


Job 14:1-2, 7-17

Mortals, born of woman, 
are of few days and full of trouble. 

They spring up like flowers and wither away; 
like fleeting shadows, they do not endure. 

At least there is hope for a tree: 
If it is cut down, it will sprout again, 
and its new shoots will not fail. …



Job 14:1-2, 7-17

… Its roots may grow old in the ground 
and its stump die in the soil, 

yet at the scent of water it will bud 
and put forth shoots like a plant. 

But a man dies and is laid low; 
he breathes his last and is no more. …



Job 14:1-2, 7-17

… As the water of a lake dries up 
or a riverbed becomes parched and dry, 

so he lies down and does not rise; 
till the heavens are no more, 

people will not awake 
or be roused from their sleep. …



Job 14:1-2, 7-17

… If only you would hide me in the grave 
and conceal me till your anger has passed! 

If only you would set me a time 
and then remember me! 

If someone dies, will they live again? 
All the days of my hard service 

I will wait for my renewal to come. …



Job 14:1-2, 7-17

… You will call and I will answer you; 
you will long for the creature 

your hands have made. 
Surely then you will count my steps 

but not keep track of my sin. 
My offenses will be sealed up in a bag; 

you will cover over my sin.
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Job 14:1

"Mortals, born of woman, 
are of few days and full of trouble."
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Job 14:7-9

"At least there is hope for a tree: 
If it is cut down, it will sprout again, 

and its new shoots will not fail. 
Its roots may grow old in the ground 

and its stump die in the soil, 
yet at the scent of water it will bud 
and put forth shoots like a plant."



Fyodor Dostoevsky   |   The Idiot

"What if I didn't have to die! I would turn every 
minute into an age, nothing would be wasted, 

every minute would be accounted for…"



Fyodor Dostoevsky   |   The Idiot

"[My suffering freed me] from my own futilities, 
errors, laziness, incapacity to live; life is a gift…"



Wayne Jacobsen   |   In Season

"Grafting is a nearly miraculous process in which one 
new plant is made out of two. There are various 

methods for doing this, but all involve ad branch cut 
from one vine and inserted into a cut on another 

vine. The two are then bound together with an 
adhesive compound or tape. As the wound heals, the 

two plants become one and the new branch draws 
sap from the roots of the established vine. …



Wayne Jacobsen   |   In Season

… Notice that grafting demands a wound in both 
parties. Jesus, as our vine, was cut open on the cross 

to make room for us. For us to be grafted into him we 
must also be wounded…so that we will fit into the 
place prepared. Unless we are cut away from our 

roots in the past we cannot be placed in him."
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Job 14:10

"But a man dies and is laid low; 
he breathes his last and is no more."



Job 14:13-14

"If only you would hide me in the grave 
and conceal me till your anger has passed! 

If only you would set me a time 
and then remember me! 

If someone dies, will they live again? 
All the days of my hard service 

I will wait for my renewal to come."



Job 14:15

"You will call and I will answer you…"



Job 14:15

"… you will long for the creature 
your hands have made."



Howard Thurman

"The facts make clear that singing these songs did 
serve to deepen the capacity for endurance and 

the absorption of suffering…It taught a people how 
to ride high in life, to look squarely in the face 

those facts that argue most dramatically against all 
hope and to use those facts as raw material out of 
which they fashioned a hope that the environment, 

with all its cruelty, could not crush."



Howard Thurman

"In the end, for such a secular view, the present moment 
is all there is—man…becomes a prisoner in a tight world 
of momentary events—no more and no less. For these 

slave singers, such a view was completely unsatisfactory 
and it was therefore thoroughly and decisively rejected. 

And this is the miracle of their achievement, causing 
them to take their place alongside the great creative 
religious thinkers of the human race. They made a 

worthless life, the life of chattel poverty…worth living!"




