
Genesis 32 
In Which Jacob Spends the Night Rolling Around with a Big Sweaty Dude 
 
By God (translated by Doomburito) 
 
Visit https://thebiblev2.wordpress.com/ for more! 
 
Going back to your childhood home after a long time away is often a mixture of nostalgia, 
trepidation and woeful melancholy. So much can change while you’re gone. Stores close down, 
playgrounds are paved over. And at the same time, some things feel as if you’ve never left, as if 
they’ve been rooted there, like a statue from another era. 
 
Jacob wondered about all of these questions as his caravan drew closer to his own childhood 
home. Would it still feel like the small desert village he once knew? Had the village square been 
able to deal with their pervasive camel infestation problem? Would Pete’s Pomegranate Cart 
still be there? Did Esau still have a giant, raging murder-boner for revenge? 
 
Yes, going back home would be a mixture of nostalgia, trepidation and woeful melancholy 
indeed. Jacob had unconsciously adopted a habit of sighing wistfully whenever he thought 
about the journey that lay ahead in the next few days. 
 
“For the love of God, you need to stop doing that,” said Leah. “So help me, Esau will be the 
least of your worries.” 
 
“You don’t know this guy, Leah,” said Jacob. “He’s just a walking pile of hair, muscles and pure, 
unbridled anger. The word ‘forgiveness’ isn’t even in his dictionary. I don’t think he even has  a 
dictionary. Actually, he might not be able to read, now that I think about it…” 
 
“Look, I know you’re worried about going home,” said Rachel. “But maybe you can do 
something to take your mind off of it until we’re there? Start a hobby or something. Get your 
hands dirty.” 
 
“Just stop sitting around sighing wistfully in a haze of nostalgia, trepidation and woeful 
melancholy,” said Leah. 
 
“You’re just giving Esau all the power before you’ve even seen him,” said Rachel. 
 
Jacob considered this. “You know,” he said. “You may be on to something there. Why should 
Esau have the upper-hand before we’ve even arrived? Why, with a little bit of prep work, I think I 
can turn the tables quite easily. He thinks he can intimidate me? Let’s see what he thinks after I 
send spies out to find his every weakness and lay a trap for him right when he least expects it!” 
 
“That’s not exactly the type of hobby I had in mind,” said Rachel. 



 
“Just let him do it,” whispered Leah. “Anything to get him out of the tent for a bit. Plus, if it turns 
out Esau isn’t a threat, we have nothing to worry about.” 
 
“And if he is a threat?” 
 
“Then at least we won’t have to deal with Jacob’s sighing for much longer.” 
 
--- 
 
Jacob had practically paced a pit in the desert by the time his spymaster arrived with the report. 
 
“Come on, come on,” said Jacob. “What’s the word on my hometown?” 
 
“Sir!” said the spymaster. “I have good news, bad news and very bad news.” 
 
“Well, I don’t like those odds,” said Jacob. “Let’s get the bad news over with.” 
 
“It seems that the village square’s pervasive camel infestation has only gotten worse,” said the 
spymaster. Not only have they been unable to get rid of them, but the camels won’t let anyone 
get within 15 feet of the square.” 
 
“That certainly is unfortunate,” said Jacob. “Remind our quartermaster to stock up on on camel 
spray before we arrive. Let’s have the very bad news then.” 
 
“Pete’s Pomegranate Cart is no longer there. It was closed by the health inspector nearly nine 
years ago after he accidentally served a customer a giant sac of spider eggs instead of a 
pomegranate. Seems like his eyesight just wasn’t what it used to be.” 
 
This was a heavy blow. Jacob had to sit down in shock. “And Pete? How’s he holding up?” 
 
“Run over by the aforementioned camel infestation, sir.” 
 
So many changes. So much time. Was this really the same village he left all those years ago? 
But perhaps there were welcome changes as well. 
 
“That just leaves the good news then,” said Jacob. “I hope I’m not incorrect in assuming it 
involves my brother?” 
 
“It does indeed, sir!” said the spymaster, perking up. “It seems that your brother is already aware 
of your impending arrival.” 
 
“That doesn’t seem very good” said Jacob. “I was hoping to have the element of surprise.” 



 
“Don’t you worry just yet,” said the spymaster. “From the looks of it, he’s planning a massive 
welcome home party just for you. In fact, he’s marching this way right now with a crowd of four 
hundred men!” 
 
