The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 75: Wherein Crazy Man and the Dog Sidestepper,
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
In the not so distant past, a bald guy suggested that we’ll be judged by how we treat the weakest
among us but he neglected to say who the judges will be. Some think it will be aliens and some
think it will be a deity but for the most part nobody really seems to give a shit.
“Hey,” said the dog, Sidestepper, who was facing Crazy Man, being a sidestepper and all. “I
just had a weird thought.”
“What was your weird thought?” said Crazy Man with a smirk that said…been listening to
voices in your head again?
The dog, Sidestepper, noticed the tone but ignored it. There were no voices in his head. It was
just one voice and it wasn’t in his head. It was it the air. It lined the side of the path of adventure
and new meanings like strips of paper placed over a toilet seat. It fell out of the sky like a bird on
fire and, just as he was about to speak, the path of adventure and new meanings went off-course
once more and spilled out of the deep dark scary woods and onto a deep not-so-dark scary sidewalk.
“Look,” said the dog, Sidestepper, pointing to a plastic crate and a gym bag on the sidewalk.
“I’ve heard of abandoned people nests before but I’ve never seen one.
“What’s a people nest?” said Crazy Man, suddenly intrigued.

“It’s minimalist housing for those who don’t want to mow lawns or color-coordinate kitchen
utensils,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “For some, it’s freedom on the go; for others, it’s a holding
cell before their number is called.”
“Sort of like us?” said Crazy Man.
The dog, Sidestepper, thought about this. He couldn’t remember ever having mowed a lawn
and he sure as hell never wanted to color-coordinate kitchen utensils. That would be crazy.
“Yep,” he said, “just like us.”
“No, you’re not,” said the plastic crate. “You can check out any time you want, but we’re stuck
here forever. And then some.”
“Why don’t you just go somewhere else?” said Crazy Man.
“Where?” said the crate.
Crazy Man looked around to see if there was a nice place for the crate to go. Seeing none, he
said, “Maybe you could come with us.”
“Where are you going?” said the crate.
“We don’t know,” said Crazy Man. “But we’re hoping there will be a mother and a map to food
somewhere in our travels.”
“I know nothing about mothers and maps,” said the crate, “but a coin in the cup would be welcome.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, noticed a paper coffee cup on the sidewalk beside the
crate. Crazy Man searched his pockets for a coin. He had none. And of course, the dog, Sidestepper, had no pockets. However, he did carry a dime around in his mouth just for the hell of it. He
dropped the coin into the cup along with a big gob of dog saliva goo.
The crate thanked him and promised him a special place in heaven even though he was a bastard.
“I wasn’t always like this,” said the crate. “I used to belong to an audiophile who filled me with
valuable records, some of which were collector’s items. I was part of a dozen crates forming a
wall of potential sound. I was so happy.”
“What happened,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“The collector decided to collect rocks instead. He sold all his music, leaving us crates empty
and useless,” said the crate. “We were tossed into the streets where we became chairs.”
In a rare act of non-invasive empathy for chairs that had seen music and then lost music, the
dog, Sidestepper, did something completely non-dog, Sidestepperish…he howled at the moon.
Unfortunately, it was daytime and there was no moon.
“Where’s the damn moon when you need it?” he muttered.
“That’s OK,” said the crate. “I appreciate the effort. Usually, everybody just walks by me as
though I don’t exist. Sometimes I ignore myself as though I don’t exist. They treat me like they
treat the two of you.”
“How’s that?” said Crazy Man.
“Like a bastard,” said the crate.
Sometimes you’re not immediately sure if you want to kill something because you have a difficult time figuring out if the something needs to be killed. This thought flicked through Crazy
Man’s mind for a second or two.
“Were you attacked by mean birds?” said Crazy Man.

