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Beanstreets

Back in 1998, when I lived alone in a 907-square-foot camper-to-house conversion on High Peak Mountain (actually more of a low ridge than a prominent peak) in Etowah (NC), I would often take a 31-mile drive to Asheville on Friday afternoons after my safety writing was done. Once I had parked my white 1991 Plymouth Voyager minivan in the ‘pearl of the Blue Ridge’, I would ensconce me-self for several hours in a lower level, worn-but-extra-soft, gold-colored chair at Beanstreets coffeehouse at the corner of College and Broadway. 

Beanstreets was a hit with the locals – a certified caffeinated cerebral power pumper (oh, yeah) – winning best coffee shop year after year through the ‘90s. Thus, I figured it would be a good place to start my first novel (though, actually my first novel, Gold, a summer story, would not come about until 15 years later in Charlotte). I already had the title in my head; it would be called Monique by the Creek (hasn’t yet become a novel, but did become a short story; not sure what drive it is stored on). 

Let me tell ya, this Beanstreets joint had a world-class chill about it.
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