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Narrator 

Long ago in the land of Advi lived pious Job. He was a good man in the eyes of both God and his 

neighbors. He was blessed with children, possessions, and an impeccable reputation. Life was grand for 

Job, at least until the days of testing. In those days, all that Job held dear was torn from his hands: his 

kids, his land, and his health. All that remained were his wife, who multiplied his torment by questioning 

his allegiance to God, and a handful of friends who wept bitterly, tore their clothes, sat in a heap of dust, 

and dared not speak. It was Job who broke the awkward silence. His friends words soon followed and 

their dialogue went something like this: 

 

Job 

Cursed is the day on which I was born. I’d rather be dead, for at least the grave treats humans equally. 

Why my God am I still alive? 

 

Eliphaz 

Job, my friend, you have helped many. But now is your turn for help. Turn now and fear God. Every one 

knows that one reaps what one sows. It is not the innocent who perish like this. Only fools and their 

children are so overcome. Besides, no mortal is right before God, not even the angels are. Seek God, he is 

powerful and assists those in need; then he will certainly restore you. 

 

Job 

Poisonous divine darts are lodged deep in my skin. Crush me please God since I lack the strength to 

continue. It is my companions who fear you not, they are fair-weather friends who speak lies out of 

ignorance. How miserable I am! But how final death is! So I must not be silent. Who am I, O God? What 

have I done? What are humans that you tend to us so dreadfully? O that you would just turn the other way! 

 

Bildad 

Hear me now and believe me later, your children have paid the price of their transgression. Seek God and 

he will restore you. Don’t just listen to me, heed the time-tested wisdom of ages past. The wicked thrive 

only temporarily. Their trust is misplaced and like weeds they whither as quickly as they sprout. God does 

not reject the blameless; but he can restore you and bring shame upon those who hate you. 

 

Job 

This is pointless. No one can justify oneself before God, God is not contestable. Though I am innocent I 

cannot answer God and, even if I did, the outcome is predetermined since God cannot lose. It seems 

painfully obvious that God treats the wicked and innocent alike. He mocks the innocent and blinds the 

judges. If it is not him, then who? No I cannot forget my complaint. But neither can I demonstrate my 

cleanness, for he will only soil me again. You see, I cannot take God to trial. No one could mediate 

between us. If only God would remove my dread of him then I could truly speak up. I would accuse him 

of oppressing the innocent, of being just like mortals, of intentionally robbing me of life’s blessings, and 

of tormenting me repeatedly. Why my God did you allow my birth. Give me space, at least for a moment, 

before I descend to the land of no return. 

 

Zophar 

Job, get a grip. You talk about being righteous, but if God were to speak to you right here, right now, you 

would see that you are receiving even less than you deserve. You do not know the things of God. Only he 

knows who deserves what; the foolish do not. Set you heart right, turn to God, put away your iniquity, and 

you will be restored. 

 



Job 

I’m no idiot. I’ve heard all this before. I also know that I am innocent and I continue to suffer while the 

wicked around me prosper. You humans are so dull. Ask the birds, ask the dirt, ask the fish, everyone 

knows that God has done this. God is sovereign and he judges as he pleases. Listen, I know what you are 

saying, I just want a fair chance to plead my case. You are clearly biased and God will judge you for it. 

But I myself will speak and I will be vindicated. Grant me two wishes God and I will present my case. 

First withdraw your tormenting hand. Then remove from me, my terror of you. And after doing so, come 

and hear me out. If you would only give us a little freedom, then we could enjoy our days. The trees are 

better off than us; at least they come back to life. 

 

Eliphaz 

What makes you think you’re so smart? Wisdom is with the aged. You cannot turn against God. No 

mortal, not even pious Job, is clean. I’ve said this before and I’ll say it again: God does not even trust the 

angels. Listen to me, hear the wisdom of aeons of experience. Simply put: God brings low those who are 

wicked. 

 

Job 

If I was standing in your shoes, I could repeat the same mindless drivel. But God continues to ravage me 

though I continue to remain innocent. I have no witnesses, no friends, no reputation, no plans, and 

certainly no hope. 

