19

Art, Humor, and Hate
Volume 43

Andrew Bushard

Covert and Overt
Hey, sometimes, I just gotta be overt

Then, at other times, I gotta be rather covert
Each has its time and time and place and place

With that being said, we shall go on
The Collection Addition

Another to be added to the collection

And hoping this addition is great

And hoping the entire collection is great

Lackluster isn’t a possibility

The collection is never the epitome of the subpar

It is ascending to be the antithesis of the subpar

In this realm
The maker could be more humble

In other realms, the maker is all too humble

Things like that fact

Have a way of working out

Hoping this won’t besmirch the collection

Hoping the collection won’t besmirch this addition

Romanticism is ever flowing

The very fact that is collection is made and maintained

Is a great beacon of romanticism

This collection making is extremely fruitful

Now, to improve one’s constitution, a collection is built

And to improve the constitutions of others, a collection is built

It is rad to build a collection

Glitter, soulfully nutritious

The collection continues to grow so prolifically

Key Player

He so desperately longs to be a key player

In the revolution

All the glorious rightful revolutions

And he hopes the actions, he acts proves it

Yeah, the life lived must be fulfilled as a prominent very prominent key player
It’s about time the magnificence,

Intrinsic that it is

Pays off

And he knows it will take toil

Hey, it does seem he has more intrinsic passionate energy than many

He is fienning for

The glory of being

A revolution key player, quite much

My Sublime Stream of Exuberance

When you’re grooving at the hedonistic celebration
Where would I opt to be instead?

On the street corner, distributing jam packed leaflets, for the revolution

Communism got started that way, ya know

I always seem too out of place

At the inebriation sessions, so called gratification

Oh no, don’t be bemused, I am not against kickin back per se

Just that hedonistic soul warping way

Reluctantly I have attended some of these unappeasable to soul gatherings

The street corner, protesting and/or pamphlet distributing

Now, that’s my spiritual joy home

It’s work, but the revolution demands it
Remember, communism got started this way

Time is limited

These revolutionary activities

Like street protesting and street leafleting are supremely satisfying

An experience the soul demands

To aid the noble struggles is sublime spiritual wealth

When the comrades of mine, also, do these protesting acts

That’s an extra joy, a high bond of humanity, I share with my comrades

Great causes are supported

When it’s all done, it’s a soul feel good feeling

Hey, this is like purification of the soul, these revolutionary deeds

Passions, effluent is a glowing raindrop.  Enormous raindrop of us protestors

In the streets, doing the revolutionary stuff

Is most invigorating

It is also inviting

This work is important

I dig it because it renews me

And of course, I aid worthwhile causes

Plan to find me on the streets with or without fellow travelers

The streets, the sidewalks, that’s where power, excitement is!

I shall be there investing utmost passion in the revolution

I ask, where else does one find this much glory and soul nourishment?

Good Bye Telly

Throw out your telly television set!

Take it to the place where rubbish is incinerated

Read books for intellect and revolution and artistic and rhetorical value

Have a merry time without the TV tube
A ham transceiver, I once operated, in defiance

Of my country’s communication codes

Ours is a system erected on the sickest preservation of wealthy elite rite

Here it is so true

Civil disobedience is grand, exuberant, exhilarating, however, frightening, but invigorating

I wish I partook in it far more often

We are conditioned to abide by asinine codes
Communication technology

Is in a fascist manner exploited for profit

Only a few can operated

While the majority are blinded

This ultra-strict social club sucks!

Anti-fascist literature, read that

Ah, reason enough to live

As I look back to freshman year of high school

I am still proud of my risky courageous defiance

Of the rich rule establishment

The system still ruins the tube

Throw your boob tube away

Certify yourself as bona fide liberated

Celebrate the air, water, land, mind, soul – all these things

Rebellion is valiant too

Spoil the television producer’s dream, and not view their shows

Something is wrong with our TV

Ultimately, it is intrinsic
It is groovy though
Of all the worthwhile activities of existence

Television watching to me is one of the bottommost

Do you share my majestic vision?

Our societies prosper

When lacking mindless tellys to impede on ever important outcomes of daily life

I spelled out my railing in other works of art

This is another creative way to rail in the same vein

Rail against television, light up the enlightening glory of the soul

Television free, is inspiring, it’s exuberance!

