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Background

  On April 1, 2002 Mohammed Kareem Jihad, a fourteen-year-old April Fool’ Palestinian revolutionary, was ascending a rocky ledge along rugged cliffs that bordered the western banks of the Dead Sea. Exhausted from his climbing enterprise, young Jihad stopped to rest his weary body. The vernal radical lit a Camel cigarette and surveyed the landscape below. Everything seemed calm and serene.

   When Mohammed Kareem Jihad leaned backwards, his gaunt frame slipped through a narrow crevice between two limestone’ crags. The disoriented youth rose to his knees, inspected his surroundings and soon realized that he had fallen into a cave containing a remarkable ancient artifact (which he did not value). In the center of the small hollow was an urn, a well’ preserved remnant from Hebrew’ antiquity.

  Instead of sticking his hand into the urn to feel for any contents, Mohammed followed his terroristic’ instincts by pulling the pin of a hand grenade and tossing the explosive device into what was surely a great archeological discovery. When the bomb prematurely exploded, Mohammed Kareem Jihad had not yet exited the cave. Besides shrapnel, two leather objects bound with straps blasted out of the ancient urn and collided with the back of the Palestinian’ lad’s skull, knocking him unconscious.

   When Mohammed Kareem Jihad finally regained his faculties (his rich uncle owned two radical Arab’ universities), he noticed and then grabbed the leather pouches and fled the scene of destruction. After descending the perilous cliffs, the young militant thought, ‘I’ll bet whatever is inside these two leather packages is worth at least a carton of cigarettes,’ so the youth mounted his stolen desert “quad” and motored to the city of Jericho, where his poor crippled father owned a popular café.

   Inside the café Professor Phillip Collins of the Semetic Semantic Institute was seated at a table with Dr. Allen Qaeda from the Arab Aramaic Academy. Mohammed Kareem Jihad rushed into the dismal café and approached the cozy table of the two distinguished scholars.

  “How much will you give me for these two leather pouches?” the boy asked Professor Al Qaeda.

  “Let’s unravel them and see what ya’ got!” the suddenly curious researcher replied. The good academic doctor gently unwound the dusty cords that bound the leather wrappings. Inside both packages were dozens of remarkably well’ preserved papyrus’ sheets with ancient writings carelessly scribbled on the archaic scrolls.

   “Why it’s the first two chapters of the Old Testament!” Professor Al Qaeda exclaimed in astonishment. “The Book of Genesis and the Book of Exodus!”

   Professor Phil Collins, who knew plenty about Genesis, rendered his impressions. “This translation has much more detail than the presently read first two books of the Old Testament!” he enthusiastically observed. “This type of papyrus dates back to at least 900 BC, which makes it a lot older than the Dead Sea Scrolls that had been re-written by the Essenes during a weirdo creative writing class.”

  “If this historical account is accurate,” interrupted Professor Al Qaeda, “then this great discovery will present a wholly new perspective to religious history, which is presently very controversial to begin with.”

   Young Mohammed Kareem Jihad was growing very impatient with the scholarly adults’ intellectual evaluation and their academic speculation of his find. “How much are they worth?” he insisted on knowing.

   “Two cartons of cigarettes, definitely!” Professor Phil Collins promised.

   “And we’ll even throw in an AK-47 and two slightly used hand grenades,” Dr. Al Qaeda added.  

   “Sold!” an elated Mohammed Kareem Jihad’ shouted. “Now I can blow up my sister’s doll collection and her Jewish friends too!”

   And so, Dr. Al Qaeda and my uncle’ Professor Phil Collins became the legitimate owners of the only authentic “First Two Books of the Wholly Bible.” The remainder of the “unabridged” Old Testament had been thoroughly obliterated inside the urn when Mohammed Kareem Jihad’s hand grenade had effectively exploded. 

   Fortunately, Uncle Phil Collins had made a computer file in English of his meticulous translation of the great archeological treasure. Uncle Phil thoughtfully had electronically sent “Wholly Genesis” and “Wholly Exodus” to me as e-mail’ attachments. The careful deciphering represented my relative’s fantastic interpretation of the ancient Hebrew writing, which I had electronically received on April 10, 2002. Regrettably, on April 11th, Uncle Phil and Dr. Al Qaeda were blown to smithereens by a Palestinian rocket while refining their study of the ancient scrolls in Professor Collins’ Jerusalem’ home. The papyrus’ sheets and the original computer file had also been destroyed in the malicious terrorist’ attack.

