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	Picture the perfect boyfriend. His hand reaching for your fingertips as you step into the hall. Smooth complexion, not a spot, no marks of the sun in his face and thick, shiny hair. He looks so nice, he owns the place. His gaze from the side, you can feel it, at the same time as you feel the looks of envy from every single girl in that room. 

	The perfect boyfriend leads you through a place full of sharks and places you by a window where no harm can come to you. He keeps a light conversation, no awkward silence, and no bad odor coming from his breath. Obviously. His lips are thick, but not too thick, there’s no painted look about him. His dark, intelligent eyes pulls you further into his world. You laugh together, making everyone wonder what the joke is. It’s a secret of course. A perfect couples magic, shining all night long, in the face of others.

	I should be able to get that moment. I should be able to get a person like that, how hard can it be? After all, I live in the Mighty. It’s the place of your dreams, a small town in the clouds where rich, old families live. Gracious families. Gracious is what my name means. I’m supposed to have a perfect boyfriend for the Spring festival but I don’t. Most of my friends are all set, but not me. I’m An Song, from the Mighty, the highest level of communities and I can’t get a date for a party. It sucks. There is no doubt about it. 

	People living in the Mighty have no jobs. It’s not out of laziness, it’s because we don’t have to. Laziness is what people on Solid ground suffer from. They cheat and steal, only a few of them go to work in filthy factories. They live in scruffy buildings.

	The Mighty is a place for people who have earned their fortune because they belong to rich families, important to the kingdom. My family, the Songs, is such a family and I used to be so proud of us. 

	But this day is not a day of glory. I walk to the escalator with my head down, not  noticing the beautiful chestnut-flowers around me. I have a meeting IRL. Normally, I like such meetings. I get to choose my best clothes, use my best make up and take out my pass for the escalator. Today I’ve done all that, but with a shameful feeling of being small. An Song is supposed to feel glorious, not like a tiny rat, I’m a Song from the Mighty, what’s the matter with me?

	I’ll tell you what’s wrong, it’s the Triumph. When you go down the escalator the first stop is the Triumph. It was built a year after the Mighty. At first it was a place for security people and their families, but it grew. It grew into this ultramodern community for inventors and technical engineers. It’s hot. And the worst part is that both of my friends, in fact my only friends, live in the Triumph. Sasha and Teegan. They never rest in their task to boost themselves and their community. I know they think badly of the Mighty because it’s calm and old fashioned. I hate it when they go on about the latest invention of their town but what can I do? It’s two against one. 

	I show my pass to the guards and move slowly down the escalator. It’s the biggest staircase in the world. It feels like floating in total silence. There is no annoying music, like in the elevator which is why I always use the escalator even though it’s a lot slower. 

	Once I hit the level of the Triumph, I stop and turn left on the platform. The escalator continues further down to Solid ground, a place I’ve never seen. I wonder what it would be like to keep going down the stairs but there’s no point in thinking about it. My pass is for the Triumph only. Gramps would never extend it to Solid ground and he is after all, the head of the family. 

	The platform is a hint of what the Triumph is all about. Lots of stores selling tech and artificial pets. I straighten my back and think of our pets in the Mighty. We are allowed to have real pets, alive and breathing. The silly furballs in the stores are amusing but they’re a kind of robots and they run on batteries. Pathetic. 

	I walk to the cart stop and slide my pass. A cart appears and I whisper Sasha’s address. Gramps has taught me to be careful in every situation, I can’t believe people who scream into the sender!

	The cart stops in front of a luxurious house. It calls out success with it’s white, shiny walls and broad entrance. I step out and move slowly across the stair, leading to the front of the house. The door opens before I have a chance to ring the doorbell. As always, Mrs Moon has ordered her robot to let me in as soon as she saw the cart. To her, I’m important, I wonder if Sasha feels the same way. 

	I stare into the cold steel head of the silly mechanical creature in front of me. Silently I thank the gods for good rules that allow people in the Mighty to have real life staff. I could never put up with a piece of metal walking around in our house.

	   “Greetings An Song of the Mighty” it says. 

