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The Egg That Would Not Stand, and the Table I Reset

On the day of the science class, it was raining. The teacher put a raw egg on the
podium and said an egg could stand up on its end at the spring equinox. The whole
class laughed, and I did not believe it either. When my turn came, I set the egg
upright, let go with my hands, and it wobbled twice and fell. The second time it
lasted only one second. Someone below shouted: stop trying, it cannot stand. I put

the egg back on the plate, my ears burning.

After school I dropped my bag by the door, took an egg from the fridge, and kept
trying on the dining table. It fell again. Third try, fourth try, the egg seemed
determined to defy me, tipping over at the very moment I held my breath. Angrily I
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tossed it back into the fridge, thinking the teacher had lied, that standing an egg

was nothing but a trick.

Mom took the egg back. Instead of standing it, she first wiped the dining table
and then carried over the small round table from the kitchen. She said: did you
notice? The dining table has a plastic cloth, too slippery; and the egg you picked
has an unusually round end. She let me feel the shell with my fingers. The round end
had almost no spot to grip. Only then did I remember that in class I had also used

the biggest, roundest egg, while others had picked smaller ones.

We switched to a smaller egg, sprinkled a pinch of salt on the table, and pressed
the egg gently into the grains. It wobbled, then stopped. I held my breath and
counted to ten. It did not fall. Mom leaned in to look, and the two of us stared at
it like it was something remarkable. Later she shook off the salt, and the egg fell
again. She said: see, it did not stand by itself; the salt stood it up. Your failure

earlier was not because you are clumsy. It was the table and the egg causing trouble.

The next day I brought the small egg to school and stood it for eight seconds on
the podium. The teacher nodded, and the class went quiet. Nobody knew about the pinch
of salt the night before, and nobody knew how many times it had fallen first. When I
moved my hands away from the egg, what I thought was not at last I did it, but this:
every fall had been telling me one thing. Something somewhere is wrong; I just have

not seen it yet.

After that failure, my habits changed. When a math problem went wrong, I no
longer copied the correct answer neatly; I went back through the equations line by
line to find the step that broke. When I missed five words in a dictation, I wrote
them on slips and stuck them inside my pencil case, then wrote them again three days
later. They were all like that fallen egg. The place where it fell hides the reason,

and finding the reason is sturdier than winning once.

Now when I pass a fruit shop and see eggs stacked in baskets, I still think of
that rainy day and that pinch of salt. The success made me happy for one evening. The
failed experiment has stayed with me until today. It taught me not how to stand an
egg, but how, after it falls, not to walk away in a hurry, to crouch down, and to

find the reason out.
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