The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper

Episode 99: Wherein Crazy Man and the Dog Sidestepper,.
(New here? Click here to see what it’s all about.)
I’ve heard it said that some things look like other things depending, apparently, on your point of view,
which, of course, makes opinion the determining factor in any argument about what’s real and what’s not
real. And this, unfortunately, is why humans should not have nuclear weapons. But that’s another story.
This story begins with a heated argument…
“It’s a robot,” said Crazy Man.
“No, it’s a portable hibernation shelter for squirrels and ground hogs,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “And if
it’s a robot, where are its legs and arms and mechanical voice?”
“It doesn’t need them,” said Crazy Man. “It uses cross-dimensional algorithms to travel the quantum
highway.” He smiled proudly even though he had no idea what he’d just said but he thought it sounded
pretty damn cool. He’d always felt that anyone who used the word quantum was intelligent whether or not
they knew what they were saying.
“You’re both wrong,” said the not robot/portable hibernation shelter, “I’m a garbage eater.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were enthralled and immediately began to perform their enthrallment dance which involved gravity-defying, mind-bending, reality-denying strange contortions of the
mind and body. Several migrating geese caught a glimpse of them and fell out of the sky as they tried to
get their heads around what they’d just seen.

When they finally collapsed on the ground, completely enthralled out, the garbage eater said, “After
exposing myself and several unfortunate geese with whatever that hideous display was, you’d better have
some garbage for me.”
The pair looked around but saw no garbage. Crazy Man searched his pockets, cape, hood, costumes and
secret compartments while the dog, Sidestepper, wagged his tail and tried his best to look like a cute puppy.
But alas, they had no garbage and there was only one option…change the subject:
“Do you have a map to food?” said Crazy Man.
“Maps to food are put in re-cycling bins, not garbage eaters,” said the garbage eater. “Everybody knows
that just as much as they know the word quantum. Which is why you and the dog are both bastards.”
Crazy Man had a momentary waking fantasy of pouring bombs and hot lava into the garbage eater but
he considered himself to be more mature than that. However, he couldn’t think of a mature comeback so
he looked the garbage eater straight in its spring lid and said, “You suck.”
The garbage eater was emotionally and socially diminished and not happy about it. “Well, Mr. I-WannaMap-to-Food,” said the garbage eater, “here’s what happens when I don’t suck it up.”
The garbage eater made a strange choking sound and began to heave and gyrate. Its lid opened and it
spewed banana peels, fast food wrappers and leftovers, face masks, Jimmy Hoffa, an empty wine bottle
and the broken and twisted remains of a kite that never got off the ground at Crazy Man’s feet. Like a bug
caught in the light, Jimmy Hoffa scurried out of the pile of debris and disappeared in the deep dark scary
woods.
“Multiply me by a billion,” said the garbage eater, “and I think you’ll be happy that we garbage eaters
around the world suck it up.”
Suddenly, the garbage eater’s lid opened and with a might heave of its canned body it sucked up the
garbage at Crazy Man’s feet and almost sucked him up as well.
“Damn right I suck,” said the garbage eater, “or you’d be waist deep in garbage...you and the rest of the
world.”
The dog, Sidestepper, couldn’t resist, even though he’d already been called a bastard: “You wouldn’t
happen to have my mother in there, would you?”
“No!” said the garbage eater. “Mothers are not garbage until they tell you it’s bedtime or you have to eat
your potatoes. Did you mother tell you it was bedtime?”
“No,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “But then, I don’t think I’ve actually met her.”
“Did she make you eat your potatoes?” said the garbage eater.
“I don’t recall phone calls or text messages to that effect,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “But I’m sure she
wouldn’t make me eat potatoes.”
“Right,” said the garbage eater. “You’ve never met her but you know that she wouldn’t make you eat
your potatoes. So you read the minds and know the parenting methods of those you’ve never met?”
For just a fraction of a second, the dog, Sidestepper, thought the garbage eater had a point but fractions
of a second tend to last only a fraction of a second and he realized that the garbage eater was full of shit.
“That’s rubbish!” said the dog, Sidestepper.
A moment of silence.
“Of course it is,” said the garbage eater. “I’m full of garbage.”
The dog, Sidestepper, was just about to correct the garbage eater and tell it that it was full of shit, but
the garbage eater cut him off before he could get the first word out.
“But it’s real garbage,” said the garbage eater, “not the kind of garbage that puts the garbage here.”
“There’s garbage that makes garbage?” said Crazy Man.
“Yep,” said the garbage eater in such a way as to suggest a kindly wise old man with a beard and knowing eyes about to relate the sad truth. “It’s garbage talk and garbage thought that encourages the production of garbage. It’s the demand to wrap things in things that immediately become garbage. It’s the short
life span built into objects in order to make them garbage before their time. It’s the…”
The garbage eater stopped talking.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were asleep and snoring quietly so as not to wake each other up.
“Hey!” said the garbage eater. “I’m pouring my heart out here and you’re…”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, woke at the same time.
“Really interesting,” said the dog, Sidestepper.

“Especially the part about roast beef dinners,” said Crazy Man, who’d been dreaming about roast beef
dinners as he slept. “That was my favorite part.”
The garbage eater was disgusted. “One of these days, I’ll be too full to be emptied and you’ll drown in
your own waste…bastards.”
With no warning, a mystical condor tore out of the clouds, grabbed the garbage eater in its talons and
flew into the horizon.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, watched the condor carry the garbage eater away until they disappeared somewhere over the ocean’s horizon. They looked at each other and shrugged.
“If it wasn’t a garbage eater,” said Crazy Man, “it would have been a robot.”
“Nope,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “a portable hibernation shelter for squirrels and ground hogs.”
And the argument continued deep into the journey along the path of adventure and new meanings.

To be continued…
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