THE BOOK OF JOB

RENDERED INTO THE SAME METRE AS THE
ORIGINAL HEBREW,

THIRD EDITION.

INTRODUCTORY NoTE,

My endeavour in translating the Book of Job has been to give an exact re
Engﬁsh of that sublime and sacred poem upon the Mystery of xExistence, word%gd:gxt'?:nig
line for line as it was originally written in Hebrew, and thus enable my fellow countrymen
to read it in its poetic form, and follow its reasonings and doctrines as clearly as the ancient
readers to whom Hebrew was their mother tongue. This attention to the mechanism of the
writer is, however, as a little thinf in my sight compared to my further attempt to clear awa
the false atmosphere of idea an distorted view of the object of the Poem which has tradj.
tionally misled all previous translators and commentators in eve language—the idea that
the object was to show}ob.as a model of calm paticnce under Sl:gering. and to discuss the
question of the Origin of Moral Evil.

So far from either of these being in the view of the poet, the hero is depicted as the most
tragically passionate and impatient spirit ever presented in literature, whsther sacred or
secular. The object is also a sublime and profound psychological enquiry into the Mystery
of Existence, not only of man, but of all things, and its aﬁusions show an accurate krowledge
of the physical sciences, truly astonishing to our tradition that the extreme ancients knew
nothing of them: yet this Book of Job is probably the cldest in existence, except the first
ten chapters of Genesis. The poem is constructed on a framework of allegorical names,
“]ob,"—-)?*ﬁ—siﬁnifymg *“ Atfliction,” and all the others representing a menta?
do those of John unyan in the *Pilgrim's Progress.”

FERRAR FENTON.

MiTcHAM, Lonpox, S.W.

TRANSLATOR'S NoTE.

The chapters and verses of this version are those of the Hebrew or Rabbinical Text, not
hose of the Latin Vulgate and Authorized English Versions.—F. F.

Iob's Bistory,

1 THERE was a man in the land eat and drink with them. But when 5

of Luz named Job. He was the days of festivity had gone round,

2 true and upright, and feared Gop, Job would send and sanctify them in
and avoided wrong. He had seven the morning, and offer burnt-offer-
sons and three daughters born to ings for the whole, for Job reflected,

3 him, and his possessions were seven ‘It may be my children hava sinned,
thousand sheep, and three thousand by not thanking Gobp in their
camels, and five hundred yoke of hearts.”
oxen, and five hundred she-asses, a Job continually behaved thus,
very large estate, so that the man was

greater than all the Beni-Kedem, But the Day came wheu the sons of 6

Gop advanced to report themselves
4 His sons were accustomed often to before the LorD, and the Accuser
feast at the house of each other; and also was amongst them,
would send and invite their sisters to And when the LORD asked the 2
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Accuser, ‘*Where do you come
from?"” the Accuser answered the
LORD, and said:

“ From flying over the earth, and
travelling in it.”’

Then the LLORD asked the Accuser,
“ Have you fixed your attention upon
My servant Job? That there is not
a man like him upon earth—honest
and upright, who fears GobD, and
avoids wrong? "

The Accuser, however, answered
the Lorp and said, ‘‘Does Job
reverence Gop for nothing ? Have
You not made a fence for him, and
his family, and all that he has all
round? You have blessed the work
of his hands, and his property has
extended over the country. But
perhaps if You stretchéd out Your
hand, and destroyed all he pos-
sesses, he would curse You to Your
face!"”

The LORD consequently replied to
the Accuser, ‘‘ Whatever he has
shall be in your power! except that
you shall not exert your hand upon
himself.”

So the Accuser departed from the
presence of the LORD,

Then another day arrived when
his sons and daughters were eating
and drinking wine in the house of
their eldest brother, when a mes-
senger came to Job and said, *“The
oxen were ploughing and the she-
‘asses grazing near them, when the
Shabim fell on and seized them, and
have assaulted their attendants with
the sword, and I alone have escaped
to inform youl"

Whilst he was speaking another
came and said, ‘ The fire of Gop
has fallen from the skies, and has
consumed the flocks and their atten-
dants, and destroyed them, except
myself, and I only have escaped to
inform you!" .

Whilst he was yet speaking
another came, and said:

“The Kasdim collected in three
troops, and rushed upon the camels,
and seized them, and have assailed

their attendants with the edge of the |

sword, except myself, and I only
have escaped to tell you!"

