1
18

Art, Humor and Hate

Volume 22

Andrew Bushard

320 Baldwin Hall

UWSP

Stevens Point, WI

54481

Vulgar Hate

I hate hate

I hate evil

I hate violent ills

I hate greed

I hate corruption

I hate spewed out rubbish masquerading as virtue

I hate the vile and the wicked

And if this makes me a bad guy

Boycott me

Sorry, if I can’t love misanthropic conceptions

And I must speak out against it

If being down on the rotten

Makes me a bad guy

So be it!

Sorry, I demand a wonderful world

Sorry, I seek to eradicate wrongdoing

Sorry

The Mellow god Thoughtless

Mellow

Mellow

Mellow

Mellow

Mellow

Mellow

Mellow

Mellow

Mellow

Wollem

Wollem

Wollem

The god thoughtless are mellow it seems

The god thoughtless radiate in a nifty way

Why do we fret over it?

Why do we fret over him?

The sophisticated sentimental god thoughtless make dandy companions

Carefree living is much more fun

Can we groove the groovy way

Without the burden of that backbreaking type of thought?

Does it enhance existence?

Should we pursue love and romance full heartily instead?

Let’s contemplate joyously

Not indecisively

Sometimes the world’s greatest miracle is not agonizing at all

Perhaps, these theories are all superfluous and petty

The quality of living and

The quest of happiness is the ultimate fulfillment

Let’s float and experience grand euphoria

Void of excess stress, or any stress at all

Let’s liberate ourselves from the bitter onslaught of dogmas, projected left and right

Let’s build a castle

And play all day

And never go home

Even when called

That grief is just nonsense

I’d rather focus on exuberance

She told me not to continue unfolding the enigma

If it doesn’t make me happier

A point to ponder, no less

The pursuit of universal knowledge

May be a vehicle of my demise

Freedom is appealing

A youthful anxiety free mien

Is perhaps, the mien for me

Will true love and wholesome sense of self come to me?

Is my soul search all in vain?

Perhaps, the key to liberation is taking it easy

Oh, the Life O’Reiley is alluring

It is alluring

It’s alluring me

The true practionors are the souls who are at peace

Not the philosophically, personally, socially muddled ones 

Is he a better man who has loose inhibitions or he who loses inhibitions?

Let’s try our mostest hardest

Not to acquire ulcers in the pits of our stomachs

O’Reily’s coolest work is resisting work and turmoil!

How about a Life of parties

Sure more soothing than a life of worries!

How about we strive to always be laid back

Not anguished a single bit, only deeply concerned

Let’s jump for joy

Again and again!

The merry hop will be our exercise of celebration

And we won’t die this way

And we won’t die this way

My heart will thrive like a heart should

My bosom will be a healthy bosom

Let’s hang out with the cool easy going

We’ll be cooler than the beatniks

And more chilled out than the cannabis aficionados

Let’s come along

And join the jolly keen god thoughtless

Hmm, are they the ones that prosper

Why the rest of us just stew?

The god thoughtless are not the normal sort

Pizzazz filled but free intellect

There’s no telling what great feats

The god thoughtless can achieve!

Let’s play in the joyful land of upbeat gay god thoughtless souls

Blessed, they are

I adore the god thoughtless girl

Ohh, perhaps, I could be emancipated 

If I heeded her sound god thoughtless advice

Perhaps she would obtain more of a liking

If I resembled her god thoughtless self

How can I progress to that state

Of life actualization?

I want to be an analyzer

But only in the smooth god thoughtless way

Let’s be merry and live like the god thoughtless, today

The Bad Time

Time to retire the quill

He’s out of ink

Out of observations

Out of grand reflections

Only left to sedate

Or hallucinate

Or meditate

He burned out prematurely

At the prime of genius

At the ripening of creativity

The fresh master went sour stale

His intellect is fatigued

He went overboard, way overboard

The spice of living has vanished

A new outlet is needed to obsess the hell out of

So he can retire that too

My Little Party

It’s a beautiful party

And you’re the pretty guest I invited

We’re all honored

To be able to honor you

Too bad

It’s all in my head

It’s an elegant pretty party

You top the guest list

I’m awfully glad you could make it

Too bad

It’s all a make believe fantasy

I can invite a very gorgeous girl

Who inspires

And actually

It’s all real

She will come

She will bless me

It’s not imagination

It’s superb realization

I’m most thankful for her

I wish I could call you my girl

I wish I could caress you

I wish you’d call me on the telephone and talk to my soul

I wish I could hang out with you

You are a dream

But the other girl is a dream companion come true

You represent my longings

She represents wish fulfillment

Will you ever enter my life

And play a substantial role?

