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David.Chrzanowski
It might be in too long
The staff of life descends and dies
It dries, burns, blackening and ruined
Cutting the roof with a crunch and killing the buds 
It is doomed
No more light
Where has it gone?
No more white
I could have known
Now it comes and steps up
I should have known
But it might not be in too long
Part 2
With the shadows of redemption 
The dials are set to low
Now it comes and steps up
I've been asked to start anew
And take back what has been ruined
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
Part 4
Dark
Go fast
Fallen and ruined
Too fast
correction overdue
Redo
At home from school
Sick 
(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.
Craig Rood

Part I

Toaster
like eyes

Alive, warming soft bread to a crisp

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

The black electric chord its only will

Two slits, designed for one task

Monotony: Lever down, bread down, heat on, toast up

Buzzzzzzz—click

The toaster is like a mother, rearing her young

Get too close and you will be burned.
A toaster has integrity: it knows its task and never wavers

It turns bread into toast and nothing else

If it doesn’t, it’s dead

Part 2—Go nuts; let randomness take over--surrealism
(Suggestions: Become thing you are describing; Awake from dead: object is new to you.)

An electric wishing well:

Drop in bred, get toast

Bred, 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 to stay down

Lowering bread into a toaster, you expect it to pop up

What if coffins shot up from out of the earth

Spraying dirt, unsettling grass and hearts

Little rejects

How sad toast must feel.

Bread is heated, spit up

And left

For whoever wants it.

I am a toaster

I am apathetic

I exist in solitude

When those cold brown things come near me

I try to burn them to keep them away

I am a racist.

A toaster is like a bird 

Seeing all, yet being unseen

Noticed only in the morning

The sound frightens folks

Letting them know they are not alone

I hope my toaster doesn’t fly away.

(Employ 3 words from Thesaurus sheet)

(Incorporate word from ‘friend’ as last word of poem: “pumpkin”)

I’ve replaced my pillow with a toaster

To ensure its loyalty

I’ve replaced my recline with a pumpkin 

To destroy my fertility.

Toast(er)

When your lever is depressed

the red coils react with precision

you are obedient to the core

Your shining silver top has turned black with soot and use

your banal white casing,

 meant to blend smoothly into any household,

now turned beige with use

A sign of your devotion.

A crumb-tray what a silly, necessary thing

too often neglected until you heap

with the remnants of the toasted

A gift from an unremembered relative your function has outlasted my marriage

2.

Pregnant with my breakfast

filled with 

engulfed with

teetering on the edge of a cliff

I wait for your offspring

“i demand you pay your debts”

buttery glistening

I will wait all damned day.

2.2

You and I are cozy

a pair of lovers wet with misery

Ode to the Toaster

By: Deven Wegener

PART 1
What a wonderful device, forged by great minds over 200 years ago.

Crafted with a fine white plastic and stainless steel combination

With a master control for heat, be it a lever or dial.

The machine has no need for special textures,

Fancy looks don’t create fancy results.

You begin with a simple piece of bread,

So soft and innocent, barely blessed with a scent.

But once grain meets electrified iron, something new is made.

Instead of softness you have stiffness,

Instead of odorless you have rich aroma,

Instead of pathetic beige you have meaningful sepia,

The grains have been perfected into something not quite intended,

All from being exposed to a string of burning elements.

PART 2
These elements like a great phoenix,

No this machine is capable of terrible things.

The same piece of bread that can transform from beige to sepia

Can also transform from sepia to bistre,

Or worse yet it may match the hide of an aged seal,

And that’s just bread.

Imagine the terrors that could behold a bagel.

Or a waffle.

A wonderful flavor like strawberry becomes something more bitter than chokecherries.

Something as astonishing as cinnamon loses all appeal.

And even a perfect taste like chocolate can lose its immortality,

Dark chocolate is redefined.

You see the very nature of evolution before you when toying with a toaster.

The wretched machine shapes its contents in its image.

It decides what comes out
What comes out may be as useful as a string of rope.
Part 1
Woven stars, neatly intertwined.
The stretched string canopy tugging at the decorative walls.
Individual strands of stripped bark
Twisted, laced, and twined.
First class shine, never rough around the edges 

The prairie below is my only friend
Until these guests prance gaily upon my fingertips
They aren’t complete without me
To take away one would be pneumonic to the other.

Carl Malheim

Snow Shoe Poem

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. 

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.

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,

and tomorrows never-will-happens.
Christopher Graves

PART I

Moving it from it’s timeless  home in the cupboard

Thousands of breadcrumbs rush out to greet my hands

I curse at myself the same curse every day

PART II

The toaster eats the bread, transforming it like the cats in Europe eating coffee beans and a day later their shit is worth ten times as much. The toaster chooses when to make us happy, sometimes bored it bites off more than it can chew and kills the toast before even giving it back. 
It grasphs the bread, pulling it down and holding it still with clamps as surefire as a vice. The torturing bread screams as the heat comes on, begging to be let out early – I’m better, I’m better I’ve learned my lesson 
The toaster heats the bread like the sun heats the lizards lying on the rocks in the summer. The bread is cooled with butter like the vast lakes the lizard eyes while he jumps from foot to foot, not to burn.

The toaster feels like a purse in my hands, inside who knows what I will pull out.

Time doesn’t take too long, it’s like an engine going faster and faster, soon enough it will break down and give me my toast.

It is like a rat with a tail, a brick ,a prison with bars, an ovn, a convertible car with people inside, cooking in the sun, it is filled with sand like my shoes after a day a the beech, I can never get the crumbs out 

It is a camel with two humps, when the sun heats up the water in the back goes away, and when I press the buttons the toast disappears to heat up.

A home for the elderly, I like my toast cremated, black, so I cannot taste my grandma as I eat her – that sounded bad in more ways than one.

The reign of bread is over, the toaster is my new biblical hero!
like I toasted aunt Vickie when she coughed her slip of flem
the urn suffices for me anyways, 

maybe if it was my mother, who knows,

 but it’s not my fault she had no children left. 

I believe the crunch of toast, from my wonderful white toaster 

will make you much better in my mouth, 

 giving way like a Frenchman before the german guns, 

the toaster does this trick you see

of giving you a backbone, making you hardy and ready for my mouth

PART I

A Toast for the Toaster

Dear toaster,

Your practical use should be obvious to all.

The smell you emit is so easily recognizable.

The taste you implore upon food is warm and delicious.

Oh evil little toaster.

your zig-zaggy design upon each side of bread.

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

hateful and sadistic…

I mutter to myself…

Will I ever find true love?

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.

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 mocks everything righteous

It’s sacred but must be tampered with

The rose is rooted both in the ground and its actions

Ode to the rose

Part 3

Kill me oh rose

So that I may become a rose


