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King Bushard is a Prolific Writer of Nonsense

Green Jean Humor Publication #15

Andrew Bushard

Dedication to Noble Blasphemy

So, you have decided to devote your life to blasphemy.  Bravo for you!  You are a wonderful person!  You have taken the first step to a happy life.  The more you blasphemize, the happier you will be.  So you despise religion and yearn to mock its very essence, hence you are an honorable person.  We are proud of you.  Blasphemy erases the heartache of man and cheers up the gloomy desolate population.  We know a case where a man thought he was defeated by the cruelties of life, but was introduced to the art and science of blasphemy by some caring individuals, so he begun and ended his day with a blasphemous deed, which in itself cured his arthritis and cleared up his gout, but when he began to get really obsessed with it is was when he felt the purity that only blasphemous individuals can experience.  He felt human again, and he told us blasphemy was the only ticket that worked.  Blasphemy is THE golden ticket.  You may have searched far and wide and even in the church’s cornfield, but the only golden ticket you’ll ever find is blasphemy.  If your life void of a purpose, don’t spend your time looking for a life’s purpose, quickly choose blasphemy as your dominant governing force.  First, you must take the oath of high king blasphemy:

I pledge to uphold a viscous sarcastic view of faith and all its byproducts.  The only religion I will be loyal to is the religion of blasphemy.

Now, let’s sing a song.

Blasphemy for you and me

Blasphemy everyday, you see

Blasphemy for the animals 

Blasphemy for the mammals

Blasphemy because we hate God

I get a kick out of a sacrilegious hijinx

I do not apologize when I appall the bible belt

I just chuckle!

Time for a test, multiple choice.

1. You go to an art gallery and sight a picture of dogs shoving cottage cheese into the mouth of Christ hanging on the cross, what do you do?

A. Report it to Jesse Helms, hoping he will get an obscenity bill passed.

B. Scream then cry.

C. Boycott the museum and everyone and every organization who has done business with any of the museum’s employees

D. Eat hay

E. Buy a 500 ft blow up of the art to cover your house with.

F. Steal Moses from the zoo

G. Choose sleep as a hobby.

H. Pray to a polyester home of the dead.

I. Give Noah the sleeper hold

J. Mix milk and beer and serve to ambitious minors

K. Watch out for heavy metal

L. Paint a lion kissing a frog

M. Slop down a loaf of strawberry shortcake.

N. Overcome your fear of heights

O. Struggle to read a suicidal teenager’s composition book.

P. Reinvent Sadomasochism to make De Sade squirm.

Q. Visit the Pygmies then oppress them like Neanderthals.

R. Survey the world’s smallest organ grinder

S. Finish the taco bell founder monument

T. Shred all evidence of time tables

U. Hire God for grunt work

V. Move to the West Indies and cry until the government gets so pissed off at your non stop crying that it decides to execute you by way of paper cuts.

W. Fraternize with the meandering valley.

X. Starve the frugal gourmet’s reptile assistant

Y. Smuggle vampire sausage powder into the bowels of Hell

Z. Slam Leviticus into a toad’s trash can

Blasphemous Quotes

“I love God but I know he doesn’t exist”

“God is an analog clock.  Satan is a digital clock.”

“Beer and Christians are like blasphemy and cheese.”

“The lungs of a religionist are crappy”

“Look at God then scream obscenities.”

“God can not exist because he has no phone number listed in the telephone book.”

“If God is so powerful, why does he call himself God?”

“I’d rather floss my teeth with hardened plaque then read one word of the bible.”

“Church – the world’s shittiest way to get numbed glutinous maximus nerves.”

“If I ever pray, pray for my radical change of heart”

“God was a chicken in a past life”

“The more religions, the better, the more asinine views to viscously attack.”

“I like paper plates more than God’s love”

“I never read the bible and I never went to church, but I know everything about religion is bad, bad, bad.”

“The greatest joy mankind ever experienced is the joy of blasphemy.”

“Hell is but a small price to pay for the glories of even one unfunny blasphemous joke.”

“Christians sing the blues and sacrilegious workers have all their free will.”

“I won’t stomach any more non blasphemous jokes, because a joke just is not a joke unless it leeks with blasphemy.”

“My blood was leaving my heart, and blasphemy let me bleed without a conscience.”

“God is a silly nitwit, he never ever made one single piece of blasphemous artwork.”

“Piety is a blasphemy student’s worst nightmare, he struggles to do evil if necessary to suppress piety.”

