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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction, strictly a product of the author's imagination. Any perceived resemblance or similarity to any actual events or persons, living or dead, and any perceived slights or people, places, or organizations are products of the reader’s imagination. Probably.
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Sarah Maransky balanced her portable typewriter on her lap, stiffened her legs to hold it there, and reached up with one hand to adjust her glasses. It was warm on the beach, approaching hot, but she was determined in two directions: she would write a story, and she would get a tan. Nothing like multi-tasking to start a weekend off right.

She rolled a sheet of paper into position, then thought, Now, what shall I write about? She gazed at the sea, the waves swelling, rolling in, cresting. Seagulls were twisting and turning over the waves, the late-afternoon sunlight reflecting gloss white off them. Scissortail swallows were flitting among them, acrobats contorting themselves to catch what their friends missed. A dog barked somewhere down the beach. She looked left. Must be behind that outcropping. As if on cue, a golden lab ran from behind the outcropping followed by a young boy hurrying to catch up. A young man and a young woman followed at a more leisurely pace.  

A light breeze moved a strand of Sarah’s hair from behind her right ear. It draped over the center of her right eyebrow and hung almost to her chin. She moved it back into place with a swipe of her fingers. The boy had caught up with the dog and the two were playing. The man and woman walked past them a little ways farther down the beach.

A frenetic butterfly approached, as if seeing too much through its compound eyes and doing its best to avoid all of it. It narrowly avoided a head-on collision with Sarah’s nose and zigzagged an erratic circle around her head and toward her feet. There it elevated, seemed to back flip and buzzed her right knee. Finally it crash landed on the small roller on the right side of the paten of her typewriter, having extended its landing gear just in time.

Sarah’s first thought was to roll the paten quickly. It would be a visual story. The image of an otherwise clean sheet of paper flashed in her mind, in the center a long, drawn-out splotch that used to be a butterfly. She smiled. Psychiatrists the world over would hail her discovery. The Maransky Nature Blot Test, they’ll call it. It would replace that boring black and white Rorschach thing. The center of the Maransky Blot itself would be thick, as if created with layered acrylics. Yellow streaked with green, of course, and stretched, elongated like the body of the butterfly itself, but not smeared. The edge of the Blot would be—she stopped and studied the butterfly for a moment—orange and blue-black, and not really flat, but textured as a thin layer of powder is textured. It would appear textured under a magnifying glass. To the naked eye it would simply look soft. Inviting, she thought. A spider would do well to paint the walls of its parlor with orange and blue-black powder. Tempera would do it. What fly could resist anything so calming? The warmth of the sun was calming too. She closed her eyes and rocked her head back for a moment, enjoying the sensation. The waves crashed in over rocks, then slowed deceptively as the water moved up the beach.

When she opened her eyes, the boy and the dog were just out of reach of the gently lapping residue of the waves. He dropped to his knees and hugged the big blonde dog around the neck. He pressed his face into her fur, nuzzling her. He’d do anything for that dog, Sarah thought and smiled, then shifted her attention back to the butterfly. The Maransky Nature Blot Test would be used in clinical settings, she decided. And in only the more severe cases, those in which a diagnosis must be quick and without the slightest ambiguity. Definitely not like the Rorschach. 

She glanced at the boy and the dog again. The boy’s arms were outstretched and he was laughing, reaching for the lab as she teased him. The dog ran a full circle around him, and just as he reached, she stopped and reversed course. Her tongue lolling, she appeared to be laughing as well. 

To the right of the boy and the dog in the near periphery, the young woman was sitting on the sand, her legs drawn up, her arms around them. She was clasping her left wrist with her right hand. The man had moved a little farther down the beach and was studying the ground. Looking for driftwood, Sarah thought and grinned. Or maybe pirate treasure. Then the smile disappeared. Probably expecting to find a big black X. 

A flicker of orange and black at the bottom of her vision drew Sarah’s attention back to the  butterfly. It was still sitting on the roller, its antennae and wings twitching continually. Balance, Sarah thought. Retaining its balance. Quietly she said, “Balance is important.” The Maransky Nature Blot Test would be balanced above all. The blots themselves wouldn’t be preprinted but would be created onsite in the moment. All the major universities and teaching hospitals would keep a collection of Monarchs and Viceroys on hand. The MNBT would be administered from necessity to result by one person. He or she would retrieve a Monarch for darker tests—for example, to test for situational premeditation in the psyche of an accused murderer or to test a suspected sociopathic narcissist for a conscience—and a Viceroy for lighter, less-severe tests, like determining the intent and culpability of a person who was accused of negligence. 
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