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The lights dim. The crowd rustles with anticipation. A soft hum sweeps through the studio, a 
buzz of energy. A stagehand rushes by, finishing some last minute preparations. The cameras 
turn on, one by one. Yes...the moment is coming. The theme music builds, quiet at first, but 
growing louder. The producer signals that it’s time. 
 
Over the music, an announcer speaks: 
 
“Ever since Adam and Eve were kicked out of Eden, man has needed to hunt in order to 
survive. Bows. Arrows. Tools of necessity created for one purpose: food. Even today, the hunt 
continues, man against nature. But, no longer are we satisfied with just the basics. Survival is 
not enough. Food is art! Food is creation! A true chef elevates food to another level entirely! And 
only one chef can become the true master of our age. They are…the Bronze Chef!” 
 
The studio fills with light, flashing over the amazed audience. The theme song reaches its peak, 
a swelling orchestra battle hymn. The announcer continues: 
 
“And now, here’s your host with the most. He may be old and blind, but he’s still kicking ass, 
Isaaaaaaac!” 
 
A side entrance is revealed by the spotlight and Isaac runs out onto the stage. Well, he hobbles 
out, at least. Isaac has seen better days. He limps forward, his bony frame supported by a cane. 
Due to his poor eyesight, guide rails have been installed into the studio path. He often veers off 
course yet bounces back, slowly making his way forward. He reaches center stage and raises 
his hands in the air. 
 
“Thank you! Thank you everyone and welcome to-” 
 
A stagehand turns him around to face the audience. 
 
“Welcome to Bronze Chef!” 
 
The crowd goes absolutely bananas. They cheer! They cry! They’ve waited months to finally get 
chosen off the waiting list of the most popular show in the land, and so help them, they’re going 
to enjoy it. Isaac smiles, relishing the attention. 
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“As I’m sure you know, the rules of Bronze Chef are simple. Contestants will cook a delicious 
meal for me and I’ll get to pig out and eat it. Not a bad deal, if I say so myself!” 
 
The crowd laughs, despite the fact that he makes this exact same joke at the start of every 
single episode. 
 
“I’ll then judge it on three separate but equally important categories. First, taste! It’s food, of 
course it needs to taste good. Second, presentation! We’re not heathens, eating our food off the 
ground. Food needs to be sophisticated! Third, and my personal favorite, Esau-ness! 
Contestants will score points based on whether or not they are my son, Esau. This is an 
all-or-nothing category and is crucial to winning the title of Bronze Chef along with the grand 
prize. Speaking of which, let’s reveal today’s grand prize! 
 
A curtain opens up, revealing a photo of Isaac holding his hands over the silhouette of a man’s 
head. The silhouette has a big question mark on it. The announcer cheerfully chimes in: 
 
“That’s right, today’s grand prize is a special blessing from Isaac himself! With this blessing, 
people will serve you and nations will bow down to you! You’ll be a lord over your brethren, who 
will all bow down to your might. Not half bad! As a special bonus, we’ll throw in a curse to 
anyone who curses you and a blessing to anyone who blesses you. So they better think twice 
before they talk about you behind your back!” 
 
The crowd oohs and aahs. They jealously picture themselves with such a blessing, making all of 
their enemies prostrate themselves in humility. If only they had the skills to be the Bronze Chef! 
But of course, it’s only a dream for lowly audience members like themselves. Instead, they must 
content themselves with living vicariously through the epic culinary battle about to unfold before 
their very eyes. 
 
The music picks up again and fog starts billowing in from off-stage. Not missing a beat, the 
announcer continues: 
 
“Now, here’s the moment you’ve all been waiting for. Let’s meet our challenger!” 
 
A burly man steps out from the shadows, flexing and posing. He has a lush, red beard that 
merges seamlessly with his abundance of chest hair. In fact, his body is basically covered in 
thick curls. Beneath the hair, thick muscles ripple across every inch of the man’s chiseled frame. 
The man yells in triumph. 
 
“Oh yeah! Esau is in the house!” 
 
Once again, the crowd just absolutely flips their shit. Women and men alike swoon, a chorus of 
bodies falling from their chairs in ecstacy. It takes some time to get them under control. Esau 
waits patiently on stage, continuously flexing. When the crowd has finally settled, he continues. 



 
“Listen here, folks, cause the Esau-meister is only going to say this once. I didn’t come here to 
compete. I came here to win! I’m the bronze-ist and chef-ist bronze chef there ever was. And I’d 
like to see the fool who thinks otherwise!” 
 
The crowd looks around in anticipation. Yes, where is this fool who thinks otherwise? 
 
No one comes forward. The room is silent. Esau gloats. 
 
“That’s what I thought. So, that’s an automatic win, right?” 
 
All heads turn towards Isaac. 
 
