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The Clock Repairman Is in No Hurry

Last month my father took me to a film. In the film there is a narrow lane, and
at the far end of the lane sits a clock repair shop. The old repairman bends over his
bench, a ring of magnifying lens fixed on his eye, and his tweezers hold a gear
smaller than a grain of rice. When this part appeared, the whole hall went quiet, and

even the little boy beside me forgot the popcorn in his hand.

The line that impressed me most is what the old man said to his apprentice: no
clock is beyond repair, only people who cannot wait. The apprentice urged him, saying
the customers waiting outside stood in a line. The old man did not even lift his
head. He said one clock takes him three days, because every gear must be cleaned,
oiled, and tested by itself; a clock made in a hurry will stop again one day, and the
fault of that stop lies in the hurry of the hand that made it. Later the square clock
that had stood still for twenty years began to move again, and the ticking filled the
shop. Sitting before the screen, I suddenly felt that something inside me also

clicked into place.
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I thought of my own week. I finished my math homework in twenty minutes and never
once checked it. The next day four red crosses sat on my exercise book, and none of
them came from not knowing the lesson; all of them came from hurry: a plus sign read
as a minus, a unit missing in the answer line. I am also quick with words. I cut
people off before their sentence ends, and at a class meeting I answered before the
teacher had finished the question and got it wrong, and my face burned the whole day.
The words of the old repairman made me think seriously for the first time: a clock

cannot be rushed back to life, and neither can words or thoughts.

The film teaches no big lesson. It only shows me a pair of hands that are in no
hurry. Since then I have set two rules for myself. First, when homework is done I put
down the pen, go and pour a cup of water, come back, and check every line of
questions and numbers with my finger, one by one. Second, when someone speaks to me,
I wait until the sentence is finished, count to two quietly in my heart, and only
then open my mouth. I have kept these two rules for two weeks. The red crosses on my
exercise book are fewer, and my deskmate says I seem to think once before I pick up a

conversation now.

Now the old wall clock in our home still ticks on and on. Every time I hear it, I
see the back of the man with the magnifying lens at the deep end of the lane. A good
film gives me no standard answer; it teaches me to stop and think, and then to turn

what I understand into new rules for my own days.
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