
A Hunting Memory 

By Melanie Mervis 

In 2006, Rappahannock Hunt hosted a meet for Virginia Hunt Week at Mont Elery, the home of Lee and 

Dede Payne.  I believe that this was my first full season as a member of RH, and I was excited and nervous 

to be riding with so many foxhunters from all over the place.  On the morning of Saturday, October 14th (I 

know this because in those early days, I kept a detailed hunting journal), we arrived at the meet to find 

more horses, riders, and trailers than I ever imagined I would see. 

October in Virginia is the perfect time of year, and the autumn leaves formed a picturesque background for 

riders dressed in tweeds with colorful 

stock ties in fall patterns.  Everyone was 

in great spirits, greeting friends and 

strangers with equal enthusiasm.  Horses 

had been spit-shined, too, and gleamed 

in the morning sun.  My little mare, Allie, 

was spotlessly white.   

There were probably a hundred riders in 

the two fields, and I remember trotting 

up past the big house as we left the trail-

ers.  So many horses!  There is a wonder-

ful photo of the field that morning, 

stopped at the bottom of the big flat 

field behind the Payne’s house.  We had 

had a short run and the horses were 

steaming as they stood at the check; 

they look like they are in the mist of 

some long- ago hunting morning. 

My hunting journal says we rode three hours that day.  I’m sure we did, but all I can recall is how I felt like I 

was living out a dream that I had carried since childhood.  A really remarkable day!  

Melanie Mervis on Allie and Doug Ginsburg on Norman 
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A heartfelt thank you to Suzanne Ross for all of the work she has done as Honorary Secretary.  This is a huge 

job for the hunt, and she willing stepped up to the plate and did an exemplary job.   Thank you Suzanne! 

Congratulations to Mandi Dillon on her election as Honorary Secretary.  We welcome her to the job.  Please 

be sure to help the secretary in any way possible.   



Do you recognize this fixture?    

Answer will be in the next Rapp Sheet. 

The Kennel Club 
Long surviving Rappahannock Hunt bloodline 

If you have spent much time at all around Rappahannock Hunt then you are likely aware of a bloodline that 

we hold dear.  This line started with “Bo Peep – 1979” and continues today with young entry ready to make 

their mark.  Looking at the pedigree charts of this line reminds us of times gone by, memorable hunting ad-

ventures and the like.  For the Huntsmen that were able to call these hounds their own, it brings back mem-

ories of devoted hounds that were exceptional at their craft.  From the foundation hounds which I did not 

get to witness, came the hounds that I recall quite fondly.  “Partner – 1991” would sire the hounds that 

made up my glory days of hunting hounds.  Piper, Pester and Pagan (1998) were all sons of Partner.  They 

were young entry getting their first exposure on the hunting field at the same time that I was carrying the 

horn for the first time.  

These three learned amazingly fast and then spent the rest of their hunting career perfecting their trade.  

With those three on the team, I couldn’t go wrong.  They were as honest a bunch of hounds as ever was and 

consequently made the rest of the pack immensely better since they lead and the rest followed.  As great as 

they were, and they were great, they differed from one another.  Piper was the focal point.  He was comfort-

able in his job but also comfortable in leading the pack.  He simply loved to hunt, was good at it, and was 

ready to go at the first tap on the horn.  Pester was more intense, took comfort in the numbers of the pack 

so he could get lost in them while not hunting, but never looked back once the hunt was on ready to lead 

the way without a moment’s hesitation.  He loved his huntsman as much as this huntsman loved him.  He 

needed zero affection or approval from anyone else but craved it from me.  To this day, Pester is the hound I 

enjoyed most and most fondly recall.  Pagan found a niche somewhere in between.  He was steady but had 

moments he would shine.  He had the confidence to open on a scent line but would be overtaken by his 

brothers in the pursuit in a short order…until he/we discovered coyotes.  When in pursuit of a coyote Pagan 

was often in the front.  A normally reserved hound, this particular scent brought out a tenacity in Pagan that 

drove him to new heights.  As a huntsman, it was a tell sign that I used to plan my approach to the impend-

ing chase.   



Melanie Mervis adopted Anna (2002 by Piper out of Angel) when she was just 12 weeks old.  Melanie com-

mented “I was honored to get to name Likeness because of her resemblance to her red & white Aunt Anna 

While these three hounds dominate my memories, 

Piper’s son and the father to Lugnut and Likeness, 

Awol, was tremendous in his own right.  As Piper 

was making his abilities known in Rappahannock 

we took in a draft from Green Spring Valley Hounds 

by the name of Angel.  She was a large boned, 

course type of hound that was never going to win, 

or for that matter even be allowed to stay in a 

show ring.  She was however, kind, liked her job 

and had a voice that bested all others.  It boomed.  

Piper and Angel were soon mated and resulted in 

the litter that produced Awol.  Unfortunately, the 

litter overall was less than impressive and Awol 

proved to be the diamond in the rough.   During his prime none were better in the pack.  When he uncov-

ered a line, he spoke with that same booming voice that his mother displayed.  Every hound immediately 

came together and the pack would take flight.  Awol demonstrated the best qualities of his parents.  As I 

look back on him, he is the hound that I would most like to have back for another run so to speak.  He was 

not fast yet he led the pack.  I suppose because he spoke so loudly, with such confidence, while rarely taking 

a wrong turn the rest of the pack were content to follow his lead.  His nose was his guide, his voice was his 

trumpet and his heart was his engine.  A treasured hound then that would be a tremendous hound now due 

to the constraints of territory and the speed with which we can get away on a coyote.   

Likeness contributed greatly from the time she entered our pack in 2010.  After many good, solid years she 

was offered to Jeff as he took up the horn for the Old Dominion Hounds, serving as a trusted contributor as 

he came to know and further that pack.  Now, as the sun sets on her full life, she leaves behind the next gen-

eration to carry on the bloodline.  True to the traits of her bloodline, she has always been steady, reliable, 

dedicated to hunt for the pack and not herself, free with her voice, durable and thorough – not leaving a sin-

gle leaf or blade of grass unchecked.   

     Contributed by Michael Brown MFH 

RH Lily  

Have you ever wondered what the different horn calls mean?  Try the website below which gives a sample 

of the horn call and what it means. 

https://www.huntingact.org/hunting-commands/horn-calls/  

Laura Hitchcock contributed this link, saying that her retired foxhound Lugnut, loves listening to the horn. 

Through puppy exchanges and shared breeding, this line also lives on in Old Dominion Hounds, Blue Ridge 

Hounds and in Deep Run Hounds. 

https://www.huntingact.org/hunting-commands/horn-calls/

