PAGE  
19

Art, Humor and Hate

Volume 65

Andrew Bushard

Got a thing for the luscious long hair of females

And now I don't hafta feel guilty at all

Because I'm growing my hair long too

Granted mine won't be as beautiful

Though I will be abiding by nature's law

And that's the glory

Once I adored the longest hair, beautiful, on females

And I really was a bit hypocritical

When I still visited the salon shop to chop off my hair

Hopefully I never will patronage one of those places ever again

Chop, chop, chop at the salon shop

Not for me anymore

Maybe I'm just superficial

Let's hope I'm not

Let us hope that this deep seated adoration and admiration

Of marvelous long hair

Is due to some natural philosophical leaning

And not merely an ad hoc defense of shallowness

After all look at all those world views and religions

That not only permit long hair

But laud it

Our army will be an army of long hair persons

In fact, if you desire admittance

Into the army, navy, Marines, Air Force or Coast Guard

You hair must be at least so long

There will absolutely no head shaving

That was for an archaic defunct time

We must phase out the production of sheers and head razors

Until such are virtually eliminated from our society

Long hair gonna be living long

If I let my hair grow for 5 years

How long shall it be?

Hopefully long and beautiful

Just like the hair of the other folks who grew it long and beautiful

My eyes see and get entranced

By the beautiful long hair of females

And now since I've also vowed to grow my hair long

I need not feel guilty about any double standard

Because I am now consistent 

To obey the lessons of nature's law

That's why I grew the beard


poem 2

Craving the awards

The honors, the recognitions

It's nice to be mentioned

And gave formal props

Making it meaningful

Reinforcing reinforcement

I seek the praises

Of say, certificates, plaques, trophies

And any and every sort of honor

It's good to belong to the distinguished societies

It's satisfying to obtain positions of influence and power

I just wanna rise to the top

And be the hot sensation of the nation

That never loses fire and steam

The drive is to be known

Accomplishments can be both internally and externally rewarded

When you are given a ceremony, it is fab, yes, fab

I want to collect a legion of awards

I wanna be a star


xxaabwxxaa

Clues all say she's still has a boyfriend

Maybe, if she goes single

I might just ask her out on a date

She's the type you could love and hug

I hope the mere desire for her would not in any way ruin the good that now exists 

I do wish I knew how much she dug me

I don't know how rationale it is

But I do sometimes wonder does she dig me

There are positive signs, yes

I guess the main negative sign

Is the fact, she doesn't seem to seek me out

As much as I would like

She deserves breaks, way more so than most

She is a busy woman, that's very for sure

I hope the only reason she does not seek me out

Is because she is busy

Every time she attends a gig

It is deeply appreciated

She is an asset

It is grand to have her attend

Everyone digs this person

I don't think any dislike her

For how could they?

Woman, she is a cool woman

She does losta great things

And I wonder if I'll ever get angry at her

Like I can do to the others

I hope I don't

And if I don't, it can be considered a testament of her coolness

She is patient with those the rest consider eerie

That's a virtue of hers

I do hope she has lotsa fondness of me

And that the only reason she doesn't seek me out

Is due to her busyness

And again, she deserves extra breaks

Because she does so very much, 

With grace, I should add

Maybe I should wait

And be patient like she is patient with folks branded deviant, let her someday seek me out

And then I can be joyous and pleased

I think I like her company

I know, I know there are a good number of positive signs

But I tend to sometimes fear as if she doesn't like me enough

And I know, I know, it's probably not the most rational

I would like to let you know

You have no reason to doubt yourself

Second guess yourself, be unsure of yourself

You just don't

Go with your ideas and don't look back

Unlike me

She is so very comfortable

With embracing others

This action emanates from her yearning to love

And it does very well appear that she is loaded with that love for her brothers and her sisters, her comrades and her friends

