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Monthly Meeting 

The Tuesday,  February 4 meeting  will be held at the 

Glenmore Office      

The Board of Directors  met at 6:30 pm and the Membership 

followed at 7:30 pm. 

Please plan to attend to share your thoughts. 

Calendar 

February 22—Surprise Social 
March 7—90th Hunt Ball 
March 14—Glenmore Closing Meet 
March 21– Rockbridge Closing Meet 
March 28-29—Sedgefield Hunter Performance Trial 
April 11—Trail Ride Social 
April 18—Hunter Pace 
 
Online at: https://www.glenmorehunt.org/test-calendar 

 

 

Master’s Report 
I am so proud of Glenmore members and the comradery we are enjoying!  We have been having a great time in our sport of fox 

chasing.  Thank you, members, landowners, and friends, for being so enthusiastic.  Hounds are doing very well, working hard, and 

showing good sport.  Our huntswoman, Missy Burnett, has been working hard to provide the great sport we have been enjoying.  

We’ve added a couple new to us hounds drafted from Piedmont Hunt that are fitting into our pack nicely.  Jumper is a good male 

strike hound, Knightly and Bracken, both females, are middle of the pack and steady. 

Our four puppies (Tennessee, Tequila, Tuesday, and Tugboat) are now just over 4 months old and growing fast.  We have had two 

play dates to work with the new crew.  Thank you, Jake Arbaugh, Anne Brooks, Missy Burnett, and T Stewart, for working to teach 

them how to lead, and commands such as “Come-along, Hold-up, Get-over, and Come Out”.  Thank you, Jenner Brunk, Susannah 

and Anne Kate Via, Missy, and my 3-year old granddaughter Charli for helping to teach on the second play date.  I was able to get 

some updated photos of the new and upcoming crew which are below. 

Tennessee has a lot of brown and black ticking throughout his body and a light brown face with a wishbone on forehead. 

Continued on the next page. 



Master’s Report 
Continued from previous page. 

Tequila is the only female and what a pretty delicate face she has. 

Tuesday is a lovely boy; he reminds me of a top male hound (Jalen) we had many years ago.  Tuesday has a broader white strip 

down his face  

Tugboat 

I believe you will see Tuesday and Tugboat are similar in looks, however Tugboat has a little swirl on top of his head, blacker on 

his back while Tugboat has a narrower white blaze down forehead.  Tugboat is a big boy and was the very last pup to be born. 

~Brenda Simmons 



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

 

Susannah Via submitted this write up of her five “lifetime” horses. The original article can be found here in Horse and Hound Mag-

azine: 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—When I was three my parents decided to move to Virginia from coastal Mississippi and 

buy a 40-acre farm in Fairfield.  The property included a brown and white Shetland Pony named Prince 

who honestly proved to be anything but his namesake! He was my first love. Over the 4 years we lived 

there, I didn’t get to ride him as much as I wanted due to time and age (my sister was older so she had a 

few more opportunities but wasn’t really interested). He would often escape his field by leaning on the 

wire fence until it was low enough to jump and could be found under an apple tree filling himself fat. He 

also managed to run into the median strip on Route 11 at least two times of which I’m aware, with my 

non-horse-inclined mother chasing him back to the pastures in her morning robe! But when he was 

good he was very good—he gave pony rides at birthday parties, was happy to be groomed and 

scratched for hours, and truly helped make me the horse girl I was destined to become.  

 

The one that just went wrong—Top Gun was a “free” horse giv-

en to me when I was in high school. A 15.1h chestnut QH/TB ap-

pendix with a white star. He was gorgeous and put together nice-

ly. Fast and fun and would jump anything you put in front of him. 

Apparently he had been injured as a colt and was terrified of the 

vet. He would hear Dr. Wise’s voice echo in the barn and cower 

in his stall. He had to be sedated to be vetted in any way, even 

wormed. He was unpredictable on the ground and, even though I 

had a blast riding him for a few years and took him to shows and 

pony club rallies, my parents felt he was unsafe. We donated him 

to Virginia Tech to be rehabilitated. He was not supposed to be 

sold, but I heard later that was his fate and I never got any more 

information. I also learned that he hunted with Glenmore and 

Gerald Blythe! 

 

The ultimate one—Beowulf has to be the best fit for this category. Since my 

first ride he’s had me smiling almost every time we go out! I met Jenner at the 

Frontier Culture Museum in March of 2016 and she invited me to ride some of 

her horses whenever I could get out. For my birthday present in April, I went to 

the Glenmore Pace and hopped on the cute little Anglo-Arab. She gave me two 

pieces of advice about him: never make a grocery list in your head or get dis-

tracted and if he spooks he will be like a “giraffe drinking water” so be pre-

pared. I had a blast and was sold. After riding forward horses for years he just 

made sense to me. He can be goofy and frustrating and hard, but he’s worth it. 

His enthusiasm for every ride and outing (he literally jumps on the trailer!), his 

ability to move like a mountain goat in bad footing and difficult terrain, and his 

blazing speed just have me hooked.  

