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Summary of Notes for Integral Novel
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Working Notes

Sometime in the early fall, September – October 2003 I wrote some initial chapters for the Novel.

Chapter 1

Descent

I stood at the top of the steps, pausing for just a moment before descending.  I had flashes of memories flooding over me.  Waves of the many diverse feelings I had experienced at this very spot where I am currently standing.

The first time I stood here I experienced such nervous anxiety that I thought my knees would buckle.  I was fearful of the unknown element lurking below.  I lacked confidence in my ability to move around this new world.  I was unsure if anyone else could, or would accept me.  My curiosity soon became stronger than my apprehension, so I took the descent down  for the first time.

Since that day, tow years ago, I have often paused just before descending down the stairs.  It is a moment I take to switch my mind from the storms of chaos I often call my life.  When I reach this step, I know I get to leave it all behind and go to the place where I am someone else.   Sometimes it is a relief to stand here, sometimes it is cause for anxiety, and sometimes it is time for energy surges to enter my body.  It all depends on what I am expecting of the night.  Will the “right” people be there tonight?  Will I be “on” or “off?”  What has gone on lately with everyone else in the group?  Are we rolling high or are we derailed right now?  With this particular group of friends and acquaintances, we tend to live in extremes when we come to this place.  We leave the mediocrity outside the door to inhabit our everyday lives.

As I go down the stairs I count the steps.  Forty-three in all.  After twenty steps, there is a landing where you turn to continue down the stairs.  At this point you can look in the glass windows to catch a glimpse of the inhabitants inside if the setting sun is not glaring on the window.  I turn to continue with twenty more steps.  These I take quickly as my energy carries me forward I can barely feel the steps.  I turn to open the door and jump down all three remaining steps inside the door.   I consider this my beg entrance.   I like to let everyone know I have arrived.  Quite a contrast form my first entrance when I didn’t even see the last three steps and had to grab the handrail as I fel down them.  Hoping no one saw me.

This glorious place is the ______ Coffeehouse.   It is absolutely huge!    As you enter, there is a small cubbyhole room to the left with couches and chairs.   Continuing straight in from the door, a huge long counter dominates the wall on the left side.  A very large, antigue, hand-carved bar.  Very ancient and quite stunning with a huge mirror with shelving everwhere.  My favorite view for contemplation is sitting at the counter alone staring at all the items of memorabilia on the shelves.  They are filled with antique coffee pots, coffee cups, toaster, and other kitchen items form the 1940’s to the 1960’s.  Lots of turquoise and coral/pink ceramic dinnerware.  Percolators in every shape and size.  Crazy toasters that show every conceivable way to toast bread.  Really hip, fundy barware from the 50’s that ______________(more description needed)

The room with the bar in it is large, but intimate feeling.  There are probably 30 tables on the main floor and a raised floor borders the wall with at least another 55 tables.  A wrought-iron railing and pillars separate the border area that is raised three steps up.

The room was previously a bar.  The current owner bought several old downtown buildings and blasted out the walls in the basements of three connected buildings.  They were able to do this because they were originally built as one building about 80 years ago and were separated about 50 years ago.  The entire coffeehouse had old brick walls and wide plank wood floors.  There was square wood supporting pillars everywhere.  They tried to arrange the furniture so no one would walk into them, but it can get dicey at times if there are a lot of people and the furniture gets moved around.  (reconsider some of the details – old factory)

The second cavern in the coffeehouse cave is actually the largest.  There is a stage for bands and performance art.  About 50 tables crowd the main floor and about 10 sofas line the outside walls.

The third and final room in the coffeehouse is adjacent to the theater room.  This is where I am going and where I find my group hanging out every night beginning at aobut 4:00 p.m. We have adopted this smaller, more intimate room as our own private salon.  One of the walls is open to the first room, so other people who sit at the tables on the raised borders of the room can har our conversations.  And, lately I have noticed several of the same people there everyday.  Otherwise, we mostly dominate our private room either by the size of our group or by the size of our boisterous energy.  The memorabilia in this room served as the catalyst for the beginning of our regular meetings.  Several of us were drawn to this room and sat at separate tables for a few weeks.  Then, we started talking to each other aobut the items displayed in the cases on the innermost wall.  The owner of the coffeehouse considers this display to be his altar and often comes in to worship it and tell stories of his glorious past.  The display cases are filled with items from the Beat Generation.  Allen Ginsberg, jack Kerovac are his favorites.  There are origina signatures, receipts, pictures, hand-written notes from them. (add more details)

We call ourselves the New Bohemians (_______).  We are the Bohemian generation for the beginning of the 21st Century.  We are quite a diverse group.  Most other bohemian groups in the past were very small and limited to a group of elite thinkers/artists that were on the cutting edge of politics, art and philosophy for their time.  (reconsider descriptions here)  However, we have many differences from our predecessors.  We are more diverse in age, culture, nationality, field of expertise, education, and many other ways, I’m sure.  We are not all male, or all artists, or all political activists.

(re-think this whole section)  What seems to bind us together is a common drive for understanding, for truth, for knowledge.  A common curiosity to explore all ranges of human experience.  A belief in the unseen, the mystical, the many levels of human consciousness.  And, an openness to accept more ideas, more people, more experiences than most of our other friends and family allow.  (Gee, that sounds like what the other Bohemians from the past generations might have said.  Hmmm, I will need to think about this more.  Update, spiral dynamics answers this perfectly!!  And, transpersonal psych and states and stages.   The Bohemian manifesto from the movie, Moulin Rouge – Truth, Knowledge, Beauty and above all Love.

