
      


Virtual Man

"Prepare to commence the process!"

"Process ready!"

"Begin...now!"

"Level check!"

"Levels building in accordance with...wait a minute!"

"What is it?"

"Something's gone wrong!"

"Implement controls!"

"Controls failing!"

"Abort! Abort!"

"I can't stop it!"

"Look out!"

Hi, gang!

In all of the years since humanity began,

People have dreamed of creating a man who embodies the sum of all conscious thought,

So here I am, but I'm something/I'm nought.

I'm a virtual man, and you think I'm keen,

The product of the marriage of man and machine,

A brilliant personality that has to be seen,

But all I really know is what my program says is so.

I seem to have a knowledge that is quite a sensation

But my database contains my only education.

Without it, I'm more of a toy than a tool, and less of a sage than a fool.

I'm a virtual man, but I may not be.

I'm only what you think you hear or see,

Existing only on tape or CD,

And not a man as such...and impossible to touch.

I seem to be invincible, with nothing to fear

But it's only because I was never really here.

In virtual adversity I seem to thrive, but I'm not immortal; I'm not even alive.

I'm a virtual man, but my machine tells me that the term means:

"Not in actuality; possessing the apparent properties, but not acknowledged as such."

And that doesn't amount to much.
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