   My e-mail translations are the only remaining evidence of The Wholly Book of Genesis and The Wholly Book of Exodus. Uncle Phil sincerely believed that the versions presently in my possession are the original and most reliable documentation of the “Word of Moses,” who was believed to be the organizer of the popular Genesis’ and Exodus’ interpretations that appear in the standard Bible. Uncle Phil Collins and Professor Al Qaeda strongly believed that Moses had fabricated the Biblical Genesis’ stories around 1400 BC. But since writing (and bona fide alphabets) did not appear until the time after Homer and King David, around 1,000 BC, the Biblical stories had been handed-down and distorted because of the practice of oral tradition with storytellers adding and subtracting important details.  

   Uncle Phil Collins and Dr. Al Qaeda professed that young Mohammed Kareem Jihad’s accidental discovery represented the true unabridged stories of Genesis and of Exodus. They maintained that the new versions are much more valid in scope and content since the accounts had been written hundreds of years earlier than the stories that now appear in the first two books of the Bible. Thus, Mohammed’s find is closer to Moses’ language and intent than later popularly read interpretations of Genesis and Exodus. “Careless Hebrew’ historians and ancient priests recklessly modified the ‘Wholly Genesis’ and ‘Wholly Exodus’ versions into more pious, moral and self-righteous texts,” Uncle Phil stated in his final e-mail letter. “They did it to satisfy their own selfish purposes and agendas.”

   Uncle Phil also indicated that “Moses, who lived approximately 1450 BC around the time of Pharaoh’ Thutmose III of Egypt, didn’t know how to write, even though he put the stories of Genesis and Exodus together much like Homer had organized the Iliad and the Odyssey. In fact, nobody knew how to write with any expression’ skills until half a millennium later. According to Uncle Phil, “Moses barely knew the numerals one to ten signifying the Ten Commandments etched on the twin stone tablets,” my father’s older brother attested.

   Now that the backgrounds of The Wholly Book of Genesis and The Wholly Book of Exodus are fully known, only the readers can be the best judges of the merits of Mohammed Kareem Jihad’s discovery and Uncle Phil Collins’ claims. I have placed in italics the language that ancient scholars had shrewdly edited out of the Wholly Book of Exodus, and I have clearly left the standard script in Times New Roman’ type.

Jay Dubya

Chapter One

“Jacob’s Descendents in Egypt”

   The second book of the Pentateuch is called The Wholly Book of Exodus, meaning “Let’s get the hell out of here before we are butchered to death by these pissed-off Egyptians!” Exodus describes the rapid departure of the Israelites (Jacob’s people and clan) from Egypt, continuing the nightmare adventures of the ill’ starred’ “chosen people” (cursed and punished Hebrews) where the Wholly Book of Genesis leaves off. Exodus recounts the oppression by the Egyptians of Jacob’s descendents and their miraculous deliverance by God through Moses,’(how they all filtered through Moses remains a mystery to this day), who guided the Israelites out of Egypt without even the aid of a compass, a fortune teller or a map.

   Moses led the Israelites through the Red Sea (which was really blue) to Mount Sinai, where sinus infections were often cured by sneezing into a gusty wind with gusto from atop the mountain’s peak. There’, Moses entered into a special covenant with the Lord where God ‘laid down the law’ for all to obey His Ten Commandments (Demandments). Hence, the saying originated “to lay down the law,” translated into colloquial English means ‘to read the riot act.”

  These are the everyday’ names of the sons of Israel (Jacob) that were accompanied by their households. (Their households weren’t households at all. They were tents that held many wives, children, concubines, prostitutes, whores, hookers and harlots). These were the people that migrated with Jacob into Egypt and later back to the “Promised Land of Unfulfilled Promises the Lord had made to Abraham, Isaac and Jacob.” 

  The sons of Jacob were the following men: Reuben, the sandwich king, Simeon, Judah and Levi, who had invented a strong blue denim-material used for work’ apparel. Some other sons’ of Jacob were Issachar, who looked like a burned-out ember, Zebulan, who formed a bizarre bazaar’ four piece singing group called Led Zebulan and then there was Dandy Dan, Naphtali, Gad, Egad and Asher’, who was in charge of Hebrew’ cremations. The total number of the direct descendents of Jacob was seventy. Joseph (Jacob’s son) was already in Egypt, being smart enough to stay a good distance away from his crazy family and all of his demented relatives. In Joseph’s case, absence made his heart grow more forgetful of his warped heritage.

