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                                                      88 They entered our atmosphere/airspace at 3:47 A.M.  E.S.T.  88  

[image: ]The secret 88 message was relayed to the Big Man? The Big Man moved fast, like a Little Man and he called for a full Z-con alert, but it was already to late.
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    The Fluxies traveled as clusteroids inside red spaceballs.  They did not come from a planet far, far away.  The universe was full of them, but they were invisible to the naked eye.  Only occasionally, and in certain light, with eyelids shut tight, did they reveal their presence, as they dance and slide from side to side. Their motto, “HOME IS WHERE A BUNCH OF US WIND UP”, stemed from the many holiday trips they took, celebrating BOO FLUXIE BOO DAYS, and usually getting hopelessly lost.  Each fluxies first name was Boo and the last name was also Boo. The way the boo was fluxed, was the key to identifying each other, and was practiced by scaring one another, and any other living thing, with a boo or two.

                                                                                        
          Two days before Christmas and the Big Man had two big problems:  One (1.)  The alien invasion.  Two (2.)  The countries electric had  been shut off, due to non-payment.

          The Big Man was good at setting priorities. He scribbled in his weekly reminder binder the following: One (1.)  Get the electric turned back on pronto! The humidity is curling my hair!                            

         He summoned his Cabinet Ministers to an emergency meeting.
The minutes of the last meeting were read by the minister of minute detail.  Roll-call was as follows:

The minister of the interior and exterior---------------------present
The minister of clergy--------------------------------------------present
The minister of baseball and boxing--------------------------here
The minister of paper shredding & the environment---- -here
The minister of propaganda, spin and sanitation----------present
The minister of housing and foreclosures--------------------here
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      Although it was December, it was still hot and sticky without air conditioning and The Big Man was in no mood for excuses.  “Get the electric turned back on  pronto!” he ordered. Then he excused himself and went to brunch, as the Ministers began the numbers crunch.  After reviewing all the past due bills from Off-Shore Power & Light, then checking the checking account amount and doing the math, they concluded they were way, way behind, and they all promptly resigned.                    
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    Enrique, the cat was sound asleep and dreaming of last nights leftovers, when the spaceball ricochet off the top of his head, over the cactus plant, and disappeared through the open window above.
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 Luckily, the spaceball's  antennae  hooked onto one of the branches of the undecorated Christmas Tree, Sparing it from  a disaterous hard landing on the quarry tile  floor.  
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