Blasphemous Suggestions

1. Throw fruit at the Almighty.

2. Misspell holy religious words to really ridicule them.

3. Make god into a miserable icon of you.

4. Blame St. Peter for traffic jams.

5. Act so blatantly obnoxious that even the most loving church expels you.

6. Plant evil mushrooms in the crevices of old churches.

7. Suck up to heretics.

8. Believe a few snide comments and ludicrous drawings will bring down religion.

9. Beg the old lady down the street for money to invest in gold blasphemy crowns to wear atop one’s cranium.

10. Draw a painting which will offend all religious groups simultaneously.

11. Be a blasphemy dork.

12. During lent, take up some vice.

13. Charge church men much higher rates than the general public.

14. Rant without rest about the giant implications of the phrase “Good heavens”

15. Get a notary public to proclaim you created god with some dirty pliers.

16. Have the world’s largest collection of false idols which piss off elderly children.

17. Dress up as religious clergy and do anti social deeds.

18. Be a clutz near church parties.

19. Allow naked strippers to enter synagogues and sit in the pews in the middle of service.

20. Start a society of elegant obsessed blasphemy fanatics.

21. Let loose a monster monstrous strain of HIV in a poor church cutting the arms of the congregation assuring HIV mixes with their blood.

22. Carry your bed into a cathedral during a sermon, place it on the altar then rest like a dumbfuck.

23. Pile 595 very offensive humanist, atheist books on your 34th favorite church’s doorstep.

24. Burn 500 bibles a day, quitting your job to collect the bibles.

25. Mock those who are more inept in their blasphemy than you.

26. Throws boulders at the pope when he comes to town.

27. Make videos with plots of the pope becoming a male prostitute.

28. Place strawberries down the shirts of religious right extremists.

29. Be as gross as you can be when you engage in blasphemy (which is non stop by the way)

30. Give sacrilegious books to sick dying children in horrible hospitals.

31. As a funny practical joke to entertain the pope which the pope is sure to appreciate, impersonate saints, bishops, and cardinals to obtain special privileges like free passes to waterparks.

32. Generate earthquakes with elaborate machinery in the Vatican.

33. Bad mouth Satanist merchants that treated you well.

34. Use PHD degrees to bash religionists

35. Throw a glue sniffing party where you and 37 of your friends do nothing but brainstorm mean insults of about people opposed to blasphemy.

36. Use hateful blasphemous paintings as evidence of religion’s problems.

37. Open up a blasphemous anti – alcohol restaurant.

38. Knock out priests when they attempt to perform exorcisms.

39. Send hate mail to Satan.

40. Lobby nationwide for uninhibited zoning laws so churches will be near bars, strips joints, mime shoppes, and other low life establishments.

41. Go around telling people “You are the king of the Catholic church”

42. Go to a church service and whisper a blasphemous word into the ears of every member of the congregation.

43. Eat bulks of oat bran in the presence of religionists fasting for religious observance.

44. Stalk the old cranky lady of every church parish in town.

45. Read books just because they are written by atheist authors.

46. Create a religion which is a morph of atheism and voodoo.

47. Run laps around the most conservative church in town, shouting anti clergy bowling comments.

48. Worship the hell out of saints so the church no longer canonizes saints..

49. Curse during funerals with heavy religious overtones.

50. If someone tells you did an act which pleased God, never do that act again.

51. Go to a steeple of a catholic church and set off bad obnoxious fireworks..

52. Kidnap a churchgoer and demand as ransom an odd request, that his family give religion for the rest of their entire lives.

53. Give the silent treatment to ALL proponents of religion.

54. Be full of angst in your fight against religion, every time you hear the phrase “Jesus Saves” hold your breath for ten minutes.

55. Write a sloppy worded, poorly organized, incoherent dissertation disproving God’s existence using half assed evidence.

56. When asked the meaning of life, reply “To demean God”

57. Rewrite classic fairy tales with obvious blasphemous slants.

58. Give scholarships to blasphemous rebels.

59. Do only one thing in your life religiously, evading church.

60. Come to church picnics to get free food, while mocking the church idiotically.

61. Be 100% eloquent in a mundane sacrilegious speech about the Vatican.

62. Plant a listening device into the confession booth , then broadcast people’s confession’s on your own demented “All Confession Radio”

63. Nod and scream whenever you hear the lord’s name in vain used on television.

64. Super glue yourself beneath the pews at conservative churches and play the role of Satan.

65. If you imagine God doesn’t exist, he soon won’t.

66. Insult a ruling technocrat with your absurd aversion to faith.

67. Lurk at the top of a steeple and jump down on people who enter the church in the hope they will go to the hospital, raising your self esteem.

68. Dress up as a vampire and have a friend dress up as a witch then run around in a frantic chaotic manner shouting gibberish in the main sanctuary during down times and during up times.