Continued Next Page 

https://www.horseandhound.co.uk/features/5-horses-will-almost-certainly-lifetime-689270


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

The one that got away—Moonlight or “Moonie” was a tall gray OTTB that I free-leased the last 

two years of high school. He had raced, hunted, and been shown. He was a “step-up” horse and a 

good challenge for me. We trained with Luanne Leonard and I moved barns with him from 

Windemere in Ft. Defiance to Misty Oaks with Marjorie Hays and Sarah Dean Duncan. He was for-

ward but I had to learn to ride him into my hands. The first schooling show I took him to he bolted 

and galloped around the ring with me. We attempted my C-3 rating for Pony Club but we still were-

n’t in sync quite enough to pass all the levels. I did a Novice level 3-day event on him through Pony 

Club at the Horse Center and on the cross-country course he over-jumped a downhill bank, landed 

in a full gallop bouncing me to the ground and blowing out my left ankle. After we caught him I 

finished one jump of the course and retired for the day! Because I was graduating high school I had 

to let him go and didn’t take a horse with me to college. I wish I’d had two more years on him to 

learn. Mary O’Brien apparently whipped-in on him for many years and he loved it.  

The one that taught you the most—Going Places or “Blaze” was a jet-black large pony with a huge 

white blaze and four white socks. He belonged to Diane Hinch and Emily Helmick and he was one of 

the best schoolmasters I ever rode in my middle-school years. We showed in the Large Pony and Inter-

mediate Hunter divisions, placing 8th overall for intermediates that year in SWVHJA. He could jump 

the moon but he would also test you. At a Pony Club showjumping rally I fell off him 4 times in one 

day. There was a triple combination in each round and he would jump the first jump, look to the third 

and stop hard at the second, tossing me over. He taught me to sit up and keep my seat balanced even-

tually! I showed him more that year than probably any other year of my life. He taught lots of other 

riders too and was well-loved. 

 A good friend of mine from the endurance world works with racehorses as a side gig and picked this guy up when he re-

tired from the Maryland racing circuit.  She had liked his look.  He hung out at her farm for a few years but she had left showing 

behind in favor of hardcore endurance.  She mentioned wanting to find him a new home. I suggested she let me take him on for a 

bit to see if he would jump and hunt since that would improve his resume.  She dropped him off and he never left.  

 I will never forget Marcus’ comment when he came to put on his shoes.  He stood staring at Thessaly’s profile for a good 

while and then said, “Well, Jenner, I have no idea if he will hold up to what you want to do.  What you have here is two entirely 

different horses.”  He wasn’t wrong.  Thess had a very underdeveloped weedy back end and truly massive front shoulders.  I took 

some quite hacks around the neighborhood and the word that came to mind was “corkscrew”.  He felt so uneven and twisted up 

he seemed like he was going five directions at once.  He had the typical racehorse twist—meaning he carried his head a little to the 

left which was quite pronounced at the gallop.  We did miles and miles of slow groundwork on the gentle slopes behind my me-

chanics shop just down the street from me.   

 Contrary to common folklore, most racehorses have seen a lot, and are NOT the flighty idiots people like to think.  This guy 

was pretty chill at the geese, trucks, traffic sounds etc.  He only gave me one melt down moment ever and that was when 100 cows 

came galloping over the hill 40 feet behind him so I really couldn’t blame him.  After giving them a good look for about ten minutes 

he never let a cow worry him again.  He did not have a walk, trot, canter—instead he had mince, jig, and fly.  I spent a month just 

getting him to relax a bit at the trot (worst one I ever tried to sit) and get to know me.  I started finishing our hacks by lunging him 

over some trot poles and low logs in my front yard.  As his back end grew more in proportion, I started to hop him over some low 

jumps at home and introduced him to the hunt field.  At his first official hunt at Bellevue he was perfect even taking a jump.  Of 

course, he jumped so big with his shoulders that he broke my breastplate.  At his next meet I rode next to Liz Hall who admired 

him.  After our first big gallop over a double field he pulled up easily with no fuss, and she let out a “Wow, what a great guy.” A 

season or so later and Liz borrowed him for some Virginia Hunt Week dates and even braided him prettily to ride in Rockbridge and 

Oakridge’s Opening Hunts on consecutive days.  

 After two broken breastplates I fashioned him a set of elastic saddle dees so he had just enough stretch for his big shoul- 

 Tribute to a Field Hunter 



 Tribute to a Field Hunter (Continued) 

 

ders.  And soon after I started hunting Thessaly, we also made the rounds of local schooling jumper shows.   He started a sea-

son before Beowulf and for a while there were some crazy-lonely shows where I was competing them both in Novice Horse and 

Amateur in the Battlefield Horse Show Assoc. At the end of that crazy year our efforts paid off when Thessaly had High Point 

Earner ribbons in BHSA, CVSJA, and VHSA.    

