
 
                                                                              

                                                                                                                                
 
                                                                                                                 “ODE  TO  BEAU” 

 
Even though, Beau, you were six months avail, 
three escaped convicts—you were hot on their 

trail 
 

Even though, Beau, the nurses said they 
searched the building— 

you found Elizabeth, age 92, behind the door, 
soundly sleeping 

 
Even though, Beau, you weren’t an exhibitor, 

your tail-set and bite…not a factor, not inhibitor 
 

The people you found were amazed with your 
face, 

your slobber, your size, and the quick of your 
pace 

 
Even though, Beau, you survived gastric torsion, 

you recovered to go on and teach kids the 
lesson… 

 
To “Hug-A-Tree” and stay in one place, as well 

as 
the many things they can do to stay safe 

 
Even though, Beau, 10 years went by, 

it was much too soon for you to die 
 

Even though, Beau, you won’t be here, 
your legend with kids will continue each year 

 
We’ll go on without you but not without pain, 

each time someone asks and we mention your 
name 

 
Even though, Beau, we did our best to provide a 

good life, 
we know you’re resting in peace without strife 

 
Even though, Beau, we’ll miss your sad eyes, 

we want to thank you for the richness you poured 
in our lives 

 
Even through, Beau, we’re not together 

anymore, 
we will always love you—our first Bloodhound— 

now…at God’s door 
 


