I sing a new song of myself

Not as others sang of self before

For all things turn and changes take the world

I am of mixed biology and made of cells

Strange things these tiny bits of foam

Shinning in the light 

With sap of sunlight made

Woven in the dreams of starry space

And lit with the very stellar fires

They come in endless march

Row after row

And the beating of the heart

And the air that keeps coming in and out

And that place that urine leaves

A cave in a cylinder made of cool flesh

That warms to the blood and swells the wild world

Thus calls nature to her need

And the flood of seed she sheds

Fish and elephant and horse down to the depths

Jellyfish and rose all bear their seed to it

All roll out petals in some form

To bring out love

To catch the dew of bliss

From the ancient kiss

That fertilizes all things

And begins the genesis of a million forms

So I sing that wonder

As the ancient gods

From Olympic heights

Hera ruling the right frontal brain

A paranoid in her complains of Zeus

I sing of her suspicion

Of its anatomical condition

Opposed to that of Zeus

In his left brain ruse

Ruler of the premotor left frontal lobe

Otherwise known as the Olympus of the brain

The inner castle that covers all the main

Passages within the cerebral mount

The Meru of mythological account

So Zeus lives there

Rules the motive air

In clouds of anticipation

Sends thunder bolts of aggravation

Against all that would overthrow his ruling schemes

And the pleasures of his amorous dreams

As monarch of this frontal left lobe palace

He is the amorous narcissist, king of malice

Against all who thwart his ruling powers

Of narcissistic love and elitist showers

That rain across the brain in dopamine

And other neurotransmitters tumbling

An amorous narcissist, 

He took what sexual chance he could

But, Hermes, the histronic trickster of the verbal part

This messenger has a trickster’s heart

Living on the left side of the Olympic mind

The neurons of the temporal and Broca’s are his kind

Temporal and Broca’s on the left

He was the messenger that told all tales

He more than any other this song hales

But, Hestia of the hearth, the fireplace,

She had a plain and modest face

Together she and Hermes made a pair,

The auditory temporal was her lair,

Like all the female gods she tended to the center and the right

While male gods like Ares ruled the edge and left, the fight

Centered motor area was his game

Along the left central sulcus he became

The partner of Aphrodite and of love,

Who ruled the sensory cortex and the glove

Of touch that is centered in parietal splendor

In the cerebral sensory palace fender

In the anterior regions of the swelling mass,

Through which the sense of touch must pass

Hestia was the quiet agreeable dependent one,

Who always listened and kept her tongue

But, Apollo, narcissist, sadist, left occipital king

Glory in the light of sun, shinning forth to bring

Paired with right brain parietal Artemis, the Moon

The schizoid passive aggressive negativistic tune

She sang, retreating always to her wild wood

I would sing of that wild place if I could

But, it is covered with the dark of night

And hidden in sleep from Apollo’s light

Except for right temporal Poseidon’s waves

Ruler of the inner sea of myth and sailor’s graves

The auditory areas of the dream clad right

Echo with the roll of oceanic might

He was the schizotypal one who wandered there

Not avoidant and masochistic like Demeter, fair

The goddess of the harvest and home,

Of the right parietal, did not roam,

Out to sea like Poseidon did,

But, Hephaestus ruled the right motor part,

God of metal work, maker of marvelous art,

Obsessive compulsive, he created model work

But not as schizoid as Athena, who would lurk

Through various regions of frontal left and right,

Goddess of right and left-brain thought, of fight,

Of the right equivalent of left brain Broca’s speech,

She was the frontal wisdom and its cultural reach,

Schizoid, paranoid, obsessive all the same,

She was the higher thought they all proclaim,

High above Hades in amygdala hell,

This schizoid king ruled fear and rage as well,

Close by he kept his hippocampus Persephone

Ruler of the tale of place and memory,

She knew the seasons of the brain secret store

She kept the seeds of remembered lore

To flower at the proper time in the seasonal rain

That fell from neurotransmitters of the brain,

To generate remembrance of things past,

And control the time stream of the last,

Emergence from the unconscious deep,

As the spring of wakefulness comes out of sleep,

The lower reticulate and pons,

The gods green vineyard, the fauns,

Played here with Dionysus, god of wine,

Here was Pan of the senses and divine,

Semele, Dionysus’s mother in the thalamic brain

And the Hypothalamus, another structure I admire,

To Gea, goddess of the Earth, and true desire,

I give the cingulate to Uranus, god of primitive self,

And the extreme frontal to Chronus, the old elf,

Who ruled deep time and reason and control,

The right and left frontal to make whole,

But, the deep bridge, the rainbow was Iris bright,

Who used the corpus callosum to bring the light,

Of neural messages to all the gods of brain,

