
Exodus 30-31 
 
In Which God Orders Some Art That's to Die For 
 
By God (translated by Doomburito) 
 
 
--- 
 
It had now been a few weeks since Moses had left the people of Israel for his little mountain 
climbing expedition and things in the camp had grown tense. Sherman, God’s helper angel, had 
imposed a smorgasbord of changes on the unwitting populace and while the new tabernacle 
was certainly a majestic sight to behold, there were concerns about the economic feasibility of 
the whole venture. 
 
“The math just doesn’t work,” said Miriam. 
 
Sherman looked up from his copy of Angel’s Digest. “Pardon?” 
 
“Between all the gold, silver, precious jewels, fancy fabrics and animal sacrifices, I just don’t see 
how we can afford all of this,” said Miriam, holding out a thick stack of notes. “Not to mention all 
of the workers and craftsmen we still owe for the construction of the damn thing.” 
 
Sherman waved his hand airily, “Oh, don’t worry about it. I’ve got all of that under control.” 
 
“Is this another situation where you just say, ‘God will provide’ and pass the buck until they 
return?” said Miriam. “Because the people are getting pretty frustrated. They’re not going to 
work without being paid.” 
 
“Who do you think I am?” said Sherman. “I’m a holy messenger from God, not some 
unscrupulous mob boss. The people will obviously be paid.” 
 
“With what money? We’re kind of a closed economy here, what with the wandering in the desert 
and all. We can’t exactly generate revenue. Heather tried opening up a hummus stall last week 
and so far her only customers have been a couple of buzzards and a dust storm.” 
 
“Exactly,” said Sherman. “Which is why I will be imposing a half-shekel tax for everyone over 
twenty. That should be more than enough to pay the workers.” 
 
“I don’t understand,” said Miriam. “You’d be taxing the workers...to pay the workers?” 
 
“I dunno, it definitely sounds like you understand to me,” said Sherman. 
 



“And what if the people don’t pay?” 
 
“Well, there are certain privileges that God provides only to the most devout of their followers…” 
Sherman winked. 
 
“This sounds like this is more of a ransom than a tax,” said Miriam.  
 
“Of course not!” said Sherman. “I’m not holding anyone hostage. I’m just suggesting that their 
friends and family might die of the plague if they don’t pay up.” 
 
“That’s definitely a ransom!” 
 
“Consider it an incentive bonus,” said Sherman. “Plus, it’s not like they have any other options to 
avoid getting sick.” 
 
“Well, besides washing their hands,” said Miriam. “We installed washing basins yesterday.” 
 
“Shit, I didn’t consider that,” said Sherman. “Okay, new plan. Who needs money anyway? We 
can pay everyone with something even better.” 
 
“Food?” 
 
“What? No. I’m talking about something even money can’t buy. 
 
“Happiness?” asked Miriam. “Friendship? Not wandering in this desert any longer?” 
 
“No, no and no,” said Sherman. “You’re not thinking big enough. There’s only one resource so 
precious that you can’t get it anywhere else. And I think the people are really going to flip when 
they find out what it is.” 
 
--- 
 
“Exposure?” asked Bezaleel the artist. “You want to pay me with exposure?” 
 
“You don’t seem as excited as I thought you would be,” said Sherman. 
 
Bezaleel shrugged. “I already spend most of my day working outside in the hot sun. Now, if you 
had some tanning lotion I could use…” 
 
“No, no, wait,” said Sherman. “I don’t mean that kind of exposure! I’m talking about getting your 
name out there, showing people just what you have to offer. You know, a personal 
recommendation from up above can take you far. Play your cards right and you might become 
the most famous artist in the region.” 



 
“I am the most famous artist in the region,” said Bezaleel. “Hell, we’re the only group of people 
in the region. Everyone here knows me already.” 
 
“There are tons of people who don’t know you!” said Sherman. “What about all of those 
wandering nomadic warrior tribes I’ve seen passing by?” 
 
“You mean the ones who want to kill us? The last thing I want is to be exposed to more of 
them.” 
 
“Well, it’s not my fault if you’re not ambitious enough to get new customers,” said Sherman.  
 
Another man knocked on the door and peeked his head in. “Uh, hi, I was asked to come here?” 
 
“Aholiab!” said Sherman. “Yes, welcome, come in, come in. I was just explaining to Bezaleel 
here about my plans to hire a few specialists for some important tasks coming up. I thought the 
two of you would be perfect.” 
 
“Is it paid?” asked Aholiab. 
 
“You artists and your demands!” said Sherman. “I’m giving you the opportunity of a lifetime 
here!” 
 
“What exactly do you want us to do?” asked Bezaleel. 
 
