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“When one lives attached
to money, pride or power, it is impossible to be truly
happy” – Pope Francis

 Prologue
– First Meeting

A young poor boy climbs
through the glimmering city of Sinfonia to see how the rich live.
He sees their flying cars, tall buildings that appear to reach the
highest part of the sky, and weird varieties of smiley masks that
they wear. While climbing around the city, he spots a familiar face
he’s seen on the large screens in the city’s square. He makes his
way to her window and knocks on it. Curious about the boy at the
window, she goes to open it.

“Hello? Do you need
something, poor boy?” she asks.

“You’re Sonata,
right?”

“Yes, I am.”

“My name is Alto. I’m a
fan of yours. I watch your performances in the city
square.”

“Thank you for coming to
see me, but I’m afraid I can’t talk or autograph anything. I have
to prepare for tomorrow’s performance.”

“You sure do work a lot,
don’t you? Shouldn’t you be resting? It is Sunday after
all.”

“I can do necessary work
on a Sunday.”

“But you seem to be
working all the time. Doesn’t it take a toll on you?”

“No. Working to make
people happy fills me with energy.”

“But you must have your
limits.”

“Heh, I don’t know of any.
My family has taught me how to have no limits.” Alto snatches
Sonata’s mask off her face. “Hey! Give that back!”

“I knew it! Your face
tells me exactly how you feel. You look so tired.”

“I’m not tired. I’m just
restless.”

“That’s what I
said.”

“Restless is not tired.
Being restless means I never get tired.”

“You’re kidding yourself.
Tch, I thought you were different from everyone else.”

“What do you mean? I stand
out from every other singer I’m competing with.”

“Your songs and singing
may, but you work the same way and have the same goals.”

“We all work to make our
families proud, make money, and help people above all.”

“It seems like you’re more
worried about making money and being successful rather than making
people happy. I mean even your churches here emphasize work and
donations more than doing God’s will.”

“We are doing God’s will.
Making money is important for survival and helping each other. You
can’t do anything without it.”

“But do you really need so
much? I see a bunch of dresses in your closet that I’ve never seen
you wear. All of these trinkets and decorations don’t do anything
for you.”

“Yes, I do need it.
They’re rewards for all the hard work I do. I also need money for
funding. If I don’t make enough money, I’ll lose relevancy, and
people will see me less then my career will be over.”

“I think you’re
overreacting. Your singing is so great that I doubt people will get
tired of you. You’re always going to be on the top.”

“That’s nice of you to
say, but other girls lost relevancy as they aged and…I haven’t
heard from them since.”

“Oh yeah, I remember there
being other cool singers. What happened to them?”

“…I don’t know. It’s not
important to think about anyway. I just need to concentrate on my
own work.”

“I think you have your
priorities mixed up. You’re focusing too much on the wrong
things.”

“How do I have my
priorities mixed up? These are the things I should be focusing on.
My parents and teachers have taught me this and they are successful
people.”

“You should be thinking
about what you were made to do. Do God’s will, love other people,
and inspire them with your singing.”

“I am doing that! Isn’t
that why you came to see me?”

“I wanted to see if you
were different from the others, but I’m starting to doubt it,” Alto
says before he starts to sing and dance.

 


“I see through this
charade

You're lonely and
afraid

Afraid of losing control

When you've already lost your soul

 


Forget what you've been told

 


Wreckage, tragedy

Lost in all this vanity

Worked to death, out of
breath

Is it worth the wealth?

You've got a chance to be free

Will you stay a slave or
take the key?

 


All the riches and dresses

All of life's obsessions

It comes and passes

It drugs the
masses

Forget what you've been
told

 


Wreckage,
tragedy

Lost in all this
vanity

Worked to death, out of breath

Is it worth the wealth?

 


You've got a chance to be free

Will you stay a slave or take the key?

 


I see through this charade

You're lonely and afraid

 


Forget what you've been
told

 


Wreckage,
tragedy

Lost in all this
vanity

Worked to death, out of breath

Is it worth the wealth?

 


You've got a chance to be free

Will you stay a slave or
take the key?

 


Demons pulling at your heart

God's giving you a restart

Which path will you
take

When all you've known is
fake?

 


Your dreams have been
nightmares

The tool of millionaires

That don't have no cares

Except for their shares

 


You've got a chance to be free

Will you stay a slave or
take the key?”

 


Taken aback by what Alto
said, Sonata says, “I’m not a slave! I can be whatever I want to
be!”

“But you’re stuck in this
golden prison, aren’t you? You can’t do anything outside of
it.”

“I…I can!”

“Then why don’t you leave
it? It drains everyone of their talents and throws away everyone
else who doesn’t make enough for them. Surely, there’s a better
stage for your talents.”

“Where at?”

“You can follow me to
where I live,” Alto says with his hand out.

“In the poor area of
Sinfonia? I can’t. How will I get by? Every day could be such a
struggle.”

“Life is that way by
default. At least you won’t have the same pressures you have here.
Plus, you already have fans like me down there, so you already have
people eager to see you. What do you think?”

“I…I don’t
know.”

“Think about it. It’s not
wrong to run away when you feel like you’re being exploited. I’ll
come back to see if you’ve changed your mind. Oh! Before I go, can
I have your autograph?”

“S-sure. Your name is
Alto, right?”

“Yes, it was nice to meet
you.”

“Yeah.”

Sonata signs the inside of
Alto’s hat.

“Keep up the great
singing, Sonata, and don’t forget to not worry about the wrong
things.”

