W EBEN TIETE

FRAKPENG (RS2 JAOL UM T, WS K, RECT T 1. nTIRAEM B R
SRR, XOEATURMA L, &AEM FIEpE, WURAEK. FITHERKE A E TR R
BN T 208k, A REIEAEE T FpE XA AR T RS o

THEBUEARAE S S MIRERK, WEBCER VT H R nUliE K, kKA, X5
H|AE ks RISk Tatkbal, AbetE BB ORI, HERGEAEAN. RETHAEM T, A
PRk, —HEGHEK, A MK oM 7, EIAKIE, REA TR
B ERK S BB, IRESHT XS 8, e Tk, B8 —kRT 8 KR Z T, Sl
T MR R . AT FLA S T, BB Rk, HEA T, REEILEEFILT, BE
BT .

MBS T, SR KIS AR TR AL AREKINCE MEERT &, A BRI NS
e ko AMERWHBET IR, kB /DM XEMMIETTEIM TR, BBEER, B AEEE
ANHREA o EAFAE T o AR IR, BMR =45, BKm =15, —shAsh. WEEEMTET —
e, WSAER, EHRETHEAL . RETHUAKNETEL, 7 kA7 ks 2.

ALK A WEGIFN, CHRXMH KR, fEth AT B RS, &
ATERATAEKI, SEPHEMAIGAENR B . O TUEIIMKE R R, Bl ARBE ol 558 71,
MR TR, SRR SRR B BT . ERAER L, XM KR KAE T8 .

XA EEPIRE TSGR T =IRAFE, A KE& T WU+ piA K Ig R e
WP N5 B2Vl mAE R B4R 7 ) WA S B XM E R, ik H AR R
JA TR BR—HE L, b e AEAEROR S o BRARAE A7 EoO BB —— ORI 77— /R, 23K
HEE -

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
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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.
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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