Folks,

This is my “dialogue” “piece”.
Pop-fly
===========================================================================================================
“Warza turlet?”

Uh-oh, another drunk emigrating from O’McGuiness’s after the ball game, joining me and the late night crew at Donuts’o’Death, in need of the head and a restorative “cuppajo”. 

Our stumbling friend hopes one cuppajo will counteract the eight Harpoons, or six martinis, or seven gin-and-tonics, or whatever poison was in the Val-U Gallon he had at O’McG’s tonight. If one cuppajo doesn’t bring him illumination – and in two years of late-shift mopping here at D’o’D, I’ve never seen it happen - then it’ll be “nuthacuppajohere”. Will he address the help as “Sport” or “Bud” or “Miss”, or just go with a genteel “Yo”?.  Nuthacuppajohere – maybe it’s Native American, meaning “bring the healing bean”.
“Buddy, warza turlet?” - again. I point to the toilet at the end of the hall. He knocks over the sign reading “Danger! Wet Floor!”.
Five minutes later he comes out of the bathroom and bobs, buoy-like, up to the counter. He’s studying the few crullers and muffins and bagels left on the rack, but he believes the old (drunk) wives tale – an old-fashioned donut does the best job sopping up the sauce. In his mind, wolfing down this unadorned wad of cake is like throwing a roll of Bounty down the hatch. 
Our hero gets the old-fashioned and his first cuppa, shuffles over to a table and sits down. 
I’m within a hundred feet of him, and working, so he figures I’m all ears.  “D’jasee the game?”, he asks me, pointing to the TV suspended from the ceiling. 
“No”, I say, since the teenage night crew abjures the Red Sox and keep the tube pegged to reruns of the “OC” and “South Park”. 

“Manny-pood-too-owdadapahk!” he shouts. 
Hmm. Either Manny Ramirez had a “good night at the plate” (as the sportswriters will style it), there’s a new Prime Minister in Indonesia, or the Patriots signed that Samoan lineman.

“Ovuhdagreenmonstah, twice!” he cries. Then, quieter - “Schillinghadatwohitta”. 
Well, I guess we’re still on the Red Sox, and it seems it was “a good night on the mound for Schilling ”. I now feel obliged to keep up my end of the conversation, so I offer “It’s good they won” in an isn’t-that-interesting-NOT monotone.
“Dinwin. DINWIN! Timlin gave up three in danighth!” Now he’s as agitated as a cat in a carwash. He takes the old-fashioned, dips it in his cuppa, and stuffs the whole thing into his mouth. “Damn Timlin!” he mutters, spraying crumbs across the table. I reach deep within me for some empathetic and original oratory on the curse of Sox closers, and declare “No relief for the Olde Towne Team, eh?” Instantly I want to wash my mouth out with the mop, to expunge the residue of the crusty cliché.
“Whataaah….” he says. “Whataaah” again. This is the wind-up; what’s his pitch? His face turns as red as the goo in a jelly-filled, reflecting, I think, the passion of his rage at Timlin’s failure. 
“Whataah….choge”. He grabs his throat with his hands, and his eyes become as large as two eggs, sunnyside. I nod my assent vigorously and aver “Yes, I’ve heard Timlin is one of the all-time Sox chokes”.
“Choge…” His heading is tilting side to side like a sluggish top. Then his eyes cross, his hands fall, his head tilts back, and he ceases fulminating.

I don’t know the Heimlich, so I just hit him as hard as I can between the shoulder blades.  A chunk of donut spins out of his mouth and lands on the table in front of him with the splush of a dropped Sno-Cone. 
While he gasps and wheezes, catching his breath, I grab the slimy glob off the formica, tap it on his arm, and say “You’re out!”. I get the save! Just another good night on the mop for Humphrey. 
