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                                            Introduction

Life isn’t always easy.  Billy knows that as does his stone ugly Arkansas mommy.  However, mommy made her life hard while poor Billy then had to deal with the consequences.  This book is all about consequences and in particular Billy’s journey and that of his Daddy who has guided Billy along the trail of tears and fears. 

This mildly tragic tale started in Arkansas and it will probably end there.  I, Daddy Tucker, ultimately plan on returning to Arkansas and when there confront Billy’s mommy about her mission to wreck my life.  Just because she was born fat and ugly does not mean she has a God given right to spend that life of hers trying to wreck my life and the life of Billy.  The book will document the story of woe from the birth of Billy right up to the point where I begin to pack my bags for my return trip to Arkansas and will end with the sorted (sic) details about my confrontation with mommy. 

A note of caution is warranted here.  We (Billy and I) don’t claim to be special in any way.  That is the saddest part of this sad ass saga.  We are just run-of-the-mill citizens of America trying to do our very best yet meeting with almost total failure every step of the way.  As implied above though, we know thousands of other losers just like us so we figure why give up now or ever for that matter.  That thing from Crawford, Texas got a big-ass job in Washington so why can’t we eventually get it right.  Billy and I start a war or two on occasions with mommy and others, but we never wrecked an entire country or anything like that.  Billy has to be born now meaning his birth must come to life in the pages of the important book.

                                            Chapter One

                                        The Birth of Billy

Billy’s birth was not an easy birth.  Billy sensed very early that his mommy was not inclined to favor Billy once he was born due to the silly fact that mommy for reasons unknown immediately took a liking to Bobby, Billy’s evil twin brother.  Mommy ultimately raised the evil Bobby while I raised Billy in Wisconsin to get him away from the cyclone of hate generated by Bobby and mommy.

The twin birth occurred at the Mountain Home Regional Hospital right there in Mountain Home, Arkansas.  It was a completely normal birth except of course the birth of Bobby was not a normal event in a moral sense.  Bobby was bad to the bone from day one.  I give thanks every single day that I got Billy and that we have forged our unusual life together here in the Badger State (Wisc.).

What else can I tell you about the birth of Billy?  What do you want to know?  Please come forward and ask your questions so that Billy and I can clear up some of the confusion generated by the media in recent years.  Yes, Billy does respect his Daddy even though Billy has been forced by society to acknowledge that his Daddy is a Crackpot.  Crackpotism is not an evil thing; it is simply stupid and of no value.  Well, okay, it would appear that there are no questions at this point so we will do the question and answer thing toward the end of this book.    

                                                 Chapter Two

                                         Billy’s Formative Years

I have stated that life is not always easy.  Well, forming Billy was no problem at all.  Billy has had his own ideas how things are supposed to be done and that is the end of it.  In other words, Billy don’t take no prisoners.  No sir; that ain’t Billy’s thing at all.  

It would be unfair to my readers though to try to create the impression that life with Billy through the decades has been easy. This would be a lie.  Lies about life is not what this book is about.  This book is like your average country western song being it is just one big tragedy after another with a mindless and meaningless ending with absolutely no hope in sight.  However, Billy and I did travel on some holiday weekend to Hope, Arkansas during his formative years to visit a man known to us as Billy, Sr.  Billy, Sr. ultimately made a name for himself in Washington, D.C.  

                                              Chapter Three

                                     Adolescence Strikes Billy

You just don’t talk about sex in Mountain Home.  There is a reason for this of course.  I suppose that you all have heard of the phrase “kissing cousins.”  Well, this phrase was invented in Mountain Home if you know what I mean.  Some things are best unsaid.

However, Billy became bigger as the years passed in Mountain Home and then needed an outlet or two to express himself.  Thankfully all of the cousins of his approximate age had moved to Kentucky and points further east.  Billy was left with no choice but to break a family tradition or two as a result of the mobility of America.  Billy of course did not waste any time worrying about the migratory patterns of the family unit.  No sir.  Billy simply looked over the field and found an outlet of expression within days of having his first powerful urges.  

Marge is the one I remember most.  I don’t know whether this woman child was born with blonde hair or not.  Frankly, it looked more like dry straw than human hair to myself paid so I didn’t pay any attention to the color.  This poor thing was also apparently allergic to bathing.  At least that is what she told people even though there were rumors in the community that her family simply could not afford soap and the like.  In any event, Billy’s mommy was better looking than this one.  I told Billy directly after several months of anguish by both of us that he “needed to shop around.”  The next day Billy told Marge to go take a bath and the relationship ended immediately right there in the middle of the town square.  