Transmission and dendritic connection there,

But the astrological planets also share,

The symbolism of this inner space,

Right anterior Artemis is also Moon,

The Sun rules over Apollo’s tune,

Of narcissistic occipital vision,

But, communication is left temporal Mercury’s mission

Next door in somatic sensory Venus on the divide

That separates her from motor Mars, who sits beside,

Her in the frontal place,

Just behind Jupiter in Zeus’s face,

Ruler of the left-brain frontal air,

And behind him comes Saturn and despair,

Across the frontal area from right to left

Then Uranus takes up the cingulate cleft

From right to left, and front to back,

Where Neptune prepares Poseidon’s attack,

With oceanic water on Pluto’s realm

Where he rules with the amygdala’s angry helm

Over all the deep brain dark,

So the Zodiac rises and we hark,

The herald Aries who lives with Mars

And Taurus in the realm of Venus, stars

Twinkles in the constellations of Mercury’s place,

From Gemini to Cancer, they will race,

To place deep right brain Moon near the Sun’s face,

So that left brain Apollo can run the lions tail

All the way to Virgo and Hestia’s pale,

Left on the right and left temporal steps,

That leads to Libra and the balance kept,

Between left and right parietal and the motor place,

Where Scorpio joins Mars on both left and right

To run to Jupiter out of right brain night,

Sagittarius is the sign,

That emerges from this design,

And Capricorn follows in Saturn’s place,

The Aquarius is Uranus’s face,

Finally, Pisces swims through Neptune’s realm

Till Aries connects Mars with Pluto’s helm

The design is not perfect because the brain,

Exceeds our song, again, again,

Yet, I leave this rime to sing

Of all the brain, of everything

I sing of all the gods and goddesses

I sing of the total brain

No lobe left unsung in these agglutinating lines

Pure and impure

I praise them all

I celebrate the whole

So imagine what can happen

When this mass

Becomes unbalanced

Due to pain

Or the anxieties

That so often keep

The stress of life

To quick for rest to come

So the brain flows to the deep

Places of the Paleolithic type

Where the reptiles of the lower portion

Display their many teeth

And snap their willing jaws

Neptune and Pisces can display

The schizotypal form that lives in dreams

While Uranus and Aquarius can make

A schizoid the keeps all to self

When Capricorn and Saturn are too tight

Paranoia and suspicion seem to rule

But Sagittarius and Jupiter can bring

Compulsive conscience that spins too tight

A web of obsession, But Scorpio

And Mars or Pluto bring

The sadistic type and all the pain

That Aphrodite must heal with Libra’s grace.

Even so the borderline type can fall

And so can the dependent with Virgo

And the form of Mercury that is

Too bland and agreeable with all

Till Leo and the Sun roar with the

Narcissist that is all to self

Jump from here to the avoidant Moon

And Cancer, the embarrassed Crab

Then to Mercury again

But now histrionic in Gemini,

And Venus, Masochistic in Taurus, 

Finally, Aries, and Mars

Antisocial in the Ram

Or with Pluto even psychopath

Thus, the twelve personality

Disorders of the brain 

Are also the Zodiacs?

Twelve signs  

Even the religions

Can keep this form

Hinduism, schizotypal

In its dreams of gods

And Buddhism

Schizoid in meditating as a lonely monk

By Taoism is avoidant

As it cleaves to peace

And Confucian paranoia

Builds walls around the mind

Sadistic Aztecs cut out the heart

And antisocial animists steal

For their robber castes

Then the Narcissistic New Ager

Self made god

Or Protestants on histrionic rants

And borderline Christians worship love

Or dependent Moslems submitting all

And masochistic Shiites in their blood

For Allah and for jihad

So I celebrate this brain

And its shinning mass

The envelopes the entire spinning globe

No civilization can above

This cellular device

That absorbs and make the mind

Of all living and feeling things

Its neural tentacles reach out

Its wires and nerves disperse

Its proteins envelop all thought

Include all feeling in their wings

Spread out and fly the world

Into the spinning sea

Of space

The light dispersed

Into the mental galaxy

Thinking

Thinking

All things enter in

Thinking

Thinking

All things are spun

The web is extended

Everywhere

Minerva

Athena

Magically emerge

From every form

All things warm

Apollo is the Sun

All is done

With bright light surprised

And illumined

The dawn breaks

On the endless

Sea of stars

Pickled brains

In museum jars

Spin out their pickled threads

And I am the anatomist

Who dissects?

What infects

What resurrects

This moving line of words

Of pursuit across pages

Writing through ages

Drawn and written

The scribe inks his pen

The stylus pokes in clay

And then the record baked

In the fiery kiln

The many codes reach out

Genetic, written,

They steal the mind

And leave the rind

Of flesh to look

Attractive to the eye

But the thoughts fly

Away to distant worlds

With the poets and the dramatists

To leave the world

To sail with Homer

On an ancient sea

Oh I celebrate the brain

That can send its nerves

Into that ancient song

And hear what was said

In ancient Ithaca.

