Café Terrace

If I could step into Van Gogh’s

painting of Café Terrace with its 

yellow lighting and lovers strolling

on cobblestone streets, the buildings

looming in the dark and the people

sitting at the café’s tables with their 

coffees, I should select for my table,

the one where the woman sits alone 

trying to see her future in the swirl

of coffee and milk, in the grains of

sugar slowly sinking into the brown

murk. I would sit down without asking

her permission, say hello in English

with the hope she knew enough to 

answer and I would order the same

drink she was having. I’d tell her of 

the beautiful sky, blue like the collar

around a king’s cape and the stars like 

popped corn. I would tell her how

nice it would be to stroll the cobblestone

streets until we were too tired to 

continue and should could invite me

upstairs to her third floor flat where,

panting from exhaustion, I would fall

asleep waiting for the kettle’s anxious

call. In the Café Terrace the woman has

no face, as so many other women I

have known.

