The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 100: Wherein Crazy Man and the Dog Sidestepper, find the nook.
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
THERE’S AN IMPORTANT NOTE AT THE END OF THIS EPISODE AND BEFORE THE SELFSERVING AD FOR ONE OF MY NOVELS. I CAN’T IMAGINE WHAT WILL HAPPEN IF YOU
DON’T READ IT.
A wise cow who lived in a parking lot once said, “No one with loose shoelaces ever stayed at the top.”
Nobody listened to the cow, assuming that “moo” meant nothing more than “moo” and how would something that wore hooves know anything about shoelaces?
But that had nothing to do with Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, both of whom had their own opinions about cows and shoelaces. The path of adventure and new meanings had veered into a quiet nook
overgrown with the odor of decaying things. The air felt thick, as though you had to push it aside to make
your way through. The dark surrounding trees drooped.
The center of the nook was hard-lighted with contrasting shadows playing across a tarnished golden
birdbath, an ancient urn turned planter and a pail. Faded white stones covered the soil surrounding the
relics.
“You must kneel before us,” said the birdbath. Its deep voice cracked like lesions through the words.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, though always intrigued by talking birdbaths, were not about to
kneel before some nook-dwelling relic.
“We kneel before no relic,” said Crazy Man in his best defiant-till-the-end voice.

The dog, Sidestepper, nodded agreement. Dogs with stilt legs do not kneel well.
“We are the Fallen Empire of This Garden and you shall kneel before our diminished grandeur,” said
the tarnished gold birdbath.
“Fallen empire, fallen empire,” said the ancient urn turned planter mournfully.
“Fallen empire, fallen empire,” said the faded white stones equally mournfully.
“Not me,” said the pail. “I fall for no one, no thing and no time. You don’t have to kneel before me…
I’m just a pail.”
“Ignore the pail,” said the tarnished gold birdbath. “We’re all in this together. If one falls, we all fall.
The pail’s in denial.”
“The pail has a hole its bottom,” said the faded white stones. “It’s one of us…fallen.”
“Speak for yourselves,” said the pail. “It’s just a tiny hole and I’m a big pail and I’m looking forward to
a bright future…maybe in construction or playgrounds.”
“You see,” said the tarnished gold birdbath, “complete denial. You don’t have to kneel to the pail, but
you must kneel to the rest of us…those of us who accept our fallenness.”
“We’re not kneeling,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “And what’s this Fallen Empire of This Garden?”
“It’s what we are after what we were,” said the faded white stones.
“And what were you?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“We were the Empire of This Garden,” said the tarnished gold birdbath. Our rule spread to every horizon of This Garden.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked around. Neither saw anything empire-ish in the ten by ten
foot space. Plus, there was no castle, palace or mansion or other structure that you might look at and say,
“Wow! That building must be the home of an empire and look…it even has an Empire of This Garden
garden. Let’s all kneel.”
“How long ago did you flourish?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I’ve never stopped flourishing,” said the pail. “A pail is a pail and I’m a pail.”
“With a hole in your bottom,” said the faded white stones.
“I call it plumbing,” said the pail.
“Leave the pail alone,” said the ancient urn turned planter. “There’s no point in wasting time on pails in
denial.”
“Hey,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “I asked how long you flourished. So?”
Silence filled the nook like when the air conditioner turns off.
Silence.
And then somebody turns the air conditioner back on.
“A long time,” said the tarnished gold birdbath.
“It was like…forever,” said the faded white stones.
“We ruled as far as you can see,” said the ancient urn turned planter.
The dog, Sidestepper, looked from corner to corner of the small garden area and assumed that its empire
building denizens had poor eye sight…and might even be a little crazy.
“What happened?” he said.
“We don’t know,” said the faded white stones.
“But you must know,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “You were there.”
“They’re in denial,” said the pail.
“Are not!” said all the relics in mutual disagreement.
“They sat around looking pretty,” said the pail. “They had people coming in to trim them, water them,
feed them…everything them…and they never did a thing but look pretty. Until the people stopped coming
and…”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were asleep as per their custom when they suspected the beginnings of a sob story.
“Hey!” said the pail.
The sleeping duo woke and blinked and looked…awake.
“You asked us to tell you and you fall asleep,” said the pail. “As soon as I figure it out, I’m getting out
of here and heading for a beach.”

“The pail’s a liar,” said the tarnished gold birdbath. “We gave our best. We were examples of what it is
to be an empire. WE WERE SO DAMN PRETTY!”
The tarnished gold birdbath, the pail, the ancient urn turned planter, the faded white stones and all the
leaves and trees and bushes of the surrounding deep dark scary woods burst out laughing. They laughed
and pointed at Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, for what might have been a minute or an hour but
was more likely a month.
“We were just joking,” said the tarnished gold birdbath. “We’re not really relics. We’re made out of
plastic. All of us…even the stones.”
“Fooled ya, didn’t we,” said the plastic stones.
“You don’t have to kneel before us,” said the pail. “But it would have been cool if you did.”
Crazy Man shrugged and frowned. “It’s not nice to play tricks on people. We might have had flame
throwers and burned you to the ground.”
Silence dropped like an imaginary curtain over the nook.
“OK,” said the pail. “We’re sorry. We won’t do it again. Our bad.”
“Yup,” said the other plastic relics with a tongue-in-cheek tone.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked at each other and back at the nook. They’re eyes widened
and popped a little. They looked at each other and then back at the nook. Everything was gone. There was
just the deep dark scary woods.
“That was creepy,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“Yep,” said Crazy Man, eyes still spinning in their sockets, mouth curled into a smile. “At least we
didn’t bow.”
The dog, Sidestepper, smiled. “And they didn’t get to call us bastards.”
They guffawed. Yes, Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, guffawed as they journeyed into the path of
adventure and new meanings, safe from the deep dark scary woods.
For now.

To be continued…
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IMPORTANT NOTE
This will be the last episode of The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper until July when it will be one episode a week (every Wednesday) until September to allow
everyone to celebrate summer and its anti-snow policies. Beaches come to mind.
Have a joyful summer and get into lots of trouble.

BTW……

Set in an uncomfortably close future run by homicidal
marketing managers, 30 naked pagan women try to save
the universe with the help of man who thinks he’s a tree.
You can buy the non-Kindle ebooks here:
https://fiction4all.com/ebooks/b16735-team-player.htm
Or you can get the Kindle and paperback here:
https://tinyurl.com/547dmju9

