
Growing up in Winnipeg, there were two things that I loved 

to do.  One was going to Assiniboine Downs with my Dad to 

watch the horses run and the other was spending the summer at 

our cottage on Laclu, just west of Kenora, Ontario.  Ironically, 

the man I married owned a horse and lived at Laclu. 

When I met Randy, he owned a Quarter Horse by the name 

of Bay Lady. He got her when he 

was 14 years old.  Lady lived to be 

36 years old and, after she passed 

away in 1994, Randy decided he 

missed having a horse and began 

looking for a new member of our 

family.  He was looking for a Paint 

but was not having much success.  

He contacted an old friend, Mark, 

who lived in the Steinbach area to 

see if he knew of any horses.  Mark 

told Randy that he had a 

thoroughbred that he should come 

look at. 

Mark told us his name was 

Augustus and that he had been 

neglected.  He said he usually 

didnôt bother with neglected horses 

but he said there was something 

about him that caught his eye. 

Augus t us  wa s  ab so l u te l y 

magnificent and we fell in love 

with him instantly.  We brought 

him home and decided he would be 

called Gus for short. 

For the first few days, Gus 

stayed out in the pasture far away 

from us.  Curiosity soon got the 

best of him and he slowly started 

coming closer.  It didnôt take long for him to realize that he was 

in a safe place and would be spoiled rotten, not only by us, but by 

the residents and campers in our area who would stop by on a 

regular basis to feed him carrots and apples. 

Gus had a personality as big as he was and everyone loved 

him.  He would run around his pasture kicking up his heels 

putting on a show when anyone stopped by for a visit.  If you 

were giving him attention, he would reach down and tug at your 

jacket or shirt then run away before you could react.  Gus loved 

to race our vehicles down the driveway when we came home 

from work and would then continue to neigh until he got his 

supper.  He had a special relationship with our cousin, Barry, 

who would look after him when we were away and would put his 

head against Barryôs forehead as if he were snuggling with him. 

When Randy rode Gus, he would always have to run, no 

matter how hard Randy tried to get him to stop.  One time, they 

went riding with several others and Gus would race ahead of the 

group and then race back.  He continued to do this for the whole 

ride  The next day Randy was having a hard time walking which 

was quite comical and I kept teasing him saying, ñSo you want to 

be a cowboy eh!ò 

On occasion, Gus would get out of the pasture but would 

never go far.  He would wander 

around our yard feeding on the fresh 

green grass.  One summer when we 

had a lot of rain, I noticed hoof prints 

in our yard yet every morning when I 

would go out to feed Gus and every 

evening when I returned home from 

work, he would be in his pasture.  I 

commented to my Randy, who was 

away at the time working in Alberta, 

that it was very strange that there were 

hoof prints in the yard but Gus was 

always in his pasture.  One morning 

after Randy returned from Alberta, he 

came around a corner to find Gus out.  

Sure enough, a tree had fallen on the 

fence and Gus was coming and going 

at his leisure. 

Two years ago Gus developed 

abscesses in his right front hoof and 

we worked diligently with our farrier 

to try to heal them.  It was a long 

process but this spring we thought we 

had it beat. Gus was back to his old 

self, running around, kicking up his 

heels.  In early September, the farrier 

found more abscesses but this time, 

despite all our efforts, they just got 

worse to the point where he could not 

walk on his foot.  Fearing for his safety as we have wolves in our 

area, and knowing that he was in pain and the quality of life was 

no longer there, we made the hard decision to have the vet come 

and put him to sleep.  We miss Gus terribly but know he is in a 

better place, running free kicking up his heels. 

Although Randy had said he wasnôt going to get another 

horse, it didnôt take long for him to miss having a horse around 

and the search has started for a new member of our family.  

Hopefully, we can find another thoroughbred with a personality 

like Gus. 

 

We love you Gus!!! 

 

Editorôs Note: Duke Taylor (Big John Taylor-Merryôs Hi 

Note) hailed from one Manitobaôs great families. He was a half 

brother to the 1973 Manitoba Derby winner Merryôs Jay.  . 

Gus aka Duke Taylor 
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