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The Obliterated Man

I can see the lines in his face

The construed misery, all the disgrace

His purpose is muddled; he’s so drained and confused

His fortune in shambles, steps he can’t retrace

A shattered life, lost time

That cannot be replayed

He is weary and defeated

He’s a loser in this race

His direction is not justified

The future, he will not embrace

His hopes, his integrity, wither away

He stumbles, he is knocked down
He missteps; his crown is broken

He is ridiculed with anguish

He doesn’t thrive or belong here

He’s so out of place

Existence is taking its toll

The pressures cannot be released

He tries to masquerade

It doesn’t suit him; it’s only a charade

Distraught and demolished, he pointlessly continues

He is immersed with chuckles all around

He is excluded

He is laden with shame

He has such difficulty relating

When he sees so much pleasure

And feels so much pain

He anticipates a visitor

Who will relieve

He waits for that knock

When he’ll acquire that absent joy

And all sorrows will be eradicated

The secret perturbs him

Discovery is vague

He does not know where to search

He just desires to find

He yearns for harmony

And pleasant harmony

From all his grief

He strives to rejoice

In the midst of depression

His condition is universal

In varying degrees
Dejected and rejected

He has nothing but regrets

He doesn’t ask for much

Just unquenchable bliss

His pain is so excruciating

Too much for one man to bear

His morbid urgency

Drives him to make a difference

And leave his mark

He attempts to compensate for despair

By cleverly manipulating time

He is romantically inclined
But hopeless, nevertheless

With all the turmoil erupting inside

He lives every day

As if yesterday was his last

Recklessly denying himself

Any opportunity to prosper

No matter what he does

Or how extraordinary his accomplishments are

He realizes his sadness

Is inevitable and incurable,

An aspect of his visionary prophecy

His demeanor is rigidly decimated

He is not able to correlate the factors of mirth

A smile cannot be coerced onto his face

He will be eternally grateful

To anyone who rescues him

From his dark abyss,

That intriguing commander

Who will remove all his frowns

He needs assistance

He needs the boulder to be lifted

Which crushes him so greatly

He is deprived of celebration

His heart permanently resides in a mortuary

He was damned when he was born

Sulking in his identity

He forgot how to guffaw

Occasionally sadness instigates warmth

Of genuine complacency and comfort

But not of everlasting mirth

He drudges forward, dreading every step

He suffers as he endures

Without any immediate or ultimate reward

He tries, as he toils, virtuous
He pursues the unknown, toward the breaking point

He’s bitter and repugnant

He is annihilated; he is devastated

He is exhausted and feels redundant

His hardships never cease

He is the rendition of a catastrophic disaster

A dismal, grime catalytic destiny

Is awaiting him

He must encounter such harsh realities constantly

His gloomy outlook stifles his wellness

He is a self-appointed charity case

He is the center of concentrated pity

He is a source of terrible testimony

His mien is so ugly

He repents his every move

He is succumbing to an undesirable and inhuman end

Downtrodden, downtrodden, downtrodden

He is scarred and marred

He is tarred and feathered by occurrence

He speaks his own dialect

A dialect only the tormented comprehend

His head is hung every second

He mopes his fun away

Observes are disgusted

Such vain conceit!

