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The Collegian requires volunteers 

to fill the following positions: 
 

News Reporter 
Social Reporter 
Sports Reporter 
Graphic Artists 

Sub-Editors 
IT Specialist 

Photographer 
Reprographic Facilitators 

Pretty Tea Girls 
Presentable Salespersons 

Reviewers 
German Types 

 
Apply to: 

thecollegian@o2.pl  
or track down the editor. 

 
 (Photo essential for Tea Girl 

applicants – The Collegian is not 
an equal opportunities employer.)  

�
 

The Collegian is an 
independent magazine.  

Send all correspondence to 
the above e-mail address. All 

ideas and suggestions are 
welcome. No criticism will be 

accepted. Copyright to the 
entire publication, except the 
bits he has stolen, is owned 

by the 
 Editor-in-Chief, 

Martin Hinton M.A. 
�

Cover photo by Wioletta Hinton
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The 
Fresher’s 
Guide 
OR HOW TO SURVIVE 
YOUR FIRST YEAR. 
 
So you’ve made it through the 
entrance exam, you’ve discovered that 
your Matura grades were a trifle 
optimistic and you’re determined to 
make it through to second year in one 
piece. The Collegian has spoken to 
students, graduates and staff to 
prepare the following assistance. 
 

What to expect 
The first shock for most students is 
finding that all the classes are 
conducted entirely in the target 
language, English or German. This can 
take some getting used to but will 
improve your listening skills rapidly. 
Then there is the number of classes. 
You’ll be working full-time with plenty 
of preparation to do and if you’re 
traveling as well you won’t have much 
time to waste, so get organized! If you 
don’t study you won’t improve and your 
college career will be a short one. 
 

Signatures and Exams 
At the end of each semester you’ll 
need a signature and a grade of at 
least 3- from every subject. If you miss 
more than one class without a doctor’s 
note or fail too many tests you won’t 
get them. You can apply for a 
commission to give you another 

chance but don’t expect much 
sympathy if you haven’t been working! 
 
English students get their first taste of 
exams in the winter break with British 
History. This will test whether you have 
understood anything that’s been said 
to you over the first semester. If you 
haven’t, there’ll be a re-sit and possibly 
a board exam. Just like in Baseball, it’s 
three strikes and you’re out. In June 
there are more exams than you can 
count but you’ll be an old hand by then. 
If it doesn’t go for you in the summer or 
the autumn re-sit session it’s back to 
the entrance exam. 
 

What can you do? 
In a word: study. That’s what you’re 
here for and even if your language 
skills are good, you’ll have to learn for 
History, Literature and the legendary 
British Studies. 
If you don’t like hard work much and 
want to live a lazy student life you’ll 
find yourself constantly having trouble 
with getting signatures and taking re-
sits – which will eat into your otherwise 
long and relaxing summer and winter 
holidays. 
 

Get Involved 
Your natural support group is your 
classmates. Get involved socially and 
get to know people. There’ll be a party 
for the new students at the beginning 
of the year, go! 
 

Where to go 
Sieradz is not exactly known for it’s 
nightlife but there are a number of 
places to eat and drink. Fashionable 
drinking centres around the old square 
and there are Chinese, Arabian, Italian 
and Polish restaurants. 
 
Remember, there’s only one way to 
pass the exams and that’s to know 
the answers. 



The remains of the night. 
by Sebastian Foxglove�

�
�
  The floor was covered with the 
remnants; the remnants of a night of 
enjoyment, the remnants of a life. 
There were beer cans, crushed and 
empty, upset ash trays face down in 
grey piles of used tobacco, there were 
bottles, prone, uncorked containing a 
thin red stream of liquid but no 
message; clothes, discarded and 
unrecognised, a set of keys, a broken 
corkscrew and a bicycle wheel, 
unaccountable.  
 Adam looked down upon this 
collection from his position on the 
settee, it was, with the exception of the 
wheel, a familiar sight. Every day is 
built upon the remnants of the last as 
every adult life is drawn together from 
the remnants of a childhood, but it is 
uncomfortable to wake directly amidst 
those scattered remains and have to 
physically sweep them up and deposit 
them in the appropriate place before 
starting the masquerade of existence 
once again under a new sun, 
unchanged. 
 That discomfort, however, may 
be slightly alleviated by the surprise 
revelation of a warm presence 
breathing by one’s side, as Adam was 
about to discover. Making a half-
hearted effort to raise himself up he 
became aware of a pressure in his lap, 
which moaned a little, yawned and 
finally swept the hair out of its eyes to 
reveal a face which would certainly 
have been described as attractive by 
an observer two bottles to the good 
and might even have passed for 
handsome in a way to a steadier judge, 
if feeling charitable. Adam, although he 
liked a drink and so on, was that rare 
thing amongst men in that he actually 
liked women, as a breed, and had 
never yet been described as fussy in 