As I enter the private salon I feel uplifted and excited.  The anticipation for tonight is great and I am entering my “high.”  I see jack holding court at the main table, leaning back in his chair, tipping it back to the very point of balance.  His hands behind his head, smiling and talking with the look of great satisfaction.  Yes, it will be a great night.  When Jack and I are here together, it is great nights of exciting conversation.  The two of us balance each other out, and we seem to strike a great balance of leadership.  We have a special skill of corralling the group into a focused direction.  Jack is the nephew of the owner of the coffeehouse.  He is actually named after jack Kerovac.  His father and mother were killed in an automobile accident when he was four years old, so he doesn’t remember them much.  He grew up with his uncle ____ and aunt Judy, who own the coffeehouse.  They are quite the characters. (describe them here)  They both have PhD’s from the local college and taught there early in their career, then left it all to create the coffeeshop??? – political dilemmas?  They are so artistic, open, dramatic.  It must have been quite the colorful childhood.  I think it helped him deal with his loss.  They are so loving and caring.  He was lucky.

Jack has an older sister, Maggie.  She comes and goes quite often.  She is a photographer who travels the world on assignments.  She is amazing.  And, when she comes to town, she is the one holding court around here.  Jack and I sit and listen in joyful admiration.

Jack is 28?, average build, very muscular, dark black wavy hair – dramatic looking, but very charismatic, magnetic and intensely smiling eyes with a hint of deep sadness.  He has a deep sensitivity, of knowing.  He is very connected and open to sensual experiences.  He openly talks about sex, in a respectful way.  All facets of emotional experience are a part of his vocabulary (think about this…not sadness and grief and loss.).  he seems to have experience beyond his years and knowledge beyond his experience.  Although he is a great leader and very charismatic, he is the most approachable of our group.  He is the one everyone feels comfortable with.  When he is present, everyone seems more open and at ease.  He is our grounding.  He can say anything and rarely offends anyone.  I would describe him as a powerful, but effortless energy flow.  He can really access realms I haven’t experienced yet – meditation, state experiences.  And, he has the ability to concentrate his energy into physical manifestation.  He is the closest example of a uman being “having it all together that I have ever met. – illustrate most of this through the action of the story and add the other aspects of darkness and weakness later.

Me, on the other hand.  I have my gifts, and I am just realizing what some of them are.  I am only interested in philosophy if it can be used or translated into the physical world to be used to improve lives.  I feel like I am the one who is “really getting” what philosophy is all about, what theory is really saying and what the real purpose of theory is.  (interested in psychology and law and business – switches).  True passion right now is performing!I am the headliner act at the ________Expresso performance Art Theater.  I have created an act based on our developing ideas/theory/philosophy of life and living to communicate those ideas to others.

I package it under the topic of enhancing the creative process.  I call it Creative Sparx.  I do monologues, poetry, storytelling, music, visual art and theater, whatever I think of to access people’s emotional nature to tap into their consciousness.  I promote my show as kind-of a multimedia workshop/performance to increase a person’s awareness and use of their creative and intuitive abilities in whatever work they do.  I often include audience participation.  Which entertains my friends and frightens everyone else.  (will need to have her work into this competence with Jack)

I love to explore the depths of human experience and cousciouness (maybe this is Jack’s domain) in everything I do.  My shows are no different.  There are times I do improve acts (with Jack and audience)  She tends to be very bold and assertive at times – offending some?  At times, friends have joined in a scene or two of my act.  But, it is like pulling teeth to get anyone else up there.  Jack and Maggie are the only ones who will join on a moments notice and do anything I set them up for.  They grew-up on this stage doing various kinds of performing with their aunt and uncle.

I have been performing on the Coffeehouse stage for about a year now.  Quite a feat for someone so shy?????  I never thought I could get in front of an audience and perform.  Previously I lived in terror at the thought of any public speaking???I feel obligated and joyful at the same time towards my commitment to perform.  I use the word perform lightly.  I have a show on a performance stage, but it is a montage show of sharing ideals and creative nuggets in a multi-media venue.  I consider myself an Artistic Guide?? Creative Evolutionary Guide?  May not want her to have this much definition and self-awareness.

I consider the artistic mind to be a part of everyone. (illustrate in her shows.)  The place where intuition flows in and the urge to manifest intuition flows out.  With all the crazy ideas and radical thoughts and extreme emotions in between.  The lucky artist is the one who can step out of the chaos and churning and direct the flow of it all into the physical world in some kind of creation.  I consider art to be the physical manifestation of intuitive flow.  I don’t define it by any particular artist medium or career field.  Any pursuit in life can be approached artistically, creatively, intuitively.

(have jack and Alex meet in an elective drama class, they practice together, she discovers the coffeehouse and they perform their finals on the stage of the coffeehouse.They become friends from this point on and this is how Alex discovers the coffeehouse and the discussion groups).

I feel a sense of mission about my performances.  Pursuit of a cause has never been my thing, but I seem to be compelled by an outside, or inside, force that won’t let me go.  I don’t really feel like I am creating anything myself.  I am only a vehicle for a greater force to come through.  I am often surprised and amazed at what this force wants to communicate.   My job is to listen closely, observe closely, then go and go.  (illustrate this through dialogue, performance and action)

I value the conversations Jack and I have.  He gives limited feedback to me because we are so close????????  We don’t really want our performances in the world to be judged by each other?????  Our conversations are the source of a great deal of my material.  We have a relationship that leads to the examination of deeper life issues?????  We like to cut past the surface of life’s dilemmas and try to see what is underneath that informs our understanding of human consciousness, evolution and growth.  (a lot to ask – will need to have them grow into this, just discuss it as they read and try to absorb it)

What I want in my life is to find the river.   The river where the currents flow quickly, powerfully and completely.  Where you can effortlessly just show up for the ride.  The river flows in you, around you, for everyone, for no one.  Where you become the river and the river is you and the river is all That’s it.  (sounds like jack)  This may be what they are both seeking, but have great difficulty.  Only experience in bursts, and then disenchanted by real life.

I didn’t grow-up feeling this way.  Quite the opposite.  Most of the time I had an overwhelming feeling of sadness.  Sometimes it intensified to depression and sometimes it turned into anger.  I was confused as to the source of my sadness.  I had several explanations as I grew-up.  None of them really sounded true for very long.  I just felt that way.  Something, someone was missing.  Something wasn’t quite right.