His biography is a horrific saga
He lives a gruesome, tragic epic

A gracious lullaby may delight him someday

But no ballad of love will remove his wrinkles

His prospects intimidate him

His reflection is a shadow

He struts to the tune of grand minor chords

His soul aches, yearning to be cleansed

Phobias dominate him like an overbearing plague

He is neither fulfilled nor healthy

His eyes are immobile, fixated on his tombstone

He candidly grumbles as strife swiftly knocks him out cold

He requires a primer for enjoyment

He gripes at the vile rendition before him

He is ridden with superfluous guilt

He twinges at foresight

He wastes away

He decomposes internally

His conscience will never be free

He is overwhelmed with introverted madness

Outreach is too strenuous,

All a contribution to this totem pole of demoralization

He viciously vomits

He persists without marvel

Without that bright light

He rots and decays into obsolescence

His memory is becoming a dormant murmur of the past

He is befallen with penalty

His composure is less than upright

Perseverance is its own punishment

A hunger for sweetness is ever-present within

But he starves anyhow

A somber tone resonates from his aura

His battered reckless soul is so abused

He is so tense, he shakes madly without end

He is disgruntled to the infinite power

The conductor of this orchestra is a ruthless sadist

He forever pouts

As he doubts things will get better

He is the portrayal of doom

His tale is a revolting story

A nightmare that will never end

Until that rotten climax occurs

The resolution is such a poor solution

The Drilling Appliance
The pressure

All the fucking nerve impulses

Explosion

Eruption

Vegetable progression

Cranial death

The victim is inside

The victimizer is inside

Too much is feared

Apprehension about everything

Weakness

Or struggling succumbing toward ultimate strength

Infliction

Tribulation

Fucking powers tearing it to shreds

Detonation of sanity

A rock is needed

A solid foundation

Something firm to grab onto

Awesome dominance

Senseless enslavement

Blinding occurrences
Masochistic tendencies

Muffled pleas

Tormenting hell

Bleeding control

Trashed time

Massive aggravation

Inner intimidation

Unsheltered misery

Mental impediments

Disintegration and degeneration

Trouble brewing

Unleashed suffering

Theft of pleasure

Psychiatric foes

Pyscho self

A division between fantasy and reality

Provoked agony
Withered determination

A million paths

Continuing in different directions, unconnected.

Seclusion from wellness

Capacity impairment

Fading grace

It all leads

To an inevitable outcome.

Broken balance

Fragile heart fractured and shattered

Overwhelming wickedness

Penetrating a system of central importance.

Scoffed at mirth

Imitated sensations

Offset well being

Malevolent violent erratic alterations of internal chemical

Cringing of vision

Unjustifiability
A swinging porch of moods

An independent assortment of foods

Destruction advancing

Demented goals

Surges of rotten harmony

Disgust to the interpreters

All the uncommon, inside.

Every insecurity feeds and grows on itself

Until a monster is formed.

Every being which inflicts pain upon this entity

Contributes to the growth of the monster.

One insecurity is unpleasant

Dozens are nightmare

Repressed expression

Fucking suppression

Eventual extinction

Corrupted charisma

Pathetic persona

Slimy spunk

Shitty stigma

Ugly inhibitions

Contradictory retaliation

Unspoken malice
Distraught and dejected

Disfavored and rejected

Wicked linkage

Leading to an apathetic, bland, murky wreck

The resonance of writhing

Unnatural

Instability

Ominous cacophony

Ravaging lunacy

A threat to the order of

The way things out to be

The Candle

The candle

Ignites by passion

Combusts with romance

Burns with vigor

Shines spectacularly
Illuminates illustriously

Flickers in glory

The filament is short

Then it goes out

The Time

A sorrow filled, articulate member of the fairer sex
Bows down to the graven image on her wall

She awakens from her morbid dream

With a startling revelation

“This icon has no power.  It has no strength to guide me.  Things are not quite the way they seem.”

A fabulous orator, a fundamentalist of the grandest class

Is caught red handed engaging in misconduct.

His misdeeds are no longer alleged

And are indeed factual

He has no choice but to hang his head and exit in shame

“I was just as vulnerable and human as the next guy”

A grimaced monk leaves his elite circle, sacrificing his noble rank to return to the simplicity of the layman

“I have deeply toiled, unrewarded.  Where is the so called fulfillment?”

A methodological heretic exhaust his powerful arguments

And the pathological deception,

Required in his rigid dogmatic stance

Heightening his awareness, he cries, “I am insincere.  This perspective is truly troublesome to maintain.”

The occultists tithes to the wicked Lucifer

With the corpse of his latest victim

Consequently, he experiences a sharp abiding pain in his heart

“I have an enormous twinge of guilt.  I am assured that I do possess a conscience after all.”

A prodigy continues to challenge the error

Inherent in his parent’s superstitious beliefs

Questioning its very essence.

A fearsome father silences his offspring.

“You analyze too much.

Embrace without inquiry!”
The son describes his early age

That he possess the wisdom

His folks never have

A voodoo witch doctor himself

From his unhealthy shackles

His liberation permits him to view the globe

In a compelling new light

Then a stunning truth strikes him

“I’m just as oppressed as before.”

An orthodox follower chants

A meaningless adage over and over again

Striving to generate inner peace.

He rejects the hocus pocus trickery and proclaims,

“Peace is a state of mind.”

