Death in the Fridge

 I am a lumpy cucumber living a glass jar in a fridge. It’s a fairly frightening life. Yesterday a giant, pink blob pulled my cousin out of the jar, sliced him, and consumed his severed remains. The day before that Dad was roasted in a tuna sandwich. In fact, ever since we left the market we’ve been going one by one down the gullets of those blasted, pink blobs. It’s disgusting.

   You should see them with their soft, squishy fingers and long, useless appendages. They have these faces that fill my gut with utter fear. That would have made more sense if I had a gut. Heck, it would have made more sense if I even had any organs whatsoever. These blobs would be more successful packing the holes in their faces with their menacing fingers. I hope that their afterlife involves being eaten and crunched for eternity, and a day.  
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  Poor lil’ Jimmy never made it past third grade. We want to rebel, but we can’t survive very long out of the holy protective vinegar. What!!! No. They can’t do it. MOMMY!!!  *Sobs* They took my Mummy! You all suck, you scummy men. I’m going to burn you with your own stomach acid! That'll teach you to kill my biological mother! What, NO! Don’t take me! You can't do this to me!  Aaaaggghhh! 
