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Four Poems of Wind Chimes on the Playground

Four Poems of Wind Chimes on the Playground

Wind Chimes on the Playground

A wind chime hangs on the old willow by the playground,
whenever the wind passes it rings once.

On the morning of June 1st it wakes earlier than the drumbeat of the flag-—

raising,
jing—ling—ling, shaking awake every shadow on the playground.
The red balloon in my hand tiptoes to listen,
the yellow balloon stretches its neck to catch the sound,
the blue balloon quietly floats half a notch higher,
wanting to carry the chime’ s words up to the clouds.
The wind chime laughs and swings more gladly,
jing-ling—ling, jing-ling—-ling,
ringing out loud all the joy of us running from one end to the other.

Balloons Floating over the Playground
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Colored balloons float above the playground,

red, orange, yellow, green, row after row,

like the sky hanging its own festival lanterns.
The wind chime on the willow looks up,

thinking they are flowers it has never seen bloom.
The balloons come down to greet the chime,

and the chime gives each balloon a tiny tinkling tune.
We tilt our heads and count together,

one, two, three, past forty,

and the whole playground turns into a colored sea.
We Line the Wind Chimes Up

After the assembly we refuse to go back to class,
each of us picks up a fallen willow leaf,

threads it through the little bells of a wind chime,
and hangs it along the fence of the playground.
Colored balloons are tied to the fence posts,

and when the wind comes they sway together.

The wind chimes ring into a little river,

the balloons nod into a rainbow,

and the playground whispers to the old willow,
dear June 1st, walk a little slower.

The Wind Chime Says Good Night for Us

School is over and the playground empties,

we take the colored balloons home,

and the wind chime stays alone on the willow.

The evening wind touches it gently,

and it rings very softly,
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afraid to wake the track that ran itself tired during the day.
Jing-ling, jing-ling,

that is the wind chime, on behalf of our whole class,
saying good night to June 1st.

The Promise Between the Chime and Us

The wind chime on the old willow

was bought with coins saved up by our whole class.

Each bell cost one yuan,

and we counted out thirty—one coins,

lined up in a row on the podium,

glittering in the sunlight like a small bright playground.
The day we hung the chime up,

our teacher tied three knots in the string,

saying no wind could blow it down now,

just like our June 1st, year after year, cannot be blown away.
Now every break we go and count it,

thirty-one bells, not one missing,

just like the forty children in our class,

nobody lost.

The wind chime hears us and rings its loudest,
jing-ling-ling, as if to say,

don’ t worry, I am keeping them all for you.
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