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The Egg Would Not Float, and I Knocked Over the Cup

Our science teacher assigned homework: find a way to make an egg float in water.
The moment I got home I opened the fridge, picked out the biggest egg, and dug out a
glass. Mom asked if I needed help. I said no, how hard could it be.

I dropped the egg into the glass. It plopped to the bottom and lay flat, like it
had fallen asleep. I added salt, one spoonful, and stirred with a chopstick. The salt
dissolved, the water clouded a little, and the egg did not move. Getting impatient, I
dumped in two more spoonfuls. Stirring, my chopstick tapped the egg, it rolled over,

and lay there again.
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I lifted the glass to look closer, and my elbow knocked into a pile of blocks
left untidy on the table. The glass tipped. I scrambled to catch it and missed.
Splash. The whole cup of salt water spilled. Water ran off the table edge, the egg
rolled out, spun once on the tabletop, and stopped beside my homework notebook. One

corner of my notebook got soaked.

I froze for two seconds, then tears rushed up. I had been busy for ages, the egg
still would not float, the cup had tipped, and my notebook was ruined. I shoved the

egg back into the glass, turned around, went to my room, and shut the door.

After a while Mom knocked, came in, said nothing, and placed a dry rag in my
hand. We went back to the kitchen, wiped the table dry, and spread the wet notebook
open page by page on the windowsill. Mom poured a fresh glass of water and said: keep

going, the salt did not all spill. I sniffled and picked up the spoon.

This time I learned my lesson and set the glass far from the table edge. One
spoonful of salt, ten stirs, look. Another spoonful, stir again, look again. The
water grew cloudier, and a layer of undissolved salt piled at the bottom. I counted.
At the fifth spoonful, the egg moved and lifted off the bottom. At the sixth, it
wobbled upright. At the seventh, the egg broke the surface, showing a small wet patch

of its crown.

I called Mom to look, and the two of us leaned over the table, watching the egg
sit steady on top of the salt water. Mom asked: when you knocked the cup over, did
you think about giving up? I admitted I did. Mom asked: then why did you pick the
spoon up again? I thought a long time and said: because the egg was still lying on
the table. It had not floated yet.

Later I wrote this experiment into my science homework, and I wrote about tipping
the cup too. My ending line read: spilling a cup of water is no big deal, just pour
another. Add the salt spoonful by spoonful, take the failures one by one, and the egg
will float in the end. Then I opened my dried, wrinkled notebook. That page was

crinkled like a small sun—dried cloud. It looked better than a brand—new page.
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My Little Sister Knocked Over the Salt Water

My little sister is in third grade, and her science teacher told her to make an
egg float at home. She set everything on the coffee table: a glass, an egg, a jar of
salt, a measuring spoon. I sat on the sofa reading, and she asked me to be her

audience. I said fine, an audience watches and does not talk.

She put the egg in plain water first, and it sank. Then she began adding salt,
the first spoonful carefully, poured down the inner wall. Second spoonful, third. She
stirred until her arm ached and switched to her left hand. The egg did not budge.
Frowning, she scooped one huge spoonful and jammed it in; the salt piled at the
bottom without time to dissolve. She stirred hard, and the glass slid back and forth
on the table.

The accident came at the fourth spoonful. Her hand shook while pouring, and half
the salt landed outside the cup. She lunged for the spoon, and her sleeve caught the
cup’ s handle. The cup tipped. Salt water splashed across the table, and the egg

rolled under the fruit bowl. Sister froze for one second, then burst out crying,
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saying through sobs: the egg is bullying me, it refuses to float.

Mom came out of the kitchen and wiped the table first, without coddling her. I
closed my book, squatted down, fished the egg out from under the fruit bowl, wiped
it, and said: may the audience speak now? She nodded, hiccuping. I asked: at the last
cup, how many spoonfuls had you reached? She thought and said: three and a half. I

said: then you know where to pick the work back up.

She wiped her tears, poured a fresh half glass of water, and set the egg in. This
time she moved the glass to the middle of the table, away from any edge. Fourth
spoonful, fifth. She stirred once and counted once, and white salt piled at the
bottom. After the sixth spoonful she suddenly held her breath and pointed at the
glass: it moved! The egg had left the bottom and hung in the water, like a diver
holding still.

