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By the year 2155 Earth could no longer sustain the growing human population. Mankind had prospered after surviving near extinction resulting in a civilization-wide baby boom. The leaders of Earth put aside their differences and came together to form Earth United.

In 2158, Earth United's first summit discussed the environmental risks of population growth. Their first order was to declare a thirty-three-year ban on childbirth. Their second order declared that mankind must begin its expansion into space. The council of Earth United concluded their summit with their third order. Additional continents would be constructed over the oceans. These massive manmade landforms would stand on pillars spread out around the world. The pillars were designed to shift with the tectonic plates of the planet below.

The first constructed continent Atlanticanera took two generations across seventy-five years to complete. The landmass spanned the North Atlantic Ocean connecting four continents with its borders. By the year 2250 three other continents were under development. In the beginning, only the wealthiest could afford to live in the new lands. The first order of Earth United was never lifted for those who could not or chose not to leave the natural surface. The Council determined that children raised on the surface would not be prosperous. Those caught during pregnancy or with a child were arrested. We were looked down upon as nothing. 

My life is living proof that they're wrong.

My name is Hammers Nole, and I was born illegally in 2391 in the Kansas Wastelands of North America. My parents broke a two-hundred-and-fifty-year-old law to give me life. When I was still a child men from the EU police force known as Sentries found our small nomadic community. I don't recall much about my mother, but the older I get the more I see her in my reflection. My father's lifeless face after the Sentries found us has haunted me ever since. The children from our community became the property of the EU. I was selected along with another boy to be recruited into the Sentries. I swore an oath to serve the ones who uprooted my life and saw me as nothing.
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Yesterday, I was pulled from my unit and placed on a transport shuttle with four other Sentries. The flying craft soared through the clouds toward Higher-Asiaopia, the tallest continent. It was a sight so beautiful it felt like we were ascending into the heavens. The three men in the shuttle bickered over who got the window seat, a luxury in our cramped quarters. I offered the other woman next to me a chance to lean over for a better view, but she declined.

After our ship landed we were greeted by a fellow Sentry who introduced himself as Adrian. He briefed us on our security detail and then escorted us off the landing pad and into the building below. The architecture was unlike anything I'd seen before, both inside and out. The corridors were bathed in light as Adrian guided us to a large chamber. 

Inside the air buzzed with anticipation. Men and women in suits mingled with those in lab coats, but we were the only Sentries, which felt off to me. 

We gave Adrian our thanks as he showed us our seats. Once we were situated he dismissed himself to stand guard outside. At each station, thick envelopes of paperwork awaited us. We circled the center of the room, where A pair of lab coats had already set up. Their equipment projected a 360-degree image of an Earth that felt foreign to me. 

"As you can see from these satellite images," the lead astrophysicist said. His lanky arm stretched out toward a holographic globe.  Despite the view, my eyes kept pulling away to the tuffs of dark hair on the man's wrist at the cuff of his sleeve. 

"Our planet can't sustain us any longer," he added, his voice grave. He looked over to his partner, a woman with sharp eyes, and gave her a signal. She clicked a remote in her hand, enhancing our view to include a holographic moon. 

"As we continue to veer off course in our orbit around the Sun, so does the moon," he explained, leaving us puzzled. "As we continue to veer off course in our orbit around the Sun, so does the moon in our orbit," He explained. 

I didn't understand what he meant but I wasn't the only one, as several of the men in suits voiced their concerns. 

"Mr. Dorian, are you saying the moon is getting closer to us?" a man in a suit demanded, his voice calm yet cutting through the room's murmur. The others fell silent and awaited Mr. Dorian's answer. 

The astrophysicist nodded, his expression somber. "President Pike, we suspect the moon will collide with Earth within ten years."

The crowd began to murmur again as President Pike of Atlanticanera ran his hand through his hair. 

The President cleared his throat and asked, "Did we cause this to happen?" His voice carrying a hint of fear.

Mr. Dorian sighed, his gaze swept across the room, landing on me of all people before turning to his partner. "That's right, I'm afraid. We shifted the planet with our artificial continents," he confessed.

