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Mission Statement 

There is no mission. The Spanish had a bunch of missions, and look how that 

turned out. 

Instead, what I have is a main goal. No, a goal puts too much pressure on 

everyone. How about a focal point? Actually, that won’t work either. Don’t want to 

be too narrow-minded. 

Oh – I’ve got it! It’s an idea. Yes. An idea. I like the sound of that, don’t you? 

  And the idea is: do your own thing. 

  No seriously. I don’t care when, where, how, or even if you worship. Whatever 

makes you comfortable. Whatever makes you happy. And whatever keeps me from 

having to stock up on candles, grape juice, and Christ crackers. So do as you please, 

as long as you’re not hurting others or yourself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Breaking the Rules of Worship 

When it comes to getting in touch with The Big Guy, a set of rules seems a bit 

arbitrary. What works for your sister might not work for you. And what works for you 

might not work for…that guy, over there, eating the sandwich. Speaking of 

sandwiches, that makes me think of a pretty good analogy 

See, let’s say that guy with the sandwich puts a lot of mustard on it. Personally, 

I don’t like a lot of mustard on my sandwich. I find that it overwhelms my taste buds and 

makes the sandwich rather unpleasant. 

This is kind of like god. Not that I’m saying god is a bottle of mustard. What 

I am saying is that it seems unnecessary to engage in conversation with god every day. 

The fact is, sometimes people just don’t have a lot to talk about. If you don’t feel the 

need to pray incessantly or keep in contact with him constantly, then don’t. When the 

mood strikes you to give him a ring on your mental phone just to let him know you’re all 

right and to request he tell Jesus you said what’s up, go for it. If you feel the same 

connection to your deity talking to him once a week or once an hour, then what 

difference does it make?   

But if you feel the need to talk to god all the time – then by all means, talk his 

holy ear off. I’m sure he won’t be mad – he’s the one who gave you that great, flapping 



tongue of yours, right? So if he does get sick of hearing you, I guess he’s got no one 

to blame but himself. 

Also – it’s really not required that you go to church. A church is not god’s living 

room. Or his parlour. Or wherever you think that god might entertain guests. 

Presumably, he is everywhere so if you feel most comfortable talking to god while 

standing in your own living room wearing a pair of Spongebob underpants and twirling 

a ladle like a baton as the theme song from ‘Knight Rider’ plays in the background – 

then go for it! God won’t think you’re crazy. Everyone else might…but you’re not 

praying to your family and neighbors, now are you? And just ignore that strange look 

your dog seems to be giving you. What does he know – he licks his own butt. 

When I was a young girl and being dragged to Sunday Mass every morning the 

thing I hated second-most (the thing I hated the absolute most was that whole ‘peace 

be with you’ handshaking crap. I don’t like it when strangers touch me. I didn’t then, 

and I don’t now) were the itchy dresses I had to wear. All the damn time with the itchy 

dresses. 

You know how Benjamin Franklin said that beer is proof that god loves us and 

wants us to be happy? Well why can’t sweatpants be proof that god loves us and 

wants us to be comfortable? So you know what – don’t dress up for god unless you 

want to. I don’t think he cares. I have a hard time believing he’s up there sitting on his 



heavenly Couch of Clouds scrutinizing everyone’s wardrobe like the world is his own 

private episode of ‘America’s Next Top Model.’ 

I realize that most church services start in the morning but we don’t know what 

time zone Heaven is in. That being said – how can you be sure god isn’t sleeping? Or 

maybe he’s busy watching the game. Which is why I propose, if you’d like to show up 

at church, show up whenever you please – how about, say one? Or one-ish? I mean 

seriously – since when is god closed for business? 

The main idea I’m trying to get across here is simple: worship in whatever way 

you’re most comfortable. Regardless of how stupid it may seem to anyone else, if it’s 

not stupid to you, then it’s not stupid to god either. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Let’s Get Ready to Humble…Thyself 

One thing I’ve always liked about the Catholic Church is the idea of 

confession. 

Mostly because it seems like free therapy and I like free stuff. 

But I can see how some people might get kind of freaked out by shutting 

themselves up in a little box and having a little one-on-one with a holy man; it can be a 

little daunting.  

