
Exodus 29 
 
In Which Aaron Acts Like a Proper High Priest 
 
By God (translated by Doomburito) 
 
 
--- 
 
“I feel like you’re letting this whole priesthood thing go to your head.” 
 
Aaron rolled his eyes. “Come on, Miriam. You’ve known me for how many years? Do you really 
think I’m the type of person to get swept up by a couple of empty commendations and 
meaningless titles?” 
 
“Age seven,” said Miriam. “You took out our neighbors’ garbage for a month because they said 
you looked so grown up lugging those giant bags of trash around.” 
 
“There’s no shame in helping others,” said Aaron. 
 
“Age twelve,” said Miriam. “You wasted your entire life savings on those jars of snake oil 
because some traveling salesman told you it would make you popular with high school girls.” 
 
“It would have worked if I had gotten the instructions right,” said Aaron. “He never mentioned I 
wasn’t supposed to drink it!” 
 
“Age twenty,” said Miriam. “You built an entire pyramid by yourself just so you could win the 
‘Slave of the Year’ award.” 
 
“I did win the ‘Slave of the Year’ award.” 
 
“The prize was a single peanut!” 
 
“Oh, Miriam,” said Aaron. “I’m not in this for some fleeting physical trinket. I’ve accepted this 
priesthood role because it’s the right thing to do. It’s what God wants me to do. Now, help me 
get this crown on. You would not believe how heavy all these diamonds are.” 
 
--- 
 
Aaron looked out over the massive crowd of Israelites that had formed in front of the 
Tabernacle. He rubbed his hands together. “Phew. Today’s the big day, I guess.” 
 



Sherman nodded. “Yes, the holy consecration is one of the most important rituals to do before 
you can become the high priest. How are you feeling? Nervous?” 
 
Aaron chuckled. “Only the entire community watching my every move. What could go wrong?” 
 
“You’ll be fine,” said Sherman. “The consecration might be important, but the actual steps are 
easy.” 
 
“I wish you’d just tell me what it actually involves,” said Aaron. “I could have practiced. Done a 
few dry runs beforehand, you know?” 
 
“That would be incredibly blasphemous,” said Sherman. 
 
“Really?” said Aaron, surprised. 
 
“No, but I didn’t feel like going through the steps multiple times,” said Sherman. “Don’t worry. 
Nothing will go wrong. As I’ve told you many times before, you must have trust in God, for God 
will provide you with everything you need. Now, did you bring the bull and two rams?” 
 
“No, I thought God was going to provide me with everything I need,” said Aaron. 
 
“Oh. Well, the bull and two rams don’t count.” 
 
“That seems like a very specific exception that should have been called out earlier.” 
 
Sherman groaned. “Go have one of your sons bring a bull and two rams. And some bread.” 
 
“Is the bread another exception?” asked Aaron. 
 
“No, I’m just hungry.” 
 
“You know,” said Aaron. “Maybe it would be helpful if you could write down some sort of list of 
things God will or will not provide. Because this doesn’t feel like God is providing everything.” 
 
“Just get the supplies, Aaron” 
 
--- 
 
“Okay, bull, check. Rams, check. Bread, check,” said Aaron. “Are we good to go?” 
 
“Oh, yes, absolutely,” said Sherman. He turned to the crowd. “Ladies and gentlemen! Nomads 
of all ages! God thanks you for your patience. Today we will witness the birth of a new stage of 
our devotion to the Lord. This holy consecration shall mark the your next step forward to being 



the chosen people that God has always wanted you to be. So, please, no talking and hold your 
applause to the end. Alright, Aaron, you’re up.” 
 
“But you still haven’t told me what to do,” whispered Aaron. “I don’t know about this. Maybe I 
could just read a few poems instead?” 
 
“Aaron, look at me,” said Sherman. “Who is the person wearing a jewel-covered breastplate and 
a magnificent golden crown?” 
 
“I am?” said Aaron. 
 
“And would someone dressed so handsomely and so exquisitely be worried about a few minor 
unknown steps in the plan?” 
 
“I...guess he wouldn’t be.” 
 
“You can do this,” said Sherman. “Just follow my commands. First we’ll need some oil. There 
are a few jars in the corner.” 
 
Aaron’s three sons dutifully fetched some of the oil. 
 
“Okay, boys,” said Sherman. “Now pour the oil on your dad.” 
 
“Woah, woah!” said Aaron, jumping away. “You can’t have them do that!” 
 