At the seventh spoonful, the egg rose slowly, broke the surface, and lay wet and
shiny on top of the water. Sister did not shout. She clamped both hands over her
mouth, eyes round, and only then let out a yell: it floated! She dragged Mom to look,
dragged me, even called the neighbor at the door, insisting it was her spoonfuls of
salt that did it.

That night before bed, she ran into my room and asked: brother, does knocking
over the cup count as part of the experiment? I said it counts. The spill is part of
the experiment too. She thought about it and said: then tomorrow I will write the

seventh spoonful in my homework, and the spill too. I said good.

The next day, her science notebook had a crooked line of writing: my egg floated,
it took seven spoonfuls of salt, I spilled once in the middle, and I did not give up.
The teacher drew a red star beside it. Sister held the notebook up for me to see,
proud as if holding a trophy. I knew the base of that trophy was cast from the cup of

salt water she had knocked over.
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After the Cup Spilled, the Whole Class Waited for Him to
Finish the Salt

Science class: one glass of water, one egg, one jar of salt per group. Our
group’ s salt duty went to Ma Xiaotiao, not the long—jump Ma Xiaotiao, just our Ma
Xiaotiao, whose hands were faster than anyone’s. His first spoonful went down the cup
wall; on the second he stirred so fast the water spun into a whirlpool. The egg

circled twice inside it and sank back to the bottom.

Third spoonful, fourth. Undissolved salt began piling white at the bottom. Our
group leader Lin Xiaoyu told him to stir slower. His mouth said okay; his hands did
not listen. On the fifth he poured too hard, salt jamming between the cup wall and
the egg. He poked with a chopstick, the chopstick nudged, the glass slid half a turn
across the desk, hit the textbook, and splash, half the salt water spilled down Ma

Xiaotiao s sleeve.

The group went silent all at once. Ma Xiaotiao froze, spoon still raised, face

burning red. In normal times Lin Xiaoyu would have exploded already; the water was
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creeping toward her notebook. She did not explode. She pulled out tissues and pressed
them onto the spreading water, saying: hold the water down first. The other two
members got busy too, one steadying the glass, one moving notebooks out of harm’s

way.

The teacher walked over from the podium, glanced at the soaked desk, and asked
one question: is the glass still usable? Lin Xiaoyu said yes. The teacher said: then

keep going. She turned to another group and never once mentioned the spill.

The cup had lost most of its water. Lin Xiaoyu passed the water bottle to Ma
Xiaotiao: you refill it. He refilled, hands still shaking a little. Lin Xiaoyu said:
we were at five spoonfuls, right? Keep counting. He nodded, dipped the spoon into the
salt jar, leveled it, sixth spoonful. This time he stirred extremely slowly, the

chopstick tracing circles along the bottom, one circle, two.

After the seventh spoonful, the salt at the bottom began dissolving slower. Ma
Xiaotiao’ s hand hung in midair, eyes locked on the egg, afraid to stir. Lin Xiaoyu
delivered the last spoonful of salt into the cup for him and said: you do the final
stir. His chopstick sank and traced three slow circles. The egg wobbled, lifted off
the bottom, hung in mid-water, then inched upward, inch by inch, until it broke the

surface and showed half its head.

Our group did not shout at first. The four of us circled the glass holding our
breath, and only when the egg lay steady on top did we cheer together. Other groups
heard the commotion and swarmed over. Someone asked how many spoonfuls. Ma Xiaotiao
answered before anyone else: eight, with one spill in the middle. When he said the

spill, his voice did not drop. His chest straightened instead.

While packing up, Lin Xiaoyu wrote in the failure column of the lab sheet:
spilled half the salt water. In the cause column: hands too fast. In the what-we—did
column: waited for him to finish the salt. The teacher passed by, read that line
aloud to the whole class. I cannot remember what the teacher said at the end of that
class. I only remember the way the class looked at Ma Xiaotiao: not laughing, not

pitying, just waiting, waiting for one person to finish adding his salt.
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