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The Egg Stood Up, and I Jumped First

Saturday, October 18. Sunny.

This week our science teacher gave us a task: go home and make a raw egg stand up
by itself. The moment I got home I threw my schoolbag into the corner of the sofa and
ran to the kitchen to get my materials: one raw egg from the fridge, a flat plate, a
small dish of salt, and a glass of water. I lined these things up on the table and

felt like a real person doing a real experiment.

I placed the egg on the plate, held it with both hands, let go slowly, and it

flopped over and spun around. I tried again, and it flopped again. The third time it
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rolled off the plate and bumped into the table leg, and I nearly screamed. I crouched
down to look: the shell was not cracked. What a relief. The egg lay on the table as

if it had fallen asleep, and it refused to get up for me.

Then I remembered a hint the teacher once gave: use salt. I sprinkled a little
pile of salt on the plate, stood the egg on the salt, and let go very, very slowly.
The egg wobbled twice, and it stood. The grains of salt held its bottom like many
tiny feet. I stared at it and did not dare to breathe, and when I finally breathed

out, it was still standing.

I did not stop there. I poured salt into the glass of water and stirred until the
water turned cloudy. Then I put the standing egg into the salt water. At first it
sank to the bottom, and then it floated up, slowly, slowly, until the top of it
showed above the water, like a chick poking its head out of the shell. I counted on

my fingers: six spoonfuls of salt.

I ran to the door and shouted for Mom, so loud that the neighbor dog barked
twice. Mom thought I had fallen and came running. I pulled her to the table and made
her crouch down to look at the standing egg. She said, wow, how did you do it? I
said, the salt helped it stand, and the salt water helped it float. There is strength
in the water now, holding the egg up. Mom gave me a thumbs—up, and I felt prouder

than when I scored one hundred on a test.

When Dad came home at night, I performed the whole thing for him again. This time
I was in a hurry and used too little salt, and the egg fell over. I added another
pinch of salt, and only then did it stand firm. Dad laughed and asked whether
experiments come with rehearsal failures. I said it was not a failure: I discovered
that too little salt does not work, while too much is fine. I found that out by

myself, and it is not written in any book.

Before bed I wrote all of this in my diary. The egg is so round that it cannot
stand by itself, but with a pile of salt under it, it stands. I think I am the same.
When I cannot do a thing, it is not because I am no good. It is because I have not

found my pile of salt yet.
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A Rainbow Moved Into My Cup

Wednesday, November 3. Cloudy turning sunny.

On my way home from school I was already thinking about experiments, because in
my science book I saw one called rainbow milk, and I decided to do it tonight. As
soon as I got home and finished my homework, I started getting the materials ready: a
carton of whole milk, a plate with a flat bottom, three bottles of food coloring in
red, yellow and blue, a few cotton swabs, and a small bottle of dish soap. I laid

everything out one by one, counted them, all present, and got to work.

First I poured milk into the plate, very carefully, afraid of spilling and
getting scolded. The milk covered the bottom in a white, flat layer, with no movement
at all. Then I dropped in the coloring: three drops red, three drops yellow, three
drops blue. They sat quietly where they landed, like three little clouds that fell
into white cotton by mistake. Nothing happened yet, and I got a little nervous, my

palms even sweaty.

Then came the key step. I took a cotton swab, dipped one end in a tiny bit of
dish soap, held my breath, and touched it gently to the center of the milk. Just

www. vv99. net



once. The colors exploded outward! Red, yellow and blue rushed to the edges, then
curled around into whirlpools, one on top of another, as if a colored wind were
blowing across the plate. I shouted out loud, then touched the milk a second time, a
third, and the colors chased the swab wherever I pointed. I did it many times, and

the plate became one moving rainbow.

I ran to the living room and pulled Mom. She was folding laundry and got dragged
over. She looked down and gasped. I said, Mom look, the colors are running! She asked
why. I said, the surface of milk is like a tight skin where everything holds hands,
and when dish soap comes along it pushes them apart, and as they run they carry the
colors with them, like a moving day. That is the word I looked up today: surface
tension. Mom laughed and said it looks like magic. I said it is not magic, it is an

experiment. Magic tricks people; experiments are real.

Later I carried the plate to the windowsill, and the rainbow was still slowly
turning. I thought of something: when the milk was white and flat, there was no story
at all; one touch, and the whole story ran out. So much movement hides inside quiet

things, waiting for just a little dish soap.

Today was truly fun. I am saving this experiment to perform for the whole class

at science next month.
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The Balloon Picked Up the Paper Bits

Thursday, December 2. Cloudy with light snow.

It was cold outside today, and after school I did not want to go anywhere. I just
wanted to do the paper—-picking experiment from our science homework. I set up my
materials on the living room table: one balloon, some old newspapers, a plastic
ruler, and the chunky sweater I was already wearing. Not many materials, and I
counted them twice, afraid that missing one thing would ruin it. I tore the newspaper
myself into pieces the size of a fingernail and piled them in the middle of the

table, like a little heap of snow.

I blew up the balloon and tied it. First I tried the balloon without rubbing it
on anything: I brought it near the paper bits, and they lay there, not giving me a
single bit of face. Then I rubbed the plastic ruler on my hair and tried that, but it
only picked up two pieces, and they fell right off. I started to wonder, is the book

wrong®?

So I did what the book said. I rubbed the balloon on my sweater: one time, two
times, and I counted to twenty, rubbing faster and faster until the balloon felt a
little warm. I moved it slowly toward the pile of paper, not touching, stopping one
inch above. The paper moved. First two or three pieces jumped up and stuck to the
bottom of the balloon, then whoosh, most of them jumped, as if a pair of invisible
hands were lifting them from below. I walked around holding the balloon, and the
paper walked with me; the pieces that fell jumped back up again. I spun around the
living room laughing, the balloon dragging a little train of paper behind it.

I shouted Mom out of the kitchen. She still had the spatula in her hand and asked
what was wrong. I held the balloon in front of her with a row of paper hanging under
it. I said, Mom look, the balloon is holding the paper! She said there is no such
pulling force, you must have secretly smeared paste. I said no way, watch me redo it.

I shook the paper off, rubbed the balloon twenty times on my sweater again, and
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picked the paper up right in front of her eyes. Mom said oh, and believed me. I said
this is called static electricity. When the sweater and the balloon rub each other,
the balloon collects electricity, and the electricity pulls up light paper. It cannot
pull up a heavy book; I tried, and it failed.

I also found that the plastic ruler rubbed on hair works too, just weaker: ten
rubs picked up only three or four pieces. I wrote that in my diary as well. So
electricity hides in hair and in sweaters all the time, invisible, until a little

rubbing calls it out to work.

My hands were busy today, and my heart is full. Tomorrow I want to try thirty

rubs and see if it picks up even more.
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