


broke, but it never arrived cleanly. It fractured slowly, across conversations that 
never lined up, across versions of us that existed in parallel but never quite met.

Eventually, I walked out of the house and into the town that raised me. Streets 
I knew by heart suddenly felt unfamiliar, like they were watching me instead of 
holding me. Every place carried history I didn’t know what to do with anymore. 
I stopped at the edge of town and looked back, not because I wanted to stay, and 
not because I wanted to escape, but because I needed to name it. This was the last 
place I would call home. Not because it failed me, but because I couldn’t let it keep 
defining me.

I spent a long time after that trying to tell the story differently. Writing it. De-
leting it. Saying it out loud and immediately taking it back. I stopped romanticizing 
what we were and started admitting what I ignored. I saw how often I chose hope 
over evidence, how long I held on because letting go felt like erasing myself. The 
clarity didn’t bring peace. It brought weight. But it was honest.

Then there was the note. Simple. Handwritten. “Follow your heart.” I read it in 
silence. At first, it felt like permission. Then it felt like distance. I realized you 
followed yours out the door, and left me to interpret the message alone. That was 

The Last Place I’ll Call Home - The Story

I don’t remember the exact moment it started to feel like I was already leaving, 
only that the house changed before anything was said out loud. The light came in 
differently, like it was passing through a memory instead of a window. I began 
touching things as I moved through the rooms. Doorframes. Counters. The back of a 
chair. Not because I needed them, but because I needed proof they were still there. 
Proof that I had been here too.

You were still in the house with me then, but not in the way that mattered. Our 
conversations thinned out. Silence took up more space than words ever had. Every 
small sound felt heavier, like it might be the last time it happened that way. I knew 
you were leaving long before you left. The place started feeling temporary while 
we were still calling it home.

Time didn’t behave after that. Days overlapped. Arguments replayed themselves 
inside moments that hadn’t happened yet. Tender memories showed up in the wrong 
order. I’d walk down the same hallway and feel like I’d already done it hours ago, 
or years ago, or not at all. I kept trying to find the moment where everything 



when the pain stopped feeling sharp and started feeling permanent. Like something 
that would hum beneath everything else I did from that point on.

I drifted for a while after that. Not because I was searching for somewhere new, 
but because standing still hurt too much. Water made sense to me then. Movement 
without destination. Sailing not as freedom, but as survival. The horizon never got 
closer, and I stopped expecting it to. I wasn’t lost. I was suspended.

Eventually, I returned to solid ground. I didn’t feel healed. I didn’t feel whole. I 
just felt present. I stopped running. I stopped pretending motion was the same as 
progress. Standing still became an act of resistance. The world stopped swaying. 

For the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel like I was disappearing.

Now I live near the edge. Not in fear of it, but in awareness of how close I came. The 
distance is intentional. The isolation is survivable. I carry the memory, the echo, 
the permanence of it all, but it no longer pulls me forward. I stay where I am.

This wasn’t the home I wanted. It’s the last place I stayed long enough to endure.
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Broken Timelines
It’s moments like these where words fall apart
Where memories fracture into where this all 
starts
Kitchen, Monday night
You pulled out the boxes, said it was time for 
me to go
Said there was no coming back from this
Like it was already decided

And I stood there counting breaths
Trying not to make it worse
Trying to believe this wasn’t permanent

And this is the worst week, the worst week, 
the worst week of my life
I can’t wait to get the hell, to get the hell, get 
the hell out of here
Every day feels heavier than the last
Every night just proves it
This is the worst week of my life

Tuesday night, front porch
I sat there waiting like waiting could change 
your mind
Like the door might open if I stared hard enough
Moments like those where worlds fall apart
Where yesterday feels close enough to touch
And the tears don’t ask permission

Bedroom, Sunday morning
I started yelling about how alone I felt
You said, what loneliness have I given you?
And I didn’t know how to answer that

And this is the worst week, the worst week, 
the worst week of my life
I can’t wait to get the hell, to get the hell, get 
the hell out of here
You say this will pass, you say I’ll be fine
But I’m breaking in real time
This is the worst week of my life

Saturday night, bathroom
I sat there crying on the floor
Trying to feel whole

wHen You Leave, Here
When You Leave, Here

Left on a letter,
Right on the kitchen counter
The hallways emptier
Missing the sounds of your laughter

I’ll chase those moments for many days after
And I’ll hide from the silence that follows me