Decimate the modulating picture on your telly set

Independent of class caste boundaries

The free ones are the television free and television almost free

Television is the oppressor, my friends

Television, now, is not something to dig; I dig an anti-current corrupt status quo piece of rad literature

Wit

In narrow daylight

He waltzed into the U.S. copyright and patent office

“Borrowing” 37,451 copyrighted documents

He zoomed out

Went to the venerated abode

And plagiarized till sunset

He did that for 15 days in a row

Then too a break for some mildewed Brussels sprouts
Then had a streak of 300

He so kindly returned the charred documents

Before anyone knew

Some in a day’s work

Plagiarism rules

Does he have a legitimate life now?

It’s all your judgment
The Upcoming Ultra Crisis

Demagogues of the major sort

Say we are on the brink of disaster

So I motivate myself

Now more than ever is carpe diem time

Time for conviction to shine mad in the brain

I hope this gloomy forecast fizzles out to not a thing at all

It still works to encourage actualization of self

Mankind is short sighted
Mankind thinks his systems are immoral and invincible

Mankind has put all his eggs in one basket

That’s the horrible danger of the thing

Self-fulfilling prophecy works well, buster, punk

The world can’t collapse

Life is a great thing

Greater yet if I achieve perpetual prominence

Such is a prime goal of the living circumstance

To fade obsolete is to error

There are many paths to prominence

The poet’s soul is longing

With a strong hope that

Someday his prominence is total, irrevocable, and forever

Capitalistic technology will run itself down

Prophets wave holy books

But do they ever consider

Society’s role per se

And its ruthless arrogance

And consumerist pursuit?

Why is the emergency special?

Our human race has had traumas before

Bowing before idols is not suitable response

Revolution is the hard hitting response to guarantee salvation

At the root of roots, this problem is a problem due to a wild unforgiving drive for profits

If profits were secondary, and society’s needs, present and future, were primarily

Would this crisis exist? There is much reason to believe not!

Bourgeoisie Proletarian Poem

A poem about a young man

Born in the wrong class

Ironic

Most would envy him

Stuck in a paradox

His middle to upper crust toots somewhat vilify his convictions

Can he hold true to these ideals?

Time will tell

His values are values grounded in the other

He identifies with the longings of the other class, however possible from his vantage point

Superficiality and greed are sin

Can he escape?

He detests the rat race profit conservative reactionary private property accumulating,

Materialistic oppressor class, innocuous strains of white rite class, overabundant class

Inside, he’s lofty

But the question is, will he hold true

Is he real to the core?

He abhors the ruling class’s objectives and processes

Guilt and sick vibes flush his cranial veins

His real liberation, one would suppose

Is downward social mobility

All those ancient elegant proletarian houses have more character

Than assembly line elite houses devoid totally of spark or personality

Born into comfort is a struggle for the soul

And 20 years of privilege is too long

Then again, Marx had elements of privilege in his life

The oppressor class path is wholly undesirable and bland for him

For the compassionate, it’s not always joyous to be born into privilege
He merrily digs opposition to the ruling class

He would have more stripes, many more stripes if he was born in the other class

Alas, the privilege fellow feels more at home with the ethics of the oppressed class

Is he real, able to assimilate amongst the true, ever hardened revolutionaries of the oppressed class?

His actions would have more legitimacy; such is almost innately the case, if he was born in the other class, void of sickening privilege

Being Cool

Cool, cool, cool

Not like a cool wind

But like a cool groovy mien

Hey, I hope that describes me!

Creation means cool

Societal conscience and societal benefiting action really means cool

Rebelling means cool

Poetry, satire, stream of consciousness means cool

Just being rad means cool

Cool can’t always be plainly pinned down or perfectly easy to define

But I try to exalt some of the components of cool

Soul totally means cool

Critical Thinking means cool

Fighting Injustice means cool

True and total one of a kind means cool

All this means cool

By no means is this all inclusive!

I’ll be here to tell ya what I think means cool

What I Gotta Do
Gotta gotta gotta do

This to satisfy the deep craving

Are you insane dear penman?

NO, I’d like to think not

I do not believe I am

I picked this up along the way

The passion intensified

It won’t die

Rhetoric moves

I react and I respond

This is basically a requisite for my living now
Lately production has wanted

But I know inside I needa produce more, plus more

This does great things for the exuberant psyche

The soul is robust

My words, they do ring with voracity and vitality

This is because I love doing this

This is a need

A need of the soul

Every vignette has its own character and appeal

This permits me to abandon angst

Oh, this is beautiful

Do you, yourself, know the mirth of this?

This makes the soul quite happy

Ahh—

This is relief and so much more

This can solve a lot of problems

That’s for sure

I shall promote this and distribute this and produce this especially produce this

Because this is great

It has intrinsic value

And not only that

It is a calm tranquil slow soft river

Catch 22 Faustian Bargains

Did you know that acquiescence and acceptance of either system

Is a Faustian Bargain?

