
 

 

             By Tony Rauch 

 

from out of the sky 
 

We get to the top of the grassy hill and see a large metallic ball slowly dropping 

out of the murky clouds. The ball is huge - the size of a small garage, but perfectly round 

and a strange color - not a silver per say, but more of a grayish-silver or aged metal color. 

I nod and ask Steinhowler, “What color is that? That thing there.” 

“Eemm, I don’t know,” he shrugs. “Grayish, I guess.” 

“Gray, you guess?” 

“Gray-ish. Not necessarily gray. A variant of gray. A version of gray. But not a 

natural gray. . . . A weathered gray. . . . Off-gray, I’d say. Yeah, I’d call it ‘off-gray.’ . . . 

That’s what I’m goin’ with here on this one. . . . ‘Off-gray.’” 

“I guess everyone sees color differently,” I shrug. 

“Why? What color does it look like to you?” Steinhowler asks.  

“Eemmm, I don’t rightly know. . . . In this light, I’d have to say an aged silver. . . . 

But I’d have to think about it. It’s so cloudy and overcast, the gray clouds may be 

reflecting in it, affecting how I see it.” 

“Aged silver? You must be blind,” Steinhowler shakes his head.  

“Off-gray? Have you been starin’ into a strobe light again?” 

“No. . .  Not lately. . . . And besides, you asked.”  

It drops slowly, and we notice it is gradually spinning.  

“Aged silver is gray,” Steinhowler spits with a laugh. “Why didn’t you just say 

gray?” 

“Looks more silver than gray to me, like old silver,” I shrug. “Looks like it’s got 

some silver in it. . . . Just a tinge. A mere hint of a whisper. . . . What color do you think 

Eisenthorpe would think it was?” 

“Em, I don’t know. Hard to say. Bright orange? Throbbing yellow?” 

“Canary yellow?” I ponder.  

“Yeah, something like that,” Steinhowler tilts his head in consideration.  

“Wonder what that thing is?” 

“Wonder what it’s doin’ up there?”  

We stare up at the large metallic sphere as it slowly descends, casting a slight 

shadow below it.  

“Wonder what that baby’s made of?” Steinhowler rubs his chin.  

“Cheese.” 



 

 

“Some kind of alloy. If it lands, maybe we can knock on it or touch it and find 

out.” 

“That’s a spaceship, I bet,” I chirp. 

“No way. That ain’t no spaceship. . . . Maybe a satellite. Or a robot. Or a drone. 

An unpiloted drone,” Steinhowler nods.  

“How do you know? Looks like a spaceship to me,” I shrug. “Looks big enough 

to be one. . . . Looks big enough to carry inhabitants.”  

“Em. Looks more like a probe to me,” Steinhowler squints in thought.  

“You’re a probe. . . An anal death probe.” 

“Do you hear anything? . . . I don’t think it’s making a sound.” 

“I hear the breeze,” I shrug. 

“Yeah. . . . Yeah. . . . The breeze. Just whistling on by.” 

“Yeah, sounds nice. . . . Real nice. Gentle. Gentle breeze.” 

“I bet it lands,” Steinhowler nods.  

“No. No way does it land,” I shake my head. “That thing’s probably a satellite, or 

. . . or a weather gauge or something. A weather radar maybe. Something non-military. . . 

. It probably maps the earth or something. The contours. It’s probably a geographical 

surveying device or something.” 

“You just claimed it was a spaceship,” Steinhowler points.  

“Well, upon processing new data, I changed my mind,” I report.   

“I bet it lands. Fifty bucks. Fifty buck says it lands. Right here. Right in the grass 

in front of us. Right in this clearing. Over there. In front of the slope below us.” 

“You’re on. Fifty bucks. An’ no way does it land,” I gesture to the sphere.  

“I bet it’s radio active.” 

“Run over an’ find out,” I nod.  

“Go ahead,” Steinhowler prods. 

“You first,” I shrug.  

“Coward.” 

“Be my guest.” 

“It looks to be nuclear powered,” Steinhowler tilts his head again.  

“It’s probably just a balloon. Painted to look metallic and all heavy and 

foreboding like. I bet it got loose from a movie set or from some place that’s staging a 

play or a parade or something,” I wonder, “. . Yeah, I bet it’s just a prop. Just made up to 

look scary or all mysterious.” 

We’re standing at the top of the grassy knoll and watching the great silvery-gray 

sphere descend before us. It’s about fifty feet in front of us and now maybe only twenty 



 

 

feet from the ground, hovering over a flat spot below us. We’re about ten feet up on the 

grassy ridge in an open area. No one else is around.  

The great ball is sublime, just hovering there above the ground. It takes my breath 

away. It’s majestic, beautiful. Monumental. Perfectly round perfection. Machine-like, yet 

organic. Very organic. Like a natural phenomenon. From a foreign land, or another time 

perhaps. A Model-T of the future. From an alien world, but lost and drifting, a sadness to 

it all. It could be from somewhere else, some isolated island somewhere. Or maybe from 

deep within, from within the planet, or from deep within ourselves. Maybe a physical 

manifestation. Maybe an introspective artifact. As if a piece of guilt personified in a 

physical guise. Or as if a sense of remembering, of loss, or regret, come to life in physical 

form. An artifact to be sure, but of what? 

