The Story of Dude

*Any likenesses to a Me, a Kris, a Yazzy, and/or a Cheesy are purely intentional.

Once upon a time, there was a Pope.  Wait…no…there’s always been a Pope.  Well, there has been since all the important stuff happened.  This particular Pope was replaced by a soccer player after being tarred and defenestrated (shut up, feathers are boring and this word has been pronounced cool by a plethora of college students) when people discovered he was a dirty politician.  And everyone knows that even a funky cool hat doesn’t make up for one being a communist, atheist, alcoholic REPUBLICAN.  But, that soccer playing Pope knows nothing of the great land of Dude so she isn’t important enough to be mentioned more than now.  So.  Back to the politician.  Er…BEFORE he was defenestrated.  As Popes tend to do, he was attempting to attend a secretive meeting of extremely influential, wealthy, dudical but (on the whole) less holy people so that he might accept trifling monetary bribes and harem virgins.


As always, Satan was also attending the meeting because it’s tradition for her to eat the Pope.  What, you’ve never heard that the Pope gets devoured by the unholiest of demons every time there’s a secret Vatican meeting?  Well, duh.  Obviously you’re not a dude.  Geez.  Why ELSE are there so many popes?  They’re holy enough to live for an ungodly amount of years if they weren’t the devil’s favorite dish.  Arghhh.  No, of course the devil doesn’t indulge in the papal government.  They aren’t holy enough.  Besides, they’re kinda stringy and Satan only uses toothpicks for torture of those who commit minor transgressions.

Now, the problem with this meeting is that it was being held in the land of Dude which is, undeniably, a strange place because of its queso-magnetism and unique language.  People in this land are able to communicate solely through variations upon the word “dude.”  Hey, don’t look at me like that, I’ve BEEN there, I KNOW.  I can even reconstruct a conversation I heard on my summer vacation there:


Person A:  dude

Person Z: DUDE!

Person Z: Dude?

Person K: sweet dude

Person Z: Dude...

Person K: oya dude

Person H: and dude...

Person K: sweet

Person K: dude

Person Y: dude...


However, the subtle inflections in the all-powerful word “dude” cannot possibly be fully captured through the written word.  In other English words, you ain’t getting a translation so deal with it.


The second strange (and definitely best) thing about this wondrous black hole of a land is the people.  There aren’t any.  The Pope is just innocently waiting for his meeting and Satan is just innocently waiting to eat him and cheese is cheese.  Not only is cheese not a person (we DO all agree on this point, correct?) but none of the cheese actually lived in Dude.  It seemed to be more of a vortex that would suck them in through its all-mighty, all-magenta queso-magnet only to rudely belch them out in a shower of green mold.


It also seems that this vortex does not discriminate between cheeses.  It is wonderfully tolerate of lesbians and mold.  Also, if chicken is yazzy enough the vortex will treat it as a cheese.  However, we’re still not quite sure what logic it used to determine that Sir Reyes worthy of being cheese.  It seems such matters are best left up to higher powers.  Yes, I shall later ask the Pope’s hat.


As to the cheese…  I saw many types pass through, like the ambiguous cheese wiz (not the be confuzzled with the wizard of us, although wiz is much more magical), an extremely hammish cheese, extremely gay cheese, God, slimey snaily cheese, and a talented cheese which happened to fly right past my head.  All these and cheese passed the unwary Pope as he waited for people to come and bribe him.  But what also passed was a strange knight by the name of Reyes who was so undudical it wasn’t even funny.  For some reason I cannot even fathom, he disliked cheese being thrown at him and even dared to ask, “Why are you talking about cheese?” after his attempts at finding out the secret identities of everyone nearby were foiled.  Perhaps the omniscient vortex felt sorry for Reyes’ gender confusion.


As I mentioned before, the vortex sometimes decides to vacuum up chickens on the condition that they’re yazzy enough.  Well, the day I was there…it brought us an extremely yazzy chicken.  So yazzy in fact, that Satan (who was politely awaiting the end of the Pope’s meeting) decided to buy it from Dude (through ebay of course) for sixpence.  She planned to tie the chicken in a cup of ramen to see if the noodles ever got boring.  But, her plan was not to be for FATE is the very life of the land of Dude.  The hammish cheese discovered the chicken while growing moldy in Satan’s pocket (yes, stealing is one of her favorite sins).  Upon the discovery, the very hammy cheese plummeted madly in love with chicken and proceeded to persuade Satan to sell her.  One problem stood between them and wedded bliss….the dark, evil lord had bought the chicken for sixpence and was selling for 5 gorenzillion sixpence.  For possession of the lovely chicken, our heroic cheese embarked on a quest to discover the true meaning of sixpence so that she might purchase her one true love.  But, she was a little late for the chicken desperately wished for release from the clutches of Satan (well, that and she wanted to know just how much she was selling for).  The smallest, most important part of the quest is this:

Chicken: What’s a pence?

Satan: English currency <G>

Chicken: So.. in dollars.. how much is a pence?

Satan: A pence.

Satan: and that's equal to....

Satan: a pence....

Satan: and then you got lots of pence.

Pope: Pence is like cents yo.

Pope: Loike..

Satan: Roight!

Pope: There's 100p in a quid and a quid is a pound.

Cheese: yeah, but how many of those equal a dollar?

Satan: A dollars worth.


For the confuzzlement of the audience I will outline the outcome of the quest:  failed.  No one who was about to pay for anything had a clue what a pence was, let alone sixpence.  But, it didn’t matter because Satan was sick of the chicken whining about not wanting to live in space with jellyfish so she traded it for the cheese’s beach house in Alaska.


So.  The intangible and wondrous powers of Dude had put all the players in place.  There was a chicken who was in love with a cheese, a cheese who was in love with the chicken, the Pope, and the ever gender-baffled Sir/Sira Reyes who has nothing to do with anything except that the unknowable Dude saw fit to tangle him in the mess.  Thus the Pope took it upon himself to pronounce the chicken and cheese….Cheesy Chicken and so they were married although they forgot their vows.  Oh well.  The Pope said it was so and what the Pope says must be true even when he’s lying at cards.  The now happily or unhappily but very married couple set about to embark upon their honeymoon whereupon it was discovered that they were both female food products (I told you the amazing vortex is above discrimination, that’s why it’s a vortex and we’re not).  Being as the Pope is the Pope and this is the land of Dude, he decided the rectify the feminine situation by marrying them to Reyes so that he might smite them as is the duty of a harem-weilder.  The lengthily married couple next decided that they wished to add Pluto to their happy family (despite the fact that Dude had brought them so much happiness…oh well, I’m sure it’s taken anyway).  Performing a marriage ceremony on a planet was a bit too much for the Pope and Satan had waited a bit too long since her last meal so while he stumbled around in a daze, she ate him and the harem was left without a planet.


In conclusion, if you are a food product (most especially if you are a cheese) you WILL end up in Dude.  The vortex gives no choices it only demands.  There ought to be a religion based on it.  And, once you end up in Dude you will meet the love of your life and be happily married….well, that or you get dragged into a harem to be smited (and smote!  They are two VERY different things) for the rest of your cheesy existence.

