
last year for the very I’m lying 
first time in my heard you 

strange history, I  
 

(darling, this is all about you 
darling, I wish it wasn’t) 

mine. (yes darling, all yours) 
why aren’t you scared of me I was always 

kiss me
scared  

and I’m alone in a house that isn’t mine 
wondering whether the cats are still make the fireflies dance 
alive and hoping very hard I have I’m talkin’ ‘bout love 
no broken crockery to explain  

(oh darling 
when I lay in  

hospital sweating 
out my own demise I 

thought of you) 
I should know better 

but I somehow don’t 
and last year, last year 

I heard them, I was 
tortured by them 

so it turns out, torture is just 
endless repetition of a thing 
you thought was finally over 

painted of the sounds that you thought were done  
I hear in this house, a constant echo of you, you 
house that isn’t mine and never was, even when I 

lived there. 
you think it’s funny hilarious, as it happens 

and it was 
when he sat exactly where you were later 
on the spectre where do we go 
of my sister just because you could 
to watch me smile 
 

the thing is, that was something 
something new, something obscure 

it comes and goes in waves 
am I waxing poetic yet? 

I wonder what I hoped to achieve 



but I never know; I spend time in a house that isn’t my own with dishes taunting me from the 
next room, and I’ve always (tradition, you see) been terrible on my own, I don’t know how to be 
and (my darling) 
you are sometimes the only thing that begins to make sense when the walls are caving in and 
I can feel that I’m breathe, breathe, breathe, tortured by the repetition of things I thought were  

over 
if I should die this very moment 

(I didn’t die, my darling) 
(I hope that’s alright) 

a side note: I listen to tracks on repeat for days 
weeks 

at a time 
back to back 

as though it would 
somehow change with 

enough force of willpower 
(spoiler alert: it never did) 

it makes me go blind  
I am blinded by nowhere to run   
sheer wanting this is madness 

madness 
  madness 

they say the definition of  
insanity is doing the same result   
thing over and over again this is madness 
and expecting a different 

I want to go home 
(those fucking plates 

are slinging insults now) 
this isn’t my house and it never will be 
but I live here while I hope you’ll come back 
you’re gone, and I wish you were here with me 
think if you close your eyes 

 
you’ll hear  

thrumming you’re onto me (I’m here, darling) 
music from a it never takes too long (I miss you, darling) 

whole other I don’t want to fall 
world, one (I’ll wash the plates) (I promise) 

we barely I’m lying 
inhabit 

 
but last year, last year 



I heard you 
I hear you 

I hear them 
(still, sometimes) 

(even though I told you that had long since passed) 
 
 

(I’m lying) 


