Job

An abbreviated version of the story of Job, based on the script of a version presented in drama, dance, mime, and audio-visuals, in St. John’s College, Nottingham in June 1975. The text below is adapted from the NEB.

	Cast: Two narrators, God, the Adversary, four messengers, Job, Job’s wife, Eliphaz, Bildad, Zophar, Elihu

	SCENE I (chs 1–2)

	Narrator 1
	There lived in the land of Uz a man of blameless and upright life named Job, who feared God and set his face against wrongdoing. He had seven sons and three daughters; and he owned thousands of sheep, camels, and cattle. He was careful to offer sacrifices for his children, in case they had sinned against God.

	Narrator 2
	The day came when the members of the court of heaven took their places in the presence of Yahweh, and the Adversary was there among them.

	God
(to the Adversary)
	Where have you been?

	Adversary
	Walking here and there, roaming round the earth.

	God
	Have you considered my servant Job? You will find no-one like him on earth, a man of blameless and upright life, who fears God and set his face against wrongdoing.

	Adversary
	Hasn’t Job good reason to be God-fearing? Have you not hedged him round on every side with your protection, him and his family and all his possessions? But stretch out your hand and touch all that he has, and then he will curse you to your face.

	God
	So be it. All that he has is in your hands; only Job himself you must not touch.

	Narrator 2
	So the Adversary left Yahweh’s presence.

	Narrator 1
	There came a day when Job’s sons and daughters were eating and drinking in the eldest brother’s house. A messenger came running to Job.

	Messenger 1
	Job! The oxen were plowing when tribal raiders swooped down and carried them off, putting the herdsmen to the sword.

	Messenger 2
(as 1 finishes)
	Job! God’s fire flashed from heaven. It struck the sheep and shepherds and burnt them up.

	Messenger 3
(as 2 finishes)
	Job! Tribesmen from the north have made a raid on the camels and carried them off, putting the drivers to the sword.

	Messenger 4
(as 3 finishes)
	Job! Your sons and daughters were eating and drinking when a whirlwind from the desert struck the house. All the young people are dead.

	Narrator 1
	Job tore his clothes in grief and fell prostrate on the ground.

	Job
	I was born with nothing and I will die with nothing. Yahweh gives and Yahweh takes away; blessed be the name of Yahweh.

	Narrator 2
	Once again the day came when the members of the court of heaven took their places in the presence of Yahweh, and the Adversary was there among them.

	God
	Where have you been?

	Adversary
	Walking here and there, roaming round the earth.

	God
	Have you considered my servant Job? You incited me to ruin him, but his integrity is still unshaken.

	Adversary
	There is nothing a man will grudge as long as he can save his own life. But stretch out your hand and touch his bone and his flesh, and see if he will not curse you to your face.

	God
	So be it. He is in your hands; but spare his life.

	Narrator 2
	So the Adversary smote Job with ulcers from head to foot, and he went to sit alone at the ash-heap.

	Narrator 1
	Then his wife spoke.

	Job’s wife
	Are you still holding onto your integrity? Curse God, and die!

	Narrator 1
	Throughout all this, Job did not utter one sinful word.

	SCENE 2 (chs 3–27)
	

	Narrator 1
	Job had three friends, Eliphaz, Bildad, and Zophar. When they heard of all these calamities which had overtaken him, they decided to come to offer him comfort. When they saw him, they wept. For seven days and nights they sat beside him on the ground, and none of them said a word to him; because they saw how much he was suffering.

Eventually Job broke the silence.

	Job (ch 3)
	Curse the day I was born
and the night which said, ‘A man is conceived’!
May that day turn to darkness; may God above not look for it,
nor light of dawn shine on it.
That night, may it be barren forever,
no cry of joy be heard in it,
because it did not shut the doors of the womb that bore me.

Why did I not die when I came out of the womb?
Why was I ever put to suck at my mother’s breasts?
Why was I not hidden, like an infant that has not lived to see the light?
For then I should be lying in the quiet grave, asleep in death, at rest.

