
Moses’ Diary
Private thoughts and public announcements during 

Israel’s 40 year Exodus journey into the Promised Land 

Moses wasn’t a diary-keeping person.  Because his life was pretty drab.  Even as a prince in the 
Egyptian Pharaoh’s court he had nothing much to write home about.  Of course, his anger-
motivated murder of an Egyptian slave-guard, did put some excitement and action into his life, 
but that’s something you’d write about once you’d been acquitted from the crime, or served your 
time in jail, not while you’re on the run from justice. 

But, as he indicates in his introduction to his diary, the motivation for beginning his diary was 
the inner conflict produced in him by God’s choice of him to lead his people out of Egypt.  And 
that inner conflict only increased with all the tensions and troubles involved in leading his nation 
across the desert on their way to the promised land.  The diary was simply his way of trying to 
deal with all that personal turmoil, by giving vent to some of his anger and his sense of injustice 
towards God. 

That was the only purpose of his diary.  He never expected that anyone would ever look at 
what he had written, and use it to learn something about him as a person, or about the faith he 
had in his God. 

Of course, he didn’t indicate that this shouldn’t happen.  So I feel free to do just that.  And 
even to implicate you (as the reader of his diary) in this intrusion into his privacy, risking perhaps 
Moses’ considerable displeasure and anger.  If that’s going to be too much for you, you better 
stop reading immediately, and let the rest of us see if we can gain anything from his diary about 
his life and his relationship with God. 

[I’ve chosen to include the whole of Moses’ introduction to his diary because it reveals so much about 
him as God’s chosen messenger.  When I get to the diary itself I’ll chosen only selected extracts.] 
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Moses’ Introductory Comments
I know that what I’m planning to do – keep a diary – is a very unusual thing for an 80-year-old to 

do.  Maybe it’s also stupid, irresponsible, pointless, and will turn out to be quite embarrassing. 
So let me explain why I’m going to do this. 
About a month ago I was enjoying retirement in Midian with the wife and our two boys and their 

families.  I felt pretty safe there.  Even though the Egyptian authorities wanted to settle the matter 
of me killing one of their slave-masters.  Mind you, I felt quite justified in trying to do something 
about their cruelty to my people.  But maybe I did go a bit too far. 

Anyway, one day I came across something very unusual — a desert shrub on fire, happily 
burning away, but not being burnt.  And it wasn’t a dream during my after-lunch nap!  But seeing 
that isn’t the reason for writing a diary. 

Then the shrub spoke to me, telling me to take off my shoes because the ground around the 
bush is holy ground.  And I hadn’t been drinking!  Hearing that wasn’t the reason either. 

Then the voice identified itself as the voice of our God – the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob.  
And that terrified me!  But nor is that the reason for beginning a diary. 

Then the voice told me that God wanted me to rescue my people from their slavery in Egypt.   
My job was to go back to Egypt — didn’t he know I was wanted there for murder? — and lead 
them all to the Promised Land.  And it would all work out well, the voice said, because he would go 
with me and make sure we got there.  Now I’m coming to the reason. 

That’s a future I don’t want. It messes up all my plans.  So I came up with all the excuses I 
could think of. 

I told him I didn’t think the ‘God of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob’ would carry much weight in 
Egypt.  From what I knew of the Egyptians they wouldn’t take very seriously a God with a name 
like that.  I thought I could see the face behind the voice become quite majestic as it said ‘my 
name is I AM.  Tell them that.  And let me give you a friendly warning never to mess around with 
my name – any of my names.’ 

I tried another excuse.  I have no authority and power to make them listen to me.  But he turned 
my staff into a snake, and then back to a staff again.  He caused my hand to become diseased, 
and when that had sunk in, he healed it again.  He promised he would do all kinds of other signs 
like that to give me all the authority I needed. 

I told him he should send someone who was a good speaker – I wasn’t an eloquent or 
persuasive talker.  I thought I could see the face behind the voice get quite stern as it reminded me 
who it was who gave me my mouth.  ‘But, if that’s what you think, let your brother, Aaron, be your 
mouthpiece – take him with you and let him speak what I tell you.’ 

I asked what would my wife and kids . . . ?  but stopped there as I imagined a ‘maybe they need 
a bit of a break from you’ look on the face. 

With all my excuses in tatters, I gave him my reason for not doing the job.  I DON’T WANT TO 
DO IT. 

Do you know that I AM doesn’t take no for an answer? 
One thing I’ve learned from the Egyptians (at least some of them) is the value of talking things 

over.  If not with other people, then with oneself.  And that’s what I want to do in this diary.  I think it 
will be the only way for me to get through the future I AM has imposed on me. 

Well, Aaron and I were granted an audience with the Pharaoh.  I must say I’d rather confront 
him than I AM.  But I can still hear his laughter when we asked his permission to give the Children 
of Israel a break from their slavery. 
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What I AM has done through us, just Aaron and me, over the last few weeks has wreaked 
havoc on Egypt.  The miracles he did left the power of their magicians and their gods in ruins.  
One after another I AM picked on their gods.  He showed his supreme power over the control 
these gods were supposed to have over nature and over their country. 

I’m astounded at Pharaoh’s stubbornness to admit defeat.  After each miracle I AM performed 
he gave in, and promised to let my people go.  But then he changed his mind.  The death of all the 
first born in Egypt finally saw him give up. 

And I AM gave us the PASSOVER.  It’s a special meal to remember and celebrate our 
deliverance from Egypt.  He told us to celebrate the Passover every year once we arrive in our 
Promised Land. 

AND SO WE ARE FREE.  This is such a momentous occasion.  WE ARE ON OUR WAY 
HOME.  But I still don’t want to do this. 

