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BROTHERHOOD 
 
It was just the three of us at first – Dad, Mum and myself. There 
were the creatures of course (except the Serpent); but creatures can 
hardly play with you. I mean, you can wrestle with a Bear or ride a 
Lion or race a Gazelle but no creature talked. No creature really 
played. No creature dreamed.  

We didn’t talk much, my parents and I – there was a 
generational gap (yes parent-child problems existed already since 
the Beginning). Dad and Mum love me; I don’t doubt that. But I 
don’t think they really understood me back then. They didn’t have 
childhoods after all. They never had to grow up. They just were. I 
distinctly remember the first time I tripped over a stone and fell flat 
on my face, I went to them bawling in tears. And they just stared at 
me in puzzlement, wondering why I could be so upset over 
something so small.  

Then they talked all the time about how wonderful it was back 
in the Garden. They cursed the Serpent every other day. They 
argued with each other sometimes, blaming one another. And then 
they would hug each other again and send me away, doing strange 
things in the long grass where they took off their clothes.  

I never understood all that back then. Perhaps it was because 
I’ve never been in the Garden so I never knew what it was like. I 
was always curious about it but then there was that scary looking 
person with wings holding the burning sword so I never dared to 
approach it.  
 
Sometime along the murky path of my childhood, I realized that I 
was missing something. I was happy, you must understand. How can 
I not be? I had nothing to worry about. I could do anything I want 

(well almost anything, apart from going near the Garden and playing 
with the Serpent). I had everything I wanted. 

But beneath that surface layer of wellbeing, I became aware of 
an inner restlessness and dissatisfaction. It was a feeling that refused 
to go away no matter how far I ran or how high I climbed or how 
fast I swam. It was just as though something was missing no matter 
what I did or achieved. I later learnt what this feeling was called – 
‘loneliness’.  

 
And then my younger brother was born. And my parents loved him 
so much. Well, they had me for practice, so they certainly knew how 
to love him better at least. None of that awkward handling and weird 
moments when they didn’t know what to say because he fell down 
and hurt himself.  

Don’t get me wrong I didn’t resent my younger brother. At 
least, not at first. I was excited, in fact. Finally, I’d have another 
person to play with. A real person.  

He became my sole companion and playmate. But more than 
that, he was a younger brother. I took care in being a proper big 
brother to him, teaching him to run and swim and play. And for a 
long time, we played together, wrestling, racing, swimming, 
climbing and dreaming. The days that followed his birth as he 
slowly grew up was one of the most joyful times in my life. We 
were both carefree and had each other for company.  

But as time passed and we grew a little older, things changed.   
 

People say that good and evil are absolutes. And that’s true. At least 
it is for good. There is good, and then there isn’t. It’s not like there’s 
a scale or something and once you cross a line, you become evil. 
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You either have good in you, or you don’t. And if you didn’t, you 
were evil. It’s that simple. It’s that absolute. 
 
And my brother was good. He seemed to be a natural at everything 
that he did. Even when we were playing, he just ran faster and 
jumped higher than I could. For instance, I could outrun the Gazelle 
only because I raced it everyday for a year. But for him, the moment 
he was old enough to run, he could already beat the Horse. And 
when he reached my age (when I finally outran the Gazelle), he 
could keep up with the Cheetah. And he did it without even trying or 
training.  

Of course, he thought nothing of it. Why should he? He didn’t 
have to work for it after all. It just came so easily to him. I, on the 
other hand, started to resent him. And every opportunity I could, I 
reminded him that I was the elder brother. I forced him to listen to 
me. I emotionally blackmailed him. I made him race with me when 
he wanted to rest. I refused to play any of the games that he wanted 
to play. I ran down everything that he did. I dismissed his 
contributions, looked down on his efforts, and tried my utmost to put 
him beneath me.  

I did everything I could to put him down and to discourage him 
and challenge him. I treated him more like a slave or a plaything 
than a real person. I used him.  
 
I tried to anger him, to provoke him. But more often than not, he 
would just meekly submit and listen to me. And the infuriating thing 
was, he bore everything with that silly smile on his face. You see, 
my brother wasn’t just good at whatever he did; he himself was 
good. Goodness was not just some quality he had, but it was 

something that he was. And that, I think, made me resent him more 
than everything that he could do better than me.  

