
Sparrow 

My grandmother lived in a neighbourhood called “April Sounds”. This puzzled me as a child. What 

did April sound like? It wasn’t a particularly interesting month. It was neither hot nor cold, neither 

green nor red. Out of all places, why had she decided to live in April? 

One day, as I lay nestled in her lap, I sprung the question. Her chest reverberated with laughter in 

response. “Listen.”  

I listened very hard, but all I could hear was the rushing rumble of the cars on the freeway. Bored, I 

let it go. 

Years went by. Memories of Christmas carols sprinkled with ginger dimmed away as my limbs grew 

dreams and I moved to a foreign country. My grandmother’s scars turned into wrinkles, her feet into 

wheels, and finally, her grey hair into dust.  

My thirtieth saw me back at April Sounds for the funeral (in April, of all months). I was alone; 

accompanied only by the weight of the countless letters in which I promised her to visit soon. When 

I got to her house, I opened the front door reluctantly; half-expecting her to come out and greet me.  

I pushed the door open and was unexpectedly struck by the blow of her fragrance. My body 

surrendered to the sight of her belongings; stirring with the gust of fresh air that I let in. I found 

myself kneeling on the floor, crying. “I’m sorry”, I mumbled.  

My words were met by the sound of the cars, rumbling endlessly in the freeway, and that of my own 

mourning. And then, something different: a chorus.  

I turned around and witnessed a brown cloud cover the sky. A flock of sparrows swirled and swayed 

in front of me, shaping the horizon in their wake. I opened the curtains and the light of day shone on 

a myriad pictures of myself; the same that I had sent my grandmother year after year when I failed 

to come visit. She had kept them all.  

An envelope peeked at me from under the coffee jar; my name scribbled on it. I opened it. The letter 

fell off my hands as I let out a heart-felt laugh and looked outside once again. The sparrows’ chirping 

mirrored the playful laughter that echoed in my grandmother’s lungs all those years ago. Her written 

words resonating in my mind:  

 

“Dear Sparrow, 

Why April, you ask? 

Listen.” 

 


