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I

In a storming night of the middle of December, a man nervously spent his hours pacing back and forth in 
a hallway in Kureall Hospital. He was pacing impatiently in the hallway in front of a certain room, awaiting the 
opening of the room's door accompanied with the appearance of a certain doctor. Furthermore, he wanted to hear 
golden words come out of his mouth, assuring him that everything was fine.

Then ...
A doctor came out.
He had an unsettling look.
“I'm sorry,” the doctor said with a regretful look upon his overworked face, “it's a girl.”
Upon hearing the last words, the man took a few steps backwards in disappointment, then collapsed on a 

chair. He sat devastated. He wanted a boy so badly that having anything else is a curse; having no child is better. 
As he sat in pain, another person sitting on a chair down the chair-chain looked at him suspiciously. He hadn't 
heard the conversation he had with the doctor, and wasn't that interested. However, he did look oddly at the 
devastated man as he believed he knows him.

“Hey,” the man shouted whisperingly, drawing the devastated man's attention, “you're Mark's boy, aren't 
you?”

The man identified him by his resemblance to the locally-famous baker, Mark the baker.
“Yeah,” he replied, still thinking about the devastating news, “That's right, I'm Mark's son.”
“Yeah I thought so,” the man said as he got off his chair and moved to another one closer to him, “what's 

your name?”
“Name?” Mark's son replied with a puzzling look.
“Yeah, the thing that everybody calls you by, what is it?”
“Don't have one.”
“You don't have a name?”
“Well, if you mean the name father gave me when I was born, I don't use it. At least not any more.”
“Why not?”
“Because it's uncommon.”
“My name is Seven, how uncommon can yours really be.” He tried to relate.
“It's Exclamation.” Mark's boy replied, feeling as if Seven would understand.
“Exclamation?”
“Yes.”
“Your name is Exclamation.”
“Yes.”
“Exclamation Mark?”



Mr. Mark got up from his chair, annoyed by Seven's tone. Seven didn't open his mouth because if he did, 
his contained laughter would come out. Seven wasn't a jerk, but hearing someone named Exclamation Mark was 
hilarious and unbelievable. He thought Mark must've hated his boy to give him a name like that.

Mr. Mark, who had just lost his last bit of faith in people, started walking out of the hospital. As he 
walked, he moved up and down. He didn't desire to walk that way, but the reason behind it was a birth defect. As 
it turns out, he's left leg is half an inch taller than the right one. Mr. Mark isn't particularly tall, but he's also not 
short; he wasn't really old, but also not young. He didn't share with anyone his real age, but he looked like he 
could be in his late 30ies. As for facial hair such as his hair, his beard and his mustache, nobody could really 
describe him from those features. There has been days when he's been seen having tall uncombed hair with a full 
beard and mustache, but also, there has been times when he was seen completely bald. It appears to all that Mr. 
Mark was indecisive when it came to looks.

Upon seeing Mr. Mark's departure, the same doctor ran after him.
Upon seeing the doctor coming, Mr. Mark paused to see what was the matter.
“Mr. Mark, your daughter?” The doctor reminded Mr. Mark.
“Oh yeah … you can have her.”
“Excuse me?”
“You heard me.”
“And your wife?”
“Yeah. You can have her too. That woman is useless to me.”
“Mr. Mark, I know you wanted a boy, but having a daughter isn't that bad.”
“You want to sugarcoat it, that's fine, but don't lie.”
“Mr. Mark, if you do not want your child, then there are certain procedures to follow. Set her up for 

adoption, but don't give her to the hospital.” The doctor paused a moment, waiting for Mr. Mark to reply. 
however, Mr. Mark kept silent. The doctor continued: “You know, you ought to be counting your blessings 
instead of throwing them away. It's a life, Mr. Mark, a breathing baby who wants to call you daddy and look up 
to you like a role model. Do you really want to shut the door of happiness to your baby girl?”

“I don't know a lot about girls, but I do know if I keep her, I'll go bankrupt in no time.”
“So it's about money?” The doctor looked with a furious look at the selfish Mr. Mark.
“Yeah it's about money.”
After a moment of silence, the doctor gave up trying to reason with Mr. Mark.
“You know what? You don't deserve her!”
“Don't analyses me! You don't know me!”
“You're wrong,  Mr. Mark, I know exactly who you are! You're a idiot who knows squat about life. How 

you made it this far is beyond me. No wonder nobody is waiting for you while your wife was giving birth. And 
you know what? I don't blame them. I don't even know why Mrs. Mark agreed to marry you in the first place!”

Instead of replying, Mr. Mark simply turned away and continued marching to the nearest exit.
“Wise ass!” Exclamation muttered as he left the doctor and the hospital.
“Jackass.” The doctor replied with mutual feelings as he went back to work, annoyed by the thought that 

such lifeless human beings walk this earth.

