
                                                                                                            THE LIGHT GATE 
 
 
 
                            Lik     e 
                       Diam     ond 
                 Lines of n     ot light 
             Flying not o     ut of sight 
         Brighter than      not bright 
            Light is not     day light, 
              Or not nig 

    
ht light, 

                  Or not n 
   

 o light, 
                     On not   

   
mind 

 
                          Lig     ht. 
 
                                    The matisse crystal light                       on the     statue of libert   y 
                                         The clearest light here                 on earth,    clean or dirty 
                                                    Is not governme         nt meat insp  ectors 
                                                           Turned into   aesthetic exper  ts 
                                                                                                                Who call living dirt. 
                                                                                                                Free mind realizes 
                                                                                                                Nothing is not dirty 
                                                                             W  ho ever comes in 
                                                                             U  nder liberty light 
                                                                             L  ifted over strange 
                                                                                                                High poverty fright 
                                                                                                                Realizes  that  giant 
                                                                                                                Diamond cutting ice 
       Subtle touch o    f hard mined runaway’s des  perate need to smile 
            Likes your     face  when the red gold leav  es  fill your ears 
                With cri     sp stabs of it’s going to get co  ld again tears 
                      Like     fallen eye apple snap licks y  our hot ears 
                        Ton     gue leaf finger stems define go  od cheer 
                            L    ike the light froth on sauté b  reasts 
                                   Cooks drips of paprika swe  ats 
                                                                                      Finger tips fill  with squeeze 
                                                                                         Please  seize  ease please 
                                                                                           In re-taste of  hot vagina 
                                                                                             Is  dijon or  angel juice 
                                                                                               Horses  n  ose  blow 
                                                                                                 Nuts thu  mp  tao 
                                                                                                  To  do t  he two 
                                                                                                    Hump   lump 
                                                                                                      Do p  ump 
                                                                                                         Lo  w- 
                            I     was sharper than all light                                 G  o. 
                                   No breath + sexual energy+   quiet and night 
                                                                                                                Diamond cut do not   bake bread but 
                                                                                                                Some ting got in that   does not cake 

                                                                                                    Li    ke 
                                                                                               Diam    ond 
                                                                                          Lines of     cut light 
                                                                                      Diving cut     out of sight 
                                                                                  Brighter th    an cut bright 
                                                                                     Light isn’t     hot day light 
                                                                                        Or hot not     night light 
                                                                                            But not     no light 
                                                                                                On n  o  mind 
                                To in leap in insight in on all fours             Li g ht                   in where angel arrows fear to go 
                                          Before you cut up this diamond                                    you cut the diamond cutter 
                                                     You can’t cut this diamond                           ’till the old carbon is ripe. 
                                                                       You cannot cut off              your crust iron fake self 
                                                                                      Until your  

real
  Self is ripe 

                                                     Real Self  realizes 
                                                     Who  comes  alive 
                                                     Inside liberty light 
                                                     Lifted over  strange 
                                                     High  panic  fright 
                                                     Realizes that lovely 
                                                     Diamond sly  face 
                                                                                   Kissed my fle    ece whenever her tongue did it, my tongue did it. 
                                                                                         Whatever     her lovely body did,  my clumsy body did it 
                                                                                              One ni    ght in sleep dreamed of birds on a beach 
                                                                                                  Wok    e up. Her body beach gentled over me. 
                                                                                                             What I say is.  Mae West was a gate. 
  Catherine was mere grate.  This woman was great 
     Unfortunately  her empathy  always came late 
       With crispy stabs of it might get cold tears 
           Like falleye applesnap licks your ears 
             Tongue leaf finger stems lick cheer 
                                                                     Forever whenever  her     vagina did it my penis did it 
                                                                           she did it david did    it  david did it  she did it 
                                                                              Like a high froth g    ate on grape light breasts 
                                                                                  Grips under drip    s of bernaise sweats 
                                                                                      Tip fingers f    alling with please 
                                                                                          In taste of    her hot vagina 
                                                                                             Is  chate   auneuf  juice 
                                                                                               Feline   nose  blow 
                                                                                                 Eggs    thump tao 
                                                                                                    T o     tow two 
                                                                                                      To   t h e 
                             I light was sharp I was light                               S   low 
                             No breath + sexual energy +    quiet and night      Toe      diamond cuts bake bread to 
                                                                                                             Go       make a tang to take the cake 

                               Li    ke 
                          Diam    ond 
                     Mines  o    f  light 
                  Crying  ou    t of  sight 
             Bright  er  t    han  bright 
                  My light i     s day light, 
                      Or  nig     ht   light, 
                         Or  n     o light, 
                            I  n    your                                         Alone 
                               L

i
g

h
t.                                    Fall legs are 

                                                                     Wet cement bags 
                                                             Frost stiff fears appear 
                                                     Sleazy yellow leaves wheeze 
                                               Flake the wet november streets 
                                                    Swim in cold of color sheets 
                                                            In the smell of gasoline 
                                                                 Condom of vaseline 
                                                                                               A  lights on t   in can edges 
                                                                                         Cuts   the crystal   air and whistles 
                                                                                  Use brea  the in Chi  use breath is hard  
                                                                            As the breath  cloud iceman glasswater deliveries 
                                                                    Like the light cent  er stage on phoney wired scream raves 
                                                            Of grotesque show biz   chest shaved shrill noise imagination graves 

                          Inspiration is ninety-nine per cent breathing   in without breathing out perspiration and one per cent beauty 

