The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 14: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, find a sanctuary
Every step on the path is a new branch of the path. There is no right branch or left branch, no
Door 1 or Door 2…just one path, one door…guided by the decision of each step or the opening
of a single door. The only way out of the path, one might say, is to stand still, don’t move, don’t
make a decision. And that becomes the path.
“Are you sure you don’t hear some kind of narrative intrusion lurking around in the deep dark
scary woods?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man sniffed the air through a red clown nose that terrified him, but it took a back seat to
the possibility of a narrative intrusion that might possibly lead to food and maybe offer a clue or
two about this outside thing. Possibly some nouns and verbs relating to lost kitchens. He perked
his ears into the air and pointed them at various likely spots for narrative intrusions in the deep
dark scary woods. He wondered if his mind, being in one dimension and his body in another…if
this might be disrupting the narrative interloping in some kind of inter-dimensional mix-up. After
an indeterminate time of vexing thoughts, he arrived at a conclusion: “Nope.”
The dog, Sidestepper, cast Crazy Man a suspicious look. “Nothing about a path? Doors?”
“Nope.”

This appeared to satisfy the dog, Sidestepper, so he moved on to other things. “Are you sure
now?” With maybe a bit of faltering.
“Nope.”
Which didn’t exactly help the faltering.
The dog, Sidestepper, was stuck in a conundrum. He wasn’t exactly sure what the conundrum
was…and he wasn’t sure what a conundrum was…so he changed the subject: “Are you sure
you’re not my mother?”
“I’m not your mother,” said Crazy Man flatly. ‘I’m nobody’s mother,” said Crazy Man with
conviction. “And you’re a bastard,” said Crazy Man, holding back a chuckle that nearly cracked
both his eyes…in a mirthful way.
“And you might have a kitchen,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
And the pair burst out laughing, bobbing up and down, heads spinning, eyes rolling in their
sockets like beach balls washing into the shores of…
Crazy Man grabbed the dog, Sidestepper’s tail and yelled in a warbly bird-like voice as he
pointed with his Groucho Marx nose (which terrified him) in the direction of a clearing in the
deep dark scary woods. And in that clearing by the path of adventure and new meanings was a
picnic bench. They stared in awe. For a long time. Just staring for the pure joy of staring. At a
picnic bench.
“Maybe we should sit down,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man nodded reverent agreement and they approached the bench with caution, slowly.
Imagine a CAUTION sign falling out of the sky at one inch per hour. That slowly. And one day,
they were there, beside the picnic bench.
“Hello, weary travellers along the path of adventure and new meanings,’ said the picnic bench.
“Sit on me and rest your weary bones.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, wasted no time sitting on opposite sides of the bench.
They shifted and changed postures, remarked on the fine craftsmanship that went into the
making of such a beautiful bench, and they settled in comfortably, feeling groovy on their very
own picnic bench.
“How did you happen to be here in the middle of the deep dark scary woods?” said the dog,
Sidestepper with genuine interest.
“That’s a long story,” said the bench. “It all started when…”
“Do you know where we can find food?” said Crazy Man.
A sense of annoyance flowed through the wood grain of the bench and congregated
uncomfortably under Crazy Man’s butt.
“It’s impolite to interrupt a picnic bench when it’s about to spill the beans…and I’ve had a lot
of beans spilled on me, I’ll tell you,” said the bench. “And mustard. And ketchup. And relish.
And bird goo…bird goo is not good luck. It stinks. It’s wet and gooey and doesn’t go with my
beautiful wood grain.”
“Are you our sanctuary in the deep dark scary woods?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I’m nobody’s sanctuary,” said the bench. “And you’re a bastard. And if you want to sit on me,
you have to listen to me.”
Crazy Man nodded semi-emphatically to the dog, Sidestepper, and said, “I could do with more
tales of mustard and ketchup.”

