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00:06
I'm us Poet Laureate Tracy k Smith, and this is the slow down.

00:24
I've recently inherited all the old family photo albums. I love the pictures of my siblings and me as
kids in dated clothes cheesing at the camera or caught unaware, and one from before I was born,
my mom and dad stand on a front lawn I don't recognize with my two pigtailed sisters posed
before them in matching son suits. My parents look beautifully young and flawless, like movie
stars from another era. But I know that outside the frame of some of those old photos, there were
challenges. My parents were born in Alabama in the 1930s segregation was the law of the land.
And after my parents left the south, there were still sometimes tensions they felt as a result of
race, but they face them with poise, and hope. That's part of the history. I'm reminded of by our
family photos. I remember reading an article last year about a discarded photo album, that a
New York Times reporter named Annie coriell found on a curb in Crown Heights, Brooklyn. The
album contained photos of young black men and women in the 1940s and 50s. Men in military
uniforms after world war two posed portraits of young women in super stylish outfits, candid shots
at weddings, and parties and parks. coriell was a relative newcomer to the gentrifying
neighborhood, but she was interested in tracking down information about a woman named
edomae Taylor, who seemed to be the album's owner, Correa wrote about her search for Ms.
Taylor, and I love how her article depicts one person growing curious about the life of a stranger.
So curious that she eventually connected with Miss Taylor's surviving friends and family members.
She came to learn about their various experiences of the South, and the great migration of a
segregated military and an older New York. This story reminds us that we can be more than just
strangers to one another, that we can be powerfully compelled and illuminated by one another's
lives. Any coriell never met edomae Taylor, who died before the album was discarded. But I think
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theirs is a happy story in many ways. I also think today's poem, which freezes time, just like a
photograph, is happy in many ways. But there's more to every story, if you care to look, and this
poem, photograph circa 1960, by Angela Jackson of Chicago, make space for some of the darker
elements of change, to be more vividly felt. Photograph circa 1960 by Angela Jackson. how wide
the sidewalks were, you stood in the middle of hours, definite and debonair. Mama with a big
black patent leather handbag strap draped over her arm chic, loose coat holding no baby inside.
My daddy suited slanted wide brim hat at attention, as if he were seeing Paris after the war. all
smiles behind them. The tall trees made shade and fences, held back the houses and kept them
off the sidewalk and out of the street steel vein with street car lines. Before they were erased like
markings from a game of hopscotch or their shadows rolling in under the trees.

04:31
I see them now.

04:36
The slow down is a production of American Public Media, in partnership with the Library of
Congress and the Poetry Foundation. To get a poem delivered to you daily, go to slow down
show.org and sign up for our newsletter.
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