Because it wasn’t for me. I had to remind myself to be good. I 
had to put in conscious effort to do what I knew I should do. But it 
came so easily to my brother. He was always smiling. He never 
resented the fact that he was younger or that he had to listen to me. 
He never blamed me for abusing him. He never felt bitter at being 
told to do something. It was just so easy for him. And the inherent 
good that he had, revealed starkly, my own lack of it.  
 
Murder, unlike what most people think, is not just a single act that 
ends a life. That’s just killing. That’s just dying. No, murder is much 
more than that.  

Murder requires you to separate a body from his soul by force. 
It’s not just ending a life; it’s depriving a person of life. And that 
takes time. You don’t do it with a single stab of the knife or a shot of 
the gun. You do it with hurting words, dismissive gestures and most 
of all, with contempt.  

Because to be truly contemptuous, you have to look past 
everything that makes a human being a person. You have to look 
past his vulnerability, his ego, his pride, his shame, and his capacity 
to love. You have to deliberately ignore the fact that he too feels 
pain and rejection and humiliation and loneliness. Only when you 
have done that will you be able to talk to him in a manner that 
makes him feel as if you were talking to a creature less than a 
human being. Only then will you deprive him of his humanity.  

And when you’ve done that, well then, congratulations. You’ve 
begun your very own murder story.   
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We both first heard Him at the same time. I was around 20 years old. 
Or was it 200? I’m not sure. The years slip pass when all you do 
everyday is… well, effectively, nothing. It doesn’t help that I’m 
really old too so these details are rather fuzzy. 

That day, my brother and I were about to get into a tag-team 
matchup against a Sabretoothed Tiger and a Mastodon (you don’t 
see these around anymore; they were much more common back in 
the old days). That’s when He spoke.  

Don’t ask me how we knew without even being told but we 
Knew immediately that it was Him. He addressed us by our Names. 
He didn’t say much but we Knew Him now. And we Knew what we 
had to do.  
 
It seems a little surreal that we just Knew. But it’s not really. The 
truth is that all of us Know. Even in this age, when He rarely speaks 
directly to individual persons. Even now, people Know, deep in their 
hearts. It’s just that there are so many other things to know that the 
Knowledge gets diluted, distracted, diffused, discriminated against. 
Think of any D-words. ‘Dead’ might be another good one. That was 
something Nietzsche said, if I remember correctly.  
 
And so our days of playing and frolicking in the sun were over, and 
we now had to work. My brother was tasked to care for the herds. I 
was tasked to care for the land.  

Things went well, at least for a while. We both had to learn to 
do what we needed to do. And we found joy in doing the things that 
we did. I myself took immense satisfaction at watching my crops 
grow and tasting the sweetness of the fruit that I had grown with my 
own hands.    

When the time came for my brother and I to make our offerings, 
I went about and chose out a bushel of my finest fruits. Well, not 
exactly my finest, of course. The biggest and the sweetest fruits I 
could not give; their seeds were invaluable in producing finer and 
healthier crops. The Green Revolution and genetic modification 
techniques rendered these concerns irrelevant of course, but back 
then, seeds of good fruit were indispensable to a farmer’s future. 
Any tiller of the ground knew this. 

Besides, it works out in the long run, I figured. If I kept the 
finest fruit and seeds, I would be able to grow better crops and make 
better offerings over a longer period of time. It only makes sense 
right? I have to secure my own future, so that I will have more to 
give next time. It’s the same justification that women nowadays use 
for getting married later, or husbands use for working longer hours 
and spending less time with their families.  

My brother, however, in all his naivety and foolishness chose 
the fattest firstlings of his flock, despite knowing that the first 
offspring is always the strongest and healthiest. I tried to advise him 
against it, since as a big brother, I had a duty to guide him to do 
what’s best for him. But he just smiled that silly smile of his and 
said nonchalantly that it was fine. It was fine not to be concerned 
about the future of his flock, even though his livelihood depended on 
it.  

Oh well, I told myself, let him be, since he’s the smart-ass. I did 
my duty as a big brother already, in trying to warn him. We’ll just 
see who has the last laugh at the end of the day, when all that’s left 
of his flock are diseased and shriveled livestock.  
 