Why should the sufferer be born to see the light?
Why is life given to people who find it so bitter?
They wait for death, but it does not come,
they seek it more eagerly than hidden treasure.
Why should a man be born to wander blindly,
hedged in by God on every side?
There is no peace of mind or quiet for me;
I chafe in torment and have no rest.

	Eliphaz (chs 4-5)
(A pious mystic who gets carried away by the teaching he gives based on his own religious experience)
	If one ventures to speak with you, will you be offended?
Think how once you encouraged those who faltered. 
But now adversity comes upon you, you lose patience.
Is your religion no comfort to you?
For consider, what innocent person has ever perished?
Those who plow mischief and sow trouble reap as they have sown.

A word stole into my ears in a vision.
Someone stood there, and I heard a voice:
“Can a mortal be righteous before God?
Can human beings be pure before their maker?”
If I were you, I would make my petition to God 
and lay my cause before him.
Do not reject the discipline of the Almighty.
He wounds, but he binds up.

	Job (chs 6–7)
	O that my troubles might be set on the scales.
They would outweigh the sands of the sea.
What wonder if my words are wild?
The arrows of the Almighty find their mark in me 
and their poison soaks into my spirit.
O that God would be pleased 
to snatch me away with his hand and cut me off.
For that would bring relief,
and in the face of unsparing anguish I would leap for joy.
What end have I to expect, that I should be patient?
How shall I find help within myself?

	(to friends)
	Devotion is due from his friends
to one who despairs and loses faith in the Almighty;
but my brothers have been as treacherous 
as the channels of streams that run dry,
that vanish the moment they are in spate,
dwindle in the heat and are gone.
You felt dismay, and were afraid.
Tell me plainly, and I will listen in silence:
show me where I have erred.

	(to self)
	Do human beings not have hard service on earth?
Months of futility are my portion,
troubled nights are my lot.
My life is but a breath of wind.

	(to God)
	What are human beings that thou makest much of them—
only to punish them morning by morning
or to test them every hour of the day?
Wilt thou not look away from me for an instant?
Why dost thou not pardon my offense
and take away my guilt?

	Bildad (ch 8)
(A preachy non-listener, full of true, biblical, orthodox platitudes)
	How long will you say such things,
the long-winded ramblings of an old man?
Does the Almighty pervert justice?
Your sons sinned against him,
so he left them to be victims of their own iniquity.
If only you will seek God betimes.
If you are innocent and upright,
then indeed will he watch over you.

Inquire now of older generations
and consider the experience of their fathers.
Can rushes grow where there is no marsh?
They will wither earlier than any green plant.
Such is the fate of all who forget God.
God will not spurn the blameless.
He will yet fill your mouth with laughter.

	Job (chs 9–10)
	I know that no-one can win a case against God.
If anyone chooses to argue with him,
God will not answer one question in a thousand.
It is God who moves mountains,
who by himself spread out the heavens,
who does great and unsearchable things,
marvels without number.

	
	He passes me by and I do not see him
How can I find words to dispute with him?
If the appeal is to force, see how strong he is.
Though I am right, he condemns me out of my own mouth.
If only there were one to arbitrate between us.

	(to God)
	Don’t condemn me, tell me the ground of thy complaint.
Thy hands gave me shape and made me;
Dost thou at once turn and destroy me?
Why didst thou bring me out of the womb?

	Zophar (ch 11)
(stern, rational, finger-wagging, directive, authoritarian)
	Will no-one answer all this nonsense?
Is your endless talk to reduce people to silence?
If only God would speak
and expound to you the secrets of wisdom!
Can you fathom the mystery of the Almighty?
He surely knows which human beings are false.
If only you had directed your heart rightly
and spread out your hands to pray to him!
If you have wrongdoing in hand, throw it away.
Then life will be lasting, bright as noonday.

