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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
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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
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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