SBRET B &

S B BE (& B 601 €D

FIE ROXLEFRAT, ToOMG (B1~2) WELZEWN,

The tast days of my childhood were also the last days of the village. 1 belonged to that generation which saw, by chance,
the end of a thousand years’ life. The change came late to our Cotswold valley, didn’t really show itseif till the late 1920s; I was
twelve by then, but during that handful of years, I witnessed the whole thing happen.

Myself, my family, my generation, were born in (1)a world of silence; a world of hard work and necessary patience, of backs

bent to the ground, hands massaging the crops, of waiting on weather and growth; of villages like ships in the empty landscapes
and the long walking distances between them; of white narrow roads, damaged by horses and cartwheels, innocent of oil or
petrol, down which people passed rarely, and almost never for pleasure, and the horse was the fastest thing moving. (@)Man and
horse were ali the power we had. But the horse was king, and almost everything prew around him. His eight miles an hour
was the limit of our movements, as it had been since the days of the Romans. That eight miles an hour was life and death, the
size of our world.

This was what we were bom to, and all we knew at first. Then, to the scream of the horse, the change began. The
brass-lamped motor-car came coughing up the road, followed by the noisy coach; the solid-tyred bus climbed the dusty hills and
more people came and went.  (3)Chickens and dogs were the early sacrifices, falling beneath the wheels. The old folk, too, had
strokes, faced by speeds bevond comprehension. Then scarlet motor-bikes began to appear in the village, on which your youths
roared like rockets up the two-minute hills, then spent weeks making repairs and adjustments.
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In 1751, Swedish botanist Carolus Linnaeus came up with the novel idea of using flowers as clocks. Morning glories open
their trumpetlike petals around 10 a.m., water lillies at 1] and so on through evening primroses and moonflowers, A full array
of these blossoms, planted in a circle, could indicate the time. It was a whimsical notion. But some 250 years later, scientists
are seriously interested in the timekeeping mechanisms of nature.

From cockroaches to humans, these internal clocks influence far more than our sleep. Heart attacks are more common in the
morning. Women tend to go to labor in the evening. Severe breathing difficulties prevail at night. Even our responses to
medicines may depend on when we take them.

Nature has devised internal clocks for a simple reason: they aid survival, “The early bird really does get the worm,” —thanks
to a silent wake-up call before dawn. A mimosa plant spreads its fernlike leaves during the day to create the maximum surface
area for photosynthesis, then folds them up at night to reduce water-vapor loss. If's not a mere response to light.

In bumans, the master clock in the brain orchestrate a series of biological events that unfolds in sequence. In the hours
before breakfast, the body releases digestive enzymes gradually to be ready for the first meal, Temperature and blood pressure
rise in preparation for the day’s demands. This helps explain the morning increase in the heart attacks. Cells reproduce at set
times. Hormones rise and fall—many of them according to a predetermined schedule.
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