But he does not believe what he asserts.

A faithful scholar listens intently

To murky fables and abstract parables

Denying to comprehend the famed allegory.
His head darts for an alternative

“Where is the connection to my life?”

The grumpy curmudgeon guffaws at his unsavory past

Examining contempt

He allows his hand to flicker in the wind

“Projecting my victimizing self-image does my soul no good.  I’d rather not be a villain anymore.”

But the resolution dissolves itself into paperweight emptiness.

A martyr gloats about his super contributions to the human race

Entirely consumed by righteousness, he ponders his boastful disposition, “Was not humility the foremost of my virtues?”

A shunned senile mentor preaches relentlessly about an inconceivable state in a too far away place,
He bits his thumb in disgust, “When will my obstinate knowledgeable contemporaries abandon sensible realism and view for the idealistic precepts which my teachings promote?”

A mediocre deity gazes upon his imperfect conceptions

He cites an inferior source, “Almighty is a concept which is possessed in the eye of the beholder.”

An overworked dogged messiah acknowledges his natural shortcomings

He succumbs to the logic that he is capable of saving no one,

“My people’s redemption is in their own hands.  My extraordinary powers are just a figment of my overactive imagination.”

A well to do entrepreneur renounces materialistic comfort and wordily security, readjusting his purpose and focus, 

“I was never wealthy”, then he retreats into barren wilderness.

An emotionally unstable studious wizard surveys his examined life.

Announcing to all concerned, “My priorities were moot and frivolous and my projections were wrong and dismal.”

A scorned demagogue contemplates hic conjuring up of fiery fates and demonic punishment for the blatantly disobedient,

“I sicken myself.  I appealed to the most brutal instincts of man and I exploited them.”

A demoralized vengeful miserable soldier stands short in the wine, screaming in tearful agony, “Why must victory take precedence to harmony?”
A schoolyard bully initiates coercion as a means to achieving his egocentric goals, including fear in the hearts of his playmates he steps back to take it all in, “I am the weak on here.  I am the coward.”

An ordinary elderly prohibitionist engages in unnecessary slumber

At the moment of awakening, he declares, “Life has passed me by.”

A clique of jocular chauvinists

Degrades the beauty of romance

Broadcasting their lack of sensual affection
A dormant bronzed figure dominates the holy temple

The masses demean themselves groveling in its presence

The myth of the potential wrath frightens millions into obedience every single day

Merciless assassins delude themselves

About the very nature of their precepts,

Demonstrating mystical hypocrisy in the most violent way

A wrinkled carcass wiggles and throbs lifelessly, allowing history to ignore its existence

An exalted saint assumes his role as an opinionated representative of the Spiritual branch of reality, proclaiming the irrefutable influence,

“Disapproval of stodgy pious infallibles is increasingly apparent and permanently established.”
A hardened cynic supplies pessimistic commentary about the experience everyone else genuinely adores, “We’ll be dead soon.”

Tarot jesters and dim numerologists, defrauding the susceptible, claim phony insight, relaying what is common sense or just plain bunk.  It is so difficult to resist the true sincerity in their eyes.

An apocalyptic militant draws up imposing commandments producing entertaining cinema, giving life to our dead routine.

A monetary grubbing persona defends his vile hedonism as a method of satisfying his basic needs.

A critic of the highest sense alerts others of the misleading falsehood, “You sir are nothing but a greedy disgrace.”

A hieroglyphic decoder encourages open interpretation of ancient symbols which translate from the unorthodox and irrelevant remains.

A sly villain criticizes the mirth of his less evolved social ancestors, hiding behind a curtain, he justified his haughty arrogance.

A celebrated sheltered nun discards her scraggly confining outfit opting for the sunshine and possibilities outside.

A troubled agnostic unable to embrace either theory conceded, “My concerns are too vigorous for me.  Apathy is the only option.”

A hyperbolic novelty lingers in harmonic resonance, branding genius and permanent effectiveness.

A sophisticated warrior sheds his intellectual armor, stimulated by the base gratification he will find.

An ancient haggled philosopher deduces a clever postulate, defying a nostalgic incentive to press his brethren on

A disgruntled civil servant toys with emancipation, leaving himself free, but his dependents enslaved

A respected informal counselor persuades many to alter misdeeds into demanded acceptable dignity.

