
 

18 July Sunday 

Physiognomic poetry 

As performance  

I describe my body and the body of others  

And move posture or launch  

In consequence to what I describe 

Feelings and the body 

The willingness to surrender 

To feel 

Pain and its taking need not be  

The locus 

Although the pleasure of pain 

It’s been done 

Even as a sacrament 

Its been done 

We seek “the holy” today 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 Nov. Sunday 

 

A lecture on Utopia for a living 

By an artist for artist outfits 

No subways allowed 

So I took the subway 

Up here with my strangers 

My fellow missionaries for nothing 

The big shoed compadres 

For missed train revolutionary upheavels 

Long past   the gates of paradise 

And this train my friends is crowded 

All saints aboard 

The blues bearing caravan 

The sweet feeds the sour so 

Its always all Chinese for me 

Making the infinity lost keys  

to the kingdom changes 

on this my favorite uptown local 

there went another paradise 

station for the heart rending 

strangers    all strangers 

in this town 

it seems sad I know 

but it isn’t really 

its just another way of complaining 

on the way to my station 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

20-21 July Tuesday 

to Sarah  

 

Wed sentiment to cruelty 

Just for the cause of doing it 

He couldn’t come    she said 

So she gave him the lash 

It was then that he could speak 

In languages yet unknown 

The persuasions of loves revenge 

Against the harness and cuff’s 

Against the sins of denial 

Sweet & Boring   She cried out 

It’s only you that the enemies of self 

Deny me 

Come now out you hidden god 

The Cyclops is all that I see 

The dryness of thoughts even 

Them too I shall drive out 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 Aug. Friday 

 

The mythic unlucky day 

Named so to commemorate 

The emulation of Demolay 

The chief of the knight’s templar 

In Paris  I think 

Ordered by 2 popes of plunder 

Pricks rising under vestments 

At the thoughts of it 

All that jewelry and gold 

Chased up to Scotland after all 

That’s what you get 

Having so personalized god 

On both sides of the argument 

And still it may be said that 

What else?, this side of boredom 

What else at the crux of the empty question 

Emptiness = emptiness = being x action apparently 

For salvation or else. 

 

        Jeffrey Perkins  