June came next meaning the name of the next outlet and the month as well.  It was nearing summer and Billy’s juices were flowing to the point that I had to buy him a new pair to jeans each month because he was blowing out the zippers.  That youngster at this point simply could not be denied.  June had self esteem problems and Billy figured that out within minutes.  She wanted a man and she told her family that only Billy could fill her needs.  The family was fine with that just so long as June immediately moved out of the cabin where they all lived and promised not to return with or without Billy.  She did just that.  Billy would disrespect June’s family though when they came to town for fixings.  Billy would moon them out the right front window of his old car with June holding up his ass so as to gain maximum exposure.

                                              Chapter Four

                                            Billy Gets a Job

Billy needed cash and he needed it bad.  June went through money the way a hippo goes through mad baths.  Where could Billy work though was the question.  Billy thought about it for several days and then went directly to the Yellow Pages.  He opened them there pages at random and saw his dream job which involved working at the local greenhouse just north of Mountain Home.  Actually, Billy had to drive there in order to file a written application but as luck would have there were in fact three openings at the time along with the fact that several of June’s cousins worked there.  Billy was hired over the phone several days later and started work on a Friday as a water person.  Plants need water and Billy was fully familiar (sic) with water usage due to his experiences at summer camp several years earlier.  However, the work was more boring than Billy was accustomed to in light of the fact that the household where Billy raised was a virtual monument to human stimulation from sun up to sun down.  I had been unable to hold a job during Billy’s childhood so I threw loud and drunken parties that went on for days on end.  Billy volunteered to wait tables at these parties and his tips were then donated to Daddy who then went to the liquor store to get more booze in order to keep the party going.  

                                                Chapter Five

                                    Billy Fights with the Po-lice

Authority figures have never been Billy’s favorites.  There was no secret as to why this came about.  I did Billy wrong by constantly saying during his tender years that “I am the King of the Cabin.”  Billy correctly interpreted this remark as an implied assertion that he was a mere serf.

This situation grew more serious as the tender years faded and the young adult years started for Billy.  A direct glance by a po-lice officer would set Billy off something powerful.  This would cause him to lose his better judgment abd then confront several officers at once.  This of course was a losing proposition for young Billy.  It is a well known fact in and around Mountain Home and the local po-lice don’t like taking prisoners because it simply costs the units of local government too much money to feed them.  

                                              Chapter Six

                                   Billy Graduates from College

Billy eventually had to leave home.  Daddy threw a party for his loser friends as a result that lasted three to four days.  The length remains undetermined due to massive drunkness.  Anyway, Billy chose North Central Arkansas University for the Mentally Infirm as his place of study.  Billy then hired his Ozark friends to write all his papers and even some look-a-likes to take his tests.  Essentially, Billy learned nothing.  However, Billy managed to graduate despite this sorry-ass Know Nothing situation.  Daddy approved of his conduct knowing that Billy would finally and permanently move out of the family dwelling house.  

Billy’s job search shouldn’t be part of this chapter, but I don’t really care.   I don’t really care about a lot of things these days if you want to know the bloody truth.  Why should I?  Just try to answer that question if you will.  Billy had manual jobs before, but after graduation wanted a Big Ass Job (BAJ).  Who could blame him.  Well, Billy got himself a really big BAJ in downtown Little Rock just south of North Little Rock, Arkansas (which is a separate city from Little Rock itself; no, I don’t understand).  He is now required to control the Criminal Element during the night hours.  Good luck to Billy.  We need to move on for now.  Please see www.moveon.org for details.    

                                               Chapter Seven

                                    Billy Helps Shape the Palace

Billy has not only fought the po-lice, but has fought long and hard during his teenage years for the perfection of the Palace (Daddy’s beautiful home).  Daddy Tucker has lived in the Palace since 1993 and has rejected the Native American philosophy of land ownership meaning Native American apparently believed that no one owns the land.  I learned about this philosophical point of view from the liberal media. Well fool, try to live in a house these days without a valid deed and see how that goes for you.  Prediction:  Your ass will be living in a tent in about 10 to 20 days.

Okay.  I went to Chicago recently to get some hints on the improvement of the Palace.  No, Billy did not go along.  I have been building businesses for Billy and his major business is now found at www.billsdelivery.com and you Dem Scum better learn to live with it (Interpretative note:  Some Democrats are against business).  Billy is helping the old people and they outnumber the rest of us by a ratio of roughtly five-to-one so even if you don’t give a rat’s ass about Billy, well, think about the economic power of his clients.  Focus is now needed.  Billy helps me plant plants, kill weeds, talk to the neighbor children, and things just like that.  This comes naturally to Billy coming from a family of ten children.  Can you imagine having to be nice to eleven other “individuals” on a daily basis?  Personally the mere thought makes me sick.  We are now moving on the chapter eight where things undoubtedly will be getting better just as Billy gets better ever time he does something for me.