“No,” said the crate. “They just shit on me all day…like everything else.”
“If we stick around,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “will my mother come and sit on you?”
“No,” said the crate, “and you’re still a bastard.”
“Did a lake try to drown you in icy water?” said Crazy Man.
“No,” said the crate. “But I get rained on a lot. And snowed on. And sometimes smashed
around, spit on and bitten…by angry squirrels.”
“Angry squirrels are the worst,” said Crazy Man. “You wouldn’t happen to have a map to food,
would you?”
“No,” said the crate, “and if I did, I’d keep it, you bastard.”
At that moment, if Crazy Man had a magnifying glass, he would have held it over the crate and
used it to focus the sun’s light and burn the crate full of little sun holes.
“No offense meant,” said the crate.
Suddenly, Crazy Man no longer felt a compelling urge to fill the crate with little sun holes.
“None taken,” he said. “What’s in the gym bag?”
“A life,” said the crate. “Or what’s left of it.”
The dog, Sidestepper, ambled over to the bag and bent down from the high perch of his legs
and sniffed at the gym bag. “It’s empty,” he said.
“Yep,” said the crate. “Now if you two would just move on. You’re blocking my view of the
street.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, felt dismissed and they wondered who the hell this exmusic crate, suddenly a street chair in a minimalist abandoned people nest, thought it was. Had
this plastic chair even heard how they’d scared off the aliens with fancy words and steely attitudes, even though they really didn’t do that but that was the rumor and it was likely, like most
rumors, to become the official version in a world where versions are everything.
“But we want to help,” said Crazy Man.
“And how do you intend to carry that off?” said the crate.
“We’ll feel sorry for you,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I don’t need your sympathy,” said the crate. “If I want sympathy, I’ll feel sorry for myself.”
“We’ll take up your cause and organize protest discussions and encourage everyone to psychically transmit their concern and support for you,” said Crazy Man.
“You mean those bastards who invade my mind with their stupid concerns and support?” said
the crate. “Tell them to drop a dime in the cup like the dog.”
“We can’t so that,” said Crazy Man.
“And why not?” said the crate.
“Well,” said Crazy Man, “we don’t know what you’ll do with all that money. It might be used
to purchase things we don’t think you should have.”
“Like what?” said the crate.
“You know,” said Crazy Man.
“No,” said the crate, “I don’t know. Please enlighten me.”
“Things that might not be good for your health,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“Are you a certified dietician?” said the crate.
“No,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “but my buddy here might have a kitchen.”
“And a pizza pan,” added Crazy Man.

“Great,” said the crate, “everything I don’t need and you’re still blocking my view of the other
side of the street.” The crate was silent for 7.31 seconds before it said, “And I think I’ll spend
that dime on pork rind shares and make lots of money to spend on stuff that meets your disapproval.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, took great offense at the crate’s attitude.
“You won’t get far in this world with an attitude like that,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I’d rather get out of this world than far in this world,” said the crate.
“Maybe we could write letters to those in charge and demand that you receive a better street,”
said Crazy Man.
“Nobody’s in charge,” said the crate. “We’re a rudderless world in a storm of our own making
and better streets are falling like clouds of moths flying into the fire.”
“We could make our concerns known on social media,” said the dog, Sidestepper, even though
he didn’t own a computer or cell phone or tablet or digitized crystal ball. And he really wasn’t
sure what the hell social media was but he knew it was something that could easily be
weaponized for the crate.
“Gee, thanks,” said the crate. “If there’s one thing that will make my world better it’s thoughts
and prayers.”
Just as those words left the crate, a swarm of thoughts and prayers swooped out of nowhere,
swallowed the crate and carried it off to heaven.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stared at the space where the crate had been for the appropriate amount of time before they were whisked off the sidewalk by a liberating breeze of
cool air that plopped them back onto the path of adventure and new meanings as it wound
through the deep dark scary woods. But not before the dog, Sidestepper, checked the coffee cup
and noticed the dime was gone.

To be continued…
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BTW……

My third novel has been re-published. There’s no giant ant…it’s actually
a computer virus called the War Bug. The artist didn’t read the novel
before creating the cover. Later, I wrote a short story about a cover artist
who is eaten alive by one of his covers. It was published in an anthology by
the same publisher.
You can buy the ebook version in a variety of formats here:
https://doubledragonbooks.com/
Or you can get the Kindle version here:
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B08W8KZZXF
The novel is about a man trying to find his virtual wife and daughter as the internet begins to
crash from a war between online city states. His only ally is the virus that started the war. In
keeping with the tone of The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, the
novel is completely humorless.
“I highly recommend The War Bug by Biff Mitchell to Science Fiction fans who can stomach
sexual perversion, grotesque humor and total cyber satire.”
- Charlene Austin at The Writers and Readers Network
“Biff Mitchell is a blessed breed of writer who mixes the real, surreal, and potentially real by fusing philosophy, science, human emotions, humor and terror. And The War Bug is this writer at
the top of his game.”
- Susan DiPlacido, Author of Strut and Suffle Up and Deal
“I don’t think humans will ever have the emotional stability to become software.”

- Cassie Mae Hayes in The Reality Wars

