
 

DAUGHTER GIVE ME WATER  
 

When Jessica was only five  

She was daddy’s darling little daughter  

When daddy came home she would scream  

“daddy”, run and hug me  

 

In those days, when I came home  

First thing I used to say  

“Daughter, give me water”  

Jessica would run and  

Get me glass of water  

 

One day she asked “daddy why me?,  

Why don’t you ask BHAI (my son) to give you water”  

“Daughter, when you give me water,  

it tastes delicious” I replied  

 

One day when I came home, she was upstairs  

When she came downstairs she saw me drinking water  

She rushed to me and said “daddy don’t drink that water”  

“why?” curiously I asked  

“I have not touched it daddy  

it would not taste delicious, Let me touch”  

She touched my glass of water and said  

“Daddy now drink, it will taste delicious”  

 
On that day I tasted world’s most delicious water  

No one’s touch has made or will make my water delicious  



 
 