                                                      Neon fauve screw fish che   w bulbs in times squared fluorescent frost kills 
                                                            The cries of cold fried    dumb snob mobs screaming for hot nothing 
                                                                    Buying everythin     g they think is never  ever never nothing 
                                                                            Like madam      low fat light coming   up like hunger 
                                                                                 Across he      alth fucked compulsi     vely clean 
    Dead old Frisco ’cross time’s bay                               Fog        bound san francisco      l ay 
   Smells full of desert head riff raff pray 
    Dead brown bag dry ex-child flower 
       Mixed in cheap squeak shampoo shower 

             
Middle management cleanie weenie power

  Bunched on    branch buds waiting for              snow 
                                                                                   Only the    brave fat birds sleep slo               w 
                                                                                        Over     no mo grow fear islands 

                                                                                                       Populated by deep sleep                   frogs 
                                                                                                           Light on tip branch bu                    ds 
                                                                                                              Waiting for spring 
                                                                                                                  Sleep birds  
 
I was light:                                                                                                       Sling 
                         Salt from sex mine +          Air from the sea+ 
                                                                                                                                          Flour                              ground in the mind’s quiet+ 
                                                                                                                                            Fire.                                Bakes tongue bread of I me. 

                           Ey             e 
                        Lik              e 
                    Diam              ond 
               Tines    o      f light 
            Sighing     o       ut of sight 
          Bright     er    than bright 
        L i g h t       i      middle light 
                                    Or high      l i g h t              

s
 

                                      Or low    light 
                                          Or no  light 
                                                 On mind 
                                                        L i g h t 
                                                                         on light on the fake silver cor       ot roll trays 
                                                                                      Shining red lip rilke pla       stic rappaport’s 
                                                                                              Where stomachs were       tolstoi milk forts. 
                                                                                                The slow taste of che      kov fried onions  
                                                                                              On mashed rock potato      ibsen mountains  
                                                                                    The demonic ancient grodde      k rasp waiters 
                                                                   Eye insult a god with a very small sou     tine nod 
 
                                                                                                                                           Like the ch       opin light on the refugee samovars  
                                                                                                                                     Under schub       ert skylights at the russian inn 
                                                                                                                              Where brancu       si blinis are philadelphia thin 
                                                                                                                       The hafiz fire      night on her truly lovely face 
                                                                                                                      Was a saadi perf       ect onion of light and grace 
                                                                                                                          Unlike dark light         on the schumann dukey waiters 
                                                                                                                                   In the turgenev       fake fancy old russian tea room 
                                                                                                                                             Of borodin       thin, tchitchikoff chicken thief blin 
 
                                                                  The touch of fresh goethe caviar      under your tongue 
                                                                          The touch of mendelsson vod     ka over your tongue 
                                                                                    Makes cezanne paradise s      ensate river your hung 
                                                                                      High fright dante light on      dead liver poppies 
                                                                                       Full of used cocteau le       gal morphine blood 
                                                                                   The long dead pole wir        es thoreau above 
                                                                            The light on the cold toèd       giotto bird shove 
                                                                    The sound of the lägerkv     ist bog students 
                                                          Tramping on and off into bre     cht mind death 
                                             Intending for st. exupery wealth ha      ppiness health 
                      Get a slice of neo-dostoevsky Selfkonzentrationka       mp prudents 
 
                                                                 Dia   mond    lines may                     break 
                                                                      Dia   mond   minds may                freak. 
                                                                          W  ind c annot light         brake. 
                                                                                   Light cannot      break. 
                                                                                     Joy is naked     safe. 
                                                                                       Peace can’t   rake. 
                                                                                          Life is nak ed 
                                                                                            Death fright. 
                                                                                               Joy light. 

                          The light on flash chrome junk         swerves 
                                  Where piled auto childs 
                                          Used to have 
                                                

Drives
 

 
 
 
                                                                                                              The light on the big secret soft                         breasts 
                                                                                                                  Over the deep mysterious 
                                                                                                                         Come milk slave 
                                                                                                                                   

Mine
 

 
 
                                 The light on the sudden               penises 
                                     lemon steel spring 
                                          Pine whiney 
                                             Sublime 
                                               

Fleeces
                                                        The light of the sharp eye                              guiles 

                                                                                                                      Hint for gfy money 
                                                                                                                          In the mad ave  
                                                                                                                            Wile eye bile 
                                                                                                                               El cheapo 
                              The light on sly fake plastic           dials                                      

Nile
 

                                  Cunt for gfy money in 
                                     Buckets of suckets 
                                       On la la slaveway 
                                          Hot miles of 
                                             El creepo 
                                                 

File
                                        You may love or hate the pure sure unmistakable           light 

                                                                                                    On sugar liquor sex joy genital hot cigarette 
                                                                                                        Light diesel fuel bite oatmeal gruel bile 
                                                                                                            Lipstick garlic smile linoleum tile: 
                                                                                                                 You may love bite or hate 
                                                                                                                     Absorbing wile miles 
                                                                                                                         Upon guile miles 
                This old man is arête wise obliged to     spend                            Of extreme vile 
                     Many dollars for candy every day to                                                 El weepo 
                          Give to children in free piles                                                          Deep o  
                                So his life may live on                                                               

Simile
                            

Like
 

                                     Impressions of                            Diamond 
                                         The light on                        Breaths of light 
                                              Ch i ld                                        Flying out of sight 
                                                

Smile
                                       Brighter than all bright 

                                                                                    
Light

 by light to light at light 
                                                                            
                                                                            
                                                                            
                                                                                                     In light of light up 

light
 

                                                                                                           Is light up on light is 
                                                                                                                 Light upon light 
                                                                                                                      Upon ligh t  
                                                                                                                          Upon light 
                                                                                                                                   

Light:
 


