The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 20: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper,
“RAWR!”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were un-phased…they knew the score. Something crazy
loud and scary was up ahead on the path of adventure and new meanings and they were heading
straight for it.
At some point in the recent or faraway past, the path had morphed pebble-by-pebble into a
lively crackling stream with lots of fish that could have been eaten by the starving duo but
neither one knew how to catch a fish. Noticing this, the fish laughed and pointed at them with
their dorsal fins as they swam just within reach of the the duo’s hunger.
Unfortunately for those fish, they would soon be dynamited into oblivion by poachers…dorsal
fins and all.
“RAWR!”
Just ahead, the stream careened through the deep dark scary woods into a canyon as ancient as
primordial soup and as fresh as snow-melt water. The canyon walls towered over two hundred
feet, creating a massive wall of rock and waterfall.
“RAWR!” yelled the waterfall.

Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, slid and stumbled over slippery rocks and lichen
encrusted logs until they stood at the base of the waterfall looking up into its never-ending
rumble and tumble flow of water into the canyon below. The waterfall regarded them with a look
as all-knowing as time itself.
“RAWR!” yelled the waterfall, and Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were impressed.
“Your roar is awesome as cheesecake with cherries,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“What he said,” said Crazy Man. “But maybe with blueberries.”
“Thank you,” said the waterfall in a friendly, less roaring voice. “I don’t get many visitors way
out here, so when I do, I like to put on a good show.”
“You put on a great show,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “We were almost afraid to come around
the bend. The roar of your water is a testimony to your greatness.”
“I like you, little doggie,” said the waterfall. “Is there anything I can do to help you on your
quests along the path of adventure and new meanings?”
Crazy Man immediately perked up. “Do you know where we can find food? We haven’t eaten
in a long time.”
“In how long?” said the waterfall.
“We have faded memories of food,” said Crazy Man. “But we’re not sure if those memories are
real or just fantasies brought on by starvation.”
“I see,” said the waterfall as it gazed down at dozens of trophy-sized trout swimming just
within reach of the pair. “Sometimes food isn’t as nourishing as the idea of food.”
Crazy Man thought about this for less than a second before concluding that he had no idea
what the waterfall was talking about, so he changed the subject. “Are you the dog, Sidestepper’s
mother?”
The waterfall giggled.
The dog, Sidestepper, blushed and said, “I know that you’re not my mother. You’re a waterfall
and I’m a dog and I’m becoming less and less confused about what that means. I just know that
you’re not my mother.”
“I could be,” said the waterfall.
“But you’re a waterfall,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“But,” said the waterfall in a suddenly sad voice, “I’ve always wanted to be a dog…even back
when I was nothing more than a big old chunk of glacial ice melting into a new landscape.”
The two travelers felt something strange beginning to build around them. It was impossible to
know where it started…in the air, the ground, whatever other dimension where Crazy Man
existed. It wasn’t a sound or a sight. It was a feeling…or a sensation of a feeling. It was a cast
iron longing, an unfulfilled need of elemental proportions, and it permeated every molecule of
air, rock and tree around the two. It brought tears to their eyes.
The waterfall was crying. Its water had separated from a solid boil of hard liquid to individual
crystal droplets, each of them throbbing with regret and longing. They splashed sorrow over the
rocks and fallen trees. Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, collapsed onto the rocks and water
and howled their empathy for the waterfall so powerfully that the force of their sadness not only
echoed off the rock cliffs, in some places, it cracked through stone and caused more than a few
rock slides.

After moments or months, man, dog and waterfall-dog-wannabe, settled into a relaxing sob and
the comfort of knowing that everything was going to be alright, mostly because none of them
had a clue what they were crying about in the first place. They understood this and nodded to
each other in their own unnatural ways before composing their minds enough to talk.
“That felt good,” said the waterfall.
“I feel cleansed,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I think I ate a fly,” said Crazy Man, trying like hell to taste the first thing to come into his
mouth that wasn’t air in gawd knows how long. “But I’m feeling alright.”
Laughter erupted in the gorge and the rock walls vibrated merrily but not so merrily as to cause
an avalanche and bury Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, under tons of ancient rock.
In a fit of empathic hopelessness, the dog, Sidestepper, said, “If there’s one thing we’ve learned
along our path it’s that anything and everything is possible…you just have to not believe
anything else. So…maybe someday you’ll be a dog.”
Crazy Man and the waterfall were dumbfounded. The logic was illogical enough to be logic at
some level where reality and unreality try to shake hands. But that wasn’t happening today. The
dumbfoundedment lasted just a few seconds before Crazy Man and the waterfall burst out
laughing for what could have been hours or eons. Even the dog, Sidestepper, laughed at the
uncanniness of his reasoning.
When the laughter subsided, the waterfall said, “And maybe someday you’ll be a waterfall.”
Their laughter crossed dimensions, aided of course, by Crazy Man’s existence in two
dimensions, so there’s no telling how long they laughed…at least not around here.
They said goodbye to the waterfall and climbed the mighty rock walls to return to the path.
Behind them, the RAWR of the falls receded but they both perked a moment when they heard a
feint sound behind them that sounded like “woof.”
They looked at each other and smiled and then they giggled and then their laughter flooded the
deep dark scary woods and the path ahead..and it felt good to stock up on laughter before facing
whatever lay ahead on the path of adventure and new meanings.

To be continued…
(And once again, thanks to my bestie, Stephanie Durelle, for the woof.)
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