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MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR


It is my great honor to invite you into The Cafe on the Edge of the World.

In the midst of millions of possibilities, and for reasons you’ll soon discover, this story and your story are about to merge. I don’t know what those reasons are, but they must be special, or it wouldn’t be happening.

So thank you for trusting your inner voice. Thank you for reading this story without knowing for sure why its energy and your energy are drawn to each other.

You’ll know soon, and when you do, and I say this based on what other readers have shared, it will be like re-connecting with truths you’ve long sensed but couldn’t quite put into words. Your heart will smile in recognition of approaches to life that have been gently beckoning, and you’ll now clearly see.

So far, more than six million people, reading in forty-five different languages, have found inspiration in what you’re about to experience. This is very humbling, because when the story of the cafe first flowed through me, I felt if even one person was inspired by it, that would make it all worthwhile.

I still feel that way. And today, that one person is you.

Over the years, readers in the midst of very different life experiences, often from vastly different cultures, have written to share that the cafe story has been a powerful source of inspiration for them. This tells me we humans are far more alike than we often realize—in the thoughts we’re having, the life questions we’re pondering, and the ways we’re impacted by the situations we’re facing.

It demonstrates the comforting truth that although it may not always feel like it, we’re not alone. Others are contemplating and seeking answers to the bigger questions of life, just like we are, even if the details of their daily existence are very different from ours.

I believe part of the common bond for all who have been touched by this story is an inner yearning to live in a more inspired and meaningful way. It’s a calling, a feeling, a sense that there’s supposed to be more to life than just the usual day in, day out.

In all likelihood, that’s why you too have found The Cafe on the Edge of the World.

So know you’re in exactly the right place, at exactly the right time, and let this story and you find your way together, to the amazing life which is uniquely yours to live.

Your fellow traveler on this

incredible adventure called life,

John


PREFACE


Sometimes when you least expect it, and perhaps most need it, you find yourself in a new place, with new people, and you learn new things. That happened to me one night on a dark, lonely stretch of road.

In retrospect, my situation at that moment was symbolic of my life at that time. Just as I was lost on the road, I was lost in life as well—unsure of exactly where I was going or why I was moving in that direction.

I'd taken a week off from my job. My goal was to get away from everything associated with work. It wasn’t that my job was terrible. Sure, it had its frustrating aspects. More than anything, though, was that most days I found myself wondering if there wasn’t supposed to be more to life than spending ten to twelve hours per day working in a cubicle. The main point of which appeared to be a potential promotion to then work twelve to fourteen hours per day in an office.

During high school I'd prepared for college. In college I'd prepared for the work world. Since then I'd spent my time working my way up in the company where I was employed. Now I was questioning whether the people who helped direct me along those paths were simply repeating to me what someone had repeated to them in their lives.

It wasn’t bad advice really, but it wasn’t particularly fulfilling advice either. More and more I felt like I was busy trading my life for money, and it no longer seemed like such a good trade.

That uncertain state of mind is where I was mentally when I found—The Cafe of Questions. When I’ve related this story to others, they’ve used terms like “mystical” and “Twilight Zone-ish.” The latter a reference to an old television program where people would show up in places that at first glance seemed normal but didn’t always end up that way.

Sometimes, just for an instant, I catch myself wondering if my experience at the cafe was real. When that happens, I go into my desk drawer at home, pull out the menu Casey gave me, and read the message she wrote. It reminds me of just how real everything was.

I've never tried to retrace my steps and find the cafe again. Some small part of me likes to believe no matter how real the evening was, even if I could go back to the exact spot where I originally found the cafe, it wouldn’t be there. That the only reason I found it was because at that moment, on that night, I needed to find it. And for that reason alone, it existed.

Maybe someday I will try to go back. Or maybe some night I’ll just find myself in front of it again. Then I can go inside and tell Casey, Mike, and Anne, how that night in the cafe changed my life. How the questions they exposed me to have resulted in thoughts and discoveries beyond anything I'd imagined before then.

Who knows. Perhaps on that night I’ll spend the evening talking to someone else who also got lost and wandered into The Cafe of Questions.

Or maybe I’ll just write a book about my experience, and let that be part of my contribution to what the cafe is all about.


CHAPTER ONE




Iwas creeping along the interstate at a pace that made walking look like a high-speed car race. After an hour of slowly inching along, traffic came to a complete standstill. I hit the scan button on my radio and searched for any sign of intelligent life. There was nothing.

When twenty minutes passed without anyone moving forward, people started to get out of their cars. This didn’t actually accomplish anything, but at least we could all complain to someone outside of our own automobile, which was a nice change of pace.

