PAGE  
18

Art Humor and Hate

Volume 90

Andrew Bushard

Slash

Maiden name

Truck ton

Hall light

About to fall asleep

Sleep in chair

Need better bed

Need cleaner bed

Even I am sick of this filth

Metaphorical filth, I oppose

I am surrounded by literal filth

Past my bedtime

Not as much sleep this week as last

Bonkers 

Strewn 

Krebs Cycle

Moped

Oiled

They are a diplomatic profession

A passive aggressive profession

Can you guess

Which profession I am referring?

I don’t like the diplomatic part

Line

Awesome would be
That type of stimulation

It hasn’t been since 2000

It is now 2006

On April 20th
Adolf Hitler’s Birthday

It would be 6 years

My soul, my heart, my emotions, my privates yearn

My spirit, my figurative cardiac muscle, my sensitive parts desire

Hopefully on all fronts

It can be fulfilling and satisfying

Romantic, spiritual, and erotic hopes

I sure long for them to come true very soon

I dream of cbt

I dream of chastity belts
I dream of kink

I’m big on the kink

I dream of S&M

I ache for Bondage and Discpline

Fem Dom brings me utter joy

Where is my mistress?

Kink is born not made, mostly

If she wasn’t born that way, hopefully she could be made that way

I seek a woman who desires to cause me pain

Carrot juice is one of my favorite foods and drinks

Nowadays I crave you more than frosting

Carrot juice is too rare

It’s too expensive

More expensive than tomato juice

It’s odd that such is the case

When you consider that raw carrots are much cheaper than raw tomatoes

Although I am also a fan of tomato juice

I do wish that carrot juice was the cheaper of the two

I have purchased a juicer

But it’s too much of a hassle for me

I like to buy carrot juice from the store or co-op

When I have some money

Phenomenal tongue sensation

Carrot juice feels even better for the rest of body

I am really beginning to crave vegetables and fruits

And not crave lousy food

If only delightful carrot juice was cheaper

Because it rocks my world

Swig wicked

Boot

Tail shack

Sandwiched

Sardonic

Foil wrapper

Liberation when in charge

If only I was in charge

I know it could be done more nobly

I don’t have it all ironed out yet

But hopefully I am getting there

They are not listening to wisdom

They are not even listening to what I am saying

I now empathize even more

I want life to be better for the common person

I worry this is a time to choose not to fight a battle

I also worry I do not demonstrate my realness

I hate it when the wrong people run the show

On just rare occasions, the good and the visionary rule

Such is extremely infrequent

I hope it can happen

I wish that I can obtain power

In order to stave off guilt

I would just have to use the power for the betterment of humanity

I am so ever glad I came across something called “Servant Leadership”

That should be the guiding force of our place

Not the lame old program we have now

If only I was in charge of this place

And also the world as the whole

Maybe someday soon?

Let’s hope

Dry bottom lip

From drinking vegetable juice

Actually this would be the second time

I guess the morale is

Don’t drink vegetable juice when your lips need water

Chapped hands

All the more reason to despise winter

Winter winds chap hands

A few more weeks to bear

Spring is mighty great

Global warming isn’t all bad

The Greenhouse Effect isn’t a goblin

Spring is healthy

Spring is exuberant beauty and joy

Scary; it has taken effect

Damage has been caused

For quite awhile, it was just the fear of damage

And that was petrifying enough

Now the damage is actual
How can I not be mortified

How can I be any less than terrified?

Stigmatizing stimulus

Fortran and Cobol sitting in a tree

Trident

Rubber sign

A win win situation either way

In fact the failure is really the preferred option now

It would be so much more lovely

It would be so much more right for me

It would be even more self actualizing

In a way, I now almost want to fail

So I can embark on this

Rotten candy

Bad leeks

Slop on the sled

Weatherize

I crusade

Weed out

Sprout truck

We are forlorn

The waste was thrown away

Whisper the fake sack of fools good

Patronize the scrimmage line

Circumvent the hole in the vent

The radar screen is misguided

Broadcasting the poor cracker

Suds without your complimentary seltzer

A message for the message 

Repetition is squished under the killjoy’s blank slate

Cracked fomenting

Is my opportunity coming

Is my chance imminent?

I long for the opportunity

To implement these noble wonderful ideas

From the iconoclasts

The servant leaders

The radicals

The sages

My own creativity

I do believe my day will come

Let us hope I am right

If I have my chance, I do think something beautiful can arise

Before I figured the solely secular was ideal

Now I almost yearn for something transcendental

Can I have the best of both worlds?
Literally!

