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The Science Museum I Missed

December 9th, Wednesday, heavy snow. [ remember this date because the science

museum field trip I had longed for all week fell through.

Yesterday after school I packed my bag right away: water bottle filled, two buns,
a pack of tissues, and the record sheet the teacher told us to bring, pressed flat
between two pieces of cardboard. At night I ironed the uniform, polished my shoes,
and set the alarm for six. After lying down I tossed and turned, my head full of the

static ball in the museum. Put your hand on it and every hair stands up. My deskmate
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has been there. He said his standing hair looked like a sea urchin, and the whole

class collapsed laughing. Today I was going to stand up too.

At six I was already at the window. The snow was falling hard, and at first I did
not think of any bad possibility. The heavier the snow, the more fun, I thought; the
games on the bus will be livelier. I ate two bowls of porridge, left at 6:40, could
not be bothered with an umbrella, and walked to school under the snow. It landed on

my eyelashes, and I kept smiling the whole way.

A ring of people stood at the school gate. The teacher on duty held up a phone
and shouted: school canceled, everyone go back, the buses are not coming. I stood in
the snow with the bag straps still on my shoulders, not back in my body yet. A girl
from Class 5 nearby cried out loud: what? I was close enough to see her eyes go red
all at once. I felt bad too, too bad to speak. Snow slid down my neck into my collar

and I did not even care. That static ball, I did not even get to touch it.

Back home I dropped the wet bag on the floor and shut my door. Mother said dinner
is on the table; I answered and did not move. Then the teacher posted the self-study
tasks in the group: preview Unit 7 for science, the lesson on volcanic eruptions,
read it and do the experiment after the lesson, take a photo and send it to the
group. Experiment? I sat up. The book listed: baking soda, white vinegar, dish soap,

red ink. My kitchen had every one of them.

I found a small glass bottle, put in two spoons of baking soda, added dish soap,
and mixed a cup of red vinegar with red ink. The instant I poured it in, red foam
surged out of the bottle mouth and crawled down the glass walls, just like lava. I
shouted wow and ran to the living room to drag Mother to look. She watched it three
times, more excited than me, and said try again with a bigger bowl. We tried four
times. The kitchen counter turned sticky everywhere, and Mother wiped it while

laughing, saying this was the best experiment she had seen all year.

In the evening I sent the photo into the group with one line: museum canceled,
volcano erupted at home. The teacher replied with a thumbs—up, and classmates lined
up to like it. My deskmate messaged privately: your volcano looks better than my

hair.

Lying in bed I still missed that static ball, missed it with an ache in my chest.
But then I remembered the red lava crawling down the bottle today. The snowstorm
confiscated my plan, yet it did not confiscate the joy. Joy grew out of my own
kitchen. The teacher said the trip is postponed to January. Fine, see you in January.

Until then, the volcano at my home wants a few more eruptions.
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