Whenever I have a party

You’re always invited

But will you come

I wish I could spend lots of time

With great and pretty you!

Many many moments!

How will this happen?

After the party,

When all the cool guests leave

You and I could sit side by side

And chat meaningfully for hours

Bring your stunning, fascinating friend

She’s welcome too

Will you great intriguing girls ever

socially assume me as one of your own?

You and your chum and I

Can have our own gay little time together

We can talk and talk and talk 

Till We are inseparatable

I am fortunate for my dearest compadre

Would you please be a dear friend of mine too?

What will it take to please you?

I don’t have to be 

Your lover

Your companionship will suffice

It would be so very nice!

Mrs. Girl

You’re a great gorgeous Mrs. Girl

You’re unique, fascinating

Make my day week again

Like you once did

Wander over to my living quarters and make my month

Consider me an true chum, and you’ll make my year

Renew me like a perennial flower

Give me groovy attention on your own accord

Should I be abstract?

Should I be concrete?

Should I be blunt?

I am formally proclaiming my humble request of you

Will you join the ranks of the greatest girl and be a companion of mine

SO I can throw parties

To please you

Am I wishful thinker, please

Say no!

The Anti Saloon League

We could be with you in spirit

But De facto is best

Yes, temperance is a virtue

That both the snobs and the riff raff don’t realize

Smashing liquor containers is an act laced with romantic allusions

A dry world is a glorious world

A boisterous cheer for the heroes of anti drinking perils

Why did the Anti Saloon league

Ever go defunct?

Isn’t that piss poor luck?

We wish you weren’t as obscure as you are

Maybe a revival would spice things up today

Your ideas never go out of date

But your methods may

I want a picture hanging obsolete in my parlor

Potraying the most noble of the temperance movement antics 

Those long dresses and stylish 30’s clothes

Should be the wardrobe of anti alcohol forces today

Old Mr. Boston must have put up quite a fight back in the day

I know today, Joe Camel and Dr. Spuds Mackenzie would kick

The Anti Saloon league’s ass

Or at least try

But the Anti Saloon Ladies and Gentlemen would come through

They would be triumphant

But I ask what would we do with all the saloons

After alcohol is outlawed?

Should we burn them down

Or let them sit peacefully?

The liquor shop encourages anti social behavior and vagrancy

Slime congregate in taverns

Behaving rambunctiously depravely, idiotically

The Anti Saloon league wants to see alcohol die

The pioneers of yesterday tried doggedly

Why don’t we have saloons anymore?

Maybe they really did succeed

After all, saloons are gone

Only bars are left.

They won the battle

But they didn’t win the war

When you fight alcohol

The whole world’s against you

When you fight caffeine

Only a slue of nervous wreaks

Hate your prohibition guts

How about an anti – tavern league?

An anti-pub league?

An anti- alehouse league

Or even an anti-brothel league?

Let’s take a moment out of our days

To applaud the folklore and the mystique

Of bygone days

Let’s declare a national holiday

In honor of unpopular sentiments of a past era

Hell, the anti saloon league is better than

Both the American and National leagues

Crack that keg and let

A river of brew flow down the streets

Should we restrain the schizophrenic nut

Who in his mind of minds

Believe he’s the leader of the anti saloon league

And he’s consumed with eliminating alcohol

From our culture

Oh my, drinking was so much more 

Romantic back in the prohibition era

Sick and pale, are the poor souls

Assaulted by an onslaught of booze 

The teetotalers are the ones who never loose

Proclaimed the Anti Saloon League

They chant on the streets

They pressure cops to get off their duffs

The Anti Saloon League works for the spiritual vitality

Of all men women and children

What a legend it was! 

