Welcome to the First 10 Existential
Adventures of Crazy Man and the dog,
Sidestepper.

What Is This?
Some say life’s a path winding through a forest of endless possibilities. Well…we’ll see. In the
meantime, Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, will be following that path through the deep
dark scary woods every Wednesday in a saga of strange times and strange beings.
And who are Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper?
I’m not sure. I’m still learning.
Crazy Man was under his bed with an empty bottle of wine for a long time before he decided to
look into “this outside thing.” His body exists in one dimension and his mind in another and he’s

never been sure which is which. Once on the path, the past begins to slip away and he can’t
remember if he has a kitchen or not. Or a garage.
The dog, Sidestepper, is looking for the mother who abandoned him when he was a puppy,
causing his body to stay the same size and his legs to grow into long skinny stilts that make him
look strangely like an egret nest perched on top of power lines. But don’t think about
that…you’ll dream. It won’t be nice. And he walks sideways. Always.
After a short confrontational greeting during which Crazy Man assures the dog, Sidestepper, that
he’s not his mother, the two decide to travel together down the path of adventure and new
meanings through the deep dark scary woods.
What awaits them will change their already weird lives into…well…something weirder. You’re
welcome to join them on their journey every Wednesday but, be warned, nothing good can come
of this.
It's Free!
Yes, being an artist, I have much too much money, so I'm giving this away free
Each episode is a three or four page PDF file.
You can read the first 100 here:
https://biffmitchell.com/crazy-man
You can read from 100 on, here:
https://biffmitchell.com/crazy-man-2
You can read the blog here:
https://crazymanadventures.com
Click here to read about the origins of the series:
https://existentialadventures885013431.files.wordpress.com/2021/05/one-year-ago-today.pdf
My website:
www.biffmitchell.com

By the way…you don’t have to read all the episodes to jump in anywhere. If you’ve read the
introduction, that’s pretty much all you need.

Episode 1: Crazy Man meets the dog, Sidestepper, and they decide to follow the path to adventure
and new meanings
One day Crazy Man stepped outside to see what it was all about. He’d been under his bed crying
and drinking wine for so long that he couldn’t remember what he was crying about and he’d run
out of wine. He wasn’t much of a socialite to begin with, what with his brain existing in one
dimension and his body in another. Or was it the other way around? Anyways, he’d long since
forgotten what it was all about, this outside thing.
He lived in a hovel at the exact end of the world. He knew this for certain because he’d measured
it one time. He’d done a few calculations, some adding and subtracting, some guessing (shrewd,
informed guessing) and he’d made a few decisions, the most relevant of them being: My hovel is
at the exact end of the world. He wasn’t sure what this meant, but then, he wasn’t sure what
anything meant but he knew that everything was going to change because he was stepping outside
to see what it was all about.
The first thing he saw was a dog walking sideways. It was a small dog and it was black with
white polka dots and it had very long legs; in fact, its legs were so long that it looked like a dog’s
body sitting on top of stilts. He wondered if this was why the dog was walking sideways so he
decided to ask. After all, he wanted to see what it was all about, this outside thing.
“Hello, dog,” he said in a friendly, curious voice. “I was wondering why you’re walking
sideways. Is it because of your long stilt-like legs, or is it just for the hell of it?”

The dog stopped walking and stared at Crazy Man. Its eyes were white with black polka dots,
one in each white eye, like certain cartoon dogs that Crazy Man seemed to remember reading about
when he was very young, which could have been yesterday or the day before. Living in two
dimensions can be confusing.
The dog stared at Crazy Man for a long time. It could have been minutes; it could have been
days or years. Or maybe the dog was bluffing and wasn’t actually staring at Crazy Man. Maybe
the dog didn’t exist. The dog walked sideways toward Crazy Man and barked. Then it bit him on
the nose.
Yep, it did exist. Unless of course the pain from the bite didn’t exist.
“Ow!” said Crazy Man.
Yep, it did exist. Unless of course Crazy Man didn’t exist.
So, just to prove that he did exist, he bit the dog on the nose.
“Ow!” said the dog, confirming that he did in fact exist and therefore, Crazy Man existed and
just to further prove the point, the dog licked Crazy Man’s face.
“Gross!” said Crazy Man. He wished that he had a knife or a spoon to cut the dog into bite-sized
pieces but he couldn’t remember if he had a kitchen or not. The dog collapsed on its ass with its
tongue lolling out of its mouth and said, “Are you my long lost mother who left me when I was
just a pup and thus deprived me of love and affection which eventually caused my legs to grow
faster
than
the
rest
of
me?
You
bastard.”
Crazy Man thought about this. He couldn’t remember being a mother. But then, he couldn’t
remember much of anything. There’s this theory that memory resides in the human body right
down to the cellular level…like your liver stores memories and has stories to tell. So, with Crazy
Man’s body in one dimension (storing memories) and his brain in another dimension (trying to
remember)…sometimes cross-dimension wires get crossed, connections get broken…mind/body
suddenly don’t work so well together. So…Crazy Man said, “No! I’m not your mother and you’re
a bastard!”
The dog was devastated.
Maybe some background on the dog. His name was Sidestepper. Go figure. When was the last
time you heard that? Go figure. When you’re between dimensions, these things become irrelevant.
What we should be talking about here is Crazy Man’s response to the dog, Sidestepper. Though
he didn’t know that until the dog said, “I’m Sidestepper.”
To which Crazy Man replied, “I’m not your mother.”
“I know that now, you bastard,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “But I’m going to tell you all about
myself anyway.”
Crazy Man was taken aback (a not too pleasant expression of emotion considering what it did to
his eyes). He was so taken aback that he forgot about cutting the dog, Sidestepper, into micropieces with a spoon and said, “This better be good. I might have a kitchen. I might have spoons.”
At some level Crazy Man understood that the dog, Sidestepper, understood that he understood
in some kind of messed-up quantum existential way. In fact, they both understood this. So the dog,
Sidestepper, told his story.
Or at least he tried. Crazy Man, living in two dimensions and all, got bored and walked away to
maybe find something more interesting in the other dimension.
But he didn’t. Must have been a Monday morning which, as we all know, is the most boring day
of the week in every dimension. So he turned to the dog, Sidestepper, and said, “I’ll listen to your
story, but if you ever call me Mummy, I’ll slice you into pieces with a pizza pan. And I just might
have one in the kitchen I might have.”

The dog, Sidestepper, agreed to Crazy Man’s terms and was kind of glad that Crazy Man wasn’t
his mother. He licked his chops as dogs are want to do and said, “I was on my way to a new life
until you interrupted my train of thought, and now I forget where and what that new life could be.
You bastard.”
Crazy Man burst into tears. His face was swollen like a raisin with despondency. His eyes leaked
profusely. His body wracked and shook with remorse. He was a mess. “I’m so sorry!” he bawled.
“I didn’t mean to destroy your new life.” He tore frantically at his face, which was round and
worried looking. “I’ve always wanted you to have a new life. It’s been my dream for at least the
last two minutes.” He made a bunch of humorous and not-humorous faces and belched a lot before
saying, “Can you ever forgive me?”
The dog, Sidestepper, bounced up and down on his stilt legs and exhibited the most endearing
of all puppy smiles even though he was far from being a puppy, being 94 years old and not a day
younger. All this bouncing and smiling brought Crazy Man out of his fit of self-pity and he started
jumping up and down and smiling as well. It was sort of a spontaneous jumping up and down and
smiling
party.
Everyone
was
invited,
but
nobody
came.
Except Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper.
After a few days, Crazy Man noticed that he and the dog, Sidestepper, were the only two people
in the whole world who were jumping up and down and maybe it was time to do something else.
“Let’s do something else,” said Crazy Man.
“Yeah,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “This jumping up and down is soaking away all my doggie
energy. What do you think we should do?”
“Maybe we should stop jumping up and down,” said Crazy Man.
“Good idea!”
And so Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stopped jumping up and down. A silent calm spread
through the atoms and molecules of the air and the ground around the two post-partiers. They stood
still, listening to the non-sound of their mutual environment, until Crazy Man said, “I’m on a
mission to find out everything there is to know about this outside thing. I’ve been under my bed
drinking wine and crying and feeling sorry for myself for no reason that I can remember or
comprehend and I think it’s time to do something else.” Crazy Man’s eyes bobbed around in their
sockets in a disturbing manner as he shook his head up and down and side to side to add impetus
to his words.
The dog, Sidestepper, slipped his tongue out of his mouth until it lolled indolently over his lips,
causing Crazy Man to back up a few steps to avoid being licked a second time. “You’re not going
to…”
“No, that’s just a little thing I do when I’m face-to-face with someone who shakes his head until
his eyes bob around. It’s nothing personal.” He pointed to a path that led into a screamingly
colorful horizon that was filled with thunderstorms, balmy skies, earthquakes, volcanoes, bars and
lots of other stuff worth exploring. “Let’s follow that path and see if we can make it to the other
end alive and sane.” He looked Crazy Man up and down and said, “Well, alive. Let’s get there
alive.”
“What do you mean by alive?” said Crazy Man. He spun his head around a few times for
emphasis.
“Not much,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “At least now. Once we get to the other side, we can add
up all the adventure and see if it means anything.”
“That sounds complicated,” said Crazy Man. “Can we just walk along the path and look at
things?”

