
                                                                        Jesus Hates You 

Prologue

 I

“I’m pregnant,”  Mary said with disbelief,  half  to  herself  and half  to her dead 

mother who she always felt was looking over her shoulder, scolding her from beyond. 

She took one last look at the pictograph of a crying baby on the CVS pregnancy 

stick before she tossed it in the trash.  

“How can I be pregnant,” she said, horrified by the thought of another abortion. 

At her age it was almost safer to have a baby. Her doctor, Vince, had told her just last 

year that one more would be too much for her body to handle. 

“It’s  like this  honey, you can only have your body opened up so many times 

before it  starts  to get really pissed off,” he had told her.   She thought  of this  as she 

collected her scattered work clothes from various parts of her one room studio.  ‘Fuck 

Vince,’  she  thought.  She would  have  to  have  an abortion.  She had run  through this 

scenario a thousand times. 

‘There is no way that a showgirl and a croupier could raise a kid. Joe was a good 

guy, and if he weren’t a professional gambler there might actually be a chance.’  She had 

been living in Vegas for as long as she could remember, what would she do if she weren’t 

dancing’. She walked towards the refrigerator to grab her top which was dangling off of 

the handle. ‘Even if I left Vegas what would I do, what would we do … wait tables?  She 

struggled with this possibility as she scouted the kitchen for her hose. 

“Fuck no!” she said defiantly as she walked over to the counter, picked up her 

knee-highs and stuffed them into her duffle bag.
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Whatever was going to happen it would have to happen soon, and regardless of 

the outcome she had to at least tell Joe that she was pregnant. He deserved to know why 

they wouldn’t be able to have sex for a couple of weeks, and why she would be crying all  

the goddamned time.  And shit… she would have to take off work, but what if he wanted 

to have a kid? 

She took a cigarette from her emergency tin that she had sewn to the inside of her 

purse. ‘Joe doesn’t want to have kids’ she thought. That was at least one thing she was 

sure of.  She knew that he would support her whatever she decided to do, especially if she 

were to have an abortion. 

‘The absolute last fucking one’, she said not to herself but to her dead mother who 

she was sure, more now than ever, was standing right behind her. 

As Mary made her way down the stairs to the parking lot she began seeing images 

of a mountain cottage where she, Joe and a little baby boy were playing in the front yard. 

She began to warm up to the idea until  she realized that it  was her mother who was 

putting these thoughts in her head. As she reached the parking lot, the heat of midsummer 

in Vegas hit her full on and she equated her daydream of familial  bliss with her first  

husband; just another impotent delusion. 

The ride to work was filled with the same type of miserable thoughts,  as she 

pulled away from the parking lot, it was only three and she wouldn’t see Joe for another 

12 hours. That was plenty of time to figure things out. She turned on the radio to clear her 

mind. 
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“I need you baby….” it sang tauntingly at her. She quickly clicked off the radio 

and  began  to  punch  the  sun-cracked  dashboard.  She  was  sure  this  too  was  some 

otherworldly trick being played on her by her mother. 

“GODDAMN IT WOMAN LEAVE ME THE HELL ALONE,” she screamed as 

she floored the gas and pointed her beat up 78 Super Beetle towards the Golden Palace. 

As she sped off Westward into the blinding desert sun Mary began to hear her 

mother cackle.
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II

Joe awoke with a thud as he fell out of bed and landed face down crushing the 

cigar that he had been nursing in his sleep, all two hours of it. He tried to lift himself off 

of the floor by pulling himself up by his nightstand but it wasn’t sturdy enough and as he 

exerted what little strength he had its balance gave out sending him backwards along with 

an ashtray, half a scotch, and a small stack of Hustler magazines.

With all the calmness of a professional croupier he swept the refuse from his bare 

chest, grabbed a hustler, stuffed it in his boxers and began to crawl on his hands and 

knees towards the bathroom. 

“What a fucking day,” he said to his cat Oscar De La Hoya, who sat licking his 

balls on the dresser a few feet away. 

“Meeeeeooooooww” Oscar growled sarcastically in acknowledgement of Josephs 

comment. “What the hell did he know anyway,” Oscar thought,  “he’s just a filthy 

human, and a stupid one at that,” He stopped licking himself and stared angrily at Joseph 

“The dumb fuck can’t even lick his ass, of course he has a rough time.” He loved Joe but 

was getting tired of always having to look out for him.  Oscar was much happier when 

Joseph wasn’t around. At least then he had the place to himself.  Joe never understood it 

when Oscar tried to tell  him that there were a couple of small  fuzzy creatures living 

inside his underwear. 

