Art, Humor, and Hate
Volume 33

Andrew Bushard

What She Can Do

She can ease me

All my tensions of sad

Plights of misery

Though tough to occur

Ingrained in her are the mechanisms

She is barely aware

Of my existence

She can ease gracefully

Can only she?

The Banner of Depression

The pride of which

I can identify

Yay for depression

Huckled speckled days

The pain of our anthem

The banner is raised

They only have positive things to say

About our depressed condition

A numerous number flock to the depression procession

On exhibit, this is the calling

I do read the message

More and more love to mourn

The despondent genes show

The desolate are everywhere

I roll up my cuffs and display elevated goose bumps

No ladder out

We march and yelp the battle cry

Depression is ours

The flag under which we all unite

We have seen and felt the sadness

Now we are responding

The suffering of existence creates our army

We proudly chant wise old tunes

In relief of the ache

With no monopoly on solemn intentions

The sullen heart you despise

Is our rise

We have all done good

Bleak Drought

Drought reigns on fickle land

The populace conceals the legacy of the majesty

The emperor is pompous

Field mice are way too humble

The serfs play the conforming game

When will the evolve to the point

Where they obtain a capacity to initiate revolution

Same old same old

The oppression is redundant

The abuse is thunder

Slaughter calls and whining perpetrate themselves

Tears dry up and parch skin

The bleak resonance of conscience sits dormant

Symbols are few and far between

The only viable allegories are stale clichés

No pilgrim will ever voyage to this sorry village

Emigrants far outnumber the immigrants

Painters refuse to paint bleak masterpieces of the society before them

Spectacular art doesn’t justify the despair

Experience is much too alienating

Ever for hard-core martyrs

The promised land over yonder

Serves a perfect contrast to this hell plateau of plummeting rubbish

Gripes aren’t official

Only superficial

Wars
Wars

Troubles and turmoils

Catharsis antidotes vs. tearing garbage

Abused

Soiled
Reveling in darkness

Reveling in disharmonious chaos

The seemingly insignificant drawback with epic proportions

A little insecurity goes a long way

Hallowed interiors

Gruesome regrets

Swords slicing at the intellect

Words of Praise
This day I am thankful
I possessed the capacity to lack handicaps

I owned full use of my body

I lacked health ills

Emotionally and for mental sakes, I may be broken

I am grateful to nature for the gifts I do have

The opportunity to chase wind

Not everyone had the limber endowments

Some are forever immobilized

I am delightful for coincidental Mother Nature’s loving touch

I have much to sulk over

I have many blessings to appreciate

Human that I am, I can tend to be ungrateful

For this moment, if none others, I am grateful for my ability to exert myself playfully physically

I spring forth like a beautiful swan perfecting its finesse and grace

If only others were so lucky

Bestowed upon me are bountiful gifts

Gifts I seek to never lose but hope to always appreciate

I praise the organic matter evolving to my existence

My spirit beams when I use my limbs in pursuit of wellness

Hell, I am thankful that I can

The well body optimized gloriously is a better thing in life

The sport of which I religiously partake is a bubbling spring of salvation

My goal is to never have it denied

My Passions
The nonexistent breeze

An elegant sun will shine as I gallop to nonmaterial wealth

I will do this the day I become food for worms

I will roam the prairies
The wilderness

The asphalt

At dawn

Dusk

High noon

Organically thriving from the core

Beneficial in and out

The means to a prosperous lifestyle is here

A dogged drive will take one places afar and high

Even romantic in an unique way

Not as waste of living, a fabulous use of time

The more passion, the greater it is!

Someday it will be a perfect passion, fulfillment

My activity will provide overflowing bounty

I frequent places wonderful

As my spirit travels to a higher plane

7%

Falling back on you

You are not a person to fall back on

You are a mere image

Concrete reality is not what it’s about

So, I suppose I am in the 7%

Significant others can’t be all that significant

I’ll just have to learn to live without

A desire persists

I don’t know about hope

Different in every other way

So this way too?

