The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 34: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper,
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
It was almost nighttime in the deep dark scary woods but Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper,
felt safe on the path of adventure and new meanings even though the adventure became more
than a little weird at times and the new meanings…even weirder. But that was OK. The two had
learned many things from their strange encounters. They had no idea what those things were but
they both had a generalized sense of having new meaningness, and what more could you ask
from a path?
Behind them lay the known and the forgotten. Ahead of them lay the unknown and the soon to
be forgotten. And maybe a mother and some food. And maybe something that will make it all
make sense.
“Hold on you two!”
The voice boomed out of the sky and shook the ground under Crazy Man and the dog,
Sidestepper. They immediately assumed their fortress stance to meet whatever it was with their
heads pushed into the ground and their hands and front paws covering their heads as they quaked
with fear and astonishment.
“Good!” said the voice. “But you don’t have to lie on the ground like failed eggplants.”

Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were enraged. They’d never been called eggplants before
and to express their deep sense of offense, they jumped up and held their hands and paws to their
throats as though they were being strangled by eggplants. If there was one thing they were sure
of it was this: They hated eggplants. They’d never seen an eggplant before but they knew at the
rock bottom of their souls that they hated them, though Crazy Man might attempt to eat one as a
last resort.
“Where are you and what are you?” he said.
“Up here,” said the voice.
They both looked up but all they could see was a sky drowning in cloud and strangling light
from the setting sun. The clouds appeared to be in folds like the surface of a brain.
“Where are you?” yelled the dog, Sidestepper.
“You’re looking at me,” said the voice, and its words rumbled through the ground like an
underground subway. “I’m the sky.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, knew where this was going…another weirdo with a weird
story to put them asleep. They winked knowingly at each other.
“Sure you are,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “And I’m the king of the mountain.”
“You don’t believe me?” said the voice. “Well, let’s see if you believe this.”
Something moved around the area where the cloud covered the sun. It grew intensely bright
and dislodged itself from the rest of the cloud and thundered across the sky directly at the two
journeyers. Just before it reached them, it turned into a full blown tropical storm with winds that
lifted Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, off their feet and spun in circles at very close to
158.04 miles an hour. It soaked them to the center of their souls. This continued for around three
and a half minutes, or until the two were so dizzy that the dog, Sidestepper, was beginning to
think that Crazy Man was his mother, and Crazy Man was beginning to think of the dog,
Sidestepper, as barbecue chicken. He wondered if he had a barbecue in the kitchen that he might
have. And a garage. And a pizza pan.
The wind died in an instant and Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, tumbled to the ground as
the gale-force winds subsided and transformed into a dark billowing cloud over their heads and
snowed them until the path of adventure and new meanings grew snowbanks that towered over
their heads. The two shivered and shook and yelled, “OK, you’re the sky. We believe you!”
Suddenly, the path was clear of snow and tropical storms, though Crazy Man and the dog,
Sidestepper, were still wet and cold.
“Can you bring my mother to me in a water spout?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“No!” said the sky. “And you’re a bastard.”
Crazy Man knew where the usual line of questioning was going and chomped down on his
urge to ask the sky if it had a map to food.
“No!” said the sky. “I don't have a map to food.”
“But I didn’t ask…”
“I’m the sky,” said the sky, “and I know everything. Even your stupid foody thoughts.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were impressed. They’d heard about the sky and were big
fans but they never thought for a minute that it would talk to them. And throw storms and snow
at them.
“What do you want with us?” said the dog, Sidestepper.

“Nothing,” said the sky.
“Then why did you tell us hold on? And then throw storms and snow at us?”
“Sorry ‘bout that,” said the sky. “Sometimes I get a little carried away with myself. At least I
didn’t throw lightning at you. I wouldn’t have a chance to apologize.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, shivered. It was getting dark. It was getting cold. The sky
was being an asshole. They wanted the sky to go away and leave them alone.
“OK you guys,” said the sky. “I’m really really really sorry I gave you a hard time. There’s a
lot of changes going on in me lately. Makes it hard to know what I’m doing sometimes.”
The sky’s sincerity touched the two travelers and they suddenly felt warm and fluffy. “So why
did you stop us?” said Crazy Man.
“Guess I just wanted someone to talk to,” said the sky. “Nobody listens to me anymore.”
Tears burst out of the eyes of Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, in a crush of pure
empathetic over-reaction. They stood and wailed woefully, heads spinning, eyes spinning, tail
spinning. The sky was disgusted. “Stop it you two! I just want to talk. I just want to know that
somebody’s listening. Can you do that for me?”
They stopped emoting. They stopped wailing. They stopped spinning their eyes, heads and
tails. They stood facing the sky, giddily aware that this was no less than the sky talking to them.
The sky was still, it’s clouds motionless, the sun perched with abated breath as it waited the word
to sink off the side of the firmament and throw the world in to darkness. There were no wild
insect sounds from the deep dark scary woods. It seemed that everything on the ground waited
for the sky to speak.
“Shit,” said the sky. “I forgot what I was going to say.”
One and a half seconds later, the clouds whirled into a vortex and swallowed themselves. The
sun splashed into the void and the world was dark. Everything on that the surface of the land
seemed disappointed. How often did they have a chance to listen to the sky having a
conversation? And these two had botched it.
The sky was gone.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, exchanged glances. They looked around. Everything
seemed normal, though pissed off at them. But what was new?
“You know what?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“What?” said Crazy Man.
“I hate snow.”
Crazy Man thought about this and couldn’t remember if he had a plough…or a shovel. “Yeah,
me too.”
And they strolled happily along the skyless path of adventure and new meanings.

To be continued…
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