It’s elegant
It’s intuitively right on target

I bet you didn’t perceive it

Way too many see grandiose liberation in one, but see endless pain in the other

I see intrinsic fallacies and oppression in both

This axiom’s bright scintillation demanded articulation

I articulated it on tee shirt

In essay in person

Why’s it so hard to decide which system to embrace

Well, that’s because both systems are exploitative, naturally

I want full liberation lacking nothing, both the system comes up short

Way short

The catch 22 entraps

The wisdom is of course enlightening

We are not saved yet

It’s even depressing realizing, the finest minds have backed oppressive paradigms

I can’t decide between either

Because both are our enemies

And, moderation is no solution

Either

Don’t you think the moderates

Those yelping for a million compromises across the board

Have any real clue regarding your emancipation
Where’s the autonomy?

Liberation is threatened forever by Faustian Bargains

You and I are better than this!

Maybe the way out is this horrific disaster prophesized soon to occur

A monstrous parallel to the great depression

This reeks of pessimism, I know

Insight offers no insurance for bright bubbly visions

Revolution, severe revolution can end our Faustian Bargain either or system dominance
Sadly, each system offers only one half the puzzle

Why are there no alternatives to selling our soul?

Answer: Our systems have lives of their own, boiling out of control

Erupting like a volcano

What’s an autonomy lover to do?

Lucifer, the abstract concept, manifests itself

These systems, granted each have benefits of greatness, zap the zest out of us

Life is rad

The systems take as much fire out of the radness as possible

So it is best to beat the systems when you can and enjoy life as fully possible

I dream of man working together with man, and no evil systems to keep ups down in the ground

We are better than this

Society’s condition is troublesome

Revolution’s scary, cause overcoming is hard

When we breakthrough, it will be liberation

Let’s yearn for that great great day

Why are we so trigger happy knee jerk ready to make Faustian Bargain?

It’s our default and it’s our fault

I briefly wandered from the shrewd wisdom I knew inside

This was a mistake

This was a phase

It felt funny and it was not in sync with my perceptive conscience

It seemed wrong, but I pulled with it anyhow

And now, like the breath, I have returned to the truth

Neither system is full freedom

Both systems are Faustian Bargains

It’s a tradeoff either way

Though it’s best not to make tradeoffs

I cannot embrace the centralized distribution system with my aversion to the stratification inequities, greed, passions destroyed on and on, domino effect system

All in all, both systems put bitter tastes in the mouth

I see the ills at both ends

The antidote is a revolution for autonomy
A revolution that will obliterate the institutions and factors which destroy the glorious rewards of life

Let’s exalt both the individual and society and curate autonomy
Pure everlasting unencroachable autonomy

Faustian Bargains you cannot hide

I see the oppression everywhere

Autonomy is the answer

We are much better than this

Better days are to come

Usher in autonomy, I demand

I support autonomy most of all

I have come full circle and have returned to my enlightened state,

The state that rejects both exploitative systems
I once again return to the autonomy

Hey, autonomy’s the answer

A Poem for You

This poem is to maim

To scar and hurt

Not to benefit mankind

Misanthropic poetry

Hate, hate, hate

Is this good

Whatdaya say?

Till I Became a Vegan

Till I became a Vegan

I was not yet saved

Till I became a Vegan
I was not yet the rave

Till I became a Vegan
I didn’t do my total part

Till I became a Vegan
My commitment to the sentient creatures left something to be desired

Till I became a Vegan
I didn’t do enough

Till I became a Vegan
I was not actualized or fulfilled

Till I became a Vegan
I didn’t make the valiant move

Till I became a Vegan
I was not a complete revolutionary

Till I became a Vegan
I was not all I could be

Till I became a Vegan
I was not as cool as possible

Till I became a Vegan
I detracted from my fellows’ joy

Till I became a Vegan
I lacked the moral high ground

Till I became a Vegan
I didn’t quite confront and overcome all my insecurities

Till I became a Vegan
There was something more to experience

Till I became a Vegan
I was not entirely the person I aspire to be

Till I became a Vegan
I didn’t make the profound sacrifice

Till I became a Vegan
I didn’t possess enough radness

Till I became a Vegan
I had to prohibit outreach or else it be self-righteous and such

Till I became a Vegan
I did not make the ultimate ascension

I did it!

A vegan I became!

I love myself for it!

Veganism is glory!

I did a powerful actualizing thing!

Veganism is a sublime force of liberation for all!

