
In the Cafe, there is darkness. Somewhere far away, you can see the bar through the smoke. You can always hear several voices at once, and they hum underneath a general murmur. This murmur is actually a larger spectrum of conversations, mostly people talking to themselves - inside. Noise . . . hard to focus . . . and then someone makes a focal connection with you. You converse, but that never satisfies, so immediately you engage in deeper learning. I mean, it is the Collective Consciousness, not just a bar on the corner. Anything that you can experience while awake is irrelevant here.


The first time I realized where I had been, I came to a realization: I was there before - several times. Those times, I was either dreaming or daydreaming. I tapped in, and thought the experience was just a dream. Besides, I was too young to understand what a collective conscious was. ESP, I didn't really believe in it - I mean, I told other people I did, just to be cool and get involved with the conversations about it. But I never really broke it down and reasoned it out to be anything but a dream of the one perspective conscious being: to be able to read minds and send thoughts to others. At any rate, there came a time when I woke up, stayed up for nearly an hour, and went back to sleep. At that point, I snapped right back to the cafe, and was sitting right where I was when I woke up. The funny thing is, I was still connected to another person's vortex. We were opened - totally, like a vacuum, sucking in the thoughts, dreams, anguishes, nightmares, fantasies - everything - we were drinking it up like cold beer on a hot day.


He told me that I was hanging out at the ESP Lounge. Lounge, Cafe, Inn, you name it, it has been called it at one time or another. He told me that when I wake up, I will feel more worn out than before I went to sleep. He said that I will remember everything really clearly, but the memories will fade within a couple of days. Some things, I'll just know from that point on, other things, I will remember, other things, I will forget. The learning, he says, is why people stay there. Usage is the key to retaining the knowledge gained there. People meet with others who have the ability to streamline their way into the cafe.


We watched over the glass floor, looking down at thousands of people who move around, just one step from being in the Cafe. They have the ability, the man told me, yet they don't believe in ESP, they don't know anything about it, or they think they have slight symptoms of schizophrenia. A lot of them, we both gathered by brushing over the surface of the massive forests of minds, were ignorant due to a paranoia that what they see in their deep conscious is actually LSD residuals. Flashbacks. This gives us a lot of opportunities to play games, but most people refrain.


The number one thing to do in the cafe is to tap the mainline of humanity. The ocean of murmur and the shrieking sounds of humanity's mind at work. All of the people on earth - all thinking, dreaming, reasoning, and, oh yeah, having those lame songs stuck in their heads. The auditory hallucinations . . . the static visual meltdown of anything solid, the metamorphosis of things that are perceived and how they are perceived by several thousand different consciousnesses at one instance. If you can find one more person to connect with you, the two of you can open a wide window - not too wide, just wide enough to learn and experiences everything - oh yeah, everything and nothing. The more you take in, the more gets sucked out: into your brain and out of your soul. I loved it the first time that I really realized I was tapping the vein of the open universe of thought. The pool became a lake, the lake became an ocean, then it turned into a planet and begun revolving around a giant light - the light of a billion minds. You find a pattern in the way things are thought about and you ride it like a bull rider until it bucks you off and you catch another pattern. In and out, over and through. Suddenly, you stumble upon two lovers - virgins, having their first sexual experience, and it fucks everything up because it is too irresistible. You let everything else flow past you as you lock in to the two lovers. You get derailed from the superflowpath, because what the lovers are doing doesn't require deeper levels of reasoning and evaluation. You fade down slowly, thawing out from the intense, pulsating multi-spherical orbitation of random data exchanges to this: mental satisfaction drawn from physical pleasure. Because of this, you snap out of the trance, or your sleep - whichever you were in. You probably have a hard on, and you take care of that. Then you lie there, like I used to, smoking a cigarette, looking at the room you're in, wondering.


And as you read this, you yourself are wondering about ESP, Collective Consciousness, inner universes, and other dimensions. You wonder about me. Am I on drugs? Have I been to the nuthouse? Do I have a good job? Am I weird? Am I a freak? You want to know certain things about the cafe, yet you are ready to dismiss everything I say just because I wear salvation army clothing and haven't bathed in a weak. You laugh at the notion that a gift like ESP would be wasted on a person who has a new job every time you notice him, if I have a job at all. And homeless. Yes, I was homeless for a while. I was living on the fringes of a world gone to shit - a place that is the breeding grounds fro greed and social segregation. I was disenchanted at it before realizing that I was a regular at the cafe. But then after being a somewhat regular patron at the cafe, the real world begun to look pretty mundane. In many ways, I ruined the world I had to be in by doing as much as one could do in the worlds I discovered within. The world within the world, as some call it. The ripped away landscapes, the peeled back tides. If you tore a city off of the land and looked down at it, you would see the subways and underground sewage systems. The intestines of the city. In the cafe, we tore away the physical and focused on the perceptions others had for the real. To us, it was better than watching sitcoms and sports. We laughed at the imbeciles that wasted most of their free time on these activities, while, to the normal person observing, we looked like we were either sleeping, or stoned out of our minds. The world that walked and talked was superficial. Travel was annoying because we could be anywhere, see any site, have sex with women half way around the world without them even realizing you were there, buzzing just above their vibrators. We sucked in more than enough pleasure at the cafe to make even the most entertaining night out on the town - any town, look like hard labor at a death camp.


