The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 60: Wherein Crazy Man floats over a river.
(New here? Click here to find out what it’s all about.)

On the cusp of all realities, where nascence and entropy shake hands, light travels faster than
itself and the colors breathe. Crazy Man smacked himself lightly on the side of the head. He was
deeply disturbed by these thoughts and he had no interest in realities or breathing colors. He just
wanted to find the dog, Sidestepper’s, mother and maybe a map showing showing him where to
find food. And then he wanted to get back to this outside thing that was continuously interrupted
by the outside.
But it looked like he was in for another interruption. He stood on a river bank and, on the other
side, trees, bushes, debris and water rotated slowly as their surfaces glowed with a pale blue
light. Vegetation around the mass slanted away as though trying to distance itself from the glow.
Crazy Man walked to the edge of the bank and stopped, enthralled by the light. The blue defied
the hot/cold emotional turbulence of normal light and radiated a cool optimism that you could
almost wrap around your body to comfort your spirit and mind.
The mass stopped rotating and formed an arc that was reflected in the water, forming a circle
half based in reality and half based in illusion. It was the stuff of inter dimensional convergence
and Crazy Man was drawn to it. Maybe he could finally unite his mind and body in a single di-

mension. He gazed into the circle and saw shadowy things moving deep inside. The sharpness of
the land and the blur of the water began to merge…the sharpness blunting and the reflection
congealing as they glowed lightly with the soothing blue luminance.
He felt the circle calling to him, drawing him toward it and he thought Oh, what the hell and he
just went along with it. He didn’t feel threatened. He felt almost at home…if the feeling of feeling at home was the way he felt. (Don’t think about that. Nothing good can come of it.) He felt
weightless, like he was floating, drifting through the air.
And then he noticed…he was floating in the air, about six inches over the water.
He screamed. His head rotated in directions that would drive a compass mad. He screamed
again…in a language he didn’t even know. But it seemed to soothe him so he screamed again
and again and he was suddenly on the other side of the river standing on top of the water right in
front of the circle which loomed over his head, and…
Yes. He screamed. But he didn’t rotate his head and no compasses were driven mad. He was
mostly confused. There were no trees or shadows inside the circle. There was nothing. It wasn’t
even gray. There was no color, no light, just…nothing. He screamed.
And then…
“I am all that is and all that will be, having been all that was and all that could have been and
all that might hide around corners and behind CLOSED signs,” said a voice.
He stopped screaming. He went limp. He knew that voice.
“Just messing with ya,” said the voice.
Standing beside four stilts holding a ridiculously small dog was the most beautiful, most perfect Saint Bernard Crazy Man had ever seen.
“This is my mother,” said the dog, Sidestepper.

To be continued…next year…

(NOTE: This will be the last Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, story until January 5. I need a
break. I love writing these, but it’s twice a week, writing from scratch through a photograph.
During my break, I’m going to do some planning for the stories and figure out a way to make the
dog’s reappearance have some degree of initial plausibility.
Right.
Three weeks without sleep. It’ll come to me on my last day of vacation. But it’ll come to me.
I’ll be posting a newsletter on the blog over the holidays. Maybe. I don’t know. Do people read
newsletters? I do. Sometimes.
I wish you all a very Merry Christmas and a much better year ahead than the one we’ll be leaving behind. I have a feeling next year is going to end well.)
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