


PICKIN' BLACKBERRIES OVER TO THE MALL

Takin' a break from watchin' TV,

I creep out to the road to pick up the mail,
Ignorin' the bills -- amid the coupons I see,
over to the Mall, there's a BlackBerry SALE.

The supplement kindly gets me to thinkin'

the old folke at home wouldn't b'lieve their eyes.
These "ALL-IN-ONE" mobiles just keep a'shrinkin’
The teeny-tiny adverts say "ACTUAL SIZE."

It's child-like to chat — it's from another time --
the high-lonesome echo of by-gone generations.

These days we "TEXT" (like the type in this rhyme)
rather than carry-on real conversations.

The "CONNECTED" among us, seem distant to some,
- But therein lies the first of my confeesionss
A wink and & emile are just under my thumb
'cause "EMOTICONS" have replaced facial expressions.

Why go to the trouble? Why be there, in person?

8o what if I ain't befriend-able or smile-ish?

So what if those left in my dust are a'cursin'?

I'm lightweight == I'm hand~held -= I'm thin -- and I'm stylish.

I'm the ultimate balance of design physiology,

I integrate hardware and software and network technology.
‘Carpal-tunnel notwithstanding, a real "EGO-BOLSTER" '
with a travel-charger -- and a trendy new holster.

We've gone into ourselves and out of the world’

with each distraction we feel less alone.

From Paradise, delivered by a serpent curled ;

in a tree’ of selfish knowledge -- the gods' thunderful voices
reduced to "VIBRATE" >

or "RING-TONE."
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