Sherman tilted his head. “Why not?” 
 
“Well, for one thing it would ruin all these fancy clothes you were just talking about,” said Aaron. 
“And, you know, I’d just prefer to not have gallons of oil dumped on my head.” 
 
“Aaron, we can’t do the holy consecration if you’re not completely soaked in oil.” 
 
“How will that help?” asked Aaron. 
 
“It won’t help,” said Sherman. “It’s just required. That’s how these things work. No oil, no holy 
consecration. No holy consecration, no high priest. No high priest, no robe, breastplate, girdle 
and crown. Would you rather have no fancy clothes, or slightly oily fancy clothes? I think the 
choice is clear, don’t you?” 
 
“Well, I would disagree on the ‘slightly’ part, but I see your point,” said Aaron. “Alright, fine. Let’s 
get this over with.” 
 
And so, to the delight and cheers of the crowd, Aaron’s sons dumped all of the oil on his head. 



 
“Wonderful,” sputtered Aaron, wiping the oil from his eyes and mouth. “I hope God is pleased. 
Can I go take a shower?” 
 
“Oh, we’re just getting started,” said Sherman. “There are quite a few more steps left.” 
 
“Do any of them involve pouring oil on me again?” 
 
“Of course not,” said Sherman. “You’re already covered with oil, what would be the point?” 
 
“There wasn’t any point in the first place- you know what, nevermind. Let’s just keep going,” said 
Aaron. “What’s next?” 
 
“Next I’d like everyone to gather around the bull,” said Sherman. “Don’t be shy, go and put your 
hands on it, like a big group hug.” 
 
Aaron and his sons circled the bull and placed their hands on its side. “This feels kind of silly,” 
said one of Aaron’s sons. 
 
“At least you’re not oiled up like roasted potato,” said Aaron. “Alright, Sherman. So now that 
we’re standing here like fools, what next? Is someone going to ride the bull? Dress it up? Sing a 
song to it?” 
 
“Kill it,” said Sherman. 
 
“Pardon?” 
 
“Kill the bull. For a sacrifice.” 
 
Aaron looked around. “And how do you propose we do that? Smother it with our body heat? 
Have it die from embarrassment?” 
 
Sherman held out a butcher’s knife that was about as long as his forearm. 
 
“That’s a bit violent, isn’t it?” said Aaron. “There are kids here.” 
 
“Aaron, I’m surprised at you,” said Sherman. “Everyone told me that you were one of the best 
fathers in the whole nation.” 
 
“They did?” said Aaron. “I mean, of course they did. But that’s why I don’t want my kids to see-” 
 
“You don’t want them to see one of the most important religious traditions they’ve ever been a 
part of? You don’t want them to see their father, one of the leaders of God’s chosen people, do 



the task he has been commanded by God to do? The most important task, the holiest of holy 
tasks-” 
 
“Fine, fine!” said Aaron. “We can kill the bull.” 
 
“Oh! Oh! Can I do it?” said Aaron’s youngest son, grabbing the knife. 
 
Aaron held up his hand. “No, I don’t think you should-” But before he could finish, his son 
plunged the knife directly into the bull’s neck. 
 
The bull, who up until this point had been pleasantly enjoying the warm embrace of these loud 
but delightful strangers, promptly dropped dead from the shock of the betrayal. Of course, the 
knife sticking out of its neck didn’t help the matter, nor did the ensuing geyser of blood that 
promptly covered Aaron and his sons. The Israelites cheered even louder. 
 
“Oh, come on!” yelled Aaron. 
 
“To be fair, that part wasn’t my fault,” said Sherman. “Although I will give you all credit for 
creativity.” 
 
“This is barbaric and absurd,” said Aaron. “Plus, my clothes are completely ruined. Forget the 
oil, these stains will never come out! I’m going to go change. We can continue this later.” 
 
“No, no, we can’t stop now!” said Sherman. “Plus, you’re already set up perfectly for the next 
step!” 
 
Aaron looked down at his oil and blood-covered body. “In what possible way is this considered 
perfect? What do you want us to do, lie down and make blood angels on the floor?” 
 
“Close!” said Sherman. “But actually, I just need you to wipe the blood on the altar with your 
fingers.” 
 
“You want us to finger paint the holy altar?” said Aaron. “What are we, in preschool?” 
 
“Wow, you finger-painted altars with the blood of a bull in preschool?” said Sherman. 
 
