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Are you nervous?  See, I don’t get nervous, because…you know.  Okay, I’m nervous.
 
 
But in a good way.
 
 
Love you.
 
 
Here we go…
 
 
 
-God



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
…and The Lord spake to His disciples directly, asserting His divine will, for thou people shall relax, as the following is Holy satire…
-Nueteronomy 3:69
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IN THE BEGINNING…
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In the beginning, there was no beginning.  The meaning of life is the meaning of life.  Evolution is obviously real.  Praying is a waste of time.  If your appendix was removed, you have no soul.  So many questions; so much to explain.  It’s been a few years since I’ve offered My voice for print, and I’ve decided to trash the cryptic allegory and symbolic characters in favor of plain speak.
              Now, I am not saying to throw out your Bibles, Torahs, Qur’ans, Satanic Bibles, or what have you.  There’s some good shit in all of those.  But what’s missing is modern, straight talk in the tongues of today.  That is why I have signed a lucrative 3-book deal with an outstanding publisher who will be donating a very very very small portion of the profits to starving children.  Where does the rest go?  Don’t question The Lord, My child.
              In the pages that follow, all of the big questions will be answered.  All of the clouded history of your planet and species will be explained.  And most excitingly, the entire future will be outlined.  Yes, that’s right, and don’t skip to the end just to find out what happens next.  For you and your family, it’s really not all that electrifying (unless you are Margaret Elle Chanworth in Marquette, Kansas, in which case: damn…I’m really sorry).  But if you are interested in the big picture 100, 1000, and 10,000 years down the road, read on and be enlightened.  Prophecy is always the most funnest part of any of these divine works.
              For those of you raising an eyebrow at “most funnest”, back the hell off.  Just remember that spelling, syntax, and grammar are all from someone’s imagination.  Writing in math is the only true, universal language, though it is harder for females to learn it.  
I will do My best to conform to the rules of your language and to keep My editors from having to grapple with the inevitable conflict one finds oneself in when faced with a situation in which they must correct God, which should, in essence, be impossible (this is a run-on sentence just to screw with them) and may, therefore, cause them and everything around them to cease to exist.
Additionally, I will correct all of the misinterpretations that have plagued the various religions over the millennia and reveal a few hidden extras.  I always wanted to produce a “Director’s Cut” version of the various good books, scrolls, tablets and whatnot, with a few easter eggs thrown in for good measure.  This is My opportunity to set the record straight for a couple years until everyone forgets and moves on to newer and more interesting things like the latest season of American Idol or CSI.
              On a more serious note, everything in this book is the real deal.  There are words, sentences, paragraphs, and everything else you would expect to find between a front and back cover.  I, as your Lord, God, hallowed be My name, et cetera, am telling you that it is all absolutely the truest factually accurate realness.  If there is a single thing in here that isn't true, may this book or digital reading device be struck by lightning right now.  Do not question any of it.  To do so will result in immediate death!  I’m not fucking around here, so don’t test Me.
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ONE - Creation Vs. Evolution



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A lot of hullabaloo has flown around the religious world since Darwin and his contemporaries began stating the obvious.  I recall hearing about his first paper, “Stuff is Changing” or whatever it was called, from some of the angels.  They were mocking Mr. Darwin and laughing and, I admit, I found Myself snorting a bit as well.  I mean, we thought humans had noticed stuff changing for several thousand years.  Regardless, it was kind of mean and, though I felt like a bit of a hypocrite, I banished the offending angels to eternal hell.
              So yeah, stuff has been getting more differenter and differenter since the beginning of time.  Oops.  I just made a mistake.  The phrase “beginning of time” is the problem here.  It’s in such common use that I find Myself saying it quite frequently.  And yet, those words come to the heart of this issue.  You shouldn’t ask “is it evolution or is it creation” because that’s a retarded question, but instead ask “was there a moment of creation?”  
Evolution is in the past, so to speak.  It’s so last week that I’m not even going to bother re-explaining it to the stubborn, brainwashed idiots that deny it.  Side-note: mad props go out to the clever S.O.B that came up with the stick-on-bumper fishy emblem with the feet coming out of it.  Genius, My young creation. Oh, and I like the one with the flames on it that says Satan inside, too.
 
[image: evolution.jpg]
Here’s the problem folks:  you are finite beings.  You squirt out of mommy, grow up, lose your hair, your boobs or balls drop, and then you die.  You see beginnings and ends of stuff all the time.  It’s screwed up your perspective.  How can a finite being truly grasp the concept of infinite things?  You can’t.  Well, some of you can, but those people are usually dorks and elitists who look down their noses at the rest of the inferior population.  I’m not going to mention any names, but one of their initials are Roger Jules Bennett from Hillsborough, Michigan.
There was no beginning to everything.  Yeah, there was a beginning to your planet and your solar system and all those other weird, cloudy, spirally things out there in space, but even though the universe is hugenormous, there’s something bigger than it called a multiverse that has a bunch of other universes in it, and then there’s a blammoverse that has a bunch of multiverses in it.  It goes on and on like that forever.  Haven’t you ever seen Men in Black?
Yes, there was a “big bang” kind of thing that happened for your universe.  It was sort of an accident and zillions of sentient beings were instantly reduced to nothingness, but in the end there was a shiny new universe!  Let’s just call it a kick-off party for Schlermit.  Oh yeah, you didn’t know that was the name of your universe, did you?  For those of us aware of the numerous universi out there, it’s silly to think of just one of them being called “the universe”, much like it’s dumb to call your sun “the sun” and moon “the moon”.  Out here, they are Pookie 74 and La Luna, respectively.
Anywho, so Schlermit came about when this group of scientists in an anti-universe (antiverse) thought that they could discover their own history by building this contraption called the Large Anti-Hadron Collider.  Needless to say, the anti-experiment didn’t work out as they had anti-planned, and they and everything around them de-sploded to an infinitesimal size.  I and many others puked right then and there because it really sucked that it had happened.  And when the tears dried up, I decided to snap My Godfingers and see if I couldn’t re-splode the antiverse.
Apparently there’s some mathematical or physics thing that makes it so you can’t re-splode an antiverse back the way it was, so here we are with your plain old universe, Schlermit.
As far as creation goes, that’s about it.  I mean, a bunch of crap happens after the initial splode that leads to matter and gases and galaxies and whatever until you eventually have planets and life.  That is why, to answer the question of creation or evolution, the answer is simply “yes”.
(Phew, I’m really relieved I got through that.  The angels were placing bets that I wouldn’t be able to articulate all the smart stuff)
F you, angels!  And F stands for fuck.
Now what about humans?  If you just evolved from squirmy wormies like everything else, can My touch be found anywhere along the way?  Yes, I’m afraid so.  Back in the day, when I saw some stupid shit happening I just couldn’t help Myself.  Your great24 grandparents were running around killing and eating each other, trying to have intercourse with holes in trees, and had this bizarre, deeply-engrained fear of caterpillars.  What they were missing was a spirit.  I’ll go into greater detail about your spirit in a later chapter, but let’s just say for now that it was one of the best things I’ve ever made.  Unfortunately for Me and some of My own personal ambitions in the Blammoverse, putting a spirit in humans has sort of made Me responsible for all of you.  And you are extremely high-maintenance people.
I’ve tried to help you out with different stuff along the way, too.  I’ve rigged elections, given some bad people heart attacks, and left anonymous, instructional messages on congressmen’s voicemail boxes.
In addition to humans, I’ve made other adjustments in the animal kingdom as well.  While I’ve stopped interfering in this area of late (because all of your environmentalist folk have been paying too much attention and might notice something out of the ordinary), I’ve made some pretty important changes.  Chickens, for instance, used to taste like shit.  This gave people the wrong idea about their own feces – believing that it was a tasty, edible treat because it tasted just like chicken.  I did some research, played with some chemicals, and gave chickens the juicy, mouth-watering flavor you know today.  Do you eat your poop anymore?  No.
I’ve also made some mistakes here and there.  While many have joked that the platypus is proof that I have a sense of humor, this creature is really no laughing matter.  It is an abomination.  I was really just screwing around one day!  What if I take a little of this, a little of that, smush it all together, and see what happens?  Well, we all can now see what happened and it is high time someone corrected the mistake.  There’s a reason why some animals go extinct, and the reason for this one is because I am ordering you to kill them all.  They serve no purpose and will not be missed.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ONE AND ONE-HALF - The Entire History of Humankind



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This chapter has an incomplete number because your entire history is not yet complete.  You see how I can be all symbolic and shit?  Yeah, you know it.  You’ll learn about your entire future later on, but for now, I’m going to break down your entire history in such a way that it’s going to blow your mind.  I’m going to give you the real stories of everyone from Adam and Eve to Moses to David & Goliath!  Well, actually that’s about it.  I probably should have just put commas in-between the names, omitted the “to’s”, and skipped the “everyone from…” preface.  Then it wouldn’t have seemed like I was going to talk about a bunch of other stuff besides just those three stories.  Anyway…
              Let us begin with Adam and Eve.
              Adam was a real asshole.  He was completely self-absorbed, arrogant, overly needy, whined like a little bitch, and had an incredible feeling of entitlement.  He was the world’s first only-child, and has yet to be exceeded by any of his so-called descendents in pure spoiled brattitude.
              Ladies, you have Adam’s infuriating disposition to thank for your very existence.  He is also the reason why you turn into cunts every 28 days.  Allow Me to explain.
              Before you start thinking that I am contradicting myself about evolution, I will explain how it is that Adam was the first human being and reiterate that I did not directly create him.  You see, Adam had a mother and father like every other mammal does.  It’s just that his parents weren’t the current version of human that you all are.  They were of a lesser species that preceded yours and their fossil records have yet to be unearthed.  For the sake of this tome, we will call them homo retardus.  As you may already know, sometimes two retard parents can have a normal child, in the same way that midget parents can have regular-sized kids.  Well, that’s what happened with Adam.
              At that point in time, I wasn’t really paying all that much attention to the wild goings-on down there.  But then I heard this crying little rat kid and took a break from the truly epic game of solitaire I was about to complete.  I saw him slorping hungrily on his apish mother’s teat and I observed that his cranial capacity was immense!  It was then and there that I decided to bestow him with a spirit.  I injected it directly into his appendix and he was forever changed.
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                Flash forward 500 years and I’m more than a little peeved with this fucker.  “I want better tasting fooooood” and “why can’t I have sex with animaaaaals” and “I want a bigger caaaaaaaave”.  This shit went on and on.  Since he couldn’t carry on an intelligent conversation with his pea-brained parents, he just wanted to talk to Me.  All the time.
              So one day, as Adam was asking My advice on the best way to shave his taint with a piece of shale, I ripped out one of his ribs and threw it on the ground.  Then I introduced him to Eve.  She would have been yet another hairy, grunting apegirl, borne of dimwit parents in a nearby cave, but I tweaked her DNA upon conception so she would come out a homo sapiens.  She wasn’t made out of the rib; that was just to shut him up so he wouldn’t repel his new mate.
              The union went surprisingly well!
              Adam was on his best behavior in the beginning and didn’t show her any signs of his true, obnoxiousness, ridding himself of his favorite sticks and stones he used to play with.  Eve, too, was highly accommodating and agreed to sexual activities that exceeded her personal comfort zone.  Their relationship set the stage for all male-female companionships thereafter.
              The only thing I did to help them along was turn Eve’s normal menstrual cycle into a major hormonal spike that caused her to transform into a raging bitch in the days leading up to her bleed.  This was to keep Adam in line, and prevent him from walking all over her just because he possessed superior strength, logic, and math skills.
              The next red letter date for humanity came when a bunch of proto-Chinese people came across a land bridge to a part of Earth that was previously uninhabited by humans.  These folks would later become the Injuns, or “Native Americans” that developed amazing civilizations in North and South America.  For several thousand years, they were on track to become one of the forerunners in humanity’s advancement, but alas, Columbus.  I guess there was a reason someone coined the phrase “curiosity killed the culture, history, unique insights, and future of a promising race”.
              While the pre-Injuns were busying themselves in their new world, inventing bows and arrows, spears, feathers, and fancy horseback riding, a critical turning point in human history was unfolding in Egypt.  Moses was leading the Israelites out of their slavery situation and came to the “Reed Sea”, a lake that isn’t quite as impressive as the Red Sea when the time comes for it to be “parted”, but that whole thing was a mistranslation, like most other crap people have believed for millennia.
              Anywho, Moses (who was a pretty cool guy that had a striking resemblance to Charlton Heston, but with a really big beard) had been moseying along this river for quite a while, knowing they needed to get to the other side at some point, but had yet to see a good crossing spot.  As luck would have it, an outraged Pharaoh guy caught up with them just as they were passing by this big ass lake.  Moses starts praying that I’ll do something to help them and I was like, “just chill for about 10-15 minutes, cause the tide is about to go out and this lake is like 3 feet deep anyway.”  And Moses was all, “no shit?”, and I was like “for real…you could totally cross right now” and he was all “Hey everybody, check this out!” and waved his staff around and made a big show of it, then started walking across the lake.
              Lucky for the Jew folk, the beach was super rocky and the Egyptian carriages got fucked up trying to pursue them.  Long story, short, the Israelites got away and the Pharaoh was all “curses, foiled again!”
              Wow, so that’s like your whole history right there, summed up pretty concisely, no?  You want more?  Fine.
              Moving forward a few more years, there was this kid named David who was somewhat of a whackjob.  If he lived in modern times, he would most certainly be one of those serial killers that simultaneously eats and bangs their victims.  Back in the days of olde, though, he was hero material.  There was this ongoing conflict with the Philistines and the boss of the then-semi-powerful Israel.  The Philistines had this sort of champion fighter guy named Goliath that was pretty tall by the standards of the day, but put him on the court with the Knicks and he’d be a dwarf.  He was, however, fairly ripped and was kind of hardcore in hand-to-hand combat.
              The thing is, Goliath was one of those tough guys that would totally take a shot to the head with a club and then slowly turn back to the attacker with a smile on his face.  Then the smaller guy would hit again, but harder, this time drawing blood from the corner of Goliath’s mouth.  He wouldn’t even try to block it!  He knew all of his boys were watching from behind and it just made him look so bad ass it wasn’t even funny.  So then he’d totally catch the third blow in his bare hand and crush the club or shove it up his enemy’s asshole!
              Now as awesome as all that sounds, the guy was only human, and he had a squishy brain nestled in that skull just like everybody else.  If he had been a football player or Rocky, his trainer would have told him “you can’t take one more shot, man!” because he’d had like 412 concussions already and everybody knows you don’t want to hit 413.
              Here came little David with his little sling and some moderately heavy rocks and BLAFOOM! Goliath goes down.  David ran over and started sawing his opponent’s head off, smearing the blood all over his face and crotch.  It rightfully freaked out the rest of the Philistines and they took off.
              That’s the way it really happened.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO – Stuff That Happened Before You Got Here