 Joes’ ass was only a few feet away. As Oscar watched him crawl towards the 

bathroom something inside of him snapped and suddenly he realized he couldn’t take it 

anymore. He pounced on the floor and sank as low to the ground as was possible. He was 
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determined to prove to Joe there was something hiding inside of him. Oscar watched 

tensely as he waited for the moment to strike. As Joseph turned the corner Oscar saw one 

of his testicles drop from the leg of his shorts, his black and grey tail began to swing back 

and forth as the little creature’s fuzzy body barely hung onto the inside of Joe’s leg. He 

waited for the right moment. His patience paid off and one of the little creatures that lived 

inside Joe had made a fatal era, he had fallen too far and was too slow to crawl back into 

his cave before Oscars quick paw would strike. Oscar vowed to himself that this time he 

would not let the opportunity pass. He would rip the little hairy beast from the filthy 

human and place it on his pillow. After this maybe Joe would listen when Oscar tried to 

tell  him things.   Joseph  started  to  stand  and  the  little  furry  beast  began  its  journey 

upwards  but  before  it  could  once  again  hide itself  deep within  his  secret  lair,  Oscar 

sprung.  
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 III

As Mary stepped out of her car she stubbed out her tenth cigarette of the day. She 

cleared her throat and spit on the little Elvis gnome that was perched outside of the back 

stage entrance.   ‘One more shitty day,’ she said to herself as she tried to prepare for 

another night at the casino. 

As she opened the door she was immediately caught in the chaotic dance of the 

pre-show hustle.  There were clowns,  dogs,  midgets,  showgirls,  and giant  puppets,  all 

running around, cussing and kicking, trying find a place to stand, sit, smoke, shoot up, 

fuck, whatever it took to give them the courage to go out and make asses of themselves 

on the worst stage in Vegas. 

 “Where the hell you been, Joe’s been calling for you?!” A deep voice screamed 

at her from somewhere out of sight. 

“What are you talking about, I just got here, are you sure it was Joe calling?” She 

spoke to the air as she whirled around looking for the voice that could only belong to 

Manny Fiora, the oldest most lecherous man in Vegas.

  Manny appeared in front of her as he squeezed his way between a half naked 

dancing midget and a large black leather rabbit with a ten inch mechanical cock that was 

gyrating wildly out of control. 

“Yeh I’m sure. I know Joe all right. I answered the phone myself. He’s in the 

Sinatra Ward at St. Gabriel’s”

“What the hell happened?” she asked
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“I don’t know,” He paused to take a cigar out of his pocket and he lost his train of 

thought. Manny was sure he had put them in his left breast pocket and when he couldn’t 

find them he began to frantically pat down every available crevice, including one that 

belong to KaraX, a very believable transvestite that had recently signed on as Horny 

Hubert the Black Magic Bunny’s latest assistant.  

“Manny, what happened?” She walked over towards him and put her hand on his 

shoulder.

He looked up at her and forgot all about the cigars. Mary was beautiful.  He had 

always had a thing for her.  She was the one flower the Vegas heat couldn’t  wither. 

Through all the drugs, abortions, jealous bookie x-boyfriends, and the respective black 

eyes  and broken bones,  somehow Mary maintained  an  innocence  that  even Sin City 

couldn’t corrupt. When she first started out at the Casino he used to ask her out every 

night. At first she didn’t know how to respond to her boss hitting on her, especially one 

that was three times her age. After awhile, when she realized that he asked out every girl 

every night, and they all said no, she didn’t feel so freaked out about the whole thing.   

Mary couldn’t take it anymore and slapped him across the face. 

“What the hell did you that for?” he said as he stepped back out of her reach.

“You were just staring at me, what the hell happened, why is Joe in the hospital?”

He remembered that he had left his cigars by the phone in his office and turned to 

go get them. 

“Manny!” Mary called out to him as he sunk back into the crowd. “Manny?”
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It was pointless, the only thing Manny could remember were his lines, and even that 

would be too much for him if he hadn’t had the same ones since 1978 when the Golden 

Palace first opened.