But people still looked on at me like I was a freaking junkie with AIDS. I wanted nothing more than to just lie in an alley for a couple of days, get totally wide opened. When you come out of that, there is a stage you go to where you begin to slow down the hammers. the in-between stage - between fully opened, total awareness, superconsciousness, and regular old boring eyes opened and cold hungry beggar with hands outstretched. I call the in-between stage a metaphysical thorn tree, because you can hold onto a branch and jump down to the next branch lower. The problem is, you never know what is right below, the bare portion of the branch or a thorn. The thorn can pop you out, like a balloon - BANG! Right back to Regular John mode. Only, the transition is too fast, and the brain cannot process the normal thinking mode after just being as wide open as it can get. The result: a man with his eyes wide opened, mouth gaping, a hand on a knee and the other twitching while he pisses, and sometimes even shits his pants. It doesn't make one's perception of normal consciousness become any prettier.


You know, you can still pass me off as crazy. The AMA and the APA both wrote extensively on the subject of LSD and insanity during the 1960's. As much as the previous research that was done prior to this showed positive findings, these tests seemed determined to conjure up negative results. One covered the topic of World View and the understanding of right and wrong. It was said that a single LSD trip can change most people's world view forever. Forever, not just a day or a week. You don't wear it off and say, "I can't believe I thought like that . . . wow . . . " your world view changes permanently. You think differently about the world and its workings. After only one trip . . . that is interesting, because I think I counted over five hundred trips in my youth - from age fifteen to twenty four. Nine years . . . a lot of trips, a lot of confused angles about the world view I believed was the most relevant to me. Right and wrong - after a while, acid sort of melted the two into one thing, and it was called self indulgence. Right or wrong, I was going to get some pussy. Right or wrong, I was going to snort a line of coke in the bathroom at my family's Christmas party. Right or wrong, I was going to fuck my best friend's wife because he wanted to watch his wife getting fucked while he whacked off. Right or wrong, I could go on and on. As long as it made a slight dent in the hum drum roll of things, I was for it.


Yet the world view that I carefully and subjectively crafted over a nine year period of frying my neurons down with acid fell to the wayside after my first real trip to the cafe. Suddenly, all of the indulgences were like hopscotch - it's fun until you get older and tell your new buddies that you never did that kiddie bullshit as you light up your first cigarette. What a joke, as I light a cigarette now. I wish you could leave the bad habits behind as easily as you let one world view go in favor of another.


The idiot who is thinking about setting this script down because you decided you are just passing this whole thing off as the ramblings of a dope fiend beware: I know your type. You pass off anything that is remotely unusual as being non-existent in your prism of existence. I say prism because you are trapped in a very normal, very stable form of existence. You build this brick bubble around you and in it, you are never aloud to grow. Your thoughts are not aloud to expand. You're just a rubber wall that reflects the knowledge and information that others have studied and discovered - and you don't even do a good job of this! You watch the headlines, you read some articles once in a while, but you thrive on media bliss, like a gossiping church lady who will gossip about a soap opera on TV if the neighborhood is dry. You spend time on the internet, doing what I do at the cafe - you open up wide so the media monsters can take a huge shit straight down your gulping throat. Call me a drugged out loser? Go ahead. Set this manuscript down? Do it. You are the reason people will think I am mad for saying what I will say. You are also the reason that people like me generally don't speak of the cafe in the physical realm. We know that there will never be a sudden influx of heads "tuning in," because large numbers of people never believe in it enough to hone the skills down. It takes a lot of believing in very strange experiences before you can actually "be there." So, as I tell the world about the collective consciousness, you can tell them about how nutty I am, how I sucked on too many nitrous tanks, how I have permanent brain damage as a result of too much marijuana. Tell them, oh wise one. Tell them that the government also agrees!


