The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 27: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, meet something like the blob, but not quite
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
At first, Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, thought it was just a rubber balloon that might
have fallen out of the sky after being attacked by a random Phoenix. It was a transparent balloon
with an overly large lip and a blob of white goo inside. As they looked closer the balloon
appeared to be moving across the pebbled ground towards them. It was a strange motion, as
though the goo inside was pushing against the rubber body of the balloon, causing it to inch
forward.
“Is that really moving?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man’s eyes were transfixed on the balloon. His mind…or as much of it that existed in
this dimension…froze in the face of endless possibilities explaining what he was seeing. He
slapped his head so hard that it spun seven times. He blinked. He took a deep breath. He opened
his mouth and said, “Yup.”
“Can you tell us the way to Eggland,” said a squeaky voice emanating from the balloon’s lip.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked at each other in an attempt to verify that neither
was insane and hearing things. However, seeing a dog with ridiculously long skinny legs and a
tiny puff of a body on top and a man dressed in a pelican costume might not have been all the
reassuring, so they quickly looked back at the balloon and Crazy Man said, “We’re just traveling
the path of adventure and new meanings looking for food, a mother and this outside thing.
Maybe Eggland is somewhere along the path?”
“We don’t know,” said the voice. “We were just told to get to Eggland pronto…all of us.”

“How many of you are there?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“Thousands,” said the voice.
“But why are you going there?” said Crazy Man.
“We’re supposed to make somebody,” said the voice.
“You mean meet somebody,” said Crazy Man.
“No,” said the voice. “Make somebody. They were clear on that...go to Eggland and make
somebody…pronto…all of you.”
“Can you make me a mother?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“No!” said the voice. “And you’re a bastard.”
The dog, Sidestepper, was no stranger to name-calling and the cruelty of strangers. He’d come
to think of bastard as his middle name. But though his body was tiny, his heart was as tall as his
legs and he could see that the balloon had barely moved across the pebbles. This balloon is going
nowhere, he thought, and he sympathized with the hopelessness of the balloon’s quest.
“So how come you didn’t just go to Eggland?” he said.
“Because this thing stopped us,” said the voice. “We were doing fine, swimming along, singing
a song, mingling and socializing and then…WHAM! We crashed into this rubber wall thing and
there was no way we could break through it.”
“We did everything right,” yelled another voice.
“They told us we were going to be somebody someday,” yelled still another voice.
“I had to learn how to swim.”
“Swim? They told me to spin.”
Suddenly, thousands of tiny voices spilled out of the balloon in a cacophony of broken dreams,
lost opportunities, unfulfilled needs, unkept promises…but mostly they bitched about the stupid
rubber wall.
“Well,” said Crazy Man, “maybe you should stop whamming into the stupid rubber wall and
swim out the lip of the balloon.”
“What’s a balloon?” said the first voice.
“It’s what you’re in,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “It’s called a balloon.”
“No,” said the voice. “I think they called it a come down. Either way, it’s a stupid rubber thing.
Let me check with the others.”
For the next two days and forty-eight hours the sound of whispers, giggles, chuckles, shushing,
arguing and laughing flowed out of the balloon’s mighty lip until, finally…
“OK,” said the voice. “We decided that this going straight ahead into the stupid rubber wall
routine isn’t getting us anywhere where we can make things. Where’s the lip?”
Crazy Man bent down and pointed his finger about an inch away from the lip. The goo stopped
pushing against the stupid rubber wall and flowed like a white molasses glacier toward the lip. It
was a slow, noisy movement.
“Hey, stop pushing!”
“Bump into me one more time and…”
“Too good to swim with me, are you?”
“Why, I aughta…”
There are no watches, clocks or other devices of time measurement that could even begin to
measure how long it takes a blob of goo to pour over the bottom of a balloon but Crazy Man’s

arm was about to fall off from pointing at the lip (lest the goo go off course) and just as his arm
was about to detach itself, the first drops of goo spilled over the side of the lip, shimmied through
the air with happy wee’s and made little splishing sounds as they landed on the pebbles, and then
the air filled with the joy of thousands of barely audible wee’s and yipees's as strings and droplets
of goo slid over the lip to dive down onto the gravel below.
But there was a little problem.
It was a hot, dry sunny day and the goo immediately began to dry into flakes of protein. Within
minutes, the wind blew the flakes away leaving an empty rubber trap abandoned on the street.
“Oops,” said Crazy Man.
“That was weird,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“Did that really happen?” said Crazy Man.
“I hope not,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“Is this whole outside thing getting weirder every day?” said Crazy Man.
“Maybe we’re just getting more normal,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
The two looked each other up and down.
“Nope,” said Crazy Man.
And they boarded laughter as they continued down the path of adventure and new meanings,
hoping some day to find food, a mother and some kind of sense in all this outside thing.
To be continued…
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