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Art, Humor and Hate

Volume 50

Andrew Bushard

Volume 50

Volume 50

Approximately 18 pages a volume

18 X 50

=  approximately 900 pages of killer verse I passionately wrote

I am ecstatic and astounded

Volume 50

Wow, that's high!

Because of 50 volumes

I have enjoyed the virtues of catharsis

I have exclaimed my inner thoughts

I have made attempted profound statements on the cosmos

Zines are real

That's why I write them

My drive is to be prolific

Proficient with poetic language

Volume 50

50 volumes of poetry and prose

I'm still hangin on

All these years of zine writing, I keep going strong

I compose here and I compose there

Some tell me to quit

Some speak praise

I am flattered by the latter group

Some just don't understand

Some get enlightenment by their efforts to comprehend

Through these pages

I have often honored

Valiant souls, kickin rad girls, and noble ideals

Getting this far

I deserve a tribute of my own

From not others, from myself

Volume 50

Thank heavens this line doesn't end with the corny rhyme of nifty

Volume 50

I seek to duplicate the efforts

It's time to commemorate the joy of creating tons

Glad I am, so glad, I am

Distribute my works all over town 

Disseminate at lodge

At school

At university

At intellectual coffee house

At laundry mat

At rockin centers of fellowship

Through this vehicle of what I hope is grace,

I've tried to establish a niche, a persona if you well

My perceptions shall take form

My take on things is what ya get

I hope to influence it all, profoundly

I yearn that everything of which I am apart of, flourishes mighty

Wanting to make a difference with every deed

Volume 50

How much more can I say?
How long can I go?

I love the art act of poetry

If anything's super apparent, I hope it to be my passionate zest for living, my romantic outlook, my tenacity

This is what I desire to go down for

Because I love the value of atheistic living

I preserve my words, and pay tribute to 50 volumes

To all the girls I adore

To all the brilliant crusaders I paid homage

To the aesthetics of my intellectual thoughts

Volume 50 is dully devoted

The Essence of Girl is 2 Words

Descriptive colorful adjectives

You request

Metaphors to explore

Analogies to compare like the shining sun, the blooming flower, the fertile meadow, the twinkle of the far out stars, the finesse of a leaping doe, the innocence of a way cute puppy dog

An all star proficient vocabulary can sculpt nifty picturesque aesthetics

The eloquence can roll rich

I can expend passion searching the trenches for synonyms

Only now two words imprinted in my mind, fit perfectly, describe her best

And these two words I select hoping to encompass the totality of the gorgeous essence:

Graceful and rad

From a girl you need little more

Of what she posses

I awe in spurning of sublime adrenaline

I have elegantly isolated the top qualities which enamor

For now she is the podium of goddess

Fine as the pristine

I plead

Hooking up is prime delight

Bursting at the passionate seams of my inner being

I've gotta to share my infatuation with a confidant!

My troubled past with the girls, the lacking a girl, the lacking a girl, offers no recourse,

But living and learning, hoping to hook up someday soon

I am charmed by the redhead who prances with a vigor of enchantment

The gorgeous girl is graceful and rad

She is starting to addict me

Again I could recite classical Shakespeare to woo

(No way, I abjure that, my poetry is sufficient plenty)

2 words supersede a capacity to perpetually reach down into the well and pull out some newborn word

Enticing me again

With the finesse laden moments of you

Reflecting now is necking, hanging and talking good talk

Astounding vision

Girls like you rule

I write this youthful ever vibrant non erudite language verse

To pay glowing tribute

To the one who is graceful and rad

The mere fact

I am writing these verses about her

Is an auspicious statement itself

You, the graceful and rad one

Would refine then save me with tenderness

Do you ever go pensive and wither in self esteem

Man, I wish I could read these verses I wrote about you to cheer you up

Even if you never would take me as your boy

I would love to read, Just as long as you wouldn't get uneasy, thinking I'm crazy

The intended result of if I read you my poems about you, the graceful and rad one

Would be to boost your self image and to demonstrate you inspire the most elegant words 

Oh la la

Here I emphasize passion

I've refer to the enticing as "alluring" previous

I will do it here

Because alluring fits and is a powerful word

Girl, you allure

Invite me to romance

And I'm there!

