The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 8: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, come to a bridge spanning an unbelievably
deep trench
“I don’t know,” said Crazy Man. “I’m not sure how I feel about this.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stood before a wooden bridge that crossed a many
thousand foot deep trench. It was so deep, they couldn’t see the bottom and for all they knew it
didn’t have a bottom. Maybe it came out somewhere in an ocean where they would drown or be
eaten by sharks or both.
“If that bridge suddenly looses some nails or something…” he continued. “That’s a long drop.”
He tried to step forward to look down into the trench but every time he came within a few feet of
it, he started to gag and almost puked a couple of times. Apparently, he was allergic to deep
trenches.
The dog, Sidestepper, looked to the left and looked to the right. On both sides the trench
continued into the woods, the deep dark scary woods. “I don’t think we have any choice,” he
said. “The woods will kill us like they always do and this is the only way through them.”
“But I think I see a rusty nail…and you know what they say…see one rusty nail and see
another. That’s two rusty nails.”
“Who’s they? Who said that?”
“Them.”

“Them?”
“The ones who say things.”
“Are you sure about that rusty nail?”
“It looks sneaky.”
“Will it kill us?”
“Well, no…but its friends will kill us.”
“What friends?”
“The other nails.”
The dog, Sidestepper, thought about this for a moment and another moment and said, “Did you
check this out with snopes.com? And the ones who say things…did you check them out?”
Crazy Man thought about this for a minute or a day and managed to reach a conclusion: “Are
you sure the woods will kill us?”
“They always do,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man suddenly had an idea. In fact, it was so idealistic that his head spun as he spit the
idea out all over the path, the bridge, the woods and the dog, Sidestepper. “If we had wings, we
could fly over the trench.”
The dog, Sidestepper considered this from various angles, dozens of thematic treatments and
the concept of initial plausibility. He concluded: “You’re absolutely right!”
Just then, a tiny voice opened in the air around the two and said, “We won’t kill you.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, froze in mid-thought and looked around to find the source
of the voice.
“We promise. We won’t kill you.”
Crazy Man was the first to notice where the tiny voice originated. He grabbed one of the dog,
Sidestepper’s, overly long legs, almost toppling the strange canine and pointed to the bridge.
“It’s the nail,” he said.
“Which nail?”
“The third one from the left, on the lower bracket, where the sun tweaks the grain of the
wood.”
“Oh…right,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “that one.”
“Everyone thinks we’re going to kill them,” said the nail, “because one of us is rusty. It’s a
sneaky, ill-composed nail and the rest of wish it would just rust away to nothing. But then it
would leave a hole in the bridge and not even the pigeons would land on us.”
“Are you my mother?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“No,” said the nail. “And you’re a bastard. And your weird friend is a bastard.”
Crazy Man, standing right beside the dog, Sidestepper, and directly in front of the nail, heard
this and prepared for a fit of self-pity and crying but before he could shake out the first tear, the
nail laughed and said, “Ha ha! Just joking. You’re not a bastard. But the dog might be.” And,
before the dog, Sidestepper, could react, the nail said, “This is actually the safest bridge in the
whole world because it spans the deepest trench in the whole world. If you fall in you might
drown or be eaten by sharks. Or both.”
All other nails holding the bridge together started laughing in tiny nail-like voices that sounded
a lot like metal clicking against wood, or vice versa. It filled the air around the path with

something like a very modest display of verbal fireworks, tiny almost explosions of sound filling
the air. Some might call it almost magical.
“Just joking,” said the nail. “No drowning. No sharks. Just a long boring fall into oblivion. But
that won’t happen. We won’t let it happen.”
“Trust us!” intoned about a hundred nails in tiny, excited voices sounding like gerbils eating
metal sunflower seeds. “We won’t let you down.”
The nails giggled uproariously…in a tiny-voiced uproar.
“And what about the rusty nail,” said Crazy Man. “How can you be sure that he won’t
suddenly pop out of the wood when we’re halfway across? What if he weakens the structure and
all of you start popping out?”
“He won’t,” said the nail. “He’s rusted right into the wood. You can trust his rust.”
Without looking away from the nail and without moving his lips, the dog, Sidestepper,
whispered to Crazy Man: “I think you might be right about that rusty nail…and the others. I have
a bad feeling about this…something in the nail’s tone…something in all those tiny gerbil sounds.
I never trusted gerbils.”
Crazy Man agreed. He needed some kind of assurance that they could trust that rusty nail. He
didn’t know a lot about rust but he knew that it wasn’t a good thing, that it was a sign that repairs
were in order. “Can we hear that from the rusty nail?”
About a hundred nails let out tiny baby clam-like gasps. “No,” said he nail. “He’s…well, he’s
kind of full of rust…makes it impossible to talk. But you can take my word for it…”
“We can?” said Crazy Man.
“Yep,” said the nail.
“Did you hear that?” said Crazy Man to the dog, Sidestepper.
The canine smiled, all teeth, whiskers and wet nose perched on stilt legs and said, “You
promise?”
“Yes,” said the nail. “We won’t kill you.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked at each other and smiled confidently. It looked
like they wouldn’t be killed by the woods after all. Brimming with trust in nails, rusty and new,
they set out over the bridge with big bold steps. The bridge was solid under their feet and paws.
The wood didn’t even creak under their weight. It was a curved bridge and for the first few feet
they walked upwards. When they reached the top, they stood for a moment to enjoy the view.
That’s when they heard some disquieting sounds…like tiny pops. They looked down at the
bridge railing and to their horror, nails were popping out of the wood, over a hundred of them.
The only one staying in place was the rusty nail.
“Ha ha!” said the nail (not the rusty one, the other one). “We lied. We are going to kill you.
We’ve been waiting a long time for someone to cross this bridge so that we can pop out of the
wood and make the bridge collapse so that you fall into the endless trench…maybe to drown or
be eaten by sharks. Or both.”
Crazy Man turned red with rage and yelled, “You better watch out! I might have a kitchen!”
The bridge started to sag and shift and make splintering and creaking sounds. It shook and
shivered and cross beams of wood began to fall, some into the trench where they quickly fell out
of sight.

The nails laughed tiny evil laughs and pointed themselves at Crazy Man and the dog,
Sidestepper, as they laughed. “Die travellers!” they screamed. “Die!”
And this is where the dog, Sidestepper’s, long legs finally paid off. “Grab my tail,” he said to
Crazy Man. It was a very small tail on a very small body but Crazy Man managed to grab on
tightly to what was there and as soon as he had a good grip the dog, Sidestepper, crouched low,
spreading his long legs and then, with a loud snapping sound, his legs straightened and Crazy
Man flew through the air, up high over the collapsing bridge with the laughing nails, and landed
on the other side. The nails stopped laughing and stopped popping out of the wood. The bridge
teetered and swayed slightly but didn’t completely collapse. Crazy Man was sure he heard a kind
of smouldering gerbil cursing, but he let it go. They were on the other side and didn’t have to go
into the woods to be killed.
“Looks like we didn’t need wings after all,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
At that exact moment, darkness settled over the woods and the path and something wasn’t quite
right.
To be continued…
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