
UNTITLED, or UNTAINTED 
 
Scatalogicians say “we’re born between urine and feces” 
and evolutionists reduce human births to fishy non-events. 
 
I rebut that we burst from Zeus’ head and correspond  
to true love as the moon reflects the sun. 
 
We are one part piss and shit, three parts magic. 
There is a vast heaven between the hole and the hole. 
  


