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I dedicate this book to my two-legged 
family, Jon and Cadi, to my four-
legged family, Shiner and Lacee, and 
to the Lord, who gave them to me.



Do ya have any treats?  No?  Well, I’ve learned it never hurts to 
ask.  Usually two-legs have some kind of treat on them, as long 
as you’re not too discriminating.  Dollar bills are quite tasty 
when you’ve got a hankerin for some paper and the trash is put 
up.

Where was I?  Oh yea, treats.  A dog’s life revolves around 
mooching, snatching, eating, and, well, uh, of course, pooping.  
And that’s where this story begins.  I call it...Shiner’s 
Shenanigans.

I wasn’t always a Shiner.  At first I was a Booger.  I had a little 
pink spot on my black nose, so the first Two Legs in my life 
called me Booger.  Oh, the injustice of it all, giving a noble 
Dalmatian such a snotty name!  But then the McBride’s came to 
see me when I was just a pup of eight weeks.  I tell you, it was 
love at first sniff.  Let all my brothers and sisters fall all over 
themselves playing with toys.  I saw those tall McBride legs and 
claimed them as my own.  Turned out to be a pretty good 
choice.  First thing my new Two Legs did was change my name.  
They thought my black spots around my eyes made me look 
like I’d been in a boxing match.   I’ve been Shiner ever since. 



Oh, those were special days.  Just me and my Two Legs, 
playing and eating and sleeping and pooping and eating some 
more.  I never have been too particular about what I eat.  I 
remember one day Mrs. Two Legs and me snuggled up for nice 
little nap.  Only I woke up before she did, and guess what 
glorious extravagance I found?  Mr. Two Legs left me a long 
length of leather that was twisted just right for chewing.  Ah, I 
chewed plumb through that leather.  I can still remember the 
smell, the taste, the joy....and my confusion.  

When I tried to get to the end of the leather string, my teeth 
came on a strange yellow thing.  It tasted kind of like  a fire 
hydrant and left a twang in my mouth, so I left it alone.

When Mrs. Two Legs woke up refreshed, she was mighty 
pleased to see what I did.  In fact, she was so  happy that she 
took me right away to the place where the White Coats live, 
muttering something about a belt, whatever that is.  The White 
Coats poked me, prodded my belly, and gave me more treats.

Didn’t I tell you I had a good life?  But wait, it gets even better!



In those days I was a world famous gymnast!  Mr. Two Legs 
introduced me to the magic of streams of delicious water.  I 
don’t know why he kept spraying my drink all over the grass.  I 
was captivated by the sight of that water stringing through the 
air like a wavy tail. 

I tell you, I couldn’t help myself.  Before I knew it, my legs 
jumped into high gear.  I tumbled and twisted my way through 
the air, following the stream of water as it arched high in the 
sky and then back to the ground again.  I bit it, licked it, and 
then we were off again.  I looped my way across the yard and 
back.  It seemed like every time I tried to catch that water, it fell 
away to the ground.

Mr. Two Legs laughed and called it water gymnastics.  I did 
some pretty amazing flips, if I do say so myself.

Playing in the water hose wasn’t my only talent, no siree.  If 
I’dof practiced even a little bit more they would have put me in 
that Air Bud movie.  Let me tell you how it all started:



I was born to chase balls.  Well, maybe to eat, too, but chasing 
balls is what I love most about my world. Don’t throw no frisbee 
in the air and expect me to get it for you.  Those nasty things 
taste all flabby and slick in my mouth.  But a tennis ball, or, even 
better, a baseball...is pure deliciousness, the way it rolls  
around on my tongue. 

I just don’t understand why Two Legs don’t catch balls like I do.  
It’s so much fun to run so fast that you catch up to where the 
ball’s gonna be before it gets there.  Mr. Two Legs got a flingy 
thing so’s he could throw it far enough for me.  Even then, I’m 
so fast I catch up to it before it hits the ground.  I tell you they 
should’ve drafted me.  I can leap and twist in the air and catch 
fly balls better’n any old Two Legs. 

Newspapers feel pretty good, too.  I can spot one across the 
yard and get it for you in ten seconds flat.  I don’t know why, 
but those papers are out for me every morning.  One day the 
paper wasn’t in my yard but it was across the street.  So I got 
that one instead.  Darned if Mr. Two Legs didn’t put it right 
back where I got it.  Was he ungrateful, or what?



Ah, that was the good life.  But wouldn’t you know, it got even 
better?  You see, I’ve always been a lap dog.  Mrs. Two Legs sits 
down, I get in her lap.  She’s almost as big as I am, but that don’t 
matter.  I just get all curled up and lay my head across her lap.

