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MY SISTER THE OSTRICH 
 

I follow Mum into Emily’s room to wake her up. Emily is my 
sister and this is her imaginary friend, Penguin. Sometimes 
Emily is happy to get out of bed. But this morning she pulls the 
covers up and does this thing with her fingers. This thing stops 
her feeling unsafe. It stops her friend feeling unsafe too. 
 

 
 

Emily and Penguin have probably been feeling like that 
because we are going to the hairdressers today. I can’t wait 
because Jim is going to cut my hair just like Sariah’s. 
 
Sariah is my favourite pop star. I like her because she sings 
about stopping war and saving the rainforests. Plus she has a 
cool haircut. 
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Emily really doesn’t like going to the hairdressers. Yesterday, 
when Uncle Jason came round, she said to him, ‘I am the 
Scissor Police Officer for 5 Chestnut Grove. Please empty your 
pockets.’ Over the last week, she has checked everyone who 
has knocked at our door to see if they are carrying scissors, 
just in case they planned to cut her hair. 
 
Emily doesn’t get out of bed so Mum winks at me. I know what 
she means by the wink. We both pretend to be penguins and 
waddle out of the room making penguin noises. Emily likes that. 
She jumps out of bed with her feet together and waddles 
after us. Emily does a good penguin voice. People say children 
with Asperger’s can’t copy but Emily has Asperger’s and she is 
wicked at voices.  
 
 

 
 

Oh yeah, and another thing, Emily thinks she’s an ostrich. 
 
It can get a bit noisy with all those birds in the house. 
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Emily is very proud of her fantastic ostrich feathers. Every 
morning she combs her feathers, I mean her hair, 100 times. 
 
Mum runs Emily a bath. 
 
‘No, no, no, I’ll get my feathers wet if I go in the bath,’ Emily 
says. 
 
‘Mum, when are we going to the hairdressers?’ I whisper. 
 
‘In about half an hour,’ Mum says to me. Then she shouts, 
‘Emily, we’re in a hurry so you don’t have to have a bath today 
if you don’t want to.’ 
 
‘No. Have a bath, make my feathers nice and clean.’ 
 
‘Mum, I need the toilet and Emily is still in the bath.’ 
 
‘Get dressed please Emily,’ Mum shouts up. 
 
Emily goes up the stairs and comes back with her trousers over 
her head. 
 
‘Try again Emily,’ Mum says. 
 
Emily goes up the stairs and comes back with her socks on her 
hands. 
 
‘Emily!  We are going to be late.’ 
 
Emily goes up the stairs and comes back with her knickers on 
her toes. 
 
‘Mum, I don’t think Emily wants to have her hair cut.’ 
 
‘Come on Emily, we’re supposed to be there by now!’ 
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This time Emily comes down with her clothes in the right 
places. 
 
We sit down for breakfast. Me and Mum and have our cereal 
with milk in. Emily doesn’t like food all mixed together so she 
has her milk separate. 
 
Finally we leave the house. At the car, Emily scrambles into the 
driver’s seat. ‘No, don’t cut my feathers,’ she says. 
 
‘Emily get out of the driver’s seat, we are going to the 
hairdressers!’ Mum frowns. 
 
‘No, don’t cut my feathers,’ Emily says. 
 
‘It’s ok. Look, I’m going to have my hair done like this,’ I say 
and show her the picture in my magazine. 
 
Emily puts her hands on her head and looks away. She does 
that when she’s scared. 
 
Outside the hairdressers, I open the door so Emily can get out. 
Emily screeches. An old woman walks past us and stares. 
When she’s like this, other people think she’s being naughty. 
But really it’s because Asperger’s makes ordinary things, like 
going round corners or having your haircut, seem really 
frightening. Emily carries on screeching. The old woman looks 
back with narrowed eyes. This time I put my hands on my 
head. I know she can’t help it but sometimes my sister is so 
embarrassing. 
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I go in without them. The lady at the counter is wearing a skirt 
that reminds me of the sea. 
 
‘I have an appointment with Jim,’ I say. 
 
‘Please take a seat,’ the lady says. I sit on a leather sofa. The 
air smells of coconuts and coffee. A lady with tin foil on her 
head and another lady in curlers sit staring into the mirror. 
 
The door opens and Mum pulls Emily in behind her. 
 
Then Jim appears. ‘Hello Ladies,’ he says and holds out 2 
lollipops. 
 
I look into his eyes, which are the same colour as the lady’s 
skirt and take the yellow 
one. ‘Hello Jim,’ I say. 
 
‘Aargh,’ Emily screeches, then tries to grab the scissors out of 
Jim’s overalls. 
 

Jim steps back and smiles. He slips the lollipop back into his 
overalls. 
 
I shoot Emily a dirty look. 
 
‘Aaaaargh,’ Emily screeches in my face. 
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Jim takes us around a young lady with red zigzags in her hair 
and passed an old lady whose hair looks like it is made of 
cotton wool. We go up the stairs and into an empty room. It’s ok 
but there are no interesting hairstyles to look at. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
‘It’s boring here. Can’t we sit downstairs with the other ladies?’ I 
ask Mum over Emily’s noise. 
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‘You know we can’t,’ Mum shouts back. ‘Emily hates the sound 
of hairdryers even more than she hates having her hair cut.’ 
 

Emily screeches louder in agreement. 
 

I read my magazine while Jim cuts Emily’s hair. It’s hard to 
concentrate because Emily screeches all the way through. By 
the time he’s finished, Emily’s voice is cracking and a big 
wrinkle has appeared between Mum’s eyes. Poor Emily. She 
runs to me and flings her arms around my neck. Her face is wet 
with tears. 
 
I take her into the little side room to play. Emily makes the 
bears growl and the rabbits hop along the table. I make the frog 
go gribbit really loudly. Emily thinks this is funny. Mum comes in 
with Jim and starts playing with Emily. 
 
‘It.s your turn now Isobel,’ Jim says. 
 
When Jim has finished cutting my hair, it looks exactly like 
Sariah’s. He brings Mum and Emily back into the room and we 
get ready to go. 
 
Just then, a man strolls in with a cup of coffee and hands it to 
Jim. The man’s hair is as red as a postbox. 
 
Emily points at the man, ‘Red feathers, red feathers,’ she says, 
‘Emily wants red feathers.’ 
 
Jim whispers something to Mum. Mum nods. 
 
‘Emily would you like me to make your feathers red for a day?’ 
Jim says. 
 
Emily smiles. 
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Emily sits still while Jim sprays her hair red. Then she watches 
while Jim puts blue streaks in mine like the models have. 
 
 

 
  

 
‘Am I a red ostrich and is Isobel a blue ostrich?’ Emily asks. 
 
‘You are the reddest and bluest ostriches I’ve ever seen,’ Jim 
says. 
 
 

 
Story by Becky Cherriman. 
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Images by Adam Gado.  Please email Adam at 
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about his work.  