While he was speaking another
came, and said ¢

“Your sons and daughters were
eating and drinking wine in their
eldest brother's house, when a great
storm came from over the Desert and

seized the four corners of the house,
and flung it down upon the youths,
and killed them, except myself,

and I alone have escaped to tell

you!”

Then Job arose and tore his robe,
and shaved his head, and threw him-
self upon the ground and worshipped,
and said ;

* I came naked from my mother's
womb ;
And naked I shall return.
The LORD gave and the LORD has
taken,
Blessed be the name of the
LORrRD!"

In this Job did not sin, nor accuse

GobD of injustice.

Another day arrived when the sons
of GoD reported themselves to the
LoORD, and the Accuserreported him-
self amongst them to the LORD;
when the LORD asked the Accuser,
* Where do you come from? "

And the Accuser answered the
LoRD and said, ‘“ From flying over
thg earth, and up and down .in
it.

The LoRrRD then asked the Accuser,
‘“ Have you fixed your attention on
My servant Job, that there is none,
like him on the earth, an honest and
upright man, who fears Gobp, and
turns from wrong; who yet retains
his virtues, although you induced Me
to causelessly afflict him ? "

The Accuser, however, replied to
the LorD and said, ** Skin to skin!
A man will give all that he has for
his life! Perhaps if You were to ex-
tend Your hand now, and torture his
bones and his flesh, he would curse
You to Your face?”

So the LorD answered the Accuser
and said, *“ Look! He is in your
power, except that you shall regard

- his life.”

The Accuser consequently went
out from the presence of the LORD,
and struck Jobwith a painful ulcerous

“inflammation, from the sole of his

foot to the crown of his head. And
he took a potsherd to scrape himself
with, and he sat down amongst the
ashes,

His wife, however, said to him,
“ Will you stick to your virtues?
Curse GOD; and die!”

But he replied to her, * You speak
as one of the worthless women
speak. We accepted comforts from
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2—11 JOB., 8—24

GoD, so should we not also accept | Namathite—and agreed to go and

discomfort? " mourn with him, and comfort him;
In all that Job did not sin with his | but when they from a distance raised
lips. their eyes and could not recognise

him, they lifted up their voices and

wept, and each tore his robe, and

11 Now three friends of Job heard of flung dust on their heads, and were
all these troubles that had come stupefied, and sat with him for seven
upon him, so each came from his days and seven nights on the earth,
house—Eliphaz the Themanite, and but did not speak to him, for they
Bildad the Shuhite, and Zophar the | saw that his despair was great.

Fob’s Lament.
At length Job opened his mouth, and cursed his day; and Job exclaimed,
ind said;

Perish the Day I was born,
When Night said, ** A man is conceived | "
Let that day be darkness itself,
Let GoD not look down from above
Nor shine upon it with His light!
Let death’s gloomy shadow avenge,
Black clouds make their resting-place there;
And terrors in daytime affright.
Count it not in thé'course of the year,
Nor reckon along with the months
Let solitude be in that night,
That in it no joy may be heard!
Let them curse it, who curse at the day,
Those stripped to be offered the Snake,
Let the stars of its dawning be dark,
Let it long for, but never have light,
And see not the eyelids of morn !
For it closed not the doors of the womb,
Nor hid my distress from my sight!

Why died I not in the womb,
Or expired in the act of my birth?
Oh! why did the knees give support ?
And why did the breasts that I sucked ?
For then I had lain, and been still,
Then had rest and found ease for myself,
With the kings and the statesmen of earth,
Who build themselves desolate tombs;
Or with princes, along with their gold,

Who fill up their graves with their wealth ;
Or had been like abortions concealed,
Like children that never see light,

Where the wicked must cease from their crimes

Where the strong, when exhausted, have rest
Where tcgether the captives can lie,
And hear not their driver’s fierce voice |
Where the small and the great are alike,
And the slave from his master is free!

Oh! why give the wretched the light
And life to the bitter in soul—
Who long for, but cannot meet death,
Dig more than for treasure for him !
Who delight, and will even exult,
And are glad when they find out the tomb —
To a man on a path that is lost,
And whose landmarks his Gop has confused,
For my sighing comes up with my food,
And my groanings like water poured out;
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For the terror I fear has arrived,
And that which I dreaded has come;
I invited Peace, Quiet, and Rest,
But instead savage Tumult steps in !