“Nothing too strenuous,” said Sherman, unrolling a massive scroll. “Just additional upkeep for 
the tabernacle, the holy ark, the mercy seat that is on the ark, all of the furniture in the 
tabernacle, the candlesticks that are with the furniture, the altars of incense, the altars of burnt 
offerings, the wash basins, the cloths, the holy garments for Aaron, the holy garments for all of 
Aaron’s sons, the anointing oil, the anointing incense, and my rolling chair because it has this 
one squeaky wheel that I just cannot get to stay quiet.” 
 
Bazaleel raised his hand. “Yes, question. I don’t mean to be rude, but I’m not entirely sure why 
you think I’m a good choice for this. I’m an artist, not a janitor.” 
 
“I understand your concern,” said Sherman. “But I can assure you that there are plenty of 
opportunities to use your creative talents while you’re-” 
 
“If I could chime in as well,” said Aholiab. “I’m also a bit confused. I’m not even an artist. I just 
work in the cooking tent putting the meals together.” 
 
“I heard you were a sandwich artist,” said Sherman. 
 



“That’s not exactly the same thing…” 
 
“Hold on,” said Bezaleel. “How many people did you offer this job to before us?” 
 
“You’re the first ones,” said Sherman. 
 
“The first ones you offered it to?” 
 
Sherman looked down. “....the first ones who didn’t immediately laugh in my face.” 
 
“Ah.” 
 
“B-But I’ll make it worth your while!” said Sherman. “How about this: I’ll double the exposure!” 
 
“I think we’ll pass,” said Aholiab. 
 
“Do you want sand?” asked Sherman. “We’ve got a lot of sand I could give you!” 
 
“I’m good,” said Bezaleel. 
 
“Okay, fine,” said Sherman. “Two guaranteed passes to heaven.” 
 
Bezaleel raised an eyebrow. “Guaranteed?” 
 
“One-hundred percent,” said Sherman. “You do this for me and your space in heaven is as good 
as gold. But I want this finished within two weeks. I need everything in perfect condition before 
God comes back.” 
 
The two men looked at each other.  
 
“Well…” said Aholiab. “I guess I do know a bit about oils from working in the kitchen. And I’ve 
always been good with my hands.” 
 
“If the two of us worked full-time every day, then I think we could manage in two weeks,” said 
Bezaleel, looking through the tasks. “But we’re really going to need every hour.” 
 
“Splendid,” said Sherman. “And don’t you worry, I’ll make sure you have as much time as 
possible.” 
 
--- 
 
A FEW DAYS LATER 



“Hear ye, hear ye!” called Sherman from atop the large box in the middle of the camp. “I’ve just 
been given word that as a sign of the covenant you all share with God that you shall now all be 
required to honor the sabbath and rest on the seventh day of the week. Starting next Friday 
night, absolutely NO work shall be performed for a full 24 hours under penalty of death!” 
 
“Hold on!” said Bezaleel. “We don’t have time to rest! We’re barely through a fifth of the tasks 
you gave us!” 
 
“It’s not negotiable, sorry,” said Sherman. “God was very clear that they didn’t want anyone 
working for longer than six days in a row.” 
 
“Is there some spiritual or symbolic reason for that?” asked Aholiab. 
 
Sherman shrugged. “Not really. It’s just that when God made the Earth they only worked for six 
days and honestly, they’d look kind of lazy if a human put in more effort than that. You don’t 
want to offend God, do you?” 
 
“I feel like we’d be offending God more by not getting the holy tabernacle ready in time.” 
 
“Oh, well, that’s not an option either,” said Sherman. “You’ll just need to find more time to get 
the work done during the week. I’m sure you can scrape together an hour here and there. Just 
sleep a bit less.” 
 
“We’re already averaging three hours a night this week,” said Bezaleel. “Any less and I think I’ll 
pass out on my feet.” 
 
“Could you eat faster?” asked Sherman. 
 
“I already ground up our entire week’s worth of meals into smoothies so we can chug them,” 
said Aholiab. “Let me tell you, gulping down a lamb and matzah smoothie is not exactly 
pleasant.” 
 
“What about pooping?” asked Sherman. 
 
“What...about pooping?” 
 
“Well, it’s not very optimized, is it?” said Sherman. “Why don’t you just hold it in until the project 
is over? I bet you could shave off an hour or two just from that.” 
 
“Even if we did, and to be clear, we’re not going to hold in our poop for two weeks,” said 
Bezaleel. “That would still leave us incredibly behind. Can’t we get an exception?” 
 
“No can do,” said Sherman. “God didn’t give this a death penalty for nothing.” 



 
“Okay, then we quit.” 
 
“Unfortunately, your contract also has a death penalty if you quit,” said Sherman. 
 
“Fine, then we’re going to be late,” said Aholiab. 
 
