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Wisdom in an Information Age 
 
As this famous “Hymn to Wisdom” begins, we’re immediately ushered into a geological 
realm of reference as the Job-poet marvels at the technological wonders of the Iron 
Age, evoking image after image from the activities of mining and refining and smelting 
the rocks and gems of the earth. Silver, copper, iron, lapis lazuli, rubies, crystal, jasper, 
and of course gold, of which the Hebrew here draws on five different words to describe 
this mesmerizing metal. Amazing discoveries, each and every one of them, and given 
the positive tone celebrating the truly astounding achievements of our technological 
endeavors, it’s particularly jarring then when we finally get to the question—amazing 
achievements, the poet says, yes, but where can wisdom be found, where does 
understanding dwell?  
 
It’s amazing to consider how the great paradox and the great question that this ancient 
Iron Age poem speaks to rings somehow just as clear and as true for us today in our 
own contemporary time, in our Information Age—the paradox between, on the one 
hand, our amazing technological abilities as a species, and yet nevertheless our 
ongoing struggle to discover and live with wisdom. Wisdom even remains a difficult 
concept to define, suggesting something like the art of living meaningfully, or the art of 
living with an understanding of and in accordance with or in step with the orders and 
rhythms of the universe. On account of it being so hard even simply to give a definition 
to, it’s no wonder then that this poem, which is often referred to as a “hymn to wisdom,” 
ends up reading more like a “hymn to wisdom’s impossibility”!  
 
Given that the poet locates the search for wisdom within a specifically technological 
framework, this text invites us to re-locate the search for wisdom within the framework of 
our own technological era. Today, most of us mine and search and sift, not for rare 
earth stones, but for data and for information. In the Information Age, wisdom then 
remains as elusive as ever, and perhaps even more so—or as the poet T.S. Eliot put 
back in 1934, "Where is the wisdom we have lost in knowledge? Where is the 
knowledge we have lost in information?" 
 
Following the lead of the text here, if we were to render Job's poem into contemporary 
terms, instead of beginning, "Surely there is a mine for silver, and a place for gold to be 
refined," the 2014 version might go something like this:  
 
Surely there’s a website for buying gold, and one for selling silver— 
There's an unending newsfeed cascading like a waterfall and  
A gathering place where faces of friends flock together  
Boundless information—it's freely shared all around and 
Knowledge is always just one click away 



So it is that mortals put an end to boredom 
Exploring the furthest recesses of the luminous web 
They linger out the day in places untouched by human feet 
Far from the natural world they bookmark, hashtag, & jump from tab to tab 
Neither bird of prey nor beast of the field knows of this information highway 
No falcon has Google Earth to zoom-in on its prey 
And the lion has no savannah equivalent of “street-view” 
Only people can access its ways and harness its power 
Streaming videos, liking status updates, trawling for images of talking cats.  
But where can wisdom be found? 
Where does understanding dwell?  
 
Here, as we translate from the Iron Age to the Information Age, perhaps we can begin to 
see and tease out some of the differences between wisdom and information as two 
different ways of thinking and being in the world.  
 
For example, the Information Age, powerful as it is, would have us believe that 
everything we could ever want is instantly available to us, one click away, whereas 
wisdom, on the other hand, is elusive, and requires more that we make ourselves 
available to it, ready to hear and to heed its call. Information, in other words, is always 
"On Demand," as we say, whereas wisdom makes certain demands of us.  
 
Or again, whereas information changes by the instant—such that the news of today is 
obsolete by tomorrow, and one update is immediately supplanted by another—wisdom, 
like gold with its abiding and mesmerizing luster, remains obdurate and enduring and 
perennial with the earth.  
 
Or we can think of how all the information we have access to can answer all the 
questions that are pretty easy for us to ask—What's the weather for today? What time 
does the Super Bowl start?—whereas wisdom confronts us with some difficult questions 
of its own—What do we really want out of life? Why are we here? What are we to do 
with our time?  
 
Or again, whereas information offers a way of explaining things that are, in fact, 
explainable to begin with, wisdom points us in a different direction toward a way of 
participating in the mystery of life, a way of lingering near that which we most long for 
but can never quite fathom. 
 
Where then does wisdom come from? Where does understanding dwell? 
 
Job’s great hymn concludes by suggesting that, in the end, perhaps only God 
understands the way to wisdom, and that God draws particularly close to wisdom in and 
through the acts of creation and creativity. Wisdom here is something God glimpses 
when shaping the formless chaos into a certain well-formed coherence—giving the wind 



its weight, measuring out the waters, declaring a decree for the rain and even granting 
something as volatile and unpredictable as the thunderstorm its proper place within the 
family of things. 
 
Wisdom then is presented neither as an object that can be found, nor as an explanation 
for the meaning of things, but rather as the very process of formation itself, or as the 
type of action that make its own meaning. In creating the world in and with and through 
wisdom, by the end of this poem wisdom appears less like a gem hidden deep beneath 
the earth and more like a gem that’s hidden in plain sight—like a thread that’s stitched 
into the fabric of all that is, or like the fingerprints that the Creator leaves everywhere 
and upon everything.  
 
What then can we say about the wisdom that is for us who are not God?  "The fear," or 
as other translations of the Hebrew put it, "the reverence, the awe of the Lord, is 
wisdom.” In the end, as Job’s hymn finally intimates, the type of wisdom that gives 
meaning to our lives lies not as an object that can be found if we just search in the right 
way or in the right place, but rather, our human wisdom is like an attitude, or a way of 
being, or a stance, or a posture—wisdom as yielding to the posture of awe and wonder 
before this universe which God has, so wisely, brought into being. 



 