But the government . . . they are all too aware of the collective consciousness. You hear about schizophrenic people - the kind who are delusional, the kind who hear voices, who see people following them. You hear about them, you see them around town, but you don't actually KNOW them. You don't realize what they actually see, what they actually experience, so you never really feel an ounce of their pain. In your little textbooks, you decide that they are too disconnected from conscious reasoning to really know what pain is. Pain is the CIA. Think about what those three letters stand for: Central Intelligence Agency. If you doubt me so far, consider this: If there really is a collective consciousness, who is in on it? Who could they be? Or better yet, who would definitely know about it and have people "on the inside?" The CIA. They know about it, and they have some of the world's most powerful thinkers working with them. I have "bumped heads" with several agents at the cafe, and in the murmur. They are always occupied with conscious functions related to studies they do in the superconscious realm. They are out there to try to map the CC out like a country on a globe, when really, it is much much wider than that. They have ways to narrow the pipelines, as it is described best as. The problem with the CIA in the ESP Cafe is that they are trying to be the ones with the most knowledge in a place where everyone has the same knowledgebase as a means to connect wholly and without blockage from preconceived notions. Everything known is known by everyone - there's no blocking anything or holding anything back. Knowledge and new news is like the ocean and a rain cloud. You even learn things while you are not even tuned in at all. You can be sitting in a classroom, listening to a lecture on economics, and just absorb information about discoveries in the subatomic world as the discoveries are being made. Some of the scientists might even be the pipeliners of the new data, as ESP is more common amongst the genius community. Not genius in the sense that a person is relatively smart, but genius as in someone who is obsessive compulsive in several areas, working on many projects where any one of them could take the average "really smart" person an entire lifetime to complete. I'm not saying that the whole ESP thing is a club for the borderline mad scientists and mathematicians by any means. Some of the most interesting experiences in the cafe stem from people of average or below intelligence. They just seem to have a knack for coming up with ways to channel into psychedelic flow patterns. They're the ones who make actual songs out of the pulsating murmur that is actually the thoughts of everyone, everywhere.


I want to jump into some deep stuff - I mean, I could go all day talking about the heights you reach there. To sum it up: it's like the first time you rode on a roller coaster mixed with the first time you had an orgasm. Then it gives satisfaction of the intellectual type - like the first time you were in college, taking a course, and suddenly an instructor hit a real good chord with you. You then worked harder and by the end of the course, you realized that the instructor had taught you more in one term than all teachers up until that point. Another way to show this kind of satisfaction is by remembering a movie you liked when you were very young. You watch it again, say, when you are in your third year of college. Suddenly, the movie has a different meaning, but you still like it equally for the things that made you like it before you understood the deeper meaning. 


It becomes very difficult to go from the cafe back to the real world, because you have these expanded experience levels every time you go there. It takes about a day of resting your head before you can actually accept the normal consciousness. You can't wake up from a night at the cafe, take a shower, and be on your way. You will open the door to the world outside and your glow will evaporate. Your smile will turn into a frown, and your brain will issue the most agonizing scream. People you talk to everyday will seem very boring, even at describing their most exciting weekend. People in charge of you or higher in the hierarchy of whatever place you must go will seem like imbeciles. You will lose respect for people, grow a distaste for things you used to do to help you get through the day. 


Most of all, you will begin to feel isolated from most people around you. You will feel like you are part of something that they are not a part of - something they wouldn't understand. They certainly don't believe you as you tell them about some of the things you experienced and some of the people you shared consciousnesses with. Then you begin to stop yourself before telling anyone anything about it. You know that the more you say, the more they will think that you are losing your mind. You even try to tell them through the buslines - but there's one thing you didn't understand about the collective consciousness when you tried that shit. I tried it too, once. Before I knew anything about ESP or the cafe or the CC. I was just a foolish young man in love. Long distance love, as it turned out. The strongest, most powerful, most ruthless and unforgiving form of love that exists. So many times I tried to peel back the layers of space and time that lie in our path. I would think very, very, very hard, and I was there. I was there and didn't even know it. I tried to tell her that we were both there, and that we could do anything in that place. She was with it, too, communicating with me. In the cafe, I seen her physical being. That is always how you see people that are in direct communication with you in the cafe. Everyone else is blackened out from the ground (being the darkest) up. The more you focus in on one person, the more visible they become. We could have made the most passionate love that we ever made, but we at least held a conversation - without holding phones up to our ears. And in the conversation, we could see each other. The problem is, she didn't really focus in on me. Her mind, as it is - even after death, simply was up in the cafe, hanging out with mine. But she was probably sleeping. The same thing happened to our session as would have happened with any dream she had: as soon as she woke up, she forgot it. She woke up at nine the next morning, and I called her two seconds later to ask why she left. She thought I was crazy for saying that we were actually hanging out all night. She did remember having a dream about me, but couldn't remember the details of it.


Such a shame. so many people have this remarkable power, and they can't use it just because they are too close minded to even believe it is real. First you have to believe . . . then you have to focus. You can sometimes gain focus on someone right after dreaming about them. It sound's like the skeptic’s first cue to jump all over the cafe - you focus in on someone's psyche because you had a dream about them? Nonsense, right? Well, now you have to wonder - where did all of those people I have dreamed about come from? Does your mind just invent them? How many times have you had a sexual dream about a person who was totally a stranger? When you do see someone you know in a dream, how do you explain their personality traits? Do they act like themselves in the dream? Believe . . . then focus . . . . then channel into things as a unit. Pick up other minds along the way. Your entire mind becomes a grain of sand in the desert of minds. Thoughts and thinkers that have been going for hundreds, sometimes thousands of years. You see how, from time to time, these thinkers are so powerful that they actually push the overall sea of thought hard enough to creates disturbances. If you let your one drop of water add itself to the ocean of everyone else's, you eventually absorb any and all of the knowledge and thoughts, thought processes, and ideas from it.


