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PREFACE.

“Jr 1S POSSIBLE THESE LINES MAY BE READ WHEN

THE HAND THAT WRITES THEM SHALL BE pust.”

Thus speaks our Author in one of the following

pages,® in a spirit, alas, too truly prophetic!

Arrangements had been entered into which would
have given to this work the advantages of the revising
care of its Author; when Death suddenly transferred
the task to one who fecls how inefliciently he has per-

formed his duty.

It is scarcely necessary to mention that the matter
contuined in the following pages, first appeared under
the several heads of “ The Characters of Hunting
Countries,” *“The Crack Riders of England,” and

« Memoirs of Masters of Hounds.”

* Page 85.



iv PHREFACE.

The Reader, theI;, must in some measure, transport
himself back to the period at which the pen of that
most ready of writers, Nimrod, traced out the events
to which he here refers, since in many instances it was
found utterly impossible to remodel the language so as
to adapt it to the present time, and at the same time
to preserve its distinctive character.

Moreover, some indulgence must be claimed for the
many errors which may be detected by the Reader, and
which, arising from the natural lapse of time since the
original remarks were penned, could only be corrected
by the fountain head whence they first emanated.

With this short preface we commit our vessel to
the tide of fortune.
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HERE ‘is oftentimes as
much pleasure in looking
back as forward; and a
lively recollection of the
persons and performances

of some of our first-rate
sportsmen, contributes to . -
the cheerfulness of many

of my passing hours. Thus
it has occurred to me, that
I may transfer to the Sport-
ing World, some portion of
this self-gratification, as
well as amuse some leisure -
moments by 1nd1tmg short notices of the various eminent. .
sportsmen who bave come under my eye——wheﬁm' u
riders to hounds-—or as masters of fox-houudS. “
huntsmen; as likewise of a few of those who have ﬁllad
inferior situations in the vafious depsrtments’ of the noble




2 HUNTING REMINISCENCES.
o ‘

seience.” I make no apology for doing this. Any man
who excels in the station in which he is placed, is entitled to
commendation, and—in allusion ‘to that part of the sports-
man’s prowess, riding to hounds—as we have greater reason
to look for quickness of perception, coolness under diffi-
culties, anticipation of events, self-command, and above all
8 light hand and a firm seat, together with the other essen-
tials to a good horseman, in a person of a superior caste in
life, we should set a higher value on a happy combination -
of such qualities when we find it in a servant, or indeed in
.any one who has not had the advantages which we have our-

. selves possessed. Such is the outline of my intended offering
to the sporting world, and I will throw off at once in my
native county, Shropshire.

Shropshire is one of the largest of our English counties,
being about fifty miles in length, and nearly as much in
breadth ; it is surrounded by three Welsh, and four English
counties, so that it is scarcely necessary to state that its
surface presents every variety of feature, and every descrip-
tion of soil; on the whole, it is pretty well cultivated, holds
a fair rank among the provincials as a field for fox-hounds,

. and is celebrated for its breed of horses, whilst every man in
it, who has the means, is a sportsman, fox-hunting being the
favourite diversion ; although the shooter, the courser, and
the fisherman, have all signal opportunities of amusing
themselves. .

Shropshire—that is to say in its various parts—has
been hunted by the following persons, several of whom have
held conspicuous situations in the sporting world, namely:

- {188 Earl of Stamford ; the Hon. Noel Hill, afterwards
Lord Berwick, whose country extended from ten miles
below Shrewsbury, to Lutterworth, in Leicestershire, a
distance of upwards of seventy miles! the late much re-
nowned Mr. Childe, of Kinlet-hall, near Cleobury-Morti-
mer, who is celebrated as having been one of the first
to introduce the present spirited method of riding to
hounds, and who was a friend of the grest Meynell; the
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late very noted Mr. Forester, of Willey-park, near Broseley,
uncle to the late Lord; the late equally celebrated” Mr.
Corbet, of Sundorne-castle, near Shrewsbury, who so long
hunted Warwickshire; the late Mr. Richard Dansey, of
Easton-court, near Ludlow, father of the gentleman of that
name who afterwards hunted Nottinghamshire; the late Sir
John Hill, Bart., of Hawkestone, near Hodnot, the father of
heroes and sportsmen, and one of the best sportsmen of his
own day ; the late Colonel John Hill, eldest son of Sir John,
a very scientific man with hounds, and one of the best horse-
men in England; Sir Richard Puleston, of Emral Park,
near Whitchurch, with whom I first saw hounds; Sir Edward
Smythe, Bart., of Acton Burnell Park; the late Colonel
Cook, author of “ Observations on Fox-Hunting ;" Mr. I.
Cressett Pelham, then M. P. for the county ; Mr. Boycott, of
Rudge Hall, near Shiffnal; Mr. Walter Giffard, of Chil-
lington Hall, near Wolverhampton; the late Mr. Mytton,
of Halston, Sir Edward Smythe, Mr. Smythe Owen, of
Condover Hall, near Shrewsbury, and Mr. Lloyd, of
Aston, near Oswestry; which three gentlemen, conjointly,
assumed the direction of what is termed the Shropshire
country, when resigned by Sir Bellingham Graham. The
Ludlow side of the country was likewise hunted some twenty
years or so back, by two scratch packs; one kept by the
late Mr. Adams, of Ludlow, a solicitor ; the other a sub-
scription pack, at the head of which was a yeoman by the
name of Aston, of Botterill Aston, near Bridgenorth, a good-
sportsman, and a good workman in the saddle over a very
roughcountry. It wasofthispack,called the Wrickton hounds,
that thelate Mr. Forester, of Willey,—one of the old school of
fox-hunters,—made an answer, so truly in character with the
man, to the question, « whether he approved of them ?” having
been out with them a few years previously to his decease at
a very advanced age ;  Very much, sir,” said he; « I did not
see ome d—d fellow in white top-boots among the whole field ;
depend upon it they are sportsmen.” : '
Before we throw off our hounds in this sporting country,
R 2 .
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we will take one cast around it, and look at it with the eyes
of the general sportsman, as well as of the devoted fox-
hunter, who holds most other pastimes cheap. The fisher-
man is quite at home in Shropshire ; independently of the
-Bevern, which contains twenty-two sorts of fish, the Teme
and Corve, so celebrated for their grayling, and the Perry
for its trout, there are some as fine lakes as any midland
county can produce. Those of Ellesmere, Whitemere, and
Colemere, cover nearly three hundred acres of ground, and
abound in the finest pike ; at Sir Edward Smythe’s, at Acton
Burnell, is a magnificent piece of water, covering twenty-
five acres, and the lakes of Hawkestone, Walcot, and Marton,
are of very considerable extent. The three meres above
mentioned, are great ornaments to the country, and they
are all to be seen from the high road to Chester ; they are
elegantly bordered by well cultivated banks, and although
none of them are the parents of streams, yet the supply from
springs keeps them always full. In the preserved waters
of Mr. Knight, of Downton Castle, near Ludlow, and at
the small village of Lentwardine, just in the county of Here-
ford, is the best grayling fishing in England.

