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A Rainbow Moved Into My Cup

Wednesday, November 3. Cloudy turning sunny.

On my way home from school I was already thinking about experiments, because in
my science book I saw one called rainbow milk, and I decided to do it tonight. As
soon as I got home and finished my homework, I started getting the materials ready: a
carton of whole milk, a plate with a flat bottom, three bottles of food coloring in
red, yellow and blue, a few cotton swabs, and a small bottle of dish soap. I laid

everything out one by one, counted them, all present, and got to work.

First I poured milk into the plate, very carefully, afraid of spilling and
getting scolded. The milk covered the bottom in a white, flat layer, with no movement
at all. Then I dropped in the coloring: three drops red, three drops yellow, three
drops blue. They sat quietly where they landed, like three little clouds that fell

www. vv99. net



into white cotton by mistake. Nothing happened yet, and I got a little nervous, my

palms even sweaty.

Then came the key step. I took a cotton swab, dipped one end in a tiny bit of
dish soap, held my breath, and touched it gently to the center of the milk. Just
once. The colors exploded outward! Red, yellow and blue rushed to the edges, then
curled around into whirlpools, one on top of another, as if a colored wind were
blowing across the plate. I shouted out loud, then touched the milk a second time, a
third, and the colors chased the swab wherever I pointed. I did it many times, and

the plate became one moving rainbow.

I ran to the living room and pulled Mom. She was folding laundry and got dragged
over. She looked down and gasped. I said, Mom look, the colors are running! She asked
why. I said, the surface of milk is like a tight skin where everything holds hands,
and when dish soap comes along it pushes them apart, and as they run they carry the
colors with them, like a moving day. That is the word I looked up today: surface
tension. Mom laughed and said it looks like magic. I said it is not magic, it is an

experiment. Magic tricks people; experiments are real.

Later I carried the plate to the windowsill, and the rainbow was still slowly
turning. I thought of something: when the milk was white and flat, there was no story
at all; one touch, and the whole story ran out. So much movement hides inside quiet

things, waiting for just a little dish soap.

Today was truly fun. I am saving this experiment to perform for the whole class

at science next month.
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