
THE INVISIBLE WORLD

POEMS

––––––––
[image: ]


MATT DALY

THE INVISIBLE WORLD

Copyright © 2024 Matt Daly

All Rights Reserved.

Published by Unsolicited Press.

First Edition.

No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. People, places, and notions in these stories are from the author’s imagination; any resemblance to real persons or events is purely coincidental.

––––––––
[image: ]


For information contact:

Unsolicited Press

Portland, Oregon

www.unsolicitedpress.com

orders@unsolicitedpress.com

619-354-8005

Cover Design: Kathryn Gerhardt

Editor: S.R. Stewart

––––––––
[image: ]


Print ISBN: 978-1-963115-07-9

​CONTENTS

CONTENTS

Introduction

Acknowledgements


THE WONDER IS LAND


ANIMAL / ANCESTOR


Trumpeter Swans

Cliff Swallow

Spotted Frog

Gray Wolf

Yearling Elk

Goldfish

Common Sagebrush Lizard

Ground Squirrel

Ghosts

Mountain Lion

Moose

Golden Eagle

Mosquitos

Deer Mouse

Goshawk

Unknown

Raven

Bison Calf

Mottled Sculpin

Bat

Honeybee

Badger

Rattlesnake

Crow

Cinnamon Teal

Bear

Sand Flea

Coyote

Red-winged Blackbird

PLANT APPARITIONS


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

ABOUT THE PRESS

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction
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This book began as a conversation with a single, troubling and troublesome ancestor. 

My lineage links back to the Mather family, prominent Puritans from the early colonial period, who helped set the course toward many of the destructive and shameful practices that Anglo-American culture has enacted on people and ecosystems around the world. Since  discovering this lineage, I have felt a sense that I needed to address it in some way, not to redress its wrongs but at least to face them in the hope of making sense of how I might live outside of their influence. 

I thought reading the writings of the Mathers, to look into the evidence of their thinking and rhetoric, would be a reasonable place to start. When I went looking into the work of Increase and Cotton Mather, I was quickly drawn to a text by Cotton Mather with a title I found unexpectedly beautiful: The Wonders of the Invisible World. But I did not find beauty in his work. 

Mather’s version of “wonders” primarily involves elucidating the ways the Devil inhabits wild places and the people, especially women, who approach or engage with these places. Mather saw wildness as the habitat for evil, linking who and what lived there to Satan. The American continent was cast as a place to be purged of its darkness. This rhetoric sounded alarmingly familiar.

And so, I created a daily practice of reading sections of The Wonders of the Invisible World and writing responses to what I found there. In the beginning, I had thought that this work would move into an investigation of gender and race and power and my own complicity in systems of dominance. However, in responding to Mather’s wonders, I kept gravitating to my sense of good and right, and how to live well with others, as arising in and from the rural and wild places where I have lived and with the people I have known and loved in these places. 

My responses ot Mather made me think about ancestry and how the origins of the word “ancestor” have to do with going before. This investigation hads led me to a sense of ancestry as the connections to people with whom I have lived in and near wild places, people who have gone before me and led the way into living lands that I love. 

I have tried to make the compromised intimacy of a life in love with places that still hold some remaining wildness and the inhabitants of these places visible in the hope of healing some small wound among the injuries wrought by my ancestry, my ancestor’s voice, and what has followed from his voice.
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I have never nearly died
in a storm.        Of course, my ancestor, there have been blizzards, even one summer whiteout, into which I disappeared, but then time keeps merely passing until I warm back up.             Sometimes I think terrible things are just waiting to pour down on me, and other times I imagine the worst for the people I love and then myself long-suffering.             It’s terrible, but I do not stop.             Like every sky, I am not without others, and like air so cold it is almost not atmosphere, I am always in the sky just here above me.

Before you begin, my ancestor, build
yourself a barricade dimensioned in diameters for stockade or for pyre.             You cannot choose your blood, but you can select your fury.            You are the father who works in secret inside me.             What is inside your code is still in my makeup: the fury and the self-righteousness of flames.             I have no clawhammer or pry bar but the type-set tools you’ve offered me to begin the tearing down.             I have no lieutenant governor to justify my observance of the rule or its exception.             The spirits I see around me and feel inside my lungs, are, I think, the same spirits you were eager to docket for a trial.             My sun emerges watery from winter clouds as just a sphere of light for what grows from its own cells.             What I worship never had a name or a place in your endeavors.             You can’t imagine I’ve seen what I’ve seen.             And not just because you are dirt again or trapped within neatly piled stones.             You are the ember I can’t extinguish.             You are the flicker I can’t help but stoke just so the source of a river I’ve been to many times can snuff out the ether you breathed, the mark you made that no roots in my flesh ever wanted to draw into the warp of their fibers or the ink-and-lead marks on their unlimited-as-the-living-world skin.

