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Do It with Your Own Hands, and You Will Discover: It
Started with a Cup of Bubbling Vinegar

Dear teachers and fellow students: good morning! The title of my speech is Do It
with Your Own Hands, and You Will Discover. Let me begin with a question: what is
science? Is it the definitions we memorize in textbooks? A year ago, I thought so too
— until one Saturday afternoon, in my own kitchen, I watched a cup of vinegar turn

into an erupting little volcano.

That day I read in the textbook that baking soda mixed with vinegar produces
bubbles, and I thought, so what? Soda water is full of bubbles. But my mother
encouraged me to try it myself. I found a cup, poured in half a cup of white vinegar,

added two drops of red food coloring, then scooped a spoonful of baking soda, held my
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breath, and dropped it in. The instant the powder touched the vinegar, red foam
surged up, higher and higher, over the rim, running down the cup wall like real lava
flowing from a crater. 1 jumped back in surprise, then could not resist leaning
closer. In that moment, the sentence carbon dioxide gas is produced stopped being
something I had to recite. It became something I had seen with my own eyes and made

with my own hands.

That experiment gave me a lesson I still carry: what the eyes see, we forget;
what the hands do, we truly own. Later, when we studied how plants grow toward light,
I turned my flowerpot around, and three days later the sprout really twisted back.
When we studied dissolving, I stirred sugar and sand into separate glasses of water
and watched one vanish while the other sank. Every experiment added one more secret I
discovered myself — and these secrets cannot be taken away by anyone, or crushed by

any exanm.

Fellow students, we often feel science is far from us, as if it belongs to
scientists in white coats inside laboratories. It does not. Science is right in our
hands: a cup of water, a cube of sugar, a candle, a tissue — any of them can raise a
question, any of them can be tested. So here is my proposal to everyone: starting
today, do at least one small experiment with your own hands every week, even if it
takes only five minutes; when you do it, ask one more why, and do not rush for the
answer; and if it fails, do not throw it away — a collapse, a cloudiness, no
reaction at all, is the experiment speaking to you. We can also set up a little

experiment corner in our classroom and share our discoveries with each other.

Students, stop being an audience of homework and become the main character of
discovery. The moment you make foam overflow a cup with your own hands, you will
understand: science never hides inside books. It hides behind our hands, waiting for

us to act and invite it out. Thank you all!
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Making a Paper Plane Fly Farther Is Not Luck: Lessons

from One Experiment

Respected teachers, dear fellow students: good morning! My speech is titled
Making a Paper Plane Fly Farther Is Not Luck. Last month our class held a paper plane
contest. I folded a plane I thought was the coolest of all, and when my turn came I
threw it with all my strength — it dropped like a stone three meters away. My
deskmate’ s plain—looking plane, given a gentle toss, glided all the way to the last
row. Everyone laughed at me. Some said my luck was bad. But that night, lying in bed,
I asked myself: was it really just luck?

The next day I put his plane and mine side by side and unfolded them one by one
to compare. His wings were wide and flat; mine were narrow and curled up. His nose
was folded many times over, heavy and solid; mine was light and airy. I wrote down
every difference, then began experiments. First try: I widened my wings, and the
plane went from three meters to six. Second try: I added two more folds to the nose,
and it glided steadily to nine meters. Third try: I combined both changes — and it
crashed into the blackboard. That taught me more changes are not better changes:
together they made the plane too heavy. So I kept only the nose weight, returned the
wings to their original width, and on the seventh test flight it crossed the entire

classroom and landed by the feet of the last-row desk.
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From three meters to the far end of the room, I made seven attempts. Not one of
them relied on luck. Each one changed a single thing, threw, watched the result, then
changed the next. The lesson the experiment taught me matters far more than the
ranking: guessing a hundred times is worth less than doing it once; when you lose, do

not blame fate — take the reasons apart one by one.

Fellow students, every day we carry so many whys: why does his plane fly farther?
Why does salt vanish in water while sugar is slower? Why are shadows long in the
morning and short at noon? Guessing will never answer these, and asking others only
borrows their answers. Only your own hands can give you an answer that is truly
yours. So I propose: first, when a question appears, think of a way to test it
yourself, even if it takes just two cups of water or one sheet of paper:; second,
change only one thing at a time, or you will never know which change helped; third,
write down the failed attempts too — they are as precious as the successes. Next
term, let the whole class hold a rematch of paper planes, and let experiments speak

instead of luck.

Students, raise your hands, take out your paper, and hand your questions over to
experiments to answer. You will find that the door of science is not locked. It opens

with a push, and the strength to push it lies right in our small hands. Thank you!
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The Spoonfuls of Salt That Float an Egg — Let Them Fall

into OQur Hearts

Teachers and fellow students: good morning! My speech is titled The Spoonfuls of
Salt That Float an Egg — Let Them Fall into Our Hearts. First, picture this: on the
podium sits a glass, filled with plain water, and an egg lies quietly at the bottom
like a sleeping stone. The teacher asks: who can make it float? The classroom buzzes
at once. One classmate says tilt the glass; another says squeeze the egg lighter; a
third says unless someone pumped air inside it. The teacher only smiles and takes a

paper packet from a pocket — salt.

That was the demonstration in last week’s science class. The teacher added the
first spoonful of salt, stirred, and the egg did not move. The second spoonful —
still nothing. The third, the egg seemed to tremble, or maybe our eyes played tricks.
Fourth spoonful, fifth, and the room grew quieter and quieter until every single one
of us was standing. When the teacher poured in the sixth spoonful and the glass rod
turned slowly in circles, the egg lifted off the bottom, hung in the middle of the
water, then rose, bit by bit, unhurried, until its round head broke the surface like
a chubby kid finally surfacing after holding its breath. The class erupted; applause
burst out. I saw the front row with eyes shining as if someone had lit lamps inside
them.

Fellow students, this is the magic of experiments. One sinking egg and a glass of
salt water can turn what everyone called impossible into a fact right before our
eyes. But I thought about it long after going home that day: what is the real pity?
Not that children somewhere else can do this experiment, but that we ourselves could
have done it by hand, yet only watched the teacher do it once in class. Those six
spoonfuls of salt should have fallen from our own hands, one by one; that gasp of

wonder should have exploded in our own kitchens.

So today I want to scatter this proposal into your hearts, the way salt scatters
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into water. First, do not believe that what your eyes see is the whole story. The egg
sinks in fresh water and floats in salt water; what changed was the water, not the
egg. The world hides many such tricks, waiting for those who act to find them.
Second, prepare your own experiment box: your kitchen is a laboratory — salt, sugar,
oil, vinegar, cups, chopsticks, all are instruments; pick one why each weekend and
test it once with your hands. Third, speak your discoveries out loud. You floated an
egg — tell your deskmate; your deskmate’ s vinegar—soaked eggshell turned soft — let
it tell you. When one discovery becomes fifty discoveries, our class becomes a little

science fleet.

Students, science is not far away. Science lives in every spoonful of salt, every
stir, every gasp of oh, so that’s why. May none of us remain spectators beneath the
podium watching experiments; may we be the ones who wake the egg with our own hands.
Let that handful of salt fall into our hearts, and let every act of doing become the

sound of us growing up. Thank you all!
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