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Old Guy
Look-a-like contest

Enter today!
$100,000.00 Grand Prize

Send a Look-a-like Photo
and $50.00 entry fee.

Winner to be announced

Name: _____________________________________

Address: ___________________________________

Social Security Number: ______________________

Telephone # ______________________

Credit Card and Bank account numbers _________________

Please pay by cash and send payment to:

Old Guy Look-a-like contest
123 2nd Ave.

New York City, NY 10113



Oh Crap, here comes Slim
with another bunch of
crap to dump on me. He’s
seen me and there’s no
escape this time.

Hi, old guy! It’s been a while
since I saw you last. Man, I met
this fabulous woman and I’m to-
tally in love with her, but she
won’t marry me. She
won’t sleep with me.
She’s coming to town
today and I’m going
to meet her here in a
few minutes.

The Old Guy: e-Friend from hell!

Crap, Slim; can’t you just
give me a moment to adjust
to meeting you on the street
and when you start telling me

about all the
crap going
down in your
lonely, mis-
erable exist-
ence?

It’s true love this time. No mis-
ery here. It’s just... that I
have to find some one-on-one
time and she’ll fall in love with
me. She just needs to meet
me in person. Talking
on line isn’t the same
as the real thing. I
know when she knows
me, she’ll fall in love.

The last broad you were in
love with, ended up like all
the rest. They stole your
heart and your money.

What makes
this one dif-
ferent?

E-Love.com; that’s what! I took
the thirty points of
compatability test. We matched
perfectly and I fell in love the
second I saw her photo.



This is the
same ole
crap, Slim!

No, it’s not.
You’ll see in a
few minutes
when she gets
here.

Sir, are you
Slim McCoon?

Crap! They
even look
alike!

Well Slim, I guess I’ll be slip-
ping along and I’ll let you get
acquainted with one another.

No... please
don’t go. I’ll
buy you lunch.
Please stay for
a while!

You must be
the old guy?
Slimmy has
said so much
about
you.

Inside the Restaurant

Well, old guy, this is my
e-friend.

So you have thirty
points of compat-
ability? I guess that
would indicate a bit
of love.

We’re just
friends!



I’ve given up on finding love from
a man. After my third divorce...
I just couldn’t do it anymore. I’m
just twenty-one and I have to get
on with my life.

Yeah, We’re just
friends.

What brought
you all the
way to Great
Neck Kansas?

Slim told me so
much about it,
I had to come
look for myself!

Slim has shown me all over
his wonderful farm. It’s
enough to make a girl
want to settle down
on one some time.

I’d move into his spare house
on the property if it wasn’t
for Satan telling me not to
do it without a deed to ev-
erything signed and sealed.

How interesting! Slim! Are you
listening to any of this? Who
is this Satan guy, you re-
ferred too?



Well, Satan! The devil; that’s
who! He talks to me all the
time and I do what he says.
He hasn’t been wrong
yet!

You talk
with Satan?

Everyday.
He’s talking
to me right
now!

Slim, I hope you’re watching
all of this?

Now I know
I’m in love!

Yes... yes
my master!

There it was.
Did you see it?
The master told
me to allow Slim
to pay the tab.

You don’t even
know her name!

I’m in love!

I’m in love!

How do you know it’s
Satan talking to you?
It sounds like some
intercessionary or
someone like that!

Oh, it’s Satan
alright. He says
he loves me.



My master says that I must find and move
in with a mortal to complete my cycle of
black and white and up and down, before I
can enter the nether regions to sit by his
side for eternity. Slim promised

to turn over his
family estate if I’d
come and sleep with
him!

It’s time to in-
voke my super
powers and get
the hell out of
here!

I’ve got to get going now. It
was good to meet you. Say “Hi”
to Satan for me the next time
you two talk. Good bye Slim.
Have a nice life. Don’t call.

Remember,
you’re invited
to the wed-
ding!