I wonder what she would think if she knew poems were being written about her

I hope she would find it flattering

And it would not make her uncomfortable

She is a nice person

It's good to have met her

Glad she moved from acquaintance to category of friend

Maybe, if she's ever free, we could try a date

At any rate, I vow for increased interaction with her

I can learn about her life

and I can learn to listen to all the words she says

And not talk and not wander in the mind

Listen to her words which tell a tale about her

Listening is selfless

I need to practice that art more

She is a nice loving person, willing to share that love

She is to be known

Let us hope I get to know this person more

Now, she is the female I'm thinking about a bunch these days


poem 4

The land of the orgasm

A non hedonistic orgasm

Where you can indulge neve rending

And there are not one single STD

Not one single case of AIDS

Where contraception is perfect

So one can indulge wisely and without guilt

And sensual activity will never get redundant

And there will never be a moment lacking sensual stimulation

Not just vanilla either

All the less common methods of arousal too

We can't just have the banal arousals

Though we can have them

We need the novel arousals too

Ahh, the uncommon tastes

Thinking of a generic woman, not a specific woman

I will lick the sweetest place

Which is down low

Hitting the her G spot bullseye, whoever she may be

She is just an archetype now

A perfect person for me:

Perfect in temperament, personality, essence, and physique

Dazzling long, flawlessly combed and parted hair

She would be into some kinky games

Fit in body, from strenuous exertion

Strong arms and strong legs

Which could overpower me when such is suitable to our mood

Emphasis on the long long hair

I can dream of a land

Where no ill consequences await

Those who indulge in the most beautiful intercourse

Our world is too full of traps

To permit unbridled indulgence

In my dreams

Erotic play will never get stale

She will always be pleased

She will never cease to have endless legions of orgasms

My soft tongue will massage her low place below the belt

She will be insanely thrilled

Again and again, yes

Alas, the glories of intercourse

Can only be a fantasy

In the real world, there is so much danger

The most intense pleasure contains insidious pernicious threats galore

It can't hurt to dream

It can't hurt to have outlet to express my erotic dreams

Suppression is not a virtue 

Today restraint must be used

poem 5

The virtue of patience

Somehow I have been propelled into chastity

Not a prude here

The pledge of sXe demands chastity

Sex and love, is best when intertwined with fine twine

I'm chosen to wait

That's my choice, a choice 

I haven't really emphasized or focused on the avoidance of intercourse part of sXe

That's always been of minor glory

The aspect of sXe which I adore most intensely and focus virtually all my sXe energy on is the drug free part

Sex is beautiful

How is it

I've gone all these years and am still a virgin

I would be too scared now to give up the virginity

I wonder if the conservative Christians are too extreme 

Or whether they are right


poem 6

Veganism is a great truth

Who knows maybe someday I will make the ultimate sacrifice for this truth

As for now, I am driven to make other sacrifices

Sacrifices are just that sacrifices

But I couldn't imagined a profound existence

Without them

The principles are the guiding lights

In a world content on excessive pragmatic compromise

If the world is to achieve greatness and satisfying love

We absolutely must make sacrifices

I entered into the vegan contract

One of the best choices of my life

Let's hope with resolve and fortitude, I die this way

Or maybe even better I die FOR this way

May forever veganism reign

People's hedonistic urges are not nearly as important as an animal's right to life

The right to life

Glad I'm consistent

The fetuses, who one day will metamorphosize into individuals humans who will experience life

Deserve our protection

Ponder all the innocent babies who didn't get a chance to breathe

Convictions are empty verbiage
Without the NECESSARY accompanying ACTION and SACRIFICE

Veganism is about making sacrifices for life

Which is why the fetuses must be include

In our category of life protection

Judge a person's conviction in a cause

By the amount sacrifice a person is willing to exert for the cause

Rhetoric is empty, rather empty, very empty

I admire convictions


xxaabwxxaa

I would like it very much

If my uplifting of her

Is not setting me up for a let down

It will great if the pedestal I put her on

Is entirely deserved in the end

And my ideals are true to the world

She will be the greater

If I don't get let me down

I dig her, dig her, dig her

The conversations with her via telephone

Are something I fiend for

Andrew must be careful not to go overboard

Something he can be prone to do

Her body transmits love with every hug

Maybe if I wait, things will blossom in the sense I think I may really dig

But if it doesn't

She is still a rad fab friend

And naturally I am fool

If my longings so strong are ruining such a friendship

When I always hafta get a crush

I also hope she would be so great

She wouldn't mind

I also hope a revealing of such a fact

Would flatter her forever

And not make her self conscious or uncomfortable

And further I hope I'm not an idiot for thinking about someone I think is still hooked up