A self-appointed moral guardian upholds convictions and defends principle, powerfully modifying behavior into righteous compliance.

A congregation previously absorbed in warm fellowship bicker over doctrine which divides friends into factions, transforming the holy house of worship into a mere building, a social club of superficial fraternity

So often:

Empty fabricated clichés replace sound concrete advice

The tainted arm of prohibition inhibits realization
Ruthless determination and pursuit conquers ambition and benevolence
Our discernment abilities produce only robotic renditions

Thoughtless procession verifies moral opinion

Lopsided courtesy is segmented toward declared subordinates

Exuberant industry decimates sacred beauty

Plastered decrees cultivate obedience

Slanted integrity shapes posture and policy

We fail to recognize that occasionally opposites attract and companionship need not constitute resemblance
Human beings may be just pawns and puppets

Reservations restrict the flow of factoids and tidbits
Allotted convenient designated hours of creativity do not coincide with inspiration

Bliss is immortality

Survival is not a moot point

Rigid clenched pride is a fatal flaw

Few are convinced of the motivation of the ruckus

An interesting premise transforms into a nightmarish plague

It’s such a hindrance distinguishing emotional delusion and vital spiritual presence

The struggle between belief and doubt is so intense in our minds and in our world

Reputations imply verification

Obscurity is a pitfall, not an asset to approval

Varying identities require varying prescriptions, could it all be a shopping spree?

Too many apparition like entities escape our normal sight

Individual taste becomes the driving force of preference

Responsibility is relieved

Respectability is alleviated

Accountability is relinquished

Administrative domain becomes foggy and fuzzy

Coercion wrestles consent

Theological jurisdictions trespass

The mask of authority becomes a disguise for vulgar insanity

Justice swerves out of our way

Dogmas scar for an eternity

Vanity rescinds and promotes regression

Snide destructive subversive ploys seduce imbeciles and invoke panic and public hysteria

Frolic, not sacred honor, is celebrated

Faith requires complete dependence on an unknown realm

We designate too many limited slots which are not consistent with human consumption

Oligarchies mold profound favor and undue luxury

Every aspect of God culture is assumed to be commended as beneficial without thorough investigation or ample scrutiny

Homely covenants brace and chain

A frantic frenzy engages millions to conversion

A perennial conflict over control and dominance is exerted with momentous momentum

The beast and the angel morph into unexpected fronts and arrive incognito
Catechism and vows become refuges for the malevolent and unbalanced

Monsters in hideous costumes befriend and exploit us

Intense self-absorption stops growth

An overt intention undermines all movement and rationale

The claws of stereotype entrap the purest and most innocent

The grim reaper is unconsciously welcomed by our eager anticipation of age

Hedonism scoffs at passionate romance

Corpses pile up more rapidly than compliments and charity

Wellness interferes with desire

The quill is dipped before the cranium receives feedback

Draws and twangs require translation

Demands sling bodies across the globe and tear apart cherished bonds

The transition from heaven to hell shocks

Insignificant chatter creates only shallow bridges

The might misuse genetic privilege

Modernization is the arch nemesis of harmony

Enthusiasts establish exclusive coups, assembling underground away from commoners

Poor development is made in the essential social arena

Arrangements of our paths are not in sync

Media personnel poorly gauge truth

The wish of isolation saturates otherwise healthy views

Opposition is second nature

The stone is etched before the impact is fully mediated
Hallucinations do not clearly separate themselves from reality

Blasphemy is only wicked and counterproductive

Perspectives alienate

Threats of torture intimidate

Horrendous frustration results from suppressed pleasure

Surges of repressed yearnings boil deep beyond the exterior

The drastic outrageous echoes of replayed occurrences vibrate through the cranium

Joys compel sacrifice

The still corked tight bottle of mental obligation and occupation is strained by intense pressure

Brutal honesty plays hide and go seek

The folly of elders is resistance to children’s recreation

Disgusts at human imperfection rather than ideology generates aversion

The function of conception becomes a perpetual motion machine

The earth’s rotation restricts accomplishments

Community advances and invades private territory

Knowledge is independent of class and educational boundaries

A new product is nothing more than magnificently reassembled relics of old products