                                                Chapter Eight

                                     Billy Fights Against Fascism

The years have passed and Daddy Tucker and Son Billy have started to grow apart.  Political differences and such have taken their toll.  Billy has been reading about the Axis of Evil during the Second World War (Germany, Italy and Japan) and has become extremely disillusioned with the current leader in Washington as a result.  I can’t really blame him.  It is wrong apparently to be too negative with your children.  I once turned down an opportunity to attend parenting classes at Northwest Arkansas Technical College in Jonesville so I’m not really sure about a lot of this stuff.

Billy wants action now on behalf of the causes that he believes in.  For example, he has learned in the newspapers and on television that John Edwards has come out against poverty.  We talked about whether fascists are in favor of poverty but simply got confused during our discussion.  However, Edwards is against it so that is good enough for us.  By the way, Tommy Thompson got a Winneabogo [sic?] and is driving around Iowa and got upset because Romney started doing the same thing.  Can you say who really cares about either Thompson or Romney?  Thanks.  Now Edwards is our man unless Ann Coltatrain [sic for sure] convinces us otherwise; however, she is a bitch so we don’t usually listen to her.  Billy doesn’t have the money to go to Iowa to help Edwards, but I do so I might do it.  I will write Billy everyday (or is it every day; sorry Sister Beatrice that I was sleeping) and tell him about Algona, Iowa, and Cedar Falls, Iowa, and Rare Butt, Iowa and all the places.  Hold on to your seat literally there Son Billy.  I think the anti-fascism message might have actually got lost somewhere (some where?) in this chapter, but this chapter is over so we might as well get over fascism as well.

                                                Chapter Nine

                                      Billy Learns Family Heirachy

The differences between Billy and Daddy have broken out into the open like pimples on an adolescent's face.  God help us.  Daddy and Billy just don’t talk the same language no more.  However, some things can’t be helped.  This is no different than your average failed American marriage.  You marry Little Ms. Perfect in high school and then she gets a degree or two from the local area college.  Well, guess who is doing the dishes now?  Clue:  It ain’t the soul sister/soul mate you thought you fell in “love” with.  No sir.  She now lives on a different planet, but at least you can drive to the local courthouse and then get a new one without an attitude.

I am not at all sure how things started to go wrong.  I have a fighting chance though to figure it out since I no longer have a job.  My two Republican supervisors had my ass shipped to the retirement village four score and three nights ago.  Due to my idleness I try to fight with Billy whenever I get a chance.  My mental health care professional tells me to try and stay connected with Billy even if it deteriates (sic) to mindless name calling and such.  The professional tells me that my family may actually be slightly less sick than the rest of current society and definitely is better than the two clowns that sent me packing from the workplace.  It all used to be so simple.  Some people say the liberals wrecked everything.  Whoever said that has never met a Republican though.

Will Billy and I bridge our differences?  I suppose it is a simple matter of whether we are willing to work at it.  However, why should I get another job after my first one was wrecked?  It just doesn’t make any sense.  I am willing to try though if Billy starts seeing things my way.  I will help the city maintain the highway in front of my house (The Palace) though just in case things don’t work out.  

                                                   Chapter Ten

                                      Billy Faces the Computer Menance

Billy and I aren’t stupid.  We are both connected.  However, things aren’t exactly perfect either.  Daddy still uses Windows 98 and for the smart pant crowd out there he would like to point out that the hackers don’t care no more about people with Windows 98 because they figure if you are ten years beyond then you don’t count.  Billy gets his computers off the curb,  and even get a special surprise or two when family photos are accidentally left on the hard drive (no pun intended, but you should see some of this stuff).  

Fundationally, Billy and I don’t really respect the computer.  It ain’t got us no money.  We get to attempt communication with other relations but that usually goes exactly no where.  Word processing is a plus though.  The insightful chapter is an example.  I bet you were thinking to yourself how much you had learned just reading Chapter Ten of this here book.  

We go to a local computer store to have our computers fixed.  I always joke that the vet fixed my cat so the computer store ought to be able to fix my problems with every virus under the sun.  Billy’s virus problems are another story all together though.  He has gotten back to drinking and some to the local parents never know where their daughters are day or night.  I no longer consider this stuff my concern though.  I’m no policeman.  I’m an inspired author.  

