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Dad Helps You Light That Little Bulb

Our son is in fourth grade and just learned about electricity in science class.
The moment he got home on Friday he pestered me: Dad, I want to make a little bulb
light up by itself. I said all right, we’1l do it this weekend. Saying that, I had no
confidence either — years after graduation, I had long returned my physics to the

teacher.

Preparing the materials took a whole Saturday morning. We biked to the hardware
store and picked out two AA batteries, a battery box, a small roll of wires with
alligator clips, and after a long search among the lamp holders we found a matching

little bulb. The shopkeeper laughed at us: so many kids doing experiments these days.
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My son placed each item into a paper box one by one, like a collector inventorying

treasures.

Back home, the dining table became the lab bench. We clipped one wire to the
battery box and pinched the other end, trying to touch the metal shell of the bulb.
The first time, nothing. The second time, the clip slipped loose — still nothing. My
son’ s hands were shaking a little. I pretended not to notice and just said, try once

more.

The third time, the instant the clip made contact, the bulb hummed into a small
orange glow. He sprang up from his stool: it’s lit! It’s 1lit! He circled half around
the table, then crouched back down to stare at the bulb as if afraid it would run

away. That cry of wonder rang in my ears louder than any payday ever had.

That evening we sat at the desk looking up the principle together. On the tablet
we opened a circuit diagram: current leaves the battery, passes through the filament,
returns to the battery, and closes into a loop. My son traced the lines with his
finger, then suddenly looked up halfway: no wonder it goes out when the clip loosens
— the loop breaks! Riding the momentum, I asked him to guess why the battery gets
warm. We turned page after page and only closed the tablet at ten thirty.

Before the lights went out he said: Dad, you didn’t know this at the start
either, did you? I admitted it. He nodded, satisfied, and said it’s okay — we learned
it together. In that instant my heart felt warm. Grown—ups always want to be the
answer key for their children, but what children really want is a companion to search

for answers with.

The little bulb now hangs beside his desk, fixed with a piece of wire, serving as
his night light. Every time I pass it, I remember that Saturday: a box of materials,
one shout of it’s lit, one circuit diagram. Companionship turns out to be simple -

just crouch down and close the broken loop together with him.
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Friday Afternoons with the Science Club

In my fifth year as a homeroom teacher, I set up a tiny science club at the back
of the classroom: eight children, staying one hour every Friday after school. Some
parents worried in the group chat that it would hurt grades. I did not argue; 1
simply posted photos from each Friday into the chat. The upturned faces in those

photos explained better than any argument.

This week’ s theme was dissolving. The materials I had been collecting for a week:
sugar cubes, coarse salt, milk powder, laundry powder, a few soap ends, six clear
cups, and a thermometer. The children swarmed in the moment they arrived, like scouts
inventorying supplies. I asked them to make their own list: what to study, what is
needed, how to pour, how to stir. One boy wrote solemnly: Teacher, the stirring

sticks must be the same thickness, otherwise it is not fair.

The experiment began. Sugar cubes melted fast in hot water, coarse salt dozed at
the bottom of its cup, and milk powder rose into a white cloud the instant it met
water. The children took turns stirring, little whirlpools spinning on the cup walls.
Suddenly the seat by the window erupted: Teacher! The laundry powder water is warm! I
ran over and touched it — indeed, the cup wall was faintly hot. Six pairs of eyes 1lit
up at once across six cups, a brightness that the sound of turning textbook pages

never produces.
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We did not let the accident go. I brought out the tablet and looked up dissolving
heat absorption and release together with them. They read extremely slowly, word by
word, and when they reached the line that sodium hydroxide releases heat, the boy who
wrote about fair sticks raised his hand: Teacher, so laundry powder has that stuff in
it too? We followed the trail — to the ingredient list of laundry powder, to heat
running in and out during dissolving. The hour ended and nobody left; finally a

parent shouted three times down the hallway before they dispersed.

Before locking up I was wiping the desks when I suddenly remembered my own
primary school science teacher. He too had accompanied us in such wild tinkering,
tinkering so thoroughly that a lifetime later I still want to stir any glass of sugar
water I see. So education can be passed down like this - not through handouts, but

through the bent backs of one shared hour.

In the club logbook I wrote the page: This Friday, discovered that laundry powder
water turns warm; the whole class stunned; thirty minutes of research. Then I added
one line: next time let them bring their own materials. These years of teaching, I
believe more and more that a child’ s cry of wonder is the real school bell of any

classroom.
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Across the Table, the Magnet Took the Paper Clip by the
Hand

Our daughter is five and a half and lately obsessed with the fridge magnets -
touching them every time we go out, asking every mealtime: Mom, why don’ t they fall
down? Rather than answer a hundred times, I decided to play through it with her. Over
lunch break I ordered a pack of magnets online, and rummaged through the house for
old things: paper clips, thumbtacks, keys, coins, blocks, hairpins, all packed into a

shoebox as our experiment materials.

The evening the parcel arrived, I tipped the shoebox onto the living room table
and declared the magnet laboratory open. My daughter picked up the black magnet first
and pushed a paper clip across the tabletop. The clip trotted along behind the magnet
as if led by an invisible hand. She pushed once, it ran once, and she giggled without
end. In the middle of the fun she slid the magnet under the table — and the paper
clip actually rose up on the tabletop, leaning through the wooden board toward the

magnet.

She froze for two seconds, then let out the biggest cry of wonder that day: Mom!
Magnets can go through tables! She rushed to shove keys, coins, and blocks under the
table one after another. The keys were caught, the coins did not budge, the blocks
hardly worth trying. She bustled until she was sweating, shouting this and that, the

living room popping like a small pot of popcorn.

After her bath that night we sat on the bed looking up the principle together. We
opened a picture-book science page: around every magnet lies an invisible loop of
magnetic field lines; paper, wood, and plastic let it pass through, but things made
of iron get seized. My daughter traced the loops in the illustration with her finger,
then suddenly jumped off the bed, ran back to the living room, pressed the magnet
against the inside of the fridge door, and held a slip of paper on the outside — the
paper was pinned in place by the magnet within. She came back with a solemn face:

Mom, the fridge is made of iron.

In that moment I was so glad I had not found it a hassle that day. Had I merely
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waved it off with because it is magnetic, she would probably never have discovered on
her own that the fridge is iron. A child s science is not poured in; she reaches out

and grabs it back herself. All we need to do is tip the shoebox onto the table.

The black magnet now lives beside her pillow, serving at night as the switch of
her night light and by day standing in a row of soldiers on the fridge. Every time
she holds it up and shouts Mom look, I put down my work and walk over. These evenings
of experiments with her are the part of my day I am least willing to fast—forward

through.
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