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Joseph’s coat annoyed his brothers
But what made them mad

Were things that Joseph told them of dreams he’d often had

I dream’t that in the fields one day at corn collecting time

Your eleven sheaves of corn all turned to mine

And then I saw eleven stars, the sun and moon and sky

Bowing down before my star, it made me wonder why?

The dreams were more than crystal clear

The writing on the wall meant that Joseph someday soon

Would rise above them all

The accuracy of the dreams the brothers did not know

But one thing they were sure about

The dreamer had to go.
