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I'm us Poet Laureate, Tracy k Smith. And this is the slow down.
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It hurts in friendship and in love to be left. It even hurts when someone you like leaves the job you
work out together for another. Are your new colleagues as nice as we are. You want to ask,
though, maybe you're better off not knowing the answer. Every now and again, my dog will take
advantage of an opening, to go bolting off into the darkness after what is probably a deer, she
comes right back. But even that little moment of standing there alone, knowing she wanted for a
moment to be elsewhere, more than she wanted to be with me. Even that hurts. But at some
point, we all eventually leave. We walk out on someone or something that no longer fits, that no
longer allows us to be the person we want or need to be. It ought to feel like a relief. And in part, it
does. But it hurts to life is funny. We pay through the heart for so many things, though, perhaps
that cost adds to the value of the gifts that come our way. If it were possible, to get far enough
away from our human lives, I wonder what they'd resemble? Would we be like a massive colony of
ants at work? Or maybe flies zipping through our fistful of days? Or would we be like a sprawling
network of trains that pull in and out of innumerable stations meeting, running parallel for a while,
before swerving apart to our destinations that have hardly anything at all to do with one another.
Today's poem is out of some other Paradise by Alex Dimitrov. I like the bird's eye view of the
poems opening the way the speaker watches a mass of strangers in their going. But it's not a
poem of detachment. In fact, the speaker seems deeply invested and trying to figure out what our
lives with all their many entrances and exits are really about. I come away from the poem thinking
that maybe, just maybe we endure all the departures we do, simply for the rare moments when
someone walks into our lives, bringing that miraculous feeling of hope, and recognition. And the
certainty that something singularly meaningful is about to begin. Out of some other Paradise by

20190226_theslowdown_20190226_128 Page 1 of 2 Transcribed by https://otter.ai

https://otter.ai


Alex Dimitrov. And people walked out of churches and bars, cafes and apartments, cities, towns,
photographs, someone's Friday night party, someone they once knew or slept with. They walked
out of meetings and dinners out of lives, on each other, on love, and rarely on time. Some walked
out of dark places, slow places, strange places, places they wouldn't go back to places they never
did find bended and walked out again, for the third, fourth, fifth time, perhaps. people walked out
through doors and through letters, through looks across rooms, gifts that gave nothing of what
they withheld, what they couldn't give back. Then, others just walked out on everything that was
that. What can be said about what we do to each other? What street I don't remember, on the
way to someone's going away. I saw you as if in the middle of a sentence. Snow, your new evening
clothes. 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. And follow the slow down on Instagram and Twitter at
slow down show
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