69. After the church lawn is mowed with an old hand mower, drive on a riding mower going around mock mowing, laughing hysterically.

70. Eat sugar coated donuts and juggle pulpits simultaneously

71. Put up signs “Religion Free Zone” on church property.

72. Sneak inside a church restroom and play Yahtzee with big money until someone gets real pissed and demands your lynching, but only then do you stop playing.

73. Wear a 3 piece suit which everyone knows only sacrilegious persons where.

74. Take someone’s bible, run it through a typewriter and replace every occurrence of “God” with “Lucifer” and vice versa.

75. Hold a solemn convention on blasphemy, featuring such lecture topics as “Integrating Blasphemous Concepts in Physical Education Curriculum.” “Blasphemy that Churchgoers will Love”, “999 Ways the Star Spangled Banner is the world’s most blasphemous song”, “Suing the Blasphemous way”, act all prim and proper and sport much pomp.

76. Hold an anti religion parade on thanksgiving which has no artistic value whatsoever.

77. Hold an inanimate object support group for emotionally torn blasphemy individuals.

78. Have the pipe organ be your foremost weapon against religion.

79. Assemble a shitty non working blasphemous hand clock.

80. Commit a blasphemous deed that no one in 500 years has had the nerve to commit.

81. Go on a super slow motion crusade to resurrect obscure blasphemous juvenile documents.

82. Have a glorious cruise where each person who goes on it is required to sign the pledge “During the entire cruise, I’ll donate all my brain to the advancement of blasphemy.”

83. Plant pitchers of rank cottonseed oil in the lockers of parochial schools.

84. Give your kids blasphemous names like “Mosesprophetsilly” and “Noah’sbeardsuck”

85. Yell “Fuck clouds” into a mega bull horn during religious parades.

86. When embalming religionists, embalm them with anything but embalming fluid.

87. Make an Anti Judaism parody of Jim Henson’s Muppets while taking a bath near megadoses of electricity.

88. Replace holy water with mountain dew.

89. Bring a triple beam balance to mass.

90. Plant scary jack in the boxes behind bibles in Christian bookstores.

91. Release strains of obscure measles into church atmosphere.

92. Pray for God to commit suicide.

93. Jump on the roof of Norte Dame’s cathedral until it caves in.

94. Look all around for communist hating blasphemy.

95. Blow obnoxious trumpets during solemn satanic ceremonies.

96. Speak in a crass locker room like manner when Jesus is around.

97. Always fail to capitalize “God”, “Jesus”, “Mohammed”, “Moses”, “Abraham” and all other biblical proper names when writing.

98. Laugh your self sick about Satan’s bruised eyebrow.

99. Launch elaborate rockets from every church steeple in town, one every 5 minutes, then repeat again, then repeat again, then repeat again.

100. Hang out at a certain church obsessively, going to every function, and when a function is not in session, hanging out with staff and the minister, causing a truckload of juvenile mischief and mayhem, so much to get everyone there extremely furious at you, ready to pull out all their hairs, but not enough mischief and mayhem, to actually get yourself kicked out of the church.

101. Eat crumbly bread off crucifixes.

102. Name your children blasphemous like “ReligiousIdiocy”, “Allfaithisfoolish”, Chrisitianityhate”, and “Catholicismisphony”

103. Shout senseless things into the ears of head honchos of religious charities.

104. Without solicitation, pour sulfuric acid into the windows of Mormon churches.

105. Pray to the Anti-God God.

106. Kidnap a leader from every church in town and lock them up in a cattle prod warehouse.

107. Gently kill all dogs of every religionist you know.

108. Lurk in trees, then jump down onto the heads of every religionist you see, crawl back into the tree and do it again.

109. Harass the Ghostbusters because they don’t spend all their time desecrating religious equipment.

110. Wear fake fangs just to upset religious minded persons.

111. Do things at church which would pretty much be indecent elsewhere.

112. Draw a crude ugly picture of God, then mass mail it to everyone on the Moral Majority and other religious right mailing lists.

113. Jump up and down on pews until each one in the sanctuary cracks, you get a terrible splinter, or someone notices you, whichever comes first.

114. Infiltrate the Gideons and slowly transform them into a sleazy pizza joint.

115. Open up a college fraternity notorious for juvenile blasphemy.

116. Paint an elegant portrait entitled “Atheist Praying”

117. Decorate church bathrooms with sandpaper.

118. Walk around a seedy part of town mimicking God in a horrible manner.

119. Start hanging around MOTHER INFERIOR, corrupting her in hope of corrupting everyone else.

120. Have juvenile delinquents come into a priest’s chamber and pray endlessly to a large damn shrine of the God of juvenile delinquency.