“That’s horrible news!” said Jacob. 
 
“Ah, pardon me, sir. I forgot you were never the fan of parties.” 
 
“That’s not a party, it’s an army!” 
 
“Even better!” said the spymaster. “I know how much you do love armies.” 
 
“When I’m leading them, not when they’re directed right at me, you useless numbskull!” 
 
The spymaster had had just about enough of Jacob’s negative attitude. And he certainly wasn’t 
just going to stand around and be berated by a man who would likely be dead within the next 48 
hours. 
 
Following the sudden and completely unexpected resignation of his spymaster, Jacob decided 
he needed to come up with a plan to appease Esau’s terrifying fury. He called together all of his 
most trusted servants and divided them into groups. 
 
“Here’s what we’re going to do,” said Jacob. “Esau is a simple man with simple desires. We’re 
going to give him exactly what he wants.” 
 
“Your head on a silver platter?” said one servant. 
 
“No, no,” said another servant. “That wouldn’t satisfy him nearly enough. Surely we must give 
him our master’s balls on a silver platter.” 
 
“Neither of you are correct,” said a third servant. “It seems to me that Esau doesn’t have nearly 
that refined a taste. Skip the silver platter entirely, but give him both the master’s head and 
balls.” 
 
The two others nodded in sage agreement. 
 
“We’re not giving him my head or  my balls,” said Jacob. “And we’re certainly not giving him any 
of my silver platters, that shit’s expensive. Ever since I’ve know him, Esau has wanted one thing 
more than any other. His love for it is so great that I believe he might just be willing to 
completely forget the whole birthright ordeal completely...MEAT.” 
 



“Meat?” asked a servant. “Sir, correct me if I’m speaking out of turn, but I don’t believe sending 
the guy a few stakes is going to appease a twenty-plus year blood feud.” 
 
“I had something a bit more in mind,” said Jacob. He handed his servants a list. 
 
One of them read: “Two hundred and twenty goats, two hundred and twenty sheep, fifty cows 
thirty camels, twenty donkeys, ten bulls-” 
 
“And a partridge in a pear tree, I presume?” finished another servant. 
 
“Esau doesn’t eat pears,” said Jacob. “But let’s toss in the partridge for dessert.” 
 
“It’s certainly a generous gift,” said a servant. “He’ll either forgive you immediately or die of high 
cholesterol. Shall we send it over?” 
 
“Yes...but let’s do it in waves. We’ll have one of you go, then another, and another and so on. 
When you arrive, tell Esau that you’re one of my servants and you come bearing gifts. Hopefully 
after enough of that his vicious and all-consuming of hatred of me will eventually die down.” 
 
“Yes, uh, question,” said a servant. “Is there a chance that on the first few meetings he might, 
er, ‘shoot the messenger’, so to speak? On account of his hatred of you and all.” 
 
“Almost definitely,” said Jacob. “But again, and I do hate to repeat myself, that’s why we’re 
doing it bit-by-bit, with me at the waaaaay end. Now...” he clapped his hands, “who wants to go 
first?” 
 
Following the sudden and completely unexpected resignation of his most trusted servants, 
Jacob decided that perhaps it was time to hire an HR manager. 
 
--- 
 
With the gifts packed up and shipped off (using a handful of less-trusted, but far more compliant 
errand boys), Jacob settled in for the night to anxiously await his brother’s response the next 
day. But the more he thought about it, the less he could sleep. Visions of his impending demise 
continued to flit through his mind, and in all of them Esau was laughing (often while holding up 
Jacob’s head, now impaled upon a stick). 
 
Just as he felt he might pass out from pure exhaustion, he heard footsteps from outside. His 
heart leaped into his throat. It was Esau! He must have traveled non-stop throughout the day 
and night, so eager to get his revenge that rest would not, could not , wait. 
 



No, there was a distinct lack of spitting, grunting and swearing, it couldn’t be Esau. Hesitantly, 
Jacob stepped outside and looked around. A shadow in the shape of a man stood out against 
the cold moonlight. 
 
“Hello?” called Jacob. “If you’re here for the HR position, interviews start tomorrow morning.” 
 
The man said nothing, but he took a step closer. 
 
“You’ll need to bring a resume, of course,” said Jacob. “A list of references wouldn’t hurt either.” 
 
The man took another step. 
 
“I’m going to have to ask you to stop right there,” said Jacob. “This is a private campsite and-” 
 
Another step. 
 