We paused on the edge of the Red Sea, wondering which way to go.  Aaron has just told me he 
has heard that Pharaoh has changed his mind once again!!  And he’s after us with his army.  
Pharaoh still doesn’t know that I AM doesn’t take NO for an answer.  I know this is going to turn 
nasty for Pharaoh.  And I fear it’s going to turn nasty for me.  Nasty with all the decisions and 
stress and opposition and frustration and not-knowing-what-to-do-next any leader of 600,000 
journeying people will have to face. 

That’s why tomorrow I begin my diary.  I reckon talking with myself in that way will do a lot to get 
me through what I have to get through.  And I’m not looking forward to it one little bit. 

I think I’ve mentioned that I don’t want this job. 



Page	4

Moses’ Diary 
together with the SIGNS he 

placed on the camp NOTICE BOARD 

I’ve never ever felt like this before!  The 
unheard-of victory I AM gave us!  He opened 
the sea for us to walk through.  He drowned 
the Egyptian army.  He put power into my staff.  
He’s leading us with a cloud and a fire in the 
sky. 

I’ll never forget this – or anything he did in 
Egypt.  MAYBE he will get us to the Promised 
Land!  But I still don’t want to do it. 

Now, how do I keep the momentum going 
for these people?  They have to put their 
slavery right behind them.  I want them to feel 
— yes, feel — their freedom and to rejoice in 
it.  We need a song, an anthem. 

Good old Miriam.  Her musical talents are 
just what we need. 

She agreed to write ‘Our Victory Song’, as 
she called it.  And with her poetical friends it 
didn’t them take long to finish it.  They did a 
great job. 

While they were putting the finishing 
touches to the words and music, she quickly 
rounded up some tambourine players. 
Together they organized a wonderful chorus-
dance. 

I reckon I’ll get the words of the chorus up 
on the camp Notice Board so we can all learn 
them. 

 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Thousands and thousands of people 
singing our Victory Song.  What an 
experience!  For everyone!  I’ll have to make 
sure that this happens regularly for the next 
few weeks or so 

But I learnt one very important thing.  I 
hadn’t realized that almost all of my people 
(maybe that’s a good way to refer to them, my 
people) — I hadn’t realized they couldn’t read, 
or write.  I should have known that.  They’ve 
been slaves; they’ve been oppressed for so 
long. 

But their memorization skills are out-
standing.  They had the Victory Song off pat in 
no time. 

But they’ll have to learn to read and write.  
There is no question about that.  I’ll start with 
reading.  I’ll speak to those who can read and 
get them to be teachers.  We can designate 
an area at the centre of our camp, maybe 
even put up a few tents, where they can offer 
their reading lessons. 

I’ll even design a sign for the Notice Board.  
I better make the wording very simple. 

Our VICTORY SONGSing to the Lord,for he is highly exalted.The horse and its riderhe has hurled into the sea.Please memorize these lines so 
you can join Miriam and her tambourine playing dance group 

singing this chorus between the 
verses of our victory song over 
the Egyptians.

WE ARE FREE!

WE ARE ON OUR WAY 

HOME!

IT IS IMPORTANT FOR ALL OF US 
TO READ


WE WILL BE A GREAT NATION


ALL OTHER NATIONS CAN READ


EVERYONE OF US NEEDS TO LEARN 
TO READ, TO READ WELL


LESSONS BEGIN NOW


LESSONS ARE BEING HELD IN THE 
TENTS BEHIND THIS NOTICE BOARD


PUT YOUR NAME DOWN NOW


IF YOU CANNOT READ THIS ASK 
SOME ONE NEAR YOU TO READ IT 
TO YOU
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I should also make a start on writing 

lessons for at least all of our leaders.  
Especially our Story-teller. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Now we have a big problem.  And it seems 
like it’s MY job to solve it.  Water for all these 
people.  In the desert! 

For three days we couldn’t find any.  Then 
when we did come across an oasis, the water 
was so bitter it was undrinkable.  The people 
called the place ‘Bitter’.  And they acted like I 
was to blame. 

I complained to I AM.  He told me to throw 
an old tree branch into the water.  Which 
surprisingly made it drinkable, very drinkable. 

Now we are at Elim and there is plenty of 
spring water.  We’ll camp here for a while.  I 
need to let my people know about the 
message I AM gave me at Bitter to pass on to 
them. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

It’s 2 months and 15 days since we left 
Egypt.  The reading lessons have been going 
well.  Time to leave Elim and get moving 
again. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Well, that didn’t take them long.  The people 
are complaining again.  They want food.  
Meat.  They are even saying they’re sorry they 
left Egypt! 

I’m glad I had I AM to go to.  Must keep on 
reminding him that I didn’t want to do all this.  
And still don’t.  But he did solve our problem.  
And showed them he’s our God! 

Now I need to assemble them all to let them 
know what he's going to do.  Then put it on the 
Notice Board, so they can take it all in. 

Things to tell them: 
When they complain they’re grumbling against I AM. 
A feed of meat is coming tonight. 
Tomorrow morning, bread. 
Instructions about gathering it. 
Seven-day cycle of living with a Sabbath day of rest. 
 

. . . . . . . . . . 

A	MESSAGE	FROM	I	AM	

YOU NEED TO DO EVERYTHING I 

TELL YOU TO DO 

REMEMBER ALL THE THINGS 

THE EGYPTIANS SUFFERED 

OBEYING ME MEANS THAT NONE 

OF THAT WILL HAPPEN TO YOU

ALWAYS	REMEMBER	

WHENEVER	you	complain	
against	any	of	your	leaders	
you	are	grumbling	against	

I	AM

TOMORROW 
MORNING 
a feed of  
BREAD!!