121. Have class clowns come into a priest’s chamber and pray endlessly to a large damn shrine of the God of class clowns.

122. Open up a nudist colony right next to a strict covenant, solely for the purpose of attempting to get impure thoughts in the heads of the sisters.

123. Play bowling using kegs as bowling balls, in elegant church lobbies.

124. Throw hard pipes at the sound director during an important sermon.

125. Urge a pope to canonize a heretic as the saint of blasphemy.

126. Frolic at ungodly hours of the day, only because the hours are ungodly.

127. Whip the bible with an industrial rejected whip, videotape it, and pay other atheists to get a tape of it.

128. Wear a top cap embroidered with “God is not my friend” on it, at fancy affairs.

129. Tie a rope around your neck connected to your foot, jump off a church roof into the snowbanks, yelling “Lucifer says don’t go to church”

130. Plant smoke balls in the church’s rope for tug of war, to cause enough ruckus during the annual tug of war, so you can sacrilegiously steal the church’s bobby pins.

131. In oratory class, read the bible in a most primitive tongue as to demean its very essence.

132. Stock 347 monkey wrenches in a small church pew’s bible holders.

133. Saw pews in half during an eloquent sermon.

134. When the bishop comes to visit your local Cathedral, be sure to tackle his ass and shove rotten lentils in his face.

135. Sloppily eat rice using a pulpit as your plate.

136. In a Sunday school room, use dnt to explode all the metal chairs (do so discreetly), then taunt the class when it desires to play musical chairs proclaiming they all are losers.

137. Hang a mule with 25 choir robes before the Easter service.

138. Paralyze yourself using a collection plate in a back alley.

139. Make a rosary bead lizard milkshake.

140. Have a pretty girl dress up in an elaborate jester costume and shout “fuck”, “damn”, “shit” into to the ear of an accomplished church organist.

141. Replace a monster truck’s engine and a moped’s engine, then drive the damn moped up and down the aisles, blasting Slayer, and Christian Death on your boombox, during Benediction.

142. Act as if you are kind and donate 500 cheese pizza to your big church’s student lockin, but really lace the pizza with anchovies, but keep them well concealed.

143. Go to a church picnic and when people ask you your name, tell half it’s “Jupiter” and half it’s “Infidel”

144. Create a computer program which allows you to alter every physical feature of the classical Jesus, to suit your taste, and when it comes out, print up really grotesque versions which you email to the pastor.

145. Have your biggest aversion to Judaism be the fact that it is obviously, innately anti cougar.

146. Carry a big ass box of type O blood to church, discreetly stash it under your pew, and when the collection plate is passed your way, smash the box on the person next to you, splattering blood all over screaming “this is the blood of Buddha’s brother” attracting as little attention as possible.

147. Right next to a car washing ordeal to benefit a jr. high school, set up a stand where you hold crab walking races for high stakes, which all benefit the Closed Minded Infidel Jerk Society.

148. Floss your teeth with the harp during the annual church Christmas play.

149. Blow a whistle every time your pastor says “Satan”, “Devil”, or “Lucifer”, then exclaim “please don’t say that, I’ve got kids here.”

150. Talk obnoxiously about Ozzy Osborne’s great deeds to the church’s prim proper, and prude.

151. Carve an ugly mask into your wall for every blasphemous deed you do.

152. Make a plaque which says “Blasphemist of the Year”, inscribe a goofy deacon’s name on it, then attach it with melting diamonds onto the face of St. Barnard on the cathedral’s wall of solemn portraits.

153. Forward the Botany society’s mail to the church of Christ in your city, only because you have nothing better to do with your time.

154. Use nothing but Jewish terms like “goy”, “Talmud”, when addressing your catholic congregation.

155. In a crowded subway, scream “Mr. Blasphemy, where the hell are you?”

156. Obtain 50 copies of speigel magazine, laying them down in a single layer, spread the peanut butter of a small church’s secretary on each catalog, then strangle an ant with a preacher’s tie attach it to the peanut butter, call a local Jain law enforcement official on the scene right away while the evidence is fresh, in attempt to get these people framed for murder, and get a bad name for every religion in the community.

157. Send a confidential telegram to a rookie priest, asking him to not open it, until he reads it in front of the congregation, which says” I, (rookie priest’s name) could teach God and Satan a few things about life and how to deal with things in general.  I am opposed to all, even atheism, even Christianity, even those who are opposed to all.”