Many parts of that old way fit

One big part leaves me so uneasy

Christianity may not be the place

But the spiritual I seek

These days the spiritual I adore

I crave it more and more
Blip

Blurb

Blunt

It has done

What the leftist model

Hasn’t

Some of the elements are similar, even

It touches my heart

It nearly and even actually brings tears

Leftists could be better 

If they exposed themselves to it

Very beautiful

Perhaps this is a reason why

It is called inspirational

I hope I get the chances

To use these noble ideas

Sapped energy

Winter makes one weary

No connections tires one

Frustrating project outcomes

Way more difficult than I would have dreamed of expecting

Robs my energy

I welcome the energizing

When it is somewhere accessible to me

If only life could only be the energizing

Closed eyes

Slightly burnt supper

Opened free bag of corn flakes

Floss and brush the teeth

The disconnection bothers me

Partly technology

Partly personality

Some connection would serve me well

It just doesn’t stick these days

Access to communication mechanisms

And ability to connect

Would further fulfill me

(I am already partially fulfilled)

If I soak these hands in water

For an hour or so

Would the dryness leave

And moisture be retained for longer than just a bit

It is the winter weather’s fault

I like desert climates, I do believe

I don’t like dry hands

Winter itself is a tough burden

6 months too long

Many like it

Many don’t mind it so much

Few seem to detest it as passionately as I do

Joyous is the passion of learning Latin

A good self actualizing move

Thrilled with my choice

It involves passionate toil and the toil is well worth it

Exhausting days

The breaks are nice

I dread going back

Even though partial satisfaction is to be found

Too much rush

Not that much stress

But surely exhaustion

I would love to relax more

So much for me to do

I want to read more books

Books really relax me

I am sleepy as I write this

Seemingly futile projects take away my energy

So much drains me these days

The big pressure is the time and energy crunch

Lovely free time is too short
Asset smuggle

Brownnose huddle

Blink

Squint

I’ve dreaded the trombone

Table utters

Could not close my eyelids

Could close my eyes

Subtle burning smell now

Measly selection

For about a week

At least

Unless

Good luck presents itself

In the meantime

It’s not as nutritious as I would like

Less than usual

It’s not as filling as I would like

Far worse than usual

I’ve done this before

So it’s not entirely new

It sucks that this must happen again and again

The ebbs are really getting to me

Squirt

Squiggly

Container

Blocks and tongue depressors

Invoke the motion of downers

Fumbling the forged signatures is ill advised

Misappropriate is no euphemism

Round Bound is in the former town

Teeth rather than teach

Paralyzed still from burn out

Latin has become so awesomingly satisfying

Motivated to begin another intellectually stimulating pastime

Latin can be so consuming

Still, I long for this figuring

I never got to that in high school

The most recent pastime extraordinaire

Is Trigonometry

I just begun

I am feeling this may be fulfilling

Just like Latin

What am I getting myself into

Hopefully a better brain

Even though the days are too long

I have begun Trigonometry

Another labor of love

Cricket groans and assumes

Faint your heart in

Euphemism Binary

Traction

My favorite hand is right of my left hand

The brass is bronzed

Riddle Off Sides (Loss of Down)

Flaky filler

Expunged your dental records

Mild mannered saturation

How much longer

Will I do this?

The critics’ arguments were already persuasive

When I’m in the trenches doing this

These days, more and more,

They are right

(Not always for the right reasons though)

But most importantly

The critics are right

A revolutionary like me should not accept this

I know the better way

They got access

I now sometimes subtly allow fragments of it to enter

Fulfillment is those children

When one has the proper approach

Turning against it increasingly

If only I could run the show

I would love to advance liberation

Just like with freedom of speech

I am in favor of this type of liberation

Maybe someday

I can be the one

To implement this liberation

With the wonderful children

Intellectually and first hand

I have recognized the errors in their ways

I have recognized the evil

My heart and soul is not into this any more

For I know liberation is elsewhere

And that’s what I seek

For them and for me

Energize me

Something

Someone

So much these days

Sucks away my energy

Exhausted mentally and emotionally

(though fortunately not physically)

I am on the look out for the energizing

Where oust thou?

Energizing is my salvation

Liberate me, energy

Clean dish

Raw Tish

Bolted refrigerator sitting

Trapped between gunk and a skunk

Finicky

Remove the signage from the tub

White Out the Flushed Queen

Threaten awaken

Warm up wardrobe
Crossing gutter fan

Rim

Careful rug

Anabaptist
Lineage summer

Farm land mine

Fasten and hasten

Auger bit
Slow John Horse

Hoard Stomach Pumps

I borrowed the bland edifice

Boomerang Goal

Misappropriating the appropriate

You sympathized with the pity

Pale ponchos make misanthropes

Caught rubber

Snooze as of this writing

He and she founded the liquor cloud

Rousing the ridge

Tailing

Raid gate

Inventing the wheel for the first time

Andrew Bushard invented the wheel

Stalwart stone stigmatizes slurping suckers

Weak tenor

Bubble swindle

Fabulous 

Sharp shop

Regret the pet hop

I want to singe

With the pent up venom

Before enemies and foes get a chance to do likewise

The plan for a few months from now

Part self actualization, part setting off flames of anger

Deadly tired and angry filled

Your system is my target

I want to obliterate the system

A revolutionary acts

How much can I take this mediocrity
Why stay on the bottom too much longer?

