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00:06
I'm poet janeshia, filling in for Tracy k Smith, and this is the float out.

00:23
I developed an appetite for solitude early on in life. As an only child with parents who worked long
hours, I built a home inside inwardness. When there weren't other people, I found company in
books, paper and drawing tools, radio and TV channels, and the vast natural world. Even dwelling
and boredom, which felt so native to childhood was useful. It was an occasion to furnish an inner
life. I believe it's time alone that allows you to hear the deeper sounds of your mind. It's a kind of
protected privacy, out of the gaze of others that allows the self to widen, cultivated well. solitude
can help us make companions of ourselves and make us more companionable to others. When
the time comes. Today's poem by Kat Richardson, moves along coordinates of both loneliness and
solitude. With a steady and lucid gaze, the poem weighs the pressures and spaces of each and in
reflects back to us where we can be when we're moving long, just by ourselves. Northeast Corridor
by Kat Richardson I'm on the horizon of a seven hour trip, and it's quiet. A man walks across the
early highway, a son is almost up. You're far away and swimming. How many bodies of water will I
cross before I solve myself? I'm going to a wedding. Being single is expensive, especially at
weddings. I try not to think about the cost of my solitude. Mostly I like it here. On the train, the
terrain is so familiar. But soon we'll slide past the Capitol, and then anything could happen. I'm
going to set of seats reserved for parties have to a man pacing the aisle is having the same
dilemma and the conductor is imminent. I can't decide if I'll be my gentle self, and move to sit
next to a stranger. I can't decide how much of this matters. Can't decide anything anymore. I'm
tired. The conductor has given me a pass. Maybe she saw into me that I'm headed to a hotel
room alone to a wedding alone, that I stopped myself from speaking more often than not. It's
hard to say that I used to love someone. And now I might love someone else. Because I'm a
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coward. Squat buildings smile mark the trains progress. Will it feel good to pass my childhood
home and keep going? Have I ever actually left? I catch myself asking permission often feel like
I'm getting away with something. absence makes the heart grow absent. Do I love you? Or the
way you move through the world? Does it matter? A landscape unlocks tree after tree. It makes
itself just ahead of me. The train slows so as not to outrun the physical world.

04:05
The slowdown is a production of American public media in partnership with the Poetry
Foundation. To get a poem delivered to you daily, go to slow down show.org and sign up for a
newsletter. This episode of the slowdown was written by me Jenny share. The slowdown is hosted
by Tracy k Smith. It is produced by Jennifer Lai, with Tracy Mumford. Our music is by Alexis
cuadrado. Engineering by Corey strebel and Veronica Rodriguez. Production assistance by Brenna
Everson Editing by Phyllis Fletcher.
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