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The Second the Class Gasped, I Was Holding Up My Volcano

When our class split into groups for the volcano experiment, the group leader
handed out jobs: Chen Chen shaped the model, Liu Ziyang poured the vinegar, Sun
Jiajia added the baking soda. My turn came, and she said: Zhou Xiaozhou, you hold the
volcano steady so it does not tip. I said okay. I am a quiet person. In a group, I

say okay to everything.

The model was a paper cup wrapped in clay. Chen Chen worked fast: the slope, the
gullies, even the stones at the foot. During the waiting period while it dried, three
of our group chatted busily about who would pour the vinegar and who would add the
powder. Nobody asked me. Beside them, I folded the rag over and over and wiped the

water stain on the table corner three times.

On the day of science class, the volcano stood in its tray. Liu Ziyang pinched

www. vv99. net



the measuring cup and poured white vinegar down the inner wall, slow and steady, like
a man doing something great. The sour smell spread; someone in the front row coughed.
Sun Jiajia scooped baking soda with a small spoon: one scoop, two. On the third her

hand trembled, and a little powder scattered across the slope.

Then the crater began to bubble. First small, like boiling rice soup, then the
bubbles came in strings, orange-red foam spilling over the rim and running down the
slope. The class exploded: gasps, applause, someone shouting that our volcano was the
fiercest. Chen Chen raised her hand to report to the teacher: we added dish soap! Liu

Ziyang waved his empty cup at everyone. Sun Jiajia jumped, her ponytail swinging.

And I was holding up my volcano. When the foam surged, the volcano rocked, and I
clamped both hands around the cup, pressing it firm against the tray, holding until
the foam settled. Nobody shouted that Zhou Xiaozhou did great; no camera pointed at
me. But I held that warm, wet volcano, listening to the whole class gasp above me,

and something inside my chest rose along with those bubbles.

While packing up, Chen Chen suddenly said: luckily Xiaozhou held it the whole
time, or the volcano would have tipped and sprayed the whole table. The three in our
group turned to look at me. Liu Ziyang said: right, thanks to you. I said you are
welcome, my ears still hot. So what I did was not just holding a volcano. What I did

was let the volcano erupt with peace of mind.

Later, when the science teacher explained carbon dioxide, I listened from my seat
and thought of those bubbles. I do not talk much, but these two hands of mine can
hold a rocking volcano steady. The joy in a classroom is like an eruption: everyone
shouts, and I know that in the moment of eruption, someone must always be holding on
firmly. Next experiment, I will still sit in the group and wait for the job that

comes to me.
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