his pursuit of them; he was therefore 
soothed by the unexpected yawner 
and manfully disregarded the throbbing 
of his temples to shoot a warm, 
mischievous, knowing, yet ever so 
slightly curious, smile at her. Try as he 
might have, and he was in neither 
mood nor condition to make a great 
deal of effort at anything, he could not 
have kept that questioning suggestion, 
which dragged his eyebrows a fraction 
up from their accustomed position, out 
of his expression. He had not the least 
idea who the unkempt lioness growling 
now into his left thigh was and despite 
the kudos he would undoubtedly 
receive from the others for waking up 
with a girl whose name he did not 
know, he had to admit to himself that 
he didn’t like secrets and felt she ought 
to introduce herself quickly, especially 
as she showed no signs of moving 
away from him now awake and, if 
anything, was snuggling up in a way 
most familiar, which set off a nagging 
doubt in Adam’s mind that perhaps he 
should know who she is and, worse, 
that she rather suspected that he did. 
 The girl said nothing. She had 
moved upwards now to nestle her 
make-up smudged face into Adam’s 
chest which served to reinforce the 
impression he was forming that she did 
not regard him as a stranger. Further 
evidence of the depth of their 
acquaintance was offered by her 
dress. There was no doubt that at least 
a portion of the clothes carpeting the 
floor, and probably including a pair of 
plain white knickers, had arrived in the 
flat with the girl but she was not 
completely naked. Adam was sure that 
he recognised the shirt she was 
wearing as one his Grandmother had 
given him two Christmases ago and 



while he had originally thought her to 
be naked from the waist down he now 
noticed that she wore a pair of shorts, 
blue shorts, football shorts with an 
intricate red and white trim, just like 
those which his school football team 
had worn and probably still did. 
 Adam was beginning to feel a 
little sick and felt it necessary to rub his 
face hard with the palms of his hands. 
This movement roused the girl and 
drew her attention to his face which 
she kissed several times as soon as 
the removal of his hands allowed it. 
Adam smiled again, weakly this time 
and thought desperately of an opening 
line which would not reveal his 
ignorance of the girl’s identity or the 
previous evening’s activities but might 
induce her to reveal a little of either to 
him. 
 ‘Is that your bicycle wheel? ’, 
was the best he could manage in the 
circumstances. 
 The girl sat up quickly and 
looked disbelievingly down at him. The 
movement revealed that her shirt was 
unbuttoned and also that she wore 
nothing underneath it. Adam was 
therefore confronted with two sizeable 
breasts swinging gently inside a grey 
cotton shirt which bore strong 
associations to his Grandmother with it 
and was, unsurprisingly, lost for any 
further comment. His hand, however, 
made a reflex movement out towards 
the open flesh and came to rest just as 
the sitting-room door opened and 
Richard walked in. 
 ‘D’you mind Dickie!’, Adam sang 
out exultingly. But Dickie didn’t back 
out of the room with a nudge and a 
wink and a nod of admiration, as had 
been expected. He stood silently 
staring at the partially dressed girl who, 
for her part sat silently staring back at 
him. It was at that moment that Adam 
belatedly recognised the girl as Jenny, 
Richard’s girlfriend of the last six 
months and slowly, discreetly 

