I'he HORSE

By Harland Manchester

In the Green Moumain country only two breeds of
horses are recogmized: Morgans and “other horses,
The Morgan, as all Vermonters know, can outpull, out-
walk, outlast and outthink any hunk of horseflesh on
earth. He is also gentle as a kitten, sure-footed as a
mountain goat. hardy as a bronco. And as for looks, the
most magnificent spectacle on this rerrestrial ball s a
proud voung Morgan, head high, eyes flashing, sleek
coat shining, trotting down a Vermont dirt road.

There is every reason why the Morgans should be
great horses: they carry the pnwcrlui genes of that game
little stallion Justin Morgan, the equine Paul Bunyan ol
Randalph, Vi. The tireless tribe which sprang from his
loins pitched in to build America, clearing land, hauling
covered WD, ﬁghting battles and -.'urr:iHn_g cattle,
Mow that gasoline has taken over, the Morgan has bes
come one of the nation’s best-loved recreation horses.

Justin Morgan was a bold, chunky litle horse about
[4 hands high, weight abow 930 pounds, who plowed
fields, hauled logs, took the ladics to meeting and raced
the shoes off any horse in the countryside on Saturday
nights. His story begins with a man named Justin
Morgan, a frail, winerant teacher of penmanship and
singing who was town clerk of Randolph,

When, in 1791, teacher Morgan made a |;n|'.- to West
Springheld, Mass., to collect a deln from a farmer whao
owed him money, he found that the farmer could offer
him nothing but a three-year-old gelding in pavment,
In the pasture with the gelding was an inseparable com-
panion, a two-year-old bay colt, onigin unknown, with
black mane and tail, a deep chest and a strong, short
back. The farmer threw him in for good measure.
Making the best of what seemed a bad bargain, Morgan
led the gelding back home while the colt tagged along
toward his grear destiny,

Motgan breke the colt to harness, and that winter
rented him 1o a neighbor, Robert Fvans, who had a con-
tract to clear timbered land,  With only the half-zrown
colt for a “team,” Fvans' outlook was l:l.llhll::lllh, But
when he hooked the chain around the first log and
spoke to “Justin,” the colt threw his shoulders into the
collar, dug in his feet and snaked the log to the skid
wav ltke a veteran. Soon Evans was hoasting at the vil-
lage tavern that the Justin Morgan colt could ourdraw
anv horse he ever saw.

One night Fvans rode Justin 1o the tavern after a
day’s work in the woods and found that a match had
Leen held in which 1200-pound horses had been unable
te pull a big pine log ten rods to the sawmill, Evans

bet a gallon of rum that his colt could do it in three
pulls.  Justin made it in two.

A few days later the beaten parties picked a fast
horse and tried to retrieve the rum by challenging Evans
to a quarter-mile race. Despite having done his usual
hard dav's work, Justin was off the mark before the
starter’s hat hit the dust, and crossed the finish line
several lenghs ahead. Three other entries came forward
that evening and the eager linle stallion beat them all.
Soen Justin was hailed as the local champion.

“When |Jrﬂl1}.',1'lt up o the line,” wrote one of Justin's
early biographers, “his eyes Hash and his ears quiver
with excitement. he grinds the bit with his teeth, his
hind legs are drawn under him, every muscle of his
frame trembles and swells almost to bursting, and at
the signal he goes off like the springing of a steel trap.”

When Morgan, the man, died of consumption, the
colt was sold to pay creditors, and went on clearing
forests and racing all comers. Because of Justin's feats
of brawn and speed. farmers brought their mares to
him, The foals were the spit and image of the tough
little hay, and outworked, outpulled, outran and ouw-
endured all lesser North Country horseflesh,

No one knows how many colts Justin sired, bur by
the middle of the century a person could hardly enter

harn in northern Mew England without recognizing
the candid eye, delicate muzzle, short ears, deep chest,
short back and barrel trunk of famous Justin.

The greatest of Justin's sons was Sherman, [oaled in
1808,  Like Justin, he was small but tough. Hitched
1w a freight wagon with another son, he made regular
trips 1o Portland, Maine and the “licle team™ became
tameus at overnight inns on the route, where their
owner matched them at pulling or running against
horses of any size, and usually won,

Among Sherman’s manv colts was the immortal
Black Hawk. Foaled in 1833 out of a pedler’s mare in
Durham, N. H., this black grandson of Justin became
one of the most celebrated sires of American troteers,
Broken to harness and used on the family carmage, he
showed an irresistable desire 1o pass evervthing on the
road, His fame spread to Boston, where he was matched
aganst New England’s best in a fve-mile, $1000-stake
race, which he won ("J.‘-il‘lr' in 16 minutes. Soon EVETY up-
and-comimg horseman had to have a colt by the famous
black Morgan.

