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Hello people! I am alive! Just that you all should know that. Here we are at the beginning of yet another General Letter, which chronicles the meager meandering of my over boorish life. Please don’t hate me cause I’m beautiful I plan to give you other reasons. Due to my own negligence there will be no personal letters in order to get this letter out in a timely fashion. Okay? Okay! 
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I will just this once address a minor grievance from a non-paying complainant. Last ish, you’ll recall a guy who I was calling Doug, who was hopin to win the lottery so he could fix up his mobile home. Well Duhg’s complaint boiled down to 4 choice words. Um, lets see what we’re they, , , Oh yes I remember, he said, “You’re a fucking Dick.” Wow! I thunk to myself. I am a Dick – a ‘Fucking’ Dick no less. How confoundingly witty. What a come back. (cum back?)

Now on to otter tings.   

**I have once again changed my residentials. Twice, in fact. My girlfriend Birg and I decided to ease off on our relations, opting for an extended break-up. We figured it was the adultish thing to do. In retrospect I would not recommend it to the likes of denny terio – who I hate like hang nails! It is particularly grueling. My friends told me, break ups are bad things – evil things, mind you. You say many mean things break some stuff and then you leave. As childish as that sounds, I highly advise that avenue.**

**I ensconced my self for a time at 714 N. Dequincy (5 blocks away) in the home of my childhood amigo Ken. ‘That bastard’, as I affectionately call Ken, is the guy from last ish who hearts his balls. 24 years ago that bastard moved into my neighborhood and has made my life a hellish experience since. So I suppose it’s only fate that said we would end up here, bickering like husband and wife in some nightmarish ‘Odd Couple’ on heroin episode. He’s an amusing fellow that Ken. You know, I never thought he’d grow up to be the kind of old bastard who when I was a kid I would have took a crap in his milk box – but he did!**
** Almost as soon as My and Ken’s romance began we were torn asunder. Interrupted by my home wrecking ex-girlfriend Birgitte. She stalked me!  And I swooned to her advances!

Birg and I reunited with force of an iceberg and an ill-fated ship carrying lil’ Leo D’caprio. She and I have yet to decide which of us is who, er who of us is which. Anyway back on Gladstone Birgy’s house had been broken into two times in some three months. She no longer felt safe to live there by herself. So we packed our respective crap and moved post haste into the house of my childhood. Wherein my mother did and does still reside. I always told my parents that they would never get rid of me. I prefer not look at myself as a Mommas Boy, but rather someone who is always coming home.**


Chantal, my eldest niece, complained that I fail to relate her funny things what she says. Like when her Fathers girlfriend attempted to bond. She had felt as if she were in a doushe commercial. I explained to her that I try to steer away from topics concerning Feminine Hyjinx. Chantal casually returned, “ Oh, you’ll talk about poop all day long….”  Whattaya spose she means?


I regret to inform you all, as if you cared, that the General Letter Home page was momentarily nixed. An unforeseen happen stance which I hope will soon be remedied. Ken Davidson, the creator of that page, informs me we will put it back up for your perusal soon. Can I get a round of applause for Ken.


I recently (Last September) turned to the ripe old age of 30. (Sorry Loba. I could hold off no longer.) My sister Loba called me when I turned 29 complaining about how old she felt, thinking then I was turning 30. My sister Mar called me on her birthday saying this quotable quote, “36 is still almost 35 but 37, well that’s damn well 40! Old people r goofy aint they!

**********

Did Anybody hear that accursed album by pat boone. (I use lower case letters in names of people I don’t respect.) That fool released an album wherein he sings Heavy Metal songs. For the love of Heyzues will someone kill that man!!!!


And that was just the beginning of me troubles last year. Late last spring I developed a skin irritation as some may remember. Said irritation began to mutate thru spring and into summer. Believing it to be ringworm I treated it as such to no avail. Mid-August a clinic dr. confirmed it to be ringworm and a bad case of it but under her treatment it only grew worse. A second clinic dr. gave me further prescriptions also to no avail. Finally a Dermatologist informed me I had psoriasis. Since then I have been battling with, marked improvement, this malady. However I am no where near as yet recovered.


This is the only reason I can give for my negligée in not getting this letter out sooner. I do hope you will all forgive me. As for those clinic Dr.’s (?), I wish them all the comforts that the Ebola virus can provide them.

There is a place in my brain I swear I can almost touch when I pick my nose. I often wonder exactly what condition nasal drip is post of?

Here is a lil’ song I like to sing to dogs.          Where I to leave this

Don’t eat your poop!                                            space, here, bare, I am 

It’s in no way, shape, or form, a food group.       sure it would drive me

So, don’t eat your poop.                                      absolutely batty!                                                          


One time at work I passed gas, and That Bastard, Ken immediately told Buster he was a nasty Mutha Flecha. Buster berated Ken, claiming not to be the feller, so I owned up. By way of apology Ken said to Buster, “You, can’t blame me. You’ve shit wolf to many times.”


In the midst of my psoriasis like rash Buster referred to my testicles as ‘Itchy and Scratchy’. I’d like to kick his arse! Just to see what falls out.