Computers have allowed that loser U.S. Attorney General to try to invade our privacy by the way.  I’m not at all sure he would know what to do with the data once he got it though.  He looks both dumb and stupid to me.  How did he get into Harvard Law School.  Who wrote his papers for him in undergraduate school? 

                                               Chapter Eleven

                                 Billy Finally Says No to Alcohol

Alcohol is good.  Frankly, I think people who say otherwise sell meth on a part-time basis to rid their kitchens of cleaning supplies and such at an inflated prices.  They are bad people.  My attitude has caused Billy to have to go it alone in turning away from the booze.  No support from Daddy on this one.  

What triggered Billy’s so-called reform efforts in another one of your usual family mystery.  Why this family of our does things in always a big ass mystery [sic I guess] but a Chinese friend of mine told me by thirteen years of age he figured that trying to decode the human animal is a giant waste of time.  There a light bulb moment for you as Oprah would say.

Both Billy and I would like to put in a good word at this point for Miller Genuine Draft (MGD) brewed by the Frederick Miller Brewing Company of Milwaukee, Wisconsin USA USA USA.  Boy do they do a good job.  For some reason MGD doesn’t make you sick no matter how much of the stuff you put down.  It is a miracle; it really is.  Billy’s last recovery step (not the 10 steps which he hates) was to turned against MGD and it wasn’t easy at all.  In fact, it was hard.  Once again I was no help as I felt and still feel that MGD is good for a person except of course of our fellow/sister Americans who have already hit the 300 lbs. Plus mark.  Those folks might want to slow down on the consumption thing across the board.  Frankly, you have to wonder on occasion how those poor souls are even able to get out of their SUVs.  Just watch one of them try.  Perhaps pouring some MGD on their pants would help with the process.  It is difficult to say really.  I (Daddy Tucker) plan on going to Chicago this week and while there plan on some moderate boozing.  Moderation is the key according to the preachy types.  Well, Chicago just don’t do moderation.  Thus, Daddy ain’t going there for some beauty sleep. 

                                                 Chapter Twelve

                                        Billy Decides to Grow Up

I already told you in the chapter about so-called family heirachy that Billy and I aren’t getting along too well these days.  Well, I would like to point out to you language buffs that the first four letters of heirachy are heir.  Get it.  Bad attitude; no money.  It just don’t get any more clear than that.  I willed Billy my house and money and car and everything last year.  Well, I ultimately changed the will.  We might some day see eye to eye, but Billy has to realize that “free will” means getting Daddy’s money rather than doing any damn thing he wants while under the influence of MGD or at any other time.  That just ain’t the program there Billy.

For the record, I do see sign of progress.  The Palace continues to get improved.  Billy buys Daddy gifts on a regular basis.  Nice stuff you know.  Billy’s heart is in the right place, not that Daddy’s actually gives a damn about that.  Daddy wants respect in the sense that he does not have to compromise about most things.  Most people in the society don’t give a rat’s ass about compromise so why should Daddy be some kind of freak.  Speaking of freaks, I do hope that most of you don’t watch American commercial television (the so-called networks) these days.  We are talking worthless here, totally worthless rather than partially worthless.  

This chapter started with the assertion that Billy had decided to grown up.   Well, that is not exactly true.  Billy is engaged in a process while would appear to be like stragedic [sic] planning and a mission statement at a corporation.  We are talking about something that has about a one in ten chance of success in other words.  My two former Republican supervisors and this kind of planning and mission statement.  As I recall, the mission statement reads as follows:  “We will have our way under any and all circumstances even if it totally wrecked this place and the rest of you have to eat shit as a result.  So there.  Go eat shit.”

                                                 Conclusion

Family this and family that.  Really.  Why then are the majority of American women now single?  I would like to answer that if you really don’t mind.  Billy and I can’t get along and apparently we are supposed to feel bad about it.  We don’t feel bad.  You go feel bad if that is your thing.

What is the theme of this book?  The theme is that MGD and this sort of thing hold this society together.  You can lobby city hall and such for some more laws, but I am starting to think that these laws are just some paper stuff so that we can pretend we are doing social reform stuff even when we are really jack shit.  How would you like to be appellate judge who has to figure out how to harmonize all these endless laws passed at midnight after a mud fight between Senator Bobby and Senator Wendy.  I personally would rather work out my family issues.

Billy is coming over today to work on The Palace grounds.  We might talk.  I hope not.  Our last talk only made things worse if you can believe that.  I have MGD in the refrig so perhaps the golden fluid will have to do the talking for us.  We make no promises.  Ultimately we must admit we are merely a family of strangers and in that we represent the current model of family values in America.  

