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​There Is a Table
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There is a table.

Two chairs facing each other.

Both empty.

I sit on one of them.

The other... everything I’ve always postponed.

I look at the table.

The wood is old.

There are small scratches along its edges.

Like me.

They didn’t happen all at once.

They happened over time.

I look at the chair across from me.

No one is sitting there,

yet it is full.

The places I never went.
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I stood up. ;

I'will learn how to stay standing along the way.

Siileyman Ozkorkmaz
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