TONIGHT 
a feed of  

MEAT 
is coming!!

LIVING	WITH	A	SEVEN	DAY	CYCLE	

I	AM	has	decreed	that	from	now	on	we	are	

to	live	under	a	7-Day	cycle,	
called	a	WEEK	

Every	SEVENTH	Day	will	be	
called	

the	SABBATH	

it	will	be	a	DAY	OF	REST

Gathering the Bread 
I AM’s Instructions 

Every Day gather ONE 2-litre container of bread 
for EVERY person in your family. 
Bread kept for the next day WILL go maggoty.  

EXCEPT on the sixth day of the week gather 
TWO 2-litre containers for EVERY person.  
Enough for two days. 

On the SABBATH Day there will be NO bread – 
no gathering on the Day of REST. 
Bread kept for the Sabbath day WILL NOT go 
maggoty. 

I AM will keep on suppling this bread
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The smell of maggoty bread has been 
dreadful in our camp.  Why don’t the people 
follow I AM’s instructions? 

Maybe that’s what slavery does to you – 
everyone just looks after themselves, and tries 
to get as much as possible.  

Maybe in time they will learn to trust I AM. 

Three new words we have learned: 
WEEK – a time period of 7 days 
SABBATH – stopping, rest 
MANNA – what is it? 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Now we are camped at Rephidim.  Again 
I’m being blamed for a lack of water.  Some of 
the people are quite hostile to me.  God, I can 
do without this. 

I AM told me to strike a rock – and out 
flowed water!  Doing miracles like this certainly 
gives me a buzz.  But it’s NOT making me 
want to do this job. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Yesterday we were attacked by a desert 
tribe called the Amalekites.  I chose Joshua to 
gather an army (if you can call it that) of 
fighting men with make-shift weapons (what 
else could we use). 

At I AM’s command I chose Aaron and Hur 
to go with me to the top of nearby hill.  I 
thought I’d see if the power in my staff would 
work.  When I raised it in my hand, our army 
got the upper hand.  But soon my arm got 
tired.  So I sat on a stone, with Aaron and Hur 

holding up my arms.  It took until almost sun-
set before the Amalekites were defeated. 

I AM wants me to write down his decision to 
wipe out the Amalekites for their unprovoked 
attack on us.  Not in order that he remembers, 
but that WE do.  Once I’ve had a good sleep 
I’ll see to that. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Today my father-in-law, Jethro, turned up 
with Zipporah, Gershom and Eleizer.  It was 
good to see my wife and kids again, and now 
they are going to travel with us.  I won’t feel so 
alone any more. 

I had a good chin wag with Jethro – he’s an 
entertaining and wise old coot. 

However, we were continually being 
interrupted by people coming along to me to 
seek advice and to settle disputes and 
arguments.  He was appalled at all the 
demands being made on me.  He told me that 
what I was doing was NOT GOOD. 

He said the Midianites “lead the world in 
organizational structure and administrative 
skills, making for efficient decentralization and 
conservation of personal energy”.  Whatever 
that means. 

Before he left he taught me many new 
words, chief among them were delegation and 
in-service training.  And over a bottle or two of 
Midian Red he explained the whole process. 

So I will now train and appoint Kilolink 
Officers each overseeing 1000 Centalink 
Officers.  Each Centalink Officer will oversee 
100 Semi-centalink Officers. 

Each Semi-centalink Officer will oversee 50 
Decalink Officers.  And each Decalink Officer 
will oversee 10 families.  So only matters NOT 
able to be handled in this linkage and 
delegation process will come to me for 
decision.  I can’t wait to have all this in place. 

I think this will make my job considerably 

BE PATIENT 

FORM AN ORDERLY 

LINE 

THIS FLOW OF WATER IS 

NOT 

GOING TO DRY UP 

And try to be thankful for the 

gift of water in a desert

I AM’s PROMISE 
I will always be at war against the Amalekites until they are blotted out
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easier. 

 

. . . . . . . . . . 

It’s now exactly 3 months since we left 
Egypt.  We are camped in the Desert of Sinai 
beside Mount Sinai. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

I have been so busy over the last few 
months.  I have had no time, or even the 
energy, to add anything to this diary.  I’ve had 
to climb Mount Sinai.  I’ve been assembling 
the people again and again to let them know 

the instructions I AM is giving us.  I’ve been 
making sure all these instructions are being 
written down so we don’t forget them. 

But the time has come when I need to think 
things over in my own mind.  I’ve got to get my 
head around what I AM is doing.  I need to try 
to understand the impact of all this for me and 
my people. 

I’m starting to identify what is making the 
most noise out of everything that’s rattling 
around in my head.  I reckon it’s the 
COVENANT I AM said he’s making with us, 
with our nation. 

He’s saying repeatedly, and in so many 
different ways, that he has chosen us.  But he 
never says why –- I mean why us, and not 
some other people?  And he’s saying very little 
about the purpose of his choice, except to get 
us to the land he has chosen for us to live in. 

I think he just wants us to be convinced that 
we are his chosen nation.  These phrases of 
his caught my attention.  “I carried you on 
eagles’ wings and brought you to myself.  You 
will be my treasured possession.  You will be 
for me a kingdom of priests and a holy nation."  
Wonderful words!  Who wouldn’t want to be 
part of a people receiving promises like that? 

