the man in the white coat

Outside it is snowing. The snow already covers the lawn in the back garden, and the tops of the walls. You go to the doormat, but the post hasn’t been yet. You pour yourself a bowl of Frosties and watch The Chuckle Brothers on television. You put the empty bowl in the sink, grab your school bag and close the front door softly behind you, careful not to wake your dad. 
   You are thirteen years old today. Your mum and dad split up six months ago. Partly it was a relief. No more arguing, no more fighting, no more throwing things. The house is quiet now. You see her every weekend, ice skating, ten pin bowling, or Pizza Hut with her and her new boyfriend, Damian. He is ten years younger than her and tattooed. You do this to keep the peace. 
   You feel your mum has betrayed you. Damian works for some club in town called Rio’s. He’s a sound and lighting man. She moved in with him straight away. Packing her bags one day, Damian pulled up in his banana coloured MG sports car and off they went, music blaring out of the speakers.
   Christmas. Just you and your dad. You were invited to Damian’s place, by your mum, but you wanted to stay with your dad. Your dad has cooked a chestnut roast instead of a turkey as he’s recently turned vegetarian, although the sprouts and roast veg are the same. He lets you have a small glass of wine with your meal. You gulp it down. It goes straight to your head. You feel like you are floating. You win a green plastic angel in your cracker. Your dad, a pink plastic hair grip. You both wear your coloured tissue paper crowns and tell each other jokes. You laugh. Your dad quietly sighs.
   Your mum has bought you an iPod and your dad has bought you a hooded top. 
   —Thanks dad, it’s cool. You say.
   —Do you like it?
   —Course I do dad. It’s great.
   —You’re not just saying that?
   —No dad, course not. Like I say, it’s cool.
   —Though not as good as your iPod I bet.
   Your father’s eyes are watering and you’re embarrassed. You take your fork and shovel in a mouthful of chestnut roast.
