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I’m calling time on silly watches

Jeremy Clarkson





After many years of faithful service, my watch has packed up on me.



It just chooses random moments of the day to display meaningless



times which, speaking as the world’s most punctual person, is a 



sodding nuisance especially as I shall now have to go to a shop and



buy one.

   Yes, I know I could sent it to the menders but what am I supposed to 

do whilst it’s away? Use the moon? For me, going around without a 

watch is worse than going around without my trousers.

   Of course, I have a back-up. My wife bought it for me years ago but

sadly, my eyes are now so old that I can’t read the face properly. 

Which means I turned up to meet an old friend one hour late last week. 

And that, in my book, is ruder than turning up and vomiting on him.

   It also brings me on to the biggest problem I’ve found in my quest to 

find a new timepiece. There’s a world of choice out there but everything 

is unbelievably expensive and fitted with a whole host of features that

no one could possibly ever need.

   I have flown an F-15 fighter and at no point in the 90-minute sortie did 

I think: ‘Damn. I wish my watch had an altimeter because then I could 

see how far off the ground I am.’

   Similarly, when I was diving off wall reefs on holiday I didn’t at any 

time think: ‘Oooh. I must check my watch to see how far below the 

surface I have gone.’ Thoughtfully, God fitted my head with sinuses, 

which do the job very nicely.
   You might think, then, that my demands are simple. I don’t want my

watch to open bottles. I don’t want it to double up as a laser or a garrotte. 

I just want something that tells the time, not in Bangkok or LA, but here, 

now, clearly, robustly and with no fuss. The end.

   But it isn’t the end. On the contrary. You see, in recent months someone 
has decided that the watch says something about the man. And that having 
the right timepiece is just as important as having the right hair, the right 
names for your children or the right car.

   Over dinner the other night someone leant across to a complete stranger 

and said: “Is that a Monte Carlo?” It was apparently, and pretty soon 

everyone there was cooing at a watch! Except me of course. I had no 
idea what a Monte Carlo was. 

   Then we have James May, my television colleague, who has a collection

of watches.

   Yes, a collection. But despite this he has just spent thousands of pounds 

on a watch made by IWC. Now I roughly know what he earns and therefore

I know what percentage of his income he’s just blown on this watch and I 

think, medically speaking, he may be mad.

   It turns out, however, that his IWC, in the big scheme of things, is 

actually quite cheap. There are watches out there that cost tens or hundreds 

of thousands of pounds. And I can’t see why.
   What is the world coming to? Planks, the lot of them.
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1. What point does Clarkson make in the first two paragraphs?





2. Underline examples of Clarkson’s humour in these three paragraphs





3. Underline anecdotal evidence





 4. Underline the persuasive device - pattern of three in these two paragraphs





5. Annotate the final paragraphs. Consider:


Humour


Anecdotes


Rhetorical questions





6. Underline all examples of informal language in the article





7. Summarise Clarkson’s arguments in bullet points below:  
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