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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
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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
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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The Man in the Book Asked Why First

There is a part in One Fun Experiment where everyone would think it is time to
cheer, but the man in the book does not. The experiment has succeeded. He sits there,
stares at the cup, and asks: why did this happen? That single question made me slow
down my reading. Every experiment I have ever done ended with a cheer at the moment
of success, and then nothing. I treated success as the ending. The man in the book

treated it as the beginning.

The book writes that to answer his own why, he went through books, looked things
up, and ran the experiment again, recording every step. Those pages of his records
are more enjoyable than the experiment itself. He wrote down which attempts failed,
how many times he guessed wrong, and how one morning he thought he had the answer,
only to redo it the next day and find he was wrong again. I read those wrong guesses
over and over, more and more in awe. Anyone can cheer. Few can sit down and admit

they guessed wrong.

I tried it on my own bubble blowing. Before, when a bubble came out, that was
that; at most we competed for the biggest one. This time I deliberately stopped and
asked: why are some bubbles round while others stretch into a long worm? I squatted
downstairs and tested for over ten minutes. With a round wire loop, the bubbles came
out round. I bent the loop into a square, and the bubbles were still round. I bent it
into a long strip and pulled slowly: the bubble stretched long, then snapped into
several small round ones. I ran to ask our science teacher. He thought for a long
while and said, probably a bubble wants to shrink its surface to the smallest
possible, and the circle is the laziest shape. I do not fully understand it, but I
wrote down everything I saw in those ten minutes, including my two wrong guesses:
that the shape of the loop decides it, and that the wind decides it.

The man in the book taught me that eyes seeing something fun is only half of an
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experiment. The other half sits in the mouth: ask why. And another half is in the
hand, recording the wrong guesses the way he did. I now keep a special notebook with
the word Why on its cover, filled with questions that have no answers yet. They do
not come with standard answers like exams do, but each one is waiting for me to reach
it.

The day I closed the book, I tucked a slip of paper into its last page. It says:
next time an experiment succeeds, do not cheer first. Ask why first. That slip is
still there. It watches me for the book, making sure that in my excitement I do not

let the why slip away again.
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So the Man Doing the Experiment Blushed Too

There is a passage in One Fun Experiment I read three times. The man in the book
is pushed on stage by his classmates to demonstrate his experiment in front of the
whole class. The first attempt fails. Equipment covers the table, and whispers begin
below the stage. The book writes that his face went red all at once, and his ears
burned. I stopped reading there, because I know that burning too well. But he did not
leave the stage. He stood where he was, moved the failed cup aside, and told the
class: let me do it once more, please give me three more minutes. The second time he
worked slower than the first, narrating every step out loud. It worked. The class
applauded, and his first words were: the failure just now counts too. It showed us

which step must not be rushed.

I closed the book and remembered my own time in third grade. I raised my hand in
science class to demonstrate planting a bean. I poured in too much soil, and when the
water went in, a stream of muddy soup leaked out of the hole in the cup bottom. The
whole class laughed. I said my stomach hurt, fled the stage, and squatted in the
bathroom, refusing to go back. I do not remember a single thing the rest of that
lesson taught. What I really dodged was not those three minutes. It was every hand I

wanted to raise after that.

The man in the book blushes just like me, his ears burn just like mine, and
people below the stage laugh just the same. Only one thing is different: he left his
failure on the stage. He wrote in the book that a failure which stands on stage and
is looked at by everyone loses its power. The more you hide, the bigger it grows;
glance back at it once, and it shrinks a little. I memorized that sentence, because
it is not a clever idea invented by a smart person. It was thought up on a stage by a

man who feared laughter just as much as I do.

When sign—ups opened for the end-of-term science showcase, I raised my hand. My
entry was the paper—card water trick, the one where a card holds up a full glass of
water. In the days of practice I knocked the glass over four times at home, soaking
the table. Before, spills would have made me throw a tantrum. This time I wrote the
reason for each spill on a slip of paper: first time the card edge was not flat,
second time I lifted the glass too fast, third time my finger pressed on the card. On
showcase day I carried those slips onto the stage with me, and I told the whole class
about the failed attempts too. The second the card held the water, the class

applauded, and I heard our class clown say: that is seriously cool.

After reading this book I understood: the word experiment already contains the
word failure inside it. A person who does experiments is not someone who cannot fail.
It is someone who fails and still says, please give me three more minutes. The way

the man in the book blushes on stage, I can see it with my eyes closed now. He
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blushes, but he does not leave. From now on, every time I want to run, I will let him

stand on my stage for a while.
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