
v. Jawbone Hill. 
 
(Judges 15:9-20) 
 
The Philistines came to Lehi town 
in Judah land to watch and stare 
and tote their guns and make a fuss. 
  
A deputation with a genteel frown 
made their way across the field 
and quietly appealed: 
  

Your hostility is quite unfair. 
We’re Judah folk, so don’t blame us 
for the wild behaviour of that crazy man. 
He’s not from Lehi. He’s Tribe of Dan. 

  
The Philistines looked with jaundiced eye 
and gave a slow and calm reply: 
  

We expect to meet the prisoner soon - 
bound, please, and delivered by noon. 

  
Men of Judah – three thousand strong – 
heard the news and hurried down 
to the mouth of Samson’s cave: 
  

In our opinion there’s nothing wrong 
with being mighty and mean and brave, 
but the Philistines don’t quite see it that way, 
so why do you bring such disarray 
to our trouble-free town? 

  
Samson smiled. His voice was loud: 
 

Men of Judah are a mighty crowd, 
but please don’t say that you’re coming to fight. 
Dead bodies are an ugly sight. 

  
Three thousand men of Judah stood tall 
and howls of laughter went roaring high: 
  

We want your permission to tie 
you and hand you over. That’s all. 

  
Samson nodded and smiled. The idea was good: 



  
Wrap my arms in loops of twine 
and hand me over to the Philistine, 
but try to avoid any shedding of blood. 

  
The roars of laughter shook the ground 
as you waited  with cheerful ease to be bound. 
  
Two arms tied and up from the cave 
and the rush of the fearsome Philistine 
horde and the sound 
of Adonai’s breath 
and the burning twine  
and the wild and looping wave 
of the donkey’s jawbone risen from the ground 
and Samson’s howling writhing dance of death: 
  

With the donkey’s jawbone - donk, donk  - 
on the skulls of the Philistine - clunk, clunk - 
I have, sweet Adonai, visited the lash 
of your breath on this vile uncircumcised trash. 
You put my enemies under my feet, 
and proudly I dance on their dead remains,  
but when that claw-like dryness pains  
my throat, will you leave me here to die 
in the blazing noonday heat? 

  
Adonai spoke in the blink of an eye 
and those who live nearby will always say 
that the water flows ‘to this very day.’ 
The water flowed and you drank and all was well. 
 
Jawbone Hill is the name 
of the place where the men of Judah came  
with their whoops and cheers  
and smiles and easy praise 
and Samson was sheriff in Israel 
in the Philistine days 
for twenty years. 

 


