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An Empty Neighborhood Café at Closing Time and What It Feels Like

At closing time, the café feels larger than 1t did all day. Chairs sit upside down on tables, their legs
pointing toward the ceiling like quiet signals that something has ended. The espresso machine
clicks as it cools, releasing short bursts of steam. The smell of coffee lingers, softer now, mixed

with cleaning spray and warm pastry crumbs.

Light from the street presses against the front window, turning the glass into a dim mirror. Outside,
footsteps pass without slowing. Inside, time stretches. The counter looks bare without hands resting
on 1t, without orders being called out. A chalkboard menu still promises drinks no one will buy

tonight. Music hums low, almost unnecessary, filling space rather than setting a mood.

There 1s comfort here, but also a faint loneliness. The café holds traces of earlier conversations,
half-finished thoughts, brief connections between strangers. Cups stacked neatly suggest control,
closure, routine. At the same time, the silence feels fragile, like it could break 1f someone opened

the door.

Standing 1n an empty neighborhood caf¢ at closing time feels like catching a place mid-breath. The

day has left, but the memory of it stays behind, warm and unfinished.
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