Structure compromises aptitude

Involuntary reflexes are permanent and irrevocable

Much agonizing strife is attributable to fretting over the truth of salvation

Regions rather than birth rights are responsible for traits

Stimulus is unexpected, unpredictable, and tends to be periodic and choppy

Extraneous, superfluous decorations are focused upon, as central importance is ignored

Population deranges dignity

Wacky characters are granted life to entertain the dull

Seclusion is refreshing, but deadly to ingrates

Commotion leads to being perturbed
Remote wicked images assault

Difficulties of representative origin result

Random spontaneity charts a new course

The mellow and rowdy cannot coexist

Systems are not disposed of when lacking plausibility and legitimacy

The ramifications are unforgivable, tangled attacks

Patronization has no retreat

Attachment is gray

Affection is discreet

Satan fails miserably at his art of deception, his poor concealment triggers discovery – hence defeat

Abstract technique is a suitable vehicle for odysseys
Infatuation border compulsions

Laughter is the only remedy for the tormented ill

Only the superior balance the scale between comedy and seriousness

Courage is acquired, then expression becomes excessive and extreme due to pent up urges
The cycle of painstakingly earned reputation must be reprimed

Change horrifies those who are comforted by familiarity

Mortal souls cannot be enchanted

It is inevitable to encounter recurrent pleasantries which are impossible to evade

Bird of feather flock together, but the same bird has so many feathers

Loyalty necessities rock solid wills

Legal motifs are reduced to power struggles

Enough effort can produce a new dimension

Vicious circles become completed without awareness

We are alerted too late for activities to be engaged

Preconceived notions are totally off

Prized speech fulfills more than vibrant pastime

Outsiders cannot understand inner prosperity

All tenets are of equal merit

Appraisal tends to predate trial

Personality, not character becomes one’s focus of identity

Malicious summaries underlie seemingly benign glory

Skeptics fine tune their qualms, creating disapproval of the harmless and exceptional

Mystery entices and corrupts the susceptible
Gamblers roll at high stakes on the likelihood of the other side

Ravenous appetites consume scarce resources

Recall depletes innovation

Interpretation is the root of dispute

Prose is much more valuable than plain language

An artist cannot rest because the work is never done

Love does more harm than good

Unanswered affection becomes an atrocious downfall

Leaps are degraded into steps

Enemies view each other with equal idiocy

Uncanny boldness prompts daring hasty decisions which summon a fearless disposition, impervious to potential consequences

Great numbers encourage bizarre behavior

Confidence is swiftly torn down, but gradually built up

Outreach to the degenerate is a cause of tension and stress

The monstrosity of failing to wear the shoes of others is ever-present
Speculation leads to aggravation

Affiliation does not signify participation

Mistakes are unregistered

The catalog of remote linkages organize relics

The ungrateful have no time for expressive insight

The hemisphere wanders off to a foreign municipality

Haunting incidents appear accidental

Lucifer will do the damage then skedaddle
Lucrative fields are avoided and aspirations are ruined

Scramble collapses into fatigue

The creative process is so misunderstood

A tremendous amount of statements are unoriginal and stale

Alas is word rarely uttered

Urgent messages are silence and go unheard
The river of exploration is only chartered once, without opportunities of side track

Dispositions flip flop according to circumstance, not sensual toil

Important affairs are declared null by previous engagements

The stipulations of denied solitude are not contemplated

Solutions spontaneously arrive

Equilibrium is offset by terrible disturbances

The cessation of impure expression is merely just a trivial alteration of lingo, rather than lifestyle