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Nerdy scientists have discovered assloads of stuff about the history of your planet.  They have a cool method for science (I forget what it’s called), that’s supposed to make sure that their data is accurate and that they don’t make wrong conclusions from their hypothesises.  Having this approach in place has supposedly insured that stuff that is considered fact today is, in fact, fact.  It’s easy from My perspective to see what’s been missed, misinterpreted, and straight-up lied about.  A lot of the mistakes are quite humorous to Me, and the angels and I often find ourselves crying and laughing and crying and snorting.
              I’d like to start where it all started, and that is the very first actual life on Earth.  Heterotrophs are really boring.  They’re essentially bacteria that are all stupid and just sit there feeding on other bacteria’s shit or sunlight or whatever other stuff was around.  It’s hard to imagine after all this time, that you people are basically just more advanced sludgeballs.  
There was purple slime and green sloop and sometimes the purple and the green would mix together and make a darker green squirsh.  I watched this shit going on for so fucking long I was about to desplode the whole goddamned universe.  The only redeeming organisms back then were the homotrophs, which were a lot more flamboyant and theatrical.  While they didn’t contribute much to reproduction—since they had no interest in anything besides other homotrophs—they came in many beautiful colors, and kept Me from doing anything rash.
              It got a little more—I hate to call it exciting—interesting, when viruses and fungus started screwing around with stuff.  They are among many unappreciated ingredients in what made you and all those cute fuzzy wuzzy little animals and plants around you.  In the same way that a wimpy little dork kid goes out and learns karate to fend off the school bully, that’s what your original goopy ancestors had to do to fight off these ever-changing enemies.
              But like I said, that shit is boring.  Let’s talk about dragons.
              There were a bunch of different flying dinosaurs over the several million years they ruled the planet.  The baddest-ass of which were the dragons.  These creatures were so awesome, they could swoop down on their prey, tenderize, season, and barbeque it within 2 seconds.  Unfortunately for paleontologists, dragons always burned their dead to ashes, so no one is going to find any bones lying around.  It’s a shame they died off during the last ice age, because there are so few animals remaining that can breathe fire.
              All of you sneering sciencers can shut up right this second, okay?  You only mock that which you haven’t discovered.  Just don’t forget that your predecessors were equally sure that the world was flat and that the sun went around the Earth.  I’ve been known to say “you only know what you know”, and this is certainly the case for ya’ll.  Only, you only know what you think you know.
              If I were to say that there was a species of monkey that flew, a flying insect that started out winged and later transmogrified into a caterpillar, or that chia pets evolved from muppets, you would think Me a fool.  But you’re the fool!!!
              Where was I?  Oh yeah, fucking scientists got Me all pissed off.  Arrogant pricks.  Back to stuff that happened before you got here…
              Want to know something crazy?  Aliens have been down there a bunch of times before the dawn of humanity.  Much like astrologers are busy looking for planets that could support life, so too, are your intergalactic cousins.  They’ve checked in on several occasions, noting mineral deposits and other natural resources they plan to come back for.  See, it’s much easier to wait for intelligent life to start mining everything out of a planet, build buildings and ships and nuclear shit.  Otherwise when they return to “shop”, as it were, they’d have to do a lot more work to gather it all together.
              Right about now, Earth has its resources very well consolidated into specific areas, like giant grocery stores for the alien armada to come and gather it all up.  We’ll see how that goes in the coming years.  I’ll come back to aliens in the kick-ass chapter about SPACE.
For now, let Me go back to dinosaurs, because I can jump around and switch topics as much as I feel like.  Earlier, I alluded to the fact that I enjoy seeing misinterpretations and shit that the geniuses miss.  Well, there’s a big one that might just make some heads explode.
Dinosaurs didn’t walk around.  At least not the most well-known species.  All of the artists renderings of these creatures show big muscles on these beefy creatures because when they put the bones together and see the size of an animal and how this works with that, they estimate that anatomy of this sort would require muscles of that size and blah blah blah.  Well, there they went assuming again.  The fact is, there was a wide variety of plants around back then that the dinosaurs used for transportation.  Some would be strapped on like skates, while others were assembled into devices not unlike the flatbed carts found in warehouses today.  Dinosaurs had very little muscle tone because they were extremely dependent upon their transportation devices.  Many of them ended up very fat, but most were super skinny because they subsisted on what little food they could acquire without exerting effort.  The image below shows what both a typical T-Rex and Brontosaurus looked like back then.  
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Quite remarkable, albeit pitiful, creatures.  Their ancestors were quite hard-working, and possessed the physiques that the scientists believe the Jurassic species had.  I’m not sure what lessons you could take away from the way the last dinosaurs squandered their awesomeness, but I think sometimes it’s just nice to have all the facts.  Pffft…scientists.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE – The Meaning of Life
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Back when your people were still wiping their butts with a rag that was washed once a week, a chick named Hannah was moaning and groaning about how she couldn’t have a baby.  This was in the days when that was a big deal and you were basically considered useless as a woman if you couldn’t “give” your husband a kid.  She was praying day and night and promising Me all this BS about how she’d be good and how devoted she’d be to her husband and baby and Me and blah blah blah.  She thought that the meaning of life was to bear and raise children.  Please.
              In the Middle Ages (an asinine name, by the way…middle of what?) there was this fag French noble named Claude.  Hey, don’t get the wrong idea about the “fag” thing, now!  A small portion of the French nobles back then weren’t actually homosexual.  They were just really faggy.  And don’t automatically assume I am disparaging one of My beautiful creations.  If you hadn’t noticed, “fag” is in common use nowadays to refer to anyone peculiar, regardless of their sexual preference.  Hater.  I’ll come back to the gays in Chapter 18 and the fucking French in Chapter 12, but for now, let’s just focus on Claude’s sitch.
              Claude was a conflicted young man.  On the one hand, he wanted to make his father and mother proud by doing a good job running his designated land and continuing the steady flow of iron out of their family’s mines.  But on the other hand, he wanted to get done up the rear by dudes.
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              It was a very confusing time for him, and ultimately he ended up banging girls just for show and paying dirty, burly peasants to steadily mine his behind.  “What is the meaning of my life?” he would cry, much like a little bitch would.  Was it to honor his family’s name?  Was it to remain true to his gayness and not pretend to be somebody else?  Or was it something else entirely, such as to join the crew of a pirate ship, surrounded daily by strong, glistening men?  Or perhaps it was the absolute opposite: to join the crew of a navy ship, surrounded daily by strong, glistening men.
None of the above, folks.
Here is the deal: all of the people who wonder about the meaning of it all – every pensive spirit that ponders, “why am I here?” – already has the answer.  In fact, I could have sworn I had them put something about this in one of the scriptures.  Maybe in Nueteronomy or Sarcophagus.  Sorry, I don’t claim to be an expert on the Bible.
Wondering about the meaning of life is the meaning of life.  It’s really quite simple.  In fact, if you didn’t at least suspect this to be true, you should feel really stupid.  I am ashamed of you.
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR - Heaven, Afterlife, Ghosts, and Scooby Doo
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Have you ever wondered what happens after you die?  I’ve gotten the feeling lately that humanity is now less preoccupied with death than they’ve ever been before.  I’m actually pretty shocked, to be honest.  And hey, if you don’t want to know what happens, you can just move on to the next exciting chapter of this book.  No one’s forcing you to find out these answers.  I mean, I would think this would be some fairly heavy shit to finally find out.  Right?  You know what, screw it!  I want to see some fricken excitement or I’m not revealing a goddamned thing.  Okay…that’s better.  Let’s move on.
              Most of the time the process of dying sucks.  It can hurt really bad, it can be super scary, and in many cases it ends with people pissing and/or shitting themselves.  But it’s what happens after you soil yourself that is the subject of this chapter.
              You may have heard about people seeing bright light or a tunnel or seeing people they know.  There have been interesting books that have relayed people’s experiences after dying, though those people are obviously alive enough to write a book, so who knows how valid their stories are?
              So is there a tunnel?  Do you get to know everything and feel completely at peace with the universe?  Not exactly.  Let Me take you through the process of a typical death.  I am going to use a real-life example of a woman that just passed a few minutes ago in Bamako, Mali.  Her living name was Missy Sidibé, but her new, post-death name is Tippytoe Rahrah.  
              Step 1:  Missy’s spirit was released from the confines of her appendix and began to descend toward the Earth’s crust.  To her semi-conscious spirit, the environment is quite dark and foreboding.  At a depth of about 3000 miles, her spirit began to feel a burning sensation and an enormous cavernous area full of flames appeared before her.  Oh, I’m just joshing you!  That doesn’t happen to most people.  
              Let’s start over.
              Step 1:  Missy’s spirit was released from the confines of her appendix and began to ascend above her empty, feces-tainted shell.
              Step 2:  Her semi-conscious spirit began to notice that everything was starting to look really trippy.  There were colorful swirls all around like those giant lollypops at amusement parks.  A swarm of neon fleas buzzed by her and she tried to gasp.  That is when she discovered that she no longer needed to breathe.  Just then, she dropped a few thousand feet at a terrifying speed, landing in an infinite pool of a brown, viscous substance most closely comparable to chocolate pudding.  There she began to slow-mo swim along with trillions of other spirits and there she will remain forever.  And that is the exact same experience you will have when you reach what some would call “heaven”.  
              There are alternative fates that some of you may be headed toward.  There is an infrequent event called poltergeisting in which an individual who dies under certain circumstances may end up remaining on Earth for eternity, albeit on a whole ‘nother level of reality.  These spirits can be referred to as ghosts, specters, phantoms, or spirits.  They find themselves trapped in the physical location as well as emotional state they were in just prior to death.
              Here are the emotions you will want to avoid before you die if you wish to avoid the afore-mentioned fate: rage, extreme anger, depression, moderate anger, sadness, mild anger, indifference.  In your deathbed you will also want to avoid feeling blasé, carefree, satisfied, happy, ecstatic, relieved, guilty, giddy, content, jovial, or fearful.
              Should any of the above emotions overcome you, this is what you can expect next: your spirit will ascend from your appendix, you will be instantly transported to the loom room where white sheets of all shapes and sizes are being manufactured 24/7.  You will be assigned an appropriate sheet which you will need to don.  Next door is a training room where you will be taught various howls, yowls, shrieks, hollers, and cries.  Once you have all of these down, all other verbal language is removed from your consciousness.
[image: ghosts.jpg]
 
              Sound good?  In all honesty, you can make up whatever horseshit story you want about what happens after you die.  Why listen to the nonsense that some other person came up with a jillion years ago because their daddy died and they couldn’t handle the loss?  All of you who believe in a heaven do so because of one of two reasons:
1.      Someone told you that’s what happens and you slorped it right up.
2.      It’s not acceptable to you that there’s nothing after you die.
If you’ve ever watched the classic Hanna-Barbera series, Scooby Doo, you would know that the ghosts are all actually people dressed up in costumes with varying levels of intricacy and associated special effects.  You may be surprised how closely the madcap hijinx of Scoob and his pals represents real life.
You don’t have to believe Me.  Just wait until you die, then you’ll see.
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE – The Devil and Hell
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A lot of people over the centuries have tried to live good lives because they feared going to a fiery, demon-infested cavern below the Earth’s crust.  They lovingly passed this fear down to their childrens so that they could be spared such a fate as well.  I don’t know about you all, but that sounds like a pretty lame reason to be good.  True, some people, depending upon their upbringing and environment, and in some cases chemical balance, might naturally swing toward the dark side.  But as I happen to know all and see all as a hobby, I can tell you with some certainty that none of the assholes who could have seriously gone the way of the bad would be swayed into goodness by telling them scary stories.
              Does that mean there is no Hell and no Devil?  Hahaha…you’re silly to ask that.  Of course there is.  Why would I dedicate a whole chapter in My new bestseller to the subject if it didn’t even exist?  I would have just said something like “by the way, there’s no Devil and no Hell” at the end of the last chapter.
              Can I continue, please?  This is important shit.
              Is there a Devil named Lucifer that used to be an angel and tempted Eve with a vegetable or whatever?  No, that’s what I like to call allegory.  Eve was tempted by her own little free-spirited brain.  It’s actually kind of insulting to think of the first people as these simpletons who walked around blissfully ignorant and thought that their pee-pee’s were just for squirting out a sterile, liquid by-product secreted by the kidneys after a process called micturition.  No way, those things are for boning!  I am a huge fan of intercourse, if you haven’t noticed.  Some have even theorized that I created humanity so that I could vicariously experience an orgasm.  That is so pervy.  It’s creepy enough to say I am always watching over you, like even when you’re screwing (which is true, by the way, I definitely do watch), but that I am also somehow feeling that amazingly intense eruption and that crazy sensation when you—no.  No, it’s just not right.
              What was I saying?  Allegory, right!  The devil is inside you.  You are the devil.  At least a little part of you.  You’ve got that cute little red fellow on one shoulder and the angel on the other and some people have varying scales for each.  There are also some of you that have a little devil on one side and a bigger devil on the other side.  You know who you are.
              Does this mean you have to worry about going to Hell?  No, because you are already there.  Those that listen too often to their little shoulder devil will experience their own hell.  This shit happens naturally!  You could call this phenomenon karma, but it is not because of some imbalance that’s created when you do something fucked up.  It’s because people who do bad shit are statistically at greater risk of having bad shit happen to them.  This is simple science, people.
              It is true that there are folks out there that do evil shit from time to time and then go back to normal lives, thus avoiding the go-around coming around again.  I call these people karma chameleons.  They, too, typically experience an internal torment that one can refer to as hell.
 
