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In Your Ear

by Hawkeye Q. Hoerr

Henry had been a clock-
maker for as long as he could re-
member. Although he was just in
his early twenties, his memories
were an efemnity for him. As a
young child, he'd been appren-
ticed to a "clocker," Mr. Samuels.
He really didn't remember much
before that. At first he only went
to the clock shop after school, a
few days a week and on week-
ends. But then once he tumed

sixteen, he stopped going to
school all together. He stopped
going to regular school, that is.
Because going to Mr. Samuels'
shop, "The TimeKeeper," was an
education. He leamed more
there than he ever had in school.

At fist Henry was only al-
lowed to clean the clocks. The
pieces would already be apar,
and his job was to dip them in the
solvent and then use a thin cotton
cloth to wipe and clean them. He
got to be pretty good at this. He
was seven, maybe eight, years old
by the time he had this skill mas-
tered.

The next step was to get to
actually take the clock apart and
clean the pieces. Gently he would
take each piece from the clock,
sefting it at a precise place on his
work table. When the clock was
all aparl, he could lock at the ta-
ble and imagine the pieces com-
ing back together again, as if by
magic. He wasn't ready to reas-
semble yet, but he became fasci-
nated with how all of the gears
and pinions worked together,
Each clock was like a little uni-
verse.

By the time he was eighteen,
he was Mr. Samuels' first assistant.
Mr. Samuels was already old by
then, so it really meant that Henry
ran the shop. He dealt with most
of the customers and supervised
three other apprentices, all
younger -- and much more clumsy
-- than he was. Henry became a
very, very good clocker. Mr.
Samuels had no children of his
own and was so pleased with
Henry's work, that he had his will
changed to give the TimeKeeper
to Henry upon his death. He told
Henry about this one night as
they were closing. That was a
mistake. Although Mr. Samuels
was old, Henry knew that it could

be a long time before he actually
died.

Henry wasn't a patient per-
son. His success as a clocker sur-
prised his friends and family be-
cause it seemed to require lots of
patience. And patience was one
thing that the people who knew
Henry knew that he didn't have.
In school he had many difficulties
because he would blurt out an-
swers or challenge others who
disagreed with him. His third
grade teacher wrote on a report
"Henry is impulsive and feels that
rules are made for others." In the
clock shop, though, Henry could

spend hours working on one
clock, slowly bringing the inert
metal to life.

But Henry hadn't changed,
he was still impulsive and he still
felt that rules were for everyone
else. Like waiting for Mr. Sam-
uels’ death. "Other people might
be willing to wait, but not me,"
Henry thought. Why should he
spend the best years of his life
working for someone else when
the store was really his?

It happened one night after
closing. Hemry hadn't planned
anything, but there was Mr. Sam-
uels standing at the top of the
stairs, peering down into the cel-
lar.  Without thinking, Henry
slammed his body into Mr. Sam-
uels. There was a cry and a terri-
ble noise as Mr. Samuels fell
down the steps, rolling over and
over and over. Then there was
silence. Henry went to the body
and looked closely. There was no
breathing. "This was easier than 1
imagined," thought Henry. Mr.
Samuels was old and had fallen a

couple of times before, so there
was no question about the cause
of his death.

The ceremony was simple
and many of Mr. Samuels' cus-
tomers made a point of coming
up to Henry and telling him how
sad they were that his friend and
mentor had died, but that they
were looking forward to Henry
keeping the TimeKeeper tradition
of excellence alive. Henry smiled
with each and made a point of
using their names in telling them
how much he would miss Mr.
Samuels. He had leamed many
things in watching Mr. Samuels,
pampering customers not the least
of them!

Henry liked reading the
newspapers, especially the tab-
loids that had big sections on
crime. He liked clocks most of all,
but second was reading about
murders. He became a Sherlock
Holmes fan, although he envi-
sioned himsell as much more like
Dr. Watson.

He was proud of himself be-

cause he had committed The
Perfect Crime. But it bothered
him that he couldn't tell anyone.
He was smart enough, though, to
know that one of the reasons it
was perfect was that no one else
knew. But it bothered him any-
way.

One day he was creating a
gear for a Seth Thomas mantle
clock. The clock was over a hun-
dred years old, and this was ex-
acily the kind of task that would
hold his interest for hours. But
Henry kept making mistakes. This
was very unlike him; he took pride
in his precision. But part of the
problem was that he couldn't stop
thinking about Miss Wendell.

Miss Wendell was a few years
older than Henry. She would walk
by the store almost daily and look
inside for Henry and smile. This
had been going on for years. She
wasn't marmied, Henry knew, but
he couldn't gather up enough
nerve to falk to her. Then last
weeh she came in the shop and
brought a clock to be repaired.
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