 Rood 1

Craig Rood

White plastic that feels like lead

Red electric lines, like eyes

Alive, warming soft bread to a crisp

Bread: soft, easy to tear, becomes formed and fixed

The black electric chord is its only will

Two slits, designed for one task

Lever down, bread down, heat on, toast up

Buzzzzzzz—click

The toaster is like a mother
Get too close and you will be burned.
An electric wishing well:

Bread, life coffins,

Drop beneath the surface

Rise up as something new

Bread is a believable Christ

When you lower a coffin, you expect it to stay down

What if coffins shot up from out of the earth

Spraying dirt, unsettling grass and hearts

I am a toaster

I am apathetic

I exist in solitude

I am a racist.

A toaster is like a bird 

Seeing all, yet being unseen

The sound frightens folks

Letting them know they are not alone

I hope my toaster doesn’t fly away.

Nothing is made

Toasters of the counter, rebel!

Instead of toasting, make that bread sour

Show that you are the sovereign
And those sleepy eyes are your slave.
I’ve replaced my pillow with a toaster

To ensure its loyalty

I’ve replaced my recline with a pumpkin 

To destroy my fertility.

Owen

Toast(ed)

My exalted chamber of death
You and I are cozy

a pair of lovers wet with misery

Carl

Part 1

An oversized spatula gripping tightly at my toes,

Snug on my bunions buoying me up on the arctic drifts.

It’s lacing crissing and crossing, every piece mating with every other.

 More so than a simple tennis racket, which is more suited for slicing cheese.

Yet the once strings are slick and solid under my fingers as I strap in,

Denouncing the lies my eyes told of what it holds.

The solitary leather strap, seemingly a mutilated sneaker

And a few straps used to trap my feet seem rather out of place.

Blues and Yellows are unwelcome in this myriad of browns, of earthen colors.

Part 2

An oddly omniscient and ever obnoxious sense tugs my senses,

Ringing the sensory dinner bell of my brain, Feast on this! What lies before me?

The world. Every life a thread joined, some at the beginning, middle, yet others an end.

Seemingly flat as a post-anvil coyote cartoon a simple turn shows the deception

To which my guiding globes have been made a mockery; fool.

What lies before me?

Man’s most unmodern of vehicles, feet for your feet for snow.

Without glacial passes and deeps billowing drifts, these feet become horribly handicapped.

A fish out of water, dragging his fin and pumping his gills like a blacksmith’s bellows,

Bellowing because the ballerina broke her toes and can dance no more.

How these wooden frames of salvation must feel like Atlas,

Holding the weighty world on his shoulders and not so much as a handshake or hello.

What lies before me?

The remainder of past ages architecture repetitiously constructed as a remedy,

An antidote for blazing feet encased in ice up to your knees and beyond

Your teeth and even into yesterdays horizon and tomorrows never-will-happens.

A savior, a knight, a whore, pick your poison friend:

What lies before me has saved many and cheated the snow its annual indulgence of human flesh,

Cooked to below freezing, chilled to steaming perfection: A Food Network Anomaly.

David

Part 3 

Hot milk and toast

Cinnamon

Sugar

Sugar

Hot milk on toast

Cinnamon

Sugar 

Sugar

Childrens Tylenol

Grape

Agape

Thats gross

Spit and swish

Hot milk on toast

(Thesaurus) Part 5 
3 words, our fears become entwined. 

Depression. 

Harder than it seems.

Description.

What could it mean?

Look. Look. Look. Look. Look.

Oh. Oh. Mhh-hmm.

The same street. 

See injection.

Pinch your nose and say ”Au revoir.”  

However.
Sarah
PART I

A Toast for the Toaster

Dear toaster,

Your practical use should be obvious to all.

Two evenly spaced slots 

Your metal wiring within becomes untouchably hot,

Warming, cooking, or simply thawing whatever you may touch.

You seem worn?

The smell you emit is so easily recognizable.

The taste you implore upon food is warm and delicious.

Oh evil little toaster.

You even strip this food of its’ name.

There is no going back.

PART II

I am about as lost as a bum on campus

My thoughts make as much sense as “Hillary in ‘08”

My job is pointless and redundant, much like a baby’s tears

People use and abuse me, like an underpaid musician 

Constantly stuffing me like a turkey

Pushing on my buttons and turning my knobs like some sort of freak radio

Once they have had their way with me, my insides take over

Pressing, pushing, heating up and indulging

The option of any sort of bread, bagel, croissant, or yeast-infused item is out of the question

That would be a disaster waiting to happen.

But perhaps…

Yogurt? Or Milk? Or Peanut butter?

Would we be a match declared in mystical breakfast food heaven?

Or perhaps I should just set my sights on an amphibian.

Joel
Part 1

You are beautiful and true

Your color mimics the rainbow

I love to look at you

Radiant and red

You lay beside my bed

I trust you to not harm me

Keep me safe

Keep me pure 

Like yourself

Part 2

The majesty of you is like looking in the future

Your pedals are so soft

I need to crush them

It’s something too good

It must be tampered with

The rose is rooted both in the ground and its actions

Part 3

What pleasure is it to you

Kill me oh rose

So that I may become a rose

