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To life on earth.

It was fun while it lasted.






Foreword
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NOTE: Penis not to scale. Seriously. Ask around.



Three thousand years ago I set pen to papyrus to express my gratitude to God for helping me defeat Goliath, be crowned king of Judaea, restore the Ark of the Covenant to Jerusalem, and hook up with Bathsheba, which, rowr.

The Book of Psalms began as a group of 150 songs I composed over the course of my kingship and debuted at my monthly concert series, “Psalm-Enchanted Evenings.” After my death their collected lyrics became one of the most popular books in the Bible, winning admirers among both Jews and Jew-haters alike. As it turned out, God was also a fan; so much so that now, over three millenia later, He, along with Jesus and the Holy Ghost (“My better two-thirds,” as He modestly calls them), has decided to revise them. Respond to them, more accurately.

You see, the Lord Almighty et al. have appropriated my format, and are using it not to praise, as I did, but to belittle, admonish, and generally condemn you—not you personally, dear reader, but the entire money-grubbing, morality-ignoring, conspiracy-mongering, culture-canceling, Earth-killing human community.

And He asked me to write the foreword.

I agreed, of course; so He gave me the first draft, which as it happened would also be the final draft. (God likes to work quickly and move on, mistakes literally be damned.) He told me to read it, then write something that would prepare you for what you are about to experience.

Having devoured the entire draft in one increasingly horrified sitting, I can only say this:

In the Book of Psalms, I wrote, “The Lord is my shepherd.”

In The Book of Pslams, that shepherd replies, “Go flock yourselves.”

King David






CHAPTER 1 OPENING PSALVOS
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PSLAM 1 Just the Worst



	
1 I curse humanity, and lament its creation, and loathe it to the depths of its miserable being; for it is the worst.

	
2 Just…

	
3 The…

	
4 Worst.

	
5 Homo sapiens, you are the worst, lowliest creature I ever made, and I made 350,000 different species of beetle; including five thousand that eat dung.

	
6 Of all male animals on Earth, human men are the worst; and of all females, human women; and of all nonbinaries, human nonbinaries; and of all babies, the human baby is easily the puniest, ugliest, and most wretched.

	
7 (I remember when I caused My own son to be “born” in a manger; to you he was a redeemer and a savior; to Me he was a shrieking toadstool slathered in chowder.)

	
8 Three thousand years ago, when the world wasn’t the sweltering, microplasticked palm-oil plantation it is today, Grammy Award–winning lyrist King David wrote the Book of Psalms, 150 beautiful odes in My honor.

	
9 Now, with time running out on the human race in general—and the book-buying public in particular—and in light of recent global developments that have turned history into a stand-up act too excruciating for Me not to heckle,

	
10 I, along with My better two-thirds, have written this response, The Book of Pslams, a furious jeremiad of doleful misanthropy published by the good people at Simon & Schuster.

	
11 In these pages you will find nearly a hundred versed vituperations in the form of psalvos (from Me), psermons (from Jesus), and psatires, pspoofs, and poetry pslams (from the Holy Ghost).

	
12 It’s a book equally fit to serve as the basis of a new religion, or light reading on the shitter.

	
13 And, in much the same way that reading the Psalms always leaves Me feeling good about Myself, even by My own standards, it is My fondest hope that reading these Pslams will leave you feeling awful about yourselves, even by yours.

	
14 Hey, I can hear you thinking—because I’m omniscient and I can do that—You sure talk a lot of crap about us, God, but didn’t You make us in Your image? And if we’re failures, doesn’t that mean You’re a failure? And if we’re “the worst,” doesn’t that make You “the worst of the worst”?


	
15 We’ll get to that.
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PSLAM 2 Come



“Come.”

—Matthew 14:29




	
1 Hello. My name is Jesus Christ, and I am the Son of God.

	
2 I was born in Bethlehem in the year 4 or 5 BMe and died in Jerusalem thirty-three years later from what the coroner controversially ruled a “tragic accident.”

	
3 Then three days later I rose from the dead, and, after mollifying local zombie hunters, joined my apostles in the ancient celebration of the vernal equinox, which they later pretended was a brand-new holiday called Easter.

	
4 Two thousand years have passed since then, time I’ve mostly spent dying for your sins, posing for portraits, appearing on breakfast foods, and trying to get my Dad not to torment you so often, so thoroughly, and with such boyish glee.

