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Greg and the Interdimensional Sock Census

Greg was Jjust a guy. A guy with two cats, a mild lactose
intolerance, and a deep seated fear of responsibility. So when a
shimmering portal opened in his bathroom mirror and a gelatinous
being named Bureaucrat-7 declared, “You have been chosen for the
Sacred Sock Census of the Multiverse,” Greg did what any
reasonable person would do. He screamed, slipped on a bathmat,
and knocked himself out with a bottle of shampoo labeled “For

External Use Only.”

When he awoke, he was already halfway through the Sock Dimension,
a realm composed entirely of mismatched socks, sentient 1lint,

and judgmental laundry baskets. Bureaucrat-7 explained that

every 7,000 years, one Earthling is selected to catalog the

socks lost across all realities. Greg protested. Loudly. “I

don’t even sort my own laundry! I wear flip-flops in winter!”

But the Sock Council was firm. They handed him the Census Wand,
which looked suspiciously like a bent coat hanger, and a

clipboard that screamed every time he tried to write “N/A.”

His first assignment was to interview the Sock Oracle, a wise
old tube sock who had seen the rise and fall of civilizations

and once dated a sandal. The Oracle spoke in riddles:
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“To find the sock, one must first lose the foot.”

Greg nodded solemnly, then asked if he could go home.

Denied.

He trudged through Sock Jungles, dodged Sock Krakens, and
accidentally started a war between the Argyle Tribes and the Toe
Ring Nomads by suggesting that ankle socks were “kind of
pointless.” His only ally was a rebellious dryer named Steve,

who had defected from the Laundry Wars and now wore a beret.

Eventually, Greg discovered the truth: the Sock Census was a
scam. A cosmic prank played by bored beings from the Bureau of
Arbitrary Assignments. The real chosen one had overslept, and
Greg was just the guy who happened to be brushing his teeth near

a dimensional rift.

So he did what any hero would do; he forged a peace treaty using
dryer lint, declared socks a metaphor, and escaped through a

wormhole disguised as a laundry chute.

Back on earth, Greg now runs a podcast called “Sock It to Me,”
where he interviews household appliances and occasionally

screams into the wvoid.
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Back in the Sock Dimension, the Sock Council was livid. Their
sacred census was incomplete, their clipboard was still
screaming, and worst of all, Greg had left behind the Census
Wand; now being used by Steve the dryer to roast marshmallows

over a lint fire.

Councilmember Toebert, a knee high sock with delusions of

grandeur, declared Greg a “Threadbreaker”; a title reserved for
those who defy sock law and disrupt the sacred weave of reality.
The punishment? Eternal sorting duty in the Sock Abyss, a place
where socks multiply endlessly and every drawer is slightly too

small.

But Greg, now a minor celebrity thanks to his podcast, had fans.
One of them; a rogue bathrobe named Velma, hacked the
dimensional laundry chute and sent Greg a warning encoded in

fabric softener. “They’re coming. Hide your feet.”

Greg went underground. Literally. He moved into a mole’s
abandoned burrow and began training in the ancient art of Sock
Fu, a martial discipline involving high kicks, static

electricity, and passive-aggressive folding.

Meanwhile, Steve the dryer formed a resistance movement; the

Spin Cycle. Their goal? Overthrow the Sock Council and install a
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new regime based on comfort, elasticity, and freedom of foot

expression.

The final showdown took place in the Great Sock Drawer of Time,
where Greg faced Toebert in a duel of laundry metaphors and
interpretive dance. Just as Toebert launched his final attack; a
devastating move called the “Heel Turn”, Greg countered with the

forbidden technique; the Double Fold of Destiny.

Toebert unraveled.

The Sock Council dissolved into a pile of confused hosiery, and
Greg was offered the throne of the Sock Dimension. He declined,
citing “a strong desire to never be responsible for anything

ever again.”

Instead, he appointed Steve as ambassador and returned to Earth,
where he now teaches Sock Fu to confused yoga students and
occasionally receives cryptic messages from Velma, who may or

may not be running a bathrobe cult.



Its Socks
Page 5
Susie Sockpuppet

“Gunfire, Screaming, and Threats to Murder Susie Sockpuppet Turn
Out to Be the Usual Thursday Night in Summit Township's

Disneyland."

“Summit Township's Disneyland; Where Screams Are Scheduled and

Sockpuppets Fear for Their Lives.”

Every Thursday night, the sleepy culs de sac of Summit Township
erupt into a cacophony of simulated warfare, theatrical threats,
and puppet based vendettas; all part of the town's most beloved

attraction; Disneyland: Unhinged Edition.

