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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,

I let the vinegar run down the inside wall of the cup, as slowly as I could, afraid
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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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