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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. I 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
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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.

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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