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BY Frances Button | EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

Fools and Great Minds

   March was a difficult month for many readers of my acquaintance and, I’m sure, readers all over 
the world. The powerhouse that was Sir Terry Pratchett died aged 66 and his family, friends and 
fans grieved for the great mind and great man the world has lost but will always remember.

   April, being a time of renewal and rebirth (and chocolate eggs), takes March’s loss and revitalises 
what is important. Pratchett believed in truth and imagination, of kindness and the human 
spirit. His Discworld tales may have appeared foolish to the uninitiated, but the ideas woven 
within his stories were great.

April is also the time for adventure, of widening your horizons and ideas of the world and 
challenging yourself to do better. The first 2015 CampNaNoWriMo begins this month, inviting 
writers around the world to take part in a word count challenge. Two of our own team members 
are taking part this April; one is working on the second in a book series, the other dabbling just 
for the experience. They’re both balancing this challenge with full time jobs and busy lives - a 
similar situation to many who take part in Camp. Is what they attempt foolishness, or could they 
all create something worthwhile by pushing themselves to do so? 

Opening Line’s April theme is, therefore Fools and Great Minds, from the old phrase ‘Great minds 
think alike and fools seldom differ.’ The stories and poems within this issue question not only our 
concept of foolishness, but what it is that makes someone truly great. 
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A Great and Foolish Mind
A Tribute to Sir Terry Pratchett

BY Dee Baker | FEATURE WRITER

   On the 12th of March 2015 we lost one of the 
most prolific writers of our age. Terry Pratchett 
died surrounded by loved ones after succumbing 
to Alzheimer’s at the age of 66. As his daughter put 
beautifully in a series of tweets, ‘Terry took Death’s arm 
and followed him through the doors and on to the black 
desert under the endless night. The End.’

Compared to some of the great writers that have paid 
tribute to Pratchett since his untimely passing, my 
words may seem small, but I still want say my little 
piece. No matter how insignificant it may seem, no 
matter how much it will seem like shouting into the 
abyss. If Pratchett taught me nothing else, he taught 
me that “there are times in life when people must 
know not to let go. Balloons are design to teach small 
children this.”

Even though I never met him, or knew him personally, 
Pratchett still feels like an old friend. He helped shape 
the person I have become today, from a little girl to 
the woman sat (figuratively) before you. I’m sure much 
more verbose writers will be able to weave and spin 
grandiose words, but what I offer is plain and heartfelt. 
Terry Pratchett changed my life in a very real way for 
me, as I’m sure he did for many others. 

 
I grew up reading Terry Pratchett. I am extremely 
dyslexic and when I was younger I went to a school 
that didn’t particularly care to help me learn, so I 
didn’t read my first book until I was 11 years old. The 
first book I really read and fell in love with was Harry 
Potter. But that was all I read. I didn’t particularly have 
anyone in my life that read or encouraged me to read 
(with the exception of my mum) and, as I found it hard 
to read because of my dyslexia, I often lost interest. 
But my mum wanted to keep encouraging me to read 
and once she saw me fall in love with Harry Potter she 
hunted for similar books that would again, capture my 
attention (hint: I really like Dragons). Then someone  
recommended to my mum that I read Terry Pratchett. 
So one day, my mum and I went to the local library 
and got out a Terry Pratchett book. That book was 
Guards, Guards. 

Within the first week of getting this book, I then got 
out the following two Guards books in the Discworld 
canon and devoured them one after another. I was in 
love. What was this wonderful world I was reading? 
Why did he keep mentioning a massive turtle flying 
through space? I was caught up in the wackiness of his 
world. I was introduced to a sense of humour that, as an 
11 year old little girl, I had never heard before. It was a  

Stories of imagination 
tend to upset those without one.

