
 

 

An Eight Dollar Heirloom Pocket Watch 
 

 

 “Dad, how much longer will this take?” 

 My father paused on the steps of the tractor.  “We have to get this done son.” 

 “But I don't want to be late for prom,” I said. 

 “Why?  You have no one to go with.” 

 “That's not the point.” 

 Dad sighed as he reached into the front pocket of his overalls and pulled out a rough pocket 

watch. 

 “Is that an heirloom from grandpa?” I asked of the watch.  I couldn't remember anything 

grandfather had left us, not even his name. 

 “Nah, this is just an eight dollar watch I picked up from Wali-World.  Now the sooner you quit 

whining the sooner we'll be done.  This wheat isn't planting itself.” 

 With a sigh I hauled myself into the truck and started it up.  Most of my time was spent farming 

and Dad never let me have anyone over.  Though it seemed like no one but the mail lady could find our 

house; we were tucked at the end of a forgotten road with an even longer driveway.  At times like these, 

I couldn't blame Mom for never being around.  I hated it here too. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

The school year passed and I graduated, moving as far from the farm as the tuition costs would let me.  

My sophomore year I met Rick.  On my way to class I spotted him fiddling with a map of the city.  
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“You mind helping me out?” he asked. 

 “With what?” 

 “You know the best way to get to the particle lab from here?” 

 “That the tall building at the southern campus?” 

 He nodded. 

 I leaned over and traced a path on the map.  “This is the most optimum route during this time of 

day.  Should take you four minutes.” 

 “Really?  Because...” he paused to double check the road name, “Regent Drive is the shortest 

distance.” 

 “But average traffic and traffic light rhythm will take seven minutes to navigate.” 

 Rick stared at me with a perplexed expression.  “You always think like that?” 

 “I guess so; I never really considered my thinking style.” 

 We ended up missing our classes for the rest of the day chatting.  Rick was finishing up his 

master's, aiming for his doctorate in physics.   

 “I'm telling you,” he said.  “A lot of what we're taught?  It's all wrong.  Or... it's not the whole 

picture.” 

 “Do I sense a bit of bitterness?” I said. 

 “Story of my life.  Teachers and the rest... they don't want to hear about any new ideas.  I had to 

repeat some classes in high school because I didn't 'put down the right answer on the test'.  Bullshit!  I 

could prove my answers were right.  They just didn't want to think past the establishment.”  He took 

another swig of his beer.  “So I learned to regurgitate the answers they wanted until I can show them 



 

 

all.” 

 “And how are you going to do that?” 

 Rick reached into his backpack and pulled out a well worn notebook stuffed with post-it-notes 

and scraps of paper.  “With this.  It's all in here.  All of the true answers.  Someday you're going to see 

this in a museum alongside Einstein's work.” 

 I had to admit, it was impressive.  “So introduce me to your baby,” I said. 

 Rick laughed.  “I'm not sure you can handle what's in here.  Like... Fulcrum Relativity.” 

 “Oh?” 

 “You know anything about the basics of Relativity?” 

 I shrugged. 

 “Well it claims that our perceptions, existence, and so on can actually change the universe 

around us.  Thus, I theorize that there are actual controllers out there.” 

 “Controllers?  Like the Greek gods?” 

 “No no,” said Rick with a laugh.  “Nothing as crude as Hades or Aphrodite.  Well... I think the 

Grim Reaper is probably like the legends.  No, controllers are more... focus points around which the 

fundamental aspects of our universe concentrate.  Somewhere within the universe, on a lonely corner of 

some planet, we could find an individual who actually controls the passage of time.  It might not even 

be limited to just physics.  There could be like... a controller of charity or other moralities.” 

 I chuckled.  “Would any of them even know they have this power?” 

 “Good question,” he said as he grew introspective.  “It is possible that some of these might not 

even be aware of their responsibilities.  Unless... a controller of knowledge!  You're a genius!” 
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 And with that, he ran off, furiously scribbling in a notebook. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

Two years later and I still hadn't returned home; spending the summer months submersing myself in 

internships, summer classes, and anything else I could do to keep from going home.  The fall semester 

of my senior year I was eating lunch while going over plans for my future.  Should I go for a master's 

or head straight into the job force?  As I took another bite of my double cheeseburger, Rick approached.  

I could tell he had been working on a new theory.  His face was paler than usual and the notebook he 

carried was stuffed with paper scraps.  “What do you want?” I asked through my burger as he sat down 

across from me. 

 “I need you to double check my formulas,” he said, flipping open the notebook. 

 I stared at the numbers.  Math had never been a very strong point of mine but Rick still believed 

I was a good judge of his physics calculations.  As always, the page may as well have been filled with 

ancient runes for the sense it made to me.  Although some sequences struck me as familiar, and I 

recognized the less than and greater than signs.  “What am I looking for?” 

 “I think time is slowing.” 

 I swallowed.  “Really?” 

 “Yeah.  I mean... humans perceive time like we do height, width and depth.  You know we feel 

it coming and going.  But all of our methods of measuring it are just made up constructs.” 

 “You lost me.” 



 

 

 He closed his eyes and shook his head which I knew was his method for trying to organize his 

thoughts for the ignorant masses.  “If we were to... measure the Atlantic ocean, we'd say it contains X 

gallons of water while a person measuring it from Europe would say it contains a different amount of 

liters.  But the amount of water there doesn't change.” 