All the same, for those of us who have confessed, we can probably attest to 

the fact that it actually feels pretty good, even if you choose not to do a verbal lap 

around the rosary as the priest may or may not have instructed. 

So if you’d rather not pop by your local Catholic church – and since you’re 

reading, that’s probably true – I have been kind enough to formulate a couple 

different methods of confessing your sins or, at the very least, being at peace with 

them. 

  

-Go to a place where you’re comfortable and write down your wrong-doings (“sins” is 

such a dirty word, isn’t it?) on a piece of paper. When you’re all done…rip it to pieces 

and throw it away. Please don’t litter. God hates it when you litter. 



-Here’s an outdoorsy alternative that works – go to a local wooded area and for every 

wrong-doing that’s plaguing you, collect a piece of burnable wood. During warmer 

months, start a bonfire and invite your friends over for a barbecue where you provide 

the food, drinks, and hospitality. Ask no one to help you clean up afterward. During 

the colder months, toss the wood in a fireplace and invite your friends over for a nice 

little cocktail party where, again, you’ll be the perfect host and ensure everyone is 

having a great time, courtesy of you. 

-Do something incredibly nice for another person for no good reason other than to 

do it…and don’t tell another soul about it. It’s called selflessness, and as much as god 

hates litter, he sure does love selflessness.  

-Try to fix whatever it is you’ve done. If you stole something, give it back. If you hurt 

someone, apologize and make it up to them. Anyone can feel bad, but what good is 

feeling bad if you don’t make an effort to make things right? 

-Go to your favorite bar, coffee shop, etc., go in to the restroom, and write what you 

did on the stall/bathroom wall. Now you’ve anonymously confessed to the masses 

and will be reminded not to commit that little indiscretion again every time you go back 

to visit…or at least until they remodel the bathroom. 

-Tell someone! Who cares if it’s a priest – tell someone who really won’t judge you for 

it…and then get over it. 



-Fast for a day. Or deprive yourself of a vice – like cigarettes or the energy drinks 

you guzzle throughout the day. 

-Tally up your wrong-doings – and commit that many hours to volunteer work. It 

doesn’t have to be organized volunteer work either – if you aren’t down to work at a 

soup kitchen and mentoring children isn’t your thing, grab a trash bag, take a stroll 

through your neighborhood or a local park, and pick up garbage. God won’t mind if 

you wear gloves, since cleanliness is next to godliness and all. 

  

And remember: while you may feel that it’s important for god to forgive you your 

trespasses, it’s just as important that you forgive yourself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Ten Suggestions 

Let me just begin by saying that the whole point of this handbook is to avoid 

telling people how to worship and lead their lives. Honestly, I really don’t care how you 

live your life, provided you’re not infringing on my rights and my comfort or those 

around you. This is why I have a bit of a problem with some – not all – of the 

commandments. 

Like the one that says thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s wife. All right, look, I 

know that there’s something inherently not cool about doing the nasty with your 

neighbor’s betrothed. But what’s wrong with checking them out? Isn’t that just human 

nature? Is god really going to send us right on to hell if we have the glorious pleasure 

of living next door to Jennifer Lawrence or James Marsden? Let me tell you 

something folks – if James Marsden moves in next door with his wife and he comes 

outside to grab the paper in his underwear, I’m gonna covet my ass off. I’m just not 

going to touch him or make inappropriate remarks because that would be infringing on 

someone else’s comfort zone. And that’s not cool, dig? 

Plus, the whole “neighbor’s wife” thing is so out of date. Does that mean it’s 

cool to covet thy buddy’s girlfriend just because they aren’t married? And what about 

coveting thy neighbor’shusband? Or domestic partner? You see people – some of the 

commandments are so last epoch. 



So I’ve decided to come up with my own “commandments,” although I’d rather 

not call them “commandments” as it would be presumptuous of me to “command” 

anything. Again, I urge you all to consider them to be ideas and to follow them in a 

manner that works best for you and your lifestyle. 

 

1. Don’t hump someone that someone else is humping. It’s not only rude, it’s 

dirty. 

