
    
 
Job 31:4-8, 33-40  
 
Does He not see my way, 
 and all my steps count? 
Have I walked in a lie, 
 has my foot hurried to deceit? 
Let Him weigh me on fair scales, 
 that God know my blamelessness. 
If my stride has strayed from the way, 
 and my heart gone after my eyes, 
  or the least thing stuck to my palms,  
let me sow and another shall eat, 
 my offspring torn up by the roots. 
Did I hide like Adam my wrongdoings, 
 to bury within me my crime, 
that I should fear the teeming crowd, 
 and the scorn of clans terrify me, 
  fall silent and keep within doors? 
Would that I had someone to hear me out. 
 Here’s my mark – let Shaddai answer me, 
  and let my accuse indict his writ. 
I would bear it upon my shoulder, 
 bind it as a crown upon me. 
the number of my steps I would tell Him, 
 like a prince I would approach him. 
If my soil has cried out against me, 
 and together its furrows wept, 
If I ate its yield without payment, 
 and drove its owners to despair, 
instead of wheat let nettles grow, 
 and instead of barley, stinkweed. 
Here end the words of Job. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



   
 
Job 38:1-21  
 
And the Lord answered Job from the whirlwind and He said: 
Who is this who darkens counsel 
 in words without knowledge? 
Gird your loins like a man, 
 that I may ask you, and you can inform Me. 
Where were you when I founded earth? 
 Tell, if you know understanding. 
Who fixed its measures, do you know, 
 or who stretched a line upon it? 
In what were its sockets sunk, 
 or who laid its cornerstone, 
when the morning stars sang together, 
 and all the sons of God shouted for joy? 
Who hedged the sea with double doors, 
 when it gushed forth form the womb. 
When I made cloud its clothing, 
 and thick mist its swaddling bands? 
I made breakers upon it My limit, 
 and set a bolt with double doors. 
And I said, “Thus far come, no farther, 
 here halt the surge of your waves.” 
Have you ever commanded the morning, 
 appointed the dawn to its place, 
to seize the earth’s corners, 
 that the wicked shall be shaken from it? 
It turns like sealing clay, 
 takes color like a garment, 
and their light is withdrawn from the wicked, 
 and the upraised arm is broken. 
Have you come into the springs of the sea, 
 in the bottommost deep walked about? 
Have the gates of death been laid bare to you, 
 and the gates of death’s shallow have you seen? 
Did you take the breadth of the earth? 
 Tell, if you know it all. 
Where is the way that light dwells, 
 and darkness, where is its place, 
that you might take it to its home 
 and understand the paths to its house? 
You know, for you were born then, 
 and the number of your days is great! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



   
 
Job 40:25-27; 41:1-10  
 
Could you draw Leviathan with a hook, 
 and with a cord press down his tongue? 
Could you put a lead line in his nose, 
 and with a fishhook pierce his cheek? 
Would he urgently entreat you, 
 would he speak to you gentle words? 
Look, all hope of him is dashed, 
 at his mere sight one is cast down. 
No fierce one could arouse him, 
 and who before Me could stand up? 
Who could go before me in this I’d reward, 
 under all the heavens he would be mine. 
I would no keep silent about him, 
 about his heroic acts and surpassing grace. 
Who can uncover his outer garb, 
 come into his double mail? 
Who can pry open the doors of his face? 
 All around his teeth is terror. 
His back is rows of shields, 
 closed with the tightest seal. 
Each touches against the next, 
 no breath can come between them. 
Each sticks fast to the next, 
 locked together, they will not part. 
He sneezes shoot out light, 
 and his eyes are like the eyelids of dawn. 
 


