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*SAMSON*

Israel “offended” God to chapter thirteen,
Offending God was a habit, you know what I mean.

So, The Lord was bearing grudges…

Besides in the book of Judges…

So, this time He delivered them to the Philistine.

What the people did to again make The Lord mad,

You can read in Judges 12 if you want to be sad.

But Samson hadn’t been born…

And thank you we will mourn…

More later over what else Israel did bad.

So, Manoah whose name surely means: who knows,

As Manoa rhymes with nothing known in prose.

Anyway…had a son…

And Samson was the one…

Who grew up unhappy with his Philistine foes!

It had been foretold for forty years of time,

Bloopty bloop, I’m a gonna’ make this rhyme!

Anyway…forty years to cower…

Under Philistine power…

For what in Chapter twelve, was a Mosiac Crime.

Within forty years Manolo’s wife was told twice;

“Don’t be a wino woman, and bear a son that’s nice.”

The Angel told her even more…

“Don’t eat unclean food or…

Cut your son’s hair, or let his hair grow lice!”

Samson grew up quick, and like young men do,

Was a scoping out the babes and feeling ‘blue’.

Then he saw a Philistine girl…

Who put him in a whirl…

And soon he had a ‘whirlwind romance’ too!

On his way to Timnah to go and claim his bride,

A lion attacked, chewin’ at Samson’s hide.

The lion just didn’t care…

About Samson’s uncut hair…

And that uncut hair, caused how that lion died.

The Spirit of the Lord had helped snuff the lion,

But it wasn’t for the lack of Samson tryin’.

Samson then did a funny…

Finding in that lion honey…

And made a ‘riddle bet’, and had the bettors cryin’.

Thirty dudes Samson bet, thirty shirts on a thing,

To solve the riddle of honey and the “lion king”.

These thirty Philistines…

Had mentally no means…

But planned to get Samson’s Philistine wife to sing.

“You hate me and don’t love me!” His wife cried.

For seven days she harangued, and cried and lied.

She did him in a verbal sense…

“Domestic Violence”…

She wouldn’t shut up no matter what he tried.

Well, Samson broke down, and she got her way,

For suddenly the thirty, had some thing to say.

But, Samson was pretty sure…

The thirty had got to her…

And told them to tell him what he told her yesterday.

As for the week his wife had nagged and nagged…

And proved herself unfaithful, the while she ragged.

But a bet was a bet…

And Samson had to get…

Thirty sets of clothes, all name brand tagged.

The Spirit of God came, and they both went on down,

To kill thirty other dudes, in Askelon town.

But first he said, “Hey Bros…”

I need Philistine clothes…

Cause your home boys played me like a clown!

At this point we wonder, the whichness and the whys,

Why not kill the betting dudes, instead of other guys?

Irked, he homesteaded the pad…

That his father had…

And his wife married another, to everyone’s surprise.

Samson came to find, his wife married his best man.

He vowed, “I’ll kill every Philistine that I can!”

He burnt up Philistine food…

All asked, Who is this dude?

They were told Samson’s tale and how it ran.

Even Philistines agreed that he had a bone to pick,

That Samson’s best man and wife were sick.

So, as an Uzi couldn’t be had…

They killed her in a way bad…

And her family too got the short end of the stick!

Samson took offense to this and I wonder why.

I mean why not dance as her fire pyre lit the sky?

Instead he said, “Its killin’ time…

For this Philistine crime…”

Then went down and “smote them hip and thigh”!

Three thousand men of Judah came to his cave,

And told him he could no longer misbehave.

“The Philistines say chill…

Or it’s us they will kill…

So let us bind you up just like a slave.

Samson let them bind him and brought to Lehi,

The Philistines rushed up like to make him die.

The Lord had Him a say…

And ropes melted away…

And the “jawbone of an ass” happened to be by!

That handy jawbone, said Philistines would atone,

When Samson snatched it, this “fresh” jawbone.

And with this jawbone wonder…

He smote a thousand under…

So like a dog with a bone, he smote them all alone!  

Why Samson threw away, such a handy gizmo,

As that trusty jawbone, we all want to know.

Then Samson gave God a kudo…

God split a stone with judo…

And like with Moses from the stone did water flow.

So, Samson drank up and then for twenty years…

He “judged” Israel and kicked them in their rears.

Then in Gaza was a plot…

When he “visited a harlot:”

To kill him dead, but the hairy dude had no fears.

Instead of snuffing him, he awakened all irate,

To tear off the gate posts, and the city gate.

He carried them by Hebron…

Atop a ridge upon…

Then went off to find the gal that sealed his fate!

She was another Philistine, and Delilah was her name,

And she was sent to find what would make Samson lame.

He said, “Seven Bowstrings…”

When she asked him things…

And she reported what he’s said would make him tame.

See, if she found out Samson’s weakness, she had a pact,

She’d get eleven hundred shekels to be exact.

So, she told of “bowstrings”…

To bind him and things…

Just what Samson had told her was his secret fact.

Delilah bowstring tied him, but he snapped them twang’.

Luckily he lied to her, and her to her home gang.

“You mocked me and lied!”

Delilah furiously cried…

Playing Samson mighty close, without a guilty pang!

She said, “You don’t trust me.” And truth to tell…

His other Philistine squeeze had rung this warning bell.

But he said, “Girl have hope…

You can bind me with new rope.”

And so this new secret, Delilah tried to sell.

While Samson slept, she trussed him like a hog,

Drooling for her shekels, that dirty female dog.

She ratted, “Philistines awake!”

Then the ropes did break…

Though Samson had been sleeping like a log.

Delilah’s lords in crime, those Philistine guys…

Wanted Samson weak, hopefully in knots and ties.

So they had Delilah trying…

To get Mr. Samson dying…

Persuading her with shekels to spew to him her lies.

She “vexed” and “importuned”, and she also said;

“You don’t love me or you’d tell the truth instead,

Of lying like a rug…

So now I am gonna’ bug…

You for the truth, until you wish that you were dead!

Samson sleeping had not noticed breaking ropes,

So he finally gave in to Delilah’s scheming hopes.

He said, “My strength is my hair.”

She balded him bare…

He looked like most future Catholic Popes!

Philistines gouged his eyes right off his face,

As upon his head of hair there was no trace!

It was his balded pate…

That had sealed his fate…

Then they fettered and tied him in a funky place!

Samson played a “buffoon” and put on for them a show,

For the Philistines…while his hair commenced to grow.

They were heaping praise upon…

Their god they called Dagon…

For Samson “the ravager”…had been brought low!

Delilah had gotten paid, and split town with her gold,

Too bad for the Philistines, or she would have told;

“Keep on cutting Samson’s hair…

Or you should beware…

As a hairy Samson, you wouldn’t want to behold!

But Delilah got her shekels, and from the Bible went,

Where we hope ill gotten gains cannot be spent.

For that snake in the grass…

Should get Jawbone of Ass…

Applied to own rear, until her butt got bent!

To understate; Samson liked no male Philistine…

And plucking out his eyes, made him mad and mean!

He kept playing the buffoon…

Until the day came soon…

Where they displayed him so by many he’d be seen.

Three thousand Philistines came to temple to drool,

And the Bible has us wonder about their gene pool.

Then Samson said, “Hey Bud…

All your names are mud!”

And pulled the temple down on the heads of the uncool!

So, the moral of this ode, if there is even one…

Is shy from Philistine women, every father’s son,

And to shove a support pillar…

Under which are you the killer…

Will kill them and you by the time that you are done!
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