The dog, Sidestepper, blinked. It was a strange sight, seeing all that white with black polka dots
in the center suddenly closing like when spies send messages to ships using lanterns. “OK, let’s
just walk along the path and see what we see.”
Crazy Man started jumping up and down and singing songs he didn’t know until the dog,
Sidestepper, said, “Let’s be alone. Let’s be responsible for each other’s actions as we travel the
path.”
Crazy Man stopped jumping up and down and said, “That’s exactly what I’ve always wanted to
do ever since I was just a crazy baby lying under my crib with a bottle of milk feeling sorry for
myself.”
And so…Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stepped and sidestepped onto the path looking
for adventure and new meanings but, nothing they really had to think about.
Hopefully.

Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidesteppe Episode 2:

Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, find a place to ponder their hunger until they find
something to eat or something to eat finds them
Way, way off in the distance, along the path of adventure and new meanings, eyes brimming with
dread saw two tiny blurbs of something moving off in the distance that was heading toward them
and the brain behind the eyes was almost ready to shut down in the realization that something was
happening and decisions would have to be made, courses of action determined, words of wisdom
sought after and defined in terms of specific situations relating to the decisions made in response
to what was quickly becoming an existential threat shrouded in angst and freedom of choice.
It was too much for the brain, so it shut down, leaving the approach of Crazy Man and the dog,
Sidestepper, completely unobserved as they ventured into adventures and new meanings. This was
OK with them given that neither of them knew anything about those dreading eyes. They were
looking way past the eyes and into a monstrosity of potential that they could define in their own
terms in keeping with the existential nature of their adventures as mentioned in the story’s title.
“Hey, Sidestepper,” said Crazy Man. “Wouldn’t it be weird if we were nothing more than
figments of some writer’s imagination?”

The dog, Sidestepper, kicked Crazy Man with one of his over-long legs, causing Crazy Man to
yell, “Ouch!” Kicks always had that effect on him. “Why did you do that?”
“You said ‘ouch’.”
“So?”
“Once conceived, you become real. Would you like me to kick you again to prove my point?”
“No!” said Crazy Man. “And I’m wondering what’s more dangerous…a journey into the
unknown…or my travel mate.”
Once again the dog, Sidestepper, was emotionally demolished. His tiny body came crashing
down from the tops of legs that suddenly stretched into the clouds and screeched through the
atmosphere to plunge deep into the ground in an explosion of woe and worry. He cried like a song
without lyrics or harmony.
Upon seeing this, Crazy Man was suffused with guilt that ravaged every pore of his physical
being, which was in one of the dimensions he simultaneously occupied with another dimension
where his brain resided. This may have intensified his response. Tears splashed from his eyes. Snot
gushed from his nose. Crybaby sounds tore out of his mouth. He fell to the ground and beat it with
his fists. He rolled around on the ground and left pools of tears and snot so lethal they drowned an
entire colony of ants so devoted to each other that they all died simultaneously, even the ones a
hundred miles away looking for grubs and insect meaning. This lasted several days until Crazy
Man’s guilt subsided and he stood up, brushed the mud and dirt off his black robes and cape and
turned to the dog, Sidestepper. “I’m so sorry for what I did. What did I do?”
The dog, Sidestepper, looked confused as he dragged himself out of his woes and worries,
shaking the mud and remorse from his furry little white and black polka dotted body and said, “I
think you misspoke.”
“What’s misspoke?”
“It’s something you say when you get caught saying something stupid so you erase it by claiming
that it wasn’t really what you said…it was just something you misspoke, so everything’s OK and
you’re really not as stupid as you sound. It’s used a lot by politicians and other assholes.”
“What’s a politician?”
“Someone who misspeaks a lot.”
Crazy Man tried to make sense out of this for a few moments as his head spun in unresolved
circles until he finally came to a reasoned observation: “Thinking hurts.”
The dog, Sidestepper, suddenly began to fall on his already wobbly long, stilt-like legs. “I
remember!” he shouted as his head soared through the lower atmosphere on an unavoidable
collision course with the terra firma. Mad thoughts stumbled through his head. Is the path harder
than my head? What was it I just remembered? How long have I been falling? Should I scream?
Will I survive this fall and continue to…”
Plop!
That was the sound the dog, Sidestepper’s, head made when it hit the path, but before it could
ring through the air with the kind of stomach-churning effect that sickening sounds are want to
make, the dog, Sidestepper, remembered: “I was on my way to a new life until you interrupted my
train of thought and now I forget where and what that new life could be. You bastard.”
These were solemn words, hurtful words, words vomited up from lips pressed into the ground
of the path from gravity and remembering things. Crazy Man did the only thing that made sense;
he grabbed onto gravity and followed it into the ground of the path.
Plop!

Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked into each other’s eyes in amazement as they writhed
in humiliation and agony on the cold ground of the path. “We made the same plopping sound!”
cried Crazy Man.
“Then…maybe you are my mother!”
Crazy Man fought gravity hard to get close enough to the dog, Sidestepper, so that he could kick
him. “I’m not your mother! I’m not your mother!”
The dog, Sidestepper, started crying so loud that his tearful stress bounced off the clouds in the
sky and rebounded back to the path where Crazy Man’s empathetic nature kicked into gear and
he, also, started wailing in tearful stress.
This went on for an indeterminate length of time, both wailers oblivious of the passage of time
and probably not even aware of what they were doing. Possibly, Crazy Man’s existence in another
dimension might offer some clues, but then, until someone figures out which part of him is in
which dimension all bets are off. After the indeterminate length of time was finally up, both wailers
looked at each other and blushed because they felt like insecure wimps, which of course, they
were. But that’s OK because this is their story and they can cry if they want to. Without talking,
without any traces of post-wailing sniffles, they continued their journey along the path which may
or may not lead to a new life for the dog, Sidestepper. Neither was sure how long they walked. It
could have been minutes; it could have been eons. It was definitely long enough to cause Crazy
Man to say, “I’m hungry.”
The dog, Sidestepper, agreed. “Yes, hunger.”
Crazy Man looked around and noticed a couch on the path of adventure and new meanings.
“Maybe we should sit on that couch and ponder our hunger until we find something to eat or
something to eat finds us.”
The dog, Sidestepper, pondered this for a moment and said, “That sounds like an excellent idea.
Are you sure you’re not my mother?”
Crazy Man gave the dog, Sidestepper, a very un-motherly look and said, “I’m nobody’s mother.”
So they sat in morbid silence, hungry, motherless, pondering their hunger until they found
something to eat or something to eat found them.
They waited a long time, silent, hungry, motherless, pondering…until the dog, Sidestepper, said,
“Are you sure you’re not my mother.”
Crazy Man glared at his traveling companion and wished that he had a kitchen with knives, forks
and pizza pans and was just about to say something mean and cruel when he saw something in the
infinite distance from which they’d traveled. The dog, Sidestepper, followed Crazy Man’s eyes
with his own eyes and sure enough, there was something in the distance.
“Maybe it’s something to eat,” said Crazy Man. “Maybe our pondering is about to pay off.
Maybe we’re saved.”
They stared with happy thoughts crowding their minds of chocolate dipped strawberries and taco
shells brimming with spicy chicken and fresh veggies. Drool dripped from their mouths at the
prospect of ham and cheese sandwiches washed down with dark roast coffee made from fresh
ground Columbian beans. Their minds exploded with vistas of turkey and gravy, roast beef and
mashed potatoes, steamed salmon sprinkled with lemon drops, colorful casseroles and fine wines.
Yes, they both thought, food is going to find us. Food is on the way. Food is making its way from
the infinite distance to deliver itself to us as we wait on the path of adventure and new meanings.
Food, that most heavenly of all nutrients was on its way to save them. All they had to do was sit
and wait for it to deliver itself. Crazy Man rubbed his eyes. The dog, Sidestepper, rubbed his eyes
as well…an almost miraculous act considering the length of his legs and the smallness of his body.

They rubbed their eyes for what seemed like a few minutes or a few hours. They rubbed their eyes
until their eye lids purred like kittens and the purring turned to growling annoyance and finally
settled in near excruciating blindness. They stopped rubbing their eyes and waited for what seemed
like a few minutes or a few hours until their sight returned and they looked off into the infinite
distance behind them and noticed something that caused them to stop pondering.
“The something in the distance is gone,” said Crazy Man.
“It’s not there anymore,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
And so the two travelers cried tears of thwarted expectations and dashed dreams as they sat on
the couch by the path of adventure and new meanings. They cried for exactly three hours, twentytwo minutes and three seconds, give or take a second, before Crazy Man said, “Maybe we should
look for food.”
The dog, Sidestepper, thought about this for a moment and said, “What a great idea! And maybe
we’ll find my mother.”
Crazy Man shot the dog, Sidestepper, a warning look…a look that said, “I might just have a
kitchen.”
And the two rose from their butts and set off down the path, looking for adventure and meaning
and this outside thing.

