Talkback?

If, travelling alone in my car, often on a long journey, I sometimes talk to myself. I never win any arguments, but it’s a harmless pastime and it helps keep me alert – and as we all know, lerts have more fun.

This could now be a thing of the past, however, for in my quest for safer and more trouble-free motoring I’ve purchased an accessory which does it all. This is a satellite-based tracking system which tells me about speed limits, speed cameras and other advisory notices. 

It does this in a firm tone, enjoining me to reduce speed where necessary and becoming more and more insistent if I do not do so. And to no-one’s surprise, I find myself talking back to it, thanking it for news of hazards, shouting back if I’m going too fast, and so on.

It took me a while to realise that for someone outside the car and not in the know it must appear very schizophrenic, but I have the consolation of knowing that even when I’m on my own I still have each other…

Then I finally realised what had been nagging away at my unconscious for all that time – I knew what it was replacing and even mimicking in many ways. A wife!
