disgust me and sicken me.  All the 

things that no one else seems to be worried about – which they don’t even seem 

to be aware of.  All those things have now fallen into place.  God has been working 

on me for ages, opening my eyes to the goings-on in our nation.  Letting me see it 

all clearer and clearer.  He’s been getting me ready for the SEEING of his WORD 

he’s recently given me. 

This Word of God I see gives an urgent warning.  The corruption within our 

nation and our disobedience to God has made our nation so divided and so weak 

that we are in danger of being overrun by the nations around us.  The Assyrians 

are getting stronger, God is saying, so we had better watch out.  Only turning 

back to him will give us protection. 
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As it’s the northern part of our nation, Israel is in most danger.  Because the 

Assyrians will overrun Israel first.  That’s why I felt it was necessary to proclaim 

I AM’s message there.  And to do it at Bethel.  That’s our major worship centre 

in the north.  That’s where all the influential people gather for their worship (if 

I can call their disgraceful self-worship that). 

My messages from God have all been grave warnings.  The strife in our nation 

has now made us powerless to prevent the Assyrians from over-running us. 

I told them about the visions I had of the plumb-line and the basket of ripe 

fruit to verify it all. 

My hearers were really upset that I dared to overturn their concept of the 

Day of the Lord.  Until now we’ve all understood the Day of the Lord as the day 

I AM acts in order to rescue us, save us, preserve us.  My message from him is 

that at the moment his action as the Lord of history will be to let us be defeated, 

let us be destroyed, let us be captured, taken into exile, and treated with 

contempt. 

I think this message was the straw that broke the camel’s back and got me 

kicked out. 

 

And because they refuse to take notice of the defeat and exile which is 

coming, they have not been able to take in the promise of I AM that even this – 

even this will not destroy our nation.  I told them about the vision of the locusts, 

and of the fire, but that message seemed to go right over their heads.  But it’s 

true: a remnant will remain, a small number will return from exile.  God will still 

keep his promises to his people – the nation, or what’s left of it, will survive.  I 

saw it. 

 

I’ve failed to get I AM’s message across.  Their lack of repentance, their 

disregard of my messages, their decree of banishment against me, indicates my 

failure as a prophet.  But I simply had to speak out. 

However, the efforts of a few who acknowledge that my messages come 

from I AM, give me some hope that I may not have lived in vain.  They tell me 

they’re thinking of collecting all my prophecies and putting them into a small 

booklet.  That way my messages from I AM will get a longer life than I could ever 

give them. 

 

Well, I feel a lot better having got all that off my chest. 

Now what do I do while waiting for the Assyrians to arrive? 