[image: devils.jpg]
 
              What’s really funny is that this dude came up with the phrase “go to hell” and it actually worked!  Anyone instructed to do so, would indeed find themselves in their hell.  This was referred to as cursing (as you would attempt to curse someone into ending up in a fiery torture for all eternity), but has mostly lost its thunder, since replaced by more colorful and creative exclamations like “go fuck yourself”, “suck my dick”, and combinations thereof, such as “suck my dick you fucking cunt whore”.  
              Most of these phrases come from the devil and are more than capable of sending someone to hell.
              Something that has nothing to do with the devil and has no relationship with hell is the act of sneezing.  A sneeze, or sternutation, is an involuntary expulsion of air from the lungs through the mouth and/or nose.  It is typically caused by a sudden exposure to light, foreign matter irritating your nasal mucous membrane, or because you have a simple cold.  It is not due to evil spirits entering your body, nor does it endanger you by expelling all of the air in your lungs, or by stopping your heart.  With the latter clarified, you can now stop saying “God bless you” when someone sneezes.  Even if the person has a virus, and the sneeze in question is actually a genuine symptom of their infection, your two or three-word response will not affect the sneezer’s immune system or weaken the virus in any way.  There are roughly 2 million human sneezes every minute of every day, so if you really believe that I am going to pay attention to a single fucking sneeze, you’re a moron.  “But it’s just a polite thing to say after someone sneezes!” you whine.  No, it’s not polite.  It’s fucking rude.  Especially to the 65% of people who resent having to thank you for your accursed “blessing”.  Everyone stop using this archaic shit immediately.
              Other actions that actually do come from one’s devil are encounters such as picking a fight.  This could be in the one-on-one drunk at the bar scenario, or in the larger realm of country-to-country bullying.  Either way, it’s the work of someone or someones that feel small or were themselves bullied.  
              This nonsense creates a chain, passing those devils around from person to person, group to group, creating a sense that there is an overarching entity that thrives on it all.  No.  Take some fricken responsibility for your actions people.  It’s you, and you’re going to hell.
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX – Prayer
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Holy shit do a lot of people pray!  I mean, holy shit!  The constant racket in My head is enough to make Me drop a seriously population-thinning plague on your asses.  But I am a loving God, and therefore spare your jabbering faces a well-deserved early death.  Do I wish the majority of you would shut the f up?  Absolutely.  Do I wish every one of you would?  No, I couldn’t say that.
              When I invented prayer I was sort of creating a massive pager system for you guys to get a hold of Me.   There was no way I was going to give out My direct line for everyone to be able to have a one on one with Me whenever they felt like it!  That would be stupid.  So I said, “hey…let Me know what’s on your mind and I’ll be listening to every single one of you”.  Little bit of a white lie there, I’ll admit.
              Sure, I can hear all of you at once, but listen?  Well…when it was just Adam and Eve it was easy.  And I got to pay close attention to all of their little dramas and hear Eve’s prayers about wishing Adam would be more sensitive about her feelings and whenever Adam would pray that Eve would just shut up and understand that he was a man and didn’t care about all the shit that went through her head every second of every day.  It’s remarkable how much things have changed with women since then.  Sure, there are plenty of chicks out there as whorish as Eve was, but overall you’ve got quite a dynamic bunch of broads down there nowadays.  Men: well…not much change there, no matter how hard the ladies try.
              So to how many of the hundreds of millions that are praying at any given time do I listen?  To be completely forthcoming here, well, I’m not much of a multitasker.  I could, if I was really in the mood, and not annoyed with anything, and not distracted by some major issue somewhere in the world, and not messing with atheists by generating miracles on their toast…with NONE of that going on, I could easily pay attention to…two of you at once.  Odds are, one will have a more compelling story than the other and grab My full attention, but more than one have been listened to at once.  Tens of times.
              Now you are wondering whether or not I actually do anything about the prayers to which I pay attention.  The answer is complicated, so I will try to explain in terms that you will understand:  when I feel like it.  An example…
              A moment ago, while I was re-reading the preceding paragraph to be sure it sounded cool and sufficiently Godly, a young man named Logan prayed that his second date with a young lady named Kylie would end with her felating him in the back seat of the car he was borrowing from his parents.  This is a silly prayer.  As if I would affect the free will of this girl he was into so that she would decide that she really really wanted a semi-crooked penis sliding in and out of her mouth.  Alas, I can tell from Kylie’s thoughts as she applies her make-up that she will only allow Logan to reach second base this evening.
              Could I have given Logan what he wants?  Certainly, as I am all-powerful.  But I’ve only “persuaded” women to spread their legs a few times and they were for very important causes. What causes?  OK, well there was this time that JFK was really stressed out and needed a release so Marilyn Monroe changed her mind about having a glass of wine, and things moved swiftly from there.  Missile crisis averted.
              A different example of prayer would be that of Mario Cervantes, who earlier today prayed that his lottery numbers would make him an instant multi-millionaire. Mario has worked very hard his whole life, has been faithful to his wife, a good father, and has never coveted his neighbor or whatever.  So when he began “Dear Lord…” and read off those numbers to Me, I hoped really hard that the blowy machine thing would shoot the right balls into the tube part.  We’ll see what happens there.  His odds are about 1 in 18 million.
              I can’t really think of many examples of Me actually doing what a prayer requested, but there are a bunch of them.
              Oh, and here’s a sort of side-note on this whole prayer thing.  The phrase “Oh my God” is seriously annoying.  I’m up here like Kareem Abdul-Jabbar in Airplane! when the Captain keeps saying “Roger!” over the radio and Kareem—whose character name in the classic film was Roger Murdock—kept turning and saying “hunh?” because he thought that the Captain was saying his name, apparently unaware of the standard radio lingo wherein “roger” means “I have received all of the preceding message”.  The Captain, who was played by that guy from Unsolved Mysteries, just kept saying “roger…” into the radio and Kareem just kept on saying “hunh?”  Get it?  It’s like your screwing with Me.  
              Another example (because, you see, I heart examples):
 
              Girl (sitting in front of computer screen): Oh my God, did you see the You Tube video where the little kid is all high and hallucinating, terrified that he would never be normal again?
              Me: Hunh?  No, let Me check that out.
              Girl: It’s sooooooo funny.
              Me: No way, there’s a Darth Vader one, too!  Did you see the Darth Vader one?
              Girl: Way, way, wait…hold on, Shannah, let me show you this other one.  It’s hella weird.
              Shannah: That one’s hella old, dude.  Check out this one.
              Me: Oh…were you…I thought you were talking to…er, nevermind, it’s cool.
               
I am not to be made to feel this way, people.  Stop with the “oh my God”, okay?  And speaking of the Internet, I only recently found out what OMG stands for and had to go back and read every single instance of the acronym to see what everyone wanted.  Turns out nothing of import there, either.  Not funny.
              While we're on the subject of you all wasting My precious time, let's talk about "God damn it" and "God damn you".  As I outlined in the devil chapter, hell is a state of mind.  To be "damned" to said mindstate is an often-appropriate punishment for acting afool, being an asshole, or talking shit. I entertain requests every day to damn people, and because it is sometimes fun for Me to be all up in your business, I send people straight to hell.  
              We do need to fix a problem, though. I cannot send a hammer to hell when you accidentally hit your thumb with it. Nor would a cell phone be able to experience the dark domain when it has dropped an important phone call in that same spot where you always lose signal.  Think, people. Use what I gave you.  Likewise, how could a high heel shoe be sent to a place reserved for those with sentience, merely because it broke and was really expensive?  I mean, is it logical to imagine that your toaster oven would learn some sort of lesson about not burning your bagel by spending a little time in a bad mental place?  It doesn't have thoughts or emotions because it is a household appliance.  And is it wise to attempt to damn a specific area of your consciousness, such as your memory, for not remembering you had an 8:00am conference call?  How would that even work?  Wouldn't you consider it irrational to curse your favorite pair of jeans for not fitting, especially when it was you who gained the 6 pounds this past week?
          Are we starting to get the picture here, folks?
          What purpose does it serve to invoke psychological anguish on the screw you ran over that caused your tire to deflate?  Do you think the tire has thoughts?  I can’t tell if you’re catching My gist here.  Would the little fire-breathing dragon monsters in Dig Dug benefit from some quiet time in a gloomy cerebral condition because you didn’t pump them full of air fast enough?  No, because they are just a set of pixels that move around with behaviors programmed by some Chinamen in the 80’s.  
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CHAPTER SEVEN – Jesus H. Christ
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Many of you have heard of My son, Jesus, either by word of mouth or through various forms of literature or visual media.  Jesus was a basically good kid, just like most of My “children”.  He had some problems in his teens, experimenting with sex and drugs, listening to lute music too loud, and occasionally disrespecting his mother and father.  It wasn’t until he was well into his adulthood that his schizophrenia became symptomatic, and he began to hear voices in his head.
              His mental disorder may come as a surprise to many who consider themselves followers of the guy, and will likely outrage quite a few as well.  But I am the fucking Lord, and I am fucking telling you that people only hear voices for the following reasons:
1.      A real person is talking to them
2.      A recording of a real person is playing
3.      Animals, wind, or other normal things makes a sound like a person or people
4.      You are batshit crazy
It’s as simple as that.
Now, this doesn’t mean that JC wasn’t a good person.  He had all sorts of awesome ideas about how people should be treated, how to live your life the best way, and stuff about turning cheeks.  No one else was saying this shit back then!  Or, if they were, no one really cared because why would they listen to some random dude spouting out his opinion about what they were doing wrong?  That’s called meddling.  And people straight up hate it when someone tells them what they should be doing.  But this guy said he was speaking for God, so many listened up.  I’d say it was an ingenious move on his part, if he had actually planned it that way.
Jesus was from a town most people hadn’t even heard of.  As he grew up, he had his parents and other people telling him that he was special and that people had dreams about him before he was born that told them God put him here.  This understandably screwed with his head as he grew up.  When the schizophrenia set in, the dopamine activity elevated in his brain’s mesolimbic pathway, and he began to hear a freaky deep voice in his head that he believed must be Me, talking to him.  Now he was one of those super religious types so of course all the shit the voice was telling him was about God and angels and whatnot.  People who knew him were scared of him most of the time because he had this weird intensity and often looked at them with what they secretly called his “crazy eyes”.
So, even though he was going around spouting all this crap as though it came from Me, I was conflicted.  I thought about stopping him, but it wasn’t like he was doing it on purpose, and more importantly, he actually had way better ideas about how things should be than I ever did.  I was like, “cool…these people need to get their acts together anyway, and he’s not really making Me look bad, so…”  Hell, if anything, he was getting a lot more people praying to Me.  And this was way before “OMG” entered people’s vernacular, so it was all legit shit they were saying.
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This was all fine and dandy for awhile.  Then he pissed off the wrong people and they had him whacked—thus the morbid effigies now littering the planet—and the shit really hit the fan.  His story starts spreading all over the place and this turns into a real live religion.  People say he’s actually God and then a few hundred years later someone comes up with this horseshit about him telling people he was actually My son.  Like My son-son, not figuratively.  He never said that, trust Me.  And then another person says “Hey, what if he was a virgin birth, like that Immanuel kid from Isaiah or like Moses?  That would really help with recruitment.  Oh, and let’s jump on this miracle stuff, too!”
I don’t mean to dash anyone’s deeply held beliefs, but the truth has to be told.  Don’t just take shit that’s been passed on by word of mouth, assembled by hundreds or thousands of different people, edited and translated into different languages, then retranslated and reassembled and edited, and then reedited, translated, disassembled and reassembled and re-passed on.  You weren’t there.  You’re following a story.
But what does it hurt, you ask?  Don’t make Me laugh.  Think about all of the wars over religion for the past few thousand years.  Zillions have been tortured, killed, raped, yelled at, set on fire, exploded, castrated, pissed on, shat on, jailed, laughed at, decapitated, and all sorts of other horrible shit.  I knew Jesus and he would have glared at you with those crazy ass eyes for behaving this way.  He’d also freak out if he saw people praying to statues of him, but I know some folks down there already realize that little contradiction.
I’ll put it this way, what ended up happening after Mr. Christ died did a little bit of good and a whole lot of bad.  Nowadays, there’s a whole lot of good and a little bit of bad.  It’s that last bit of bad, we’ve got to work on and then you can pray to a long-dead crazy person all you want.
 
1.      Stop using his name or My name as a means to get something you want.
2.      Stop fighting for Me; I don’t need your help, no matter what you think someone said about Me.
3.      Calm the hell down.
4.      All religions are basically the same thing, so don’t think that yours is the “right” one.
5.      I want sacrifices resumed immediately.
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHT – Catholicism



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Oh, Catholics.  You guys try so hard.  Just writing this is making Me feel as guilty as you always do.  You love all those traditions and decorations and effigies so much, it’s like they connect you straight to Me.  I think some cardinal or pope way back when must have decided “fuck all that quality crap, we’re going with quantity!”  Hold on a sec… you’re actually sinning right now by reading this, so please go ahead and do 14 Hail Marys, 9 Our Fathers, and deposit $20 in the donation box.  Come back when you’re done.
              Okay, good job.  You’re absolved and are now on the right track for heaven.  A minute ago you were going to hell there, but now you’re fine.
              I’m really sorry about the whole Jesus thing, by the way.  I know he was an important part of your whole deal.  Not quite as important as Our Saint Lady’s immaculate conception of the holy rosary’s heart of the most holy trinity’s atonement of the assumption’s sorrow’s immaculateness, but important nonetheless.  
You’re right about one thing, though.  Let Me tell you how immaculate Mary was.  She would boil water to wash her hands and feet, grimacing with pain as she used a dried chunk of coral to scrape away the dirt.  And this was before anyone knew what a germ was.  She had serious OCD and this lead her to keep a very tidy hovel.  She even used a goat bladder to douche out her vagine.  Little did she know, it’s not good to douche that often, if at all.  The bacteria up in there is important for keeping bad bacteria out.  But that is neither here nor there.  Mary was very clean.  I don’t know if her obsession with hygiene justifies worshipping her as if she was Me, and just might violate that whole thing about having no Gods before Me, but hey, whatever makes you happy.
How about those Saints, huh?  Their record has improved greatly in the past several years, and they had that big Super Bowl win in 2010!
How about those other Saints, huh?  I can understand revering someone for doing good shit in their lifetimes, but this whole sainthood thing is pretty annoying.  I know I don’t really answer your prayers very often, but you think I’m going to listen to this list of jokers?  St. Christopher, for example was a fucking devil worshipper!  I don’t care what he says about changing his mind; anyone who is of the mindset that worshipping an evil demon is a good idea, doesn’t ever truly come around again.  In the case of Darth Vader, I’d maybe give him a pass because he’s flippin sweet, but that’s about it.
Can we talk about these Mexicans for a minute, too?  Who the fuck came up with this Santa Muerte, or “Saint Death” character?  But, hey, who am I to comment on what’s whacked about the Catholic church?  They’ve been absorbing pagan dates, rituals, and traditions into their canon from day 1.  It would be hypocrisy to snub the Mexicans what with some of the shit that’s already made its way in.
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You know why birth control is considered bad by the Catholic church?  It’s not because they think you guys need as many babies as possible.  Nor is it due to a desire to spread STD’s as quickly and efficiently as possible.  And as much as it might seem that they are against a guy jizzing on his girlfriend’s asscheek or in her hair, it isn’t that either.
It is quite simply because when you have sex, it isn’t supposed to be for pleasure.
You are supposed to have sex to procreate, and if it happens to feel good in the process, well thanks be to Me for that blessing!
I apparently require proof that the intercourse you are undertaking is purely for the purpose of having a child, and a load shot up inside her is all I need!  This means that if she’s already pregnant, you better keep your dick to yourself.  No reason to be poking around in there.  I’m a little shaky on the details around blowjobs, but I’m sure someone has said that is akin to contraception, much like anal sex.  Which lead us to the reason why the gays are creatures of sin.  I have yet to see a fag deliver a baby out his asshole, so what the hell are those two gentlemen trying to do down there?
This sex-for-procreation hokum is one of those rules people come up with that EVERYONE breaks.  You’ve got guys down there “accidentally” slipping out at the last moment, saying “oh nooo…it didn’t go in, honey”.  To which she’ll reply, “oh bummer, well…next time.”
This horseshit is not from anything I ever said.  Sure, it was important that Adam and Eve make more humans so this awesome new race could prosper and mitigate My boredom, so I had to inform Adam that, as fun as it was to titty-fuck Eve, this would not result in a baby.  Now that you have WAY MORE than enough people (I think we got there like 1,000 years ago), feel free to swallow a pill, stick on a patch, slip on a jimmy, jizz in her hair, or whatever else can slow this madness down.
 
