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--ISA? WiMIATT

How the CIA bungled the Panama coup
and other weighty matters of ARTHUR, NO!

John --Bland
week I was going to give a

This analysis of the aborted
in Panama and how the

CIA acted like a bunch of retarded
sanitation workers as usual, but then
I realized this would require actual
brainwork on my part, so I decided
to write about my favorite subject,
sex, but my editor thinks I'm per-
versely attached to it, which I am, so
I was going to write about the most
efficient way to pick your nose.

But then the dog ate my home-
work.

I'm not makingihis up, either. I'm
living with a dog named Arthur who,
I swear, is a cross between a poodle
and a Great Dane and who's got this
thing for paper products. And judg-
ing from the amount of activity in
my house over the past month, I think
the catch phrase for the '90s is going
to be "ARTHUR, NO!"

He's hard to get used to because
I've never lived with a pet before,
except a goldfish named Goldstein
that I had when I was 6 who I flushed

outside and starts making these nau-
seating whimpering sounds like
someone's whacked him upside the
head a couple of times with a snow
shovel, so then I have to go out and
whack him upside the head a couple
times with a broom to get him to
shut up. But as soon as I slam my
door he'll get to barking in this high-pitche- d

yawp that they must be able
to hear in Guatemala, which means,
of course, "I'm hungry."

That's all a dog thinks about. A
professor of mine once remarked that
he tried to write a poem from a dog's
point of view, but gave up because
he just kept repeating "FoodNot food
FoodNot foodFoodNot food." And
to a dog, if it can be chewed, it's
food. For example, a dog thinks a car
is food until he catches it and tries to
gnaw on the bumper. Chrome is not
food. But a shoe is food. A J. Crew
catalog is food. Anything we tell
Arthur not to touch is food.

It doesn't matter that Arthur's dish
stays full. Noooooooo. Ken-L-Ratio- n's

not good enough for Arthur. Kibbles
'N' Bits ain't good enough for Arthur.
He's got to have whatever I'm pull-
ing out of the fridge at the time.

"Arthur!" I shout. "Get away from
me, you've got your own food!"

Of course he understands me per-
fectly, and indicates so by drooling
on my shoe.

(In this aspect of his personality,
Arthur excels. In obedience school,
"Drooling 101" was the only subject
he got an A in (he took everything
else passfail).)

Once I'm all set for dinner (feet
up, Sanford & Son on, plate in lap,
beer in hand) Arthur decides he wants
to go out and scratches at the door.

"No, Arthur. You've already been
out once today and you can't go out
again," I say, meaning that I'm too
damn lazy to go and open it for him.

Arthur scratches again. And again.
And again and again and again until
there's a nice new bas-reli- ef of a tree
underneath the knob.

Worrying that he's going to put

an unwanted piece of furniture in
the middle of the living room, I get
up wearily and open the door.

Arthur just stares out like he's
looking at Mars for the first time.

"Go on," I urge him. "You wanted
to go, so go."

He sticks his front paw out, like
he's testing the water before going
swimming. I ask him if he wants a
bathing cap.

He turns around and goes for my
dinner. A struggle ensues, during
which Arthur ends up with a nice
tuna sandwich and I end up going
hungry. Do I punish him? Noooo,
because when I get all mad at him he
puts on this look that makes me feel
like Pilate about to crucify Christ.
You know what it looks like. He
makes his eyes as big as dinner plates
and starts this low whimper that
sounds like all the starving Ethio-
pian children put together and I feel
so bad that I hit myself instead.

Dogs, like babies and women, have
that power.

Bowlins with the undead makes for a delightful evening

down the toilet thinking he'd find
his way back. I still have nightmares
that somewhere in the sewers of
Winston-Sale- m there's a 36-fo- ot

mutant Jewish goldfish looking for
revenge.

Arthur's not mine, but like I said,
I've never lived with a dog before,
especially not one who's growing like
Howard Huge. I mean to tell you,
this dog's only 10 months old, but
he's already the size of a subcompact
Toyota and if he gets much bigger,
I'm planning to supplement my in-

come by giving rides to the neigh-
borhood kids at a quarter a pop.

Arthur lives in the house because
he's too big to stay fenced in, and
lately I've been thinking about just
giving him my room because most of
the time he gets locked in the hall

Joe Bob Briggs

he's been bowling exhibitions. An
exhibition for Chubb is when he
successfully lifts an eight-poun- d ball.

And then the third team was made
up of Luther Hobbins, the spry old
goat from the retirement home, and
Mack Stoat, husband of Betty Stoat,
but Betty hadn't been seen for three
hours by the time we started.

I was bowling with a new ball this
year. It had a yellow star on it and a
big ole scratch like somebody took a
yellow Crayola to it. The yellow-Crayo- la

gave me a natural hook that
most people would take years to per-
fect. I started out real hot:

6 pins ... 2 pins . . . gutter ball . . .
10-ba- ll spare ... 1 pin ... 2 pins
(slipped off the side of my hand).

Then I changed my natural five-ste- p

approach to a fourteen-ste- p ap-

proach as far as I know, it's the
only 14-st- ep approach being used in
America today and so I was get-

ting a running start from way back at
the complimentary beverage golfcart
and bringing my backswing up so high
that I threw the ball overhand at the
pins, like a basesball. I had a couple
of balls that didn't even hit the lane.
They hit the pins first. Soon as I did
this, I lost a little due to my body
making an athletic adjustment:

gutter ball . . . gutter ball . . .

gutter ball two lanes over . . . gutter
ball that bounced out of the right
gutter into the left gutter.

