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Good Timing

Nicole Helmer sighed as she walked despondently through her school doors.  It was absolutely unfair.  Sure, it was a school day, but just because she was out one hour past her 9:00 o’clock curfew should not have sent her mother into a worry fit.  She ended up having her next month’s allowance go towards a boring old watch. How unfair. But this, her mother hoped, would insure that she would never be late again.
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After school, Nicole trudged over to Good Timing, the watch store.  With a deep breath, she plunged into the antique store.  Once inside she was surrounded with lots of old doodads, but nothing caught her eye.  As a final attempt, she shoved her hand to the back of a shelf to find a fifty-year-old Timex IronKids digital watch.  It seemed to be the most modern watch in the store.  Quickly she paid for the watch and rushed out before her friends could spot her inside an antique store. 





Nicole couldn’t imagine ever being happy with this watch; it was, after all, the result of her mother’s tirade.   To her dismay, it didn’t even start when she attempted to turn it on.   Frustrated, she threw the useless watch on her bed where it landed face up.

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        
Nicole was unusually restless that night.  Suddenly, she jolted upright.  She was sure she felt a gust of wind.  Just then another gust of wind blew past her, stronger this time.  It picked up speed, buffeting her around, until she began to rise off the sheets.  The last thing she was aware of was the gleam of the broken watch coming closer…

Nicole lay very still adjusting to the scene around her.  She was lying on a rough burlap sack filled with rice.  With her eyes shut tightly, she heard laughter from above.  When her curiosity got the better of her, Nicole sighed and her eyes peeked open.  

The scene before her was straight out of her history textbook.  To her amazement, she was standing before the to-be antique store, Good Timing, in its’ glory days.  She had traveled back in time.




“Aye, Miss!” the owner boomed out, “What can I do fer ya?”  He was a tall, intimidating man.  Despite his harsh profile, he had a surprisingly gentle look in his eyes as he appraised her odd clothes.  

 “What is your newest watch you have in stock?” Nicole asked hesitantly.  This question seemed to please the man, for he proudly displayed the very watch Nicole would wear fifty years later.

“I was hoping someone would ask that,” he exclaimed.  “This beauty is my newest invention.  It took me three whole years to perfect its acrylic paint.”  Nicole was touched by the way this man treasured a simple tool like a watch.

What came next dazzled her.  The watch seemed to echo:

A dissection of me will result in pieces,

Carbon and sulphur is my timely thesis.

Hydrogen, oxygen, nitrogen too,

Are the works of my plastic through and through.

Chlorine and silicon add to my mix,

They give me an appeal that is hard to resist.

Mineral glass, a thin mercury coat,

I wear these elements like an accessory tote. 

 
“What a treasure,” Nicole thought and she vowed to never take her privileges for granted again.

Just as this thought crossed her mind, she felt the familiar wind start its tugging.  Hastily, she thanked the man.

The watchmaker was surprised.  “Ah, Miss, it’s not every day I have an interested customer.  Hey, take a business card before you go.  By the way, the name’s Hamilton.”

Those were the last words Nicole heard before the wind overcame her once again…


Nicole woke the next day in her very own bed.  Slowly, realization came to her in short bursts… Hamilton…. time travel… the watch.  Could this all just be a figment of her wild imagination?  Her hand drifted to her pocket and felt the sharp edge of the card Hamilton gave her.    




The proof was in the card because she knew from school that Hamilton was the first inventor of digital watches!  Nicole thought of the scorn she had towards her watch only yesterday, and felt ashamed.  Her trip had come to show her that an ordinary object like a watch is really a complex work of art.  She thought of the vow she had made in Hamilton’s shop to not take the abundant resources she had for granted.  

From then on Nicole stayed true to her word.  She wore her remarkable watch with pride.   



The Watch:
What is it made of?
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I am Watch


Hear me ‘tick’





~The Maker~


1957


Hamilton Watch Co.


Lancaster


Pennsylvania 











-Plastic: Polymers of carbon, hydrogen, oxygen, nitrogen, chlorine and sulphur.


-Elastic: Rubber, carbon, hydrogen, oxygen and/or silicon.


-Plexiglas: Acrylic Fibres


-Face display: Scratch resistant mineral glass and a thin film of mercury coating.


-Microchip: Copper oxide, germanium, silicon and aluminum.


-Dye: Salt (usually from an aluminum lake), roots, berries, bark, leaves, wood and sulphur.


Strap: Cutin from plants, polycarbonate and polybutyrate. 








I’ve come a long way from my first hello,


And my very first makers, Hamilton and Co.


The time I make, hurries by.


Tick tock, tick tock, goodbye!











In countries as Taiwan, China, and Spain I abide,


Scattered along Algeria, Kyrgyzstan, Chile and Belgium I stop the tide, 


Russia and Canada, US lakes, forests galore,


I’m found in the treetops and the soft ocean floor.


Plastic and Plexiglas make up my face,


Even smaller fibres make up my case.