158. Be annoying for Jesus.

159. Be quasi ridiculous during solemn family prayers.

160. Form a group called “Hypocrites for Jesus”

161. For a pastor’s birthday, give him an empty crate and a rusty crow bar.

162. For a minister of music’s birthday, give him the book “Building Sturdy seesaws out of Seashells in the Caribbean.”

163. Place dirt covered masks on the statues of the Virgin Mary.

164. Be next to ungodly, by maintaining a horribly messy house.

165. Using your authentic replica of the Pina and Santa Maria on wheels, drive under the influence of freon, and ram down the house of the flakiest’s bible study instructor in the city, but give him a croissant for his trouble.

166. At 3:30 in the morning, walk into a dark closed Catholic parish, sit on a hard silver giving bench, and solemnly twiddle your thumbs, alternately thinking about meditation, beer, how fun it would be to hang a pilgrim, and your most sadistic fantasy involving a slacker deacon.  Then whenever someone enters the house of worship, run viscous circles around the sanctuary shouting “God is blood”, tackle the person with a damn hard blow, then tickle him or her in a harassing manner, snap a balloon over their head, paint a crooked cross on their stomach, scream “I’ve been assaulted by God himself”, then argue about Greek Mythology.

167. Slop chili all over your face, wear a leprechaun outfit, forge 43 names of losers, then apply for the job of Cardinal at the nearest Catholic headquarters

168. When your priest takes a break from his chamber, sneak in a pin up posters wall to wall saying “Just say no to Confessions”

169. Wear a badge on your bare skin, proclaiming how your single deed of tiny blasphemy saved mankind.

170. With a straight face, tell others that blasphemy makes a difference.

171. Replace baptismal water with hydrogen peroxide and make sure you are in the front row when the baptism ceremony occurs.

172. Run for office in your city, just so you can get on the air on a television, seizing a live opportunity which you’ll say “Religion is fucking dumb, and I’m the fucking king, man, dude!

173. Clone a master race of Pat Robertson peoples.

174. Call yourself the World’s Greatest Christian.

175. At 4:00 some dark morning, have a helicopter quietly drop you and a happy go lucky ostrich on the top of a massive church steeple, sleep for 3.5 hours, curse Allah nonstop and mosh crazily but gracefully with the ostrich till one of you faints.

176. Take your priest out to dinner, shove rhubarb raw down his throat, give him the hemilich maneuver without him needing it, pour cold tea on his head, eat anti histamines, then tell your priest you love him more than God.

177. Attach the tackiest flea market graven image with rope to your old beater’s bumper and circle for hour on end, solemnly, sullenly, nonchalantly around the church with the smallest perimeter parking lot in the entire state.

178. Declare war on the affluent section of heaven.

179. Win the 100 million dollar lottery and donate it all to the Church of Satan.

180. Tell all the preachers that your body is a tavern for the holy spirit.

181. Don’t persecute Jesus, instead aggravate and annoy the hell out of him.

182. Bust down a cigarette machine in hopes, faith will crumble just as easily.

183. Go around proclaiming that MTV is the best evidence of God’s love.

184. Dump useless rank holy water into balloons that aren’t supposed to be filled with water.

185. Pay for an all expense paid trip to Siberia for you and your arch bishop, when there , tell him the following joke “What did the disgruntled catholic give up for lent?  The catholic faith.”, leave him there with a pack of chewing gum forever.

186. Form a religion whose only tenet is disrespecting other people’s religion.

187. Create a batman episode where batman must decide whether to lynch the Joker, the riddler, and a church mouse, or to desecrate a too holy chalice.

188. Beg the pope to drop his post so he can work in your blasphemy props store.

189. Be opposed to religion because of one sloppily made puerile blasphemous cartoon.

190. Go on a yacht voyage and kidnap penguins from every country, treat them like kings, while the world’s best teach them how to tap dance, go to Broadway, perform, and donate your dough the Vatican’s most subversive employee.

191. Optimize blasphemy using 3 Elmo scarecrow heads, 3 rotten bananas and an abandoned refrigerator box, using Freudian techniques.

192. Yield great power in a creepy funky pumpkin patch, carve out India’s government’s leaders into the smallest pumpkins calling them “My little children of Blasphemy”

193. With intelligence and dignity, using a cauliflower stalk in a crop circle, blasphemisize the Pig Royal Order of Atheists.  

194. Skateboard downtown to the town’s bell, crack it with a butter knife in the spirit of the liberty bell, poster puddy a sign on it calling the bell “The Blasphemy Bell”

195. Place a saddle on a German shepherd, riding it around the block, yelping “The Blasphemy Opponents are coming, Break the draddles now!”

196. Sue Mother Theresa for all the good deeds she did for humanity.

197. Arrest a Vatican Butler for gambling debts, toss the butler into a gambler’s only prison in the French Isles, and feed his weed to the crows.