The First Address of Gliphay.

Eliphaz the Themanite, however, replied and said :

If we speak you a word, will you fret?
But who can his excitement restrain?
Consider how many you taught,
And strengthened the hands of the weak
Your speaking supported the faint,
And you strengthened the trembling knees;
But now it has come on yourself,
You stagger and grieve at its touch.
Was not your religion your trust,
And your trueness in action your hope?
Think—where are the innocent lost ?
And where are the upright destroyed?
I see that the ploughers for vice,
And the sowers of wrong, reap the crop!
Undone by the blast sent from Gop
They waste in His tempest of wrath.
As lions and roaring bears moan,
And the teeth of the tiger will fail,
And old lions perish for prey,
And the young of the leopards will faint.
For a word once came stealing to me,
And my ears caught a rustle of sound,
In thoughts, and in visions of night,
When deep slumber falls upon men ;
Then terror and trembling approached,
And my powerful frame was afraid ;
Then a breathing flowed over my face,
The hair on my body stood up!
It stopped ! But I saw not its form!
The Appearance approached to my sight-—
It stopped ! but I heard like a voice,
“ Can man be more righteous than Gop ?
Than his Maker a mortal more pure?
Look! In His servants He cannot confide,
And He finds in His angels defects.'—
More in us, who reside in clay huts,
Built on dust, that are crushed by a moth!
We who die between dawn and the dusk,
Who unnoticed continuously fade!
Whose vitality fritters away,
Who die before Wisdom is reached.
Call now! Who will answer to you?
And to whom of the saints will you turn?
For the fool by vexation is slain,
And the silly is killed by his rage.
I have looked on the vile taking root.
But I marked out his home for a crash !
His children are far from secure,
They fail in the gate without help.
Their harvests the famished will eat,
And the parched seize their coolers of snow,
And the hungry will swallow their wealth!
No, affliction springs not from the dust,
Nor does grief grow up out of the ground;
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5—7 JOB. 68—9
But man himself causes his grief, i
As the children of flame fly upright!

For myself I should cry out to Gop, 8
To th’ ALMIGHTY present my address,
Who does great and unsearchable things, 9
And wonders unnumbered are His!
Who gives rain to the mouth of the earth, 30
Sends the brooks on the face of the meads ;
Who raises the lowly on high, 1
And saves the depressed by His power ;
Who frustrates the plans of the rogues 12
So their hands cannot work out their wish .
Who captures the skilled by their craft, 13
And baffles their villainous schemes,
So that darkness o'ershadows their day, 14
And at noontide they grope as at night;
Thus He rescues the weak from their mouth, 15
And the wretched from clutch of their hand |
So therefore the weak have a hope, 16
And Iniquity closes her mouth !

But blest is the man Gob corrects! 17
So despise not th’ ALMIGHTY'S reproof!
For He grieves us, and He can console; 18
He breaks us, but His hand can heal;
He will save you six times from distress, 19
And in seven the woe will not touch ;
In famine will free you from death, , 20
And in war from the hand of the sword :
He will hide from the lash of the tongue,— 21
Yes, unmoved at Destruction’s approach,
You can laugh at Destruction and death, 22
And fear not the beast of the field.
With the stones on the plain you make league 23
While the beasts of the field are your friends,
And you know that your tent is secure, 24
And muster your folds, and miss none.
You will know that your seeds will increase 25
And grow like the grass from the ground !
You will go in old age to the tomb, 26
As the corn-stack s piled at its time.

These we have proved—they are sure ! 24
Attend! And instruct your own yourself !

Job’s Reply to @liphas.

But Job replied, and said : 6

Who will carefully weigh out my grief, 2
And poise all my woes in the scale ?
For they outweigh the sand of the sea, 3
(My words have in consequence weight),
I am pierced by the ALMIGHTY'S darts, 4
Whose poison my spirit drinks up,
And against me all GoD’s terrors fight.

Does the zebra bray over the grass? 5
Does the ox bellow over his food ?
Can the tasteless be ate without salt? 6
What flavour has white of an egg?
What myself would refuse to have touched, ]
In my sickness is offered as food !