The courser has always had an opportunity of trying the
speed and stoutness of his kennel in Shropshire. Previously
te the enclosure of Morfe Forest, near Bridgenorth, the
Morfe club showed excellent sport, and now and then pro-
duced a dog that rivalled the best blood of the south. This
celebrated ground,onceachase having deer, haslongsincebeen
disafforested, and was enelosed in 1815, giving between five
and six thousand acres of enclosed land ; it is however still
good coursing ground, and well stocked with hares. There
are many large preserves of game in Shropshire, and also
much wild shooting for sportsmen, from its vicinity to the
Welsh hills; it is likewise, particularly on the Shiffnal side,
very celebrated as partridge ground. I am anything but
an advocate of battues, and unlimited slaughter of game, by
which everything in the character of sporting is swamped ;
but asa chronicler of sporting events, it may not be amiss to
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mention one day’s shooting in Shropshire, as perhaps it was
seldom if ever exceeded in the very hot-bed of game. Thelate
Mr. Mytton and Mr. W. Giffard, his brother-in-law, left the
house at Halston, at ten o’clock in the forenoon of a very
wet and short day in December; and between that hour
and dinuer, shot 430 head of game; 333 of which were
pheasants. It was for a bet of 100 sovs. ; and the contend-
ing party killed 424 head, all in the Halston preserves!!

It is to be regretted that the county of Salop, as it is
called, is not more favourable than it is to fox-hunting,
because there is no county in England where the “ noble
science” is more respected and encouraged. Perhaps among
the higher order of its inhabitants there are more sportsmen,
—at all events, more well-wishers to sport,—than most of
our shires can boast: but of one fact we may assure our-
selves, there never was a body of men more truly friendly
to fox-hunting, and indeed to all other field sports, than the
Shropshire. yeomen are ; and until erippled, as they have
of late years been, by bad times, almost every man of them
took the field. I do not forget Stephen Matthews on his
black mare, and a few more of “the zealous boys,” as Sir
Bellingham Graham called them, particularly after a certain
hour of the day. 1 remember also, being particularly
gratified by the excellent feeling that subsisted between
tenant and landlord; so long as this feeling lasts, nothing
can destroy England, and I do not hesitate to assert, that
nothing tends more to keep it alive, than our various sports
of the field, in which an unceremonious intercourse exists
between the higher orders and their inferiors, engendering
mutual admiration and respect.

Shropshire has long been celebrated for its horses, havmg
produced more good hunters than any other county (York-
shire I suppose excepted) in England : this arises from two
causes; in the first place, the yeomanry have always been
distinguished for their very sporting character, and in the
next, they have been fortunate in their stallions. A horse
called the Hundred-house Snap, a descendantof Snap, by Suip, -
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and full of Arabian blood, covered meny years in the county,
and 'his blood is by no means extinct ; the late Lord Forester
used to swear by the Snap horses, which for stoutness in
their work and good constitutions in the stable, were, he
said, excelled by none ; then there were several others very
nearly as good ; there was old Revenge, by Marske, out of
Figurante by Regulus, and bred in the neighbouring
county ; also Tommy, by Wildair, out of a Syphon mare,
her dam by Blank, the produce of each, as stout as steel.
Warwickshire men will remember Will. Barrow’s two
splendid chesnuts, one by Revenge, and the otherby Tommy !
a horse called Collier’s Grey, on account of his being the pro-
perty of a person of that name at Ludlow, was likewise a
capital stallion for hunters in early days, as was a horse
called Minister, bred by Mr. Vernon of Hilton: all this
good old blood I consider to have laid the foundation of
the excellence of Shropshire horses, and the acquisition of
Sultan, who also covered many years in the county, has
been the means of preserving it. The Sultans have not
generally proved handsome, but are very stout in the field,
and for the most part make excellent hunters ; since Sultan’s
time however, there have been many good stallions intro-
duced, and Shropshire horses are still in high repute. Itis
somewhat extraordinary, but no less true, that all dealers
who have been accustomed to purchase Shropshire horses,
declare that they excelall other country-bred horses for keep-
ing up their condition; and I well know that the principal
YLondon dealers have always persons on the look out for
horses bred in Shropshire.

I will commence with the worst part, and so proceed
to the best. The Ludlow side of the county of Salop is
extremely rough and unfavourable for hounds, abounding
in hills, deserving the title of mountains, and woods almost
amounting to forests; ome part of it, however, deserves
notice from the peculiar method of hunting it; we allude
to the fastnesses on the Clee-hills, called Titterstones, where
the foxes are stopped out by fires lighted at the mouths of
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them in the night* Although the surrounding country is
extremely rough and difficult, this is an interesting meet in
the spring, as the fox is hunted from his earth, which he is
forced to leave, by the drag, at an early hour of the
morning, and generally jumps up in view. Mr. Childe of
Kinlet hunted this place when he kept fox-hounds, and
used to surprise the natives by the rapidity with which he
would gallop down the sides of this hill, 1600 feet above the
level, amidst very large stones ; but he always asserted that
a horse which had free command of his legs, would never
fall on such ground, provided the rider gave him his head, to
enable him to see his ground ; he said the position of his
haunches was his security, but it is not every one, who, like
himself, has nerve and hand to try the experiment,.

The well known Will. Barrow, many years huntsman to
Mr. Corbet’s hounds, in Warwickshire, whipped in to Mr.
Childe at the time I am alluding to, and I have heard
him tell of this exploit of Mr. Childe; I have also heard
him speak of the riot his hounds were subjected to on these
Clee Hills, by the little black sheep which are depastured
there jumping up before them, in view.

This part of Shropshire, however, is a capital test of horse-
flesh. If a horse will carry a man from the Titterstone-Clee
Hills, over the Brown Clee Hill to Kinlet Hall or Apley
Castle on one side, or to Wenlock-edge, on the other, with
a good fox and a good scent, he may be pronounced fit to
go in any country under the sun, as he will encounter every
kind of soil, every variation of ground, and every description
of fence. In fact, to keep his legs, he must possess the
activity of a cat,—and his rider must not be shy. ‘

On the northern side of Ludlow, bordering on Hereford-
shire, is a fairish country for hounds, but very difficult for
borses, as the vales, which are narrow and deep, are very
strongly fenced, and hills every where abound.

In short, a fox found near Ludlow sometimes shows a run

* Strange to say, several bitch-foxes, who have laid up their cubs in these sub-
terranean places, have darted through the fires made at their mouths, and in deﬁmme
of the shouts of the men attendin tthem.
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of ‘& very extraordinary character. He quits a very highly
cultivated country at a very short notice, and leads his
pursuers over mountains,—the Longmynd, for instance—
scarcely inferior to the Welsh. This, with part of Hereford-
shire, was the country hunted by the late Mr. Dansey, and
afterwards by Mr. Adams of Ludlow. Mr. Dansey was a
sportsman of the old school—a great friend of the late Mr.
Forester of Willey, and partook of some of the eccentricities
of that renowned sportsman. In his dress, he affected the
style and costume of the plain English yeoman, but he was
a noble specimen of a man in his general appearance,
which was commanding ; and he was a most faithful repre-
sentation of a true-born John Bull. Perhaps the following
anecdote, given by a friend, may present a true picture of
this sportsman, as far as his toilet was concerned. My
friend was on one side of a thick hedge, and Mr. Dan-
sey on the other, but not visible to him. Mr. Dansey
having dismounted to do something to his saddle, his horse
was unwilling that he should mount him again, and a hearty
oath or two was the eonsequence, for the hounds were
finding their fox at the moment. At length—for he was
heavy, and inclined to be corpulent—he seized a favourable
opportunity for a spring, and found himself well seated in
his saddle. But a lamentable disaster occurred. In the
act of accomplishing this feat, crack went his braces in the
middle and down went his breeks. ¢ There by G—d,”
said he to himself, “there’s a pretty job; I've only taken to
wear braces six wecks, and I'll bet a guinea I lose my breeches
before we kill this fox.”