Let us revamp its heyday

And go hog wild

Legslating amorality

When alcohol is outlawed

The saloons will inevitably empty out

That’ll all be good

Us dry ones can inhabit them

And have our kind of fun

The prohibition party wasn’t as prominent 

as it could have been

Maybe because it was a major contradiction in terms

Proper drinking etiquette is abstenence

To the good wishing folks at the anti saloon league

After all alcohol use in the nation is abolished

The anti saloon league

Will celebrate with the best bash the world has ever seen

Would you expect anything less from the social group of social groups?

Even though I don’t agree with everything they do?

Our their legalistic premise

But I adore their notion that alcohol is vice

Any member of the Anti Saloon league

Is always welcome at my home

I’d love the shoot the breeze

With one of them

I, however, wouldn’t invite my drinker friends

Because blood baths aren’t a very homely thing

The temperance guys have sledgehammers

And the drunkards have their false liquid courage

Hmm, who would win?

What would the world be like

If Anti Saloon types ran our government?

Let’s decide right and now

So we can use clever foresight

Rather than experience the ill effects 

Of bad hindsight.

Drunkenness is an unsightly sight

Said the Anti Saloon League

Once upon a time.

When the drunks are drinking

The abstainers are thinking

I want a billion Anti Saloon League bills

Posted in my room

I’ll dream at night

Of the spectacular work done by them

Done by them

Done by them

The clock ticks away

Let’s us not ever forget

The Good Ole boys and girls

At the Anti Saloon League!

Last Night

Last night was the grooviest time you ever had

You were full of splendor and popular appeal

You were a reckless pursuer of merry pleasures

But Today’s a different story

You have massive migraine pain

You can’t walk, you stumble

You agonize

You are sheet white

Last night

I had a most fabulous time

I awoke full of zest

Not trampled upon

Or dragged down

Exuberant, exuberant me

Suffering, suffering you

You couldn’t rely on your own initiative

To invoke sensational enjoyment

You had to abuse a falsification of happiness

A fabrication of mirth

Not you’re a pain filled heap who’s too sick to be good for much

But your disease was preventable

Why do you do this to yourself?

Vivacious living is a product of MY lifestyle

Not yours

That’s a major difference between you and I, buddy

This morning, it’s great to be me

This morning, it absolutely sucks to be you

I am ever ready to take on the challenges and chores of the new day with profound vigor 

and energy.

You slosh around like a half alive slug

Your soul is burned

I can’t help but feel sorry for you

You had an intense night of vice

While my activities were wholesome

I am alert and able to conquer

You are lethargic and ready bait to be conquered

My morning is a glorified time 

Even when you lack depression, your mornings are grief

I can’t hamper

I simply can’t damper

A beautiful intellect

I can’t evade the presence

Of your regressive source of frolic

I’m polite, and more upbeat

I continue living now without a halt in my gait

While you are booed by your innards

Poor you

Don’t kid yourself

I have grand fun too!

More so than you!

My fun can be constant

Yours is only situational

I live 

While you die

Obey*
Obey the FCC

Obey them boys in suits

Never ever violate a FCC regulation

Never ever violate a FCC official proclamation

Live to please the FCC

Live for legal radio communications

Enjoy watered down art

Enjoy lots of paternalistic rules

Inhibit natural tendencies

Inhibit reality

Sit back and let the commissioner squash autonomy

Sit back and unquestionably accept  FCC approved programming

Falter not from the government’ grace

Falter not from your subverient place

Glorify the work of pseudo policemen

Glorify the FCC with your brilliant artistic capabilities which are prohibited otherwise