And now I’d like to quote my boss who said, “The worst thing about cows is you have to stop what your doin and walk around them if you feel like kissin.” I worry about that man.

The best breakfast I ever ate, in my memory, I ate at the marion county lock up. It was scrambled eggs, bacon, grits, and a piece of cinnamon cake, My god it was yummy.

**When someone makes you mad and you want to get even, steal their child’s favorite toy. This will cause their  child anguish thereby causing them anguish. Should that favorite toy be inexpensive then steal a more expensive one. But before you leave, break the favorite toy. This hopefully will compound said anguish.**


Last ish’ I introduced Sean Coughlin, my ex-roomie’s brother. Since then Sean has become one of my all time personal heroes. While moving, Sean actually parked a 12 foot truck under an 11’8” bridge. I love Sean for this!

Have you ever had someone ask you to get them something then they get all pissed when you forgot? What kinda crap is that? I mean you’d think they’d have got it themselves if it was so important. My mom is always doin this to me, and I’m like, “Hello, Mom. I am not the one with the bum ticker, and I didn’t leave my medication at home!” Boy, that alsheimers sure does make her kooky.


Buster was asked once why he wouldn’t marry his present girlfriend bens as how he claimed to love her. He replied, “I’m not about to make a life long decision based solely on my poor taste in women.”


As for me, I believe I have always had good taste in women. It’s just the women I had taste in (no pun), have bad taste in men.

**Sometimes I wish I were a panty**

**Birgy painted a still life of a bowl of fruit, and my mother told her she had nice pair. Birg replied, “I got a nice firm ass too.”**
**When someone does or says something that causes me to laugh and blow food or liquids out of my nose, I always try to make sure whatever spews from my nose lands on that particular person.**
**An observation by Buster Polly: Do you suppose that in japan when ever a son is born people bother to say, “Oh, he looks just like his father.”? Or do you suppose that’s just a given? **

That Buster, He’s funnier than a two dicked monkey with a third nipple.

NAPPLE NAPPLE NAPPLE!!!!

Since Randall Wolf refused to ever put his pic’ in my letter, I decided I’d put this one in.


Now It’s time to say good bye to my friends and family. As I bring yet another of my famous works to finality I can only ask myself is there something in this wild wide world that could prove to be more beneficial to all parties concerned. Rest assured my good people that as I become more proficient with this computer (Did I mention I bought a computer), that these letters can only get easier to produce.) I decided this run would be in full color, as I will be printing it myself. I’m going to start taking advantage of Email, sending as many letters as I can that way.  So send me your address’s If  you don’t think I have them. Further cutting personal costs. That however does not mean I do not want your hard earned duckets (money). If you have anything to advertise (that’s legal) see that I get that information accompanied by a large sum of currency in small preferably unmarked bills. Your donations could feed a family in Ethiopia for a month, but I’ll probably just get a pack of smokes and a jelly donut. Maybe a soda.
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Unfortunately I have not recently been shot in the head so I do not have a lead in story of any caliber - so to speak. O.K., I would like to start this letter by responding to some recent criticisms of my last letter. I believe my ex-neighbor, Greg, of Greg and Penny fame, and my niece Chantal can state my sediments in a more appropriate manner.  


Further more I would like to state now that criticisms in the future will only be accepted in written form from paid subscribers. Have at ye!





This letter may offend, often by accident, and sometimes not, you decide.





Early last spring (before the separation) Birg and I went to visit her sister Tanya. One night I stepped to the Tanya’s porch one evening for a smoke. I like to smoke. Leaning on the porch rail I attempted to not notice two little girls playing across the street. Noticing me, they began to play more loudly.  Age wise these two girls were about 5 and 7. One of  them began talking louder. I paid no heed until I heard the other one say, "She can't hear you, Emma". I looked thier  way to see the litl’in had stepped to the curb. Cupping her hands around her pie hole she yelled in slow syllables, "Are you a boy or a girl". What’s the difference I thought, my long and lovely hair blowing on the wind. "I-am-a-boy," I returned mocking the cupped hand deal, and the slow syllables. That seemed to be all the info they required of me be- cause they went back about their playing. Finishing my cigarette I turned to go inside and Emma yelled, "Oh no, we scared her away". What the hell was that! They did not believe me!
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Three out of four Beatles approve!





It’s Hightime we heard from Buster











Buster Maintains that the expulsion of bodily gases can be a very  useful tool to extract oneself from any given uncomfortable situation. Here r some examples:


*When u find yourself short of cab fare.


*On that bad blind date. We’ve all been there.


*For those pesky nieces and nephews.


*To hide the smell of refer from traffic cops, or to make


     them not want to detain you to long.


*For that frisky cell mate. We’ve all been there.


*When He/She says, “I love you”.


*As a diversion when you’ve used anothers name in bed.


*For that tip anxious Bellhop.


*When that frisky Doctor asks u to shed ‘em and spred 


     ‘em – that cad! Once again we’ve all been there.


