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My Cup Is Bubbling Away

Today I set my little lab on the kitchen table. One clear cup, one small spoon,

and a little jar of white baking soda wearing a pointed paper hat. Mom says today I
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am the head scientist.

Mom pours half a cup of white vinegar for me. The vinegar sits quiet, not moving,
not making a sound. I lean in for a sniff and my nose stings. I stick out my tongue

and shake my head: this water is too sour.

I scoop one spoonful of baking soda with the small spoon. I hold my breath and
pour it in. Pitter—patter, pitter—patter, like light rain on a windowsill. The white

powder sinks to the bottom and sleeps there quietly.

Look, it is bubbling! Big bubbles and small ones crowd and push. Some hug each
other, some let go and pop. The whole cup is full of chattering.

One bubble climbs the cup wall and slides back down. One bubble reaches the top
and goes pop, loud and clear, as if showing me its new little hat. I crouch down and

we look at each other.

I scoop another spoonful and pour it in. This time the cup clatters noisily. The

bubbling sounds like tiny hands clapping. My heart goes thump—thump, even busier.

I stir with the spoon, round and round. The bubbles chase my spoon. When I stop,

they stop too, as if taking a rest.

The vinegar smell climbs onto my nose. I pinch my nose and keep watching. The
white foam stacks up layer by layer, like a little snowy mountain growing inside the

cup.

Mom asks me if I know why it bubbles. I shake my head, but my eyes say I want to
know. I will open my picture book and look up the answer: what gas hides inside the
bubbles.

Dad 1ifts his phone and snaps a photo. In the photo my nose is full of vinegar

smell, but my smile is taller than the cup. I will stick this photo on my desk.

Next time I will try new things: lemon, salt, sugar, cooking oil. Every one of

them wants to jump into my cup. I bet they will bubble up something else too.

A cup, a spoon, a string of bubbles. That is my fun experiment. Doing it with my

own hands is the real fun. I will remember this bubbling day.
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