Our forefathers are proud of the FCC

Our forefathers loved restricted liberty

Consider the foes of the FCC your own personal enemies

Consider the work of the FCC your own vital lifeblood

Invite FCC engineers to your dinner parties

Invite the FCC commissioner to live in your house during troubled times

Reenact the sacred legacy of totalitarian states

Reenact the joy of busting outlaws for victimless crimes

Watch the fate of people coerced to follow a multitude of rules

Watch the government exhaust its puppets in a grueling commitment

Subdue attempts at ethic minded rebellion

Subdue dissenting will

Scream for an automated homogenous society

Scream for increased big brother autocrats

Quash inventive pioneers

Quash philosophical support of American justice

Relinquish terms for independent domain

Relinquish the efforts of the poor and the desolate

Exploit the underprivileged

Exploit the gullible

Demean intelligent integrity

Demean everyday life

Abolish emancipation

Abolish ingenious masterpieces of art

Establish outlandish guidelines

Establish tenacious tyranny

Pressure the noble to engage in illicit deeds

Pressure the elites to be unconditionally loyal to the Commission

Eradicate the creative ventures of man

Eradicate vehicles of free thought

Annihilate broad horizons

Annihilate solid innovation

Alienate the radicals

Alienate intriguing folks

Emulate orwellian villains

Emulate brainless conformists

Desensitize the ignorant

Desentialize the compassionate

Eliminate provocative theory

Eliminate revolutionary dogma

Promote fickle morality

Promote hypocritical ethics

Abuse fundamental rights

Abuse the privilege of hierarchy

Reinforce a gruesome demise

Reinforce the deprogramming of America’s virtues

Focus total attention on the petty

Focus honest citizens away from honorably destiny

Strike down altruistic clandestine

Strike down all quality

Preserve bland entertainment

Preserve discreet conditioning

Usher in a hurricane of subtle woe

Usher in a hurricane of abstract suffering

Rape simple ambition

Rape all the vulernable citizens

Subconsciously perplex the intelligentsia

Subconsciously fend off betrayal

Absolve conscience

Absolve consciousness

Rationalize sick scenarios

Rationalize sinful pain

Crash joyous innocent parties

Crash peaceful congregations

Mask the pro authoritarian propaganda

Mask the implied misanthropy

Advocate misguided concepts of patriotism

Advocate unquestionable obedience

Condone unlimited statist sovereignity

Condone a lifestyle opposing American constitution

Submit to the violition of  insensitive, insecure, domineering technocrats

Submit to the violition of corporate backed snazzy dressed cowards

Heed the commands of communication bullies

Heed the commands of a moronic agency

Vaporize the Defenseless

Vaporize the meek

Send us to the moon

But really send us deep below the earth

Into the worst of all realms

Difficult to Frown

It’s often most difficult to frown

When you see the sun shine

I am a part of the revolving earth

The consequential, but glorious earth

I am most fortunate to be alive

I am blessed with the accidental gift of vitality

Not immortality

Not immortality

My time here isn’t forever

Limitations signify potential for greatness

The amazing things are the ever-present challenge

I don’t want simple handed simple minded perfection

I want to experience the thrill of conquering

I want to experience the thrill of living once

I’m not a cat

I’m not 2/9 of a cat

If the sun shines, 

It is a beautiful day to me

If life shines,

It is a beautiful life to me

A Poetic Tribute

It does seem that a poem is often the highest form of tribute

Or at least, the most noble

Hopefully I do you justice

You certainly deserve my noteworthy praise

You are a miracle

I need you and want you so bad

But not like a lover

Like a playmate

You are a most well developed lady

Your personality is of the smoothest caliber

I always miss not seeing you

Given a choice, I’d choose you over others

I love you as much as I can without being in love with you

I love you at the extreme end of the platonic region right next to the border of the romantic region

You’ve changed my life

You are a portion of major mirth

So naturally I am inspired to write these words for you

I render you as a magical icon much like a saintly spirit

I am devoted to elevate your greatness

Your meaning is most profound to me

You are my favorite person

In my entire existence to date

You are a great inspiration

A person must be must be most mighty to receive an ode of appraisal in their honor

Nobility honors nobility

After all, only extraordinary folks are honored with rhetorical grace

My Dear Compadre

My dear compadre

Hand me down wonderful souvenirs

So I can always savor your sacredness

You shine on my dreary days

You are fabulously adorable

Your gracious words linger in my head

Like a gentle melody

You satisfy me unlike anyone I have ever met

I need icons of you so I can eternally worship your stigma

If I never see you face to face again

May your spirit live inside my heart

I relish your playful frolic

And your delightful character

I immortalize your existence forever

I’ll always defend your holy name

You fill a superb slot

And I imagine only a gracious lover

Could succeed you

Hopefully my rhetoric honors you enough

Your vibrant persona is golden

You shake the ground with every step

And I’ll never forget you

You have impacted me for an eternity

I am grateful for you, my dear compadre

Think

Does anyone want me to think?

