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L o u i s P h i l l i p s 

Returning to my snail consciousness slowly, 
I realize, finally, that the odds are good 
That I am going to die of something. 
I see Heaven's M a d Scientist now, 
In His eternity-riddled laboratory, working overtime 
Charging Angel Juice with new disease, 
What overly large Frankenstein bottles 
O f liquidification, soul electrocutions & 
Zap! New brain in the brain case. 
N o one in his right mind 
Appeals to the intelligence of the universe. 
Dumb. Dumb. D u m b the shuddering white mold 
Some call bells of flowers. 
Here the suffering sea roils backward, & 
A l l His hunchbacked assistants 
Keen in so many grief-studded languages. 
A labyrinth of indifference. 
The last one out turns out all the lights. 
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