Episdode 3: Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, meet a Being That Turns Out Not To Be
Anybody’s Mother
“HOLD ON YOU TWO!” said a voice that seemed to come out of nowhere along the path to
adventure and new meanings.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked around in extreme puzzlement but could see nothing
that might have yelled at them. They looked at each other. They looked at the path ahead of them
and behind them. They looked at the sky. They looked at each other, suspecting a joke. They
looked into the meaning of things until it started to provoke thought so they quickly looked
away…thought being painful and all. They looked deep into the surrounding woods but they saw
no one who could have yelled at them.
“I’M HERE, YOU FOOLS!” said the voice.
Crazy Man removed his biker helmet so that he could get a better sense of direction, still being
new to this outside thing. The dog, Sidestepper, took off his ear muffs and looked around with
hope in his eyes. “Are you my mother?” he yelled. “You bastard!”
“NO! I’M NOT YOUR MOTHER!” said the voice. “I’M NOBODY’S MOTHER! AND
YOU’RE A BASTARD!”
“Then who are you?” said Crazy Man. “And why are you yelling? Where are you? Are you the
food we were waiting for?”
A sudden silence suffused the air around the two travelers. It was a very subtle silence full of
nothing and the promise of still more nothing. Its emptiness continued in such a way as to fulfill

its promise of still more nothing…until, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to yell. It’s just that…nobody
ever listens to me. They just…” Sobs, wheezes, snorts and bawling tumbled out of a knot hole in
a tree with boughs shrugged into resignation.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked in horror at the crying tree until their horror gave
way to empathy and they both started crying as well. Crazy Man, eyes gushing waves of water,
jumped up and down with empathy so high and so hard that he almost penetrated that other
dimension where his mind was or maybe where his body was if this was the dimension where his
mind was and he was hallucinating that his body was here, in this dimension. The dog, Sidestepper,
crashed through the air screaming and crying as his little body fell to the path of adventure and
new meanings because his long legs buckled under the weight of his anguish.
The three of them cried for days, weeks and possibly eons until Crazy Man’s lymphatic system
ran out of water to feed tears to his eyes. The dog, Sidestepper, noticed that Crazy Man’s head had
stopped spinning with remorse and so he stopped crying and spent the rest of the morning (or was
it afternoon?) pushing his little body upright on his four very long legs that caused him to step
sideways. The shrugging tree stopped wailing and picked up exactly where it had left off “…ignore
me. So I have to yell to get anybody’s attention around here.”
The sky was blue with little white bumps that might have been clouds. But the sky had nothing
to do with the story anyway, so everybody ignored it.
Crazy Man said, “You called us FOOLS, you bastard.”
“I’m sorry,” said the tree through its knot mouth. “I didn’t mean to bark at you like that.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, glanced at each other and Crazy Man said, “I might have a
kitchen…with a saw in it.”
The tree ignored him and continued its litany of self-pity. “You both look like reasonable beings
and I have a feeling that you might be the ones to finally listen to me.”
The dog, Sidestepper, looked at Crazy Man and said, “You keep your saw in your kitchen?”
Crazy Man thought about this and said, “Where else would I keep it?”
“Maybe in the garage,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I have a garage?” said Crazy Man. “And a car? I have a car?”
The dog, Sidestepper, looked Crazy Man up and down and said, “Probably not.”
Just as Crazy Man was about to start crying again because he had no garage and no car (but he
might have had a kitchen), the tree said, “I have a story to tell you.”
The dog, Sidestepper, said, “He doesn’t listen to stories very well.” He pointed at Crazy Man.
“His mind might be in another dimension. Or the other way around.”
The tree radiated its presence at Crazy Man and said, “If you don’t listen to me, I’ll fall on you.”
Crazy Man’s eyes opened all over his head and he hurriedly put the biker’s helmet back on. In a
suddenly subdued voice, he rasped, “I’ll listen, you bastard.”
So Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stood on the path of adventure and new meanings and
listened earnestly, lest the tree fall on them.
The tree began its story. “It was a dark and stormy night…”
The dog, Sidestepper, looked at Crazy Man and said, “I think I’ve heard this story before.”
“Me too,” said Crazy Man.
The tree ignored them and continued. “I was a happy little seed, answering the call, blowing in
the wind.”
“Can we just skip to the good parts?” said Crazy man. “We’re kind of in a hurry to see what it’s
all about, this outside thing.”

The tree rattled its branches and shook its leaves. “OK…OK…but it won’t have the same
meaning without backstory, you bastards.”
“Are there any dirty parts to this story?” said Crazy Man. “I have refurbished morals that I don’t
want to have to repair again.”
The tree tried to make sense out of what Crazy Man had just said and failed…utterly. So it
continued its story. “It was another dark and stormy night. I was fully grown. No longer a seed
blowing the wind. I was planted. Rooted. I had a nice trunk.”
Crazy Man raised his eyebrows but before he could speak, the tree said, “I was lichen-free. I
soared into the sky with reckless abandon.”
Little white bumps in the sky that might have been clouds stopped for a moment to listen to the
tree but upon realizing they were being ignored went back to being just little white bumps in the
blue sky.
“My leaves changed colours with the seasons. I was beautiful in the Fall…a blazing rainbow…a
fiery sea of chromatic wonder, like right now…and rich green in the summer. My Spring buds
were…” The tree stopped talking when it heard a strange sound. It emanated from the two
travelers. They were snoring. They’d fallen asleep, standing up. “YOU BASTARDS!” screamed
the tree.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, snapped into wakefulness, though Crazy Man was a bit
slower because it was uncertain in which dimension the was snapping into wakefulness.
The tree wailed. “NOBODY LISTENS TO ME. NOBODY LISTENS TO ME.” This continued
for several minutes, or days, while Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, watched with extreme
empathy, tears flooding their eyes, remorse circling their heads like little dark clouds. Finally,
Crazy Man said, “I’m still getting to know this outside thing and trying to remember if I have a
kitchen while myself and the dog, Sidestepper, follow the path of adventure and new meanings.
And maybe we’ll find his mother.” Crazy Man looked at the dog, Sidestepper, and then at the tree
and said, “You sort of look alike…his long legs and all. Are you sure you’re not his mother?”
It started off as a subtle subterranean vibration that emanated from the ground under the path and
the tree. It grew stronger until it was a rumble surrounding them. It was an ominous rumble, a
bone-chilling rumble like something out of ten killer shark movies scrunched into a three minute
commercial. The ground around the tree started to erupt with white things like thick white worms,
writhing and ululating all around the tree. Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked at each
other in a way that suggested concern. They looked back at the ground and to their horror saw the
thick white worms breaking out of the ground and it occurred to them that these were no worms,
these were no ground burrowing soil fertilizing entities…these were roots. Angry roots. Angry
homicidal roots and they were erupting from the ground like a deadly swarm of white snakes
without the eyes and flicking tongues…just sheer murderous roots and they were oozing through
the ground toward them like a spilled bowl of spaghetti without sauce as the tree began to laugh
like a maniac on bad weed. Its branches shook madly. Its leaves performed macabre dances. Its
trunk undulated obscenely like a drunken can-can dancer with eels for legs. It screamed, “I’LL
SHOW YOU WHAT THE STUFF OF DIRT WATER AND WIND CAN DO! NOBODY
LISTENS TO ME BUT YOU’LL LISTEN TO ME NOW WHEN I ROOT YOU OUT! YOU
BASTARDS! I’M NOBODY’S MOTHER!”
Fortunately, the dog, Sidestepper, had a portable flame thrower for just such occasions.
Unfortunately, he’d left it somewhere in his search for his mother so he and Crazy Man did the
only reasonable thing; they stuck their tongues out at the tree and ran like hell down the path of
adventure and new meanings…the dog, Sidestepper, having difficulty keeping up with Crazy Man

in keeping with running sideways but was compensated by Crazy Man having to run in two
dimensions at the same time.
They ran and they ran and they ran. They ran through the day. They ran through the night. They
ran into time. They ran out of time. They ran for the hell of it. They ran for the heaven of it. They
ran until they forgot why they were running, at which point they stopped running.
They stopped running and they gawked; in fact, their eyes bulged with gawking so much that it
was some kind of miracle their eyes didn’t pop out of their heads and tumble onto the path of
adventure and new meanings. They had no words for what they saw…

Episode 4: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, Run into Suddenly Winter and a Not Surprise
They gawked, Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper. They gawked because it was Fall when they’d
started running and now it was Winter. They couldn’t remember how long they’d been running
and they couldn’t remember why they’d been running…something to do with not having a portable
flame thrower just when they’d needed one.
There was snow on the path and snow in the trees; in fact, it was impossible to count the needles
in the trees because they were conjoined by snow to form white droopy swatches that looked like
white droopy tree paws. Everywhere, snow smothered bushes and soil and trees. There were no
wild flowers here…all smothered and drowned in frozen water. It had suddenly become a black
and white world, a cold hard black and white world.
Crazy Man appeared to be in shock. The dog, Sidestepper, noticed this and said, “What’s wrong?”
It took Crazy Man a few minutes to gather his thoughts around the question, his body existing
in one dimension and his mind in another and all, but he finally caused his mouth to open and his
lips to curl around a few words: “How am I going to count the needles in the trees? They’re
swatched with snow.”
The dog, Sidestepper, thought about this for a few seconds (or was it a few days?) before
determining that Crazy Man’s answer was irrelevant and decided to ignore it. “I’m hungry,” he
said.
Crazy Man regarded the dog, Sidestepper, with a sudden reverence for canine instincts. “Well
spoken,” he blurted. “The power of your words strikes deep into my soul, wherever it is, here or
there, in one dimension or the other. I feel the intrinsic truth of your message.” Whereupon, Crazy
Man gushed tears of artistic acceptance and his head spun in the sheer joy of well-spoken words,