I wonder if
her name is
Lizzie
Bordon?

I will need your life insurance in my
name and of course we’ll make sure
it’s for twelve million dollars in case
you suddenly die without notice.

And you’ll need my check-
ing and saving account
numbers in case I die.

I wonder if
I’m invited to
the funeral as
well?



Well... what do you think?

The next day I’m going to have the
steak sandwich with chili
fries and a tall coke.

No! Not that!
I mean what
do you think
of Lizzie?

Did you sign over
all that crap you
two were talking
about yesterday?

Better than that! We
traded cars. I signed the
title and gave her my
2007 Lincoln and she gave
me her antique
classic Pacer.
She said she’d
send it as soon
as she gets back
to New York.

I’ll tell you one thing,
Slim. You may not have
got to sleep with her,
but you definitely got
Screwed!

The End

Let’s see? Whose next on my list?



I’m thirsty Mom!

I’ll be there in
just a minute.

I’m thirsty Mom! Can I
have some orange juice?

I’ll be there in
just a minute.

The Old Guy: Orange Juice



Mom, the orange
juice tastes
funny and now my
mouth is burning!

Mom, I don’t
feel good.

For Christ-Sake
Malcom... you didn’t
drink that orange Lysol
cleaner; Did you?

Wake up Morton! For Christ-Sake
you just sit there and let Malcom
drink that orange Lysol cleaner like
the idiot you are!

Z-Z-Z-Z

Like... What’s all the
screaming about, man?



Malcom drank some of
that bottle of orange
lysol cleaner you left on
the table!

We have to call 911!
Like!... We can’t do that
man. The cops will start
snooping around.

I have this friend
who knows this old
dude who can tell us
what to do, man.

You’re no gawdamned help. My son is go-
ing to die from that damned poison you
left lying around, and you want to call in
some old has-been for advice.

Hey! The old
dude says he’s
a super hero.

If we dial 911 and they come
over here, the kid will end up in
foster care and we’ll be off to
jail. I’m calling the old dude.

Yeah! Super Hero just like
the time you wanted to fly
out of the upstairs window
high on Meth.

Malcom,
mommy’s
getting help
for you dear.



My tummy hurts and my
throat is sore.

Hey, super dude. Like, my
  chicks’ kid drank some
    of this Lysol shit and
      he’s got a tummy
         ache, man.

Hey! I’m a Super
Hero not a doctor,
man. You need to
use your dime on
911.

Like, man, I can’t do
that, man. You gotta
come over here right
now and save this kid.

Okay! What’s
your address,
dude?

911, this is Super
Hero Bob. I’m
calling in an
emergency at 123
Hickory.

This is 911!  We
need to know the
particulars of this,
so-called emer-
gency, before we
send valuable equip-
ment out into that
dangerous neighbor-
hood.

This kid drank
some orange fla-
vored Lysol and
he doesn’t feel
good.



We make twelve runs
a day, because of
that stuff. Flush the
kid out with twelve
glasses of fresh milk.
He’ll have a sore
throat for a while,
but he’ll be okay by
tomorrow.

I guess I better get over
there and give them the
news.

Hey! If you’re the fuzz...
Morton ain’t here. I don’t know
anyone by the name of Morton.
He ain’t no boyfriend of mine!

I’m the dude Morton called
about your kid. The 911 of-
fice tells me you should just
feed the kid twelve glasses
of milk and he should be just

 fine by tomor-
                row. They said

           he might ex-
                perience a
                sore throat.

Personally... I’d be
taking the kid down
to the doctor just
to make sure.

You don’t look
like no Super
Hero to me.

Is it, because I don’t
wear my underwear on
the outside of my
clothes?



We don’t got no medical insur-
ance, Man. Morton has an SUV
payment that... Like, takes all
our extra money.

Is Morton your boyfriend
or what? What does
Morton do for a living?

