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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.
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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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