tossing a spray of tears across the already frozen landscape. “Yes!” he hollered. “Yes! I too am
hungry!” And having said that for at least three seconds, his head stopped spinning and he looked
at the dog, Sidestepper, and thought about how much he liked hot dogs. With mustard. With relish.
And just as he was about to lick his lips, he heard something. His ears perked. The dog,
Sidestepper, perked his ears as well. Something strange was happening along the path of adventure
and new meanings, something strange and audible, something to cause ears to perk.
“If you come any closer, we’ll eat you.”
Crazy Man was the first to see the source of the sound. In the field to the right was a herd of
eight black deer with white asses. The two astounded travelers stared at the deer.
“I mean it…if you come any closer, we’ll eat you. We have mustard and relish.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked at each other (Crazy Man with a slice of guilt, having
just thought similar thoughts) and back at the deer.
“But,” said Crazy Man, “You’re deer. You’re vegans.”
“No we’re not,” said a deer to the left of the herd.
“Yes, you are,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “No one ever invites a deer to a barbecue...unless the
deer is the barbecue.”
“I’ve been to a barbecue,” said the deer behind the deer to the left of the herd. “We ate corn on
the cob with butter and salt.”
“I went to a corn boil once,” said a deer to the right of the herd, just behind the second deer from
the right. “Same thing: corn, butter, salt.”
“But none of you ate meat at a barbecue,” said Crazy Man. “All deer are vegans. Vegans don’t
eat meat.”
“Or butter,” added the dog, Sidestepper. “Butter comes from cows and cows are meat.”
“I like cows,” said the forth deer from the left. “But I wouldn’t eat one.”
“I would if I really had to,” said the fifth deer from the left.
“You’d eat anything,” said the fifth deer from the right.
“I saw him eating forest chocolates once,” said the deer to the extreme right (aka, eighth deer
from the left). All the deer chuckled except for the fifth deer from the left who mumbled something
that sounded like bastards.
The dog, Sidestepper, had a thought. He called to the fourth deer from the left. “Are you my long
lost mother who left me when I was just a pup and thus deprived me of love and affection which
eventually caused my legs to grow faster than the rest of me? You bastard.”
“No!” said the fourth deer from the left. “I’m not your mother. And you’re a bastard.”
This caused the dog, Sidestepper, to start bawling like a baby. It was infectious bawling and it
spread to Crazy Man, who started draining his eyes and spinning his head again so fast and hard
that tears flew through the air and sprinkled the deer who started bawling as well. They cried for a
day (or was it a month?) before they forgot why they were crying and scampered into the woods,
their white asses bobbing out of the scene of the crying.
Bubbles of white that might have been mistaken for clouds floated in the big blue sky trying to
figure out what they were. Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stopped their crying after arriving
at the conclusion, subconsciously of course, that this was not the time to be spineless little baby
child, all tearful and self-indulgent. And besides, Crazy Man was beginning to look at the dog,
Sidestepper, with a mustard and relish look again. “We should find food,” he said. “I’m having
thoughts.”
The dog, Sidestepper, sensed something ominous lurking under the syntax of Crazy Man’s words
and said, “You may have a kitchen…I do have a portable flame thrower. Somewhere.”

Crazy Man immediately forgot about hot dogs and said, “I never expected Winter to be part of
this outside thing.”
The dog, Sidestepper, who just happened to have had a degree in philosophy from an online
university that put him through a grueling soul-searching gut-wrenching two weeks of intense
study for an entire two hours a day at a cost of $35,000 dollars in student loans with interest that
put him in bank servitude for most of the prime of his life said, “Winter will pass.” With a sigh of
relief, he finally felt that he’d gotten his money’s worth.
“That’s crap,” said Crazy Man. “You don’t need a degree in rocket science to know that. You
might as well have something as useless as a degree in English literature.”
Suddenly, yes suddenly, again, suddenly, an envelope fell out of the sky and drifted across the
Wintery path of adventure and new meanings right into Crazy Man’s right hand. The two travelers
stared at the package. They were intrigued. They were mystified. The dog, Sidestepper, said, “Are
you going to open it?”
Crazy Man stared with intrigued and mystified eyes at the envelope in his right hand. It didn’t
really seem to be anything special. It didn’t glow like some ultra-religious artifact. It didn’t vibrate
like some esoteric hand-off from an alien invasion. It didn’t emanate celestial music like warnings
of joy and not-joy from the Rolling Stones. It was just a plain old envelope…brown, square, paper,
flat. But it had just fallen out of the sky. What was that all about? A message from the gods? From
the Rolling Stones?
“No,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “It’s just an envelope that fell out of the sky. Open it.”
Crazy Man, who incidentally was a big Stones fan in one of the dimensions in which he existed
was deeply disappointed but nevertheless felt an overwhelming urge to open the envelope. So he
let out a giant resounding “YAAAAAAAY!” And started tearing and ripping and biting and
shredding the envelope until envelope parts flew all over the place, some of them so high that they
joined the fat little bouncy things that might have been clouds in the clear blue sky. He tore and he
ripped until his hands were empty and the landscape was covered with snow and envelope. Crazy
Man stared at his empty hands. The dog, Sidestepper, stared at Crazy Man’s empty hands. They
stared for exactly three minutes and twenty-two seconds. We know this for a fact because Crazy
Man counted the seconds. However, we’re not sure in which dimension he did the counting so
there might have been some dimension lag in the area of 499648658 millionths of a second,
depending on which dimension the counting unfolded.
“Well, that’s a big disappointment,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “All the hopes we had for that
envelope…and it was empty.”
Crazy Man sniffed his hands. Then he licked them. He put his hands over his ears and listened
to them. He took his trusty microscope out of his pocket and examined each pore in both hands.
He made notes, consulted authorities, gave three Ted Talks on the nature of nothing. They were
very short…he had nothing to say.
“What a gyp,” he said.
“It might have been a letter from my mother,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man looked at him quizzically.
“But she couldn’t read or write.”
Suddenly everything made sense and Crazy Man said, “I’ll bet those non-vegan deer had
something to do with this.”
“Bastards,” said the dog, Sidestepper.

Without further ado, feeling gypped but glad to have not been eaten by non-vegan deer, they set
off down the path of adventure and new meanings unaware that something dark and grisly awaited
them just ahead.

Episode 5: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, Encounter a Cold and Heartless Reminder
“So,” said Crazy Man, “you say your mother couldn’t read or write?”
“That’s
right,”
said
the
dog,
Sidestepper.
“She
was
a
singer.”
Crazy Man thought about this for a moment and decided it would be best to change the topic.
“So,” he said, “why does having disproportionately long legs make you walk sideways instead of
forward?”
“Because,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “I used to be a singer”
Crazy Man decided it would be best to just keep his mouth shut and try to remember whether or
not he had a kitchen, a garage and a car.
They walked for what seemed like reading the unabridged version of War and Peace three times,
including the annotations. It was still sort of Winter but not full blown Winter with snow-trapped
trees and corn-loving non-vegan deer. “Did those deer seem kind of confused to you?” said the
dog, Sidestepper.
“Everything seems confused to me,” said Crazy Man. “This whole outside thing…it’s all
confused.” He sounded bleak and disappointed.
“Confused?” said the dog, Sidestepper. “You mean confusing, don’t you?”
“Maybe in that other dimension, but not here.”

The dog, Sidestepper, looked around for the dimension Crazy Man referred to but didn’t see
anything that qualified as beyond anything he could see. Crazy Man had not yet told him that his
body existed in one dimension and his mind in another and he could only be seen in one of them
and it was never certain which one that was depending on which dimension the observer occupied
and he was not yet one hundred percent certain that the dog, Sidestepper, wasn’t a figment of his
imagination in the dimension where his mind resided. Or was it the other way around?
They walked another very confusing Finnegan’s Wake without annotations before they came
across something that caught Crazy Man’s eye. He grabbed one of the dog, Sidestepper’s, long
pole-like legs and pointed to the side of the path of adventure and new meanings. “Look,” he said.
The dog, Sidestepper, barely keeping his balance due to Crazy Man’s precarious hold on his long
pole-like leg looked in the direction he pointed. What he saw sent a chill to the core of his being.
“What’s that!” he said.
“I don’t know,” said Crazy Man. “I’m new to this outside thing. Let’s just quietly walk past it
and pretend it never happened.”
So Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, quietly began to slink past a horrible thing on the side
of the path of adventure and new meanings. They were almost there when a deep lifeless voice
boomed out of the darkness of snow and branches and frozen twigs.
“I am that which you fear!”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked at each other with much confusion suffusing their
eyes. Again, a voice out of nowhere. When would this ever stop?
“I think it’s coming from that thing by the side of the road,” said Crazy Man.
“I am that which you fear!” said the voice again.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stopped in mid step and turned their eyes courageously at
the apparition on the side of the path of adventure and new meanings.
It was a dead bird. Possibly a pigeon. Definitely not a phoenix or an albatross…too small. But
not a canary…too large. Whatever it was, it was dead. But it had something to say.
“I am that which you fear.”
“And what do we fear?” said Crazy Man.
“What I am,” said the dead bird.
“And what are you?” said Crazy Man.
“I am that which you fear,” said the dead bird.
“And why do we fear you?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“Because I am what you fear,” said the pile of feathers and bones scattered in the twigs and
detritus of a Winter winding down. “And I have a story to tell.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, exchanged knowing glances, both of them thinking: Seems
like everything has a story to tell out here…in this outside thing.
The dead bird began its story. “I flew through the air with the greatest of ease, swirling and
twirling and gliding through clouds and the sunlit air. I…” The dead pigeon stopped its story dead
when it heard a strange sound emanating from the two travelers. They were snoring. They’d fallen
asleep, standing up, and they were snoring loud enough to drown out this story. The dead bird
sensed a sincere lack of dread from them. “YOU BASTARDS!” screamed the moldering pile of
once-flesh and currently useless beak and feather.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, opened their eyes, startled from sleep, and gazed at the
small decomposing heap.
“I reached out to you from the depths of my lifeless being. I trusted you with my innermost
feelings. I was about to spare you the dreadful truth…if you had just listened to my story.”

