
The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper 

Episode 1: Crazy Man meets the dog, Sidestepper, and they decide to follow the path to adven-
ture and new meanings 

One day Crazy Man stepped outside to see what it was all about. He’d been under his bed crying 
and drinking wine for so long that he couldn’t remember what he was crying about and he’d run 
out of wine. He wasn’t much of a socialite to begin with, what with his brain existing in one di-
mension and his body in another. Or was it the other way around? Anyways, he’d long since for-
gotten what it was all about, this outside thing.  
   He lived in a hovel at the exact end of the world. He knew this for certain because he’d mea-
sured it one time. He’d done a few calculations, some adding and subtracting, some guessing 
(shrewd, informed guessing) and he’d made a few decisions, the most relevant of them being: 
My hovel is at the exact end of the world. He wasn’t sure what this meant, but then, he wasn’t 
sure what anything meant but he knew that everything was going to change because he was step-
ping outside to see what it was all about. 
   The first thing he saw was a dog walking sideways. It was a small dog and it was black with 
white polka dots and it had very long legs; in fact, its legs were so long that it looked like a dog’s 



body sitting on top of stilts. He wondered if this was why the dog was walking sideways so he 
decided to ask. After all, he wanted to see what it was all about, this outside thing. 
   “Hello, dog,” he said in a friendly, curious voice. “I was wondering why you’re walking side-
ways. Is it because of your long stilt-like legs, or is it just for the hell of it?” 
   The dog stopped walking and stared at Crazy Man. Its eyes were white with black polka dots, 
one in each white eye, like certain cartoon dogs that Crazy Man seemed to remember reading 
about when he was very young, which could have been yesterday or the day before. Living in 
two dimensions can be confusing. 
   The dog stared at Crazy Man for a long time. It could have been minutes, it could have been 
days or years. Or maybe the dog was bluffing and wasn’t actually staring at Crazy Man. Maybe 
the dog didn’t exist. The dog walked sideways toward Crazy Man and barked. Then it bit him on 
the nose.  
   Yep, it did exist. Unless of course the pain from the bite didn’t exist.  
   “Ow!” said Crazy Man. 
   Yep, it did exist. Unless of course Crazy Man didn’t exist.  
   So, just to prove that he did exist, he bit the dog on the nose. 
   “Ow!” said the dog, confirming that he did in fact exist and therefore, Crazy Man existed and 
just to further prove the point, the dog licked Crazy Man’s face. 
   “Gross!” said Crazy Man. He wished that he had a knife or a spoon to cut the dog into bite-
sized pieces but he couldn’t remember if he had a kitchen or not. The dog collapsed on its ass 
with its tongue lolling out of its mouth and said, “Are you my long lost mother who left me when 
I was just a pup and thus deprived me of love and affection which eventually caused my legs to 
grow faster than the rest of me? You bastard.”  
   Crazy Man thought about this. He couldn’t remember being a mother. But then, he couldn’t 
remember much of anything. There’s this theory that memory resides in the human body right 
down to the cellular level…like your liver stores memories and has stories to tell. So, with Crazy 
Man’s body in one dimension (storing memories) and his brain in another dimension (trying to 
remember)…sometimes cross-dimension wires get crossed, connections get broken…mind/body 
suddenly don’t work so well together. So…Crazy Man said, “No! I’m not your mother and 
you’re a bastard!” 
   The dog was devastated.  
   Maybe some background on the dog. His name was Sidestepper. Go figure. When was the last 
time you heard that? Go figure. When you’re between dimensions, these things become irrele-
vant. What we should be talking about here is Crazy Man’s response to the dog, Sidestepper. 
Though he didn’t know that until the dog said, “I’m Sidestepper.” 
   To which Crazy Man replied, “I’m not your mother.” 
   “I know that now, you bastard,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “But I’m going to tell you all about 
myself anyway.” 
   Crazy Man was taken aback (a not too pleasant expression of emotion considering what it did 
to his eyes). He was so taken aback that he forgot about cutting the dog, Sidestepper, into micro-
pieces with a spoon and said, “This better be good. I might have a kitchen. I might have spoons.” 



