Ode to Judy G

Oh judy G! Why ya gotta be,

Killin’ off all them trees….

With your scrawlin’, writin’, 

Your mass highlightin’,

Ya bring me to my knees….

Like walking in a room,

The total lack of order,

You’re zoomin’ in’n’out….

My patience gettin’ shorter,

You’re writin’ out the border,

Ya make me just wanna shout….

But baby you ain’t playin’,

I’m reduced to prayin’,

That the lab will help me thru….

Thus despite the readin’,

The lab won’t be deceivin’,

And thus, I’m thru wit’ you…….Judy G……