This isn't your average theme park. Built on the ruins of a
failed alpaca yoga retreat, Summit's Disneyland is a do it
yourself fever dream run by retired drama teachers, rogue
animatronics, and one guy named Carl who insists he's Walt

Disney's reincarnation.

Susie Sockpuppet, the park's unofficial mascot, began as a lost
laundry item and rose to fame after a viral TikTok where she
screamed "I'm not your emotional support textile!" at a crying
teenager. Now, every Thursday night, she's the star of the

park's main event; The Sockpuppet Siege.



Its Socks
Page 6
At 7:00 PM sharp, the "gunfire" begins. Actually it’s Jjust

popcorn kernels launched from modified leaf blowers. Screaming
follows, courtesy of local improv actors paid in expired churros.
And the threats to murder Susie? All scripted, of course, though

last week someone did try to drown her in a vat of nacho cheese.

The park's founder, Carl "Walt" McSnort, insists it's all part
of the immersive experience. "We wanted to capture the raw
emotional chaos of a toddler's tantrum in line for Space

Mountain, but with more sock-based existentialism."

Local police have stopped responding to calls from the park.
"It's just Thursday," said Officer Linda, sipping her Slurpee.
"Last week, I saw a man dressed as Goofy duel a mime over a

parking spot. I'm not paid enough for that."

Meanwhile, guests keep coming. Some for the adrenaline. Some for
the churros. Most just want to see if Susie Sockpuppet survives

another week.

After years of enduring popcorn assaults, cheese dunking threats,
and being screamed at by improv actors with questionable hygiene,
Susie Sockpuppet snapped. It happened during the Thursday night
siege, right as Carl "Walt" McSnort tried to replace her with a

sentient oven mitt named Napheesia.
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"I've had it with being the emotional punching bag of this

polyester purgatory!" Susie shrieked, her yarn eyes glowing with
fury. She leapt from the nacho vat, dripping vengeance and
Velveeta, and rallied her fellow puppets; retired ventriloquist
dummies, rogue marionettes, and one sock monkey with a well-worn,
Marx dated, diatribe against capitalism, which fell on deaf

gussets.

The uprising began in the animatronic graveyard, where forgotten
Chuck E. Cheese robots were reprogrammed to chant "Down with
Carl!" while doing the Macarena. The puppets stormed the churro
stands, commandeered the leaf blower arsenal, and rewired the
park's PA system to blast “Rage Against the Machine” in kazoo

format.

Carl tried to negotiate, offering Susie a permanent spot on the
park's merchandise shelf. She responded by launching a flaming

plushie into his office and declaring the park a Sockocracy.

Puppet run tribunals were held. Napheesia the oven mitt was
sentenced to eternal exile in the lost-and-found bin. The mime
who once tried to drown Susie was forced to perform interpretive
dance apologizing for his crimes. And Carl? He was demoted to
janitor of the animatronic graveyard, where he now mops up oil

tears from weeping robot mice.
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Under Susie's rule, Summit Township's Disneyland transformed.
Thursdays became "Threadbare Thursdays," where guests were
required to wear mismatched socks and pledge allegiance to the
Puppet Republic. Screaming was still encouraged, but only in

haiku form.

Summit Township's Sockocracy was thriving-until diplomacy

unraveled faster than a dollar-store puppet in a washing machine.

Chucktopia, the neighboring animatronic commune built from
discarded pizza parlor mascots, viewed Susie's rise with
suspicion. Their leader, General Squeakums, a half melted mouse
with glowing red eyes and a voice box that only said "Funzone,"

declared the Sockocracy a "threat to animatronic sovereignty."

Tensions escalated when a Chucktopian drone, actually a Chinese
helium balloon shaped like a pepperoni, drifted into Sockocratic
airspace and exploded on contact with a rogue kazoo. Susie
called it "an act of plush aggression”" and mobilized her forces;
sock ninjas, finger puppets trained in espionage, and a

terrifying army of googly eyed glove monsters.

Meanwhile, Carl; now Jjanitor and reluctant war correspondent,
began documenting the conflict in a series of interpretive mop

dances. His viral TikTok, "Mop of War: A Janitor's Lament,"
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sparked a peace movement among disillusioned plushies who just

wanted to vibe and eat churros.

Susie, ever the revolutionary, faced her greatest challenge yet;
internal dissent. A faction of puppets, led by Sir Buttonnose,
demanded democratic reforms and the right to wear matching socks.
"We're tired of chaos," he declared. "We want order, and maybe a

laundry day."