I still felt this way when I left home and went to college.  All five years of my undergraduate college years were spent in endless search of distractions.  I looked for the one thing that would fill the empty void.  The ideal degree, significant other, high on substances, belief systems, joy ride, whatever I thought might make me happier, I tried.  Travel was my favorite distraction.  I switched major often and colleges a couple time.  I ended –up with a general bachelors degree in liberal arts in order to graduate.  One of those majors where you dump all your classes into hoping it fils all the requirements to graduate.  It is like three minors combined together.  I combined my classes in philosophy/religion, psychology and English to graduate in General Studies of the Humanities.  I couldn’t figure out where to go with my major at any point, nor where to take it into the work world.  I took as much time off as my parents allowed, convincing them that travel was helping me find myself.  Then I returned to go to graduate school, still unsure and switching between Psych and Law and Business.

High grades were in my favor even if a clear direction was not. (discuss and refine the degree situation)

Teaching seems the natural course of my future.  But I don’t know if I can stand the university setting with all it’s drama in the political realm and the pressure to publish.  I prefer the multimedia drama path.  I wonder if I could perform my dissertation.

Chapter 2

In the beginning, I was found

(Think about first contact with jack, how and when)  If still using this chapter, then have the next day be the encounter with jack in the drama class.

The beginning of my journey into formal Bohemia(what is this) was two years ago when I started graduate school (or in undergraduate???).  I was depressed about a stark, directionless future.  The continuation of school for many more years to come.  But I also felt a relief of delaying the decisions about my life’s work.  I liked the rhythm of the academic year.  I couldn’t imagine life without breaks for holidays and the BIG summer break – all for travel and escape!!  How do people do it!  Working all year round with only two weeks of vacation!  How would you go into work in the summer when it is so sunny and warm outside.

My breaks and summers have been full of travel. My greatest joy in life and the glue that holds me together is the trip planning and the getting away.  I love the experience of going somewhere new, exploring, meeting new people and learning about their culture.  After barely completing my Bachelor degree, I took off to Europe for the summer.  I was supposed to return after the summer, but just couldn’t bring myself to do it.  I called home for money and called the university to extend my acceptance in the graduate program for one year and all agreed.  I continued like a vagabond all around Europe and into China and India (??.  A year later I returned to my life to begin in graduate school. (or longer, 2 years is better– other detours?  Think about her age, etc. 22 at graduation, 24 after Europe and starting grad school, now 26 after grad school for 2 years, o.k.).

I wasn’t really ready to continue my education, but financing the second year abroad had been hell between me and my parents.  They hoped I had gotten the travel out of my system and had found myself.  Surely that much time away was enough.  I didn’t think so.  When I arrived here two years ago I wandered aimlessly around the college campus trying to get into the groove of classes, studying and socializing.  To no avail could I acclimate to the climate.

One day I was plodding along downtown and stopped to rest in the late summer heat uner a tree.  I leaned on a railing to a stairwell leading to somewhere I had never noticed before.  The sign below street level on the door said ________________(Express Coffeehouse).  How could I have missed it before.  This was the way I walked to class every morning.  I had never noticed people coming or going from there.  None of my new acquaintances had mentioned this place.  I thought maybe it was some dive that only the dead-heads went to.  I was feeling about like that on this day and thought I might fit in.  I was not anxious to get to the library to study at this point so I welcomed the distraction.

My shyness kicked in as I stood at the top of the steps.  I became overwhelmingly nervous.  But my need for a distraction was stronger, so I took the steps down to discover this new place.  It took awhile for my eyes to adjust to the darkness.  It was 4:00 p.m. and full glaring sun outside.  Inside it was cool, dark and bustling.  There were a lot of people there.  I wondered if there was another entrance.  I must have been blind to not see this place or the people going in and out.  I had been walking in a depressing fog.

I felt disoriented standing by the door looking around the coffeehouse.  It seemed to go on as far as my eyes could detect.  I couldn’t see the back walls.  There were tables everywhere.  I tried to get my bearings by looking for the ordering counter.  I saw a huge counter that looked like an antique wood carved bar to the left.  I wondered if this place was really a bar.  I sat in the nearest empty seat and an interestingly suave-looking guy (bad description) came up to take my order.  This was my first contact with Jack.  (Have jack invite her to performance art workshops at the coffeehouse theater).  He smiled pleasantly and asked what I wanted.  I ordered an iced espresso.  My summertime drink of choice.  Of course my favorite drink the rest of the year was piping hot espresso – straight up.  I have tasted espresso all over the world and enjoy it in almost every place with the different nuances of caramel, chocolate, nutty and spicy, floral and acidic – all good if it is high quality and prepared correctly.  The only espresso that has been consistently bad is the cheap, badly roasted beans in most of the American coffeehouses.  I wondered what the espresso was like in this coffeehouse.  I did not hold out high expectations.

As the good-looking barista prepared my espresso, I watched him perform some kind of ritual at the espresso machine.  This machine looked quite old, but very expensive and ornate.  I had seen similar machines in Italian coffeehouses.  The ritual looked like a prayer to the God of Coffee or to the machine.  He was sort-of chanting under his breath and bowing his head slightly as the pressure buildt up in the machine.  The hot water pressed through the coffee and slowly ran in to the cup as he began bowing and chanting faster.  When the two shots of espresso where done, he very quickly threw up both of his arms in the air, hands held up and said “_______________”  (come up with something)

He did all of this subtly and quickly.  But it was still quite an interesting scene.  Others at the bar watched him, some smiled, some had no expression, but no one seemed surprised.  He presented me with my drink and said, “I appreciate a coffee purest, someone who enjoys the essence of the best coffee.”  And, off he went to begin the ritual again.  This time he had to add all the stuff like mild and chocolate tot the drink for those untrained American palates.

I took a small sip of the coffee and went into immediate ecstacy.  I quickly noted the sweet chocolate undertones, the smooth, deep burnt aromas, the perfect cup of espresso with no bitterness.  This was no cheap coffee.  These guys knew what they were doing.  The beans were definitely high quality, the machine was bought by someone who knew how to make great coffee and maybe the ritual helped.

