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Re-write Judges 19 1-30 from the point of view of the Levite

Let me now relate to you the story of the terrible events that took place in Gibeah.
I had been living in a remote spot in the hills around Ephraim.  My concubine had returned to her father’s house in Bethlehem after her unfaithfulness had led to a period of quarrelling between us.  After four months, I decided to swallow my pride and bring her home.  I set out for Bethlehem with my servant and two donkeys.

My father-in-law was delighted to see me and, no doubt, by the prospect of being rid of his daughter.  His hospitality was excellent and he even convinced me to stay on an extra day.  His enthusiasm was a great help in convincing his daughter to return with me.  It was tempting to stay longer, but I decided to leave even though the day was getting on.  My small party started out on the road to Jebus.  By the time we reached Jebus, the sun was getting low in the sky.  My servant suggested that we find lodgings there for the night, but there was no way that I was going to stay in a Jebusite city.  I knew that Ramah and Gibeah were reachable by sunset, so I told them that we would press on to one of these Israelite towns.  We reached Gibeah just as it was getting dark.  We headed for the town square.
We sat there for some time, but none of the townspeople seemed to care that we obviously needed a place to stay.  Eventually an old man came over to me.  He enquired about our journey and I told him that we were on our way to the house of the Lord and from there to my home.  When he heard that I was living near Ephraim, his mood changed considerably and he invited us to spend the night in his house on condition that I acquaint him with the latest news from home.  It turned out he was from the same area and only living in Gibeah for a few seasons.  I gratefully accepted.
After dinner, while we were relaxing, I heard a commotion outside.  It got louder until it sounded like it was all around us.  I could head loud voices and people banging on the wall.  They began to yell “send out the man”.  It took a while, but I realised with horror that they were after me: there was a mob outside calling for me to be sent out.  My blood ran cold when I heard them say “we want to have sex with him.”  The old man had gone to his door and he went outside to speak to the men.  There were raised voices, obviously in an argument.  I noticed that I had begun to shake.
The old man looked pale as he closed the door behind him.  “It no use” he said.  “They say that if I don’t send you out to them, they’ll break in and drag you out.  I even offered them my daughter and your woman, but they weren’t interested.”

I looked at my concubine.  She was sitting in the corner, clearly scared.  As I watched her, I pondered my position.  I had come all this way to get her back, even thought it was her playing the whore that had caused our quarrel.  It was her father that had delayed our departure which forced us to spend the night here.  I had even made sure to stay in an Israelite town.  I planned to stop at Shiloh to make the correct offerings.  I had done everything right, why was this happening to me?  I became more and more angry at my situation.
My anger must have show on my face.  My concubine shifted her weight uncomfortably under my gaze.  Did she guess what I was thinking?  She almost looked guilty.

The yelling started again.  Some of the men were shouting about what they were going to do to me.  In my fear, I thought that they were working themselves up to carry out their threat to break in.  The old man’s idea to send the women out to the mob, started to seem like a good idea.  I was sick of looking at my concubine.  She made me angrier and angrier.  It was no less than she deserved, it would get her away from me and might appease the mob a little.

I stood up and strode across the room with more purpose than I really felt.  My concubine cowered away, but before she could pull away, I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her toward to door.  She made almost no noise until I pushed her outside.  When she saw the men, she let out a scream of pure terror.  I closed the door behind her.

The mob, annoyed that I wasn’t coming out, reacted noisily.  The girls screams continued, but became muffled as they dragged her away.  When all was quiet again, my host gave his servants instructions to keep watch.  We sat by the fire and cursed Gibeah for this crime.
After a sleepless night, my servant and I packed up our things at dawn.  I opened the door to find my donkeys and I saw a crumbled body.  My concubine was on ground in front of the door with her hands on the threshold.  Her clothes were torn and barely covering her bruised body.  She looked worse than many beggars and I did not fancy the idea of coping with her injuries on the return journey.  She did not stir as we moved past her.  “Get up, let go” I said to her, hoping for no response.  I got none.  Despite my revulsion at her condition, I would not leave her here there to be buried in that evil place.  My servant helped me load her onto a donkey and we departed as quickly as we could.  It was no longer surprising that the only hospitality we received in Gibeah was from an outsider.
On the trip home, I considered what I could do about this terrible deed.  The culprits deserved the worse punishment possible.  I decided to send evidence of the attack to each tribe of Israel, hoping that they would be as outraged as I was. There were marks on every part of her body, so I decided to send that evidence.  On my arrival home, I would send my servants to every part of the land with parts of my concubine’s remains to demand action.  I could not guess how strong that reaction would be.
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