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I Guessed for Three Years; He Experimented for Three

Days

In the book One Fun Experiment there is a passage where the author wants to know
how deep a seed should be buried to sprout. Anyone can guess a number and be done
with it. He was not. He prepared six cups, burying seeds at half a centimeter, one,
two, three and five centimeters, watered and recorded every day, spent three full
days before a pattern appeared, and repeated everything before he dared write it
down. One line from the book is copied on the back of my pencil case: guess ten

times, or do it once.

That line made me restless, because for six years I have been nothing but
guessing. The science book says roots grow downward, and I guessed yes. It says seeds
need water, and I guessed yes. In third grade our science teacher asked who had ever

dug up a bean sprout to look at the soil, and almost nobody raised a hand, myself
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included. It was not that we were afraid; it never occurred to us that we could dig.
The printed answer feels enough. The man in this book proved otherwise: an answer you

memorize belongs to the book, an answer you make grows into you.

My only experiment of my own was pickling cucumbers, and it failed. I followed
the recipe loosely: brine, cucumbers, a stone on top. Three days later half of them
were rotten and smelly. I concluded that books lie and pickling does not work. After
reading this book I checked my notes from that day and found I had used too little
salt, taken a granite stone from the flower bed, and pressed poorly. I skipped every

careful step, and the experiment punished me for it.

Last weekend I did it again. Weighed salt, a washed pebble instead of granite,
one look, one touch, one smell and one line of notes every day. On the fifth day the
cucumbers turned a clear yellow—green, crisp when bitten, salty with an edge of sour.
My mother tasted one without a word and took another. The joy was quiet, not like a

good exam score: something inside settled firmly. I made this; I did not memorize it.

My plan from this book is small and concrete. For every conclusion in a book, if
I can test it, I will test it once; if I cannot, I will write it down and wait. How
deep to bury a seed, how much salt for cucumbers: books can answer, but only the hand
knows how steady the answer lands. I have guessed for six years. From now on I want

to start doing.
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