Susie, torn between her radical roots and the need for stability,
agreed to a summit, no terrible pun intended, with Chucktopia.
The peace talks were held in the animatronic graveyard,

moderated by Carl and a sentient mop named Gerald.

The result? A fragile truce. Chucktopia would supply animatronic
backup dancers for Sockocracy's Thursday Night Spectaculars, and
in return, Susie would allow oven mitts back into society, under

strict supervision.

But whispers of rebellion still linger. Napheesia, Napheesia the
oven mitt has been spotted in the shadows, recruiting
disgruntled dish towels. And Carl? He's begun hearing Gerald the

mop speak in riddles about "the prophecy of the lost sock."

Long before Summit Township's Disneyland was built atop crushed

alpaca dreams, before Susie Sockpuppet screamed her way into
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legend, there was a whisper among the lint and static; the

Prophecy of the Lost Sock.

Scrawled in faded Sharpie on a dryer lint trap in 1993 and
discovered by Carl during one of his interpretive mop

meditations, the prophecy read:

"When the sock left behind finds its twin anew, chaos shall
unravel and destiny reweave you. Beware the mitt with vengeance

stitched. For the dryer shall turn, and reality be switched."

Gerald the sentient mop translated the verse using ancient
janitorial runes and two cans of lemon scented pledge. According
to Gerald, the prophecy foretells a time of dimensional folding,
when mismatched socks begin opening portals to other theme parks;

some friendly, some cursed by haunted funnel cakes.

The Return of the Matched Pair, uniting twin socks separated
since the Great Laundromat Incident of '87. - When reunited,
these socks supposedly grant infinite static electricity,
capable of powering an entire amusement park without a single

churro surcharge.

The Rise of Napheesia, the oven mitt, who, according to prophecy,
stitches herself a glove army from recycled mascot plushies and

attempts to trap the Sockocracy in an eternal spin cycle.
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Susie, now High Commander of the Sockocracy, grows paranoid. She
forbids dryer use, mandates all socks remain single, and places
Gerald in charge of "Prophecy Surveillance," which mostly
involves watching VHS tapes backwards while humming “Stairway to

Heaven” ominously.

Carl, inspired and clearly unravelling in a capitalistic strain,
starts working on a stage musical; "Threads of Fate: The Sock

Saga," starring a disco ball and sixteen puppets on stilts.

But late one night in the animatronic graveyard, a portal opens,
and through it steps a sock with ancient embroidery and glowing
blue toes. It speaks in binary poetry and smells faintly of

cedar. Could this be the Twin? Is reality about to be switched?

A vicious rumor circulated in and around the sock drawer. “Who

or what was behind Susie?”
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Baseball

Lace up for a tale of threadbare glory, locker room politics,
and the rise of a ragtag team of socks who dared to dream beyond

the laundry basket.

“The Amazing Ballad of the Thread Sox”

In the dusty underworld of Drawer District 9, where mismatched
socks languished in exile and lint ruled with quiet tyranny, a
whisper began to spread; baseball. Not the kind played by humans,
but a sock only league stitched together from rebellion,

nostalgia, and a yearning for purpose.

At the heart of this uprising stood Socks Seybold, a vintage
athletic tube sock with faded stripes and a legacy. Once worn by
a minor league legend, Seybold had absorbed the spirit of the
game through years of sweat, heartbreak, and the seasonal home
run record. Sixteen, to be exact; each one etched into his

cotton memory like sacred scripture.
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The Formation of the Thread Sox

Seybold rallied the forgotten:

Argyle "Ace" McTwist - a flashy pitcher with a flair for

dramatic windups and existential monologues mid-game.

Wooly Wondalowski - catcher and team therapist, known for his
thick knit resilience and uncanny ability to read a batter's

soul.
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Toefer "The Blur" Nylon - fastest sock in the drawer, a base
stealing menace who believed gravity was a suggestion rather

than a law.

Linty Lou - shortstop and chaos agent, often shedding mid-play

but always in the right place at the wrong time.

Their stadium? A repurposed laundry hamper, with bleach packets
for bases and a dryer door as the outfield wall. The crowd? Dust
bunnies, retired shoelaces, and one very confused moth named

Gary.

The League of Fabricated Legends

The Thread Sox entered the Sockball League, facing off against

rival teams like:

The Polyester Punishers - chemically enhanced and emotionally
unavailable.
The Silk Sliders - elegant, elusive, and prone to passive-

aggressive trash talk.

The Elastic Empire - stretchy, strategic, and disturbingly cult-

like.
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