A Watch in Time
by Sue Hitchcock

A watch is always too fast or to slow. I cannot be dictated to by a watch. What is
time anyway? I think it’s just another place.
My father was a railway guard and had a large pocket watch to make sure the
trains departed on time. It lived in his work waistcoat pocket, but I never saw him
look at it. I don’t think he believed in time either. Railway time is just a fiction, in
which everywhere in the country has Greenwich Mean Time or the summer
equivalent. This is to make sure nobody can complain the train left early. My
father explained that it was forbidden to depart early, so the only options were to
be on time or late, which was everyone’s favourite moan. The truth is that the sun
moves steadily across the sky at 15 degrees of longitude an hour. (360 degrees
make a full circle in 24 hours, if you like calculations).
Even when I was fifteen I believed I was magic and could go wherever I wanted in
time. I remember having a Saturday job in a shoe shop and, when bored,
transporting to a later time, closing time, and I swear it was true.
Punctuality is the courtesy of kings and I believe in it. But when I was at school I
was always late – just five minutes – and that was because there were overriding
considerations, in the form of rather troublesome pupils from the local secondary
modern school, who could steal one’s hat. Not wearing it warranted a detention. If
I were late, I only had to pass the stragglers.
We all visit the past, and for me it can become very real, but the future is not
visible, maybe heard rumbling, and maybe we have a choice of paths ahead.

Maybe the possible futures are all there already in a multi-dimensional universe.
Should we assume we are all going the same way? Could we turn round and go
back? Become small mammals in a dinosaur world? Let the birds, who were
pterodactyls, take over?
I’d like to be a bird, but if you bury me under a tree, maybe I could just have them
living in my branches, when the tree absorbs my substance.

A Poem from the 1980s
The perception of a tree is greater than ours.
It is not detailed and acute,
but fleeting.
We are to it less than the blur
of a moving figure in a photograph.
It knows nothing of the weather,
though it experiences it continually,
But records in its rings the grand changes of climate.
What efforts we make to achieve its continuity.
We record, remember and forget.
And still we cannot achieve its understanding.
The character of animal is to die, forget.
The nature of a tree to continue.