Buster suggests a strict diet of Bologna/Cotto Salami Samiches with Kraft singles on Rye, and Cool Ranch Dorito’s on the side. Wash it all down with a nice warm Old Milwaukee Beer. Have fun kids!











If I had breasts,


Me thinks I wouldn’t mind so much


Were you to fondle them,


upon your every whim.


Were you to walk up unannounced and nuzzle.


I shouldn’t think I’d get upset.


I think it wouldn’t anger me


When you pawed at them in public.


They are wondrous things your breasts.


Twin symbols of your strength, and beauty


In life, and motherhood.


So please,


Please,


Stop slapping me.





Here is my latest poetical contrivance





And now, a word from our sponsors . . .


                                                                                              





Massage by Helen June Noble 638-6572


She don’t wanna make any money folks!


She just loves to rub butts!
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Daisy Air Rifles


Keepin kids off your lawn


For over 40 years!
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*2 live Drew*





Ken, Buster and myself sat down one day to decide if we had a new band, what would we call it. We came up with some 150, but here are the choicest of the choice.


>Lance-n-the boils<�
>Clam Bordeaux<�
�
>Stigmata Stigfatta<�
>G'tatta M'dautta<�
�
>The Vasco D'Gamas<�
>D'Gamma Mamma's<�
�
>Dirty Gerbil<�
>Epiglottal throttle<�
�
>Headcheese and D'Brie<�
>The Teste Sax<�
�
>Hauling Oats<�
>Six eyed Fly w/ da Stinky feet<�
�
>Pappy Schmear<�
>Chapped Ass<�
�
>Mutt Bunkeys<�
>Crambone & the Courtin' Frogs<�
�
>Bob Doles Pen<�
>Get outta Bob Doles Yard<�
�
>Greg & the Screamers<�
>Oh God Greg<�
�
>Guns-n-Roses<�
>Arrowsmith<�
�
	We realize, of course, those last two names are taken but come on, they're not really using them, now are they





SEXUALLY SLANTED LINES FROM…                      �
�
Star Wars�
�
Get in there you big furry oaf, I don't care what you smell.     �
�
Luke, at that speed do you think you'll be able to pull out in time?  �
�
You've got something jammed in here real good.                    �
�
You came in that thing? You're braver than I thought.             �
�
Sorry about the mess.                                             �
�
She may not look like much, but she's got it where it counts, kid.�
�
Empire Strikes Back�
�
I thought that hairy beast would be the end of me.               �
�
There's an awful lot of moisture in here!                         �
�
I must've hit pretty close to the mark to get her all riled up like that, huh kid?�
�
Possible he came in through the south entrance?                   �
�
And I thought they smelled bad on the outside!                    �
�
Control, control. You must learn control!                         �
�
Return of the Jedi�
�
There's good in him, I've felt it.                                �
�
Back door, huh? Good idea!�
�
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Sean was quoted as saying, “ I saw the warning sign, but I didn’t see any cops, so I figured I’d go for it.”





A university creative writing class was asked to write a concise essay containing these four elements:


- religion


- royalty


- sex


- mystery


The prize-winning essay read: "My God," said the Queen.  "I'm pregnant.  I wonder who did it?"
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The General Letter: Sandy Duncan & Sammy Davis Jr. keep their eyes out for it!





�





Quote-o-the day: I absolutely will not date women who use four letter words like, STOP, QUIT, or DON’T.    Chick McGee of Q95








In Anne Rice’s ‘Servant of Dem Bones’, a woman yelled these words during sex. “Harder,” she said. “Harder! Make this a battlefield. Make me a boy you found, a girl, I don’t care.” Generally I enjoy reading Anne Rice, but what da hell is that ? ? ?  





�





Look at him dancing in there





Comp Usa Sucks! Do not shop there!





Thoughts


Firstly I should apologize to me friend Jef Sarver, who I mistakenly referred to as Jef Jarver, in the last issue.


Also, to my girlfriend Brig in last ish. Those of you who received black and white issues saw a picture of her, which by all accounts looked surprisingly, like Howard Stern. She doesn’t look at all like him. Really!


Sorry to the second power


In the way of thanks, for this my latest literary efforts, I have mostly myself to congratulate. All though Randall Wolf still hung in there to answer those questions that arose.


Thanks Randy


I would like to apologize for pages 5 and 6. The content of these missing


pages was so outrageous that even I would not dane to circulate that caliber of smut around the country.


And lastly I would like to thank all of you who make regular donations. You r the real heros of GenLet# 11





Always remember, 4 out of 5 people prefer paying for a full color edition of the General Letter, as opposed to having a white, hot poker shoved up their Wazoo. Ask yourself, are you that fifth people? Well, are ya?





Because I am a lazy Bastard and have neglected my duties in seeing that this publication made it’s due date. Witch was as I recall October 23, 1997. I do not at this juncture have time to write personal letters. Please forgive me and rest assured that the personal letter portion of the G.L. may or may not reappear in future issues. Depends on how long I take to write another.


Much love to Ya,                               			    ANDER                








_953780812.doc
[image: image1.png]






_953791680.doc
[image: image1.png]






_953780238

_951999660