	Job (chs 12-14)
	No doubt absolute wisdom is yours,
but I have sense as well as you.
Yet I am a laughing-stock to my friend,
though I am innocent and blameless.
Ah, if you would only be silent
and let silence be your wisdom.
Is it on God’s behalf that you speak so wickedly?
He will most surely expose you
if you take his part by falsely accusing me.

	(to audience)
	I will take my life in my hands.
If he would slay me, I should not hesitate,
I should still argue my cause to his face.

	(to God)
	Let me know my offenses and my sin,
Why dost thou hide thy face
and treat me as thy enemy?
A human being born of woman is short-lived and full of disquiet.
Look away from me therefore and leave me alone.

	(to self)
	If a tree is cut down,
there is hope that it will sprout again.
But a human being dies, disappears,
never to be roused from sleep.

If only thou wouldst hide me in Sheol
till thy anger turns aside.
But now thou dost count every step I take.
Every offense of mine is stored in thy bag.
Thou hast wiped out the hope of frail humanity.

	Eliphaz (ch 15)
	Would a man of sense give vent to such foolish notions?
You are condemned out of your own mouth.
Were you the first person to be born?
What do you know that we do not know?
Does not the consolation of God suffice you,
a word whispered quietly in your ear?
What makes you so bold at heart,
that you pour out such a torrent of words?
What are frail human beings that they should be innocent?
I will describe to you what I have seen.
The wicked are racked with anxiety all their days;
the ruthless cannot hope to escape from dark death.
The godless conceive mischief and give birth to trouble.

	Job (chs 16-17)
	I have heard all that before,
you who make trouble, all of you, with every breath.
If you and I were to change places,
I could talk like you.
But no, I would speak words of encouragement.

	(to himself)
	If I speak, my pain is not eased;
if I am silent, it does not leave me.
Meanwhile, my friend wearies me with false sympathy.
My enemies look daggers at me.
God has set upon me and mauled me.

	(out loud)
	O earth, cover not my blood
and let my cry for justice find no rest!
My witness is in heaven;
there is one on high ready to answer for me.

	(to himself)
	If only there were one to arbitrate between humanity and God,
as between a human being and a neighbor!

	(to God)
	Be thou my surety with thyself,
for who else can pledge himself for me?

	Bildad (ch 18)
	How soon will you bridle your tongue?
Do but think, and then we will talk.
Is the earth to be deserted to prove you right,
or mountains be moved for you?

No, it is the wicked whose light is extinguished.
Their disobedience trips them up.
The terrors of death suddenly beset them.
Death’s terrors escort them to their king.

	Job (ch 19)
	How long will you torment me with words?
I tell you, God himself has put me in the wrong.
He has walled in my path so that I cannot break away.
Why do you pursue me as God pursues me?

	(to audience)
	O that my words might be inscribed,
cut with an iron tool to be a witness in hard rock!
But I know that my vindicator lives
and that he will rise last to speak in court.
I shall see God himself with my own eyes.

	Zophar (ch 20)
	My distress of mind forces me to reply.
I have heard arguments that are a reproach to me.
The triumph of the wicked is short-lived.
The heavens will lay bare their guilt
and earth will rise up to condemn them.

	Job (ch 21)
	Listen to me, just listen to me,
and let that be the comfort you offer me.
Why do the wicked enjoy long life,
hale in old age, great and powerful?
How often does God in his anger deal out suffering?
I know you are thinking,
“Where is the great man’s home now?
What has become of the home of the wicked?”
The wicked are spared when disaster comes,
no-one requites them for what they have done.

	Eliphaz (ch 22)
	Do not think that he reproves you because your are pious.
It is because your depravity passes all bounds.
You refuse bread to the hungry,
widows you have sent away empty-handed,
orphans you have struck defenseless.
You say, “What does God know?”
If you come back to the Almighty in true sincerity,
you will pray to him and he will hear you.
God brings down the pride of the haughty,
but he will deliver the innocent.

