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�� “hey ARTICULUS! nice SWING! does your HUSBAND fight too? 

‘hey! \ came to see GLADIATORS, not FATTY-ATORS. hey B.A. am \ getting

any REACTION?” —Dave Bozwell, Bundles of Trouble #21, Requiem for a Gladiator

by  jolly r. blackburnA Fish Story
meanwhile, back at B.A. FELTON’s house...

well, well,

look who FINALLY

decided to SHOW

UP and HONOR

us with their 

PRESENCE.

geeze, guys...

am \ pickin’ up

some sort of

ATTITUDE here?

you’re darn tootin’

you’re picking up

an ATTITUDE, bob.

we’re PISSED!!!

we’ve been sitting here for TWO

HOURS waiting for you JERKS.

no phone call.

no email.

no NOTHING!

\ feel like 

such an IDIOT.

we were actually

WORRIED about you guys. 

we called the HOSPITAL.

we called SHIELA.

heck -- we even called BOB’s dad.

y-you called

my dad...?

damn -- just coz

we were late?

gee -- we must 

be SPECIAL, b.a. --

\ wonder what

we’ve DONE to

DESERVE this.

jerks...?

what’d

we do?

ya know -- the FIRST

WORDS \ had HOPED

would come out of your

mouths would be a 

SINCERE apology...

how RUDE is it

NOT to call?

whoah -- now

HOLD on missy.

BEFORE you go

EMBARASSING

yourself by

JUMPING to

conclusions...

you MIGHT wanna

hear what happened.

oooooh -- \’m sorry.

so there’s a “REASON” you’re late.

please -- by ALL means. 

ENLIGHTEN US.

oh THIS

should 

be good.

\ gotta tell ya

-- \’m REALLY

not liking the

ATTITUDE here.

tell me

about it.



�� “what the hell do you think those DISGRUNTLED HIRELING TABLES are for? huh? every

time you’re TOO HARD on one of the HIRELINGS, b.a. is over there ROLLING dice to BEAT THE

BAND. it’s like FEEDING a belt of AMMO to a MONKEY armed with a FIFTY CALIBER MACHINE GUN.”

—Brian Van Hoose, KODT Issue #82, The Dad Factor…

22 Knights of the Dinner Table® #144

\ mean we had a pretty ROUGH TIME of it...

only to show up HERE and have

you guys tear us a NEW ONE...?

\ was actually

looking

forward a 

little gaming --

so \ could 

FORGET.

for your information

we endured QUITE

an ordeal today.

we’re lucky to 

be here at ALL.

really. yeah -

REALLY.

ya see -- the THREE of us

thought it was such a

BEAUTIFUL DAY we’d make a

run up to the RESERVOIR

this afternoon and get

in a little FISHING

before the game.

let me get 

this straight...

you guys went FISHING.

as in “OUTDOORS”

and “FRESH AIR” -- 

THAT kind of fishing?

well, YEAH it was OUTDOORS.

what other kind 

of FISHING is there?

\ just wanted to make

sure we weren’t talking

about some BOARD

GAME or SIMULATION.

please -

continue.

well it was

the REAL kind

- okay?

it’s MY

fault really...

ever since \ LOST that

MONSTER CATFISH up at

the SALAMONIE while

tryin’ to REEL ‘im in on my

POCKET FISHERMAN...

\’ve been

somewhat

OBSESsED

with a

REMATCH.

unbelievable...

looks like \’m

not the ONLY one

to catch “THE OLD

MAN AND THE SEA”

on cable the

other night.

ten minutes later...

...so NATURALLY \ DOVE in to grab

the OAR -- only the CURRENT was

too swift and \ couldn’t catch it.

we ended up DRIFT-

ING for FOUR MILES

before managing to

HAND PADDLE the

canoe to shore.

on the

OPPOSITE side

of the LAKE

from where \

PARKED the

van, mind you...

now \ don’t know WHAT

kind of animal this thing

was -- coyote, wolf,

a feral dog...

all we knew it

was MAD as hell

and wanted a

PIECE of us.

fortunately

we were able

to CLIMB

up a tree.

\ used a can

of MOSQUITO

repellent and

a MATCH to

IMPROVISE a

FLAME

THROWER and

chase it off.

a FEW minutes later still...

oh

WHITE

WATER

rapids

usually

are.
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�� “boy, am \ steamed! bob could have PUT MY EYE OUT when he hurled that twenty-sider at me.

did you see the DENT it put in the wall?? and SARA… my OWN COUSIN. she actually held me down

while dave gave me an ATOMIC WEDGIE.” —B.A. Felton, Bundles of Trouble #19, The Sympathy Ploy

...so we FINALLY make our way back

to the van -- PORTAGING the canoe

the ENTIRE way, don’t forget.

would’t you

know it?

the BATTERY’s

dead -- we’re

STRANDED!!

and we’re STILL in

a DEAD ZONE --

the cell phones

are USELESS...

so \ VOLUNTEERED

to HOOF IT up to

the MAIN ROAD and

flag down a car

to take me to

fetch a TOW TRUCK.

by the time we got home 

and CLEANED UP it was late

but we decided to just SHOW

up for the game anyway.

we didn’t want to

let you down.

course we didn’t

KNOW you were

gonna JUMP down

our throats.

\ really

don’t know

what to say..

it’s okay, sara...

you don’t have

to APOLOGIZE.

you didn’t

know.

no, you IDIOT -- \ mean \ 

REALLY don’t know what to say.

how can you sit there and LOOK US

in the eye knowing you’re spinning a BIG LIE?

a BIG LIE...?

hey -- \’m

OFFENDED by

that remark.

damn -- told ya

they woldn’t buy

that part about

the BIG GUY

volunteering to

“HOOF IT.”

\ am SO disappointed

in you guys.

hrmmph --

well if THIS

isn’t the

perfect 

ending to a 

HORRIFIC day!

hush -

dude.

yer

BLOWIN’ it.

nice try, guys...

did you go over that

story BEFORE you decid-

ed to BAIL on the game

or on your way over?

what the hell are

you talking about...?

that’s EXACTLY what happened.

we stand behind

EVERY wor....

guys -- we also

called WEIRD

PETE. he TOLD

us you were

playing W.O.H.

um -- like \ said -

it was BRIAN’s idea

to come up with a

COVER STORY.

hey!!

for cryin’ out LOUD, guys

-- it was BAD ENOUGH

when we learned you

BAILED on your FRIENDS

so you could PLAY

with someone else...

then you add

INSULT to

INJURY by

telling a 

BIG LIE...?

\ particularly like

the part where

BOB went into

HYPOTHERMIA and

some passin’

BIKER CHICK

warmed him 

with her BODY.


