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*JOB*
Job was the kind of whom God would brag,

At parties that could be called ‘stag’.

Though a celestial dude…

Assumed as ‘male’ is crude…

For the “Triune God” is part gal says the wag.

So Job was the apple of the Lord God’s eye,

And got blessed with more than the next guy.

He had ten offspring…

And more of everything…

So naturally he praised God most high.

God told that Job was “blameless and upright,”

Then one of those told said that wasn’t right.

All were good “sons of God”

Except one sneaky sod…

Who’d snuck in with the Angels like a blight!

God asked Satan, “From whence do you come:?’

“I was patrolling the earth that is under my thumb.”

God bragged on his “servant”

Avoiding “evil” intent…

Satan said, “No, Job is a self-serving bum!”

“Of course Job fears you and stays squeaky clean.

You butter his toast, You know what I mean.

You have blessed his hand…

His beasts adorn the land..

But take that away and we’ll see what can be seen.”

“For if Job starts losing big things that I deem,

Are what has him a fat cat with the cream.

He well turn on You…

And cuss You till blue…

Even ‘to Your Face’ he will ‘blaspheme’!”

God replied, “I’ll allow Job put to the test…

Lay no hand on him, but you can take the rest.”

So Satan with a grin…

Planned to do Job in…

And take from him all that he thought best.

In short order, to Job a dude came round…

Saying, “Your oxen and asses are not to be found,

And herdsmen were killed…

And blood was spilled…

The Sabeans left all but me on the ground!”

Job was getting laid on him all this stuff so bad,

When a sheep shepherd came, who seemed to be mad.

This lightning blasted dude…

Said, “Cooked mutton food…

And dead shepherds, are what is left at the pad!”

While getting an ear full, by electrocuted nut,

Another dude showed, and Job asked, “Now what?’

“Your camels all got took…

By a Chaldean crook…

Who killed camel dudes, and kicked me in my butt!”

While getting camel news told by camel dude,

Yet another dude said, “Your kids were chowin’ food,

Just before I came around…

To find their roof on the ground…

Under which is food scrambled with your brood.

Job “tore his cloak” and “cut his hair”…

He lay out in the dirt without a care,

He said, “Naked I was born…

And although I mourn…

The Lord just gave and took and left me bare.”

“Blessed be the Name of the Lord!” Job cried,

Though all his kids had died.

He’d lost every critter…

And should be bitter…

But only “tore, cut, and blessed” and sighed.

So Satan did Job in, and took all of his cream,

Until Job had no heirs or even hair it would seem.

And the Angels said, “Hey bud…

Job sure held his mud…

And never once did he utter a blaspheme!”

So Satan had to hear about Job being “upright”,

Which was how Job was dealing with his plight.

Then Satan said, “That’s thin…”

And quoted: “Skin for skin…”

As nothing so far taken really made Job uptight.

He said, “All that a man has he will give for his life,”

No matter what’s taken, he’ll just have a bit of strife.

But attack his “flesh and bone”…

Target he himself alone…

(Though Job was not alone with his mouthy wife!)

The Lord again allowed Satan to have his way,

“His flesh is in your power, but spare his life I say.”

This The Lord said…

Not wanting Job to be dead…

And though not happy…Satan had to obey.

Severe boils appeared on Job from sole to top of head,

If anyone got laid low, Job got laid into his bed.

His wife gave in to sigh…

“Just curse God and die…”

Job said, “ I’ll praise The Lord till I am dead!”

“Foolish woman…we accept the good and the bad.

For without the Lord nothing is to be had…

Our wealth is all a fake…

For in death we cannot take…

Anything……………………and that is iron clad!

Three friends of Job heard about his plight…

And came from afar, to see a ‘sore’ sight…

None of those guys… 

Could recognize…

Job, even though they had all been pretty tight.

They put “dust on their heads” and “tore cloaks”,

A sad sight they were to all the other folks.

They sat with Job a week…

And they did not speak…

But they looked at Job thinking: ‘Holy Smokes!”

Job then began to describe his tale of woe…

And each of the three had their say and so…

A consensus taken…

Was that Job wasn’t fakin’…

He had really done naught to cause the boils to grow.

See, his friends assumed Job had offended their Lord,

And they ‘third degreed’ him in that accord.

Their reasoning depended…

On Job’s having offended…

Almighty God, to be put like to the sword.

Job said, “It ain’t so” each time till it was late,

But it was hard to believe his woes were fate.

But when the vote was in…

They felt he had no sin…

Luckily for them, as God heard the debate.

God spoke to Job’s friend the Temanite…

“Eliphaz, you and your pals aren’t right.

Its not good to do…

What makes Me mad at you…

As I was not offended, nor smit Job with My smite!”

“You best get Job to intercede so I don’t smite you,

And punish you as I feel like I aught to do.”

The three did as told…

And got to grow old…

And Job got twice as much stuff when God got through!

So, Satan got proved a point at Job’s expense…

He doubled up on goods, but his kids were past tense!

The moral if I dare:

Is to hang in there…

Even when life kicks your butt and makes no sense!
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