
 
Lyrics for Gethsemane.  
 
Jesus of Nazareth, 
Don’t fuck with him or his Dad will kick your ass. 
No, no, no, no don’t call his Mom a slut, 
Cause you know she never had no sex. 
 
This could all be apocryphal,  
they’re just stories by the Apostles, 
who were men, not angels.  
It’s not the word of God. 
 
Judas Iscariot, 
So I hear you like to kiss men in the park a lot. 
You wee there when they passed the cup, 
I want to know, I want to know what you did with your thirty bucks. 
 
This could all be apocryphal,  
they’re just stories by the Apostles, 
who were men, not angels.  
It’s not the word of God. 
 
Peter; Simon; the Rock. 
You’re the right hand man, no left hand-hate, just love. 
You’re the bouncer at the gates of heaven; 
deny Christ thrice and they won’t let you in. 
 
This could all be apocryphal,  
they’re just stories by the Apostles, 
who were men, not angels.  
It’s not the word of God. 
 
Hail Mary Magdalena, 
Pray for us sinner as we sin again. 
If you really knew Christ biblically, 
Then where’s the rest of his family? 
 
This could all be apocryphal,  
they’re just stories by the Apostles, 
who were men, not angels.  
It’s not the word of God. No, it’s not the word of God.  