Terry Pratchett
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sense of humour that I developed and searched for from 
then onwards. Through my love of Terry Pratchett, I 
found Monty Python, Spaced; I fell in love with Douglas 
Adams, Neil Gaiman, and then I found the wonders of 
Doctor Who. Nearly everything I love and adore to this 
day can be traced back to Terry Pratchett and the world 
he opened my 11-year-old eyes to. Simply put, Terry 
Pratchett is pure magic. And the world seems a little 
less fantastic with him no longer in it.

Pratchett’s books are more than just dragons and trolls. 
He used the Discworld to create a parody of our world 
that explored how we treat others who are different. 
Just because he wrote books about dwarfs, witches and 
elves, doesn’t mean that they were less meaningful, or 
they didn’t hit you in the gut and cause you to question 
your own world. Just because they were funny (so funny 
that you laugh out loud), doesn’t mean that you should 
laugh them off as just a bit of fun. Pratchett wove us 
a world in our imagination, and thereby created a 
mirror to reflect how we act and how we see ourselves. 
That’s more important than anything. Pratchett’s work 
mattered. He made you think about the world and how 
we treat people - and he made us laugh as he did it. 

This is why Terry Pratchett has always been so important 
to me, and will always be. He fought for what he 
thought was right; he wasn’t just some gentle, bearded 
granddad figure. He was angry at the world and how 
it treated some people as lesser; that someone could be 
treated or told they are less deserving because of who 
they are. He was angry with himself if he thought he 
had let himself down. He was angry at his illness that 
slowly took away his life. The world needs more angry 
people, standing up and fighting for what they believe 
in. 

Terry Pratchett was the voice in my head when I 
growing up. I sought sanctuary in the streets of Ankh 
Morpork, I wandered the woods in the Ramtops and 
I’ve hidden in castles in Überwald. I’ve fought alongside 
Sam Vimes, I’ve argued with Granny Weatherwax and 
I’ve walked side by side with Death. 

Terry Prachett, you are missed. 

Your books, your wonderful, inspiring words will live 
on. You will live on, Sir Pratchett, because “no one is 
actually dead until the ripples they cause in the world die 
away.”

Goodness is about what you do. 
Not who you pray to.

Terry Pratchett, Snuff
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A Great and Foolish Mind
A Tribute to Sir Terry Pratchett

BY Dee Baker | FEATURE WRITER

WHAT IS THAT SENSE INSIDE YOUR HEAD 
OF WISTFUL REGRET THAT THINGS 

ARE THE WAY THEY APPARENTLY ARE?

‘Sadness, master. I think. Now —’

I AM SADNESS.

- Mort
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   “Only you can save mankind” I was told by a many-
limbed crocodilian creature, “If not you, who else?” 

   It is an introduction to an author which holds place 
in my memory more than any other. Having just 
started to read ‘chapter books’, my bookshelf was 
slowly filling with gifts and presents from various 
family members, and amongst them were two books 
chronicling the life of one Johnny Maxwell. There, on 
the cover of the first, was the drooling creature asking 
me that question, and I wanted to find out. 

Only You Can Save Mankind would become one of my 
first real memories of experiencing literature for myself. 
Not read to me by a parent putting on voices, and not 
as part of a school project or book report: I wanted 
to read this book because I wanted to read this book. 
Beyond the cover and title, the words began to live in 
my head. I began craving for the life of Johnny and 
longing to play the then-fictional video-game “Journey 
to Alpha Centauri” and spend three thousand years 
completing it. That was my first experience of one of 
the great things Terry Pratchett can do - take something 
by definition exceedingly ordinary and make it seem 
like the most interesting thing in the whole world. 

It was a number of years later that I discovered he 
could do one step further with just as much finesse- 
take the exceedingly interesting and make it seem like 
the most ordinary. Whereas Johnny Maxwell inhabited 
our world and had (mostly) human friends, it was the 
fact wonderful, impossible worlds like the Carpet and 
Discworld could seem so normal which spoke to the 
mind of a child growing up and an adult still reading. 
The most nonsense of similes make perfect sense and 
the most alien of experiences are so real in the brain 
behind the eyes reading his words. And they will always 
be his words. Even if the he who wrote the words was 
not always the same he. 

