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“Essential for a well-functioning world is a strong and balanced
magnetic field. It will protect your world from the many energies
and
stresses it will experience in the Grand Hall of Worlds,” professor
Malkin droned on monotonously. He lifted his piece of chalk, turned
on his heels and drew dotted lines encompassing the orb he had
drawn
earlier on the blackboard behind him. 



Mara yawned. Magnetic fields? She’d hoped that in her second year
at Starfield University the world-building classes would have
advanced past the basics, but no; here she was, in ‘Foundation of
World Creation’, forced to listen to basic magnetic field setup.
They’d already covered this material last year. She could set up a
stable magnetic field in less than five minutes, even accounting
for
up to three orbiting moons. 



The girl next to her, a brunette with an explosion of thick curls
that bobbed up and down as she furiously scribbled down notes,
seemed
to regard this as new material. Mara looked around and it struck
her
as odd that nearly everyone was taking notes. Had they completely
missed that this was just a repeat of last year’s lecture?  Maybe
Malkin was mistaken? He probably thought he was teaching a
first-year
group. 



Just then she heard him say: “Now unlike last year, this year you
will have to account for an orbiting moon. We may even throw in a
second moon next semester.”


Mara groaned and crossed her eyes in frustration. It was going to
be
another long year.


Mara had learned quite early on not to sit too far upfront where
her
yawns and catatonic stares could catch the professor’s eye.
Whenever one of her lecturers noticed this, they would regularly
fire
off a surprise question at her. Of course, she answered flawlessly
every time, but she preferred avoiding an entire lecture hall
staring
at her in eager anticipation of an embarrassing failure to answer.
The further the academic year progressed, the further at the back
Mara sat. If at all possible on the hard wooden benches of the
lecture halls of Starfield University, she would have preferred
napping through the entirety of world-building basics. For her, it
was child’s play. She had considered skipping classes but every day
she hoped would be the day they moved on to advanced world-building
concepts. 



The year’s curriculum was: Foundation of World Creation, World
Interface Dynamics, History of the Grand Hall, Economics of
World-Building, and Life Creation Ethics. 



The first year she had aced all her world-building exams without
studying. Unfortunately, to obtain a degree in world-building from
SU
there were many other mandatory courses such as Statistics,
Sociology, Physics, Maths etc. All of which required an actual
effort
from her to pass. It turned out she was very adept at sinking time
and effort into subjects that interested her but tended to
procrastinate when it came to everything else. 



On top of all that, she had managed to pick up a boyfriend and
she’d
allocated a large chunk of her time to him. Jason was handsome, a
little unruly with a mess of dark hair. He studied Hall Engineering
and Maintenance so he shared Mara’s Grand Hall History class.
They’d met on their third day at SU. She’d pursued him. He’d
liked the attention. 



Wide beams of sunlight shone through the high windows of the
lecture
hall, illuminating dust particles lazily floating around. Mara
looked
out at the university’s patchy central lawn and majestic old oak
trees and started daydreaming about Jason. He rented an off-campus
flat with a couple of friends and she’d stayed over on many
occasions. She loved waking up in his strong arms in the morning. 



The level of noise in the lecture hall suddenly increased. Everyone
started packing up their things, moving along the benches and
heading
for the doors. The class was over and Mara seemed to have missed
every word of the last twenty minutes so she asked the girl with
the
curls, “Eh, I missed the last part. Did he say anything aside from
magnetic field theory?”


Curls smiled and replied, “No but he’s going to explain how to
integrate a moon into your world’s magnetic field next week. It
sounds complicated but I bet you’ll probably get it on the first
try, Mara.”


Wait … Curls knew her name? Had they hung out before? What was her
name again? Definitely not Curls. Best to just fake knowing her. 



“It’s easy. I’ve done it a dozen times. You’ll get it, girl,”
she said with fake cheer, picking up her unopened backpack and
standing up before Curls could say anything more. 



