


Baby in a Pickle Jar   



 



The father put his 
baby in a pickle jar.   

1 



It was an 
industrial-sized, 
five-gallon pickle 
jar and the baby 
had plenty of room.   

2 



The father felt that 
the pickle jar was a 
fine place to keep a 
baby.   

3 



He threw the lid to 
the jar like an 
Olympic discus into 
oncoming traffic 
because he never 
wanted the baby to 
stop breathing.   

4 



The pickle residue 
attracted many 
bugs so the baby 
had friends.   

5 



If you walk along 
the roads long 
enough, you will 
collect enough 
discarded compact 
discs to make an 
entire wardrobe of 
shiny, silver CDs.   

6 



This is both a 
blessing and a 
curse as the 
father’s CD suits 
were quite 
fashionable but 
often reflected the 
sunlight right into 
the eyes of the 
driver’s who were 
already swerving to 
avoid the lid of the 
pickle jar.   

7 



Many motorists 
were killed because 
they were blinded 
by the sunlight 
reflected off the 
father’s CD suits 
and because of the 
pickle jar lid he 
threw at them like 
an Olympic discus 
caused them to 
crash their cars 
into trees.   

8 



The father used the 
dead motorists as 
food for his baby’s 
insect friends, so 
they didn’t die in 
vain.   

9 



The baby’s science 
teacher committed 
suicide after half 
her class tweeted 
pictures of a penis 
someone had 
drawn on a poster 
it had taken the 
science teacher 
over twelve hours 
to make.   

10 



When the science 
teacher got to 
heaven, god told 
her not to worry 
about the poster 
penis.   

11 



God said, “People 
are only allowed to 
tweet pictures of 
their food here.”   

12 



A boy in the baby’s 
class named Truffle 
Oil put all his 
negative energy 
inside a box then he 
put the box in a 
hole in the wall.   

13 



Truffle Oil spent 
the rest of his life 
looking for the 
perfect picture to 
hang over the hole.   

14 



His negative energy 
emerged whenever 
he looked at the 
hole.   

15 



His negative energy 
only went away 
when he looked for 
a picture to hang to 
cover up the hole.   

16 



He told the baby 
that he was very 
worried that he 
would never find 
the perfect picture 
but the baby said, 
“Keep looking, 
Truffle Oil. I believe 
in you.”   

17 



The father dreamt 
he was a toaster 
that never actually 
held toast.   

18 



The father dreamt 
the toaster was 
owned by a mean 
old man named who 
just clicked it down 
and stared blankly 
until it popped, 
ejecting nothing 
but air.   

19 



The old man did this 
over and over and 
over again, until the 
toaster broke, at 
which point he 
brought it back to 
the store and 
demanded a 
refund.   

20 



But a decade had 
passed and the 
store refused to 
give the old man a 
refund.   

21 



The father could 
never be a hockey 
coach because he 
secretly loved 
watching figure 
skating, so he lied 
and said he hated 
figure skating so 
that the baby’s 
school would allow 
him to be the 
hockey coach.   

22 



He had amassed a 
collection of over 
100,000 VHS tapes 
of figure skating on 
every level of 
competition and 
stayed up past 3AM 
almost every night 
watching them.   

23 



The figure skating 
VHS tapes began to 
take over the house 
he shared with his 
baby in a pickle jar.   

24 



When the hockey 
team won the 
championship, they 
carried the father 
home on their 
shoulders, chanting 
“FIGURE SKATING 
SUCKS! HOCKEY 
RULES!” the whole 
way there.   

25 



When they opened 
the front door of 
the house, the 
figure skating VHS 
tapes poured out 
onto the street.   

26 



Each member of 
the hockey team 
glued VHS tapes 
onto their bodies 
until their each of 
their bodies was 
entirely covered in 
VHS tapes.   

27 



All of the hockey 
players formed a 
figure eight and did 
a ritualistic dance 
in the middle of the 
street, covered 
head to toe in 
figure skating VHS 
tapes.   

28 



The players 
chanted in an 
unknown language 
as they did the 
dance.   

29 



A large dog 
vomited into the 
baby’s pickle jar.   

30 



The father looked 
around for the 
dog's owner but all 
he saw were 
burning fast food 
restaurants.   

31 



They took in the 
dog as a pet 
despite the fact 
that its endless 
stream of vomit 
killed all of the 
baby’s insect 
friends.   

32 



One day, a man 
broke into their 
house and 
screamed, “I am the 
fast food arsonist 
and that is my dog.” 

33 



The father paced 
around the room 
and pulled out each 
one of his hairs 
until he could count 
exactly seven left.   

34 



The seven hairs 
transformed into 
snakes, each one a 
different color.   

35 



He pulled the seven 
snakes out of his 
head and put them 
in a box before they 
had a chance to 
bite him.   

36 



The father went 
into massive debt 
trying to finance a 
way to permanently 
wear the seven 
snakes as a living 
rainbow toupee 
without killing them 
or himself.   

37 



The baby decided 
to fill in the whites 
of every eye in 
every magazine in 
the dentist's 
waiting room.   

38 



The baby had to see 
the dentist because 
teeth don’t grow 
inside pickle jars, 
apparently.   