Having revised his debut novel, The Carpet People, 
Pratchett claimed the book had two authors, both the 
same person. As he aged and his mind proved too great 
to be contained in one man, it is perhaps easy to see 
why. Always changing, always learning, who can tell 
how many authors the man was? So too who can tell 
how many minds were left to meet and talk and walk 
together as the final years began to roll forward and he 
began to wear midnight? He will be a different author 
to each person who read him. He will be the well-
meaning but unlucky Johnny Maxwell to me and to 
many, or the bumbling Rincewind trying to make the 
most of the world and the power it had granted him, 
or Tiffany Aching eager to prove herself, or the Hiver 
experiencing all the universe which the rest of us can 
just blink to miss, or the tiny tadpole who longs to see 
what’s just outside its tree.

Most of us live our whole lives in this one world. But 
some see that there are more. There are as many as 
you can imagine and share with everyone else. Terry 
Pratchett shared an eternity of lives and creatures and 
worlds, and there are an eternity left to dream and 
discover. For every person in their own little world and 
their own little life, there is an infinite world around 
them and inside of them. And once you know the 
world is full of things like that, your life is never the 
same.

“Do you not know that a man is 
not dead while his name 

is still spoken?”

Terry Pratchett
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BY T.R. Orchulek

Swedish Fish

 “Are you God?” the little girl asked.
 “Me?” 
 The old man laughed, leaning back on the bench and slapping his knee. “No, I just make the colors.”
 Her eyes went wide. The little girl thought this a much better job, better than being God even.
 “You make colors?”
 “Yes.”
 “Like, anything you can imagine?”
 The old man looked at the little girl and smiled. Every time he tried to tell an adult what he did they just 
stared at him, often unblinking, the gears turning in their heads but nothing coming of it. They couldn’t imagine 
much beyond simple reds, greens and blues. Not that it was their fault. The world drums it out of them. Dali 
was the one exception besides this little girl. That was a conversation Jonas would not forget. Jonas was normally 
relieved when they left, when their number was called, and he could get back to painting the sky but he was sad 
to see Dali go. And he realized he didn’t want her to go, either. She was so familiar. He brushed her curls from her 
eyes.
 “What’s your name?”
 “Alice.”
 “That’s a pretty name. My granddaughter’s named Alice.”
 “How old is she?”
 “I don’t know. Not much older than you, I should think. I’m Jonas.”
 “Your name starts with a ‘Y’?”
 “No, with a J. I’m Swedish so you pronounce it with a Y.”
 “I like Swedish fish.”
 When she said it, they appeared at her feet, nibbling her naked toes. Swedish fish, of colors she’d never seen 
before, swimming on air. It tickled and she wiggled and giggled. She wondered what they tasted like.
 “Go on, they’re delicious.”
 “But they’re alive.”
 “They don’t mind.”
 With that, two of the fish jumped up onto her lap, wriggling but not wet. Smelling of sugar and fruit. 
When she touched them they fell motionless, suddenly just huge Swedish fish. She reached out to pick one up and 
noticed her hand. She held it up to her face. It shimmered and she could see right through it, though the outline 
remained.
 “Am I a ghost?”
 “You are a smart one, aren’t you?”
 Adults were always ignoring her questions. Especially lately. She remembered somewhere else. Somewhere 
white with beeping things and suction things and asking her mother if she was going to die. Her mother never 
answered her and she didn’t want to think about any of these things anymore. She took a bite out of the fish and 
it was the best thing she had ever tasted. The flavor exploded in her mouth and something like fireworks exploded 
in the sky, the clouds blushing colors she’d never seen before. Brighter, sharper, shinier somehow. They made her 
happier than she’d been in a long, long time.
 She put her head on the old man’s shoulder and fell asleep, the buckle of his overalls cold against her neck.
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*  

