It was one of those not so infrequent mornings that Barton had been roaring with activity. It was a pleasant day. The sun’s heat grazes the roads of this fine town as each of the residents come out one by one from their abodes as if to hail the day with a smile. 
“Good Morning Ma’am.” The postman politely bowed and removed his cap as he passed by the old lady who is sitting on her old but sturdy wooden rocking chair in the front porch of her house. The old lady waved back cheerfully. 
Merchants happily set up their stalls, placing their goods on view as they greet those persons who will happen to pass by, not forgetting to exhibit wide smiles on their faces. This would also be the time for the people to come out and go on with their personal businesses. As systematic as the lifestyle of the inhabitants might be, one cannot label his experience in Barton as the “dream life”. This is for the simple reason that adventurous spirits tend to disagree with the notion that an orderly way of living is a good life. It is because for them, a place devoid of change is like a dungeon, clasping their limbs in chain and impeding their flight. 
“This is so boring!” Kamiki groaned.