Veganism makes your spirit radiate more gorgeously

I became a Vegan!

As I grow, my Veganism will be polished and refined

As of now, a proud Vegan I am

I love fellow vegans

And truly admire those who have years and years of Veganism under their belts

I wish I did!

A long Vegan glorious exuberant life, I shall have!

Literalism

Interpret this literally

For the literalists

It is the way they seem to operate

So do it – literalists

If ya miss out – so what

The surface meaning and that’s it

A resource not to utilize is straining the cranium

When you leave

All you’ll leave with is the literal symbol

And that’s not enough

To satiate deep curiosity
Fine, go your merry way

You got the literal

And that ain’t heavy to carry!

Literal rain

Literal reigns for you, Mr. Literalist, in your kingdom

Literalism is you

Your guide to life

It’s satisfying enough

Stay on that wavelength

Don’t divulge your literal secret, man

Hey, literalism is all you get

You take me literally always

That’s the sole way you process information –

Literally

Is such a virtue to know you gotta go deeper?

Please I beg, interpret everything of my artwork, literally

I Go

For its own sake

I go

Formulating tasty words

Chosen specifically to make an impact

I dig what I’m sayin

I follow my satisfaction, most

Not at all to say your satisfaction don’t matter

I got for prose and poem verses

For its own sake

Like all great things

I go for verse

For its own sake

Building a mountain

Building a mountain high

The mind loves “its own sake”

For its own sake

I am awake, alive, enlightened

I go

For its own sake

Vulnerability

I feel vulnerable in its presence

Its commercial conditioning attempts to obtain my conformity

I haven’t conformed yet

A portion, a bit, has such soul ramifications
My soul will cast considerable repercussions on me

If I ever dare to abandon my principles in this regard

I curse our society’s insistence on fabricated pleasure

Wordily morals, such as this disgrace, lead to strokes of the soul

I can’t have that

Hey y’all purity of the spirit means a bunch

Just like purity of the flesh

When my queen female of beauty, intellect, and splendor

Coronates me I wanna be alive in soul

Focusing my fully operating consciousness on her

Pixilation makes fools of us all

Rewarding is avoiding and denouncing

Exhausting is the inevitable downfall of submission

My heart goes out to all the hedonistic suffering victims

The game they play ain’t a winning game

Filler Replacement
Intellectual placebo

Dials (presentations for products)

Elitist total control

No People’s Vanguard choice

Injustice reigning

Violating of most fundamental principles that created us

Wasted minutes

It didn’t cure me

It ruined my imagination

I recovered and sprung back

Amazingly imaginative

The lackluster quality is a source of full-fledged frustration

If I steered – man the results could be better

If more of my fellows steered

It could be pluralistic

I’m doing fine without

In fact, doing superbly

2 letter initial

Everyone (besides me) is doing it

When one is glued

You better believe revolution is impeded

Boycott as much as possible

(I urge as much boycott as you can feasibly muster)

My beliefs and aversions to contraptions, one contraption in particular crystallize as time evolves
One’s strong resistance defines one

This is my defining essence – electricity’s pigment resistance

Ultimately One

Comrades of the radical persuasion

Theoretically, somewhat, we’re off part a bit at odds

Common struggles, many, nevertheless

I overlook your inconsistences and meet you on common ground

The battles we must fight under the same banner

My comrades, we’re in this together

Unite the radicals!

Our morals may differ some

Nonetheless, we are comrades

That’s the only way for it to be!

Let us not factionalize

For division means victory for our right wing foes

Let us be one in the mutually agreed upon stances

The rallying call is unity union

We isolated elements of oppression differently

Remember, year in and year out

We are waging struggle versus OPPRESSORS

Ensuing oppression will stop

Our common bonds resistance to oppression, glorious

You may say one institution is not exploitative, while I say it’s without a doubt, intrinsically corrupt and unjust

Whata we do then?

Of course, we refuse to let our disagreements divide, and find causes we can both rally behind

I’ll do my thing without you, if you disagree

And you likewise

And we agree, we are a torch of vigilance working to amend an awful sore

We have gotta take this ideal to heart, brothers, sisters, comrades

If the revolution is gonna have a fighting chance

Rebel with me, my comrades

No more divisions amongst us loved filled radicals

A Short REAL Primer on Ethics
Contrary to popular opinion

Illegal and immoral are not interchangeable

It is wise to pick and choose one’s acts of defiant rebellion!

Hey you tyrant law makers

If you decide to erect immoral laws

We will obtain rewards

By protesting and defiance

The status quo decides

What’s arbitrarily binding
That’s not just

That cannot be tolerated

We the people will resist your oppressive regimes!