“See you at the party,” Curls said while Mara edged away from her
along the long bench. 



“Party?” Mara asked, but Curls was already halfway down the
stairs. Mara searched for her phone to check her calendar. Damn,
where was her phone? She searched inside her bag and under the
benches until she remembered she’d left it charging on the kitchen
counter in Jason’s flat. 



Curls must have meant the StarStart party. She remembered it from
last year. It was held early in the academic year to welcome
first-year students. In practice, however, it was more of a warm-up
party to launch the seniors into another year of all-out partying
and
heavy drinking. Jason and the gang would be going as they rarely
missed a party. He hadn’t said anything this morning but he’d
probably assumed she’d be going with him. She decided to swing by
Jason’s on her way home to pick up her phone and discuss what time
would be the optimal moment for their arrival at the party. Things
like that mattered. Too early and you were branded a Tweed, too
late
and you were a Lugger. You could pick up those and various other
labels very easily by breaking the campus’ unspoken social rules.
Her overt eagerness in the world-building classes had branded her a
Juniper surprisingly fast last year. Luckily, it had lasted only
about a month until word had gotten around she was dating Jason.
His
popularity around campus had quickly elevated her to a more
acceptable social group. Still, she was careful not to use any of
those brands herself, having been on the receiving end of one. 



 






Mara’s beat-up old Striker coughed once and then wheezed to life
with an asthmatic roar. Her parents had bought her a car so she
could
commute. Mara had wanted to live on or around the campus but when
she’d told her parents, both of them had reacted so disappointed
that she’d eventually suggested commuting. Maybe they were having a
bit of an empty nest syndrome since Ren left for the Pecton
Institute
six years earlier. He’d enrolled to study Computer Sciences,
specifically Software Design. He’d been aiming for computer game
development, but he’d failed pretty much every course the first
year. After more failures and lots of partying, he’d managed to
make it to his final year, albeit in Sales. That seemed to suit
him,
Mara thought. Ren always had been very good at talking nonsense
incessantly. He’d be a brilliant salesman … of computer games. 



Of course, Ren had made a big stink when Mara had gotten a car and
he
hadn’t. The expensive studio his parents rented for him near Pecton
didn’t even factor into his outrage at being treated so unfairly.
The freedom of an automobile was stolen from the rightful eldest
son
and given so callously to the stupid little sister. How dare
they!


Mara had to admit that her brother’s indignation was a bonus to
commuting, but she was decidedly unimpressed with the aged brown
Striker her parents had bought her. Her father had been very
enthusiastic about the low mileage, fuel economy, full service
history and the recently refurbished seats which were now stained
pink due to the great Apple-Cherry Slurpy disaster of last August.
Most of the dents and scratches it now sported were recent
additions.
Mara had a bit of an unfortunate history with stationary objects.
Her
father cringed silently at the damages every time he helped her
wash
her car. She pretended not to notice. Mara also refused to call it
the brown Striker and had baptised her chariot the Caramel Rocket. 



 






With a squeak and a rattle, the Caramel Rocket landed in an empty
parking spot across from Jason’s building. Mara looked up at the
six-storey housing blocks surrounding her. Except for an old woman
looking down at her curiously from a balcony, there was no one
around. Classes had ended early and most of Jason’s neighbours
would still be at work at this hour which was the reason Mara had
found a parking spot right across from the entrance of Jason’s
building. 



She hit the buzzer. Newt’s voice crackled through the speaker. Newt
was one of Jason’s two roommates. 



“It’s Mara.”


“Mara? Eh…”


Newt sounded confused. Of course, he wasn’t expecting her to swing
by, so she added, “I forgot my phone.”


“Eh … okay.” 



The door buzzed, letting her in. Jason’s flat was on the third
floor. She took the stairs because she disliked the small
coffin-like
lift. 



“Jason isn’t here,” Newt said as soon as he opened the door. 



