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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 I
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
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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 [ 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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