I am all I am.

No more, no less.

My power is limitless and yet still frail.

All I do is a lie, betrayed by the truth of who I am.

You know who I am, but I’m never the same.

I come perfectly planned but appear at random.

I am sound without voice, a picture without frame.

I am the mother of invention, and the father of time.

My wisdom is only surpassed by my forgetfulness.

I have no emotion and yet it follows in my stead.

I have no gender, yet I am everyone and no one.

I am your best friend and your worst enemy.

I belong to everyone but have no owner.

I am everywhere and nowhere at once.

You know the answer.

Think about it.

I am all I am.

No more, no less.