“That’s ok. I only need to pick up my phone. I left it charging
on the kitchen counter.”


As she walked through the living room, past the ragged old sofa and
improvised wooden coffee table, she heard the sound of running
water
coming from the bathroom. 



“Is Andrew in the shower?” she asked referring to Jason’s other
roommate.


“No … he works on Fridays, remember; same shift as Jason. That’s
where they are.”


“Oh yeah, The Coffee Bean. He always draws a flower in the foam of
my latte.”


Newt just nodded absent-mindedly. 



Mara asked, “Are you okay, Newt? Usually, right about now, you
comment on how Andrew’s latte art looks like there’s a turd
floating in your coffee.”


“It’s Halley in the shower,” he said suddenly, ignoring Mara’s
remark. 



“Okay…” Mara said a little confused now. 



“We’ve had a fight. That’s why I’m a bit out of sorts,”
Newt explained. “And Andrew’s latte art does look like turds,”
he added. 



“Well, I had better get my phone and leave you two to sort things
out. Don’t worry. She’ll come around and forgive you for whatever
you’ve done now. She always does.”


When Newt didn’t challenge the comment, Mara assumed it must have
been a serious fight for Newt to be so concerned about it. She
headed
for the kitchen and found her phone still on the counter but was
surprised to find it unplugged. She punched in her code. It had
hardly charged at all! 



“Hey Newt, did one of you guys unplug my phone?” 



“No, I don’t think so. We hardly ever use that socket.”


Mara knew Halley charged her phone in the same place when she
stayed
over but she hadn’t expected her to be so rude as to simply unplug
hers. She’d probably had a lot on her mind with them fighting and
all. 



“Okay, Newt. I’m off. I’ll see you at the party?”


“Yeah, definitely.”


 






Outside, the weather had taken a turn for the worse and the sky was
darkening. She got in her car and as she turned off the parking,
she
noticed Jason’s convertible in its usual spot by the side of the
building. She didn’t have time to ponder it as she had to pay
attention to traffic; Jason’s building was next to a busy
intersection. 



A few minutes later Mara turned onto the motorway on her way to her
parents up in Sprucewood. The motorway was getting busier now that
the evening commuters had joined her. On top of that, a light rain
had started falling which meant Mara would likely not arrive at her
parents’ house before six o’clock.  



As congestion slowed her down, her mind wandered again to Jason’s
car. Why did it keep nagging at the back of her mind? Had he taken
his mountain bike to work? Had she seen his bike in the hallway or
not? She remembered it leaning against the wall with Newt's and
Andrew’s, or had that been yesterday? 



She was still repeating those same questions in her head when the
road sign for exit 11 came up. It would lead her down to Lake Erin.
From there, she’d be in Sprucewood in less than ten minutes. 



 






Mara smelled the sweet herby mix of her mother’s tomato and beef
casserole when she stepped through the back door into the kitchen.
The casserole was bubbling away in the oven. She looked outside to
find her mother in the garden snipping off fresh thyme flowers to
sprinkle over the top. It was moments like this that made Mara glad
she’d chosen to commute. 



Her mother wasn’t surprised to find Mara in the kitchen. 



“Hi, honey. I heard you come up the driveway. That Caramel Rocket
of yours is not a silent vehicle.”


 “Is dad in his study?”


“Where else? Go fetch him, will you? Dinner's nearly ready.”


Her father had retired from Macrocosm Technologies last year, but
boredom had very quickly set him to work on several projects for
his
former employer on an independent consulting basis. He was
currently
working on a third-generation WorldGlobe-model. It would feature a
wireless interface that allowed the world-builder to connect to it
through an app on their phone. This would allow real-time world
management even for worlds that were already inducted into the
Grand
Hall. It had required an expensive upgrade to the Grand Hall
containment fabric, but now that Itara Industries had its own
version
of the WorldGlobe, additional features were paramount to keeping
the
WorldGlobe competitive in the market. 



