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My family has an elephant. 
It’s in the lounge.  
Most of the time it’s sitting alone, waiting for us to come home,  
hoping for some attention. 
 
I can’t talk about the elephant. It’s taboo in my family. 
Its presence is distressing, and grandma says that pretending it’s not there causes less pain than 
talking about it. 
 
We try to ignore it. 
It makes noises. It stomps its feet. It occasionally wraps its trunk around one of us, until we shrug it 
off.  
Most of my family gets quite emotional about the fact that it’s there.  
 
I said it’s taboo, but—really—we’re afraid to talk about it. 
No, that’s not right. Some people in my family want to because the elephant has become an 
obstacle, getting in our way as we try to get on with what we need to do, occasionally having to push 
it out of the way to get into a cupboard, or sit at the table.  
 
Family sing-alongs are easy because the elephant knows the best songs. But when we finish, we 
smile and laugh and then, suddenly, someone points at the elephant and there is silence again. 
 
No one is sure exactly how the elephant got there in the first place, but now it’s grown so big that it 
won’t fit through the front door. It’s gotten so big and my family avoids talking about it. And you 
know what we’re not talking about is the elephant. 
 
In the corridors, sometimes my little sister whispers to me about the elephant and asks questions, 
only to be silenced by other family members who say, “We don’t talk about the elephant in this 
house. Leave the elephant outside.” Except that’s a bit difficult given that the elephant is inside—
and closing our eyes or turning away doesn’t change the fact that the elephant is still sitting there. 
 
One day a friend comes and observes what is happening. Our family dynamics are confusing. My 
friend says, “Can’t you see the elephant? Maybe you should find a way to talk about it. Maybe 
someone can help you. After all, this kind of elephant requires more resources than you have.” As 
these words are spoken, the elephant sprays water on my head. My family smiles nervously. 
 
Big brother pats my friend on the head and says, “It’s best for everyone to ignore it. If you are going 
to stay friends with my sister, you should learn to ignore it, too.” The elephant snorts and eats some 
of the wallpaper. 
 
My sister adds that the house won’t be safe if we talk about it. The elephant roars and knocks me 
over with its trunk.  
 
My friend helps me onto my feet and says good night as she walks out the door. The elephant roars 
again and stomps its feet-- it’s having a temper tantrum. 
 
“Shhhhhh, “ I say. You’re not helping.” The elephant stomps its feet and hanging pictures crash to 
the floor. 



 
“Shhhhh,” I say more firmly. “Don’t make trouble for me.” 
 
The elephant trumpets and then falls silent at an extremely loud zipping noise. Slowly, my family, the 
elephant and I turn to see a gaping crack in the wall. 
 
My father opens, then closes his mouth. 
 
I open my mouth, and start to sing: 
 
Kol ha’olam kulo, gesher tsar m’od. V’hayikar lo l’fakheid clal. 
 
All the world is a very narrow bridge.  
But the most important thing is not to be afraid. 


