The Unlonely Piece of Macaroni 

It smells like body odour in here. You would think it would be, with me having 900 other brothers and sisters. The cheese does not make matters better. When I was born in the factory, my parents were in front of me, trying to protect me from the searing oil of the baking stage. They weren’t able to save me from it, of course (or themselves for that matter).

A few seconds after the cooling stage, my younger siblings and I were shifted onto separate belts. After that, I was dropped off my conveyor belt 20 inches into an uncushioned cardboard box! Can you believe that? It was 20 inches man! If you’re one of those appalling humans, for you, I think that’s like, 3,000,000 feet! My father--before he was consumed by you awful, heinous monsters--was a mathematician. He taught me everything he knew, so my distance measurement must be accurate. The cardboard container’s top closed us in, sealing off all light. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]After that we were zipped along a conveyor belt at like, 40 km per hour and dropped into a much bigger box, along with 33 other boxes of Kraft dinner. The impact rattled what I would call my gums or teeth.

From there we...well, I’m not really sure. There was a huge amount of loud bumping and crashing, and finally the top of the box was opened! I saw an endless white ceiling above me. The white was moving. Where was I going? Oh no. Not there. You can’t do this to me. I have my whole life ahead of me. It can’t end now!! 

*Splash* The pain, it’s unbearable! I’m being drowned! Boiled alive! Tell my brother Jimmy, and my sister Susan and my other sister Brock, tell them all that I love them!

Finally! The light! “James! Are you okay?” squeaked my youngest sister Penelope.

“No.” I replied. The light was suddenly blocked out. The glint of the steel spoon refracted light back into my eyes. I saw a massive red bottle. Some red acid fell from an opening in the bottle that I could have fit through. 

Again the spoon came into view. I prayed as the harsh, cold surface of the spoon scooped me and thirty-five others up. I felt and practically tasted the repugnant odour rushing onto me as I entered the mouth, the muscles at the back of the throat expanding and contracting, “God, I give myself to you. I’m ready.”