Tears began boiling over Crazy Man’s eye lids. “We’re sorry, so sorry, please let us apologize.
We’re tired. We’re hungry. We’re confused and lost on the path of adventure and new meanings.”
He pointed at the dog, Sidestepper, and said, “And my traveling friend has lost his mother.”
The dog, Sidestepper, said, “Are you my mother?”
“No!” said the dead bird. “I’m nobody’s mother. And now I’m going to tell you the dreadful
truth…I’m going to tell you that which you fear…for I am that which you fear.”
Crazy Man’s eyes bulged and his face contorted in sheer horror. He screamed soundlessly over
and over and his head spun and wax flew out of his ears. The dog, Sidestepper, shook violently
from wet doggy nose to the tips of his doggy tail and down to the paws of his unnatural legs.
“No!” they cried. “Not that which we fear! Not the dreadful truth!”
The rotting pile of once-life began to laugh like apples falling from a shaking crab apple tree.
“YES! The truth…the dreadful truth!” And the dead bird suddenly fell silent. Crazy Man stopped
spinning and stared expectantly at the bird rot. The dog, Sidestepper, stopped shaking and stared.
Everything along the path of adventure and new meanings fell into an unnatural hush. All
movement ceased. Even the wind ceased rustling the leaves in the trees. Shapeless white blobs that
might have been clouds in the blue sky stopped blowing in the wind. It was like the entire world
waited, breath abated, for the dreadful truth. The entire world leaned toward the dead
bird…countless ears waited for that which they feared.
The patch of rotting non-life rustled and squirmed and said, “We’re all gonna die.”
Silence suffused the path, the woods around the path, the clear blue sky hovering over the path
and the entire world on both sides of the path, behind the path and ahead of the path. Even the
tectonic plates under the path. And the moon. And the stars.
And the entire universe laughed for three minutes and twenty-two seconds…until Crazy Man
said, “We already knew that.”
“Yep,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “old news.”
With that, the grisly remains of the bird, dissolved into the air with a tiny pooping sound.
“That was almost intense,” said the dog, Sidestepper. He looked at Crazy Man and said, “I’m
glad he wasn’t my mother. It would have raised serious metaphysical questions about my
breeding.”
Crazy Man nodded agreement and said, “Life is a butterfly.”
“What does that mean?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I have no idea,” said Crazy Man. “I think it came from that other dimension. Maybe it makes
sense there.” He turned his head to endless vistas of possibilities on the path ahead them…the
adventures, the new meanings, this outside thing. He pointed into all that unresolved muck and
said, “Maybe we’ll find your mother somewhere in all that…” He was suddenly at a loss for words.
The dog, Sidestepper, understood and held his silence.
The two travellers continued along the path of adventure and new meanings as the sun spun
relentlessly into the horizon of its choice leaving darkness and things of the dark behind.

The Existential Adventures of Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper
Episode 6: Crazy Man Meets the Dog, Sidestepper, Are Accused of Being Politically Incorrect
“Go no further!" said a large round object in the sky.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were pretty much sick and tired of this don’t do that, don’t
do this thing. They just wanted to tear somebody’s head off and drink the blood gushing out of
their necks.
Well…
Not really. In a world where Rock n Roll seems to have left sometime in the night, Crazy Man
and the dog, Sidestepper, were very much opposed to tearing heads off and drinking blood.
They could have done with a little bit of sanity though. Just a wee bit. A dead pigeon? In the
woods? On a path in the woods? How do you even begin to rationalize that? How…
“Crazy Man,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “do you ever get the feeling that there’s some kind of
weird narrative following us everywhere we go?”
Crazy Man thought about this for one minute and thirty seconds. His head contorted in a rainbow
of directions until his eyes spun in their sockets and he said, “Nope.”
And that was the end of that.
“So we’re on our own,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man nodded and said, “Looks that way. Even in the best of times, no one’s really in
control.”
Notice how they’re completely ignoring the large round object in the sky. And this really pisses
off that object.
“GO NO FURTHER!"
“It’s that thing up in the sky, isn’t it?” said Crazy Man.

“The moon of all things,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “and I really hope that the moon isn’t my
mother.”
“I’m not your mother,” said the moon. “I’m nobody’s mother and you bastards will go no further
on this path.”
“Um,” said Crazy Man, “shouldn’t that be farther?”
The moon looked at Crazy Man as though he was some kind of cosmic interference and said,
“Are you my stupid editor? I don’t recall you being my stupid editor. I don’t care if you go further
and I don’t care if you go farther. Take one more step either way and…” The moon kind of twitted
its meteor pulverized body to the left in a way suggestive of I-don’t-give-a-shit-but-if-you-takeanother-step-forward-I-will-be-offended.
Or-something-like-that.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were demolished by this accusation of their political
incorrectness and began immediately to jump up and down with tears and woe flying out of their
spinning eyes and ears. This went on for a while. A long while. Think: egg…water…boil. Got it?
Good. That long.
Finally the moon said, “OK. OK. Jeez…you two are weird.”
“Some people would call a talking moon weird,” said Crazy Man as his spinning head spun
slowly down so that he could say words instead of spitting them.
“I have a feeling you don’t own any mirrors,” said the moon.
Crazy Man thought about this for ten seconds, “I might own a mirror; in fact, I might own a
kitchen.
And
a
garage.
And
a
car.
And
a
pizza
pan.”
“Wow,” said the moon. “I guess I know who to see if I ever need a pizza pan.”
Crazy Man suddenly had a feeling that the moon was making fun of him. He was just about to
spin out a few tears when the dog, Sidestepper, said, “At least he’s not made out of green cheese.”
The moon began to shake and shift and blow dust particulates out of its meteor craters. All on
its own, it did a full eclipse, half eclipse and bloody red moon big enough to give new meanings
to the color red. It pulsated like a giant red heart on meth. Lips grew out of the pitted dead surface
and words spat out into the void of its mouth, crashed into a dozen communications satellites
throwing them off course and into the gibberish of technical malfunctions.
“Green cheese? Green cheese? That, you bastards, is celestial appropriation. Do you think I’m
just a toy in your perverse lexicon? GREEN CHEESE? GREEN CHEESE? I’ll green cheese you
little twerps. That’s MY shame! My stereotyping. My mislabeling by some imbecile…but mine.
When you think those words, when you say those words…you demean and appropriate for your
own gain…my celestial heritage. You bastards.”
“Sorry,” said Crazy Man.
“Sorry,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Well didn’t that just send a monkey wrench flying into the face of the moon. The moon didn’t
know what to say, didn’t know what to do. The moon was used to seeing fear of social stigmatizing
and negative personal branding in the eyes of those it intimidated along the path of adventure and
new meanings. Something was seriously amiss here. There was no fear in these eyes, no
regrets…just genuine sincerity. It was too much for the moon to bear. It cried like a great big green
cheese baby. It was disgusting…all those meteor craters, all that green cheese.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked away, their faces green like green cheese, and they
puked. They puked for quite a while and, fortunately, Crazy Man’s head didn’t spin when he
puked…only when he was crying like a little baby and other stuff. After they felt they’d puked for
the appropriate number of heaves and minutes, they stopped, cleaned up and Crazy Man said to