Morton is like, into...
pharmacentials. He gives
out medicine to poor
people. He has an
office in some
commercial storage
buildings. His last
office burned
down.

I know that dude. I
thought he was gay.

He may as well be.
He isn’t worth a crap
in the sack.

Thanks
Dude!

I guess I’ll be going now. I hope
the little guy is going to be
alright?



Hey! Babe... Are
the cops gone? This
closet is creeping me
out!

Being around all
these women’s things
is really doing a
number on me, Man.

The cops are
swarming every-
where looking for
you.

That old dude says
you’re gay! Is that
true, Morton?

That old dude
is wrong. I’m
not gay!

My tummy
hurts!

Morton! You’re staying in
that closet until you can
make up your mind.

I hate milk!

Malcom, the doctor says
you should drink six gallons
of milk and you’ll feel bet-
ter in the morning.

Is it booze?
I love booze!

You want to get well, don’t you?
You have to do what the doctor
says... Do you like peppermint
Schnapps?



Okay, but you can’t
tell anyone or your
Uncle Morton could
get sent to jail.

He’s not my
uncle. He
says he’s
my daddy
when we
play house
together
when you’re
not here.

Morton! I want to see your
sorry ass out here right
this minute!

Malcom, go
drink your
Schnapps in
the other
room.

Like! What’s
the problem,
Man?

Malcom tells me you
two have been play-
ing house while I was
at work. Is this
true?

Who was
the mommy
and whose
big idea
was it?

Malcom
wanted to
play house,
not me!

He’s just a little kid. Who in-the-
hell did I put in charge of this place
while I was at work?

I was, but the kid
stole my stash
and wouldn’t let
me have it
back until I
played his silly
game!

On second thought... I
don’t want to know who
played the mommy, be-
cause if it was you; I’d
just be disappointed?



Mommy! My tummy still
hurts! Can I have another
Schnapps?

Yes, Malcom
dear... but use
a coaster so
you don’t leave
a ring on the
furniture!

I’m feeling a bit guilty about
not calling the doctor for
Malcom. He could have a seri-
ous problem here and we
wouldn’t know it until it’s too
late.

That old guy told me to call the
doctor, but I didn’t listen to him.
I didn’t even give the poor kid any
milk. He’s in the other room suf-
fering and we don’t even care.

I think the least we could
have done was act like we
gave a shit. The least we
could have done was check
up on that crap he drank
and find out if it really
was dangerous. But, no...
We don’t do a thing. We
just listen to the advice of
some idiot on the phone.

I think we should each try
the stuff Malcom drank and
see what it does to us. Then
we’d really know whether to
call the doctor or not.

So far, so good. This Schnapps
is great. How’s the Lysol com-
ing along?

Burp!

Gulp!

Half hour later



It is good to see most of the class is
here today. We are having our last
required critique of the
semester worth two
hundred points.

Ohm, Ohm on
the range!

The first painting was rendered by Carol Mermus.
Carol; would you like to start the session by telling
the class what you were trying to
tell us in this work?

Thank you Mr. Dormac. At first I was trying to show the
struggle between the super corporate rich and the poor intel-
lectually inferior middle class, but then it ... well... it sort of
become Juxtaposed with my spiritual beliefs at
the first showing of the controversial film,
“The Da Vinci files”. It led me to honor my
lord and savior rather than exploit him; so I
re-juxtaposed the Twin Towers with a portrait
of a Da Vinci masterpiece with the famous
“American Gothic” painted by Winslow Homo.

The Old Guy: Art Class



Thank you Carol, but with a
few minor historical dis-
memberments, you did very
well. Do any of you have
anything to add to
Carol’s brilliant
dissertation?
Yes, Rodney?

Yes! I find it rather interest-
ing that Carol found such an
interesting Juxtaposition be-
tween the historic
farmer and the
mysterious Mona Lisa..
and I just loved the
use of the name
for Winslow
Homo!

