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I Am the Wind Chime of the Playground

I Am the Wind Chime of the Playground

I am the wind chime hanging on the old willow by the playground,
I wear a string of little bells,

and every bell holds one sound.

This bell keeps the wind whipped up by jump ropes,
this bell keeps the cheers of the relay race,

this bell keeps the sound of someone reciting lessons under the tree,
getting it wrong, and laughing at himself.

June 1st has come, and I shake every bell open,
jing-ling—ling, jing-ling-ling,

I give the whole year of playground back to you.
Colored Balloons and I Are Friends

When the colored balloons drift up,

I recognize them,

they are the tinkles I once breathed out,

dipped in color, floating back to me.

The red balloon is my loudest tinkle,

the yellow balloon is my brightest tinkle,

the green balloon is the one

I hid behind the leaves on spring sports—day.

They circle above the playground around me,

and I sway on the willow to answer,
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one tinkle, one sway,

and the whole playground nods for us.

Please Ring Me One More Time

For the last program of June 1st,

the teacher lines everyone up

to walk past the old willow one by one.

As each child passes,

they reach out and gently shake me once.

Small hands, ink—-stained hands, paint—sticky hands,
and each shake, I hand back one sound.

Jing-ling-ling, that is the laugh you buried in my bell this spring,

jing-ling-ling, that is the shout you dropped on the track this summer.

The child at the end of the line says,

next June 1st, I will come shake you again.

I shake my whole tree of bells,

Okay, and I will save these sounds up for you, one more year.
My List of Bells

Do not think all winds are the same,

my bells know every kind of wind.

The morning-reading wind is the gentlest,

when it shakes me it fears disturbing the reading voices,
and lets only the smallest bell sound.

The recess wind is the most impatient,

it grabs hold of all my bells at once,

jing-ling-ling all ringing, running ahead of the children.
The wind of June 1st is the most solemn,

it lines up and taps bell by bell,
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like roll call, like handing out gifts,

every bell hears its own name read out.

So today the children on the playground tilt their heads up
and hear forty bells counting off,

one, two, three, up to forty,

exactly our whole class, not one more, not one less.
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