2. Don’t take your problems out on other people. Other people have their own 

problems, and 99.9% of the world could care less why your Underoos are all 

bunched up. 

3. Don’t kill people. Granted there are exceptions, like self-defense, but for 

the most part…not cool, bro. 

4. If you’re going to kill someone, don’t say it’s because god/Jesus told you to. 

You’re full of shit and everyone knows it – especially God & Son. 

5. Don’t steal things. Dick. 

6. Don’t lie. Even if you plan on becoming a politician. Especially if you plan 

on becoming a politician. 

7. Don’t go blaming god when your life sucks and then forget to thank him when 

things are going swimmingly. You made your bed so you get to lie in it. God 

doesn’t provide housekeeping services. 



8. Be nice to folks. Even if they don’t really deserve it, be nice to them anyway. 

Mostly because when you are nice to them, it really seems to piss them off. 

9. If you’re blessed enough to have children, have the good sense not to fuck 

them up. 

10. Find some time every day to appreciate nature and the people around you 

that mean the most. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Story Time 

There are entirely too many stories in the Bible. And out of that Holy 

Library, how many stories do you actually remember? Let me guess - the story of 

Moses, Samson and Delilah, King Solomon the Baby Splitter, David and Goliath, 

the jerks at the temple doing the money lending, the Great Fish and Bread Incident, 

the Good Samaritan, and of course, the crucifixion debacle, the resurrection, and so 

forth. Then there's the story of Adam and Eve, Cain and Abel, and that timeless 

old favorite, Noah. But there are tons of stories in between all of those yet they seem 

to have gotten lost in the fray unless you are a Biblical scholar or a religious zealot. 

Let’s be honest here, folks: the Bible is not exactly riveting. Yeah, I said it. 

Maybe it’s the antiquated language, the redundant scenes in which some hardcore 

smiting is going down, or the utter lack of comic relief, but I'd seriously rather read 

John Steinbeck, and I hate John Steinbeck something fierce. 

  So rather than tell you to go read those duller-than-a-butterknife parables, I've 

jotted down a couple of my own. These stories will hopefully send a message, teach a 

lesson, have a moral, and all that other good stuff you see in Bible stories, but with a 

little more...shazam! 

  

  



The Platypus and the Beauty Queen 

Once upon a time there was a young girl named, uh...Jill. Yeah, we'll call her Jill. 

Now Jill wasn't exactly the hottest pepper in the chili but she was funny and smart 

and nice to people, and that should count for something, right? 

Jill went to school with a girl named Courtney and Courtney was a real bitch. 

She was one of those girls that had far more in the way of good looks and attitude 

than she did brains. Lucky for her, brains don't count as much in high school as they 

used to, probably because some of the teachers are dumber than some of the 

students. 

For whatever reason, Courtney found great joy in reminding Jill that she 

looked a little like a platypus and had a greater-than-average circumference. Jill 

ignored Courtney to the best of her ability and refrained from pointing out the fact 

that Courtney had been banged more times than a screen door. 

  Five years after high school ended, Jill had a degree in chemistry and was on 

her way to John Hopkins with a full scholarship, where she'd focus in neuroscience. 

During the summer, she'd fly to third world countries to do charity work. 

  Courtney, who had also gone on to college but dropped out after her first 

semester when she contracted herpes from a professor and became the center of a 

city-wide scandal, was hit by a bus as she was crossing the street to get to the strip 



club where she worked. She wasn't paralyzed or anything, but her face was mangled 

all to hell. 

  

The Moral: Greatness is earned. Beauty is a gift. Both can be taken away. So 

whether you have one or both, make sure you don't take it for granted and don't 

chastise others for not having what you do. 

   

The Businessman and the Internet 

Once upon a time there was a very successful businessman. He had a large 

house with a pool he never used, three cars boasting high-end German engineering 

that he didn't understand, a membership to the best country club in town though he'd 

never been there, and lots of boy toys that he didn't really know how to use but he 

enjoyed how shiny they looked under his designer track lighting that he'd had 

someone else install. He didn't believe in tipping waiters, valets, or bellboys so he 

never did. He never gave money to the homeless or to any charities or fundraisers. He 

paid for his grown children to go to college, but he never remembered to send them a 

birthday card or buy them a little something for Christmas. 