	
5 During this period a religion arose called Christianity, perhaps you’ve heard of it—oh you have, great—which, after a tenuous and martyr-tastic start, grew into a worldwide faith with more than 2.4 billion followers, the world’s second-largest religious affiliation, after the Beyhive.

	
6 This religion even has its own bible, “The Bible,” an account of my life and words as chronicled by four men with eerily common modern American names.

	
7 This account is incomplete; it’s imperfectly translated; there’s some duplication, some contradiction, and a few parables with major plot holes; but overall it gives a reasonably decent sense of my teachings.

	
8 And as the name implies, Christianity is based on those teachings.

	
9 Except it’s not.

	
10 In practice, Christianity is based on my birth—miraculous, virginal, carol-worthy—and my death—degrading, gruesome, torture-porny—and has little to do with anything I said or did in the apparently inconsequential period between those two events known as “my life.”

	
11 For many, including most of those who claim to be pious, Christianity is less a faith than a front, a feint, an excuse, a cover story, a private club, a get-out-of-hell-free card.

	
12 My philosophy and ethics are ignored at best and subverted at worst, and yet there’s my name mocking me right in the name of the religion.

	
13 These days when I run into the Buddha and ask him how Buddhism is going and he says, “Great! Still kind of true to my teachings! What about Christianity?,” I cringe and immediately change the subject to our mutual hatred of Jainism.

	
14 So when Dad told me He was writing this Book of Pslams, I saw an opportunity.

	
15 For while the original New Testament is hardly lacking for sermons, they seem to have failed to impact your moral outlook the way I hoped they would.

	
16 When I delivered them I was mindful to take my message of love and brotherhood and “dumb it down”; but looking at the world, it’s clear you’re in desperate need of a Second Dumbing.

	
17 Thus, Pops graciously provided me the literary real estate for a passel of new sermons, exegeses, and expository homilies, each of which will riff off one of my original, actual quotes from the Gospels.

	
18 This sermon is the first of those, and the one-word quote that starts it is what I told Peter as I walked on water; he didn’t believe what he was seeing, so I said, “Come,” invited him off his boat, and he too walked on water.

	
19 It was a wonderful moment, but let’s be honest: that’s not why I chose “Come” for my first chapter-and-verse header.

	
20 I’m two millennia older and wiser now, and I know my audience better.

	
21 And you’re all a bunch of pervs.
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PSLAM 3 The Holy Ghostwriter



	
1 I am the Holy Ghostwriter, a third of the divinity,

	
2 The shyest and most esoteric member of the Trinity,

	
3 A self-effacing Godhead, although one with an affinity

	
4 For entering a woman’s ear and taking her virginity.

	
5 The Father, Son, and I have lived for ages immemorial,

	
6 As three, but also one; math mystic and phantasmagorial.

	
7 But since we’re consubstantial, we are never territorial,

	
8 And that is why the book you hold is triply co-authorial.

	
9 My portions will be passages of poetry and parody.

	
10 They’re heavy on the irony, but light on the vulgarity,

	
11 With many satirizing works of great familiarity.

	
12 (The sources of these spoofs will be identified for clarity.)

	
13 So please enjoy my humble bids at verbal ingenuity.

	
14 Their contrast with the other Pslams may seem an incongruity.

	
15 I wasn’t sure my work was any good, but looking through it, e—

	
16 Ven Jesus told me, “Holy Ghost, this format suits you to a T!”
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PSLAM 4 Only One



	
1 Of the millions of varieties of living things that populate the wondrous planet I have bequeathed unto you, only one has the ability to buy this book.

	
2 It is not only the same one that created an enormous global electronic retail and distribution system to ensure you receive it by tomorrow,

	
3 But the same one with the audacity to name that system for the enormous rain forest whose destruction your order will accelerate.

	
4 Numerous are the beasts of the field who travel long, grueling miles across the earth in search of food;

	
5 But only one who travels long, grueling miles without going anywhere, in search of a “Lookin’ fierce, TwinsMom42!” from the Peloton instructor.

	
6 All creatures require water to survive; but only one, upon achieving fame, demands bottled water, and orders his or her tour manager to put that in the contract rider.

	
7 Countless are the female animals who suckle their young; yet only one writes think pieces about her “conflicting wave of emotions” while doing it in a restaurant.

	
8 And countless are the male animals who hasten away upon mating; yet only one reunites with his child six years later following a DNA test on The Maury Show.


	
9 All animals excrete waste, but only one freshens the air surrounding its newly deposited feces so as to foster the illusion that it poops pine cones.

