
The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper 

Episode 3: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, Meet a Being That Turns Out Not To Be 
Anybody’s Mother 

“HOLD ON YOU TWO!” said a voice that seemed to come out of nowhere along the path to 
adventure and new meanings.  
   Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked around in extreme puzzlement but could see 
nothing that might have yelled at them. They looked at each other. They looked at the path ahead 
of them and behind them. They looked at the sky. They looked at each other, suspecting a joke. 
They looked into the meaning of things until it started to provoke thought so they quickly looked 
away…thought being painful and all. They looked deep into the surrounding woods but they saw 
no one who could have yelled at them.  
   “I’M HERE, YOU FOOLS!” said the voice. 
   Crazy Man removed his biker helmet so that he could get a better sense of direction, still being 
new to this outside thing. The dog, Sidestepper, took off his ear muffs and looked around with 
hope in his eyes. “Are you my mother?” he yelled. “You bastard!” 
   “NO! I’M NOT YOUR MOTHER!” said the voice. “I’M NOBODY’S MOTHER! AND 
YOU’RE A BASTARD!” 
   “Then who are you?” said Crazy Man. “And why are you yelling? Where are you? Are you the 
food we were waiting for?” 



   A sudden silence suffused the air around the two travellers. It was a very subtle silence full of 
nothing and the promise of still more nothing. Its emptiness continued in such a way as to fulfill 
its promise of still more nothing…until, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to yell. It’s just that…nobody 
ever listens to me. They just…” Sobs, wheezes, snorts and bawling tumbled out of a knot hole in 
a tree with boughs shrugged into resignation.  
   Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked in horror at the crying tree until their horror gave 
way to empathy and they both started crying as well. Crazy Man, eyes gushing waves of water, 
jumped up and down with empathy so high and so hard that he almost penetrated that other 
dimension where his mind was or maybe where his body was if this was the dimension where his 
mind was and he was hallucinating that his body was here, in this dimension. The dog, 
Sidestepper, crashed through the air screaming and crying as his little body fell to the path of 
adventure and new meanings because his long legs buckled under the weight of his anguish.  
   The three of them cried for days, weeks and possibly eons until Crazy Man’s lymphatic system 
ran out of water to feed tears to his eyes. The dog, Sidestepper, noticed that Crazy Man’s head 
had stopped spinning with remorse and so he stopped crying and spent the rest of the morning 
(or was it afternoon?) pushing his little body upright on his four very long legs that caused him to  
step sideways. The shrugging tree stopped wailing and picked up exactly where it had left off 
“…ignore me. So I have to yell to get anybody’s attention around here.” 
   The sky was blue with little white bumps that might have been clouds. But the sky had nothing 
to do with the story anyway, so everybody ignored it. 
   Crazy Man said, “You called us FOOLS, you bastard.” 
   “I’m sorry,” said the tree through its knot mouth. “I didn’t mean to bark at you like that.” 
   Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, glanced at each other and Crazy Man said, “I might have 
a kitchen…with a saw in it.” 
   The tree ignored him and continued its litany of self pity. “You both look like reasonable 
beings and I have a feeling that you might be the ones to finally listen to me.” 
   The dog, Sidestepper, looked at Crazy Man and said, “You keep your saw in your kitchen?” 
   Crazy Man thought about this and said, “Where else would I keep it?” 
   “Maybe in the garage,” said the dog, Sidestepper.  
   “I have a garage?” said Crazy Man. “And a car? I have a car?” 
   The dog, Sidestepper, looked Crazy Man up and down and said, “Probably not.” 
  Just as Crazy Man was about to start crying again because he had no garage and no car (but he 
might have had a kitchen), the tree said, “I have a story to tell you.” 
   The dog, Sidestepper, said, “He doesn’t listen to stories very well.” He pointed at Crazy Man. 
“His mind might be in another dimension. Or the other way around.” 
  The tree radiated its presence at Crazy Man and said, “If you don’t listen to me,  I’ll fall on 
you.” 
   Crazy Man’s eyes opened all over his head and he hurriedly put the biker’s helmet back on. In 
a suddenly subdued voice, he rasped, “I’ll listen, you bastard.” 
   So Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stood on the path of adventure and new meanings and 
listened earnestly, lest the tree fall on them. 
   The tree began its story. “It was a dark and stormy night…” 
   The dog, Sidestepper, looked at Crazy Man and said, “I think I’ve heard this story before.” 