I looked over to see what President Pike's response would be but he seemed to be busy with his paperwork. His family had bought into the Presidential line years ago and become a dynasty since. 
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"Using data from the past three decades we've concluded that's the cause, and our outcome, " Mr. Dorian said. He turned again to his fellow astrophysicist and signaled for her to change the display. 

The image of Earth looked the same at first glance, but the more I looked the differences became clear. 

The planet was positioned at another angle and as they zoomed out the sun and moon were further away. 

I don't remember what was said over the next few minutes but I remember when everyone noticed the anomaly. 

It was hard to miss in the projection of Earth from thirty years prior. It feels weird to see and hear about events from before my birth. 

"What is that?" he whispered, more to himself than to the room.

The dated projection of Earth's orbit around the Sun held a dangerous secret. 

"Are we all seeing this?" Mr. Dorian asked. His voice sounded both nervous and thrilled. 

In the center of the room, in the distant stars around Earth and the Sun, we saw a pair of eyes look back at us.  

"Nothing was there before," Ms. Dragoo, his partner, confirmed, her voice tinged with awe and fear.

"You're right, Ms. Dragoo," Mr. Dorian replied. His curiosity was growing with the rest of the room's audible concerns. 

They brought up a live feed and turned the satellite's attention over to the coordinates of the eyes. Sure enough, the extraterrestrial stared back at us through the abyss in real-time. 

"Something's not right," Ms. Dragoo pointed out. She pointed to the readings coming from the projection. 

"Look," Ms. Dragoo added, "our live feed display isn't synched with the old display."  

Mr. Dorian analyzed the two data charts and then looked at the hologram projecting the eyes. 

"My stars, you're sure it's gotten closer?" Mr. Dorian gasped, his face pale.

I felt a chill and a sinking feeling as I wondered what could be out there among the stars. 

"This creature must be astronomical for us to only see its eyes," Mr. Dorian stated, in awe of the discovery.

"Mr. Dorian," President Pike called out, "It would appear that this thing is approaching us, is that right?" The room awaited the astrophysicist's response. 

"It would appear so," Mr. Dorian replied. The two astrophysicists continued to study the data for a few more minutes. 

President Pike stood from his seat, his posture regal yet shaken and addressed the room. "We came to discuss evacuation," President Pike stated, "And now this. Earth can no longer house twelve billion people, we've ignored the risks for too long. This must be our final sign to do what our ancestors refused to do; leave the Earth behind."

His speech was met with mixed reactions, some hopeful, others despairing. "Even if we wanted to leave, we don't have enough ships," someone protested.

"Where would we even go?" another voice echoed.

President Pike turned to the astrophysicists and asked them something under his breath. The next thing I remember is them discussing an old mech program. It all happened so fast. They classified the summit's revelations. As far as the public was concerned they would only know of the moon's impending collision in ten years. I was taken with my fellow Sentries to be placed in cryosleep. 

It was decided that we would pilot warmechs to confront this 'Astronomical.' I'd never heard the word before today, but that's what they're calling the alien. We were told they would wake us when our mission was ready to begin. 
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I awoke just like I would any other day, only this time I was in a vat of gel connected to medical equipment. My vision returned after about thirty minutes out of the cryo-tank. The scientist that tended to me said my sense of taste and smell would take longer to return.

She told me that we were aboard a ship in space on our way toward a space station, Pendulum. I didn't believe her when she said the year was 2420, meaning I had been asleep for nine years. She told me that the evacuation process on Earth had been going well. After she left me alone in my bunk I began to wonder if she even knew the threat that was approaching.  

I didn't have an old life, but any remnants of it were surely gone. The only comfort I had was looking out the window at the dark void of space. We would soon be at Pendulum, where my warmech awaited me. All Sentries had firsthand knowledge of how to fly a plane, so I wasn't too worried about the controls. 

Upon my arrival at Pendulum, they rushed me into my flight suit, which was the key to piloting the giant mech. In the hangar, I stood in awe of my warmech. It had a sleek design with legs like skyscrapers leading up to its massive body. I couldn't believe something so large could fit inside a space station.

I quickly realized my mech was not the only
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