 I spent the next two hours watching all the people in the coffeehouse.  Several groups seemed to congregate in regular areas.  They seemed to know where to go immediately to find their friends.  The noise level slowly grew to a roar by 6:00 p.m. when almost all of the numerous tables were filled.  I saw people go into other rooms, but I couldn’t see what was in there.  I saw some tables and what looked like a stage.

Around six o’clock, an older man came in to join the young coffee god behind the espresso machine at the second station.  He seemed to go into a coffee god ritual also.  Must be a secret ceremony known only to their great lineage of Baristas.  The older man threw some hip action into his ritual and was a little louder announcing his production of the perfect brew.  The two of them seemed to work together seamlessly without a word between them.  The orders were now taken from one location of the bar and the order-taker was barking out orders.  The two men yelled the orders out after her and often made jokes.  They moved so fast it made you dizzy to watch them.  The loud groups of people were almost drowning out their worship ceremonies, but they just seemed to thrive on it.  Their energy was picking up and their performance was getting wilder.  Some of their chananagans were getting ridiculous and their jokes were getting so clever and whity  that it made me laugh out loud.  No one really heard me over the loud voices of the groups of people.

Another person entered the coffeehouse alone and sat down next to me.  The last empty stool.  He was a little older than I and a bit eccentric looking in the eyes.  He had wild strawberry blond hair, very thick, more on the red side, all very messy in a hip way on top of his head.  He had a big grin on his face and a wild look in his eyes.  He was a large guy about 6’2” with an average muscular-athletic build.  Definitely worked-out at the gym, but not so much that he looked muscle-bound.  He was very friendly to all those sitting around him and with the Barista that took my order.  When Jack looked over at him from his espresso-making monster, he said “hey Jack, how’s the coffee today?”

Jack looked at him with a mischievous look and pretended to be irritated.  “You know my coffee groove is infallible!  You cheap monkey, where is your money?!”

“I will be paid on Friday, so just put it on my tab,” smiled the charming red-head.

Jack smiled and shook his head, looking down to complete another shot of espresso to perfection.

Jack brought a tiny cup of espresso to the guy next to me (another purest) and leaned over to talk with him.  I could hear him ask the re-haired guy if he was staying for the salon.  The salon?  What was he talking about?  Did they do each others hair?  Why would they be doing that in the Coffeehouse?  Jack said, “O.K. then _____________,  I’ll see you in the Beat room in a couple hours.

The Beat room?  Are they going to play music?  What are they talking about?

I decided to walk around the place and peek into the other rooms.  That is when I discovered the theater with a performance stage and the room with the Beat Generation memorabilia.  I understood the Beat part, but what about the salon.  I started thinking about the old Paris salons that I read aobut and thought how odd it would be for a place like this to hold groups that called themselves salons.

I noticed that there were tables in the room I had been sitting in that were adjacent to the Beat room.  I took up residence at one of those tables, trying to remain inconspicuous.  I wanted to see, and hear what was up with these characters.  What would they be talking about?  They seemed unlikely looking guys to be involved in such pursuits during their evening date and party hours.

What time is it anyway?  I feel like I have slipped into a time warp, another time zone.  It is so dark down here.  I feel like my life is a million miles away.  I feel like I have traveled to another culture and it is my privilege to get to observe and learn about an unknown element.  Hey, this is great.  This is what I needed to perk-up my life.  Traveling to the unknown, just as I had done so many times before to ease my troubled, and curious mind.

Eaves-dropping was my favorite coffeehouse pastime.  I had done it all over the world.  A few places, where I could understand the language I had actually joined in conversations.  That is when I really learned about the culture and felt at home.  (smooth this out and elaborate)

I was feeling a bit high on the caffeine by this time.  I was on my third double-espresso and I knew I was going to be up quite awhile that night.  I didn’t wasn’t to leave this place to study.  The library can wait!  I ordered a sandwich (unique collection of miniature food) and settled back into my seat at the table on the very edge between the rooms.

I could hardly contain myself anymore.  The caffeine was in high gear and I had been sitting in that place for so long.  My impatience and anxiety were wired.  Finally a group of people drifted into the Beat room, just casually talking to each other and wandering around the room.  I couldn’t hear a thing.  I leaned back on my chair, rocking back and forth.

The group finally settled into chairs surrounding a collection of odd-sized tables forming one large table.  Jack appeared and bounded into the room and everyone sat down as though he was the signal to begin.

This salon was only 2 hours, a mid-week check-in.  Gets us through the week, keeps our sanity from the outside world.  Friday and Satuday, usually all nighters.  The time when we thrive, go crazy – performance nights.

Create discussion here and introduce several of the characters in the discussion group – careful not too much to confuse – mainly fix on Jack and Alex’s observations of him this time. 

Then have them come into contact after the group somehow. 

Chapter 3

Coffeehouse, Alive and Kicking

What is the coffeehouse, the layout and the history?  Historic Landmark, factory, myth and culture?  Chapter here describing it and bringing it to life as a character.

The coffeehouse is an unusual place.  It is almost as though it is a community secret.  Why????? Who are the ones here, the ones that don’t come and why.

There are so many people here and there are new crowds of people inhabiting the dark corners every few hours.  There is another constant stream coming in for food and coffee to go.  It seems like hundreds of people know about this place, but no one talks about it.  There is some kind of secret preservation of the culture going on.  Why?

There is no advertising and a sign that is not visible at street level.  There is a word-of-mouth that brings in customers.  This place is like a secret society where the members only bring in their friends.  Why?

The stories told by Uncle ____ describe the place 20-25 (25-30?) years ago as a small coffeehouse meeting place for the artists, writers, philosophers, wanders and rebels.  It consisted of the main room with just a few small round tables and a collection of old mismatched chairs.   It was always smoke-filled and hazy.  Coffee was the only thing served.  The coffeehouse would remain open at night until the main group of people decided they wanted to go home.  That was usually anywhere between two and six o’clock in the morning.  These were personal friends of Uncle ______ (any other family?  His brother??.  He opened the coffeehouse just so he could have a place for himself and his friends to congregate.  Other people came in occasionally, but the coffeehouse wasn’t for them.  They could only take spectator seats.  (reconsider?)  

