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Record Heat Leads to Parking Lot 

Experiment 

By RYAN ANDERSON 

Journal Staff 

In Florida, we had a saying when it got hot, “It's not the heat, it’s the humidity.”  

In Texas, I have discovered that the heat doesn’t need any help from its friend, Mr. Humidity.  

During. this recent bout of record-selling triple digit weather, I was walking to my car and 

thought, “It’s hot enough to fry an egg out here.”  

I continued my internal dialogue by pondering, “What would Bill Nye, The Science Guy, do if 

he were here right now? He’d buy some eggs and he’d fry them, too. That’s what Bill Nye, The 

Science Guy Would do.” 

Thus, another column was born.  

Wanting to prove my theory regarding the ability to fry an egg on the ground, I ventured forth to 

the Albertson's on Clear Lake City Blvd.  

Like a man on a mission, I headed right to the egg case and selected a six pack of Grade A Large 

eggs.  

Armed with the brave eggs for my experiment, I returned to the Journals Gigaplex to test my 

hypothesis that, yes, it was hot enough to fry an egg. 

Remembering all l had learned about conducting an experiment in school and from Bill Nye, I 

selected two test eggs and placed the remaining four eggs in the refrigerator. These were my 

control group, or breakfast. 

Armed with the two eggs for my experiment I proceeded to brave the sweltering heat in the 

interest of informing, you, the loyal readers, of the egg-frying capability of this scorching Texas 

heat. 

I arrived at the test site and cracked the first egg open. As it cascaded down to the earth, I 

envisioned the egg frying the second it hit the unforgiving concrete.  

Much to my dismay, the egg. did not fry. In fact, it kind of just sat there in a gooey egg-like state. 

Convinced that an egg would fry, I glanced over at my car and thought, “Surely, if an egg 

wouldn’t fry on concrete it would fry on metal.” 
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My senses returned to me shortly after that thought as I realized the mess an egg would make on 

my car, 

Plus, there is the whole issue of the residual heat from the engine giving a false impression of the 

heat of the hood.  

Ruling out my car as a potential test zone, my gaze returned to the egg on the concrete.  

As I was staring down at my contribution to science gone wrong, a passerby said, “Silly 

journalist, it isn’t hot enough to fry an egg.” 

Apparently, during the time I had the idea, purchased the eggs, and started the experiment, a cold 

front moved in, canceling out the egg frying abilities of concrete. 

If I had tried to fry the egg just one day earlier, I am convinced that there would have been much 

egg frying on the concrete. 

Dejected at the failure of my experiment, I returned to the cool, air-conditioned sanctuary of the 

Gigaplex. 

Thinking that maybe the egg needed time to fry, I returned to the scene of the. experiment a half 

hour later. Sadly, the egg had still not fried. It also wasn't smelling too good. 

Although my experiment failed to prove the heat’s ability to fry eggs, it doesn't change the fact 

that it is still hot 

Now, if you will excuse me, I have a strange urge to make an omelette. 


