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RAFTS - Review by Irene Koronas

This book of poetry shifts back and forth, time tides, small ocean pools we can gaze into for
small bits, living matters. “you can hear the dirt, the shallow foothold, the hand to hand.” The
poem’s relationships have a natural commitment with family - lovers as close as trees. “and
nothing underneath but this orange this half brother, half sister, head down-there’s still room, the
healing bigger than ever, returning from a pasture and covered with wet grass.”

The intimacy of Simon Perchik’s poetry astounds, the reader immediately recognizes and
identifies with the persistent struggle to identify with all around oneself. “it’s a scary scratching,
squeaks right through the heart as when falling stars cry out the light that is not morning and leaf
by leaf, surrounded by a fence.”

Mostly, this collection of poems, melds into an epic like Homer, but not Homer, like sublime,
but not sublime; these poems are narrative sublimity in that they also capture, take us on the
journey. and what is the journey? is it simply in narrative in nature, the going forth, coming
back? perhaps. “anything is possible-they hatch til the stones whose common ancestor in the
moon...they keep the dead company.” we carry his words up the hill. pile them in neat piles,
then the phrases tumble down and find another configuration. Rafts is a poetry book which dares
to be its own. “once you reach the emptiness it will still answer...”

Irene Koronas is the poetry editor of the Wilderness House Literary Review, and a member of
the "Bagel Bards," a writers' group in the Boston area.
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