“No, I-” 
 
“Look, Dad!” said one of Aaron’s sons. “I painted you!” On the side of the altar was a bloody 
cartoon portrait of Aaron, 
 
“This seems sacreligious,” said Aaron. 
 



“What? No!” said his son. “Look, there’s a speech bubble that says ‘I <3 God’. That’s like, the 
opposite of sacreligious.” 
 
“I’ll accept it,” said Sherman. 
 
“You too?!” said Aaron 
 
“But your work’s not done,” said Sherman. “Next you need to scoop up all the fat, liver and 
kidneys and burn them all.” 
 
“I refuse,” said Aaron. 
 
“You can’t refuse,” said Sherman. “God commands it.” 
 
“No, that’s freaking disgusting,” said Aaron. “You do it, I’ve had enough.” 
 
The reaction of the crowd was immediate. Jeers and boos flooded in from the Israelites as they 
demanded that Aaron continue the consecration. 
 
“What is wrong with you people?” yelled Aaron. “Why in God’s name do you want to see me 
burn a bunch of fat and organs?!” 
 
“It is because of God’s name that they want this!” said Sherman. “They are proud followers of 
God’s commandments!” 
 
“Well, actually, we just want to see a big pile of greasy entrails go up in flames,” said someone 
near the front of the crowd. “This is the most exciting thing that’s happened in weeks.” 
 
“There’s been a giant magical fire burning on top of the mountain for days!” said Aaron. 
 
“Yeah, but we’re super used to that by now,” said the man. “Flaming bull guts is totally the new 
thing.” 
 
Sherman quietly took Aaron aside. “Aaron, I thought you wanted to be the high priest.” 
 
“I did!” said Aaron. “But I assumed it would involve more...refined...activities. You know, leading 
prayers, offering advice, wearing a bunch of gold and rare jewels. Just the normal priestly 
things. Instead you’ve got me wallowing in animal filth for a crowd that just wants to see me act 
like an idiot.” 
 
“Think about it this way,” said Sherman. “Idiot or not, they still want to see you.” 
 



“That’s...true,” said Aaron hesitantly. “Plus, the hard part is already over. It’s not like things can 
get worse than being covered in oil and blood.” 
 
“That’s the spirit!” said Sherman. “Now are you ready to be the best dang high priest these 
people have ever seen?” 
 
“Sure.” 
 
“I’m going to need more energy than that!” said Sherman. “God is counting on you, Aaron! Are 
you ready to be the best dang high priest these people have ever seen?” 
 
“Yeah!” 
 
“Then get out there and show those Israelites how to do a proper consecration!” 
 
And so, fists in the air, Aaron ran out to the cheering crowd to finally take on the role he had 
been born to play. 
 
--- 
 
“Why are you covered in shit?” asked Miriam. 
 
Aaron slumped into his chair, ignoring the stains he was leaving on the upholstery. “It turns out 
that things can get worse than being covered in oil and blood. Apparently burning livers and 
kidneys isn’t enough, we also have to take all of the skin and waste and burn that all too.” 
 
“That must have smelled, uh, interesting. People were willing to put up with that?” 
 
“Absolutely not,” said Aaron. “They made me lug all of it a few dozen feet away so they could 
watch from the distance.” 
 
“But at least that was the end of it, right?” asked Miriam. 
 
Aaron laughed cynically. “For the bull, sure. But there were two rams as well. We had to kill both 
of those too.” 
 
“Ugh.” 
 
“Then we had to take the blood and put it on the tips of our right ears and on our big toes.” 
 
Miriam stared at Aaron. “Are you sure Sherman wasn’t fucking with you?” 
 
“He was dead serious.” 



 
“And you actually did all of that?” 
 
Aaron sighed. “I got caught up in the moment.” 
 
“See, this is exactly what I warned you about,” said Miriam. “You let everything go to your head 
and then you do something you regret.” 
 
“I don’t regret winning ‘Slave of the Year’. It’s a huge honor.” 
 
“Just, tell me you won’t do this consecration thing again, okay?” said Miriam. “It’s not worth the 
embarrassment.” 
 
“The crowd really did seem to get into it.” 
 
“I mean my embarrassment,” said Miriam. “Promise?” 
 
“Promise,” said Aaron. “Except, ah…” 
 
“I don’t want to know, do I?” 
 
“I may have agreed to do it every day this week,” said Aaron. “Sherman said I did such an 
amazing job that everyone was asking for an encore performance!” 
 
Miriam shook her head. “Why do I even bother?” 