When the time comes
And you’re gone
Just know the strength you’ve given me

When the time comes
And you’re gone
I’ll look after your shadows following me

Left on a letter,
Right on the table
Your words made me better

Yet I still look for you

I’ll choose to buy the fable
And find the ending you deserve

When the time comes
And you’re gone
Just know I’ll carry your weight 

When the time comes
And you’re gone
I’ll look after your shadows following me

When you leave, here
Your love is dear



You stack your blame like lumber
Trying to frame a way out
Every street you swear betrayed you
Still knows what you’re about
I know you hate when I say slow down
Like I’m keeping you alone
But I’m scared you’re burning bridges
Just to prove you’re on your own

This is the last place
The last place
That I’ll call home
I’m not trying to trap you
I just don’t want you gone
If you’re walking away
Just don’t do it alone
This is the last place
The last place
That I’ll call home

You say you’re not your father
And I believe that’s true
But pain repeats in patterns

When there’s nothing left to lose
You talk about leaving town
Like it’s oxygen you’re owed
I just don’t want your silence
To be colder than the road

I know you’re tired of hearing
That running doesn’t erase
But I’ve watched good men disappear
Trying to outrun this place

This is the last place
The last place
That I’ll call home
I’m not trying to trap you
I just don’t want you gone
If you’re walking away
Just don’t do it alone
This is the last place
The last place
That I’ll call home

I’ve been on the floor myself
With my back against the door

While feeling empty
Trying to remember who I was
Before this

Thursday afternoon, basement
Boxes stacked like proof
That this really happened

And this was the worst week, the worst week, 
the worst week of my life
I wanted to get the hell, to get the hell, get the 
hell out of here
But as I pack my memories away
I feel my heart hesitate
Like it wants to stay one last time

It’s moments like these where hearts stop 
beating
Where memories get held just a second longer
Before you let them go

The Last Place I’ll Call 
Home
I picked up because your voice
Didn’t sound like it usually does
Too quiet for a bad night
Too loud to blame it on the buzz
You said this town’s been shrinking
Like the walls all learned your name
I hear you packing exits
Before you say you’re okay

This is the last place
The last place
That I’ll call home
I’m not trying to trap you
I just don’t want you gone
If you’re walking away
Just don’t do it alone
This is the last place
The last place
That I’ll call home



Thinking leaving was the answer
‘Til I couldn’t feel anymore
So when I say stay breathing
I’m not asking for control
I just need you here tomorrow
That’s the only goal

If you leave this town behind you
Call me when you’re close
If you’ve got nothing to say
Let the silence do the most
You don’t have to love this place
You don’t have to stay alone
Just don’t let disappearing
Be the last place you call home

Ballad #1 - The Story
I’ve been let go, let down, constantly 
disappointed
Confused by the confusion, every answer 
feeling pointed
I’m searching for another battleground

Where can I fight now, where do I bleed?
What do I need?

Sources flowing, but I’m running dry
Un-resourceful, watching reasons pass me by
I’m looking through the other side
Like there’s something there that still might 
be mine

I can’t run to you, can’t walk
Never learn to follow through
All I had slipped through my hands
Now it’s sand, now it’s you
Nobody will ever see me
Standing under borrowed light
If pride were sunshine, I’d be lighting up
This room tonight

Given everything I once had
Two empty hands, still open wide
Withering sand falling slow
Like time just watching me decide
Nothing left to disappoint
When you’ve already lost the ground

Every promise makes no sound
In the words she said, she said it plain
All the things that mattered never stayed
I held them like they’d never fade
But truth has weight, and I gave way

I can’t run to you, can’t walk
Never learn to follow through
All I had slipped through my hands
Now it’s sand, now it’s you
Nobody will ever see me
Standing under borrowed light
If pride were sunshine, I’d be lighting up
This room tonight

How true held the sun
By the weight of the world
No man could ever ask
To carry what he’s worth
What is your only light for
If you let another take it away?
If you hand it off, watch it dim
And still call it fate

I can’t run to you, can’t walk
Still I’m standing here somehow
Nobody will ever see me
But I see me now
If pride were sunshine
I’d be lighting up this room
And I’d keep it for myself
Before I lose it all to you

For what is your only light given
If you’d let another take it away? 