Myr. Dansey was a very superior sportsman, and had one
of the finest and most musical pipes for a view holloa I
ever remember to have heard. He could make those large
Shropshire and Herefordshire woodlands ring with his voice,
from one end to the other of them, and his style of encou-
raging hounds in their work was delightful to the ear of a
sportsman—oery much d la Musters, who, 1 am certain,
would have been gratified by having a sight of him. In
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society also, he was most amusing, having the high animal
spirits of a school boy; but he died before he was fifty, a
martyr, perhaps, to those temptations which so few of us are
able altogether to resist.

Mr. Dansey was a good horseman, and a still better judge
of a hunter—often selling one for a good round sum. T’
remember him telling an excellent anecdote of his having
sold ome called Jupiter for five hundred guineas—a very-
large sum “ by Jupiter” in those days—to a gentleman who
forgot to pay for him. After several unsuccessful applica-
tions, he hit on the following expedient. He went to his
house, and sat himself down in the kitchen. Now, said he,
here I am,till I get my money. I don’t want your fine made-
dishes, but here is plenty of bacon in the rack, and lots of
perry-washings* in the pantry, and I shall do very well for
a fortnight or three weeks to come! The threat had the
desired effect, and the payment for Jupiter followed. Such,
indeed, was the strength of Mr. Dansey’s constitution at
that time, that he would no doubt have performed his
promise, for no man, not even John Lockley, thought less
of sleep than he did. It was nothing uncommon with him
to go to his hounds from the festive board, without looking
at his bed, but the strongest frame—and his was adamant
—is not proof against such daring encroachments.

Had he taken as much care of himself, as Lockley did of
his equally fine frame, Mr. Dansey might probably have
lived to an equal age.

The Ludlow country was subsequently hunted by a sub-
scription pack, called the Ludlow hounds, under the direction
of the late Mr. Adams, of that place, a solicitor, and for
many years owner of a very strong pack of harriers, for
which that part of Shropshire is better fitted than for fox-
hounds,—not being roomy enough for fox-hunting, exclusive
of other inconveniénces. Mr. Adams was a good sports-
man, and I say this from practical observation of him in the

¢ Perry-washings—a sort of inferior perry, which that county abounds with, and
. favourite beverage with Mr. D,
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field, having hunted with him a good deal at various periods
during the four or five years I resided in the neighbourhood
-of Ludlow. He had a practice in his kennel, however, which
I could not approve of, viz., that he did not boil his
flesh, and pursued the very old custom, when a horse was
killed for the kennel, of letting his hounds have a bellyful
of the offal. 4

Considering the extreme roughness of the greater part of
his country, Mr. Adams showed very good sport, and his
huntsman, John (I forget his surname) had nearly
the best hand on his horse my eyes ever beheld. And as a
specimen of his country, I will relate an anecdote. On my
return from Warwickshire, where 1 always hunted in those
days after the first week in November, I was accosted by my
next neighbour, a right good sportsman, with ¢ you should
have been with us last Monday”’—describing a run over a
great extent of country fitted for anything rather than fox-
hunting. “ Who had the best of it?” said I, fancying
myself in Warwickshire, where such a question would have
been asked. “I thick the boy upon the mule,” was my
friend’s reply. Now I doubt not the correctness of his
opinion. Mr. Adams’s whipper-in, a very clever boy, rode
a still cleverer mule ; in fact, he could all but climb a tree,
and therefore could frequently go where horses could not.

The Ludlow country adjoins the Shiffnal country, to
which we will now proceed, and, although not very favour-
able to scent, the soil being for the most part too light, I
do not hesitate to pronounce it the most gentleman-like
part of Shropshire for fox-hunting, and, in some parts of it,
capable of showing many good runs in the season.

This country has occasionally been used as an auxiliary
to others. For example, Sir Richard Puleston hunted it
with his home country. Sir Bellingham Graham hunted it
in 1823, and in 1824 he also had it with the Atherstone
country, and used to hunt it for six weeks at a time at two
periods of the season, baving his kennel at Ivetsy Bank, on
the old West Chester road. Mr. Mytton did the same, and
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used the same kennel when he had his fox-hounds at
Halston, also hunting a small country near home. Colonel
Cook likewise hunted it; as also did Mr. Osbaldeston
when he had the Atherstone. It then became a regular,
detached hunting country, taken with a subscription by
Mr. Boycott; and as such we will proceed to look at it.

Mr. Boycott was not a master of fox-hounds previously to
his taking to this country, but was very well known as a
sportsman, though better perhaps as a good rider to hounds.

Here, indeed, he has been conspicuous, and particularly so
—the best test of horsemanship, by the bye—for being in a
good place on a middling horse. But we must do him the
justice to say he has had many good ones, and sold several
hunters, at large prices. Gentlemen huntsmen, however,
being in fashion in his time, Mr. Boycott performed the
office himself, assisted by two good whippers-in, and showed
very fair sport—quite as good indeed as could be looked for
in a country like his, from a new master of hounds, and all
the aceompanying disadvantages. His kennel was at his
own seat, at Rudge Hall, about seven miles from Shiffnal,
on the Bridgenorth side, and he hunted three days a week,
throughout the season. His pack was composed of a strong
body of hounds which he purchased of a Mr. Nunn, near
Colchester, and of drafts, of course, from others. His health
declining, caused him to give up the hounds, but, to the last
he was a difficult man to beat on his old white horse.

This country is now no longer called the Shiffnal, but the
Albrighton country, the kennel being removed to a village
called Albrighton, on the Wolverhampton side.

The Albrighton country is very narrow, commencing near

. Cannock, in the neighbourhood of Mr. Littleton’s and Lord
Anglesey’s, and stretching into Worcestershire, on the-
Stourbridge side; these points may be said to bound its
length. Those denoting its width may be called Wolver-
hamgton town and Newport.

The pleasantest part of Shropshire, although not the most
favourable to hounds in their work, is the country I am
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now gpeaking of. There are a few fixtures in it which can
show fine runs, with no obstacles to going on with & good
flying fox, which cannot be said of the greater part of Shrop-
shire. For instance, the Lizard, between Shiffnal and
Newport, the property of the Earl of Bradford ; Snowdon-
pool*; Patshull (Sir G. Pigot’s); High Onn Wood ; Ton-
grough; Brewood Park ; Chillington ; Woodcote Park (Mr.
Coates’s) ; Sheriff Hales; Bishop’s Wood; Boscobel ; Mr.
Botfield’s cover ; the Manor Rough; Mr. Slaney’s gorse;
Ryton gorse (Mr. R. Molyneux’s); Wrottesley covers (Sir
John Wrottesley’s), near Wolverhampton; Rudge Heath and
gorse (Mr. Boycott’s) ; the Ran-dans (Worcestershire) ; Gat-
acre Park; Davenport House; Enville(LordStamford’s); Dud-
maston; Whitty Moor, &c., &c. On the Bridgenorth side,
likewise, are some good wild fixtures ; such as Apley Castle
(Mr. Whitmore's) ; Stanleys (Sir Tyrrwhit Jones’s); Morf
Forest; Pudsey’s gorse. White Ladies is another of the
Albrighton fixtures. Within a mile of it is a place cele-
brated in ancient history as having been the refuge of the
unfortunate Charles after the battle of Worcester; and in
modern times, as, for more than forty years, the residence of
one of our first sportsmen—the late John Lockley.