I’m a big fan of secret societies that do secret shit and wear old robey outfits as they gather in subterranean caverns or any other rooms without outside light.  I like them because I get to listen in.
Some of the conversations that go on in private at the Vatican are super shady.  These guys are supposed to be the ones that know the most shit about Me and are shepherding their followers to lead proper lives, ensuring their place in heaven.  Maybe it’s just Me and My Godly outlook on things, but I would think that a prerequisite for becoming a priest, bishop, cardinal, jester, pope, or any of those other jobs, would be to believe in Me.  Kind of like how you expect a bartender to drink, or a cosmetic surgeon to not be fat with a jacked up face.  
But a huge number of these guys do not believe in Me at all!  Some of them still do what they think is right, following the Bible and whatever, but a scary number of others in the church are what I would consider demons.  I don’t mean imp-like creatures from another dimension, but regular humans, sans the conscience.  There are all sorts of them, ranging from those that just plot all sorts of shit, others that manipulate nuns into having sex with them, then forcing them to get abortions.  The most common in the Vatican, though, is your simple cold demons that just don’t care about others.  They care about recruitment, keeping their power, bringing in more money, and keeping things the same.  And sometimes they bang pre-teen boys.
But all that aside, I just love clandestine organizations that are all spooky and cool.  Did you ever see Eyes Wide Shut?  Even though I can see Nicole Kidman naked whenever I want, she was super sexy in that movie.  Just don’t masturbate to her image, guys, because you would be wasting your precious seed.
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This may come as a surprise to any of you that aren’t Mormons, but the members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints, or LDS, are the only ones that really have it right.  While it may seem odd to think of the Native American Indians as Israelites, and difficult to believe that the church’s founder, Joseph Smith, Jr., received from an angel a book of golden plates containing the religious history of said Indians, it is, in fact, factual.  Smith made all sorts of nifty prophecies and a bunch of them came true!  He even predicted that he would die if he was captured by his enemies that wanted to kill him!  Well, guess what?  His enemies captured him.  And they fucking killed him.
              There are something like 14 million card-carrying members of the LDS Church.  That’s more than those that practice Hare Krishna, Jehovah’s Witnesses, Rastafarianism, Wicca, and Scientology.
              If you go line by line of everything they believe, you will find that they are right on the money.  I hesitate to even list the minute number of slight adjustments they could make to fall 100% in line with My actual wishes, and to render their understanding of history absolutely accurate.  Again, these are teensy changes, so they shouldn’t be too difficult to adopt and the adjustments made to your holy texts will be minimal.
              Many of these super minor adjustments relate to Smith’s otherwise historically accurate accounts of the Jewish Native American peoples.  Here they are, real quick:
 
1.      Donkeys, horses, goats, sheep, elephants, pigs, cattle, oxen, and wild goats did not exist in the Americas before Columbus arrived.
2.      Native Americans had no silk, chariots (or any wheels for that matter), magnetic compasses, steel, or a seven-day week.
3.      Many Injuns had advanced farming techniques and numerous staple crops, but definitely did not have barley, wheat, chocolate, potatoes, tomatoes, squash, or lima beans.
4.      There was never a battle on that hill where it says there was a battle.
5.      Everything else is the most immense bullshit imaginable, to the core.
 
Once we resolve these inconsequential tidbits, I can earnestly say in good faith that the Mormons are My chosen ones.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN – Howard Stern and Other Stuff I Like
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Hey now!  If I had a profile on match.com or eHarmony, I would be inundated with messages and proposals for marriage because I am perfect. All chicks are looking for the perfect dude, and I know exactly what they want from their ideal mate. Unfortunately for all My single ladies out there, I'm not on the market at the moment. This chapter will outline many of the things I would put in an online dating profile as things I digg.
As God, I’m all about honesty, happiness, justice, procreation, and appreciation of that which I have created.  An uncouth deity might list these same subjects as bullshit-intolerance, pleasure, revenge, sex, and the naked female body.  But I am not crass and will therefore refrain from such verbiage.
Among My creations, there is but one that comes immediately to mind as being a fellow appreciator of My favorite things, and that is singular radio personality, Howard Stern.  For those of you wondering why your most noble, heartfelt prayers have not been answered, it could very well be because you issued them between 6-10am ET.  I’m afraid I hear little else besides Howard during that time.  He embodies all of those things which I hold dear, and despite the erroneous disdain held by most in the popular media, his creativity and personal qualities are perhaps the closest to Me of any human being (sorry, Pope!).  For those of you now throwing up, I think you just don’t get him.  I so revere this beautiful man that I would have summoned him to write the foreword for this very book.  However, I know how he feels about that.
I also love nature, and not in a conceited, “I made that…” kind of way.  Nature replenishes your spirit.  Your species has only been living indoors for a tiny percentage of your total existence, so even if you’re not consciously aware of it, you crave nature.  It’s the reason why having a plant in your house makes you feel better about your living space.  Even those stupid fake plants affect you.  Nature kicks ass and you should spend more time in it.  As a symbol of your renewed commitment to nature, you should carve your name or initials into an otherwise unmarred tree.
On to procreation and non-procreation-related intercourse.  Being omnipotent and omnipresent can seem a bit voyeuristic to some.  I would be lying and therefore imperfect if I were to say I haven’t vicariously experienced trillions of orgasms over the millennia.  Men and women, men and men, women and women, you guys are always busy.  You’re using what you were given and there’s nothing to feel guilty about.  Keep it up!  Some of your masturbation fantasies are a little off, but as long as you don’t act on some of those really really nasty ones, you’re all still in My good graces.  And don’t think of My omnipresence as being pervy at all.  Sure, I’m there in the room with you every time you’re getting it on, but it’s no creepier than a dad watching from the closet as his son bangs his hot girlfriend.  Oh, that is creepy?  Well, nevermind then.  Let’s proceed on…
Oh, sweet, sweet justice.  When someone fucks up, things have to be settled up.  When a wrong isn’t righted, it just feels wrong.  Do the crime, you gotta do the time.  Every action has an equal or opposite reaction.  Know what I’m saying?  Ye Olde Testament has all sorts of tales of My wrath as I sought justice for the wrongdoings of people.  And apparently giants.  Someone put some shit in there about giants being on Earth back in the day and that they were never supposed to be here in the first place and that’s part of the reason for the floods.  At the time that was written, they were referring to giant people, like ogres or Cyclopseses (what the hell’s the plural for Cyclops?) like in ancient mythology.  Nowadays, bible purists will say that bit was talking about dinosaurs, but that doesn’t really work because there weren’t people on the planet when the dinosaurs were present.  They’ll need to figure out another way to justify their tenuous belief system.  But I digress.  
I love justice and so should you.  If you feel like you’re getting too bloodthirsty, don’t fret.  That’s healthy.  All those guys on death row totally deserve what’s coming to them (if it ever actually comes to them), except for one who was convicted in error.  It was a total misunderstanding, and he really doesn’t deserve to die that way, but I’m afraid I can’t say which one he is, because that would just give more fuel to those bleeding heart activists who will say “See, mistakes are made all the time!  Stop the death penalty!” So, sorry, dude.  You gotta take this one for the team.
I’m just being honest here, My children.  It’s not often pretty, but it’s the only way to be.  Speak your mind and tell the truth.  It may not always get you what you want in the short term, but live a sincere life and you’ll come out on top more often than not.
Oh yeah, and I also love opera music, but only when they use it in movies like in a crazy action war scene where shit blows up in slo-mo or when there are a bunch of helicopters or other gnarly things are happening.  It’s seriously badass.  
BABA BOOEY!!!



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWELVE – Billy Zane and Other Stuff I Fricken Hate


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
As a loving God, I try not to focus on things I dislike, but instead on that which I enjoy and appreciate about what goes on in this topsy-turvy little world of yours.  But as an ever-observant and 100% logical entity, there are many issues with which I take issue which with.  You might call them God-peeves.  I’ll try to limit this list to the most important ones that have a detrimental effect on society as a whole, or otherwise this chapter would end up being 10,000 pages long.  Because so many of My beloved creations are fucking morons.
              Here’s what you need to do something about, in no particular order:
              Those TV shows with the worst skateboarding/boat race/car race/etc. accidents caught on tape are atrocious.  They tap into the worst part of your brain, that section that is telling you to look away but you don’t want to.  There are equivalents to these fucking shows from all through history.  Way way back, a couple of cavemen would be having a heated grunting argument about who ate the last morsel of antelope intestine.  One of them picks up a heavy leg bone and smashes the other across the face.  The rest of the cavemen, cavewomen, caveboys, and cavegirls would watch dispassionately as the attacker continued bashing in his victim’s skull, splattering blood and brains all over the cave.  As he settles down and decides to eat his former friend, the group collectively shrugs and goes about their business.
              Later on, there might be some discussion like “wow, Gruggrug was pissed about that intestine piece.”
              “Yeah, did you see how Nugnug’s skull caved in so easily?  He always was a bit of a pussy.”
              
[image: cavemen.jpg]
 
The same shit went on at public executions, during wars, in the schoolyard, and now with TV.  I don’t blame the people that make it, I blame you.  They only make those shows because you watch them.  For those of you that are completely desensitized to violence, it’s not that big a deal because you’re already lost.  But for those of you that watch it and say “I’m changing this channel…right at the next commercial…”, you know it’s wrong, but do it anyway.
              The same thing goes for tabloid newspapers and magazines you pick up in line at the grocery store.  
              “Wow, look at all that cellulite on the back of her thighs!  Hmm…so she’s not as perfect as everyone thinks, after all…” How fucked up is that?  It’s so wrong, and most of you know it’s wrong but buy that paper anyway.  If you’ve ever said, “that’s just not right…” and then exchanged money for the nonrightness, you just paid for that asshole photographer to go find another celebrity to stalk.  Have some self-control and do what’s right or you are doing wrong.  There is no “well, I didn’t take the picture…” because you might as well have.  It’s seriously douchey.
              Along the same lines as the above crap is traffic.  Freeways get jammed up for only a couple of reasons.  One of them is because an accident happened in the last couple hours, and even if it is completely clear, you dumbasses have to look at the remains.  You say, “well, I’ve been sitting in this all this time, I might as well see what the hell it was” and justify hitting your brakes that one last time (even though the car in front of you has already accelerated away after their own prolonged glance) because it’s not like you started the traffic, AND you get to resume your normal speed again in a second anyway.  That’s what the fuckers 1, 5, 10, and 20 miles ahead of you said to themselves, too, and the reason why you sat in traffic 10-20-30 minutes longer than you needed to.  It’s one of the best examples of a collective “fuck it”, while internally hating the phenomenon and cursing all of the other drivers as if they are causing it.  YOU are causing it.
              The other reason for traffic is when the flow starts to slow down just a little bit due to additional cars merging onto the freeway.  This event begins a very fast chain reaction wherein the majority of you move closer to the vehicle in front of you to keep too many new cars from getting in.  I mean, shit…you’ve been on this freeway longer than they have and you’ve EARNED your place in “line”.  All of these assholes are essentially “cutters” to you.  Maybe this goes back to seeing jerks cutting in line when you were a kid, but whatever the reason, it is senseless.  This is one of those fascinating cases where the act of being kind (letting someone into “your” lane) reaps immediate rewards for the whole society.  But no, fuck that, why does that bitch get to be in front of me?  She didn’t even signal!
              Moving on.  My unmerciful wrath is beginning to build and you all don’t need another world-scale flood right now.
              Since we’re on the subject of bestiality, let’s talk about animal porn.  I watch a LOT of porn, and nothing really fazes Me.  So when some sick fuck decided to film his wife with the family dog, I was pretty taken aback.  I asked Myself, “Self, did they really have to have free will?”  I can honestly tell you that if you sit back for a second, close your eyes, and imagine the nastiest, most impossibly disgusting sexual shit that could ever be imagined, it has been done.  Sea anemones?  Yep.  Elephants?  You betcha?  And I’m not just talking about oral.  Turtles, alligators, unicorns, monkeys, sharks, lions, tigers, bears, oh yeah.  You name it, it’s been violated with a penis attached to a seriously deranged fuck.  
For a while I thought this would remain a guy thing since cavemen were trying to stick themselves into anything with a hole.  But then women started getting all freaky-deaky, too.  Did you know there was this English Queen that died by having a horse fall on top of her while she was having it bang her?  Yeah.  
              If you ever heard the term “a special place in hell”, that refers to the place that these freaks of nature go.  I’ll admit, some animals are really cute.  But if you’re starting to feel your attraction go to a place that you wouldn’t want your mother and friends to know about, get that poison out of your system.  
              The only exception to this rule is that unholy eyesore, the platypus.  If for some reason you feel compelled to rape one of those bastards, go for it.  Just be sure to kill it afterward.  What if the thing got pregnant?  I don’t even want to think about the profane hybrid that would come of such a union.
              Phew, I could go on bitching about this stuff for eternity, but we have more to cover, so I’ll be brief on some more shit I hate and then move on.
              Whiners.  Shut the hell up.  Don’t be a baby.
              Hypocrites suck and the worst part about it is they don’t know they’re hypocrites.  Someone needs to start a vigilante team that watches for blatant hypocrisy and then brands the perpetrator(s) with a big letter H, like in the Scarlett Letter, but with an H for Hypocrite instead of an A for Adultery.
              The French.  Could it be that God hates an entire country?  Yessiree.  Don’t even get Me started.
              Tough guys.  Yeah, you know who I’m talking about.  You act like you’re such a badass, when in fact you’re just a tiny little person that feels so widdle and small.  Did Mommy not give you huggy-wuggies enough?  Did Daddy beat you up and now it’s your turn?  Don’t take it out on other people.  Stop trying to start fights and get into therapy.  Pussy.
              And finally (for now), Billy Zane.  This guy calls himself an actor.  I’ve seen every movie ever made and you are absolutely the worst actor in history.  Your best work was as Match in Back to the Future.  Tom Berenger almost made up for you in Sniper, but he can only do so much.  That movie could have been the bestest movie ever made.  But instead you shat all over the screen.  And then in Titanic you had moments where you were like just there in the scene and not making a face or saying anything, and it was almost like you were doing well.  But then you made a FACE and SAID something!  How did they give you $2 Mill for Cleopatra?  Anyway, I’m not trying to hurt any feelings here, so just stop making movies and TV shows and we’ll call it square.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN - Israel and the Jews
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Everyone knows that the Jews have been fucked with for millennia.  There’s just something about them as a race that has kept them on people’s shitlist for so long.  It doesn’t matter if they are poor and nomadic, poor and non-nomadic, lower middle-class and minding their own business in one place, or highly successful and running companies.  Show Me a Jew and I’ll find you a million people that hate him.  From the year 250 to before 1950, about 1700 years, Jews were booted from different European countries more than 80 times.  Do they have really bad breath?
              Where did all this come from and why does it persist in these modern, enlightened times?  It’s hard to say, actually.  Maybe at some point after hating a group for so long, it just becomes tradition.  Like how dung beetles eat shit.  Do they like eating shit, or is it just what Mama Beetle showed them they’re supposed to do?
              Historians have cited a list of 7 separate, specific reasons why Jews have been hated over time.
 
