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I opened Jim
Slominski's  firsc
volume of poems
during a long car
journey, reading a
few poems, allow-
ing cerrain phrases
o linger quictly in
my mind, then
reading SOMme
maore, interspersed
with music, carch-
ing cchoes of whar
he was saying.

The poems select-
ed For this first vel-
ume, e Wind i
& Talf Man Striding, spring from life, from every-
day incidents, pains and aiumphs, from relation-
ships, and a closeness to nature. They take us into
a world of scarching, of asking questions, of
ohserving and wondering at the natural world, of
taking jov in children and family outings. Writing
in blank verse, sometimes almost akin w prose,
Slominski opens his life, and our eyes, with
poems thar paint pictures we can easily see as we
turn the pages, sharing in his concerns, hopes,
and dreams.

This volume is divided into four complemen-
tary sections; the first and lasc abour Slominski’s
family life, the middle owo focussing on nature
and on the desive and practice of writing. These
are the three points upon which his life is fixed,
around which his life revalves.

“How will T forever
embrace all the things
you'll ever touch?”

“The moon slips
defdy through the nets
of swollen chestnur tree fingers.”

“The night ink presses down onto
the windshield of the car,
and my poem is up
against ir.”

At the beginning we learn, holding our breath
against the realicy, of the nightmare; "Might
Before Diagnaosis,” wlls of the illness of his son,
Jake. Diagnosed with a form of muscular dysero-
phy. the child brings love, joy, even humour to his
parents and sister. Jake is Maseer of the Kice':

“Jake carries it home,
and the whole sky swims under his
arm.”
In the last poem “Kite Day," which provides
the book’s ride,

hook reviews

“And then the sun lifts us,
all the grass, and the trees, beyond
rhe EJ'npt}-' ]mrns.”

A sense of oprimism, of living life to the full,
18 ]JI':‘SCI]L

Jim Slominski is sensitive to the mements and
minuciae of life, such as “How o Peel an
l::‘f:l.l'lg_l:.'.I> Snmetimes this can result n pocms [hal
are mundane; words wrirten almost as scribbles in
a journal for the sake of, or oecasionally forced.
This occurs 1 “Plane  Trees,”  “Anxiery,”
“Shopping with Kids." Other times, with a mere
Few lines, he caprures the fundamental essence of
a sinaation, encapsulates the moment. Such as
hearing Miles Davis play beneath the sounds of
tecth being brushed. Or the poignant corpse of
rabbit h:.' the road:

“1 pass each morning,

and warch the small pacch

Ui.‘.l.ll.' ;ll'.l.l'.l dfil‘.‘d I':Jn-r.-d Sl'll'il'lk

like a hand thac sinks out of sight.
Seill speaking last words.”

Ofien, a5 in some of the earlier quores, the
ﬁ]lﬂ] e Or L!] reg |i:]'|.!'_'5| are rr.tdltiﬁnﬂ_llv 'Fl,l,l,l"f'
telling, )

“she needs o cprure
what we all change from.”

Al that we change from is what Jim
Slominski is working to capure and express,

- reviewed by Joanna Manning



