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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

experiment was fake.
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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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