
 

Genesis 30 
In Which Jacob Becomes a Dad Again and Again and Again and Again 
 
By God (translated by Doomburito) 
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Jacob had never wanted to be a father. 
 
He didn’t have anything against the concept itself, per se, but if his past experiences had taught 
him anything, fathers were cranky, old, obsessed with stew, and unnervingly willing to condone 
fratricidal intentions. Jacob had no intention of being any of those things (except the stew part, 
depending on if it had onions). In fact, he was quite content to spend the rest of his days chilling 
in the desert with two lovely wives and a smattering of sheep. 
 
Unfortunately for Jacob, the condom wouldn’t be invented for another 3000 years or so. 
 
“There’s poop everywhere,” said Jacob. “Why is there poop everywhere?” 
 
Indeed, in the few years Jacob had been married, Leah had proven to be surprisingly fertile, and 
Jacob now found himself the reluctant father of four energetic sons, Reuben, Simeon, Levi and 
Judah. And like his father before him, he could not for the life of him tell which was which. 
 
“Reuben, go get some towels. Like, a lot of towels.” 
 
“I’m Simeon,” said Simeon. 
 
“Whatever, just get the towels,” said Jacob, being extremely careful where he stepped. “Levi shit 
all over the carpet.” 
 
“That was Judah. Levi’s out with mom.” 
 
“Simeon, I thought I told you to stop standing around and get the towels?” 
 
“But I’m Reuben,” said Reuben. 
 
“At this point I don’t care if you’re God almighty if you don’t get me some fucking-” 
 
“Towels!” said Simeon, throwing Leah’s nicest set of silk bed sheets onto the poop-filled floor. 
 
“Reuben!” said Jacob. 
 
“Simeon!” said Simeon. 



 

“Judah!” said Reuben. 
 
“Mama!” said Judah. 
 
“JACOB!” said Leah, who had literally only stepped outside three minutes ago to get the mail. 
 
It was at that point that Jacob decided he didn’t want any more kids. 
 
--- 
 
“I want a kid,” said Rachel. 
 
Jacob choked on his onion stew. “Not in a million years. We have four kids already!” 
 
“No,” said Rachel. “My sister has four kids already. I have zero kids.” 
 
“And isn’t it wonderful?” said Jacob. “Frankly, I’m jealous. You have the best of both worlds 
here. You can go play with kids whenever you want, and the moment they start excreting from 
every possible orifice, you hand them right back.” 
 
“But I want children,” said Rachel. “If I can’t be a mother, I think I’ll die.” 
 
“That’s an exaggeration. No one dies from not having kids.” 
 
“Taliah across the street didn’t have kids and she died.” 
 
“Taliah got run over by a merchant caravan.” 
 
“And perhaps if she had kids they could have warned her.” 
 
Jacob sighed. “I’ll protect you from any wayward convoys, if it makes you feel any better.” 
 
“This isn’t about desert processions!” snapped Rachel. “You’ve given my sister four children! 
You’d almost think that she was the one you wanted to originally marry!” 
 
“Oh, and it’s completely my fault, is it?” said Jacob. “I’ve been with you as many times as I have 
with her. Possibly more if you count this morning. If God wanted you to have kids, you’d have 
kids by now. I mean, what do you want me to do, start sleeping with a third woman under your 
name and have some children with her?” 
 
“Funny that you should say that,” said Rachel. “Have you met my handmaid Bilhah?” 
 
--- 



 

 
 If Jacob thought two wives and four kids was a problem, nothing could have prepared him for 
three wives and six kids (Bilhah had provided them with two bouncing baby boys, Naphtali and 
the oddly named Dan). No matter where he went, Jacob found himself surrounded by chaos, 
both from his ever-growing sons and his ever-competing wives. The classic duties of 
parenthood became battles against insanity. Bedtime involved a careful balancing act of tucking 
sons in, reading stories to other sons, checking under numerous beds for monsters and then 
tucking sons back in after they inexplicably had to go to the bathroom for the third time that 
evening. Games of catch left him limping back home drained, feeling like he had just taken on 
an entire baseball team. And family picnics...well, they consisted mostly of squabbling, 
wrangling, and whining, but that was mostly from Jacob himself. He had always hated picnics. 
 
The only silver lining was that with so much time devoted to their children, Jacob and his wives 
had precious little time to spend attempting to have more. Every evening when his wives would 
fall asleep early from exhaustion was one less chance that his family would continue to grow. 
Jacob would gaze at the local eunuch guild with longing every time he passed by, but alas, they 
had stopped taking active members, despite the lack of their own. 
 
But Rachel and Leah’s battle showed no signs of slowing down. For his birthday, Jacob had 
requested to spend the night without sleeping with any of his three wives, hoping to have a 
relaxing evening to himself. Leah, with a bout of wordplay that would have made Laban proud, 
presented him with a handmaid of her own, Zilpah. 
 
“I thought I said I didn’t want to sleep with anyone,” said Jacob. 
 
“You said you didn’t want to sleep with any of your three wives,” said Leah. “Zilpah will be your 
fourth.” 
 
“Next time I’m just asking for a gift card.” 
 
--- 
 
Two sons later (Gad and Asher) and Jacob’s could barely step five feet without running into an 
issue that needed to be dealt with. The house was alive with the roaring cacophony of pent-up 
pre-teen anarchy. Jacob would often send the sons off on increasingly dangerous errands. Of 
course, he would be the last to wish harm on his own kids, but if one didn’t happen to come 
back...well, there were more than enough spares. 
 