Alto exits out of Sonata’s
window. She picks up her mask that Alto left on the window then
goes to look at her own tired face in her mirror. While applying
makeup to cover it up, she can’t help but feel that there’s no
point to it and puts away the makeup. Looking around at all her
possessions, she feels empty and thinks about who she should talk
to. Her coworkers and parents are busy rehearsing and other
work-related activities, so she goes to sleep on her bed full of
plushies exhausted by the thoughts in her head and all the work she
does day and night.
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 Chapter
1 – The Price of Running Away

For three years, Alto
visited Sonata to ask her if she wanted to run away. On the days he
didn’t, he would hang out with her to talk and chat about their
life. If the weather was good enough and Sonata wasn’t expected to
do much, Alto took Sonata out to climb across the city rooftops and
see the city from different perspectives. He showed her how the
rich beat themselves up to work and make money, which ruins their
personal lives. Children are neglected along with the needs of the
struggling.

“No one has time for
anyone even their own loved ones,” Alto said.

“But they do give them
what they need to live a stable life. Doesn’t that show that they
still care?”

“Does it? Look at them or
you could look at yourself. You would know better.” Sonata thought
about her experiences with her family. “I hope your family really
does loves you. I’m sure not everyone who is rich is like the
people we saw.”

“Yeah, I hope
so.”

Later, Sonata closely
examined her family’s behavior. It was then she realized how
mechanical her parents acted in that they said the same things
every time. They said, “I love you” in the same tone every time.
They talked about current events in the same way with the only
variety being in the day and the event talked about. Thinking that
the monotony of the daily events was to blame, Sonata tried to talk
to them when she thought they were the least busy only to be told
that she should be getting ready for tomorrow. She would try
multiple times to get a better reaction out of her parents only to
be dismissed by them. Distressed by the
parallels between her parents and the parents she saw, she
second-guessed everything they taught her and everything she
knew.

Throughout the years,
Sonata and Alto celebrated holidays together and grew closer each
time they were with one another. Both are teenagers at this point.
Alto goes out again to see Sonata only to be stopped by a
neighbor.

“You’ve been seeing that
girl for years now, Alto. I doubt she’ll come here or try to make a
difference in the rich city. She’ll probably be like the others who
tried to change and go back on their promises to us,” the neighbor
says.

“Don’t be so cynical, my
friend. We have many people here who seemed like they would never
change only to surprise us,” Alto counters.

“That’s because the people
that changed those people’s minds were great speakers. You,
however, are just a boy who only can sing and dance relatively
well.”

“There are other ways to
convince someone to change than just words. For example, actions
are stronger than words. God has proved that, has He
not?”

“He has.”

“Well then, I’m sure
Sonata will change her mind. If not, then at least I
tried.”

“You have me there. I pray
for your success then.”

“Thank you!”

Alto gets to Sonata’s room
and knocks on the window like always and she lets him
in.

Before he can say anything,
Sonata throws aside her mask and says, “Take me away from here,
Alto! I can’t stand being here anymore!”

“Woah there! I didn’t even
plan on asking you today.”

“But you have to take me
away! It’s what you wanted to do from the very beginning, right? Or
did you lie to me?”

“No, no. I didn’t lie. Are
you sure about this? You could always stay here and try to change
the system from the inside.”

“I don’t want to. I don’t
feel like it’s God’s calling for me. There aren’t many people here
that would help me anyway.”

“Are you positively
sure?”

“Yes, I’m
sure!”

“…okay. Grab onto my
back.”

“Okay. Woah!” Alto uses a
hoverboard and flies away from Sonata’s house. “Isn’t this the
hoverboard that I gave you last Christmas?”

“Yeah. I made sure to keep
it safe and in top condition for this special occasion.”

“I thought you would’ve
sold it because of how valuable it is.”

“Nah, I wouldn’t sell
something you gave me. Have you ever rode on a
hoverboard?”

“No, have you?”

“I had to practice for
this. Watch this.”

“Woah!”

Alto does several tricks
with the hoverboard that almost crashes them into the buildings and
flying cars a couple times.

“Haha! How was
that?”

“That was insane and
scary!”

“But wasn’t it
extricating?”

“I-I guess so.”

“It’s how freedom feels.
Are you feeling it?”

“I don’t know.
Woah!”

Alto does more tricks while
managing to keep Sonata on the hoverboard.

“What about
now?”

“Okay, okay! I’m feeling
free!”

“Haha! There we
go!”

The feeling of being free
from her old life fills Sonata with joy and song as she sings while
Alto takes her around the city.

 


“I've been stuck in this
place for ages

I have so much, but so little

For acting on stages and putting on
different faces

 


But you're here again to free me

And I'm taking the key

I cared so much and now I'm carefree

 


I'm never going
back

Not when I'm on the
attack

And I'm not cutting them
any slack

 


I'm all in for you

You're my shining star, it's true

You have all my bets

Let's Live with No Regrets

 


You've waken me up

And now I see clearly

No more lies, no more makeup

 


It's all behind me
now

I'm ready for all the
challenges God will allow

I'm with you through it all, this I vow

 


I'm never going back

Not when I'm on the attack

And I'm not cutting them any slack

 


I'm all in for you

You're my shining star, it's true

You have all my bets

Let's Live with No
Regrets

 


I'll with you through all
the trials

Because you've shown me how to smile

 


I'm all in for you

You're my shining star,
it's true

You have all my bets

Let's Live with No
Regrets”

 


As Sonata and Alto fly
around, they start to get chased by the police.

“What are the police
chasing us for?” Alto asks.

“It’s probably because of
all those stunts you pulled,” Sonata answers.

“I didn’t hurt anyone.
Plus, I practiced the tricks before, and they didn’t bother
me.”

“Ms. Sonata. You have to
get back to your house,” the police say from the flying
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