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Monthly Meeting 

Due to the COVID-19 virus emergency, monthly meetings 

for Glenmore Hunt have been cancelled until further no-

tice. The Officers and Directors of the hunt will continue to 

serve until the next membership meeting. 

 

Calendar 

Events for April and May are postponed indefinitely until 
the state of emergency is lifted. Continue to check the 

Glenmore website for updates on our calendar of events at  
https://www.glenmorehunt.org/test-calendar. 

 
Master’s Report 

We are embarking upon uncharted territory, an area unfamiliar to any of us.  In late December, an alarming number of atypical 

pneumonia cases were reported in Wuhan, China sparking a global epidemic that has involved all but three countries in the world 

thus far.  This ghostly invader would be named Covid-19, a member of the coronavirus labeled for the year it was discovered.  Every 

aspect of our everyday life would come to an abrupt halt with the implementation of an order from the Governor to stay-at-home 

mandated March 30, 2020.   Glenmore was fortunate to have successfully hosted our 90th Hunt Ball and Closing Hunt on March 7th 

and 14th respectively, before most of the restrictions from the pandemic were implemented.  Many of our neighboring hunts were 

not so fortunate to be able to hold either.  The Glenmore Hunt Ball was a fabulous event that required the efforts of many of our 

members of the Social Committee, volunteers and the Chair of the Hunt Ball, Jacob Arbaugh, to make it successful.   Although I sin-

cerely wanted to elaborate on the music, fun and friendship that we shared during the event, at this time it just seems wrong.  

At a time when our country and the world is in such a catastrophic crisis, it seems superficial to elaborate on our good time.  Sever-

al of our Glenmore members have been thrust into the midst of this pandemic as first responder, Jacob Brunot; nurse practitioner, 

Vonda Johnston; and nephrologist, Charles Brooks un-

selfishly serve others.  Although our plans to bring 

hounds to Sedgefield and spending thrilling chases in 

Hoffman, NC will need to be tabled, the Hunter Pace will 

be postponed or rescheduled, and our Board of Direc-

tors elections placed on hold, these are disappointments 

we must endure for the greater good.  While we are all 

very appreciative of the tremendous commitment Missy 

Burnett and the dedicated staff have contributed to cre-

ating one of the best hunt seasons in recent memory, let 

us first be sensitive to this unprecedented challenge 

posed to all of humanity.  Pray for the world~ 

Always a nurse, 

Stacy Thompson, MFH 
Stacy and Solomon at the 2019 Opening Hunt 



Sedgefield Performance Trials—2019 

 

The Sedgefield Performance Trails is an annual event that should not be missed, a true bucket list trip. Imagine waking up to a fox-

hunting paradise; cool weather, the sound of hounds in the distance and of course the smell of a good whiskey in your flask. The 

members of Sedgefield Hunt show nothing less than the utmost gratitude and hospitality to all. While being accommodating to 

both horse and hound, they show equally good sport to their human participants and offer a choice of fields and a road whip op-

tion. Road whipping in the Valley usually means riding in a SUV or truck.  The Sedgeield Hunt take it to the next level with what can 

only be descried as the vehicles they used to drives around the island of Jurassic Park!  

Departure began with a crazy caravan of Glenmore members; directions were given, radios were checked, and new “handles” were 

announced to be able to properly communicate while being on the road. The trip included traffic jams, gas stops and fast food drive 

throughs - no easy task with five trailers. Once we finally did arrive at the venue, we caught up with members of the Rockbridge 

Hunt, setup our designated area and of course poured ourselves a pre-cocktail reception cocktail! After an evening of reminiscing 

and planning the Glenmore group departed for a nearby hotel. The Pine Inn is an adventure all in itself!   

The first morning started with a southern breeze that swept through the pines of Sedgefield, just as first light began to peak the 

horizon. Driving up the winding sandy road one could not see anything but the pines and it’s at this point I thought to myself 

“We’re hunting here?” But just as the thought left my mind, the road widened a little and broke off into small clear cuttings. There 

ahead in the distance were trailers gleaming in the morning light. The usual chores of feeding, breakfast and flask filling were done, 

and it was time to mount up.  

