“The Kid in Me.”
By Jason Kirk Bartley
I remember running and playing,
and picking all of the yellow dandelions,
I was so wild and so free.
But now I am forty years older,
or at least what the eye can see,
I should be a grown adult by now,
But you cannot get rid of “the kid in me.”
Sometimes it shows itself,
though I try and contain.
Sometimes I throw a tantrum or go splashing in the rain,
and though I grow much older with grey hair,
I can barely see.
Nothing can replace it.
I still have the kid in me.
When things do not go my way, or trials get so hard,
I want to revert back to when I had a play fort in my yard.
Or maybe I could escape all of the responsibility or just make amends?
Do I still have what it takes to make up with my friends?
Or am I just selfish?
Is that beyond repair?
Have I learned to relate and show others that I care,
to face a life that swallows some without mercy it does not spare?
Do I have what it takes to adult and be free?
Even if I’m an adult for 100 years,
I still have “the kid in me.”

