They Don’t Ask Why… 

They Just Do
They don’t ask why, 

They just do what has to be done.
Smacking the multi-colored chewing gum,

Swaggering, all smiles 

“So, whuzz up, chum?”

Bam! They get bashed in the face,

But they don’t question this twisted race.

Whap! They don’t project; 

Just react like a steel trap.

They don’t ask why, they just do.

Rapt by our child-age, 

Our world has stolen childhood.

Self-defense is road-rage,

They suck up the bitter food.

Their innocence stripped,

Only in techno-games

Do they self- soothe.

They absorb new machinery                                    Instantaneously.

They don’t ask why. They just do.

As a mid-century being 

Repelling the cold, metallic touch, 

I close my eyes tight, unseeing,

Needing the compu-crutch.

“Call the child to fix the glitch”.

I say, “If I call the company,

 it will take a day. 

For them, it won’t take much”

They easily travel E-worlds,

And jump to infinite space.

I strain to stretch,  

I break my back

My wits are 

Tortured on the rack.   

Slam! O’ 50-things!

Evolve yourselves, too

Or your world will 

Leave you hanging like rings,

Floating like dust,

Moved only by static

In the wake of the C.P.U.

Hang on to the children

And be carried along, 

If they’ll take you.

They traverse the world

                              in a flash, 

They don’t ask why, they just do!
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