
 

 

             By Tony Rauch 

 

caveman mike   
 

Me and Dugen need a project, something to do. So we sit down and list some 

potential ideas, finally deciding on this one. We’d like to change our friend, Mike, maybe 

drive him insane, we haven’t decided just yet. But we think that might be a good change 

for him, a good direction he should take as he’s so normal, as if trapped in the prison of 

rigid sanity. There seems a certain kind of depression in his normalcy, a certain 

desperation, as if he’s clinging to past expectations or something. And we feel we’re the 

ones to break him free of sanity’s fierce death-grip. We want to help him.  

We figure we’ll start with the outer man, then hopefully work ourselves in. So we 

decide to change Mike’s attire and environment. He has a lot of empty space, dotted with 

that sparse, modern furniture. It’s all cold and colorless, making Mike’s life cold and 

colorless. His surroundings are bare, blank, stark, bleak, boring, sad, indecisive, empty, 

unfulfilled, incomplete, exasperating, wanting, longing, lonely, lifeless, anemic, 

heartbreaking, soul crushing, impatient, lacking, suspicious, frustrating, thirsty, unloved, 

unoccupied, unlived in, unresolved - as if it’s your job to assign him a personality, a life – 

and really, who has time for that guessing game?  

“Space, man, it’s all about the space,” he’ll nod to himself when standing before 

his large, empty loft apartment, “Look at all this glorious space.” And he’s right to a 

degree – all it is is an expanse of mostly empty space, as if his life has been waiting 

forever to actually be filled, inhabited with something interesting, only Mike’s too 

chicken to make a decision as to what that would be. Maybe he’s afraid anything he 

acquires will go out of style real soon and thus he’ll face some sort of social 

embarrassment. Maybe he’s too busy to fill the space. Maybe he’s too lazy to get off the 

futon and go to the store. So we take it upon ourselves to get him moving forward.  

To start with, we fill Mike’s apartment with period furniture. Now, I’m not 

talking about stuff from, say, the 1790s or something. No, I’m talkin’ ‘bout stuff from 

more like the 20,000 B.C. era. Lots of logs and stuff. Some big rocks. The rib cage from a 

beast of burden. Petrified crap (I don’t mean little knick-knack kinds of crap, I mean 

actual dung. Petrified dung. Large clumps of it. We dig it up, haul it in here, and pile it up 

in the corners).   

“Like goin’ back ta caveman times,” Dugen shrugs proudly, surveying our 

installation.  

“Back when you knew where you stood with things,” I nod in affirmation.  



 

 

“The good ol’ days,” Dugen sighs. Then he picks up a pickax and begins to work 

a fire pit into the hardwood flooring, swinging the mighty pick down, splintering shards 

of wood everywhere.  

“Beautiful,” I proclaim, “Nice touch.” 

“Gives it that detail of authenticity,” he shouts over the sharp whacks.  

“Such a simpler time,” I sigh wistfully.  

Hortense comes in from the other room, followed by Lacrecia and Hosseffa. 

They’re wearing their “creepy” tunics. They’ve started to don them to “creep people out”, 

to look like cult members or zombies. Personally I think they’re just scared to interact, 

meet people, go out on a limb, take a chance, show their real selves, all that stuff. I think 

it’s all just a mask to hide behind, fearing the scrutiny of others - possibly the harsh 

scrutiny from scared, insecure, crybabies.  

Mike comes home from work, just stands there in the raised entry.  

“Whadda ya doin’ home so early?” Dugen asks, the pickax weighing heavily on 

his shoulder.  

Mike just stares, completely astounded.  

“We’ve simplified things for ya,” I smile. 

“You were gettin’ kinda lost there for a while,” Dugen furrows his brow, thinking, 

“Lost in a vast emptiness. I mean, this place is a real desert.” 

“We’re here to rescue you from that wasteland,” Hosseffa shrugs, “We couldn’t 

tell what was goin’ on with you.” 

“Yeah, you were gettin’ kind of ‘away from us’,” Hortense stops to notice. 

“Be wary of people bearing gifts,” Mike sighs, setting his briefcase down, 

loosening his tie, standing on top of the raised entryway steps, surveying our installation.  

“Put this on,” Hortense raises a caveman loincloth made of animal fur.  

Mike looks around the room. “Never.” 

“Be a good sport,” Hortense pushes, “Look at all we’ve done for you. We’ve put a 

lot of thought and effort into this,” she waves her arm at the large rocks and logs, “Now 

get into character. We’ve got some new friends coming over to photograph the place. . .” 

