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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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Some prophets were given quite enormous tasks by God.  Tasks that kept them 

busy for many, many years.  As a result, their personal diaries are quite extensive 
undertakings, too.  And it becomes a major undertaking to browse through these 
diaries.  Especially if it’s just to pick up the sections that reveal something about how 
they see their role as a prophet – which, of course, is where my concern lies. 

And frankly, I don’t have the time or the patience to rummage through long 
diaries.  Anyone with grandchildren who are sprinting into their teenage years will 
understand the pressure I feel. 

So for prophets like that I thought it wise not to focus on their diaries.  Instead I’d 
speak with them.  Arrange to interview them. 

 
Ezekiel is one of the prophets who, in my opinion, qualifies for an interview.  And 

having this take place more than 2500 years after his life as a prophet has made it 
very easy.  It has been no problem to arrange times suitable to both of us for getting 
together over a red or two in order to ask him my well thought out questions.  We got 
to enjoy each other’s company so well, in fact, that he has invited me use to his far 
more informal and intimate nickname, Zeek, during these interviews.  I regard this as 
a great privilege and gift.  And he was delighted that I Zeeked him quite frequently.  I 
only have to ask you to respect this intimacy by confining your reading of this 
nickname of his to the following account of that interview. 

 
 

- - - - - - - - - - 
 

 

INTERVIEW WITH EZEKIEL 
 
 

I’m speaking with you because I’m particularly interested in the motivations 

and aspirations that cause a person to become a prophet.  What was it, Zeek, 

that made you decide to choose this line of work? 
Well, I actually began my working life as a priest.  I served in the temple at 

Jerusalem.  I regarded it as an honour to be able to serve I AM there, and to 
be the go-between for our people in their worship of him.  That’s all I ever 
wanted to do. 

What brought about you career change, then? 
Nebuchadnezzar was responsible for that.  He and his armies from Babylon 

threatened our country.  He had already taken over Israel, our northern 
kingdom.  Our king, Jehoiachin, thought it wise to surrender in the face of such 
a powerful army.  As a result, my wife and I found ourselves among a group of 
some 10,000 captives who were marched across the desert and settled a long 
way from home.  We lived (if you can call it that) in a detention camp south 
of Babylon near the Kebar River.  Because we had no temple, temple priests 
weren’t needed any more.  So my career was over.  
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So, what did you do? 
Well, there was nothing to do.  Except to be a captive in exile. 
However, after about 4 years something really amazing happened to me. 

Ah, if I’m not mistaken, that was the appearance of the UFO, wasn’t it, Zeek? 
U? F? O?  What’s that? 

It stands for Unidentified Flying Object.  Some people these days who have 

read the book you wrote reckon what you saw was what we call a UFO. 
They aren’t very good at reading what I wrote.  They couldn’t be further 

from the truth.  Unidentified?  No.  It was actually (to adapt your terminology) 
an Identified Flying Object.  Only it wasn’t really an ‘object’ either, it was just 
an ‘appearance’ in a vision God gave me.  I guess that makes it an IFA! 

You write that after it happened you sat among the exiles, overwhelmed, for 

seven days. 
Yeah, I don’t know which is my strongest memory – the vision, or the 

overwhelmingness. 

I’m amazed at the way in which you describe your vision.  Or rather, try to 

describe it.  Almost every second word – or so it seems to me – is ‘like’ or ‘as it 

were’ or ‘in the likeness of’ or ‘looking like’.  And at the end you even write ‘a 

likeness as it were of’ and ‘the appearance of the likeness of’.  What’s going on 

there? 
Well, in the vision I see God in all his glory.  I’m trying to describe something 

that’s beyond description.  I actually thought I did a pretty good job. 

Yeah, you did, Zeek.  I think you got that beyond-description-ness across 

very well.  Is that why you were so overwhelmed? 
That’s only the minor part of my being overwhelmed. 
Up to this point in our history as a nation I AM has always been with us.  

With us in the cloud and fire during the Exodus.  With us in the Ark of the 
Covenant that we always carried along.  And then he was with us in the 

magnificent temple in Jerusalem in which the Ark was placed. 
But look at us now.  No Ark, no temple.  The temple back in Jerusalem is 

even in danger of being destroyed by the Babylonians.  That means I AM can’t 
be with us here.  We are even camped in another country ruled by other gods.  
This has never happened before.  We have been taken away from our God.  
He has deserted us – or at least, he let us be deserted.  The faith of our people 
is in tatters. 

And in that dire situation God gave me the vision.  Of the Identified Flying 
Appearance.  Of our moving God.  The God who can go wherever he likes.  
The God who comes to be with us in all his overwhelming glory.  God is here!!  

He doesn’t need the Ark, the temple.  And nor do we.  Being in another god’s 
territory doesn’t matter, either.  I AM is here!!  That’s the new thing.  The 

unimaginable new thing!  That’s what takes seven days just to begin to 
understand. 

Wow.  I, all of us today, take all that for granted these days.  No wonder you 
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were overwhelmed. 
Yeah, well, there’s even more! 
Just when it finally hits me that in my vision I’m in immediate contact with 

the glory of God, and I’m flat on my face, he speaks to me. 

His Spirit lifts me up.  So we can speak face to face.  (Not that I get to say 
anything.)  He tells me I’m going to be his prophet.  He calls me ‘son of man’ 
– from that day onwards that’s what he calls me.  He tells me he’s sending me 
to his people.  His disobedient, stubborn, rebellious, rebellious, rebellious, 
people.  To pass on to them the messages he gives me.  Whether they listen 
to me or not. 

And don’t be afraid of them, he says.  They have stubborn hearts and 
hard rebellious foreheads.  But I am going to make you even more stubborn 
and your forehead far harder than theirs.  I want you to tell them: THIS IS WHAT 

I AM SAYS.  Whether they listen or not, remember, whether they listen or not!  If 

nothing else, they will know that I have spoken to them. 

