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The Clock Repairman Never Looks at the Clock

In the film, the great clock of the railway station had stood still for thirty
years. The station master was anxious, the passengers were anxious, and everybody
circled the dial, urging the repairman to finish before the reopening day. But the
white—haired old clockmaker never once raised his eyes to look at that clock. He took
it apart into more than a thousand pieces, laid them out on an old velvet cloth,
worked on only a few of them each day, oiled the gears, straightened the hairspring,

and reasoned with every single part.

The station master banged the table and demanded a date. The old man answered
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with one line: a clock is repaired, not hurried. While working he watched no
progress, no calendar, not even his own watch. When his apprentice wound it for a
test run, the old man listened to the sound first, then measured the swing of the
balance wheel, and sent anything off by a hair back to the bench for another round.
For most of the film I almost forgot when the clock would ever run again; all I

remember are his hands, steady as if he were mending an heirloom.
When the lights came up, the first thought that found me was my own.

Last term I set myself a frightening goal: finish all my math mistakes in ten
days and memorize two vocabulary books besides. The plan sheet was bigger than my
desk, and every night [ stared at it to tick the boxes. The first three days held;
from the fourth everything slipped. I stayed up until half past eleven, swayed
through classes the next day, and made more mistakes. The more anxious I grew, the
more errors I made; the more errors I made, the more anxious I grew. My hand floated

over the homework like someone behind me pressing fast—forward.

Then my math teacher asked me only one question: do you want to learn it, or do
you want to finish ticking boxes? I had no answer. That question collided with the
words of the old clockmaker: a clock is repaired, not hurried. I had been staring at
my own dial, counting the days and pages left, and never looked down at the parts in

my hands: whether I truly understood this problem, whether that word truly stayed.

The old man cared about the result more than anyone; he simply knew that the
accuracy of a great clock hides in the turning speed of every small gear. I now split
my big goal into daily gears: two math mistakes fully understood a day, fifteen
English words a day. When they are done, the parts go back on the cloth, and I do not
count what remains. In the first two weeks my pace slowed, yet my error rate fell for

real, and I could sleep by ten thirty with bright eyes next morning.

At the end of the film the clock that had slept for thirty years struck, and the
whole station looked up at its face. The old clockmaker did not look. He bent over
his tools, packing them away like a street vendor closing shop. I love that ending.
It makes me believe that the one who keeps every gear smooth will hear his own clock

strike in time. My task is simple: bend down and reason with the two gears of today.
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