T IR K AR
BRI, TRAIBA 1/ 5 B — R T, — MO T R R, % R
¥/ R VERE, 2SI

LIRS/ BRIFLSU TSl 2/ TRIEAERINA, BACYOR/ RISk, 840 F
LR

I T IR T A AR, IR AE Tk / BRI, YL/ & AN S d Ay
W, e, B T A UMM RAE B/ ANEE A, A A/ M IR EOK T
BN S /ARBORIN, FBUN /28] =5l 7 &/ RO iR s— F

[ SR (0 Sk A3 ok / Wb AN e, RIS AN B TTM 1/ g b AT s, Wb XA /7 S5 E R
BRI LAERE

Jatki AR, BATMRE T/ 20, AT R/ ZIMEESET, ADRiE/ a2 A
DL FRIERIVED) S

FOOM—A1, PR TG 1, A8 F T/ BA TR IKAT A/ E B ALt ik
CRAN, AFAEMET /B TR T B L /AR, GRS/ LR

ZIGER, WEATE R T A4/ FREHE U, )L HBL/ T I Lie 8/ 200 sk, 3
EHNIE PR

IRA LA N A7) L T2, KRN ZEITE AT A 7 b U2 /R S48
IRBUR A 1k 33l

WEHE ST IR AT AR/ AT T AEAR I IR 13814/ 158 19 BE L JRAT T (R s/ BAT THE AR
TR, HAHM

R W R ISR FRATTEANREGE /R, AR FR A AT/ Bl iy, JRA S, URAT R/ BRATTHAR
TEEEEA
M, AT, B/ AOETRATT B MR /BB R I P R A 5L/ mh ikl , — B 2
Tx R
The Day the Cup Started Singing

The moment the science bell rings, we pair up. On each desk sit one cup and one
small spoon. The cup holds white vinegar, quiet as sleep. Nobody is allowed to touch

it until the teacher says start.

The second the teacher says start, my deskmate’ s hand shoots out. I hold down her

spoon and say we take turns. She sticks out her tongue and hands the spoon over to
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me.

My spoon is heaped with baking soda. I send it down along the cup wall, slowly. I

hold my breath, and the whole class goes silent. Even the birds outside stop singing.

Bloop, bloop, it is bubbling! The bubbles run up from the bottom, one chasing

another, one squeezing past another. The cup has started to sing.

We lean on the desk edge and watch. You count the big ones, I count the small

ones. By twenty we lose track completely, big and small mixed into one crowd.

My deskmate’ s hair falls forward. She is too busy to blow it away; her eyes never
leave the cup. I remind her to record, and she grabs her pen. Her letters come out

wiggly, like dancing bubbles.

The boy in the back row shouts that his cup is bubbling too. The group on our
left shouts that theirs bubbles bigger. The teacher waves for quieter voices, but the

corners of her own mouth are turning up.

I add one more spoonful, then another. The foam climbs over the rim like falling

snow. We are too nervous to breathe. Will it overflow or not?

It does not overflow. It stops at the rim, like putting a white scarf around the
cup’ s neck. The whole class says wow at once, so together, more together than our

morning reading.

The teacher walks over and asks what we saw. My deskmate blurts that the bubbles
line up in a queue. I say the bubbles can also sing. The teacher nods and says that

is what observing means.

In our notebooks we draw the cup, a whole row of bubbles, big and small. The

teacher draws a star on our page, and my deskmate traces that star again and again.

When we tidy the table we are reluctant to pack up. We scrape the foam off the
rim with the spoon until the cup shines bright enough to show our faces. We hold the

cup up and take turns looking at ourselves in it.

When the ending bell rings we still do not want to leave. My deskmate says she
will bring a lemon tomorrow. I say deal, I will bring salt, you bring sugar. Our cup

is waiting for them.

A cup, a spoon, and all the bubbles: we made it all with our own hands. The joy
of science class lives inside the cup, blooping and blooping, all the way home with

me.
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