Good-bye to Childhood

The ribbon has snapped

from the pudgy wrist

and in the distant sky

floats the red balloon.

It is nothing more but a mere spec.


Tears are shed now,


but tomorrow it will be forgotten.


Lost is the red balloon that once brought happiness.

It drifts to space.


Will it fly on for eternity,


or will it explode,


the remaining pieces left to fall?

No one knows.


Have you ever seen the remnants


of  a red balloon?


I haven’t.

