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Jacob 




The Tale Of The Brother Who Learned To 




Walk Differently Through The World 






I 







n the middle of the river, in the middle of the night, in the 




middle of nowhere, a man found himself standing up to 




his middle in cold, murky water. Slimy riverweed stuck to his 




wet clothes. Swampy underwater creatures brushed past his 




bare legs. Large, ugly flies hovered around his ears, buzzing in 




excitement at their unexpected visitor. 




But something much worse was bothering the man. 




Perhaps you know what it’s like to be in such terrible 




trouble, there is nobody left to talk to but yourself. 




Well, that was how this man in the middle of this 




Middle Eastern river was feeling. 




‘Jacob, you idiot,’ he shouted at himself as his 




eyes darted from one riverbank to the other and 




back again. ‘You’ve gone and done it this time. 












You can’t go left. You can’t go right. 




What are you going to do now?’ 




To his left was darkness, and Jacob knew that somewhere in 




that darkness was someone he never, ever, 

ever 

wanted to see 




ever, ever again. 




‘You can’t risk going that way,’ Jacob said – to himself again. 




‘You’ll end up back at your stinky Uncle Laban’s farm – working 




day and night for next to nothing like before. That’s if he 




doesn’t kill you first.’ 




Jacob had never met anyone quite as stinky as stinky 




Uncle Laban. For a start he stank of smelly sheep, and 




hadn’t had a bath for as long as anyone could remember. 




He was also stinking rich, and, like many stinking rich 




people, refused to pay anyone their proper wages. 




And on top of that he caused such a stink at 




Jacob’s wedding that he made Jacob’s life a 




misery for 14 long years. I mean, what sort of 




person sneakily swaps the bride for her sister 




so you marry the wrong girl? 
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Whistlestop Tales 




Jacob turned and looked at the opposite bank. There was 




darkness that way too. And somewhere in it was everything 




he had just stolen from Uncle Laban and sent across the river 




ahead of him. This included: 




2,739 sheep and goats, 




423 cows and bulls, 




56 grown-up camels, 




12 baby camels, 




35 donkeys, 




3 ridiculously expensive 




family heirlooms, 




60 company staf, 




plus 12 children. And one 




more on the way. 












Jacob 




‘But what’s the use of being rich if you can’t enjoy it?’ the man 




waist-deep in the river moaned out loud to himself, wishing he 




was brave enough to join them on the opposite bank. 




‘You can’t risk going that way either, Jacob. There’s an army on 




its way to capture you dead or alive. Preferably dead.’ 




If Jacob wasn’t already freezing from standing in cold water in 




the middle of the night, he might have felt his body shudder. If 




he’d had hairs on his strangely smooth arms, they would have 




stood up on end. If his hands weren’t already dripping wet, he 




would have felt his palms begin 




to sweat. But Jacob didn’t need 




reminding of just how 




scared he was. He had 




spent years hiding from 




the army that was out to 




get him, knowing that the 




moment he crossed the 




river, he would be signing 




his own death certificate. 
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Whistlestop Tales 




You see, long before Jacob had run away with stinky Uncle 




Laban’s family fortunes, he had run away with someone else’s 




family fortunes. That someone else happened to be Esau. And 




Esau happened to be his twin brother. 




The twin brother who had his own army. 




The twin brother who never missed a target. 












Jacob 




The twin brother who liked to hunt 




his victims down, skin them, boil 




them in a pan and 




eat them for supper. 




Jacob had 




been born on the 




wrong side of 




Esau. They came 




into the world 




fighting, grew 




up fighting and fought as their 




father lay dying. They would have carried on fighting, too, if 




Jacob hadn’t sneakily taken everything that belonged to Esau, 




and if Esau hadn’t threatened 




to take revenge, hunt him 




down with his army and 




kill him. 












Whistlestop Tales 




Do you have brothers and sisters who annoy you 




sometimes? Perhaps you decide to get your own back now 




and then. Maybe you unplug their devices so they don’t charge 




up. Or leave banana skins in their coat pockets so they smell. 




Whatever you’ve done to them, I really hope they don’t practise 




slaughtering bears, lions and wolves, so they can try to get you 




back like Esau. And I really hope you 




don’t need to run away to a 




whole different country 




to escape like Jacob. 




With furious 




twin brother Esau 




and his army on one 




side of the river 




and furious 




Uncle Laban 




with his stinky 




bad mood on 












Jacob 




the other, Jacob was trapped. That was why he was standing in 




the middle of the river in the middle of nowhere in the middle 




of the night not daring to go in either direction and talking to 




himself. 




‘You’re done for, Jacob. You’ll never see the light of day 




again. Things can’t get any worse.’ 




That’s when things got a whole lot worse. 




SPLASH! 

Suddenly a shadowy figure leapt into the water 




and ran towards him. 




THWACK! 

The mysterious figure collided hard with Jacob in 




the middle of the river. 




GRAB! 

The stranger wrapped his 




arms around Jacob. 




SQUEEZE! 

Jacob could hardly 




breathe. His heart was pounding, 




and sweat poured down his 




face, as he tried to prise those 




arms off him before they made 




his insides explode in 




all directions. 












Whistlestop Tales 




But no matter how much Jacob wriggled, pulled, pushed, 




shoved or manoeuvred he couldn’t shake his attacker. Nor could 




he shake the feeling that he had met this stranger somewhere 




before. 




‘Esau?’ Jacob spluttered. ‘Is that you? I’m sorry I cheated 




you and ran away with your family fortunes. Please forgive me!’ 




There was no reply. Jacob yanked at the arms tightening 




around his chest. They weren’t as hairy as Esau’s. And besides, 




Esau wasn’t the sort to 




grab you and wrestle 




you. He was the sort 




who stalked you 




and threw spears at 




you when you least 




expected it. You know 




what? It wasn’t Esau 




at all! 




‘Uncle Laban?’ 




Jacob tried. ‘Is 




that you? 
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I’m sorry I cheated you and ran away with the family 




fortunes. Please forgive me!’ 




Jacob twisted to get a glimpse of the man’s face. It may have 




been dark, but he could see no wrinkles around his eyes. He 




could see teeth but they didn’t seem rotten and crooked. And 




the man certainly didn’t smell like sheep dung. You know what? 




It wasn’t stinky Uncle Laban at all! 
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