The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 61: Wherein Crazy Man and the Dog Sidestepper play grammar roulette
(New here? Click here to see what it's all about.)
“So, how come you don’t look like the squirrel?” said Crazy Man.
“Because I’m a dog,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “and that’s a squirrel.”
“But you’re both dead,” said Crazy Man.
“Things are not always what they seem,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
At which point the squirrel bounded straight up several feet and landed on all four legs. It turned toward
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, with wide crazy eyes and said, “Dead is a state of mind I refuse to
accept.”
The squirrel began dancing an I’ve-just-cheated-death jig when an 18-wheeler thundered by and turned
the squirrel into road kill paper.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, watched in horror as a sudden breeze lifted the pieces of squirrel
paper bit-by-bit and blew them away like an unfinished story.
“I don’t get it,” said Crazy Man.
“I don’t think the squirrel got it either,” said the dog, Sidestepper.

“I don’t mean the squirrel,” said Crazy Man. “I saw you die.”
“Not really,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “I was high off that smart-mouth needle. So were you. Your
head exploded all over the sky. The deep dark scary woods played The Monster Mash while you went
crazy-man all over the place. You grabbed my tail. You tore fur off it. It’s on the key chain in your pocket.
You were a bastard.”
Crazy Man blushed deeply as the memories came back. He knew it was, the dog, Sidestepper’s, fur on
the key chain and he wondered how he was going to put it back. There was so little body to put it on. And
he wondered where he even got the key chain. He had no keys. All he had were questions. “What happened to you? There was nothing left of you.” He reached down deep into his pocket and pulled out the
key chain. “Except this,” he said, dangling the furry key chain in front of the dog, Sidestepper’s, nose.
“You can keep the fur,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “I was just joking when I said I wanted it back.”
“Where did you go?” said Crazy Man. His voice rang out like a ping pong match on amphetamines,
streaking between desperation and elation. “I woke up face down in the mud and you were gone.”
“Yes,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “I woke up somewhere else and I was gone…gone from everything.”
He spun his tiny body around on this long stilt legs and faced Crazy Man. His eyes were calm. “I was
saved by grammar…or at least a grammar mistake.”
Crazy Man sighed. He felt another long boring lecture on the use of commas coming on and prepared to
sleep.
“Death is the final period at the end of a long sentence,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Here it comes, thought Crazy Man. His eyes were already beginning to narrow for sleep.
“But death made a mistake with me…a grammar mistake,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man took the bait. “What kind of mistake?”
“Used a comma instead of a period,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “Left open the possibility of lots more
subjects, nouns, compound sentence structures, participle phrases and maybe even the occasional split
infinitive.”
“I still don’t get it,” said Crazy Man.
The dog, Sidestepper, bared his teeth with an ear-to-ear canine smile that troubled Crazy Man deeply.
“Death accidentally put my story’s ending on hold. At least until someone edits the story. I might be in
some trouble then, but who cares about grammar these days? I might live forever.”
This made sense to Crazy Man at some inexplicable level and the two continued along the path of adventure and new meanings quietly, just feeling each other’s presence until the dog, Sidestepper, said, “So
what’s the key chain for?”
Crazy Man tightened his grip on the key chain, which was back in his pocket, taking care not to look
down in case he caught sight of the big red boots that terrified him. “I don’t know. It was just there…with
your fur on it. Don’t a have clue what it’s for. I don’t even have a key.”
“Maybe that’s it,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“What’s it?” said Crazy Man.
“Our mission,” said the dog Sidestepper. “We have to find the key that goes with the key chain.”
“But what’s it for?” said Crazy Man.
“Maybe we’ll find that out when we find the key.”
“Maybe it’s a key to a map leading to food,” said Crazy Man. His eyes went into musing mode.
“Chocolate coated caramel popcorn, shepherd’s pie without peas, bran muffins without raisins…”
“Maybe it’ll unlock the doors keeping out world peace and good will…”
“Maybe it leads to free stuff.”
“Maybe it opens a treasure chest full of wisdom and enlightenment.”
“I’m not sure how wisdom and enlightenment taste,” said Crazy Man. “I think I’ll settle for the map to
food. Or free stuff.”
The dog, Sidestepper’s ears suddenly shot up and his eyes brightened. “Maybe it’s the key to the house
you might have with the kitchen you might have and the pizza pan you might have.”
Crazy Man perked up. If he had a kitchen, he probably had a refrigerator with food in it, and maybe
everything he needed to make a pizza on the pizza pan he might have. “So how do we find the key?” he
said.
The dog, Sidestepper, turned his head toward the path ahead of them. “I guess we just keep following
the path of adventure and new meanings,” he said.

This made sense to Crazy Man so he checked for 18-wheelers and, seeing none, he danced a jig because
he was so happy to be with the dog, Sidestepper, once again on the path of adventure and new meanings.
Yes, he was with the dog, Sidestepper again. He was…
“Where were you,” he said, “while death was making grammar errors? You were with your mother.”
The dog, Sidestepper, smiled. Crazy Man looked away. “That’s a long story. Wanna hear it?”
“Are there lectures in it?” said Crazy Man.
“No lectures,” said the Dog, Sidestepper.
And the two continued their journey on the path of adventure and new meanings while the dog, Sidestepper, told Crazy Man the strangest of stories.

To be continued…
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