I had heard tales of the famous first flight leader that was kind, witty and an all-around fun person. I no more than threw my leg 

over my saddle before I hear a “You must be Jake!” from behind. As I gathered my reins and look back over my shoulder I respond-

ed with “I am, and you must be Carter!” It was at this point all the butterflies in my stomach disappeared and I was beyond ready to 

see what this hunt had to offer. Morning announcements were made and then something peculiar to me happened…they began to 

discuss the flights. Everything I had known prior to this was simply 1st, 2nd, and 3rd flight. Oh no, here we have the huntsman’s 

flight, first flight A, first flight B, second flight A, second flight B, and so on. With what I’m sure was VERY confused face, I looked 

ahead to see every huntsman, along with hounds that looked like they had just sprung up from an ant hill fly past. One more flight 

followed and before I could think, Stilwell and I were off to the races.  

At first, I thought “My God we’re flying?!” immediately after that I thought “Finally, MY 

GOD WE’RE FLYING!” As most of you know I have a need for speed, and it was the first 

time I could really let loose—we passed Stacy and Solomon without having to worry about 

offending the field leader. As I grabbed a little mane, got up into my two point, I took a 

chance to look around and realized that I was in Foxhunting Heaven! Everything I had 

heard about Sedgefield was true; perfect footing, the ability to move out and all of your 

friends galloping and laughing right along side. The laughs and camaraderie followed back 

to that evening’s dinner were stories were passed, advice was given and memories were 

made! It was truly at this point I felt a feeling of belonging, like I was meant to be there, 

like I had indeed “found my tribe.”  

Those of us who stabled on the grounds decided that we’d walk our horses down the 

sandy road in front of the building where dinner was served; and in true Glenmore fashion 

we couldn’t do this without a beverage. So naturally some of us walked our horses up to 

the porch bar and ordered a drink. Now I’d have to say that this tribe is a crazy tribe as we 

all were goofy enough to get up and do it all over again the next day! Flying through sands, dunes and tall pines, chasing the sound 

of hounds and having a blast along the way is certainly what it’s all about my friends!  

I was honored to ride with this amazing hunt club last year, making memories and lifelong friendships, and was very disappointed 

that we couldn’t travel to Sedgefield this year.  However, the same could be said for my entry into Glenmore Hunt last season. For 

me, this year’s bonds have expanded, the memories priceless and “Glenmore Family” feeling has never been stronger. May the 

sound of hounds never die, and may we have an even bigger and better 91st season! ~ Jake Arbaugh   



Five horses you will almost certainly have in your lifetime... 

 

Stacy Thompson, MFH, submitted this write up of her five “lifetime” horses. The original article can be found here in Horse and 

Hound Magazine: https://www.horseandhound.co.uk/features/5-horses-will-almost-certainly-lifetime-689270. Please send me 

your five for future newsletter articles! ~John Meyer 

The first one—I was told by my mother that one of my first words was 

“horsey”.  Shortly after my first sentence would be, “I wanna ride”.  My 

earliest memories involved me playing like I was riding a horse, playing 

with Breyer horses, and imagining names I would give all my horses.  For-

tunate for me I have an aunt and uncle who own a ranch in Gainsville, Tex-

as with a herd of cattle and several horses.  My cousin Carol was an older 

version of myself, horse crazy and willing to share her obsession.  Begin-

ning at the age of 5, I would go to Texas for two weeks out of the year and 

l in a fantasy world.  The first one was also the biggest one.  My cousin 

would put me aboard an 18 hand black thoroughbred/Quarter Horse cross 

as a smaller than usual child. He had been grossly misunderstood before 

landing on my relatives’ farm.  He had been given the name, Satan. For 

five years I would spend some of my summer with Satan rounding up 

cattle and hunting down mountain lions and riding without a saddle, on 

top of a horse I could walk under…standing up.  Satan’s kindness was big-

ger than his physical stature.  I dreamt of the day that I would have a 

“Satan” of my own. My time in Texas would shape what I wanted to be 

and how I would to spend all of my time. 