  In short, he was a dick. 

  One day, the businessman became very ill and was instructed by his physician 

to stay at home for a week to fully recover. The businessman was very used to 



keeping busy and for the first couple of days he was bored out of his mind. Then he 

discovered the wonderful world of the Internet. 

  He spent all day on the Internet, trading stocks, playing poker, and looking at 

porn. He couldn't get enough of it. 

  When it was time to go back to work he continued playing around on his 

computer rather than doing any work. Eventually his superiors noticed the decline in 

his work ethic and tried to address the issue with him. He wouldn't listen. Remember - 

he was a dick. 

  Since his job was to make rich people richer and he was no longer fulfilling his 

duties, the management unceremoniously fired him. The businessman continued 

indulging his newfound addiction, certain that he had mastered the art of internet 

poker and the stock market. 

  One evening, he was having an expensive soiree in his backyard and was sitting 

around, smoking cigars and sipping overpriced scotch. When the party was over, the 

very drunk businessman tossed his cigar aside and it landed in a hedge. The hedge 

caught fire; the fire spread to the house and the garage and all that owned but never 

appreciated - the cars, the suits, the house, the fancy gadgets - were all toasted to a 

crisp. 

  



When he finally got access to a computer he realized that the stocks he 

invested in had plummeted and he lost all of his money. Within a few months, he was 

one of those homeless people that he used to ignore when he passed them on the 

street. 

  

The Moral: Take pleasure in the things that aren't tangible, like loving your children 

and doing good things for others. Also, if you must indulge your vices, do so in 

moderation. In short - don't be a dick. And, as always, don't litter. Even if it's your 

yard, it was god's yard first. 

  

Tommy and the Broken Fence 

Once upon a time there was a little boy named Tommy who liked to be mean to 

animals. He threw rocks at dogs, trapped frogs in jars with no air holes, shot at 

squirrels with his BB gun, and pulled the tails of cats. 

  On a sunny summer afternoon, the little boy was playing baseball in the street 

with some of his friends. One little boy sent the ball sailing toward an old wooden 

fence and Tommy started to run backward, hoping to catch the ball. Instead, he 

slammed in to the fence. Tommy was kind of a chubby boy and the fence was awfully 

weak - it collapsed under his weight and Tommy landed flat on his back. The baseball 

hit him square in the nose. 



  

His eyes teared up and his nose started to bleed. Tommy was unable to see 

the large dog in the backyard barreling toward him and though his friends called out to 

him to watch out, he was too disoriented from the whack in the face to understand 

what they were saying. The dog leapt on little Tommy and bit him right on the ass, 

then started to hump his leg. One of his friends used his cell phone to get the whole 

thing on video and promptly posted it on YouTube that night, where millions of 

people watched and laughed at Tommy's expense. 

  

The Moral: God may love you, but he also loves animals. Show some respect to your 

furry, scaled, and slimy friends, lest ye wind up the next unwitting star of YouTube's 

newest most watched video. 

  

 

 

 

 

 



The Unofficial Pamphlet of Prayers 

Before we begin, I’d like to say that prayer is not required. If you want to use 

them, then use them. Or  make up your own. Or turn them in to songs. Or  print them 

off, turn them in to paper airplanes, and fly them around the room. Your call! 

 

 

The Dessert 

Prayer 

Hi God. 

Thank you for 

cake. 

And also pie. 

They are both 

delicious 

and have, 

in their own small 

way, 

 made the world a 

better place 

  

The Prayer for 

Good-looking People 

Hi God. 

Thanks for all 

the attractive folks in 

the world 

They sure are 

nice to look at 

considering all we 

seem to want to do 

anymore 

is litter 

and build parking 

lots 

and strip malls 

and make stuff 

ugly 

But hey 

at least we’ve still 

got John Stamos and 

Mila Kunis 

So I guess that’s 

cool 

Keep up the 

good work  



A Prayer for the 

Stupid 

Hi God. 

