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Monthly Meeting 

The Tuesday,  May 7 meeting  will be held at the Glenmore 

Offices  at 101 West Frederick Street, Staunton, VA 24402      

The Board of Directors will meet at 6:30 pm and the Mem-

bership meeting will follow at 7:30 pm. 

Please plan to attend and share your ideas! 

Calendar 

May 4: Rockbridge Hunter Pace (Series) 
May 4: Social—Kentucky Derby Party 
May 18: Social—Preakness Party 
May 26: Virginia Hound Show—Leesburg 
June 8: Social—Belmont Party 
June 9: Murder Mystery Ride 
 
Online at: http://www.glenmorehunt.org/list-of-events/ 
 

 

Congratulations to Masters and Officers for 2019—2020 

I’d like to take this time to thank my Glenmore Family for putting up with me as President for the last few years.  I’ve enjoyed the 

position and as most of you know chose to step down to spend more time with my family. Rhodes is going to be a SENIOR!  Time 

flies and I don’t want to miss what little time I have left with him. Of course it’s easy with Waverly as she’s just about on every ride 

I go on.   

I’m really excited about our new board and masters.  I thank those members who remained in their positions, who changed posi-

tions and who ran for a new position.  Glenmore is definitely in good hands this next year! 

While I have your attention, I’ll remind everyone of 

the upcoming Murder Mystery Ride on June 9th at 

the beautiful Bonnie Doon Farm.  Thanks to Ange-

lika O’Donnell for allowing us to have this fun event 

at her place. It makes planning easy! Be watching 

for details on how to register to ride or if you’d like 

to be a “foxhunter” and work one of our fixtures for 

the game please let me know.  And more im-

portantly, please PRAY for good weather and NO 

rain!! We don’t want a repeat of last year, which 

was one for the record books for sure. 

Happy Trails this summer! 

Mary Lee McDavid, 

Past President 

  



2019 Spring Hunter Pace 
Photos by Liz Hall and Susannah Via 

Full Cry Winners! Thanks to our sponsors! 

Starting out. Beautiful view. 



 I am excited to be Glenmore’s new Huntsman in training.   I was born into a family of hunters and have been following 
hounds all my life.  As a child I accompanied my father, grandfather, and uncles trekking over the Blue Ridge mountains hunting 
bear.  Once  I could ride well enough I was introduced to Foxhunting by my grandfather Ed (Curly) Terrell. My small pony and I gal-
loped and jumped alongside the big horses as we chased foxes over the Middlebrook and Swoope countryside.    
 Of course there is my aunt,  T Stewart, who has always been such a wonderful hunting influence in my life. She has an 
amazing love for horses and hound, and life in general. Growing  up I showed hunter ponies and horses and occasionally rode in the 
jumper classes, usually on a pony competing against the horses.  My grandfather raised hunter ponies that I broke and trained in 
the 80’s. I have worked in several sales barns and broke and galloped race horses at one time in my life.  
 I took some time off to raise my children.  In 2011, T and Sara Wood invited me out foxhunting.  The minute I heard that 
beautiful hound music again I got goosebumps and felt the overwhelming presence of my grandfather.  From that moment on I was 
hooked and had found my passion. Since then I have been an active member of Glenmore.  
 In 2012 I bought a fantastic Irish Sporthorse named Paddy and was asked to Whip In.  The rest is pretty much history. I live 
in Verona on a small farm that we call The Hidden Harness.  I am married to John Burnett who is a wonderful man that puts up with 
all my horse and hound follies.  He is an Insurance/ Real Estate agent and we have worked together in the same office for the last 
30 years.  We have two Children. Katie who is married and lives in Richmond with her husband Jacob. Our son John-Mark will be 
graduating from Bridgewater college this month and most likely you will be seeing him in the hunt field. 
 I adore my Glenmore family and look forward to hunting our wonderful hounds this fall. Tighten your girth folks and be 
prepared to have more fun than you can possibly stand! Heel in the hair whip in the air!  

Missy Terrell  Burnett—Huntsman in Training 

Curly Terrell, Pistol and Missy. Foxhunter in training. 

Gray Pony. Missy and Paddy 



Oyster Roast—Penlan Station—Hosted by Oak Ridge Hunt 
Photos by Missy Bennett and Mary Lee McDavid 

Hunting at Penlan Station was cancelled due to the rain this 

year. Oak Ridge Hunt and the Yancey family, however, host-

ed an Oyster Roast at the fixture in Buckingham County, Vir-

ginia recently. The celebration included an optional trail ride.  



