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The Ice on the Windowsill Shrinks a Little Each Day

Before winter break, our science class picked our own mini—experiments. Everyone
else chose effervescent tablets; I chose the plainest thing there is: ice. A cold
snap was coming, so I filled three cups with ice cubes, all the same cup size, all
snapped from the same ice tray. One went on the windowsill, one in the middle of my
desk, one stuffed into a cotton glove hanging beside the radiator. My rule: measure

once before school each day, write one line, for ten days.

The first two days, my notebook was full of disappointing numbers. The windowsill

cup: the ice dropped from two centimeters tall to 1.9. The desk cup: 1.9 to 1.8. The
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glove cup was slowest, not budging at all. I wrote: change is tiny, barely visible.
Honestly, by day three of measuring I wanted to quit — a popsicle of ice shrinking
one millimeter a day, what is there to watch? The notebook held me back. The boxes
for the first days were already drawn, and leaving them blank felt wrong, so I kept

measuring through sheer stubbornness.

The turn came on day five. That morning I reached for the windowsill cup and
found the ice at the bottom a ring smaller than yesterday — yet the water inside had
not risen. In my mind, ice either melts into water at the bottom of the cup or it
stays ice. What third option exists? I flipped back through my entries and compared
box by box: the ice height kept falling, the water level never rose. The desk cup
behaved normally — ice shrinking, water rising. The glove cup shrank slowly, water

rising a little. Only the windowsill cup lost its ice as if it were sneaking away.

I wrote the question into my notebook and left one line blank. On day six I ran a
follow—up test: another small cup of ice, its mouth sealed tight with plastic wrap,
back onto the windowsill. Its ice shrank that day too, but the inside of the wrap
hung with a layer of tiny droplets. I recorded the two cups side by side: unwrapped
cup — 1ice shrinks, water does not rise; wrapped cup — ice shrinks, droplets on the
film. The answer jumped out of the boxes by itself. The windowsill ice was turning

straight into vapor and escaping, too fast for the cup bottom to catch it.

Later I looked it up in a book: when ice turns directly into vapor without
melting, it is called sublimation. I memorized that word at first sight, because 1
had not recited it — I had bumped into it myself through ten days of boxes. The
blank line in my notebook I filled in on day six: ice can become vapor directly; the

windowsill is cold and windy, so it goes fast and leaves no water behind.

When the ten days ended, all three cups were down to bare bottoms. I handed in my
notebook, and my science teacher turned to the page for day five and asked what that
blank line meant. [ said it was the place I did not know, left empty for me to fill
myself. She drew a circle at the end of my notebook and wrote inside it: knows how to
observe. Deep down I knew I was not born observing. The drawn boxes forced me to
measure daily, and the wrongness of the water level not rising dragged me onward to
investigate. Change is not always noisy. Some change comes one millimeter a day and
shows itself only to those who record it daily. This winter, the ice on the
windowsill shrank a little each day, and my power of observation grew a little each

day. That is the most solid lesson this experiment left me.
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