As angry as they come

More absolutely venomous and inflammatory

Few equals

I fear the end of  life, social

I fear the possibility which few consider

I hope the horrible life does not happen to me

I hope the biggest fears do not come true

I would rather have the biggest dreams come true

It would be so sullen producing

To have a pariah end

To be ostracized and/or punished

They do not fear this

They are too myopic to get this possibility

They are cocky

I despise cockiness

The hatred boils

The Revolutionary Persona

Stays Beneath the board

It is so integral

That to not know it

Is to not know me

In part

A lie is lived

That it is not seen

Fewer friends and supporters, surely

Shall it been

But regardless

It must be known

I am sick of the watered down self

Other dimensions of the self

I conceal for now

But eventually, there is no way around it

They are to be seen and exposed

I can’t live like this

Too much longer

Now is not the ideal time to expose it for all to see

(If folks cared to look, it would not be that difficult to uncover)

There is an ideal time

For this dual life to end

I want to expose this other side

Patience is needed now

To maximize

Fortunately, the time of arrival is relatively soon

Though it seems like a long wait

I can’t wait

A false front

Temporary

Looking for the right time

I have passed the doubting stage

Now into the no going back rejection stage

Eventually, I seek to be upfront with it all

It feels not ideal

To do something one’s soul says no

To give myself credit

I have just entered the stage of the decision of rejection

Out front

I am telling the world

I accept this system

Since I am advancing it

If and likely when

My more radical becomes known

I’ll likely be expelled

If not

I do believe the time has come

For me to honor my soul

And leave it

This deceit is not ideal

But I have reasons to keep it under wraps

For awhile

Temporarily, I am misleading

But holding on for awhile longer

Will ultimately lead to more rightness

No comforting pillows

Just concrete and the cold

Nearly every turn these days

Fortunately not every turn

Though sometimes it seems like such

6 hours a day

I bear what is not my glory and fulfillment

But sometime after 3:00

Self actualization begins

When I get to passionately pursue 

The wonderful and enriching

The rigid close in more and more

I’ve read the books

I have seen this place first hand

I have thought of and given birth to liberation

Their calling is not my fulfillment

A very watered down me is tolerated

I do not fit in here totally

I don’t want to be a watered down me

I want to be a full me

I want more responsibility

I want that lovely self actualization

I do think it is coming

It already has came some

In a way it feels very rebellious

Perhaps it is not so

Perhaps the intent of being rebellious

Makes it innately rebellious

Will I pull it off?
I have put in my heart and passion into it

Hoping to inspire

It could be Dead Poets Society for a scrub

Rigid

Averse to Good Leadership

A place going downhill more and more

The goal is to make it out

The goal is to hang on

Until I can leave

In the way I prefer to leave

Again

It’s that problem

A leadership lover

Is confined in a non leadership position

I want to be in their shoes

I want to run the show

Stir crazy when I am not in the lead

I hope my destiny

Is high leadership

If so, I humbly hope

I use my privileges, talents, and blessings

For the betterment of humanity

A few months

Just over four to be precise

Something that hasn’t occurred for six years

And is long overdue

Self actualizing

Living the truth

Attacking foes

Four months is too long

It may be social death

It may be the ticket to prominence

I want that future day to be now

So I can go ahead and do this

I ache to do it now

But waiting I must do
Ring finger

Forsaken finger
Whirlpool blame

Wrecking tree

Homemade shapes

The dastardly bastard
Gibberish Nonsense

Drift into REM

OCD REM

Boon spoon

Goggle for just wars

Bob for the apple

Not enough time to read

So late already

Want time to read

Love to read

Will I be the one ending it

Or will they end it

How many of the numbered days are left?