The subscription to the Albrighton hounds being on rather
a limited scale, admits of no unnecessary display. '

‘What is generally termed “the field” is not numerousin the
Albrighton country, seldom exceeding fifteen or twenty red
coats, and perhaps a score of others of divers shades,
not excluding bdlack. Among the principal attendants
on the Albrighton in my time were the following :—Mr.
Holyoake (father of the Leicestershire flyer); Colonel
Horton, an excellent sportsman, andalways in a good place ;
Messrs. Horden, Wrottesley, and Pigott; the two Messrs.
Eytons, of Wellington ; Mr. St. John Charlton ; Mr. John
Aston, an old and zealous sportsman; Mr. Boycott; Mr.
Evans, of Wolverhampton, renowned for the condition of his

T e Sir Bellingham Graham found fifteen foxes in sixteen days’ draw, in this cover,
when Mr. R. Slaney had it.
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horses, and consequently for the good prices he has received
for them ; Mr. Botfield, of Decker Hill; Mr. Gatacre, of
Gatacre; Mr. Charles Whitmore, a zealous sportsman ; Sir
Thomas Boughey, the best mounted man in the country ;
Messrs. Jasper, Bedford, Jones, and Wright, good men over
a country ; Mr. Slaney, then M. P. for Shrewsbury, and his
brother, occasional attendants on these hounds—the former
hunting chiefly with the Shropshire hounds, and the latter
residing in London, but now and then making his appear-
ance on a good one; Mr. Smith, of Badger, never missing
a day; Mr. Charles Giffard, a lively boy in the field;
cum multis aliis—too numerous to mention.

Having named the Messrs. Eyton, it may not be
amiss to give a good anecdote of Mr. Charles Eyton.
Coming up one day to the Hatton Brook (no trifle at any
part of it), as the hounds were drawing over the country,
some one sang out that there was a ford close at hand. “ So
much the better,” said he; “but my horse has seen the
brook, and he will be quite uncomfortable for the rest of the
evening if I don’t let him jump it ; so here goes!” Another
good anecdote is related respecting the establishment of the
Albrighton packs, when Mr. Giffard succeeded Mr. Boycott.
He purchased Mr. Dansey’s pack, when that gentleman
relinquished Herefordshire, as Mr. Boycott was desirous
that his hounds should go to a distant country. He con-
sented, however, that a few couples of them should be
offered to Mr. Giffard, provided the selection was made by
a stranger. 'The stranger appeared; and having selected
the very best hounds in the pack, Mr. Boyeott declared off,
protesting against playing any longer at that game !

The principal part of Shropshire, as a hunting country,
is occupied by what are called the Shropshire hounds ; but
it has for many years past been but very irregularly hunted
—indeed, for several seasons without any hounds at all. It =
was, however, at last taken by J. Cressett Pelham, Esq., of
Cound Hall, near Shrewsbury. The eccentricity of Mr.
Pelbam’s character is too well known to need remark;
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neither is it necessary to add that as a man of honour and a
gentleman it stands high everywhere. But I believe I
may state without the chance of contradiction, that eccentri-
city of character, and the management of a pack of fox-
hounds, accord but ill. The man to shine here is your
straight-forward, plain-dealing, matter-of-fact man, firm in
purpose, and still firmer in action. Of Mr. Pelham, then,
as a master of hounds, I have not much to say; but the
thanks of sportsmeun are always due to a gentleman who
hunts a country so long as Mr. Pelham hunted Shropshire,
all at his own cost. Mr. Pelham was succeeded by Sir
Edward Smythe, Bart., of Acton Burnell Hall, near Shrews-
bury, a sportsman of many years’ standing, and very popular
among the Salopians.

In 1823, the gentlemen resident on the Shrewsbury side
of the county, determined upon building a kennel and stable,
suitable to a proper fox-hunting establishment, and their
resolutions were put into effect in a very masterly manner, at
an expense of £1,500, which sum was raised by subscription.
The kennel, capable of holding a hundred couple of hounds,
and complete in every respect, with stalled stabling for
twenty-six hunters, and six loose boxes, was built within
two miles of the town, on the Whitchurch-road, and, as
soon as the walls became dry, was occupied by the hounds
and horses of Sir Bellingham Graham, who took to the
country with a subscription in 1824, and hunted it, together
with the Shiffnal country, two years and a half. The prin-
cipal covers the Shropshire hounds hunt are within reach of
this kennel, but there is also a temporary one at Lee Bridge,
when they meet on the Prees side, where some of their best
covers lie.

Shropshire, as a hunting country, varies more than any
other with which I am acquainted, some part of it being
good, a great deal of it indifferent, but by far the greater
part bad. All this, however, is very easily accounted for.
In the first place, a large river, the S8evern, runs through the
centre of it, and is consequently a serious interruption to
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hounds. The height called the Wrekin also presents
itself in nearly the best part of it for sport, and the gene-
rality of the covers are large and rough. Nor are these all
the objections to it. The low lands are deep, and, in many
parishes, boggy ; and black, false-bottomed drains—the most
unpleasant obstacle to the sportsman—abound in some
.directions, and, unfortunately, in those in which foxes are
much given to run. As to those parts of the country con-
tiguous to Bridgenorth, Much Wenlock, and Ludlow, they
are perfect antidotes to fox-hunting; but still they have
been hunted by fox-hounds as long as I can remember, and
I hope they will long continue to be so.

Shropshire is an easy country for horses as regards fences.
They are on banks, with single ditches, and b); no means
large, but they lie thick, and being thorny, are injurious
to horses’ legs. In short, all the provincial countries are of
this character. But Shropshire requires a hunter, and a
good one, to carry a man with hounds, as three fields in four
are ploughed, and almost every field in the Shropshire hunt
is deep in the winter months. In the Shiffnal conntry this
is not the case. With the exception of the turnip-fields
(and they are many), the soil being light, that country carries
the horses above ground, and the fields, particularly on the
Newport side, are larger than those about Shrewsbury.

The best part of the Shropshire country lies between the
towns of Wem and Drayton, where there is a great expanse of
level fertile plain, which, though described by one of its topo-
graphical historians as “flat, dirty, and unpleasant,” is on
that account favourable to hounds. It is in this flat, dirty,
and unpleasant vale that the best cover in the hunt is to be
found, called the Twenlows, the property of Sir Rowland
Hill, Bart. This place is really capable of showing a run,
should the fox be inclined to fly from it; for there is a large
expanse of deep country before him, such as keeps the horses
back (a good brook generally at starting, for instance), and
gives the hounds a chance. But the great evil in Shrep-
shire is its hollowness, which almost makes it impossible to
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keep foxes above ground for any length of time. I remem-
ber the curious fact of Sir Bellingham running thirteen out
of sixteen of his foxes to ground the second season he hunted
it; but this might be remedied by digging out many of
those which are not breeding earths. It is, however, a
roomy country, and admits of four regular days a week ; is
generally full of foxes, and lies (in the part hunted by the
Shropshire) very well for scent, considering the great pro-
portion of ploughed land.

A grand feature in the Shropshire country is Hawkestone
Park, the seat of the Hills, among whom was one of the
best sportsmen England ever saw—the late Sir John Hill.
As a meet for hounds, Hawkestone is anything but good, as
not one time in ten will a fox fly from the security of its
rocks and covers; but it is an excellent nursery for foxes,
and they make for it, before hounds, from various parts of
the country. As connected with fox-hounds, and in cha-
racter with the natural predilection of the family for the
noble diversion of fox-hunting—to which, perhaps, may be
owing the prowess they have displayed in arms—one of the

. lions of the place, to which the stranger is conducted by
the guide, is a singular crag of a pyramidical form, finely
clad with ivy-bound trees, and strong underwood, called the
“ Fox’s Knob,” from the circumstance of a fox having Been
unkennelled there, which leaped into the valley beneath.
The fall being great, reynard was killed on the spot, and
also some hounds that followed him. The terrace at Hawkes-
tone is one of the finest in England; and in the grounds,
‘which are most extensive, there is every variety of hill, vale,
wood, and water,

There are two other conspicuous places in the Shropshire
hunt—Hayman Hill and Nesselif. The former is on the
property of the Corbets of Sundorne, and commands a
splendid view of the Shropshire Vale. It is needless to
observe, that being on the Sundorne property it is always a
sure find, and often shows a run—sometimes to Hawkestone,
at others to Acton Burnell, &e., &c. The other fixture,
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noted in aneient history, is Nesscliff, ten miles from Shrews-

" bury, on the Oswestry road, so called from a cliff which
overhangs the place, in which is a cave said to have been
the hiding place of a notorious robber, who plundered that
part of the country. Nesscliff is a sure find, and a Halston
fox affords a pretty run over a stiff and deep country.

