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English III

My Brother

Yesterday my brother died;

Never in me did he confide,

But still his secrets I know well—

Now they’re safe for me to tell.

Betrayal, lust, greed, deceit

Scarcely sum his malicious feat;

Such evil did his motives rear

Against one in heart he held so dear.

I said I loved her; she took me in

Because her heart I did win.

Our love was grand, our hearts content,

But alone he stood in rage and resentment.

He didn’t love her, he hated me,

His anger swelled by jealousy.

The plot so clear, lingering in his head—

I knew what he wanted—he wanted me dead.

In his home last night we dined,

Both of us, our secrets in mind.

His delicious meal left us with thirst, 

So wine he poured and served me first.

Watching me carefully he guzzled his wine,

Making sure I swallowed every drop of mine, 

And he said to me, “Brother, your days are done,”

But quickly he discovered I was the smarter one!

