The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 66: Wherein Crazy Man and the Dog Sidestepper escape everyone.
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
“Hey you down there! I see you!” said a random talking tree clinging precariously from the top of a rocky
cliff. More schematic than tree, it dug its roots into moss and fissures and hope. “You’re the ones! I’ve
heard about you! I’m your biggest fan! I can’t believe I’m face to leaf with you!”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were immediately impressed by the tree’s adulation and put on
their best special occasion smiles. It appeared that their adventures had not gone unnoticed and maybe
their fame would lead to wonderful things…like a map to food or a mother.
“Thank you…uh…tree,” said Crazy Man in his best look-I-can-talk-to-trees voice. “We’ve traveled far
and long on the path of adventure and new meanings and it’s nice to know that our journey is…”
“I can’t believe it!” cried the tree. “You’re the ones who fought the aliens and sent them back into space
with their green tails between their blue legs! You’re my heroes!”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, exchanged confused glances. “That’s not exactly how it
happened,” said Crazy Man.
“Of course it is!” said the tree. “That’s what everyone’s saying and everyone can’t be wrong!”
“Who’s everyone?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
The tree swayed, though there was no wind. It was a happy sway like dancing by itself. “Um,” said the
tree. “You know…everyone…everybody…!”
“Well,” said Crazy Man, “everyone and everybody was wrong.”
The tree was deeply offended by these words and shook its twiggy branches until dozens of leaves
plummeted onto the rocks.

“NO!” said the tree! You must be wrong! How can everyone be wrong! Can you even prove that you
were there!”
Once again, Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, exchanged bewildered glances.
“But we had to be there or there wouldn’t be a story about us being there.”
The tree thought about this for 7.5 excruciating minutes before shaking its leaves again. “I see now!”
said the tree. “You’re in existential denial! And your disagreement with everyone’s instinctive knowledge
is your way of hiding from the truth! The only sane conclusion is that you’re heroes and you saved the
earth from green and blue monsters from Mars! But, for reasons unknown, you’ve forgotten it!”
“Actually,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “they were towers with lots of mechanical stuff on top.”
“No!” screamed the tree. “They were giant green and blue monsters with fangs and infinite claws! You
fought them for weeks, beating them down with superior earth acumen and more comprehensive vocabularies! I’ll bet you made them cry before you chased them back to Mars!”
“No,” said Crazy Man, “they didn’t come from Mars and they weren’t monsters.”
“The way they see it,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “we’re the monsters and they were here to warn the
rest of the universe if we ever got loose.”
This was too much for the tree. It shook so violently that within 33 seconds it was surrounded by a
cloud of dismembered leaves. “No! No! No!” screamed the tree. “You have it all wrong! Just because you
were there doesn’t mean that you know what happened! You have to read the reports, the comments sections and the opinions of self-appointed experts to know what happened!”
“But we’re the ones who made it happen,” said Crazy Man. “No one else was there.”
“Exactly!” said the tree. “No one else was there…making your interpretation of events entirely subjective!”
Crazy Man was too far away from the tree to set it on fire but he made a mental note to purchase a
flame thrower sometime in the near future.
The tree, sensing Crazy Man’s animosity and the unreasonableness of his and the dog’s insane belief
that they were more right than the opinions of everybody, had had enough of his former heroes’ madness
and decided to kill them both with an avalanche of rock that would bury them forever and protect the
fame that everyone had bestowed upon them. The tree shook its meagre branches and trunk slowly and
then a bit faster and still faster and as the shaking increased in intensity it caused the stone and scant soil
around its base to vibrate. Pebbles on the rock surface quivered and shifted and trembled. Tremors crept
across the thin patches of moss. The tree’s branches began shaking faster and faster until they became a
blur. The ground rumbled.
The tree screamed: “I will bury you and your false narrative under an avalanche of rock and dust!”
It shook so violently that a murder of crows on their way to uproot a colony of robins changed course
for fear of flying through sour karma. The tree began thrusting itself up from its roots and pounding the
cliff top with a power beyond its opinions as though everyone joined him in settling the matter of who
was right. The entire cliff top roiled in protest.
And of course, the inevitable…
Rocks shook loose. Boulders rubbed against boulders. The cliff was on the move.
“I’ll show you!” screamed the tree. “I’ll bury you! You’ll pay for questioning the truth of everyone over
your opinionated observations! Die transgressors…die!”
The cliff side groaned under the weight of the tree’s ire. A thousand rocks stood ready to tumble down
the cliff side and bury the two journeyers. They were about to run like hell, but it was too late. The instability of the cliff took their fate in its trembling hands and the nightmare began.
A single rock about the size of a baseball dislodged from the top of the cliff, rolled over the side and
bounced off ledges and boulders as it careened down the slope and rolled across the ground onto the path
of adventure and new meanings and came to rest a foot away from Crazy Man’s feet. He looked down and
was so terrified of his red boots that he covered his eyes with both hands. The dog, Sidestepper, looked at
the rock and then at the tree and back to the rock and back to the tree.
“Did you just throw a rock at us?” he said.
“I’ll throw more than a rock at you!” yelled the tree, which by now had barely any leaves, making it
look like a stick drawing of a tree. “Next time…I’ll throw two rocks at you!”
After an unspecified period of time, Crazy Man took his hands away from his eyes and immediately
looked up at the tree. “Missed me,” he said.

The tree suddenly affected a haughty tone and said, “I don’t see you anymore!”
After which it sank into the rubble it had created around itself and slid over the side of the cliff top and
lodged itself sideways on a ledge. “This is all your fault!” screamed the tree. “Your fault!”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, did the only dignified thing they could think of: they laughed and
danced and jigged and pointed at the fallen tree and called it names so weird there are no sounds in human
speech to re-create them. After several thousand minutes (or maybe ten), they grew bored and flung a few
last insults at the tree before continuing their journey down the path of adventure and new meanings.
“I guess that’s why the aliens don’t want us out there,” said the dog, Sidestepper, as he stared up into the
darkening sky. “They don’t like our opinions.”
Crazy Man munched on this thought for a while and said, “Do you think that the tree might have given
us a map to food if we’d just gone along with everybody?”
The dog, Sidestepper, did some mental munching as well and said, “I’m pretty sure any map from that
tree would have led to nowhere good.”
They pondered this thought for less than a second and changed the subject.
“Do you think I might have apples in a bowl in the kitchen I might have?” said Crazy Man, being a
master at changing the subject.
“I think you might have anything you want in that kitchen you might have,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Around them, the deep dark scary woods ground its primordial teeth under the bushes and in the leaves
of trees as it waited for them to wander off the path.

To be continued…
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