
Oregon City United Methodist Church                                                                         Rev. Michael Benischek
18955 S. South End Road                                                                                                                 503-522-9807
Oregon City, OR 97045                                                                                                             December 6, 2015

Series: Occupy Bethlehem
Sermon: Bethlehem - A place of Abuse

Judges 19:1, 14-22a; 25-30; 21:25
It was an era when there was no king in Israel. A Levite, living as a stranger in the backwoods hill country of
Ephraim, got himself a concubine, a woman from Bethlehem in Judah.
So they kept going. As they pressed on, the sun finally left them in the vicinity of Gibeah, which belongs to
Benjamin. They left the road there to spend the night at Gibeah. 

The Levite went and sat down in the town square, but no one invited them in to spend the night. Then, late in
the evening, an old man came in from his day's work in the fields. He was from the hill country of Ephraim and
lived temporarily in Gibeah where all the local citizens were Benjaminites. When the old man looked up and
saw the traveler in the town square, he said, "Where are you going? And where are you from?" 

The Levite said, "We're just passing through. We're coming from Bethlehem on our way to a remote spot in the
hills of Ephraim. I come from there. I've just made a trip to Bethlehem in Judah and I'm on my way back home,
but no one has invited us in for the night. We wouldn't be any trouble: We have food and straw for the donkeys,
and bread and wine for the woman, the young man, and me—we don't need anything." 

The old man said, "It's going to be all right; I'll take care of you. You aren't going to spend the night in the town
square." He took them home and fed the donkeys. They washed up and sat down to a good meal.

They were relaxed and enjoying themselves when the men of the city, a gang of local hell-raisers all, surrounded
the house and started pounding on the door.

<Edit>

But the men wouldn't listen to him. Finally, the Levite pushed his concubine out the door to them. They raped
her repeatedly all night long. Just before dawn they let her go. The woman came back and fell at the door of the
house where her master was sleeping. When the sun rose, there she was. 

It was morning. Her master got up and opened the door to continue his journey. There she was, his concubine,
crumpled in a heap at the door, her hands on the threshold. 

"Get up," he said. "Let's get going." There was no answer. 

He lifted her onto his donkey and set out for home. When he got home he took a knife and dismembered his
concubine—cut her into twelve pieces. He sent her, piece by piece, throughout the country of Israel. And he
ordered the men he sent out, "Say to every man in Israel: 'Has such a thing as this ever happened from the time
the Israelites came up from the land of Egypt until now? Think about it! Talk it over. Do something!'"

At that time there was no king in Israel. People did whatever they felt like doing.