Sherman winced. “Also has a death penalty.” 
 
“Okay, well you’re going to have to choose,” said Bezaleel. “You can get this work done slow, 
you can get this work done shitty or you can get this work done by dropping some cash and 
hiring a third person.” 
 
“Death penalty, death penalty and...death penalty,” said Sherman, pointing out the applicable 
sections of the contract. 
 
“In hindsight, we may have been a bit too hasty in signing that,” said Aholiab. 
 
--- 
 
THAT FRIDAY NIGHT 
“Welp, we’re totally boned,” said Aholiab, looking over the mess of tools and materials laying on 
the ground. “God is going to smite us so hard, people won’t even be able to find the remains. 
Heck, people won’t even be able to find the remains of the remains!” 
 
“Did I usually have this many fingers?” asked Bezaleel, as he laid on the floor, holding his hands 
in front of him. “These are a lot of fingers. Like, way too many fingers.” 
 
“Uh, when’s the last time you got some sleep, buddy?” asked Aholiab. 
 
“I’m...not sure. Wednesday? Tuesday? Blerdsday?” 
 
Aholiab sighed. “Looks like it can’t be helped. Any way you slice it, we’re in a bit of a pickle. 
Which reminds me, I’m still feeling the effects of that pickle smoothie from this morning. Ugh. 
Guess it’s time to head home. Nothing else we can do.” 
 
Aholiab started to leave, but a weak voice called out from behind him. 
 
“No.” 
 
Aholiab turned around. “No?” 
 



“I’m the best...artist in the region,” said Bezaleel struggling to lift himself up from the ground. “I 
refuse...to give up on a project.” 
 
“In the state you’re in, I think the project has already given up on you. Come on, it’s the day of 
rest, so let’s get some.” 
 
But instead of following Aholiab, Bezaleel limped over to their work bench and started picking 
through their tools. 
 
“Woah, woah, easy there,” said Aholiab. “Let’s not do anything hasty. You’ve got your whole life 
ahead of you to break God’s laws. Granted, it might not be that much long of a life once God 
decimates us for breaking his laws, but-” 
 
“WHERE IS IT?” yelled Bezaleel. “WHERE’S MY HAMMER?” 
 
Aholiab sighed and held up a hammer. “I thought you might try to keep working so I took the 
necessary precautions. It’s Shabbat, not hammer time. And unfortunately, you can’t touch this. 
Just think of how much you’d piss off God if you had your hammer.” 
 
“Screw what God thinks!” said Bezaleel. “If I had my hammer, I’d hammer in the morning! I’d 
hammer in the evening! Hell, I’d hammer all over this land!” 
 
And with that, Bezaleel grabbed a pair of scissors instead and defiantly snipped off a frayed bit 
of fabric on the holy garments that had been bugging him all week. He stepped back, admired 
his handiwork, wiped his brow in relief and promptly exploded. 
 
Aholiab stared at the bloody mess of a studio in shock. “Well,” he said numbly, as he picked 
flecks of Bezaleel out of his hair, “that’s going to stain the wood for sure.” 
 
--- 
 
“I did warn you,” said Sherman the next morning, as he examined the unfinished pieces of the 
ark and tabernacle. “You literally had to not do anything, I cannot see how that could be so 
hard.” 
 
“I tried to stop him...” said Aholiab. 
 
“Not hard enough,” sniffed Sherman. “Some friend you are; you didn’t even clean him up!” 
 
“I assumed that would count as work too and I’d be killed,” said Aholiab. 
 
“Oh, please,” said Sherman. “You think God would smite you for tending to the deceased?” 
 



“Would they?” 
 
“...yes,” admitted Sherman. “But don’t feel too bad about it. Bezaleel wasn’t the only one to be 
caught off guard by the new rule change. Let’s just say Mrs. Horowitz’s sewing circle had a 
nasty shock last night and we’ll leave it at that.” 
 
“So...I guess I’m still going to get smited?” asked Aholiab. “Considering there’s no way I’m going 
to finish the rest of the contract in time.” 
 
“Oh, most likely,” said Sherman. “That is, unless God is distracted by something even more 
pressing.” He chuckled. “As if that would ever happen. Why, that would be as unlikely as, I don’t 
know, a giant golden cow in the middle of the camp. Anyway, you enjoy your last few days on 
the planet. Let me know if you need anything! I’m always happy to help. Just not today, it’s still 
Shabbat.” 
 
As Sherman left, Aholiab looked around at the unused material that had been planned to go into 
their work. So many people had donated their personal earrings and necklaces to be melted 
down for use in the ark. Slowly, Aholiab started planning a new art project that the community 
might be interested in taking part in. After all, it would be a shame if all this gold went to waste... 