1.      They have all the money
2.      They’re good scapegoats for our problems
3.      They killed Jesus H. Christ
4.      They call themselves the “Chosen” people
5.      They’re just too different from us
6.      They are an inferior race
7.      They are cheapskate Jews
 
The problem with most of these reasons is that at different periods, the Jews have had different social statuses, wealth, and belief systems.  Are they the only people that are cheap?  You know you’ve been jewed by non-Jews before.
For most of the past 2000 years they’ve been poor.  It doesn’t make sense for it to be the Jesus thing since he was actually killed by the Romans and the Jews were just considered accomplices in that.  You’d think the real hatred would be against the Romans if it’s really about Jesus, but then there wouldn’t be Christianity if he hadn’t been killed, right?  Besides, they were hated well before Jesus was born.  As for the “Chosen” thing, the Jews in Germany before WWII were against the whole idea of it and set to work assimilating into society.  But then the holocaust came and wiped out a good chunk of them anyway.  And, yes, that really happened.  The Nazi’s were some of the ones saying Jews were an inferior race, yet that contradicts how others say the reason they suck is because they are too successful and powerful.
In the end, I think different peoples have had different reasons for hating Jews, and in many cases didn’t actually know what it was they hated about them (large, hooked noses don’t count).  Like how white people hated the coloreds after they were freed.  “Look at them walking around all free!”  If only there was some way to reroute all this revulsion from the Jews over to the French, a people who deserve it!
While there are quite a few Jews that fall under some of My categories for things I hate…wait a second.  Is Billy Zane a Jew?  Now there’d be a reason to hate the whole race!  Oh, no…My assistant just told Me he’s Greek.  Hmm…well, anyway, as I was saying, there are plenty of Jewish individuals that cause traffic via stupidity like you do, sneeze in crowded public places without covering their mouths like you do, whine about shit like you do, and engage in bestiality like you do.  Therefore, they are no more deserving of people’s hatred than any of the other minorities out there.  
As for their presence in Israel since after the holocaust, well that’s a pretty touchy subject.  I am a fair and impartial God and don’t like to take sides on your petty little human issues.  I suppose I would have to ask if we could all just get along?  Israel…um…more settlements in the Palestinian areas?  Really?
And besides all the stuff about land rights, holy places, and whatnot…does anyone really want to fuck with Israel?  I mean, after all the shit they’ve been through for the past 2,000 years, I think they’ve made it pretty clear that they’re not going to be pushed around anymore.  Step off, Iran…you’re just going to give them an excuse for venting some major aggression that’s been building up.  As big a fan as I am of justice, I’d hate to see the non-crazy population of your country nuked.
All right, Jews.  Now we need to get real for a minute.  Sure, you’ve been the underdogs for a while, and yeah, the Nazi’s weren’t nice to you.  I get that.  The thing is, when you’ve got so many people that have thoughts about you, assuming stereotypes are reality, and believing all the stupid shit they hear, it is YOUR responsibility to help mitigate the situation for your people.  Make some concessions on some of it for the greater good of your race.
Examples:
 
Stereotype 1: Jews are cheap
Real life: Many Jews are cheap
Concession: Stop being cheap
              Stereotype 2: Jews are elitists
                            Real life: Most Jews are elitist
                            Concession: Stop being elitist
              Stereotype 3: Jews have big, hooked noses
                            Real life: Some Jews have big hooked noses
                            Concession: plastic surgery
 
              It’s as simple as that!  Likewise, if you are rich and in a position of power at the top of a media company, you can’t ever complain about being stereotyped.  It is the same as a black teenager being in a gang, rolling through the hood with his boys in a ’64 Impala with all the windows tinted, carrying large quantities of drugs and weapons.  When the police, or 5-0, pull them over, they can’t cry racial profiling or otherwise bitch in any way.
              Similarly, Middle Eastern or Indian people that do not utilize an effective antiperspirant or deodorant, and radiate a forcefield of stench 2 meters in every direction, cannot complain that people assume they stink because they are Arabs.
              Another stereotype of Jews is that they are the ones controlling the worldwide jewelry trade.  This one is a little more difficult because jewelry is named after Jews, but we can rectify it with relative speed and efficiency if every Jewish person involved in the jewelry trade sold their businesses off or quit their jobs and chose new careers in any field other than entertainment.
              You see how I am looking out for you?  I don’t want anyone to get the wrong idea about preferential treatment, because that would just shine a new light on you, so let us leave it at that.  Mtsots li ta'zain! 
              



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN – Islam
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Eek.  I’m as nervous writing this as you are reading it.  What happens if I even slightly offend a radical Islamic terrorist or leader?  Who gets kidnapped and/or killed?  The publishers?  My editors?  Have no fear, o faithful lambs.  I actually have nothing even subtly provocative to say about My Muslim children (because I’m not crazy!).
              You see, Islam is the only true religion.  All of the other ones are wrong.  And I’m not just saying that for fear of My angels being be-winged by fanatics.  No, really!  In My position, you do not fear your own creations.  I’m not going to pull punches because of any particular sub-group’s supposed over-sensitivity and notorious reputation for merciless retaliation.  Not Me, My friends.  That is, if I had any punches to pull, which I don’t.  Why would I?
              As the only true religion, Islam is the most beautiful of all.  Its traditions are awe-inspiringly exquisite, and all of its followers are infallible.  They are right in the case of anything they say or do that non-Muslims don’t like.  100% of the time.
              If a guy named Joe in another country does something distasteful, Muslim extremists are entirely justified when they lop off his head.  If another hypothetical infidel named Ted doesn’t actually do or say anything distasteful, but another member of his family, company, or ethnicity does, then Ted really shouldn’t expect his lower and upper halves to remain united.  This is simply the way it goes when messing with My one and only, fully-endorsed, chosen religion.
              Mohammed (peace be upon him) is My primary messenger, and all prophets before and after are only so-so.  He seriously rules.  I would love to put a picture of him in this book so you could see just how awesome he is, but that would be totally wrong and whatever horrible shit happened as a result of his image being presented in print would be completely warranted.  The image below is a silhouette of a non-Mohammed Muslim guy. 
[image: islam.jpg]
 
              I’ll say it again: I fricken love Islam.  I love Sunnis, I love Shia.  Are there any other kinds?  Well, I love them, too.  I mean, come on, 99.92% of them are completely rational, good-hearted people.  What about the other .08?  They are perfect.
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIXTEEN – Chinese People
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Here’s another group of My children that I’m really proud of.  The Chinese are a society steeped in honored traditions, rich history, and innovations.  Did you know that a Chinaman invented the compass?  They also invented walls, karate, rice, karaoke, instant noodles, smartness, and gunpowder.
              Chinese people lead the world in cars, consumer electronics, and video games.  They make iPods and iPhones in China, Toyotas and Hondas in Japan, and some of the best TV’s in Korea.
              It’s sometimes difficult to comprehend the impact they have on global economics and culture, because Chinese people speak so many different languages in many different countries in the Far East.  They speak Japanese in Japan, Korean in Korea, Vietnamese in Vietnam, and Chinese in China.  Even though they all look alike to most Westerners, Chinese people are actually quite a diverse people.  Believe it or not, all Chinese people do not always get along with all other Chinese people.  The ones in South Korea have been at war with North Korea for some time, albeit a bloodless one for many years.  Likewise, the Chinese people in Japan actually invaded mainland China a couple times.
              Putting their differences aside, though, has brought great prosperity to the Chinese in recent years.  Western economies have become fairly dependent upon the Chinese countries, which is quite a 180 from a few decades back.
              Now that I have explained the fundamental characteristics as well as the deep intricacies of the Chinese people, I’d like to go even deeper on the subject, shining a holy light on one of the larger Chinese countries: China.
              China has made a rather large shift in the last 2 centuries.  They have gone from a country occupied entirely by Samurais and Ninja, locked together in an epic struggle over control of the Great Wall, to a society of Commies, regular farmer-types, and your general middle class folk.  The Commies are not unlike an overly-controlling mother-in-law that has something to say about every little thing you do.  Mother-in-laws are the reason I never married any hot chick Gods from neighboring universi.  Not because I couldn’t commit or wasn’t attractive enough or powerful enough or had enough spacebucks or didn’t want Godkids or anything else like that.  Completely My choice, so fuck off.
              These Commie guys are so terrified of losing power and being overthrown by their billion-plus citizens that they keep them down.  They do silly shit like keep them from googling stuff about the government, ban awesome TV shows and movies like Ben-Hur, Pirates of the Caribbean 3, and Brokeback Mountain.  The latter will obviously prevent their people from becoming Christians, pirates, or gay, but at what cost?
              Commies are also panicking about these Falun Gong people.  All they want to do is practice yoga and live truthful lives (albeit with a sprinkling of weird shit mixed in there for good measure), but when too many people are into one thing, it brings them together.  And those Chinamen at the top do not want any of their people getting together and organizing.
 
[image: china.jpg]
 
              Fortunately for the oppressed people of China, there is hope on the horizon.  I have specific knowledge I sourced from My omnipotence that informs Me that an epic revolution is in the works.  The movement’s leadership has people well-placed in key spots within the government and military and will surprise the hell out of the Commies pretty soon.  Fortunately, this book will be instantly banned without a single Commie reading it, so the resistance need not fear their plans being revealed prematurely. 
              Unfortunately, the country is going to be a bit of a clusterfuck for a while after the dust settles, and other countries will need to find some other cheap, semi-slave labor to make their cell phones, computers, clothes, cars, and other fabulous consumer goods.
              Maybe the Chinese people in Thailand or Cambodia will be able to take the reins when it’s all said and done.  I only knows.
              I confess, I don’t receive many prayers from Chinamen, and as a result may not feel as intimately in-tune with them as I am with most other nations, but I love them no less than everyone else.  
Kanpai!



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN – The Blacks
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This here chapter is for My beautiful black brothers an sisters out there.  If you don’t speak black, just move on to the next chapter, cause this shit’s gonna be for reals, y’all.  I ain’t gonna try an talk all proper an shit just cause there’s a bunch of white folk trying to be all up in My business as I lay it out.  Tupac said it best when…
              All right, I think most of them moved on.  Let’s do this.
              Can you believe that your people were fucking slaves?  Holy hell, that is some heavy ass shit to have on your shoulders.  Mother fuckers tried to tell them that they weren’t even people, just these dumbass animals made for working.  As far as most blacks are concerned, your race's history begins with slavery.  Then you've got another century of oppression, inequality, and bigotry. What, then, is your identity?  Would you consider yourselves simply a hard-working people with some obstacles to overcome?  Clearly not...
Unlike other immigrants to new countries, you don’t have this connection to your previous home, with a storied culture to latch onto, deciding over the years and generations how much of the old ways you wish to blend with the new.  Indians (dot, not feather) have migrated to many countries and have adapted in different ways in each.  Likewise for recent African immigrants to various spots all over the world.  But none of them have the baggage hanging over them that you do, and strangely, they’re not really considered “black people” in the minds of their new neighbors.  They’re African people; in the same way that Russian immigrants aren’t just considered more white people, but fucking Russians, and who knows if those guys are in the mafia or what…
        But this chapter isn’t about anybody with a foreign accent, it’s about all ya’ll out there with a blaccent.  Primarily in the US of A.  You were born into a shitty deal.  A few brothers and sisters make it "out" and start blending with the rest of society in their respective countries, but then that's frowned upon by most that are still "keeping it real".  Keeping it real poor and unhappy. So what's the solution?
Go back to Africa. 
Gotcha!  Haha...that's just wrong. No, I was actually going to put that as a thought-provoking rhetorical question to which I would would then answer Myself with "No way!  That's no more your home than Turkey or New Zealand!"  You’re home is where you are right now—or where you at, as T-Mobile is fond of asking as they attempt to market their cellular phone services to your demographic.
Whether you’re working a shitty ass legitimate job, selling drugs or any other illegal or high-risk occupation, what it comes down to is you’re just trying to make a dollar out of fifteen cents.  You’re trying to get paid, make ends, skrillah, scratch, benjamins, cheese, the shizzle for rizzle.
Well, let Me brighten things up for you right now.  You might think everyone that isn’t black hates you, or at least thinks less of you.  But here’s the shit that no one realizes: everybody under 30 loves you (even if they’re a little scared of you)!  They consider you the epitome of cool.  They want to be just like you!  
Look at how clothes styles have changed over the years to match you.  Originally, a black kid wore baggy pants with his ass hanging out because he had to wear his older brother’s hand-me-downs.  Same with shirts and jackets and anything else over-sized.   A little-known fact is that dudes started wearing the hats crooked to the side so they could see if a police helicopter, or “ghettobird”, was up there watching them.  Even those ugly ass huge rims with the shit spinning on them came from a foo with a broken ass hooptie with the hubcaps barely hanging on.  And My beautiful black sisters with those big beautiful booties…well those just came from your genetics and eating too much food that’s bad for you, but now everybody wants one of those babies!
My point is, you’ve already got a new generation looking up to you with admiration, and hardly even thinking about whether or not their wallet or purse is safe in your presence!  Now is your chance to seize the moment and not lose them as they get older.  I’ve been known to say “always do the right thing”, and this is the time to really take that to heart.  The following are a few pointers on how best to keep from losing your established fanbase as they get older, and to make sure that your own kids, the next generation, have shit a whole lot easier:
1.      Lower the volume in public (referring to both the car stereos and the voices in Walmart)
2.      Be silent in movie theaters
3.      Don’t kill each other
4.      Wait to get into the car or all the way home before beating your child when they deserve that shit
5.      Be polite
6.      Use condoms and/or birth control pills until you are financially and emotionally ready to have and raise a child
7.      Keep each other in check with the above items, cause have you ever seen what happens when some white bitch tries to say some shit to a black mama at the store after she yells at her kid for acting a fool?  It makes it very difficult for items 1, 3, 4, and 5 to be abided by.  So you look out for your friends and family and set them straight by saying the shit you’re thinking about saying and not keeping it in until that white bitch says it.
 
