Integral Novel

Flatland/Coffeehouse Notes


More Coffeehouse Character

This area of town has been rather isolated in the past, but in the past 10 years work has been done to develop a pedestrian mall area, street performers in the summer, small shops, artist revival.  Summer weekends people stop in with no connection and no clue, we avoid the tourists.  Night is our haunting time in the summer - when it is humid, cool to luke warm and dark, the perfect haunting time.

The best of the conversations, the best of the  hardcore crowds and the best of the times.  Only the older, hardcore grad students, the serious always working on thesis or dissertation stay all summer, never a break.  Always grinding, complaining, trying to fit in more time on breaks to get ahead.  These are the ones that spend their days thinking and discussing these issues at length, trying to integrate, trying to understand, trying to make an intelligible sentence describing these phenomena.  They have the motivation to stick with it, trying to make it out of grad school with a mind good enough to teach, to make a contribution.  Trying to understand enough to talk inteligebly with other professors, colleges, and others in their fields, to gain some kind of reputation, add vaule on their contributions.k

Only the strong survive.  Can make it year after year.  The deeper they go, the more the potential to go crazy, to pop, to crack from the pressure of conflicting ideas.

Then, just when you think you are doing it, you reach a point where all is great, making headway, and something begins to rumble deep inside.  You know there is something wrong, you can't put your finger on it.  You have been working so hard, finally can talk about your field, know all the theories, can work out new issues and areas.  Then...

It all feels wrong, empty, confused.  You feel like you have lost your mind, your focus, your determination.  It all seems a fraud, you seem a fraud.  How could you possibly  spend your whole life talking and debating and teaching and researching fraudulant, meaningless things?  Where did this all come from?

You have just entered an awareness of flatland.

Now you are in real trouble.  Your footing is slipping.  Everything you have built your life on, your inner beliefs, career.  There is the feeling that there is no where to go.  Just a deep empty void to jump in if you are to listen to this new crazy voice.  It is prodding, eating away with you, eroiding all your previous beliefs.  The ones you have carved out to create the professional life you thought you wanted.  One to fit in with the intellectuals, the ones responsible for advancing the fields fo knowledge, for teaching the next generations.

I must be one of the ones that is weak, cracking, flunking, must be the case with such a feeling of falling into the black abyss.

Too much investment of time, money and life force to conceive of letting go, but what other choice is there?

O.k. Crazyland, mania, absolute directionless chaos.

How long can I keep pretending I am normal, continuing to pursue "the field", appear like everyone else, talk the talk and walk the walk that I have been taught.  What else would I do anyway?

Just fall...

With nothing to catch me?

No where to go?

Go into counseling?

Secretly try to pull myself together?

Recover over break?

I just need rest!  Just overworked!

Just reduce classload, work, research

There is just one way to go  - inside message

Just act normal and keep going - outside actions/logic

Very funny - one way to go - no answer being given as to where, just ONE way to go....

It is maddening, can't get rid of it, just like a mantra being sent from the black abyss beconing me on to join, to jump into the big scary place with no security or knowledge or planning.  

This cannot be explained to anyone, they will put me away. 

What now?
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