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The classroom clock  
  

jonathan.nevill@gmail.com      6 May 2017  
  
One of our more elaborate school pranks involved the classroom clock.   
 
But before I start the clock story, I’ll tell you about the cigar, and the whispering desk. 
 
We had one teacher who used to adopt exactly the same position for each of his 
lectures, standing at the corner of the teacher’s desk (on a slightly raised platform at 
the head of the classroom).  During a lunch-hour, when there was no-one else around, 
we rigged up a string, starting on the teacher’s desk, straight up to the ceiling, along 
the ceiling to the side wall, along the ceiling to the students’ desk area, then down to 
ground level, then to my friend Ian’s desk. Back at the teacher’s desk, we carefully tied 
a cigar to the string, then raised it to ceiling height. Then we waited for our “prey” to 
start his lecture. 
 
Once the lesson was under way, Ian very slowly lowered the cigar, just an inch or two 
at a time, until it sat just above his head. Of course the students were laughing… and it 
took him some time to work out why! 
 
Another of our pranks, rather along similar lines, was to hide a speaker under the 
teacher’s desk, with an extremely thin and well-disguised two-core wire running to 
Ian’s desk, where he had a battery and a microphone. Ian was able to send very soft, 
quiet, whispering sounds to the teacher’s desk. Different teachers reacted differently, 
but, sadly, we over-used the prank and the speaker was confiscated. Of course the 
class had much amusement before that happened! 
 
Now the story about the classroom clock. 
 
The clock was quite large, really a bit too large for our schoolroom. And in its old-
fashioned way, it was a beautiful piece of work. Back in those days similar clocks were 
to be found on every Melbourne railway station. A wooden case, white face, black 
hands, and clear black Roman numerals marking the hours. It was mounted high up in 
a corner of the room, to the right of the small platform the teachers used to deliver their 
lessons.  From where the teacher stood, the clock was just behind his vision, if he/she 
were looking towards the students.  
  
While the clock looked imposing, it had stopped working long ago. No-one could 
remember when it had stopped… it must have been years earlier.   
  
Every lunch break saw the classroom deserted. We decided to make some small 
changes to the clock. We took the clock down and examined its mechanism. After 
working out what we needed to buy, we replaced the clock in its normal position.  
  
The next week we had the necessary parts; the most important being a tiny electric 
direct current motor, which ran nicely from a 6v dry cell battery. We took the clock 
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mechanism apart, and installed the motor, using a rubber band to connect the motor to 
the mechanism… a tiny ‘drive belt’. We ran a very thin two-core wire from the clock to 
my school-room desk. We pressed the wire carefully into the corner of the room, to 
make it as unobtrusive as possible.  
  
The whole class was aware of the changes we made. We eagerly awaited the first 
lesson after our lunch-time operation. The hands of the clock could spin very fast, 
either in forward or reverse. We thought that quite amusing. As they say, simple things 
amuse simple minds.  
  
The teacher began his presentation as usual. A few minutes into the lesson, the class 
suddenly burst into laughter. They were looking at the corner of the room. Of course 
he immediately looked around, but could see nothing unusual. There was the clock, 
telling the wrong time, just as it always had. Its hands were still, just as he expected.  
The laughter had stopped, so he resumed his lesson…  
  
We could have had a lot of fun with this clock, over many weeks and many lessons, if I 
had had more self-discipline.  I should have stopped with just one laugh. Looking back, 
I feel cross with myself, because we had spent a lot of time on this prank.  But anyhow, 
I couldn’t resist doing it again, and again.   
  
Of course, once the teacher’s suspicions were aroused, he saw the tiny wires, and 
followed them to my desk…  
 
 
 
Looking back on our pranks, I sometimes wonder why we never got into trouble. But 
we never did.  
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