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Preface

I began writing this book in 2022, shortly after completing my fourth book, The MisreadBible: Gospel. The last few years, however, have had their ups and downs, and it took me a while to actually sit down and finish it. On the plus side, I have honed my procrastination skills to a fine edge.

In the meantime, I released the audiobook of The MisreadBible: Book of Moses—though most of the credit for that goes to Joshua Saxon, who lent his wonderful voice and producing expertise.

My original plan for this book was to combine the books of Joshua, Judges, and Ruth into a single volume because they’re all relatively short. Joshua contains a lot of non-narrative material, which I’ve either skipped or turned into maps. Judges largely repeats a cycle, which I thought I could trim down. And Ruth is only four chapters long and set during the period of the judges.

But after finishing my version of Joshua, I realised it stands as a self-contained story, and—given how much I expand on the core material—it ended up being a decent length on its own. Also, since Judges takes such a sharp tonal shift, it made more sense for it to be its own book. I still plan to include Ruth in Judges, though.

This section of the Bible is an interesting one—for all the wrong reasons. It’s the story of the Israelites claiming the land God promised them by, essentially, committing genocide.

That might sound like an anachronistic term to apply to ancient warfare—after all, that’s how wars were fought back then—but this story appears in a book considered holy and morally instructive. And since the Christian God is supposedly unchanging, that raises a problem: if wiping out an entire indigenous population is grossly immoral by today’s God-derived standards, then presumably it would have been immoral by his standards back then too.

Okay, I acknowledge that’s a rather heavy topic—but I felt it was important to address the elephant in the room. And as elephants go, this one’s a fully-grown bull mammoth that spent its year on Noah’s ark weight training and doing steroids!

 Other issues with Joshua arise from the way it was composed. Like the other books that make up the Deuteronomistic History (try saying that ten times fast!), Joshua isn’t the work of a single author. It appears to have been cobbled together from multiple sources and/or edited in layers, resulting in contradictions, duplications, and certain cities being invaded more than once—usually without anyone seeming to notice. That made crafting a coherent story out of it a challenge… but it did give me ample opportunity to have fun with the absurdity.

Also, I really wish the Israelites knew how to draw maps. Yes, they needed some way to define the borders of their tribes. Yes, it was important for them to prove that this was their land. But surely God could have taught someone how to draw a fucking map!

There are eight chapters filled with lists of towns, for god’s sake (well, probably not for God’s sake—I’m sure he had his own cartographers). So, to spare you the tedium of reading them yourself, I’ve included maps.

You’re welcome.

The authors of Joshua—like so many biblical writers—didn’t bother to flesh out their characters. So, I’ve done what I could to imbue the characters with personality and bring them to life (in a strictly non-zombie sense).

All that being said, I do find the Bible to be a fascinating book—much like any other ancient work. It’s a record of a culture, its myths and beliefs, and how those ideas evolved over time (despite frequent attempts to retcon). For this reason, I’ve tried to remain faithful (no pun intended) to the original text and stories. I’ve also drawn from rabbinical sources and other traditions in places to add more detail.

But since this is satire, not a new translation, and it’s my bloody book, I’ve also used creative licence to make it my own and to fashion a more compelling narrative. Plus, I can’t resist throwing in smutty humour; I’m quite juvenile that way.

I’m not claiming to have received this version from golden plates, dug up on the divine instruction of an angel with a name suspiciously close to ‘moronic’ or anything. For a start, God keeps trying to sue me, so the only angelic messengers I get carry subpoenas!

Whether you’re familiar with the source material or not, I hope you enjoy my take on the story. And whether it gives you a laugh or makes you pray for my soul, I welcome feedback— though I’ve already been reliably informed that I’m going to Hell, so try to make your threats original. For instance, if there’s anything specific you expect Satan to do to my anus. Be descriptive; use adjectives.

Addendum

Full disclosure: the cover for this book was created using images generated with ChatGPT. For my previous books I’ve worked with artists, but due to unforeseen circumstances the artwork for this one couldn’t be finished in time. To keep the release on schedule, I designed a new cover myself using AI-generated images. It’s not ideal, but I think it still captures the humour and spirit of the series. And as any homely-looking person will tell you — it’s what’s inside that counts.
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Introduction

It’s All Downhill from Here

Deuteronomy 1

It was nearing dusk. The Israelites were gathered in the shadow of Mount Nebo to say farewell to their beloved leader, Moses.

2 He’d been their guide every step of their journey, delivering them from bondage in Egypt and leading them through the desert to the edge of Canaan. 3 He’d offered counsel during the forty years they lived as shepherds in the wilderness. And when God finally told them to take possession of the land east of the Jordan, 4 he led them to victory against the Amorite kings, Sihon and Og. But the land of Canaan, which God had promised them, still lay across the river, and the Lord had forbidden Moses to enter.

Now as the light faded, Moses stood before his people one last time. His hair and beard were long and white with age, his face wrinkled, and his eyes were heavy and weary. His staff, once a symbol of authority, now served mainly to keep him upright, but he still seemed to stand tall and commanding.

