“It’s The End Of The World As We Know It”
This Week At Judson Sunday School

(5/19/11)

Dear Judson Family,

Well, it’s been a fun 18 years, but as they say, all good worlds must come to an end.  As of this Saturday, May 21st, I will no longer be employed by Judson Memorial Church, or any place else on earth for that matter, as I have decided to join Harold Camping and the Rest of the Righteous for the Rapture.  I hate to leave you all on such short notice, especially with less than a month to go before Kids Day (June 12th), but Harold is pretty insistent on the date (this time), and let’s face it – without you getting your preschoolers in front of your computers to practice “New York City Is For Kids,” they were never going to be able to pull that song off anyway.  (BOOYAH!  Yes, I said it!  I didn’t stammer!  I didn’t stutter!)
For those of you unfamiliar with the 89-year-old Mr. Camping, who just so happens to share a birthday with yours truly (July 19th, not that we’ll be celebrating this year, but CDs are always a lovely idea), he is a Christian radio personality from Oakland, California, who has spent more than 50 years studying the Bible and has finally “cracked the code.”  Okay, so he thought he “cracked the code” when he predicted the Rapture would occur in September of 1994, but that turned out to be not so much the Rapture as the premiere of the television show “Touched By An Angel,” starring Roma Downey and Della Reese, which only felt like the end of the world.  This time Harold is sure:  Saturday, May 21st at 6 pm.  (Please ignore that Bible verse about “no man knowing the hour.”)

What exactly is the Rapture?  Well, I hate to break it to you, but as we that are sanctified like to say, “If you don’t know, you can’t go!”  (That line absolutely kills at evangelical prayer breakfasts!)  The Rapture is the date long feared by fiction writers from Hal Lindsey (The Late Great Planet Earth) to Tim LaHaye (Left Behind series) when their monumental book sales will finally come to an end – oh, and coincidently, Jesus will return to earth and save some very lucky souls.  That “Great Getting’ Up Mornin’ Evenin’” will occur precisely at 6 pm this Saturday night.  For those of you not on the rise, you will feel the tremors of the greatest earthquake the world has ever known – sorry, Japan – followed by enormous tsunamis the scale of which the earth has never experienced – again, Japan, tough luck, hunh?  This will be followed by a period of looting, rioting and violence before the world comes to its final end on October 21, 2011, or as Mr. Camping is fond of calling this period, just another summer in Oakland.
By the way, don’t think that this Saturday’s date doesn’t come with some personal sacrifice for those of us blessed enough to be getting out while the getting is good, so to speak.  I myself had tickets to see Teddy Thompson at City Winery Saturday night.  Good seats too!  What a waste!
If it’s any comfort to those of you who will not be vacating the premises – again, as we in the Bible business like to say, “those not picked for the Rapture have to stick around for the Rupture” – I have spoken with Mr. Camping and he has agreed to use his influence to see that the following individuals are transported heavenward, even if they don’t deserve to go, in the hope that though your summer promises to be like, the worst summer ever, at least you won’t have to deal with these jackasses anymore:
The Sperminator.  Predictable, given the events of this week.  Still, I’m not sure which is worse:  impregnating the cleaning lady; the cleaning lady having to continue cleaning your stupid mansion for the next ten years; or firing the cleaning lady/mother of your child.  Ahnold, you missed a spot.  Say it with me:  Hasta la vista, baby!
Colonel Muammar el-Qaddafi.  Or is it Moammar Gaddafi?  Or Mu’ammar Khadafy?  Who knows?  And another thing:  if, as he claims, his official title is “President for Life,” how come he’s only a colonel?  Doesn’t matter.  Come Saturday night, elevator up!
The Donald.  What can you say about a guy with a definite article as his first name?  We really had to fight for this one.  The last place on earth (no pun intended) God wants The Donald is in heaven.  He’ll be trying to slap his name on clouds, the pearly gates - you name it, he’ll want to.  You want proof positive that God does indeed still love you (although obviously not as much as some of us)?  Come Saturday, The Donald will begin his apprenticeship in the afterlife!
All the officials in charge of the Indian Point Nuclear Facility.  Hearing these guys talk about how New York City has nothing to worry about, and how nothing like Japan could ever happen here, is like watching Kevin Bacon in Animal House – “Remain calm!  All is well!” – just before he’s trampled by the crowd.  Take ‘em, Lord!

Dick Cheney.  Five heart attacks, countless spells and episodes, stents, two angioplasties, quadruple bypass surgery, two pacemakers, a pump – it’s become obvious that without a little divine intervention, this guy just ain’t leaving.  Vaya con Dios, Dick.  You’re welcome, America!
And last but not least, Brian Williams.  I know, I know.  You’re wondering, why Brian Williams?  It’s something personal between myself and Brian Williams’ shoulders.  No one should have shoulders that broad!  Brian Williams’ shoulders are as wide as an aircraft carrier.  You could land a fighter jet on those things.  It’s humiliating - makes the rest of us poor mortal men look like we were just pulled out of the womb.  Not to worry, gentlemen.  Hey Brian, newsflash:  you’re signing off!

I hope this helps.
Until we meet again!
The Andy

Grand Poobah

PS:  In the unlikely event that Mr. Camping is wrong, forget everything I said and just practice “New York City Is For Kids.”