Ongoing Immobilization

She is in motion

Paralyzed, I am 

The answer is her

Dubbed a pathetic reject

She still is the hope

Perfect and also pretty

Doubtful anyone replicates

Aching in the mental mind

I lost it 

Going down

If the tootsie pop owl was alive

I’d ask him if she can fathom her power

The beauty enamors with all her pieces and all

Swayed to her worship is I

You know if you can’t have the best thing

You’d gladly settle for the next best thing

I got the worst thing

Soon to Be Legacy

It just will live on

We cannot forget the legacy

Eternal forever

Will be preserved

Forever more

Masterpieces can’t flee

Absolutely will be seen

Can’t lose a single article

Identity will be imprinted

Life will be larger than life

Life will have majestic significance

Pieces of art will spread

The spirit will be omnipresent evermore

The person will be a great legend

No injustice

Someday in some manner

The enigmatic being will pervade all

Will be known for many things

Influence will be perennial again

Grand vision soon is all of theirs

Tis the grandeur of the works

Ultimate ambition accomplishes anything

What About???
Many great men have lived

Doing many great great things

They climbed high mountains

They discovered fascinating theorems

They got straight A’s

But they did not write this poem

Unorthodox Professor
I am a university professor

One who has a permanent residence in the dormitories

Yah hoo a big cheer for underclass and graduate living

Unruly and loose don’t mind me

I’m here for the ride also
Ask if you yearn to know why I live among the scholars themselves

See me in the cloth

Age is not the only barrier to separate me and them

Degree does also

I have 3 degrees more than they

All they got is a measly miserable secondary diploma

I am a good fellow

Not trapped or imprisoned

Stuck here by choice

I am one of the students

Yet I am not

They are studying away

While I am grading papers away

Communal living is groovy

So I vie for it here to forever

I profess the profession of professor

Is no mere profession
But a labor and leisure of love

Speaking Out

She spoke out

Not a single soul else

Was about to assert the courage

She reformed

The cruelest unjust condition

Frowns were gone

Smiles came

The fires of change burned in her breast

Change occurred

The appalling evil ceases to exist

She spoke out

Lethargy would have strung her out anyways

What was provided was an intangible shrine of honor

She spoke out

Walls of oppression crumbled

We are still buzzing in the reverberations of her compassion

She spoke out

A Price of Conformity
Conform, you less than conifer

The present day like the past day is no era to falter

From the standard of mediocrity loved by the status quo

These fake folks think

The purpose of life is party led into love of money

Superficial conversations

Activities demeaning value of life by the wasteful antics

Plus energy put into carrying out these actions

The mores become values

No choice is possible

Self is lost also betrayed

Society damns the individual

He, the individual flourishes

Collective vision is not too great

A certain number stand out and fascinate

Shining compared to the rest

Contrast is wonderful

Egalitarianism spoils the fruits of rightful elitism

Silly Man

A silly man arose out of the darkness

To play a really mean trick on me

He was a devious fellow

With a pleasant stream of misanthropy glued to his heart

He was shrewd

Also he was boring

Also he was rude

He called himself the man of many contradictions
He spoke in tongues

But not the tongues of the religious variety

He plastered a primitive icon on the wall of his prestigious den

He didn’t worship it

He only admired it

It didn’t really enrich his life

It only enriched his décor

He was eccentric, damn eccentric

The normal accepted him with welcome arms

But oddly enough, the black sheep ostracized his ass
He wrote a now defunct book about irony

It sold 3000 copies

And was well praised by academia

The common slobs,

Well, they sneered at it

These folks, you see, are wildly entertained

By sensation fiction

Not elite fluff

He was a phenom but he was too high brow for his own good

He didn’t write for profits

He wrote to educate

And to ease his beautiful heart

He probed his topic in total depth

Alas alas alas

He tried

And he did earn himself

A 3 line entry

Into the Reader’s Guide to Periodic Literature

An Electricity Lesson in Blame

Fun perks

Minor brains

All size delinquents

Electrocute yourself

Now, the only charge of your existence

Feel the only electricity ever in your blood

Quite the message

This hard and heavy musician is sending you

Fry your way to cessation

Singe the vicious hairs off your arms

Say I told you so

Sue me in court

Delegating your responsibility

The detached artist is your scapegoat fire soul

Bet you never felt a current like that one

Zap your synapses

Plus zap your accountability to sizzling shreds of uncharged charge

Blame the man who encourages the fire playing

But never yourself
Straightedge Hippie
Cargo in California

Everything starts in California

Hardcore

Psychedelic rock

Welcome outcasts of all eras

The great great oxymoron

Great great anachronism
Peace

Enemy is the man

No drugs in his tote bag

The sXe hippie has never seen any other like himself

Got the edge

(and the beads too)

Insignia without mind alteration
Society never produced him

Why? He’s the motherfucking king

Penniless with a rich social conscience

No scene for his originality

All the love parades were groovy

He balks at the fucked up soldiers in the peace war

My my lades and lasses

How more mighty the protests would have been

If----

Authentic relics of 3 decades ago with the vision antagonistic to substance induced decay

The weak figures all fell

Still strong as ever

A product of an alternative dimension

Our dimension sucks too much to allow his character to develop

I’d dig it

What if a fellow loathes the stoner tripper mentality

(Loving the social conscience)

What if the same fellow is indifferent towards hardcore music

But loves sXe ideology?