relinquished his grip on her breast and 
returned his hand to his side. 
 The moments which followed 
were characterised by a strong belief in 
each of the three persons present that 
he should say something or should go, 
but none was able to form quite the 
proper phrase nor convince himself 
entirely that it was not one of the other 
two who should leave. Given that so 
much conversation takes place 
between those who have nothing to 
say, all saying it at once, it is a 
splendid irony that at those times when 
all agree that something really needs 
to be said, silence so often spreads 
unchecked. 
 As no-one could quite decide to 
leave it was inevitable that the situation 
would be resolved by someone’s 
entering. Paul, the third flat-mate, 
strode in confidently in his underpants 
and took the three statuesque figures 
in leisurely. 
 ‘Jesus!’ he finally exclaimed, 
‘Adam you’ve never gone and done it 
with Dickie’s bird on our sofa. I mean, 
that sofa belongs to us all, man. It’s 
like, it’s Dickie’s sofa too, you know,‘ 
he thought for a moment, ‘but then, 
hey it’s your sofa too so why not?’. 
 ‘Yeah, er, share and share 
alike,’ said the girl uncertainly, drawing 
a relationship ending, open-jawed 
stare from Richard. 
 ‘Yeah, right,’ agreed Paul 
picking up the knickers from the floor 
and tucking them into the side of his 
pants like a hankie.  
 Richard turned and left the 
room. Adam rolled over to hide his face 
from the broken fragments of his 
decency and Jenny finally summoned 
the self-awareness to begin buttoning 
her shirt. 
 Paul kicked his way through the 
rubbish on the floor and then turned 
back to face the girl. ‘Does this wheel 
belong to you? ‘, he asked. 
      



What class are you in? 
 

Aaron C. Ticklesworth takes a look at the fascinating but often 
confusing subject of social classes in Great Britain  
 
Ah, the British class system, often 
misunderstood by visitors but a 
fundamental part of British culture, 
even in modern times. There’s no 
doubt that its importance has 
declined in recent years; two world 
wars destroyed the barriers between 
people of different social groups and 
swept away many of the privileges 
of the upper classes, but it still 
occupies our politicians to the extent 
that when John Major, the last Prime 
Minister before Tony Blair, came to 
office he  declared his intention to 
create a ‘classless society’ and left-
wingers who want to ban fox-
hunting, increase taxes for the rich 
and so on are known as ‘class 
warriors’. 

The first thing to explain 
about the Class system is that one’s 
place in it is not dependent on 
money. It’s true that wealth is a 
factor in determining one’s class but 
money alone cannot buy class, and 
self-made millionaires can, and often 
do, still describe themselves as 
‘working-class’ as they float around 
the Mediterranean on their luxury 
yachts. This is called ‘remembering 
your roots.’ Other factors include 
your occupation, level of education 
and those of your parents, your 
name, your speech and general 
behaviour. 

As elsewhere in Europe, the class of 
one’s parents is important, but few 
cultures allow social movement as 
much as the British. Throughout our 
history there have been men and 
women, such as Cardinal Wolsey, 
Samuel Pepys and Horatio Nelson 
who rose to the highest positions and 
achieved great respect, from lowly 
backgrounds. And this remains true 
today, Tony Blair, Anthony actually, 
but that’s too posh, may be from a 
moneyed family but the two 
previous PMs were not. Mrs 
Thatcher’s father ran a grocery shop 
and John Major’s performed in a 
circus! What a contrast with the 
supposedly classless America where 
only male Ivy League scholars from 
wealthy families, Bush, Gore, Kerry, 
have a realistic chance of becoming 
President. 

But parents obviously have a 
big effect on the other factors. 
Names, for instance. The names of 
former Kings and Queens are good, 
Elizabeth, Henry, William, and 
Charles are respectable and suggest 
class, the names of famous 
footballers and pop stars, Wayne, 
Gary, Britney and Kylie are not. And 
accent is hugely affected by where 
one goes to school. The divide 
between those educated in the public 
and private sectors is the most 
significant class split left in Britain 



and it becomes known through 
speech. 

Don’t for a moment suppose, 
however, that the upper classes 
speak better, or more correct, 
English. The English spoken by the 
Queen and those who surround her 
at the top of the Social structure is 
dreadful. It is mispronounced and 
delivered in an unattractive 
squawking fashion which often 
makes it incomprehensible. If 
someone approaches you with a 
smile and says, ‘Air hellair!’ don’t 
reach for your dictionary, it’s just a 
posh Englishman saying ‘ Oh hello!’ 
And, like other groups who have 
contact only with each other, they 
tend to use a small and repetitive 
vocabulary, one characteristic being 
the constant use of the words, 
awfully, terribly, frightfully and 
dreadfully to mean very. Which can 
be frightfully annoying.  