Excerpt from Mr. Facey Romford’s Hounds by Robert Smith Surtees published 
1865 

 
 “You take the high side.” said Facey to Lucy, as they now approached the cover—a long straggling wood, placed on a 
steepish hill-side. “you take the high side, and blow this whistle if he breaks,” continued he, giving her a shrill dog-whistle as he 
spoke; whereupon Lucy scuttled away up the rough side at the east end of the wood, closely followed by sundry swells, who pre-
ferred watching her to keeping along the low fields as usual.  
 “Cover, hoick!” cried Facey to his hounds, with a slight wave of his arm, and in an instant they were tumbling and scram-
bling head over heels through the blind fence into the wood. Facey, mounted on Brilliant, then rode quietly along on the line, keep-
ing a watchful eye as well on the now wide-spreading pack in the cover as on Lucy pressing youths up above. He had only sixteen 
couple of hounds out, having brought nothing but what he could depend upon. They had not been in cover many minutes, ere old 
blank-and-tan Vanquisher, who had hurried along a path with a palpable but still unproclaimable scent, struck up a little fern-
covered ravine, and as nearly as possible had old Reynard by the neck. But the fox bounced with a desperate energy that aroused 
the whole pack; a crash sounded through the wood as they hurried together, while the shrill sound of the whistle presently pro-
claimed he was gone. Facey got his horse by the head, and cramming into the ragged fence, cleared the wide water-channel be-
yond, and forced his way up the wooded bank, regardless alike of stubs, briars, and thorns. Another effort over a broad rail-topped 
mound, with a yawner on the far side, landed him handsomely on farmer Bushell’s fallow, just as the hounds closed followed by 
Lucy, were stringing over the large grass field beyond. There was a rare scent. Every hound threw his tongue, making the welkin 
ring with the melody... 
 Whatever Facey took, Lucy took; and whatever Lucy took, the young Heavyside Hunt field felt constrained to take, for the 
honour and credit of the hunt. So there was more dashing riding and heavy fencing on this occasion than usual. Romford, to do him 
justice, was always with his hounds, though Daniel Swig and Chowey both knew how to shirk. The steady hounds still kept pressing 
on, carrying the scent of the sandy soil of Heatherfield Vale with laudable pertinacity. This enabled the “heavy fathers” of the 
stage—the paterfamiliases of the hunt– to come up, and presently the Westham and Studland road resounded with the ringing 
hoofs of the horses and the laughing hilarity of the riders, each overjoyed at getting such a near view. And the slower the pace, the 
more they enjoyed it. “Splendid hounds! Finest run that was ever seen! By Jove! They’re away again!” And scarcely had the fatties 
given their horses the wind and the youngsters looked down for lost shoes here Harmony and Desperate, having got upon a warm 
headland gave such a proclamation of satisfaction as brough all their fellows to the enjoyment making young and old again drop 
their reins. The hunt was up! Facey’s round shoulders were again careering the distance, and Lucy’s lovely figure was equally con-
spicuous. So they raced away, the hounds passing handsomely through the deer in Beechborough Park...and into Langley lordship 
beyond… 
 The best of friends, however, must part, and the line of gates at length came to an abrupt termination in a very rough, 
tangled boundary fence between Mr. Pilkington's and Emmerson Gunliffe's farms, at Shepherdswell Hill. It seemed as if it was 
made up of all the rubbish and refuse of the country, and zig-zagged like a lady's vaiadyked petticoat, wasting and spoiling a great 
width of land. For the first time in the run, Facey changed his mind as he approached the fence, turning from a tangled black thorn, 
lapped with mountain ash, to a still more impervious-looking ivy-blind place.  
 " Dash it ! but this is a rum customer," said Facey to Lucy, as he stood erect in his stirrups, looking what was on the far 
side. "Oh, throw your heart over it," said Lucy, "and then follow it as quickly as you can." "Heart! " muttered Facey. "I shall never 
find it again if I do. It would be like lookin' for a needle in a bundle of hay." 
 "Let me try, then," said Lucy, backing Leotard to give him a good run at it. She then put his head straight, gave him a slight 
touch of the whip and a feel of the spur, and was presently floundering in the thick of the fence. 
 "I thought how it would be," said Facey, jumping off his horse, and running to her assistance. But before he got up, anoth-
er vigorous effort of the horse extricated her from her difficulties, and landed her in the next field, with a considerable quantity of 
burrs and briers in her habit.  
 And Facey, having clambered back into his saddle, turned his horse 
quick round, and thrusting his hat down on his brow, claimed his right of sal-
tation. They were all ready to yield him the pass, services of danger being 
generally at a discount, and Romford was presently planted in the midst of 
the thicket, which Leotard had done little to enlarge. Scramble they went, the 
horse fighting and struggling as if in the sea, Facey sitting with his feet out of 
the stirrups, ready to throw himself off clear if required. It, however, was not 
necessary, for Brilliant, after many flounders, with a tremendous heave, extri-
cated himself from a woodbine-laced binder that held him, and landed on his 
nose on the opposite side. He was up like lightning, and Facey, who held on 
by the mane and his spurs, being chucked back into his seat, gathered himself 
together, and ere he sat, gave a cheering exclamation of " There's nothing on 
the far side!" 



Reprinted with the kind permission of the Staunton News Leader—April 18, 1948 



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! 

June 9, 2019 

Murder Mystery 

Ride 
 