A cross hybrid of two seemingly incompatible ideas has been hatched

Celebration of Downfall
Hierarchies crumble

Back to street basics

Not an order fused classroom

An autonomous zone

All where I could applaud the grassroots system

Why the fuck would I exalt the ugly race?

Materialism perishes

Shackles fall off

Thriving off the land

Not exploiting roots

A creative smile

Not a dead grumble

Why progress up the ladders when the ladders are trivial

However extolled as important

Grinding grinding wheels

Which screw the most efficient?

Leisure rather than labor

Frolic rather than toil

The slimy filthy mold shatters

Signature Imprint

Signature imprint

Easy

A redemption need

Like a voluntary deed

Do it again

Okay I will

Impact

Of course I don’t want just everyone to follow my lead

That would bring down a few notches
All the pilgrims and the pioneers

I try to join

Where’s my flag

I found a home

This is my home

I resent trespassers

Like a bad fucking awful famine

Insecurity perhaps

I am a human being, it is noted

Bumbling 3rd rate artists don’t dig the art of ours

Not great, huh?

Or not?

Cretins create elite subculture

The more elite the better
Fans and friends and foes—subculture does not mean mass movement

Ever hear of exclusivity?

If success is too available
The reinforcements of status lesson

Not all stubbornly stick to their guns

Yes, a creative role I assume

As entertainer

An exclusive role as reminder to whoever forgot

I have bouts with opponents

Like any all year hailstorm

They trying to eliminate my voice

The voice is persistent on its way to being all pervasive one day

Inspired 

You can do it too

The lazy bones make me look better

So I request they never begin

Sadness of Times

The inadequacy of the day

Comes

Comes

Comes

And ticks

Coping is not a possibility

Unfortunately

Clockwork grinding down

The blame internal subversive misanthropes
Regression accumulating

A unique enigma has its pain

Wishfully desiring to gain worldwide honor

Before inside destruction sparks

The majority lacks enough novelty to catch a poet’s eye

Anyways, the interpersonal skill is out of commission

Rhetorical glory the savior

At least a helper

Vanish foolish enemies harmful and non-constructive

The just mentioned conflict instigators cannot empirically enjoy the joy of happiness

Inadequate social striving driven soon to be the founder of social environments
On the way up

To the cloud where one reigns

Ethanol
You ethanol have force

My fellow folks drown as drones

Courage, hah, Bullshit bottle!

My blood is always free

Of your crutch prosperity

Only your sandwiched man

Societal conditioning plays a fool for a millennium

And Jesus Christ condoned the use

Enough to make a decent one scoff

Enraged like bullish matadors, manufacturers trample

The high is feeble

Passed out, flipped inside out
The broken transient are smeared with your epidemic blood

Yummy are nutritional staples

(which you subvert)

Dominating my environment

Provides me strength

That a liquor bottle subdues

The bottle is hostile to everything

I am only hostile to it

My eyes burn pure rainbows

Lacking your phony stimulus cues

You represent a heritage

Of nasty needles  suffering

Is Jack or Jill or Ellie or Joe or Tameka
A fuller being because they imbibe

Only the sober catch the fresh breeze

What’s this exploitation I view

Ethanol induced society coma

Victor is the victor simply because he doesn’t drink

Wise Victor is a teetotaler

The Delicious Pleasures of an Office Building
Here frivolous formality and conventions are put to rest

Imagine how wonderful it would be to live here

Fuck zoning laws

I am going to buy some commercial property

And use it for residential purposes

Mattresses in the presidential suite

Hi fi sets in the chambers

The water will be filled with root beer for

The colleagues which house with me

Joint communal living will thrive

Soul stimulating conversations will arise

In the conference room – bah to shop talk

A hotel would be the ultimate purchase

The most incredible living quarters

One could find on the globe

My motivation is not materialism

But interesting matter itself

Oh some bizarre shrine will adapt well in the center of things

Therapy is a Madison Avenue tabernacle void of corruption

Austere is the dim of the bulbs

Austere is the development inside

But also the depth

Convention rooms are thrilling

Discussions of commerce are very few

We ultimately resist the office’s orientation

Give me a commercial cottage

Intellect building is strongest under roofs of peddling centers

Architecture deserves to be honored

At least some of the time

The architecture of churches rule

Gothic architecture is pretty

Damn smooth and is the perfect real estate for cool ass parties and boss fellowship

