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Grandma and I Went to See the Singing Fish

October twentieth, Monday, cloudy.

Today my grandma came to pick me up from school. She is from the village, has
lived in the countryside her whole life, and today was her first time in the city and
her first time inside a cinema. I pulled her hand up to the fourth floor, and she
held my hand very tight, saying the building is so high she is afraid of falling. I
told her not to worry, the cinema has chairs, and the chairs are more comfortable

than the benches at home.

The film is about a fish in the sea that can sing. When it sings, the corals
change color along with the song, the jellyfish line up and spin in circles, and even
the fierce shark listens with red eyes before swimming away. The most magical part is
that the fish does not sing with its mouth but with its heart, and whenever someone

is sad inside, it goes to sing one song at their door. When this part came on, I
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stole a look at my grandma. Her eyes were wet too, and I do not know if it was

because the sea on the screen was too bright.

During the break I went to buy popcorn. Grandma stood watching, not knowing how
to eat it, and licked the cream all over her face. I taught her: Grandma, bite the
hard part first, then enjoy the sweet part. She copied me, took one bite, and her
eyes lit up at once. She said this is more fragrant than the rice candy at home, but
too sweet, so after two bites she pushed the rest all to me. I laughed face—-down on
the seat.

On the way home Grandma kept talking about one thing: how can a fish sing, a fish
has no hands and no microphone. She talked the whole way, but I noticed her feet kept
beating time as she walked, tap, tap, tap, exactly the tune of the fish in the film.
I poked her arm and said: Grandma, you are singing too. She laughed shyly and said no

no, her feet were just itchy.

After we got home Grandma went to the kitchen to cook, and I heard her humming
that tune, her spatula tapping the edge of the wok, tap, tap, tap. I did my homework
in the living room, writing one line and listening one line, and suddenly the

homework did not feel so hard today.

At night I wrote in my diary: the happiest thing today was not that the fish can
sing, but that Grandma learned to eat popcorn, and that her feet know how to beat
time. Tomorrow I plan to take Grandma to one more place, a big singing machine on the
third floor of the mall, a machine that gives scores to whoever sings well. It does

not matter whether Grandma sings well. I will give her a full score.
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