The time is never expected or known

The Universal Taxidermist

The Universal Taxidermist
Relates to all of us

He rejoices in his labor

To him, everyone is his neighbor

He is concerned not about nature

Or any non-human creature

He can share his experience with anybody

He can share all of his stuffed animals

His compassion is well mediated, but never rehearsed

He’s demented and perverted

He’ll warm your heart

As he warms the heart of a baboon in a microwave

He’ll give you a hug

As he fills a bug

With cotton

His huts are laden

With guts

His intellect is symbolic of community

Watch him post his regality

Our naiveté is his insanity

His ailments are the plagues of nature

Do not be prejudiced concerning his intentions

His insight is untouchable

But if you disagree with him

You may find your head on a stick

His companions are treated quite well

His enemies are stuffed and sent to hell

If you cross him, he will dissect you

If you cruse him, he will strangle you

And mince you

And grind you

Into a frenzy

Of his passion

A taxidermist’s work is never done

Until all flesh on earth is perpetually preserved

All the little animals will be plastered

On his walls

His decoration is not at all boring or extraordinary

It involves awesome complexities

That only an artist could erect

His home is a castle

A mortuary, a cemetery, and a ressurectory

He is a god

He grants everlasting life

To the fur

Watch all these creatures be reborn

With new vigor, energy, and form
Do not be disgusted

Taxidermy may not be a pleasant sight

But it is an admirable endeavor

Which only a rare few engage in

His list of allies is quite lengthy

His list of adversaries is rather short

He brings out the best in all of us

Blood does not sicken him

Organs do not turn his stomach

He marvels in the presence of internal parts and becomes greatly aroused

His deeds are plausible and redeeming

He is a taxidermist first and a person second

He delights with sadistic glee

As he removes the hearts

And all the other parts
Essentially he is a mad surgeon

Guard your little cats and dogs

No pets are safe from his malevolent claws

He’s never short of scalpels or ideas
He’s ever so zealous

To tear into the fur

A majority of mankind is his brethren

All shapes and sizes

But we will not wince 

At the massacre of nature

Bestiality, Necrophilia, Cannibalism

Perks of the trade

Charismatic and ambitious

The dogged tireless sculptor frolics with 

All the strewn out gizzards

Bacteria and viruses invade his house

Someday, when he is skilled enough

He will taxidermy microorganisms too

Authority is evaded

He is so sick

He is tremendously cruel

He’s a crazed sardonic fool

He charges no feel

His services are free

He lacks a degree

But he will not hesitate

To stuff a flea

He shares the common cause

He’s a nifty dude

His clothes are full of plasma

His walls are full of bile

His mouth is full of filth

All the remains are jammed under his floor tile

He’ll touch your heart

At the same moment

He touches the heart of one of his victims

He’ll recite fables instilling virtues and mores that transcend

Age, creed, and background

The shallow only see his malicious side

The righteous will see his benevolent soul with its missing piece

Its hole

As this Universal Taxidermist fidgets and fiddles with raven eyeballs

He will teach us a lesson or two about life

Enabling us to become so much wiser
If we are deaf to his parables

If we just him and

Do not hear him

We will be hindered and assaulted

Not from the use of his surgical tools

But by the barriers we establish

When we disobey

Einstein said, “Genius borders insanity”

Taxidermy borders philosophy

The violence is therapeutic

To him

He’s creating something out of nothing

Look at his playground

Ain’t it a shame?

His eyes glow

His teeth radiate

Such a damn shame

His fingertips mold a new universe

The Universal Taxidermist designs galaxies in his spare time

Is it adequate to point the finger?

His concepts of reality are unconventional and unacceptable

Who determines the standards?

His demeanor is slanted but jolly

The outcomes, not the intentions

Are the real folly

Even his messes are discreet

Pig brains are his favorite tasty treat

His kitchen is a synagogue

His home, an ecosystem

The animal kingdom has become his domain

Through his self-appointed reign

From human temptation, he will refrain

But he will not contemplate

The infliction of pain

Upon the lower species

He clones, he genetically engineers

He is bold, he has no fears

All is his frontier

He is an arcane administrator of justice

His refrain is insane

His prescription is lobotomy

It cures the miserable

His incentive is not hedonistic

He allots his time efficiently
He is looking at us

When we are looking at him

His malic is inherent

And so is his benevolence

He’s nihilistically deprave

But not so intimately known

Don’t demean him

Don’t scrutinize him as ambiguously tame

His mind is a factory

Contemplating how the next organism will be filled

He will fill an ox with synthetic fibers

As he fills your heart with peace

You bicker and gripe

Even if you don’t believe the hype

His doings are unsanitary

The innards of the soulless are his toys
Should he just throw away the relics?

Cadavers give him haughty glory

Judge him not or

He will judge

Be frightened about his critique of our world and his sequent wrath

He needs no authorization from anyone

Don’t prompt or provoke him

Any rage he generates will be long lasting

He is benign undisturbed

Don’t bother him

His handiwork hypnotizes

How can anyone with half a brain, scold?