 Alice dreamed of a place where there was no light but it wasn’t scary. It was warm. It wasn’t cold like she 
had always thought nothing would be. There was a voice there, too big for her head. It sang her a lullaby. She heard 
it as if it was coming through the walls. She woke up to it, in the dream. Singing through the walls. If nothing 
could have walls.
 She wondered whose voice it was, but not enough that she thought to ask. She thought it would be rude, 
like when you aren’t supposed to ask how old your aunt is, or if your teacher is married. It spoke to her, then.
 “How would you like to help Jonas with the colors?”
 “I would like that. Can I call him Grandfather though?”
 “You are a smart one, aren’t you? Better rest. Big day tomorrow.”
 “Is this Heaven?”
 The voice howled, laughter like thunder and lightning, only it didn’t scare Alice. She thought her eyes were 
open but she saw little red lines like when you close your eyes and you see the backs of your eyelids but she wasn’t 
sure. She thought they were open. She thought she was awake. She decided she didn’t mind either way because 
soon the red turned to other colors. Colors so brilliant everything went white.

*

 When she woke she felt warm and happy and safe. Her head was still on the old man’s shoulder. She 
looked up at him and the sunlight was behind his shoulder and she had to squint and he smiled and everything 
was alright. She squeezed his waist and buried her head in the flannel beneath the overalls, one side unbuttoned 
now. There was the smell she had been looking for. He smelled like home.
 They set to work making the colors. New colors. Shades of old colors. Colors she had trouble looking at, 
they were so alien. Moving colors. Laughing colors. Crying colors. They didn’t have paint brushes or rollers or 
Turpentine. They had only their minds. Whatever she thought of, there it was. She wondered where the painter’s 
overalls and cap had come from. Just like Jonas. She liked calling him that. He’d told her to call him that because 
he said they were all the same age now. She called him that and every time it made her giggle.
 As they worked, an endless line of people shuffled past. Their eyes held no light and they barely picked up 
their feet. The scraping sound creeping up her back and neck like cold fingers.
 “Who are all those people?”
 “I don’t know.”
 “Why are they here?”
 “Why are any of us here? Where are we, even?”
 “You mean you don’t know?”
 “I’m going to let you in on a little secret, pumpkin. Remember how I used to tell you I knew everything?”
 “Yes.”
 “It’s not true. It was a little white lie. What I do know is that it’s a lot like life, here. If you don’t know who 
you are, you may never know. If you don’t know what you’re here for, you can get lost. I’ve seen fools and great 
minds alike come through here. Some stay, some go. Some get stuck in between.”
 They fell silent as they colored the path for the walkers, lighting the way. They watched them disappear 
into the horizon.

https://amnesiasoup.wordpress.com/

https://amnesiasoup.wordpress.com/
https://twitter.com/wisd_e_ome_less
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BY A.M. Cruz

The Doctor’s Sister

     Mr. Shear watched as his partner’s sister rummaged about the cluttered lab in search of a flat object that 
would serve as a tray. Mazie’s effort was to be wasted. Her brother, Dr. O’Toole, was too absorbed in the project 
at this point to care for such trivial things as tea and breakfast.

 “Mr. Shear.” 
    Shear jumped to see Mazie standing before him. Her voice was as mousy as her tousled hair. Shear admired her 

