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On a warm, humid June day Marcus Aureus, called Mark by his friends, relaxed on a reclining chair on his desk. He had a glass of lemonade in his hand, little sweat drops dripping down to the floor.


Despite all this supposed relaxing, Marcus felt little relaxation at all, whatsoever. He couldn’t explain why in so few words, but it suffices to say, he had a lot on his mind.


He watched the trees move in the wind trying vainly to ignore the feeling in his stomach that he was missing something, that he should be working, anything! But the doctor ordered rest and naught could be done now.


So Mark sat unhappily, simply thinking – What else was there? And it was this situation that was when inspiration hit. It was like fifty cymbals going off at once and Mark sat straight up, his eyes wide. He gasped out a strangled, “Of course!” and rushed inside. He, in his euphoria, lacked the foresight to open the door and he slammed into it. Relatively unperturbed (at least, let’s say he had other things on his mind), he jerked open the glass sliding door, rushed through the kitchen, knocking over piles of everything imaginable. He stepped into the dog’s waterbowl and tripped over a pile of overdue library books. He went slipping and sliding down his hallways, up two flights of stairs, to his room.


He then recalled the rather important fact that he had, just before laying down, been in the pool, and was, without a doubt, soaking wet. He dashed downstairs, once more, jumping the final five steps. He rushed into the bathroom, grabbed a towel and furiously dried himself off.


Upon completion he charged his way upstairs again, thinking of the glorious idea, the fame and fortune it would surely bring; how it would yank him out of this and every mess to come. H exploded into his room and jumped into his rickety chair, which promptly moaned and creaked, but thankfully did not break. 


Mark knocked books, old papers and all sorts of office supplies from his desk in the search for a pencil, a pen or paper. Realizing unhappily there were none, he ran for the second time downstairs.


In his kitchen, he procured a pencil and then up to his room it was. he snatched a stray piece of old notebook paper, flattened it, poised his pencil and then his eyes widened.


He made a little noise in his throat as he realizes the unthinkable had happened:

He’d forgotten his idea!

THE END