The floors were always dirty, the tables rarely cleaned and sometimes he ran out of coffee before the next delivery.  At that point, everyone brought coffee from home.  Most often, food was brought in by everyone to get them through the long nights of talking joking, horseplaying, smoking, fighting, and just hanging out.  (timeframe?? 50’s – 60’s)

Uncle ____ would talk about the intense conversations that transpired at that time.  Everyone loved to grandstand their brillian ideas.  Conveyed with passionate rebellion, arrogance and personal righteousness.  There was great drama in the crowd everynight.  Arguments were the normal course of conversation.  Someone else always knew better.  And, no one liked to be criticized or judged.  (reconsider).

We all were fighting each other for dominance, brilliance, and admiration.  We wanted the others to be dazzled and to give up their childish ideas to follow ours.  We were all too independent, rebellious and ego-driven to be followers to anyone.  That made it hard to gel our group together.  If one of us would have been clearly more charismatic, more intelligent, or more powerful than the rest, we may have formed a movement.  How do you develop ideas and take action when everyone wants to lead in their own way?

After several years of bashing each other over the head, we decided together to start something that would bring other people in to listen to our brilliant ideas.  That is the time when Uncle _____ purchased the adjoining basement room, or should it be called basement warehouse storage room of the old factory.  This is the area that _____(food)??? Was stored to keep it cool, preserve it longer before processing.  There was a stone floor and more of the same brick walls.  The old warehouse doors between the two rooms were removed.

(reconsider the history and how it was started – after college-after teaching? After problems at the university or all through time?)

The ____ group worked for three years on that room converting it to a performance art theater and stage.   There wasn’t much light in that room.  The group members described the work as going into the mine.  One day ____ brought in miners hats with working lights.  They all wore those hats as they worked the mine.  Dust was always flying.  There were always boards, nails, and tools laying around haphazardly.  Uncle ______ couldn’t afford to put much money into the project, so they just continued as they were able to salvage leftover materials from home and other construction projects of friends.  Projects were stalled for weeks at a time until the right materials were acquired.  It was a frustrating time and it was an exciting time.  We were up and down in extremes.  When someone brought in materials we worked manically through the nights.  When the project was stalled, we would hang-out depressed in the coffeehouse wondering if we would see the room completed in our lifetime.

As least the project gave us other topics to talk about.  We became a little more focused.  There were many performance pieces discussed.  We had endless ideas for conceptualizing our ideas in performance.  Some of us loved poetry, others liked singing and acting.  There were times when we wrote monologue and dialogue together.  That was a major task in and of itself.  This never would have been possible before the theater focused our attentions.  Our egos still raged, but were more easily negotiated by each other as we focused on the construction project and the writing of acts.

November 8, 2003:  First Sex Scene for the Novel explodes on the scene with power and energy.

Driving here, I hear,


“This Kiss, this Kiss…

It’s the way you love me, its perpetual bliss, 

It’s centrifugal motion…

I floated and felt it…

This Kiss – The First Kiss

Soft, gentle lips drew close to mine with my growing anticipation, fear, nervousness.

Skin touched cheek to cheek first, so softly, intimately brushing by and brushing feathery soft gentle lips to mine.

It wasn’t scary, just Bliss

Ease, Natural, Finally completing the flirtatious first stage – a consummation of love, of commitment to intimacy.

Intimacy that reverberated through my entire body.  Could it get any better than …the first kiss.

A promise…A commitment.

Breaking the previous boundaries and rules with explosive joy.

Passion beyond measure.

Oh, the breath, so gentle, so close, to feel anothers breath on your face.

Rapture ensues with the embrace and deepening.

Kiss, the locking of arms, the embrace of love, of surrender..

The full passion exploding in equal proportion, commiting love in each moment.

My God, it can never end, 

These acts

These moments

The beginning of the relationship of commited partners

Surrender and passion

Gentle, sweet, joining….embrace

The Entering in to the Intimate Spaces.

Oh, the first brush of soft lips,


Breath,


Skin to skin…

All into the Embrace

These are the moments that sweep me away with emotion

They are all newer to my experience

They sneak through the opening I created

When I joined (the second tier)

Today I want to fall into this moment of 

Bliss that revealed itself to me


The all encompassing bliss


The all-embracing love that


Comes to me in unexpected moments


Wooing me to come closer

Damn, if you’re not careful you can really get attached to such intense love and passion, or go into fantasies.

I prefer not to, it tends to ruin and cheapen it all 

This reality is better than fantasy

Later I hear:

“Can you take me higher,


to a place where blind men see.”

“Can you take me higher,


to a place of golden dreams.”

“So lets go there…”

This is our song.  When I hear it, I know the beat and guitar sound is one you love it.  This one is meaningful to me because of the words too and the energy of the driving beat.  The energy really moves me.

November 9, 2004:  The First Kiss Continued

Later, the memory of the first kiss returned.  

The gentle touch of lips, 

the cheek to cheek sensation of electrical energy infused with sensitive softness

wilting every limb, every bone, 

every muscle supporting my body

I go limp and fall in slow motion into a heap on the floor, taken over by uncontrollable sobbing, shaking my entire being

I feel embarrassed, quickly, 

Then have to give in to the extremely powerful current of energy overtaking my being

The sobbing, I can’t get it to stop

I don’t want to stop

It is a strange, ecstatic sobbing of gratitude

Of unbelievable, all-embracing gratitude beyond anything I have ever felt

He reaches down to hold me

Embrace my sobbing

A little worried look glints in his eyes

He quietly, gently says with a reassuring smile,

“Oh, are you o.k.?  Please, let me know what I can do, what do you need?”

My overwhelming sobbing switches gears and turns into laughing of the same magnitude.  Laughing so deep, so all-consuming that I loose my balance sitting on the floor.  I fall backwards and can’t stop laughing.  He quickly reaches for me and falls over laughing too.  He gets it in an instant, the Kosmic connection, the powerful force taking us over, laughing and laughing till our muscles ache, tears streaming down our faces.