After five frames I had a solid 22.
Fortunately, Vida picked up all her

assistant to rip out their hearts, brains,
livers and kidneys and sell them to
the Mexican black market for body
parts. Then one night, during a thun-
derstorm, all the frozen stiffs get struck
by lightning and turned into raving
tin-fo- il zombies and the only
people that can stop 'em are . . . Dan
Haggerty, without his bear! But there's
an even better one . . .

Linda Blair! She's back! She's sen-
sitive! She's mumbling! She's deter-
mined to beat those zombies.

Unfortunately, they aren't very
imaginative zombies. They don't do
standup comedy, like George Rom-
ero zombies, and they don't have
oozing faces full of pus that explode
slime all over your eyes, like Dario
Argento zombies, and they don't
really even chew on you, like Sam
Raimi zombies. No, these are just
plain old garden-variet-y zombies,

herky-jerki- n through a cryogenics lab
trying to eat Troy Donahue. And
since most of their bodies are cov-

ered up in tin foil, they're sort of
attractive, as zombies go. Zombies are
not supposed to be attractive.

Oh well. One breast. Seventeen
dead bodies. Twelve undead bodies.

.

Closeup organ removal. Flesh-eatin- g.

Ax in back. Frozen character actors.
Flaming zombies. Frozen Troy Do-

nahue. Shotgun Fu. Zombie Fu.
Forklift Fu. Drive-I-n Academy Award
nominations for Linda Blair, for say-

ing, 'These are human organs!"; Troy
Donahue for saying "Do I frighten
you?"; and Jack A. Sunseri, the pro-
ducerdirector for calling the hospi-
tal Kansas City General in one part
of the movie and Kansas City Me-

morial in the other part.
Two stars. Joe Bob says check it

out.

E

e had record attendance last

Wiweek at the Joe Bob Briggs
Invitational at the Bronco

Bowl in Dallas. The best turnout
we've had in five years now.

Six people showed up.
Course, part of that figure I can't

take credit for, cause one of 'em was
a drunk that came in for League
Night, hung around too long after-
ward, and had too many whiskey sours
in the Tenth Frame Lounge. He
thought he'd been there a whole week
and League Night was starting again.
And then we had to go out and get
one more guy from the Oak Cliff
Retirement Home across the street
so we'd have an even number.

For those of you who haven't at-

tended in past years or seen the tour-
nament broadcast on Channel 82,
Bossier City, La., the Joe Bob Briggs
Invitational is the only bowling tour-
nament in the world that starts at 2
a.m. (that's when the rates go down
to a dollar a line) and where store-boug- ht

balls aren't allowed. If you
can't find a ball in the rack, like
normal people, you don't have any
right to be bowling anyway.

I was paired with Vida Stegall, the
modern record-hold- er for number of
frames she's left the five pin. This
drives me crazy. It's impossible to leave
just the five pin. The five pin is smack
dab in the middle of the lane. How can
you knock down all the pins in front
of the five pin, and behind the five
pin, and on either side of the five
pin, but you don't hit the goldurn five
pin. But Vida does this every time.

Wanda Bodine was paired with
Chubb Fricke, who is an

bowler. Chubb left the PBA
tour in 1934, and ever since then

five-pi- ns and so we were only 74 pins
down to Chubb and Wanda.

But you know what we didn't count
on? Luther Hobbins. Luther's a long,
tall, stringy-lookin- g guy who has a
delivery like a piece of beef jerky
being twirled on a stick. When he
let that sucker fly, though, we had to
send the assistant manager down the
lane to pick up pieces of kindling
and give it to the Salvation Army.

Luther's the only man I've ever
seen who uses a bowling
ball. It's all he can handle due to his
World War I injuries. But he makes
up for it in double-revers- e English.
He puts so much spin on the ball
that it yo-y- os all through the pins
like a piece of Silly Putty. Luther
waxed us. I couldn't hardly believe
it. Luther's partner, Mack Stoat,
bowled a 12, but that was OK with
us 'cause he bought the drinks.

The Joe Bob Invitational. Ameri-
can Athletics at their finest.

Speaking of 130-year-o- ld bowlers,
The Chilling debuts this week, a flick
about all these dead people that are
being kept on ice till science can
find a cure for whatever they died of.
(What s really spooky is the guy who
wrote Gimme a Break recently froze
himself. Science could someday make
it possible for him to write more of
those things.) Anyway, The Chilling
is the movie that asks the question,
"What if Troy Donahue were in
charge of all these frozen people?"

AAAAAAAAiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeee! '

Now that's scary.
People are showing up at the "cryo-

genics institute" to drop off their loved
ones and put deposits down on giant
ice chests, but once Troy gets his
hands on the body, he orders his evil

Chinese Restaurant
790 Airport Road, Chapel Hill --next to Save-A-Cent- er

Weekday Lunch Specials $4.29 includes
Choice of Hot & Sour SoupEgg Drop SoupWonton

SoupChoice of Fried RiceSteamed RiceLo Mein
and free appetizers.

Cantonese Dim Sum
Brunch Sat. & Sun. Only, 12 noon-2:3-0 pm

OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK
CALL 967-613- 3

FOR RESERVATIONS & TAKE-OU- T