   “Me too,” said Crazy Man. 
   The tree ignored them and continued. “I was a happy little seed, answering the call, blowing in 
the wind.” 
   “Can we just skip to the good parts?” said Crazy man. “We’re kind of in a hurry to see what it’s 
all about, this outside thing.” 
   The tree rattled its branches and shook its leaves. “OK…OK…but it won’t have the same 
meaning without backstory, you bastards.”  
   “Are there any dirty parts to this story?” said Crazy Man. “I have refurbished morals that I 
don’t want to have to repair again.” 
   The tree tried to make sense out of what Crazy Man had just said and failed…utterly. So it 
continued its story. “It was another dark and stormy night. I was fully grown. No longer a seed 
blowing the wind. I was planted. Rooted. I had a nice trunk.”  
   Crazy Man raised his eyebrows but before he could speak, the tree said, “I was lichen-free. I 
soared into the sky with reckless abandon.” 
   Little white bumps in the sky that might have been clouds stopped for a moment to listen to the 
tree but upon realizing they were being ignored went back to being just little white bumps in the 
blue sky.   
   “My leaves changed colours with the seasons. I was beautiful in the Fall…a blazing rainbow…
a fiery sea of chromatic wonder, like right now…and rich green in the summer. My Spring buds 
were…” The tree stopped talking when it heard a strange sound. It emanated from the two 
travellers. They were snoring. They’d fallen asleep, standing up. “YOU BASTARDS!” screamed 
the tree. 
   Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, snapped into wakefulness, though Crazy Man was a bit 
slower because it was uncertain in which dimension the was snapping into wakefulness.  
   The tree wailed. “NOBODY LISTENS TO ME. NOBODY LISTENS TO ME.” This continued 
for several minutes, or days, while Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, watched with extreme 
empathy, tears flooding their eyes, remorse circling their heads like little dark clouds. Finally, 
Crazy Man said, “I’m still getting to know this outside thing and trying to remember if I have a 
kitchen while myself and the dog, Sidestepper, follow the path of adventure and new meanings. 
And maybe we’ll find his mother.” Crazy Man looked at the dog, Sidestepper, and then at the 
tree and said, “You sort of look alike…his long legs and all. Are you sure you’re not his 
mother?” 
   It started off as a subtle subterranean vibration that emanated from the ground under the path 
and the tree. It grew stronger until it was a rumble surrounding them. It was an ominous rumble, 
a bone-chilling rumble like something out of ten killer shark movies scrunched into a three 
minute commercial. The ground around the tree started to erupt with white things like thick 
white worms, writhing and ululating all around the tree. Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, 
looked at each other in a way that suggested concern. They looked back at the ground and to 
their horror saw the thick white worms breaking out of the ground and it occurred to them that 
these were no worms, these were no ground burrowing soil fertilizing entities…these were roots. 
Angry roots. Angry homicidal roots and they were erupting from the ground like a deadly swarm 
of white snakes without the eyes and flicking tongues…just sheer murderous roots and they were 
oozing through the ground toward them like a spilled bowl of spaghetti without sauce as the tree 



began to laugh like a maniac on bad weed. Its branches shook madly. Its leaves performed 
macabre dances. Its trunk undulated obscenely like a drunken can-can dancer with eels for legs. 
It screamed, “I’LL SHOW YOU WHAT THE STUFF OF DIRT WATER AND WIND CAN DO! 
NOBODY LISTENS TO ME BUT YOU’LL LISTEN TO ME NOW WHEN I ROOT YOU 
OUT! YOU BASTARDS! I’M NOBODY’S MOTHER!” 
   Fortunately, the dog, Sidestepper, had a portable flame thrower for just such occasions. 
Unfortunately, he’d left it somewhere in his search for his mother so he and Crazy Man did the 
only reasonable thing; they stuck their tongues out at the tree and ran like hell down the path of 
adventure and new meanings…the dog, Sidestepper, having difficulty keeping up with Crazy 
Man in keeping with running sideways but was compensated by Crazy Man having to run in two 
dimensions at the same time.  
   They ran and they ran and they ran. They ran through the day. They ran through the night. They 
ran into time. They ran out of time. They ran for the hell of it. They ran for the heaven of it. They 
ran until they forgot why they were running, at which point they stopped running.  
   They stopped running and they gawked; in fact, their eyes bulged with gawking so much that it 
was some kind of miracle their eyes didn’t pop out of their heads and tumble onto the path of 
adventure and new meanings. They had no words for what they saw… 
    

To be continued… 
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