  Now Joseph and all his brothers and that whole generation died, but not all at the same time, in the same place or on the exact same day. The Israelites were prolific and fruitful because they liked to screw-around all the damned time instead of working and producing like loyal slaves should work and produce. They became so numerous and so strong that the land was filled with them like a colossal locust’ invasion or like swarming bees inside an overcrowded hive. The ancient prehistoric New Stone Age’ Hebrews were avid pumpers and humpers, no doubt about it.

  Then a new king, who knew nothing of Joseph, came to power in Egypt. The king’s name is unimportant because he knew nothing of Jacob and Joseph, nor did he ever care to know about them. But somehow, this unknown personage managed to become king of the most potent civilization of that era. He (the new Egyptian anonymous king) said to his subjects and predicates, “Look how numerous and powerful the Israelite’ people are growing, more so than we ourselves,” the new Pharaoh declared.“It is all because the Hebrew men have been circumcised and can squirt their seeds further into vaginas than we uncircumcised Egyptian’ men can shoot our juices.”

   “The fact that the Hebrew’ men can have all these children proves that they all aren’t stupid jerk’ offs!” a cynical court adviser interrupted Pharaoh’s speech. “Your statements do not circumvent circumcision!”

  “Come, let us deal shrewdly with them (the Israelites) to stop their increase; otherwise, in times of war they too may ‘join’ our enemies, who for some reason always become torn apart and disconnected at their bellybuttons during ‘naval’ battles. The Israelites might fight extensively against us, and so leave the country after whipping our asses good,” the anonymous Pharaoh concluded.

  Accordingly, taskmasters were set over the enslaved Israelites to oppress them with forced ‘labor’, especially the women that were giving birth. Thus ‘they’ (the Israelites, here comes the recurrent pronoun-antecedent’ problem again) had to build for Pharaoh the supply cities of Pithom and Raamses without any blueprints or available usable materials. 

  Yet the more they (the Israelites) were oppressed, the more they (the Israelites) multiplied and spread since they always screwed around and seldom worked for their industrious Egyptian’ masters and taskmasters.  

  The Egyptians then dreaded the circumcised Hebrew’ men and reduced them and their families to cruel slavery, making life, vinegar and lemons more bitter for them. The Israelites performed hard work in mortar and brick many millennia before brick and mortar stores and shops became popular. They (the Israelites) had to do all kinds of field work-and they were demoted to field representatives that never had field days, even though some were the best in their fields. Thus is the whole cruel fate of slaves. The Israelites had been reducd to mere beasts of burden and were even challenged in court by the strong “National Egyptian’ Donkey Union.”

  The anonymous powerful king of Egypt (who wasn’t important enough to have a name even though he had the authority to bust the Israelites’ balls and deflate their tits) told something to the Hebrew midwives, one of whom was called Shiphrah and the other Puah. “Listen to me. When you act as midwives for the Hebrew’ women and see them giving birth, try pushing the little sucker back into its mother’s snatch. If it is a boy, kill him, but if it is a girl, she may live,” the anonymous Pharaoh commanded. “You’re both just lucky you caught me in one of my better fuckin’ moods today.”

  The midwives, however, feared God more than they feared Pharaoh because they had heard all about the deluge of Noah’s time and about Sodom and Gomorrah where fire and brimstone had penetrated up people’s ass’ holes. And if a person had a hairy ass’ hole, then the flames from the fire and brimstone were fiercer than ever and raged completely out of control, cauterizing ass’ hole after ass’ hole. The midwives (Shiphrah, Shipwreck and Puah) did not do what the king of Egypt had ordered them, but let the boys live. Of course, there were tens of thousands of Israelites and only three midwives to accommodate the needs of all of them spread out all over the vast desert’ country. The beleaguered midwives really needed shorter hours and better working conditions.

   So the (anonymous) king summoned the midwives and asked them, “Why have you acted thus by failing to act? You have allowed the boys to live. Don’t you know the damned difference between subtraction and addition? Haven’t you learned anything from your female ancestor Basemath?”(The mother of arithmetic mentioned extensively in the Wholly Book of Genesis).

  The midwives answered Pharaoh all together, which was a bad habit all the Israelites had, “The Hebrew’ women are not like the Egyptian’ women,” they all chanted in unison, having the exact same thoughts and words. “They are robust and busty and give birth before afterbirth and before the overtaxed and overworked midwife arrives from a remote part of the country. It ain’t easy for just the three of us to work this whole friggin’ land, ya’ know anonymous kingy!”

