
 

 

      

 

people have been drifting away lately 
 

People have been drifting away lately. Just out of the blue, here and there 

someone will lift off the ground and float off, slowly turning away into the sky. Just like 

that. I haven’t seen it for myself, I only heard of it, and I guess at the time I just dismissed 

it as a rumor or someone else’s problem or something. I guess I was busy with my own 

thing - too busy painting my garage – scraping off the old and putting on the new, too 

bogged down with the dishes and laundry to really think much about it.  

If it is true, maybe the floating away is just a symptom of all that - a byproduct of 

all that indifference, detachment, busyness, people hurrying through life, not stopping to 

contemplate or appreciate. I know I get to feeling that way sometimes – the days moving 

faster and faster and faster and things drift away from me. So maybe that was it – just 

some odd collective feeling, some vague notion in the air shared by all.  

I sort of forgot about the matter, until one day I’m walking down the way and I 

came to the corner drug store. I stop to wait at the corner for the light to change and the 

traffic to clear so I can continue on across the street. There are some other people 

standing at the intersection and waiting there too. Some of them are waiting for the bus. 

Suddenly one of them sort of curls up. He is an older gentleman, all dressed up in an old 

suit. He seems to flatten out and his body sort of squares up. Right before me. He says, 

“Oh my,” as this happens. It starts slowly, as if all the air is being sucked right out of 

him. And a bit of wind catches him and he sort of lifts off the ground and just hangs there 

in the air before us for a moment, then a gust of wind takes him higher – like twenty feet 

in the air. And he slowly spins there in the sky, almost like a leaf or a kite. It’s like a 

dream, but like watching someone else’s dream from a distance. I can’t believe what’s 

happening. It’s all so fast we can’t process it. We’re all stunned, standing there frozen as 

the older guy just hovers there, the breeze sort of bobbing him slightly up and down, his 

now thin body just rippling and fluttering. Suddenly, I snap out of my trance and step into 

the street and try reaching and jumping to pull him back to normalcy. He is slipping away 

from us, away from humanity. We are losing him.  

Another person jumps into the street and then another, joining me in trying to 

lower him down, to bring him back. Quickly we form a human ladder, me jumping on 

someone and another person being boosted up on top of me. But it is all too late, 

suddenly the older man in the natty old suit in the sky is just sucked away from us, his 

now flat body curling by the force of a mighty gust and then yanked from us, just 



 

 

whisked away, becoming but a dot slowly zigzagging out of sight and away from our 

lives.  

We are stunned beyond words. I stammer a few gasps, but that’s all. I am out of 

breath, horrified beyond rational thought. Someone calls the police and they show up, but 

it’s all too late. The police report that this has been happening all over lately. We’ll go 

and look for him, they say. We ask if they ever come back, if they ever land, if they ever 

return, if they are ever found? No, they say. So far no one has ever gotten snagged up in a 

tree or caught on a roof or anything like that. They just disappear, drifting off to nowhere.  

This begins happening more and more. You’ll see people in the sky, all flattened 

out, slowly spinning. You’ll see someone scattering down the street, flat as can be, caught 

in the wind like an old newspaper. You’ll see someone blow right by you. You try to 

catch them, reach and fumble, grab hold, hang on, but they’ll just slip right by, off to 

who-knows-where.  

No one can figure out what’s going on or why. It’s as if this is some strange new 

affliction. At first the authorities deny it’s even happening at all. The phenomenon is 

dismissed as a rumor, a fairy tale, folklore passed down from our older brothers and 

sisters or from our cousins visiting in from out of town, or an isolated incident at best. 

But gradually the evidence begins to grow, showing more and more people are drifting 

away from us, and it feels like there’s nothing we can do about it. But even if the 

authorities officially deny it, at least we know it’s been going on because we’ve seen it 

first hand. Many of us have seen it too many times by now and are about to give up hope 

of not having everything sucked right away from us or blown away to mix into the 

heavens above.  

Some people live in fear, never stepping outside. Others take the attitude that if it 

happens then it happens. Me, I am one of those. By this time I have seen too many bad 

things, but refuse to be beaten down by it all. I figure it’s meant to be, that some higher 

authority is behind it all and knows what it’s doing and we will all be clued in as to the 

reasons soon enough. I figure it’s all just a big puzzle, and that I’m merely a piece of it, 

maybe too small to see the big picture of it all just yet.  

How can we stop all this? All this drifting away? That’s about all I think about. 

I’m not worried so much for myself – I’m not married and have no kids, and plus I’ve 

gotten my affairs in order, just in case, as have a lot of other people, I assume.  

And then I hear a rumor on the bus - that if you make funny noises it’ll all 

subside. It will all go away. It seems one time someone was turning into one of those 

flattened-out leaf people things, the air being pulled right out of them and they were 

deflating and squaring up and they began to gulp and gasp and wheeze and trying to talk 



 

 

and scream and cry for assistance until only some funny, strained, strangled, gibberish 

squeezes out of their thin, flat body. The funny gibberish noises seem to relax the 

muscles and the contractions or seizure or spasm or whatever is happening. The 

relaxation of the lung deflation seems to slow the event long enough for people to get a 

grip on things, to have others grab them and hold them in place for a moment, force more 

air into them, calm them and talk some sense into them. And that seems to do it – just by 

making some funny noises, some unique squelches and sputters of sound and nonsense. 

Well that and just relaxing in general. But it is the sounds. The funny sounds. The 

general, all around: “eemmmbuugga neeeerrrrr wiiiiingggiiiinnnnddddeeee burumba 

douba linka scoooobbbaaa aggaahhh aggaahhh boogala-boogala,” and all that nonsense. 

That seems to do it. Just releasing and celebrating the nonsense seems to do it. 

But then I came across some others who happen to want to experience the 

blowing away, the drifting off, the getting carried away with it all, the riding on the 

waves and currents of fate. They are tired of the weight of their daily burdens and dream 

of casting off all the weight and gravity and want to blow freely and just drift without 

worrying about where they are going or how they are going to get there or where they’ve 

been and how long they need to get to the next thing. They want to escape this age of 

uncertainty. They feel this is all a very natural thing and a blessing for anyone who can 

see the bigger picture in what you are really meant to experience – different things, 

unique things.  

Some people are into it. They’re curious as to what is next and where the drifting 

will lead them. I try to argue with one of them at a party. I’m sure that we’re meant to be 

together and that’s what’s important – helping one another grow and changing ourselves 

with the influences of others. But this one fellow wants to let go of it all. He says, “Let’s 

take to the wind. Let’s let go. Let’s get lost.” This does make some sense to a degree, but 

then, later on, I find he’s really into free jazz and free association and all that magical 

thinking and talking and all that kind of thing, so I figure he’s been on that whole vibe, 

that whole trip from the very beginning anyway, so he probably isn’t one who has 

recently had any realization or inner discovery of any profound manner that would also 

help influence me in any way. Meanwhile, I’m on the side of staying on the ground, 

staying the course, trying to keep things together, trying to keep people from drifting 

away from me. I consider this a noble stand.  

So we’ll see what happens here. We’ll see if any more people adopt the nonsense, 

the babble, the gibberish, the silliness. We’ll see if they remember the magic of the silly 

gibberish, or if more people drift off. We’ll see if any of them finds their way back to us. 

Maybe their experiences away will help them fill out into more complete views of things. 



 

 

I don’t know what a perspective from the sky could provide, but gradually I must admit, 

the more I think about it, the more interesting it sounds. And I wonder if I will join them 

some day. I wonder: will I be willing to let go, or will I try too hard to hang on? 

 

 

 

 

 

By Tony Rauch – copywrited material  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      


