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Rebekah was having a rough week. 
 
She had thought that her plan to help Jacob steal his father’s blessing had gone off without a 
hitch, but things had only gone south from there. Esau, although originally furious about the 
betrayal, soon grew quiet and calm, which was actually a bit concerning considering both of 
those words fell squarely in the bucket of, “things that Esau has never been” (with “obedient”, 
“helpful” and “able to do basic addition” also included). 
 
Even more concerning was that he had started to make small jokes when Jacob was around 
that had disturbing connotations. 
 
For example: 
 
“Oh hey, Jacob. I bet you’ve been dying to have lunch, right?” 
 
Or: 
 
“Man, I could just kill someone for a bit of stew, know what I mean?” 
 
Or: 
 
“Geez, it would be a shame if someone brutally murdered you while you were sleeping, eh?” 
 
(Jacob didn’t find these particularly amusing, but to be fair, they weren’t particularly jokes). 
 
As if dealing with a fratricidal offspring wasn’t enough, her husband’s health had continued to 
deteriorate. Now almost completely blind, he had taken to spending most of his time lounging 
around in his favorite chair and complaining. 
 
“That boy Esau will be the end of me,” he would moan. “Those wives of his, Judith and 
Basemath, have you seen the way they act? Praying to false gods, cavorting around. They’re 
practically barbarians. And just what are they always laughing on and on about?” 
 
(To Esau’s credit, his wives found his morbid “jokes” uncontrollably hysterical. But then again, 
they also thought throwing rocks at people’s heads was uncontrollably hysterical, so take that as 
you will). 



 
Isaac didn’t seem all that concerned with the mortal danger Jacob was in, but he certainly had a 
thing or two to say about who he could marry. “I’ve already lost one idiot son to the Canaanites,” 
said Isaac. “Hell if they’re going to get my other.” 
 
Rebekah, juggling her son’s rage and her husband’s pride, only wanted to do what was best for 
Jacob. So she decided to kill two birds with one stone. 
 
--- 
 
“Mmmm,” said Isaac that evening, “What a delicious bird pie. I’m always amazed at your 
throwing skills. Now, what was it you wanted to talk about?” 
 
“It’s about Jacob,” she began. 
 
“No, no, we’ve talked about this already,” said Isaac. “Esau isn’t a killer. He’s as harmless as a 
deer.” 
 
“He’s a hunter. Killing is literally his job. Often deer.” 
 
“Yes, well. It’s insane to think he’d be willing to kill his own flesh and blood. From what I can 
see, his priorities lie with a different type of flesh. Those Canaanites have corrupted him!” 
 
“That’s exactly what I was thinking,” said Rebekah, seizing the opportunity. “And I have a way to 
make sure Jacob never gets involved with people like them.” 
 
“Oh?” 
 
“Send him off to my brother. Have him marry one of Laban’s daughters. Taking a wife from that 
side of the family worked well enough for you.” 
 
Isaac snapped his fingers. Or at least he tried to. His joints weren’t exactly suited for quick 
motions anymore. “That’s an excellent idea! They’re good, honest hardworking folk, Plus, a trek 
like that would build character, put some meat on his bones!” He paused. “But, are you sure 
you’d be okay with him being gone for so long? I know how much you dote on the boy.” 
 
Rebekah looked out the door over to Esau, who was “playing around” with Jacob by trying to 
slip a noose over his head. 
 
“I think the time away might be good.” 
 
--- 
 



“So remember, head straight to Padan-aram.” 
 
“Yes, Dad.” 
 
“No detours to frolic with those Canaanites.” 
 
“I know.” 
 
“You better. Do this right and God will make sure you have a whole heaping of kids. That’s his 
blessing for our family, ever since Abraham.” 
 
“But you always complain about how much of a nuisance we are.” 
 
“Yup, such a blessing.” 
 
Rebekah kissed Jacob goodbye and handed him some stew to go. “Ignore your father. We’re so 
proud of you! Be sure to tell Laban I say hi. Don’t let him push you around too much.” 
 
“Come on, come on, you’re smothering the boy,” said Isaac. He grew quiet and took Jacob by 
the shoulders. As he solemnly looked his son in the eye, he thought about what parting advice 
he should give him as he set off on his first journey all alone. 
 
“Well,” said Isaac. “Adios amigo.” 
 
