The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 76: Wherein Crazy Man and the Dog Sidestepper, leave it to the beaver.
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
The path of adventure and new meanings wound through the deep dark scary woods like a river twisting
through the deep dark Amazon basin but they were a long ways off from the Amazon and, at the same
time, right next to it. This thought was about to drive Crazy Man crazy so he changed the subject, even
though he and the dog, Sidestepper, hadn’t talked in days or weeks. But he never passed up a chance to
change the subject even if there was no subject to change.
“What are you going to do when you find your mother?” he said.
“Hug her…I guess?” said the dog, Sidestepper. “Maybe ask her why she abandoned me?”
Crazy Man eyed his travel mate, who looked more like a paddy shanty build for Hobbits than any
known breed of dog…or any other living thing. He wondered what the mother would look like. “Maybe
she didn’t abandon you,” he said. “Maybe she was dog-napped by criminals in red masks and top hats.”
The dog, Sidestepper, looked at Crazy Man like he was out his mind (which he probably was) and asked
what the hell that was supposed to mean. “And what’s with the red masks and top hats?”
Before Crazy Man could answer the two stopped and listened. They heard something too far away or
too low to make out what it was but there were definite traces of words in the sound. The words sounded
fitful and hurried. Crazy Man was the first to find the source and point to it.
It was a wild-eyed beaver.
“I’m not doing this anymore,” said the beaver. “I’ve had it. To hell with the wetlands. To hell with being
safe from bears and dragons (LITTLE KNOWN FACT: Beavers are deathly afraid of dragons, as are most
species of furry animals with large flat tails.). Someone else can do this!”
Wow. A talking pissed off wild-eyed beaver. Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were impressed.
“What’s the matter, little guy?” said Crazy Man.

The beaver swung around and glared at Crazy Man with wide popping eyes. This animal had obviously
broached in the middle of the lake of life and was no longer useful in the grand scheme of things.
“I’ll little guy you!” said the beaver. “You and your little weird friend can piss off.”
Crazy Man knew when he was being dissed and he wasn’t having any of this over-sized rodent’s crumby attitude. It was time to put this mad-eyed beaver in its place.
“I don’t want you to be my beaver buddy,” he said. “I have a doggie buddy and everybody knows that
dogs are better friends than beavers...”
The beaver cast a glance at the dog, Sidestepper, and laughed. “That’s not a dog…that’s a genetic experiment gone south.”
“Careful,” said Crazy Man. “I might have a kitchen and all the common household ingredients to make
a bomb to blow you up.”
The beaver scowled and said, “Go ahead! Just go ahead! I don’t care if you blow me up. I’m done for
anyway. I’ll never survive the summer…let alone the next winter.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, being empathetic to a fault, dropped to the ground crying and
complaining about a world that was grossly unfair to beavers. Fortunately, they didn’t try to hug the
beaver because everybody knows that if you get too close to a beaver it will bite your hands off and then
beat you to death with its tail.
“Hey, guys,” said the beaver after several moons had passed. “I know you’re expressing empathetic
concern for my situation but it’s really disturbing and maybe even a bit scary.” The beaver thought for a
moment. “And, oh yeah, you’re both bastards.”
Suddenly, neither Crazy Man nor the dog, Sidestepper, gave a damn about beavers. Beavers were the
bane of rodents. Beavers were natural selection gone wrong.
“But I like you,” said the beaver. “Neither one of you has tried to kill me and I can appreciate that.”
Suddenly, Crazy Man regretted his threat to blow up the beaver and tried to make amends. “We like you
too. We’ve always been big fans of beavers and the whole natural selection process.”
The beaver eyed Crazy Man suspiciously. “You’re not going to blow me up?”
“Never!” said Crazy Man. “We were actually thinking about opening a Beaver Hall of Fame to celebrate famous beavers.” Crazy Man nodded to the dog, Sidestepper, who nodded back to let him know that
he would support this blatant lie in the cause of assuaging the doubts of a beaver in distress.
“OK,” said the beaver. “I guess I won’t bite your hands off and then beat you to death with my tail.
What famous beavers are you going to include in your Beaver Hall of Fame?”
“We’re still in the planning and acquisition phase,” said Crazy Man.
“I’d sure like to be in that hall of fame,” said the beaver.
“We were thinking about an exhibit of famous beavers with maps to food,” said Crazy Man.
After a moment’s thought, the beaver’s eyes swelled up and popped obscenely from the beaver’s head.
“You’re just trying to use me. Bastards!”
Crazy Man sensed that it was time to change the subject. “How come you’re not going to be safe from
bears and dragons anymore?”
Sensing an opportunity to continue bitching about its lot in life, the beaver was happy to change the
subject. “This is no place for old beavers anymore.” The beaver stared into the swamp water inches below
its nose and thought for a moment. Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, waited while the beaver contemplated whatever. “By-the-way, my name is Andy…Andy Beaver.”
A brief interval of greetings, exchange of business cards, back stories and handshaking (with no hands
being bitten off on either side) ensued.
“So why are you so pissed off, Andy?” said Crazy Man.
“They’re messing with my head,” said Andy Beaver.
“Who’s messing with your head?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“The bastards who keep digging up my dams so that they can build shit,” said Andy Beaver.
“What kind of shit?” said Crazy Man.
“The kind of shit that covers my wetlands with concrete and steel,” said Andy Beaver. “They destroy
my dams and that makes me fodder for bears and dragons and without the dam to keep me safe and warm
I’ll freeze to death in winter.”
“I have an idea,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “Let’s bite their hands off and beat them to death with our
tails.”

“Great idea,” said Crazy Man, “except I don’t have a tail and your tail…no offense meant…isn’t big
enough to beat a fly to death.”
“He’s right,” said Andy Beaver. “I need a flame thrower. Do you have one?”
“Nope,” said Crazy Man, “no flame thrower but I plan on buying one as soon as I find a flame thrower
store.”
“Will you come back and lend it to me?” said Andy Beaver.
“We sure will,” said Crazy Man.
And with that, they set off on the path of adventure and new meanings in search of a mother, a map to
food and a flame thrower.
“I wish we could have helped that beaver,” said Crazy Man.
“Well,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “without a flame thrower, it was probably best to leave it to the
beaver.”

To be continued…
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