The owner of the minivan in front of me kept repeating that his reservation was going to be cancelled if he didn’t get to his hotel by six o’clock. The woman in the convertible on my left was complaining about the inefficiencies of the entire roadway system. Behind me, a carload of youth league baseball players was driving their chaperone to the brink of her sanity. I could almost hear her thinking that this was the last time she’d ever volunteer for anything. Basically, I was a small piece of one long ribbon of discontent.

Finally, after another twenty-five minutes without any signs of forward movement, a police car came driving down the grass center median. Every few hundred feet the car would stop, presumably to let people know what was going on.

“For the sake of that officer,” I thought, “I hope they carry riot gear.”

With eager anticipation, we all awaited our turn. When the officer finally arrived at our section of the highway, she told us a tanker with potentially toxic materials had overturned about five miles ahead. The road was completely shut down. She explained that our options were to turn around and try an alternate route—although there really wasn’t one—or to wait out the cleanup efforts. Those would probably take another hour.

I watched the officer move down to the next group of disconsolate drivers. When the guy with the minivan twice more repeated his concerns about his six o’clock reservation, I decided my patience had run out.

“This is exactly the kind of thing that always seems to happen when I’m trying to get away for a while,” I mumbled to myself.

I explained to my new friends that I had reached my frustration limit and was going to try a different way. After one more comment about his six o’clock reservation, the minivan owner cleared a path for me, and I crossed the grass median. Then I began heading in a new direction.

[image: Image of a small white building with a yellow sky amid green and blue hills.]



CHAPTER TWO




Iturned on my phone and pulled up the map feature it offered. “System unavailable,” was all that kept showing on the screen.

As I headed south, knowing I should be heading north, my frustration built. Five miles without an exit became ten, then twenty, then twenty-five miles.

“And by the time I find an exit, it won’t really matter, since I have no idea how to get where I want to go,” I said out loud to myself. A perfect demonstration of my further degenerating state of mind.

Finally, at mile twenty-eight, an exit appeared.

“This just isn’t possible,” I thought to myself as I pulled to the top of the ramp. “I’m at the one place in probably the entire world that doesn’t have a gas station, a fast-food restaurant, or anything else at a highway intersection.” I looked to my left. There was nothing. The view to the right was equally empty.

“Well,” I said, “it doesn’t look like it matters which way I go.”

I turned right, mentally noting I was now going west, and at the next promising intersection, I should turn right again. That way I would at least be heading back north. The road was two lanes, one taking me farther from where I’d come, the other taking me back. I really wasn’t sure which one I should be on.

Traffic was very light. Signs of civilization were even lighter. I saw an occasional house, some family farms, and then nothing but woods and grassland.

An hour later I was officially lost. The only intersections I'd passed were small and marked with the type of signs that immediately indicate you’re in trouble. When you haven’t seen another person for forty miles and the road you’re on has a name that starts with the word “Old,” as in “Old Route 65,” things are looking pretty bleak.

At the next intersection, which was really no more major than any of the other intersections I'd driven by, I turned right. It was an act of desperation. At least I’d be going in the right compass direction, even if I had no idea where I was. To my dismay, the name of this road also started with “Old.”


CHAPTER THREE




An hour later, the sun was rapidly sinking lower on the horizon. As the day wound down, my frustration continued to rise.

“I should have just stayed on the expressway,” I said in anger. “I was so upset about losing an hour, and now I’ve wasted two and still have no idea where the hell I am.”

I punched the roof of my car, as if the car had anything to do with the situation or as if that would help.

Ten, fifteen, twenty more miles, and there was still nothing. I now had less than half a tank of gas. As far as I could tell, going back was no longer an option. With my remaining fuel, I couldn’t return to where I'd started, assuming I could even find that place. Even if I made it back, there hadn’t been a gas station along the entire route anyway.

My only choice was to plod on and hope I finally found someplace where I could fill up and get some food. My frustration level continued to go in the opposite direction of the fuel gauge.

I was on the trip to avoid frustration. I had plenty of that back home with my job, bills, and to some degree, life in general. I didn’t need it here too. This was supposed to be my chance to relax and “recharge my batteries.”

“What an odd phrase,” I thought to myself. “Recharge my batteries. Burn out, recharge, burn out, recharge … How is that moving in a positive direction?”

Another twenty minutes passed, and the sun had sunk completely below the tree line. Dusk was steadily enveloping the countryside. Traces of pink and orange on the clouds reflected the last essence of daylight, although I barely noticed the sky as I focused on the road and my worsening situation. There was still no sign of any people.
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