IV

As he fought his way through a crowd of showgirls that had cornered a midget 

who had been biting their asses all afternoon, for the first time in thirty years, Manny felt 

his age, which now though he tried, he could not remember. Manny just knew that he was 

old. He pushed his way into his closet sized office and closed the door behind him. Once 

at his trash filled desk he began digging in the spot where he thought his phone would be. 

But there was nothing there, no phone, no cigars, nothing but receipts, fast food wrappers 

and a couple of crushed cans and bottle tops. He sat back and looked for the phone line, 

which he was sure was on the …… where the hell was it. He looked all over the five 

square feet of his office. Nothing. No phone, no cigars. Manny became very angry, he 

couldn’t believe what was happening, was somebody fucking with him, how could he 

lose his phone? Seeing no other options he began to hop up and down in his chair much 

like a fat angry toddler who refuses to eat.  He was about to cry when he felt a small pop 

in the base of his skull. It was as if someone had pulled a cork out of the back of his neck. 

He was more relaxed than he had ever been in his life. He saw images of his grandparents 

on their farm in Northern Minnesota where he grew up. He saw his first grade teacher  

bending over  his  desk with the middle button of her  blouse undone. He saw his old 

friends from Havana dancing drunk in the streets on All Saints Day. He saw his 
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first wife on their honeymoon coming out of the hotel  bathroom wearing nothing but 

black knee-high stockings and heels. It was then that he saw nothing but a grey mist 

rolling towards him. As it engulfed him Manny fell over dead, right on top of his last 

pay-stub, which was covering his last cigar. 

V

God sat at her desk reading the New York Times. It was a fairly quiet morning 

with not too much on the days’ schedule. As always there were a few prayers to answer 

in the morning, a few meetings around brunch, a lunchtime doubles match with Buddha, 

they were playing Ganesh. God didn’t like playing tennis with Ganesh and often cursed 

herself whenever she agreed but being who she was it was hard for her to turn him down. 

It wasn’t fair but some benevolent deity’s have multiple arms. And it didn’t help that 

Buddha was a little well… he was fat. God hated it when he just sat by the line and let 

Ganesh bounce balls off his belly. None of the deity’s appreciated the sport of tennis like 

God did.  After lunch she was contemplating going down to purgatory to have a talk with 

some of the virtuous pagans but she decided to put it off for a few hours or 10,000 years 

depending on ones concept of time.  

As she read the Times, she kept thinking of what Jesus had said at dinner last 

night. It was almost time for the reckoning and as usual Jesus had decided to change 

things up a bit, he had decided that he  didn’t want to go back down to earth for the 

rapture. At least not like they had planned. Jesus, having developed a strong distaste for 

evangelical preaching and what people had done to his image wanted to start over 

completely scrapping 2,000 years of rehearsal. God tried to explain to him that he 
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couldn’t do a repeat, that it was a one-night show, and there were to be no extended runs. 

As always Jesus complained, the whole ‘why are you forsaking me bit’ and even God had 

to admit, he was good at it.

If being human had taught him one thing it was how to whine.  He must have gone on for 

hours when suddenly he stopped saying anything. He just sat there staring at his half 

empty bowl of cereal. After half an hour or so God began to worry. She was beginning to 

reconsider the whole return issue but before she could say anything to him Jesus started 

to laugh, it was more like a cackle, quite out of character for the Christ Jesus. The 

laughter had a maniacal quality that she often found in humans, particularly mad 

scientists, republicans and haeynas.  God cursed herself for not sending her only 

daughter, Angela. She was a more rational than Jesus, but she was of course a female, 

and not as prone to outbursts, but then again she had never been nailed to a cross. 

 Now it was that laugh that God couldn’t get out of her mind. She tossed the paper 

on her desk and buzzed for her secretary. 

“Yes my Lord,” the archangel Michael answered.

“Mike, where’s Freud today?” spoketh the Lord. 

“Uh…last time I checked he was still in hell.” responded Michael a little taken 

aback.

“We’ve got to do something about that. I need a shrink, where’s Carl?

“Jung?” the angel asked still in shock.

“No, Matthews the pilot! Of course Jung!” God snapped

“Okay, Jesus Christ…. Who pissed in your sandals today?”
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“Don’t mention his name, he said something so stupid last night, even I couldn’t 

believe it,” she said “Just get Carl in here will ya?”

