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One Test Tube, a Whole Room of Laughter

The test tubes stand in the rack, a row of transparent questions. Some hold blue
water, some hold yellow water, and one holds air that refuses to say a word. We
gather around the lab table, holding our breath, afraid to scare away the secrets
inside the tubes. The teacher pinches a small spoon, tilts her wrist gently, and the
white powder slides down, quiet as a fall of snow. Wait, wait, wait. Bubbles,
bubbles, a string of bubbles squeeze out from the bottom, round and bright, each
carrying a tiny piece of sun. When they bump into one another, they politely make
way; when they line up, they steer around the glass wall. The laughter in the
classroom pops open too, crisp and round, rolling onto the desk of the quiet boy in

the back row. He laughs as well, his shoulders shaking.

The bubbles grow tall, taller than the mouth of the tube, do a somersault, sit
still on the table, and start whispering to each other. One says: vinegar gave birth
to me. One says: baking soda gave birth to me. One says: I am the breath they sighed

when they hugged. We lean in to listen, heads pressed together, forming one big
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bubble. The teacher lifts her phone, and with a click she photographs the bubbles,
along with more than thirty smiling faces. In the photo our eyes are wide and our
mouths form small circles, like a string of bubbles that never pop. Ever since, every
time we open this photo, the bubbles inside pop once more, and our laughter pops

along with them.

The experiment is over. The test tubes are washed and stand upside down on the
windowsill, dripping, one drop, two drops, as if replaying the bubbles from before.
The tabletop is wiped clean, yet a little laughter still clings to the corner of the
desk; touch it with a fingertip and it giggles. The vinegar and baking soda are put
back into the box, and the box laughs too, its 1lid trembling slightly. The test tubes
on the windowsill are empty, yet seem to still hold a string of unfinished questions.
What will the next experiment be? The bubbles have not finished their story, the
laughter has not finished ringing, and the test tubes are already back in the rack,

lined up, waiting for us to ask the next question.

On the way home from school, I tell my schoolbag about the test tube, and its
zipper gives a little shake, as if it is laughing too. Passing the flower bed, 1
squat down and tell the ants: at the next experiment we will swap vinegar for lemon
juice, and the bubbles will love dancing even more. The ant does not answer, but it
carries a grain of rice and places it in my palm as its reply. I keep that grain of
rice in my pencil case, together with the photo. The bubbles in the photo will never
pop, and the rice in the pencil case will never sprout, and together they keep that

afternoon for me, keeping a whole room of laughter.
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