Acton Burnell Park, Sir Edward Smythe’s, wasone of their
.best meets, and, being the property ofsuch a dearlover ofthe
sport,and jointmaster of the pack, wasof course well preserved.
Here are the remains of the old castle in which a par-
liament was held in the reign of Edward the First, and in
which the sovereign himself was entertained.

The late Sir Richard Puleston hunted part of Shropshire
from his own kennel at Emral. The Duke of Bridge-
water’s covers were some of his chief preserves for foxes, and
Petton, Boreatton Park, and Oatley Park near Ellesmere,
among his best fixtures in the county.

Having been dropped within ten miles of his kennel, Sir
Richard Puleston’s were the first fox-hounds that I hunted
with. Sir Richard was never what is termed a hard rider,
but always a good horseman, and was so considered in
Leicestershire in his early days. When on Flying Ben or
his Blue horse, each of which carried him many years, he
was generally in a good place with his own hounds if

they ran straight, and a perfect knowledge of his country
gave him great advantages when they did not. He was
what may be called a very gentleman-like horseman, but not
a dashing one, nor so quick as those of the present day.
But it was not here “ like master like man,” Jack Bartlet,.
Sir Richard’s first whipper-in, was one of the quickest of the
quick. Nor was this all. In those days, five and thirty
years since, it was somewhat rare to see a servant sitting at-
ease on his saddle, without having his knees very much
bent, his rump stuck out as though it was not part of him-
self, and his horse’s head in a vice, as it were, from the.
iron grasp of a great mutton fist. I was of course buta
youth when the performance of Jack. Bartlet first-attracted
T c
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my notice, but so mueh the more striking must have been
his superiority ; and I well remember his vast quickness in
getting to his hounds, and the neat, nay, elegant manner in
which he handed his horses over the awkward, rather than
large, fences of his very enclosed country; a field of fifteen
acres being somewhat of a noveltyin it. I have him now
fresh in my mind’s eye, on his grey cropped stallion, Helmet,
or a still better hunter, a thorough-bred mare, called Eu-
phrosyne, which he rode for many years; and I must do
justice to his memory (for I believe he is gone to ground)
to say, that I have yet to see a neater, quicker, or better
horseman than Jack Bartlet. He was, however, cast in the
right mould to ride. His frame was slender but well propor-
tioned, with good length of fork for his height, his shoulders
well back, and his weight about eleven stone with his saddle.

Sir Richard Puleston kept fox-hounds, on and off, as the
saying is, upwards of thirty years; and besides the Shiffnal
country, hunted the Atherstone, now held by Mr. Apple-
whaite, formerly by Sir B. Graham, and afterwards by Lord
Lichfield. He was considered a very judicious breeder of
hounds, and his blood, that of Dromo*, especially, was much
sought after by other masters, far and near. The Duke of
Cleveland acknowledged to me the great benefit he received
from.one large draft from the Emral kennel, at one time;
at another, he gave Sir Richard seven hundred guineas for
a large lot of entered hounds, which were accompanied by
his celebrated whipper-in, Bob Williams, and a capital mare
whieh the said Bob Williams rode,and which the Duke called
“the Puleston mare.” She was one of the last of the Old
Hundred-house Snap breed.

Sir Richard hunted his own hounds, and did it well.
His voice was exceedingly musical, his dog language cor-
rect; and having served a short apprenticeship in Leicester-
shire, his “ turn-out” was altogether comme il faut. But he

" * This celebrated hound is buried in the pleasure-grounds at Emral, with this
inacription on the headstons,
“

Alas! poor Dromo!
Reynard, with dread, oft heard his awfu) name.”
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wanted one requisite to make him complete as & huntsman,
He did not get forward enough always to be in his place;
and in the course of time, resigned his office of huntsman to
Edward Bates, commonly called Ned Bates, who succeeded
Jack Bartlet as head whip; and who hunted his hounds to
the last. The second whipper-in, when I last hunted with
these hounds, was son to Bates, and as, to use his master’s
own words,—“ he was got by old Ned, out of a Cheshire
dairy-maid—no bad cross,” he promised to make a sports-
man.

Sir Richard’s home country was very far from a bad one,
great portion of it being grass land, with very practicable
fences ; but injured in the best parts by the river Dee, in
many places not fordable, and the bridges far apart. Latterly,
the late Sir Watkin Williams Wynn made some gorse
covers on the Denbighshire side of the river, greatly to the
improvement of the country, which, generally speaking,
holds a good scent.

Sir Richard, to a certain extent, followed the plan of his
more wealthy neighbour, and brother master, Mr. Corbet of
Sundorne Castle, the “ Father of the Trojans,” as he was
called, in breeding his own hunters, and several conspicuous
ones were the produce of it, besides those used by himself.
He bred Mr. Mytton’s famous one-eyed gelding, Baronet,
who carried his owner nine seasons, without his ever finding
the bottom of him ; and, as one proof of his exeellence, I
saw him clear nine yards over water, under him, in cool
blood. He also bred Mr. Robert Canning’s Pickle, one of
the finest animals to carry weight ever seen by man, and
sold to the late Mr. West, of Alscot Park, Warwickshire,
for four hundred guineas, after Mr. Canning had ridden
him four seasons. Pickle's dam was a very small mare.

Bir Richard Puleston’s establishment was, in all depart-
ments, remarkable for the superior character and deportment
of the servants, and amongst them was one, the son of his
steward, who afterwards occupied a conspicuous place in the
hunting world. This was the very celebrated Tom Crane,

' c?2
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huntsman to the Fife hounds, previously to - Walker
filling that . office, with so much credit. He (Crane)
hunted the Duke of Wellington’s hounds in Spain; and
afterwards those of Lord Stewart, when residing at Kiltsee
Castle, the seat of Prince Esterhazy, who gave his lordship
the use of it during his stay in Austria. When with the
Duke, Crane’s passion for hounds had nearly proved his
destruction. He followed the chase into the enemies’ lines,
when two or three bullets were let loose at him, though
happily without effect, by the picquets. The fact, however,
goes far to show how light in the scale against the real love
of fox-hunting are father, mother, dukes, lords, native
country,—even life itself, which was here put to hazard in
the zeal for it.

Three remarkable events occurred during Sir Richard
Puleston’s career as master of hounds. A vixen fox once
broke cover, carrying a cub in her mouth, and some of the
field having thoughtlessly holloaed on the pack, she was
run into, and killed. By some means the London press got
hold of the unlucky event, and—although I am sure he was
as innocent of the charge as I myself am—Sir Richard was
roughly handled on the charge of cruelty to an animal in
the exercise of parental affection, and that of the highest
order. He was one of the last men to be accused of
wanton cruelty to any living creature, and I speak from
the experience of many years of his acquaintance.

