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I'm Tracy k Smith, and this is the slow down.

00:19
memory, clarity, reality. These are things that feel so real seeming so non negotiable, so
inescapable as to be almost imperceptible, how painful it is when someone loses their grip on
these things. But of course, many of us have been present as loved ones make the painful
transition out of clarity and away from shared reality. Sometimes it seems that they disappear
into a mansion of memories, wandering for longer and longer periods among the rooms of a
distant and private past. What hurts at first, is watching someone you love, experience a seeming
sense of confusion. When clarity comes and goes. Then the pain changes. It becomes a kind of
grief that arises from being mistaken for someone else, or even clean forgotten. We still don't
know enough about Alzheimer's disease, but the condition exists in my family. It's frightening not
to know why it occurs or whom it will affect that there's no cure for Alzheimer's. The caregivers
and my family have become experts at dispensing love, kindness, and understanding. It's not
easy, they struggle sometimes to but that gentle loving acceptance is remarkable to observe. I
think it is called compassion. As with first responders, compassionate care involves decentering
oneself, and instead approaching the crisis situation from the perspective of the person most
affected. It sounds so simple, but nothing is simple. I'd like to learn how to offer that kind of care
and attention to everyone I love, no matter their condition. Today's poem is by Victoria Chang.
The clock died on June 24 2009. And it was untimely. How many times my father has failed the
clock test. Once I heard a scientist with Alzheimer's on the radio, trying to figure out why he could
no longer draw a clock. It had to do with the superposition of three types, the hours represented
by one to 12. The minutes were a one no longer represents one, but five, and a two now represents
10. Then the second hand that measures one to 60. I sat at the stoplight and thought of the clock.
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It's perfect circle, and it's superpositions all the layers of complication on a plane of thought. Yet
the healthy read the clock in one single instant without a second thought. I think about my father,
and his lack of first thoughts. Now every thought is a second or third or fourth thought unable to
locate the first most important thought. I wonder about the man on the radio, and how far his
brain has degenerated since marvel at how far our brains allow language to wander without
looking back, but knowing where the pier is. If you unfold an origami Swan and flatten the paper.
Is the paper sad because it has seen the shape of the swan or does it aspire towards flatness? A
life without creases. My father is the paper. He remembers the swan, but can't name it. He no
longer knows the paper Swan represents an animal swan. His brain is the water the animal Swan
once swam in, holds everything, but when thawed all the fish disappear. Most of the words we say
have something to do with fish. And when they're gone, they're gone. The slow down is a
production of American public media in partnership with the Poetry Foundation.
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