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The Egg That Refused to Float

The summer science homework was to run one experiment and keep a record. I chose
the salt-water floating egg — an egg, a glass, and salt: the kit came together in
three minutes. The egg was still cool from the fridge door. I picked the biggest

glass, opened the salt jar, counted out the spoonfuls, and got ready.

Water first. Tap water to three—quarters of the glass, then I slid the egg down
the wall on a spoon. It plopped onto the bottom, lay on its side, motionless. I wrote
the first line in my notebook: 4:05 PM, the egg sinks in plain water, lying at the
bottom.

Then the salt. First spoonful, level, stirred with a chopstick until the grains
vanished — the egg did not move. Second spoonful, stir, still nothing. Third,

fourth: the water turned cloudy, and salt piled white on the bottom, refusing to
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dissolve. I got a little anxious, wondering if this egg was simply too fat. My mother
glanced over: add some warm water, it dissolves faster. I poured out half the cold
water, replaced it with warm, added two more spoonfuls, and stirred a full minute

until the salt finally disappeared.

The egg rose after the fifth spoonful. It did not shoot up at once: first it
stood up slowly, its blunt end lifting off the bottom, then the whole egg hung in the
water like a diver who forgot to retract his fins. I held my breath and watched it
climb inch by inch until its top poked through the surface, a little yellow cap. 1
wrote the second line: 4:31 PM, five spoonfuls of salt, the egg floats, breaking the

surface.

When the experiment was done I copied the principle into the notebook: an egg is
heavier than plain water — for the same volume the egg side wins, so it falls; salt
dissolved in water makes the water heavier, and once enough salt is in, the salt
water outweighs the egg and lifts it up. That is density. Beside it I added a line of
my own: the egg did not get lighter — the water got stronger.

Afterward I ran it backward to check: the floating egg went back into plain water
and sank again; pour that salt water into another glass holding a plain—-water egg,
and the egg slowly rises. The same egg the whole time — it was the water that kept
changing. The experiment took barely twenty minutes; my record ran three pages. My
mother asked what I was writing so much for. I said every spoonful of salt counts,

and you cannot leave one out.
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The Egg Hanging in the Middle of the Glass

I pulled off the floating—egg—in—salt-water experiment on the first try: the egg
rose to the surface like it was wearing a cap. But online I saw a photo where the egg
neither sank nor surfaced — it hung in the exact middle of the glass, water on every
side. I stared at that photo for a long time: how much salt does an egg need to stop
halfway? I decided to dial in that suspended state.

The method is simple to say: first mix a glass of strong salt water so the egg
floats; then add plain water little by little to weaken it and push the egg down;
overshoot, and add salt to bring it back up. Grind back and forth until the egg
neither rises nor falls. I set out two glasses, one strong salt water, one plain
water, plus a long chopstick. In the first glass I over—salted; the egg rode at the
surface. I spooned salt water out and replaced it with plain, eyes locked on the egg
as it drifted down. Halfway, my hand jerked, too much plain water went in, and the
egg slid straight back to the bottom. I slapped the table in regret. My mother poked
her head from the kitchen asking what happened. I said I made the egg sink, as if it

had done something wrong.

On the second glass I got smart: I tilted the glass while adding plain water so
it slid down the wall instead of crashing onto the egg’ s head. For salt I used the
tip of the chopstick, a pinch at a time. The egg climbed from the bottom to the
middle of the glass. I held my breath, my chopstick frozen in midair, afraid to touch
the glass. It stopped. Dead center — three finger-widths from the bottom, three from
the surface, motionless. I walked a circle around the glass, looked from every angle,
and it stayed nailed in place. My hands shook taking photos; only one of five came

out sharp.

In my record I wrote: when the egg is suspended, it weighs exactly the same as
this salt water — neither outweighs the other, so neither presses the other down. It

is not propped at the surface; it is carried in the arms of the whole glass of water.
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To prove the water was truly special, I stirred with a chopstick: the egg spun twice
and settled back near where it had been. It stayed there as if the center of gravity

of that water had grown onto the egg.

It took me three attempts to hold the suspension steady; the longest one lasted
forty minutes before slow mixing and salt settling to the bottom let the egg drop.
Our science teacher heard about it and mentioned in class: submarines and swim
bladders work exactly this way — make yourself as heavy as the surrounding water and
you can stop at any depth. Sitting at my desk my heart jumped: I had spent a whole

afternoon tuning a submarine.
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Our Salt Water Tested Every Food in the House

The day I finished the floating—egg experiment, [ could not bring myself to pour
out that glass of salt water, bitter—salty as it was. [ stared at it and thought: if
the egg can float, what about other things? The kitchen foods lined up in a queue,
and I asked them one by one: would you like to try floating? My mother sat nearby
snapping green beans, asking what I thought I was turning her kitchen into. I said a

laboratory, for one evening only.

My method was the clumsy kind: one base glass of strong salt water; anything that
sinks when dropped in gets diluted one notch with plain water; anything that floats
gets salted one notch stronger. Each item tested alone, each result written on paper.
I cut a cube of potato and dropped it in — it sank. Add salt. The potato is harder
to invite than the egg; it took seven spoonfuls before it wobbled up. The carrot
slice sank decisively and only surfaced at the eighth spoonful. The grape was the
strangest: it floated in weak salt water. I assumed it was light, then fished it out
and weighed it — far heavier than the same volume of plain water. The salt water had
simply been too strong. A corner of an eraser sank to death; even when no more salt

would dissolve, it refused to float. I drew a cross after it and wrote: unmovable.

By the seventh item my paper had become a column: grape, the most delicate,
floats in weak brine; egg, in the middle; potato, next; carrot, the hardest to
please; eraser, eliminated. I lined these up on the table from left to right like a
row of winners’ podiums. Suddenly I understood: floating is not one food s
temperament alone, nor the water’s alone — it is the two of them comparing weights.
Every thing hides a number inside it; science class calls it density. Salt water can

be tuned, and once you tune past the number a thing hides, that thing floats.

The most interesting row was where the egg and the potato lived next to each
other. I put the floating egg and the floating potato into the same glass and
adjusted the strength to see which would sink first. The egg sank first, the potato
after — the potato is even tougher than the egg. I wrote this into my weekly
journal, and the science teacher commented: knows how to control variables. Really 1
just never switched glasses — one glass of water from start to finish, salt spoonful

by spoonful, whoever gives out first sinks first, plain to see.

My mother finally ordered that salt water poured down the drain. Before it went,
I tasted it and winced at the saltiness — it had served science to its limit. The
foods went back to their shelves in the fridge, the eraser back to my pencil case.
But our kitchen looks different to me now: every item carries its own number, waiting
for someone to mix a glass of water and ask it. I plan to spend a whole semester

testing everything in the fridge and publishing our family’ s density chart.

www. vv99. net



www. vv99. net