nature more than her brother’s purported genius. She was nice and simple.
 “I’m sorry, Mazie, I was lost in my thoughts. Did you ask something of me?”
 “Yes,” she said.
 After a few beats of silence Mr. Shear asked, “And what was it you asked me?”
 “Oh!” Mazie said, shaking her head to remove the mental cobwebs, “Can you please help me with the door 
to the lab? I need to give my brother his tea and breakfast.”
 “Oh, right.” Mr. Shear sighed inwardly. Mazie was tenaciously loyal to her brother’s needs, even if it was a 
waste of time. He shuffled over to the door to the lab and pressed the button for the glass doors to slide open. 
 Mazie went to her brother, shoulders slumped and eyes cast down as she prepared to face whatever mood 
he held today. 
 “Barrett, will you take a break? I made you tea and breakfast.”
 The doctor looked up from his work and then down upon his sister. He peered over his glasses.
 “How many times must I tell you that we are in a professional setting and only professional titles will do? 
I am a doctor, please address me as such. You are not a simpleton, Miss O’Toole, so please stop acting like one.” 
 Mazie took this in her stride, the same way she took all of her brother’s reprimands.
 “Why are you just standing there? Didn’t you hear me?” 
 Mazie looked like she just emerged from being underwater. She looked about and saw the lab and reality 
came back to her. 
“So about the tea…” 
 “I told you I am too busy! Shear and I are two weeks beyond on the progress of the Replicator. I cannot 
have you dilly and dallying about our lab. One, you are not even wearing approved safety equipment, not that you 
have been issued any equipment, but that’s because, once again, you are not a part of the research staff. You are my 
sister and attendant to only my most trivial affairs…”
 He continued his rant, his voice becoming more and more inward, and Shear watched as Mazie left before 
he finished. Shear didn’t think she was being rude; the rants of the doctor were regular occurrences and you soon 
learned they would continue whether or not your presence remained...
 “And you, Mr. Shear,” Dr. O’Toole turned to Shear. “You’re not even wearing approved equipment. And 
you have been issued it.”
 “Sorry, Dr. O’Toole.” 
From the closet he pulled out the matching goggles, mask, and white coat which his colleague wore.
 “Much better. Now, to see what progress I’ve made overnight.”
 “Did you sleep at all, Doctor?” Shear looked at the heavy bags under the doctor’s goggled eyes, his mangy 
hair, and smelled his breath even from five feet away.
 “What? No, of course not. We have deadlines! Now, to your position. Don’t keep me waiting.”
 Shear approached their creation. On one side of the room was a simple box with a few buttons. It plugged 
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into a monstrous computer that took up the majority of the space in the middle. The other side lead to a small 
room with panelled windows for walls and a second box of buttons. This was Shear’s place. He entered the room 
and crouched before his side of the Replicator.
 “Ready?” The intercom in the room asked Shear.
 “Preparing transmission,” he called out to the intercom.
 “Preparing reception.”  
 “Here goes nothing.” 
 Shear flipped the switch that would begin the process. It roared to life like a beast waking from hibernation. 
He could hear the computers fire up in the other room and the floor beneath him vibrated evenly. He entered the 
dimensions of the microchip, defined the surface area, and, after taking a deep breath, firmly hit the button that 
read ‘START’ on the machine. Shear allowed himself to feel optimistic they were getting closer. The computers 
were humming along, the box before him was scanning the microchip, taking both its regular photos and the 
x-rays and working along as if he was not there at all.
 But then abruptly it all stopped. The silence was broken by O’Toole’s violent cursing just a room away. 
Sometimes the small room in which Shear worked felt like a prison. But when he knew the doctor’s frustration and 
anger boiled on the other side, he thought of it more as a sanctuary. He sighed heavily, let the defeat of another 
failed test set in, and went out the door to face his partner.