	
10 Every living being consumes other living beings, but only one kills for reasons other than survival; sport, art, commerce, and a hundred other nonessential motives drive it to slaughter all manner of animals, and plants, and even fungi;

	
11 Which are not plants, but their own separate taxonomic kingdom; a lot of people don’t know that.

	
12 All organisms are the end result of billions of years of evolution, but only one has the intelligence to discover it.

	
13 Or the stubbornness to deny it.

	
14 All living things reproduce, but only one can consciously limit its ability to do so.

	
15 The same one that should.

	
16 Finally, of the millions of species living on this planet, only one knows he’s going to die.

	
17 The same one that, out of spite, is taking all the others with him.







[image: Image]


PSLAM 5 The Thrill



	
1 Humanity, there are many times I look back on Day Six of creation and wish I’d stopped before I made you.

	
2 Then, since I was working alphabetically, the last animal I created would have been the zebu, which would be a much happier memory; I love the zebu; it’s a thinking man’s ox.

	
3 And yet I will be honest: the thrill isn’t entirely gone.

	
4 There are still things about you I adore, things that take Me back to a simpler, happier time, when life was young and love was new and produce regulations were still respected.

	
5 Your body still amazes Me; it’s incredible; I get excited every time I see one.

	
6 Your mind too; I’m still in awe of it; not always what it does, but what it conceives, how it conceives; it’s the most gorgeously complex thing in the universe.

	
7 I still love the way you whisper when we’re alone, falling to your knees, entrusting Me with your deepest secrets and desires, and telling Me I’m the only one.

	
8 I could never find your restless curiosity anything but endearing.

	
9 I could never find your urge to create the new and beautiful old and ugly.

	
10 And your laugh… never in a trillion years could I grow tired of hearing you laugh.

	
11 I love how under the right circumstances you will drop everything and risk your own lives to help a loved one, a stranger, a community, a world; I only wish you’d find more right circumstances.

	
12 And I hate to admit it, but I guess I’m still in love with the whole human “thing.”

	
13 Birth, childhood, adolescence, youth, adulthood, middle age, old age, death, war, peace, love, hate, weekdays, weekends, wins, losses, business, pleasure, friendship, rivalry, sex, marriage, parenthood, divorce, happiness, sadness, disappointment, satisfaction, food, booze, drugs, poverty, riches, health, sickness, adventure, tedium, despair, ecstasy, grief, joy, the whole dizzying, maddening, intoxicating, terrifying, stupefying, inexplicable experience.

	
14 I still dig it.

	
15 No, the thrill isn’t gone, humanity; when I see you I still feel the same giddy rush of excitement I felt watching Adam and Eve frolic in the garden.

	
16 But honestly, in the long term…

	
17 I just don’t see a future with you in it.
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PSLAM 6 Love Your Enemies



“But I tell you, love your enemies, and pray for those who persecute you.”

—Matthew 5:44




	
1 I stand by those words; they are beautiful; they are empathetic; they are the cornerstone of any kind, humane society.

	
2 But they were also uttered before 2016.

	
3 I know many of you these days are finding it hard to love or pray for anything, much less your enemies and persecutors.

	
4 (Indeed, from the mouth of a Christian, the very phrase “I’ll pray for you” more or less means “Go to hell.”)

	
5 So if loving your enemies proves too difficult, try finding common ground with them, so you can at least recognize you’re both members of the same species.

	
6 Think of it the way a good host might introduce two of her guests at a bipartisan cocktail party.

	
7 “You’re carbon-based, right? I believe Donald here is carbon-based too!”

	
8 “How funny: you and Senator Cruz are from the same hemisphere!”

	
9 “What are the odds you and Tucker Carlson would both be wearing shoes to the party!”

	
10 As for praying for those who persecute you… that’s an even taller order.

	
11 During my ministry on Earth I had a few vicious persecutors for whom I found it very difficult to pray.

	
12 Sometimes I’d trick myself by mentally superimposing a more morally attractive person’s face on his, then imagining I was praying for him.

	
13 (Once, I was praying for Judas Iscariot, and right as I finished I screamed, “John the Baptist! I love you, John!”