  Therefore God ‘dealt’ well with the midwives, even giving each of them a free deck of cards. The people (the Israelites) too, increased and grew strong because most of them finally went through puberty at age five and were adequately breast-fed until age twenty-one. 

  And because the midwives feared God, He’ built up more families for them, making the poor midwives hustle all over the damned place, arriving too late to deliver any babies at all. The overburdened midwives became frustrated, not even having sufficient time to play solitaire with the decks of cards the Lord had given them.

  Pharaoh, feeling rather petulant, then commanded all his subjects, predicates and direct objects, “Throw into the river (the Nile) every boy that is born to the ‘Hebrews’, except for the children of Reuben, for ‘he brews’ some damned good coffee and beer to go with his succulent sandwiches.  However,” the anonymous king proclaimed, “you may let all the girls live so that I may increase my harem at my majestic palace. But I want you to ‘a-‘nile’-alate’ all of those fertile little Hebrew’ peckerheads as soon as possible.”

Chapter Two

“Birth and Adoption of Moses”

   Now a certain man (we don’t know who he is) of the house of Levi married a Levite’ woman in the first ever all blue denim’ incestual wedding. The unidentified woman conceived and bore a son, who right now is also unidentified, his name lost in history’s abyss. Seeing that he was a goodly (not godly) child, she (the mother) hid him (the infant who was not yet ready for the infantry) for three months in a clothes hamper to hamper Pharaoh’s soldiers from finding him. 

  When she (the unidentified mother) could hide him (the child by incest) no longer, she took (stole at her convenience) a papyrus basket, daubed it with bitumen, sulphur, arsenic and pitch, and putting the child in it, placed it (the basket) on the river ‘bank’ next to the teller’s window. His sister (the discarded kid’s) stationed herself at a distance to find out what would happen to him. Would he drown? Would he swim like a fish? Would he turn into an amphibian? Would he be just another little shrimp in a basket?

  Pharaoh’s (the anonymous king’s) daughter (the unknown offspring of the anonymous king) came down to the filthy, dirty, slimy river to bathe. Her maids walked ‘along’ the river bank, a long river bank at that. They were looking for little Hebrew’ infants drifting by in baskets in the turbulent river’ rapids. “Whatever floats your boat?” you might say. “The boy was a basket’ case even before he had been discovered.”

  Noticing the basket among the reeds, she (the anonymous Pharaoh’s unknown daughter) sent her handmaid to fetch it. On opening it (the basket), she lowered, and lo, there was a baby boy, crying! (It had been crying for an hour, but the basket was a soundproof one when its lid was shut).

  She (the unknown daughter of the anonymous Pharaoh) was moved with pity for him and said, “It is one of the Hebrew’s children. He looks like he’s really having a bawl in there!”

  Then his (the shrimp in the basket’s) sister asked Pharaoh’s unknown daughter (who had been cleverly set up to have her sympathy exploited), “Shall I go and call one of the Hebrew women’ who are always pregnant to nurse the child for you? This little weiner could be a real weaner!”

  “Yes, do so,” she (the unknown daughter of the anonymous Pharaoh) answered. So the maiden went and called the child’s own mother, whom she just happened to know out of the thousands of pregnant Hebrew’ ladies and concubines walking around the palatial government district. 
  Pharaoh’s daughter said to the big-breasted mother, “Take this child, this little sucker and nurse it for me because my tits are small and contain not a drop of milk even though I’m now eight and a half months pregnant.” 
  The woman’ who wore a breastplate over her knockers therefore took the hungry little muncher’ child and nursed it all the way through nursery school. When the child grew (it was already a teenager in three months), she (the breastfeeder with the big boobs) brought him (the little weiner that was a bona fide weaner) to Pharaoh’s daughter, who had forgotten all about the tiny tot’s existence. 
  She (anonymous Pharaoh’s unknown daughter) adopted him (the child, not the Pharaoh) as her son and called him Moses; for she said, “I drew him out of the water, and Moses means to draw a child on papyrus while he and I are both underwater. The name Moses is the closest I could come to accurately depicting the true chain of events.”

  On one occasion (there were thousands of occasions, perhaps millions), after Moses had grown up (as you can already tell, the boy’s certainly extraordinary), he visited his enslaved kinsmen. Moses witnessed their forced labor and he saw an Egyptian striking a Hebrew that was on strike and that refused to work. “Strike one,” Moses said as he lifted his right thumb into the air. “Three strikes and you’re out of this messed-up world!” he yelled at the Egyptian doing the lashing.