“Now hold on,” says Isaac. “I’m still fucking hungr-err, I mean, we can’t just give away the grand 
prize that easily! You think you’re the Bronze Chef? Prove it! Go and make me proud! Also, 
make me stew.” 
 
All heads turn back to Esau. Will he accept the challenge? 
 
Esau shrugs. “Sure, it’s not like I have any competition. After all, who would be so deluded, so 
insane, so completely irrational to think that they have a chance at beating the glory of man that 
is Esau?” 
 
--- 
 
Meanwhile, down in a small room at the outskirts of the studio lot, a mother and son hatch a 
surprising plan. 
 
“No. No way,” says Jacob. “That’s deluded. That’s insane. That’s completely irrational!” 
 
“Oh, hush,” says Rebekah. “It will work just fine. You go and get goats, I’ll cook them up just like 
your Dad likes. Trust me, he can’t resist my cooking. Easy win. Don’t you want to be the Bronze 
Chef?” 
 
“Sure, who wouldn’t?” says Jacob. “But it feels kind of like cheating if you’re the one making the 
meal.” 
 
“Well, he’s certainly not going to like your cooking.” 
 
“I’m not that bad…” 
 



“Honey, you know I love you more than anything in the world. But God help me, you couldn’t 
make a bowl of cereal correctly even if you had someone else pouring the milk. Enough 
dawdling, go on.” 
 
Jacob sighs, kisses his mother and begins to head out. He stops, something is still nagging at 
him. 
 
“Let’s say the food is delicious and the presentation is out of the world…” 
 
“Which it will be, naturally.” 
 
“I’m still going to get crushed in the third category. In case you haven’t noticed, I’m not Esau. I 
look nothing like Esau. No person of sound body and mind would ever think I shared a passing 
resemblance to Esau.” 
 
Rebekah smiles wryly. 
 
“Good thing you father isn’t of sound body and mind. You just leave everything to me, sweetie. 
I’ve spent years with the guy, I know how these things work. Now be a good dear and get your 
Mom some goats so you can steal your brother’s blessing.” 
 
--- 
 
Back on stage, Isaac waits for Esau to return during the commercial break. Members of the 
audience get up, stretch, mingle a bit and head to the impossibly long line forming in front of the 
bathroom. Conversation fills the air as people discuss their predictions for the show’s outcome. 
No one expects Esau to lose, of course, but the odds are always up in the air whether Isaac will 
survive long enough to finish each evening’s show. Bookies wait by the sidelines taking bets on 
how Isaac will be done in. Choking on a lamb bone currently sits at 3:1 odds. A man, drowning 
in debt, places a large sum of money in the hopes of Isaac being trampled by a herd of camels 
during the live taping (improbable, but not unheard of). 
 
The lights dim. It’s time to begin the judging. 
 
A table has been erected in the middle of the stage, at which Isaac sits, fork and knife in hand. 
 
“Come on, come on,” he urges. “Let’s get this thing started, I’m starving.” 
 
The audience takes their seats. The theme music once again triumphantly blares. 
 
“And we’re back!” says the announcer. “The hunt is over, the food is ready. So only one 
question remains...who will be the Bronze Chef?!” 
 



The crowd cheers, revitalized and ready. They are excited as hell to watch an old man eat some 
stew. 
 
“Let’s bring in our contestant and see what he’s made!” booms the announcer.  
 
A rich and meaty aroma fills the studio as the side doors open. A man steps out carrying a large 
bowl from which the delicious smell emanates . The man is covered in red tufts of hair over his 
whole body. To some audience members sitting in the front row, the hair looks suspiciously like 
bloody goat fur, but it’s hard tell under the glare of the harsh studio lights. 
 
The man steps up to Isaac and places the bowl on the table. 
 
“It looks like Esau has made one heck of a good looking stew!” says the announcer. “But will it 
stand up under Isaac’s judgement?” 
 
Isaac squints at the man before him. Something seems off, but he really just wants to eat his 
dinner and get out of there. He picks up his spoon. The audience leans forward anxiously, half 
due to the competition and half due to this being the most likely part of the show for Isaac to kick 
the bucket. 
 
Isaac tastes the stew. 
 
He grows silent. 
 
A moment passes. The crowd begins to wonder if perhaps they might be winning some of their 
bets after all. 
 
Suddenly, Isaac’s eyes light up, filled with tears. 
 
“My god,” he says. “It’s stupendous. Why, it’s almost exactly like the stew that my wife makes 
me at home! I award you with eight points for taste!” 
 
The lights flash and a gong sound effect plays. The crowd is finds themselves surprisingly 
moved by Isaac’s raw emotion. 
 
“Looks like Esau has made it through the first criteria,” says the announcer. “But he’s not out of 
the hot seat yet, there’s still two more to go!” 
 
Isaac turns his attention back to the meal and carefully looks it over. He stares intently at every 
angle, deep in thought. How will he rate the presentation? 
 