II

The next day, Mr. Mark left to work just on time. He didn't get up a minute later than usual in spite of the 
fact that he had spent his night pacing in a hospital instead of sleeping. A lot can be said about Mr. Mark, some 
are good while others are bad; some are true while others are false. However, there is one fact that is certain 
about him, and that is that Mr. Mark is always on time. Wherever he goes, he carries with him his grandfather's 
antique pocket watch. It's frame was golden, resembling very much of the original pocket watch, presenting an 
exact copy. Mr. Mark's pocket watch was very dear to him. In a way, it was somewhat eccentric like its owner. 
Other than having the ability to tell time, it also knew the exact day of the month. The date flips every midnight 
at 12. Furthermore, there was an alarm system built within. The alarm system, as set by Mr. Mark, rings at three 



different times of the day. The first is at 6:30 in the morning to wake him up. The second is precisely at 1:15 
sharp to remind him to take his pills as the doctor advised. The third and last time is at 5:00 to remind him to go 
home. Without it, Mr. Mark undoubtedly believes he would be lost.

Mr. Mark works in an office building behind a desk. He has been working there for almost 10 years, and 
not once has he got promoted. Mr. Mark knows that his supervisor, as well as his co-workers, hate him for being 
different, but cannot fire him due to the fact that he hadn't slipped up once. He was always on time, giving the 
usual performance. Mr. Mark knew well that as long as he plays by the book, the paychecks would continue to 
come and no one could do a thing about it.

That morning, Mr. Mark received several personal phone call but he answered none. He did do so not 
because it wasn't permitted for the employees to take personal phone call while at the workplace, but because he 
knew it was regarding his wife and his daughter. Not wanting to have anything to do with either of them, he 
ignored the calls. After giving birth to a girl, he didn't want to speak or see her ever again. Mrs. Mark wasn't 
stupid, but perhaps a little naïve. Everyone could see clearly how her mirage with the impossible Mr. Mark was 
going to be like. She had choices, but somehow, she became desperate and didn't have much of a choice. One 
thing was certain, and that was she was forced into marrying him at a young age.

Their life together began almost a year, when she was nothing more than his neighbor. She didn't 
associate with him because her father told her not to. He knew exactly what kind of a man Mr. Mark was. 
However, after her father passed away by natural causes, she was left alone. She never knew her mother because 
her father never married her. Living alone, she remained in her house sad for most of her days. Mr. Mark, who 
also was living alone, began delivering to her place some of his dinner meals. Whenever he was preparing 
something to eat, he sent some to her. She didn't reject his kind gesture, and by doing so, she accepted Mr. 
Mark's shoulders to cry on. She quickly became dependable, and once they met face to face, Mr. Mark knew that 
he wanted her to himself. She was very young and extremely beautiful, a perfect partner to build a family with. 
Mr. Mark began scheming into getting her closer, but for some reason, she was drifting apart. Mr. Mark didn't 
understand why, but he ignored her wishes and purposed to her anyways. When she refused, he got violent with 
her and finally physically forced his way into having an intercourse with her. After finishing, he looked at her as 
if he was telling her that she couldn't really blame him. It's her fault for looking the way she looked. With out a 
word, she left his place crying. However, all Mr. Mark did was smiling, thinking that she will come to her senses 
and go back to him. A few weeks later, she did return. She found out that she was pregnant with Mr. Mark's 
child. Not wanting to dishonor her resting father, she had no choice but to marry him. The reason why she didn't 
leave him after marriage was because she honestly thought she could change him. No matter what happened, she 
decided not to leave him. Ironically, after the newborn turned out to be a girl, Mr. Mark left her.

Once his pocket watch rang, Mr. Mark got up from his desk and left home to dine then sleep. His life had 
returned to how it once was before he met his wife a year ago.

III

Then, Mr. Mark met her. He  don't know her name, or have ever seen her before, but there was something 
about her smile that made him feel something different for the first time in his life. Even Mrs. Mark didn't make 
him feel this alive. It started when Mr. Mark's kid brother and himself were walking down the street in the 
summer. It was a really hot day and so, naturally, they became thirsty in no time at all. They wanted something 
to drink, but didn't see any public watercoolers or drinking fountains around. After spotting a convenience store 
nearby, the two went in.

Mr. Mark took a bottle of water and a Hershey's chocolate bar, while his kid brother copied him but 
replaced the water bottle with a 7up in addition to 2 Extra chewing gums. The two went to the cashier and placed 
their items on the conveyor belt. Mr. Mark awaited the cashier to tell him the price while he kept his eyes staring 
at the price monitor. Mr. Mark took out 5 KD although he knew it was the cost of the purchased items was a lot 
lesser than that. After checking the price of every item they had on the conveyor belt, the price shown was 
90.000 K.D. Mr. Mark didn't freak out because he knew there was something wrong. Instead, he made a joke: 
“90 Bucks! I'm not paying for that, there's no chocolate worth that much!”