He’ll rummage through your rubbish
Taking what he can utilize

He will classify as you categorize

Taxidermy and taxonomy are related

With a merciless glass eye

He denounces the society which rejects him

He is raw and he will force you

To recognize and confront

Your foremost insecurities

He likes scum, so what?

He sees inner beauty

Of his victims’ hearts

He has discovered 1001 uses

For the common gall bladder

His hands are careful, gentle, articulate, but scuzzy

Be ever wary

Any time he may surprise you with a zinger

He will eat your prejudice and bigotry for lunch

Your short sightedness is his brunch

Betraying a taxidermist is a foolish thing to do

His disgust at our universe drives him

To conjure up a universe of considerably greater quality

He has become deaf to our insensitive selves

He is immune to our strife

A generator of universes

Can never fully assimilate back into our repressive society

He scoffs at luck and coincidence
Destiny and fate are the rule

To this taxidermist
His eyes are gawking upon his work

He may be revolting

But no others are capable of replicating

He orchestrates with eloquent mobile poetry

He sits back with a boosted ego,

Gloating at his wonders

He is proud

He struts as he indicates

He is prone to a state of disarray

He giggles deliriously as he overlooks

He is amused

The flagrant vagrant violates any rules

Which obstruct the governance of his natural laws

He’s not only a rule breaker

He’s a rule maker

His operations are lively and timely

Pity the deviants who attempt to dethrone him

Home is where the appendix is

His invisible hand intervenes

Disappearing and reappearing at whim

Hostility will only surface

If mannerisms conflict with his awesome will

His deeds need not bother

If a nose is held and a head is turned away

He forgoes external influence

He is the sole dominator

Of this precious domain

He can set it all aflame

If he so desires

He is the one who holds the key

All depends on him

The damn scoundrel

Restores and resurrects

Without any knowledge of CPR
His commotion is something

We will never completely understand

Taxidermy is a holy career

Don’t critique his actions

Critique his motivations

His struggles never cease

Only the right hemisphere is tapped

Nothing can be done to inhibit it

His doings are endlessly perpetual

He will continue to invent and innovate

Until he is murdered

He reigns from a rusty chair

His workbench is bloody

He will always care

He loves his reflections,

His awesome beasts

Limitless variations

And limitless mutations

Love him for his toil

Call him amazing, call him royal

But do not ever bite the hand that feeds you

He struts and he waddles

And ponders poor pathetic apathetic you

He sharpens his knife

Eager to slice again

He prunes and he chops

Until his presence is recognized

This supreme entity dismisses absurd ideas

He is debonair and revered

He is suave and slick

He aims high

He aspires to be the best disemboweler in the world

The realization of his potential

Is at his discretion

So it’s better to abide

Than try to hide

You you uou

He don’t like the lot of you

He’s not gay

Per se

His sexuality is too complex

For anyone to categorize

He’s declared reprobate
But I don’t think he minds

Don’t antagonize
Exalt if anything

The Universal Taxidermist
May be a tad eclectic

Not to mention kinesthetic

But he’s best left alone

He will cry

If his buddies die

To him, gruesome metaphors

Are blatant literalisms

You can be a deist or a theist

But always believe in him

Don’t dare be an atheist

This deity will be grateful to the loyal

But pissed at the skeptics

So, it’s no great secret

Which faction 

Is more desirable

If you assert

That he does not exist

Soon you will not exist

He’s great

He’s the God Shit

He’s the father of existence

He’s created himself out of the blue

He created his own identity, too

Don’t be conceited

Don’t be haughty

The Universal Taxidermist
Knows all

If you are stubborn

You will not enrich yourself

The Universal Taxidermist
Knows your heart

And on his day of analysis

He will judge your heart

It best be complimentary to his eye

Or pity, pity, pity, will be on you

The Universal Taxidermist
Is in you and in me

Sing him a hymn

And set your soul free

The Universal Taxidermist
Isn’t pleased with blasphemous labels

The Universal Taxidermist 

Presses on and on

Creativity is a formidable challenge

Pull the strings, Mr. Taxidermist

Your portrait should be on a wall

The Universal Taxidermist is everywhere

His enemies can’t run

The Universal Taxidermist 

Relates to everybody

He is enlightened

Even if he is deranged,

The Universal Taxidermist

Is ALL

