Clouds

The door slams behind me but my heart doesn’t skip a beat knowing they won’t hear it. Hell, they probably won’t even notice I’m gone. Usually I can handle the screaming, but I’m on edge today and after hearing their battle for the last hour and a half, I’m more than over it.
On my way out I grabbed my father’s watch, even though it stopped working the day they died. It’s been a year since the accident, I didn’t expect anyone to remember but my hopes were high that today would be a peaceful day at my foster parents. 
They aren’t all that bad, sure the house smells like cat pee and they fight around the clock, but it’s a better situation then some of the other kids I’ve met in the system, are in.
I start walking, unsure of where I’m going with Dad’s watch in hand. Next week, when I turn sixteen, the first thing I’m going to do is get a job so I can afford to fix it. He gave it to me right before they died, after staying out past curfew with my girlfriend at the time. I would give anything to remember the lecture he gave me when I rolled in three hours late. 
The further I get from the house, the better I feel. With no money, and no destination, I pick a spot in the grass, wishing I would’ve brought my headphones. It’s windy today, but not too cold. Attempting to distract my brain from the pain of the last year, I start listening to the nature. When I open my eyes, it’s like the heavens are matching the sounds around me. Just as I finish my last thought, music notes begin to take shape in the sky. When I close my eyes, a song begins playing in my head, replacing the sounds of the traffic. 
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Another day…
Another day of my hard work, my art, going unnoticed. 
Nothing out of the ordinary.
I’m used to it.
I transform into another shape, a flower this time, to see if I can catch someone’s eye, but the busyness of the world beneath me again takes priority. I sigh, erasing my flower as a smear of white covers the blue. I decide to next take form of what I see below. 
Sheep.
Hundreds of them. 
Something I do often. 
Surely someone’s bound to notice, see themself in the flock of followers in the sky.
But again…
Nothing.
Their computers and phones full of celebrities take priority.
The irony…
At least some of them are trying—trying to wake the world up from the robotic nightmare only a small amount of humans are aware they’re living in. Without any effort, my thoughts create dancing music notes—that’s when I see him…
And he’s looking right at me. 
Excitement takes over, it’s been so long since I’ve been able to put on a show—since someone’s allowed me to take the spotlight—but I can see the pain in his eyes. Ideas start flooding in, curious to see if he’ll get it.
Understand the clues…
The puzzle.
That’s it!
Quarter notes and beamed eighth notes quickly turn to puzzle pieces. More curiosity forms as I see the question mark on his face, wondering if he sees me the way I do. To the left, an airplane is quickly approaching the canvas I’m painting for him. 
That’s easy enough. 
Birds. Butterflies. Helicopters. A kite… All becoming clear. 
Or at least I’m hoping they are. 
My previous display going right over the last girls’ head. 
I’ve checked in a time or two, tried to get her to come back to me. 
Back to the light. 
But she is still trapped in Wonderland.
That last thought gives me an idea, one I’ve never tried before, but I need to make sure I really have his attention first. The flying puzzle pieces kept his eyes, and he seems to be listening to the sounds one of my coworkers is singing around him.
I hope he sees it…
The teamwork we bring forth every day to show the world that everything is by design and they’re part of something more. But to be sure, I give him another clue.
“Listen,” I pray, aimed down toward him as I design a pair of headphones. 
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It’s like the clouds are talking to me, I think, and just as I do several eyes, defined in a way I’ve never seen before, fill the sky.
…They’re all watching me. 
Shivers run up my spine like they have for the last hour? I’m not sure how long I’ve been lying here, watching the show. More entertained than I have been all year. 
Stars.
A book.
No… a cross.
I start to get a headache, but I don’t want to leave.
Cross turns camera followed by…
A TV- an old school one like the one my history teacher has. I expect the TV to turn into something else, but it travels opposite a smaller cloud. 
More shivers but this time they’re in my legs.
I’ve never seen clouds behave, or move, like this. The small one is now right in front of the television and is shaped like an alien. 
A… 
Bicycle joins in; reminding me of an old movie Dad made me watch once when I was a kid. 
The clawwww, I think as another cloud grabs both alien and bicycle, but it changes again, and I’m reminded of a different movie. 
Hunger Games.
The way the alien gets pulled to the sky reminding me of Rue. I hold three fingers up as a tribute.
Something seems to be putting on show. 
Gamemakers? God? 
Not sure, but it’s cool.
I wonder, if I was paying closer attention if I would have seen something like this before. More movies are now coming to mind as the television continues to move left, like a reel of them in the sky. 
The Matrix.
Avatar’s Tree.
iRobot… that one looks like Sonny. 
The television is right in front of the sun now, but I don’t want to look away.  A tear fills my eye and I convince myself it’s because of the rays, but the TV has finally changed… 
Into a house. 
I think about my home, the stench, the yelling, and how it feels nothing like that. Not the place I ever want to be and not the place I could ever feel like I was escaping to. I’m squinting now as the sky begins to clear, two figures are all that remain, and I can admit to myself that these are in fact tears.
It looks like Mom and Dad. 
I close my eyes and the shivers that have been taking over now make their way through my entire body. I picture them but think of nothing else as my arms begin to rise…
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When I return to my body, the first thing I do is check my watch. 
It’s working.