Uncontrollable, wretching our bodies, taking over every space, the energy of the laughter takes us straight to the core, the center of the Kosmos.  And, then is comes back to us with more force, more laughter, more gratitude than words can express.  This unbelievable gratitude and thankfulness, this love, this embracing energy so powerful that our bodies can’t contain it, can’t control it, can’t stop it, don’t want to…

The moment seemed to go on through infinity, and back, several times.  We try to sit up, hold hands, try to help each other sit up and we can’t.  We fall over again, douvle over, roll around on the floor, then try again, but the moment our eyes mee, it stars over again and our bodies fall apart and disperse with the uncontrollable force again and again till we hurt, really hurt and feel weak, like jelly, feel pain, really deep aches in our sides, in every muscle in our face, even in our elbows from itting the floor from tumbling over.  I think I hit my head on something too, a throbbing on the right side feels like a bump.  

We both look at each other again, sitting up on our own force.  We see each others face, eyes, soul.

We look shell-shocked, tears streaming down our faces, an extreme vulnerability revealed in our eyes, a sensitivity beyond words, we try to catch our breath, shake out the last few giggles, which stop quickly now because of the pain and the transitioning of the energy to something different, something that shot through our eye, to our hearts, straight through to our sould, the spirit, the ONE.  There was no separation between us, we were looking at each other and seeing the same one.  My God, I can’t move, I am mesmerized by what I see in his eyes, completely frozen in awe.

Frozen in awe of the gratitude for this man, this moment, this energy, this one and all………..

I don’t think I’m breathing now……I don’t need air!!!  ????

He begins to move towards me, slowly, I watch his eyes soften even more, he smiles so beautifully that I melt, I breathe, I smile to the center of my soul.

He reaches his hand gently to my face and kisses me again and again, gently, softly, brishing his lips over mine, over my cheeks.  It is the most sensual experience I have ever felt.  My skin is electrically alive.  I feel every breath of his on my skin, on my face, my lips, my ears, caressing my skin so gently, but with every nerve ending firing X100….

My God I can’t contain myself, this is too much for a physical body to handle…

He is moving so slow, but my experience of is is so multi-sensory, so electric, so intense, that I feel as though my being will combust from the inside out.

We are still both sitting on the floor.  I reach over to take his other hand.  I hold it for a moment, a circle of corrent sees to complet.  I feel colmer and take his hand and hold it over my heart for a moment.   I seal the gratitude in my hear and give it to him.  Then I begin kissing his hand, his arm, his neck, then I kiss his ears and whisper softly…

“I have loved you for so long, I love you deeply, passionately, without bounds, without reservations, unconditionally.”

Then I kiss him passionately on the lips, pressing harder, then I fully embrace him and gently push him to the floor.  I can’t get enough of this wonderful, passionate, all consuming man.  The one I have waited for solong, the one that has shown me patience, compassion and love beyond measure.

I love him so deeply…I want to take in every inch of his body.  I continue to hold him, passionately kissing him on the lips, he reciprocates.  I pull back, smile deeply in his eyes and begin kissing his neck, his chest, exploring his body with my hands, his skin, so beautiful, so soft, so masculine.  I slowly explor his entire body after completely removing all our clothes (sequence and repetition problem here).

I have waited so long, we are completely nakes, no boundaries, no boundaries of physicality, of emotions, of our soul, completely naked to each other, for the first time, we explore each other slowly, deliberately, gently, in perfect harmony, equal give and take, perfect pacing, with extended times of deep gazing into each others eyes.  Time extended indefinitely with each touch, each kiss, each gaze.  Each breath was together, in synch, without effort.

At the perfect time he took me in his arms and firmly kissing, we embraced completely intertwined in each other, with no detectible division between our bodies we kissed more deeply, more passionately with all our being, with energy all around us, in us, moving effortlessly.

We merged in an explosive state of bliss.  I left my body, couldn’t see for a split second, exploded into the universe at the atom level and dispersed into the kosmos.  I was completely gone, no trace of my existence remained….

In a split second, I saw his eyes looking deeply into my soul, gleaming in front of my face.  We lay there in a close embrace…forever.  Never leaving this place, this space, reveling in the energy aftermath, unable to speak aobut our experience, just feeling it, sharing it, unwilling to separate from the embrace for fear the outside world would return, that the moment would end.

So, we gazed into each others eyes, embraced, gently touching, holding the gratitude flow close to our hearts, imprinting the experience into our hears, our minds, our souls and sending it out into the Kosmos, our gift to give, from the great immeasurable gift we were given.

(possibly time to find out true biological identity for Jack)

November 16, 2003

After the intense first kiss and consummation of eternal love, the next day I walked around in a daze, a radiant, luminous haze.  I followed my usual paths in to get coffee, go to class and later to study.  But, I felt so different that I was self-conscious that everyone else would be able to tell that I was inexplicably, other-worldly changed.  Transformed into an alien life form under my normal looking external shell.  I was afraid of showing a crack in my shell that would reveal my utterly strange and transformed interior.  How on earth could I ever explain the bizarre experience, much less the strange new energies moving under my skin threatening to be exposed I had enough trouble trying to walk around on the earth.  I felt as though if I didn’t concentrate on placing each foot to the ground, that gravity would betray me and I would float up into the air like on of the lost helium balloons, floating with the wind currents up to the clouds, never to be seen again.  How can I hold on, stay here and continue my life.  How can I listen in class, concentrate on studying when there is an alien inside me?

Of course, it appears as though the alien is friendly and means me no harm.  It is just that an alien is just that, alien.  It is foreign to my previous experience and I don’t completely trust what it will make me do next.   Will I suddenly take on a different look, say something really strange, start talking another language, be unable to control my body movements, lose control of my thinking capacity?  Maybe if I just sit here for awhile my previous self will come back into my body and I will be able to go about my day as I had so many times before.