In the cafe, there are black glass walls everywhere. These walls were put in place by a sort of general agreement among minds and thoughts of people who are still alive. Beyond those walls are the thoughts of the dead. The sea of thought is much deeper beyond the black walls, and it can cause the mind of a living man to simply collapse. while all of your understanding hits the black walls and stops there, a wider, more intricate way of studying things expands so wide that it is very thin - only as thick as the walls themselves. But they go on for seemingly eternity. It is visually pleasing to look down the surface of the black walls, but you can never see a corner form from two black walls, as they never truly meet. From time to time, a real geeky person will think that they have looked at every angle, yet still lack a key element in their problematic equation. They try to comb the cafe for their missing link, and after many exhausting nights of tossing and turning, they decide that the answers can only be found beyond the black walls. They are always seen by one or two people in the cafe as they step to the other side of a wall, and the common knowledge is that these people appear to just get consumed by blackness until they are permanently adjoined to the voids between the walls and the wide prisms of dark light beyond them. Unfortunately for the geek, none of the people in the cafe that seen him descend into the walls are within a thousand miles of that person's actual physical self. In reality, he is in bed or at his desk, looking like he had been robed of his consciousness altogether. The people around him shake him, but he doesn't respond. They check his pulse, and he has one. Later, they give him a brainscan, and the activities are either normal or off the chart one way or the other. Comatose is what they label him, and in a few months, catatonic: terminal. Terminal . . . there couldn't be a more perfect word to describe what the geek really is. He is a terminal. A terminal for the minds beyond the black walls to use to perceive the CC. Who knows how the dead perceive the cafe. I guess its like they use the geek to see through the black walls. They use him for that, while his mortal shell slowly rots away until he is either put to sleep or dies of old age. Then, he is no longer of any use to those on the other side as they can no longer use him to "tap in." He slowly deteriorates into their legions of deeper thought. Soon, he finds what he was looking for - but at that point, it is too late. He is now on the other side of the black walls, hoping to get a chance to go back to the cafe and tell the CC all about his discoveries.


The dead have ways of communicating with minds in the cafe. They can't channel into the CC because they are no longer conscious - mortally speaking. they have no physical basis - the one thing that keeps the CC at a steady eb and flow pulse. These minds that still think beyond the grave have the most spectacular stories to tell. They also have very deep and crystal clear understanding of mortal wisdom and knowledge. You see, they exist in the collective superconscious - a place where you have to be relieved of your mortal shell in order to explore. The same way mortal minds built the black walls over time, the minds of the dead sheild out the mortal consciouses of all who venture through the cafe. They shield it mainly to block out the deeply satisfying realization that mortals who are aware of the CC have: you are still alive. You can wake up and drink a cup of coffee. You can eat, you can drive cars, you can smoke dope, you can fuck. These things are missed in death, as many have told me. There are those beyond the black wall who spend hundreds of years trying to find a way to cross back over. Their success can never really be tracked for obvious reasons, but it is known that there are no success stories. Crossing from the collective consciousness of the dead back over to the consciousness of a living person is just not possible. There are reincarnation theories everywhere, and all of them are interesting to think about and ponder upon, but they simply have no basis in reality as no one in the mortal world has ever truly came out and said, "hey, look, I was so and so a hundred years ago. I can prove it by giving you all kinds of uncanny information about that person." and so on. The truth is, if there is a way to reincarnate the mind into another life form. If there was, who is to say that they would want to take the physical form of a human?


Even though the dead thinkers that I have come to know tell me that there is a great relief after death - a shedding of extra weight, I am still afraid to die. Why should I be? If I find life so mundane and meaningless, then why should I be afraid to cross over and join the ultimate collective consciousness: the collective superconscious. Hanging out with people like Hitler, Einstein, Newton, and the like must be a lot more exciting than hanging out in the collective consciousness of the many minds of today. I guess I just have to plead fear. The fear of losing what I realize I have with living. That is valid, because there is no coming back. You have eternity to dwell in the collective superconscious, but only a handful of time to enjoy mortality and the collective consciousness of the day. I pose that same question to the religious people out there, those who are so sure that when they die, they will go to this place called heaven where it is like a fairy tale world full of palaces and streets that are paved with gold. What are you afraid of? If heaven is all that you believe it is, why do you eat health food and quit smoking cigarettes? Why do you exercise, live healthy lives, trying to meet old age with the virility of a teenager? Why do you get regular checkups at the doctor's office? Why not just let your life expire its natural way, in the time is was supposed to happen? I've seen people hooked up to machines, clutching a Bible or a rosary bead. What are you afraid of? Is faith really what you claim it is, or is it all that you have left at the end of the day?


