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The Mondays roll past 
like waves, 

knocking me off my feet 
until it’s spring. 

Even without Dad, 
 flowers bloom. 
The grass still grows. 

But no one mows the lawn: 

it’s like we’re waiting 
for him to 
come back. 

Mum cries for months. 

She says she feels so alone. 

She says she feels like 
 the last polar bear 

 adrift 
on a tiny 
shrinking 
chunk of 

 ice. 

What about me? 
Aren’t I enough? 
I want to ask her. 

But I don’t. 
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