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BOT OF BOLT & TIN

.

THE'BLINKING.
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Saturday morning.sun shined through the garage window. Sanmand Grandpa stood-at the workbench. —

‘Let's build something special today,' said Grandpa.

Sam grinned. 'A robot!"
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Grandpa tWiskd»s’qg’wz"rﬁté‘the tin cans. 'This'will be the robot’s body,” he'sai
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l Sanihanded him bolts. ‘Can | name'it?' he asked:,

‘. Grandpa-chuckled-‘Of ¢
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Sam said, 'It should be called Tin-Tin!'

Grandpa laughed. 'No, no—Sir Clanks-a-Lot!' they argued, but their laughter filled the garage.
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b Grandpa showed Sam how to twist wires together. 'This will be its blinking eye,' he whispered:

Samheld the tiny bulb steady. 'Is it ready?’
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They attached the bulb to a bottle cap. 'Now for the magic part,' Grandpa said.

They connected the last wire. Nothing happened.
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”"G andpa put a h nd on his shoulder. ‘Rejie@ambudcd
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1A t%n)_{ rec i‘gh“t fll‘ashed in the robot's eye. It blinked aga\'iﬁéndbr ain!

et wrks!!' Slam cheered. G‘féndpé hugged him tight. "You built it, Sam!! S
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They placed-the robot on the workbench. 'It's for you, Grandpa,' Sam said softly. ‘For Father's Day.' (YA

Grandpa wiped his eye. 'It's the best gift ever.'

Together, they watched the robot blink—just like their love, steady and bright.