Now results from this hard work won’t come immediately, but they’ll come pretty damned fast.  You all have been where you’re at long enough and it’s high time that some other minority takes over the shitty spot.  
           



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN – The Gays
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
These days, few of My wonderful humans have it as a hard as the gays. Pun intended!  Their erections at the sight of an accommodating anus or mouth are the stuff of legend up here.  My sometimes-gorgeous lesbian ladies can also be sexual dynamos, but they're still chicks so most of that shit is in their heads. 
As fun as queerness can be, though, it comes loaded with societal downsides (did you catch that "comes loaded"?...I could do this double entendre stuff all day!).  For some reason that goes back quite a ways, gays are disgusting to a lot of people.  It matters not that plenty of heterosexual people engage in seriously deviant sexual practices that far exceed the simple anal penetration practiced by the majority of homos.  And as long as that freaky hetero shit falls within the law, it’s little more than gossip fodder for those with less interesting sex habits.
Homosexuals have been so universally shat upon for the past century, that they’ve actually been My Chosen People since 1955.  Yeah, sorry, modern Jews, but it’s a floating title that goes to the most down-trodden at any given time.  Since you’re all badass now, there’re folks out there that need it more than you.
So I’m going to use this opportunity to get some shit straight about the gays.  Let us start with the group that’s most provocative to “normal” sensibilities: The Trannies.  And I don’t mean the weirdos that dress up as chicks, I’m talking full-on transsexual action!
Here’s how it works.  When a squiggly little spermy merges with the female egg, the DNA from each contributor gets all spliced together and organized, deciding things like eye color, hair texture, tooth fuck-up-ed-ness (sorry, English), and whether or not your shit will stink.  One of the principal choices decided is gender.  This choice is determined by the man’s sperm, but it is not always as simple as dude or chick.  While it is relatively rare, sometimes a little too much of this and not enough of that makes a dude with chick parts or a chick with dude parts.  The shit happens and there’s no reason to throw up, be angry, or afraid of these people.  Just be happy it didn’t happen to you, because it’s a pretty difficult hand to be dealt.
The only reason trannies are worth talking about in modern society is because of the Adam and Eve story.  People figure because you all started with two genders, a garden variety mom and dad, that there must only be two genders.  Well, here’s another misconception that I will reconcept.  There are actually FIVE genders.
 
1.      Dude (Male)
2.      Chick (Female)
3.      Dick (Shemale)
4.      Chude (Malesh)
5.      Hermaphrodite (Tie-game)
 
Now then, sometimes you get yourself what would normally just be your standard dyke lesbian.  You can tell who these ones are at a pretty young age, because they act more like little boys, aren’t interested in girlie things, get in fights, and prefer to hang out with the boys over girls (until later).  Some call them “tomboys”.  Mind you, there are obviously plenty of non-lesbo tomboys.  What happens occasionally, because there are people out there that don’t deserve to live, is one of these tomboys will be sexually abused in some manner while they’re still young or at a critical point in their emotional development.  As they get older, they might flip between wanting to be with chicks and guys, or will try to meld with what they think society wants them to be, but eventually they decide they want to shed their femaleness altogether, and become bonafide dudes.  This is their prerogative, and it doesn’t go against anything I gave them.  What goes against My wishes is the sick fuck that messed with her-now-him in the first place.
If you’ve ever heard about someone that died in a particularly crazy-sounding way where no one else was hurt or killed at the same time—like a guy being hit by a bus that throws him over a fence into the city zoo’s lion pit where he is slowly ripped to shreds and eaten—that might just be a little bit of juicy justice being dished out.
Abuse isn't the only reason a standard dyke goes tranny, but it's often the culprit. 
In the case of the tranny guys that want to be girls, well that’s really just a higher degree of gayness.  There are flamers and then there are super flamers that are so much like women that it just doesn’t feel right to have a cock.  They have those amazing instruments lopped off and an artificial vag drilled into them.  It isn’t always pretty, but My philosophy for all of My creations is “whatever makes you happy”…except for that, Lou Freidstone!  Get that shit out of your head or you’ll find yourself in a lion pit.
It can suck right not, My trantastic friends, but don’t fret none!  In a few years a smart pants doctor is going to find a way to weld the hacked off cocks of MtF’s to the FtM’s, and insert the undesired pussy’s of FtM’s into the MtF’s.  Then everyone will be happy.  I will be super proud the day that I get to see a newly-cocked guy fucking his ex-vag with the former cock of the new owner of his old vag.  Hopefully the shear paradoxical awesomeness of that act won’t rip a hole in the space-time continuum.
 
Let’s talk about rug munchers.
Lesbians come in all shapes and flavors, from lipstick to bulldyke and everything in-between.  Many in the gay community believe that your standard-issue lesbo has it easy compared to the rest of the LGBT (legbite?) population.  First and foremost, this is because two chicks getting it on is really hot.  And not just to heterosexual men.  True, a guy sees two chicks making out and then one starts to finger the other, and he can’t help but imagine that the two of them would love to be doing what they’re doing while somehow simultaneously taking care of him.  Plenty of porn has been made demonstrating this exact arrangement, but few non-sports-star/actor/billionaire men have had the privilege of actually living it for a number of reasons.  The main one being that they are not chicks, but only slightly less often because the guy is just ugly or fat or stinks or all of the above.
Oftentimes, a female engages in lesbianic behavior because she has been exposed to porn or a lot of sexual imagery early in life and her outlook on sex becomes very much centered around the female body.  When hanging out with her hot teenaged friend, the two of them may end up having an awkward experimentation session, in many cases the first time either have done anything directly sexual.  Sometimes they are more comfortable having these relations with the same gender because teenaged boys are just over-eager, horny bastards that scare them.
While 99.9% of gay guys are born that way, a smaller percentage of women that consider themselves lesbians chose to go that route.  And hell, women are hot, sexy little creatures, if I do say so Myself, so it’s understandable.
That said, the vast majority of lesbians are your more masculine, guylike ones that were born with a little more dude in them from the beginning, and therefore aren’t interested in having any more dude in them than they already have.  The only problem with them, as far as I’m concerned, is the fact that they still have enough female hormones pumping through them that they can be prone to cat fights.  Anyone that’s been in a sorority knows what can happen when there are too many vaginas in the room.  
All I can say to My sexy girl-on-girl daughters is to beware of all of those emotions.  Do your damnedest to censor yourself when it’s that time of the month, and try to think more like a man.  While it doesn’t really help resolve issues between hetero men and their girlfriends/wives, it’ll go a long way toward bringing you some sanity, so you can remain focused on exploring each other’s hot bodies as often as possible.  Remember that you are inherently over-sensitive like all other women, if to a lesser degree. 
 
To My horn-dog queens, I say: you are fabulouuuussssss!  I love the way you talk all gay, dress fashionably, and are creative with everything and everyone you do. A little-known fact is that all of the angels are queers as well!  While they don't have genitalia in the traditional sense, they have found countless innovative ways to fuck each other.
I know it’s a generalization to say that all fags think about is fag sex, which they do a good portion of the time, but they think about many other things, too.  They think about their jobs and their families, they have opinions on politics and foreign affairs, and they’ve even been known to think about what they want to make for dinner or have for dessert!  It’s crazy to think about dudes that put their dicks into other dude’s assholes and/or mouths as being regular people with feelings and stuff, I know.  But it’s true!  It’s almost as though they are actual human beings.  Weird!
To hate queers is a not just a recent phenomenon.  There have been several brief as well as long periods in your people’s history where they have been ostracized before now.  And not to burst the bubbles of all you compassionate, progressive liberals out there, but you are not the first in history to be accepting of gayness, either.  It’s been a bit of a roller-coaster ride.  And not the kind where it does like one loop and a spiral then goes backwards through the same track.  I’m talking about those long ones that slowly go up with that tick-tick-tick-tick sound before dropping off practically straight down with all the screaming and crying, swirling around an inside turn and then twists you into an outside turn before going back up again into a double loop that makes half the riders nauseous, and you’d really be okay if it ended after another twenty seconds, but it goes ON for another two minutes (kinda like this sentence did)!  I mean, I guess you waited all that time in the long ass line and want to get your money’s worth, but sweet Jesus enough is enough!
Well, it just might be that it finally has been enough, My lovelies.  In most modernized nations, your people are making major headway toward being accepted as almost-normal people!  You’re allowed to officially marry in a few select places around the world, you’ve got TV shows with token gay characters, annual parades through major city streets, and can sometimes slip through the cracks and adopt a child.  All that, and you only started really fighting 30 years ago!  It’s amazing progress and you should be proud of yourselves.
I do have a few little Godly suggestions for you, though, so don’t get all bitchy on Me, okay?
 
1.      AIDS…Eek!  Watch out.
2.      Don’t think that you’re going to be better parents than heteros.  No matter how much love you have to give, you’re just as much at risk of raising bratty, spoiled little bastards.
3.      Don’t stay in bad relationships just to show the world how much better you are, and therefore not representative of an old stereotype.
4.      Always use a non-flavored, water-based lubricant for anal penetration
 
If you keep up the good work and avoid doing anything overly crazy, you will be on track for ceding your place as My Chosen People to the morbidly obese.  Oh, and don’t freak out if anyone says “gays are the new Jews”.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER NINETEEN – Fat People
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Since small tribes decided to merge together into larger, centrally governed societies, there have always been the outcasts at the bottom rung for everyone else to shit upon.  Some of these folks were retards, cripples, or had nasty disfigurements like John Merrick – “The Elephant Man”, Tom Cruise in Vanilla Sky, or Eric Stoltz.  The difference between these people and those that are bullied due to their race or religion, is that they are essentially alone in their misery. Furthermore, it has always been socially acceptable to mock them, throw rocks, smack them around, or do anything else to which one feels entitled, due to their own lack of disfigurement. 
In an earlier chapter of this holy text, I told the story of Gruggrug and Nugnug, two simple cavemen with a beef over a piece of food. What I didn't mention at that time was that GG and NN were the best of friends since they were cavebabies.  Their favorite pastime was to go to the “haunted cave” where the old one-eyed, one-toothed, lipless Frugfrug lived.  Frugfrug had a degenerative disease similar to leprosy, and after his appearance became sufficiently different from his cavemates, he was exiled and had to find another cave.
Since Gruggrug found Frugfrug’s abnormalities offensive, he enjoyed causing the old man pain and anguish.  It made him feel strong and, in some small way, he was throwing rocks at the disease itself, as if to say “you will never infect me”.  Nugnug was more of a follower, and would usually try to impress Gruggrug by going a step further with the attacks.  He might throw a larger rock, or dare to approach the terrifying old coot for a swift kick in the shin.  Well, Nugnug got his, didn’t he?
This sort of activity has been the distraction of choice for countless generations of kids and adults alike.  With the modernized consciousness that’s permeated most of your cultures in recent decades, this sort of cruelty to those least able to defend themselves has greatly subsided in adults, though still has plenty of room for improvement with your asshole kids.  That isn’t to say that they haven’t made huge strides from when you were kids, though!  I watched shamefully as you made retard faces to retards, spoke with that deaf voice to the deaf kids (as if they could hear your mocking), and beat up the gay kids to show how not gay you were (which it turns out you were).
The shit I see nowadays from the brats can be anything from messing with the goth loner-types, to making fun of a kid’s shoes or clothes because they’re generic.  And while the majority of it is verbal, as opposed to physical abuse, it still happens plenty.  Each community around the world has their own target prey(s).  In Chandpur, Bangladesh, the majority has found a common victim in members of a particular family.  If you are in any way associated with this one clan, prepare to be fucked with.  In the jungles of K’waunginai in the Congo, people with their earlobes attached as opposed to hanging freely are considered bad luck and are spat upon if they come too near.  I could go on and on and on and on, but I will not, because I choose not to, not because you don’t want Me to.  The Lord!  Me!
And here we have come to the subject of this chapter.  That was a long lead-in, I know, but I wanted to give you the right perspective on this situation, because, believe it or not, you’re still a fucking cave(wo)man.
Fat people are fat.  They eat a lot of food—more than required to live—and it gets stored in their bodies, causing them to grow larger, wear bigger clothes, walk slower, and breathe louder.  It is more difficult for them to do simple tasks like put on shoes, take a shit, walk up stairs, fit in an airplane seat, and stop eating.
Now, I’m obviously not talking about a chick with a fat ass, a guy with a beer gut, or anyone that hasn’t noticed that everything they do is more difficult.  In fact, you will know exactly who I am and amn’t talking about by answering the following survey questions:
 
1.      Do you find that people stare at you everywhere you go? (and not due to some other horrible disfigurement or because you’re hot and have huge tits)
2.      Has a stranger ever come up to you and told you that you need to lose weight?
3.      Has a waitress or waiter ever made a face or said something to you for ordering dessert?
 
