Little Brother

Brian William,

I thought the world of you.

Your big blue eyes

were always watching, 

always curious.

Your fine, blond hair

curled at the ends

and when you giggled too hard,

you would get the hiccups.

I remember us

making a cassette tape with mom

and when she asked you what your favorite 

song was, you said

“The Three Little Pigs” quite seriously.

I used to make you give me piggyback rides 

all over the backyard, and you never complained.

We used to climb to

the top of our maple tree

and I always made you jump first.

That way I knew it was safe for me.

I remember yelling at you

and seeing you walk away,

head down, shoulders slumped.

I would offer to play G.I. Joe with you

and you would forgive me.

You always forgave me,

no matter what I did to you.

now you’re older, and I miss those

innocent eyes that looked up to me.

Always curious, always watching

were your big

blue eyes.

I thought the world of you,

Brian William,

Little Brother.

