My Last Modem
I saw this little modem and I had to make it mine,
So I went out and bought my own and put myself on line.
The information highway would open every door,
Show me every stock quote, bring me every score.
I’d log on to each data base, connect to every circuit,
The one an only drawback is: I don’t know how to work it!!!
It’s just that when I sign on to the average data base,
My modem drags me deep inside some cryptic evil maze.
By the time I figured out just where I’m supposed to go,
I could have driven downtown, parked the car, and watched a show!
No need to be impatient, just sit back, stay calm, relax,
And find out just how much fun I’ll have by sending out a fax.
Oh, not some paper fax, mind you, paper is passe,
Today we send it from the screen, that’s the only way.
So I invoke the send command and by now it's pretty late,
And as I watch the second hand, I wait and wait and wait!
Did it work? Did it go through? Did I have any luck?
The computer doesn’t tell you, so you have to call them up.
"Hello, say, did you get my fax? You sure you got it all?"
"The reason that I sent it?" Why, so I wouldn’t have to call!!"
Oh, by the way, remember when we first got these machines, the predictions of efficiency and just what that would mean?
Offices would close at three and you would be home by four,
What happened? Now you work all day, come home and work some more! And there’s one more thing I’d like to know, you see this in my hand, Here’s the part about the highway I find it hard to understand:
Exchange of information is a high and noble goal,
But how come no one warned me there would be a toll?
My Last Computer
I bought a new computer and I swear the thing could think.
It would jockey words and phrases, do my taxes in a wink.
It could print a 3D pie chart even though I didn’t need it.
It never got too tired and I never had to feed it.
It was everything I wanted or at least that’s what I thought, 
Until I saw the new machine my next door neighbor bought.
It was nothing really special, pretty much like all the others,
Except it had what mine did not, 16 million colors!!
So while I did my tax returns in cyan; red, and green,
My friend wrote his in every shade from rose to tangerine.
I told myself, I didn’t care.  I said it once, then twice,
Then went straight out and got my own, I told them hang the price! 
I spent the kid’s tuition, I gave notice to the maid,

And bought a new computer with 400 trillion shades!!
We don’t need this!!  my wife complained, as if I had betrayed her. 
Oh yes we do! and I’ll explain, not now, but maybe later.
I ran next door to see my friend to watch his eyes turn green,
As I described to him my new high tech machine.
But all he did was nod and yawn as if he didn’t care.
And when I looked, I saw his old computer wasn’t there.
It didn’t do the job, he said.  The thing was a disaster.
So I bought an even better one, it’s 99 times faster!!
It recognizes voice commands, controls my heat and lights,
It paints my house, it walks the dog and tucks us in at night.
Well, I smiled very warmly and wished him all the best.
My left foot caught the power cord and yanked it off the desk.
The lesson here is one that almost everyone ignores.
Seek not to match your neighbor’s level, drag him down to yours.
