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P R O L O G U E

As I walked through the wilderness of this world, my soul 

grew weary of perpetual war and human cruelty. In my 

weariness, I found a cave where I lay down and slept.

While I slept I dreamed a dream. In my dream, I saw 

a young woman making her way up the main thoroughfare 

of the city of Commonplace. She was of medium height 

and build. Her hair was a simple brown, unimaginatively 

combed to the sides. Her shirt and jeans, along with the rest 

of her, seemed to blend with the commonplace surroundings.

With her she carried a shabby purse that contained the 

sum of her earthly possessions, an ID card and one hundred 

dollars from a foster agency. The money had been allotted 

to her earlier that day, her eighteenth birthday, her final day 

in “the system.” For the first time in her life she was alone, 

though in truth, she had never belonged.

She studied the faces of those who passed by—faces that 
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ignored her, except as a collision to avoid. Women came in 

pairs or trios, chattering emptiness. Men did likewise, though 

with fewer words and less animation, unless they spoke of 

sports. She wondered what was truly going on in the lives of 

those collisions to be avoided.

Are they as lost, as am I? The earth revolves aimlessly around the 

sun. The sun rises. The sun sets. I was born and I will die—as will 

they. When I am gone, the earth will continue on its pointless path—

and who will miss any of us? Why do I exist?

That simple four-word question had been haunting her 

thoughts for some time. As of yet, she had no answer. Yet still 

she clung to hope. She had been told of a place for people like 

her—people searching for a reason to exist.

Finally, she came to her destination, a non-descript 

building, on a non-descript street corner, in the non-descript 

city of Commonplace. Above the entrance hung a sign with 

three simple words: THE LIFESTYLE SHOPPE.
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For long minutes, the young woman stood motionless 

outside, apprehensive of the unknown. Finally gathering 

the courage, she tentatively entered the shop. As her eyes 

scanned the surroundings, her first impression was the size, 

which appeared far greater than suggested from outside. 

Aside from the spacious reception area, what she could see 

of the shop consisted of three rooms, one to her left, one in 

the center, and the last to her right.

The room to her left was by far the most attractive, filled 

with dazzling sights and sounds. The room directly in front 

of her appeared the most challenging, at least at first glance. 

To her right the third room showed no outward sign of 

enticement. Neither could she see as far into it as she could 

the other two. Yet it held somewhat an air of mystery, as if it 

might contain treasures not evident to the casual viewer. A 
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solid curtain hung on the wall between the center room and 

the mysterious room to her right.

She peered again into the room to her left. For the first 

time, she noticed the word “Broadway” brilliantly displayed 

on a tall, curved sign that stood at the entrance of a wide, long 

boulevard. On either side of Broadway was an assortment 

of shops, all festively adorned. As if drawn by an invisible 

magnet, she approached the sign. The closer she came, the 

greater became its pull.

Yet though she found the attraction great, she had 

determined to know the other parts of the shop before 

committing to any one room. With difficulty, she backed 

away from the alluring enticements. Once again at the center 

of the shop, she turned her attention to the middle room. 

A ladder that reached nearly to the ceiling stood alone at 

its center. Around the ladder was an expansive area that 

somewhat resembled a fitness center, with a number of 

exercise machines throughout. Pictures adorned the walls of 

people who appeared to have accomplished something. A long 

table on one side of the ladder displayed sports equipment, 

military medals, trophies, ribbons, and certificates. On the 

other side of the ladder and was another table, featuring a 
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model of the downtown section of some large city, complete 

with tall buildings; the newer, the taller.

What does all of this mean? she wondered.

She backed away from the center room. “Hello?” she 

called out. “Is anybody here? Hello?”

Through the curtain that hung to the right of the middle 

room emerged a short, slightly rotund, middle-aged man. He 

wore thick black glasses. Curly hair that seemed to explode 

from both sides above his ears, accented a shiny baldpate 

above. A white apron and a black bow-tie completed the 

look.

“May I help you, young lady?” he cordially inquired.

“I hope so,” she replied somewhat timorously. “My name 

is Seeker. I’m searching for a life. I was told that I might find 

something here.”

The shopkeeper nodded thoughtfully. “You have come 

to the right place. This is the Lifestyle Shoppe. People come 

here from all over the world to try on different lives. Would 

you like me to show you around?”

An involuntary smile found its way unto Seeker’s face. “I 

would appreciate that very much. Thank you.”

“All right.” He pointed to the room on her left. “Let’s 

get started over here with Broadway. This is by far the most 