	Job (chs 23-24)
(to himself)
	If only I knew how to find him,
I would state my case before him.
If I go forward, he is not there;
if backward, I cannot find him;
when I turn left, I do not observe him;
I face right, but I see him not.
But he knows me in action or at rest;
my feet have kept to the path he set me.
The Almighty fills me with fear,
yet I am not reduced to silence by the mystery which hides him.

The wicked move boundary stones,
carry away flocks and their shepherds,
jostle the poor out of the way,
rebel against the light of day;
in the welter of night they are at home.
Yet God in his strength carries off even the mighty.

	Bildad (ch 25)
	Authority and awe rest with him.
How then can a human being be justified in God’s sight,
or one born of woman be innocent?

	Job (chs 26–27)
(with sarcasm)
	What help you have given to the man without resource! 
What wise counsel you offer!

	(to audience)
	God spreads the canopy of the sky over chaos.
He fixed the horizon on the surface of the waters
at the farthest limits of light and darkness.
These are but the fringe of his power;
and how faint the whisper that we hear of him!

	(to friends)
	I swear by God, who has denied me justice:
till death I will not abandon my claim to innocence.
This is the lot prescribed by God for the wicked:
disaster overtakes them like a flood,
and a storm snatches them away in the night.

	Interlude (ch 28)
	

	Narrator 2 
(a poem which comments on the debate, and suggests an implicit judgment on both Job and his friends)
	There are mines for silver
and places to refine gold;
where iron is won from the earth
and copper smelted from the ore;
the end of the seam lies in darkness,
and it is followed to its farthest limit.
No bird of prey knows the way there,
and the falcon’s keen eye cannot see it;
proud beasts do not set foot on it,
and no serpent comes that way.
Miners sets their hand to the granite rock
and lay bare the roots of the mountains;
and lay galleries in the rocks,
and gems of every kind meet their eye;
they dam up the sources of the streams
and bring the hidden riches of the earth to light.

But where can wisdom be found?
And where is the source of understanding?
No-one knows the way to it;
it is not found in the land of the living.
The depths of ocean say, “It is not in us,”
and the sea says, “It is not with me.”
Red gold cannot buy it,
nor can its price be weighed out in silver;
it cannot be set in the scales against gold of Ophir,
against precious cornelian or lapis lazuli;
gold and crystal are not to be matched with it,
no work in fine gold can be bartered for it;

	
	black coral and alabaster are not worth mention,
and a parcel of wisdom fetches more than red coral;
topaz from Ethiopia is not to be matched with it,
it cannot be set in the scales against pure gold.

Where then does wisdom come from,
and where is the source of understanding?
No creatures on earth can see it,
and it is hidden from the birds of the air.
Destruction and death say,
“We know of it only by report.”
But God understands the way to it,
he alone knows its source;
for he can see to the ends of the earth
and he surveys everything under heaven.
When he made a counterpoise for the wind
and measured out the waters in proportion,
when he laid down a limit for the rain
and a path for the thunderstorm,
even then he saw wisdom and took stock of it,
he considered it and fathomed its very depths.
And he said to human beings:
Reverence for Yahweh is wisdom,
and to turn from evil is understanding.

	SCENE 3 
(chs 29–37)
	

	Job (chs 29–31)
(his final review of his situation)
	If I could only go back to the days when God was watching over me,
When his lamp shone above my head,
and by its light I walked through the darkness.
If I went through the gate out of the town
to take my seat in the public square,
people listened to me expectantly;
when I had spoken, no-one spoke again.

But now I am laughed to scorn
by people of a younger generation.
My soul is in turmoil within me.
I call for thy help, but thou dost not answer.

Yet does not God himself see my ways?
If my steps have wandered from the path,
may another eat what I sow,
and may my crops be pulled out by the roots!
If my heart has been enticed by another woman,
may my wife be taken by another man.
If I have withheld their needs from the poor,
or let the widow’s eye grow dim with tears,
or raised my hand against the innocent,
then may my shoulder-blade be torn from my shoulder.