	I answer nothing. After all, it’s not alive, it’s only a piece of iron.
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	The househelper leads me to Sasha’s room. Her bedroom is shaped like a big piece of cake and the walls are bright pink. I blink at the shiny color as I smile and greet my friends. They are sitting on Sasha’s bed, close, side by side, as always. Sasha is petting her cat, Buzzy and I stare at the robot animal with a fascination it really doesn’t deserve. It looks so real. If I brought a robot pet like that to the Mighty mother would expect it to use the sandbox for its business. That’s the best part about artificial animals, they never pollute. And they never die. Still. I don’t want one. I never would.

	  “Tell me what you think, An.”

	Sasha reaches for her phone and I realize that I must have missed what she’s been saying. Too much worrying about cats. This day is getting worse by every, single second.  

	Luckily, I don’t need to ask what the subject for conversation is. The picture on her phone says it all. Boyfriend dream. It must be her date for the festival. I shrink. I didn’t think it was possible to get even tinier, but apparently it is. There he is. Plump lips, shiny hair and the smoothest complexion in the world. Like a K – pop star. Like the very best of K – pop gods. 

	   “Who is he?” I ask, trying not to tremble. Keeping my voice firm is all I’ve got left.

	Teegan giggles. She knows that boy, doesn´t everyone? 

	   “It´s the Shopdancer!” she cries, pointing out the fact that people in the Mighty are not as fast to catch every new talent as the people in the Triumph. 

	   “He’s such a great dancer. You can watch him on Zin.”

	She gets her own phone and shows me the boy in action. Teegan bubbles about all the stores he’s performed in, both in the Triumph and on Solid ground.

	   “I didn’t know they had stores on Solid ground” I say with a chilled voice and Sasha laughs. 

	Teegan looks down on the floor. Her family moved to the Triumph a month ago and I suspect they lived on Solid ground before. She would never admit it and neither would Sasha. But where else would Teegan come from?  Anyway. Her parents design robot pets. They make loads of money so Sasha can feel assured that her new friend won´t drag her down. Background is not as important in the Triumph as it is in the Mighty. 

	   “So. Is he your date for the Spring festival?” I ask, nodding at Sasha’s phone. 

	She pats her bed and I sit down on her right side. I feel included, better than before. Buzzy makes a small sound and jumps to the floor. 

	   “The boy hasn’t passed the test yet” Sasha says, holding her shiny, big phone in front of us. The three of us lean forward as Sasha explains:

	   “Dad’s installed the undo – filter. It’s not on the market yet so you need to keep quiet about this.”

	Teegan and I nod. We’re breathless. Can this be what I think? A filter to remove other filters? It would not surprise me at all. Sasha’s dad is a technical genius. 

	   “Does it really peel them off? All of them?” Teegan asks.

	Sasha doesn’t answer. The phone does. We watch as the Shopdancer appear in a closeup pic. First filter- off clears the picture, the softness is gone. The second time we notice that the white shine from teeth and eyes has toned down a bit. The third time Teegan cries:

	   “Crater! Crater” Her body lifting from the bed, finger pointing to the picture where a scar from an old pimple is out in broad daylight. We can all see it. 

	   “And there’s another one” Teegan goes on, pointing out another scar, now visible to the human eye.

	I sit quietly, I don´t speak a word but I gloat. Yes, it’s true, I don’t show it, but I do. My heart sings of gloating. 

	And you must think, what sort of friend is she? You’re probably right but I can’t help it. I’m An Song from the Mighty, I’m supposed to be the favorite girl, choosing between two friends, living in a respected community, finding boyfriends and showing them to others. But the place where I live is not the best anymore and therefor I am not the best anymore. If Sasha, with her pale, pink hair and her big, beautiful eyes fails at anything, I gloat away. Shamelessly. I really think I’ve earned that right.
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	Back on the escalator I can´t wait until I´m on my Subak balance board. Mentor Heng expects me at six o’clock but I decide to get to training early. I slide the wooden door open and enter our home, I remove my shoes and walk into the kitchen. Mother is there. 

	   “You’re late” she says. Her voice has no irritation, her face isn’t angry. I look into her eyes and discover pure fear. It can only mean one thing. Gramps is here. 