“Maybe we should hide,” I draw up a breath.  

“Why?” Steinhowler shrugs.  

“They may have a death-ray or something,” I gesture.  

“I don’t know, they don’t look like the death-ray type.” 

We stand and stare, trying to figure out what that big thing just hanging there 

before us is. 

“Dang, that thing sure is strange,” Steinhowler utters in wonder.  

“Ain’t it though. . . . It’s sublime,” I exhale in awe.  

“Dang.” 

“I can’t figure it out.” 

“Me neither. . . . What the hell is that thing?” 

“It’s like it doesn’t fit. Doesn’t belong here,” I wonder, “. . And yet here it is, as if 

a piece of my insides, a piece of my subconscious come to life. Or a physical 

manifestation of loneliness or loss or regret or something.” 

“What is that thing? . . . This is really gettin’ on my nerves now. . . . I mean, I 

wanna throw a rock at that thing. . . . Maybe deflate it or something,” Steinhowler balls 

up his fists in frustration.  

“It’s slowness is hypnotizing. . . . I can’t figure out if its slowness is lulling and 

beautiful - the way it just seems to hover, hang, float, meander, take its own sweet time. 

Or if the damn thing’s just annoying as hell,” I think out loud.  

“Yeah, man. I can’t figure it out either,” Steinhowler stares ahead, “. . It’s almost 

as if it’s trying to hypnotize me.” 

“I bet there’s scientific equipment in there that’s scanning us and collecting data.” 

Just then a little slot opens up toward the bottom of its curve. At about the 75% 

point from the top. If it were a globe, the area where the slot opens up would be about the 



 

 

middle of Brazil. It looks to be a little peep hole. A rectangle about three feet long by one 

foot high. But it’s hard to tell how big the opening is due to the distance from us, and the 

curvature of its surface. Also the grayness of the sky and the grayness of the object may 

be playing tricks on our perceptions as well.  

I wave to it, thinking someone may be looking out. And sure enough, there 

appears to be two heads peering at us from deep inside. “Hey, look at that,” I smile, “You 

see that?” I point.  

“Yeah,” Steinhowler chuckles. . . . “I bet they’ve got the same fear and curiosity 

about us.” 

“Possible. Whaddaya think they’re doin’ in there?” 

“Probably arguing about us. About what we’re doin.’ About who we are,” 

Steinhowler shrugs.  

“Could be,” I nod.  

“I bet they don’t come out.” 

“Maybe if we invite ‘em,” I begin waving. At first a long, sweeping, over-my-

head kind of signaling. Then I start to wave them over, as if to say: “Come here. Come 

over by us.” 

“Naw. . . . No way. . . Not a chance. . . I bet they’re stuck-up.” Steinhowler waves 

too, but his is more of a half-hearted, mildly friendly “Hey,-how-ya-doin’” kind of a 

wave. An “I-really-don’t-care-one-way-or-another” kind of wave.  

The slot slides back into place and shuts.  

“See. . . . What’d I tell ya,” Steinhowler exhales.  

The large metal ball starts to rise slowly, back into the murky gray clouds.  

“Just checkin’ in on us,” I chuckle, still waving. 

“Just checkin’ things out, makin’ sure we’re not gettin’ outta line down here.” 

“I bet they seeped in from another dimension,” I shrug.  

“No. No way. Not even close. . . . They’re probably from another time. That 

thing’s probably a big ‘ol time machine,” Steinhowler gestures.  

“Either way, they probably just got lost, misplaced.” 

We stand there in the blowing grass on the ridge, watching the great grayish-silver 

ball slowly, silently ascend into the clouds, never to return.  

The other strange thing about that morning was that after the big ball disappeared 

into the clouds, we walked over to where it was and the air around there felt and smelled 

kind of strange, like the way the air feels when it’s about to rain. You could almost taste a 

strange iron flavor lingering in the sky.  

Later, as we continued on, we ran into Penski. He seemed disorientated and 



 

 

confused. He was muttering in a strange tongue, as if talking to himself, almost like 

droning on in some obscure dialect, or gibberish perhaps. Or maybe it was a cross 

between an obscure language and gibberish. He kept muttering things like “hoogily 

doogily” and “grandoopa lagoondoo” and “gagoola gimboondu” and “nernoombu 

doogoo” and the like. He remained in that state for a few days. When he finally came out 

if it, he couldn’t remember a thing. He didn’t remember seeing or encountering the large 

metal ball. He only claims to remember feeling a little sick, and that’s all he can 

remember of that entire week. At the hospital they tried to figure out what he was uttering 

when he was first admitted. They got interpreters to work on him. They got recording 

machines to speed up and slow down and reverse his speech. They hypnotized him and 

all that, but they never did get anywhere, they never figured out what he was saying.  

For some reason, from that point on Penski slowly developed a deep fear of hats 

and of people wearing hats. In fact, eventually we all became so fed-up with his 

deepening hat fear that we would all get together and wear hats over to his house. He 

wouldn’t come out for days after, leaving us to raid his garage of tools and such, leaving 

his car and boat at our disposal.  
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