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A Flash, A Spark 
 (male sneezing) 

  

Adam had not noticed his runny nose during breakfast in the re-
fectory. Nor had he noticed it during the morning prayer service in the 
chapel. He only noticed it when his back was bent and his head was 
down while he was at work in the scriptorium. It was, in fact, the 
worst possible time for such a thing. He thought at first that it might 
be because of the cold air typical in the room, which was a sunken 
sub-level beneath the man rectory. The coldness helped to keep the 
papers from fading and inks from running, so the room had been well 
placed. But, then, it was always rather cold in the scriptorium, and the 
temperature had never bothered him in the least before. That made 
him conclude that he was ill. 

Adam could not remember being ill before. He supposed he must 
have been at some point in his life, because it was impossible for him 
to imagine getting to twenty-something years of age without being ill 
even once. But every memory before the time the townspeople had 
found him washed up on their shore was lost to him.  

Not knowing what to do with him after they had cleaned him off 
and determined he was in no position to cause them harm, they had 
given him over to the monks, who had named him after the first man. 
The name felt strange to Adam, who considered it both an honor and 
a curse. The Adam of scripture had, after all, been blessed, tricked, 
and banished from paradise. And this Adam had no way to know if he 
had been in paradise and lost it or if this was paradise now, that would 
be shattered when his memory returned.  

Given that Adam had absolutely no basis for comparison, he en-
joyed his life at the monastery. At least he had things to occupy his 
time and fill his days so that he did not spend every waking hour 
wondering where he had come from and who he once had been. Daily 
life there had become even better once they recognized he had certain 
skills which would prove useful to the monastery and, in turn, the 
world. He might not remember when or under what circumstances he 


