One Screwy Day 23
by

Si nron W edemann

© 2020



Smith is in the pouring rain on the central reservation of a
busy notorway. The skies are grey. Hi s police van is on the

| eft on a hard shoul der. The hard shoul der is grey, too.

Li ghtni ng and thunder claps are cormon. Wth a huge, half-
full black plastic bag by his side, he is collecting forks,
spoons and knives as notorists throw even nore cutlery at him
He is knee deep in the stuff, in fact. Tidying the whole area
will take hours if not days. Believe it or not, cutlery goes
on further than the eyes can see. Consequently, he sighs and
| ooks down. After slapping hinself in the face and pulling

hi msel f together, he grabs nore itens and bags them He does
so until he can see at least a little bit of nud and grass
bel ow hi m

Smth's eyes wi den when he notices what | ooks |ike an ordinary
di nner fork. But there’'s sonething about it. He stares at it,
t he way soneone would stare at a U F.O. opening to reveal an

alien. Smth gasps to hinself *That fork... It’s nesnerising.
As soneone threw it away, | guess there’s no reason

shoul dn’t keep it for nyself... Maybe | could show it off at

di nner parties... Smth scratches his head. ‘But what if the
fork was stolen from soneone. | nean why woul d ANYONE t hr ow

THAT thing away... It’s the best dam fork |I’ve seen in ny

l[ife!” Smith | ooks around, shiftily. He then puts the fork in
his mouth as his eyes light up ‘Ch nmy God, that was anmazi ng.
He puts the fork in his pocket.

From his other pocket, he pulls out a nobile and nmakes a cal
‘Hey Mental, what’s up?... Just chilling at home and wat chi ng
the news? Geat, there’s something | want to talk to you

about... The thing is, |’ve just picked up this fork, and
quite frankly, it’s the nost magical fork |I’ve ever seen!..

Ri ght, before today, |’d never heard of a magical fork,
either!... What do you nean you’' re concerned about nme? Listen,
if you saw the thing, you d be amazed, too!... No, |I’m not
hearing voices!... You want nme to describe it? Sure, it |ooks
just like any old fork, but it’s not! Know what | nean!..
Look, 1'Il talk to you about it nore when ny shift’s over. |

can't have you speaking to ne like this, bye...
hi s phone and | ooks annoyed.

Sm th pockets

Al'l of a sudden a King Henry VIII |ookalike appears in front
of Smth with his hands on his hips. The apparent royalty
starts a conversation with the cop ‘Say, this is a |lot of
cutlery we’re standing in... | bet it really sucks for you the
way you have to pick it all up... How about I do it for you.

O course, | will be wanting your favourite item too.” Smth
| ooks puzzled *The fork in ny pocket? The king nods. Smith
rubs his chin *How do you know about it? ‘Il can sense it.

|’ ve been around forks my whole life. That’s given nme a sixth
sense - the sense of forks. Mnd if | have a | ook?

In a daze, Smith pulls the itemfromhis clothes and holds it
tight in front of his awestruck face. The king comments ‘ WWw..
.. That’s a real beaut. | have one that |ooks exactly the sane
as that in nmy fork facility.



| would even say that was the fork I owned if | was paranoid
about security. Fortunately, my establishnent is inpenetrable.
Still though, |I would be very interested in owning that, too..

Sm th backs away, now carrying the item by his side,
casually “Sorry, if you can’'t prove it’s yours, you can't have
it.” The king snarls ‘You can’t have it either...’” Smth
raises his chin “Wll | can certainly keep it until 1’ve
tracked the owner down...’ ‘I bet you' re not going to. O you
will, but so lazily you' |l basically be doing not hing.

Smth snarls back ‘How dare you! |I’m an honest officer with an
out standi ng reputation.’” The king sighs ‘You don’'t have any

i dea as to who coul d have designed the thing? Smth shakes
his head ‘No idea.’” The king responds ‘It couldn’t have been

just anyone...’ Smith | ooks thoughtful ‘You re concerned you
have a rival?” The king replies ‘I’mconcerned there is
sonmeone out there with unbelievabl e powers who could be
capabl e of anything...’” Smith coughs ‘Ch cone on. You're
making it sound |i ke the person who designed the thing is
evil!” The king responds calmy ‘If he's anything like me, he
is...” “What’s THAT supposed to nean??’

The king puts his hand over his nouth and points behind the
cop ‘Hey, look over there!” Smth |aughs ‘You' re not going to
trick me with THAT techni que!’ The king claps his hands
sarcastically. Smth smles, snugly ‘You wait till | tell
Captain Mental! He'll be so inpressed!’ The king puts his
hands on the sides of his face and junps up and down in a
panic ‘Ch ny God! Now you SERI QUSLY have to | ook behind you!
Oh the humanity!” Smth only | ooks nore pleased with hinself.
‘It’s not every day | outsmart a king!’ The king chuckles
“Actually I"'mnot King Henry VIIIl, | get that all the tine.
just like his aesthetic.

Sm th nods, pretending to understand ‘ Anyway, how did you get
here?’ The king | ooks pleased with hinmself, this tinme *Just
takes practice, that’s all...” *Can you teach me howto
teleport? The king tuts ‘Let ne finish! It takes practice and
you need to be alien! Dear God! Anyway, you |ooked shocked
when | teleported. Do you think |I caught people s attention a
bit too nmuch?” Smth squints his eyes ‘I think it M GHT have

done...’ The king gives a thunbs up ‘Ah. O course. |’ve been
a foolish King Henry | ookalike. Anyway, if you don't | ook
behind you this tine, you will die. That’s how serious the

situation is.” Smth does so ‘Dear God! Wiy??" The king
snatches the fork and di sappears. Smth falls to his knees,
surrounded by those countless utensils *NOOO "’

After he wipes his eyes, he finds the strength to rise to his
feet. He makes a call *Sorry to bother you again, but you
woul d not believe what | just saw... What do you nean you
suspect it’s sonmething crazy? Look ny nental health is just
fine, you just have to be open m nded, that’'s all.



So, King Henry VIIl who is actually an alien teleported in
front of me and said he had to have nmy fork as it was too evil
for me or whatever, | don't know, then he stole it fromnme and
he di sappeared into thin air!... Yes, | know that DOES sound
crazy... Well | wouldn’'t say I was IN LOVE with the fork, but
maybe sonmething simlar... No, wait! You would be too!... No
pl ease don’t section nme! Are you still watching the news? |’ m
sure the guy will be onit, it’s not the kind of thing people
i gnore!’

There is a very awkward, silent few seconds. Smith huns,
nervously with his nobile by his ear. He gives a huge sigh ‘Ch
t hank God, you believe ne... YOU RE spaced out? How do you
think I feel??... Yeah, just another day policing |I guess,
jeez. Oh yeah, and although I got tricked eventually, | was on
to the guy a good couple of tines! Anyway, got to go. The
anount of cutlery | have to clear up is insane. Maybe you
could section this whole situation... No only joking, just a
thought. | was trying to nake a joke, it backfired. Anyway,
ciao!’” Smth w pes his forehead and tidies again. Sadly nore
forks, spoons and knives get thrown at him
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