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Make that the endless questions of a 
young boy named Thomas Alva Edison.

The shipyards in the city of 
Milan in Ohio, USA in 1852.

The only sounds are the gentle lapping of the waters; 
the rhythmic pounding of tools… and the questions 

of a young boy born a few years earlier on February 
11th, 1847, a boy named Thomas Alva Edison.

And what 
type of wood 

is that?

What type of 
wood fl oats the 
best? How long 

will this ship take 
you to build?

How long do 
most take? 
How long…

What type 
of ship are 

you building?

We’re 
building a—
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*Thomas’ mother, Nancy, often 
called him by his middle name.

*dim-witted, confused or slow.

By 1854,Thomas’ father, Samuel, had moved the family to 
Port Huron in Michigan, USA in search of better opportunities.

And Thomas discovered his boundless 
curiosity was not always a welcome thing.

Addled?! 
He called 
you that?!

What do 
you mean?

A-a-at school… 
the school master, 

Mr. Crawford… s-s-
said I wasn’t worth 
having in school.

He said I 
was addled.*

Mama! 
Mama!

Alva!* Alva, 
what’s wrong?!
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Perhaps it was Thomas’ curious nature and 
fondness for asking too many questions that 

made his teachers think he was diffi cult.

Perhaps it was his hearing problems from a recent 
bout with scarlet fever that left him partially deaf 

and made his teachers think he was dumb.

Whatever the reason, Thomas Edison’s formal 
schooling ended just three months after it 

began. His school became his father’s library.

He devoured books about philosophy and 
history and nearly any subject he could fi nd. 

But even this couldn’t satisfy Thomas’ curiosity. 
He yearned to learn more; to see more.

A short while later at Thomas’ school…
No. It’s you who 

doesn’t understand. 
I will teach my 
son myself!

My son is 
smarter than 
the lot of you, 
Mr. Crawford!

I don’t think 
you understand, 
Mrs. Edison—
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By 1860, at the age of thirteen, he 
had convinced his parents to let him 
take a job on a train that travelled 
between Port Huron and Detroit, in 

Michigan, four hours away.

The papers and novels Edison peddled were 
only sold after he had a chance to read them.

Edison was hardly addled as his teachers had thought. 
His creative mind seemed to work faster than most.

And an ocean away, there was another child who 
seemed to share the same thirst for knowledge...

The hours he had to wait each day until 
the train left Detroit and returned to 
his home in Port Huron were spent at 
a local library reading about chemistry 
and science and thinking up new ideas.

The Grand Trunk 
Herald! Get the 

latest issue hot off 
the presses with all 
the current news!

Newspapers! 
Cigars! Fresh 

fruit!

I’ll take 
a paper!

Got any candy 
today, kid? I’ll take 

some candy.

I bet I could earn 
even more money if I 

learned to print my own 
newspaper instead of just 

selling someone else’s. 
I can call it…
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*Alexander’s nickname.

Perhaps it would have taken forever had Alexander not 
noticed a large vat, left over from the days when fl our 
was ground by using water to turn a rotating paddle.

Despite Alexander’s desire 
to reduce their workload 

in the fl our mill…

A twelve-year-old boy by the name of 
Alexander Graham Bell, born March 3rd, 

1847, was doing what young boys do… playing 
with a friend, a boy named Ben Herdman.

Edinburgh, Scotland. 1859.

Boys!!

Like what, 
Mr. Herdman?

Son, I don’t mind if your friend, Aleck*, 
comes over. But why don’t the two of 
you do something useful instead of 

causing a commotion?

Well, you’re 
playing around 
in my fl our mill.

And there’s all 
these piles of wheat that 
need the husks taken off 
before it can be ground. 
You could try doing that.

This is boring, 
Aleck! It’s going to 

take forever to husk 
all this wheat one 
stalk at a time!

Hey, if we fi x these 
brushes to the paddle 
we should be able to 
husk lots of wheat 

all at once. See! The machine 
is doing our work 

for us.
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