My ancestor, you whet your lead blade
to furrow where forests used to be.             Your sermon has only ever been about the ladder-pyre built sheaf upon sheaf from the skeletons of hardwoods and other wild bones.             Upon hearing anyone but yourself whisper, you spread the soot ink, sharpen the ax-tongue of voice, the quill feather of a forgotten waterfowl.

I write my name into the earth’s parchment unfolding unevenly in all directions around my trammeled heart.             I use for a stylus a gnarled stick broken from a sagebrush.             It is August, my birth month, and there is a highway because, these days, we are never without such unintelligible circumstances as a barrier that is also a way through.             An army of carrion and a confederacy of plastic sacks and bottles from factory foods breaks in upon the rockchips and cursive tar.            Vultures drift in their lopsided spirals like angels on the lookout for the trumpets they don’t want anyone to notice they have misplaced.             They tuck their earthworm heads into their cowls.             Crows and magpies make one ring.             Cowbirds another.             Ravens refuse the hierarchy of wait and meat.             One golden eagle rises from a struck fawn.             The cell rot of the updraft breaks in, and the spiral I sketch into the sand falters and wobbles.             I understand that the world you found, my ancestor, gave death more often as a gift than the world I now encounter.             I understand that you wanted the world to remake itself into a smelted place without so many losses, and you were willing to sacrifice some gains, such as the pulsing self and a place beyond what can grow outside the head.             I see how you fashioned yourself as the overseer, the virgin birth of the voice against mischief.             How you swatted a cry from vellum bound in a thicker skin.             I see how easy it is to forget the days before I knew how to write a word that would never leave me alone, a rude neighbor causing all the other residents, who have been here longer than the notion of Halcyon, to keep their distance as best they can from our shadowed doors.

Not yet has a churchlight converted me,
not even evening’s rapt passage through the alabaster panes in the Orvieto Duomo, which is nearly enough to make what we make seem sacred, but once I heard a river say something I could not quite make out.             When I asked, “What?” and again, “What?”, all the river did was keep on talking.             I approached on my knees, at least, if not precisely penitent.             The passage from glacier to surfmist had finned the bedrock limestone into leaves and holed one fin for midday to pass through and through the skin of the water and the flesh of the water and through whatever in me passes for spirit until the light and the soft green wavering below everything wavered.             Here in the afternoon of who I am, I spend more time inside than out, but the wild light which has placed itself upon me is still almost like a voice inside which goes on saying something nearly, if not quite, aloud.

There was a ridge above the camp where I slept most nights that first summer I was almost a man.             I bathed naked in the creek and let mosquitoes feed until my skin refused to be bumped by them.             I had no itch beyond the animal hungers.             Workdays, I counted sprouts of pines and firs and other plants where a year before was fire and char.             I wore black between finger and nail, knuckle creases cartooned with soot.             But none of this is about the ridge where I hiked when I went where I wanted or the Douglas fir that towered there or how the hand of many fires had held the trunk by the waist and leaned in to kiss a scar.             Scar after scar and still the tree towered above me and the ridge and the lichened limestone and the biting flies driven past by the ridgewind.             I slid my hands into the smooth wood folds surrounded by the thickness of corklike bark and felt how smooth we are left after the spark of rock on rock or lightning reaching down.             I felt in my polished self the woody wildness that in these intervening years has never lost its grain nor has it ever gnarled.  

That first evening I ran into the storm
I carried: a blanket, my wet hair, nothing else.             What I ran from is lost and must have something to do with love and was not the storm.             It was evening and the sky was like the sea beyond the surf, like the space inside my mouth, full of winged things and bits of plants that seemed like wings pushed around in the wind.             I ran to the fenceline and sat at the border between the comfortable sadness and the open field.             I did not know your prayers, my ancestor, and did not care to say one.             My mother called and I returned to her.             Maybe she came to me as the first drops slapped the frogs quiet.             Maybe I am still the same person.             The tides inside me that night boom around the valley.             I still feel safe in the rain.             The world has no need for churches.

The shard that stuck inside my finger
beside the pointer knuckle was flecked with shimmer.             I
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