*

 Weeks later and defeat was beginning to weigh heavy on Shear. Repeated failures and stunted progress 
were at first frustrating (infuriating if you were the doctor) but then it just became so commonplace for Shear that 
he began to not care. With failure appearing to be imminent, what was the use in continuing? He found himself 
thinking about as he sat at his desk in the study. Mazie was once again picking at the discarded equipment.
 “Did you lose your last tray?” Shear pushed aside the submission papers he was supposed to be revising.
 “Oh?” 
Mazie hesitated a moment, bringing her head out of the clouds. This always happened when anyone first spoke 
to her. 
“No, no. I’m looking for something else.”
 “May I help you find it?” 
 “Oh,” she said again, stopping her rummaging and scratching absently at her head, “No, no thank you. I 
don’t know what I’m looking for until I find it.”
 Shear didn’t know what to say to that. He was often without words when talking to her.
 “But thank you,” she added, giving him a lopsided smile as she met his eyes. 
 Shear was thrown off. It was a fleeting moment, but he never saw Mazie with an ounce of confidence. He 
nodded to her gesture awkwardly before returning to his paper. He didn’t get very far before he was interrupted 
again, this time by O’Toole stomping in, his hair once again frantic and clothes disheveled.
 “What in the great expanse of the universe are you doing, Shear?” He said, spitting mad and stomping.
 “Reviewing our grant proposal.”
 “A grant proposal for an utter failure of a project!” he snapped, throwing his arms up theatrically, “You are 
wasting my time, you are wasting your time, but worst of all you are wasting the last days we have to make this 
project come true. Are you satisfied with being such a waste?”
 “I’m sorry, Doctor. I was just taking a break-”
 “I’m beginning to question your dedication to this project.”
 Shear’s lip quivered. They had been at this for a year. He had moved across country to live here, at O’Toole’s 
insistence. He was friendless in this place, even nearly without an acquaintance, save the two people in the room. 
 “Barrett.” Mazie broke the silence.
 “What is it? And what did I tell you about professionalism-”
 “You’re being an ass.”
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 The silence fell like an anvil. Shear could only look to Mazie in shock. The doctor looked like he had been 
slapped across the mouth.
 Then he spoke. 
“You degenerate dolt. You simpleton. You do not know how vital the work I am doing with Mr. Shear is. You do 
not understand what is at stake. You do not understand any of it and you never will.” 
He pointed to the door. “Leave my presence. I do not want to see you for some time.”
 Mazie left as she always did in her shuffling way, staring at the ground. Shear wanted to at least give her a 
nod to show appreciation for the gesture, but she left without ceremony. He did noticed her hand clenched some 
object she did not enter with.
 Shear’s attention went back to the doctor, who was still red with anger. Then, noticing his colleague 
watching him, Shear could swear that red fury turned into a blushing embarrassment. He stuttered a few times 
before saying, “I’m sorry, Mr. Shear. When it comes to failure...I know I do not take it well.” He turned as if to go 
back to the lab before thinking better of it and turning back, “Please do one thing.”
 “Sure, doctor. What is it?”
 “Check on Mazie for me.”
 Shear nodded and rose.

