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00:05
I'm us Poet

00:06
Laureate Tracy k Smith,

00:09
and this is the slow down.

00:21
Most days, my alarm wakes me at 5:30am. That gives me a whole 90 minutes to go to the gym or
work on slow down episodes before my kids wake up for school, because once they wake up, all
five of us are thrust into the Mad weekday rush, chased along by the ticking clock. But weekend
mornings are different. Weekends afford us two magical days where if we're lucky, my husband
and I can lie in bed an extra few hours just blissfully being Honestly, it feels like a form of time
travel, where we're permitted to revisit the early days of our relationship. days, when we had it
now seems nothing but time to do whatever we pleased. Of course, those Time Machine mornings
only last for so long. Inevitably, they give way to the scampering of footsteps down the hall that
leads to our

01:25
bedroom.
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01:26
And then the bed is full with the five of us. And we're a family again, flipping pancakes, tying
shoelaces and venturing out into whatever kid centered activity the day holds. I recognize the
Sunday morning version of myself and my husband in today's poem, the sun rising by
metaphysical poet john donne were there in the speaker's wish to push back the day's relentless
sun and guard a little more time to spend undisturbed with the one he loves. The speaker wakes
up vexed, chastising the sun for trying to rouse him and his lover from bed. Busy old fool. He calls
the sun essentially telling him where he can stick his rays of light. Because when you're in love,
nothing the day promises could be better than holding the one you love in your arms. reality of
course, is different. The sun does what the sun does,

02:34
no matter what one's wishes may be.

02:36
The same can be said of one's children. The sun rising by john donne, busy old fool, unruly son.
Why does thou thus through windows and through curtains call on us? Must to the emotions
lovers seasons run saucy pedantic Rach go chide late school boys and sour apprentices go tell
court huntsmen that the king will ride

03:10
called country ants to harvest offices, love, all alike, no season, nose, nor climb, nor hours, days
months, which are the rags of time that I beam so Reverend and strong Why should still think I
could Eclipse and cloud them with a wink, but that I would not lose her sight so long. If her eyes
have not blinded dine, look, and tomorrow late tell me whether both the India's of spice and mine
be where they left them, or lie here with me. Ask for those kings whom thou sauce yesterday, and
thou shalt hear all here in one bed lay. She's all states and all princes I nothing else is. princes do
but play us. Compared to this all honors mimic all wealth, alchemy. Thou son are half as happy as
we in that the world's contracted us buying age asks ease. And since they duties be to warm the
world that's done in warming us. Shine here to us and now are everywhere. This bed. The center is
these walls by severe. The slowdown is a production of American public media in partnership with
the Library of Congress and the Poetry Foundation.
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