
Sparrows at the Window 

The room was sterile, too white, too quiet, too everything. I lay there on the hospital bed, a 
cannula taped to my arm, waiting for the inevitable. Four heavily impacted wisdom teeth, 
every person I’d ever spoken to had warned me. “It’s awful,” they’d say, usually while rubbing 
their jaw in phantom sympathy. Not one single soul had ever called it a walk in the park. I 
didn’t expect to be the exception. 

So there I was, propped up on a pillow, mentally reviewing my survival kit like a soldier 
preparing for battle. Smoothies? Check. Soups? Check. Jelly? Check. Chocolate mousse? 
Check, two kinds, actually, because if I was going to be miserable, I could at least be picky. I 
had prepared as much as one could prepare for the storm of pain and swelling that would 
follow. 

In the middle of this internal checklist, something shifted. A tiny flutter caught my eye, two 
little house sparrows perched neatly on the ledge of the window opposite my bed. I wouldn’t 
have noticed them if one hadn’t chirped, a cheerful, staccato sound that cut through the 
quiet. Then, in a flurry of feathers, they flitted off, only to return seconds later. Chirp, flit, 
return. Over and over. 

I was mesmerised. 

Each time they returned, I looked for something new. On one trip, one of them brought back 
a tiny piece of food, what looked suspiciously like a crumb of mielie pap. Perhaps it had been 
dropped by a staff member enjoying their breakfast on a patch of winter sun outside. I stared 
at that crumb with the intensity of someone on nil per mouth. My mouth was dry, my 
stomach was growling, and that pathetic piece of pap had never looked so... decadent. The 
cruelty of it all! 

But the sparrows didn’t know. Or if they did, they certainly didn’t care. They carried on with 
their routine, busily chirping, flitting, returning, feeding. They weren’t bothered by the 
comings and goings of hospital staff, or the anxiety bubbling in my gut. They had each other 
and their own little world to tend to. 

Hours passed. The next thing I knew, I was groggily surfacing from the fog of anaesthetic, my 
mouth feeling as if a team of miniature excavators had gone to war with my jaw. It was not a 
pretty feeling. The pain came in waves, as did the nausea and the general wooziness of 
having lost all sense of time. 

But through it all, when I rolled onto my side and peered out the same window, they were 
still there. 

My two sparrows. 

Only now, instead of fluttering around in their busy, erratic dance, they were still. Perched 
close together, fluffed up and resting in the last sliver of golden light before the day gave way 
to the chill of winter evening. The very same ledge. The very same spot. 



Something about their presence felt oddly comforting. Despite the chaos of surgery and the 
discomfort I was now battling, they hadn’t gone anywhere. They just carried on, day in and 
day out, living their small but significant lives. 

It made me wonder, how freeing it must be to live without dread or anticipation. No dentist 
visits. No nil per mouth. No swelling. No smoothies. Just a ledge in the sun, a partner by your 
side, and the simple rhythm of routine. 

As night fell and the sparrows finally disappeared from view, I smiled through the throb in my 
jaw. Maybe tomorrow they’d return. And maybe, in some small way, they’d keep the next 
patient, in this bed, company too.  

 