*

 As Shear saw it, there was two kinds of failure: one good and one bad. The good failure was one that 
allowed you to learn something of it. The process of creating a successful invention was full of the good failure. You 
would fail at each step of the process, learning how to get past the particular challenge, until all challenges were 
conquered. Through defeat came knowledge and triumph.
 The second kind, the bad one, offered many of the same feelings of failure with none of the good feelings. 
There was no learning to wash it down. The kind of failure that made you want to quit, to dismantle all of your 
work, and go live in the Florida swamps with only an old dog for company.
 In the last month, Mr. Shear only had helpings of the second kind of failure. It made him feel cold, like he 
was in the Antarctic without a coat. He felt like he was biting a full frozen popsicle, all goosebumps wrapped up in 
the chills. Earlier that day he was screamed at by his colleague in front of that man’s sister, went back to work, and 
was met with the same failure that continued to plague them. It felt like it was all over to Shear. The bad failure 
would win. He was defeated as he walked up the stairs of the facility to Mazie’s bedroom door. His knock was as 
pitiful as a mouse crawling in the dry wall.
 Nobody came to answer. But on the other side of the door Shear heard a commotion, a great clatter of 
metal, the soft hum of small motors, and other signs of industry. Those sounds spoke to Shear and filled him with 
some of the energy that usually came from him working on a new creation. He knocked with purpose.
 “One moment,” said someone with Mazie’s voice, but not with her unassuming tone. It was said with 
command. It sounded like the doctor using Mazie’s voice. The sound of those small motors died and the door was 
open.  
 “Mr. Shear, what a surprise. Hold on a moment.” 
 Mazie beckoned him in. Shear felt his cheeks go red as he didn’t think of his visit this far.
  Already from the door opening he knew he was about to step into a surprise.
Metal trays hung in the air. Propellers powered by small motors held the trays aloft as they held cups of steaming 
tea. Mazie grabbed one of the cups and sipped happily. Another table held the exposed innards of several cell 
phones and other small devices. They were all hooked together and plugged into a display that seemed to be busy 
calculating probabilities. The smells of summer like freshly mowed grass and wildflowers brought a smile to Shear’s 
face. He looked about and saw that there were several stations secreting the fragrance and realized they were made 
of old parts that she had been picking at in his office for the last months. Mazie was already adjusted to having a 
visitor and was back at her work. On a table before her was a pile of circuits, some wires, and tools.
 “What’s that?” 
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 “I’m looking to piece this together and place it in that.” She pointed without looking into a far corner of 
the room where a small machine was propped against the wall. It was made up of a tread of tires, a small pole, a 
pair of mandible-like claws, and a monitor.
 “Is that a robot?” Mr. Shear asked, astonished.
 Mazie grew red in the cheeks. “I don’t know if it’s that, really. It needs to be a bit... smarter, I suppose, to 
be called a robot. I just want it to follow me and hold things I might need. I will call it ‘Little Helper’.”
 For some time, Shear just watched Mazie at work. He took the tea that was offered by her tiny drone when 
it bumped into him softly a couple of times suggestively. The cardamom tickled his nose as he sipped it. Mazie 
confidently fingered through the assortment of chips, capacitors, and other components without looking up. 
 “Would you like any help bringing Little Helper to life?” Shear asked.
 Again, Mazie looked to him and smiled. To see her brimming with sure confidence and happiness did 
something to spark an energy in him. He felt light on his feet for the first time in months.  
 She nodded to his offer of help and they got down to it. Placing components here and there, Mazie always 
the leader but listening to Shear’s advice when he could offer it. He felt silly for finding himself so shocked she 
shared her brother’s affinity for creation. He had thought Mazie simple. He listened to her brother as he said the 
same. None of that was true. She was merely the antithesis to her brother’s ego. Here was the same excellence with 
none of the desire to show that excellence to everyone else. It occurred to him that he should ask her about the 
Replicator.
 “Do you have any thoughts about our project?”
 “Yes,” she said, after finishing up her soldering, “I think this should be easier than it is.”
 “No. I mean mine and your brother’s. The Replicator project.”
 “Oh. I’ve had a few. None that probably bear repeating. My brother agreed on that.”
 “Mind if I hear them anyways? Sometimes it just takes a little nudge in the right direction to get a project 
moving again.”
 She thought on that for a moment and then made a nearly imperceptible nod. 
 “The way I see it, when you are hopelessly stuck, and I’d say from my brother’s anger you are, then the best 
thing to do is to walk away.” 
 She smiled as I began to protest and Shear let her continue. 
 “Since I know that won’t happen for either of you, I suggest you pretend you were successful.”
 Shear gave her a sideways look.
 “You pretend you have successfully teleported and replicated an object. Then, act as if you need to now 
explain to a group of students how it was done.”
 “So like when you lose something and someone tells you to retrace your steps.”
 “Kind of. Only this time you’re going to find it for the first time.” She then had a flash of her old self. She 
sighed and gave a downwards look. “My brother thought that was silly and too simple.”
 Shear’s heartbeat picked up and sweat glistened his slanted brow. He took a deep breath. He had just 
caught an idea. Whenever an idea caught him like that he would tell himself to let it rest within him for some time 
to see if it would rot away. His focus returned to the project at hand.
 As they got closer to completing their attempt at bringing Little Helper to life, Mazie sighed heavily.
 “What is it?” 
 She held up the small microchip that was to be the brain of Little Helper. 
 “I wish I had a second one of these. With that, it would be one chip per arm for Little Helper. It would 
mean he could multi-task. A true second pair of hands for whoever would need him. But I looked up in down 
in this facility. This is the only one.” She recovered herself. “I think we are finished. Just need to rest this into the 
board and we are there.”
 Shear’s tea cup crashed to the floor. 
 “Oh no! That happens to me all the time.” Mazie pulled a rag from a pile of clutter and began to scoop up 
the pieces.
 “I am terribly sorry. I can be so clumsy. I’m also sorry because I’ve got to get going.”
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 “You do?” She looked up from scooping up the pieces. He saw disappointment on her face.
 “Yes. I just realized I am half hour late to meeting your brother in the lab.” 
He headed for the door.
 “Wait. I just want to ask you, did you come here on your own or because my brother asked?”
 He stopped in the doorway and looked to her. 
“Your brother did ask. He made it sound it was very important to him.”
 At that, she seemed to deflate like a balloon. 
“Good evening, Mr. Shear. And good luck.”