198. Retire from blasphemy, then return fierce as ever in your next life!

199. Nicely ask a bronco to bob for apples, that will solve all your blasphemy related problems.

A DEAR MOTHER LETTER

Dear Mother:

You were a horrible mother.  I knew it all along, but now it’s officially declared.  I never had the guts to use your name sacrilegiously.  Me and my closest buddies went to the town’s smallest gazebo and talked rudely about you, mother.  I offended my friends by dissing you in a way even the rudest boys in school, found disrespectful.  I enjoyed it, mother.  You deserved it.  You are not fit to perpetually care for tapeworms.  And in a similar vein, tapeworms aren’t fit to care for your sorry ass.  Psychologists set aside their dignified university work, to analyze you, mother, and they have determined that you are the worst mother ever.  I hold you responsible for every single thing which goes wrong in my life, your poor caretaking alleviates me from all responsibility for my actions from this day on, mother.  I disown you in an informal casual way, it’s defacto disowning, but I like it so it will suffice.  You didn’t raise me, mother, the atari raised me.  The Atari seems to be the parent of the 90’s.  Everything important in life I learned from the Atari.  The Atari did a great job at raising me.  Atari is society’s biggest propaganda tool, but in my case it served as a learning mechanism.  Atari not only taught me what life was all about, it taught me how to live that life.  Zen Buddhists use ataris, because Atari matters most.  Everytime I see an Atari, a tremor shoots through me, and I breathe easier again.  From Atari I learned:

1. Competition is grrreat

2. People are 2D

3. All life originates from Pong

4. Frogger is fun

5. All one needs to be happy is a stiff joystick and a mundane red colored button.

6. Color isn’t important in a colorful world

7. Violence is fun

8. Atari = Highly sophisticated technology

9. Taking apart equipment can lead one to a shocked state.

10. Those who have good hand eye coordination have brains of mush.

11. Eyes are unimportant body parts, created to be destroyed.

12. Bricks are not useful mason tools, but agents of violence.

13. Video games are an accurate portrayal of life.

14. Life is but an illusion, video games are reality.

15. A sedentary lifestyle isn’t as bad as it’s cracked up to be.

16. Computer chips can break bones

17. Addictions are invigorating

18. Exercise is usually worthless, unless one is exercising to get video game stuff.

19. The alphabet is a Hindu propaganda tool

20. Celebrities are only celebrities because bananas are not oranges.

21. Petty thieves steal FCC agent’s college diplomas

22. Turmoil is all the kidney.

23. Atari means “Amish” in Japanese.

24. Cupcakes are the building blocks of carbohydrates.  

25. A lifetime spent doing nothing besides playing Atari is what philosophers call fulfillment.

26. Static technology is good technology.

27. Plot less violence is great for the soul.

28. Mayhem’s just another name for murder

29. Playing Atari means never having to say you are sorry, or ever having to play the board game of sorry.

30. Since Atari games have no wit, wit is not necessary for a satisfying life.

Mom, it wasn’t you who raised me, it was Atari.  You get no inheritance, mother.  It all goes to Atari’s founder.  The simplicity of the graphics was the essence that freed me.  No longer am I shackled to the curse of matriarchy.  Now I am lead upward by Atari, and I will guarantee you mother, that ultimately, the original Atari system will become more popular and essential than any 64 bit or 128 bit, CD, laser disc etc.,,, Playstartion, Nintendo, or Sega, doohickey!

THE LAUGHTER PIT

The Ringling brothers have got to go.  Now we are entering a new era.  A very new era.  This era is silly.  As silly as 4 billion clowns on a rocketship without gas, going backwards to Pluto.  3 out of work illegal aliens were endowed a grant by the U.S. Conservative Party to construct an abyss and a pit.  In this pit and in this abyss, society tosses the most humorous and the least humorous alike in.  The middle average will stay where they are.  No one will want to enter.  Therein contained is laughter maniacs.  Those who are in the population include poor joke telling freaks and freaks who laugh at everything even deathly morbid topics.  Clowns and jesters are all over the damn place.  Kinda like Dante’s inferno, but a bit more cynical.  You if falling in this pit, will meet lions and bears, not the growling type but the giggling type.  Your kidneys will burst because of all the laughing, then your head will be bolted onto roller skates which get their asses kicked by fast roller blades.  You’ll have a jolly good time but you’ll hate it to death.  Sea lions will become your worst enemy, all because 3 nights of your 7th grade year, you didn’t floss.  A hell without Orthodontists to put appliances on your teeth.  Nobody said lambchops were going to be served in the abyss of humor, medieval doctors were too solemn to chuckle, but somehow they obsessively studied humours.  Ha haha, puns are rich entertainment.  Rambling teaches us how to love one another, the abyss teaches us the immortality of bad humor.  Now, we resume at the weekend hangout of the meek, the Braggart’s club.  Pardon the potatoes, but the spuds have done no wrong.  Straight from the head of a dope man, I am a victim of mean puns, the puns broke my heart.  You learn to laugh at that which is unfunny, and unlaugh at that which is funny.

