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Text Version of Audio Story: Sheena 

 
It was as if someone had dumped a can of ground-up black pepper in my white 
bathtub, floating in the water as I gave that little puppy a bath. She was only six 
weeks old and covered with fleas, hundreds and hundreds of fleas. She cried the 
whole way home on the ride and I thought it was because she missed her 
mother. But I soon found out it was because she was being eaten alive by fleas. I 
decided I would name her Sheena. 

 
She’s a good-looking dog. Folks often asked what kind she is. Just a black and 
white one, I tell them. She’s no particular breed. Sheena was about to become 
my best friend, but moreover, she was about to become a symbol, although I 
wouldn’t realize it until many years later. Sheena would become a symbol of my 
personal journey to find a better life. 
 
When I first got Sheena, I owned a small company that painted lines in parking 
lots. It was not a pleasant job, but it was honest work. I sold the company at a 
small profit so I could pursue a career as a voiceover artist, narrator, and 
broadcaster. But first I would have to go through vocational rehabilitation. 
Dyslexia had seriously inhibited my abilities. If I wanted to succeed, I knew I 
would have to learn to read and write. I could decipher most one-syllable words. 
Sometimes I was lucky as I guessed at two-syllable words. Three-syllable words 
were near impossible. Getting it all organized in my head so as to read a 
sentence or a paragraph was out of the question. 
 
I did have some money from a few years of hard work but it was tied up in such a 
way I couldn’t get to it and I sure could’ve used it at the time. Sheena and I lived 
in a small rented house. In the winter we walked to a local store and bought 
kerosene, five gallons at a time, to burn in a kerosene heater. It heated the entire 
house. I call them ‘the ravioli days’ because it was the cheapest thing I could find 
to eat. I went to the grocery store and bought ravioli and Dinty Moore Beef Stew 
and heated it on the kerosene heater and that’s what I ate day after day after 
day. Sheena ate generic dog food from Walmart. 
 
Eventually, things started to look up. I would learn strategies to compensate for 
the literacy problems. Today, I read at a college entrance level. I use a word 
processor to write. In those difficult days, some people say I was a dreamer, 
delusional for thinking I could find a career in broadcasting considering the 
problems I had. 
 
When others were bailing out of my life, Sheena stayed. She didn’t seem to mind 
that I was a delusional dreamer. She watched me fall down so many times and 
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was always there when I got back up. As I worked at improving my literacy skills 
every night, Sheena slept under my desk and kept my feet warm. Sheena 
watched people come and go from my life – the good, the bad. And she always 
seemed to know the difference even when, especially when, I didn’t. At the time 
of this writing, that little puppy is approaching her 12th birthday. Her face is 
getting gray. But for the most part, she’s in pretty good shape. 
 
The only kind of dog food she eats is the generic kind from Walmart. She turns 
her nose up at the expensive stuff. I can afford the expensive dog food now, but 
she doesn’t want it. It seems more people like me now that I’ve had a little bit of 
success, even the people who thought I was delusional have come around. But 
Sheena, she doesn’t look at me any differently now than she did back in the 
ravioli days. As I sit here writing today, she is sleeping under my desk keeping 
my feet warm. 
 
From somewhere behind the radio with the music of Johnny X, I’m the American 
Storyteller. 