Who will help me to gain my request? 8
Will Gop ever give me my hope ?
And crush me at last to my joy ? 9
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Swing His hand out and dash me to bits ?
Then I should at least be consoled ;
Tho’ I shrink from the unsparing pain.
See I hide not my innermost thoughts;
For what is my strength or my hope ?
What object for lengthening my life?
Is my strength like the hardness of stones?
Is my body compounded of bronze?
Alas! there is no one to ease,
And from me all deliverance has gone!
, To the burdened his friends should be kind
Lest he lose for th’ ALMIGHTY respect.
But my friends have betrayed like a brook,
They pass like the rush from a storm,
They are black with the ice on their top,
Their sources are hid in the snow;
But they vanish in periods of warmth,
In the heat they have gone from their place,
They turn from the paths of their course,
They go up in vapour and fade!
Theman’s caravans trusted to them;
The merchants of Sheba relied.
They came! but their trust is betrayed;
They relied ! but their hope is deceived ;—
And you are like them—are you not?
You see me depressed, and you shrink,
Have I asked you to grant me a gift,
Or to give me a part of your wealth,
Or relieve from the hand of distress,
Or redeem from the hand that afflicts ?
Inform me, and I will be still ;
Instruct me in what I am wrong,
How strong are ideas that are right
But what do your arguments prove ?
Do you think that your speeches convince ?
Like the wind, are the thoughts of despair?
Why should you the helpless assail
And dig out a pit for your friend?
But now be contented to watch,
And see if 1 lie to your face;
Examine, and be not unjust.
Yes, search ! for my right is in that,
Is there a disease in my tongue,
That 1 cannot decide between things?
Has man not a warfare on earth ?
His days are like hirelings’ days,
He pants like a slave for the shade,
And hopes like a workman for wage !
And so I bear wearisome months,
And nights of distress are my lot,
If I lay myself down, 1 exclaim,
“ When will gloom cease that I may arise ?¥
And am filled with disturbance till dawn!
Worms and clods are the garments 1 wear!
My skin is all wrinkled and melts!
My days are the weft of a loom,
They drop by the break of a thread!
Remember! my life is a breath,
Nor shall I come back to see good ;
While you look upon me I am gone,
The eye will not see me that saw!
Like a cloud that consumes and is gone
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Man goes to his grave, nor returns;
He never returns to his home,
He gazes no more on his house.
I will not therefore govern my wrath,
I will speak in my anguish of soul,
And complain in my sorrow of life.
Am I like the serpent of seas,
That a keeper is placed over me ?
When I say, ** Now my couch will relieve
My bed will assuage my complaint ;
You terrify me in my dreams,
And at visions I suddenly start !
And my soul has desire to be choked,
For death—than to be in my frame !—
I hate life—I would not always live !
Go away ! for my days are a shade,
What is man, that You let him grow up?
And why set Your heart upon him ?
Why visit at dawning of day,
And then suddenly bring him to grief?
Will You not grant this trifle to me,
To swallow my spittle in peace ?
Have I sinned, O! You Guardian of Men?
Yet why set me up as Your mark,
And make me a load to myselt ?
And why not forgive me my sin,
And sweep all my passions away ?
For soon I shall lie in the dust,
And when I am sought for, be not.

@he First Address of Bildad,

Bildad the Shuhite, however, answered, and said :

How long will you babble such things,
Raising storms with the words of your mouth ?
Is GoD a perverter of Law ?

Will the Highest distort what is right ?
If your children have sinned against Him,
By their sin He has driven them away.
While you—had you sought for your GOD
And to the Almighty had prayed—
If you had been pure and upright,
Even now He would rise up for you,
And prosper your righteous abode.
Altho’ your beginnings were small,
Your future would grow very great,
For ask of the primaeval race,
And their ancestral wisdom seek out
(We are ignorant—born yesterday—
Our days are a shadow on earth),
Will they not instruct you ard tell
And bring out these words from their hearts,
‘**Can the flag grow without mire ?
** Can bulrushes grow without streams ?
** Whilst green, and while not yet cut down,
* They wither before any plant |
*‘ So do all who abandon their Gop,
** And the hopes of the profligate fade,
‘ Whose confidence will be cut off,
** And his trust be a spider’s frail web.
** If he leans on his web it will break,
** If he clings, it will never endure !
* At sunrise he seems a fresh plant,
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