	
14 Awkward.)

	
15 Genuinely loving your enemies and sincerely praying for those who persecute you is an achievement reserved for only a small handful of saints; and we all know what usually happens to saints:

	
16 They die at the hands of the enemies they loved and the persecutors they prayed for.

	
17 So by way of throwing you a moral bone, I hereby modify my biblical injunction for modern usage.

	
18 Love your enemies to the extent possible, and pray for those who persecute you not to suffer more than necessary.


	
19 There.

	
20 Difficult, but doable.







[image: Image]


PSLAM 7 Christ’s in the Cradle Written in the voice of the Father, about the Son, by the Holy Ghost.



	
1 My child arrived just the other day.

	
2 He came to the world an unusual way.

	
3 But there were lives to guide and fates to sway.

	
4 I sent a card every Christmas Day.

	
5 And he was talkin’ ’fore I knew it, and as he grew,

	
6 He’d say, “I’m coeternal with You, Dad. You know I’m coeternal with You.”

	
7 And the Christ’s in the Cradle and the word’s made flesh.

	
8 Mary in blue and the ass in the crèche.

	
9 “When You comin’ down, Dad?” “I don’t know when,

	
10 But we’ll get together then, son. You know we’ll have the end times then.”

	
11 My child healed men just the other day.

	
12 He said, “This is a ball, Dad! Come on, let’s pray!

	
13 Will You speak to my flock?” I said, “Not today.

	
14 I got a king to smite.” He said, “That’s OK.”

	
15 He walked away, but he looked right at Me.

	
16 He said, “I’m gonna be like Thee, Dad. You know I’m gonna be like Thee.”

	
17 (Repeat verses 7–10.)


	
18 Well, he came from Supper just the other day.

	
19 Too much like a man; still, I thought I’d say,

	
20 “Son, I’m proud of you, join Me up in the sky.”

	
21 He grabbed his wrists, and he said with a sigh,

	
22 “What I’d really like, Dad, is to die on the cross now.

	
23 Three days later send me back, somehow.”

	
24 (Repeat verses 7–10.)


	
25 I’ve long stopped trying; My son never did.

	
26 The other day I appeared to the kid.

	
27 I said, “I’d like to have you here by my side.”

	
28 He said, “I’d love to, Dad, but I’ve been crucified.

	
29 You see, I’m busy with the dyin’ and redeemin’ I do.

	
30 But it’s sure nice talkin’ to You, Dad. It’s sure nice talkin’ to You.”

	
31 And as I sat on the throne, it occurred to Me: My boy was not like Me, no.

	
32 My boy… was not like Me.

	
33 (Repeat verses 7–10.)
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PSLAM 8 Forsaken



	
1 “My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me?”

	
2 That’s the first line of Psalm 22 in the Old Testament, which Jesus quoted on the cross in the New Testament, making it the only major biblical quote to appear in both books (although see Pslam 91 for a clarification).

	
3 It’s clearly one of your biggest theological FAQs, and I’m happy to answer it… by asking you a few questions.

	
4 Why shouldn’t I forsake you?

	
5 If you were Me, wouldn’t you forsake you?

	
6 Given where you are right now as a species, society, and planet, and given My unlimited access to, you know, the universe, how much more time and effort and attention would you put into Project Homo sapiens before screaming “SCREW IT!” and starting all over again on one of those sexy young rocks orbiting Betelgeuse?

	
7 Ever thought to ask yourselves, “Why have we forsaken nature?” or “Why have we forsaken one another?” or “Why have I forsaken myself?”

	
8 Any of those queries ever pop into those needy little frontal lobes of yours?

	
9 Also, how do you think “Why hast Thou forsaken me?” makes you sound?

	
10 Don’t you think that every time I hear it I send an archangel to fetch heaven’s smallest violin so I can play it sarcastically to the comedic delight of the floating-room-only cherubim crowd?

	
11 And finally: Did you ever think that maybe constantly hearing you moan variations on “Why hast Thou forsaken me?” is a big reason why I’ve forsaken thee?


	
12 Mankind up, people.

	
13 You’re still not nearly as God-forsaken as Earth is man-forsaken.
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PSLAM 9 WWID?



“I am the way, the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father, but by me.”

—John 14:6




	
1 People always ask, “What would Jesus do?”

	
2 (They even wear “What Would Jesus Do?” bracelets; in that case, “what I would do” is immediately take off those bracelets, because not only are they ugly, the wrist is the last place on my body that needs further accessorizing.)

	
3 I understand the thinking behind the question: I’m a paragon of virtue, so if everyone behaved as I did in the Bible, the world would be a better place.

	
4 The problem is, what I would do then is very different from what I would do now.
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