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My Raisins Danced Inside the Glass

The weekend homework was to do a small experiment and keep an observation diary.
I rummaged through the snack bags and found half a packet of raisins, and the fridge
still held half a bottle of Sprite my father had left. That was the whole kit: two
glasses, Sprite, raisins, one chopstick, and a scrap of draft paper for timing
things. My mother walked past the kitchen, glanced over and said, raisins in Sprite,

what a strange way to eat. I said this was an experiment, not a recipe.

When I poured the Sprite I copied the grown-ups: tilt the glass and let the
liquid run down the wall so fewer bubbles form. Filled to three—quarters, the glass
was full of fine bubbles rising like rain falling upward. I dropped in the seven
biggest raisins. They sank to the bottom, lay flat, and did not move, seven little
stones asleep. I poked one with the chopstick; it rolled over and stayed down. 1

waited a minute, two minutes, and started to lose heart, thinking maybe this
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experiment was fake.

Then, in the third minute, the raisin nearest the edge suddenly changed: its
whole body was plastered with tiny bubbles, as if it had put on a fuzzy white coat.
Slowly it stood up, wobbled upward, reached the rim, floated on the surface for a
moment, then sank back down. I held my breath and stared. It rested at the bottom,
then rose again. Up, down, up again, it was truly dancing. I crouched in front of the
table with my nose almost touching the glass. I called my mother over; she took one

look and her eyes went wide too.

I tallied on the draft paper: in two minutes that raisin went up nine times and
fell nine times. Why? I asked my father. He said Sprite hides a gas called carbon
dioxide inside it; the gas likes to cling to the raisin’s wrinkled skin, and when
enough clings, it lifts the raisin up; at the surface the bubbles burst, the gas
escapes, and the raisin falls; back at the bottom the gas gathers again and lifts it
once more. I understood about half of it, but I kept one phrase: the raisin was

lifted up again and again by bubbles.

That night I wrote the experiment into my composition and ended with one line: an
ordinary glass of Sprite hides science inside. Not satisfied, I also tried soaking
raisins in cooled boiled water; they lay perfectly still, not one bubble sticking to
them. I wrote that into the diary too. The best part of an experiment is not knowing

the answer; it is the moment you see the raisins dance with your own eyes.
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Our Group Quarreled in Science Class

The week of our science class group experiment, the teacher assigned Sprite-—
soaked raisins, watching the raisins dance. Our group of four split the jobs on the
spot — I poured the Sprite, Li Yutong dropped in the raisins, Zhang Yifan counted
the rounds, and Wang Duoduo filled in the table. The teacher said work like real

scientists: everyone has a task, nobody gets to idle.

The first glass was our smoothest run. Li Yutong counted out six raisins, Zhang
Yifan stared at the glass and called the rounds, one, two, and Wang Duoduo’ s pen
followed along the table. Our glass danced eleven rounds in two minutes, more than
the other groups. The teacher projected our table on the screen and said this group
counted steadily. The four of us glanced at each other, holding back grins, glowing

inside.

The quarrel started over the second glass. Zhang Yifan said the raisins danced
because Sprite was sweet; Wang Duoduo said it was the gas inside. Neither could
convince the other, their voices rose, and Li Yutong said stop fighting, we will
never finish the experiment otherwise. As the official Sprite—pourer, I proposed a
plan: get two more glasses, one with cooled boiled water, one with sugar water we mix
ourselves, put raisins in all three, and see which one dances. The teacher heard,
walked over, and said four words: a control experiment. Then she drew three glasses
on the blackboard and said scientists convince people not with loud voices but with
this.

The results came quickly. In the plain water the raisins lay perfectly still, not
one bubble:; in the sugar water, plenty sweet, the raisins also lay still, only a few
with a bit of grit on them; only the Sprite glass sent raisins up and down. Zhang
Yifan stared at the sugar water for a long time and said by himself: oh, it is not
the sweetness. Wang Duoduo wrote the conclusion under the table and got stuck
halfway, asking me how to say it about bubbles like a scientist. I thought hard, then

said: the gas hidden in Sprite hugs the raisin and carries it up; at the surface the
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gas escapes and the raisin falls. Wang Duoduo copied that line and added our group’ s

motto underneath: if you are not convinced, make another glass.

When the bell rang, our three glasses still stood on the table, three results
lying in three liquids. As she collected the tables the teacher said this group’s
quarrel was worth it, because after arguing you did not throw punches — you got to
work and ran the test. I tucked that table into my science book. It is a little
wrinkled now, but I still remember all three rows of data: danced, did not dance,

also did not dance.
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I Dropped Every Snack in the House into Sprite

Our science teacher assigned the Sprite—and-raisin experiment. I did exactly what
she said, and the raisins danced. But a question she had never mentioned popped into
my head: besides raisins, who else could Sprite lift up? After school the next day 1
turned the snack cupboard upside down and lined up the candidates: dried blueberries,
mung beans, rice, popped corn, and a few torn scraps of homework paper. My mother saw
the kitchen counter laid out like that and asked if I was opening a restaurant. I

said I was holding interviews, one by one.

I copied the first run: tilt the glass for the Sprite, a few pieces of each
material, one glass per material, so nothing gets mixed up and nothing can be
explained. The first to try was the dried blueberry. Fatter than a raisin, skin just
as wrinkled, it gathered bubbles and started up too — but it was too heavy, slid
back down halfway, and puffed up and sank at the bottom like a clumsy dancer who
never got the steps right. The second was the mung bean. Its skin was slick, bubbles
would not stick, and it lay at the bottom motionless. I fished it out, scraped a few
marks into its skin with my nail, and dropped it back. This time the bubbles caught,
and it swayed up halfway. I wrote the discovery on paper: only wrinkled skin holds
bubbles.

Rice and paper scraps were too light. Before bubbles could gather enough, the
surface held them up and they never came down, floating there pretending nothing was
happening. The popped corn was the funniest: two seconds in the glass it went soft
and dissolved into a mush — dancing completely out of the question. On my table I
ticked and crossed each one: blueberry, dances clumsily; mung bean, no, only half-
dances once its skin is scratched; rice, floats; paper, floats; popcorn, eliminated.
By then I saw the rule: to dance, the skin must hold bubbles, and the body must weigh
just right — too heavy to 1lift, too light to sink.

The biggest surprise came from the raisin glass I left sitting overnight. Next
morning the Sprite had gone flat, the raisins swollen plump and soft at the bottom,
not one dancing. I tasted that flat Sprite: sweet as sugar water, no tingle at all. I
wrote this down too: when the gas runs out, the dance stops. So the bubbles are not

endless — once Sprite is opened, run the experiment fast, or it starts slacking off.

I taped that table on the refrigerator. My mother reads it every time she opens
the door, and now she grabs Sprite at the shop without being asked, saying don’t let
us run out. One assigned experiment, one extra question from me, and our kitchen
became a laboratory. If my science teacher saw that table of ticks and crosses, she

would have to admit my question was not bad at all.
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