What a task to be given!  You must have felt really honoured, Zeek. 
Oh yeah?  A job like that?  No!  I didn’t want to do it.  Not at all. 
And I AM knew.  That’s why he gave me a scroll.  I started to read it.  I was 

struck by words of sorrow and grief and woe.  No, he said, eat it!  Fill your 

stomach with it.  Eat it!  I almost gagged imagining how all this would taste.  
But it turned out to be as sweet as honey.  Oh, no, I thought, is this going to 
make me agreeable to passing on bad news?  Agreeable to having my life 
filled with sadness and grief? 

That added to the overwhelmingness, too. 

(I don’t know what to say.  I’m getting angry with God for ignoring Zeek.  For 

wanting something done, and not caring about the feelings or the unwillingness of 

the person he’s choosing.  Of course, he is God; but, even so, doesn’t he take 

things like this into consideration?  On the other hand, who would be willing to 

do something like this?) 
And then just when I had drawn on all the courage I could muster, and 

sort of accepted my lot, I AM had me tied up in my tent, and made me dumb.  
Until it was time for me to deliver his messages.  And why?  Because he said 
the people are rebellious.  To this day I don’t really understand that 
explanation.  But, of course, that wasn’t the only thing I didn’t understand 
about him. 

I tell you what I don’t understand.  Those signs you had to . . . to submit to 

(that’s the only word I can use).  As if you actually were dumb.  The brick you 

used to portray and enact the siege against Jerusalem.  The lying on the ground 

day after day for 430 days.  430 days!  The food you made, and the detailed 

measuring out of your food and drink during those days.  And your antics with 

the shaved-off hair from your head and beard.  And then later, you had to mime 

an exile digging through a wall and carrying off his luggage.  I mean, why not just 
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get you to proclaim the message?  Why make it so difficult for you? 
Yeah, the 390 days lying just on my left side were the hardest.  Yet 

depicting our years of exile, the siege against Jerusalem, and our return from 
exile, without saying anything, certainly got the attention of the people.  Often 

they were there watching to see what I would do, talking about the reason for 
it, and wondering about what message they should get from it.   Trying to 
make some sense of it.  Then when I did something different – that certainly 
drew the crowds.  Look, I wouldn’t want to do it all again, but I reckon that 
long and sustained miming got over God’s messages far better than anything 
else.  I think God knew what he was doing. 

Zeek, I stand in awe of your patience and your dedication to your task over 

such a long time. 

And then those 2 stories you told – of the abandoned child, and the two 

sisters, Oholah and Oholibah.  I suppose they were really parables, both of them 

making the same point.  Giving I AM’s justification for allowing your nation to be 

carried away into exile.  Did God give you these stories, were they part of a vision 

you were given, did you have to compose your own story around an idea he gave 

you?  How did it work? 
Really, I don’t know.  Maybe all of what you mention.  All I know is that it 

was hard work to construct them and to deliver them.  Probably it was just as 
much hard work for God – to get it into my thick skull.  All I know is that he, and 
I, wanted to confront the nation – yes, really confront the nation – with how 
they are treating their God.  I think we did the best we could have done.  But 

I don’t know whether they listened – whether they really took it to heart.  I don’t 
know whether we humans are ever able to appreciate how much we break 
God’s heart. 

And then the death of your wife.  God certainly seems to have used your 

broken heart to bring your people’s attention to his broken heart.  Were you 

angry that he used your grief over your wife’s death in this way?  How hard was 

it to be unable to mourn her death properly? 
Of course, it felt unnatural not to mourn her death publicly.  I probably 

went overboard in my private mourning to make up for it.  But after all that 
God had demanded of me over the years, I knew I had no real choice.  And 
I just did it.  It was just like another 390 days lying on my left side! 

I want to ask you about that vision of the valley of bones near the end of 

your prophetical work.  Did the people get that, Zeek?  That their exile was 

coming to an end? 
Well, it took some time for me to take in what I was asked to do in that 

vision.  You know, God told me to speak to bones, and to the wind.  And then 
to see it actually happen!  Do you think I imagined that dry bones and the 
wind would obey me?  Even in a vision?  But what God does usually comes as 
a surprise.  But, to answer your question, I think the people were starting to 



Page 6 

listen better by then.  Thanks to I AM and his great patience. 

You know, that vision means so much for us today.  We often read it at our 

Easter and Pentecost worship services.  God giving life to dry bones! Thank you 

for preserving that vision for us. 

I’m getting to the end of my questions now.  This one needs a bit of an 

introduction:  I’m sure there are big differences between the kind of life you 

lived in your day (even out of exile) and the life we live now.  Maybe the biggest 

difference is the importance to us of what we call ‘having a life of our own’.  We 

demand the freedom to live life as we want it to be.  Every last one of us wants 

that.  We demand to be in control of our own life. 

I imagine that wasn’t at all important in your day.  I can’t see it in your life.  

You never had any chance of having a life of your own.  And as a prophet, I AM 

had the first and last say about everything you did.  Is that correct? 
Well, the idea of ‘having a life of your own’ is certainly quite foreign to me.  

I have real difficulty putting that together with my belief in God.  As I see it, life 
is nothing other than having a life with God.  Of course, he will ask me to do 
things I don’t want to do.  And I may complain about that, and say NO, and 
go off in a huff.  But in the end, the issue is:  Is God my God – or is he not my 
God? 

 

That’s a good point, I think, at which to end this account of our interview.  

It answers the final question I was going to ask Ezekiel:  why do you think we 

don’t have prophets around today? 

And it makes me uncomfortable about my constant complaining about not 

having a life of my own. 