Introspection

Examine thy heart

Thy hearts abrasions protrusions

Wicked contours

Even the seemingly deep

May have superficial hearts

Ulterior motives lurk all over the place

Determine yours and grow

The heart is an abused organ

Even supposedly subtle altruism

Has selfish undertones

We can even rationalize appeals to shallowness

Uncover they psychological phoniness

The more problematic behavior thy see, the better thy is set up for fulfillment

I wonder if discriminating taste is a virtue

Maybe being superficial is rational

Is it discouraging or is it empowering

Is it discouraging or is it empowering

Words I Like

The stream of metaphoric blasted bullets slap my neck

I overheard the cries of lonely children

I am not apathetic

Just not stimulate enough

I do not need a purpose

I need devotion

I chuckle at some

Substance rears its head

But both extremes have merit

Resources deplete themselves

Preservation is scarce

The grandiose clincher for the examined life

Is a multitude of merry opportunity

The colossal clincher for the romantic life

Is seizing the massive intrinsic opportunity

Plato?

You flow like lightning in me

You are the magical response to all that's lacking

You are the dandiest doll around

You spot my deficiencies

And adjust them into virtues

In another time and another place

I could so easily fall in love with you

As for now,

You're number one, anyhow

Your frolic is symbolic of divine action

You are the greatest story ever told

Clone to the bone

And I'll take them all

100

100 Bars

100 Churches

On every street corner

Religion and alcohol

The heartland of America is in cardiac arrest

It's either the pub or the sanctuary

Sober agnostics are shunned

Dry atheists are hated

When the two forces fuse

Monopoly is imminent

Monopoly is imminent

You can walk into a tavern

Or you can walk in the house of a deity

The domiciles in metropolitan areas

Is earth shattering

The tainting, the grip over town policies

Is petrifying

So petrifying

The power lurks ubiquitously

The omniscient seduction calls you

Spirits tempt

Spirits tempt

Vulnerable people

Fellowship, although watered down variety,  is a secondary perk, of both types

Deranged occurrence is the primary objective of congregation

Rejoicing in numbers is more fulfilling to the rejoicers

But more frightening to the insightful evaders

Sell your soul

Ruin your mirth

Old Mr. Boston and the Messianic Messiah are partners

Coexist oppressors

Drink it up or bow down

Few enriching alternatives exist, save those spawn from your own accord

Both brew and church stop your actualization, so stop them

A drawback of municipal culture

Be a slave and choose your breed of depravity

If you are really a slave, choose both

The liquor establishment wants your conscience and your cash

The temple wants your conscience and your cash

Cowards say "life sucks"

So they avoid it

Rotting

Life doesn't suck

It's what you make it 

For me I abstain

From drugs of all types

Modern day America

Would not be modern day America

Without 100 bars and 100 churches

In every city corner

Commerce need not thrive

The soul curses our situation!

Enter with a muddled hope of redemption

Visit the structures

Under the guise 

Under the guise of

Sprucing up existence

They couldn't have told you a better lie

Poor poor folks delude themselves about the realities of a glorious life

Sprucing up existence is a gift posses in your own breast, take advantage of this

Every damn place you go

You are 100% apt to see

100 churches and 100 bars

Allowing thyself to perish is a concealed but socially approved act

Downward, downward, the winos go

Downward, downward, the born against never lived once

Distorted views guide our lives

Distorted views march us backwards

Deception is a prominent governing force today

Yesterday and tomorrow, bold people exit bars

Bold people exit churches

Somehow we revert to 

A more primitive type immersed inside

Walk, discard the crutch for always!

If you are under the influence of substance or of religion

Are you really living?

Lucifer

Hell will be fun

Bezzlebub is a true loyal friend of yours

Please introduce us

So we can all have a wonderful time

Satan, you are special

Satan, I will compliment you without stopping

You are quite good at what you do

That's why I like you so darn much

You are soft and squeezable like Charmin

Our lives would be so boring without you

You give meaning to life

Satan is a jolly good fellow

Nobody can deny!

Write a dissertation on Satan's merits

I challenge you to the task

Satan will pay you back with plenty of presents

Satan is hooked on flattering dissertations

Eternity will be so radical

When I spend it with you

Lucifer, you will go far

You will succeed in all you do

Especially in your specialty, misanthropy

The devil is my kind of guy

Salute him with marvel

He is a master of deception

His tricks are so cunning and sly

Hell is his abode

You are a tough dude

You are a bad ass

And I am very fond of you

Lucifer, I will go to your wedding

I will

God has distorted the real meaning of Satan

Ingersoll got it right:

Satan is the virtue.