	   “I’m sorry”

	She nods to the living room and says:

	   “You’d better join them.”

	I separate the doors and go to pay my respect. Father is sitting on a cushion at the feet of gramps. It’s a striking picture of how this family works.

	   “So. You’ve decided to join us,” the old man says and his icy voice is a match to his evil eyes. Gramps has got black eyes. Real black. He never laughs. He’s like a hundred years old and I always wonder if he’s immortal. How come bad people get to go on living, year after year?

	I stare into his eyes and fall to my knees.

	   “I’m so sorry beloved grandfather. I visited friends to talk about the Spring – festival. It was stupid of me.”

	He lets my voice go on and turn into a trembling echo. When he´s satisfied he shrugs and smiles. Both of his eyes are still cold. No one else in this world can smile like that, it’s like a chill of fright. He turns to my father and says:

	   “You only have one daughter, Rick, you must get it right. The festival is important.”

	Oh no, why did I mention the Spring ball? Gramps will suggest a security guard for my date, Teegan and Sasha will laugh their heads off. 

	  I can´t understand why he gets to rule this family, he´s not even Rick’s father, he’s my father’s grandfather. Rick’s dad was killed by rebels, which is so horrible that gramps goes on working with security although he should have retired years ago. His job, as head of security, is out of the ordinary anyway. As a habitant of the Mighty, he really shouldn’t work at all, but no one has the guts to tell him that.

	   “I already have a date.” I say, keeping my face straight to hide the lie. 

	The old man waves his hand to show that I’m a bug bothering him with the noise of my very existence. I back off into a corner where I stay until mother brings a tray of food. Gramps eats a few of the rolls, then he gives the plate to father, who eats exactly the same amount and type of fish-rolls. Father gives the plate to Lady Song, thanks her and gives his appreciation. Mother then brings the plate to me. I’m starving but I only have a couple of shrimps. This eating tradition, hopelessly old fashioned, gives me the creeps. We only eat like this when grandfather is present. Mother takes the plate to the kitchen where she can eat whatever is left. That’s the worst part. I will never forgive gramps for that. I hate him. 

	   “There have been raids as high as the Triumph” I hear him say. 

	He´s talking about the rebels. They have been around for years but they never used to strike the air bubble communities before. Now they do. 

	   “There is no need to worry. They will never reach the Mighty. We’ve put out extra guards by the escalators and a full squad is posted on the elevators.”

	Gramps is still talking as he rises. Yes! We’re finally getting rid of him. He moves to the doors and father follows him. Before he leaves, he nods to me and says:

	   “I want you to introduce your date to me before the Spring- festival. I take for granted that he is from the Mighty, nothing else will do.”

	I gasp in fear and nod without speaking a single word. Gramps turns to Rick and adds:

	   “I may work in the Triumph but I would never like to live there. It´s modern and rich, that I admit, but nothing is like the Mighty. Nothing.”

	 

	At Subak practice that night I walk my balance board to the very peak of our air bubble. The Mighty has see-through walls and it makes me feel so grateful. I’m also grateful for my training. Only families of the Mighty can practice Subak. I strike Mr Heng. He strikes back. We fight with sticks until I get all frustration out of my system. Finally, Heng leaves me alone on the board. 

	Slowly walking the board feels like floating on clouds. In front of me is only sky. Below me is a hint of the Triumph. The covered walls of their air- bubble shift in color as it moves in the air. Honestly, it’s quite ugly, and I don’t say so because of envy. It’s true. The Triumph is shiny and trendy but it doesn’t fit in among the clouds, it’s a blob of screaming, plastic color. I sigh. My stressful thoughts re-appear. How will I ever find a date? Sasha’s loss of the Shopdancer meant nothing to her. She’ll find someone else. But I? I’m too shy to look, and the choice I have is very limited. The Mighty is breathlessly beautiful but it does not contain any good-looking boyfriends at all. 

	I stretch my body, balancing on my toes and watch the world below. Today there’s a clear sight, and as the sun sets, I can see Solid ground far below, right under my feet. I watch it with fear and I think to myself that there is only one option left. I will have to do forbidden things. 
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