Toast with ham and eggs, jam, honey, cream cheese or just plain butter. I loved it all. It's the perfect breakfast when you have to get up early to go to work to sit in some awfully sterile office, where your only company is a plastic plant.

I actually had a really good relationship to my toaster. I even bought a red towel for washing it, without harming the shining red color. The feeling when I smoothly pushed down the grayish handle and the popping sound it made when the toast was ready, covered in a slight brown crust. 
I named it Brooklyn. That's where I bought it a few weeks ago on a business trip. I got it in some vintage shop, near 8th street. 

Slowly, not in the mood to move, the clock hand finally  6 o’clock. An intense appetite for a brown-crusted peanut butter and jelly sandwich had overcome me. In a hurry, I hastened to my car, lunged for my keys and enjoyed my ride through the parking lot, leaving work. 

I loved the sound of the creaking doorway. It gave me a feeling of home.
 Doesn’t everyone appreciate a noiseless flat? I knew it was the right decision to buy one on  Long Island. 
A loud, aching scream filled the silence. I reached over to the telephone, just in case, when I saw Brooklyn dangling on the shelf. I couldn’t remember putting it up there. 
“I want some more toasties” the toaster roared. For a moment I stood still, confused, then, after realizing it was Brooklyn making this awkward noise, I was startled. Breathlessly obeying the toaster, I ran over to the shelf and took out a new pack of full grain toast. 
“Put some butter on it!” Brooklyn commanded in a deep voice. I did as it, or should I say he, demanded and smeared some butter on the toast. 
After watching the toaster swallow its meal in a very indelicate way, it had finally fallen asleep. I tiptoed over to the jack and unplugged it. The once so beautiful toaster seemed so misbegotten at this moment. I stuffed it in a plastic bag.
When I reached the vintage store where Ihad  bought it I inconspicuously   dropped the bag  on the counter. “I think it’s broken”, I murmured. 

That's an interesting story – a bit sci-fi but very creative and very well written.

Please remind me to enter points in my grade-book. I cannot do this right now because I am not in Graz.

Good luck for the test,

E. Pölzleitner