--- 
 
Jacob’s first day in the wilderness didn’t exactly go as expected. He had always enjoyed hiking 
and considered himself to be in perfectly fine shape, but as the day went on, the sun’s brutal 
heat became almost unbearable. He trudged ever onward through the sand, focusing on simply 
placing one foot before the next. The loving spouse and happy family life that awaited him in 
Padan-aram kept him going, as did the nagging feeling that Esau was probably going to murder 
him if he returned home. Better to die in the desert. At least it would smell better. 
 
As night approached, he found a giant rock and used it as a pillow. He closed his eyes and 
slowly, softly, waited for sleep to come. 
 
And waited. 
 
And waited. 
 
“Fuck me,” said Jacob. “Note to self: using a rock as a pillow is really dumb idea.” 
 



Maybe there was something else nearby that would work, like a bundle of leaves or a sheep? 
As he opened his eyes, he was surprised to see that it was already daytime. 
 
No, that didn’t make sense… 
 
It was certainly as bright as day, but the moon still hung in the middle of the sky, surrounded by 
stars. And he certainly didn’t feel as if he had gotten any sleep. To be fair, he had never been 
this far out in the wilderness before, maybe deserts were just weird like this? 
 
He stood up and looked around. There, a bit off in the distance, he was greeted with a sight that 
defied all explanations. 
 
A giant, rainbow-colored celestial ladder stretched up from the ground all the way into the sky, 
much further than he could possibly follow. The light it gave off was so bright that he could 
barely look at it without shielding his eyes. Even stranger, glowing people were climbing up and 
down it, as if large crazy cosmic desert ladders were just no big deal. Every so often two people 
would pass each other and have to awkwardly shuffle past while holding onto opposite ends. 
Many faces ended up in crotches and vice versa. It all looked rather embarrassing. 
 
Jacob called out to one of the entities that had just climbed down off the ladder. “Excuse me? 
Hey! Uh...you there.” 
 
The entity froze and slowly turned around. “What the fuck are you doing? You can’t be here.” 
 
“Uh, it’s a free desert, last I heard. What are you doing here? What’s with this ladder...thing?” 
 
“What ladder thing?” 
 
“The ladder right behind you. The big ethereal glowy one.” 
 
The entity turned around. “Oh that? That’s...swamp gas.” 
 
“This isn’t a swamp.” 
 
“Wind must have blown it in.” 
 
“I saw you climb down it.” 
 
“...I’m also swamp gas.” 
 
Jacob considered this. To be fair, he had also never been in a swamp before. Maybe swamp 
gas was just weird like this? 
 



Another person got to the bottom. “Oh, hey God,” said the person. “We still going to see you at 
Jody’s pinochle game on Tuesday?” 
 
“If you bring your homemade salsa,” said the entity. “You know I can’t resist that stuff.” 
 
“Wait a minute!” said Jacob. “You’re not swamp gas. You’re God!” 
 
God grimaced. “Ok, that one was a freebie.” 
 
“Does that mean this ladder goes to…?” 
 
“Well it certainly doesn’t go to Kmart.” 
 
“Can I take a peek? I mean, I’ve always wondered what it’s like up there.” 
 
“If I let you look, I’d have to kill you,” said God. “That’s not just a euphemism. You’d seriously 
die. It’s the afterlife for fuck’s sake. Look, I really can’t talk, and no one is supposed to know 
about this. How about a deal? You ignore all of this and I’ll give you a blessing. You a fan of 
spreading your seed like dust all over the earth? It’s a classic, your dad and grandpops loved it.” 
 
“Uh, I guess? If dad loved it...” 
 
“Great. Perfect. So just, uh, close your eyes and count back from ten.” 
 
Jacob closed his eyes and counted back from ten. When he opened his eyes, the sky had done 
dark and a felt a rough pressure below his head. He was back in his makeshift bed, resting on 
his stone-pillow. The ladder was gone, along with God. 
 
“Either that was one weird-ass dream,” said Jacob. “Or this place is actually the entrance to 
heaven.” 
 
Just to be safe, Jacob took the stone and stood it up on its side in the sand, and then poured oil 
all over it. Either it would act as an offering to God and give him brownie-points, or it would 
prevent others from making the same pillow mistake as him. Win-win. 
 
God looked down from the top of the (now invisible) ladder at the giant stone marking the exact 
fucking spot where they had installed the gateway to heaven, like a beacon calling out, 
“top-secret access to the holy land, right here!” 
 
“Wow, that’s like, a super dick move,” said God. “Way to go numbnuts, we’re gonna need to 
move the whole ladder now.” 
 



Maybe it was for the better. God had been thinking about a bit of a remodel anyway. A ladder to 
heaven was just impractical. But a stairway on the other hand... 