“Ah Mara, great! Can you take a look at this weather matrix? I
can’t seem to get it to work in the app. Storms keep spiralling out
of control if I set the parameters via the app.”


“Mom says dinner's nearly ready.”


“Come on. It won’t take a minute. You’re good with this stuff,”
he urged. 



She stepped into her father’s study. It was crammed full of books,
schematics, prototypes, spare parts and broken or obsolete
WorldGlobes. She accidentally knocked over a pile of books with her
foot. They spilt onto the floor like a fallen row of dominoes and
revealed a volume on advanced Hall mechanics at the bottom. She’d
seen the same book in Jason’s flat. 



Henry handed her the weather matrix, which was a small metallic
disk.
She picked up a sonic screwdriver from his desk and tweaked the
matrix to bring up its specs. They floated in the air above it in
green pixelated lettering. Mara swiped her finger over the
immaterial
stats to scroll through them. She highlighted a string of code and
then showed it to her father saying, “The atmospheric temperature
balancer is off.”


“Oh yeah,” Henry said inspecting the line of erroneous code. 



“With about 7%, I’d say,” Mara added. 



“Strange. It’s within tolerances on the Globe itself.”


Mara could guess the reason for the fault. “That’s probably due
to the sixty seconds delay in transmission time from the app to the
Grand Hall. You need to connect the atmospheric controls to the
accelerator built into the app. Then your weather controls will
work
in real-time.”


A call came from downstairs. “Guys, would you get down here!” Mom
sounded annoyed. 



 






The casserole was wonderful. After dinner, she helped her mother
with
the dishes and spent the rest of the evening working with her
father
on various fixes for the new WorldGlobe app. When her parents were
about ready to turn in for the night, Mara started getting ready
for
the party. She had her dress picked out in seconds; the red one
that
was just a little too short to be proper. However, she then spent
over half an hour achieving a casually messy look with her long
raven
hair. In class, she just wore jeans, a loose flannel shirt and her
hair tied back. She was often overlooked as just another
world-building geek, especially when she was asked a question in
class and answered perfectly and at length every time. When she
made
an effort, however, she had no trouble turning heads.  That is how
she’d caught Jason’s attention. He hadn’t noticed her at first
until she’d decided to make him notice. 



Now, fully groomed and beautified, she picked up her purse and
searched for her phone. It was on the bed.  She cursed when she
picked it up and saw only one bar lit up for the battery life.
She’d
completely forgotten to charge it. There wasn’t any time left and
her car, ancient as it was, did not have any charging facilities.
It
barely had Bluetooth and that was only because her father had glued
one of those ugly aftermarket car kits to her dashboard. Could she
survive the night on just one bar of battery? She decided there was
no alternative, so it was back in the Striker and up the motorway
headed back to Starfield. Travel time factored in, she’d arrive at
the party fashionably late. Perfect! 



She called Jason from the car but there was no answer, so she
disconnected before she’d have to hear his cheesy voicemail intro.
“Beep … that wasn’t it … beep … gotcha again … beep …
no still not it.”  Which annoyingly enough left you confused when
the actual beep tone sounded. Moron! 



The rain was coming down steadily now, making her regret not having
the Striker’s wipers replaced sooner. Mara could see pretty well in
the dark, probably thanks to the hours she’d spent studying the
worlds and wonders in the dark expanse of the Grand Hall, but the
watery swishes of the worn-out wipers forced her to slow down. 



Forty minutes later she pulled up to the Starfield Community
Centre.
The party was happening in a large basement that had been
remodelled
with its own bar and space for a deejay. Funk Da Funk was the
deejay’s name listed on the poster. 



Mara ran for the entrance to prevent the rain from messing up the
messed-up hairstyle she’d worked on for so long. 



 






She circled the sweaty crowd hunting for familiar faces. Suddenly,
Curls popped up out of nowhere and startled her. 