OUR NEW 
DELEGATION 
STRUCTURE 

FOR GREATER EFFICIENCY 
The heads of all families are asked to check the lists posted in the 

ADMINISTRATION TENT 
to find out who is your 

DECALINK OFFICER 
This is the person to contact if you need advice  or have issues that need to be resolved 

If your DECALINK OFFICER is unable to help he will link you with a more senior Officer

MOSES’ OFFICIAL TENT 

Admission by 

appointment only 

Referral note from your 

Decalink Officer required

MY COVENANT WITH YOU 
—-   —-   —   —-   —- 

I BROUGHT YOU OUT OF EGYPT 
SO I WILL 

ALWAYS care for you 

YOU ARE MY PEOPLE 
SO YOU WILL 

have no other gods 
carve no idols of me 

treat my mighty name with awe 
observe my holy day of rest 

honour your parents 
not murder 

not commit adultery 
not steal 

not tell lies 
not envy what belongs to others
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He also wants us to know how HOLY he is.  

So when he speaks to us there’s a cloud and 
smoke, lightning and thunder, earth-shaking 
and trumpet blasts.  And when we approach 
him we have to consecrate, purify, our clothes 
and ourselves. 

Then he wants us to know what he expects 
of us.  He wants us to be different from all the 
nations around us.  That’s why he keeps on 
telling us: “Make sure you do everything I tell 
you.”  That’s why he has given us The Ten 
Words, as we are calling them.  That’s why we 
have a whole lot of other laws and instructions 
– and he threatens punishment if we disobey 
him.  That’s why he has imposed on us the 
Sabbath Day of rest, making us stop our 
normal activities and think about him. 

We have a great lot of instructions to write 
down and to learn. 

Despite all the busyness I feel really 
privileged to be involved in all this, and to get 
to know something about our God, the I AM, 
and what he’s doing with us and for us. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Today something very special took place.  I 
AM got us all to assemble at the foot of the 
mountain.  He told me to set up a stone pillar 
for each of our twelve tribes, and to offer 
sacrifices, after first collecting the blood of the 
animals.  Half I had to sprinkle on the altar.  
Then I had to read the laws and instructions I 
AM has given us, and to invite the people to 
respond: “we will do everything I AM has said; 
we will obey him.”  This they did quite willingly.  
I sprinkled the rest of the blood on the people.  
Then I proclaimed:  “This is the Blood of the 
Covenant that exists between I AM and all of 
you.”  The seventy elders of our people, with 
Aaron, Nadab and Abihu, were even allowed 
to go with me a little way up the mountain so 
they could see something of his glory and eat 
and drink with him to celebrate I AM’s 
covenant with us all. 

I could see the whole ceremony was a 
really moving and awesome event for 
everyone.  It made real I AM’s covenant with 
them.  They all knew they were his chosen 
people, and he was here with us.  I think we 
will all be calling the laws and commands that 
were read at this covenant ceremony as the 
Book of the Covenant. 

All this makes me think that I better make 
sure all our people keep on hearing the stories 
of our past, of God’s dealings with us.  I 
understand that since we left Egypt that’s 
been forgotten – at least apart from those 
parents who are faithful in telling their children.  
I’ll get our Story-teller to set up an area near 
the Notice Board and advertise each month 
the stories he will be telling. 

Tomorrow Joshua and I have been 
summoned by God to meet him up on top of 
Mount Sinai. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

What a disaster!  Our covenant with God is 
over.  It’s shattered, finished, kaput.  It’s 
broken into pieces – just like the tablets of The 
Ten Words.  I threw them down on rocks to 
demonstrate exactly what they had done.  And 
after only 40 days!  They promised to obey 
and worship only I AM.  Only 40 days ago.  
And here they are claiming this golden calf 
brought them out of Egypt.  I’m devastated.  I 
warned him I didn’t want this job. 

At least I persuaded I AM not to destroy 
them.  To remember his promises to these 
people – especially to their forefathers.  Now I 
have to persuade myself not to destroy them.  
What is going to happen?  I need to be alone.  
It’s going to be a long night. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

God, what am I going to do?  What are you 
going to do?  I suppose I was a bit rough on 
them, making them drink the water with all the 
gold dust in it.  But you caused the death of 
3000 people. 

“I threw the gold into the fire, and out came 
this calf” – did Aaron expect me to believe 

This month 

our STORY-TELLER 

will tell these stories: 

The really big boat 

The tiny skyscraper
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that!  But maybe my excuses at the burning 
desert shrub sounded just like that to you. 

What are you going to do about the 
promises you made to them, to us all? 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Today I told the people again how serious 
their disobedience to I AM was.  I decided to 
go to my tent, where I speak with God, to 
appeal for his forgiveness of his people.  
Here’s roughly what I said – what you would 
have heard if you were there. 

God, I’m asking you to forgive them.  If you 
want to punish someone, punish me instead. 

What?  You’re not going to go with us 
anymore?  Just put an angel in charge to get 
us there safely?  I thought you said your name 
was I AM.  Now you’re saying it’s I AM NOT??  
Look, you told me to lead this people – you 
ignored my unwillingness to do it – you forced 
me into it – and now you’re deserting me.  
Remember, these are your bloody people, not 
mine! 

Okay, so you will go with us?  Well, if you 
don’t, you can forget everything.  How can we 
be your people – and show all the nations we 
are your people – if you don’t go with us? 

Alright, I’m calm again.  And thanks for 
changing your mind. 

Can I just ask one thing more?  If I’m 
pushing my luck just tell me.  Can I see you in 
all your glory? 

