
The Clouds Be Going Dumb
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Clouds arent what you think they are.

"An extraterrestrial Bay Area folktale"

People down here think clouds are soft, gentle, poetic little fluff balls.  
Nah.  
Clouds are turnt‑up exhaust smoke from alien sideshows happening way above the ozone.

Every night, when the Bay cools off and the streetlights flicker on, the sky starts acting differently.  
It gets that energy.  
That "something's about to pop off" feeling.

Then - VRRRRRRRRRRROOOOM - the whole atmosphere starts shaking like someone slapped a subwoofer onto the moon.

Because the aliens just pulled up.

These aren't your quiet, polite, sci‑fi aliens.  
These are Hyphy Nebula Riders, a cosmic crew that treats the upper atmosphere like it's the Oakland Coliseum parking lot on a Saturday night.

Their ships?  
Chrome saucers with candy‑paint galaxies swirling on the sides.  
Underglow brighter than Lake Merritt at sunset.  
Engines that scream like they're ghost‑riding the Milky Way.

They circle up.  
They nod.  
They hit the gas.

SKRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRT-

A perfect donut spins out, leaving behind a fat, fluffy cumulus cloud.  
That's why clouds look like cotton candy - they're literally alien tire smoke.

Then another ship slides sideways, drifting across the stratosphere like it's doing donuts around a light pole.  
Those long streaky clouds?  
That's them dragging the whip across the sky, sideways, no hands.

Sometimes the whole squad links up and goes full hyphy mob, spinning in synchronized chaos, engines screaming, lights flashing, the universe cheering.  
That's when you get those huge thunderclouds - the ones that look like they're about to drop a beat instead of rain.

And when you see the sky stacked with clouds on clouds on clouds?  
That's when the aliens went dummy.  
Full throttle.  
No chill.  
Ghost‑riding the spaceship while the autopilot keeps the circle tight.

People down here say, "Looks like rain."  
But the real ones know.

The sky is just going stupid one time.

So next time you look up and see clouds rolling deep, don't think about the weather.  
Think aliens hitting donuts so hard they fog up the whole planet.  
Think hyphy in the heavens.  
Think the Bay Area but cosmic.

That's where clouds come from.

The End

"Look up. No — keep looking up."
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