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secret levitation, the egg-cup mirror




James Goertel 

Think unicycle, cream of the transportation crop, rolling along through anthropology, a disgruntled, discombobulated operator at the wheel, himself thinking, feeling, experiencing secret levitation, the egg-cup mirror of his existence a spiral, smelly reality about to come crashing down upon owl roadkill as dead in its tracks as his own singular, existential locomotion anticipating its own sudden stop.

Jeff Fleming 

The owl, smelly and dangling from the mirror of the cream colored unicycle beside a cracked egg-cup, seemed to share a secret with all the disgruntled and discombobulated humans in this town: Life is a downward spiral and no amount of levitation or anthropology can change that fact.

Alan D Lynch
‎"Crap. I missed the egg-cup", said Jeff, discombobulated over a near victory. Secretly disgruntled about the function and form of an egg-cup, anyway, he spiraled away on his unicycle, shoestrings dangling away behind him, mirroring the great smelly owl until levitation was no longer an option, and he fell. He fell until he could fall no more, and he was become pavement cream. A passing doctor was no good to help him. He was a doctor of anthropololology.

Baladev Bishop 

the smelly levitating owl who dangles out side my window spiraled out of control when he let me know his secret anthropology cream that discombobulates his world view.

Natasha Cabot
The owl looked up from his egg-cup and cream of wheat breakfast and blew a ring of smoke from his beak. He looked out the window of his nest and noticed a smelly man riding a unicycle, which had a blue mirror that seemed dangle off of its wheel unattached. The owl shook his head at the secret power of levitation and went back to his breakfast. After sucking down the yolk of an egg, the owl heard a noise and saw the man on the unicycle spiral to the ground; he seemed to be a bit discombobulated. The man kicked the bike, breaking the spokes of the wheel. The owl knew through years of studying anthropology that humans were often disgruntled. He smiled and finished his cup of coffee and then he belched.

Adam Wilby
The owl stared deeply into the mirror. The world contained beyond would discombobulate lesser minds so it was the appointed task of the owl's past and future generations to remain in this place as guardian. The owl was about to turn away when the glass of the mirror shimmered and a spiral momentarily manifested. Quickly snatching the egg-cup of cream provisions from a nearby table the owl levitated and with a sense of the disgruntled passed through the portal. Beyond a stale smell hung in the air and the owl descended to land in a nearby garden. The usual trappings of self-taught anthropology would probably be worth their weight in gold; one human dangled upside-down from a nearby tree while another laughed as they rode a unicycle down the neighbouring street. This, the owl knew, would just be the beginning of yet another fine mess.
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