You will let me hear the GLORY of your 
words of promise?  Is that all?  Oh, if I see 
your face, I wouldn’t survive that display of 
glory.  I think I understand.  You would??  You 
would let me catch a glimpse of your back?  
OKAY!!  Thank you. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Today I’ve got to make 2 new stone tablets.  
Then lug them up the mountain, so I AM can 
rewrite The Ten Words for us.  Then lug them 
down again. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Well, that took a lot longer than I thought it 
would. 

Up on the mountain God kept all his 

promises to me.  He proclaimed his glorious 
words of promise.  I caught a wonderful 
glimpse of the glory of his back.   And I can 
see why I could never see his face.  He told 
me he’s happy to reaffirm the covenant he 
made with us, his people.  I just have to keep 
on warning them not to make any treaties with 
any other nation. 

Then he gave me a whole lot of other 
instructions.  About building what he called the 
Tabernacle and the Ark of the Covenant.  And 
all the furniture and furnishings, the drapes 
and garments, that go along with worship 
there. It’s going to take ages to write all this 
down – even to make all the papyrus scrolls in 
the first place.  I jotted it all down in note form, 
we will have to write it out properly once we 
get to our Promised Land.  

And he wants us, his people, to make all 
this.  I was about to object to this impossible 
task.  But then I remembered.  If there was 
any advantage in our nation being slaves in 
Egypt, it was the opportunity of learning a 
whole lot of Egyptian skills.  That will now 
stand us in good stead as we construct 
everything he requires us to make. 

We are going to be busy for quite some 
time. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

So far we have been camped near Mount 
Sinai for 9 months. 

Now, 1 year and 1 day after we left Egypt, 
everything I AM told us to make has been 
finished.  We have set up the whole 
Tabernacle area.  And it all been consecrated.  
The presence of I AM in the cloud that covered 
the Tent of Meeting and the Tabernacle made 
it quite an impressive ceremony. I’m sure 

This month our STORY-TELLER will tell these stories: 
When the devil appeared as a snake 
The sign that saved a murderer
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everyone felt the glory of I AM radiating from 
the Tabernacle.  I could feel the excitement in 
the air.  What a privilege to be his people.  
This will show that I AM is really with us.  And 
maybe stop him from threatening to leave us 
again. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

The instructions from God continue to 
come.  He tells them to me in the Tent of 
Meeting.  Or I have to climb the mountain.  
There are instructions about all the kinds of 
offerings we are to make.  About the ordination 
of Aaron and his sons as priests.  About clean 
and unclean food, and purifying ourselves.  
About the feasts and sacred days he wants us 
to observe.  Just to mention some of his 
instructions.  Again I jotted it all down in note 
form. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Yesterday it was 1 year and 14 days since 
we left Egypt.   So I AM said it was time to 
celebrate the Passover. 

What memories we shared.  Of our time in 
Goshen – the good and the bad.  Of I AM’s 
rescue of us.  Of his wonderful deeds and 
miracles – then and now.  Of what we imagine 
life will be like in our Promised Land. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Now it’s 1 year 1 month and 1 day after we 
left Egypt.  I AM told us to take a census of all 
our people.  So we would know what size 
army we could raise.  He wanted each tribe to 
be counted separately.  He chose the tribe of 
Levi to assist Aaron and his sons as priests.  
He also brought order to our camp site.  He 
gave the tribes their own areas around the 

Tabernacle to set up their individual 
encampments.  And when we move from 
place to place, this is also to be done orderly, 
each tribe having its own place in the 
procession. 

And he gave us still more instructions.  I 
hope that’s the lot. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Tomorrow we leave Mount Sinai.  It will be 1 
year 1 month and 20 days since we left Egypt.  
I’m doing all I can to encourage myself for this 
last stage of our journey to our new home. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

We travelled for 3 days, I AM’s cloud always 
leading us showing us when to move on and 
when to stop.  I thought it would be a good 
idea to lead the people in prayer whenever the 
Ark of the Covenant (signifying I AM’s 
presence with us) was moved or came to rest. 

When we moved I prayed:  Rise up, I AM.  
Go ahead to scatter your enemies, make your 
foes flee in fear. 

And when we stopped:  Return, I AM, to 
your numerous people, Israel. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Trouble again.  The people say they are 
sick of the manna.  That’s all they get, they 
say.  They want veges, but especially meat.  I 
AM was furious at their lack of appreciation for 
the manna. 

And I’m copping it from an angry God on 
one side and the complaining people on the 
other. 

God, I know you have good reason to be 
angry.  But I can’t take this any longer.  These 
people are driving ME crazy, too.  Did I give 
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birth to them?  Are they all MY children?  Is it 
MY job to keep the promises YOU, yes YOU, 
made to them?  This is all too much.  I’m not 
going to make it.  Please, let me die.  NOW.  I 
don’t want to do this.  I CAN’T DO THIS. 

Okay, I’m breathing deeply, I’m listening.  
Our seventy elders?  You want them here.  
You will take from the Spirit you gave me.  You 
will give this Spirit to them, too.  They will be 
able to help me.  Carry the burden with me.  
I’m on my way.  Don’t go away.  This is 
something I want to do. . . 

Yes, I’m still here.  I’m listening.  You have 
more to say?  I’m all ears.  YOU WHAT?  I 
know you have done it for us for a day.  But 
meat for a whole MONTH?  For over six 
hundred thousand people? 

God, you are crazy!  There are no abattoirs 
around here.  NO, I don’t think even think YOU 
can do this.  Okay, I’m on my way.  I’ll get the 
seventy elders. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

The giving of your Spirit to the seventy 
elders went well.  I think the prophesying they 
did showed that you had chosen them. 

I chuckled that even Eldad and Medad, who 
didn’t seem willing to do this task, were caught 
up in this prophesy.  I can understand how 
they feel. 