I start my rehabilitation in the ESP desert, where you try to communicate with insects, lizards, and then you move up to cats and dogs. I have heard about people who have slipped through these cracks. People who can't seem to get past the doorman at the ESP cafe. When they try to get into the collective conscious, they hear a single sound that would break anybody's heart: the sound of a single person laughing his happy ass off. This is followed by ten more, and they are mimicked by about a hundred others. Before too long, there are hundreds of thousands of people laughing. Some don't even know what they are laughing about, but they laugh just as loudly as the next thinker. It's all about making sure that the CC isn't polluted by a bunch of superficial fecal matter. Bullshit free, that is the clean air policy at the cafe. Smoke all you want, but keep the politics and religious rhetoric the fuck out. No members of the clergy ever lasted more than three sessions at the cafe. Once they seen the raw guts of the CC's intellect, they realized that it would be best to just act like the ESP cafe is just a figment of their imagination. I'm here, telling you, telling all of you - it is not a figment of your imagination - so come out of the ESP closet with me. 


You always know a sandbagger right away when you're in the cafe. Then, once you get sick of turning your back on them in there, they start showing up at your front door. Case in point: A guy comes about in the cafe. I say comes about because as two people focus in on one another, they begin to see each other’s physical self from head down. The more tuned in they are to each other, the more you see of them and from their perspective. Anyway, this shithead appears slowly, as if he's pre-reading me. Scoping me out. This is not suspicious at the cafe, I mean, why not find out if you're about to lock singularities with a serial killer or a witch doctor? There are some freaks at the cafe - hell bent on trying to scare the shit out of unsuspecting psyches. This guy was no threat, I could see that . He pulls the lamest shit on me, "what's your name?" I mean, come the fuck on! I started one of those laugh riots right on the spot. So you can pick those fucks up right out of the crowd, and in the final breakdown, they actually score big numbers. At least one in ten are like this. I sat and thought about it one day, while awake and totally sober. A person stumbles into the cafe. they get a taste of the CC, and then they wake up. They freak out and start talking to people. From there, anything is possible. They meet someone who knows someone who heard about this place, and before you know it, they are in a lab somewhere with wires and sensors hooked up to their heads. Either its a religious group, a psychological witch doctor, or your typical government types. Once in a while, you get independents: People who are on this weird mission to meet and chat casually with each and every person in the CC. To me, that is a joke, I mean, you would never see this idiot go out in the real world and start mingling with people at the bar or anywhere else. Funny looking people. The internet chatroom superstar who has ten separate identities on the internet, six on the street, and one at the cafe: the interviewer. Give me a break! There can't possibly be a way to be more fake than that! So you deal with these stumps in the trail, but you learn to step around them. Sometimes, you even have to step right on them, but that kind of behavior is forgiven, so smear your heal while you're on top of them. 


Knock knock knock. Case in point. I am awakened at nine a.m. on a Sunday morning of all things by a soft but persistent knocking at my door. I remove the arm of the girl I was with the night before and put on a towel that barely fastens around my beer belly. 


I open the door, recoiling at first from the blast of sunlight that shoots into my eyeballs. As I regain the ability to squint, I notice two figures dressed in expensive gray suits. they are neither government or police - I could pick that up. So it left only one thing: church. 


"Are you guys from a church? I asked - which it didn't really take ESP to figure out.


"Yeah, you could say that," the older one said.


"Then get the fuck out of here," I said, slamming the door in their fat polished faces. "Fuckin' ropers." You begin to see these types coming a mile away - or rather, a day early. A day is a good level of ESP. Any more than a day early, and you forget just about the time the event is about to happen. Any closer, like within three hours especially, you start to think that you can alter the fate, but that never happens. You see into the future - you are seeing stuff that did happen. Remember it that way, because that is the way it truly is. We live from moment to moment. We map it out down to the shortest measurement of time: a second. The fact is, time is a continuum. You see future events because they are there to see. They are happening just as all of the things leading up to the event already happened. If you could change the events and prevent something you seen from happening, you wouldn't have truly been able to see the event in the first place. Keep that in mind. Cycle it a few times, and then realize it again. 