Do my evil innards want me to think?

Everywhere I go

Thought is resisted

And brainless robots are produced

I am not a carbon copy of mundane creatures

Who live without a pondering mind

I yearn to never cease my thought

I abhor all the barriers to thought

Which reside inside and outside me

The destruction of avenues of thought

Is a destruction of people themselves

I only desire to be immersed in free thought

Without any internal or external impositions

Or restrictions placed upon me

I only aspire to be a think tank for original progressive thought

I despise all obstacles in my way

Contemplation is an awesome force which curates beautiful entities

Excuse we while I think away

Where?

Where is the vigorous eager clapping that never ends?

Where is the subliminal movie of joyful certainty?

A never-ending jumping fantasy

Glory, glorious, glory, glorious!

An unspoiled pilgrim fertilizing

Happily, Abundant, not Superfluously

The land of the perpetually shining sun

Not an infallible land

But a perennially pleasing land

Where I can play

Without the fear of yesterday

Or the phobia of tomorrow

Mellowness = Happiness!

This isn’t careless apathy

This is grief free vitality!

Today is The Day

Today is my day

Today is action

Today is romantic certainty

Today is the experience I cherish

Today is the day I celebrate

Focusing on a fruitful direction,

I have no regrets today

There is not a second to waste, today

Where I am going there is no return

And no excuse for not making the most of it

Woe inspiring demagogues attempt to destroy our fate

Good will and grandiose achievements overwhelm any pain caused by mortality

Some grief due to mortality is evident

But brilliant accomplishment and magical fellowship and tears

Builds up a tower for our race

If in my short stay

I fail to make a difference

I have done a grand disservice

To the entire population

Clinging onto to today

Need not be a shallow refuge for short sighted idiots

Viewing today in a proper perspective is a superb virtue

Over the hill freaks love yesterday too much

And obsessive overworked clowns put unnecessary emphasis on tomorrow

Today is meaningless if

It’s only a prelude to a elaborate prosperous tomorrow

Or an endless outlet for nostalgic reflection

Today is taken for granted by the heartless mindless

Who destroy the quality of life with their out of whack vision

Yesterday was the day to be born

Tomorrow is the day to die

Today is the day to live 

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

More Joy

Life is not lengthy

Overload me with joy

Let me disengrate with a irremovable hearty grin

Demonstrate lightning in a joyous matter

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Joy

Much more joy

Let me thrive off Joy

Joy

Joy

Enigmas can have bliss too

Can I go to the land

Where chipper cool ass optimists reign?

The optimists with brains and discretion

Joy is more fun than anguish

Lots more fun

Where is a lover whom I can share my joy with?

May I hook up with  the happy go lucky dreamy girl?

Is her vibrant front just a façade?

Please don’t let it be a façade!

What a girl!

Oh how we could

Splash through the puddles

Have lovely picnics in the sub

Be romantic and aesthetic

At labor, she’s so gleeful

I know she can be woeful

How much brightness does she really emit?

I love joy

Joy all fucking day long

Joy more of it

Joy, hard-core joy

Rich joy

Full joy

Fulfilling joy

Blast irresistible joy in my face

Onslaught me with tons and tons of joy

So depression will be permanently shook off!

I love joy

Life is made for joy

Never-ending joy all the time

Everlasting joy all the time

Good Old fashioned joy

Good Avant garde joy

Romantic joy

Platonic joy

Joy 

Joy 

Joy

I love joy!

*Radio Free America, Tangerine Radio, and Andrew Yoder influenced some of the ideas here.