In his long life abour 2000 mares were bred 1o Black
Hawk, Manv of his colts went to Kentucky, Tennessee,
Iinois, Michigan and the Far West, there to pass on
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the fabulous genes of the original Justin, The pampered
darling of the dynasty was Black Hawk's son, Ethan
Allen, champion trotter of the world at the age of four
{one mile in 2:25% ) and winner of 33 out of 55 races.
No log-pulling for Ethan: he was owned by several
wealthy Bostonians, had personal lackeys, and became
the great American pinup horse.  “The handsomest,
fnest-styled and most perfectly gaited trotter ever pro-
dul.‘l:d." Tlﬁt" Aﬂll.'l'!lfﬂﬂ' C"‘If;ﬂdfar Cﬂllt\d i'IiTI.'I..

While Morgan stars captured the Limelight, their kin
by the thousands, recognized as the Anest general-
utiity horses in the country, spent their boundless en-
ergy deing the world's wark., Doctors swore bv them;
come snowdrift or high water, the little Morgan always
got through, By the 1850s nearly four out of five of
the horses on New York's Sixth Avenue sireetcar line
were Margans,

When the Civil War began, Secretary of War Camer-
on sent buyers to comb the North Country for 1100
Morgans to meunt the erack First Vermont Cavalry.
This regiment subsequently fought in 75 barles and
skirmishes. At Gettyshurg, already half shot to pieces
i'[ was UTL]‘.'TEI'J. o m..'lkf an n]mmt !'I.D]'ﬂ.'ll:‘ﬁﬁ- rl‘large over
rough ground against a strongly entrenched enemy
force.  “The behavior of the horses was admirable.”
wrote a chronicler, “running lew and swift, as in
a race, guiding at the slightest touch on the neck:
never refusing a fence or breaking from the column.”
Evewitnesses called it one of the most gallant cavalry
charges of the war,

Morgans fell on evil days toward the end of the cen-
tury. The faster “Hambletonians” — with the aid of
good Morgan dams — took over the harness tracks,
Farmers bought strapping Percherons for work, and the
shadow of Henry Ford fell across the highwav. The
Morgans retreated to stony back farms, grew shaggy
COats -il!..!i.ii]'lﬁ'l l]'l.f cnlcl, fll'l-d I;'n'l.'d on ﬂm.‘ii,

Bur thev still had powerful friends, One of them,
Colonel Joseph Battel, gentleman farmer and conserva-
tonish of Middlebury, Vi, spent a small fortune and
most of his life r:vr.t]|.|:-:t'n'|.5'.1lr fine Murgnnﬁ, t:rm:i.:ng p::h'-
grees, and establishing the Morgan as a registered breed.

In 190% Colonel Battell presented his farm and stock
to the U, 8, Government. Breeding continued under
the direction of the Department of Agriculture, and in
1931 the 940 rolling acres and 4{kodd Morgans were

acquired by the University of Vemont. In front of
the stallion barn a heroic bronze figure of Justin over-
looks the pasture meadows where a dozen of his saucy
descendants frisk around their dams,

With the great national surge toward the outdoors,
the smart, willing, unfussy Morgan has found a new
carcer as a pleasure horse,  Women and children love
him for his gentle personality and close rapport with
his owner, His surcfootedness and good temper have
made him popular on dude ranches, As President Benja-
min Harrison once pointed out, in an emergency the
Morgan always consults his rider. He is famous, two
for his “bottom,” which in horsy talk means guts. Every
year this 15 demonstrated in the 100-mile trail-ride of
the Green Mountain Horse Association held at Wood-
stock, Vi, open to all breeds, Last September, Morgans
swept the field of 66 horses from ten states and Canada,
tﬂkillg frst |r|:|r.'c in all three divisions.

There arc approximately 750 registered Morgans
in the United States today, and at least as many high-
grade unregistered Morgans, California leads in breed-
ing them, with Vermont second and Illinocis third, Two
schools of breeders war politely:  the “old Morgan™
minority prides itself on high percentages of the original
Justin's blood; the “new Morgan” group believes thar
the breed is improved by discreet admissions of less
exalted ancestry. The whole argument would bring a
horse laugh from Justin,  He never had a pedigree,
Must ]'-"[nrgnn men are content so SI.I.}' [I'Lc“. hE Wwas a
fortunate mutation, 2 “biolegical sport:” that, like Topsy
he “just growed.”

It would be pleasant to report that Justin Morgan
spent his Anal Yoars n green '|':ur|stl1n‘:51 suitaHy honored.
Such was not the case. The world did not know him
for what he was, and he was batted from pillar 1o post
like most old horses of the day. Again and again he
was sold, each time for a lower price and w a lower
station, At the age of 22 he was working on a six-
horse freight team.

In 1821, when he was 32, he was on a farm in Chelsea,
Vi, still hale. He spent that winter in an open vard
with other horses. One of them kicked him in the
flank. The wound went untended, Inflaimmation  set
in. He died. But his indomitable genes persist. Where
ever a Morgan canters through the morning  mist,
Justin lives again.