“Alright, buddy, if that’s how you want to do it. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” 
 
Jacob wasted no more time and launched into a sprint towards the shadowy figure. He reared 
back his fist, swung forward and- 
 
The man caught Jacob’s fist with lightning fast reflexes. Immediately, he twisted, flipping Jacob 
into the air and sending him sprawling to the ground. 
 
Jacob caught his breath before launching to his feet and swinging out with a spinning back-kick. 
The man nimbly jumped over Jacob’s leg and reacted with a flurry of punches upon landing. 
The two exchanged a series of high-octane blows, blocking and attacking almost faster than the 
eye could see. But then, the man saw an opening and launched an uppercut towards Jacob’s 
face. 
 
Jacob backflipped out of the way and wiped a smear of blood from his lips. “You know,” he said. 
“I’m starting to think you’re not here for the HR position.” 
 
“This isn’t a fight you want to pick, old man,” said the figure. “I know ways of inflicting pain that 
you’ve never even seen before.” 
 
Rather than responding, Jacob extended his arm and did one of those cool “bring it” motions 
with his fingers like a total badass. 
 
The fight resumed, more desperate than ever. They fell to the ground, grappling and clawing at 
one another. As everyone knows, Jacob was trained as a skilled blackbelt in almost every single 
fighting style of the time, yet the man countered Jacob perfectly. 
 



The rolled away from each other and jumped up, panting. 
 
“Had enough?” said Jacob through heavy breaths. 
 
“You might think you’re a pretty good fighter,” said the man. “But even you can’t defeat The 
Rock.” 
 
“What the hell is that even supposed to mea-” Suddenly, a rock smashed into Jacob’s face. 
 
“Oh, fuck, fuck,” said Jacob, his nose gushing blood. “Ok, hold on. Time out. Ohhh, I think you 
broke it.” He touched his nose and winced. “Yup, definitely broken. Wow, that really fucking 
hurts.” 
 
“I did tell you I knew ways of inflicting pain...” 
 
“Yeah, but I didn’t think you’d just chuck a fucking rock at my face!” 
 
“Do you need a moment or…?” 
 
“One sec,” said Jacob. “Let me just get a bit of a break and I’ll-” 
 
Jacob leapt forward and wrapped his arm around the man’s neck, pulling tightly. 
 
“Dude, that is...really...not cool,” gasped the man. 
 
“Who are you?” said Jacob. “A thief? An assassin?” 
 
The man reached out and lightly touched Jacob’s thigh. As if by magic, searing pain shot down 
Jacob’s leg. He stumbled, but continued to tighten his hold. 
 
“God dammit,” said Jacob. “You’re a fucking angel or something, aren’t you?” 
 
The angel said nothing, mostly because he was running out of air and seriously wishing he 
hadn’t taken that bet with the other angels that he could trounce Jacob even in a mortal body. 
 
“I’ll tell you what,” said Jacob. “You bless me and I’ll let you go.” 
 
The angel knew the others would never let him live this down, but he didn’t exactly have much 
choice. “Fine, you’re blessed. You’re blessed! From now on, your name is Israel, because you 
fought against God and-” 
 
“Nah, I like my old name.” 
 



The angel blinked. “Well, that’s not your name anymore. Your name is Israel.” 
 
“Yeeeeah, I’m just going to keep going by Jacob though.” 
 
“That’s not how this works-” 
 
Jacob tightened his grip. 
 
“Fine! Fine! Whatever you want. Damn.” 
 
--- 
 
Jacob never did find out just why the angel visited his camp that night. As the sun rose, Jacob 
blinked and the angel had already vanished. He liked to think that perhaps God had sent the 
angel in order to prepare him for the upcoming battle. Then again, God could have just been 
bored and wanted to watch Jacob flail around for a bit. It was about a fifty/fifty guess. 
 
The next morning, a woman wearing a crisp suit and carrying a briefcase appeared in front of 
Jacob’s tent. 
 
“I hope you’re not here to fight too,” Jacob joked. 
 
The woman didn’t laugh. Instead, she served Jacob a series of fines due to various worker 
complaints about verbal abuse and unsafe work conditions. An additional fine was added due to 
the lack of a proper HR manager. She mentioned someone would be by later that afternoon to 
pick up the payment. 
 
Jacob decided that it might just be time to pack up and see his brother. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