Again, when he hunted the Shiffnal country, there was a
fox in Chillington Park (Mr. Giffard’s), which his hounds
could not kill. Being invincible, he obtained the name of
Cesar, and I heard the late proprietor of that fine domain,
once say to Ned Bates, “ A guinea for old Cesar.” But it
was *“no go.” ‘

Lastly, these hounds once lost their fox in an extraordi-
nary manner, in that part of the home country, called the
Malpas country. After a most brilliant chase, during which,
reynard—a shifty one, it appears—tried to house himself
more than once, the whoo-whoop resounded in the ancient
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church yard of Malpas. But where was the fox ? in the
church, or in its yard, it was evident, for he was viewed ia,
but neither viewed nor hunted out. “ Whether he got into
the church,” says the reporter of this fine run, “ or might
have been the spirit of some huntsman of the olden time
come to try the mettle of hounds and men of these degene-
rate days, and so gone to his narrow house again, i not.
known, but vanisk he did.”

" There was one extraordinary feature in the character of
Sir Richard Puleston, as a sportsman, which cannot be
passed over. After having abused and ridiculed hare-hunt-
ing, up to a certain period of his life ; having, in fact, almost
quarrelled with his only son for being partial to it, he took
into his head to breed not one, but two pac¢ks of hare-
hounds which, although I never saw them, I have heard
spoken of as very perfect of their kind. This took place
when there were no fox-hounds at Emral, and I conclude he
was unhappy at seeing the benches of his kennel vacant, and
having no “ ery” of any sort to greet the accustomed ear.

As a companion in the social hour, Sir Richard Puleston
possessed talent of the highest order; his manners wore the
polish of a court, and he so excelled in colloquial wit, as to
have been a favourite companion of George the Fourth, by
whom he was made a baronet. I could give a detail of his
bon mots, and repartees, which would have been deemed
worthy of Sheridan er Foote, but I shall confine myself to
two or three which are somewhat of a sporting character.

Being informed that his only son was out with a pack of
harriers, he said, “ I have entered him to hare, but I hope he
will be steady afterwards.” His hopes here were disappointed,
for his son, the present baronet, has kept harriers nearly as
long as his father kept fox-hounds, and has them to this
day. :

During the period of Sir Richard himself keeping harriers,

a fox jumped up before them, and they killed him. Ona
friendly remonstrance from the then master of the Cheshire
pack, against further trespass upon his manor, 8ir Richard
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replied :—“ As your hounds occasionally kill my game, I
may surely be allowed now and then to kill yours.”
. ‘When speaking of a certain lady, who was in the habit of
turning her eyes up towards heaven, after a saint-like form
one moment, and talking rather loosely the next, Sir Richard
observed, in the language of the stud-book, that « she was
got by the Whole Duty of Man out of the Woman of Pleasure.”
8ir Richard Puleston died in the year 1840, at the age of
seventy-seven, another proof of the benefit to health of the
active pursuits of the field, inasmuch as he may be said to
have lived all the days of his life ; and an excellent charac-
ter was given of him in the Shrewsbury Chronicle, as a
country gentleman, a sportsman, a landlord, a friend and
neighbour; and though last, not least, a good Christian.

I was also dropped within a dozen miles of another kennel
of fox-hounds, kept by the late Colonel Wardle and Sir
Harry Goodricke (father to the late baronet), who were
confederates in a pack which hunted Flintshire, the kennel
being at Hartsheath, the residence of the Colonel. The
Baronet’s riding day was then gone by, owing to attacks of
gout, but the Colonel was a fine horseman. Few persons
knew him better than I knew him, and had he devoted
himself to fox-hunting instead of to politics, he would have
signalized himself as a sportsman; for he had one great
essential, which is, a burning zeal, almost unequalled in real
life. He had also all the requisites for an English country
gentleman. .

These hounds were hunted by a man of the name of Ro-
bert Jones, whom I knew well,—he afterwards kept the
‘White Horse Inn, in the beautiful village of Overton, be-
tween Ellesmere and Wrexham; was celebrated for his
breed of terriers, and generally possessed a stallion. Of his
merits as a huntsman I am unable to speak, for reasons
already given; but he was a well-conducted person in private
life, and much respected in his public situation, as Boniface.

I remember a circumstance that occurred in one good run

these hounds had. A hard-riding whipper-in, whose name I
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forget, was put on a four-year-old horse, to which he objected
at starting, telling his master he feared he should kill him if
they had a good run. “ Do the best you can with him,” said
his master, “but don’t kill him if you can help it.” On
the road home, however, Wardle overtook the whip, « pad-
ding the hoof,” with his saddle and bridle at his back. «I
told you how it would be, sir,” said he, “ he's dead.”

‘When the Colonel gave up his hounds, his brother
fox-hunter, Sir Richard Puleston, said a good thing on the
occasion. “ Wardle has given up his hounds,” said he, « for
want of the kennel —alluding to a species of coal known by
that name, which was not then so abundant on his estates
as it had been.

By the means of a mis-print, it has been believed by
many readers of the celebrated poem of Billesden Coplow,
by Mr. Lowth, that Colonel Wardle was one of the per-
formers in the memorable run which furnished the author
with his thesis. The person alluded to was the renowned
Jacob Wardell, now also gathered to his fathers, the decease
of Colonel Wardle having preceded his by some four or five
years. He died abroad, having, to use his own words, “ ex-
patriated himself in disgust with his native country.”
Better had it been for him that he had * stuck to the brush,”
and signalised himself as a sportsman ; contenting himself
with drawing covers, instead of entangling himself in the
thorny mazes of political strife, with a blank draw at the last.

Early impressions will last a man’s life, be it the “three
score years and ten,” and another score added to them,—
that is to say, if they are stamped deeply. It is no wonder
then that the first well appointed sportsman that I met with
in my teens, should be now fresh in my mind’s eye! for, as

Hudibras says, :
. ‘¢ He that excels in what we prize, .
Appears a hero in our eyes.”

This was no other than the well known and universally
esteemed Mr. Lloyd Williams, of Penylon, near Wrexham,
just on the borders of North Wales, for many years the
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leading rider in 8ir Richard Puleston’s and other hunts in
the neighbourhood : and also always keeping a good place
in Oxfordshire, where he hunted several seasons, in his
countrymen’s, the late Sir Thomas Mostyn’s, time.* Inde-
pendently of his horsemanship, which was extremely neat
and gentlemanlike, and the correctness of his stable appoint-
ments, Mr. Williams’s choice of hunters was good ; and all
those who recollect his Tarquin, Old Port, and others, will
do well to carry them in their mind when they purchase
hunters for themselves—that is to say, if the weight tallies.

Contemporary with Mr. Lloyd Williams was a brother of
mine, and his being my brother is no reason for his being
omitted here, for I believe the sun seldom shone on a better or
more straight-forward rider. But thenhe wasaparson! And
what of that? Don’t be surprised if I bring out a bishop,
and above all, don’t imagine I mean disrespect towards any
body or any thing; for notwithstanding St. Jerome has said
“ Venatorem nunquam legimus sanctum”—some of the best
parish priests that I have known have been sportsmen ;—
charitably disposed and well conducted country clergymen,
who, spurning the affectation of a sanctity neither called for
nor approved of by nine-tenths of mankind, occasionally partake
of the health-giving and gentleman-like diversion of hunting
and other sports of the field—once recommended to them
by their superiors.

But to the proof of this “straight-forward rider.” It is
to be found in every country in which he hunted, and all
those few now left who hunted with the late Duke of Beau-
fort, in his day—the day of the Spectre Mare, and Hermit
—will recollect how straight he went. Neither is he for-
gotten in Worcestershire, where he finished his hunting
career with the death of his gallant grey. But perhaps I
have still better authority—that of the late Lord Forester,
who, on discussing the riders of a certain hunt, settled the

* At the time I am speaking of, this gentleman’s name was Lloyd Kenyon, first
cousin to Lord Kenyon. He subsequently became Mr. Lloyd only; and is now
Lloyd Williams ; all of which changes arose out of several accessions of property,
of which 1o man is more deserving.
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matter by exclaiming, in his usual forcible style—* Glive me
that little parson in the oil-skin hat.” Now all his Lordship’s
old fnends could swear that this is no forgery. The words
were ‘uttered over the horse-shoe table at ‘Wynnstay, and
they are exactly his.

