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SNAPSHOTS
the heart

JAKE
SLOMINSKT'S
ILLNESS
BROUGHT A
SENSE OF
URGENCY TO
HIS FATHER’S
LIFE THAT
HELPED HIM
RECAPTURE
HIS LOVE
AFFAIR WITH
WORDS’

By CHERYL CLOCH
Standard Staf!

here was a time in
his life when Jim
Slominski had lost
poetry. A time be-
fore his son, Jake;
was born when his
love of prose had
guite simply evapo-
rated into the blur
of lilie
It was rather odd, when he thinks
about [t now, since his love affair
wiith words dates back to high schonl
when he'd read poetry with a buddy
ehuring jam sessions with his electric
guitar. He wiote poems through uni
versity while he studied English liter-
ature at Concordia University in
Montreal. And when he moved to
Miagara-on-the-Lake with wife Mary
and worked on the family’s peach
farm, his poetry continued
But by the time Jaks was born, he
hiad Ins: it completely.
It was 1996 when he found it
g,
Thar was the vear his five-vear-old
son Jake was diagnosed with
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“Thust wis thevear his fiveyearold
;un Jake was diagnosed with
Do b Tl e T i i sy
particularly beutal and ruthless dis-
eake thiat s no oure.

Jim and his wife, Mary, were
heartbroken, Thiey had & daughiter,
Biaym, by then. And thought they
buemt] thae pesfect L

And then, Jake's teacher noticed
something peculiar Jake couldn't
run like the cther kids; he always
seerned 16 lag behind. And when he
climbed srairs, he abways seemeid
need awall for sppors

Toctors told them Jake's muscles
will graduntly weaken over time to
tlee point where he won't be able w
walk. Then, even his heart and the
muscles used for breathing will be-
conme boo el o sustain life

fim and Mary chose not ta hide
from the devastating news, but faee
It hend on, They cilled Tnends aed
relatives, trving W explain o them
what Lhey were only just beginming
iy understand themsehss,

Jirn called an old university profes-
gar, somenne who had culdvared his

Jim Slomingki's sacond book of poetry

ploces |
he observes on his journey ‘Hlfﬂl.r,ﬂ'lnfifg.

The book features over 50

comdia Universiny.

“Him.” the professer told his fend
pear the end of their conversation,
"yt b weha yous have tnda”

Poetry would come back into his
life

He began using his fair for wends
like @ camera, recording moments in
me, before they slipped awey forov-
EL

A collection of those poems are
found in his book, Forever the Last
Time { Wolsak and Wynn, $15). He
writes from a father’s perspective of
hiz family's sorrows and wiemphs,

e calls them poetlc snapshots of
his heart

It's odd when you're given this
ke oof rewes,” smvys Shoomsikd, 424

“Up until then, life is this large
thing, where we're in the middie
somewhiere and whenever we getto
thi erid, thae's fine.”

Jaki's diagnosis brovght 5 sense of
urgeney m his life. An Almaost frantic
neesd m capmre memories, m g
them an immoctality af sors oo
oeer, Defore they weate pone forever,

“Poetry

s titled Forever the |ast
red by Jim's family and “Tatm.

STAFT PHONE BY 4l n fa

is my eguivalent to
phetos; b petting the video camera
aut,” he says,

selagsarCon._ Thines ship by U, We think we're

poing to have them forever, that wel
enjoy the moment again and again.”

Bul sometines, moments disap-
ey, T soon. Mever m be eapoyed
AL,

and so, he wrote, Eatly in the
marning, at 4 a.m., into leather-
bound journals in the semi-darkness,
sirring o & thick rectangular pillow
raller] & gomden, as words Aowed in
i Lorrent ol emotions froem his ball-
podnt pe.

He combined poetry writing with
his devotion e tai chi, yoga and med-
itaton, Ar fivst he wrew for himself,
Then. for his family. And then he re-
alized his words just might mean
s hme 0 somecne else mo.

50, b pushlished s st book, The
Wind is & Tall Man Swriding aind was
shortlisted by the CBC Literary
fywards for the sectionon Jake. & se
rles of poems that are now in Forever
the Lasr Time won him s2cond place
fn 202,

Since then, hels continued o
wiile with an hooesty he hopes will
mouch people on many levels

In School Yard, he writes about
the tirme Jake had been playing with

friends at the far end of the
schoaol yard, searching for
insects, They had found a
praying mantis there the
clay befare,

Then the bell rines and
EVEINAONE MU
and e can t keep up
and his friends get smailer
connel i it Wit
and e trics
merum frst
fulling firrthir
ared jurtheriwlinel
Aloere, Crving.
A mag dail
turrthfes cotegh his chest, an
HALAENCss
crishes him
like the body of a praving
monhs

under a friend’s shoe.

Slominski will mever feel his

som's pair, he save, But he wies.

He mries to imagine how (C must

feel for his son to be left behind

by a world that often forzets tm
wadt for hirn.

Im The Light Load, Slominski

returms & tme in kis life when

laliz was just a baby and museular

. 2eween the bare

dystrophy was something that hap-
pened to some ather kid. \

Ha writes how he used o carry
Jale, wranped warmly in hlankets,
Jenwe ear trees to the
saspherry canes, singing to him wntl
e fell asleep,

Through the diays, months, veurs

he grows thicker with each slesp,

This sirrpal woms

Yo will never be foo heavy for me
fir coarry.

“The lave I had for him at that

! ime became so deep and rich,” ba

sayS.
“1 thought T couldr’t love a child
more than [ did, Butwhen you have

& teagie situation, you find thera's
- avavs of loving a child more than

o cowld have possibly imagined.”
In ToysTowsToys, he deseribes a

moment when he's velling at his

ks for not tidyingg up thedr toys.
And then, a realization.

Iimagine

s {rOrL now

the sounds of laughter and fghning

wried dicdogue Jor action figunes m-
prinsed on the spot

gure

ad e

apening boves

weeping frving despesrataly
tor siake

the lifie hiack: ineo them

Slominzki savs he writes with a
certain clarity. A simple straightfor
wardness and honesry thar doesn’t
get clouded by chseure prose. He
WAl people to relate his words to
their osvn lies.

He describes his poetry as a quar-
et

* sewe it As classical music, 2 quar-

+rer. Ir's not a svmphony, ics quist
picres that have diberent moods.

“But vidmately, they're quiet, very
minimalist pieces”

Tz words have become his guid-
ing principals.

1 want poetry of beauty and

strength,” he says.

B Jim Slomirstis second book of
pretry, Horever the Last 'l ime, 15 qvail-
uble ire Chapters, as well as Chapters
and Amazon an-ling ard at noreh-
Westnassapes, com. He 15 organizng o
Rt enirich el poctey reading, Call
HS-GE5. 9150 for detls,