School also, obviously, has an 
effect on the level of one’s 
education. Those who attend fee-
paying schools have a better chance 
of getting accepted at the best 
universities, not because the 
universities are biased, although 
some claim they are, but because 
they get better teaching and more 
attention at school and therefore 
better exam grades. So, there are 
some ‘middle-class’ universities, 
which tend to be the older ones, and 
‘redbrick’ universities or, worst of 
all, ‘former polytechnics’ for the 
‘vulgar’ masses. 

Jobs are another factor. Best 
of all is not to need one. Failing that, 
the professions – law, medicine, the 

Army, formerly the Church, or 
something like architecture. Bottom 
of the list comes teaching, but 
teachers are still ‘middle-class’. It’s 
important to notice again that money 
is not so important, train drivers can 
earn twice as much as teachers but 
are still definitely ‘working-class’. 

If all of this seems terribly 
(whoops) old fashioned and unfair, 
consider the final and in many ways 
most important factor in placing 
someone on the social scale (British 
people always place each other on 
the social scale the moment they 
meet) and that is behaviour. The 
higher your class, the better your 
manners should be, and this is 
perhaps the main reason why Britons 
are still universally considered polite 
by foreign visitors. Anyone who is 
working-class and wishes to become 
lower-middle-class, or ‘respectable’ 
as we used to say, must behave with 
middle-class manners. And the 
middle-classes must behave with the 
politeness of courtiers if they wish to 
rise. Since nobody wants to slip 
down the ladder, everybody behaves 
politely in public. There are two 
exceptions to this rule: those at the 
very top and those at the very 
bottom. The latter will never become 
respectable and have nothing to lose 
through poor behaviour, and the 
former will always be aristocrats 
because they were born aristocrats 
and  have nothing to lose either.  

And the ‘classless society’? 
What a frightfully vulgar idea! 
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The Stopped Watch 
 by G. Gilbert Gilbraith 

 
The posters appeared one Tuesday morning, the same day that Jerome’s 

grandfather went into hospital, and were to be found everywhere, on every wall and 
hoarding and several parked vehicles. There would be a circus, accompanied by a 
variety of side-shows, freak-shows, stalls and peep-shows, in Buxley’s field on Friday 
and Saturday nights, admittance an unbelievable one solitary dollar. 

The coming of this attraction was the talk of the town, amongst the small boys at 
least, for the old folk were all full of the disappearance of ‘Old Jerome’ from his 
newsstand, which formed the focal point of elderly activity being situated on the man 
street between the park and the chemist. He had never before been known to miss a 
day and one regular customer remarked to the shy looking youth who stood in his 
place that if Old Jerome were not dead already he would be within the week. Popular 
wisdom suggested that people of a certain age who went into hospital did so with 
little hope of ever coming out again. 

On Tuesday evening Jerome was taken to visit his sick Grandfather. The old 
man was tired and weak and rather confused. Jerome did not care for him much in 
this reduced state, he loved his Grandad when he was swearing at taxi drivers or 
hurling empty beer cans at the T.V. screen during a baseball game. The old man 
before him now was pathetic and had no shouting left to do. 

One act, however, did remain to be done. He motioned slowly for the boy to 
advance to his bedside, a request which was complied with unwillingly, and took hold 
of the youngster’s arm. 

‘ I’ve got something to give you,’ he croaked, ‘ look in my drawer!’  
Jerome hesitantly pulled open the small drawer in the nasty metal bedside 

cupboard, he seemed to expect the old man’s possessions to be as withered and 
worn as he. His suspicions were at first confirmed as he could see nothing but 
tissues, crushed and soiled, and he recoiled slightly but something bright beneath 
them caught his eyes and he made a sharp grab for it. 

‘ That’s right. My watch,’ the feeble voice whispered. Jerome held the watch flat 
in his palm and took in hits magnificence. It was enormous, at least as old as its 
owner and possessed a thick long chain. Its colour was gold and Jerome accepted as 
obvious that its metal was too, although a more experienced eye may have doubted 
the fact. No matter. It was a watch such as one rarely saw then and never sees 
today. 

‘ It’s yours my boy,’ said Grandad. 
‘ Really? Wow!’ said Jerome. 
 
