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

00:22
For as long as there have been poems, we've known them to be capable of giving voice to the
thrill of love, the pain of death, and the startling mix of feelings brought on by the changing of the
seasons. But poems are also capable of speaking to other complicated facets of experience, like
addiction, abuse, gun violence, suicide, and through poems. Our vocabulary for talking about
these and other heavy and complex realities, has grown. I'm grateful for poems that speak to the
experience of mental illness, because it affects so many of us, but it remains an aspect of life too
often surrounded by silence. Even within a family, it can be difficult to find the right words to say,
I'm struggling. I'm afraid of what I'm feeling. I need help. And how impossible does it feel when
your loved one is struggling? to muster the words to ask? What can I do to help you? How much
can I ask you about what's going on? But how much stronger would we be? And how much better
equipped to love and help one another, if we could talk about all the many states of being which
remains shrouded by degrees of secrecy? Today's poem is baby and AI by Shira Ehrlichman. It's
bold, brave, conversational, and even playful. Though it's subject, bipolar disorder, and the lithium
often used to treat it is something we tend to veer away from in conversation. I love the relief and
the sense of natural, even joyful community that arises when the speaker decides to be honest
about her condition. I'm human, and you're human. And oh, how much better it is all of it being
human together. The poem seems to say baby and I by Shira Ehrlichman. Baby Come help me.
Honey, pass me a flathead Greg the plumber has been here before replaced a radiator hit on me.
Today he's flanked by Nick and pacco or baby and honey, Nick, a six foot dude and dirty elbows
and his mid 20s and a wolf beard oafs over to Greg, who strokes a clanging vent in my bedroom.
In an out the hallway. Honey begins the group task of carrying large pieces of sink out my front
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door, glimmering white bones of former infrastructure. Everyone is busy. But Nick finds me in the
kitchen. I saw your book in there. You got bipolar too. It's so like me to leave private thoughts
loudly on my bed. Yes. I take meds and everything. Zyprexa and Seroquel. You. When I say
lithium, it is a fact. Like telling him what city I was born in and finding out he's from their two.
Baby grins. When he laughs He claps his hands together like he just came in from the cold. He
could not be my brother, but he is my darling. I want to slice a peach for him, or at least fetch a
glass of water. So I do. But as soon as I love him, he's gone. years ago, I would have said nope. But
there's a wolf grinning in my bathroom, baby, taking everything out, piece by piece, but the air.
The slow down is the production of American Public Media and 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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