5 After a long speech, a few songs and poems, and some blessings and curses, he announced, ‘Now I will give you an account of our journey, all thirty-four chapters of Deuteronomy!’

The people groaned and complained, and some booed.

‘No, no, no!’ objected Moses. ‘In the last book, the author missed out the part where I recounted the whole story to the Israelites, but since this is the only part of this book I’m in, I’m fucking doing it!’

And so, Moses read the entire book of Deuteronomy to the Israelites.

Deuteronomy 34

1 When he was finished, Moses looked to his people and declared, ‘Now I will ascend this mountain, never to return.’

2 A man in the crowd called out, ‘Surely if you can climb up there, it’ll be easy enough to get back down!’

3 Moses gritted his teeth and yelled, ‘I’m going to die, you fucking moron!’ Then he turned to take his final journey.

4 The Israelites watched mournfully as the 120-year-old man clambered to the top of the mountain, occasionally stopping to rest or stumbling on his decrepit legs.

Amongst them stood Joshua, Moses’s long-time apprentice. Over the years, he had learned much from his mentor—but more importantly, he had been his companion and confidant, especially when Moses retreated to the solitude of the Tent of Fuck off.

He felt a hollow in his stomach as he watched his friend fade from sight. A solitary tear trickled down his cheek and into his dark brown, grey-flecked beard. He contemplated how he would cope without him. How the hell was he supposed to lead these people?

Despite his quite average stature, he felt too small to fill the role that he’d been thrust into. The old cloth headband tied snugly around his short black hair marked him as a military commander, though he mostly wore it to keep sweat out of his eyes. His battered tunic, cinched at the waist with a frayed sash, and his long, dusty cloak were both weathered by his years in the wilderness. He looked more like a shepherd than a leader.

After quarter of an hour, the man who’d called out previously asked, ‘So, are we just waiting here for his return?’

Joshua wiped his eyes, turned to him, and fumed, ‘Didn’t you hear him!? He’s not coming back! He’s going up there to die!’

‘Oh…’ sighed the man gauchely. After a long awkward silence, he asked, ‘Erm… if he’s not coming back, what are we waiting for?’

‘I’m honestly not sure…’ groaned Joshua. ‘I was hoping God would come to give me some instructions…’

Nobody was sure what was going to happen or what to do; they’d always relied on Moses. Joshua was equally uneasy. Moses’s number one rule echoed in his head: ‘Follow God’s instructions to the letter, or else he’ll get smitey!’ But where was God?

5 Suddenly, a voice called out, ‘What the hell is that?’

Everyone turned to look where he was pointing. Towards the summit of the mountain, something was rolling towards them rapidly.

‘I’m not sure,’ gasped Joshua, ‘but it’s heading right for us!’

‘It seems to be going, “ouch” and “oof”!’ yelped a woman.

‘It’s Moses!’ shrieked another.

‘It can’t be Moses,’ objected a man. ‘I seem to recall, he had arms. It looks more like a log to me.’

By this point, the torso had come to rest in the branches of a bush.

‘It is Moses!’ insisted the woman. ‘He’s been strewn all down the mountain!’

‘Jesus Christ!’ screamed Joshua. ‘Everybody, get out your baskets and pick up any bits of Moses you can find!’

‘Cool!’ cheered one man. ‘I’m getting his butt!’

Joshua shot him an angry look but continued onto the mountain.

6 It was at that moment that the Lord made an appearance. ‘Moses, my servant, is dead,’ he said solemnly.

‘Of course, he’s fucking dead!’ squealed Joshua. ‘We’re still picking his limbs out of the shrubs! Nathaniel found one of his eyeballs stuck to his sandal!’

He gestured towards Nathaniel, who sat shivering and muttering, ‘It just kept looking at me!’ 

‘Jesus, you’re testy!’ snorted God. ‘I would have thought you’d be happy that I’ve appointed you the new leader.’

‘Yeah, cheers for that, Lord!’ snarked Joshua.

‘You’re welcome, little buddy,’ replied the almighty cheerily. ‘Now then, it’s time to make preparations to cross the River Jordan into…’

‘What? Now?’

‘Yes… I’m sure you can pick berries, or whatever the hell you’re doing, back in Abel-Shittim!’

‘We’re collecting Moses’s body parts!’

‘Eww! Why the fuck would you do that?’

‘He needs a proper burial!’

‘Ergh… How long will that take?’

‘I have no idea, but afterwards, we want to observe the traditional thirty days of mourning!’

The Lord rolled his eyes. ‘First, you complain that it’s taking too long to reach the promised land, then you want to put it off for another month… Make up your bloody mind!’

‘Please,’ sobbed Joshua, ‘let us bury Moses and grieve for him, and then we’ll enter the promised land.’

‘Fine,’ grumbled the Lord.

7 The Israelites continued to gather assorted body parts, and when they’d collected all of the Moses chunks they could find, they buried them in the valley opposite Beth Peor. 

8 After the time of mourning had passed, they returned to their camp at Abel-Shittim to prepare for the conquest.
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Crossing the Jordan

Be Strong and Courageous

Joshua 1

The day after they arrived back in Abel-Shittim, Joshua was sitting in the Tent of Fuck off and Leave Me Alone, which he’d inherited from Moses. The chair felt too big for him, and the tent felt empty without Moses in it. He was just practising looking commanding when the Ark of the Covenant began to ring.