Moral civil disobedience

Now that’s a real big high

The fascist governing body which is thou is going down

We won’t stand for your shit, Mr. System

Patriarchal, capitalist, racist, paternalistic power, you shall crumble!

I am Poet

I am poet

So I am not entitled to boisterous vibrant cheering devoted fans

That rock stars attract

I dream to revolutionize this art form and change all that

I am poet

So I don’t get that sterling silver sparkling gold precious expensive diamond

The rich dudes of business get

That’s all good, because such things spoilt the exuberant beauty of the craft, in all reality

Off beat syncopated music rocks I say

It is a close relative to our dear craft

I am poet

I don’t sell billions of books

Like the main socialites of the era

Oh shucks!  I miss out on all the transitory superficial things

I get the soul nourishing things

Yes, I am poet

School

Some of the people

Really dread the season of fall

Since that is when

They must return to schooling

I say, “There are many reasons not to grimace

At the thought, utilizing the lens of life as ‘life is a wide open chance to cultivate unlimited glory’”

I look forward to the coming of a new year

Thrilling programming I create, Inspiring demonstrations, Stimulating classes, the Groovy as fuck social environments with all the rad folks, My great organizations, the Cool awesome extracurricular, the Rewarding athletics

And among other things
A whole brand new class of girls

Who knows? It might just be my time to hook up!

That would rule!

I am hoping

Groovy and beauty

I yearn, oh do I yearn

To win her soul

The new class is a bubbling stream

I will lose myself in your bosom

Your lips will subdue the turmoil of my bones

Your breath will wash away all my filthy distaste
The incoming class

Is a dream of romantic opportunities

It’s time for me!

New means opportunities

In all areas of life

Not solely romantic

School does not suck

School rules

I am no boorish bookworm

College rules!

All the associated aspects add up to one wonderfully joyous, read package

Rad college is!

Missing

When the term ends
The halls empty themselves

My attachment to this profound (yup profound) institution
Leaves me with passions of missing it

With feelings I am so real so honest

My romantic life compels me

To love that which I propel myself into

And of course, business is unfinished

To summer off we go

They establishment narly community

The dissolve the foundation

For our break there

Fond happiness highlight my scholarly experience

It ain’t the classes per se; it’s the opportunities, awesome atmosphere

When one loves so strong
To go mean to long!

If just for an intermission

The glittering splendor of my maximum romance

Romance for romantic institutions
Hey, the university is always romantic

In myths and legends and facts and tales and real life

All that all that

I adore the secondary and tertiary purposes of the university utmost, although

The primary purpose can royally rock too

I adore the atmosphere of this place

The Calling

Those who give a lot for Mumia are wise

Mumia, the valiant man, deserves every ounce of his support and tons more

The blows against him, they get my synapses going

I wanna help Mumia

I need to examine myself and determine if I’m giving enough for Mumia

More and more, you deserve, Mumia Abu Jamal

We rail cause we love you

Shitty circumstances!

You will win in the end, my friend

You are the role model for the greatest things

I needa do more, cause there’s always more to be done

Egos need to be rapidly discarded, and energy directed towards Mumia’s liberation

If Mumia goes down, I feel I will resort to drastic actions, most drastic actions

Mumia will not down, his being is too vigilant to perish!

Solidarity among Mumia supporters is beautiful

Fire has gotta stay permanently in our veins, so we can fight on his behalf

Hope nothing gets in the way of my battle for Mumia!

Mumia is one of a kind, fighter for justice

The struggle is utmost paramount
Mumia, we are going to do it!

Few things are as spectacular as Mumia freed

Few things, yes indeed

Mumia, you are inspiration!

We fight, and there are no regrets for Mumia, the hero!

After all he’s done, I gotta help

Mumia, we will look into our heart, and each of us will determine

What we can give for you

Country patriots have esteem for their nation

But our cause is you!

You have done so much

We needa help

Your life is one of glory

Am I am pledged to look inside and do what I can to help you live, make you free
This about top love justice liberation

Thus we fight

Liberation will dawn

For you deserve whole heartedly, all the way

We have faith you will win

Let’s do our part to save Mumia

After all, we cannot see him dead
Thanks to Pam Africa and all the other tried and true friends of his

She is the leader of the critical effort

Liberate Mumia Abu Jamal!

This matters much

Emancipate Mumia Abu Jamal!

No more death row for our hero!

No state induced grave for Mumia ever!

Mumia absolutely cannot be transformed into an unloving being

That cannot occur!

Supreme emancipation for Mumia is the rally!
