
The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper 

Episode 36: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, and the short cut 

(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.) 

“Hey guys,” said a lake as Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stood on a wooden deck by a 
lake veering off from the deep dark scary woods. “Taking the path of adventure and new 
meanings around me is going to take forever. Why don’t you just walk across me. My ice is deep 
and supportive. For the most part.” 
   The dog, Sidestepper, was sure the lake wasn’t his mother and Crazy Man was certain that no 
food would come of this, but he had a question: “What do you mean by ‘for the most part’?” 
   “Well,” said the lake, “I’m a short cut and, like all short cuts, I’m kind of a gamble.” 
   “So why should we gamble when we can walk around the lake on the deep supportive surface 
of the path of adventure and new meanings,” said Crazy Man. 
   “But the odds are in your favor,” said the lake. “You have a ninety-nine percent chance of 
making it across me and save yourself valuable time.” 
   “And what about the other one percent?” said the dog, Sidestepper. 
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   “You fall through the ice and die from drowning and freezing at the same time. It usually 
doesn’t happen though. All sorts of critters cross me when I’m frozen over. It saves them 
valuable time.” 
   “And none of those critters fall through the broken ice to drown and freeze?” said Crazy Man. 
   “Well,” said the lake, “not the small ones. Some of the larger ones, like dinosaurs, fall 
through.” 
   “Dinosaurs cross you?” said Crazy Man. 
   “Not lately,” said the lake, “but I accidentally swallowed a moose last winter. Had a bit of a 
warm spell…shook the ice mantle up a little. Still got its bones down there somewhere. So...do 
you value your time?” 
   One thing the dog, Sidestepper, was sure of: this lake was definitely not his mother. “But,” he 
said, “we value our lives even more.” 
   “I get it,” said the lake. “Life is sweet and we just don’t get enough of it. So, really, you want to 
spend what valuable time you do have on valuable things…like getting to where you’re going as 
fast as possible so that you can do valuable things there.” 
   “But we’re not in a hurry,” said the dog, Sidestepper. 
   “Not in a hurry?” said the lake. “Everyone’s in a hurry! We all have places to go, things to do, 
things to think about in a variety of geographical locations! Of course you’re in a hurry! C’mon, 
the odds are in your favor! Cross me while I’m frozen!” 
   The lake’s exuberance was contagious. Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, jumped up and 
down and shouted, “Yay!” for more than an ephemeral moment but less than eternal. The lake 
was happy to see their enthusiasm and started to sing… 
    
   Walk on me 
   I want you to walk on me 
   I miss your feet on me (and your paws) 
   So walk on me  
   Please walk on me 
   And I’ll try not to kill you 

   This was the first time a lake had ever sung to Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper. They were 
paralyzed with gratitude and euphoria. There were no words to describe the ecstatic merriment in 
their eyes. Fortunately. They started to dance. The dog, Sidestepper’s, stilt legs moved like a 
stack of curtain rods falling off a shelf. Crazy Man kept tripping on his clown boots (which 
terrified him…the clown boots, not the tripping).  
   In the distance, at the far end of the lake, a fish jumped. Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, 
just happened to be looking into the distance as the fish jumped and they both stopped dancing 
and stared, looking for more jumping fish.  
   “A fish just jumped out of you,” said Crazy Man 
   “Nope,” said the lake. “You must be looking at some other lake. I’m frozen over. My fish don’t 
jump. They just hang around down in my depths and wait for spring.” 
   “No!” said Crazy Man. “We saw it. Way over there at your other end.” 



   “Probably an optical illusion left over from the summer,” said the lake. “We get a lot of that 
around here.” 
   “No,” said Crazy Man. “It’s in you.  
   “Don’t know how that could happen,” said the lake. “I’m frozen. Have been for months.” 
   “I think we’ll take the long way around,” said Crazy Man. The dog, Sidestepper, nodded 
agreement.  
   “OK,” said the lake. “If you want to waste valuable time…that’s on you. Don’t say I never 
tried to help.” 
   Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, walked away from the deck, away from the lake and 
along the path leading through the deep dark scary woods…confident that no fish would jump up 
through the path.  
   “Some day you’ll look back on this day,” called the lake after them. “And you’ll wish you had 
the time you would have saved by taking my short cut.” 
   Crazy Man stared the lake straight in the ice and snow and said, “You were going to drown us, 
weren’t you.” 
   The lake thought about this for a moment and decided the gig was up. “Ok, ok…you got me. 
Yeah, I was going to drown you and I would have if the damn fish had just stayed in my water.” 
   “But why were you going to drown us?” said the dog, Sidestepper. 
   “Um…just for the hell of it, I guess,” said the lake. “Just like people throw beer cans in me just 
for the hell of it.” 
   “But we didn’t throw beer cans in you,” said the dog, Sidestepper. 
   “But I bet you know someone who did,” said the lake.”  
   “Nope,” said the dog, Sidestepper. 
   “Nope,” said Crazy Man. 
   “OK,” said the lake. “My apologies. Maybe I’ll see you next winter?” 
   “Probably not,” said the dog, Sidestepper.  
   And with that the two continued down the path of adventure and new meanings with the 
splashing of fish jumping in the open water of the short cut. 

To be continued… 

© Biff Mitchell  
www.biffmitchell.com   
Check out the blog at: www.crazymanadventures.com

http://www.biffmitchell.com
http://www.crazymanadventures.com

