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If you've lived in outback Queensland just as I have,
You must've faced at times the scourge of drought.
You'd have watched the senseless dying of your livestock
And felt completely drained and numb no doubt.
Did you ponder on why life can bring such sorrow
When other times you’re dealt a joyful hand?
Though the bitterest of blows is when the children,
Express, "Dear daddy, we don't understand."
How I hate to see the hurt upon their faces,
But more so when they give your hand a squeeze.
And the question that forever haunts my thinking,
“What do I tell my children?  Tell me, please!"
Then one balmy morn way back there in September
My children settled down upon the floor,
As they planned to watch play school on television,
But little did we know what was in store.
How they sat perplexed at seeing the explosions
Of buildings there upon the tele screen
And the aftermath then left the children reeling,
Left wond'ring at the images they'd seen.
Though I sense the children's minds accept the notion
The things they viewed were happening overseas.
Still the question that forever haunts my thinking,
"What do I tell my children?  Tell me, please!"
Hosts of men, who searched the mountainous piles of rubble,
Live vividly within each young child's mind.
Plus the endless walls of pictures of lost loved ones,
Placed there by desperate fam'lies left behind.
In their classrooms children talk about the ordeal
And can man stop the threat of war somehow.
Though our home is miles away from New York City;
Our children sense that life is diff'rent now.
As my children leave the light on in their bedrooms,
Lock windows which exclude a nightly breeze.
Yes, that question still forever haunts my thinking,
"What do I tell my children?  Tell me, please!"
We had planned to fly the children to their grandmas,
Who lives just north of Brisbane on the coast,
But the thought of going on a 'plane is not on,
As flying is the thing they fear the most.
So as parents we have organised this summer
A camping trip with some of their close friends,
But I fear the world will never be the same place,
Though live in hope the terrorism ends.
All I wish is for my children to be happy,
That innocent young minds can be at ease.
Though that question still forever haunts my thinking,
"What do I tell my children?  Tell me, please!"