Jerome left the hospital highly pleased. He did not connect the gift with his 

Grandfather’s precarious state of health, it was merely the latest and the grandest of 
the succession of presents the old Jerome had handed to the young one over the 
nine rapid years of his life. Not being the sort of boy to keep such a prize secret, 
Jerome wore the watch everywhere. It was too big for him and seemed to throw his 
whole body out of proportion as it dangled somewhere just above his navel, making 
his torso look too thin and his head enormous – but it certainly impressed his friends. 
The provocation of envy is one of the great passions of boys and Jerome was 
delighted with the effect of his new bauble. 



When Friday came around Jerome was in a great eagerness to go and visit the 
fair and circus. His parents, however, had no time for such things, what with visiting 
grandad and having his stall taken care of. A babysitter of great age and poor 
hearing arrived at six o’ clock and Jerome was sent to bed an hour later. The boy 
was, as might be expected, not at all satisfied with these arrangements. From his 
bedroom window he could just make out the lights coming from Buxley’s field. He 
gathered his courage, trusted to the old woman’s old ears and gently slid open the 
window. Nothing from below. Under cover of a distant siren he clambered out onto 
the roof and descended in a controlled slide down to where a water butt stood 
against the house wall and used it to get down onto the ground. A quick look both 
ways and he sprinted off in the direction of the bright lights and distant cheers, the 
great watch thumping against his heart at every stride. 

 
Jerome paid his dollar and entered the crowded field. He was constantly on the 

look out, both for friends, whom he might impress by being on his own, and enemies, 
in the shape of familiar adults who would be suspicious of the same circumstance. 
He was making his way towards the lions and the clown in the big-top when the 
appearance of one of those unwelcome adults, his father’s business partner, sent 
him darting into the dark, heavily scented tent of the fortune teller. 

Having been forced to battle fiercely to get past the canvas flap, it was in a 
dishevelled state that Jerome appeared in the dim candle light inside. His eyes 
adjusted to the atmosphere which was lighter, yet somehow duller, than that outside, 
and made out the remarkable figure of the fortune teller herself. She wore the 
regulation red scarf over her raven black hair as well as a large number of rings in 
her ears and one through her nose. She sat behind a highly polished crystal ball and 
grinned wildly. 

‘ Er.. Hello,’ Jerome stammered at last, wondering why she had said nothing. 
‘ Sit!’ she commanded abruptly. Jerome complied. ‘ Wanna know yer future do 

yer? Ah yes! Always young uns wants to know.’ 
Jerome had never thought much about his and was not particularly interested in 

what an old woman who both looked and sounded like a retired pirate might think 
about it, but danger lurked outside so he dutifully nodded and handed over another 
dollar. 

The woman began to make a great show of looking into the centre of the crystal 
ball in front of her when her eye was caught by something shiny reflected in it. 

‘ And what have you got there, then?’ she asked pointing at the watch. 
‘ It’s my Grandfather’s watch, I mean it’s mine now because he gave it to me.’ 
‘ Did he now? Recently?’ 
‘ Tuesday.’ 
This being just the sort of information by which such charlatans make their 

living, the old woman prepared to perform her miracle. 
‘ May I touch it, child?’ she asked. Reluctantly Jerome handed her the watch. 

‘Ah your Grandfather is a sick man,’ she said, he began to nod but she held up her 
hand, ‘ he will not last the night,’ she prophesised. 

It is very possible that she actually said the week, the month or even the year, 
but the story in Jerome’s family maintained that she had said the night, because it 
was indeed that very night that Old Jerome sat up sharply in bed and inquired as to 
what year it might be and upon being told that it was 1968 evidently decided that he  
had had a long enough run on earth and lay back with a groan never to be roused 
again. 



But that was not all that the old Gypsy had to say. Well into her stride now, she 
held the watch, dangling by its strong chain between them, and stared deep into 
Jerome’s eyes. 

‘ You have a great future,’ she murmured solemnly, ‘ you will be rich, successful, 
have everything you want. But beware, for the moment this watch stops, disaster will 
fall, ruin disgrace and horrible death.’ 

Jerome jumped up in fright and grabbed the watch. ‘ Wind it twice a day!’ the 
woman called as he ran out into the night, and laughed with calculated cruelty. 

‘ The look on his face should keep us busy all evening,’ she remarked in quite a 
different tone to a man hidden somewhere behind a curtain. 

