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“Kafka felt that literature should be an ax smashing
the frozen sea encasing the heart. What joy to find an
old-souled young poet laying about him with that ax.

Clarity and attention here meet love of language and
Love itself. Long study of the greats leads to deft
improvisations on the greats’ themes, devotion to ‘the
least of these my brothers and sisters’ chief among

the themes. The created realm in this poetry is not a
phantasmagoria of chemical compounds, but an
alchemical instrument through which divine life catches
ravishing glimpses of itself. Teddy Macker is a midwife
of the Spirit, and This World is, as Boehme has it,

a string in the concert of Gods joy.”
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Praise for |NIS World

“Blessing is the bloodstream of the universe. Teddy
Macker’s poetry enters into its current with an abandon
and enthusiasm that swept me along irresistibly.”

—From the Foreword by Brother David Steindl-Rast

“The great and the tiny—"the train passes and I see my
wife’s little hoop earring on the windowsill'—marry
effortlessly in this wise and moving debut volume.
There is at its core a trembling sense of wonder
grounded by a rich ‘insect particularity,” by ‘the lilac
undersides of trout” Many prescient lines in this
necessary book recall the likes of Issa or Basho, but
poet Teddy Macker communes with the storied poets
of solitude from an original angle—he is not so much
one of them as he is all of us.”

—Chris Dombrowski, author of Earth Again

“Teddy Macker claims this is the kingdom we've been
looking for—earth—not some other, grander place.
These pungent, sometimes difficult, always thoughtful
poems have great leverage. Take them to card games.
Sea lions collide with old men offering figs from tobacco
stained hands; the ‘weird thrilling voice’ of coyote barks
across the table at young Maltese women. This den of
image holds trouble, don't say I didn't warn you.”

—Martin Shaw, author of Snowy Tower
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Foreword

Teddy Macker writes about “ordinary days,” but sud-
denly, seen through his eyes, everything in this world
turns into blessing. He fulfils W. H. Auden’s “singular
command”: “Bless what there is for being.”

What we call life—that mysterious reality, in the
midst of which we woke up one day—wants simply
one thing from us: it wants us to bless, yes, bless every-
thing. The very existence of a thing is reason enough
to bless and praise it.

Teddy Macker’s praise rings genuine, for it is not
selective. He soberly faces this world in its totality,
“the poet in the prison infirmary looking out every
window just to find one single tree,” no less than “the
sweet water of dawn,” or “the kind hands of dusk.” He
looks with the eyes of Augustine who said: “Look at
the whole: praise the whole.”

He knows that our heart survives between the
hammer-blows of fate “like the tongue between the
teeth, that, nevertheless, remains the organ of praise.”
The poet R. M. Rilke put it that way, knowing that
“Nowhere but in the realm of praise is there room for
lament.” Teddy Macker fits what we may call Rilke’s
job-description of a poet: Quite simply, “To praise,
that’s it!”

Blessing is the bloodstream of the universe. Teddy
Macker’s poetry enters into its current with an aban-
don and enthusiasm that swept me along irresistibly.

« .
‘And twenty minutes more or less
It seemed, so great my happiness,

That I was blessed and could bless.”
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I was able to make these words of Yeats my own, and
countless readers of Teddy Macker’s This World will, 1

am sure of it, feel with deep gratitude that same bliss.

Brother David Steindl-Rast
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