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The Chime Rings, the Balloons Float

The Chime Rings, the Balloons Float Up

The chime rings, jing—-ling-ling,

today the playground has been polished bright,
the track shines, the lawn is green,

the old willow hangs full of little wind chimes.
The balloons float up, red, yellow, blue,

each string leads a piece of the sky,

forty balloons strung in a row,

and the playground turns into a great garden.
Listen, jing—ling—ling,

that is June 1st knocking at the door,

listen, hurrah-hurrah,

that is us answering.

The Playground Holds Its Meeting

The playground is holding its meeting,

let the wind chime be the drummer,

standing on the willow keeping the beat,
jing—ling—-ling, jing—ling—ling.

Let the balloons be the lanterns,

floating mid-air lighting the hall,

swaying once, swaying twice.
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And what shall we be?

A flock of little birds,

flying from this tree to that tree,
from one tinkle to the next tinkle,
flying higher than the balloons,
laughing louder than the chimes.
When the meeting ends,

we leave our applause for the playground,

carry the jing—ling—ling back to the classroom,

and take the colored balloons home.

The Promise of June 1st

The wind chime says, I hang at our old place,

counting the laps you run every day.

The balloon says, I float at our old place,

watching your lines form every day.

The playground says, I stand at our old place,

waiting for your bell every day.

We say, okay,

pinky promises made,

nobody is allowed to take it back.

One jing—ling of the chime is the stamp,
one nod of the balloon is the signature,
and just like that our promise stands:
every June 1st, meet at the playground,
not one of us missing.

Colors Inside the Wind Chime

The wind chime rings out jing—ling—ling,
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what is inside the jing—-ling—ling?

I tilt my head and listen hard,

I hear a kind of red,

the sound of two balloons bumping together,

I hear a kind of yellow,

the sound of a relay baton being passed,

I hear a kind of blue,

the sound of a balloon slipping from a hand and flying up,
nobody cried, it just flew higher and higher,

until it became the farthest tinkle in the chime.

So the wind chime can mix colors,

it rings all the colors of the playground into sound,
then rings the sounds back into our ears,

and so the whole day of June l1st,

we walk with a tinkle in our step,

and speak with color in our words.

Ring the Wind Chime Toward Tomorrow

On the evening of June 1st the playground is quiet,
the wind chime is tired, its bells hanging down dozing.
We rise on our tiptoes

and tie the last colored balloon

onto the lowest string of the wind chime.

The balloon gently holds the chime up,

the chime gently kisses the balloon,

ding, it rings only once,

like a very short whispered secret.

Next morning we run into the playground,
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the balloon is a little deflated, leaning on the chime,
but the chime has one more bell than yesterday,

the button that balloon left behind.

From then on the wind chime has one more sound,
jing-ling-ling, jing-ling-ling,

and the loudest one is the one June 1st left behind,

we call it, the sound of tomorrow.
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