For the one who rebels against Christianity

Is a brave soul

And Satan rebels the most

God is evil

Rebel against him

Satan is vilified

Satan is a keen fellow

Fun to party with

Optimistic and bright

Never a wussy

Sing a lullaby to Satan

He will love it sincerely

Earnestly, he is approaching old age

Do not oppress him in his old age

This one is for the evil one

Satan is rocking in hell

Satan hates heavy metal

Cause heavy metal artisans ruin his image by glorifying evil

Frankly, Satan AKA Lucifer, is more of a punk guy

And he occasionally goes for a nice mild ballroom dance

He grooves like no other

The Christian Coalition

The 700 club

Creation Scientists

Focus on the Family

Backwater Brimstone Barkers

The Moral Majority

The G.O.P. 

Every last fundamentalist

Are lightening quick to point out

That everything in modern culture, not officially sanctioned and ordained by the minister class, is of the devil

Gee thanks, Lucifer, you are responsible for high quality media!

Satan, the choice of enlightened, evolved, sophisticated minds everywhere

How's that for a jingle?

And what has the religious right added to intellectual culture

A helluva lot a pain a helluva grief

Satan, the troublemaking one, encourages inquiry and questioning

Damn that, say the right wing fundamentalists

Only a strict interpretation of the bible will do

Life was not meant to seize opportunities

Life was meant to cloister one's mind and body in the churchhouse

And blame everything on poor old Satan

Hey you right wingers, apologize to Satan

NOW!

The antithesis of everything oppressive and demeaning in religion

Hey, Lucifer is my friend then

The arch nemesis of brutal subjugation and horrific exploitation

Satan rocks, then

The polar opposite of enslaved minds refusing to stimulate themselves

Satan is king, then

The great granddaddy antagonist of the miserable destruction of man

Satan really ain't that awful, then

Satan deserves a pat on the back

Wishes

You want me to imbibe an intoxicating beverage

Well, I say bah to you

I will not drink the stink

Liquor is foul not fair

You pressure and pressure

Wasted energy

Why do you care so much whether I imbibe or not

Through your glass of brew

You look down at me, at me

Insulting my coolness

Slurring words, losing 10 IQ points a minute

I choose not to taste the toxic chemical

Why shall I taste, I am blossoming sans

The only thing a chemical can do is stifle all the beauty that is there

Every resisted plea to join, I am empowered with a self assurance to live fulfilled

Every time I reject the depravity, I am strengthened with exuberant might

The struggle to abstain instills me with  discipline and I have grown strong

I can do anything (and everything

The crutch impedes the productive capacity in us all

Although I am not invincible

And won't jump to haughtiness

I am standing my ground still

I am sticking to my guns still

Cause principle motivates me

Red Rufus

Red Rufus the reindeer

Swallowed a gloat goat

Red Rufus wept to the quaint hill house

Numbers normalcy, a way home

A silver tongue lashed out

Gregory, sir, who are you?

Where is your laboratory?

Where is my luggage?

The beer fermentation tank has overflowed, good!

The cream has withered

Bankers force an incredible amount

Nowhere was Red Rufus

Red Rufus ignored his post

Alienated a nation of aliens

Sublime foolishness undergoing sublimation

Dip the twinkling star with careful abandon

Red Rufus is gone!

The Self Enigma

The self enigma 

A walking, talking mystery

Prosperity is a keen realistic possibility

Definition of direction is vital

Intuitive perception fertilizes

A magnificent sort of life

Exuberance is innately inside

The original conception of existence

A grand vision sparkles in and out

The love for charisma and sincerity prevails

The stay on Earth is a struggle, a journey

And the all encompassing finale is complete fulfillment

Heart companions accompany an apprentice 

Of living through harsh exciting, marvelous circumstances

There's nothing like a tried an true personable soul filled companion

Deities rarely enhance

They only detract 

Purpose stems from wisdom, love, realization of human capacity

Not from creed by sagacious philosophical application of a romantic life

Things are on the upturn

If you are grieving

It will all be wonderful soon

Why bow down in a demeaning self scarring position

When one can gratify the very essence of existence?

Merry Self Passion is a necessity

Generating  powerful bliss

The intrinsics, the idiosyncrasies

Can be totally baffling

But when 

redemption is reached

A grand sensation lingers long and long

Truth has an inherent lasting satisfaction about it

Living Right

Reassuring fellowship redeems

Perspective sooths the lonely folks, the doubting persuasion uplifts

The stance may become overwhelming

But if enough might and endurance is exerted

Ultimate genuine salvation will arise

Not false imitations

This noble vantage lacks ulterior motivations

The truth is not easy to swallow

Charity is initiated

When the overall perception strikes a nerve

Sorrow is an awful side effect

But it's far greater than false mirth transitory, outright

The inner fire glows with warmth

And each minute is cherished

To the complete maximum

Depressed degeneration causes folks only to superficially skim

Not penetrating to the essence of the core

Influential thinkers realize disposability is an evil and eternalism is a farce

The deep insight is owned by the wise few

Who attract even fewer

Forging the way for progress and the alleviation of strife

A fool has said in his heart "There is a god"