Cluttering up the flow tubes of the CC are those who are still in denial. those who develop two inner voices: the one that believes in the ESP Cafe and reasons in favor of it being real; and the one who denies that it is real, reasoning that telling people about it would surely cause social problems, therefore, it can only be attributed to sleep dreams and daydreams. I tend to jump into some of their arguments whenever I think my added insight will sway them one way or the other. I say that because it doesn't matter to me whether they believe in the experience or not. If they do, then they will no longer clog the flow every now and then with their bouncing back and forth. If they end up not believing, then they are no longer a part of the CC. eventually, they become like the millions of others, below the Cafe, under the glass floor. When they do believe, they still do stupid things, like ask you your name. From there, any number of questions derive, like a tree branching out. You feed him answers before he even thinks of the questions until you are so far ahead of him, you begin to ask him questions about himself and answer them for him. It makes people that do that feel like total idiots. They second guess the cafe - not because they wonder if it's real or not, but because they suddenly feel that they don't belong there. They stumbled upon something way out of their league. I felt like that the first couple of times I was there knowingly. There, not just dreamingly there. What is a kind of disappointing thing is, there are those who intentionally make others feel this way. I don't know why they do it, and I personally try to avoid being clustered with these heads while they are singling someone out. They try it on me, and I just give them a sample of my depth. Yes, depth, my friend. It is the best thing you can ask for in the cafe. It allows you to cross analyze multiple levels of the CC all while you scan specific minds. Its better than sex, and like sex, the other person can attempt to limit you on how deep you penetrate them. Unfortunately for those heads that tried to belittle me, their minds were quite easy to rape. Within seconds, I found each of their darkest, deepest secrets and then fed them back to them with a little mark on the knowledge saying that I would inject their secrets into the CC if they didn't watch their asses. they all faded to black in less than a minute, each of them trying to pry into my head, each of them failing. 


There is a problem with the CC and ESP. I wish I could explain it, but it's hard to hit it on the nail. You see, there is no way of knowing who is who in the cafe. The only people anyone really ever recognize are the famous people, and that's pointless because you automatically know the names of all of these heads the first time you plug into the CC. It's like, such a popular request in the cafe that veterans set up meetings with your favorite famous person before you even go there for the first time. When you go there, for the first time ever, you are suddenly hanging out exclusively with your favorite celebrity. This can be done even with celebrities that don't have ESP because their subconscious can be tapped into via the CC. It's just a matter of tuning in to precise murmurs, which is something that a cafe veteran would be very good at. When you wake up, or come back from a trance, you re-enter the regular world. There, nobody has ESP, nobody plugs into the CC, nobody cares, nobody believes, nobody sees any profit in it, and so on. To the average person, you are a nutcase. You need to see a shrink. You need to take medications. You are too far gone to ever hope to join the human race. You are socially unacceptable. How ironic that the most powerful thinkers are the outcasts. That thin line that divides the genius from the lunatic gets thicker, and before you know it, everyone you observe in the regular John world turns out to be complete idiots. They are basically droids, programmed by multiple systems of force fed beliefs and a value system that makes Neanderthals look civilized. 


"Do you take drugs?" this older fellow asks me while I was on a subway in D.C.


"Yeah, you got any old timer?" I asked, fully aware of his bottle of xanax hidden away in his spice cupboard at home.    


"Sonny, there are a lot of crazies over on this side of town, you better take it easy." I couldn't hear what he was saying because I was reading and rereading his thought cycles. This man had been cycling no more than five different main ideas and problems in his head for the better part of three decades. He was still no closer to his dreams and aspirations than he was when he first realized them. What it was at age 28, it was at 58. There was a lost love who he still had the exact same fantasies about as he did years and years ago - how many, I could not be certain of, as there was never any "landmark events" to go by with her. It was as if she never even existed, but my powers split fibers until I found a memory they shared, allowing me to cross over into her subterfuge of memories and current thoughts. She married his best friend after they had a fling. Apparently it was because of money - his best friend had a lot more of it than he. It was still so, as the man lived solely off of Social Security checks.


"Thomas Thorington, you don't have to worry about me, I'll be just fine," I reassured him. I wanted to tell him how  he was going to die, it wasn't that far up the pipe for the guy. I could see it as clear as something two months in advance. 


"How do you know my name? I never told you my name before?"


"Don't worry, Zeek, I know a few things," I assured him. 


"My nickname! You don't know me . . . you don't know . . . How do you know my name!"


The train stopped, and I broke away, getting off at my stop.


"Wait, wait! What is your name?" he yelled as I stepped out of the car and into the noisy tunnel. I heard him say "wait" once more as the doors shut him out.


Wait. Wait. Wait. You can wait all day, but no one will ever invite you into the cafe. You can hang out in the cafe all night, and never see anyone worth connecting with. Hitting the CC alone becomes a ritual, as it sometimes fucks you up for a couple of days. It's easier with two heads, as the flow is perfect, as it is more parallel with two - two is bouncing the flow back and forth. Three is where the flow comes in fast, is taken by all three slowly, and released at a medium pace so that there is a steady exchange. Four people gets a little noisy. Any more than four is only good for making waves in the CC. 


