
 

 

          Brains 
 
It is the faint of heart who mix the brains 
In scrambled eggs. For maximum effect 
You steam the brain entire and serve it up 
In lemon butter sauce, and if you like 
Stud capers in the convolutions; false 
Synapses, say, or neurons placed at will; 
As if the Son Not Prodigal put out 
As vengeance dying thoughts of fatted calves 
Before his partial father’s squeamish guests. 
The “presentation,” from the silver tray, 
Lifts off the silver dome; the diners wince 
Or they do not, as in another time 
The wall chart of Phrenology repelled 
Or may not have, as thoughts depicted there 
Would have been flattering, phrenologists 
Not being less aware than other quacks. 
There come to mind the tales of certain tribes 
Who eat the brains of enemies, to gain 
Thereby such attributes as are contained. 
A fork we raise, however, will not know 
The bump of courage from the bump of wealth, 
Though we are told the scalpel quite soon will. 
Is there a bump of prodigality, 
Or is a vice a figure of the whole? 
 
 
     Grenouilles 
 
Volta’s experiment is easily 
Repeatable, nor is electric shock 
Essential. Frog legs in a frying pan 
Will twitch convincingly: life after death, 
If one inclines to think of life as spastic. 
On the plate the legs do not offend; 
Amphibians have fewer bones than fish 
And one is not compelled to meet the eye. 
In his dismemberment the onetime prince 
Finds that the touch of lips does not restore. 
What might have been a scepter was a gig. 
 