The Cursing Buddhist Monk

A modern Unitarian Buddhist temple head monk jumps into the main room


“Let’s fucking mediate!”

Humble followers ears perk up in shock and despair

“What about the clean mouth as well as a clean spirit command set forth by the Buddha”


“Fuck that!”

A storm sets in.  A bad storm.  The flock chants.

Allah announces:

“Cease chanting.  No more cursing.  I do not care what you all do as long as you do not curse.  Remember the Koran is the best book ever, even better than Rush Limbaugh’s books, now I amend the infallible Koran a bit, for you in the temple, I require you to pray 13 ½ times a day to me, Allah.”

Mumbling occurring.  They begin their first prayer.  Since it is already late in the evening, they know they have to bust their butts to meet the deadline.

Announcer:

“This is an example of faith!  All follow Allah or else!  Time for cocktails, so I will go!”

A happy go lucky song about penguins lacking eternal life is song by an eunuch choir boy.

NBA Satire

We are unable to satirize the NBA because the NBA has no faults to poke fun at.  The NBA owners lack fallacies.  The players never do wrong.  The fans are A-okay.  After doing millenniums of research it is determined that the NBA cannot be satirized.  One of the Society of Green Jean Humor’s satirist had to retire in the spirit of the patent worker who retired because he thought there was nothing left to invent, well, this satirist studied and studied the National Basketball Association and found it impossible to satirize.  He went into the taxidermy of plants business, we wish him great luck.  Furthermore, we have found politicians lacking in defenicies.  So now, we have only one society member, Andrew Bushard.  He has nothing better to do anyways, so we’ll let him attempt the futile task of satirizing a perfect world.  He is so ignorant he thinks such a task is feasible.  He is perfect though.  A perfect man attempting to satirize a perfect world will cause nothing but a mess

Fudgesheet Four Reviews

Fudgesheet Four reviews Art, Humor, and Hate, Green Jean Humor, and AB in general and a few other things.

New York City Telephone Book

Liberating reading from U.S. Eastern Bell.  This characteristics what zine writing needs to be.  A jam packed 1000 pages of pure unabridged info, zine writers like AB only put 20 pages in an issue, pale as hell by comparioson!  Also makes the once a year zinesters who write zines of poetry, art, fiction, seem insignificant and pathetic.  I recommend it to everyone then some more people.  Don’t read zines with artistic merit.  I just loved the juicy 1 ½ D yellow pages.  We here at Fudgesheet Four applaud the thing as ingenious publication of the year.

Telegram Delivery Schedule

An original idea, if I ever saw one!  Intensive, extensive, charts to satisfy all the time, cures boredom fast!

Dry Commentary
Since anyone can write a zine, we bolster up the zines anyone can write, the zines which only the talented can write, we condemn.  If you send us a mundane or juvenile zine, it will get some good press, we guarantee you.  If you send us an animated stuff, you better watch out!

Fudgesheet Four does not condone the breaking of u.s. laws, because we are much too status quo for that.

Art, Humor, and Hate

Gimme a break.  Poetry just ain’t good, if it don’t rhyme, and any poetry sage would agree with us!  Who does he think he is, writing poetry that does not rhyme?

Green Jean Humor
Humor that is above our heads is not funny.  GJH has humor that is subtle, and readers, subtle just ain’t funny.  We are unable to appreciate this deviant sense of humor.  A bit too much wit for our tastes.

AHH

The publisher writer is an idiot.  Slam the fool.  Don’t read his work.  Mr. Bushard, you are welcome for the negative endorsement we are giving to an unexposed publisher like yourself.  HA HA, look at the monopoly control we have over the zine kingdom.  Our perfectly arbitrary judgments become fact in our kingdom!  We at Fudgesheet Four believe zines about beer bottle caps are great great great and rambling fools are cool cool cool, but artistic zines are utterly stupid.

GJH

We will praise zines about peapods and zines written by illiterate fools containing stories lacking substance, bite, or flair, but we damn Green Jean Humor.  Basically, we’ll praise any piss poor attempt at zine writing, but this we damn, man!