   At some level Crazy Man understood that the dog, Sidestepper, understood that he understood 
in some kind of messed-up quantum existential way. In fact, they both understood this. So the 
dog, Sidestepper, told his story.  
   Or at least he tried. Crazy Man, living in two dimensions and all, got bored and walked away to 
maybe find something more interesting in the other dimension.  
   But he didn’t. Must have been a Monday morning which, as we all know, is the most boring 
day of the week in every dimension. So he turned to the dog, Sidestepper, and said, “I’ll listen to 
your story, but if you ever call me Mummy, I’ll slice you into pieces with a pizza pan. And I just 
might have one in the kitchen I might have.” 
   The dog, Sidestepper, agreed to Crazy Man’s terms and was kind of glad that Crazy Man 
wasn’t his mother. He licked his chops as dogs are want to do and said, “I was on my way to a 
new life until you interrupted my train of thought, and now I forget where and what that new life 
could be. You bastard.” 
   Crazy Man burst into tears. His face was swollen like a raisin with despondency. His eyes 
leaked profusely. His body wracked and shook with remorse. He was a mess. “I’m so sorry!” he 
bawled. “I didn’t mean to destroy your new life.” He tore frantically at his face, which was round 
and worried looking. “I’ve always wanted you to have a new life. It’s been my dream for at least 
the last two minutes.” He made a bunch of humorous and not-humorous faces and belched a lot 
before saying, “Can you ever forgive me?” 
   The dog, Sidestepper, bounced up and down on his stilt legs and exhibited the most endearing 
of all puppy smiles even though he was far from being a puppy, being 94 years old and not a day 
younger. All this bouncing and smiling brought Crazy Man out of his fit of self-pity and he start-
ed jumping up and down and smiling as well. It was sort of a spontaneous jumping up and down 
and smiling party. Everyone was invited, but nobody came.  
   Except Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper. 
  After a few days, Crazy Man noticed that he and the dog, Sidestepper, were the only two people 
in the whole world who were jumping up and down and maybe it was time to do something else.  
   “Let’s do something else,” said Crazy Man. 
   “Yeah,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “This jumping up and down is soaking away all my doggie 
energy. What do you think we should do?” 
   “Maybe we should stop jumping up and down,” said Crazy Man. 
   “Good idea!”  
   And so Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stopped jumping up and down. A silent calm 
spread through the atoms and molecules of the air and the ground around the two post-partiers. 
They stood still, listening to the non-sound of their mutual environment, until Crazy Man said, 
“I’m on a mission to find out everything there is to know about this outside thing. I’ve been un-
der my bed drinking wine and crying and feeling sorry for myself for no reason that I can re-
member or comprehend and I think it’s time to do something else.” Crazy Man’s eyes bobbed 
around in their sockets in a disturbing manner as he shook his head up and down and side to side 
to add impetus to his words. 
   The dog, Sidestepper, slipped his tongue out of his mouth until it lolled indolently over his lips, 
causing Crazy Man to back up a few steps to avoid being licked a second time. “You’re not go-
ing to…” 



   “No, that’s just a little thing I do when I’m face-to-face with someone who shakes his head un-
til his eyes bob around. It’s nothing personal.” He pointed to a path that led into a screamingly 
colorful horizon that was filled with thunderstorms, balmy skies, earthquakes, volcanoes, bars 
and lots of other stuff worth exploring. “Let’s follow that path and see if we can make it to the 
other end alive and sane.” He looked Crazy Man up and down and said, “Well, alive. Let’s get 
there alive.” 
   “What do you mean by alive?” said Crazy Man. He spun his head around a few times for em-
phasis. 
   “Not much,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “At least now. Once we get to the other side, we can 
add up all the adventure and see if it means anything.” 
   “That sounds complicated,” said Crazy Man. “Can we just walk along the path and look at 
things?” 
   The dog, Sidestepper, blinked. It was a strange sight, seeing all that white with black polka dots 
in the center suddenly closing like when spies send messages to ships using lanterns. “OK, let’s 
just walk along the path and see what we see.” 
   Crazy Man started jumping up and down and singing songs he didn’t know until the dog, Side-
stepper, said, “Let’s be alone. Let’s be responsible for each other’s actions as we travel the path.” 
   Crazy Man stopped jumping up and down and said, “That’s exactly what I’ve always wanted to 
do ever since I was just a crazy baby lying under my crib with a bottle of milk feeling sorry for 
myself.” 
   And so…Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stepped and sidestepped onto the path looking 
for adventure and new meanings but, nothing they really had to think about. 
   Hopefully.

To be continued… 
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