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After the Egg Floated, the Discussion Truly Began

For the open class on buoyancy, I placed my heaviest bet in the lesson plan on
the experiment. I wanted to gamble: rather than explain Archimedes’ principle three

times, let an egg float up on its own and let the children chase the why themselves.

The demonstration began with an egg sinking to the bottom. I lowered it gently
into a cup of fresh water; it dropped straight down and lay there like a small stone.
I asked: who can make it float without touching the egg or pouring water out? The
room went quiet, forty faces facing that cup of water, not one hand raised. I added
salt to the water spoonful after generous spoonful, stirring; after the third, the
egg hesitantly left the bottom and hung in mid-water. Several children in the front

row pressed their faces to the edge of the desk, noses nearly touching the glass.

Group work started immediately. Each group got a cup of water, a bag of salt, one

egg, and a small spoon. The task sheet had a single line: find a way to float your
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egg to the surface, and record how many spoonfuls of salt it takes. The classroom
instantly became a kitchen crossed with a market. One group dumped salt wildly — the
water turned murky, the egg stayed put. Others learned quickly, adding while
stirring. The group by the door lost their egg to the third spoonful of salt; the
whole group mourned around the broken bowl for three seconds, then collected a new
egg and started over. As I walked the aisles, the most common phrase I heard was one

more spoonful.

The moment each egg floated, groups erupted in cheers in unison, wave upon wave
of sound. But I knew the real centerpiece was still ahead — the discussion. I had
each group report its spoon count, ranging from three to nine. Why such a difference?
One child said the salt wasn’t fully stirred; another said eggs come in different
sizes; still another asked: Teacher, is the Dead Sea just one giant cup of this salt
water? I projected a photo of the Dead Sea onto the screen, and the discussion caught
fire all at once — could you swim in the Dead Sea, would the salt water lose buoyancy

after cooling down.

When the bell rang, nobody left right away. A girl held up her cup and asked:
Teacher, may I take it home and see if the egg gets fatter by tomorrow? I smiled and

said yes — write an observation diary.

At the evening critique, the teaching research group leader said the discussion
segment was the brightest part of the lesson. In my reflection I wrote: the
demonstration is the spark, group work is the kindling, and the discussion is the
fire that actually burns. The Dead Sea and the fattening egg that the children raised
are more precious than any worked example I had prepared. The educational meaning
does not live in my mouth; it lives in that half-class hour when they chased the salt

water.

www. vv99. net