“No problem boss.”

The intercom clicked off and God again picked up the Times. Now that she knew 

Carl was coming in she was a little more relaxed. Enough at least to see what was 

happening off Broadway, after all it was Friday.

VI

By the time Mary had got to St. Gabriel’s it was too late, Joe had already gone 

under the knife. The nurses weren’t any help, they wouldn’t tell her what happened. 

Though they did tell her that it was only a minor surgery and that Joe would be able to 

perform sexually in a few months, and that he would be much calmer from now on.

 ‘What the hell is going on today’, she thought as she began to scan the waiting 

room for today’s paper. There weren’t any around and it really pissed her off. She needed 

to read her horoscope, not that she really believed in astrology, she just wanted answers 

and she wanted them now.  She felt that she ought to wait until Joe came out of surgery 

but she hated hospitals and the head nurse, Magdalene had said that Joe would be under 

for a couple of hours, and again that it was a very simple procedure, though she wouldn’t 

tell Mary what it was. 

 When Mary asked again the head nurse had told her that only family could be 

informed and that legally girlfriends have no claim. Mary took this information quite 
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calmly and instead of slapping the nurse like she wanted, Mary just stared at a large brass 

bust of the Rat Pack and thought of bludgeoning her to death.  Once she had crushed the 

nurses’ spinal column in her mind Mary smiled and decided to go Lucy’s to get a bite to 

eat.  It was only a couple of blocks away and it was a good place to relax.  She gave the 

head nurse her pager number and asked her to call when Joe came out of surgery. She 

looked at Mary and was about to say something snide when Captain Sean Finnegan, one 

of the regular cancer patients, snuck up behind her and grabbed her ass with both of his 

hands. She screamed and jumped in the air, quickly losing her composure in the process 

of getting goosed.  

Sean Finnegan wanted to do things to Magdalene that he hadn’t though about 

since 1955. It wasn’t that she was necessarily attractive. Mr. Finnegan didn’t really care 

about looks. There was something about her devout cynicism that he liked. She reminded 

him of Sylvia, a Parisian whore he had met during the war.  Finnegan had grown up in 

Detroit during the depression and had never so much as kissed a girl when he went off to 

fight the Nazi’s. You can imagine his surprise, when at the age of seventeen, he and 

Manny Leo had gone to a Paris bar on furlough where he met Sylvia who while drunk got 

up on a table and picked up a roll of dimes in a way that he didn’t think was possible. As 

the soft warm flesh of Magdalene’s ass squished between his arthritic fingers he thought 

of that night in Paris. Sean hoped that he could convince Nurse Magdalene to reaffirm his 

manhood the way Sylvia had brought him into it, if only he could get her drunk. 

As she left the hospital Mary took her pager out of her purse and turned it on. It 

was four thirty, she had been up for less then three hours, and already her day was 

completely fucked.      

12



                                                                        Jesus Hates You 

VII

Though Mary had been having a tough time, Joe was quickly sinking deeper into 

a world of shit. As he lay on the operating table completely unconscious Dr. Morris 

Waits was about to make Joe’s day much worse. 

Dr. Waits, like most people that find themselves drawn to Vegas, was a gambling 

man. When he was younger he would spend days playing poker with the best gamblers in 

the world. The good doctor was a very happy man until about ten years ago when some 

young punk from Atlantic City moved into town. Waits had been on a hot streak for the 

first twelve hours but as all good things his luck came to an abrupt end.  Why he didn’t 

walk away when the cards started turning is beyond his grasp.  

It was six in the morning when the heavens opened and rained hell upon him. 

Waits had been at it for thirty-six hours, he was completely cashed out, everything was 

gone.  He had lost a hundred thousand before midnight. By the time the sun came up he 

was down five hundred large and he had lost his Porsche. He should have left then, if not 

sooner. He was about to fold when his hand, a seven, eight, and a nine of diamonds 

turned into a straight flush. He had done it, he held out long enough and his luck returned. 

