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The Egg That Would Not Float, in the Book and in My Cup

What pulled me hardest in One Fun Experiment was not the part where the egg
floats. It was the part where it does not. The person in the book adds two spoonfuls
of salt, stirs, and the egg is still asleep on the bottom of the cup. If it were me,
I would have pushed the cup away, said it failed, and gone off to do something else.
But he did not stop. He sat there looking at the egg on the bottom and added a third
spoonful, stirred, still nothing. He kept going, fourth spoon, fifth. The water grew
cloudy, and at last the egg rocked upright, and then it floated.

My face got warm reading that, because I had done the exact opposite. Last term
our science teacher assigned the floating egg as homework. I went home, put two
spoonfuls of salt in a cup, and the egg would not float. I added a third. Still
nothing. I decided it was the egg’ s fault. I swapped in two other eggs. Then I blamed
the cup. Then I blamed the salt, saying our salt is not salty enough. I carried that
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cup of brine to the sink and poured it out. As I poured, I even thought the book must

be wrong.

What did the man in the book do? He did not change the egg. He did not change the
cup. He did not suspect the salt. He did one thing only: he kept adding. He counted
his spoonfuls, and he stirred each one long enough. The book says that at the ninth
spoonful, the egg first rolled over on the bottom, like someone stretching after
sleep, and only then did it rise. The experiment never tricked me. I simply had not

added enough before I gave my verdict.

Last weekend I did the whole thing over. Same salt, same cup, same biggest egg. I
added spoon by spoon, stirring thirty turns each time, counting in my head. Fifth
spoon: nothing. Sixth: the water began to turn white. Seventh: the egg rolled off the
bottom. Eighth: it stood up. Ninth: it floated, a small round dome showing above the
surface, like a head poking out of a quilt. My mother walked in and said, see, you

made it too. I said, this time I just did not give up early.

The lesson I understood after closing the book is one the book wrote plainly: an
experiment does not succeed all at once; the salt goes in spoon by spoon. Before, my
eyes would slide right over such a sentence. Now it has grown onto me. When a math
problem stumps me, I no longer say I cannot do it. I think one step further, like
adding one more spoonful of salt. That egg which floated inside the book is slowly

lifting up, too, the part of me that always said failure.
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