The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 98: Wherein Crazy Man and the Dog Sidestepper, run with the tide.
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
Sometimes life is all over you. You don’t know where it ends or begins and everything that happens in
between seems like someone else’s dream, but we take comfort in knowing that all the world’s a bastard
and all we have to do is find a way to refill that wine glass.
This is what Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were thinking about and when they finally snapped
out of thinking, it was too late.
The path of adventure and new meanings had led them to a peninsula stretching far out into the deep
blue sea and they were standing at the end of it surrounded by clouds, sky and water. They stood on red
water-smoothed rock staring, wondering…
“How did we get here?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man was stymied. He was sure they were close to a map to food but once again all the world was
a bastard and he still couldn’t remember if he had a kitchen. And now he was here, surrounded by the
deep blue sea wondering how this had happened. He recalled vaguely something about life and dreams
and all the world being a bastard but all those thoughts slipped into the ditch of later-on-maybe as his
eyes adjusted to the big sky and the big water…and the precariously thin arrangement of red stone rising
from the water to keep their feet dry. But that was OK. The sky was clear and the air hummed with the
smell and taste of ocean. Waves swished and swashed over the rocks.
Over the rocks.

“Hey,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “you still with me? Do you remember walking out here? All I remember is thinking about trying not to think even though I thought about something while I wasn’t thinking.”
There was something about this over-the-rocks thing that Crazy Man wasn’t at ease with.
“Are you sleep walking again?” said the dog, Sidestepper. “Wakey, wakey. Any idea how we got here?”
Over the rocks.
Crazy Man lifted his right arm and pointed at the rock jutting up ahead. Where a moment ago it had
been dry and red, it was now glistening with water. He said, “Shit.”
“Shit?” repeated the dog, Sidestepper, as his eyes turned to where Crazy Man pointed.
Within seconds or less than seconds, his eyes settled knowingly on the silvery sheen covering the rocks.
The sheen was creeping toward them. In unison, they looked behind them. It was a long way to the
shore…a long way.
“I think the tide’s coming in,” said Crazy Man. “And I think it’s coming in fast.” He stared at the rocks
ahead and the water was at least a foot closer to them and with each susurration of the waves, it crept
closer and closer.
“I think we should maybe head back to shore,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
This sounded like a great idea to Crazy Man, and he started walking. Beside him…and facing him…
walking sideways and all…the dog, Sidestepper, stepped carefully between patches of seaweed that
seemed moister than they should be. He noticed rivulets of water flowing between deep crevasses in the
red stone. In the distance, the sun was sinking into the horizon. It was getting dark.
“Maybe we should walk a little faster,” said Crazy Man. He pointed ahead to where parts of the peninsula were quickly disappearing under water that was darker by the minute. Crazy Man picked up the pace,
slapping his red pontoon boots between swatches of seaweed and glistening puddles where the water was
quickly pooling.
The sun dissolved into one horizon just as the moon bobbed into the sky in the opposite horizon. It cast
an eerie light over the peninsula, whitening the spume riding the crests of dark waves spilling over the
rocks. All around them, the water swelled and rippled with whitecaps as the ocean swept over the land.
Crazy Man’s eyes began spinning their consternation spin when he noticed that, not far ahead of them,
the ocean was flowing in even faster and threatening to cut them off, leaving a narrow winding path of
rocks that would soon be underwater. “I think maybe we should pick up the pace,” he said.
The dog, Sidestepper, looked in the direction Crazy Man faced and his eyes rounded and bulged out of
their sockets. He panicked and started running.
Picture the legs of a giraffe with a furry soccer ball attached to their tops. Picture a snout projecting out
from the furry ball…and a cute little wiggly tail that could have been stolen from a drunken hamster.
(Actually, you might want to pass on picturing that.) Picture the dog, Sidestepper, running sideways with
all the grace and dignity of an unnaturally long-legged ballet dancer. That’s what the dog, Sidestepper,
looked like.
For about three seconds.
After which, his hind legs caught up to his front legs and gravity caught up to all four legs and the dog,
Sidestepper, collapsed in a heap of panting fur. Water rushed up to his face and tried to seep into his nose.
“This is what you get for not paying attention to the tides,” said the water.
OMG…talking homicidal water. What next?
“But we were in a reverie about beginnings and endings and the bastard world,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “We didn’t even know that we…”
The talking homicidal water swished into the dog, Sidestepper’s, mouth and nose, forcing him to cough
and sputter.
Crazy Man was having none of this. It was one thing to drown with the tide but it was another thing to
make a drowning victim cough and sputter. He was about to threaten the talking homicidal water when it
occurred to him that he had no idea how to do that. Stepping on it would be futile. Spitting on it would
just add to its mass and he was sure a metal baseball bat would make the wrong kind of splash. There was
only one thing to do. He reached down deep into his buccaneer costume and pulled out a camp stove,
which he held up high so that the waves could see it clearly and he said, “I’ll boil you.”
The talking homicidal ocean water (now dark as oil under the full moon light) wasn’t sure what to think.
It had seen these things Crazy Man held up but had no idea what they were for.
“That’s really small,” said the talking homicidal water. “And I’m really big.”

However, the talking homicidal water wasn’t sure if Crazy Man was bluffing or an expert on water boiling. He did have that metal thing that apparently was a water boiler. Maybe it was time to back off.
And back off it did.
The tide went out hours early. This caused havoc for the global fishing industry. Those who thought they
were safe walking as far as they could on peninsulas during low tide where it was supposed to be low
tide, drowned. The moon was upset and refused to shine on the mess the talking homicidal water had created. It was like a light switching off in the sky. It was dark…pitch dark.
But dry.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, would have looked at each other if there had been one iota of light,
but there was none.
“Are you there?” said Crazy Man
“Yes,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “Are you there as well?
Crazy Man touched is nose and smiled. “Yes, I am here. And I have a nose.” He tried to pinch his nose
between thumb and forefinger but there was something weird and round about his nose that unsettled his
mind so he passed on the pinch.
“I think we should stop thinking about life and its paradoxes,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I think you’re right,” said Crazy Man. “We should just stay on the path and not take the long way or
the short cuts.”
“What does that mean?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I think it means we should find your mother and a map to food,” said Crazy Man.
The dog, Sidestepper, didn’t have to think even for 3.354 seconds before agreeing.
And suddenly they were once again on the path of adventure and new meanings threading through the
deep dark scary woods and this irresistible outside thing.

To be continued…
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