I think you could call my positive thoughts about her a crush

Too bad, it's not as intensive altered state as it should be

But 3 and 4 years, there were two females who I went wild for, they did not deserve it, and now I've lost the intense concentration of dreamy 

It would be much better if I could have an altered state with someone like her

With a younger soul sitting on the lap of hers

Her coolness shows and shines

And she appears attractive, attractive


poem 8

Andrew Bushard is a prose writer

Or he is a poem writer

How about a hybrid of the two

Maybe it could be said

Early on he was all about pure poems

But now it's more like prose

What does this poem mean

It just hadda be pointed out

Take care, audience


xxaabwxxaa

Now, starting to batter myself

For my affection for her is evolving into something more

Is it wrong to get attracted?

Am I destroying all the goodness

By feeling this way?

If it would happen to work out

I could buy her (and make and assemble) presents of legion

I could do everything to make her life easier

I could learn what makes her tic, her life story

And I wouldn't let that mind of mine wander

I would try to focus on every word of hers

She has proven herself, a conqueror of life

And I really hope that every kind gesture

Will not be interpreted as merely a ploy to win her heart

Though it's hard to isolate motives, For it is not the case that all the kind gestures would be interpreted as such

And I think if things go wrong

I have more self hatred

I can't produce any additional strife in this wonderful person

She is lauded for all she's done, all the obstacles she has overcome

And I do hope, that she wouldn't change her opinion of me (for the worse)

If she (or rather it may be when) she finds out my burgeoning feelings for her


xxaabwxxaa

She, now is the impetus for poems

I was thinking about her

Then I saw her with my eyes, once, or was it twice

Andrew, the first two girls you wrote your poems about, and had your tenacious crushes, well, she is better than them, combined

She compliments you out of her own free will

Very high compliments indeed

She appreciates what you do, Andrew

They sure didn't

It is her essence which draws Andrew in

It would be lovely, if she accepted me as her top companion

And then I could wrap my arms around her in the fullest most loving embrace

Tic, tic, tic, I will learn what makes her tic

What makes her so doggone nice and loving

After all, I didn't always feel this way

I do like her now


xxaabwxxaa

The refrain now 

And the refrain if we ever hooked up

Would be

Making everything easier for her

I could do my part

To make her back, head ache far less

To give those tired feet some refreshing rest

For as long as can be, make her life free from the cares

Which she must face day in and day out

Mature woman!

We, the rest of us, are charmed by the novelties of the early

It is not a novelty to her

She must deal with the gritty reality of everyday seed planting

We get amazed at the vitality of the new crops swaying left and right

She is responsible for the harvesting and caretaking of the blossoming seed

We are just kids

She is someone to venerate, well beyond her years

The seed planting, cultivating, and harvesting has transformed her into something fabulously admirable

The rest of us, well we can come and go just as we please

She has commitments, which we must respect

Commitments don't stop her from marching and marching and marching a lot

Cultivating is tiresome work, may she reap all the wondrous benefits entitled to her, for daring to press forward, to 

I continue to be in awe of her massive fortitude enabling her to do the great things, and be swell

And Andrew you should learn from her

And if so she doesn't call for your company

As often as you would like

Try not to fault her too much for it

For you must remember all she does

All the might she must muster daily 

The skills of raising and harvesting, feeding 

providing adequate sunlight and water

and most of all radiating LOVE to shine down on 

We can leave when we get tired of playing

She hasta stay and cultivate a suitable environment

No matter how weary she may get

She is an amazing woman, amazing woman, This type of amazement if oft overlooked

Andrew, be patient with her

For she deserves, perhaps more than any other of your peers

If you tend to grow impatient

Just contemplate the patience she must exude day in and day out

She is in a whole other world from the rest of us

We are just kids, she is a grown up

A caliber of marvel, she is entitled to

Andrew, you will surely understand, why, she cannot seek you out as often as you would adore

In her trying experience, she tried and she succeeded!