the moon, “You wouldn’t happen to know where we could find some food, would you? Maybe
some eggs, some water, something to boil the water?”
The moon stopped pulsating craters and green cheese and crying like a big green cheese baby
and said, “What the hell do you think I am…your tour guide?”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were stunned to the point of gawking…full-jawed, wideeyed gawking. Crazy Man searched in his mind for a politically correct response and, finding none,
said, “You suck.” It wasn’t a loud admonishment, it wasn’t a whisper, it was an insult stripped
down of any ill intent, any racial or political tentacles creeping into its meaning, any religiously
inept behavior in any religious establishment anywhere in the universe depending on the belief
structure of that belief in its current environment…god(s) and stuff bless you. It was a summation
of his and the dog, Sidestepper’s, honest, experience-based reaction to a stupid green cheese
moon’s inappropriate assertions. However, Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, and the moon
conveniently forgot about all those…differences. Which meant that Crazy Man and the dog,
Sidestepper, would have to go hungry for a while longer while they entertained the socially
fascistic politically correct moon. By now though, they’d seen worse.
The moon thought of itself as a poet and a romantic. “Oh, the poets I’ve inspired,” said the moon.
“Have you ever heard of Endymion? Written by a poet named Keats. He thought I was a woman,
a goddess. He wrote about it. He WROTE about it.” The moon spun an extra spin of sorrow so
fleeting that every radar and moon detection device on the planet missed it.
“But that’s OK,” said the moon. “I’m going to borrow my Aunt Sylvia’s red dress more often
and you’re going to see a lot more red moons.”
“So,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “You’re not going to help us find food?”
The moon assumed a crocodile look of sympathy and said, “I’m not your mother.”
Suddenly, a herd of stray clouds surrounded the moon in such a way as to suggest an
assassination by other celestial concerns and almost drowned out the moon’s last words: “Yes,
you’re bastards, but good bastards, but bastards…I’m not your mother.”
And then the moon just sort of winked out in a shroud of cloud. The sky was suddenly dark and
overcast. The air was thick with meaning. The path radiated continuance. Cosmic static crinkled
in the trees and bushes lining the path of adventure and new meanings.
“Bastard didn’t help us get food,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“We don’t need the moon,” said Crazy Man.
“We don’t?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“We have the path,” said Crazy Man and they both looked ahead at a void of blackness now that
the moon’s light had been strangled by a herd of stray clouds. They could see nothing, not even
the path. Crazy Man’s eyes wiggled in their sockets as he rummaged through his brain for
something hopeful to say about the complete unknowingness of the path. His brain failed him, still
not being used to this outside thing. “It sure is dark and unknowing out there,” he said.
“Maybe we should just stay here for the night,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “We can go back to
starving tomorrow.”
The thought of putting off their starving till the next day appealed to Crazy Man and his head
bobbed up and down a few times to express his joy.
So Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stood exactly where they were and slept until the sun
hurried over the horizons of the path of adventure and new meanings which didn’t mean the path
was any less challenging but now the two travelers, awake and refreshed from sleeping but still
hungry, could see where they were going. It was a long path. It stretched beyond sight and beyond
as far as Crazy Man could throw a stone. He knew this because he measured it by throwing a stone

as far as he could into the path and through much painful thinking and a little discourse with the
dog, Sidestepper, Crazy Man deduced that the path stretched beyond seventeen feet and three
inches and it was time to move forward into all that distance and find something to eat. “Do you
think we’ll ever find something to eat?”
“No,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “I think we’re going to starve to death on adventure and new
meanings. I’m beginning to think they’re not very nourishing.”
Crazy Man hoped that the dog, Sidestepper, was wrong at just about the same time that he
noticed something ahead…and they hadn’t even walked seventeen feet and three inches yet.

Episode 7: Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, meet the one-legged ducks of the faraway lake
that’s not really a lake
A river flowed alongside the path of adventure and new meanings for a long way. It was a wide,
deep, dark and slow river, the kind of river you might imagine steamboats plying their way through
the water on hot summer days with music and laughter roiling in its wake. You might imagine
yourself on a homemade raft with your friends in the middle of the river on a sweltering summer
day wondering how you and your friends are going to get back to the shore since the poles no
longer touch the bottom of the river. Tourists mistook it for a lake, it was that wide and stretched
that far. But it was just a river, a wide lake-like river, and Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper,
being tourists in this outdoor thing suddenly had lake thoughts.
“Do you think there might be fish in that lake that we can eat?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man’s eyes blistered with desperate expectations as he scanned the lake from side to side,
forward and backward, up and down, looking for fish gushing up from the depths to swallow bugs.
There were no gushes, not even a ripple. The surface of the water was still like a pond on a hot
summer day, only bigger. And apparently…no low flying bugs. “No,” said Crazy Man, eyes
blistered with broken promises. “This lake is no restaurant.”
The dog, Sidestepper nodded sadly, almost in tears, hungry. He felt cheated by the lake. He
wondered why there were no fishes jumping through that portal between water and air to grab food
from another world. “Stupid lake,” he said just as his eyes caught on something like hooks jumping
at his eyes and tearing his attention apart. He almost fell over on his overly long legs that made

him feel like one of those thatch huts you see in movies in the far far East. He felt like he was
always waiting for high water. But he stayed erect and observant as he turned to face Crazy Man,
catch his attention, and say, “Look.” He shrugged his head to the left and pointed to a spot along
the shore with his canine nose, which was a little black ball about the size of a marble at the end
of his short snout.
Crazy Man followed the marble-size nose and saw two one-legged ducks having a conversation
on the lake shore. They were too far away to make out what the ducks were saying so they made
their way down to the shore, the ducks still conversing, but eyeing their every step until they stood
a few feet apart, half-ogling each other. The dog, Sidestepper, broke the silence of eye-balling
when he said, “Are you my mother?”
The one-legged ducks stared at each other for a moment and one of them whispered to the other,
who turned toward the dog, Sidestepper, gazed deep into his soul with his duck eyes and said, “No
we’re not. And you’re a bastard.”
Without a glimmer of emotion, empathy or a sense of responsibility the ducks watched as first
the dog, Sidestepper, and then the odd looking man in the orange cape began shedding tears enough
to create puddles. This went on for about eight minutes and fifteen seconds before Crazy Man
snapped out of it and snapped his fingers as though just remembering something.
“You’re ducks,” he shouted. “Ducks. I heard that you’re greasy but still good eating. Can we eat
you?”
The ducks looked at Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, and then at each other. They continued
doing this for a while (but not quite eight minutes and fifteen seconds) before one of them said,
“No, you cannot eat us. You can only eat us if you shoot us out of the sky with shotguns and you
can only do it during a certain time of the year.”
“But we’re hungry,” said Crazy Man. “And we don’t have shotguns and we forgot what certain
time of the year it is. Can we eat you just a little bit?”
The two ducks laughed and pointed at Crazy Man with their wings. They laughed and pointed
for several minutes. They whispered to each other as they stared at Crazy Man and he began to
feel that maybe, just maybe, they were making fun of him. He’d never met mean ducks before; in
fact, he’d never actually met a duck before but he’d seen lots of pictures and he’d watched nature
shows on TV that showed how ducks lived and a thought occurred to him: Do I have a television?
It was the dog, Sidestepper, who finally concluded that the ducks were making fun of his travel
mate and he started barking at them. Well, the body perched at the top of the long stilt-like legs
wasn’t all that big because most of its growing power had gone into its legs. There wasn’t much
left for things like a long tail, a significant body, long ears…things like that. So, tall as he was, the
dog, Sidestepper, was physically diminutive if you removed his legs from the equation. There just
wasn’t enough mass at the top of those legs to create a convincing bark. He sounded more like
someone sitting on bubble wrap. He popped barks at the ducks.
The ducks were amazed.
They bounced up and down on their single legs and said, “Do it again! Do it again!”
The dog, Sidestepper, suddenly felt flattered, a feeling he rarely had, given that most people
avoided him and laughed at his long legs and tiny body. So he forgot about his conclusion that the
ducks were making fun of Crazy Man and spewed forth a barrage of pukey little barks. The ducks
bounced up and down furiously. “Do it again! Do it again!” The dog, Sidestepper, had never
witnessed such ebullient behavior and it made him bark louder. Crazy Man stopped wondering if
he had a television and started laughing and jumping up and down like the ducks, but on two legs.
The ducks saw this and thought that he was pretty weird so they flapped their wings, skimmed

across the water and flew into the sky. Seconds later, Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, heard
shots fired from the other side of the lake and the two ducks exploded in the sky in a plume of
plumage and blood and plunged into the lake.
“They would have been too greasy anyway,” said Crazy Man.
“Did you notice when they took off,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “they had two legs, as though
they had an extra one tucked away
“Fake one-legged ducks,” said Crazy Man as he nodded knowingly. “I’m glad we didn’t eat them
now. They probably would have given us indigestion. All that grease.” He suddenly snapped his
head toward the dog, Sidestepper. “Do you think I have a television set?”
The dog, Sidestepper, thought about this for a moment and said, “No. Probably not.”
And on that note, Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, continued down the path of adventure
and new meanings, stomachs growling and minds twitching with anticipation.
“You don’t think we’ll starve to death, do you?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“Nope,” said Crazy Man. “We’ll feast on adventure and devour new meanings. I think I might
be getting the hang of this outside thing.”
The dog, Sidestepper, wondered what the hell he meant by that and fantasized a feast of Peking
Duck.
(NOTE: Ducks stand on one leg and keep the other tucked in to keep warm by changing legs when
the other becomes too cold.)