I’m looking forward to all the help these 
seventy will be able to give me in the future.  
Thanks, God, for choosing them and giving 
them your Spirit. 

 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Well, it’s been a month of winds blowing in 
quail, and we’ve had plenty of meat.  Sorry to 
doubt you, God. 

For the first few days, the people gathered 
the birds day and night – they didn’t believe I 
AM either.  And he sent a plague to punish 
them for their doubt. 

And now after a month the people are sick 
and tired of meat.  I guess that was I AM’s 
plan all along. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Here we are at Hazeroth.  And what a sorry 
state of affairs.  Miriam has been confined 
outside the camp for seven days with a skin 
disease — a punishment from God. 

She and Aaron (my sister and brother) have 
a problem with my non-Israelite wife.  And it 
comes up every so often.  Today they made a 
big issue out of the fact that I make claims that 
I AM speaks to me, but they cannot make 
similar claims. 

God, I’m impressed that you acted straight 
away.  You called us together so it could be 
dealt with.  I was surprised you were so angry 
with them – and that your punishment fell so 
severely on Miriam. 

I was also a bit unclear about the special 
relationship that you have with me, and I 
appreciate having that cleared up, too.  Now I 
know why you never called me a prophet.  
Thanks for this insight. 

The elders have insisted that since it has 
come up, everyone should know about your 
special relationship with me.  They made it all 
public by putting up a notice on the Notice 
Board. 

Our seventy Elders are now 
gifted for special ministry as 

Moses’ assistants

Their prophesying was the result 
of their reception of

I AM’s Spirit
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I AM 
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. . . . . . . . . . 

We have now reached the Desert of Paran.  
I AM told me to send one leader from each of 
our 12 tribes to explore the land of Canaan, 
our Promised Land. 

They are to give us a report on the people 
who are living there, on the land itself, and on 
crops that the people are growing. 

This morning we sent them off.  I 
designated Joshua as their leader.  I think he 
has a head for leadership.  This will give him 
an opportunity to perhaps realize for himself 
that this may be a gift he has been given. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

FORTY MORE YEARS IN THE DESERT!  
Forty years of wandering around before we 
can make our home in the Promised Land.  

God, I don’t want to do this.  This wasn’t what I 
was volunteered for.  You told me nothing 
about this.  Another forty years! 

Deep down I know I can’t get out of it.  I’m 
stuck with it.  Stuck with it! 

I knew there was going to be trouble when 
those stupid spies, the 10 stupid ones, came 
back from their 40-day reconnaissance of the 
Promised Land with all their negative 
comments.  With their failure to trust I AM. 

 There I was flat on my face, in grief, at the 
front of the assembly, appalled at their lack of 
faith. 

Aaron was on the ground beside me.  
Joshua and Caleb were tearing their clothes, 
trying to talk some sense to the people.  Lying 
there, I thought it was a good time to talk to I 
AM. 

God, I said, you can hear the people 
shouting.  They’re terrified they’re going to be 
slaughtered.  They want to go back to Egypt.  
They want to choose a new leader who will 
take them back. 

Those 10 stupid spies have convinced them 
that slaughter will be their fate if we try to 
settle in our Promised Land.  Despite their 
admission it was a land flowing with milk and 
honey, as you promised it would be.  Despite 
having you to lead us. 

Despite Joshua and Caleb telling them not 
to be afraid because you are with us.  Trying 
to talk sense to them. 

Lying there I was so proud of Joshua and 
Caleb.  They trusted I AM’s promises.  But the 
people wouldn’t listen.  And it got very nasty.  
There were shouts for Joshua and Caleb to be 
stoned. 

That’s when I felt on the back of my neck 
the glory from I AM’s cloud, and I scrambled to 
my feet.  I went to the Tent of Meeting. 

I AM was furious.  He was sick of the 
people – their lack of faith, their refusal to 
believe despite all his miracles.  He wanted to 
destroy them all.  And start a new nation, 
made up of my descendants. 

God, I said, you are so angry you are not 
making sense.  Think what the Egyptians are 
going to be saying about you.  You may be 
strong enough to take your people out of 
Egypt — that’s what they will be saying — but 
you can’t take them to their home.  You can’t 
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keep your promises.  And all the nations will 
hear about it. 

Anyway, I thought you said you are slow to 
anger, and abounding in love and forgiveness.  
I think I’m quoting you accurately.  So please 
forgive them – yes, I know, once again!  You 
have?  Thank you, God. 

There is a ‘but’?  Okay, go on.  No one will 
get to the Promised land?  Except Joshua and 
Caleb?  And those under 20 years old?  The 
rest will die in the desert, suffering for their 
unbelief.  For 40 years.  A year for each day 
they sussed out the land.  God, I’m still not 
sure you’re talking sense.  Sorry, I’m still 
listening.  Those 10 untrusting spies you are 
going to strike down straight away? 

I’m not looking forward to telling all this to 
the people. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

The people mourned bitterly when they 
heard I AM’s verdict.  I was happy that they 
admitted their sin of lack of trust.  It was very 
quiet in the camp last night.  

But today they’re saying they’ll make things 
right by obeying God.  They will go 
immediately and fight their way into their land.  
I tried to tell them that it’s all too late now.  “I 
AM will not go with you.  And nor will I.  And 
nor will the Ark of the Covenant.”  But they 
wouldn’t listen.  This army is going to be 
annihilated.  Oh, these stupid people.  And I’ve 
got 40 more years of them!  Forty years!! 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Now it’s getting personal.  Korah, and his 
mates, together with 250 disgruntled leaders 

are claiming Aaron and I are going too far in 
the roles we are carrying out for I AM.  We are 
acting as if we are ‘more chosen’ than 
everyone else. 