Grouping minds together an be a key to doing some amazing things. It is well known that a certain corner of the cafe is reserved for such devious doings. Conspiring with people you could never identify in the real world works for everyone because you can rarely find people in the CC that will help you. You certainly won't find anyone at the grocery store to help you. You wouldn't want to anyway. A person at the cafe once told me - be careful of what kind of relationships you develop at the cafe because you might want to save it for the physical realm. So there is a table in a dark corner of the cafe where people go to meet others who have it in them to commit these acts. These activities include everything from spying on people while they are conscious, trying to tune into near-future end results for the purpose of winning at gambling, to mind control and psuedo-possession. Never does anyone at the cafe want to do anything devious to anyone else at the cafe. There are places for this, and these places are exiles for those who decide to cross over. The fear that keeps most from doing it is that the CC will turn around on your mind. You mind - everything that is you which is not physical (save your brain) suddenly disintegrates and dissipates. The fragments separate until a central self no longer exists. Not only do you lose your personality, but everything that is you dies within you. It's kind of like a lobotomy without surgery. If you used to play the piano and write beautiful music, you won't exactly lose the skill required to play the piano. Your writing, however, will not be anything like you. The element in it that made it your style is gone. It will no longer reflect your tastes and style preferences because you will no longer have any discerning tastes. 


I seldom if ever go to that dark corner, where devious intentions are acted upon. I guess I just go there to lend my services as I have never possessed the desire to fuck with conscious minds while in the cafe. The only time worth noting was the time I sat in with a crowd of about eight (as it begins to get hard to count heads after four) on a Friday night. Friday nights are always busy at the cafe - just like it is always busy at the bars. There are a lot of losers who have nothing better to do than to escape reality for a few hours. They tell you that their girlfriends are babysitting or some other line of bullshit. You scan them for about a nanosecond and realize that they don't have girlfriends. They haven't been out or in with a girl in years. But it doesn't matter, they plug in and so do you - and so do I. It is irresistible on Friday night because there are so many people in the CC that are actually "tuning in." You get such a rush just plugging into it that it takes a few minutes to adjust before you can begin to get focal.


These heads drew me over, even though I would have made it there eventually anyway. They saw right away that I was game. There was a sort of leader head among the group. He had this profound vision during an awake period that lasted several days. The vision was a group of heads aiming their singularities at a central point near a black wall, so that they all came together on a grid point somewhere just beyond the wall. From there, someone from the other side of the black wall would be able to tap into the spool of singularities, thus enabling that mind to cross over and sit at the table with us. We did it, and sure enough, it worked as our conjoined minds seemingly gave birth to a person who had been dead for over a hundred years. the person was a man, that much was easy to see, but other than that, it was hard to see him for his physical attributes. This is because he had been unattached from his self-image for so long, there were only remnants of memories left. He was far along in the process of forgetting the flesh altogether. He had a lot of things that were of no interest to us and a few tidbits that were rather amazing. Most of all, seeing what he had to show us helped each of us overcome the fear of death that much more. Just knowing that the mind lives on after death is one thing, but actually tapping in to a mind that belonged to a person whose remains have completely rotted away to nothing is another trip altogether. I don't just mean seeing that he was still able to be himself was breathtaking, I mean seeing how deep his thoughts were able to go and reading the volumes upon volumes of ideas he had contemplated - that was the shit that gave me headrush after headrush.


The others in the group warned me that there was one thing to look ahead for: The superconscious mind trying to seep into the Collective Conscious. If we let him do this, he may very well take us with him, and we wouldn't be able to wake our mortal bodies up. Our minds would be like parts of the bridge between this man's place in the superconscious and the living world's door to the collective conscious. Right after he realized that we had summonsed him with our little trick, he began entertaining thoughts of jumping into the CC. We had a good hold on him - any tighter and we would just be using him as a puppet rather than actually letting him freely think and move about in the cafe. We could all feel his adrenalin sensation as he felt so close to being able to open human eyes and experience mortal flesh one more time. Unfortunately for him, that is when it became apparent that we had to shove him back through the black wall. This would require a trick: put all of our minds together as tightly as possible while still holding the pieces of the dead guy's mind that we each held. Then we would have to push him through the vortex that our singularities formed. Once he realized what was up, he began to resist. He was very powerful - easy to be when you have over 100 years experience on anyone in the opposing team. But he was not strong enough, as he probably wasted most of his time in the superconscious enjoying the discoveries and experiences of others. He should have developed his psychic energy, like most consciously aware minds do in the paranoctus. Knowing what he knew by chance, he was able to seep a few major opinions and a glimpse or two of his infinite knowledge into the CC. Like most hardline injections of this sort, the insights of one mind from the superconscious hardly made a ripple in the powerful Friday night CC.


So there are these small rooms - like the kind of rooms you see in the movies where police detectives interrogate suspects. These rooms are actually built into the black walls, and are portals. When inside, you can have a one on one with a dead person - any dead person. Well, a lot of them anyway. I'll say this: I never had any problems connecting to the dead people I have wanted to connect with. The cool thing about it is that there are lines on the other side. Lines of the minds of dead people who feel they have something to say. Only worthy insights are heard, as the people sitting on the cafe side of one of these rooms can sift through the lines and sort of scan out the strong points before inviting a specific mind over for a chat.