Maybe the experience of last night just temporarily altered my brain chemistry like a drug, and it will wear off soon.  Maybe this is just li8ke a hang-over in reverse.  If feels really good, I just can’t control it or predict it so it tends to turn on me into a creeping state of anxiety.  Fear of the unknown and fear of being out of control of my very being, my very existence, my body, my consciousness. 

Oh my God!  I am having trouble feeling my fingers, my arms,…now what do I do, just sit here, calm down, it is o.k., really, it is just temporary, calm down, it will go away in a second.   

Breathe, Breathe, Just breathe!!!

One Breath, then the next, then the next, stop trying so hard, it is o.k., now breathe again!!!  Allright, Allright, I can feel my arms again, now my fingers are starting to move, keep moving, circulation is coming back.  O.K. now keep breathing, see it worked.  Just sit for awhile longer, then you can slowly make our way back home.  Back to the safe place to fall apart if that is what is going to happen.  Then by tomorrow I will be able to go back to my daily routine with full cover, no risk of being discovered.

I made it home by singing the song from one of my favorite holiday clamation cartoons with Mister Snow Miser, “Put one foot in front of the other, and soon you’ll be walking’ cross the floor, put one foot in front of the other, and soon you’ll be walkin’ out the door.”

By 2:00 p.m. I arrived at home and collapsed on the sofa without taking my coat off.  I fell instantly into a deep, deep sleep and didn’t awaken until 10:00 p.m. later that night.   Jack was knocking on the door, looking through the window of the door looking at me with a concerned look on his face.  We were supposed to meet at 8 p.m. at the coffeehouse, he assumed I was studying until everyone else said they hadn’t seen me that day at all.

(add more here)

We talked and held each other till 4:00 a.m.  We talked about ourselves, our experience together, what I means spiritually and how it fits in with the scheme of consciousness.  It didn’t feel so alien after this time together.  I felt beautiful, connected to the Kosmos and deeply, deeply in love.

11/03  Next time

After a week of exams and tremendously long house of studying, we both arrived home on Friday afternoon exhausted to the core, but slightly ecstatic to have it all over for the semester, again.  We threw off our clothes and since the furnace was not fixed yet, we jumped into bed quickly to avoid the cold room.  We dove under the goose-down comforter and embraced each other firmly to get warm.  It would take the space heater awhile to warm the room up since the cold front was blasting in from the north.

It still felt slightly ackward to be naked with each other, since it was still all sonew.  We held each other closely and it was immediately arousing.  We wanted to continue to create amazing love energy, but our bodies and minds were weak from exhaustion.  Jack cuddled closer and his erect penis slid easily inside me.  If felt so good, so natural, so easy.  We didn’t move.  We layed there in a tight embrace, completely connected, completely one, until we both went limp and fell into a blissful sleep.

Later that night I woke up, it was late and very dark out.  I could see a full moon out the window, shining in so brightly it was almost blinding shining off of newly fallen snow.  There was still flakes of snow floating and drifting in the wind.  Slowly now, shining and reflecting off the moonshine.  I was hypnotically watching the snow when I felt a hand move slowly up my thigh, my butt, my back and to my head.  Jack slowly reached for me and kissed me lightly, first on the lips, then on the cheek, exploring my face, ears, neck, chest, breast.  

We threw off the covers because the heater had left a blaze of heat in the room.  Lying naked in the moonlight, we were entering the magical space again that we ahd created that first night.  The first time we became intimate with ourselves, each other and the Kosmos.  I could feel the power rising up in my body again.  It was more confident this time, more in control.  Not as scary, but just as powerful.  The anxiety of the unknown and fears of the unexpected had subsided and I put myself completely into Jack’s hands.  He continued to explore my body, inch by inch he moved confidently.  Caressing my skin, kissing every body part as he moved down.

I could see him better now.  His strong, muscular limbs.  His angular shape.  His skin glowed in the moonlight.  He looked like a Greek God to me in that captivating light.  The light casting of blue, of white, of gold.  His hair slightly tussled, making his eyes gleam when he was bending forward.  My God!! He is so beautiful!  Where did he com from and how did he arrive here, with me!  What kind of Karma did I have in a previous life to deserve this relationship.

Jack began moving back up my body, slowly.  I was electrified by this point and couldn’t hold a thought anymore.  Jack penetrated my body with love, with light and completeness.  He moved inside me slowly, rhythmically, almost circularily.  He moved so slow, my eyeballs rolled up into my head.  I couldn’t move, this was perfect ecstasy.  He never stopped, he kept moving, slowly, stimulating every sensitive spot on my body as he moved.  Slowly, again and again without stopping.  How long can this go on!  He continued unceasingly with nearly undetectable increases in rhythm and speed.  In and out with perfect harmony, blending us together into one synergized being, gathering in strength and momentum.

Be began to reach a point of perfect breath synchronization, ever increasing in intensity.  There was such power to our love and union, it began to enter realms of new creation.  The creation taking on a life of it’s own that carried us to that infinite love realm of explosive bliss and union.

We came in perfect harmony with such intensity that lasted for what seemed like years.  The infinite moment experienced again, the perfect love experience again, the love shared and sent out to the Kosmos.  The afterglow manifested in the moonlight and snowfall and palatable energy whirling and swirling around the bedroom.  

What an awesome dance of beauty and power!

(could be time to sort through all old stuff – review all old history of self and family through stuff)

December 2003

Integration Phase after the big transcendence phase.  Visiting the parents!! (bad experiences and have to go through all old stuff – parents are moving and don’t want it all)

The hardest part after the ecstacy.  Feeling the difference, the separation, the distance and trying to reestablish some sense of communion.

Consider – What is this integration phase all about?  Why does it make you feel like you are crazy, regressing.  It is full of questioning yourself, doubting self, seeking communion, peace, understanding and to just run from pain..  Dealing with the death seizure!!

Develop the conflicting family problems for Alex visiting home.  More of a chronic situation that eventually works into crisis with her mom’s cancer and death and problems with her dad.