‘ You’re the best, baby,’ he replied.  
 
Jerome was unable to keep the excitement of this encounter to himself and so 

owned up to his excursion next morning. Neither his mother nor his father had the will 
to be angry, they were tired and had a funeral to organise, and being a little 
superstitious they were quite interested in the fortune-tellers words. All agreed that it 
was uncanny, her knowing about Grandad, and all concurred on the likelihood that 
she was also right about Jerome’s bright future. 

‘ We could do with some good luck in this family!’ mused his mother, and his 
father added, ‘You take of that watch, young man!’ 

Jerome, greatly relieved at having escaped punishment for his moonlit 
escapade, agreed to do just that. 

 
Soon after his thirtieth birthday, Jerome Witchfinder IV was made a partner in 

the firm for which he worked. His business was financial, he bought and sold things 
which did not really exist, and made huge sums doing so. He was highly valued by 
the company, consistently profitable, at times inspired but always steady, a model of  
reliability in the mess of market volatilities surrounding him, his one eccentricity being 
the enormous old timepiece which he was never without and which many of his 
colleagues believed to be in very poor taste and to project quite the wrong sort of 
image of the firm. However, since the money kept coming in, the watch was accepted 
and even began to be seen as a talisman for the whole company, with less fortunate 
traders asking to touch it to bring about a change in luck. 

Jerome became a very rich man indeed. He had all that he wanted and having 
no family, since the early deaths of his parents, one from cancer the other from 
loneliness, he really couldn’t find enough things to do with his money. His life was 
very easy. There were no chores or household jobs which he undertook himself – 
save one, the winding of the watch – every evening, every morning. Sometimes he 
couldn’t sleep for fear that it would stop during the night. He would sit up for hours 
cradling it in his hands, waiting for sunrise, and then wind it again before heading off 
for the days dealing. 

It was due to the surfeit of cash at his disposal that Jerome decided to buy an 
aeroplane. He did not need one, as his company provided a chartered private jet 
whenever he had to travel from his base in Boston to Miami, Chicago or Philadelphia, 
and he had no desire to learn to fly himself, but what else could he buy? Another 
boat? A new watch? 

Jerome bought the ‘plane and the money kept rolling. The watch kept ticking 
too, but began to run slow. Jerome went into a terrible fright. He wasn’t sure what 
effect the watch’s inaccuracy might have on his life but he knew that something must 
be done to prevent its stopping completely. He calmed as he saw that the numbers 



on his screen did not plummet when the watch was a few minutes behind time and 
took himself off to the city’s most venerable watchsmith’s. He gave the watch to the 
old man in the shop with strict instructions that the ticking must not be stopped, even 
for a moment, and made arrangements to call in person, at least three times a day to 
ensure that it was fully wound. After three days the watchsmith  gave his verdict, 

‘ It’s too old. I’d have to replace some parts to keep it going – but that means 
stopping it – which you won’t allow for whatever reason.’ 

‘No, it can’t be stopped. Is there really nothing you can do?’ 
‘ Nothing.’ 
‘ And will it stop altogether soon?’ 
‘ It will.’ 
 
This news, needless to say, horrified Jerome. He ran out into the street and was 

almost run down by a screeching taxi. He looked at the watch thinking that it might 
have stopped already but it ticked slowly on. 

Now there could be no sleep for Jerome. He sat up all night, every night, 
wondering what was to be done. He thought of shooting himself. He thought of 
throwing away the watch and accepting his fate, but the force of prophecy was too 
strong upon him, so he held on to it and watched it fall further and further behind the 
other clocks in the house. 

It was during his tenth sleepless night, several days after he had stopped 
attending his office, that Jerome’s great idea came to him. 

‘ The ‘plane,’ he thought, ‘the ‘plane will save me.’ 
 
Jerome’s plan, founded in late-night logic, ran something like this: If he could be 

in the air when the watch stopped and flying in the right direction at the right speed, 
he could ensure that even if the ticking had ceased, the watch would continue to 
show the right time. He would have to circle the globe, chasing the sun, travelling at 
the speed of daylight. 

This plan struck Jerome as brilliant. There was such a thing as mid-air refuelling 
– he knew the Air Force did it – and he had the money to keep it going, at least until 
he thought of something else. 