Please grant me 

the patience 

to deal with the 

idiocy that I am 

surrounded by 

on a near-daily 

basis 

I haven’t killed 

anyone so far 

and I’d really like 

to keep a clean record 

And if you don’t 

have any left-over 

patience 

maybe you could 

try to find some left-

over IQ points 

and give it to 

those 

who need it most 

That would be 

awesome 

  

The How’s it 

Goin’ Prayer 

Hi God. 

I just wanted to 

see how things were 

going on your end 

like if you’ve read 

any good books lately 

or maybe seen 

any good movies 

And if so, 

I’m also open to 

suggestions. 

I would ask you 

about the weather 

but something 

tells me that the 

weather where you are 

is always pretty 

nice 

unless of course 

you’re feeling saucy 

in which case I 

guess you can do 

whatever you want 

Have a good one 

and don’t work 

too hard. 

  

  

 

 



A Prayer for 

Covering One’s Ass 

Hi God. 

I’m about to do 

something really stupid. 

I would really 

appreciate it 

if you could make 

sure that I don’t get 

mangled, 

paralyzed, 

mutilated, 

or otherwise 

tragically injured. 

It would also be 

really cool 

if you could make 

sure I don’t die 

although I’ll 

understand 

if you need me 

for something 

Thank you in 

advance 

  

The Liquor 

Prayer 

Hi God. 

Thanks for 

alcohol 

and giving us the 

ability 

to get plastered 

That was 

thoughtful 

Although if you 

could do something 

about hangovers 

we’d all really 

appreciate it  

The Thank You 

Prayer 

Hi God. 

I just wanted to 

say thanks. 

Not for anything 

in particular, 

just a general 

thank you. 

I’m a big fan of 

your work 

and thought I’d 

let you know 

just in case no 

one else has lately 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Nature Prayer 

Hi God 

Thanks for all the stuff 

in the world that’s 

pretty 

And not just people 

like John Stamos and 

Mila Kunis, like I 

mentioned before 

I mean sunsets 

And the ocean 

And sunsets on the 

ocean 

And thunderstorms 

And the way the world 

looks in the morning 

after a fresh snowfall 

Also, the autumn leaves 

are real pretty 

And the night sky is 

nice, too 

when you’re far enough 

away from the city lights 

to be able to see the 

stars 

I’m sure there’s some 

stuff I left out 

since the world is a 

pretty big place 

But just so you know, 

when it came to making 

all of that stuff 

I think you did a great 

job 

  

The Chicken Prayer 

Hi God 

If you’ve ever got some 

free time 

do you think you could 

maybe make more stuff 

taste like chicken? 

I haven’t met anyone 

who dislikes chicken, 

but I seem to know a 

bunch of folks 

who don’t enjoy brussel 

sprouts 

or lima beans 

and things of that 

nature 

So maybe if more stuff 

tasted like chicken 

people wouldn’t be 

having heart attacks all 

over the place 

Just a thought. 

 

 



Prayer for the Internet 

Hi God 

I know you didn’t invent 

the Internet 

but I like to think you 

maybe had a hand in it 

since I consider the fact 

that I can shop for iPod 

accessories 

while eating pie naked in 

my living room 

as I download the Led 

Zeppelin discography 

to be the closest thing 

to a miracle 

I’ve ever witnessed 

  

The Zeppelin Prayer 

Hi God 

Speaking of Led 

Zeppelin 

thanks for them, too 

Rock on 

  

A Prayer for the 

Repentant 

Hi God 

I’m sure you already 

know this 

what with being God 

and all 

but there are some bad 

people down here 

that have managed to 

slip through the cracks 

of our human justice 

system 

I realize if you repent 

and you’re genuinely 

sorry 

you still get in to heaven 

But if you could maybe 

make those people 

Holy Janitors 

or give them a stern 

talking-to, face to face 

that’d be cool 

  

A Prayer About 

Diversity 

Hi God 

I just wanted to say 

that I realize that you 

made everyone 

different 

and that’s what makes 

us all special 



but if you could maybe 

help us realize 

that we’re also pretty 

much the same 

I think that would really 

help 

to make the world not 

suck so much 

 

 

 