xxaabwxxaa

I imagine

That some day in the near future

I will be on the campaign trial

Attempting to win favor of the American public

So I can be propelled into the White House

On 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue

I will have a grand old campaign story of inspiration to tell

It will be about a friend of mine who is good

It will be a portrait and a portrayal of American Courage

People like my friend are laying down the bricks to make this country great

Naturally, I won't use her name

If it would happen to embarrass her the slightest

But if she didn't mind, sure I could then use her name

A legion of cheers from the delegates would reverberate the hall

Where our convention is held

And you best be believing that I will write my own campaign speeches

I will save the nation some money by not having a speech writer

Her experience most inevitably put an ache in her bones, and for some time, inevitably, the flicker went blank in her eyes, and she went gloomy

But it sure didn't stop her from excelling at this thing called living

She will be an example of the remarkable resilience of our nation

She is why the future generations will leave more blissful


poem 13

Reading darn good books

Writing away

Is plenty

To keep one occupied for long

This life

Presents us with lotsa stimulating opportunities

Don't waste it in front of the boob tube

For there are great books to read and to write

I will do my damnest to make certain

Bookshelves will be full

With masterpieces of literature

I will do my part to add printed material to the collection of works of society


poem 14

I dread to uncover more of my past errors

I hate to discover impurities

The wrongs haunt me

It's reassuring to correct

But is it a broken Ferris Wheel going round and round never to stop

Mistakes do tend to multiply themselves

Which only adds to the pain

I am utterly dismayed when I'm impure, when I do a wrong

Maybe it'll just be deemed not so bad

I do try

And once I learn a harmful path turned

I readjust

Can I expected to do any more?

Maybe someday I can stop battering myself

And I realize I do try, that I'm okay


poem 15

Email

A highlight of the day

Getting all those letters

The personal ones are the grooviest

The mailing list messages although can be interesting and pertinent are a dime a ten

Spam sucks, thank goodness, I don't get too much.  

Forwards can be aggravating

And sometimes they entrap you

Communication for our beloved organizations, contacting contacts, with original response, that's cool jazz

It seems as if email never seems to stop ruling

Addicted, you could say

A foolproof ticket to excitement


xxaabwxxaa

A poem about her again

I think I will feel bad

If she discovers I'm writing about her

And such an activity is to her disliking

I think I will feel good

If she is flattered

I wonder if anyone ever wrote her a poem

I doubt it, not many people write poems

Well, I wrote her a few, in this volume and a couple previous volumes

I will be a dufus

If my poem writing for her

Upsets her, especially if it makes her wanna stray away from me

For if such would happen, which let us hope, is not very likely, I would be losing a lot

Also I will be doing bad

If I upset her boyfriend, she has now, I've heard

For I don't wanna do that

She has grew on me to the present state

First I didn't notice her much, till I 've been noticing her more and more

Now, she is a predominant thought


xxaabwxxaa

She's so neat

She knows the person who lives next door

Not only knows them, but has a deep relationship

I wish she was MY neighbor

She's into the good cause lifestyles

The uncommon ones

Thus odes to her insight

To a more intimate level with her

Whether the friendship blossoms more

Or whether by some chance us two hook up

She is definitely someone I am extremely comfortable confiding in

She listens well and comforts well

And I'm sorry I got stiff

When she hugged me to boost my spirits

During my endurance trial

It was a wonderful gesture

She's that type of wonderful person

xxaabwxxaa

Andrew, you are writing an incredible amount of poetry

About her

The last time you produced this prodigious amount of poetry

Was when you were hooked up, the only time you were hooked up

Andrew, you can't control the sensation

The urge to write tons o poetry on a very frequent thought

What are you saying, Andrew?

Would you like to try a date with her?

