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The Rainbow in the Milk Went Into My Essay

I used to dread essays most of all. The moment the teacher gave a topic, I would
chew my pencil and stare, feeling I had nothing to write. This term a small thing
happened that made me less afraid. I wrote about an experiment in my essay, and the

teacher read it aloud to the whole class.

It started that weekend. Our science teacher assigned a small experiment: pour a
layer of milk into a plate, drip red, yellow, and blue food coloring into the middle,
then dip a cotton swab in a little dish soap and touch it gently to the coloring. I
did exactly that. At first the colors sat still. The instant the swab touched them,
they burst outward — red ran to the edges, yellow chased blue in circles — like a

string of fireworks going off inside the plate.

My mother reminded me: do not forget to record it. I took out a notebook and
wrote down every step: how much milk I poured, how many drops of coloring, how the
colors moved after the swab touched them, and for how long. I even drew a picture,

tracing the paths of the colors as curving lines. When writing, I tried to record
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what I saw, not what I felt. Instead of writing the colors were beautiful, I wrote

that blue chased yellow for two full turns before stopping.

The next week in writing class, the topic was to write about something
interesting. I opened the notebook and turned the experiment notes into sentences,
paragraph by paragraph. Because the notes were detailed, the essay came easily: first
the milk lying flat and calm in the plate, then the coloring dropping in and refusing
to move, me calling for my mother in a panic, and finally one touch of the swab
bringing every color to life. I wrote over six hundred words, and laughed at it

myself while reading.

The next day the teacher read my essay to the class. When she finished, she said:
this piece is good because it is detailed — it even shows how the colors moved. I sat
at my desk with hot ears. After class several classmates came to ask: can you really

do that experiment? I said yes, and you can borrow my notebook.

Now I understand something I never got before: it is not that life has nothing to
write about; it is that I never wrote it down. During an experiment the hands move
and the eyes watch, and the words in the notebook keep all of it. When writing an
essay, | only have to go back to the notebook, and the event happens again right in

front of me. I have tested this method myself, and it truly works.
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