Blue sparks crackled between the cherubim, and a wisp of smoke swirled in the centre. Joshua leaned forwards cautiously and ventured, ‘Hello?’

‘Hello?’ echoed back a voice. A brief fizz, and then, ‘Is this thing on?’

Slowly, the smoke began to dissipate, revealing the face of God. 2 ‘Moses, my servant, is dead,’ he declared soberly.

‘Yes…’ sighed Joshua. ‘We covered this…’

The Lord ignored him and continued, ‘Now then, you and all these people need to get ready to cross the River Jordan into the land we’re going to take from those fucking Canaanites! Be strong and courageous!’

‘Yeah, about that,’ began Joshua. ‘I’ve had Shebna the scribe draw up some treaties in preparation—’

‘Treaties? Why the hell would you need treaties?!’

‘Well, I thought we were going to offer them peace first…’

‘Absolutely not!’ boomed the Lord. ‘Those bastards are living on my land!’

‘Erm… I don’t think they know that… Our people were in Egypt for four centuries…’

‘But your ancestors, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob dug all of those wells and built all of those altars to me! They’re there to this day!’

‘Okay, but—’

‘And if you were to make a treaty with them,’ interrupted God, ‘your people would end up worshipping their gods, and sacrificing to their gods, and being filthy fucking whores to their gods!!’ His voice intensified, and the viewscreen buzzed with electricity. ‘I am the Lord your God who brought you out of Egypt, and you will only worship me!!!’

Joshua was stunned speechless.

3 After a long silence, the Lord smiled, unrolled a map, and cooed, 4 ‘Right, I’m going to give you the land from the desert in the south to Lebanon in the north, from the Euphrates in the north-east to the Great Sea in the west, including the territory currently occupied by the Hittites. Now, when you cross the Jordan, Jericho is the first city you’ll come to. I think they’re Amorites… or Ammonites… I can never tell the difference. But anyway, if you cross the river here,’ he pointed to the map, ‘you can set up camp here, ready to invade the city. 5 Don’t worry, I’ll stick with you like I did with my buddy Moses. 6 We’re gonna be unbeatable! So, be strong and courageous!’

‘But you abandoned Moses a few times…’ groaned Joshua.

‘I did not!’ objected the Lord. ‘Give me one example of a time I abandoned him!’

‘After the Golden Calf incident, that time he laughed at your poem and you kept moving Kadesh Barnea, when the people were scared of the giants, so you had us live for forty years in the wilderness, when he hit your pet rock, not to mention when you flicked him down the mountain!’

‘Okay, fine! So maybe that one time! But I always came back. Anyway, where was I?’

‘Err… “Be strong and courageous”?’

7 ‘Ah, yes… be strong and courageous. Follow all of the laws I gave to Moses.’ He paused, and then asked, ‘Do you still have the law book he wrote?’

‘Yes.’

8 ‘Okay, well, I want you to keep it on your lips.’

‘Won’t that make it difficult to speak?’

‘Hmm… I guess… Keep it on… what’s the word I’m looking for? Erm… What do you call that table next to your bed? Where you keep your lamp?’

‘My bedside table?’

‘Ah, that’s it! Keep it on your bedside table. Meditate upon it. Contemplate its profundity. I mean, could a mere mortal have come up with such awesome rules as don’t kill, don’t steal, and don’t boil a kid in its mother’s milk? 9 Anyway, did I mention the “be strong and courageous” part yet?’

‘Erm… yes…’

‘Okay, well, prepare to cross the Jordan River. We’re going to put the fear of me into those Canaanite fuckers! Be strong and courageous!’

The screen disappeared, and the tent fell silent.

10 Joshua summoned the elders of Israel 11 and instructed them to tell the fighting men of their tribes to gather supplies, ready to cross the Jordan in three days’ time.

Amongst the elders was Caleb, son of Jephunneh, the Judahite. He and Joshua were the only surviving men of those Moses sent to scout the land of Canaan.

He was a muscular man with a full but meticulously trimmed beard. His thick black eyebrows sat prominently above his narrow eyes, and his long, straight nose gave the impression that his entire face was saluting. He stood tall and proud in his scale armour, which he wore at all times as a reminder that he was a commander.

12 Joshua dismissed the others and took the elders of the Transjordan tribes—Reubenites, Gadites, and half of the tribe of Manasseh—to one side. Caleb remained behind to listen.

13 ‘Remember,’ began Joshua, ‘though you’ve already got your land, you promised to fight alongside us until we take the whole of Canaan. 14 Your wives and children will stay at home, but your fighting men should make ready for battle.’

‘Yup,’ they grumbled, ‘that was the deal.’

15 ‘What kind of attitude is that?’ spat Caleb pushing to the front of the men. ‘You will help your fellow Israelites until the Lord gives them rest! Together, we shall take possession of the land that the Lord your God is giving us! Do not be afraid; do not be discouraged, for the Lord your God will be with you wherever you go!’
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