
	 The Power of  the Light Bulb 

	 I believe in the power of  aha-moments. You know the ones: those sudden moments of  
discovery, clarity, confidence; that instant where the lightbulb goes off  and you get to be there to watch it 
all come together. As teachers, we all have our reasons for going into the profession. Some do it because 
they were called to, some love what they teach, some love who they teach; and while that’s all good and 
relevant for me, I do it for the lightbulb moments - for the “miss, I think I got it” moments; for the “I don’t 
know what I was so afraid of ” moments. The “where do we go from here?” moments. No other profession 
lets you get up close and personal with the lightbulb. So, here we are: two years in, and we are flickering, 
man.  

	 As we all well know, moments of  great “AHA!” come from moments of  (less great) “what did I get 
myself  into?” “What’s going on?” “Why am I doing this?” Where are we going?” This is where I was my junior year 
of  college. With an increase in course-load, feelings of  graduation and the real world approaching, came 
the matching quarter-life crisis, and I was questioning whether or not I was really cut out for this whole 
teaching thing. If  I didn’t have it all figured out, who on earth was trusting me to help the future of  society 
figure it out?!  

	 So, with a pocketful of  self-doubt, I walked into my my second observation placement. This round 
was more intense, more hands-on, and I would do far more than just observe. Not knowing what to expect 
and what might come out of  this, I treaded with caution. Students asked me for guidance, they asked me 
to reassure their doubts, to explain, and I still felt odd providing guidance, when I felt like I myself  needed 
so much.  

	 It wasn’t until one pivotal Thursday morning AP Literature class that I felt like I got what I 
needed. We sat around the round table, discussing the ending to Margaret Atwood’s dystopian feminist 
masterpiece, The Handmaid’s Tale. We had more questions than answers, and the truth is that I was still at a 
point where I didn’t have the ending all figured out either. We were ready to give up, table it, and come 
back to it later. Suddenly, Jake, a normally silent student in the class shoves his chair out from under him 
and stands up, and throws his book down, looks us dead in the eye, and declares that he “GOT IT!” His 
eyes were wide and wild, an enormous smile spread across his face, and he immediately went into 
passionate discussion about why the book ends the way it does, and that perhaps, it’s okay that we don’t 
really understand it, because that wasn’t the intention. Maybe Atwood just wanted us to give it some 
thought, and let it sit in our brains for a bit. Maybe she didn’t want a happy ending, but rather a reaction.  

We were speechless. SPEECHLESS. Here’s this kid who didn’t say boo for a month and a half, and all of  a 
sudden, he’s got it. I pulled him aside later in the class and asked him what made it all click for him.  

	 “I just thought about the questions. I thought about the why we kept saying. I finally accepted that 	
	 I was confused, but thought about why I was confused and if  really I was supposed to be. I let 	
	 myself  sit in the confusion, until I just let the lightbulb click on. And it did,” he explained, matter-	
	 of-factly.  

I was floored.  

Not only was I floored, but I was utterly inspired. I went home that day with a sense of  what I’d be doing 
for the rest of  my life, and instead of  feeling freaked out or trapped or completely overwhelmed by this 
cloudy thing called the future, I let it hit me.  



What happened in class that day would serve to be my mission as a teacher years later. I decided that I 
wouldn’t be a teacher. That was too, I don’t know, whatever it was.  

I was instead to be a facilitator and witness of  aha-moments. I was to keep myself  in the present moment, 
and just be open to learning. I wasn’t going to have all the answers; in fact, I would (and still do) have 
more questions and answers. Instead of  being afraid of  that, I have to appreciate them, and show students 
how to appreciate them. It is only from great moments of  confusion come great moments of  AHA insight. 
There is power in lightbulbs, as they light our way through the darkness. This I believe.  


