The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 33: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper,
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
Astonishment did little to express the surprise of Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, as they
stared at a tiny house plopped down in a clearing in the deep dark scary woods. It was a
corrugated steel house with one wooden window, no doors, and no apparent way in or out other
than the single wooden window. There were three pots in the window and in each pot there were
flowers. But these were no ordinary flowers…these were talking flowers.
How about that?
“Hello weary travelers on the path of adventure and new meanings,” said a big purple flower.
“Hello!” said Crazy Man.
The dog, Sidestepper, said, “Is my mother up there with you? Maybe watering you or
something else mother-like?”
“No,” said the flower. “And you’re a bastard.”
“And I guess you don’t know where to find food,” said Crazy Man.
“Unless you can grow roots into dirt,” said the flower, “you’re out of luck.”
Crazy Man accepted the initial plausibility of the flower’s words and said, “You’re up there on
the second floor of a tiny house with no other way in or out. Don’t you feel trapped?”
“Not at all,” said a smaller flower in a smaller pot. This one was sky blue and spoke with an
arrogant tone. “We’re potted plants, we live in pots. We’re so much more mobile than all those

wild plants out there with their roots digging into the ground…so messy when you move them.
We like it up here…inside where it’s safe.
“Safe?” said the dog, Sidestepper. “Safe from what?”
The flowers in all three pots huddled together and mulled over Crazy Man’s question until they
agreed on a common answer. The big purple flower in the big pot said, “Everything.”
The other flowers appeared to nod agreement by vaguely shaking their leaves…or did they?
“Even our own shadows,” said a moderately large flower in a moderately sized pot. “People
think we lean towards the sun for the light, but we’re just trying to get away from our shadows.”
“They’re really scary,” said the smaller flower in the smaller pot, “Sometimes they stretch right
across the room. They’re scary.”
“But they can’t hurt you,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “They’re just shadows.”
Several potted plants spoke at the same time: “But they’re real! You never know what can
happen when something’s real.”
“And spiders,” said an orange flower in the moderately sized pot. “We’re afraid of spiders.”
“And particles,” said a small shaky plant voice from somewhere behind the pots. “They’re
everywhere.”
“We’re afraid of everything,” said the purple flower. “And we’re all really good at being afraid.
We all have yellow belts in being afraid.”
The dog, Sidestepper, feeling playful and mischievous, kicked up on his hind legs, stuck his
front paws in his ears, wiggled them and said, “Boo.”
All the flowers in all the pots immediately screamed and leaned back into the house…right into
their shadows. They screamed even louder and leaned so far away from their shadows that they
almost fell over the ledge. Seconds or hours later they calmed down and their leaves and roots
stopped shaking.
“That was mean,” said the purple flower. “You shouldn’t make fun of our fears. You bastard.”
“But your fears are stupid,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “You sit up there doing nothing…far
from the aroma of coffee and chocolate...and you miss all the wonder and joy of…how can I put
this?”
“You miss the wonder and joy of this outside thing,” said Crazy Man.
“Yeah, that,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“Oh yeah,” said the orange flower in the moderately sized pot. “And how’s that working for
you? You both look tired, worn out, worm-holed, eaten on the inside by doubts and displeased in
general about the reality of this outside thing.”
“No,” said Crazy Man. “It’s been interesting and we’ve learned a lot.”
The flowers shook and shivered and laughed inappropriately. “We heard that you were attacked
by mean birds and you almost stepped on a banana peel.”
Their nasty words invoked dire memories in the dog, Sidestepper, and he fell to the ground in a
heap of self-pity and inner turmoil. He yelped and slithered around himself in ways too obscene
to be recorded by the written word lest the reader throw up in mid story. In a fit of empathetic
cruelty, Crazy Man shook his gloved fist at the flowers. “You’re ugly flowers and you have short
tentative roots.”

The flowers were shocked. Short roots? Their petals and leaves drooped as if to inspect their
roots for depth. Could a small breeze uproot them? Could a particle attack jeopardize their
rootedness? The flowers were sick with sudden worry.
“Take it back!” yelled a flower somewhere in the mass of the others.
“You’re lying!” yelled another flower who requested that his identity be concealed.
“We have strong, deeply rooted roots,” said the purple flower…and this seemed to calm down
the others. A sense of peace, wellness and deep rootedness suffused the air around the window
and you could almost hear the flowers smiling.
“We’ll be safe up here forever,” said the orange flower in the moderately sized pot. “Nothing
can harm us because our roots are deep and strong and nothing can reach us in our window
ledge.”
The dog, Sidestepper, stopped fomenting on the path of adventure and new meanings and
unfolded his pretzel self into something that looked roughly like a strange dog. “But you’re
missing life!” he shouted and turned his back on he house and its ledge and the stupid flowers.
He started walking back along the path of adventure and new meanings on his long stilt-like legs
with his mini doggie tail wagging victoriously.
Crazy Man looked up at the flowers and said, “I might have a kitchen…but I’m still out here
on the path.” And with those cryptic words, he followed the dog, Sidestepper, down the path of
adventure and new meanings.
The dog, Sidestepper, turned around to stick his tongue out at the flowers but, just as his doggie
drooly tongue began to emerged from the rows of teeth, his eyes widened in horror. Crazy Man
looked back at the window and couldn’t believe his eyes. The shadows were attacking the
flowers…pushing them out of their pots easily because the roots unfortunately were severely
shallow. The two path travelers stared as, one by one, the flowers dropped ignominiously through
the air like psychedelic raindrops and crashed into the ground below. In the window, the shadows
cheered until they realized that the ones casting the shadows were way down there sinking into
the ground…and they disappeared.
Crazy Man shrugged his caped shoulders and said, “There’s something to be learned from
this.”
“I agree,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “And maybe some day we’ll figure out what that is.”
Crazy Man nodded agreement. He looked at the dog, Sidestepper, who was already looking at
him, what with walking sideways and all. “I’m glad I’m not a flower,” he said. “I’d rather be a
pencil or a roll of dimes.”
The dog, Sidestepper, tried to make sense of this for .000003 seconds and changed the subject.
“What do you think lies ahead of us that took us off our own ledges?”
As it happened, Crazy Man had been waiting for the dog, Sidestepper, to ask this question for a
long long time and he’d prepared his answer ages ago. Unfortunately, he’d neglected to write it
down and he’d forgotten it ages ago.
“I don’t know,” he said. “Your mother? Food? Maybe some new meanings. And adventure.”
“Better than a ledge,” said the dog, Sidestepper and he wagged his tail merrily.
“Yep,” said Crazy Man.
Man and dog began skipping down the path of adventure and new meanings, having gone over
the ledge long ago.

To be continued…
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