Episode 8: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, come to a bridge spanning an unbelievably deep
trench
“I don’t know,” said Crazy Man. “I’m not sure how I feel about this.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stood before a wooden bridge that crossed a many thousand
foot deep trench. It was so deep, they couldn’t see the bottom and for all they knew it didn’t have
a bottom. Maybe it came out somewhere in an ocean where they would drown or be eaten by
sharks or both.
“If that bridge suddenly loses some nails or something…” he continued. “That’s a long drop.”
He tried to step forward to look down into the trench but every time he came within a few feet of

it, he started to gag and almost puked a couple of times. Apparently, he was allergic to deep
trenches.
The dog, Sidestepper, looked to the left and looked to the right. On both sides the trench
continued into the woods, the deep dark scary woods. “I don’t think we have any choice,” he said.
“The woods will kill us like they always do and this is the only way through them.”
“But I think I see a rusty nail…and you know what they say…see one rusty nail and see another.
That’s two rusty nails.”
“Who’s they? Who said that?”
“Them.”
“Them?”
“The ones who say things.”
“Are you sure about that rusty nail?”
“It looks sneaky.”
“Will it kill us?”
“Well, no…but its friends will kill us.”
“What friends?”
“The other nails.”
The dog, Sidestepper, thought about this for a moment and another moment and said, “Did you
check this out with snopes.com? And the ones who say things…did you check them out?”
Crazy Man thought about this for a minute or a day and managed to reach a conclusion: “Are
you sure the woods will kill us?”
“They always do,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
Crazy Man suddenly had an idea. In fact, it was so idealistic that his head spun as he spit the idea
out all over the path, the bridge, the woods and the dog, Sidestepper. “If we had wings, we could
fly over the trench.”
The dog, Sidestepper considered this from various angles, dozens of thematic treatments and the
concept of initial plausibility. He concluded: “You’re absolutely right!”
Just then, a tiny voice opened in the air around the two and said, “We won’t kill you.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, froze in mid-thought and looked around to find the source
of the voice.
“We promise. We won’t kill you.”
Crazy Man was the first to notice where the tiny voice originated. He grabbed one of the dog,
Sidestepper’s, overly long legs, almost toppling the strange canine and pointed to the bridge. “It’s
the nail,” he said.
“Which nail?”
“The third one from the left, on the lower bracket, where the sun tweaks the grain of the wood.”
“Oh…right,” said the dog, Sidestepper, “that one.”
“Everyone thinks we’re going to kill them,” said the nail, “because one of us is rusty. It’s a
sneaky, ill-composed nail and the rest of wish it would just rust away to nothing. But then it would
leave a hole in the bridge and not even the pigeons would land on us.”
“Are you my mother?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“No,” said the nail. “And you’re a bastard. And your weird friend is a bastard.”
Crazy Man, standing right beside the dog, Sidestepper, and directly in front of the nail, heard
this and prepared for a fit of self-pity and crying but before he could shake out the first tear, the
nail laughed and said, “Ha ha! Just joking. You’re not a bastard. But the dog might be.” And,
before the dog, Sidestepper, could react, the nail said, “This is actually the safest bridge in the

whole world because it spans the deepest trench in the whole world. If you fall in you might drown
or be eaten by sharks. Or both.”
All other nails holding the bridge together started laughing in tiny nail-like voices that sounded
a lot like metal clicking against wood, or vice versa. It filled the air around the path with something
like a very modest display of verbal fireworks, tiny almost explosions of sound filling the air.
Some might call it almost magical.
“Just joking,” said the nail. “No drowning. No sharks. Just a long boring fall into oblivion. But
that won’t happen. We won’t let it happen.”
“Trust us!” intoned about a hundred nails in tiny, excited voices sounding like gerbils eating
metal sunflower seeds. “We won’t let you down.”
The nails giggled uproariously…in a tiny-voiced uproar.
“And what about the rusty nail,” said Crazy Man. “How can you be sure that he won’t suddenly
pop out of the wood when we’re halfway across? What if he weakens the structure and all of you
start popping out?”
“He won’t,” said the nail. “He’s rusted right into the wood. You can trust his rust.”
Without looking away from the nail and without moving his lips, the dog, Sidestepper, whispered
to Crazy Man: “I think you might be right about that rusty nail…and the others. I have a bad feeling
about this…something in the nail’s tone…something in all those tiny gerbil sounds. I never trusted
gerbils.”
Crazy Man agreed. He needed some kind of assurance that they could trust that rusty nail. He
didn’t know a lot about rust but he knew that it wasn’t a good thing, that it was a sign that repairs
were in order. “Can we hear that from the rusty nail?”
About a hundred nails let out tiny baby clam-like gasps. “No,” said he nail. “He’s…well, he’s
kind of full of rust…makes it impossible to talk. But you can take my word for it…”
“We can?” said Crazy Man.
“Yep,” said the nail.
“Did you hear that?” said Crazy Man to the dog, Sidestepper.
The canine smiled, all teeth, whiskers and wet nose perched on stilt legs and said, “You
promise?”
“Yes,” said the nail. “We won’t kill you.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, looked at each other and smiled confidently. It looked like
they wouldn’t be killed by the woods after all. Brimming with trust in nails, rusty and new, they
set out over the bridge with big bold steps. The bridge was solid under their feet and paws. The
wood didn’t even creak under their weight. It was a curved bridge and for the first few feet they
walked upwards. When they reached the top, they stood for a moment to enjoy the view. That’s
when they heard some disquieting sounds…like tiny pops. They looked down at the bridge railing
and to their horror, nails were popping out of the wood, over a hundred of them. The only one
staying in place was the rusty nail.
“Ha ha!” said the nail (not the rusty one, the other one). “We lied. We are going to kill you.
We’ve been waiting a long time for someone to cross this bridge so that we can pop out of the
wood and make the bridge collapse so that you fall into the endless trench…maybe to drown or be
eaten by sharks. Or both.”
Crazy Man turned red with rage and yelled, “You better watch out! I might have a kitchen!”
The bridge started to sag and shift and make splintering and creaking sounds. It shook and
shivered and cross beams of wood began to fall, some into the trench where they quickly fell out
of sight.

The nails laughed tiny evil laughs and pointed themselves at Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper,
as they laughed. “Die travelers!” they screamed. “Die!”
And this is where the dog, Sidestepper’s, long legs finally paid off. “Grab my tail,” he said to
Crazy Man. It was a very small tail on a very small body but Crazy Man managed to grab on tightly
to what was there and as soon as he had a good grip the dog, Sidestepper, crouched low, spreading
his long legs and then, with a loud snapping sound, his legs straightened and Crazy Man flew
through the air, up high over the collapsing bridge with the laughing nails, and landed on the other
side. The nails stopped laughing and stopped popping out of the wood. The bridge teetered and
swayed slightly but didn’t completely collapse. Crazy Man was sure he heard a kind of smoldering
gerbil cursing, but he let it go. They were on the other side and didn’t have to go into the woods to
be killed.
“Looks like we didn’t need wings after all,” said the dog, Sidestepper.
At that exact moment, darkness settled over the woods and the path and something wasn’t quite
right.

Episode 9: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, Talk to the Bridge Flowers
Darkness. Sudden darkness. They were about ten feet past a bridge that had maliciously lied and
then tried, with a chilling degree of weird madness, to kill them.
“I don’t know,” said Crazy Man. “I’m not sure how I feel about this.”
“Feel about what?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“This whole outside thing…it’s not what I expected.”
The dog, Sidestepper, decided that he wasn’t interested in his travel mate’s expectations at the
moment and promptly changed the subject. “Do you think we’ll ever find something to eat?”
Crazy Man in another context might have been just a little offended, maybe even pissed off, for
having his train of thought so obviously demoted. But just as he was about to reach the apex of his
sensitivity-driven rage…he forgot what he was raging at. Pretty much par for the course when you
exist in two dimensions. One thing he was sure of though…he was hungry. He was hungry enough
to eat a pound of green cheese straight from the moon, that hungry. His mind suddenly filled with
happy thoughts of green cheese fondues and, while thinking these cheese things, Crazy Man’s eyes
swept to his left where the dog, Sidestepper, was sidestepping beside him. Crazy Man licked his
lips. He suddenly felt feral, more feral than a feral cat or feral dog, more feral than KD without the
cheese. He wondered a moment about green cheese on KD. He was having dark thoughts, crazy
thoughts. In one dimension he saw the dog, Sidestepper, as an erstwhile travel mate although it did
bother him that his travel mate walked sideways which meant that his head was always facing him
and, of course, the dog, Sidestepper, always knew what was going on in Crazy Man’s head because

Crazy Man’s eyes were a window into his soul although it wasn’t quite precise in which dimension
that soul existed. So…Crazy Man cried. As usual, his head spun, soaking everything around him
with self-pity.
The dog, Sidestepper, was well aware of Crazy Man’s survivalist conundrum and took pity on
him. After all, he might have a had a few Crazy Man a la carte thoughts himself. So, he let the selfanguish go on for a few minutes, maybe a few days, or months, and said: “You won’t like me. I’m
bony. I’m the perch of dogs. You would just…” The dog, Sidestepper, stopped side stepping and
grabbed Crazy Man’s arm metaphorically (not really, because his legs were too long and wobbly
as it was). But.…he metaphorically dragged Crazy Man a full ten inches across the path and
pointed at something the likes of which Crazy Man had never seen and would likely never see
again unless, of course, he travelled the path of adventure and new meanings right from the
beginning all over again. But he wasn’t going to do that. It just wasn’t all that impressive. What
he saw was…
Flowers…but not just any flowers…these were flowers under the bridge along the path of
adventure and new meanings. That kind of flowers.
The dog, Sidestepper, fell into a coma that lasted approximately 1.0375749 seconds, give or take,
but he adjusted to the post-coma reality quickly, and in keeping with the occasion he he gave it a
hopeful shot: “Are you my mother?”
To which the flowers replied: “No.”
Grabbing desperately at the smallest of hopes, Crazy Man asked, “Can we eat you?”
“No.”
Having worked out the social niceties, the flowers, Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, were
free to become best friends…even the weeds and bushes and a bunch of other flowers. And even
the bridge that’d tried to kill them, which was very still and dark and sort of looked like an upside
down smile. Nice bridge. But nobody wanted to be friends with the bottomless trench that could
very likely feed the unwary to the sharks. For the moment, it seemed to have metaphorically
disappeared. This caught Crazy Man’s attention and started a painful train of thought in whatever
dimension he thought: If it’s metaphorically not there, then it must have metaphorically been there
when we crossed the it, which means there was never any danger of falling into a trench because
the trench wasn’t there in scary reality…it was there just metaphorically. But just don’t walk over
there.
Crazy Man tumbled out of this painful train of thought just in time to hear the flowers give the
dog, Sidestepper, directions to the nearest food.
“Just up the path,” said the flowers. And they bent toward the continuing path, as did the bushes
and the trees and the shrubberies…but not the bridge. It was just sort of upside down smiling.
Nobody gave a shit what the trench was doing…it being metaphorical and all.
“Thank you. Are you sure you’re not my…”
“No.”
“Ok,” said the dog, Sidestepper, who looked forlornly at Crazy Man and said, “Guess it’s further
on up the road.”
Crazy Man nodded and looked up the road. Forlornly.
“Too bad you weren’t here when the dandelions were here,” said the flowers. “They like to be
eaten in salads.”
The flowers and the bushes, trees and weeds…all of them…sort of leaned into towards each
other like a big mass of secrecy and mumbled things for several minutes or days and broke apart
in a burst of spontaneous merriment.