	
	If I have put my faith in gold,
if I have raised my hand in homage to the sun,
I should have been unfaithful to God on high.
Have I rejoiced at the ruin of one that hated me?
Have I ever concealed my misdeeds as people do?
Let the Almighty state his case against me.
I would plead the whole record of my life
and present that in court as my defense.

	Elihu (chs 32–37)
(storming in as the angry young man and addressing friends)
	I am young in years and you are old;
that is why I held back from displaying my knowledge in front of you.
But the spirit of God himself in human beings gives understanding;
it is not only the old who are wise.
Therefore I say, listen to me.
I have been waiting while you sought for phrases,
but not one of you refutes Job or answers his arguments.

	(to Job)
	Come now, Job, listen to my words.

	Job
	I am innocent. God finds occasions to put me in the wrong.

	Elihu
	You are wrong. In dreams, in visions of the night, 
God makes people listen and his correction strikes them with terror.
Or they learn their lessons on a bed of pain;
if they entreat God to show favor,
then they save themselves from going down to the pit.

	Job (interrupting)
	I am innocent. I have done no wrong.

	Elihu (to audience)
	Was there ever someone like Job,
with his thirst for irreverent talk,
a fellow-traveler with the wicked?
For he says that it brings a person no profit to find favor with God.
Job gives vent to windy nonsense.

	(to Job)
	Listen, Job. Consider God’s wonderful works.
Can you beat out the vault of the skies, as he does?
Can anyone dictate to God what he is to speak?
The Almighty we cannot find; his power is beyond our ken,
and his righteousness not slow to do justice.

	SCENE 4 
(chs 38–42)
	

	Narrator 2
	Then Yahweh answered Job out of the tempest.

	God (chs 38–39)
	Who is this whose ignorant words
cloud my design in darkness?
Brace yourself and stand up like a man;
I will ask questions, and you shall answer.
Where were you when I laid the earth’s foundations?
Tell me, if you know and understand.
Who settled its dimensions? Surely you should know.
Who stretched his measuring-line over it?
On what do its supporting pillars rest?
Who set its corner-stone in place,
when the morning stars sang together 
and all the sons of God shouted aloud?
Who watched over the birth of the sea,
when it burst in flood from the womb?—
when I wrapped it in a blanket of cloud and cradled it in fog,
when I established its bounds,
fixing its doors and bars in place,
and said, ‘Thus far shall you come and no farther,
and here your surging waves shall halt.’
In all your life have you ever called up the dawn
or shown the morning its place?
Have you descended to the springs of the sea
or walked in the unfathomable deep?
Have the gates of death been revealed to you?
Have you ever seen the door-keepers of the place of darkness?
Have you ever comprehended the vast expanse of the world?
come, tell me all this, if you know.
Which is the way to the home of light and where does darkness dwell?
And can you then take each to its appointed bound
and escort it on its homeward path?
Doubtless you know all this; for you were born already,
so long is the span of your life!

Have you visited the storehouse of the snow
or seen the arsenal where hail is stored,
which I have kept ready for the day of calamity,
for war and for the hour of battle?
By what paths is the heat spread abroad
or the east wind carried far and wide over the earth?
Who has cut channels for the downpour
and cleared a passage for the thunderstorm,
for rain to fall on land where no-one lives
and on the deserted wilderness,
clothing lands waste and derelict with green
and making grass grow on thirsty ground?
Has the rain a father?
Who sired the drops of dew?
Whose womb gave birth to the ice,
and who was the mother of the frost from heaven,
which lays a stony cover over the waters
and freezes the expanse of ocean?


	
	Can you bind the cluster of the Pleiades or loose Orion’s belt?
Did you proclaim the rules that govern the heavens,
or determine the laws of nature on earth?
Can you command the dense clouds
to cover you with their weight of waters?
If you bid lightening speed on its way,
will it say to you, “I am ready”?
Who put wisdom in depths of darkness
and veiled understanding in secrecy?
Who is wise enough to marshal the rain-clouds
and empty the cisterns of heaven,
when the dusty soil sets hard as iron,
and the clods of earth cling together?