Previously to quitting the field in which I was first entered
to hounds, I may be allowed to notice one or two more of the
riders with whom I first came in contact. At the head of
these I will place a person of great weight, in every sense of
the word, viz., the late Sir Watkin Williams Wynn, of
whom, with his own harriers, and with fox-hounds, in several
different countries, I saw a great deal in chase. I shall
begin then by saying,*that my countryman was one, who,
I believe, never knew fear: and although he was, in his
noviciate, by no means the cleverest horseman of his years,
he persevered until he accomplished the horseman’s art,
as will be readily attested by many sportsmen who have seen
him go very well over Leicestershire, and other gallop-
ping countries, very much to the credit of his horses and his
groom. But looking at his horses, what splendid ones did
he ride to carry his weight, viz., eighteen stone! I think I
hear his quondam one-eyed pad-boy, Tom Penn (I say guon-
dam, for he broke his neck), after having conned over, per-
haps, the finest hunter in the field, pompously exclaim—* If
that there horse was but a bit bigger, I should buy him for
Sir Watkin.” To do justice to Tom, however, he was a
good judge of a horse to carry a welter weight, but the
coolest subject to his superiors that ever wore a livery.
Of the worthy Welsh baronet, indeed, he may be said to
have been master, as the following anecdote will show. Tra-
velling one day with a brother sportsman, (the Hon. Philip
Pierrepoint, I believe,) he passed his stable in Oxfordshire.
“ We shall see the horses,” said Pierrepoint. “ Of course,”
said Sir Watkin; and they were worth seeing. Bat if I
recollect right, Xerxes said “ sail,” but Zephyrus said-“ no
And Tom Penn said “ ro,” and after the following fashion
too. “ Well, Tom,” said the Baronet, after alighting from
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‘his carriage, “ how are the horses?” “ The horses are well
«enough, Sir Watkin, but I am very Aill.” “What ails you?”
“ Damnationist pain in my side I ever had in my life.” «I
should like to see the horses.” ¢ You can’t, they have been
shut up these two hours.” The baronet and his friend re-
entered the drag, and pursued their journey.
Now I well recollect the fact of my knocking down
a groom, who lived nine years in my service, for
refusing to admit me into my stable; but so convinced
was I that he was right and I was wrong, that I paid
five pounds smart money the next morning, and he
lived several more years with me. But if I thought it
wrong that my horses should be disturbed, how much more
necessary must uninterrupted repose be to those who had
carried such a weight as Sir Watkin’s! Let us picture to
ourselves the morrow after a fine run over the deepest part
of the Bicester Vale, and one of those horses banged, bruised,
and sore, taking courage to lie down, and, it may be, rolling
half over in his stall or box, and then settling himself com-
fortably, with head reclined and out-stretched legs, in the
fond expectation of a few hours’ repose,—as much looked
for by horses where regular stable hours are kept, as by
ourselves when we retire to our beds. Faney then, I say,
the door opening, and baulking this poor animal of the treat
he had prepared for himself. Why we must all come to the
same conclusion, that Tom Penn was right and his master
wrong. But I have something more to say of Sir Watkin
as a horseman. He had, to my eye, as fine a hunting
hand (if I may use the expression) on his horse, over a
country, as I ever saw; and let the pace be quick or slow,
he was never seen interfering with his mouth, but merely
giving him the office as circumstances might require. The
figure delineated in the Leicestershire plates, as ¢ Going in
and out clever,” was intended for Sir Watkin, and is an
excellent representation of his person and seat.
Thelate Mr. Mytton hunted different parts of Shropshire for
twoor three seasons, having at one time the Shiffnal country,
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which he hunted alternately with his own. His kennel then
was at Ivetsy Bank, on the old Chester road ; and strange
to say, Mr Mytton used frequently to ride from Halston to
covers even beyond Ivetsy Bank to meet his hounds, and
return home to dinner,—making upwards of eighty miles on
the road, and he has been known to do this on two succes-
sive days. I certainly envy the strong physical powers
that enable any man to perform such Herculean feats as
these, but I consider them very prejudicial in their effécts,
and an unnecessary waste of horse-flesh. The best runs
Mr Mytton’s hounds had, were from the covers in his own
neighbourhood, with wild travelling foxes that came down
from the Welsh hills. Sir B. Graham once found one of
these bits of Welsh vermin at Bobbin's Wood, which led his
hounds nearly to the romantic town of Llangollen, on the
Holyhead road, where they killed him. With another,
which the Halston covers produced, he had, perhaps, as
severe a day for hounds and horses as ever was experienced
in Shropshire, the chase continuing for two hours and forty-
five minutes, at the end of which he was killed. Those who
know the country can judge of the severity of this run,
when I state that after going with extraordinary swiftness
nearly to the town of Ellesmere, the fox put his head right
about, and crossed the deep and extensive vale to Lord
Dungannon’s woods, near Chirk. Here he was again
headed, when he boldly faced the Welsh mountains, and
died near Llansillen in Denbighshire. Three horses died
also.

Mr. Mytton was one of the irregulars,” for with a fair
pack of hounds he would spoil them by turning out bag
foxes before them. As a master of hounds this was a sad
blot on the sporting reputation of my old friend; and I
shall never forget the quiet rebuke Sir Bellingham Graham
gave him when, after inspecting his hounds in the Halston
kennel, he was shown a leash of foxes in another place.
Mr. Mytton believed them to be Welsh ones, from a dis-

" tance ; but it was by no means impossible that they might
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have been taken in some of the best covers in the part of
Shropshire at that time hunted by Sir Bellingham.

That the sort of off-hand talent displayed on all occasions
by Mr. Mytton, should have been brought into action in a
pursuit so congenial with his feelings as fox-hunting, is only
what might have been expected, and to a considerable
extent was it displayed in his charaeter as a master of
hounds. As for myself, I am at a loss to account for many
things that came under my observation having reference to
his fox-hunting establishment. In the first place, with a
very indifferent huntsman, and a very wild master, who
would have looked for steadiness in Mr Mytton’s hounds?
And yet they were not more unsteady than many others I
could name. I here speak of the pack with which he hunted
the Albrighton country, from 1817 to the close of the season
of 1821, inclusive, making five seasons in all, and five days in
the week ; and I may add, with a fair share of sport. Se-
condly, who would have looked for punctuality in the hour of
meeting, from a person of Mr. Mytton’s uncertain habits?
and yet, although he never possessed a watch, he was scarcely
ever known to be half an hour beyond his time, come from
where he might. But, I repeat, who would have looked for
anything like management or order in Mr. Mytton’s hunt-
ing establishment? and yet it did exist. Who could have
looked for anything like steadiness in hounds, which he
once, in my presence, let out of the kennel at Halston in a
very hard frost, with a bagman before them,—returning as
they might, for no horse could follow them,—after having
amused themselves in any way that might have been agree-
able to them ?

