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The Life of a Single Bubble

My life lasted eleven seconds. That number is my guess, but for a bubble, eleven

seconds and a lifetime are the same word.

My birthplace was the mouth of a bent straw. A middle school student pressed his
lips to it and blew very gently, very steadily; later I guessed he did it on purpose,
wanting me to live a little longer. I filled out with that film of water, swelled
slowly, and as I left the straw I heard someone below shout: this one is big! I was
big, fist-sized. My whole body was a film of water and soap tens of times thinner

than a hair, wrapping a pocket of air inside. That was me.

I rose. The sun on the playground struck me from the side. That was my proudest
moment: colors began turning on my belly, pink, green, blue, ring after ring,
flowing. The colors were not mine; light lined them up for me. Light entered my front
film and my back film, the two beams met, some colors stacked brighter, some canceled
out, and what remained hung on me, turning. They call it thin—film interference, on a

certain page of the physics textbook. I do not know the word. I am only in charge of

www. vv99. net



looking good.

The children below started chasing me. A girl with two pigtails ran and shouted:
A rainbow! The rainbow is flying! The others tilted their faces up. They reached out
their hands, and I got away; not because I dodge, but because the wind turned a
corner for me. I saw the girl’s hands close beneath me on empty air, soap water

splashing onto her sleeve, and she laughed harder than if she had caught me.

In the eleventh second I fell toward the grass. I knew I was going to break. My
film is too thin to hold myself up. In my last half-second I still faced the sun, and
I turned all my pink, green, and blue to the upward side. Then I burst, droplets

landing on the grass blades, and my eleven seconds ended.

If you were on that playground, you saw me. You probably do not remember. That is
fine. Tomorrow afternoon the same student will blow another me, and the rainbow will
come as usual. Beauty works this way: it does not live in one bubble. It lives in a

film and a ray of light, and whoever assembles both gets it again.
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