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As all the caring brothers would,
You always kept me from no-good
From mountains high and valleys deep
You always knew what I would need
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…

When our father died and mother wept
You knew what the times may bring
Now in ruins burnt and ridges cold,
Our life is fragile and goal is bold
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…

You saw it coming all along,
All nations of Earth’ll wallow,
In mud and blood, it’s all the same,
It’s a blessing now to remain sane
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…

Now here we are, the good old flat
Shelters us from rain up West
An ancient city this one is,
You can tell from the buildings
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…





I wonder sometimes what was it like
Living here with problems aside
But all the rats and soldiers now
Does it bother this old house?
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…


We set up camp, the scouts sent out,
From fallen foes they got some rounds
So now with food and bullets found
I think we could hol our ground
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…

We saw flags. Flags from the North.
Unbeknownst what they bring forth
Our last resont this crumbling fort.
We now see what future holds.
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…

Our coats are weary, the boots now torn
Worn out souls wander tha halls
Where once lovesick songs stained the walls
Now bellowing shells have left their marks
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…






This is hell we know it well,
But when it ends just time will tell
Nothing to do and no help to get
We are the devils last sure bet
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…

We held up for days on end
My weapons are broken and
Oh sweet Jesus, tell me please!
Can we now just go with ease?
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…

Our bread all eaten, the wine all drunk
We hope their soldiers will amend
Time to pray, peace God will hand
We’ll all die at this last stand
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…

You ran out and killed their leader
An act which there is no braver
You made sure we all are well,
 And in doing so you fell.
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…





A wilted flower and frozen wreath
May fall on your dirty head
See aou Dad yet? And mother crying?
Do they love us for at least trying
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…

As all the caring brothers would 
You always kept me from all no-good
From mountains high and valleys deep
You always knew what I would need
O Brother mine, O Brother mine…


