Phillip

	The night was good. Sandra and I had both had, perhaps, a couple too many drinks — but we can handle our liquor believe you me. We were dancing, eating — the little cocktail weenies were particularly good. I’d never been to a proper cocktail party before, I felt a little too done up. Sandra insisted I wear my stone-grey blazer, though — really posh. I got it on 75% off clearance from Men’s Wearhouse last July. Anyway.
	The cocktails were strong, and the urge to dance even stronger. After two Tom Collins’ I had Sandra by the waist and we were jigging up a storm. I don’t dance much, but I think I have a natural gift when it comes to ballroom. One two three, one two three — Sandra watches ‘Dancing with the Stars’, and I’ll catch a few minutes of it here and there. One two three, easy. You should have seen me — You should have seen Sandra! Blushing like a princess, and not because of the peach Bellinis. We danced, we drank, we danced — cocktail weenie break — drank. It was lovely. 
	At one point, though, Sandra left to the washroom. I headed back to the weenies, naturally, to wait for her. As I went to poke one with a toothpick, this large man says to me: “Haven’t you had enough?” He was big. Gargantuan. Like Shaq, but gruffer. Can you believe it?
	“Excuse me?” I said.
	He poked me in the belly, then, and said again, “haven’t you had enough?”
	I said, “back off, pal. I’ll eat as many damn weenies as I want to.” 
	Shrek says, “Oh really now?” and, God’s truth, takes the tray and holds it behind his back. 
At this point, you know what I did? I gave him a stern shove. He dropped the tray and shoved me back. Before you know it, we’re tangled up on the floor as ballroom music sang in the background. Cocktail weenies were smushing all over my blazer, but I didn’t care. 
I eventually wrangled the beast, of course. I got him into a tight headlock and flexed a little. Next thing you know, Sandra is yanking at my collar and dragging me away. 
No one gets to tell me when I can or cannot eat cocktail weenies. No one.


Sandra

	I didn’t very much want to go to this thing. The moment Phillip told me his work was putting on a cocktail party, I dreaded it. But Phillip, bless him, was so excited to wear a new blazer he had bought. I wasn’t going to say no. It just barely fits him—it won’t button up, mind you, but I didn’t want to squash his enthusiasm and just told him to leave it open. Bless him. 
	Early on in the evening I tried one of these little sausages that Phillip insisted I needed to try. It didn’t sit too well with the bellinis I had drank—to loosen up, of course. Phillip was particularly fond of my drink of choice and was downing them like a thirsty racehorse. When he asked me to dance, though, I didn’t want to let my stomach ruin the fun. 
Phillip absolutely adores ‘Dancing with the Stars’. He’s never missed an episode. Sometimes, when I cook him a meal that he particularly enjoys, he’ll say, “Carrie Ann Inaba: TEN!” as that’s his favourite part of the show. My Phillip, though: two left feet. I find it adorable, and have learned to wear shoes with protection over the toes. 
Eventually though, during the dancing, I felt a terrible gurgle in my stomach. You know how right before you’re going to be sick you can taste that terrible acid in the back of your throat? I told Phillip I needed the toilet and ran for it. The bellinis made my vomit quite an interesting colour, let me tell you. But I felt better after getting the sausage out of my system.
As I was washing up, I heard shouting from outside in the main room. I just knew that Phillip had gotten himself into something. I run out the toilet and see Phillip, hair a mess, in a shouting match with a short gentleman in a waiter’s outfit. 
“How can you be out of bloody weenies?” he was yelling.
I was absolutely mortified. Before I could get to him, though, Phillip slipped on a cocktail sausage that had fallen on the floor, and fell to the ground, taking the waiter with him. 
Mortified. Absolutely mortified. I yanked Phillip by the collar as hard as I could and dragged the sod outside.
Oh Phillip. Bless him. 


3rd Person Account

	Dollar store balloons and confetti coated the ceiling fans and fluorescent lighting fixtures of the community rec center. A large sign, hand painted, hung from the ventilation ducts: “Work Formal”. Cheap, foldable tables lined the walls on either side, with disposable plastic coverings that draped half way down to the floor. On top of the tables sat trays of various nibbles, and large, clear bowls filled with fruit punch. 
People awkwardly shuffled back and forth on the dance floor—a sectioned-off square of the room, in front of which stood an elderly man with large headphones and a turntable wired into two small speakers. Classical music panged metallically. 
	By the time Phillip and Sandra arrived, the Work Formal was in relatively-full swing. Sandra wore a too-tight mauve blouse and a black skirt, and her husband wore a grey blazer that flared out on either side of his large belly. They walked in with arms linked. 
Before long, both of them had had four bellinis each. Phillip had tried a single sip of Sandra’s and never looked back. It didn’t take much time after that for Phillip to discover the nibbles that covered the surrounding tables. He took a particular liking towards the cocktail sausages—the cheapest of all the hors d’oeuvres. He would take ten or so onto his small paper plate, and eat them while he moved on to the next table in the row to repeat the process. Sandra, too, enjoyed the sausages, and ate at least a dozen of them (as well as various pastries, cakes, and chips). It got to the point where Sandra started wrapping food in small purple napkins and, after making sure no one was watching, stuffed them into her purse. 
Phillip eventually wrapped up Sandra by the elbow and pulled her towards the metallic dance square. They cut a rug like only those who don’t think anyone is watching possibly could—It is worth mentioning that at this point in the evening, the grand total of bellinis consumed had reached one dozen. They danced and they danced, and they did not care who they bumped or grazed in the process. 
Suddenly, Sandra threw both hands over her mouth as a fine mist of Bellini-vomit squirted between her fingers. She immediately stumbled towards the bathroom, drips of pink-orange vomit slapping against the floor in her wake. 
Phillip was oblivious to his sick wife, and was already walking towards the nearest table of cocktail sausages. He dug in, stuffing them into his mouth like a teddy-bear-hamster, but was soon tapped on the shoulder by a fourteen-year-old bus boy. 
Timmy, the bus boy, had been forced by his mother to take the evening of work. It was, as a matter of fact, his first time working, ever. His mother insisted that it was time for him to get out there. He had been given the unfortunate task of politely informing Phillip that they were running out of snack foods, and to please leave some for the other attendees. Phillip did not like this.
“Who do you think you are?” Slurred Phillip. “Weenies are for eating and I’m no weenie.”
“Sorry, sir,” said Timmy, shakily, “I-I was just told to—“
“Back off, pal,” spat Phillip, chunks of sausage smacking Timmy in the face, “I’m a veteran.” Phillip was not a veteran. 
He then stopped suddenly, his eyes bulging. He was choking on a cocktail sausage. He forcefully gripped Timmy by both shoulders, veins bulging from his neck as he got within inches of the small boy’s face. Timmy started screaming, loudly, unable to break free of the fat-man’s grasp. Phillip lurched forward, then, collapsing overtop of the screaming Timmy, coming down on top of him. The force of the fall dislodged the half-sausage from Phillip’s throat, which he promptly coughed up on Timmy’s left cheek.
Sandra had stumbled out of the toilet, vomit down her mauve blouse, and B-lined (as best she could) towards Phillip. 
“Phillip, you’re so brave,” she slurred, as she gripped his shirt collar and tugged at it. 
“I do it for you, my sweet,” he said, pushing off of the wide-eyed Timmy with disregard. 
Phillip and Sandra, arm in arm, serpentined towards the exit. 