Later, probably, for Jack’s family problems – they begin to heat up with the stealing in the coffeehouse that ends up to be Maggie – his sister.  This is her cry for help.  She can’t take it anymore – the lies, the secrets. 

Then that is only the tip of the iceberg that breaks open the immense number of family secrets impacting everyone in his family and him the most with the discovery of his biological parents – not knowing there was any other.  The whole family always trying to spare him from more pain an grief.  Jack has had a stable life with his aunt and uncle since his parents were killed in a car accident, but is that what was really going on in his extended family, and what about before the car accident?  What was it really like?

Jack is the one that discovers Maggie stealing from the coffeehouse.  He keeps it a secret for awhile and it almost destroys him and all his relationships.  Maggie envies jack and the life he is creating now.  She envies his groundedness and connection, his home and now she feels she is losing him to Alex.  She is experiencing major loss again, the one feeling she cannot tolerate since her parents died.

She is stealing from the coffeehouse and during all of her trips too.  The stealing represents her need for attention, her inappropriate acting-out to get it, grasping for grounding, the past, playing out anger, fear, rebellion.  Trying to get back something from the past, recapture what she felt like was taken from her.  All of this is tied-up in Jack, her closest, most trusted family member, the one that connects her to her parents, she has always been close to Jack, taken care of him, and now he is leaving her – it is unbearable.  She is most afraid of being alone, at age 33, she is getting older, thinking about marriage, a family and fears of having no one.  She is worshipped by jack who sees no wrong with Maggie and who loves her deeply and sees no conflict with their relationship and his new relationship with Alex.

Jack was the protected one and Maggie was asked to carry the weight of the world on her shoulders for his sake and the stability of the family.

She freelances for magazines coming home about once every 2-4 weeks for aobut 1-2 weeks at a time.  She does a lot of human interest, human rights, social causes, interview with people???(photo-journalist??)

Transform Maggie’s character – cleanse the family of their secrets and garbage and enter her on a new plane of healing and have her join in with jack and alex and their life.

Detail Notes:

Ages?? Jack 28, Alex 26??

Jack is studying a Philosophy PhD.  He values stability, predictability.  More feminine shell and masculine emerging? Prefers stability & communion.  He studies meditation.  And has been performing on the coffeehouse stage since childhood.  The local philosopher in residence.

Alex is studying a Law Degree/MBA? and Psych Phd?? Switched, can’t decide? Changes her mind a lot, many doubts, confused, more masculine shell, feminine is trying to emerge.  Has always preferred agency, travel and independence.

Maggie age 33? is also living a masculine shell and yearns for a more balanced life and a more feminine energies in her life.  She is a photographer – travels the world, secretly steals, over-acheiver, very outgoing, charismatic.  She never sleeps more than 3-4 hours at a time, time zones mess her up.  Lives a busy, chaotic life – appears exciting.  It helps to distract her from her own inner turmoil, so she keeps moving and it also distracts others from her inner turmoil and exposing what is going on inside.  Consider? Any use to report her therapy sessions in volume one or two?

Jack and Alex met in the coffeehouse and got to know each other after jack invited Alex to the performance art classes at the coffeehouse theater..  Jack was more experienced – helped Alex, brought her out of her shell.  They became friends from that point on until it developed into a romantic love affair.

Jack and Alex have many dilemmas with their career/degree choices, but where they converge and come alive separately and then together is performing at the theater in the café – writing performances, doing them, the whole creative process.

Whose point of view am I doing the story from?  Or should it alternate between Alex and Jack – best if I can pull it off!

Guru name? Add the guru guy who runs the local café that they frequent.  PhD who left the field and studied Zen, now runs a café.  Very wise – use to move the transformations along for Jack.  Jack is a favorite of his.  He introduces him to Ken Wilber’s work.

Have jack and Alex take Latin dance lessons together before they get together to build the physical tension.  Have them use the dance in their performances.

Aunt Judy – loves Add a toast bar and toasters on each table.  Have antique toasters displayed behind the bar.  Menu of miniatures.  One favorite is fried chicken legs, cold, individually wratted, fried in a special batter and chilled.  The aunt’s specialty is baking and packaging the miniatures.  Fruit, tarts, muffins, cookies, sandwiches, all mini-buns homemade, meatloaf.

Uncle _________?

Add a toast bar and toasters on each table.  Have antique toasters displayed behind the bar.  Menu of miniatures.  One favorite is fried chicken legs, cold, individually wrapped, fried in a special batter and chilled.  

Remodel the coffeehouse during major changes present and in historical reports.  Reference a lot of local folklore and culture.

Other characters at the coffeehouse – group of friends:

Concepts of Evolution

Evolutionary Explorers, dealing with death seizures, pushing against the density

Creating space, purging space,

Death and rebirth in many forms

The creative evolutionary impulse – what does it look like up close inside and out

Alchemy

There must be Aha’s, popping moments, and silent contemplations

Scene notes

Upstairs from the coffeehouse is large warehouse spaces

Decide if I want to create artist studios and areas with a writers lounge or should it only be downstairs.

Antique luggage collections, travel memorabilia, old university desks and chairs and file cabinets

The family living space also or exclusively – decide here

Family suites and describe a unique living space here – create it

?How will the uses of the space and who inhabits them impact the story and shifts in their consciousness.

Family Bliss moments as part of growing up with Aunt and Uncle – pillow fight, dancing, singing, laughing, tickling

Coffeehouse Dialogue & performance art pieces:

Use this device and time to flesh-out emotions, differing perceptions, conflicts and relationship dynamics

Work out the evolutionary process and the impulse here

Consider their stories in a trilogy series:

1) This one year – current, the defining moments and the history

2) Major transitional work – 2 years, graduation, marriage, death of Alex’s Mother, running the coffeehouse for 1 year, work through past attachment issues to let go for their transition to second tier

3) 10 years later, re-visit all old friends, review and evaluate life, new life unfolds, changes in life, perceptions, stages, birth of children, world travels, returning to the coffeehouse to create something new – Alex and Jack start the creative evolution institute for artists
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