The cashier didn't reply other than with a light smile. A wonderful imprisoning yet freeing smile of a 
thousand words. Mr. Mark didn't know why he was captured by it, but he knew one thing for certain, he wanted 
to see that smile again! After the cashier checked every item again, the price this time showed 88.000 K.D.

“At least we're going somewhere.” He remarked on the decreased 2 K.D. “Say, do that for another hour 
and I'm sure we'll leave happy costumers.”

This time she didn't smile. Mr. Mark was a bit frustrated, but knew he had to try again. He saw his chance 
once she scanned the items for a third time and the result was the same.

“Is this register broken, or are you new here? Or is it both? Or is it neither?”
The way he asked the questions quickly one after another made her smile.
Score!
Mr. Mark was content.
Mr. Mark got another chance to gaze at that beautiful breathtaking smile. However, he could see clearly 

that his kid brother was getting board and wanted to go. For her dazzling smile, Mr. Mark didn't mind giving her 
the whole 5 KD to keep. Although he was a really cheap man, her smile was worth a thousand bucks. Mr. Mark 
had estimated how much he had to pay, which summed up to about 700 fils. 500 were on the two Hershey's, 
another 100 was on the water plus 7up, and the remaining 100 fils was on the 2 Extras bars. Even though, Mr. 
Mark knew that it would probably be around 600 fils. Mr. Mark hated paying people more than they deserve, but 
there was something about this girl that made him gladly want to give her the whole 5 bucks. However, Mr. 
Mark didn't. He wanted to stay longer to see more of that beautiful smile. Unfortunately, that's when he woke up. 
No body woke him up, so he can't blame anyone for this. However, he wanted to blame his alarm clock. His 
pocket watch rang at 6:30, killing his desired dream. Not thinking straight, Mr. Mark immediately destroyed his 
precious pocket watch.

That was the first time and last time Mr. Mark have ever seen her. He didn't know anything about her, but 
he wanted to see her again. Mr. Mark thought about her for the next two hours, but then forgot about her. As time 
flew by she became less than a memory and he didn't even remember her. However, there was one thing that 
kept reminding him of her, and that was the broken pocket watch. Mr. Mark realized how much of a fool he 
became when he ruined it over a dream. He had nothing, not even his kid brother. Mr. Mark didn't understand 
why he dreamt about him. He hadn't seen him in over two decades. He left him when he turned 21 although they 
used to be really close. Mr. Mark knew that something went wrong between them, but couldn't figure out what it 
was.

IV

Later that evening, while Mr. Mark was preparing dinner, he heard the doorbell ring. It was strange since 
Mr. Mark didn't get much visitors. Mr. Mark thought of the possibility of it being about his wife and daughter, so 
he ignored it. He also didn't open it because he had just returned from work and wanted to dine alone and sleep 
early like he always did. However, the ringing didn't go away, and Mr. Mark wasn't fond of annoyance. He 
headed towards the door to answer it with a threat. He planned to tell whoever it was that unless he or she goes 
away, he was going to phone the cops. Upon opening the door, Mr. Mark saw the commissioner, along with a 
detective, surrounded by a couple of cops.

“Mister Exclamation Mark?”
“Yes, that's me.”
“You’re under arrest.”
 Mr. Mark's heartbeat began racing.
“What? For what?”
“You'll know down at the precinct.”
“No!” Mr. Mark exclaimed, shouting, “I have I right to know now! … Is this about my daughter-thing? 

Because you can have her! I never wanted her, you can ask that wise ass doctor who works there, he'll tell ya.”
“No, Mr. Mark, it's not about your abandoned wife and daughter.”
“Then I'm not budging until I know why.”



The detective gave up and told him: “Mr. Mark, you are under arrest for the attempted murder of logic.”
“But .. that makes no sense!”
“If it's any conciliation, neither do you. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and 

will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney, one 
will be appointed to you.”

“Well, don't I get a saying in this? Isn't this a free country?”
The commissioner stared at Mr. Mark with an uninterested look, then said: “let's go, Mr. Mark.”
“And then what happened?” The listener asked Emma.
“That's it,” Emma replied, “that's the end of the story. Mr. Mark was taken to court wanted to hired the 

best lawyer there ever existed, but lawyers are smart. They didn't want to take a hopeless case just for a few cash. 
Mr. Mark was given an underpaid overworked lawyer and he lost the case and his life.” Upon seeing her child 
confused, Emma decided to better explain the moral of the story. “If you think you wasted your time listening to 
the story, then you have indeed wasted those minutes and will never get them back. However, if you look at it 
from the bright side, you will see that you can greatly benefit from it. Only minutes of your life have been 
wasted, not your entire life like Exclamation Mark.” Said Emma E. Mark.
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