Morris could win it all back right now, double or nothing. Hell, he would wager his 

house, everything was going to be okay. The stakes doubled, then tripled. There were five 

other players at the table. Carlyle was the first to fold, then Tully, then Lou the Irish 

bastard.  Piece by piece at every raise somebody went down. There was only one man 

left, one man who had to be bluffing, the shit kid from Atlantic City, Joe McAllister, who 

as it turned out, was not bluffing. He had a Royal Flush, spades.
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After the game Dr. Waits was destroyed. He had nothing left. He put his house on 

the market that morning and a week later paid his debts. He had thought about running 

but he knew better. You can’t run out on a high stakes game. Anywhere you go, they’ll 

find you. Even if Joe didn’t have the reach he could buy it, or at least borrow it long 

enough to catch a rat. 

 As Dr. Waits stumbled into the emergency room, half drunk he looked at Joe 

passed out on the table and he thought that this poor nut-less man looked familiar. He 

couldn’t place where he knew him from but he was sure that he knew him. At first Morris 

didn’t think too much about it but an hour into the procedure it started to really hinder his 

work. 

“I can’t shake the feeling I know this guy, what the hell’s his name?” 

“Joe,” one of the assistants said.

“Joe... there are thousands of Joe’s, Joe who?” asked Waits.

“McAlister. He’s a dealer at the Palace.”

Dr. Waits hesitated. He looked at Joe’s face.

“Dr. Hampton,” Waits said “Put a clamp on this artery. I gotta take a whiz.”

“But doctor, don’t you think-”

“I’ll be right back, just do it.” 

Dr. Hampton did as he was told and Morris Waits, with revenge on the mind left the 

operating room not to go to the bathroom but to go find a pair of balls, particularly ones 

of a much darker shade.  
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VIII

Manny woke up with a terrible headache. As he looked around his office he 

noticed that things were a bit off. The light seemed to be much dimmer and everything 

had sort of a strange look to it. Manny couldn’t figure out what it was but something felt 

dreadfully wrong. He got up to go look for some Aspirin but he found that his door was 

stuck. He wanted to start screaming but his head hurt too much. He would just find his 

phone and call somebody. He looked up at the tiles in the ceiling and thought if it came 

down to it he could climb out of his office. Though he was old, he was in fair enough 

shape.  He sat as his desk to use his phone when suddenly it appeared in front of him. 

‘Had it been there the whole time’, he thought as he picked up the red metallic receiver. 

As quickly as he picked it up he placed it back down. He pushed the phone away with 

both hands and leaned over to take a closer look at it.  It was the same shape as his phone, 

but the color was different. He remembered his phone being made out of plastic, and it 

was tan with gray buttons. The phone sitting in front of him was red with black buttons 

and it seemed to be made out of metal.  As he thought of this he began to feel a bit warm.

Manny got up and walked over to where his thermostat was only to find it now 

had a thick clear plastic case around it. “Goddamn it!” he screamed “That cheap bastard 

finally did it.” Well one thing was for sure, Wayne Giddy, the owner and now executive 

director of The Golden Palace, had gone too far and was about to get a bitching out like 

he had never had before.  

Manny sat back down at his desk and picked up the phone. 

“I’m sorry sir or mam but all lines are busy at the moment. Please try your call 

again later,” an automated sexless voice told him. 
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Manny slammed down the phone and suddenly he began to panic. He felt trapped. 

He had never been claustrophobic before, hell he had fought in the war and when you’re 

trench fighting 1 million Nazi bastards the only safe places are foxholes.

 He thought of the war now and his old friend Sean Finnegan. Particularly one 

night when they went to that Parisian bar Merde where Finnegan lost his virginity to 

that French whore who picked up a roll of dimes with her snatch. That night after 

Finnegan had left, Manny stayed behind getting shit faced with Carl Matthews, one of the 

Tuskegee airmen. 

Around 3:00 in the morning the bar ran out of beer and most everybody left 

though Matthews and Manny stayed behind to try and figure out why the U.S. didn’t just 

drop a big fucking bomb on the Japs.  They had both heard rumors that the United States 

and Germany were trying to develop the hydrogen bomb but that the United States had 

already tested one though, for whatever the reason, they had decided not to use it.  They 

were about to head back to their hotel when one of the walls blew out and knocked them 

to the ground, covering them along with the few other poor bastards in the bar with a 

couple of thousand pounds of plaster and wood.

Manny was sure that he was dead then. He saw a white light and as he began to 

walk towards it he began to feel the weight that was crushing his body begin to dissipate. 

