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You have been in houses before.

But not like this one.

This house remembers.

It remembers the people who laughed inside it.
The people who cried.
The people who left.
And the people who never really did.
Some of these pages contain grief.
Some contain nightmares.
Most contain both.

The rooms ahead were built from memories, loss, 

fear, guilt, love, 

and the small ordinary moments that refuse to stay buried.

Read carefully.

At 3:17 a.m. 

every room wakes.

And once a door has been opened, 

the house rarely forgets who walked through it.
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3:17 AM

Every room remembers something different.

WARNING

This book contains themes of grief, bereavement, death, loss, suicide, mental distress, and psychological horror.

Some readers may find certain poems upsetting or emotionally challenging.

The events, memories, and rooms within these pages are presented through poetry and psychological horror. While some pieces draw upon real experiences, the house itself exists in the space where memory, grief, and imagination overlap.

If any part of this book causes distress, please consider speaking to someone you trust or contacting a support service in your area.

The house will still be here when you return.

__________________________________________________________
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Introduction 

Every house remembers. 

It remembers the small, ordinary sounds that once made it feel alive: the creak of the third step on the stairs, the low murmur of voices through thin walls, the sudden burst of laughter that rose up from the kitchen and filled the hallway like light. 

It remembers the quiet nights when no one spoke at all, only the distant hum of a boiler or the soft sigh of rain against the windows. 

For most of my life I believed a house was nothing more than bricks, timber, 

glass, and mortar, a shelter, a place to sleep, a container for living. 

I was wrong. 

Some houses do not simply shelter. 

They keep. 

They hold. 

They refuse to let go. 

This house kept everything. 

Not in photographs or keepsakes, but in the very air between its walls. 

It held the weight of years I spent walking its floors while my heart slowly broke in ways I never saw coming. 

It held the slow erosion of hope, the long silences that stretched between people who once loved each other fiercely, the kind of loneliness that settles into your bones and makes every room feel too large and too small at the same time. 

The rooms you will enter in this book are born from that truth. 

They are not ordinary rooms. 

The doors breathe with memory. 

The mirrors show versions of yourself you’ve tried to outrun. 

The cellar holds things you thought you buried. 

The attic keeps the child you left behind. 

Each space was carved from something painfully real, from grief that turned ordinary corners into sacred, unbearable landmarks. 

A kitchen is no longer just a kitchen once someone you loved stood there making tea in the middle of the night. 

A bedroom becomes a wound when it still carries the shape of someone who will never sleep there again. 

A hallway becomes a pilgrimage of footsteps that echo long after the person who made them is gone. 

This book began as something darker, an attempt to give shape to fear and nightmares. 

But somewhere along the way, the horror softened into something quieter and far more devastating. 

It became a love letter to absence. 

A catalogue of everything I lost inside these walls. 

A house filled with the people I can no longer hold, yet somehow still live with every single day.

I have grown old inside this house. 

I have cried in every room. 
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I have stood at windows watching the world move on while I remained, 

carrying two enormous absences that have reshaped my entire life. 

Some days the sadness is gentle, almost tender, a quiet ache that feels like company. 

Other days it tears through me without warning, leaving me on the floor wondering how a person can keep breathing when so much of them is missing. 

If these rooms feel familiar, it is because every one of us carries a house like this inside our chest. 

A private architecture of loss. 

Doors we open carefully. 

Doors we keep locked. 

Doors we stand before for years, afraid of what we might find. 

Some of us never leave. 

Welcome inside. 

Come walk these halls with me. 

Sit at the table. 

Listen to the quiet. 

Feel how heavy an empty house can be when it is full of everything you’ve lost. 

Turn the page. 

The house is already waiting.
[image: ]

The House 

You’ve all been in a house before. 

But not like this one. 

This one breathes. 

Its brickwork is skin, old, weathered, stretched tight over ribs of timber and stone. 

In the daylight it feels warm where the sun has touched it, almost welcoming. 

At night it grows cold in places no sun has ever reached, as if the blood has pulled back into deeper chambers. 

The windows are its eyes: watchful, unblinking. 

The doors are its mouth, polite enough to let you in, but slow to let you out. 

The rooms are its organs. 

Still beating. 

Still digesting. 

The house is full. 

Some memories bring tears and sadness, soft and aching, wrapping around you like a dressing gown that still carries her scent. 

Others... 

Others can be nightmares. 

As the house tries to push your mind to the edge of destruction without you realising it. 

It does this gently. 

Patiently. 

Using nothing but ordinary things. 

The click of a kettle. 

The drip of a tap. 

A laugh that should not still exist. 

A hoarse breath in an empty bed. 

You will walk through them. 

You will tell yourself you are only visiting. 

Only remembering. 

Only passing through. 

But the house already knows the weight you carry. 

It knows the shape of your grief, the exact size of the holes left behind. 

It knows the promises you could not keep. 

It knows the names you can no longer speak without your voice cracking. 

It has been holding space for you long before you arrived. 

Step inside. 

Close the door behind you. 

Listen carefully. 

The house is patient. 

It will let you wander room by room. 

It will let you pretend you are in control. 

But at 3:17 a.m. when the rest of the world is quiet, every room will wake at once. 

And the house will show you exactly what it has kept alive inside its walls. 

Not ghosts. 
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Just the small, ordinary, unbearable things that refuse to die. 

Turn the page. 

Go on

The kettle is already beginning to boil.
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Part I – The House Watches
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The Front Door That Knows You’re Already Inside 

You think the nightmare begins once you step through the front door. 

You’re wrong. 

It begins the moment your hand touches the knob, and the door decides it has already let you in a long time ago. 

The wood is heavier than it should be. 

Not heavy with age, heavy with memory. 

It knows the exact pressure of your fingers when you fumble for keys after bad days. 

It knows the way you hesitate before entering, just for a second, as if some part of you still believes you could choose not to come home. 

Turn the knob. 

Go on. 

The door doesn’t creak. 

It sighs. 

A soft, familiar sound, like someone exhaling after holding their breath for years. 

The frame is slightly too tight now, brushing your shoulders as you pass, measuring you, 

remembering how much smaller you used to be. 

The threshold feels warm under your feet, as if the house has been waiting with its tongue just behind its teeth. 

You are not entering. 

You are being welcomed back. 

The hallway stretches ahead, quiet for now. 

But the front door knows the truth: the real horror isn’t waiting inside. 

It has already followed you home. 

It has been riding in your chest since the day you first learned to lock doors behind you. 

Close it. 

Lock it. 

You always do. 

For a while the house will pretend to be safe. 

The lights will work. 

The
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