
MICHAEL MCCLURE 
WINTER SOLSTICE 
 
        
                                             W 
                                              I 
                                             T 
                                             H 
                                             I 
                                             N 
                                   endless space 
                         in tiny explosions of gasoline 
                   my consciousness hardens into a wall. 
                                 I AM SEPARATE 
                      from plum blossoms and mountains: 
                            aching teeth become movies 
                                        as I grow 
                                      young again. 
 
                                       Dark hair 
                                   and eyebrows  
                                             S 
                                             W 
                                             I 
                                             R 
                                             L 
                               in delighted delusion 
                    BIG MEMORIES OF PLEASURE 
                                  enwrap a mind 
                                     as substantial 
 
                                            as 
  
                                             a 
                                           drift 
 
                                            of 
                                      snowflakes 
 
                                  onto a warm hood; 
                                  and less intelligent 
                                        than the thin 
                                            black 



                               spider in the morning sink 
                                before breakfast time. 
 
                             Your smile is my kindness 
                                      and it thrills me 
 
                                              I 
 
                                           HAVE 
 
                                           NEVER 
 
                                            BEEN 
                                               SO 
                                             REAL  
 
                                            before 
 
 



MICHAEL MCCLURE 
THIS BODY 
 
 
                                 THIS BODY, NOT DIVIDED BY SELF 
                                               AND BY OTHERS, 
                                  IS ALL THERE WAS AND SHALL BE 
                                  AND IS EXPANDED BY A THOUSAND 
                                       IRRESPONISIBLE SKANDHAS 
                                                NOT BLAMEABLE 
                                                   FOR NOTHING 
                                                     constituting  
                                                     samadhi; 
                                                           B 
                                                           E 
                                                           I 
                                                           N 
                                                           G 
                                                        RIVERS 
                                                      BEING CACTI 
                                                   being odors of creeks 
                                                         and moths 
                                                  being thunder storms, 
                                                         rose petals 
                                                            and 
                                                         tank treads. 
                                                                            
                                                    BIRTH AND DEATH 
                                                 are not in the ten directions, 
                                                     and outside of them 
                                                     is a death and birth 
                                                            more quiet 
                                                  than clouds over a dog fight. 
 
                                                    -- Reflecting each other 
                                                        brings about nothingness; 
                                          Following and preceding one another 
                                                          does the same. 
 
                                                                             
                                          ( The lion’s roar is the shape 
                                                            of a hail storm. ) 
 



                                        The physics of this is confusion 
                                                       B 
                                                       E 
                                                       C 
                                                       A 
                                                       U 
                                                       S 
                                                       E 
                                             it is the real physics 
                                          of how it might have happened. 
                                        Hunger for knowledge is greed, 
                                           ignorance, and confusion, 
                                                    but  
                                            it is so difficult 
                                                      to 
                                                    KNOW 
                                              without bundles 
                                           of senses brushing 
                                             against fistfulls  
                                                of memories. 
                                             
 
                                        TELL ME IT DOES NOT MATTER 
                                                  and I hear you.  
 
                                          TELL ME THIS BODY 
                                         IS THE TEN DIRECTIONS 
                                          smoking with fine particles, 
                                          each one holding a physique 
                                            bringing about particles. 
 
 
                                                 IT IS  LARGE 
                                              AND HAS NO SCALE, 
                                                          NO 
                                                         MORE  
                                                    PROPORTION 
                                              THAN A CAT’S FACE 
                                                     in a dream: 
                                          like a basket of pinecones 
                                              in an old wooden hall 
                                                lit by the setting sun 
                                            and it is outside of everything 



                                                    coming to being. 
                                                 
 
                                                              IT 
                                                              ALL 
                                                           ARISES 
                                                              AT 
                                                            ONCE 
                                     into bundles of sense and perception 
                                                      dripping lipids, 
                                                 and the assembling-activities 
                                                  of cause and effect, 
                                                             
                                                         IT COUNTS 
                                                             STARS, 
                                               pretending to fit smoothly 
                                                             into ideas 
                                                          
                                                               U 
                                                               T 
                                                               T 
                                                               E 
                                                               R 
                                                               L 
                                                               Y 
                                                           
                                                            and 
                                                       
                                                               T 
                                                               O 
                                                               T 
                                                               A 
                                                               L 
                                                               L 
                                                               Y 
                                                            
                                                           BLANK 
                                                            
                                                          everpresent 
                                                          
                                                as the white-peaked mountain 
                                                  beyond the field of red tulips 
 



MICHAEL MCCLURE 
 (( DHARMA )) 
 
 
                                          IT 
                                          IS 
                                         ALL 
 
                                      BEING 
                                       BORN 
 
                                 in this demi-instant 
                                     as it passes 
                                         BUT 
                                      the distance 
                       from the solid, shining stuff 
                                   is an illusion 
                                    of the tangle 
                            of hormones and muscles. 
                                  A mud-colored turtle 
                                   flops in the pond 
                                    with a splash 
                                   where frogs’ eyes 
                                           blink  
                                        just above 
                                       the surface. 
                                   The flesh and the light 
                                       and the darkness 
                                         arise together. 
                                              Just 
                                               like 
                                               the 
                                             skinny 
                                        willow branch 
                                             hanging 
                                              down 
                                               into 
                                                the 
                                           muddy water 
 
                                                AND 
 
                                                 MY 



 
                                            BOYHOOD 
                                              DREAMS 
 
                                             swimming 
 
                                               around 
                                                   it. 

 


