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In Between

It started at Mum’s.
1 bled through my school shorts,
and pretended | didn't notice.
She found them in the laundry and didn't say anything—
just left pads on my pillow,
like a quiet kind of kindness.
8y the weskend, | was at Dad's.
He asked if | wanted pizza,
and didn't understand why | was curled up on the couch,
arms across my belly like armour.
There were no pads in the bathroom
No spare underwear.

1 had to wrap toilet paper around myself,
like a secret | couldn't share.
AtMum's,it’s normal.

She remembers.

She has hot water bottles,
and painkillers,
and knows when to leave me alone.

At Dad's, it feels like something | smuggled in
Something | have to hide:
under my hoode,
and silence.

1 hate that my body doesn't wait.
doesn't care which house 'miin,
who packed my bag,
or what | forgot.

Itjust comes,
red and real,
no matter where | am,
no matter what 'm missing
it doesn't askif | feel safe,

o ready,
or whole.

Itjust arrives,
like a clock that only listens to my blood,
not the chaos of shared custody.