The dog, Sidestepper thought about this for about thirty-three and a half seconds and said,
“There’s more to this bench than appearance.”
This unexpected comment pleased the bench so much that it jumped up and down, nearly
spilling the traveling duo into the deep dark scary woods. But not quite…Crazy Man and the
dog, Sidestepper, were used to holding on dearly to unrealities. They weathered the jumping.
Hours after the jumping subsided and the heartbeats of man, dog and wood returned to normal
in the widest sense of the word “normal,’ (and heart) the bench flooded its wood with pleasant
vibrations and Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were alleviated of all their worldly cares.
“Thank you for not spilling food on me,” said the bench.
Crazy Man relished the compliment but wished that he actually had some food to spill on the
bench. “Do you have a story,” he said, “that ends with deep fried turkey?”
“Turkeys shit on me,” said the bench. “They jump up on me and shit on me. It’s sometimes
more than I can bear…turkeys shitting on me.”
A sudden wave of bench empathy engulfed the very essence of the two and they howled their
empathy into the skies, right through the cloudy things, and into unexplored vistas of space and
time. This went on for three and a half seconds…a powerful and timeless three and a half
seconds, before they shut the empathy down and Crazy Man said, “Turkeys are bastards.”
“But I wouldn’t mind eating one,” said the dog, Sidestepper. He immediately pointed his eyes
and ears at a patch of grass beside the bench. “Over there,” he said, “where we could spill turkey
all over the grass.”
This ignited a mass protest of grass. Thousands of blades of grass shivered and shook and
waved their blades in the dimming sun and spoke, “Grass is not your garbage can.”
And everything went silent until Crazy Man said, “So…no turkey?”
The ambience around the bench filled with agreement that turkeys, though bastards, should not
be eaten on benches or grass. The ramifications were beyond the bench, grass and travellers, so
everyone decided it was time to dance. Crazy Man did the Watusi on the top of the bench while
the dog, Sidestepper, did the Canine Hump from a sitting position (Note: try not to envision
this…you won’t sleep), the bench shimmied in a woody way and the grass danced Flamingo in
the dying light.
And the bench unleashed its stories of meals and diapers and squished cigarettes and…
…Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, snored.
After a few minutes that might have been days or seconds, they woke. It was getting dark along
the path of adventure and new meanings. The woods were getting deeper…darker…scarier. They
closed in around the clearing in a you-can’t-stop-the-cycles-of-day-and-night way that sent chills
of threat through the clearing.
“I think it’s time for you to go,” said the bench.
Words. They can be daggers. Swords. Flame throwers. Killers of comfort ordered online from
questionable retailers.
The dog, Sidestepper, looked at Crazy Man and said, “Did you hear that?”
“Hear what?” said Crazy Man.
“Yeah,” said the bench. “I think it’s time you go.”
“Not that,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “The other voice.”

Crazy Man kind of cuddled into the bench in a non-sexual way and said, “He gets this way
sometimes.
“Oh,” said the bench. “But it’s still time to leave. Things are talking.”
Just what Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, didn’t want to hear…things…and now they’re
talking. They extracted themselves from the bench…no small feat for a dog with ungodly legs
and a crazy guy trying to maneuver through two dimensions without knowing which one he was
in and if he had a kitchen or not.
But they did it and they were back on the path of adventure and new meanings with the bench
and the grass in the clearing waving goodbye to them in their specific bench and grass ways
which were heavily influenced by their mutual distaste for turkey waste.
Just as the two were about to wave back to the clearing, it was attacked by the deep dark scary
woods…and turkeys. Angry turkeys. Bench-ripping, grass-hating, angry turkeys with deep dark
scary woods support. It was forest carnage.
But just one more step in the path for our recently rested path-traveling companions.
“You’re slipping,” said Crazy Man, peering into the twilight ahead.
“How’s that?”
“You didn’t ask the bench if it was your mother.”
The dog, Sidestepper, looked at Crazy Man as though he was crazy or something. “Do I look
like I came from wood?”
“Well…”
And Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, laughed into the enveloping night and all the horrors
it was certain to bring.
To be continued…
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