I found the use of her color
to be extraordinarily
brave. I mean, she
used the same
muted pallet as
that of Da Vinci
and the same bold
direct approach of
light endemic of
Winslow.

Thank you, Shirley! Anyone
else? I expect to hear
something from each and
everyone in the class. Re-
member this
critique is worth
two hundred
points on your
final grade!
James?

Well... There’s like alot
of green, Man. I think it
looks winter out in the
painting and she
sure used alot
of green. I
think brown
and white for
snow would have
been better.

I couldn’t help it if Da Vinci
painted his famous masterpiece
in the style he did, but that’s
not even the point
I was striving for!
How would you like
it if I came down
and criticized how
you make a free-
throw on the court?



Thank you, James, for your ob-
servations, but let’s be truthful
here... Your free-throws have
been lousy lately! ...Ha, Ha Ha!
No offense intended,
James, but Carol has
a point in her
interpretation.
Who else hasn’t made
a comment?... Jim?

She doesn’t
look that hot
to me!

Old guy.... I forgot your
name. Aaaaah... Well, any
way... do you have a comment
on Carol’s painting.

More has
been said
already,
than it
deserves.

Why did you bother to take
this class... old man?

I’m the art police!

I’m assigned to go from art
class to art class to see if
anything of value is being
created. If this be the
case, I am empowered to
rescue the artist and con-
               fiscate all such
               paintings for
                their own
                 good!

No problem
here. Go on
with your class.
I’ll be slipping
out now!

What about
your final
grade? Don’t
you care about
your grade?

The End



What’s going
on?

Oh... It’s the
guys trying to
get Stallin’s Jr.
to show off his
tatoo he got in
Iraq.

What’s the
big deal?

Oh, you know
him. Before he
deployed to Iraq
he was all blow
and he still is.

He got this full
back tatoo of an
eagle and he’s
talked so much
about it that the
guys want
to see it..

When is this
expected to
happen?

Pretty soon. Stallin’s
says it’s a special private
thing and he wants the
showing to be restricted
to those
around him
dependent on
this job for
their liveli-
hoods.

Well, that should
include just about
everyone in this
place?

Well, here it goes much sooner than ex-
pected. This whole thing looks like a strip
tease act. I wonder if I should go up and
put a dollar in his waist band. There goes
the shirt... now for the big presentation
                  as he slowly turns around
                  to reveal the great work
                  of Iraqi skin art.

The Old Guy: The Tatoo!



Holy mother of
god! He can’t
be serious?

The End

The world didn’t need to
know this shit, but here
it is. I must be out of
the loop, so fill me in on
this MARY he has writ-

ten there
on the
eagle?

It is the name
Mary, spelled as
a sort of code

Surely his
wife, Judy
knows about
this secret
code.

He claims she knows about Mary and that she
knows Mary was his girlfriend, before they met
and got married. He says she laughed with joy,
because the art was so good. Stallins told me he
watched in a mirror as the artist did the work

  and  made sure that Iraqi tatoo
  artist did as he was instructed.
  Stallins said that it was as if he

                did the job himself.

His wife is laughing,
because she knows
he’s an idiot.

I wonder if he understands why he can
read the word, AMBULANCE in the rear
view mirror?



Name: _____________________________________
Address: ___________________________________
Social Security Number: ______________________
Telephone # ______________________
Three easy payments of $49.99.
Please pay by credit card or money order. Send coupon and
payment to:
Crazed Hippie Methhead Mask.
123 2nd Ave.
New York City, NY 10113

Very limited suppy of our all time best seller

The Crazed Hippie
Methhead Mask.

• Honest to goodness Meth smell.
• Crazed, protruding eyes.
• Authentic looking rotted teeth.
• Blotched skin, so real looking,
  you’re friends will run off gagging.
• unhealed and oozing sores.
• So authentic... your friends will
 think you’re gay.

Act now... send 49.99 today. Shipping
included  on one payment only.
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