The one that just went wrong—We often think that the 

one that just went wrong might be the horse who was 

never well-trained or would not suit our riding needs re-

gardless how much time and/or money we put into pro-

fessional help.  But what if the one that just went wrong 

was only wrong because of an injury?  Through no fault of 

her own, our Bradford’s Madame Nell would be the one 

that just went wrong. Nell is a 17 hand gorgeous thor-

oughbred/Cleveland Bay cross. At 5 years old in the midst 

of training to be a 3’6 Working Hunter, Nell would be out 

hunting in the field and step on a small tree staub.  

Twelve hours later she would end up at Blue Ridge Eq-

uine undergoing surgery for a Clostridium infection of her 

lower leg.  Nell would spend over a month in the inten-

sive care unit.  Given less than a 20% chance of survival, 

Nell beat the odds and lived.  Although Nell would intermittently be sound enough to ride, ultimately to this day, she would enjoy 

life as a pretty princess in the pasture of Campbellot.   

The ultimate one—Many believe that “mother knows best” but in the equestrian world, “my trainer knows best”. Anxious about 

replacing my hunting partner of 9 years, I sought out to find a prospect with the infamous, Vonda Johnston.  Years earlier she con-

vinced me that Sam and I would make a good team and I trusted her implicitly.  September 2013, Vonda and I stumbled upon a 

17’1, 1500 lb. big grey Shire/Paint cross, branded with a capital S within a circle on his left should in a Facebook advertisement.  He 

was at a Quarter Horse ranch and they were selling him because he wasn’t good at working cattle or giving trail rides to paying 

customers.  We showed up to try him.  They said, “he is nothing special”.  Vonda said, “put some jumps up so I can take him over a 

few”.  They said, “mam’ he doesn’t jump”. She ignored the man.  

Continued Next Page 
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Five horses you will almost certainly have in your lifetime…(Continued) 

The ultimate one (continued) 

  She jumped him over several obstacles in the ring.  I rode him briefly.  And then she promptly 

told me, “you are buying this horse or you will have to run over me with your truck’.  Vonda told 

me that we were destined for each other because he was already monogramed with my initial. 

They called the horse “Hummer”.  I named him Song of Solomon.  Solomon was transformed 

into a field hunter almost immediately with Vonda’s training Solomon to jump and my faith in 

the education Sun and Sam taught me years earlier.  Solomon and I have led the first flight con-

sistently for 7 years.  He is super sensitive but a big fan of his midget rider.  It is as though all of 

my previous horses are wrapped up into one single horse.  He has the kindness of Satan, beauty 

of Nell, work ethic of Sam, and heart of Sun.  Our story, me and Solomon’s, is still being written.  

Solomon is The Ultimate One.  

The one that got away—Searching for a hunt horse, we stumbled upon a horse that completely mesmerized me.  His name was 

Play It Again Sam, 17’1 hand Thoroughbred/Cleveland Bay cross with a huge presence.  I had never seen such a stunning horse and 

I fell in love with him immediately.  However, we were looking for a horse for my husband Chris, so I did not get to choose.  Chris 

would actually choose his full sister, Nell. I was left wondering, “but what with Sam”.  An unusual turn of events in May 2005 pro-

vided me an opportunity to grab the one that I “thought” got away.  Sam became mine and we would embark upon a relationship 

that scared and thrilled me.  He was my first real 1st flight horse and I can distinctly remember falling off of him twice in one hunt.  

