The Pilot
By Tom Pavlik

I,
Sole resident of this mining ship,
Pilot for half a century,
Having no direct contact with the world,
Am navigating purely on instruments.

I watch movies of this place when I’m awake
I dream about it in my sleep.
I send probes into it
To sample the temperature,
The humidity,
The  mechanical properties.
I  sense motion.
I record everything.

I categorize all that I encounter
Hoping to make sense of it through 
An organized approach.




My belief is that others exist;
Other pilots.
This increases uncertainty.
I receive complex signals.

It is my belief
That they seek
 To mine the resources, 
Which I have concentrated.
I seek to find their reserves
and to add them to my stockpiles.

 I approach their signals
With sensor arrays extended
Probing.

My belief is
That this place is buzzing with ships
Like mine;
Perhaps billions of us packed in a small place.
But we’ve never touched one another.
I’ve only ever interpreted the data from my sensor array.
Which seems to indicate that I am not alone.