I strongly suspected that this was more a 
political and power-grabbing stunt than 
anything else.  And they were going too far.  
So I told them to bring their lit censers to the 
Tabernacle the next morning to let I AM 
himself deal with it. 

Well, I AM wanted to destroy the whole 
nation.  I had to plead with him that it wasn’t 
fair to blame everyone for the schemes of just 
a few. 

The upshot was that I AM opened the 
ground under Korah and his mates and their 
families’ tents.  And the 250 were destroyed by 
fire from I AM.  He told me to rescue the 
censers these 250 were holding.  He said they 
are now holy.  So hammer them into sheets to 
overlay the altar as a sign to our nation. 

I thought the issue was over.  But it wasn’t.  
The next day everyone demonstrated against 
Aaron and me because WE destroyed I AM’s 
people.  Again I AM wanted to destroy them 
all.  With a plague.  But I told Aaron to offer 
incense to make atonement.  I AM relented.  
But only after almost 15000 people died. 

But I AM knew even that wouldn’t stop their 
complaining.  So he got each tribe to place a 
staff, each with the tribes name on it, in the 
Tent of Meeting.  He would show his choice by 
making one staff sprout. 

Today the staff of Aaron had not only 
sprouted, but produced buds, blossoms and 
fruit.  Finally, the people are acknowledging I 
AM’s authority.  It looks like we may have 
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peace.  I AM has given me instructions about 
the role of Aaron and his sons and the role of 
the Levites.  That should prevent further 
trouble. 

Now Aaron’s staff joins the Tablets of the 
Ten Words and the jar of manna near the Ark 
of the Covenant. 

Only 40 more years to go. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

I intend to keep a note of where we stay 
and for how long, as I AM leads us.  Not that it 
matters all that much.  This is the new mood 
that all of us share.  It’s making itself felt 
throughout the camp.  If we are just marking 
time, seeing out the next 40 years, it’s really of 
no consequence where we are or where we 
are heading. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

It’s 39 years since we left Egypt.  I dare to 
hope that the forty years of wandering are 
almost behind us.  I’m not sure how I got 

through this long time of wandering around 
waiting for people to die.  It has felt like 100 
years.  Only a few remain from those who 
were over 20 when I AM dished out his 
punishment.  We find ourselves camped at 
Kadesh. 

I have a feeling that very soon we will be 
making moves to enter our Promised Land.  
That should lift spirits in the camp. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Today Miriam died.  She was a wonderful 
sister.  I will always remember the key role 
she, together with mum, played in my 
preservation from the Egyptian authorities who 
were determined to kill all the male babies 
born into our nation.  She was also an 
accomplished musician and singer.  We buried 
her here at Kadesh. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Yes, we are now on our journey to the 
Promised Land. 

Only it hasn’t started well.  It feels like we 
have just left Egypt.  Our journey then began 
with complaints about the lack of water.  Now 
our new journey into the land begins with 
complaints about lack of water.  They are 
doing exactly what their forefathers did.  
Wishing they were back in Egypt. 

God, how do I deal with this?  I thought they 
may have learnt their lesson.  But nothing has 
changed.  What?  Take Aaron and my staff 
and speak to that rock over there?  Okay.  
These stubborn people.  How come I got 
myself involved with people like this? 

. . . . . . . . . . 

The budded staff of 
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Well, now I’m in real trouble.  And Aaron, 

too.  We are not going to be allowed into the 
Promised Land either.  I’m afraid my anger 
with the people meant that I was so busy 
speaking to them, calling them rebels, that I 
didn’t get around to speaking to the rock.  I 
just hit it with my staff.  And acted as if I was 
the one who produced water for them.  Instead 
of I AM.  I’m sorry, God, I did overstep the 
mark.  I was really looking forward to finishing 
my retirement in the Promised Land.  But you 
are right.  My outburst didn’t serve to display 
YOUR power.  Just like the people, I haven’t 
changed either. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Today we sought permission from the king 
of Edom to pass through his territory on our 
way from Kadesh.  But he refused.  Twice.  
And he showed us his large army.  So we 
have to go the long way via Mount Hor. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Now Aaron has died.  I AM instructed the 
whole community to gather at mount Hor.  I 
took Aaron and his son, Eleazar, up the 
mountain.  Before all the people I removed 
Aaron’s priestly garments and placed them on 

Eleazer.  There on the mountain Aaron died.  I 
returned to the people with their new chief 
priest.  We set aside the next 30 days as the 
time of mourning for Aaron.  Today is 39 years 
5 months and 1 day after our departure from 
Egypt. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Today I AM supplied a really different cure 
for a plague of snakes.  Well, the plague was 
actually his judgment on the impatience shown 
by the people because of this long way around 
Edom.  They started to complain about the 
lack of bread and water and the ‘miserable 
manna’.  The snakes and the deaths caused 
by their venom brought them to their sense.  
They confessed their sin and asked me to 
intercede for them.  That’s when I AM told me 
to make a bronze snake and set it up on a 
pole.  Those who looked at this snake didn’t 
die from the venom. 

I can’t help but wonder why he did it this 
way.  Usually it’s my staff that fixes things.  
Why this image up on a pole?   I imagine he 
has good reason for doing it this way.  Maybe 
in time we will find out his reason. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

We have land to settle in!  It’s not the 
Promised Land – yet.  But it gives us the 
foretaste of settling down.  And it’s not too far 
from our home now.  It all happened because 
we asked permission from Sihon, the king of 
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the Amorites, to travel through his country.  He 
reacted by sending an army to get rid of us.  
But I AM gave us the victory.  He enabled us 
to take over their land and settle here for a 
while. 

