The Francophile

In the town of West Haverbrook there lived a young man named Monosodium Glutamate. Many believed that he had taken the last name Glutamate as part of the witness protection programs while others still believed that he was just another member of the Glutamate family that had made their mark in Vaudeville in the early 1900’s. One thing was for sure about Mono. He was an avid Francophile. As a boy he had longed to be like the famous Spanish dictator Franco and dubbed himself a Francophile. Unfortunately he found that Francophile meant someone who loves French things.  So instead of dubbing a new moniker for himself he simply gave up Franco and embraced France. His house was full of the vertical tri-color flags that were the symbol of France, all his things were made in France and he could almost always be seen drinking wine or eating a baguette.  In fact for many years he could be seen playing softball with a baguette in place of a bat.

For years Mono had longed to visit France and had even gone so far as to date a travel agent in an attempt to get a free ticket. This was hard for Mono as he was not gay and the travel agent was a man. Just when he thought that he would never go to his beloved land he saw a poster; it read, “West Haverbrook bike race! Winner gets spot in the Tour de France!” The Tour de France! This was great, this was more than great; it was incredible. All he had to do now was learn how to become a cross-country bike rider. In the weeks that followed Mono quit his job, bought a twenty thousand dollar bike, and hired a riding instructor. Mono trained day and night in preparation. When the day of the race came his skills were so impressive that he was allowed to start at the beginning of the pack, right next to super bike guy Lance Armstrong. As the race started Mono knocked Lance off of his bike and made a mad dash. He would go on to knock many other people off of their bikes that day in route to victory. Officials didn’t care of Mono’s cheating ways, they were just happy that someone local had one the race. When Mono talked to reporters he told them of his joy to be going to France for the Tour de France. “Sorry,” said the mayor of West Haberbrook ,”the poster said Tour de France, what it was supposed to say was Tour DuPont.”  What luck, instead of going to France he was going to be riding across the United States. Mono found this ironic because he himself lived in the United States.

Mono was discouraged, but he thought to himself, “What would Charles de Gaulle do?” That was it! He would win the Tour DuPont and get the money for his trip to France. Riding across the country would be hard so he started taking metaform, a supplement recommended to him by his friend Paul Levesque who was a wrestling star under the name HGH. Mono was ripped as he started the incredibly long bike race.   He looked over at Lance Armstrong.  Suffice it to say the guy was pissed. Mono raced hard through the meadows and the mountains and the sand… until someone told him they were supposed to stay on the road at which point the race became a lot simpler for him. As the race reached its finishing point of Fort Worth, Texas Mono had taken the lead. Unfortunately for Mono he didn’t take into account such things as stamina, proper bike maintenance, and Lance Armstrong jamming a screwdriver into his ribs in the last mile of the race. Mono tried to protest but it was no use.   People loved Lance Armstrong and they hated people named after allergens.    

Mono took several months for his ribs to heal at which point he was still left with the dilemma of how to get to France and then it hit him, WWCDGD. Mono then remembered how De Gaul would solve most of his problems, so he threw tear gas at some kids and robbed them. Once in France mono was beaten and imprisoned for not knowing French and having no knowledge of French history prior to the year 1967… and Lance Armstrong won the Tour De France a third straight year.