 “Different standards of measurement for the same object.” 

 “Exactly,” he said, growing excited that I was showing a bit of comprehension.  “Same way 

with time.  Well we don't think about it because the entire world uses the same measurements but...” 

 “Shouldn't someone else have noticed all this?” 

 “Not yet.  The change is still slight enough that people aren't noticing it.” 

 “But your calculations can prove this is happening?” 

 “Almost.  The proof begins here,” he said pointing at the page.  “But I need more data.  

Although...” 

 I gave him a questioning look. 

 “I wonder if by the time I get the data I need, time will have slowed to a stop.” 

 

   *   *   * 

I had to admit, it felt good to be free of the farm.  I found myself thinking about that place less every 

day, until I needed to restock my apartment one day and I headed off to Wali-World.  The place was 

bustling, filled with shoppers and elderly folks greeting you at the entrance with directions and carts.  

As usual I ignored most of it, focusing more on my shopping aims when I heard someone call my 

name.  Turning around, I found one of the greeters coming toward me. 
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 “I thought I recognized you.  How's college for you?” he said. 

 “Ummm... pretty good,” I replied in confusion. 

 “You probably don't remember me.  I'm an old friend of your father's.  Knew you since you 

were a lil' guy.” 

 “Well it's a pleasure to see you again,” I smiled politely. 

 “Have you spoken with your father recently?” 

 “I try not to.” 

 “You should.  The sooner the better.” 

 “Why?” 

 “We all get older boy.  It'd be best to speak with your family before you're never able to again.” 

 With that he went back to greeting the other shoppers, leaving me alone with my thoughts. 

  

   *   *   * 

 

We had a holiday weekend coming up so I loaded up the car and headed home for the first time in four 

years since I left for college.  As I came down the gravel road that wound down into our valley, I could 

make out this years wheat, golden and ready for harvest.  In fact, it should have been harvested a lot 

sooner.  The concern knotted in my stomach as I turned into the driveway and saw our golden retriever  

and silver cat curled up on the front porch.  They stirred as I parked and came over enthusiastically to  

greet me as I got out.  With trepidation I unlocked the front door and stepped into a dark, cold house. 

 “Dad?” I called out. 



 

 

 A shape on the living room couch stirred.  “Son? Is that you?” 

 “Hey, Dad.  Long time no see,” I said as I helped him sit up. 

 “It's good to see you again,” he smiled pulling me down into a bear hug.  His face seemed a lot 

more weathered than I remembered, and what sparse hair remained had grayed.  “Get your jeans and 

boots on.  We need to get the harvest up,” he said as he stood up with my assistance. 

 “Dad, I just got home.  Can't we relax a moment and catch up?” 

 “You've had four years to relax.  Let's get to work.” 

 With a sigh I changed clothes as fast as I could and followed dad across the creek to our barn. 

 “Here,” he said, tossing me a set of keys. 

 “Dad, these are for the combine,” I pointed out. 

 “Yeah.” 

 I was stunned.  “You think I can handle it?” 

 “Of course I do,” he laughed.  “I'll drive the truck this time.” 

 I raced to the large farm machine and fired it up.  For the first time in my life, I lead the way 

into the field. 

 

   *   *   * 

 

I heard the footsteps but was too entangled with machinery to see who it was.  “Can I help you?” I 

called out. 

 “Hi,” replied a feminine voice.  “My name's Kim.  I wanted to extend my condolences on your 
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father.” 

 “How did you know him?” I said as I untangled myself from the tractor engine and turned to 

find a lovely blond woman. 

 “Oh!  I've been delivering the mail since last year,” she said, holding up her postal bag.  “By the 

way, I went by your old apartment and picked up your mail there as well.” 

 “You put in this extra effort for all your customers?” I asked as I took the letters. 

 “There's not that many of us.  Your place is the last on the route anyway.” 

 I muttered something as I discovered a letter from Rick and opened it. 

 “I'm sorry,” she said while I skimmed his message. 

 “What?  Oh.  Thank you.  At least he went peacefully.” 

 “No, I mean... Of all of us, you're the only one that can't live out there among the people.  Sorry 

you have to stay here on this farm.  I don't blame you for hating this place.” 

 I pulled out an old looking pocket watch that really only cost eight dollars.  It was getting late 

and I whistled for Sol.  I stared out at the rolling hills and wide fields as his golden form bounded back 

toward me while Luna brushed against my leg before slinking out for her night hunting.  “You know,” I 

said, reaching down to pet Sol, “I don't hate this place.  Dad taught me a lot.” 

 “Well it was a pleasure meeting you,” said Kim. 

 “Would you care for a cup of coffee or some other refreshment?” 

 She smiled.  “I would love some.” 

 In the day's fading light we walked back to the house, the golden retriever running ahead of us. 

In my hand, Rick had written: 



 

 

 Hey buddy, 

 Been awhile since I've seen ya and it's with a torn heart I write this letter.  It seems that time has 

righted itself.  On the one hand, I am relieved that this has all corrected itself and we've been spared 

the catastrophe I predicted was coming.  On the other, I was not able to retrieve enough data to prove 

my theorem; thus my ideas remain trapped within my own mind.  I guess the saying is true: Time will 

wait for no man. 

THE END 


