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Confessions of a Cup of Water

I am a cup of water, living in a straight-sided glass. This afternoon a child s
hand filled me to the top, too full, so that my head bulged into a small dome above
the rim. Then a piece of paper covered me. The paper carried pencil marks and the

smell of a homework notebook.

Then the world turned over. My head faced down, the bottom of the cup faced up.
By ordinary logic I should have fallen and drenched the child’ s hand. But I did not.
I pressed on the paper; the paper sagged and tightened into a small sail, and it
would not fall. Only later did I understand: what held it up was not the air above my
head but the whole sea of air. We live at the bottom of that sea, and it is the sea

of air beneath the paper that propped me here.

After the turn, I discovered the bubbles inside me. They clung to my new head, at
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the bottom of the cup, transparent, smaller than grains of salt. They were air
trapped when 1 was poured, hiding on my walls all along, now floated to the highest
point. Three of them changed places after a long while. Do not think I am still.
Behind the paper I keep moving gently, moving so slowly it is like the breathing of a

sleeping person.

The child carried me a few steps and held me over his mother’ s head. She sat
still and kept her eyes on me. Grown-ups rarely look at me like that. They pour me,
drink me, boil me, freeze me into ice; nobody has ever held me up and studied me for
a quarter of an hour. She did. She saw the taut edge of the paper, saw the three

bubbles change places, saw me hanging above her hair, steady, not falling.

Later she tried it herself. I felt her hand tremble a little; she covered the cup
crookedly the first time and covered it again. In the instant the cup inverted, she
held her breath. The water did not fall. She smiled a small smile, the kind I have
only seen on children the first time they notice what is hidden inside me. She

whispered: so you have had strength all along.

Now I am back on the table, turned upright, standing under the desk lamp. The
paper is gone, I lie flat again, looking exactly as I did that morning. Only I know
that I held up a piece of paper, was held up by an entire sea of air, and was looked
at seriously for a quarter of an hour by a grown—up. An ordinary cup of water has

never once been ordinary.
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