“Hmmm,” he says. “HMMMMMMM!” 
 



“Yes?” says the man. 
 
“I can’t see a damn thing, it just looks like a brown blur to me. In fact, everything looks like a 
blur. Two points for presentation!” 
 
The lights flash again as the crowd gasps! Two points! It’s a catastrophe! 
 
“Uh oh!” says the announcer. “That rough judgement on presentation is going to make things 
difficult for Esau! If he wants to win the grand prize and be crowned tonight’s Bronze Chef, he’s 
going to need a perfect score on the third criteria.” 
Isaac stares at the contestant, who has begun to sweat heavily. 
 
“Well, you certainly smell like Esau. But I need to make sure. Give me your arm.” 
 
The man places his arm on the table and Isaac begins feeling it slowly. He reaches the band of 
goat fur that has been tied around the man’s arm. 
 
“Yes, yes. Disgustingly hairy, like a wild moose. I’d recognize that arm anywhere. It’s settled! I 
have made my decision!” 
 
This is it. The moment that everyone has come to see. Will Esau become the Bronze Chef? Will 
Isaac have a heart attack before he can announce the results? 
 
“This man before me is one-hundred percent Esau!” declares Isaac. “There can be absolutely 
no doubt whatsoever. A full 10 points!” 
 
“Oh my god, I can’t believe it!” says the announcer. “He’s done it! Esau has pulled off the 
impossible and become the Bronze Chef!” 
 
The audience is practically going insane. They pour from their seats and rush towards the 
winner. Lifting him above their heads, they carry him off to celebrate. Isaac calls out after them: 
 
“Wait, he still needs to be blessed! Shit, how did it go? God give thee of the dew of...something 
something. Eh, everything else we said before, that’s going to happen. There, you’re blessed!” 
 
The crowd is already out the doors, searching for the nearest tavern. Even the announcer has 
ditched his microphone to join them. Isaac stands alone. 
 
“Well, that was easy enough. Say a few words, get a nice stew...being old has its perks.” 
 
Suddenly, a tall and burly man steps out through a doorway. It’s Esau, carrying a piping hot 
stew. 
 



“Father! I have returned! And I come to you with the most stupendous dinner you’ll ever-where 
is everyone?” 
 
Esau looks around. He was expecting a cheering and adoring crowd for his triumphant return, 
yet all that remains is a few unmanned cameras and some discarded burger wrappers. 
 
“Esau!” says Isaac. “Back so soon? I thought you’d be out getting shitfaced with your new 
friends.” 
 
Esau tilts his head, trying to understand just what is going on. He was never good with solving 
problems that didn’t involve weapons or fists. 
 
“Father, I’ve come to give you meal and be crowned the Bronze Chef...” 
 
Isaac starts to laugh, but notices that Esau isn’t joking. 
 
“That’s impossible,” says Isaac. “You already won. How could you win if you weren’t here? It’s 
not like someone could have pretended to be you by cooking up another meal, sneaking 
onstage wearing some sort of animal skin and stealing the blessing right out from under 
your...ohhhhhh shit.” 
 
“What?” says Esau. “What is it?” 
 
“I’ve made a huge mistake.” 
 
--- 
 
Esau paces around the studio, punching anything daring to be standing in front of him (which is 
mostly a bunch of large, metal camera equipment. Isaac is thankful that the producers have 
already left). 
 
“How dare he?!” shouts Esau. “It’s not enough that he stole my birthright and my main character 
status, but he also takes my rightful place as the true Bronze Chef?” 
 
“And my blessing,” says Isaac. “You know, the one that says you’ll bow down to him and serve 
him?” 
 
“Well, sure,” says Esau. “But I really wanted to be the Bronze Chef. Come on, can’t you at least 
try my dish? Maybe you’ll like it more!” 
 
“Sorry, I would if I could,” says Isaac, patting his stomach. “But this old man is stuffed. Couldn’t 
eat another bite.” 
 



Esau screams and rushes at Isaac. But before he strikes him down, he stops. 
 
“No, I shouldn’t be mad at you. I should be mad at that weasel of a brother of mine! I swear, 
from this day forward, I will not rest until my brother is dead, and I have my revenge.” 
 
“That seems a bit harsh, but kids will be kids, I guess,” says Isaac. 
 
Esau kicks over another camera for good measure and storms out of the studio. Isaac follows 
him soon after. 
 
All is quiet. 
 
One final audience member steps out from the corner, tears in his eyes. He looks down at the 
betting receipt in his hand which gives 5000:1 odds of Isaac being killed in a rage by his own 
son Esau after Isaac is tricked into giving away his blessing to his other son Jacob after Jacob 
covers himself in goat skin and pretends to be Esau. 
 
“Next time…,” says the audience member, seeing the dreams of his lavish new lifestyle drift 
away “Next time.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


