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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. 1 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
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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,

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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