
Speaking to the wrong things
The clouds spoke to Leo. They said, spoon. Abandoning his wait at the train station, Leo walked back home and gathered his spoons. He lay them on the front verandah, side by side. Teaspoons next to mixing spoons beside wooden spoons. His wife would not be happy when she returned home this afternoon. Leo knew this was true. Leo also knew not to ignore speaking clouds.

For the morning, Leo sat and watched the spoons reflect the glorious puffiness of his chattering white clouds. They were immense and happy. As the sun reached it’s highest point, the white clouds passed and were replaced by heavier grey clouds. They neither reflected nor spoke to Leo so he took leave inside and made lunch.

As Leo untwisted the bread bag, the crusty end slices whispered. 

The cheese is out to get you, said the crusty ends. 

Leo heard the first crust with distinct clarity but the end crust was somewhat muffled by the slices in-between. Leo panicked.


Flinging open the fridge door, Leo scrambled through the dairy drawer. He found the cheese. Fat reduced mild cheddar. Leo threw it into the bin beneath the sink. The crusty ends continued their chant. Leo added the cream cheese and parmesan to the rubbish. He took the garbage bag out to the wheelie bin and put a rock on the closed lid to make certainly sure the cheese couldn’t escape. Later that afternoon, Leo added the rest of the dairy products including a can of sweetened condensed milk he’d never noticed before.

The wind had come and the sky was persistently black. The trees bent their branches in code. Leo tried to read their dance of letters but only found advertising slogans Just do it. I can’t believe it’s not butter. Leo wondered if the trees spoke in phonics rather than alphabet. He started to categorise their actions. What if it was all in relation to the stationary light poles?
 
The telephone rang. It’s digital jingly tune sounded like Happy Birthday. Leo wondered how the telephone knew he was turning forty this month. He picked up the phone expecting hip hip hooray. Instead, it was his wife.

I called you at work, she said, but you weren’t there.

No, I’m here.

But why?

Leo tried to remember why he hadn’t gone to work today.

It’s Saturday, he said.

No, it’s Tuesday. 

The clouds needed spoons, he said.

Oh Leo.

Soon enough, his wife was pushing her key into the front door lock. Leo heard her muttering about the spoons scattered about the front of the house. They were wet with fresh rain. Each cupped bowl filled with water like medicine waiting for a sick mouth to open. 

The door had told him, just minutes after his wife’s telephone call, it felt tired and needed to lie down. Leo pushed their bed vertically against the door. He worked hard at keeping the pillow in the right spot for the door’s wooden head. It kept sliding down causing the door to complain about neck and back troubles.

Leo, his wife called, Leo open the door.

The door needs to sleep, called Leo.

For Chrissake!

The couch ordered Leo to start his emergency plan. Leo ran to the nearly full bath tub. He heard his wife opening the side gate. Leo jumped into the tub, his water-heavy clothes pulling him down faster than gravity.
Embryo embryo, he heard the couch call from down the corridor.

Leo curled up and held his breath.  


- 3 -

