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God Loves Job

In ancient times there was
	 A blameless man from Uz—
An upright, wealthy man named Job,
	 Who wore a turban and a robe.

Of all the men of the east
	 This Job was far from the least;
With camels, donkeys, sheep, and herds,
	 This man was rich in deeds and words.

Job daily for his children prayed,
	 Lest one of them in sin had strayed,
And humbly had them purified,
	 Lest one of them had cursed or lied.

Bond, Job_w/ bold.indd   2 9/17/15   5:02 PM



Bond, Job_w/ bold.indd   3 9/17/15   5:02 PM



One day the angels gathered ’round God’s throne,
	 And with them—reeking of brimstone—
		  Came Satan,
			   Brazen and blatant.

Then God asked Satan, 
	 “From where have you arrived?”
The fallen fiend replied
	 (While God’s high throne he eyed),

“I come from roaming to and fro;
	 With trouble, grief, and hate I sow
Decay, deceit, and dust, and woe;
	 With pain and thirst and lust I go.”
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