Well one day I noticed that lap kept getting smaller and smaller.  
Before I knew it, there wasn’t room for me anymore on that lap.  
Then the strangest thing happened.  The Two Legs brought home 
the littlest Two Legs I’d ever seen.  That little tyke smelled so warm 
and so good that I wanted to lick her every chance I got.  
Overnight, I was a proud papa-dog.  Nobody better mess with my 
newest friend.

Imagine my surprise when Baby Two Legs started walking on all 
fours!  Did she think she was a dog?   I never could figure it out.  I 
laid down real close to her but far enough away so she couldn’t 
grab my tail.  (I’m kinda partial to my tail and like it the way it is.)  
Soon the little confused tyke started scooting towards me on all 
fours.  I expected her to start barking any minute.  Was she some 
kind of doggy human?  I hoped so, because then I could’ve taught 
her all sorts of doggie tricks.  But she never did bark, and soon 
she turned from a Four-Legged scooter into a Two Legs runner.  I 
just loved licking those crumbs off her face.



Life went along at a pretty good pace.  I kept eating and drinking 
and playing ball and having a good old time.  The Two Legs packed 
us up and took us to some place called Maryland, and then after 
that took me to Florida.  I never minded much.  Just give me my bed 
and my food and my lovin, and I’ll follow you to Mars!

Anyway, it was in Florida that my old bones started to give out.  
You gotta remember that a dog gets older faster than a Two Leg.  
Around that time I was still pretty spry.  I didn’t chase the water 
hose as much, but I still loved chasing balls.  One day Mr. Two Legs 
threw the biggest ball I’d ever seen for me.  I ran after it and all of a 
sudden my knee gave out.

I went back to the White Coats and heard all kinds of Two Legged 
talk, like “crutiate tearing” and “surgery.”  I just wanted another 
treat.  They gave me several and then fixed my knee up pretty 
good.  It wasn’t long before I was able to chase balls and birds and 
newspapers again.  Fast forward two years...I was an older pup, 
and this time, wouldn’t you know it?  The other knee got hurt.

Now they call me the Bionic Dog.  I’m not sure what that’s all about.  
I’m just glad I can run and chase balls again.  My legs splay out to 
the side when I run, but I’m still pretty fast for an old guy.  Faster 
than a Two-Leg, anyhow.



I’ve learned it pays to be faster than the Two Legs in my life.  They 
like to say that I’m sneaky.  I disagree with that.  I’m just plumb 
smart.

You gotta understand, my life at this point is still all about the food, 
the balls, the poop, and now that I’m older, the nap.  One night it 
was really about the food.  Pizza, to be precise.  The Babysitter 
Two Legs and Littlest Two Legs went outside to play, leaving the 
most fragrant specimen sitting on top of the stove.

I can’t take the blame for it.  Anything left out is fair game as far as 
I’m concerned.  I told you I’m smart, right?  Well, I jumped up on the 
counter, took ahold of that box, and lifted out the entire pizza 
without spilling a drop.  Yum, Yum!  I can still taste the yummy 
tomatoes and pepperonis, the warm crust oozing with greasy 
cheese!  Babysitter Two Legs wasn’t very happy to find that her 
dinner had mysteriously disappeared.  That’s okay though.  (burp)  
I put it to real good use.

I even managed to get up all the crumbs when I was done, so there 
wasn’t any evidence that I was the thief.  It could have been 
anyone!

Did I mention I was smart?



Now that I’m an old dog, I’m teaching lots of new tricks to the 
newest friend in my life.   The Two Legs brought home -- gasp -- 
another D-O-G!  I did not like that pup at all.  How dare she 
intrude on my space with all her licking and nipping and playacting?  
I’ve got important, MATURE things to do, like take a nap.

Then we moved back to my homeland, Texas.  The other D-O-G 
came along for the ride.  I kept hoping the Two Legs would leave 
her at a pit stop, but they never did.  Soon as we came to our new 
house I decided to be her friend.   I still don’t like to play, but I give 
her a good lick every now and then.



And when the Two Legs aren’t lookin, I’ll even let her snuggle up to 
me for a bit.  I’m slowly teaching her how to get along in the Two 
Leg’s world.  Thanks to me, she’s learned how to unzip a purse like a 
pro!  I can’t get her to actually EAT the paper she finds in there.  
She’s kind of partial to shredding.  But it’s a start.  I bet I’ll have her 
munching on dollars before the year is through.

Yessiree, life with these Two Legs is mighty fine.  (yawn, grumble).  
You’ll have to excuse me, now.  This story doesn’t have a proper 
ending yet.  I’m still pretty busy.  Naptime is calling.  But before I go, 
are you sure you don’t have a treat?



Zzzzzzzz