It didn’t help that his wives were finding increasingly convoluted ways to get what they wanted. 
One night Leah cornered him with a surprising business claim. 
 
“What’s this?” said Jacob, holding up the thin slip of paper Leah had handed him. 
 



 

“It’s a coupon,” said Leah. 
 
“Why does it say, ‘Good for one (1) free sexy time’ with a winky face?” 
 
“I sold some of my mandrakes to Rachel and she gave me that in return.” 
 
“I didn’t know she was into that sort of thing,” said Jacob. 
 
“Well, mandrakes have a lot of helpful properties-.” 
 
“No, I mean, I’m surprised she gave you a coupon to have sex with her.”  
 
“No,” said Leah. “It’s for you.” 
 
“But I don’t want to have sex with her.” 
 
“It’s for me to have sex with you, numbnuts,” said Leah. “She sold your evening together in 
exchange for mandrakes.” 
 
“Hold on,” said Jacob. “First of all, I think I should have a say in this transaction. Second of all, I 
can’t help but feel a bit offended that Rachel feels that an evening with me is only worth... how 
many mandrakes did you give her?” 
 
“Ten.” 
 
“Shit, ten’s actually pretty good-but regardless! I’m not some item to be traded back and forth as 
you two please.” 
 
“That’s not what this coupon says.” 
 
Jacob sighed. She had a fair point. One couldn’t go about denying coupons left and right in a 
barter economy. Why, it would be the end of modern civilization as they knew it and he certainly 
didn’t want that on his conscience. 
 
In the end, it turned out Leah got a better deal than she expected, with two more sons, Issachar 
and Zebulun. 
 
“Well, look at that,” she smiled. “Buy one get one free.” 
 
--- 
 



 

The pace was simply unsustainable. A simple breakfast cost as much as a week’s worth of 
wages. Some of the older sons, Reuben, Simeon and Levi, were finally old enough to begin 
working on their own, so together it was enough to get by, but just barely. 
 
Jacob prayed to God. “Ok, God. You’ve proven your point. Offspring as numerous as the dust 
and all that.” 
 
“You likey?” said God. “Don’t worry, there’s more where they came from. I’m thinking if we work 
together we can pop you out another twenty or so before you kick the bucket.” 
 
“Actually,” said Jacob. “I was thinking maybe we hold back on the offspring thing. I mean, sure, 
having as many kids as there are stars in the sky has a certain poetic terror to it, but perhaps it’s 
time to think a bit smaller. We need a new metaphor.” 
 
“What did you have in mind?” asked God. 
 
“How about...as many kids as there are guys named Steve in the village.” 
 
“There are only three Steves in the village, Jacob. I’m not going to smite seven of your kids.” 
 
“Hey, I’m not saying you should inflict the bubonic plague upon my family. Just, you know, a 
conveniently placed lightning bolt here, a rampaging bear there…” 
 
“I had such high hopes for you,” said God. “I thought you were a family man.” 
 
“The main two stories about me so far involved me repeatedly tricking my brother and dad.” 
 
“Fair enough.” 
 
“Just...ease up on the sons, okay? For my own sanity.” 
 
God huffed. “Fine. No sons for a few years.” 
 
As Jacob thanked God, he felt a wave of relief roll over him. Even if just for a few years, he 
looked forward to some peace and quiet. 
 
--- 
 
Nine months later, Leah gave birth to Dinah, her first daughter. 
 
“That son of a bitch,” said Jacob. 
 
--- 



 

 
Now, it can’t be said that Jacob didn’t love his children. Of course he did. But the fact remained 
that he still had not had a single child with the one true love of his life, Rachel. On one hand, 
having a kid with her was all he had ever wanted in the first place, but on the other hand, there 
was a certain allure to knowing that she would always be a stable oasis of calm in a sea of 
small, sticky fingers and unknown smells.  
 
And yet, even that last bastion of peace could not hold against the combined efforts of God’s 
spunky will and Jacob’s unwillfully godly spunk. 
 
“You’re pregnant?!” said Jacob. “How are you pregnant?” 
 
“I’d have thought you of all people didn’t need to be educated on how that works,” said Rachel. 
 
“Maybe it’s a fluke. Are you sure it’s not just a food baby from this morning’s falafel?” 
 
“Falafel doesn’t kick.” 
 
“Well, you haven’t had my mom’s jalapeno falafel.” 
 
“Jacob.” 
 
“Wait, how far along are you?” 
 
“About 8 months. I was going to say something, but then I was more curious how long it would 
take until you noticed. Then that went on for so long that it just got kind of weird. You know I’m 
not usually this large, right?” 
 
“I just thought you just really liked falafel.” 
 
And so, Jacob’s family grew one more, much to his chagrin. But, there was something special 
about Rachel’s child, Joseph. 
 
“Is it dead?” asked Jacob. 
 
“No! For fuck’s sake, Jacob,” said Rachel. 
 
“But he’s not crying. He’s not yelling. He’s not pooping.” 
 
“He’s sleeping.” 
 
Indeed, Joseph was perhaps the calmest baby Jacob had ever seen (and he had seen quite a 
few.) 



 

 
Jacob was flabbergasted. “I didn’t know a baby could be so...peaceful.” 
 
They stared at the newest member of their family, swaddled in a rainbow blanket. As he slept, 
Joseph began kicking his legs. 
 
“Well, look at that,” said Rachel. “He must be dreaming.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


