
[image: The Rooms I Leave Lit by D’arcy Mc Pherson]


The Rooms
I Leave Lit

Poems of Love, Loneliness and the Long Way Home

D’arcy Mc Pherson



Copyright © 2026 D’arcy Mc Pherson
All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted
in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of
the copyright holder, except for brief quotations used in reviews.
First edition, 2026
Interior designed for a 6 × 9 inch print edition.
Printed independently through Amazon KDP.


DEDICATION
For the children who learned to disappear

in order to survive,

and for the adults

still finding their way home.


Some lights are not left burning

for those who have gone,

but for the selves

still trying to return.


AUTHOR’S NOTE
These poems are not a record
in the strictest sense.

Memory is not strict.

It changes the furniture,
moves doors between rooms,
places words in the mouths
of people who never apologised.

But the loneliness is true.

The leaving is true.

The child, the man,
the countries and the winters
are true.

I have lived long enough
to understand that a life
does not become a story
simply because it happened.

You must return to it.

You must enter the old rooms
without turning on every light.

You must name what was taken,
what was given,
and what you carried away
without knowing.

These poems are my attempt
to go back.

Not to remain there.

To bring the abandoned parts
of myself home.
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I

BEFORE THE LEAVING



HOW LOVE BEGINS
Not with thunder.

Not with the sudden opening
of the earth.

It begins quietly—

someone remembering
how you take your coffee,

someone moving their coat
so there is room beside them,

someone saying your name
as though it has never belonged
to anyone else.

For a while,
the world becomes possible.

The locked doors loosen.
The mirrors forgive you.
Even the night appears
to have an ending.

You begin leaving small pieces
of yourself everywhere—

a book beside their bed,
a shirt across a chair,
your laughter caught
in the walls.

This is how love begins:

not as a promise,

but as the dangerous belief
that you may finally
have somewhere to remain.


THE FIRST NIGHT
You slept beside me
without knowing
what a miracle it was.

Your breathing moved
through the darkness
like a hand over water.

I lay awake,
afraid that any movement
might disturb the life
I had entered.

Outside, the city continued
without us—

cars crossing wet streets,
windows going dark,
someone arguing
behind a wall.

But there,
inside that small room,
your body gave off
its ordinary warmth,

and for the first time
in years,

I did not feel
the night was trying
to erase me.


WHAT WE CALLED FOREVER
We used the word forever
because we were young enough
to believe time listened.

We said it in kitchens,
in doorways,

beneath streetlights
that made the rain look golden.

Forever was a coat
we shared between us.

It was the cup left waiting.
The second key.
Your shoes beside mine.

We did not understand
that forever is often made
from temporary things—

a rented room,
a winter train,

the touch of one hand
on another
before the doors close.

Years later,
I still remember
how certain we sounded.

As though love were not
a living thing,

but a country
we had conquered.



II

THE EMPTY HOUSE
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