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Making and doing 

An elementary tale 
In a recent competition to select a school team to represent the central Yorkshire region in the national 
finals of the Royal Society of Chemistry Top of the Bench contest, chemistry students were challenged 
to demonstrate their creative talents. They were asked to write a chemistry-related story in which they 
had to include as many chemical element symbols as possible. The following tale is the winning entry 
from Ackworth School, in Pontefract, West Yorkshire. The text contains element symbols hidden within 
the words. How many different ones can you find? Can you also solve the riddle as to what the 
product of this chemical marriage is? 

If you feel inspired by this piece of creative writing, why not have a go yourself? We would love to read 
your stories and poems at ChemistryReviewOnline, and we may even publish them. Please email us 
at chemrev@york.ac.uk if you would like to share your writing. 

A chemical marriage 
I know what’s happening the minute I see the cold metal of the forceps. 

I have been kept in a small, claustrophobic capsule for as long as I can remember. The brown glass of 
the jar distorts the outside world, and obscures my vision of what my life once was, outside of my 
prison. 

So, when the lid is unscrewed and cool daylight gleams in, I know my life has finally changed. The 
tongs glint, creak open, and press into my sides, holding me fast. 

The movement is swift, the movement from my jar to the surgical white tile. The chemistry lab flashes 
by in bright stripes of brown and cream and pink. I can feel students’ eyes watching every move I’m 
forced to make, for the tongs are still gripping me tightly.  

I see the wavering distortion of heat before I feel it.  

When I enter, it is blinding white, the light desperately and painfully oppressing. But I feel a strange 
and sudden surge of air — cooling, but not enough to dampen the fire’s vicious burn. 

I see nothing, but the cooling sensation overwhelms me and seems to imprint itself upon my metallic 
form. I feel lighter, somehow, as though I could fly free of the flames. 

And that’s just what I do. The flames disappear beneath me and I seem to be lost in my own world — 
incorporeal, dispersed among the air — a part of the air. 

In my new form, I look around the room properly for the first time. Fine parts of me are scattered over 
the cool, roughened surface of the heat-proof tile. There’s ash all around, and a small paper label, with 
two words… 


