Papa…Don’t go away
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Sun rays kept  burning

His face, already baked 

By the flames that rose in 

The North  valley’s battlefield

The battle was over

To the camp all then returned

And due was his vacation

He thanked all his stars 

Tired of the shootouts

Sick of seeing death

He was badly longing for

A hug from his daughter

His soldier’s shoulder

That carried heavy guns

Were crying as he lifted 

The big, gray coloured trunk

Cloths for his sweetheart

Toys for his daughter

Sweets for his old mom

All filled up his trunk

Smoke spitting engine

Hooting like an owl

Crawled up to the south

Pulling all  the bogies

Asleep in the bogy

He was  tired  from the battle

His fine senses only

Keeping him alive

When sun rose in east

He woke up from sleep

He saw through  the window

Signboard of his hometown

Ride of an hour in 

An old fashioned car

Took him to the gates

Of his home, his sweet home.

There she was waiting

His sweet little daughter

Looking like an angel and 

Waiting to hug him

The silence was broken

The battle had begun

Not with the guns, but

With the gestures of love

He hugged her tightly

With arms strong as rocks

As if it was due  for 

A ten  thousand years.

Five days must have gone

He took her to the carnival

She looked like and angel in

The cloths that he brought for her.

On a  big shop, on wayside

When she saw a teddy

She stopped him and said

“can you get me that teddy?’

You have them in plenty

Why you want one more

He simply denied her

And walked past the big shop.

Her tender eyes got wet

Her lips started trembling

She started to cry, saying

“Papa, get me  the teddy”

Like this if you cry

I won’t be  there with you

To the camp I will go back

Then  I won’t come back

He said this in fury

Pulling her tender hands

But she kept on crying

“Papa get me  the teddy”

The night went in silence

With the little girl sobbing

When the dawn broke up

She was still sleeping

On hearing the knock on the 

Front door, he opened it

He saw the postman, with

A telegram from the  camp.

War has begun again

Guns started talking

His Vacation canceled

He was  called back to  fight

His sweetheart was with him

To pack up the things for

His journey from  the South

To the North Valley battlefield.

He lifted the gray trunk

Gently he kissed his

Sweet little daughter

Still, who was, asleep.

He got into the taxi

Waved at his sweetheart

Her eyes were wet with

The pain of saying adieu

When he just started

He saw from the doorsteps

His little girl crying

And Running towards him

Papa don’t go away 

Papa don’t go away

Won’t cry for the teddy

Please come back to me.

The  little girl’s  voice was

Swallowed by  the air

His  taxi was blowing

Its horn in the air.

He didn’t turn back, as

The call of the nation

Beckoned him more than

The call from his daughter

Sound of the boot steps

Of soldiers in the camp

Filled up the air like

Cannibal’s drum beats

Through the  loud voices 

Echoed from the mountains

Still he could hear that

little voice crying 

Papa don’t go  away

Papa don’t go away

Won’t cry for the teddy

 Please Come back to me.
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