Wasting no time, Jerome drove straight to the air field. He arranged a rotating 
team of pilots to give twenty-four hour cover and settled into the ‘planes small lounge, 
watch in hand. On the third day of this uncomfortable vigil the moment of panic 
arrived. Jerome stared at the watch for a full ten seconds before the thinnest hand 
leapt forward one place. He screamed at the pilot, who was dozing in the cock-pit, to 
start the engines and continued ranting until the wheels left the ground and the 
aircraft set a course due west. 

Soon after the ‘plane reached its cruising altitude, the on board telephone rang. 
Jerome answered and found himself talking to his firm’s Senior Partner. 

‘ You’re out! All your stocks are garbage now. Where the hell have you been? 
You’re finished!’ 

‘ I know, but don’t worry! Everything will be all right soon. I’m going to sort out 
the watch. I have a plan,’ Jerome explained. 

‘ Whatever,’ said the Senior Partner, and the line went dead. 
Jerome was not worried. Everything would be back to normal as soon as the 

watch was mended. He looked down at its face. The hands moved not at all now, nor 
made it any sound. 



‘ It’s stopped!’ he called out. ’  It’s 18:12 and fifty seconds. It must stay at that 
time.’ The pilot said nothing, he just kept flying across the continent. 

Within an hour, Jerome’s plan was starting to crack. He realised that the watch, 
no longer ticking, could now be repaired, but he had not brought the watchsmith with 
him – an awful oversight, which caused him to strike his head several times against 
one of the small round windows, through which the dying rays of day still entered. 
‘Nevermind,’ he thought, ‘I’ll think of something.’ He took to pacing and eventually 
decided to call on the pilot. 

‘ What do you make the exact time, allowing that we are not bound to consider 
the hourly milestones of conventional time-zones,’ he asked. 

‘ My watch says seven, but I guess it’s around 18:30, exactly.’ 
‘ Guess? Around? 18:30? It must always be 18:12 you idiot! 
The pilot looked quizzically at him but said nothing, Jerome returned to the 

cabin to brood. 
 
When the lounge clock showed 22:00 and Jerome’s pocket watch still 18:12, he 

heard the pilot’s voice over the intercom. 
‘ Listen, sir, we’re going to have to land soon, so please pick a destination will 

you?’ 
Jerome stormed forward to the cock-pit. ‘ Land? We can’t stop!’ he screamed at 

the unfortunate aviator. 
‘ But we’re almost on fumes.’ 
‘ We can refuel in the air.’ 
‘ Are you crazy? Only Air Force fighters can do that. We’ve got to go down and 

quickly.’ 
Jerome looked at the pilot, his mouth open, caught between horror and 

incomprehension. ‘ We must  keep going!’ he managed to whisper. 
‘ Pick a destination!’ demanded the pilot. 
‘ Keep going!’ Jerome replied, pulling a revolver from his pocket. ‘ Just keep 

right on going!’ 
The pilot seemed almost relieved to see the weapon as it resolved his mind as 

to what must be done next. ‘ O.k.’ he said, ‘ you just sit here and watch the dials and 
I’ll go and look in the back, see if we’ve got any refuelling gear on board.’ 

‘ Now that’s a sensible suggestion,’ agreed Jerome, sitting heavily into the 
vacant co-pilot’s seat. 

Within a few minutes, the noise of the engines began to lessen and the ‘plane 
was felt to descend. Hearing an alarm and feeling a rush of air, Jerome jumped out of 
his seat and ran back to the cabin, the ‘plane falling sharply now.  The pilot had 
opened the central emergency doors and was standing with a parachute on his back 
looking at Jerome. 

‘ I could still try to land her,’ he called out. 
‘ No, we must go on!’ replied Jerome, weeping now and gesticulating with his 

gun. ‘ We must! The watch must not stop!’ 
‘ There’re more chutes in the back, chum,’ shouted the pilot and he was gone. 
 
Jerome did not take a chute. He returned to the cock-pit and sat down. As the 

Earth came nearer and nearer and he could see the lights of houses and cars clearly, 
he began to take pot-shots out of the window with the revolver, trying to halt the 
advance of the ground. But the ground did not stop, and neither did Jerome, until he 
and his grandfather’s watch were smashed and burned and stopped forever.                   
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