Believers carry on extra baggage

The revolutionary idea is too simple and fundamental for the masses to accept

It's obvious to the intelligentsia

That's there's only one way to live

Concrete hope is the developed end product

An estimation with educational is the only rational ploy

Renouncement is a valiant gutsy move

This stance insinuates the inclination to not harbor regrets more so than any others

The finality may cause some to mope, 

But it motivates far more powerfully than complacence

The futility of a dog chasing his tail linger in the back consciousness of the deity proponent minds

The truly wise verse aversions with grace and assurance

It's not right for Fear to inspire, compassion is the wise inspiration

The good life is not determined by bogus mottos 

or eagerness of an engaged study of a singular text

But through vast analysis of the conditions of existence

Advocates thrive from the virtues of complex truth

Dynamic realizations of self are the best saviors known to humankind

Romantic viewpoints far exceed the anecdotal capacity of fairy tales

"A bird in the hand is better than two in the bush" 

Is the logical axiom which the wise follow vigilantly

The acclaimed needs of the temple

Are frivolous and unnecessary to the self made

Morality is a fine tuned offshoot

Of the uncommon opinion, not an oxymoron

Oppressive conditions will be overthrown

And to each his own:

Awesome deeds and beautiful circumstances

Are the consequences of this mindset

The overall mindset is a prime factor

In determining the quality and content of every aspect of life

A mindset curates valuable existence

A one shot outlook spurns a more healthy outcome than extra lives do

A scenario is more exciting and dramatic

When it succumbs to an end

An attitude of no guarantees

Cultivates arousal and stimulation

Murky promises only water down ambition

Conquests are downplayed

When supernatural forces

Intervene so simply

Humanity is ridiculed

When the unknown is given precedence

Urgency is the stepping stone to elegant mechanisms

Hedonism and instantaneous indulgences 

Do not apply within

Philosophical aversions 

Of the formally faithless

Obscure promises 

And pursuit of wishful thinking

Smashes potential and weakens souls

When tomorrow does not exist

Today means more

In the framework, 

There is not time for the picayune

Meaning is derived

From the fruitful important of having each motion count

Charity is most meaningful

When not mandated

Oblivious frames towards injustice fertilizes apathy

Blind pleasers disgust sincere authentics

Intense conquest of the sorrow of morality

Is a sign of character and depth

The pursuit of salvation

Can ruin pleasure and become an inequity

The circumstance can be bliss

If doubters realize the soothing of loving

Non forever appearances mold insurmountable value

The depressed spirit of tenet

Moves far less the sublime vibrant spirit of the existential sense

Popularity does not imply validity

Even though it trends tend to mention that it does

Too few advance 

With the counterproductive prayer of hope

Grandiose zest, our way, 

Causes mediocrity to be shun

The ultimate judgement is the quality of existence

Simple bargains require

Quite a great sacrifice for what is possibly in store

Eulogies lack impact when resurrections abound

Epitaphs are meaningless when transitory

Mournings lack conviction when a reborn mentality is imminent

Foul attitudes flare only because is lethargically irreconcilable

A knowledge of delighting spirits exploit bulk

Eradication of the oppression is not vulgarity

The prospective of two chances does not promote equal effort put forth on both

The fear of wondrous tall tales

Guides one towards the rejection of awesome abundance

A wise person chooses an encore over a prelude

This is the most admirable romantic perspective

The price is too sever to recklessly abandon

What is automatically bestowed

That which has not be done

Encourages more to be done

Mirth is in the eye of the beholder

A pit of mourning fosters growth

Filled cavities, as complacent as they are, does not produce action or achievement

Yesterday is a light to lead 

But not a dwelling icon

All motions are precious beyond belief

Magic occurs

In a world of kind hearts

Who are exposed 

To harsh conditions of inevitability

Masters drive

Slaves are driven

Misdirected credit is a burdensome obstacle

The myth stems distaste in the morally upbeat

It is as anti life as a thing can get

The misanthropy of the theists reveal holes in the acclaimed theory

The outcasts seem to savor wisdom and truth

And bypass the evil undercurrents of society 

Which showcase a facade front of fake virtue

Genuine dissidents reject both theism and authority

God is pointing a gun to your head:

Obey or die!