He was happy to hunt at tremendous speeds and he didn’t really 

care if you stayed on or not.  For a few months during our first 

hunt season, he tossed me around like a rag doll.  He was enor-

mous and a bully. He was all brawn and very little brains, which I 

secretly adored.  Unlike some horses, he knew his size and wasn’t 

afraid to intimidate you or other horses with it.  I began lifting 

weights and growing out of my hunt coats in order to control the 

beast I showed up to hunt every Tuesday and Saturday.  I felt like 

I was bench pressing, or attempting to bench press, all 1500 lbs of 

Sam.  Through the years and after many private lessons with Von-

da Johnson, I would learn to embrace the art of Sam’s quirkiness, 

strength and potential.  I am quite confident that I scared a few 

children during our junior hunts when Sam would throw one of 

his temper tantrums.  However, I am also quite sure that I would 

have never been the rider or fox hunter I am today without him.  

Sam and I would compete in both the 2009 and 2010 Virginia Field Hunter Championships, placing in the top ten in our first com-

petition.  I don’t care to ever jump another 4 ft rock wall again, ever.  For 9 seasons, Sam and I were regulars as the first flight field 

leader.  Sam got away once but only once.  Sam was retired in 2013 to live in the pastures of Campbellot until it is his time to run in 

the Elysian Fields.   

The one that taught you the most—Determined to have a horse of my own, eleven year old Stacy searched the classified ads for 

horses that were for sale within walking distance from my home in Forest, Va.  My parents, who knew nothing about taking care of  

horse, had told me one summer that I could have a choice… another trip to Texas to see Satan or find a horse of my very own.  

Without missing a beat, I went out on a mission looking for my first horse.  I found Sun’s Golden Rays in a for sale ad boarded only 

a mile from my home.  Within no time, June 14, 1980, Sun became mine and I was armed with a $5.00 bridle, hoof pick and soft 

brush. I had no hard helmet, saddle, blankets, or grooming equipment to care for him.  Sun was a 14.2 hand palomino Quarter 

Horse who had been poorly handled by people and most likely abused.  He bucked, reared, ran away with me.  He bucked, reared, 

ran away with me.  I didn’t care.  I was fearless. He didn’t want anyone to touch him or pet his face.   

Continued Next Page 



I was eleven and in love with him so he didn’t really have a 

choice. I spent every waking moment that I could with him.  I 

rode my dirt bike up to a dilapidated barn with no running 

water or electricity twice a day to care for him.  My barn bud-

dies and I would spend six hours a day riding, galloping 

around Thomas Jefferson’s Popular Forest at every chance.  

Apparently Sun and I were joyful to watch run around the 

open fields.  Many neighboring folks would drink their morn-

ing coffee to kids laughing with their ponies.  People told my 

parents I would “out-grow” my love for horses when boys 

came into my life.  Didn’t happen.  Sun never really did trust 

people other than myself.  An ole’ timer tried to pet him one 

day and Sun moved away from him.  I apologized.  He ex-

plained to me, “don’t apologize, he just gave his heart away a 

long time ago”. Sun would be my absolute best friend for 25 

years.  I would share all my adolescent secrets with him, move him with me to my first job, introduce him to my husband and share 

him with my daughter.  My first real paycheck I used to have a painting of Sun commissioned.  I credit Sun for teaching me the value 

of being loyal, committed, and disciplined. To this day, Sun will always have my heart.  I will always have a soft spot for palominos; 

but, I will never own another one.  There was only one Sun.  He died peacefully March 4th, 2005. He is buried at Campbellot  ~ Stacy 

Thompson, MFH 

Five horses you will almost certainly have in your lifetime…(Continued) 

Glenmore’s 2019 Hunt Ball 

Photos courtesy of www.bethanygracephoto.com  

http://www.bethanygracephoto.com


Polo—The Magazine for Horsemen 
November, 1931 



THANK YOU to our Glenmore Hunt Sponsors!   

Please thank these sponsors for their patronage. 

Gold Sponsors 

Silver Sponsors 

Crozet Tack and Saddle  Rockingham Coop Draft Feed & Supply 

Platinum Sponsor 



Glenmore Hunt, Inc. 

P. O. Box 396 

Staunton, VA 24402-0396 

Inside this issue: 
MFH Stacy Thompson’s 5 Lifetime Horses 

Jacob and Stilwell go to Sedgefield 

Hunt Ball Pictures 