If none of the above has happened to you, you’re not fat enough for this chapter.  Gain another 50 and then we’ll talk.  If you answered yes to 2 or more of the above, well you sit right down (haha, as if you were standing), and listen to Ol’ God for a few minutes.
Here’s the deal, My large friends: non-fatties feel they have a right to let you know exactly what they think of you.  The same person that might be highly sensitive to “normal” people, does not follow the same rules of tact with you.  This is because they think that you have decided to eat like a pig.  They wish they could eat whatever they want, as much as they want, but they don’t want to get fat.  Their feeling is that because you have apparently said “fuck it”, and actually show yourself in public, that it’s open season.
Try to think of what other type of person (race, religion, handicap) could be on a city street and have someone yell from their car “hey [fill in observed shortcoming here]!”  And, yes, the gays still get this, too, but I already addressed them so they don’t count in this chapter.  I guarantee that 98.6% of the super fat have had someone yell from afar:  “hey fatass!”, “go on a diet!”, “something something, you fat fuck!”, or “(s)he’s gonna blow!” followed by laughter.  How is this acceptable?!?
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Here’s the deal.  People’s addictions rarely affect those they do not know personally.  The two most obvious that can affect strangers are cigarette smoking and alcoholism.  Others such as gambling, shopping, drugs, sex, work, and video games aren’t exactly visible to strangers in public, but they can be serious addictions nonetheless.  Food addiction is the only one that cannot be hidden by the addict.  Despite many asserting that fat people should turn into recluses—as many end up becoming on their own—fat people have as much right to walk down a fucking street as everyone else.  And they have the right to do it without the color commentary.  It’s time everyone left their caves for good.
Okay…that was awesome.  I got a little bit wrathy on your asses there for a minute.  You like that?  Yeah, I know you do.
As for My chunky children, well, we still need to have a word or three.  You know you have a problem and I know that food feels good.  It doesn’t even have to taste all that great, but it makes things feel a little bit better, if only while you’re actually eating it.  There are a lot of therapists and doctors and quote-unquote experts out there that have all sorts of big ideas about how to help you with your problem, but YOU have a solution within you that is better than anything any of them can offer you.  And that’s the fact that you’re going to die before you should.  
Much like a smoker, you know that the shit is killing you, but it’s a slow kill so you put it out of your head.  You’ll diet next week.  It’s hard to act on something that isn’t happening to you right this second, in your face, like a heart attack.  And you’re not interested in listening to what anyone else has to say about your problem because, seriously, what the fuck do they know?  So I’m telling you right now—as any frank doctor would tell you—that you gotta stop that shit.  And I say it with love, unlike the assholes that give you unsolicited diet advice in public.  
Cut out that gallon of soda first; that’s an easy win.  Then change what you snack on in-between meals to something that’s still acceptable, if not as glorious as 14 HoHo's or those deep-fried peanut butter, marshmallow, and lard sandwiches topped with a quart of ice cream (which, admittedly, is delish!).  You go in stages like that.  Start walking around the neighborhood (feel free to bring a taser to pop one off on any motherfuckers that want to say shit to you), and you’ll watch that fat melt away every day.  Also, be sure to bring a towel to sop up that sweat, because damn…think about how much you sweat just from blinking!  Every day is easier, and tomorrow will be even easier than that.  Understand that it’s an addiction like drinking booze or shooting smack.  Join a group, if you need to, if for no other reason than to see other people that are fatter than you to make you feel better about yourself.
And with that said, My ample ones, I leave you with one final commandment:
Don’t pass it on.  If you’ve got a kid, be as big a hypocrite as you want and make them eat right.  If you don’t know what eating right is, just feed them the opposite of whatever you’ve been eating.
I wish you the best of luck, and if it proves to be too hard for you, well that’s just fine…I love you anyway and I’ll see you soon.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY – Space



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I like to call space the “Final Frontier”.  This is due to the fact that once you have explored the ins and outs of your planet, there are no more “frontiers”, or undiscovered country.  While you still have much to learn about your oceans, and haven’t even captured a live specimen of a Loch Ness Monster, or come across any sharksquid or leviathans, you basically have Earth figured out.
              It’s pretty pathetic that you’ve only sent people to La Luna, and a couple of remote control cars to Mars.  I know you’ve got more important shit to focus on like global warming, X-Box games, and tanning, but if you don’t speed things up, you’re going to lose the race with all of My other children in the universe.
              One of the reasons it’s difficult for Me to focus on your prayers and day-to-day wishes, is because there are approximately 112 trillion other sentient beings out there with spirits inside them.  There’s this one solar system with two inhabited planets, each with advanced civilizations.  You thought you were needy?  The Khanzexors and Spocktraniacs are super religious people that begin and end every sentence with Zixsplat derka derka Chexmix, which roughly translates to “With God’s permission, I say.”
              I have to authorize every fucking thing they say!  It’s ludicrous.
              When I see more advanced beings developing on one of the billions of planets with life, I pray that they don’t start thinking about Me.  I’ve got enough shit to do, seriously.  And don’t ask Me what I do nowadays besides observe and judge because I most certainly do other thing.
              At present there are more than 2,000 planets with semi-intelligent life that I can tell are on the cusp of going all God on Me.  It all starts with death or weather or a meteorite streaking landing in someone’s porridge.  
“What made the ground shake?”
“Why did she die?”
“Where did all the water go?”
“Why did a rock from the sky land in my porridge?”
Once they start asking these accursed questions, that’s when all hell breaks loose.  Some wise ass tells the tribe that lightning means the cloud man is angry, or that the water dried up because they didn’t throw enough dead things in it to satisfy the river monster.  Several generations later and they have official names for each of the gods responsible for each thing that can go right or wrong in their world.  Fast forward a few centuries and I’m on the hook.  Mono-fucken-theism.  Your one-stop God for every occasion.  When folks have cutesy godnames for specific subjects, it’s super easy for Me to ignore their pleas.  
The distinction between them is pretty clear, and illustrates why the primitive people of Voyaggex 4 will continue to receive the cold shoulder:
 
“Oh, Chootsintoga, most esteemed Goddess of Space-termites, please fill aplenty our bellies with your magnificent tree-dwelling mini-beasts.” = IGNORE
“Dear Lord, who art in heaven, please bless this football team and let us triumph against our opponents so that we may make you proud in the playoffs.” = LISTEN!
“Most magnificent Nemesonia of the Clouds, let your sweat fall upon us and moisten the soil that our splexotatoes may grow.” = IGNORE
“God of love, please bless this hearty meal and bring home our weary soldiers safe and soon.” = LISTEN!
 
Unfortunately for Me, there are stupid, misguided people that turn smart all the time.  That’s when I have to start manufacturing souls for them, listen to their prayers, reserve spots in the afterlife, and paperwork paperwork paperwork.
But don’t get Me wrong!  Space is still fucking rad.  There are huge cloud things that are all full of new suns, weird creatures that can survive in a vacuum that float around from place to place, AND there’s even this one star cluster that totally looks like a chimp fingering a yeti.  Well, you have to look at it from the right angle, but I’m not the only one that’s noticed that.  We call it the Chingering Galaxy.
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE – Abortion and Stem Cells
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The first accidental abortion took place in one of the many suburbs of Eden.  You know all those people in the Bible, like Cain’s wife, that came out of nowhere even though all people supposedly descended from Adam and Eve?  Yeah, one of them.  The chick’s name was Bippity, and she was a spry, young 194 years old when she became pregnant with her 23rd child.  In the beginning of her second trimester, Bip had eaten an early kind of sushi called “fish” (this was prior to the invention of fire) just before riding a tame velociraptor, followed by hopping on an ancient wooden rollercoaster with square wheels.  Needless to say, the fetus wasn’t pleased and was miscarried shortly thereafter.
              As sad as that tale always makes Me, the one that makes Me more sadder is the story of Promisculonia, recipient of the first intentional abortion.  After having several “trains” run on her over the course of a week, and discovering just a few weeks later that she was expecting, Promisculonia had no clue who the father might be.  Fearing the repercussions of the village discovering her whorish secret, she enlisted the services of a local shepherd.  While the man worried that the woman’s baby cavity might not work the same way as a sheep’s, he agreed to terminate the pregnancy in exchange for 3 of those “special” apples.  That shepherd’s name was Jacob Abortion.
              From those unenlightened times to now, people have used a diverse set of methods to kill the unborn.  Oh…what’s that?  Oh, you didn’t like the way I phrased that?  Well, fuck you!  Let’s cut the bullshit, people!  It doesn’t matter if the thing is a “bundle of cells”, or looks like a little sea horse, or totally babied out, the fact is you’re killing a person.  Call it whatever you want, “choice”, “disarticulation”, “evacuation”, or any other fancy schmancy euphemism; it doesn’t change what’s going on.  Throw out all the nonsense political crap because what we’re talking about is way beyond any lying piece of shit’s desire to get into or stay in office.  
              Now don’t get the wrong idea here.  I’m not saying don’t murder your unborn babies.  I’m just saying, stop fooling yourselves.  If you’re going to go into that clinic because you’re just “not ready”, “can’t afford it”, or the best…“I don’t want to ruin my body”, you don’t get to self-sooth.  You can’t say “it wouldn’t have had a good life” or “how could I raise a baby in this world” or any of that malarkey.  I hereby command that anyone having an abortion has to say to themselves “I don’t want to have a baby so bad that I’m willing to kill my own child.”  That’s some heavy shit, I know, but it’s reality.  This isn’t any kind of right-wing or left-wing hogwash.
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              Here’s the way I look at it:  from the moment that spermy wormy busts into that egg, you’ve got a person with a future.  If you can remember back this far, think of the moment you were conceived.  You now know what your future held—at least up to the point where you’re reading this sentence—and everything since then began with that merging.  Just because you don’t know what your baby’s future holds just yet, doesn’t mean it doesn’t have a future.  Get it?  You’re not just evacuating some cells from up your vag, you’re eliminating an entire life that could have been.
              If you just had an oops moment with your boyfriend and you’ve got all these big plans you think a kid would derail, you better be honest about what you’re signing up for.  Hell, God know’s (that’s Me) your parents weren’t planning on having you, but after struggling with the idea for a bit, they decided to let you live.  They basically gave you a pardon.  I won’t go into whether or not they now regret the stay of execution, but just keep that in mind before you whack your child.
              That being said, screw the people that try to say there’s no situation that justifies a quick womb-o-suction.  It’s ridiculous to suggest a woman should have to carry a rapist’s baby for 9 months.  The rapist should be killed and any living or soon-to-be living descendant should be offed as well (see: justice).  Of course, there are also the vile incest pregnancies and those deserve the same handling.  What now?  You don’t think the baby should be punished for the father’s sins?  Fuck off.  The baby should have thought of that before selecting a rapist for a father.
              What of Down’s and other forms of fucked up babies with no arms and legs or barely-working hearts?  Well, there’s where I’d say the whole “choice” thing comes in.  If you’ve got the patience and right frame of mind to handle all that comes with a special needs child, let it roll.  But if not, well, I’ll look the other way while you’re “taking care of it”.  At least you’re being honest about your murderous ways.
              
What about stem cells?  Well, I have to think about this one for a moment because, man, this is just a really difficult thing to…c’mon!!!  Why the fuck is anyone even talking about this?  I’ve been waiting centuries for you guys to figure these things out.  They are the key to your future, and until some company starts a baby farming business to harvest stem cells, quit all this baloney and let the fucking researchers do their jobs!  They may not undo that massive brain tumor growing in your head right now, but they’re going to do wonders for your kids and grandkids.
              In closing, I want all you Pro-Lifers out there to calm down a bit.  You’re heart is in the right place, but acting like a nutjob is counterproductive to your cause.  I know, I know, you don’t feel like anything you’re saying or doing is out of proportion to your cause, but, believe it or not, you lose people that might otherwise listen when you make a parade float with a 2-story-high decimated fetus atop it.
              Pro-Choicers: you sound like whiners sometimes and you know how I hate that.  Make your case and stop exaggerating shit.  You, too, lose people when your spokespeople say stupid shit like abortions should be allowed right up to the moment before the baby is shat out.  Also, it’s not your body.  It’s the baby’s.  You’re essentially Gordie LaChance’s ballsack in “Stand By Me” and the baby is the leech slorping the blood out.  Well, maybe that allusion doesn’t best exemplify the point I’m trying to make here.  I’m just sayin, you know what I’m sayin.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO – Santa Claus, Global Warming, and Faeries
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I remember fondly when I was a young God and My Gom and Gad would tell Me about Santa Claus. For Us, though, Santa was called The Dark Sleem, and he was actually more like a malevolent trapezoidal comet that brought atomic particles and dark matter every 42,000 years.  It was kind of a big deal. Anyway, big disappointment later on when I found out The Dark Sleem was actually My Uncle Pete in an elaborate suit.  I later smote him. 
     It is from that experience that I feel compelled to discuss something with you. This isn't going to be easy for you to swallow, so please sit down.  There is no Santa Claus. He may have been somebody at some point, but for quite a while now, the jolly old soul you know as St. Nick has been a farce perpetrated by a scheming group of individuals: your parents. Yeah...I know. It's pretty fucked up, and I just hate to be the one to have to tell you.  Don't be mad at them, though!  They did it because everyone else was doing it!  And it was a convenient way to buy you all the shit you'd been asking for without revealing they actually did have the money for that toy, iPod, car, or house.  In My case Gom and Gad did it to laugh at Me, but your parents did it out of love...I guess.
              
While we’re on the subject of lies, let’s talk about an issue that has been the subject of much political wrangling, public debate, and the source of billions of dollars and pounds and yens and rupees being squandered on useless research.  I think you know what I’m talking about because I pretty much spoiled it in the title of this chapter.  Yes, that’s right: Faeries.  Faeries are not real.  They are just one among many mythical creatures like the Argus Panoptes (hundred-eyed giant), Rompo (skeletal rabbitbadgerbear), and the Freegruh (rational human female) that simply do not exist on your planet.  That isn’t to say that you shouldn’t lie to your children about yet another thing when they have a tooth fall out, I mean tradition is tradition!  I’m just saying that for those of you adults who are still under this illusion, let it go.  
The only things that are real are things you can see with your own two eyes.  Don’t believe any of that twaddle they say came from a magical “microscope”. I can tell you with Godlike certainty that con artists, gypsies, and The French have come up with all sorts of “miraculous” devices that you look through to see something you couldn’t otherwise see with the naked eye.  Don’t trust them.  And stop believing in Tinkerbell, too.  It doesn’t make faeries die because they never existed to begin with!  That was just some fucked up trap the Faerie people came up with in the first place to make you believe in them.  It’s like, even though you don’t believe in them, you feel guilty saying or thinking it because one of them might have just died and what if they really ARE real?  It’s an endless cycle that ends with people believing in Faeries and you shouldn’t believe in them no matter what Faeries say.
Now, in case anyone is confused by the above paragraph, concerned that there might be some sort of double meaning, socio-political subtext, or other sort of clever wordsmithing…fear not.  I meant it all completely literally and was talking about, and only about, Faeries.  No bullshit.
 
