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00:05
I'm poet janeshia filling in for Tracy k Smith. And this is the flow down.

00:23
One of the first poems that ripped open language for me was Pablo Neruda. his poem walking
around. I was in high school when I encountered a translation of it. I still remember the hot shock
of those opening lines. It's so happens, I am sick of being a man. And it happens that I walk into
tailor shops and movie houses, dried up, waterproof, like a swan made of felt, who spoke like this.
No one I knew, and no one I'd read before. Even if I couldn't figure out the meaning. I was
captured by the velocity and sheer wildness of the images, and at what cost behind the language.
Today's poem of being sick and tired by Alma Kojo carries intentional echoes of knave rudos lines
from walking around, but within a very different context. kodos poem evokes Fannie Lou Hamer, a
civil rights icon and Crusader, who fought tirelessly and unrelentingly to expand black voter
registration in the south, among many other political freedoms for the disenfranchised. Amer who
was born in 1917 put solid faith in organizing communities and grassroots activism. For her, it
wasn't enough to summon hope that racial injustice would shift. You have to fight for it. In 1964,
she ran for Congress as a member of the Mississippi freedom Democratic Party. All my life I've
been sick and tired, Amer said on the campaign trail. Now I'm sick and tired of being sick and
tired. Traces of that phrase echo throughout today's poem of being sick and tired. By amaco Joe,
after Pablo Neruda and Fannie Lou Hamer I'm tired of being a woman. I walk into grocery stores
and laundromats wet with a cracked face of a Maidenhead lurching across the Atlantic. I want to
sleep like a seed in stony ground. I want the phone to stop biting my ear. I want to forget the bills
and keep the lights on. It's so happens I'm tired of my boots, and my wrists and my hair and my
waist and my womb with its wiry flowers. The smell of milk makes me gag. The sight of forsythia
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makes me moan out loud. I don't want so much repetition. I don't want to go on being a limp sale,
raised and lowered at when battered and drenched, filled with what's invisible. I don't want to go
on as a sale and a sieve. That's why Sunday when I wake with my debutante face dusted with
blush, and it pushes me into bleak hotel rooms, into shopping malls, right as casinos into humid
church pews and into the backs of all things. There's salt everywhere. In the cupboard, in my eye
on the sidewalk. I march with my signs, my coat, my horse singing, remembering everything. I
walk through the bowels of the city. Pass endless windows, under marble arches through a park
with rocks scrawled by graffiti. Still, it would be lovely to roam the streets with foam rollers, pins
like carp to my netted hair. It would be great to rage. It would be marvelous to weep. The
slowdown is a production of American Public Media partnership with 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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