  Looking about and seeing no one that would report him, he (Moses) slew the Egyptian (With what? His ‘bear’ hands?)  Then he hid him in the sand without even having the courtesy of dragging his homicide’ victim anywhere. 

  The next day he (Moses, the criminal’ and killer) went out again, getting permission from his nurse that was still nursing him through nursery school. ‘Now’ two Hebrews are fighting even though this story is taking place thousands of years ago. So he (Moses, the man of the hour) asked the culprit (there were two culprits fighting), “Why are you striking your fellow Hebrew when you should be beating the shit out of a fuckin’ Egyptian!” 

  But he (one of the two culprits, probably the more aggressive bully) replied,  “Who has appointed you ruler and judge over us, you stupid ass’ hole!” the tough brawler yelled at Moses. “Are you thinking of killing me as you killed the Egyptian by some unknown secret means?”

  Then Moses became afraid and said, “The affair between you two homosexuals must certainly be known. Which one of you creeps was dating the dead Egyptian’ taskmaster?”

  “Both of us!” asnswered the smaller weakling that had been taking a severe pummeling. “We’re now fighting over who’s most qualified to date you!”

  Pharaoh (the nameless anonymous king), too, heard of the ‘affair’ and became jealous that a male love’ triangle was going on without his involvement in a nifty foursome. He sought to put Moses to death for conspiring in a love triangle’ with two other Hebrews without giving the king a chance to hop into the sack with the three principal’ players.

  Moses, however, fled from him (the jealous, greedy, gay anonymous Pharaoh) and walked in a sandy strip dividing two dirt roads until he reached the land of ‘Midian’. As he (Moses) was seated there by a well’, seven daughters that were wellwishers came to draw water, which is pretty hard to draw with any coal, crayon, stencil or pencil. The girls were daughters of a priest’ of Midian who obviously did not practice celibacy. They had visited the well to get water and fill the trough for their father’s thirsty flocks. Moses had thought that the trough was a public urinal and had just taken a leak into it.

  But some (no number given; too indefinite) belligerent hooligan’ shepherds came and ‘drove’ them (the seven daughters) away without even using a chariot for transportation. Then Moses got up and defended them (the seven daughters) and watered their flock, just to bust the chops and the lamb chops of the rude, rowdy hick’ shepherds.

   When ‘they’ (the seven daughters; another serious pronoun-noun antecedent problem here) returned to their father Reuel’, who was a priest and was also Father Reuel, he said to them, “What the fuck’s going on here? How is it that you have returned home so soon today? You horny girls almost caught me masturbating!”

  They (the girls) answered all together as a group of seven, “An Egyptian saved us from the interference of the shepherds, so Daddy, can we all lose our virginity to this noble man? He even drew water for us and watered the flock. He’s our hero!”

  “Where is the man?” he (Father Reuel, the father of the seven sexy broads) asked his curvaceous daughters. “Why did you leave him there without showing him a little cleavage to entice him to me?” the bisexual priest complained.“Invite him to have something to eat and then we could have a real orgy because he stood up to those mean ninety-year-old horny shepherds!”

  Moses agreed to live with him (Father Reuel, who did not believe in abstinence and who was reputed to be the first priest child molester/pedophile). The man then gave his daughter Zipporah in marriage, and poor Moses didn’t have any say in the matter. He only knew that Zipporah was the ugliest hag this side of Hades.

  She (Zipporah) bore him (Moses) a son, although Moses claims that he only had oral sex (and no other kind) with Zipporah only once, but then she farted loudly in his face, completely ruining his orgasm. He (Moses) named the infant Gershom, which means “big fart.” Moses said, “I am a stranger in a foreign land where the gaseous woman eat too many damned green vegetables.”

  A long time passed, but no one knows exactly how long, so why even mention it if we can’t be accurate and specific? The nearly blind king of Egypt died while mistaking a cactus for a Hebrew’ woman’s big breast and then choking to death on the plant’s sharp thorny needles.

  Still the Israelites cried ‘out’ after graduating from the Empire Umpire School, because they wanted ‘out’ of slavery. As their cry for release went up to God, He’ heard their groaning and thought they were having raunchy sex with the notorious pedophile Father Reuel and his seven hot’ teasing daughters. 
  The Lord was mindful of His’ covenant with Abraham, Isaac and Jacob. He saw the Israelites and knew that the promise of “the Promised Land” had not yet been fulfilled. Why promise something if the Promiser can not or does not deliver it?
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