Our Promised Land lies just to the west, on 
the other side of the Jordan River. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

During the last week or so I have had the 
feeling that we are being watched.  Nothing 
rea l ly th reaten ing, jus t be ing under 
observation.  And it seemed as if sacrifices 
were being offered from hilltops around us.  
First from a peak to the east, then the 
southeast, and then the northeast.  At some 
places there even seemed to be multi-
sacrifices.  I AM just gave me an evasive: 
‘she’ll be right, nothing to worry about’.  Which 
only confirmed to me that something was 
going on.  But what?  Anyway, the feeling of 
being watched is now over, and there are no 
more sacrifices being offered.  But I’d love to 
know what it was all about. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

A plague has just taken 24000 of our 
people.  This was sent by I AM.  The Moabites 
and the Midianites wanted to attack us but 
were too scared of the power I AM 
demonstrated when he defeated the Amorites 
for us.  So they used more subtle methods to 
attack us.  They used their women to tempt 
our men into sexual relationships, and worse 
still to worship Baal, their fertility god.  I AM 
used this plague to bring this situation out into 
the open.  And he ordered the death of all 
those involved in Baal worship before he 
would bring an end to the plague. 

Our judges showed hesitation in carrying 
out this order.  However, Phinehas, the son of 
Eleazer, (our new chief priest) showed his 
devotion to I AM by killing Zimri, one of the 
guilty ones, together with his Midianite wife. 

This action ended the plague.  I AM saw 
Eleazer’s action as an act of atonement.  So 
he didn’t kill any more people.  He made a 
special covenant of peace with Phinehas and 
a covenant of lasting priesthood with his 
descendants.  He also told us to treat the 
Midianites as enemies. 

 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Now I AM told us to take another census.  
Again to see how many fighting men we have.  
But also to help with the settling of our tribes in 
the Promised Land. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

Today I AM told me that the time of my 
death is close.  He invited me to climb a 
mountain here to see the Promised Land, so I 
could see what a great land it is.  But before I 
was willing to do that I wanted another leader 
appointed to be in charge of our nation.  So I 
asked I AM to do that first.  He chose Joshua.  
He would have been my choice, too.   At I 
AM’s command, before a special assembly, 
and in the presence of Eleazar the priest, we 
commissioned Joshua as the new leader of 
our people to take over after my death. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

This is the last day of my life.  I never 
thought I’d reach the age of 120 years.  It’s 
kind of a funny feeling to know your life will 
end today.  I have said my farewells and last 
words to my boys and my grandkids.  Most of 
my close friends have, of course, already died.  
But I have decided to make a farewell speech 
to all the people – my people. 

And what do I want to tell them?  Well, I 
want to remind them of God’s dealings with 
them, and his messages to them.  Then I want 
to say something like this: 

You are I AM’s people, I AM’s nation.  He 
chose you to bring a special blessing to all the 
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nations on the earth.  Whenever you hear the 
stories of what I AM has done for our people in 
the past – whenever you hear what he has 
said to our forefathers, imagine that you were 
back there then and he did it, and said it, to 
YOU.  The passing of time, and the different 
years we live in, is irrelevant.  You were back 
there.  In the person of your ancestors you 
were present.  Whatever promises I AM made 
includes you – personally.  That’s what I hope 
they will understand about being I AM’s 
people. 

As for me.  The times when I felt the closest 
to I AM were not during the miracles he 
performed through me.  Or when I witnessed 
the mighty, victorious things he did.  Rather, it 
was those difficult times when he, or I, were 
upset or angry about something and we 
needed to talk to each other about it.  That’s 
when we were the closest — those difficult 
times when we argued with each other. 

Oh, by the way, God, my figuring is that I 
came out on top 42 times and you won 39.  
What?  But you are relying on your memory, I 
have it all written down.  Oh look, here we are 
arguing again – isn’t it great!  But you’re not 
going to insist – are you? – when here I am on 
my death bed (as they are going to be saying 
in the future)!  Thank you. 

What were our arguments really about?  
HIS MERCY, HIS PROMISES, to his people!  
That’s what. 

He argued with me when I refused to 
understand or stood in the way of him showing 
his mercy to his people.  He didn’t care about 
whether I wanted to bring his mercy to his 
people or not – just as long as I did it. 

And I argued with him when he threatened 
to withhold his mercy to his people.  I didn’t 
care whether they deserved it or not – just as 
long as he kept his promises. 

Both of us were aware that what completely 
undermines his mercy (and what we humans 
value so much) is the idea of fairness.  I 
battled to accept his unfairness in choosing 
me to lead the people when I just didn’t want 
to do it.  He battled to accept the unfairness of 
keeping his promises when his people again 
and again and again failed to keep their part of 
the bargain, their promises to him. 

But when we spoke with each other that 
unfairness came to the surface and fuelled our 

arguments.  Maybe someday all that really has 
to be faced.  I don’t know how.  But everybody 
really needs to see that fairness has no place 
at all in their relationship with I AM –  or with 
each other.  When mercy is there, fairness has 
to go. 

Well, it’s time to climb the mountain, to see 
your wonderful Promised Land, and to die.  
God, I think I have told you I didn’t want the 
job you gave me.  More than once.  I haven’t 
changed my mind.  And I’m sick and tired of 
climbing mountains.  

You’ve treated me so unfairly.  And you 
know I mean that as a great compliment.  As 
as the highest praise.  I’ve had the time of my 
life.  I’ve basked in your amazing MERCY.  
THANK YOU. 

Neil Stiller 
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