AHH
Abstract, subtle, a bit different.  Original in some ways, thus it sucks.

AHH

How dare he try to merge poetry and prose into his own distinctive style.  That’s cutting edge, we cut the edge.

GJH

He who writes the most, we flame the most.  If one is prolific, they are on our shit list.

GJH

Humor that is not all literal is not my bag of tricks.  Man, I need to laugh right away, without thinking.

AHH

Slightly revolutionary, slightly subversive, slightly not up our cool counter culture alley.

AHH

Different.  Different is bad.

GJH

Satire that doesn’t rhyme is not satire at all

GJH

Requires higher level analyzes to comprehend and appreciate, we don’t do that, we stick to the lower level stuff, evident here, man.

AHH

Ugh, we can’t relate to the writer’s point of view, therefore he is wrong.  

AHH

Defies easy brainless interpretation, thus it is garbage.

AHH

Poetry full of depth and meaning, quite frankly, scares the hell out of us.

AHH

Lousy poetry.  We also think Walt Whitman, Ralph Waldo Emerson, Allen Ginsberg, Robert Frost, and Homer are old fuddy duddies who don’t know their head from a hole in the ground.

GJH

Satire lost its validity long ago.  Mr. Bushard is a fool.

We at Fudgesheet Four believe, he who laughs last, laughs best, enuff said.

The History of VIGA and VyVee

Once a long time ago, in the 1830’s in the town of Brooklyn, New York there were two stores right next to each other.  One store was owned by a man named Jonathan Vyvee and the other store was named by a man named Viga Smith.  John Vyvee was a young peaceful man.  He had a clean mustache.  He always dressed stylishly with a good looking three piece suit.  He wore a black top hat, and he carried a cane made out of fine wood, just for style.  He helped cripples get into his store; he greeted his customers kindly.  He gave out free cinnamon sticks and suckers to the kids.  He conversed with the adults about the weather, yesterday’s ballgame, any number of topics.  He’d help his customers find the item, they’d desire.  If a customer wanted an item, he didn’t have, he’d order it.  Satisfying the customer is a philosophy that has been carried on from all of VyVee expansions to current day.  But Viga Smith on the other hand was quite a different person.  Viga was an elderly man.  He had gray curly hair and he always wore suspenders, I mean always.  He was an ornery penny pinching crabapple.  He growled at his customers.  He had very expensive prices.  He never helped his customers.  He wouldn’t give people change.  He only opened his cash register to insert money from purchases.  If something was broken, Viga was too cheap to fix it.  Viga was too stubborn to will his store to anybody, so when he died a raffle was held, and the U.S. Labor Party won.  Maybe this is why Vyvee is doing so well, and Viga isn’t.

Hell Trading Cards

Name

Date Died

Noble Accomplishments

Reason for going to hell

Paul Bothan

1759

Devoted his entire life to noble altruism

Did not believe in the legend

Peter Westcot

1895

Never had a selfish or evil thought

Did not believe in the legend

Louis Franlin

1957

Gave his life by rescuing 50 destitute despondent children from a burning building

Did not believe in the legend

Sheila Overmono

1332

Had a pure heart

Did not believe in the legend

Sally Wishbone

953

Never gossiped, cured the sick, always helped a neighbor in need

Did not believe in the legend

Albert Albear

1806

Upheld the highest standard of morality

Did not believe in the legend

Shawny Darbuck

1987

Died on a Mormon mission

Did not believe in the legend

Spiro Domino

1808

Felt a deep warmness in his heart every time he pondered humanity

Did not believe in the legend

Michael Mike

1932

Had assets of 56 million dollars, but gave it all up to feed all of Zimbabwe, he himself becoming poor in the process

Did not believe in the legend

Tamika Pallball

2340

Was the person responsible for eradicating the practice of war from the planet

Did not believe in the legend

Shelby Winters

2932

United all humanity as one

Did not believe in the legend

Sparkle Dawns

1546

Ended murder in his kingdom

Did not believe in the legend

Dolby Wison

1786

Followed the golden rule to the book

Did not believe in the legend

Gregor Bottom

2875

Put racism to a screeching halt, due his profound love

Did not believe in the legend

Mitchell Dungeon

2100

Ended oppression in many places

Did not believe in the legend

Bob Horsetom

2002

Housed the homeless

Did not believe in the legend

Shelly Wert

1999

Always did what was best for humanity

Did not believe in the legend

Peter Hatcher

1921

Opened a jolly halfway house

Did not believe in the legend

Hillary Godery

1924

“Made one life breathe easier” in the spirit of Emerson

Did not believe in the legend

Tonya Hart

1930

Made the world a better place

Did not believe in the legend