Thessaly was an oddball of a guy.  He had War Admiral in his bloodlines, and it didn’t surprise me because the boy had some 

speed! But he was a low, low boy in the hierarchy.  Absolutely everyone could push him around, which was hard on him since 

he would stress out and give up when someone was a bully around the round bales.  He had been pin fired as a race horse, he 

had super-delicate feet, he got fist-sized welts from ticks, he had perpetual cannon-crud, and had such delicate skin I had to 

brush him with less then half the pressure I used on the other horses.  Yet he was a deep well of speed and stamina.  If the situ-

ation demanded it, he would “break” from a standstill to a full gallop just like his racecourse days.  You had to stand up in the 

stirrups like a jockey until he was four stride in.  The first time I asked him to “open up” I was pulling him to stop after only 12 

strides since we were crossing that field so much faster than I had expected.  I told Cat “My eyebrows were at the back of my 

head 2 seconds into that run, Holy Cow.”  The second year of the Sedgefield I took Thessaly along to hunt on day two, after 

Django did day one.  Somewhere in hour 3 we were trying to catch up to the pack and about 20 horses were going flat out on a 

dirt road.  We were inches from each other, absolutely flying.  I would find a place to be not directly behind a horse and then 

Thess would close the gap.  Again, I’d give him a little room and he would close the gap.  We worked our way to the front of the 

pack except for the Field master and here I yelled “Don’t pass this one, THESS!”  After that day I feel like I had a little taste of 

the racecourse and how cool it is to race on a horse to understand his job.   

 A lot of different people rode him over the years.  Susannah galloped him on the beach in Eastern Shore, my niece 

Katie rode him in her first foxhunt just last season.  MFH T. Stew-

ard drafted him as a staff mount for a season and I wanted to cry 

when I saw him carrying a whipper-in or the huntsman.  Sara 

Wood especially enjoyed him that year.  Probably his favorite part-

ner was John Meyer.  They just really clicked.  I don’t think I ever 

saw him happier then carrying John on a good run at Rockbridge or 

Oakridge.  For years he was my go-to guest horse as I worked on 

trying to introduce another horse to hunting like Fiona or Mosaic.  

 But I probably most enjoyed riding him myself at Stone-

wall Hounds where we were asked to help out as the Huntsman’s 

Whip or as a Field Master.  Stonewall is a fast hunt with a lot of 

ground to cover and Thessaly was blessed with speed.   I remem-

ber ponying a staff horse back to the rigs on him.  We crossed a 

creek and took two coops side by side that day.  He was a handy boy who would let me get any gate and mount from any ob-

ject.  He sprang a shoe badly in the field once and waited for me to gallop Django back to my rig to get my creased nail-puller, 

return, remove the shoe and walk him in home all while the pack and field passed him several times.  In fact, on the way in, he 

stopped and lifted his head.  I heard the sound of hounds approaching and looked where his ears were pointing.  He had “tally 

hoed”.  We watched as the hounds, staff and field swept by and then quietly walk in.   

Thessaly spent some of this past holiday in the paddock behind my house.  I liked being able to give him extra feedings and 

make sure that no one was going to bully him out of his share.  He always went for his grain like he was trying to fit it all in his 

mouth in one bite.  It was just another of his odd quirks.  I noticed this that he finally had bumped up the pecking order.  Sam-

son, my mini—got a big ole ugly face from Thessaly until he was ready to share.  I had to laugh, I kind of enjoyed that Thessaly 

was not the bottom boy forever. 

 I know I am just at the beginning of years of remembering him.  He was full of special talent, demure personality, artful 

ways of wearing a bridle, halter, or cooler.  He was kind and gave everything he had to his rider as long as he had a moment to 

knock them off their feet scratching his itchy face on them as soon as they tried to take off his bridle.  He was honest, willing, 

lovey, and sadly, so sadly irreplaceable.  There are worse ways to go then laying down for a sunny nap and sleeping your way 

into Heaven.  God speed, Thessaly—my Ginger Wonder boy. If anyone has any pictures of Thessaly or a story about him, please 

send them to me.  ~ Jenner Brunk 

Beowulf, Thessaly and Django at Oak Ridge Opening in 2018 



Polo—The Magazine for Horsemen 
October, 1931 

 



THANK YOU to our Glenmore Hunt Sponsors!   

Please thank these sponsors for their patronage. 

Gold Sponsors 

Riverspring Farm 

Cleveland Bay Horses 

Jewell and Dwight 

Phelps 

Silver Sponsors 

Augusta Cooperative Farm Bureau  Blue Ridge Equine Clinic 

Crozet Tack and Saddle  Dr. and Mrs. Charles H. Brooks 

F&M Bank Rockingham Coop Draft Feed & Supply 

Staunton 

Vet Clinic 



Glenmore Hunt, Inc. 

P. O. Box 396 

Staunton, VA 24402-0396 

Save the Date! 

Glenmore Hunt Ball 

March 7, 2020 


