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Bubbles Are Letters the Liquid Writes to Light

I pour the liquid into the test tube, and a transparent silence stands upright.
It is not in a hurry, like a small slice of lake cut down and carried away. Then I
drop in that grain of white powder, and the lake bottom suddenly wakes: one bubble,
two bubbles. They set out from a depth no eye can see, handing their weight to the
liquid, their shape to surface tension, and the act of departure to themselves. The
liquid says nothing; it only opens a road, letting those small round things climb

upward along its transparent body.

The lamp stands outside the tube. Light slants in, bends its waist once inside
the liquid, like leaning down to read a very small line of text. As each bubble
passes through that beam, it suddenly lights up, a round and trembling brightness, as

if someone had blown a small piece of sky into the water. I hold my breath and watch
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them rise: unhurried, unafraid, brighter and lighter the closer they come to the
surface, closer and closer to the shape of a farewell. Then a pop, so soft it is
almost as if nothing happened. The light withdraws its gaze, the liquid withdraws its

letter, and outside the tube only a faint damp quiet remains, hard to name.

Suddenly I understand this quiet. The beauty of science is not in thunder but in
this string of bubbles: with one complete ascent they answer a question no one
asked—how the light thing passes through the heavy thing, how the upward road passes
through invisible resistance. The liquid holds them up, the light recognizes them,
and they only take care of rising, bursting, delivering the letter, then giving

themselves back to the air.

After class the test tube is washed and stands upside down. The liquid has flowed
away, and the bubbles have scattered. But I know they were here. In the corner of the
lab bench I pass every day, an ascent unseen by anyone happens every day: the liquid
lifts up light, the light passes through the liquid, and the bubble carries a word
that cannot be spoken to the water s surface, softly, to be heard by the whole

afternoon.

I 1ift the test tube to my eyes and look through its last trace of dampness
against the light. On the inner wall hangs one very small bubble, slow to burst, as
if reluctant to finish delivering the letter. I do not blow on it or touch it; I only
lay the tube flat and let light walk slowly across it. It shines for a while, then
finally bursts, bursting so softly, like a period landing on paper. In my lab
notebook I write: today’ s phenomenon—bubbles rising, light refracting, silence
lasting eleven minutes. After writing, I laugh at myself. So silence can be timed

after all; so the heartbeat of one science class can be counted this precisely.
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Light Bends Its Waist Inside the Liquid

Light sets out from the window, walks eight minutes to reach the classroom, then
half a meter more to reach the test tube. It used to travel straight; passing through
the liquid it bends its waist once—not rudeness, but the liquid greeting it with its
whole transparent body. Inside the liquid, light slows its steps and sees what is
happening here: a string of bubbles rising from the bottom of the beaker, quiet as a
snowfall falling upward. Light reaches out and touches the leading bubble, which at
once gets a silver rim, shining so brightly that the entire cup of liquid trembles

along with it.

The bubbles keep rising, and light keeps them company for this stretch. Where
they pass, light is lifted, bent, split into seven colors and gathered back—as if a
sentence taken apart is letters, and put together is still that sentence. The bubbles
do not know light’s thoughts, and light does not explain. They simply travel
together: one going up, one leaning down to look; one in charge of roundness, one in
charge of brightness. At the surface layer, a bubble pauses an instant, lifts light
to its highest point, then bursts, gently setting light back into the air. The sound

of setting down is soft, like a page turning.

I sit in the last row, watching the whole process. So beauty can be this small: a
cup of liquid, a string of bubbles, one beam of light that refuses to take a detour.
So vastness can be this small too: inside a bubble are a refracted window, an upside-—
down tree, and a small piece of light that walked eight minutes. Science lays all
this on the table without shouting, without explaining, only waiting for you to grow
quiet and see how the liquid holds things up, how bubbles rise, and how light, inside

the smallest of circles, rearranges the entire morning.

Later light straightens its waist and returns to its road. The liquid grows quiet
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again, and the bubbles are gone. But a few tiny round beads still hang on the inner
wall of the tube, remembering for them: one morning, light bent its waist inside a
liquid, bubbles lifted light to the surface, and I sat in the last row, serving as

the only audience to this beauty that nobody announced.

After school I stay behind to erase the blackboard, and chalk dust floats in the
slanting beam of light, grain by grain, slow as bubbles. For a moment I cannot tell
whether they are dust or bubbles—so all rising looks much the same: no shouting, no
pushing, no looking back. I wave my hand gently through the column of light; the dust
grains steer around my fingers and close back together, like a liquid making way for
a string of bubbles. I stand there a while, wipe the blackboard clean, and leave the
light where it is. It is still bending its waist, waiting for the next person willing

to grow quiet.
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The Shape of Rising

Behind the podium I pour a cup of transparent liquid and wait for it to settle,
the way I wait for a class to settle. Then I drop in that grain of powder, and a
string of bubbles rises from the bottom of the cup. I deliberately say nothing. The
bubbles speak for me: they set out from the depths, round and bright, climbing along
the body of the liquid, faster and faster, as if finally believing in the act of
rising. The lamp’s light slants into the cup, and each bubble passing through it
glows like a small moon. More than thirty students hold their breath; more than
thirty gazes follow the bubbles upward, upward, and at the second of bursting, more

than thirty people softly and without any plan breathe out together.

In that second I see the beauty of science land. It is not in the bold print of
the textbook but where bubbles meet gazes: the liquid is silent, light is silent too,
and the bubbles join the two silences into one rising road. What the students see is
more than a phenomenon—they see that lightness can pass through heaviness, that
slowness can reach height, that a circle, before it bursts, earnestly lifts light all
the way to the surface. One child, usually the least able to sit still, stared at the
cup for a long time that day and asked after class: why are bubbles not afraid of
bursting? I did not answer. I thought: letting him ponder for another semester is

more precious than my saying it aloud.

Since then I have demonstrated this experiment every year. The liquid has
changed—plain water, then salt water; the bubbles have changed in size; the light
has changed its angle—vyet the shape of rising stays the same: setting out from an
unseen place, growing brighter all the way, and giving everything up at the surface.
Sometimes I think teaching is probably this shape too—placing one question at the
bottom of the cup, watching a string of bubbles rise in young gazes, watching light
bend its waist inside the liquid, watching more than thirty people hold their breath,
then breathe out softly.

The bell rings. The cup is taken away, the liquid poured out, the bubbles
scattered. But the shape of rising stays behind—in the three characters I wrote on
the blackboard: it rises. And it stays behind in some later day of those
children—when each of them sets out from their own depths, round and bright,
climbing along invisible liquid upward, faster and faster, finally believing in the

act of rising.
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