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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.
My son placed each item into a paper box one by one, like a collector inventorying

treasures.
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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 1it! 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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