Do you hunt her prey for the lioness
and satisfy the hunger of young lions,
as they crouch in the lair or lie in wait in the covert?
Who provides the raven with its quarry
when its fledglings croak for lack of food?
Do you know when the mountain-goats are born
or attend the wild doe when she is in labor?
Who has let the wild ass of Syria range at will
and given the wild ass of Arabia its freedom?
Does the wild ox consent to serve you,
does it spend the night in your stall?
Did you give the horse his strength?
Did you clothe his neck with a mane?
Does your skill teach the hawk to use its pinions
and spread its wings towards the south?
Do you instruct the vulture to fly high and build its nest aloft?

	
	Is it for a human being who disputes with the Almighty to be stubborn?
Should one who argues with God answer back?

	Job
	What reply can I give thee, I who carry no weight?
I put my finger to my lips.
I have spoken once and now will not answer again;
twice I have spoken, and I will do so no more.

	Narrator 2
	Then Yahweh answered Job out of the tempest.

	God (chs 40–41)
	Brace yourself and stand up like a man;
I will ask questions, and you shall answer.
Dare you deny that I am just
or put me in the wrong that you may be right?
Have you an arm like God’s arm,
can you thunder with a voice like his?

	
	Deck yourself out, if you can, in pride and dignity,
array yourself in pomp and splendor;unleash the fury of your wrath,
look upon the proud and humble them;
look upon all the proud and bring them low,
throw down the wicked where they stand;
hide them in the dust together,
and shroud them in an unknown grave.
Then I in my turn will acknowledge
that your own right hand can save you.

	
	Consider Behemoth, which I made with you,
who devours cattle as if they were grass;
what strength is in his loins!
What power in the muscles of his belly!
He is the chief of God’s works,
made to be a tyrant over his peers;
There under the thorny lotus he lies,
hidden in the reeds and the marsh.
Can a human being blind his eyes and take him
or pierce his nose with the teeth of a trap?

Can you pull out Leviathan with a gaff
or slip a noose round its tongue?
Will it plead with you for mercy?
Will you toy with it as with a bird?
Can you fill his skin with harpoons
or his head with fish-hooks? 
If ever you lift your hand against him,
think of the struggle that awaits you, and let be.
No, such a person is in desperate case,
hurled headlong at the very sight of him.
How fierce he is when he is roused!
Who is there to stand up to him?
His heart is firm as a rock,
firm as the ne7ther millstone.
When he raises himself the strong take fright,
bewildered at the lashings of his tail.
Sword or spear, dagger or javelin,
if they touch him, they have no effect.
He makes the deep water boil like a cauldron,
he whips up the lake like ointment in a mixing-bowl.
He leaves a shining trail behind him,
and the great river is like white hair in his wake.
He has no equal on earth;
for he is made quite without fear.
He looks down on all creatures, even the highest;
he is king over all proud beasts.

	Job (ch 42)
	I acknowledge that thou canst do all things
and that no purpose is beyond thee.

	
	I have spoken of great things which I have not understood,
things too wonderful for me to know.
I knew of thee then only by report,
But now I see thee with my own eyes.
Therefore I melt away;
I repent over dust and ashes

	Narrator 2
	When Yahweh had finished speaking to Job, he spoke to Eliphaz.

	God
	I am angry with you and your two friends, because you have not spoken as you ought about me, as my servant Job has done. So now go and offer a sacrifice for yourselves, and Job will intercede for you.

	Narrator 1
	Yahweh showed favor to Job when he interceded for his friends. His brothers and sisters and acquaintances consoled and comforted him for all the misfortunes which Yahweh had brought on him. Yahweh blessed the end of Job’s life more than the beginning. He had sons and daughters, grandchildren and great-grandchildren. He died at a very great age.