There are other rooms designed for one on ones of other kinds. Of the known bodies of collective consciousnesses out there, Earth's is the smallest. There are several billion other CC's at work, and they are not that hard to tap into. The problem is language. English is good for the human race because it seems to be the key to the CC that brings so many minds together, even though the down side is that it also keeps a lot of potentially good thinkers out. You can "hear" other languages in the CC, and there are a lot of reasons for that. The ones on Earth, they are easy to discern from those of other planets and entities. The minds of humans seem to reflect the sound of the individual's voice. With a lot of other intelligent lifeforms throughout the universe, there is no spoken language. All impulses of communication are made through easy to filter rhythmic patterns. Some rooms in the cafe are designed with certain decoders that turn their tandems of communication into easy to understand English phrases. It's hard to really tune into an individual in most of these rooms because these creatures or beings usually don't operate as individual thinkers with their own personalities and motives. The trick is to use their CC as a pipeline into their dimension. The method is to start with one single thought. Connect that to their CC via the various other pipelines that it flows through. As you enter into their CC, you cannot pick anything singular or compiled that is translatable. There, you ride in like a surfer surfing in on a fifty feet tall tidal wave. You end up crashing onto the shores of their dimension, able to see the things in the individual memory banks of two to a dozen of their minds all at once. You hang out on their beeches, you swim in their oceans, you hike in their forests, you fly around in their spaceships, you experience other pleasures - pleasures that are unknown to mankind and in our dimension. 


the trick is not that easy to pull off. It takes years of understanding the human race's CC and hanging out in the cafe for extensive periods of time before the mind is strong enough, ripe enough, to go into those levels of concentration. People who try and fail live the rest of their lives spaced out. They seem normal, but they have lost a great deal of their mind. Their memories are blown out and distorted, their habits change overnight, either more extreme or they have an entirely new set of bad habits. Their connection to their personality seems drifty at times, non-existent at moments. They lose touch with those they love, and in short, they end up eventually needing help to perform daily functions. So there are warning signs posted all over these rooms. These signs are actually markers that others have made, telling a story or two about how this room or that room contributed in the total loss of such and such's mind or so and so's consciousness. Everything they ever knew or thought of simply faded into oblivion like a comet that shot by the Earth a week ago. Gone forever. Even if their brains could be restored and again have the ability to put thoughts together, the mind they once had - the person they once were - will never be revived.


I leave you with this information so that, as you read the memoirs of the others, you will at least have some idea how I have stumbled across their tales. Yes, I have learned a great deal of things in the ESP Lounge. Yes, I have made a lot of discoveries plugging into he Collective Consciousness of the human race. Yes, I have had many conversations in the Cafe, with both the living and the dead. There was never anyone there to guide people, show people "the ropes," as it were. The cafe teaches its own, and for the most part, is not believed in enough by most. I invite you to believe, I invite you to indulge, to enter the cafe doors screaming for the oceans of enlightenment to drown you with wisdom and profound visions. I want you to give in, to let go. Even while you are reading this, you could be there tuning in to it instead of paying attention to my babble. Melting into the candlewax of the candles that light the tables, listening to the murmur below the floors and the howling winds of the superconscious outside of the black glass walls. Tap into other dimensions . . . go to other worlds . . . hang out with other intellects. Take a journey, not just a night out to the bar. Take a journey that begins within and ends where the universe ends: in your mind. Your mind being the limit, all you have to do is believe - then you will be free from the cage that binds your consciousness to itself. The belief that sharing consciousnesses and exploring other minds is as easy as walking up to a stranger at a bar and starting a conversation is the only thing I'm trying to sell here. Once we have a better belief and understanding system in place, we can use the CC for our benefit.


In the meantime, I am in a different kind of prison now, the kind where there are padded walls and lots of guards and doctors. I have decided that they cannot help me in my quest to lock into the CC permanently, so I must do it on my own. But before I leave the world of the physical behind, with all of your confining flesh to look at, and to touch, I just want to share a few of the stories I heard around the campfire of the CC. I will also lend a couple of physical attributes to some of the dead people in the superconscious - namely my hand and a pen. So sit back, relax, and enjoy their stories as they are being broadcast directly through my inkpen. If you focus hard enough, you can just enter the cafe, find the person there or in one of the SC's rooms, and just get the story straight from them. If not, enjoy these dramas of the physical world, these stories happened to real people - some living, most dead. I thought it would be interesting when they find me to have a collection of short stories sitting next to my mindless body as I slowly fade to the level of separation from the medulla, where automatic functions such as heartbeat and breathing begin to wind down. By the time anyone reads this, I will either be dead or connected to machines to keep me alive. I hope the ladder is not true - and if it is, please, feel free to unplug me, for nothing could ever make me want to come back to the physical world. That's all - if you want to know more, please, just believe, and you can someday talk to me - if not in the cafe, then in the Superconscious.

