Dialogs with unexplained people
Is that Roger Filth-Dung-Down-Down-Derriere?

I’m not sure.

Tonight we’re talking with Mr. Turgid Patronizinglypseudogay about his new film, Porno Panto Pinto Poncho Prey Perverts… 
Why? 

Do verbs get conjugation visits in jail? 

Apparently. Particularly if the jail is someone’s vocabulary. 

Mr. Atrophy- Can you dissemble and reduce a conversation to a meaningless slush? 
Weeeeell… if you overlook the nuances of de-fragmented neo-classical renditions of little known serenades to kitchen scourers in the form of a post Raphaelite plumbing conspiracy during a mild war in a linen closet, no. 

Is it fair to describe a person who is prone to bogus litigation a litigoat? 
Only if you’re prepared to describe the recipient as a litigoatee. 

How are you? 

Well, my ego is striding the moors, hunting naked supermodels, my spirit is infesting eternal haunts of divine beauty, my soul is scouring infinity for delightful dalliances, my various personae are running amok through history, time and space, and my freesias have formed a band. Now, aren’t you glad you asked? 

Do your depravities go out without you? 

The selfish bastards! Tell them you’re coming too. 

Are you rational, calm, intelligent, thoughtful, insightful, and articulate?
Whatever for? 

Hello. I’d like to speak to Mr. Nigel Quite-Defensively, please. 
That’s usually me. 

Ah, Mr. Quite-Defensively; I don’t know quite how to put this, but we’ve been checking our registers, and it appears you don’t actually exist. 
Oh… dear…! I am sorry. How thoughtless of me. How tactless! I’ll have to do something I about that, shan’t I?

Well, not wishing to sound too judgmental, but it is a bit self indulgent, you know. 
Oh, yes, couldn’t agree more. Like many people in this world I take my non existence much too casually. I really ought to get a fine, I suppose?

We don’t fine non existent people. Bit of an oxymoron, in statutory terms. We usually confine our regulatory activities to some pointed ostracism, but if you’d prefer us to issue a total rebuttal, global advertisements, that sort of thing…?  
That’s awfully sweet of you. 

We try to cover the needs of the public, you know. They feel so much better afterwards. 

You recently published a hard-hitting, dynamic, not to say pungent, no holds barred review of a hot dog stand on your blog. You referred to it as “an iconic statement of human frailty, encapsulated in a warm haze of socially adept grease and cultural innuendo”. Thousands of cases of deliberate literary ambivalence have since occurred. What do you have to say in your defense?

Exactly what I said to the other neophytes: “Who’s a pretty society, then?”

Art critic: While the new conceptual works do unquestionably represent a degree of phallic inaccuracy which could replace contraceptives entirely, it’s a matter of opinion whether people really want that sort of relationship with public transport. 

Comment: Aw, you’re just saying that. 

Now, band, meet your publicist. Rod here has represented the Necromantic Dichotomy Beavers, the Thrash While You Slash Jug Band, and the Down Home Incest Brokers of New York. Rod…?

Yath. Me be publithitht critter thing perthon. Make millionth. You go to car wath now, me handleth publithity.
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