 

Bildad 

How long will you speak falsely? Bad things happen to bad people including, as in your case, the loss of 

descendents. 

 

Job 

Since you insist on continuing to torment me, know that it is God who has put me in the wrong and 

brought these miseries upon me. You should be pitying me, not pursuing me like God is. O that my words 

would be written down. For my vindicator must be out there somewhere. He will see to it that I see God, 

and that those who persecute me will be judged. 

 

Zophar  

Listen to time-tested wisdom. The joy of the wicked is fleeting and divine punishment is their lot. 

 

Job 

Your wisdom is false. Just look around you. The wicked often prosper and yet they die in peace. 

 

Eliphaz 

Look here Job – you suffer because you are wicked. I wasn’t going to get specific but you leave me no 

choice. Simply put, you’re a stingy miser. You have hoarded wealth and rejected the poor. God has seen 

all of this. He judges the wicked so the innocent may laugh at their expense. Make peace with God, Job. 

Repent of your materialism and then he will restore you. 

 

Job 

You are obviously not listening. If I could only get into God’s presence, then I would convince him of my 

case and be acquitted. But I cannot do this; and so I remain terrified of him and powerless against his 

plans for me. In the meantime, those who are truly wicked continue to ravage the poor and God continues 

to prolong their life and their power. 

 

Bildad 

Job, Job, Job – God is incomparable, how can a mortal be pure while even the celestial bodies are tainted? 



Job  

No, no, no – You, my so-called friend, have given advice built on straw. While the mysteries of God 

indeed remain unfathomable, integrity demands that I continue my plea of innocence. 

 

Zophar 

Wickedness Job, God punishes wickedness.  

 

Narrator 

Precious metals one can find, for them one can dig and one can tunnel; but where can one find wisdom? It 

is not to be found in the depths of the sea. It cannot be bought with the largest purse. It is hidden 

completely from the land of the living and in the realm of the dead it is but a rumor. Only God knows 

wisdom’s whereabouts. The best we can do is fear him and shun evil. 

 

Job 

How I long for the good old days when life was grand and everyone sought my wisdom. But for some 

unknown reason my life has soured, people abhor me, and God has utterly forsaken me. If I have done 

something wrong then, yes, I deserve this punishment. But truth be known, I have not. 

 

Elihu 

That’s it, that’s it, I cannot contain myself longer. I have been deferring to you old guys long enough, but 

apparently with all your age and experience, you are none the wiser. It is clearly God who grants wisdom, 

not Father Time. Job, there is no way you are innocent. But know that God is great and he can rescue you 

from this pit. And the rest of you, don’t you see that it is nonsense for Job to challenge God; God alone is 

just. Job, don’t you think you are being a bit presumptuous here. Do you think God is affected by your 

incessant murmurings? Does he not ignore your empty pleas? But God is just, and he helps the innocent 

who call on him. It is the wicked whom he rejects. Do not ally yourself with them. Instead know that God 

is unsearchable and magnificent; remember to extol his works. 

 

YHWH 

Job, you are way out of your league here. You have no clue what you are talking about. Where were you 

when I established creation in all of its glory? Are you the one upon whom the daily sustenance of all 

creation depends? You had something to say to me, did you? 

 

Job 

How can I possibly respond to you? I have nothing to say. 

 

YHWH 

No! You will answer. I have heard your accusations and I reject them. You are unable to justify yourself 

and certainly unable to save yourself. No human alive can stand up to the Behemoth or Leviathan, 

creatures that I have made, and you think you can stand up to me! 

 

Job 

You alone are sovereign, God. I am way out of my league. Having formerly heard of you, now I have 

seen you, and my only response is repentance in dust and ashes. 

 

Narrator 

Well things did not turn out so bad for Job after all. You see, Job was not the only one speaking out of 

turn. His three friends received a divine humbling as well. In fact, among other things, God had them seek 

Job’s intercession that God would spare them what they deserved. Not long after that, God restored Job’s 

fortunes even beyond that of former days. He died at a ripe old age with a quiver full of arrows. 


