
I am no Job, my Lord 
By Glenn Currier 
 
I am no Job, my lord. 
 
My heart is purpled 
like a darkening horizon 
smoke-soaked with the misery 
of one more loss. 
 
I am no Job, my Lord. 
 
Why another child 
instead of this old man 
whose skull has lost its poise  
and gaunt-veined neck 
can scarcely stay its stoop? 
 
I am no Job, my Lord. 
 
Unlike him, no friends 
are here advising me, 
for their dead weight 
hangs on my neck, 
a mass of rusty chain. 
 
I am no Job, my Lord. 
 
My eyes are dimmed 
and the music I once loved 
is but a steady hum, 
dull in my cottony head. 
 
I am no Job, my Lord. 
 
What quality do you see 
buried like a grain  
deep in this dry earth? 
You must be crazy, Lord, 
to see creation 
in this grip of bones. 
    .    .   .    .   . 
 
I am like Job, my Lord, 
drugged with doubt 
sorrow's dusty hand 
is on my head 
and yet your singing  
faintly stirs 
a psalm in my Beyond. 
 
Author's note:  Although I originally wrote this poem in 2004, I am posting it here because I recently found it by searching my 
computer after having lost it for years and years.  I was overjoyed to locate it as I remember some of the feelings I had as I wrote it.  I 
saw the image above on Garth Hill’s Flickr.com web pages and it brought the poem to mind. Please see my explanation in box above.   
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The story of this poem and this image 

The poem tries to get into the head of the old man pictured above, what he 
might be thinking and finishes with a stanza from my perspective.  Back in 
2004 I was posting my poems on a http://www.pathetic.org where I got to 
know several poets in that wonderful poets community.  One of them, Wendy 
Sparling, had posted a picture which looked very much like the one above and 
had challenged her fellow poets to write a poem based on the image.  I did so 
and the poem to the left, with a couple of minor changes, is that poem.  I 
don’t know where I was spiritually that year, but the poem gives some hints, 
as I am sure what I said about “his thoughts” were also mine.    

My thanks to my longtime friend and brother Garth Hill for this magnificent 
image from his Flickr.com webpages  His caption under the image was as 
follows: 

every act of creation is a learning process.  

The path of least resistance and least trouble is a mental rut already 
made. It requires troublesome work to undertake the alternation of 
old beliefs [...]  

Education is not preparation for life; education is life itself. 

- John Dewey 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/mindfeather/7944062586/in/dateposted/
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