


A MATTER OF TIME 
By George Chaides 

FEten your seat belts, travellers, as George Chaides takes
ou on an epic journey mapping the creation of a 
iniature masterpiece - a journey that begins in Los 

Angeles in 1960 ... 

Since moving to Aberdeen from Los 
Angeles, I find the people I meet, work and 

associate with are sensible, level headed, 
matter-of-fact people ... you know ... grown

ups. This is probably why the first question 
I get asked is "what is it?" 
I say, ''It's the Time Machine from the movie. 
Have you seen it?" 
"What movie?" 
"The Time Machine". 

"No". 
What then follows is a fifteen second 
synopsis of the movie's plot. 
"Oh," and still looking puzzled, "but what 
does it do?" 
Another fifteen second discourse on the electro
mechanical functions of the model... "just 
like in the movie". 
It's at this point when either the topic of 
conversation completely changes, or, if 
they are still amused, I'm asked "why?". 
It will take longer than fifteen seconds, but 
this is the story of "why" ... 

Summer, 1960. I was just old enough to 
be allowed to the movies without an adult. 
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Saturday matinee at the Golden Gate 
Theatre, a theatre that was still even 
then an opulent and majestic example of 
the grand art deco cinema palaces. The movie: 
The Time Machine. The word was that 
it was good, and I was there - without 
parental supervision. I went with an 
older pal who lived across the street, but 
that was cool. The theatre ... more than 
half full. The audience made up entirely 
of kids from the local junior high and 
high schools. 

The movie starts. 

The beginning of the movie is quiet 
and slow. The conversation level within the 
cinema increases - they're bored. English 
gentlemen sitting in the parlour complaining 
about their host being late for dinner. 
They all move to the table. Mrs. Watchett 
brings wine and sherry. She is just 
about to exit when Rod Taylor bursts 
in torn and dirty. The music blares a 
discordant note and the entire female 
population of the theatre screams. 

Now, gentle reader, I am almost certain 
that you have not experienced such a 
thing at such a tender age. If you have then 
you know it is possible to elevate from a 
seat still in a sitting position. In a cavernous 
dark auditorium seven hundred hysterica11y 
screaming voices in hideous concert. 
Without warning and on cue. There wasn't 

anything in the movie that frightened 
me. It was the suddenness and volume of 
those screams. A lot of it was probably 
affectation, but it gave this eleven year old 
boy a fright he'll never forget. My friend 
asks if I got scared. "Naw", I say. 

The movie goes on and Rod Taylor 
introduces us to his Time Machine he 
has locked up in the workshops. 
Wow! 
His little model was neat but what is 
this?! 
Again the music. Crashing bases and 
French horns thrilling above it all. He caresses 
it. I, too, want to touch it. 

I spend the rest of the movie studying 
the Machine, trying to memorise every detail. 
The rest of the movie, that is, until a 
great, green, hairy arm comes out to drag 
Weena into the bushes. "Scream - scream!" 

Again, when Rod goes into the bushes 
to get her back. "Scream!" 

I bottle out. I told my friend that I was 
going for popcorn. Later, coming back 
down the aisle in the dark, I was praying 
for no more screaming. 

Things were OK until Rod went down 
the hole to save Weena. I'll just leave it to 
your imagination to what that grand old 
theatre with its excellent acoustics sounded 
like. My excuse to my friend was a trip to 
the toilet. Fighting my first battle against 
real panic I almost ran up the aisle making 

for the doors of the theatre - a theatre gone 
howling mad with terror. Through the 
door and into the foyer. The ushers and 
attendants were sitting or doing routine 
things as if it were just another day. But 
you could still hear what sounded like 
the most abominable things imaginable inside 
the theatre biting off heads. The separation 
from that insane audience was enough 
allowance to compose myself. After all, it 
was only a movie. I chanced a few peeks 
through the gaps between the auditorium 
doors. You would think after a while that 
the shock value would wane - but no. 
This audience was going to get its money's 
worth. 







the circuitry and transposed the lights' 
sequential routine into a programme for 

the onboard micro-processor. It was John 
who came up with the way of translating 
the control level commands into electro
mechanical reactions. I had thought a 
two-way potentiometer would be adequate. 
It wasn't. His idea is much more in keeping 

with the high-tech, science fiction nature 
of the product. 

In front of the Time Traveller is the 
lever which controlled movement. Forward 
pressure sent the Machine into the future. 

Backward pressure into the past. The 
harder the pressure, the faster the machine 
travelled. 

Connected to the control lever is a shaft 
which runs through the centre axis of 
the control console. Attached to the shaft 
is an encoded disc perforated with slots and 
holes. This disc is sandwiched between two 

disc-shaped circuit boards. The inner 
board mounts four light emitting diodes. 
The outer board mounts four light collecting 
transistors. 

As the control lever is pushed, the 
perforated disc is rotated betweeh the 

emitter and collector boards. The collector 
board sends the encoded signal to the 
micro processor which controls speed and 
direction of on-board lamps. 

There is a display function incorporated 
into the Machine's software. By putting 

the control lever in the full reverse position, 

then plugging into mains power (batteries 
were no use at all) the Machine goes into 
an eight minute mystery tour. This random 
programme continuously repeats itself 
Below: drive shaft, transmission column, 
attached dish and light cones in place. 

Front view of the assembled Time Machine. 
Below right: The Time Machine control unit. 

until the power is switched off. We have 
come to call this the "trick mode". 

An electronic anti-flywheel device is 

also in the software to keep the lights 
from getting ahead of the dish as it builds 
or loses momentum from rapid acceleration 
and deceleration. This is necessary as 
the dish weighs approx. 280 grammes 
(over 1/2lb.) and rotates at a maximum of 
120rpm. 

The dish itself is electro-formed in 
copper by a Swiss specialist firm. It took 
us three and a half years to find a company 
anywhere that could and would electro-form 
this component. 

It takes two and a half days to "grow" 

a dish in a tank of copper solution, but the 
quality from the Swiss company - Galetan 

- is superb - and, of course, expensive.

The Machine's feet and chair are cast in 
white metal. The chair is made up like a 
real chair with rails and frames and 
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