Liberation begins with the elimination of coercion oppression and creed agenda

Inner reliance is the glue which binds giants

Culture defrocks their solid integrity

Just another blow to battered warriors

Heavy discreet dogma resonates in the background of motion

Our martyrs aren't recognized

Not even for sheer determination

Conflict and trouble face the courageous ones under the anti objective

They bleed without any absolute sympathy

Counselors amongst the ranks

Are accountable and trustworthy

Ready with exemplary advice

For the inquisitive ones

On the surface

Underpinnings aren't easy to see

So only those backed by superior intuition

Can uncover the fraud

Advertised as angelic

A properly founded secular conception

Will provide the key to humankind's emancipation

Deed based generosity is trifling

If derived from outlandish predications

Perpetual anticipation extinguishes the vigor of the soul

The non theist band upholds high precedents

These crusaders are models for the right way

The deep thought process will win in the long wrong

The climax is always

Not just once

There is not enough there to be dependent on a mythical figure

Glorifying the abstract is not opulent for the strangers

Fixating on any legend

Can seem to be

An active life force

If backed up enough

Subconscious consensus

Can charge itself

As a genuine presence

Supernatural lies that will not die

Seem irrefutable and real

Only the brilliantly astute can decipher the false overtones

Debts to the non existent

Incurs a greater cost to pay

The doubting mind refuses to fool itself

In the background of our lives, a specter of perfection does not float

So we need to emphasize the forefront's majesty

Vile consequences erupt

When undeserving praise

Is given to an absentee father

All the magnificently spectacular

Is directly attributable

To our own doings

The deviant civil disobedient revolt against divine ordnance

Later is not something to hold onto to

Now is when we will absolve ourselves

Exposing the fraud of organized faith

Is critical for the prosperity of our moral fabric fiber

The non theists engage in freedom philosophy

They scourged through the heavens

And found the heavens to be vacant

When abstract theory is dethroned

And the opportunity of existence captivates

With brutal clarity

Harmonious bliss emanates from our composite beings

The holy life produces too many grimaces and has go to be overcome

A polished atheist's rhetoric stimulates the intellect and is riveting to the max

The atheist lives the day with breathtaking splendor

Yeah, the crutch free are the ones who truly actually LIVE

Penpals

Yesterday I got a letter from an anonymous human

It wasn't today

I pressed plus procrastinated

Plus delayed my report unto thee

No one knows where Iceland is

I am going to stigmatic Iceland

Meadows of lush I seek

A fair land of picturesque landscapes real

I will hop aboard that train cause travel is thrilling

I will experience a new land to love

All due to coincidental chance

That's living

It didn't stop there

Postage stamps from Old Classical Greece

Ones Aristotle would have saluted

Were affixed to federal express and UPS parcels

The postmaster got committed to a good asylum

When I reported such misuse of postage stamps

Then I got a half dozen letters from penpals without names

Great, I don't need nothing more from life

Velveteen Jesus

Once in the house

There was no stirring

No stirring at all

Impressionable, gullible, desperate persons needed to counteract their demise

They had to rationalize inevitabilities

If you lie enough,

Soon you believe the lies yourself

Lies compound

Ignorance leads to succumbing to the onslaught of falsehoods

"Strength to face the world ourselves is hard to come by

So subconsciously we must taint with aversive biological factors

Impairing true vision

Erecting a facade of depraved godliness"

Exclaimed the tired yearning flock

"We have no faith in ourselves

But we have faith in the obscure,

The unbelievable, what we can not really see."

I see an enigma forming

Every time they attended the temple

And knelt before the almighty

They lessened themselves

How can our souls ever recover 

From the cancerous domino effect

Uninformed primitiveness infects us with?

Curse the godly, not the ungodly

Curse the Tao of the godly for 

All the wickedness it has done

How will we ever restore our humanity 

After perpetual generations

Of hoaxes and debilitation

They're all victims

Empathy I have

Pity their descendants

Just like the ancestors

Pity the perpetrators of cold cruel god dogma

Think of all the potential ruined!

Think of what could have been

Humankind's capacity has been defrocked for countless centuries

The swindle to end all swindles

What we have has been impaired beyond repair

Rescue is liberation for those who perish by tenets

How could we not say yes to the legend of Velveteen Jesus?

All one must do is believe

Then it comes to life!

Vulnerability to fairy tales

Is imbedded in our psychological mastermind

"Only an icky scrooge 

Could turn down the grace of Velveteen Jesus

Wouldn’t you feel heartless

If you said no to Velveteen Jesus?"

Not so, I feel be able to thrive and to share the gift of affirming life with my brethren (human and non human)

The very notion of our mindsets

Have gone haywire

And we have only the seductive Velveteen Jesus to blame

