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Job 3 — Let the Day Perish — Job Breaks the Silence, Curses His
Birth-Day, and Longs for the Rest of the Grave
Job 3: after seven days of silence beside the ash-heap, Job opens his mouth and pours out his grief in a great lament
— cursing the day he was born, wishing he had died at birth, longing for the grave where the weary find rest, and
asking why light and life are given to the man who only wants to die; the opening of the long dialogue, in the
patriarchal world of Uz (traditionally set in the age of the fathers, before or around the time of Abraham).

For two chapters Job has said almost nothing worth quoting against him. He has lost his oxen, his sheep, his camels,
his servants, and — in one afternoon — all ten of his children. He has lost his health, scraping his boils with a
potsherd in the ashes. His wife has told him to curse God and die, and he has answered her with a steadiness that
ought to shame every one of us: "shall we receive good at the hand of God, and shall we not receive evil?" (Job
2:10). And then three friends arrive, and they do the wisest thing they do in the whole book — they sit down on the
ground with him and say nothing for seven days and seven nights, "for they saw that his grief was very great" (Job
2:13).

Hebrew Word Studies
qalal (H7043) (לַלָק) — to be light, to make light of, to curse v. 1. The whole misreading of Job 3 hides inside the English

word "cursed." Qalal does not primarily mean to hurl blasphemy; its root sense is to be light, to be trifling, to weigh little —
the exact opposite of kabod, "glory," which is rooted in heaviness. To qalal a thing is to treat it as weightless, to wish it
counted for nothing. So when Job "cursed his day," he is not doing what Satan predicted (that he would curse God — a
different and heavier verb, barak used ironically, in 1:11 and 2:5). He is wishing the day of his own birth reduced to zero,
drained of the weight it holds in his history. The distinction is not pedantic; it is the difference between a grieving saint and a
fallen one. Job never makes God light. He makes his own birthday light, and even that he does as a prayer — addressed
upward, in God's hearing, which is where all his words in this book finally go. Grief that keeps talking to God, even grief this
dark, is still a form of faith.

choshek (H2822) / tsalmaveth (H6757) (תֶוָמְלַצ / ְךֶׁשֹח) — darkness / the shadow of death, deep gloom vv. 4, 5. These
two words are the pigments Job's whole opening curse is painted in. Choshek is the darkness of Genesis 1:2 — the formless
dark before God said "let there be light." Job reaches back for that pre-creation black and pours it over his birthday: "let that
day be darkness" (v. 4). He is asking, in effect, for one square of the calendar to be returned to the state of things before
creation began — un-lit, un-made, un-happened. Tsalmaveth, "shadow of death," is the heavier word, a compound that hangs
the shadow of the grave itself over the day; it is the same word the shepherd walks through in the best-loved psalm — "though
I walk through the valley of the shadow of death [tsalmaveth], I will fear no evil" (Ps. 23:4). Set the two texts side by side and
you feel the whole distance the sufferer must travel. Here in Job 3 the shadow of death is a thing Job summons, a darkness he
wants to swallow his own beginning. In Psalm 23 it is a valley the believer walks through, with God at his side, and comes out
the far end. Job will make that same passage across forty-two chapters — from calling down the dark to discovering that even
in the deepest gloom, "thou art with me." The darkness of verse 4 is real, and the book never pretends it isn't. But it is not the
last word. Light was spoken over the first darkness, and light will be spoken again over this one.

shaqat (H8252) / shaan (H7599) (ןַאָׁש / טַקָׁש) — to be still, to be at rest / to be at ease, secure vv. 13, 18, 26. Two quiet
verbs carry the whole ache of this middle section. Shaqat is stillness after turbulence — the word used when a land "had rest"
from war (Judg. 3:11), the settling of water once the storm is done. Job uses it of the grave in verse 13 ("I should have slept:
then had I been at rest") and then, devastatingly, of what he does not have in verse 26 ("neither was I quiet"). The same word
opens the door to Sheol's peace and slams it on his waking life. Shaan, in verse 18, is the ease of the unbothered, the security
of one whom no oppressor can reach — "the prisoners rest together." Notice the theology hiding in Job's grammar: he does
not imagine death as unconscious nothingness so much as relief, a cessation of trouble, the weary finally allowed to stop. The
Old Testament's view of Sheol is dim, and Job here has no clear resurrection hope to steady him — that light will not fully
dawn until chapter 19, where this same sufferer will cry "I know that my redeemer liveth." For now he has only the smaller
comfort: that the grave at least holds still. Hold the two together and you see the arc of the book — a man who begins by
wanting rest in death, and is brought, through the whirlwind, to want the living God instead.

chay (H2416) (יַח) — living, alive, life v. 20. "Life unto the bitter in soul." The word is chay — living, alive — the same root
that stands behind the name Eve, "mother of all living" (Gen. 3:20), and behind God's own self-description as the living God.
It is a word that pulses everywhere in scripture as a gift: "choose life" (Deut. 30:19); "in him was life" (Jn. 1:4). And here is
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the measure of Job's suffering — he holds that shining word up and asks why anyone would give it to a man in his condition.
Life itself has become the burden. This is not Job renouncing life as evil; it is Job so crushed that the greatest gift feels like a
sentence. But keep reading the book, because the same root travels a long road. The man who here cannot see why chay was
given him will stand in chapter 19 and stake everything on a living Redeemer — "I know that my redeemer liveth [chay]" (Job
19:25). The word that feels like cruelty in chapter 3 becomes the ground of hope in chapter 19. That is the journey the LORD
is walking Job through: not around the darkness, but through it, until "life" means the God who lives rather than the pain that
will not end.

pachad (H6343) (דַחַּפ) — dread, terror, the thing feared v. 25. "The thing which I greatly feared." Pachad is not ordinary
caution — it is dread, the cold clutch of terror, the fear that lives in the body before the mind can name it. Job pairs the noun
with its verb in a single verse (H6343 the dread, H6342 the dreading) to say: the exact shape of horror I carried in the dark has
now taken form in daylight. There is deep pastoral honesty in this line. It tells us Job's faith was never the shallow ease of a
man who assumed nothing could touch him; underneath the piety ran a father's trembling love, awake to how fragile his
blessings were. And it quietly refuses the friends' theology before they have even opened their mouths — Job did not lose his
children because he was careless or secretly wicked; he lost them though he watched over them with sacrifice and dread. The
book of Job is, among other things, a long argument that suffering is not a receipt for sin. Verse 25 is the first exhibit: a good
man's worst fear came true, and it proves nothing about his righteousness. The answer to pachad will not arrive as an
explanation. It will arrive, thirty-five chapters later, as a Voice from a whirlwind and a Presence Job can finally see —
because the cure for dread is never a reason; it is God himself drawing near.

From the Chapter's Architecture
Two frames hold the poem together. It opens with Job "cursing his day" (v. 1) and closes with "trouble came" (v. 26) — the
outburst and its cause bracketing everything between. And the whole chapter is an argument in negatives: let not, why did I not, it
cometh not, neither had I rest. Job speaks the language of subtraction because subtraction is what he wants — less light, less day,
less life, less himself. The astonishing thing, structurally, is what the poem never does. In twenty-six verses of the darkest speech
in scripture, it never once turns its curse on God. Every "let it perish" lands on a date; every "why" is addressed heavenward as a
question, not flung as an accusation. The architecture itself is the vindication: this is grief with its aim held true, even at the
bottom.


