
January 1st, 1961 
I saw you at Sarah’s party last night. 
She introduced us and said 
we might get along. 
We spoke all evening, 
and when the ball dropped, 
you hugged me. 
You smelt like wildflowers.  
 
March 5th, 1961 
I passed you on Madison Street today. 
We exchanged niceties, 
discussed work, 
and the weather. 
We’re gonna grab coffee sometime. 
 
June 17th, 1961 
We walked your dog in the park this morning. 
It was warm  
so we grabbed lemonade after,  
and you invited me to some party,  
in Soho. 
Wonder if Sarah will be there? 
 
November 26th, 1961 
It has been a while since I last saw you. 
I wonder, 
how you’ve been, 
what you’re doing, 
and then, 
I wonder: 
why am I’m thinking of you so? 
 
January 1st, 1962 
Sarah couldn’t host this year, so you did. 
There were bodies everywhere. 
Dancing 
drinking 
smoking. 
I didn’t see you all evening 
but when the ball dropped, 
there you were. 
Your skin was warm as you held me close. 
 
August 29th, 1962 
We spent so many days together 



this summer. 
Growing closer. 
The smell of wildflowers follows me now, 
like a shadow. 
This is a treacherous road. 
 
January 1st, 1963 
Here we are again, back at Sarah’s house. 
She’s engaged now. 
At midnight, they kissed 
and you hugged me, again. 
But I wonder 
what it’s like 
to kiss you. 
 
September 19th, 1963 
Summer, disappeared, in seconds, this year. 
You by my side. 
We walked along the Hudson, 
one warm night. 
My hand brushed yours as we walked. 
But the world is not ready for that. 
 
November 23rd, 1963 
There will be a change now 
they said. 
He will lead us to greatness 
they said. 
President Kennedy Assassinated. 
That’s what the headlines are saying now. 
 
January 1st, 1964 
I’m losing hope now. 
I wasn’t in the mood to party. 
I stayed home last night. 
Alone. 
 
March 14th, 1964 
A girl was killed yesterday. 
38 witnesses. They reckon. 
It’s terrifying. 
The world we live in. 
 
June 25th, 1964 
You reach for my hand. 
You hold me close. 



The wildflowers linger. 
Your breath is warm. 
I never want to leave. 
But a siren wakes me up. 
 
October 16th, 1964 
You took me out for a coffee today. 
The same place that we went to 
the first time. 
You smiled at me, 
across the table. 
It’s gonna work out. I promise. 
 
December 10th, 1964 
We walked along Madison Street with your dog. 
Discussed work 
and the weather. 
You saw Sarah on Saturday. 
She had her baby. 
They’re both happy and healthy. 
 
January 1st, 1965 
I stayed in again this year. But you joined me. 
We drank wine, we sang, we laughed. 
We watched the ball drop 
on the television, 
and as I went to hug you, like we always did, 
your hand cupped my cheek, 
and your lips pressed against mine. 
 
January 8th, 1965 
It’s been a week since you were here. 
You left quickly. 
Said you had somewhere to be. 
I haven’t heard from you since. 
 
February 14th, 1965 
Forty-four days 
since  
I last saw you. 
The smell of wildflowers has faded. 
 
July 23rd, 1965 
I was dancing 
with some guy in a club when 
I saw you. 



Across the room. 
I pushed through the crowd, towards you. 
Two hundred and three days. 
That’s how long it had been. 
 
September 3rd, 1965 
We’re sat on a bench somewhere in Washington Square Park. 
You’re explaining why you disappeared. 
The world just isn’t ready for that yet. 
A woman who loves a woman. 
We could get in trouble. 
But I don’t care what the world is ready for. 
Screw getting in trouble. 
 
October 9th, 1965 
We’re together now. 
I don’t think I’ve felt this happy since new year  
1961 
when I smelt the wildflowers 
for the first time. 
 
January 1st, 1966 
I’ve known you for five years now. 
One thousand eight hundred and twenty-six days. 
And we’ve spent four of those 
watching the ball drop 
together. 
 
May 26th, 1966 
You stayed over last night. 
It felt right having you next to me, 
like the scent of wildflowers would never 
fade away. 
 
August 6th, 1966 
I think I love you. 
 
November 17th, 1966 
You said you love me too. 
 
January 1st, 1967 
We walked down Madison Street today 
with your dog. 
Oh how I wish we could walk down that street hand in hand. 
But no. 
The world isn’t ready for that yet. 



 
February 28th, 1967 
What if we lived together? 
You ask me, 
leaning forward. 
You have a two-bed apartment. No one would bat an eye. 
 
May 25th, 1967 
We’ve been living together for eighty-six days now. 
You were right, no one bats an eye. 
I get to wake up by your side every day, and we live a normal life. 
We go to work 
I do the shopping 
you do the cleaning 
I cook dinner 
we spend every day together. 
And no one bats an eye. 
 
October 9th, 1967 
I’m sitting at the table 
waiting 
waiting 
waiting. 
You’re not home yet. 
We’ve been together for two years now. 
Seven hundred and thirty days. 
But you’re not home yet. 
I’ve made us dinner. 
But you’re not home yet. 
I wanted to tell you how grateful I am for you. 
But you’re not home. 
 
October 10th, 1967 
You got home at 11:56 last night. 
You were stuck at the office. 
When you finally got home 
you asked why I was sat at the table. 
I looked at you. 
Nothing. 
I laughed. 
Nothing. 
You couldn’t remember what day it was. 
 
October 11th, 1967 
We fought last night. 
I shouted, you screamed. 



You stormed out. 
The sun was rising by the time you came back. 
 
October 13th, 1967 
You apologized 
for forgetting what day it was. 
 
January 1st, 1968 
We stayed in again. 
It was perfect. 
 
September 24th, 1968 
We’ve spent the year travelling together. 
Visiting all the places we dreamed of. 
Paris 
Rome 
Barcelona. 
They were all perfect, 
because you were there. 
 
January 1st, 1969 
Everything seems perfect 
so long as you’re there. 
 
June 5th, 1969 
You took me to some bar 
over in the West Village last night. 
There were other people like us there. 
I felt free. 
 
June 29th, 1969 
The bar got raided last night. 
They chucked everyone out. 
They think we’re criminals. 
Because we’re in love. 
 
January 1st, 1970 
Maybe one day 
we will be free  
to love each other 
outside of these walls. 
But for now, 
as long as I can smell the wildflowers. 
I know we’ll be okay. 