1990’s housing is a bit too mundane for my tastes

For an office a Victorian residence will do it for me

Inventive games guide me astray and away

Inanimate objects are my source of gratification

Boredom is a state of mind

I all entertain myself and others wherever I go

Standard procedures are scoffing ground

I am very unprofessional now

I swear like a drunken sailor

But do not act like one

Administrative policy is recklessly abandoned

A fuss and a conniption fit will be a perfect counter remedy

For a boring work day

Our conversations are of the most substance here

The magic of vibrancy surprises all

The dead roar livens the spirits

Let’s have an imaginative party

Without props or coworkers

This is the time to get down

Without our informal selves

A congregation of those opposed to dumbfucks

Is hearty fellowship indeed

The duties are not menial, they are hilarious

The non-congested silence is extremely pleasant

Hardware molds profound deeds

All my words will be a foundation for awesome poetry

I am an all thrills type of guy

I love the simplicity of inanimate behavior

I love the joy I can create

With seemingly mundane things

I sit on a swivel chair

Rocking back and forth

In an ordinary office plaza

Playing with office furniture and supplies

Will occupy me all day long

The empty halls of an abandoned piece of real estate

Provide for excellent meditation and rollicking games

This structure may be an establishment of business

But boy oh boy am I having fun

It is so great

I have a key

Early dawn or morning eve

I can open doors when closed

And fuck around

I don’t give a damn if I piss my coworkers off

Vast architecture is my passion

Those damn elevators are a childish thrill

Hide N’ Seek is perfect played in an insurance office

Imagination flies us through the beautiful corridors on an awesome plane

When I’m here

I own the damn place

I can act like a king

And live out fantasies

Or play reality if I choose

These quiet corridors lacking colleague are my good buddies

The most exciting affairs occur after 5

Flustered Stooges get disheartened when I have a merry time

Empty spaces fill my mind

I jump for joy

Look at me!  Look at me!

Work itself is not a ball

But the blasted facilities are a blast

Real estate is real swell

My heart gives me the green light to enjoy myself

At any rate

My productivity will suffer

But my innovation will prosper

I don’t come here to produce

I come here to generate

Every time I get a mixed bag of frolic

I dilly dally for the sake of dilly dallying

I admire the construction

It brings a lot out of me

Pure love is invoked when the buildings are used for unintended purposes

Stickler for Semantics
You are one of those stickler for semantics, aren’t you
Ain’t won’t go away

Dictionary speech just ain’t feasible for ordinary people

Well, I can sometimes see the clarity advantages of refined speech

But not too many will listen whole heartily

This is not my voice

This is my 3rd person style

Wake up and breathe intelligent

Appeasing readers

Understand the great techniques

Of irony and satire

A bit of Blasphemous Art
I created a bit of blasphemy

I presented it to my superiors

Exciting praise fame acclaim

But Mother Superior wasn’t impressed

Uh-oh detention was inevitable

The unforgivable sin got me in quite a bit of trouble

Stern nuns don’t play around

That is the only lesson I ever learned here

Mrs. Mother Superior

Pulled out all her psychological demagoguery handbooks
And depicted lucid vivid images

Of not too pleasant places

(If we weren’t impressionable; Folks like her would have no clout)

This allegory wasn’t pretty

I had enough of stomach wrenching tales

“Mr. Albertson, speaking out of turn is a vice”

It took one huge gulp and swallowed all the precious holy water

My goodness, never had I a worse heartburn

Today was a day for clerical stress

Brother Jacques came as quick as he could

Except at the Vatican no holy water

Was anywhere to be found

Oh well I’ll live

They won’t

Of course the catechism
Was always something I found boring

The nuns could teach and preach

The lessons never penetrated

Defiance I learned once along the line

And it clicked

Satan planted the seed

Of a book entitled “How to be Sacrilegious”

In my cucumber garden

I enrolled in all the entry level blasphemy courses

I was a studious student

Obtaining only B’s, the second highest mark

Soon, Satan, my friend promoted me to fire sergeant

And you thought the army was bad

It was humanistic in hell

Hell hated

I discovered a journey

An entire world outside of hell

Where flying geese ruled the dimension

Needless to say, it was a peaceful dimension

Lovely herbivore birds

It was nice escape from the hellfire

Of heaven and hell alike

Salvation Potential
I am in the midst of a pouting mindset

I am not pessimistic

Just wearied by occurrence

I feel turmoil in my pursuit of righteousness and bliss

Tumult is the collaboration of all the evil factors working against me

I long for peace

My harmony is only sorrowful

And even that tends to lead to disarray
I seek to absolve the horrible conditions

Which thrust themselves upon me

To yearn to cry is the inherent mandate to sweat

I demand to shed tears

But haven’t

Demons strike in every way

How can they not be responsible for inhibition?

Salvation can rest within a single tear drop

Contrived Knowledge
The workload is an overload

All the books come crashing down

Overflow

Excess

Contrived knowledge

Contrived knowledge

Robot is, robot does

Annoying

Overbearing

Over, over, over, over, over

Weak and fatigued

Lethargic and broken

A little is too much