Deep down inside some intuitive irrational part of me, I sensed that 
what my brother doing was the right thing – that maybe I should 
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offer the best I had to offer to Him. After all, it is only through Him 
that we received what we had in the first place. And for a moment, I 
teetered on changing my mind about my choice of offering. Perhaps 
things would have been vastly different if I turned back that day and 
took the bushel of my finest fruits instead. Perhaps I would not be 
here any longer. Perhaps my brother would still be around. Perhaps 
I would not be so lonely.   
 
But the more I thought about what my brother was doing, the more 
reasons I found against it. And I guess what tipped the balance was 
the fact that I was the elder brother. Going back to take the other 
bushel would mean that I was wrong and he was right. And my pride 
would not allow that.  

So we made our offerings – my bushel of next-to-finest fruits of 
my harvest and my brother’s finest firstlings of his flock. And you 
can imagine what happened after. He didn’t chastise me or anything 
like that; I think He rarely does that. But the obvious high regard and 
strong affirmation of my brother’s offering made it clear that he had 
done the right thing. Which meant that I did the wrong thing.    

And that really pissed me off. 
 
He made me bad. How could he! My little brother, outdoing, 
outperforming, being better than me, his elder brother. What kind of 
justice is this! I was born into the world first. I am the one who is 
elder, with more experience, with more wisdom. I am the one who 
should be better.  

And I am better. I’ll show him. That pompous snot. That 
arrogant fool, not knowing his place. He actually believes that he is 
better than me!  

He is the cause of all this. He is the one making me bad. And I 
have to be good. I have to be good for Him. This is not happening.  

Who does he think he is? He’s just the younger brother. I was 
the one that taught him to swim and to run. So now that he has learnt 
so much from me, he thinks that he is better than me? What does he 
know of the loneliness that I had to go through? What does he 
understand of the love that I lacked from Mum and Dad?  

A traitor. That’s what he is. A treacherous ingrate.   
 
People think that murderers are evil people. That’s not true. No 
one’s really evil I think. No one is able to see another human 
person, recognize his pain, his suffering, share in his joys, love him, 
and then kill him. No one can murder another person, much less a 
brother.   

So you must understand me when I say that when I did what I 
did, my brother was not my brother. He was not even a person. He 
was just an obstacle, a thorn in my flesh. So it was no difficult task, 
no grave iniquity to me when I did it. After all, I murdered him long 
ago in my mind.  

So believe me when I say that I loved my brother. I still do. I 
just hated the object that was so good that by comparison, it made 
me bad. And everyone hates the things that make you bad, don’t 
they?   

That’s how I did it. That’s how we all do it. We take a person, 
strip him of his humanity till he becomes a mere object. Then we 
plunge the knife into his heart. It’s just clinical. It’s just self-
preservation.  

We’re not evil. None of us are.  
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He Marked me after that day. Like the way you’d mark your 
fattened calf so that everyone else would know to stay away from it, 
since it’s meant for the slaughter.  

I never heard from Him again. I considered going up to speak to 
His Son when I heard about it but I was pretty far from Jerusalem at 
that time. And it’s not like we had planes or even trains back then. 
So by the time I reached there, well, things had pretty much ended. 
Or should I say, begun.  

Oh well it’s been a pretty long time. And I don’t know how long 
more I have to wait. The worst thing about the waiting is the 
loneliness. It gets pretty damn painful at times. I’ve had my fair 
share of wives and children. I still remember that one of the old 
cities was named after my first child. But being around for a while 
gives you a unique perspective. You begin to realize that almost 
nothing lasts forever – not cities, not people, not even the land. And 
that’s when it hits you that you’re all alone.  

Many people realize in that intense loneliness that He is the 
only one that can still their restless hearts; that only through Him can 
eternity be found. But not for me. I can’t turn to Him. That was my 
punishment – that I would wander the earth, hidden from His face.    

I tried to end the wait; I fought in a few wars but somehow the 
arrows and the bullets (depending on which war) seem to have an 
aversion to me and just whizz pass. I’ve tried other things like 
provoking mob bosses and working in radioactive environments but 
nothing seems to work.  

I got the impression from the Mayans that I only need to wait 2 
more years. But everyone knows that prophets are half-crazy. 
Whatever the case, I just thought that I should write a record of how 
things began. So this is the story of the Beginning.   