“Yeah, you’re ‘Caveman guy’ from now on,” Hosseffa nods.  

“You’ll be ushering us into a new age of simplicity and enlightenment,” I smile.  

“A ‘back to the past’ movement,” Hosseffa states, “You’re going to be the new 

primal man, the original ‘noble savage’, a philosopher of a simpler way.” 

Mike looks around. “No I’m not.” 

“You’re the leader type, so you’re the one to do it,” Dugen rationalizes, “I mean, 

enough with the suits and ties and briefcases and meetings and paperwork and all that 



 

 

meaningless nonsense. . . Look, dude, you’ve done that already, and where has it gotten 

you? Huh? Nowhere. Now, finally, here’s a new way.” 

“A more pure form of existence,” Hosseffa adds, “Aren’t you tired of that go go 

go, rush rush rush world? You of all people deserve a break.”  

“We’re offering you a chance at a new beginning, a new outlook, a whole new 

you,” I propose, “How often do people get that chance? Most people are stuck with who 

they are, what they have. . . I mean, just look around. This was a lot of work.”  

Lacrecia is just standing off to the side. I can’t even see her face under her tunic 

because it’s hidden so deeply within the shadow of the immense hood.  

“Lacrecia, what do you think?” I turn to her.  

She looks around and shrugs.  

“No, really,” I prod.  

“Well,” she begins softly, “I like the logs.” 

“Ya see,” I turn back to Mike, “Logs are cool,” I look around, “Gives it that rustic 

feel, that lived-in look. And how often do you find them inside?”  

Mike looks at me, “Where’s all my crap?” 

“That stuff was stale. Sterile. Boring,” I offer, “You wanna be boring? Huh? . . . 

No personality? Lost in the crowd? A wallflower? Just like everyone else? Lost in 

conformity, as if you can’t think for yourself?”  

“Yeah, dude, we’re here to help,” Dugen adjusts the ax, “A little appreciation 

might be in order, that’s all. . . You know, acknowledge the effort.”  

“Yeah, Mike. I mean, look at yourself. You were dragged into that life,” Hortense 

looks Mike up and down, “You just weren’t aware of it, that’s all. I mean, to a degree, 

it’s not really your fault, your skewed worldview. We’re just here to bring you back, 

that’s all. Infuse you with some uniqueness, some freshness, some newness.”  

“I appreciate the concern,” Mike nods to Hortense, “But this is the way I like it. 

It’s my choice. Really. . . Now, where’s all my crap?”  

“Hey,” Dugen snaps, “This is Art, dude. Art with a capital ‘A’. It’s purpose is to 

prod and annoy. Provoke. Hold up a mirror. Comment. Art isn’t supposed to just sit there, 

to passively please. Then it’s merely decoration. . . Anything that’s just decoration is 

wasteful. . .” 

“Decadent. . . Useless,” Hortense perks.  

“Yeah, man,” I sigh hopefully, “Art’s supposed to make you think, not necessarily 

just sooth. It should engage on a primal level. It should draw a line, and you then need to 

decide which side of that line you’re on. . . You just need to get into it a little. You know, 

live in it for a while. . .” 



 

 

“You should demand a lot from Art, and a lot from your life. Squeeze out every 

drop of potential,” Hortense balls up her fist, “Have vision. Be ambitious.”  

“What’s that odor?” Mike raises his head.  

We all look around. 

“That rancid stench?” he continues.  

“Oh, that,” Lacrecia exhales, “Must be the dung.” 

“And what’s all that?” Mike nods to the wall across the room with painted 

scribbles on it. 

“Cave paintings,” Hortense shrugs, “Authentic cave murals. . . We figured you’d 

be more at home in your own familiar surroundings. If we can get you to regress enough, 

that is.” 

“Yeah, thanks for that,” Mike states with a hint of sarcasm.  

“I’ve been researching them for days,” Hortense gestures to a thick art book on 

the floor by the wall next to several small cans of paint and brushes.  

“All right,” Mike sighs, realizing there’s just too many of us here to fight, “I guess 

I can change it back in a few days.” 

“Ya see, right there. You’re loosening up a little already,” Hortense beams. 

“It’s already taking effect,” Dugen looks around with pride, “You see, this is all 

for the recreation of the spirit. Let that spirit free.”  

“I just know what works for me, that’s all,” Mike steps down the entry steps.  

“Get this man a drink,” Hortense shrugs, “Loosen him up.” 

These are the people I know. I think we’ll be meeting up later tonight, out at a 

small club or bar. Well, most of us probably. Maybe we’ll run into you. And maybe, 

someday, we’ll take an interest in your life.  
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