OldMagazinebrticles. com

The dtars & dStripes
February 15, 1918
-page <-

THE WRIST WATCH SPEAKS

I am the wrist watch.

Before the war I was worn by women.
Bejeweled and fragile, I hung about
their dainty wrists, looked at more for
the gems that adorned me than for the
time I kept.

I was also worn by lounge-lizards, the
boys who had their handkerchiefs tucked
up their sleeves, who would be soon be
seen without their highly-polished canes
as without their trousers, the little lads
who tried to sport monocles and endeav-
ored in vain to grow mustaches and to
cultivate un-American accents.

I was the mark of the woman and the
she-man. I was ridiculed by stage come-
dians, by cartoonists of the press, by
haberdashers and men’s outfitters of all
sorts. To buy me was to buy social os-
tracism at the hands of one's fellow-
creatures. To wear me in publie, in the
allegedly more rugged portions of the
Middle West, was to invite physical vio-
lence. To flaunt me in the face of the
Arizona cowboy—my whole works trem-
ble to think of the consequences!

But now—behold me, revivified, re-
glorified, part and parcel of the practi-
cal equipment for the most practical of
wars!

Tuned to the minute, I give the time
for the marching millions from the base
ports to the front.

From the general down to the newly-
arrived buck private, they all wear me,
they all swear my me instead of at me.

On the wrist of every line officer in
the front line trenches, I point to the
hour, minute and second at which the
waliting men spring from the trenches to
the attack.

I, the once-despised, am the final arbi-
ter as to when the barrage shall be laid
down, when it shall be advanced, when
it shall cease, when it shall resume. 1
need but point with my tiny hands and
the signal is given that means life or
death to thousands upon thousands.

My phosphorous glow soothes and
charms the chilled sentry, as he stands,
waist deep in water amid the impene-
trable blackness, and tells him how long
he must watch there before his relief is
due.

I mount guards, I dismiss guards.
Everything that is done in the army it-
self, that is done for the army behind
the lines, must be done according to my
dictates. True to the Greenwich Obser-
vatory, I work over all men in khaki
my rigid and Imperious sway.

I go where I please without passes.
Perched above the deft and delicate fin-
gers of surgeons, I am present at all
operations. On the hairy forearms of
the husky artillerymen, I am there with
every tug of the lanyard, and can feel
the firm biceps tighten from below.

I am in all and of all, at the heart of

every move in this man’s war. I am the
witness of every action, the chonicler of
every . second that the war ticks on its
way. Lifted forever and forever above
the poodle-dog class of useless ornament,
I am the instructor, the arbiter, the con-
gsoler, the friend of every officer and
every man.

I am, in this war, the indispensable,
the always-to-be-reckoned-with.
I am the wrist watch.
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