39 



Just before the 
baby’s pen could 
touch the first 
eyeball in the first 
magazine, the 
receptionist called 
the baby’s name.   

40 



The baby stood up 
straight inside the 
pickle jar and 
realized the pen 
was out of ink.   

41 



The father decided 
to replace all of the 
mayonnaise in the 
fridge with white 
wine when it was 
officially declared 
that his baby would 
never grow teeth.   

42 



He put the 
extracted mayo in a 
container and 
brought it to the 
grocery store.   

43 



He dumped it in the 
live lobster tank 
and said, "You're 
welcome."   

44 



When he got back 
home, the baby was 
passed out drunk 
next to a tuna salad 
sandwich.   

45 



The baby didn’t 
want to be called 
the baby anymore 
and said, “My name 
is Tooth now.”   

46 



The baby drew a 
new father in black 
crayon on a 
cardboard box.   

47 



Then the baby drew 
a mother and 
fifteen rodent-like 
creatures.   

48 



The baby imagined 
these creatures 
were brothers and 
sisters screaming, 
“Tooth! Tooth! We 
love you, Tooth!”   

49 



The violinist that 
the father had 
started dating was 
wealthy beyond 
belief and legally 
changed her named 
to Money Bags 
Emoji when her 
money turned into 
even more money.    

50 



But the other 
violinists still called 
her Susan.   

51 



One day, she 
withdrew all of her 
money and threw it 
bill by bill into the 
river.   

52 



The father still 
called her Money 
Bag Emoji and the 
other violinists still 
called her Susan.   

53 



The father decided 
to pour out the 
pickle juice into the 
storm drain in front 
of the house.   

54 



The baby would die 
without any pickle 
juice inside of the 
pickle jar because 
the baby was 
addicted to pickle 
juice.   

55 



The father told the 
baby that the juice 
inside the pickle jar 
wasn’t actually 
pickle juice but the 
secretion from a 
mutant animal that 
the father’s father 
had been 
experimenting on 
since the father 
was a baby.   

56 



The father told the 
baby that he had 
killed his father and 
stolen the mutant 
animal.   

57 



He said, “I will fuse 
this mutant animal 
to your body so you 
no longer have to 
live inside the pickle 
jar.”   

58 



The baby didn’t like 
this idea at all and 
threatened to 
destroy all of the 
father’s pizza 
supply.   

59 



The father was 
addicted to cheap 
microwave pizza 
that he bought for 
50¢ a pie.   

60 



The cheap pizza 
was slowly killing 
him and he 
imagined a 
scenario where the 
animal-baby hybrid 
would share some 
of its secretion to 
wean him off the 
pizza.   

61 



He told the baby to 
do what the baby 
had to do.   

62 



The turnover at the 
chain haircut 
business where the 
father and the 
baby got their hair 
cut was out of 
control.   

63 



Every week there 
was no less than 
three new 
hairstylists and it 
got so bad that 
they started hiring 
people with no 
experience in 
cutting hair at all.   

64 



Everyone in town 
looked so 
horrendous that 
the father thought 
it was a good time 
to fuse the mutant 
animal to his baby 
because people 
would think it was 
just a bad haircut.   

65 



The father often 
dreamt of a future 
where he was 
self-employed in a 
position where his 
job was creating 
and designing 
minor league 
sports team names, 
logos and mascots.   

66 



What he didn’t 
realize was that he 
would actually be 
very bad at this job 
because he really 
only liked thinking 
about minor league 
sports team names, 
logos and mascots 
which already 
existed in the world. 

67 



This was similar to 
the problem with 
how his idea for 
making his baby’s 
life better would 
actually probably 
make it worse, and 
it’s perhaps the 
most typical and 
most relatable 
problem in the 
world.   

68 



The baby said to 
the father, “If I 
continue to draw 
these cat whiskers 
on my cheeks with 
permanent 
markers every day, 
I believe they will 
just exist on my 
face, naturally, at 
some point.   

69 



“Then I could be a 
cat and not a baby 
in a pickle jar.”   

70 



The father was 
busy thinking about 
another way to free 
the baby from the 
pickle jar and 
wasn’t listening to 
the baby, and the 
baby died of 
poisoning from the 
ink of the 
permanent marker.   

71 



The father thought 
of an idea for a 
business called 
“Slaples,” which 
was a pizza 
restaurant that 
sold pies where all 
of the slices were 
stapled to one 
another.   

72 



The motto for the 
restaurant’s name 
would be, “Slices… 
stapled. Slaples. Oh 
Yeah.”   

73 



He imagined he 
could sell a unique, 
branded staple 
remover which 
customers would 
need to purchase 
before their first 
pizza order in order 
to eat the pizza 
without cutting up 
their mouths and 
throats.   

74 



He knew this was 
also a horrible, 
impractical idea, 
but it was an idea 
which he’d had and 
now it existed, and 
his baby was still 
dead.   

75 



The father looked 
at his reflection in 
the mirror and said, 
“Slaples, a 
company that 
would sell pizzas 
with the slices 
stapled together, is 
an idea and it now 
shall exist forever 
and forever. 
Amen.” 

76 
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