Ballad #2 - The Note
My anxiety caught up to me today
Asked how you’ve been doing, said your name
I felt unsure, my depression leaned in
Said remind them that yes, I’m still alive, still 
here

Of course you took course with the anchor
Learning how to breathe with bottom feeders
I can’t bear knowing the crowds you sink into 



And you took it
You told me to stay
Now I’m learning to say
I won’t chase what won’t return
What you took with you stayed

The note said follow your heart
So I did
I stayed

Somewhere at Sail Pt 4
Once, when I was young
I thought I could learn
To make sense of everything around me

I found out I was just an island
I found I could never change
With every push to stop
I was pulled away

Waves of motion
Carried us to the sea

Surrounded by trees and leaves
You couldn’t wait to leave
The life around us crawled our spine
The mainland was always fine

How could I have known
That in your past
You came past this place I now call home

Like a pair of explorers
I was lost
Somewhere at sea

Instead of where I need to be

Surrounded by trees and leaves
You couldn’t wait to leave
The life around us crawled our spine
The mainland was always fine

I’ve been waiting for the day
You say it worked out just fine
That you got yours

now
While I’m still learning how to surface

You told me to stay
Then you fled, said stay away
But the note you left said follow your heart
And you took it
You told me to stay
Left me standing in place
Every word pulled me apart
When you took it

My introspection stopped telling me to work 
on me
Started pointing fingers through a cracked 
mirror
I told the blind man he’d see your true colors 
first
Before I ever learned how to name mine

You float through spirit and sound
No solid ground beneath your feet
You keep circling the idea of home
But never land long enough to sleep

You told me to stay
Then you fled, said stay away
But the note you left said follow your heart
And you took it
You told me to stay
Left me frozen in place
Every promise fell apart
When you took it

You said keep both feet on the ground
(Keep both feet on the ground)
But you never showed me where
You said keep both feet on the ground
While you disappeared into air

My anxiety still asks about you
My depression already knows
One writes the note
The other lets go

You told me to stay
Then you fled, said stay away
But the note you left said follow your heart



Like breathing means disappearing again
If Prince Charming showed up, he’d pass out at 
the door
All that saving doesn’t work anymore
If I’m the one who gets to choose when to go
I’d stay right here, this is the only place I know

My shoes leave marks on the surface of the 
moon
Like proof I was here, like I mattered to you
You say every dollar spent on love’s a mistake
But I’m still paying interest on the choices we 
made

So if you could be my anchor, I’d set sail on 
your heart
Come walk this plank with me before we fall 
apart
I won’t leave this ground if you’re still holding 
on
If this ship is sinking, I’m sinking along

If this is the ship you’re going down in
Then grab my hand, don’t let go now

The way back up is harder than living
But harder still is leaving you here to drown

So if you could be my anchor, I’d set sail on 
your heart
Come walk this plank with me, even if it’s dark
I won’t leave this ground just to save myself
If this ship is sinking, we’ll learn to breathe 
in hell

The way up is harder
Than being alive

Living at Moat Cliff
We partition for a pardon from this practice
Begging forgiveness from the lives we live
We swore we’d never leave this place
But our bones keep breaking under it
I’m falling apart from the neck down
Trying to hold together what I can’t fix
Oh, how sinful of me to tie this tether
Around my throat and call it discipline

And that I got mine

Without my compass
I’ll never find my way

Surrounded by trees and leaves
You couldn’t wait to leave
The life around us crawled our spine
The mainland was always fine

So I’ll keep navigating the land
If you keep exploring the sea
Just remember these words
And remember me

Standing on the Ground
Gravity keeps dragging me out of this place
You’re the only thing I’ve got left to brace
When your palms start sweating, do you still 
believe
You can make it out alive, or is it just fear 
talking through me?

I keep searching the clouds for something 
that’s sound
But everything’s backwards when you’re upside 
down
Trying to make sense stand up on its own
While you tell me I’m wasting what I’ve been 
holding

You’re standing there
With pieces that don’t connect
Digging through the sand
Like something’s still left to protect

So if you could be my anchor, I’d set sail on 
your heart
Come walk this plank with me before we fall 
apart
I won’t leave this ground if you’re still holding 
on
If this ship is sinking, I’m sinking along

You say there’s nothing here worth staying for
Like love’s just a cost you can’t afford
You talk about leaving like it’s oxygen



I jumped before I learned how to land
Lost my courage just trying to stand
These days keep asking more of me
Than I know how to give

We thought that we could fly
How insane did we have to be?
Through these eyes, I wish I could see
What’s left of you in me
I was never better off on my own
I was never better off alone

I’m leaving with my conscience dragging behind
Every step feels heavier than the last
I see now why we drink from these waters
Anything to make the moment last
It felt glorious tasting every word I said
Before I knew what any of it meant
I spoke like truth was harmless then
Like it wouldn’t circle back again

I keep standing too close to the edge
Convincing myself it’s control instead

But every part of me knows
I don’t trust myself here

We thought that we could fly
How insane did we have to be?
Through these eyes, I wish I could see
What’s left of you in me
I was never better off on my own
I was never better off alone

I feed off these waters
Just to feel something real
I feed off these waters
Just to remember how to feel

We thought that we could fly
But I need you here with me
I was never better off on my own
I was never better off without you
You were the only thing between me and the 
cliff
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