It is now time for our global warming sit-down.  Are you sitting down?  Good, because this is going to be another one of those heavy subjects that some of you aren’t going to like.  As God, I am the only entity that could possibly tell you whether or not something big like that is happening to your planet.  There are some smart, nerdy types that get all into sciency stuff that could probably tell you some things about the world, but nothing as big as this.  Their perspective is too small.  Drill out all the ice cores you want, but you don’t know what the global temperatures were even just 100 years ago, let alone 200, 1000, or 10,000 years ago.  Whereas I know what the temperature was in every square foot of the planet the day the moon appeared.
The Global Warming machine is very powerful, though, so I am going to be very careful with My words.  I’d hate to lose any followers as a result of being blacklisted by environmental organizations.  So I’ll be diplomatic about this…just wait.  Keep doing what you’re doing because much of what’s being done to fix this alleged crisis is actually doing good shit to other parts of the world and getting the kids conscious of keeping the planet healthy.  This is positive stuff, just like the shit that JC did back in the day, and that is why I sit back and watch.  But, like I said: just wait.  It’s going to be embarrassing for many, but in the long run, though costly, some good will have come of it.
And so as not to pussy out entirely on answering the question: is global warming real?  My answer is no.  It’s a bunch of hogwash.  You didn’t hear it here first, but I am the first and only Lord and God of the Universe to say it.  Please don’t hate Me.  I love you.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE – Capital Punishment
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Normally, I’d just say “see: justice”, but you people need shit to be so fucking specific sometimes or it just doesn’t get through.
              When someone is bad, they need to be punished.  When your bratty ass kid screams out “NO!” to you when you tell them to put down the X-Box controller and go brush their teeth, you have to do something about it or it ruins them.  There is nothing good about “spoiling” kids, regardless of what Morgan Freeman says to Gwyneth Paltrow in the blockbuster psychological thriller, “Seven”, when she tells him that she’s pregnant and that Brad Pitt doesn’t know about it, thus making the end scene that much more awesome.  This fantastic mindfuck of a movie illustrates My point in more than one way.  Despite John Doe getting what he wanted, Brad’s character, Detective David Mills, follows his heart and dishes out the appropriate justice.  He bypassed the bullshit American legal bureaucracy and put the mother fucker down.
              That is what you need to do.  If the fucker is guilty, kill him.  Does this go against the part in the Bible and other religious texts where I was all “don’t kill people”?  No, because that was really just an abridgement of the full commandment.  Some fucknut a couple millennia ago thought that people wouldn’t understand the finer points of the commandments and that there would be all sorts of legal wrangling and self-justification to make their actions line up with the overly verbose rules I had laid out.
              So it’s your lucky day today.  I’ll take the most popular list of rules and re-publish them here in their full, unabridged and original verbiage.  I told you I always wanted to a Directors Cut.  And, as I instantly review what I’ve written so far, I think this one might be the awe-inspiring Unrated Edition, if for no other reason than the gay parts.
              So here we go.  Remember these are just the original rules, not The New Rules that are coming up next.  I just wanted you to know what they were supposed to say in the first place.  If old rules are important to you, go ahead and rip out the pages that have the old versions and insert little leaflets with these:
 
1.      You shall have no Gods before Me or after Me or at the same time as Me or above Me or below Me because polytheism is for retards.
2.      You shall not worship false idols like golden cows, dudes on crosses, chicks with glowing shit behind them, walls, statues, statutes, statuettes, statuesque women, rocks, or anything other than Me.  Not something you think represents Me or someone you think did something cool with My guidance.
3.      You shall not take My name in vain (redacted—there were actually nine commandments, but some oversensitive asshole had never been told that sticks and stones may break his bones but words would never hurt him)
4.      Remember the Sabbath day and keep it holy which actually just refers to regularly celebrating a certain kind of cheese.
5.      Honor your mother and father, but, once you’re old enough to see them for who they really are, don’t be afraid to call them on their bullshit. 
6.      You shall not kill anything that doesn’t deserve to be killed.
7.      You shall not commit adultery unless he does it first, in which case you can feel free to go out there and get pounded by the first stud that grabs your fancy.
8.      You shall not steal—this means you, politicians.
9.      You shall not bear false witness against thy neighbor unless you know he’s guilty and you just don’t have the proof required by the legal system to get a conviction.
10.  You shall not covet thy neighbor’s shit.  Hater.
 
Phew!  It feels great to get that stuff clear after all this time!  Some of you are such sticklers and you haven’t even been going off the real shit.
Now that we have the items above clear, let us focus on #6 (which is actually #5 after we pull out that silly vained name horsepucky).  You shouldn’t kill unless…
Here is when it is okay to remove someone from society:
 
·         They ask you to, because they are sick, mutilated, really really old, or really really ugly
·         They killed someone else without a good reason
·         They are trying to kill you or someone else (unless they are trying to kill you because you are trying to kill them, in which case, they are allowed to kill you because you are the one trying to kill them)
·         They intentionally did something as bad as killing someone such as raping, molesting, or anything else that fucks someone up for the rest of their lives
·         They took My name in vain
 
Alrighty then!  I think everything is good and clear now, so nobody has any excuse for pulling any shit.  Oh, and here’s how this works:  once you are aware of the rules, you are beholden to them.  If you don’t know them, then you can’t really be punished for violating them.  
It’s kind of like this college fraternity shenanigan called “The Sandwich Game” in which anyone becoming cognizant of its rules are thereafter participants, willing or not, in the game.  During a meal, if you combine any two, separate carbs (ideally, 2 pieces of bread) with something in-between, it is a sandwich and can therefore be punched by another participant.  Be warned, though, there are many things that would also be considered sandwiches such as 2 slices of pizza, stacked (cheese and toppings inside).  However, if someone has simply folded a single piece of pizza into a pizza taco and the slice is still attached on one side…that is NOT a sandwich.  That is a taco, and we’re not talking about “The Taco Game”.  You cannot punch a sandwich if the person is holding it.  You cannot punch a sandwich if it has something on top of it such as a fork, napkin, piece of lettuce or—ultra-clever tactic—a THIRD piece of bread atop the sandwich.  However, once you begin eating that THIRD piece of bread as part of the sandwich, it becomes a part of the sandwich and it has just been re-rendered punchable.  What if someone punches your sandwich when it is properly defended or not actually qualifying as a sandwich as described by the rules?  Well, you get to kick the puncher in the ass.  You also, out of shear human decency, cannot re-punch a sandwich that has already been punched, whether it was punched by you or someone else.  Watch out for people who exploit this rule by simply flipping over their punched sandwich to its pristine side.  Punching a pre-punched sandwich is also punishable by an ass kick.  You need to be watching out for all sandwich punches at all times, and pay attention to your own food to be sure you have not inadvertently made a sandwich while eating cheese and crackers or a hard shell taco.  A quesadilla is a sandwich.  A hamburger is a sandwich.  A salami sandwich is a sandwich.  A final word:  even if your sandwich was punched, you must still eat it.
Now that you know the rules, you are in the game.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR – The Future and The New Rules
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Hahaha…you’re so curious.  It’s cute.  What would you like to hear first, the entire future or the new rules you have to live by?  It’s a silly question, I know, because you’re just going to ignore the rules.  I guess I’ll start with the rules then, and maybe some of you won’t just skip over them just to learn what happens next.
              These rules are super duper important because if you don’t follow them, you end up in a prolonged state of hell, and that’s just not a good place to be.  Even on Xanax, hell sucks.  I’ve put an entire second into planning The New Rules, so don’t think that you can just throw them out like a jizz-filled condom or pick and choose which ones you want to follow.  They pretty much encapsulate the lessons you learned from the previous chapters, along with some more general, overarching guidelines, but they are all equally important. 
              Rules are usually so boring and take the fun out of whatever it is you are about to do.  When you get on an airplane, the flight attendants are all “don’t smoke”, “don’t open the hatch when we’re flying”, and “don’t play on your iPhone for the next thirty minutes”.  Same goes for any kind of adventurey thing like rock climbing or paintball.  Some know-it-all has to blab on forever about what not to do so you’ll be safe and have the least amount of fun possible and no one will ever ever ever get hurt and tell you a story about how this one guy was running around not following the rules and thought he was having so much fun and then BOOYOW!, he ended up with a branch through his eye and out the back of his skull!
              In the workplace, they don’t call them rules, but “policies” to be all official and shit.  You can’t hang up pictures of scantily-clad chicks cause some other chick in the office will feel weird.  In the bathrooms, chicks aren’t allowed to put their tampon applicators into the toilet because it might “clog” the plumbing.  Well, maybe you should have used bigger pipes, Mr. Plumber man!  
              Nowadays, your kids have to memorize like fifty million rules at school, too.  You can’t even make your kid a delicious PB&J with the crusts cut off because some other kid has a peanut allergy (who probably got it from his parent’s giving him a snickers bar at 3-months old).
              That being said, I wanted to make My new rules simple, concise, and all-encompassing.  Here they are: 
1.      Don’t be an asshole
That’s it!  Live by these, and you can’t go wrong.  See, that wasn’t too painful!  Follow every single one, every single day.
 
[image: no-ahole.jpg]
 
Ready for the future?  Cause I certainly am.
 
Tomorrow:
Shit will be basically the same as today.
Next week:
Same basic shit as today, but a little bit different.
Next month:
The fortune you seek is in another cookie.
Next year:
Here’s where things get pretty cool.  A new technology is going to come out that will change the way you do things.  Its merits will be questioned at first, but adoption will increase dramatically and your lives will be improved.  Some will be rightfully hesitant about letting the kids use it too often, but it might just be the best thing for their growth.
10 Years:
Jetpacks and flying fucking cars, man!  No bullshit.  The future you were promised is right around the corner!
100 Years:
Well that sucked.  Horrible shit has happened over the last 90 years.  What the fuck were you thinking?  You know you done fucked up, right?  Who knows how this shitstorm is going to be fixed…man, huge disappointment, humanity.  I’m more ashamed than I’ve ever been.  Jesus H. Christ, what a clusterfuck of a mess.
1000 Years: Your new planet is working out nicely.  It’s too bad about the native species you had to roll over to get stuff settled, but they were primitive savages anyway.  I mean, who’s gonna miss them if there’s not a single one left?  HAHA!  Fuck em.
10,000 Years: No more humans.  That planet you took over in a reverse sci-fi cliché where humans become the invading aliens was actually the future equivalent of a global school for retards and the non-retards of their race show up from their retard-free planet for their semi-millennial visit and find all of you there with no explanation about where all of their beloved tards went.  Your global president guy, Zaxor Flashzap, tries to distract the aliens while human defense forces sneak up behind the orbiting alien armada when ZANG! All humans, everywhere, instantly drop dead.  Unfortunately for the human species, not enough time was spent on a controversial kind of medical research that would have eventually lead to a swallowable pill that permanently blocks mindbombs.
 
And there you have it.
Now that you know you only have 10,000 years left—that means you are 95% of the way through your time in the universe (not quite as successful, longevity-wise, as most other Earth animals)—what are you going to do with the rest of your days?  
It’s a rhetorical question, of course.  I know what you’re going to do with it.
The Blacks will riot, the Jews and Chinamen will profit, the French will be assholes about the whole thing, Islamists will be just as perfect as they always are (kisses!), fat people will eat, Scientologists will be laughed at, idol-worshippers will worship idols, and the gays will fuck.
I kid!!!  Don’t be so sensitive!  You should know Me by now.  Some of those things are totally jokes.
As I mentioned before, I say it all with love.



 
 
 
Appendix
 
The word appendix is one of those Latin words still in use by doctors and scientists.  They like using Latin for a couple of reasons, one being because it makes them come off smart as if they speak an old archaic language that nobody else speaks, but more importantly because it’s a way to name shit with a “universal” nomenclature.  This enables scientists to be part of one community and not end up with animal and dinosaur names from a thousand different languages.  For instance, a renowned entomologist from Tanzania recently discovered a new species of caterpillar/moth that has a distinctive slit down its back.  He named it what he thought it best resembled: the kuma nina.  That means “your mother’s cunt” in Swahili.  Because it was his discovery, it is his to name, and only about 10% of Africans would know what it means, anyway.  To avoid walking around the lab, trading references to their lab partners’ maternal genitalia, science will forever refer to this insect as Apantesis cunnus.
              The word appendix means “append” and, outside the human body, refers to supplemental material, or “extra shit”, as I like to call it.  Some moron back in the day couldn’t figure out what this little shriveled up doohickey was for.  Mind you, this is the same guy that spent his evenings digging up cadavers so he could tear them apart and learn about people’s insides.  Since he didn’t know what it was, he decided it must be “extra”.  This lead to a century or three of snipping out people’s appendices at the first sign of trouble.  Hell, the thing is useless, why not?
              Not only were all the doctors wrong all this time about its function as an organ—now aware of its role in the immune system and digestive process—but they’ve also been inadvertently removing people’s souls.
              Your soul (or spirit) is the essence of your being.  While your personality, higher reasoning, memory, ideas, emotions, speech, nervous system control, planning, abstract thought, humdrum thought, dreams, and sensory input interpretation all come from inside the brain, the soul contains everything else about you.
              Without a soul, who would you be?  Oftentimes the appendix does become enflamed and, in the absence of the genetic drug, Dependex™, which doesn’t come out for another few years, that puppy’s gotta come out!  Once it is gone, you are left essentially an empty shell, with only basic functions like your personality, higher reasoning, memory, ideas, emotions, speech, nervous system control, planning, abstract thought, humdrum thought, dreams, and sensory input interpretation.
              Walking around town or on a city bus you can tell right away who has had their spirit removed because there’s something different about them.  You can’t quite put your finger on it, but it’s there.  If you are one of the 1% of the world’s population without an appendix, you probably have no idea what I’m talking about and are quite confused right now.
              Well, I have a recommendation for you.  Everyone else close the Book and go about your business, this isn’t for you.
              Okay, My soulless one.  It’s kind of weird talking to someone like you.  I’ve got serious heebie jeebies all over.  Ugh.  Anyway, let’s get this over with.  Your fucking soul is gone, okay?  They ripped it out of you and threw it in a hazmat bag or cremated it or gave it to some lab to pick apart.  The damage has been done and the appropriate response from you right now would be to puke.  Go ahead, get it out of your system.  Right.  Now we’ll get on the road to wellness.  Oh God…please stop looking at Me like that.  Seriously.  Goosebumps covering Me right now.
              Somewhere in your town or in the nearby city, some other poor sap got a hell of an ache in his or her tum-tum, and is having their appendix/soul removed as we speak.  Situations like this will be your only chance of recovery.  You are going to get that soul before they get rid of it forever.  It might be a long process for you, becoming resouled, but it’s really necessary.  You may need to go to nursing school, or work a job as a janitor at a hospital for a while before opportunity knocks, but you should start taking steps to get there right away.
              Once you have your hands on the little wormy thing, you need to consume it whole.  You may not cook it, not even in the microwave for 10 seconds.  It also can’t be cut up into pieces or chewed.  You may not sprinkle it with salt or any other herbs to kill the flavor.  You may not swallow it with a mouthful of water like a giant pill.  You have to suck it in like spaghetti, down the hatch and into your belly.  If it’s still warm from its previous owner: all the better, but that is not a prerequisite.  Don’t worry about blood type or ethnicity or gender or anything like that.  Spirits are beyond all that superficial shit.
              Once you have consumed the appendix, the other person’s soul will find a new home inside your body and you will once again be whole.  No one will look at you funny anymore.  Don’t freak out and believe that you’re thinking someone else’s thoughts, or are craving new kinds of food you’ve never liked before as a result of having someone else’s spirit in your body.  The soul doesn’t contribute to any of that.  Remember that your new spirit will not have any association with your personality, higher reasoning, memory, ideas, emotions, speech, nervous system control, planning, abstract thought, humdrum thought, dreams, or sensory input interpretation.
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