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I am Elastagirl, all stretchy and flexible. He is Dash, so quick he is able to run on water. 

We are marooned on an island surrounded by choppy seas — the island we inhabit is a stump 

of wood, the sea a bedraggled lawn strewn with twine, a plastic shovel and a deflated soccer 

ball. Nearby sits a freshly painted fire-engine-red cardboard box. At the time we painted it, 

we were just mother and son — not incredible at all — splashing paint onto the ground as we 

chatted. 

A wild wind hurls the box across the yard. The washing on the line does a mad dance, 

whipping this way and that, as colourful pegs hold on for dear life. The upper branches of the 

huge gum overhead are tossed violently back and forth. The sensuous, silvery trunk of this 

grand old tree casts a shadow over the washing. A crow squawks at us, eyeing the box and 

our perilous place on the island. 

Dash is bringing in our dinner with a fish net. "This is the most delicious fish I have ever 

tasted," I exclaim. I make a show of savouring the scrap of wire that he offers me. He cuddles 

me in appreciation. But soon it becomes apparent that we are in danger of being attacked, and 

Dash runs off again. He screams back to me against the wind: "Don't worry, I will save you, 

Elastagirl!" 

I'm not too worried. The only danger in my mind is that these long leisurely afternoons of 

imagining must come to an end. 

All too soon he will join his big sister's world. Wearing a uniform too big for his skinny 

frame, and clunky school shoes awkward on feet so used to running bare. 

Lately, I have watched wistfully the way his brow creases in earnest concentration as he 

builds a moat with his father on the beach. I have admired him as he searches for treasure 

with his sister in magic forests of sandy scrub. 

I have delighted in watching him gyrate to the sounds of music in his head, a broomstick for a 

guitar. I too have yelped as we watch popping corn hit the ceiling when we open the lid of the 

pot. I have laughed at the chaotic tangle of his arms and legs as we all try to cram into the 

back of the station wagon balancing hot fish and chips on our laps, looking out over a 

blustery ocean. 

And best of all, I have rejoiced in the rare sleepy cuddles first thing in the morning, before the 

"it's mine", "it's not fair", "she hit me" starts, marking the beginning of the rough and tumble 

of the day. 

After all this delightful chaos, my little man, how will you get used to the smell of corridors 

and the sound of bells regulating your day? The temperamental drinking taps and the sting of 

asphalt on skinny knees? The pecking order on the monkey bars or navigating the big boys' 

urinals? That lonely moment of wondering who to play with as you stand in the schoolyard? 



But then, I can't imagine my Dash being too worried about all that. 

After all, negotiating the challenges of your own smallness in the perilous terrain of the 

schoolyard is easy. All it takes is a bit of imagination. And the ability to run — really fast. 

 