“Hi, Mara. I’m glad you could make it. I’ve been here since
nine, but it's really getting going now.”


“Hi … ah,” Mara grunted. 



“Emilia,” Curls said. 



“Right! I know that,” Mara replied. Emilia just smiled and
wiggled about a bit performing the international dance of the geek.
It was only then that it dawned on Mara that Emilia seemed to like
her. She was always trying to hang out with Mara and was always
happy
when she talked to her, so Mara decided to make an effort.


“Hey Emilia, we should hang out sometime. Right now, I have to find
Jason however. Have you seen him around?”


“Uhuh, he’s at the back with Andrew. They’re practically
hugging the huge speakers. I think they want to go deaf.” Funk Da
Funk was playing some heavy beats at a volume that made your
intestines vibrate. 



Mara zigzagged through the dancing crowd working her way to the
deejay stage, where she found the gang. Jason was vigorously
explaining something to Andrew with grand hand gestures, sloshing
his
beer. Andrew’s eyelids were drooping and he was doing his best
impression of a zombie while completely ignoring Jason’s ranting.
Mara noticed a bunch of empty bottles collected on top of the
speaker. Wonderful, they were already drunk, she thought
sarcastically. 



She nodded at Newt who was dancing with his girlfriend Halley. They
seemed to have made up. Newt nodded back at her. At least someone
wasn’t smashed yet. 



Halley abandoned Newt the moment she saw Mara and came over to kiss
her on the cheek in greeting. 



“Hi, girl. Glad you could make it,” she shouted into Mara’s
ear. 



“Hi, Halley. You’ve been here a while?” she asked, nodding in
the direction of Jason and Andrew.


“Not really. They’ve been ordering double beers each. They seem
in a hurry to get drunk,” Halley explained. 



The loud music blaring out of the speakers, which stood less than a
meter away, drowned out some of Halley’s words but Mara got the
gist of it. She’d seen Jason and Andrew binge drinking at parties
before. 



“So I’m glad you two worked things out,” she shouted in
Halley’s ear. 



She gave her a quizzical look back.


“You and Newt. You worked things out,” Mara repeated. 



“What do you mean? We’re good, me and Newt.”


“Newt said you were fighting.”


“Newt’s an idiot,” she said as if that would explain
everything. Mara noticed Halley was slightly tipsy as well. Maybe
Newt had blown up an argument they’d had into something more
serious than it was. Men could be weird that way. 



“Okay. You shouldn’t have unplugged my phone, though.” 



“Mara, what are you on about? I didn’t touch your phone,”
Halley said, a little annoyed now. 



“The guys charge their phones in their rooms. Halley, you’re the
only one I know who uses the kitchen plug. You unplugged my phone
when you were over at the guys’ today.”


Halley looked at her as if she were mad. “I wasn’t over at the
guys’ today.”


“I was there this afternoon. You were in the shower,” Mara said
puzzled.


“What’s going on with you? I haven’t been there all week.”


“Why would Newt lie?” Mara wondered aloud, but the rhythmic
thumping drowned out her words. 



Halley shrugged and shouted, “Have a Swizzler. I think you need
it.” 



A Swizzler was a lemon-flavoured alcopop that was gaining
popularity
among the students. Mara usually got a splitting headache after
about
three of them so she avoided them now. 



The crowd around her started jumping up and down as Deejay Funk Da
Funk launched the intro of the latest electronic hit, ‘I’m Gonna
Bump In Da Basement’. 



Mara was just standing among the jumping and sweating crowd
thinking
through the events of that afternoon. Newt had been nervous, acting
weird, like he was doing something he wasn’t supposed to. Maybe
Jason had been the one in the shower; his convertible was in the
parking. But why would Newt lie about that? Who had unplugged her
phone? The guys wouldn’t even have noticed her phone lying there.
She looked up at Jason, going mad as the song launched into its
refrain, ‘I’m a-gonna bump ya in da basement. Yeah. Bump ya good.
Oohm, baby’. 



