The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 73: Wherein Crazy Man and the Dog Sidestepper, cut to the root of things.
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
Weeping willow roots will spread 150 feet underground and cause havoc with wells, building
foundations, pavement, unattended babies and public perceptions about trees in general. Neither
Crazy Man nor the dog, Sidestepper, gave a damn about weeping willows. Besides, the dog,
Sidestepper, had more important things on his mind. If something is real but defined as unreal…
which is more real…the something or the definition? Or is it even possible to be more real? And
what does that mean? Where am I and what time is it? What is the displacement of water in the
desert fifteen days before rain feeds the wadis? Did I already ask where I am?
Their screams from the fall through the light still plugged their ears and burned their throats.
They needed rest from the non-stop madness…just a few moments or weeks. And now, of all

things, they faced another tree. This one swallowed the deep dark scary woods with an obviously
weaponized root system and they instinctively knew that this tree was up to no good. It was rooted in evil and posed a danger more insidious than non-invasive alien invasions. Something had to
be done. Something had to be said.
It was time for Crazy Man to speak out: “Do you have a map to food?”
The tree ignored him so he tried the roots: “Are you a map to food?”
Still no reply.
The dog, Sidestepper, clinging hopelessly to hope, snapped out of his mad thoughts and said,
“Are you my mother disguised as a tree?”
Suddenly, the roots twisted and thrashed around the base of the tree. They lifted up and pounded down, causing the ground to heave.
“No!” said the roots in a deep scary voice that had a definite world-domination tone. “I’m not
your mother and you’re a bastard.”
“Screw you,” said he dog, Sidestepper, and he went back to thinking important things like
where am I and what time is the right time?
Crazy Man was offended. Why hadn’t the roots replied to him and called him a bastard? His
eyebrows twitched with resentment. He felt cheated and diminished. He suddenly harbored intense animosity towards roots. He wanted to kill all roots with the flame thrower he wished he’d
bought before venturing into this outside thing. He would make root cookies and root cake in the
kitchen he might have.
“If I had a flame thrower, I’d burn down your tree,” he said.
“The tree does nothing,” said the roots. “It’s just there to convert sunlight into food for roots.
We’re the ones with the brains and the brawn to conquer the world. And you don’t have a flame
thrower...so ha ha ha.”
These were smug roots…the worst kind. They made fun of those without flame throwers.
“And besides,” said the roots, “you’re a bastard.
Strangely, Crazy Man felt less left out now that he’d been included in the bastardy but he still
didn’t like the roots’ tone. He didn’t have a flame thrower but he might have a kitchen and a pizza pan. And maybe even a garage. The roots didn’t know him. The roots didn’t know Crazy Man.
It was time to put the roots in their place.
“You don’t know me!” he yelled. “I’m a deeply sensitive humanoid with needs and desires and
dreams and hopes and you’re a bastard. All roots are bastards! Death to all roots!”
This was beyond the roots’ toleration horizon. They writhed and undulated and twisted and
coiled around each other. They spiraled into the air and flopped obscenely onto the ground with
sickening whoomping sounds. They moved around each other, sliding and snaking and…
“I know you,” said the roots in a threatening tone. “I know all about you. You lived on a farm.
You had tedious nights in the back seats of cars. You had a pet lamb that was slaughtered by
strange men in black robes when you were twelve. It broke your sad little child life heart and you
had to run away to…”
“You’re getting me confused with somebody else,” said Crazy Man. “I’ve never lived on a
farm and I’ve never had a lamb.” He thought for a moment. “But I might have a kitchen.”
The roots were suddenly motionless, silent. The air was breezeless. Not a sound oozed out of
the deep dark scary woods. Clouds in the sky suddenly looked like…clouds in the sky.

Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, had a vague sense of this moment being one of those
defining points in time where everything can go well, or everything can go bad.
They heard a sound above and they looked up to see a flaming red ball blazing across the sky,
leaving a long white contrail in its wake. It looked like things were about to go very bad because
that red ball of fire was heading straight for them. They started crying in unison. “We don’t want
to die!”
The roots, unaware of the red ball of fire, said, “I know you enough to know that you’re a
bas…”
The red ball of fire (hereafter called a meteor) whacked the roots so hard that it hammered
them deep into the ground, creating a bottomless hole at the edge of the deep dark scary woods.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stared at the hole. Even the tree was gone. After a while
or two, the dog, Sidestepper, turned to Crazy Man and said, “I guess the root of all evil is roots.”
The deep dark scary woods groaned as the two travelers continued down the path of adventure
and new meanings laughing and giggling and telling bad puns about the secret sex life of roots.

To be continued…
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BTW……

My third novel has been re-published. There’s no giant ant…it’s actually
a computer virus called the War Bug. The artist didn’t read the novel
before creating the cover. Later, I wrote a short story about a cover artist
who is eat alive by one of his covers. It was published in an anthology by
the same publisher.
You can buy the ebook version in a variety of formats here:
https://doubledragonbooks.com/
Or you can get the Kindle version here:
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08W8KZZXF
The novel is about a man trying to find his virtual wife and daughter as the internet begins to
crash from a war between online city states. His only ally is the virus that started the war.