It sure seems like it

Andrew, you are liable to fill many of these pages

With flattering descriptions and praises of this woman

If she would happen to return the favor

And dig you in the romantic type of way

Then these poems can serve as a fountainhead for a beautiful relationship

With a woman who's insides are so very beautiful

She's in my thoughts now


xxaabwxxaa

Andrew, even though you're aware of not interacting with her perfectly

You still need work

You aren't listening enough

You must give her the attention she deserves

Quit thinking about only your focuses

AND FOCUS ENERGY ON LISTENING TO HER

She deserves it, cool her

Andrew, you have a way to go

Make sure your powerful voice doesn't override hers

If you ever wanna hook up, you MUST not be so excited about you

When you're around her, stop thinking about you so much

And let her have the stage

You talk enough

Yes, she is one of the most wonderful people to talk too

But you must also LISTEN WELL

Reciprocate

If you wanna ever be her boyfriend, you absolutely MUST listen to everything she says, without speaking yourself

Make sure you never cut her off in conversation

The theme is to LISTEN


poem 20

Do you think fame is something

Hedonists achieve?

Fuck no!

If you disagree with this elegant truth

Tell me all the famous hedonists!

The squeaky voice fat ass hedonists aren't great

Picture this horrid sight:

The land of the hedonists have invaded our fine culture

High pitched squeals pursuing only 3 things Food, Sex, and Drugs

No life for me

Ever since these hedonistic fools waddled onto the scene

Society has been collapsing

I am the secular messiah here to defeat hedonism

Hedonism will fall!

Hedonistic dupes swarm the meccas of hedonism

Such as fast food burger joints

Brothels

Coffee houses

Taverns

Opium Dens

Crack houses

Buffets

Keg parties

All they are doing is indulging

Not improving the property of the lot of life one single bit

Hedonists are wasting space

How did this deprave philosophy of life ever influence so many?

It's the decline of all the good, sometimes I think

Assuming hedonism leads to wretched circumstances

Is not going out on a limb even the least

Hedonists are a liability to our great society

Ear piercing squeaks emitted from the not very noble mouths of hedonists

If they are forced to experience one smallest iota of pain for a second, they will go ballistic

Hedonists are weak individuals

Hedonists are as annoying as fuck to have around, obnoxious too

The hedonists persons are immature and undeveloped in their most sophisticated faculties

Hedonists are never exhausted, because they never toil

Hedonists will never accolades because all they do is fuck, eat to oblivion, and get high on drugs

Certainly, these hedonists are not role models for your children

Keep your children away from the monstrosity abomination of hedonism

Hedonists are uncultured

You can count all the wonderful contributions hedonists have made to the world

On one single hand

Actually.....

You can't count all these wonderful contributions

Because there are none

Naturally, if you're gonna count, you at least hafta have one

Zilch is the hedonists' contribution

If our country ever elects a full blown Hedonist

To the oval office

Our previously intellectual and altruistic abundance will disintegrate

The masterpiece of civilization which our society was will lay in shameful ruins

If we are so dense, that we vote in a Hedonist to be the leader of the free world, then maybe we deserve the crestfallen status our nation is sure to have when we act out of such idiocy

Other nations would make sure we are the laughingstock of the world community

The Hedonist's fantasy is self defeating

A cynical atheist once quipped

"Hedonists are proof positive there is no god"

It's understandable how someone could lose all faith in humanity

When approached by a swarm of miasmic hedonists have muscle spasms from all the intemperances of their life, seeking only immediate gratification without even the slightest concern for the ever important long run

Shittin hedonism!

A hedonistic revelry is a sin

Let's do our great nation a favor and wipe out this pestilence

Hedonism is a vile disease

The framers of any hedonistic republic are apparently misanthropic

For no one with half a brain would wish the diabolical folly of hedonism upon their own nation of greatness

A land with the motto "Hedonism is our guiding light"

Is a very damn pathetic nation

It will be a sick day

When this motto of filthy hedonism

Is engraved on our coins and printed on our dollars

Hedonists love dollars because they can buy lotsa hedonistic pleasure

But do these half wit hedonists realize

Hedonism is so very insidious

Not to mention pernicious

Why is it that Andrew Bushard rants so fiercely about hedonistic decadence

Some would say verging on the fanatical

It is because he loves the noble so dearly

He will do his part to subdue the warped craze of hedonism

That always seems to sweep the nation

Hedonism belongs in the trash can

Hedonism belongs in the dump

Hedonism is unbalanced foolishness

Fear the creepy scene of a mass of a million hedonists coming your way

The hedonistic life is no life for me

Let's make the hedonists exercise

Run lotsa laps

They will grimace, no doubt, at the very thought of such beneficial exertion

Flabby bodies and flabby minds the hedonist have

A disgraceful existence is hedonism

Argh!

