fHE BRI TLn=s

EHANKRR, BaCNEREIH & L/ 5 B3 — HBautt, — 8 1/M 1k, =/
ARPE Ak

1L RS0 A SRR B /Al i B R RS, ARS R /AR B B /N B T/ BB, ARG DT

/o5
S HB T, BT/ 20 00, JTAG/FRIAT TR 1 9RT /i, LER R, R )R
Fo AL A A/ e Bk R AREE, ARSI /MR M 0], AR T/ BEE U, AT
N

FHM T BN/ L TG/ X Bl LA S/ W Ak, R T

F=HMT, BEORA U AT A, ARBIERE/ o 5630 I EM /BB B TN, Al
A

FATEL L, =M e/ WA I LR/ 2 26 I TR R ROR R/ R a1 Tl AR

AT TAAAME /2 LB IMT, ) UBE/ ARG TR, sefbil/Hahitid %, mEs
—A

BB RE, W T A/ Ve A b, RN AN/ B A T/ A1 AT, (BlIRlEE
TH

F 20 R IR T /AR ANAY, BRI/ AE AR M N T AT LSCE R, A%
15 HBE

BH 65 B DAL A /0 HL AR LR 38 / 20 20 4T 17— IR R, TR/ BRAR 7 AT e R AR )L —H—
¥

RFHIEEIM 7 LA ILsEdindh, B8 MT/0 B BESM 4 v/ H, —H b, —
SN e

IR T IR/ = R 25T, AJTUE T/ i, BRIEEEXAS/ Ui, A
K, HEA
—HWT, A, —HB/HE BRsLie s, AR/ RS BT T N/ B R,
HE A Lk

The Cup Lab on Our Balcony
Saturday morning I carried my little table out to the balcony. On it I set one

glass cup and one small spoon. Three cups stand in a row. Today I will try them one

by one.
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My five-year—old brother reports first. He carries over his own little stool and
sits up straight. He says he wants to be the assistant. I say fine, you get to shout

start.

In the first cup I pour white vinegar. My brother shouts, start! My spoon sends

baking soda in. Bloop, bubbles squeeze out, layer after layer.

My brother falls back in fright, bottom tumbling off the stool. He does not even
cry. He stares at the cup and asks if it is angry. [ laugh and say it is only

yawning.

In the second cup I pour warm water. My brother shouts, start! This time the
bubbles run in a hurry, crackling and popping like dumplings dropped into a boiling
pot.

In the third cup I pour cold water. The bubbles move slowly, like they just woke
up. My brother presses his nose to the cup rim. A tiny bubble hangs on his eyelash,

and he does not dodge it.

We compare the three cups in a row: which one bubbles the hardest? My brother

points with his finger, left and right, and finally picks the warm—water cup.

My spoon never rests, scooping soda, then stirring. The handle glitters with

white foam. My brother snatches it away; he wants a scoop too.

He scoops too fast and spills half. The white powder lands on the table like
light snow. We gather it up together with the spoon, one scoop at a time, back into

the jar.

My brother copies exactly what I do: he pinches the small spoon, holds his
breath, and adds one scoopful into the cup named Big Bubble. The bubbles rise again,
and he jumps for joy.

The balcony wind blows through, and the bubbles in the cups sway gently. My
brother lets out a yawn, right on time, exactly like the bubbles yawning inside the

cups.

The sun shines onto the cups, and the bubbles glitter like a string of tiny
lamps. My brother says the cups need names: one he calls Big Bubble, one Little
Bubble, and one Slow Bubble.

When Mom comes to clear the table, the three cups are empty and the spoon is
washed clean. My brother says we play this again tomorrow. I say okay, the cups are

not moving; they will wait for us.

A cup, a spoon, a string of bubbles. The balcony lab closes for today. My brother

and I slap high—-fives, and the bubbling joy travels with us into our dreams.

www. vv99. net



