JLFHI BTN T £

W MR, LB RB BRI, B AT EA TR S . AR ORI R AT ARZL
M AT HBIRI AR, B /DR TR, RIGRA A O, EET R
WAL T, BRCAEWIE T BT

ABIEIT KL S B, Bt PR, RR 3K BlEAMREE, ik, XA TR
AR 20 FRAAICE SR 7 he], KPR 1. MSER E AR, R RimE T,
MHEKRBTEE N, AT, K5k A H .

BT R, PRPIHIAEBSE EE NS, MR A B, FHE R L, B
HARAE FSEMRE 2K

IKEMEILT 2 BT AZE? EMTIgH, 2kt eM ERR? B8 ME—A, LT
PRAN Fo FMIAEE R M IE B P AT, ST 10, Sl fl: AR5EA0AN M1 i BEIR 7K 2
ML B SRR B, ARG IR RE, B b T

IRRMEE, WilR 7oK KT R BT U AR ANIEN], B AN ILKIE, A E Sk
M TSR EITIE KEET K, KR T —minie A EABEMNE, KICS . fhH]
HCMIMNEL FEER: 7 DU, FEIC A e e AR Lt 17— A/ [ el

JEAKAMIES T, B HEE T MR T REER MO BT, BUR R, BT
Hh DI B R LD, AR MR L (2 T, HEt B A

My Son’ s Nose Pressed Against the Cup

After dinner, my son pulled me to the dining table and announced he would do the
experiment of the cup drinking water. His equipment: a red candle, a plate, a glass
tea cup, and a small dish of water darkened with soy sauce. He had prepared
everything himself, even laying out paper towels for wiping hands. Clearly he had

been thinking about it all afternoon.

He handed me the lighter and said: you light it, I will do the rest. 1
understood. He was afraid of fire, yet refused to miss a single step. I helped him
stick the candle onto the plate, and the flame stood up. He squatted first to study
the candle, then lifted the cup, lowered it straight over the flame, and held the rim

with both hands, his fingers white with tension.

The flame shrank inside the cup, tilted its neck, and went out. The soy—colored
water crawled up the glass wall bit by bit. My son’s nose pressed right against the
cup. His breath fogged a small patch on the glass; he wiped it quickly with a paper
towel and moved his face even closer, as if afraid to miss a single millimeter of the

rising water.
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Where did the water go? Why did it climb? Did the cup drink it, or did the fire
pull it up? The questions came one after another, and I could barely keep up. I was
about to explain air pressure, then swallowed the words and asked instead: which cup
do you think drinks the most water? He ran off to fetch his water cup, his milk cup,

and the big glass jar from the cookie tin, and lined them up on the table.

That night the candle was lit and blown out, blown out and lit again, four rounds
in a row. The milk cup was opaque, so he could not see the water climb, and he
frowned and held the cup up to the lamp. The big jar was too tall, and the water
barely moved. Only in the straight-sided glass cup did the water climb the highest.
He recorded the results his own way: he drew four cups and put a small circle above

the one where the water rose highest.

Later he fell asleep, and in his dream he mumbled: the air inside the cup is
full. I smiled and closed his door for him. On the dining table, a ring of red wax
still sat in the middle of the plate, like a medal just awarded. Nobody had the heart

to wipe it away.

www. vv99. net