Mara tapped his shoulder. 



“Hey, honey,” he slurred and then gave her a wet kiss on the
mouth. It tasted like beer and … ugh, cigarettes. Andrew’s bad
influence, she guessed. 



“I swung by the flat this afternoon,” she shouted in his ear.


He looked at her with droopy eyelids. It seemed to take a few
moments
before her words registered. 



“Yeah, Newt told me. I was working, honey.”


“Did you get wet riding back?” she asked remembering that the
rain had started when she was driving to her parents. 



Jason’s alcohol-addled brain seemed to take forever to process the
question. 



“Well I didn’t drive with the top down, duh,” he said
laughingly. 



Mara’s heart sank. 



“Your car was parked at the flat, Jason,” she said in a
dead-serious tone. 



Jason seemed very confused now. “What are you going on about,
honey? Let’s just have fun. It’s a party.”


“Who were you in the shower with? Who unplugged my phone?” she
asked him squarely. 



“Mara, what? Come on!”


Mara just stared at him, silently. 



“I’m not cheating on you!”


Mara didn’t say a word. 



“I was in the shower … alone. I had a late shift at the Coffee
Bean … you came in, so Newt … I didn’t have time ...”


Mara just turned and left Jason on the dance floor, still
struggling
to punch through the fog of intoxication to come up with a
believable
lie. 



By the time she’d reached the exit, tears were streaming down her
cheeks. Outside, she ignored the pelting rain and ran for the
Striker. She slammed the door and collapsed in misery on the
steering
wheel. 



 






Mara started driving even though she knew she was in no state to
pay
attention to the road.  It was late, nearly midnight, so luckily
there was hardly any traffic. She drove aimlessly trying to
concentrate on seeing through the blurry streaks of the worn-out
wipers with teary eyes. Soon, she had no idea where she was,
somewhere in the city. 



It was at that exact moment that the Striker decided to break down.
A
terrible grinding sound pierced through the thrum of the rain. A
red
warning light popped up on the dashboard, like a final kick after a
fight that had already been lost. Mara turned off the ignition,
slumped down and butted her head on the steering wheel in
frustration. 



Mara rifled through her purse looking for her phone while she tried
to wipe away most of the tears with a handkerchief. They were
quickly
replaced with new ones. How could he do this?


She called the road assistance number stored on her phone. 



“Good evening. Mobile24 assistance. How may I hel …”


Establishing the connection had sucked up the last of the remaining
battery power. The screen went dark. Mara swore and nearly threw
the
phone out of the window into the puddles. 



She had never felt more miserable in her life, betrayed, stranded
in
the rain, abandoned by the Caramel Rocket, and worst of all,
offline!



Mara looked through the side windows to try to find out where she
was. She quickly spotted the illuminated entrance to a grand
building
across the street. She knew that building. It was the Grand Hall of
Worlds. She was stranded right in front of the Grand Hall!


A wall of rain separated her from the large revolving doors leading
into the Hall. The Hall never closed and had always been a place of
comfort to her. She’d spent hours and hours there as a kid,
mesmerized by the thousands of worlds built by the great
world-builders over the centuries. She yearned to go in. 



There was an umbrella in the boot of the car which she tried to get
to. That had been a mistake. The rain soaked through her coat and
flimsy dress before she managed to pull out and open the umbrella.
Already soaked to the bone, she threw the umbrella uselessly back
into the boot and ran for the Hall entrance. 



Cold, soaked and depressed, she stepped into the Grand Hall of
Worlds. The titillating energy flowing through the fabric of the
Hall
had never felt as welcoming as that night. She stepped further
among
the stars and worlds suspended in the expansive darkness of the
Hall,
immersing herself in the familiar yet unusual sensation of being in
the most remarkable building ever built. 