*

 It was hard to simply walk down the hall to Mazie’s room. Mr. Shear wanted to skip to it. Run to it, 
screaming all the way. He kept the same mundane expression on his face he wore for the last months. First, he had 
to show her something. After that, he wanted to ask her another thing altogether.
 He knocked lightly and Mazie opened the door. She asked him something but he didn’t hear the question. 
Instead, he held out his palms.
 He held a familiar microchip in one hand. In the other was its twin Mazie needed.

https://amtothecruz.wordpress.com/

https://amtothecruz.wordpress.com/
https://twitter.com/AMtotheCruz
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Misery acquaints a man with strange bedfellows.
                                    --Shakespeare’s The Tempest II, ii, 40

 
Like the stranded Renaissance Fool who sought

shelter beneath wretched Caliban’s cloak
as the tempest bellowed at Bermudas,

the urban shipwrecked student seeks relief
from the sweltering back-room pen strokes of

canary-yellow politicians who
veto tax increases for his schooling.

 
But when disgruntled citizen sailors
rise up to sing songs of injustice, and
uncloak political wheels that captain
ships of state, marooned body politic
begins to revive and the storm passes.

by John Sweeder

Trinculo’s Insight

 https://jsweeder.wordpress.com/

https://jsweeder.wordpress.com/
https://www.facebook.com/sweeder
https://twitter.com/jsweeder
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“And no, you don’t know 
the valor of honor
or the honor of valor,” 
I said, snide and raw.

“I know enough to 
play king,” he spittled,
“and to tell the world of 
my worth to keep a brother.”

He was large and heavy like English fog,
dense and grave on an abandoned port town,
thick porridge on salted pork of a man
rolling grunting grumbling from woman to glass
to self-loving proclamation.

“I know what I don’t know and
I, unlike the rest of you, know exactly what I am.
I know my worth and my comforts
and never pretend that the world will remember me
or anyone else,
yet I am the one fat and smiling.”

Licking, plucking, suckling philosoph
bedded drunk on brandy and meaty satisfaction,
he told me how he’d grip a fleshy hip in his bison palm
and fill her with him, and himself with her
and all the wine in all the world,
and as he slipped away
he would cackle at their confusion like plotting Wives
asking
Who the Fool is Now?

by Robin Sinclair

Day-Drunk with Falstaff the  
Morning Before His Death

http://www.robinsinclairbooks.com/

http://www.robinsinclairbooks.com/
http://www.robinsinclairbooks.com/
https://www.facebook.com/RobinSinclair
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Next Month’s Theme:
May Day!

The theme for May is ‘May Day’ , but it might not be what you think.

The phrase ‘Mayday’ is often associated with emergencies, as it comes from the French 
‘m’aidez’, which means ‘Help me!’.

 
May Day is also a Spring Festival inspired by an old Pagan tradition. 

It is also International Workers’ Day.

We want stories and poems inspired by whatever meaning May Day has for you.

Our submission inbox 
(submissions@openingline.org) 

is open NOW and
our deadline is 20th April 2015.

HAPPY SUBMITTING!


