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In the brief interface

Of the moment's light -
Dangling time like the poise
Of a dancer ‘i heel

Before the final prouette,
Across galaxies

We search impervious planets

For familiar signal,
We probe the siars with silver

::i’m-

The devil's dance m“m
— The great lethal video-game -

May know if comes tomorrow,

that
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We will not have time .
To go the path of Atahualpa,
Emperor of the Inca,
Shall leave no steles like his

To mark our fleeting presence.
Only the feathers of our fiery

" amlves

Sunken to aghes, -
Blown on implacable winds.
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