With a hand gesture, she brought up a system with a large yellow
star
and warmed herself in its glow. She combed her fingers through her
hair trying to dry it somewhat. The tears had finally stopped
coming
and were replaced by a solemn acceptance that her time with Jason
had
ended. She wondered how long he’d been seeing someone behind her
back and who this girl was, but she forced herself not to think of
it. It was over. She didn’t need him. The thought rang in her mind
with a resolve she didn’t feel, at least not yet. 



She looked at the stars surrounding her and wondered what to do
next.



 






Mara’s eyes locked on the faint glow of a nebula off among the
stars to her left. She recognized it instantly, Saphoria Pellex’
Golden Nebula, the home of the world Mara had created as a child.
Suddenly, she longed for the comforting familiarity of her
childhood
obsession. 



A swift hand movement brought the Golden Nebula up before her. The
diffuse cloud of dust and gas, glowing shades of emerald and
magenta,
embraced a vast empty space surrounding a small but bright yellow
sun. Saphoria’s two worlds, a blue ocean planet and a smaller red
gas giant with a very unique ecology drifted endlessly along their
inescapably orbits around this sun. Wedged in between these planets
and slightly askew to their ecliptic plane, Mara’s world,
Interface, proudly orbited. 



Seeing Interface again brought back the feeling of pride she’d felt
when, as a six-year-old, she had been the youngest person ever to
induct a new world into the Grand Hall of Worlds. The world looked
good, watching it from high above among the stars and she observed
it
for a while hurtling through space, until her mind went blank,
exhausted from the emotional turmoil. 



Before she knew it, she’d opened Interface’s stats menu. The
population count is 3.2 billion. Wow, she remembered creating the
first two, Oe and Vee and subsequently having to explain to them
how
to reproduce. The thought made her smile. She hadn’t a clue. Those
two had managed it despite her inadequate instructions though. Look
at them now, all 3.2 billion of them!


She couldn’t resist. She tapped a button labelled ‘transmutor’.
It instantly transported her to the surface of Interface. 



 






In stark contrast to the dark and rainy night outside the Grand
Hall,
on Interface, a sunny business day had just started and morning
rush
hour was in full sway. She’d selected a busy intersection and, true
to its repeatedly upgraded software, the transmutor had deposited
her
bang square in the middle of it. Mara looked up in wonder at the
shiny high-rise buildings surrounding her in the middle of a
thriving
mega-city. Droves of hurrying pedestrians steadily passed her in
every direction. Marans! There were more than a few with their skin
tinged green, some red, yellow and even a few blue ones, their skin
pigments reacting to the meal they had the night before. She saw
women in outfits complementing their skin tone for the day, often
with matching accessories and she briefly wondered if any of them
changed their diet just to wear a certain dress or align themselves
with the latest fashion fad. That couldn’t be healthy, could it?
She’d missed these funny, beautiful, multi-coloured goofs.


Mara sighed, happily letting the mass of pedestrians pass her by so
she could watch her creations. Except for a few glancing collisions
with unmindful Marans, they appeared not to notice her.
Surprisingly,
that vexed her a little. Here she was; their goddess, their
creator,
standing among them in the middle of a busy intersection and nobody
noticed?! 



Then, she looked a little closer at the faces speeding by. The
Marans
around her didn’t look very happy, they looked worried, stressed,
tired and even ill at times. These weren’t the content lazy
layabouts she’d created as a child. Things had changed on
Interface. When she took a closer look at all the drab concrete
high-rise buildings, her eyes fell on a low derelict building
squeezed between the office blocks. Its façade was filthy, covered
with graffiti and the masonry was crumbling away in places but
underneath, it looked like a historic landmark.  Mara crossed the
street but halfway she gasped as she recognized the dilapidated
building as a temple of Mara. Soon enough she saw the lavishly
sculpted unicorns and flowers so typical of a Maran temple hidden
underneath the grime and spray paint. 
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