It would be glorious to part from them

On my own volition

When I make the call

When a hopefully eloquent letter full of powerful statements

It would be a bold move full of moral conviction

Likely to upset many

Rotting new growths

Limited ridge

Immaculate precursors

Predecessors are always stressed

Ironed out the similarities

Bark and embark

Good squad

Lime backer

Food and drowsy
Slouching tele

Wide open pillow cases

Spinning

Projects go better

Be easier

Ultimately

And preferably

This frustrating ordeal

All the more reason

For me to savor the reward

Spite

Zeppelin Underneath

Unanimous
I fumble

Television not for me

Rack of sheep

Nope noodle

Journal more often

Journal when in mood

Journal daily preferably

Work first

Contingent upon work 

Journal when thought

Journal crave

Journal does the trick

Journal frees

Foster

Head

Reject

Good ending for me

I want good ending

Naiveté all over

Finger picking

Tiny Oat

Cereal Gross

Painful pain waist

I raise racing for gum

Is the forum here less flexible?

Less useful

Is it the approach

The journal seems to reign

This is less rewarding

Still needs to be done

But less rewarding

Journal power

Other forums still good

Some losing power

Plug lampoon

Stuck

Stick in the sod

Assertion reflection

Practice not enough

Sometimes modes

Sometimes moods

Still not understanding

Totally

At times right on

At times way off

Consistency good

In some ways

Falling short

In other ways

How do you figure?

I want to know

For consistency sake

And to help make me more so

Finch the hold

Strain the strainer

Weed the weed eater

Could I have done all the bad deeds

And just happened to have forgotten them

Or gave them just a passing thought

I hate to think so

Let’s hope I’m all good

For now and the whole time

Impetus

Learn Coat

Bronze the lemon

Manual labor

Manual reading

Colby Jack Cheese

Trip

Towel

Tough

Grind Pit

Cheated

Too Far

Fiddling Over Squat

Squid Squad

Dot

Asterisk by attribution issued

Other ways, stick guilt

Hate any possibility

Affront in front

Bothered the blast bastion

Stylistic semantic

Heretics griping

Slick is me

Itch, Live

Itch, Don’t Die

I push

But don’t resist

Come out

Better it you long last

Long live you, itch

All libraries

Should have Latin books

More Latin Books

Studying Latin is a good move

A poem like

You and your random poems

Blink landlocked

Leverage doctored

Smoldering smoothie

Sucker trouble

The head comes out

Stay itch

Push to eke
Keep something at least for long time

Noodles

I folded the apple orchard

Morse code is opera

Socialite

One who prides oneself on being forthright

May be the most deceptive of all

Living a lie is deceptive

The line has been crossed

A lie is lived

In a few months

The total being is due to arise

Not a metamorphosis
But rather just a clarification 

Or an exposure

A time to anticipate

A time to look forward to

Blow

Goodyear

Manipulate late

Enrich the leech

Your shoulder socket is a rocket

Manacles are dreamy

Deeds

Plenary

Waste piles

Lacking

With

Federation

Many would never fathom

How easy it is to misappropriate

When you get down to it

It’s not only easy to misappropriate

But it’s hard NOT to

Misappropriation appears to be pervasive

Avoiding it is an aim

An ever frustrating aim to achieve

I am not the only one

Who has considering fearing

Allegation (Lying allegation)

It would seem to be the worst social plight

One is psychotic to think it does not happen

In a number of ways

I am hanging on a thread

Exhausted of it all

Yearning for relief

Fearing the terrible

Barely making it through

I’m almost there

Hope I can hang on

Even though the end is soon

There is still a lot of room

In which the undesirable can occur

I hope I can make it out

I hope I can hold on

I hope disaster does not struck

Disaster has it varieties

And hope it can be avoided

And I make it out

Because making it out

Is the way to self actualization

Reassuring and restful freedom

Making a difference

And leaving an impression

I need to make it out

For the joy of me
And the good of all
Venomous anger

Alternating with hope

Anger building

Alternating with hope building

Filled with utter rage

Servant Leadership provides me hope

I love my anger

I also love beautiful Servant Leadership

I miss the days

When I ran into 

Authoritarian National Guards folks

Screwed up Fundamentalists

Rotten College Republicans

Because I could unleash my venom on them

Now the venom rises

But I can only fantasize
About expressing it

On worthy targets

I hate fundamentalists, Bush fans, and status quo defenders

Fluid Lighter

Whiter fluid

Mirage hodgepodge

Merlin is Swirling

Gap of the Rickets

Deficiency of Disgrace

Common

Very common

Alienation
Changing environments and circumstances

But constant alienation

Relating endlessly difficult

Not fitting in anywhere

Cold alienation

Will the satisfaction of endless connection

And fitting like a glove

Ever come my way?

Rigid people

Rigid environments

Too much!

I want out of this rigidity!

Astrology is nuts so many say

But astrology says I have two mutable signs

And indeed I am super mutable

Astrology says the mutable hates the rigid

Little else explains this better

Little else explains this

I’m about to implode!

Kettle skating

Rich rinks of roasted smoke

Hijinks of monstrous proportions

Blunted knives

