Peter:
Off-white mesa

Intenstines flow open

through rectangular

slots, times, determined.

Limping brown aroma

Christina:

…sitting all mighty on the brown table top

…let me work for you

I will make the best golden brown toast I can

I have been used a lot and with that I have changed for you.

I have changed color.

Wow do I get hot working for you.

When the toast comes out it is scrumbly and hot (it is crumbly)

Stan:
blackest angst
So many different ways there are

to adorn the dead

Elizabeth:

The white plastic

Yellowed with age and heat

It still works, though;

Still turns sliced bread

to hot, browned toast.
Matt:
What should we toast?

Wheat's role model

Layers contrast and give way beneath tenacious chompers
Cattle moving inside a chainlink fence

Jane
The slice peeking out is a sunset.

The sun sets and I start to sense

a warm smell.

I go over to touch it and it is warm.

The sun.

Its form is a rigid structure like

the bare boines of a house in constructrion.

Biting down its as if I am chewing a candy wrapper

Judi

It is old. The once pearlized whit exterior now turning yellow or opaque.

The silver top has two slits, in case you want to share. 

It caught the bread like a venus fly trap.
Cassie

It lives in two houses.  Thin, flimsy, clear plastic before

And shiny metal after

Orange-hot coils tanning the bread until it’s toast.

Toast scratches the roof of a mouth like knees on cement

Without the crying (crying of what?)
If you put the toast in your mouth too fast

You suddenly understand how the coils

Felt to the bread. (wouldn’t it be how the bread feels to the coils?)(it would be if I weren’t talking about the burning.)
Fire!

And yet not fire.

It’s heat.  Pulses of pure energy

Chemically altering the bread’s flesh

Making it able to stand on its own

Rather than slouch.

Toast eaten too fast

Attacks the flesh of the roof of the mouth

With not only roughness akin to cement

But with remnants of the searing torture

Inflicted upon it by the wire coils

The burning lets you know that it’s toast.

Rich
The toaster’s redemption

It sits there

On the table

All smug and content

It without words is saying “I am better than you”

Its two long and narrow feet

On the opposite ends of its rectangle body

Hold it up off of the table

Away from the humdrum of reality

Its little cord 

That attaches it to the world

Is its pride and glory

It is what makes it so damned arrogant

But fuck you 

I breath under my breath

I can destroy 

Your power

I don’t have to put

Bread into your belly

I don’t have to slide your knob

I can pull your plug from the wall

You will then not have 

Reason for pretention

You will be a powerless

Old box made of tin

No longer heating 

Your elements 

To produce the red glow

That you are so proud of

Your carriage will 

Never again be slid 

Down into your nethers
To engage your only purpose

You are now just another

 piece of junk to me

waiting to be buried

at the local landfill

I approach you

See that you are 

Not the perfect

Shining thing I thought you were

Your top is stained by heat

From years of use

The blackend metal

Is not of arogence

My conception of you

Is being changed,

Especially now that 

I sample your fruit

The slightly burnt 

Grain smell in the air

Coming from your two mouths

Is pleasant on my nose

The food you provide

Is crispy and sweet

Dry but delicious

You are not the asshole I thought you were.

Questions:


What color is it?


Is it making toast?


What smells?

