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The Little Volcano by the Kitchen Window

The little corner of our kitchen counter has always been my secret laboratory. On
Saturday morning I decided to turn that patch by the window into a real lab bench: a
clear cup, an unopened bottle of aged vinegar, a half-empty bag of baking soda, and a

small bottle of red ink I had begged my deskmate for all morning to borrow.

Following the steps in 365 Little Kitchen Experiments, I first scooped three
heaping spoonfuls of baking soda into the cup. The powder was as fine as snow. I
tapped the bottom of the cup with my finger and watched it settle flat and firm, then
added two drops of red ink. Pale red blossoms opened in the white powder, as if

someone had scattered peach petals into the snow.

The most important step was pouring the vinegar. Pinching the rim of the bottle,
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I let the vinegar run down the inside wall of the cup, as slowly as I could, afraid
it might get excited too early. The moment the clear liquid touched the powder, there
was a soft pop, and then the whole cup burst into commotion — bubbles crowding
against bubbles, surging upward, turning red as they rose, spilling over the rim one

on top of another.

It erupted! It really erupted! I shouted without meaning to. The foam piled up on
the counter, hissing, growing taller and taller, like a little red mountain in the
middle of growing. The sour smell of vinegar spread with the warmth until the whole

kitchen was filled with that sharp, clean scent. I breathed it in and my eyes 1lit up.

Mom came running from the living room, thinking I had broken something, only to
find a counter full of red foam and my face dotted with bubbles. She froze for two
seconds, then laughed out loud: are you making vinegar or soy sauce? I handed her the

bottle with a straight face: Mom, you pour - let it erupt one more time.

She crouched down too and added a little more vinegar into the foam. Sure enough,
the bubbling that had slowed down roared back to life. The two of us squatted in
front of the cup, watching the bubbles break and reform, reform and break, and only

straightened our aching backs when the foam stopped growing on its own.

Cleaning the counter took longer than the experiment itself, yet I did not feel
tired at all. That evening when Mom made dumplings and I dipped one in vinegar, the
hissing sound rose in my ears again. So an ordinary bottle of vinegar had been hiding

a little volcano all along, waiting only for a Saturday morning to wake it up.
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My Son Blew Up a Pot of Vinegar in the Kitchen

Our son has recently become obsessed with the kitchen. The cause was simple: his
science teacher demonstrated baking soda and vinegar in class, and on the way home he
announced nonstop that he would turn our kitchen into a laboratory. 1 said he was

being ridiculous, but quietly I got the rags and mop ready in advance.

On Sunday afternoon he truly started work. He wiped the dining table three times,
set out bowls, spoons, and a measuring cup, then solemnly took down the bottle of
fragrant vinegar I had been too stingy to use, declaring it his experiment vinegar. I
stood in the kitchen doorway and did not interfere, watching him scoop baking soda
with the measuring spoon like a professional, counting one, two, three as he poured
it into the bottom of the bowl.

Then came the moment to witness the miracle. Holding his breath, he drizzled the
vinegar onto the soda little by little. The bowl stayed quiet for a few seconds, then
with a sudden hiss, white bubbles pushed up from the middle of the powder, faster and
faster, denser and denser, until the whole bowl was frothing. Bubbles crawled up the

rim, and a few drops splashed onto the tip of his nose.

He screamed, loud enough to startle me: it’s bubbling! Mom, look, it’s bubbling!
The tone was like someone who had watched a volcano learn to speak. I walked over and
pretended to be astonished: oh? How does that work — can you explain it to me? He
puffed out his chest and recited the acid-base reaction he had picked up in class,

stumbling over the words but refusing to get a single one wrong.

Still not satisfied, he pulled me into a second round. This time he had learned
better, placing the bowl on a tray against overflow and pouring the vinegar more
steadily. The bubbles surged out just the same, hissing just the same, while he
squatted at the table edge, chin on his arms, eyes unblinking. The vinegar fumes made

me frown, but to him they smelled like victory.
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When it was time to clean up, he wiped the table, washed the bowls, and mopped
the floor all by himself, working harder than ever before. As I wrung out the rag I
suddenly wanted to laugh: normally he would haggle with me just to pick up a pair of

socks, yet for the sake of his laboratory he was willing to slave away.

At night after he fell asleep, I smelled the faint sourness lingering in the
kitchen and remembered my own wild childhood games. So a bottle of vinegar and a
spoonful of baking soda were enough to keep a child crouched at a table, unwilling to
leave. The kitchen was still the same kitchen, but from that day on it had one more

name in our family: our son’ s laboratory.
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A Bubbling Diary Written by Baking Soda

I am a spoonful of baking soda, living in a white bag inside the kitchen wall
cabinet, my days as white and quiet as powder. My neighbors are flour, starch, and
sugar, each in its own shelf slot, none speaking to the others. Until one Saturday a

little boy lifted the bag and scooped me with a spoon into a clear glass cup.

The cup was my new home. He dropped two drops of red ink onto me — cool little
touches — and instantly small red flowers bloomed across my body. I felt nervous and
a little expectant. The old flour in the next bag had once told me that children of

this age usually hold a great event in their hands.

The great event came indeed. He lifted a bottle of aged vinegar and poured it
down the inside wall of the cup. The instant the vinegar landed on me, a tingle ran
through my whole body, as if a hundred tiny ants were all running out of me at once.
I knew it: I was about to bubble.

Bubbles surged out of me, one after another, crowding upward. I became a mountain
that made noise — hiss, hiss, hiss — loud enough to astonish even myself. Red foam
spilled over the rim, and I heard the boy shouting outside: it erupted! So my
bubbling looked, in someone else’s eyes, like an eruption. Suddenly I felt I was not
a spoonful of powder at all but a little volcano that had stored up its fire all

winter long.

Later, a lady in an apron crouched down too and added more vinegar to the cup. My
fire blazed up once again, and the bubbles rose to their feet with a roar a second
time. Through the glass, two smiling faces lit us up. In that moment I thought: what
a worthwhile life for a spoonful of baking soda — to bubble like this twice is enough

for a lifetime.

The foam slowly calmed. I collapsed at the bottom of the cup, turned into a
lukewarm, useless gray water. The boy stirred me with a spoon and poured me into the
sink; the faucet roared, and I slid away down the drain. As I left I sniffed myself -

all over vinegar, sour in a thoroughly satisfying way.

Now and then, passing the kitchen in memory, I still think of that glass cup, of
the little mountain piled from red foam, of the single bubble hanging on the tip of
the boy’ s nose. If anyone asks me what I am proudest of in this life, I will say: on

a Saturday morning, in a kitchen, I bubbled with all my heart.
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