There was an array of colors welcoming you to the world of relaxation, bright red bricks contrasting the canvases on the left wall in one spot, light brown vertical paneling just below the murals inviting you to look up. 

Finding the muffin to be such a flavorful surprise I can’t wait to get started on the mocha, so I grab the cup taking a large gulp, knowing good and well one should not try to chug coffee drinks like frat-boys on a keg of beer, I proceed to burn my tongue.

Looking around I notice the warm colored paintings on the walls; the abstract pictures looked almost as if you were looking out a foggy window in a dream.

As I make my way down the narrow hall into the Café, paintings on the walls speak to me, illuminating my mind with bright vivid emotions, each telling me their own story…..Three separate portraits call out to the room expressing their love of freshly brewed coffee.

Shiva is soft-edged and looking out from his space, a cup in each hand: I suppose even beautiful destruction needs to start his day with some good coffee…..I am sipping sweet caramel coffee, made sweeter with good conscience from the brochures boasting fair trade…..Fragmented black and whites hang on the brick wall. They capture the human condition: hope and despair. The way a room can contort when sadness becomes thick and black, seeping into your pores; like the portrait of a man hanging there. 

Sitting at a table in Brownstone Café, I notice the flowers before anything else. They are yellow mums that look to be at least twenty days old, mummified in their dead wrappings…..the table is frustratingly wobbly and testing my patience….The track lighting is above my head and obviously hasn’t been dusted in a while, and there are a couple spiders spinning themselves a new home in the light fixtures. 

On the left, there is a brick wall that holds perfectly set paintings as if they were a puzzle put together over a long period of time. 

Not only has the artwork of this place expanded my imagination, the sounds and smells bring my energy level from anxious to tranquil. 

We plopped down onto the couch and sank in. I felt as if I were on the show, ‘Big Comfy Couch’, being so small and the couch devouring me as if I were a feast.

The smell of coffee surrounded me and woke me up after my morning class which was very nice. All the different blends just made it smell like a lovely open space like my grandparent’s house when I would walk in to sit and have breakfast with them. The wonderful smell would put a smile on anyone’s face, even mine when I felt like the walls were going to fall in on me. 

One chilly day in early autumn, the sun steadily rises to kiss the morning sky and bathe the world below with its warm comforting light. On a day like no other, I find myself standing in a parking lot facing a brick building of earthly toned colors….The cars in the parking lot around me are nothing more than hollowed shells waiting for their masters return, so they may once again roar to life and speed away from this sinister place…..Behind the attendant, there is a multitude of glass bottles, lined along the wall, containing artificially flavored syrups. They seem to be standing at attentions, ready to vomit forth their sugary contents with a single pump of the dispenser handle. I notice an ancient clock resting motionlessly on the wall above the bottles, Spots of rust are eating at the clock’s white face and it has accepted the fate of eternal servitude to the coffee house….Once they have saturated every cell in their body with coffee, these drones venture forth into the outside world to continue their mundane lives until they return for their next caffeine injection. This abominable place holds no temptation for me, and I am immune form its captivating serenade. 

Once you enter Brownstone Café, …..you can hear the soothing sound of jazz music, smooth as a rose petal. 