At first he thought it was just the way death worked, but then the light began to fade and 

he heard someone speaking. Manny couldn’t quite make out what the voice was saying 

but he was pretty sure that it was Yiddish. After a few moments the light was completely 
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gone and Manny opened his eyes. Standing in front of him was a short Jewish fellow 

whose hands were covered with blood. He was holding, to Manny’s surprise, a chunk of 

wall at least three times as big as him well over his head.

“Get up already.” The old man said. 

Manny just looked at him in amazement. It wasn’t possible for a man that size to have the 

strength to do what he had just done. 

“What are you waiting for, you want I should put the wall back?” he said. Manny 

rolled over and crawled to a clear spot over by the bar.  Once he was out of the way the 

old man threw the wall to the ground with so much force that it collapsed the floor 

underneath and crashed down into the cellar below.  The old man walked over to Manny 

and helped him to his feet, in the process getting blood all over his uniform. 

“You good now, yes?” The old man said as he took off his scarf, ripped it in two 

and began to wrap his bloodied hands. 

“Yeh, I’m fine,” Manny said, “How did you do that?” 

“Eh, I’m not as puny as I look. You need to get out of here, it’s not safe you 

know. You need to get back to the front. They’ll never find you there.” he said to Manny 

as he picked up one of the barstools and sat down. 

“Who won’t ever find me?”  Manny asked

“The Nazi’s are looking for you, Hitler found something that he shouldn’t have 

and now he can see things that he’s not supposed to.” The old man reached over the bar 

and pulled out a bottle of absinthe and two shot glasses.  He handed them both to Manny 

and filled them. 
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“First off who are you and what the hell did Hitler get his hands on now?” Manny 

asked.

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” He said as he placed the bottle on the bar 

and took a glass from Manny.

“After what I just saw, I’d believe anything. What, did they raid one of our 

headquarters?” Manny asked.

The old man lifted his glass to Manny, who returned the gesture. They shot the 

Absinthe and the old man took a deep breathe. “You sure you want to know?” 

“Hell yeh, I wanna know.” Manny declared, braver now that he could feel the 

absinthe burn it’s way towards his stomach. 

“I’m a very old Jew. And Hitler, oi, he found an ancient weapon that belonged to 

a piece of shit Roman soldier living in a small middle-eastern village.  I’m about to go get 

it back now, but I had to get you back first.” 

The absinthe was slowing Manny down, there were about half a dozen more 

questions he wanted to ask him but he could only manage one.

“Why me?” He asked. 

The old Jew began to laugh, he got up from the stool and started to walk off. 

“Because I need you to talk to somebody for me,” he said as he approached the 

hole that now occupied the space where the front of the bar stood only minutes ago.   

“Well who the hell is that?” Manny stood up and walked over to a pile of rubble, 

which contained Carl Matthews. 

The old man stopped at the threshold and looked around the empty street. After a 

few moments he turned around and looked at Manny, he laughed and said. “My mother”

18



                                                                        Jesus Hates You 

The next thing that Manny remembered was having water dumped on his head. 

He jumped up from where he was sitting and looked around. He was still in the bar, and 

right in front of him was Carl holding an empty glass. 

“I thought you just fell over dead man!” Carl said as he began to laugh. 

 

VIII

Once Mary got to the diner, had a cup of coffee and plate of fries she started to 

feel better.  For the past hour she was so worried about Joe that she forgot about the 

pregnancy as well  as her  mother  nagging her from beyond.  But now that  things  had 

calmed down her mothers voice had returned and it was telling her that she was going to 

have this baby, whether she liked it or not. 

She really didn't like the idea, or so she told herself. But as she continued to chain 

smoke she became more and more conscious of just how fucked up her life had been and 

maybe a baby would be a normalizing factor. Of course she realized she would have to 

get out of Vegas, there was no way in hell she could raise a kid around here. She tried to 

imagine what it would be like if she did try to raise a baby in vegas. It would be stripper 

day care back stage, public education at the tables, drugs and a few arrests before the age 

of 10, and then god only knows, the stripper pole, behind a bar, or behind BARS for 

graduation.  If she was going to do this she would need to get out, and to do that she  

would need money. Lots of money. Enough so wherever she ended up she wouldn't have 

to worry for awhile.  “Fuck,” she thought, “ am I going to have to pull a heist?” 
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