The Empty Chair Next to Me

by James Yarbrough

The empty chair always between

The woman sitting down from me

And me. The wood and metal seat

A wall impossible to breach.

My courage could not break that wall

Of nothingness. It would not fall

To loudest voice or sweetest rhyme.

Destruction only comes with time.

If nothing lasts forever, then

Can nothingness still have an end?

For walls cannot eternal be

From past into infinity.

And time still ticks, still spins, still flows,

Repeats itself, or onward goes.

So clock-hands turn until the time

When wall was gone, is gone again.

