Junk Mail, Telemarketing, and Spam

By John T. Wurzer

Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam

Three things in this millennium that define the man I am

I can’t hide myself from advertisers, and the masters of the techno scam
Junk mail, telemarketing, and spam
My mailbox is overflowing with catalogs hot off the press

Credit card offers, coupons, samples, free gifts, it’s a horrible mess
I must need a time share, a new car, a vacation, or a retirement filled with thrills

In this overgrown pile of trees that they’ve killed, I can barely find my bills.
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I used to stay home at night, now I go out, just to hide from my telephone

I got tired of turning down satellite dishes, and mortgage rates on my home

State Trouper associations, third world nations, leave messages begging for green

I give no support to those who resort to autodialing my machine
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And as you might have guessed, I’ve got and email address, and my inbox is out of control.

I don’t know how they find it, but whoever’s behind it has mistaken me for some other soul.

They think my waist is too big, other parts are too small, and I’m desperate for cheaper meds.

I got on the list of some Christian mistress, who keeps demanding that I pray in her bed.
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