April 2005

I have never seen this war.
And my mom’s never seen it too.

But why am I crying and crying?

Why am I, why?

From my childhood I knew that 

The burn villages are only in books.

And my grand pa came back from that war still alive,
Even lame but cheery! 

I have never heard bullets’ whine.

I don’t know how it is!

But why it seems to me that till now

Those people are being killing?

And why every time when May comes

Do my eyes full of tears?

For what didn’t grieve my cheerful grand pa that time?

What about I don’t know at all?  
