
vii.   Delilah on the phone. 
 
(Judges 16:4-22) 
 
When Delilah, beautiful and bold, 
welcomed Jawbone Samson to her bed, 
the city bosses came with bags of gold: 
  

Throughout this city lively praise 
is heard for your appealing ways 
and for the mighty change in Samson’s attitude - 
quite forlorn with love and easily lead. 
If you asked, he might convey 
the secret of his keen prowess, 
and we would solemnly express 
our most beneficial gratitude. 

  
On the evening of that day,  
Samson heard Delilah on the phone: 
  

If you won’t tell me how 
to get you here and tie 
you down right now, 
I think I’m going to die. 
I’m all alone! 

  
His eager voice came down the line: 
  

I’m on my way, 
My wild and darling Philistine! 

  
You came through the door with heroic pride, 
and Delilah clasped her hands and sighed 
and wore her sweetest and most hopeful frown: 
  

Won’t you tell me how to tie you down? 
  
In a pleased and passionate display 
you moaned and fell across her bed 
and called for seven unused leather bandoliers: 
  

Now tie me down, my love, and take my heart! 
  
Delilah’s binding work was swiftly done 
and then she raised her voice with wails and tears: 
  



The Philistines are here, my love. Run! 
The seven leather bandoliers, like thread 
in a flame, effortlessly came apart. 
You rose up and laughed and held her tight 
and, with a whimper of delight, 
she protested playfully: 
  

You’re so cruel! You’re mocking me! 
You’re the meanest man in town. 

  
A second time you raised her hopes: 
  

If you really want to tie me down 
all you need are seven unused ropes. 

  
Once again she tried 
and one more time she failed: 
  

You should be jailed! 
You’ve hurt my pride! 

  
Then Samson brought her fingers to his hair: 
  

You hold the secret of my strength right there. 
If you take my seven long dark strands 
and tie them tightly to the brass frame  
of your bed, you’ll have me in your hands. 

  
She did as she was told and then she cried: 
  

The Philistines are coming, my love. Hide! 
  
She watched you rise from sleep 
and laugh and wildly stare, 
with her broken bed frame dangling from your hair, 
in a slyly taunting carefree game. 
She drew close and looked you in the eye: 
  

How can you say you love me when you keep 
me out from your sweet confidence? 

  
Day after day she scolded, wept and whined - 
every mournful plea and every sigh 
pounding the tall dark shore  
of your proud reticence 
and flooding the inlets of your mind - 
till, hounded to death, you could take no more: 



  
My maw once met a man of God 
and my paw made a sacrifice of blood 
to hear these words: ‘No unclean food, no wine 
will pass his lips. No blade or knife  
will touch his head. He will bring new life 
to every tribe in Israel  
and kill the hated Philistine!’ 

  
The secret was out. She could tell. 
She called the city bosses on the phone. 
They brought their bags of gold with eagerness 
and she cradled Samson’s sleeping head 
with a pleased caress. 
  
No word was said 
as she admired the modestly displayed  
bags of gold and the rhythm of metal on stone  – 
the resolute and sharpening  blade. 
  
She gave a sign. 
The blade was brought. 
The head was shaved. 
She urgently cried out: 
  

Flee, my love, the hated Philistine! 
  
You awoke to the jubilant shout  
of catcalls, whoops and cries. 
They pinned you down on the lady’s bed 
and with the blade that shaved your head 
they gouged your eyes. 
  
They bound you and lead you away 
to a half-forgotten place below 
the city jail, where day after day 
you heaved at the grinding mill and fed 
on the hope that the hair on your shaved head 
would begin to grow.  
 

 


