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Romey the Hound

In 1988, Robert Fulghum published an essay known as “All I 
Really Need to Know I Learned in Kindergarten.”  Since then, 

this discourse has been recited at countless graduations as a gentle 
reminder to the adults of the world that the secrets to life are not 
found in places such as graduate school and have instead been 
with us since our earliest memories.  It is a delightful essay, but I 
believe it to be woefully inadequate. Why, you ask?

Because the good Mr. Fulghum never met Romey.
Who is Romey, you ask?
That’s my beagle.  And All I Really Need to Know I Learned 

From Romey the Beagle.
Believe in the Unlikely. Romey is a small dog.  So small, in 

fact, that many people think at fi rst glance that she is a puppy. 
And yet despite this fact, I have come to learn that there is not a 
loaf of bread that is safe upon my kitchen counter.  I pause here to 
remark that the counter is 36” high and Romey is only 14” at the 
shoulder.  When standing on her hind legs, her head does not even 
reach the level of the countertop.  How does Romey get the cin-
namon bread off of the kitchen counter?  I have no idea, and she is 
not telling. But she clearly has embraced the unlikely.

Take Joy in the Small Things. Romey throws bones. Romey 
barks at bones. Romey dances around bones. Romey buries bones 
in the couches, in laundry baskets, and underneath bedroom pil-
lows. I am convinced that she does these things either to amuse 
me or just to have a good time. I am delighted at both explana-
tions.

Believe in Yourself. The mail carrier for the United States 
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Postal Service arrives at our house six days a week. The process 
unfolds something like this: He or she appears. Romey barks like 
crazy. He or she hastily departs. I am certain Romey is convinced 
that the departure is because of her ferocity. And I am not about 
to tell her otherwise.

Don’t Give Up. Embarrassing though it may be, I am not a 
‘dogs are not allowed on the furniture’ kind of chap. Although 
Romey has free access to all the furniture in our home, the couch 
in the living room is her favorite. Given her small size, it is a 
pretty sizable leap for her to even get up on the couch (I bet a 
loaf of cinnamon bread would provide great incentive, however). 
As Romey is now strolling into her twilight years, she does not 
always make this jump on the fi rst try. But if given a moment to 
get over the immediate embarrassment and try again, she makes 
it on the second attempt. She has never let an initial failure stop 
another try, and I think this is a wonderful lesson.

Embrace the Power of Forgiveness. Romey entered my life 
during the Fall 2006 semester. This was my fi rst year as a college 
professor, and on one rather chilly October morning, I noticed 
a small beagle (she seemed to be only a puppy) chained to a tree 
on my walk to school. Several weeks later, I again saw this little 
hound, and she was again chained to a tree. I walked over to give 
her a scratch, and the gentleman (I use this term with great artis-
tic license) who owned her approached me.

“That’s a great dog, sir.”
“Thanks. Do you want her?” he replied.
“Oh, I don’t know,” I responded, clearly not ready to take on 

the responsibility of pet ownership despite my great fondness for 
beagles.

“That’s too bad,” he said. “Tomorrow I’m going to get rid of 
her or take her to the pound.”

I pause here to remark that I have no idea what “get rid of 
her” means or if “take her to the pound” meant something dif-
ferent. All of a sudden I really wanted a dog. I walked home, got 
my car, picked up the dog, and drove her immediately to the vet.  
As became clear over the next week or so, the beagle—who I 
rechristened Romey—had been at least neglected, and, it seemed 
exceptionally likely to me, was also abused. She was remarkably 
malnourished, and covered with a panoply of bugs. When I put on 
a belt, it caused her immediate departure from any room. She was 
skittish and apprehensive.

And yet despite how miserable I interpret her previous life 
to have been, when we saw the aforementioned gentleman im-
mediately before I moved to accept a new teaching appointment 
at Clarke, Romey approached him with a rapidly wagging tail. She 

gave him a good sniff, and it seemed pretty clear to me that she at 
least recognized him. And if that be so, it seemed that forgiveness 
was in her heart. And that’s a great place to be.

It is diffi cult to say with certainty how old Romey is. She 
has been with me for more than fi ve years now, and she was prob-
ably a couple of years old when I got her. The veterinarian says she 
is between nine and eleven.  Her eyes are a bit hazier than I would 
like, and the knee replacement surgery (really!) from last fall 
means she will never catch the rabbits she chases behind Clarke 
University. I suppose all of this has me mindful of her mortality 
and my realization that she will not be burying bones in the living 
room couch forever. So I try to take her for longer walks. I try to 
give her longer belly scratches. I embarrassingly sing to her. All 
the time. Perhaps the most important thing she reminds me of 
daily: Tell Those Who You Love that You Love Them. Every day.


