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Fuck’s sake!

Preface

Christmas is that special time of year when we celebrate the birth of Krampus. That evil bastard has been the source of many a bowel movement in my house, let me tell you. Christmas is also associated with the birth of Jesus, for some reason…


Nowadays, the festival has little to do with Jesus, aside from the occasional nativity scene or angel on top of a Christmas tree, and has more to do with spending time with family, giving presents, hoping some fat bloke will break into your house, and eating enough food to feed an army in the space of a single meal.


I could think of no better way to celebrate the festive season than by engaging in the wanton blasphemous spoofing of its most time-honoured tales and songs.


Only two of the gospel authors, Matthew and Luke, provide nativity narratives, but their stories differ significantly. In fact, it’s almost as though they were just making shit up as they went along in order to make Jesus fit some vague messianic prophecies. So, I’ve had to piece their tales together by alternating between the two gospels in order to (hopefully) make the cohesive story that the divinely inspired men of God couldn’t be arsed to.


And what’s Christmas without a bit of Dickens? A Christmas Carol has always been a favourite of mine, so I decided to cast King Herod, the infamous baby massacring tyrant of the nativity, as Ebenezer Scrooge and see where it took me. The result is a twisted tale in five staves.


There are also some distasteful carols at the back of the book to annoy your religious relatives with. Imagine their faces when you belt out O Cum, Got a Faceful at the dinner table!


No matter what time of year you’re reading this, I wish you a merry Christmas.


Addendum

When I first submitted this book to Kindle Direct Publishing, they sent me a message saying that I couldn’t have writing on the book’s spine unless I had at least one hundred pages; at the time, I had 92. I racked my brain to figure out how to fill the eight pages and, at one point, I jokingly said I was going to just write the words ‘screw Flanders’ repeatedly. I’d never dream of doing that, so I’ve written a few more Christmas carols and used what was going to be the audiobook script for Plot Interrupting Genealogy alongside the family tree images. Take that, Amazon!
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The Nativity

The Dumbfounding of a Religion

Luke 1

During the reign of King Herod of Judaea, there lived a priest from the Order of Abijah called Zechariah, who had a wife named Elizabeth. 6 Despite being righteous in the sight of God, following the commandments, and hating all the right people, 7 they were childless because Elizabeth suffered the misfortune of being a female in a Bible story and was, therefore, barren.


8 One day, Zechariah was given the honour of lighting the ceremonial incense in the temple, 9 a privilege he’d earned by winning three games of rock-paper-scissors in a row. 10 As he waited alone in the temple, he could hear the faint murmur of the congregation outside. He knew the time had come.


11 He was just about to light a stick of incense when an angel appeared right next to him. 12 Startled, Zechariah jumped three feet in the air and set fire to the end of his finger.


13 ‘Do not be afraid,’ said the angel.


‘Too late,’ yelped Zechariah. ‘I think I need a fresh pair of underwear.’


‘I’m here to tell you that you’ll give birth to a baby.’


‘Me?’ squealed Zechariah. ‘But I’m a man!’


With a perturbed look on his face, the angel began to riffle through his notebook. He looked up at Zechariah and asked, ‘Is your name Mary?’


‘Do I look like a Mary?’ huffed Zechariah pointing to his beard.


‘Hmm,’ said the angel flipping the page. ‘Zechariah?’


‘Yup.’


14 ‘Good. Well, my notes say you will be getting a son, but your wife Elizabeth is going to give birth to him. 15 You have to call him John, 16 he’s not allowed to drink alcohol, 17 and he’s going to have a strange penchant for dunking people in water, but they’re going to be queuing up to let him do it.’


18 ‘Wait,’ interjected Zechariah. ‘My wife is all old and dried up! How could she have a child?’


19 The angel replied, ‘I am Gabriel.’


‘That doesn’t really answer my question…’


20 ‘Shut up!’ spat Gabriel. ‘In fact, because you’re such a dick, I’m going to take away your ability to speak until your wife gives birth!’


And the angel disappeared in a flash of light.


21 Meanwhile, the congregation were waiting outside the temple for Zechariah to start the sermon.


‘He’s taking his damned time,’ they said to one another.


22 Just then, Zechariah emerged from the temple. He opened his mouth to explain what had happened, but nothing came out, for he’d been stricken dumb. He started furiously gesturing at the crowd, but nobody understood what he meant.


‘He’s trying to tell us something,’ remarked one man. ‘What is it, boy?’


‘Two words, five syllables,’ said another.


‘I think he’s telling us to go fuck ourselves!’ cried yet another.


An old woman at the back of the crowd called out, ‘He’s obviously telling us that he’s seen an angel who told him he’s going to have a son and that angel has taken away his ability to speak!’


‘Don’t be stupid!’ yelled back another. ‘He’s saying that we should cook and eat our neighbours’ cats!’


23 Zechariah threw up his hands in frustration and wandered off in dismay.


24 So, Elizabeth became pregnant and decided that, since her husband wouldn’t talk to her, she’d lock herself in her room for five months. 25 ‘It’s because I’m getting fat, isn’t it?’ she screamed at her husband, slamming the door. ‘You fucking did this to me!’


He waved his hands violently in objection, but to no avail.


Holy Mother of Christ!

Luke 1

When Elizabeth was six months pregnant, 27 God sent Gabriel to a virgin called Mary living in Nazareth, Galilee who was engaged to a guy called Joseph. 28 She was just getting into the shower when the angel appeared next to her.


‘Greetings,’ said Gabriel.


29 ‘Fudge nuggets!’ exclaimed Mary grabbing a towel to cover herself.


30 Gabriel looked her up and down, and said, ‘You’re highly favoured by the Lord.’


‘I don’t give a snickerdoodle if I am highly favoured. Get the H E double-hockey-sticks out of my shower!’


31 ‘Don’t be afraid. You’re going to have a baby.’


‘Oh, gosh golly!’ she gasped. ‘You’re here to rape me!’


‘No,’ protested Gabriel. ‘I’m an angel sent by God.’


‘Oh… That would explain the wings and the glowing,’ she sighed. ‘Anyway, are you trying to say I’m unrapable?’


32 The angel gulped, ‘No… Listen, I’m here to tell you that you’ll have a son, and he’ll be called Jesus, the son of the Most High. 33 He’ll reign over the Israelites forever and appear on people’s cheese sandwiches.’


‘How can this be?’ she stuttered.


‘Well, you take two pieces of bread and a slice of cheese, and when you toast the bread…’


34 ‘No,’ interrupted Mary. ‘How could I have a baby? I’m a virgin.’


‘The Holy Spirit will come on you.’


35 Mary retorted, ‘I’m a virgin, and even I know that’s not how it works!’


‘You’re engaged to be married, yet
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