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In the world of Time there are many clocks: lazy wall clocks, flashy digital clocks and scary old great-grandfather clocks. Tick was a chipper alarm clock who, along with his sister Minute, had been adopted in the earliest times by the Bands, a well-respected family of luxury watches.
Tick was just about to turn thirteen and he was quite wound up. You see, in the world of Time, no clock can see its own face. So, in order to grow up and become a truly accurate and prosperous timepiece, you have to ask another clock if he or she could tell you your time.  But there’s a catch: the only clock that can tell you your own special brand of time is your great-grandfather clock.
So, being adopted, you can see why Tick’s springs were in a whirl. He had to have a face-to-face with his great-grandfather clock. But where could he be? Tick decided to ask his father, Hans:
“Dad”, he asked, “do you know where my real great-grandfather clock might be?”
His father, who had no great remembrance of things past, simply said,
“Why no, son, we found you abandoned on our doorstep with your alarm bells screeching when your face was almost blank. Where your great-grandfather clock is in the land of Lost Time.”
“Oh,” said Tick dejectedly. 
“What do I do now?” Tick thought to himself.
Just then, Minute, who had been listening, chimed in:
“Hey Tick, remember how the space between your seven and your eight turns out to be six minutes instead of just five like everyone else’s?”
“Ya, it’s been that way since I can remember. I guess I’m kind of strange that way. So what?” replied Tick, beginning to get annoyed.
“Well,” continued Minute, “I’ll bet your real great-grandfather clock has that same strange proportion and maybe that’s how we find him.”
“Wow, that’s a great idea!” Tick immediately searched for ‘great-grandfather clock looking for his lost -great-grandson that has an extra space between his seven and his eight’.  And there, at the very top of the results was ‘Mr. C. Tock, 134 Quarter Past Three Avenue’. Could it really be? Tick thought as his hands started to run even faster than they already did.
“C’mon, Minute, let’s go and find out,” Tick said, bolting out the door without even bothering to see that Minute was actually behind him.
The two clocks, Tick and Minute, ran for hours until they finally reached 134 Quarter Past Three Avenue. And there at the end of the street was a dark and scary old Victorian house, strangled in vines, looming on top of a great hill. Tick and Minute approached cautiously, softly knocked on the huge door and quickly stepped back, unsure of who would answer. 
The door creaked open and a very tall, very old and a very wooden clock teetered in the doorway, gnarly chains and pendulums clinking and clattering. “Yessss??” it boomed.
“M-M-M-Mr. Tock?---", Tick sputtered.
“They call me ‘Century’”, the great clock clanged out.
“Do-Do-Do you have an extra minute between your seven and eight?” Tick stammered.
“Yes, in fact I do. Had it near as long as I can remember”, the great timepiece replied.
“Well then,” Tick asked as his main spring nearly unsprung, “can you tell me what time is on my face?”
“Why certainly, my boy, it’s ________ o’clock,” he said.
In the world of Time there are many clocks: lazy wall clocks, flashy digital clocks and scary old great-grandfather clocks. Only one clock can tell you your time. And I am not that clock, so I cannot tell you what old Century Tock told Tick. You’ll have to find out on your own time.


