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Listen to my story,

You’ve not heard this one before,

My father was a giant,

My mother slave and more.

My other mother’s laughter

Injures worse than father’s knife,

One was used to curb my manhood,

One was aimed to take my life.

I’m the Other Son…

They’ll say we brothers bickered,

They’ll say I meant you harm,

But I remember dancing

Sweet baby in my arms.

When they marked you on the eighth day,

Who held you as you cried?

Then they sent me to the desert,

And never let me say goodbye.

I’m the Other Son…

Now Mother talks to angels,

My one companion’s memory.

I just turned a man

Now I’m dying in the sand.

Water may quench my thirst,

Wild lands will set me free,

But I remember my father, 
my home and my homeland.

I’m the Other Son…

What’s happened to you brother?

You’re a pale shell of a man.

Stop looking so dejected,
At least God sent you the ram.

You don’t remember me, do you?
This cave’s too dark to see my face.

We may bury bones and memories,

But I shall never be erased.

I’m the Other Son…
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