“And they like to be made into wine,” said the flowers and all the fauna around the bridge
laughed right down into their roots.
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stared at the flowers for a few minutes, yes, just a few
minutes, and kind of backed away, slowly, quietly, keeping their eyes on the flowers, until they
were so far away and down the path that they couldn’t see the flowers anymore. They both let the
lung-bottled air out slowly in a kind of ooooooommmmmm way and started breathing again.
“What was that all about?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“What was what about?” Said Crazy Man, having forgotten about that. “You know,” he said,
“there’s something I’ve been meaning to talk to you about.”
“Go ahead. Talk meaningfully.” The dog, Sidestepper, giggled.
Crazy Man considered kicking one of his long legs from under him but decided instead to stay
on track. “When you walk sideways, you’re always facing me.”
“And this bothers you?”
“But my eyes are windows into my soul…and stuff. And you’re always looking into them.”
“I think that might’ve stopped you from turning me into a hot dog.”
Crazy Man blushed and was about to spew tears and remorse but decided that the dog had a
point. “Maybe you could walk on the other side and maybe keep an eye open for threats from the
dark scary woods?”
The dog, Sidestepper, thought about this for an unmitigated period of time and said, “Nope.”
“Nope, what?” said Crazy Man, and the two travelers continued along the path of adventure and
new meanings looking for food. And a mother. And this outside thing.
“Nope what?”

Episode 10: Crazy Man and the Dog, Sidestepper, Have an existential crisis with the green one.
Or…is he brown? Or not?
Just moments or hours into the day Crazy Man suddenly grabbed the dog, Sidestepper, by two of
his legs and sent both of them toppling and screaming onto the path of adventure and new
meanings. They careened and plummeted and screamed as they tumbled through the air and landed
with a mutually embarrassing bing. Crazy Man was the first to recover from the humiliation of
binging and he pointed to something beside the path as they flailed in post-traumatic recovery from
another failed compromise with gravity. The dog, Sidestepper, looked but saw nothing.
Crazy Man was still pointing through the dust cloud of their failure. “Look,” he said.
The dog, Sidestepper, looked and realized that if a bullet were to emerge from Crazy Man’s
finger, it would whiz through the air and demolish a cute little…frog.
“Don’t shoot,” he said.
Crazy Man looked at the dog, Sidestepper, in a weird way.
The dog, Sidestepper, looked at the frog and said the inevitable: “Are you my mother?”
“Croak,” said the frog.
This confused the dog, Sidestepper. He didn’t understand ‘Croak’ or any of the infinite meanings
it might express. Was the frog saying yes? Was the frog saying no? Was the frog saying I’ll think

about it? Was this damn frog withholding vital information about the whereabouts of his mother?
Was this frog friend or foe?
“Can we eat your legs?” said Crazy Man.
“Croak,” said the frog.
Crazy Man didn’t understand ‘Croak’ or any of the infinite meanings it might express. Was the
frog saying yes? Was the frog saying no? Was the frog saying I’ll think about it? Was this damn
frog withholding vital information about the edibility of its legs? Would this frog give up two of
its legs for two starving travelers?
“Was the previous croak a yes?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“Croak,” said the frog.
“Was your croak after that,” said Crazy Man, “an admission that you’re withholding vital
information about the edibility of your legs?”
“Croak,” said the frog.
It occurred to the dog, Sidestepper, and Crazy Man that they were prone and Crazy Man was
entangled just short of lethally in the dog Sidestepper’s, suddenly demonic overly long legs. They
fought gravity, string theory, ancient myths and contemporary theories of quantum entanglement,
malicious rumors about crazy men and dogs, ultra-right wing theories about what condiments
should be used on hotdogs…they fought bravely into the day, unentangling and rising, ever rising,
until they were both on their knees. But not touching each other, in keeping with rumors of crazy
men and dogs.
Their eyes turned in their sockets to the frog. “Do you have wisdom for us?” said Crazy Man.
“Advise, guidance…hope that we’ll ever find something to eat?”
“Croak,” said the frog.
“Was that a yes?” said Crazy Man.
“Croak,” said the frog.
The dog, Sidestepper, looked at Crazy Man and said, “I think he’s trying to tell us something.”
They both looked at the frog, and the dog, Sidestepper, said, “Are you trying to tell us
something?”
“Croak,” said the frog.
The dog, Sidestepper, turned to Crazy Man and said, “You see? He’s trying to tell us something.”
Crazy Man wasn’t convinced. He’d come to think of things in new lights, new meanings, new
responses to seemingly accidental events. All these thoughts built in his mind and seeped into his
nose where it seeped into his lungs and started doing osmosis stuff all over his material inner being.
But they were thoughts…they hurt…thinking hurt. So Crazy Man exploded. In a rhetorical way.
He exploded into a frenzy of not seeing, a stupor of not being, a soup without a ladle or salt. His
eyes spun. His ears wiggled. His nose danced across his face. It was like being on really good
drugs. Like California Sunshine or Columbian Red. His head started to spin very happily. He fell
into a swoon that might have lasted a few minutes…in another time or place…but maybe a week
here, where Crazy Man finally made a decision.
Unfortunately, he couldn’t remember what he was deciding about so he summed it all up with:
“If we find you a big bug to eat, can we eat your legs?”
“Croak,” said the frog.
Crazy Man considered the frog’s response far into the sky, past the bubbly cloud things, into a
thousand sunrises and sunsets, a millennia of seasons and ceremonies and arrived at the only
interpretation possible: “Oh, I see…you don’t eat bugs. You just eat frozen TV dinners. If you
happen to have one handy, I might have a kitchen…and maybe a microwave.”

“Croak,” said the frog.
Crazy Man thought: Is that a yes? Is that a no? Do I have a kitchen? Do I have a microwave? It
would be cool to have a microwave. And a kitchen. And a pizza pan. This frog knows things. This
frog has answers, ideas and such delicious looking legs.
“Are you sure about this legs thing,” he said.
“Croak,” said the frog.
“I see now,” said the dog, Sidestepper. “This amazing creature has boiled down all words,
meanings and prophecies to one word.”
“Croak,” said the frog.
“Do I have a kitchen!” yelled Crazy Man.
“Croak,” said the frog.
“Do you have a map showing me the way to my mother?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
The frog remained silent. Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, stared at the silent frog, waiting
for a response, waiting for a meaningful croak, a confirmation of their existence summed up in
just one word…croak. But no croak was forthcoming. The frog was silent. And green. Very green.
Frog green.
Crazy Man looked at the dog, Sidestepper, and the dog, Sidestepper, looked at Crazy Man. Their
eyes were asunder with questions and hope. Their hearts swelled as they watched the frog spin like
a top on amphetamines as it emitted a long soul-absorbing scream:
“CROOOOOOOAAAAAACCCCKKKKKK….K!” And it’s melodramatic spin slowed, slowed
and slowed until it came to stop with the frog’s nose pointed down the path of adventure and new
meanings and there was no mistaking the message of the nose.
However, it was lost on Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper…who just wanted food and
mommies. They regarded each other with great stealth and caution, fearing that the frog would
mess up their minds any more than it already had. No mommies. No food. Just that melodramatic
spinning sound and then nothing.
This frog was a real gyp.
Until it said, “Croak, croakity croak.” In a reasonable voice.
Which caused Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, to look in the direction in which the frog
nose was pointing: Down the path of adventure and new meanings. And it suddenly became
apparent to the two travelers that they were talking to a damn frog that probably didn’t know where
its own mother was and wasn’t enough of a humanitarian to let them eat its legs. So they turned
their back on the frog…no easy feat for a dog that sidestepped and a Crazy Man who had to make
adjustments in two dimensions. But they did it and continued down the path of adventure and new
meanings without a further thought to that damn frog.
Except…
“Have you ever eaten frog’s legs?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“No,” said Crazy Man, “but I’ve heard they’re good except for one thing.”
“What’s that?” said the dog, Sidestepper.
“I heard they croak when you cut their legs off.”
Crazy Man and the dog, Sidestepper, laughed long and loud as they ventured down the path of
adventure and new meanings looking for mommies and food…and this…outside thing.
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