
iv.  Flaming Rattle Snakes. 
 

(Judges  15:1-8.) 

 

In those early autumn days 

when golden wheat is heavy with life 

you arrived and wanted to gaze 

at your much loved beautiful wife. 

  

You stood there manfully 

with a wild kid goat and a blissful grin  

till the door was opened carefully: 

  

I’m sorry, boy, but you know you can't come in. 

 

That voice had more to say  

as, hurt and all alone,  

you slowly drew your breath and looked around 

and heard, in a distant way, 

the firm but friendly tone: 

  

My girl was quite upset, 

when you went to ground  

after losing your bet 

and everybody thought you were gone for good. 

It seems we just misunderstood. 

  

There might be a way to adjust the plan 

now that she’s married to another man. 

Her little sister would be right for you - 

wholesome and pretty and clever too. 

  

Samson was pale and his voice was cold: 

  

You who know my hurt will understand 

the havoc which must now unfold 

on this cursed land. 

  

You caught three hundred rattle snakes 

and, two by two, you tied their tails with wire  

and dipped those tails in oil and set them on fire 

and flaming rattle snakes writhed and squirmed 

across the land, as vineyards crops and olive groves burned. 

  

The Philistines knew how it all began – that shameful day 

when your father-in-law from Timnah town 

gave you a bride, then took her away. 



They walked to the house of father and bride, 

and threw a flaming torch inside 

and watched it all come burning down. 

  

Samson’s temper frayed, he was ready for war: 

  

Rivers of Philistine blood will settle the score! 

  

Through the menacing wave  

of your mighty hand  

havoc came to the Philistine land 

to frighten maim and shock 

  

and you went down  

with a mournful sigh and a weary frown 

to live on your own in the cave 

of the Mighty Rock. 

 