Away with the hedonism!

It is a battle I'm choosin to fight

We need more anti hedonism poems

I shall be the vanguard in the struggle

To free the population from the perils of hedonism

Hedonism is a hopeless world view

A hedonism flag sailing on your ship

Will not lead you to everlasting joy

It will be lead you down a downward spiral of misery

A hedonistic life is a life laden with despicable happenings

I do not wanna die drowning in a stream of bitter tasting ethanol, while bending over on a hard ass chair in the Hedonist owned tavern

No, no, not for me, no, no

Neither do I wanna croak in a brothel, from a hedonistic induced seizure, groaning from intemperate indulgence

Nor do I wanna kick the bucket, from an attacking heart while dining in a hog trough buffet of MEAT

Nor do I wanna die in the Hedonist parlor while shooting crack intravenously

Nor do I wanna die in a train car tripping on shitty acid, hallucinating that I am the great immortal Rush Limbaugh

Nor do I wanna die scarfing down gross hamburgers (but pleasurable top the bloody hedonists) at a Moscow McDonald's, gyrating from and over consumption of poisonous foods

Wanna know exactly how I wanna die?

This is the antithesis way to hedonism

I would like to die fasting

Fasting for justice and liberation

Hedonists would cringe at the notion of fasting

I hope to someday give my life for what's right and noble

I hope to better the world, rather than shooting for merely the best way to immediately gratify myself as much as possible

I wanna die in the mists of sacrificing my one life

For something bigger than just me

I really hope I pass away actively pursuing righteousness

I have the urge to give my life for something immensely worthwhile

All the sages throughout history have realized the glory of martyrdom

And martyrdom is glorious

A fantastic statement to make

A sublime ending of a life

The hedonists will shriek at martyrdom

Because they shriek at pain

Hedonists are wussy wimps!

Hedonists have a low tolerance pain

They tolerate absolutely none

This poem is a reaction

To the troubling ways of hedonism

When you hear the hedonists squeak their hedonist cry "Ahhhhhhh!"

Turn your head in disgust

Get up on a soapbox

And rant, rant, rant 

Against the evils of hedonism

Any anti hedonism rhetoric

Is sure to be elegant, innately

Anti hedonism by its very nature is elegant

Soapboxes rule anyhow

A great benefit of life

Is standing firm, gesticulating with the wildest gestures

poetically affirming a diatribe against one of the world's most worthless philosophies

Anti hedonism power!

I hope one day I am deemed

The Anti Hedonism King of the World

That would be quite the honor!

My name shall be in the history books

For defeating the arch nemesis of nobility

Hedonism

Hedonism will not be victorious!

I will defeat the ugliness of hedonism

Hedonism will have its last stand

I will triumph over all the decadence inherent in hedonism

The hedonists have utmost anathema to pain

About as much as I have antipathy to hedonism

This is an interesting observation

Fat ass hedonists are a great con

On the pro con chart of life

Vehement, we must be opposing the scourge of hedonism

We will be redeemed when hedonism is squashed

A ass backwards fable is a fable which glorifies the so called ingenuity of hedonism, a fable that gives all the credit to hedonism for our nation's greatness

We must make certain

That the pages of books are loaded with anti hedonism words

Good books are those books which slam hedonism

Hedonism is a philosophy of fools

Hedonism is a heart attack of the soul

We need more folks rippin on hedonism

Whether the be moderate or radical or ultra conservative

To elect a hedonist as a Supreme Court Justice

Is to a disservice to justice as we know it

Sadly, hedonism is not an anomaly

It is a regularity

Keg parties seem to always make money

But sellers of fasting books struggle to make ends meet

Hedonists, you can have your slab of sirloin

And satisfy your lower urges

But you hedonists will never experience the high high of abjuring all sirloin

Those that resist no evil are evil

Hedonism is a demonic concoction

Again, I must say it would be cool to be the King of Anti-Hedonism!

