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The velvet starred sky laid above us, as we laid below it. Me Erica Van Horn, and my girl Silve. In ten years, the moon would descend to the earth, “Bad math,” the news said. Transports go up every night, but me? 2057 what a year, feel like fine wine myself. Everyone's trying to run. don’t know why we brought this on ourselves. Rushing to be the first to mine all the newfound minerals on the moon just to get rich. Went too deep in their greed, causing its axis to shift. Changed its orbital force now no ebbing tides without the moon in its proper place only stillness. Now it’s being pulled towards us with no way to stop it. Silve growled, “What’s the matter girl? Hear someone coming,” I asked while I stroked her head? One of only a hundred left my beautiful wolf, they killed most of them off like everything else on this planet. Their need for greed runs everything into extension. Now it’s our turn so they run like the cowards they are. Anything to avoid taking responsibility for their actions. They think leaving in these transports is going to save them. 

They're only made to last twenty years, like that’s enough time to find, and start a new world. They already tried it with Mars. Failed of course system blew part of mars off sending it on a collision course with one of Jupiter's moons. Killed most of the people on the planet when it did. Rest of them died in space. Jupiter's moon knocked out of orbit crashed into Jupiter itself, creating another storm on it. No going, the rest of the planet is uninhabitable. Their plan, leave the Solar System to reach some planet like this one. It will never happen in twenty years. Just more dead people floating around in space. Not worth the effort, that's why me and my girl are staying here, it's better to die at home quickly than linger in the unknown hoping to stay alive long enough to find that new perfect world just to destroy it like this one in the end.

Sive heard the patrols coming. We moved into the woods hiding as they passed by as we watched. They had a group of hikers in tow. Their idea, find anyone outside the city, bring them in, put them in a transport, shoot them into space. So, they can save them from impending danger. They say. Just to make sure everyone lives what a joke. Their only concern is to make sure no one proves them wrong. Some say the moon will miss us; others claim the pull of the sun will draw the moon to it leaving us safe. Others like me prefer to stay till the end. Something they won’t allow us to do. Still trying to dictate their way. No freedom of choice anymore for anyone. So, we hide, they move on, we come out and go back to sitting under our velvety starred sky. Won’t let them choose for us; we chose for ourselves.

We saw it, two transports go up, one of their rockets misfired not enough speed to leave orbit, the second transport rocket didn’t misfire sending it right into the rear of the first one, both exploding fiery pieces falling back to earth. No one can live through that. Not sure where it, all the pieces landed only saw large fires starting everywhere in the distance. As the siren blared to send out patrols to put them out. No more transports went up for the rest of the night. I wondered if any of the burning pieces hit the launch sites. Not that it really mattered anyways. We all die sooner or later. Some of us, however, intend to make it on our terms, not someone else's. Pisses them off.

Sun was starting to rise, "Time to move,” I said to Silver, "There will be more patrols coming. Growling, she got up, and followed me back into the woods, to our place hidden from sight. It wasn’t bad. We found an old, abandoned cave roomy, nice, and cool in the heat, and warm in the cold. Built a door from moss, and wood looks like just another part of overgrown foliage.  You’d never see it unless you knew what you were looking for. Has a back door that comes out behind a waterfall so plenty of fresh water. Funny how no tides move, but waterfalls still exist. Not complaining mind, you, really glad they do. There's also a small shaft in one corner so I can have a fire to cook our food. Smoke goes up by the time it reaches the top, mostly dissipates leaving no trace. We are cautious when we hunt, so we don’t get caught by the patrols, sometimes we get fresh nuts, berries, and edible plants, sometimes we get fresh items out of the farmlands, corn mostly fresh and sweet. All the comforts of home.

We heard a patrol passing by and sat quietly as usual waiting for them to pass. I heard the woman scream, “No, I won’t go with you. I’d rather die first.” “Then die,” came out of their mouths as we heard the gun fire. No more screams from the woman, as they kept walking past. I waited a while then went out to see. She was dead; they shot her right between the eyes. She had a backpack with her. They never touch any of the stuff they have, just leave them where they drop. I checked through sounds cruel I know; however, it helps us live. Opening the pack, she had a week's worth of food, mostly dried fruits, meats, and some fresh vegetables, took the food, left the pack otherwise they’d know someone else found her. Keeps them from looking for who did. She had a survival knife as well, took that
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