All things considered, it was not likely that many masters
of hounds would be inclined to breed from, still less to pur-
chase, the contents of Mr. Mytton’s kennel. On his giving
up his first pack of fox-hounds, however,—for he had been
a master of harriers from his boyhood,—he luckily found an
Irish customer for the greater part of them: whilst his
second, which he purchased of Mr. Newman of Hornchurch,
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- Essex, were sold for somewhere about the value of their
skins. Nor was this to be wondered at. He not only
hunted themn himself, but would occasionally, as I have wit-
nessed, and described in the Memoir I wrote of his Life,
play all sorts of antic tricks with them, both in the kennel
and in the field. For example: I once saw him, when well
primed with a Shropshire luncheon, make two very wide casts
for his fox, which he knew was not gone that way, merely
for the sake of inducing his field to follow him over some
rather awkward fences ! :

I could never discover whether or not Mr. Mytton was at
heart a sportsman—that is to say, whether or not he enjoyed
seeing his hounds at work, beyond the mere pleasure any
master might feel at the finish of a good run; when—al-
though he himself had little enough of that infirmity in his
composition—his vanity might be flattered. I never heard
him cheer an individual hound when drawing, or in chase ;
nor, with the exception of Hudibras, whose portrait was
taken with his own, had he any favourite hound, as most
masters have; neither did he know the names of all the
hounds in his kennel. This last assertion, however, requires
some qualification. He would tell his friends he did not
know their names, but whether such was really the case, I
cannot take upon myself to say, knowing his diposition on
trifling matters to disguise his real sentiments.

I have said that Mr. Mytton’s hounds had not justice
done them by their huntsman, who was far from clever,
although an excellent servant in all other respects. His
name was John Craggs, and he was unfortunately killed by
a fall from a restive horse in the stable yard at Halston.
His second pack, as I have already said, were hunted by
himself, and whipped in by Ned Evans, who was a beautiful
horseman, and by no means deficient in his duties in the
field. .

Of Mr. Mytton as a horseman, it would be useless to say
a word, were it not to confirm the truth’ of an opinion often
urged by me—namely, that men above eleven stone get
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better over a country than men under that weight. The
fact is, strength will be served; and to show how necessary
it is in the saddle, in assisting a hunter over a country, Mr.
Mytton was never known to have his so completely beaten
a8 not to carry him to the end of a run; neither was he
ever obliged to walk home, as might have been expected to
have been the case, from his desperate style of riding. He
had a heavy hand ; but, from the immense strength of his
arm, it was a vast support to his horses; and no horse ever
yet toaled, would have carried his weight—good thirteen
stone—at his pace, with a loose head and a slack rein.

Some part of Shropshire was also hunted by Mr. Wick-
stead’s hounds, and a small part of it, on the Oswestry side,
was hunted by the Welsh pack, a few years back, kept by
a gentlemen named Jones, of Maesmawr, near Welsh-pool,
the sale of whose horses, when the pack was given up,
excited much interest. [Every thing connected with this
establishment was conducted on the old system—tke real
hunting to death of the fox; and in proof of their prowess, I
may chronicle the well-known fact of their having killed
fifty-four out of sixty-three foxes, the last season of their
hunting.

The Shropshire gentlemen meet twice in the season at
Shrewsbury, for a week each time. These weeks are called
the Old and the New Shrewsbury Hunt weeks—the former
in November and the latter in January. The gentlemen dine
together in the great room at the Lion Inn, and each hunt
gives a splendid ball and supper to the ladies. Perhaps

.no other county in England, but Salop, can boast of such
gay doings as these. But the “ proud Salopians” are very
sociable people, and generally do these things in good style.
" Bhropshire was never hunted in a form equal to that in
which Sir Bellingham Graham hunted it, in consequence of
the magnificence of his establishment. The celebrity of the
man, also, gave mueh éclat to his proceedings, and in spite
of one disastrous season for scent—very generally acknow-
ledged as sach~—his hounds afforded excellent sport. He
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likewise found many congenial spirits among the natives,
and has often been heard to say, he quitted the country with
regret. There are several excellent riders in Shropshire ;
but there is one—Mr. Leycester of Routon Castle, near
Shrewsbury—of whom Sir Bellingham pronounced the
flattering opinion—that he never saw a better anywhere.

We now take our leave of Shropshire, undoubtedly one
of the chief of our sporting counties, being celebrated for
the sporting character of its aristocracy, and still more,
of its yeomanry. In fact it presents a true picture of
the genuine English character, as exhibited in the state
of the various classes of society; and its proximity and
relation to North Wales, contribute to heighten the ecolour-
ing. The gentry are not, perhaps, wholly free from that
species of pride which common consent has allowed to them,
but it consists more in dignity than haughtiness, and conse-
quently israther a failing than a vice. Indeed, it may admit
of a question, whether, in these levelling times, it tends not
to encourage, rather than to impede, the exercise of those
social virtues which ameliorate the condition of the people ?
One thing, however, is certain :—The middle classes in
Shropshire are well informed, enlightened, and celebrated
for their good fellowship and hospitality ; and their example
has not been lost upon those labouring classes who are de-
pendent upon them.
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CHAPTER 0.

ASTING over my boyish
days, I will proceed to
the first year ofmy visiting
Leicestershire, which was
in 1802, I believe, at all
events it was the first year
of Lord Sefton’s taking
the Quorn hounds from
Mr. Meynell ; and I
cannot do better than
commence with  Mr.
Meynell himself.  Of
course I saw him too late
in life to form a fair judgment on his usual method of riding
to hounds, which I always heard spoken of as not only
judicious but bold. I can only, at this distance of time,
indeed, call to my recollection one instance of his coming
under my observation in a run, and that was in a very sharp
burst of about twenty minutes, from Thrussington Wolds,
our fox being so blown at the finish of it that he sank in
‘attempting to cross a canal. I travelled along-side this
pattern for fox-hunters great part of the way, and have his
figure at this moment before me in my mind’s eye. He
rode a strong black horse, possessing twice the speed he
appeared to have, and of course, a perfect fencer. Indeed,
I saw his rider charge a very fair brook, just before the
finish, scarcely appearing to look at it; his attention being
riveted to the hounds, which he was frequently heard to
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cheer. Although forty-one years ago, L havea good recol-
lection of his face, and still better of his person; his grey
locks more than peeping from under his black cap, and his
keen, aye, piercing eye. I remember also that, he sat
rather on one side on his saddle, as if he had one: itm'up
shorter than the other, and was without spurs,bqt keptkicking
his horse’s sides with his heels, not at all afraid of going the
pace over all kinds of ground. His appeamnce was ex-
tremely sportsmanlike.

I now come to his successor, the late Lord Sefton, at that
time in his prime, and, the best mounted man in England
for his weight, which is saying a .great deal. But what
prices he gave ! Plato,Gooseberry, and Rowland, allof which
I remember in his stud, cost him nearly a thousand pounds
apiece ; and he offered Mr. Loraine Smith, about-this petiod,
eight hundred guineas for his famous Hollyhock horse,
which, unfortunately for the latter, he refused, as he; affer-
wards died in chase in consequence of the rupture of a
blood vessel. Lord Sefton’s style of riding over. a country
was peculiar. He was one of the quickest men I ever met
with in making up lost ground, or turning to his hounds in
a run; but when he got well away, he had seldom much
ground to make up, and considering his great weight—which
eventually estranged him.from fox-hunting—he was a very
brilliant performer in the field. He was averse to timber
fences in a run, always avoiding them if possible, and—es
all heavy weights have the power to do—boring through
the thickest blackthorn hedges in preference to them.
In allusion to his weight, and the pace he travelled at over a
country, the author of The Epwell Hunt Poem, in a ludicrous
deseription (never puBlished) of a run he saw in Leicesters
shire, in his time, thus speaks of his Lordsbxp —
 Farl Sefton came next, and, for beef on the rib,

No Leicestershire bullock was rounder ;

" A wonderful weight at a wonderful rate,
He flew like a twenty-four geunder !”

I bave reason to believe that the late Lord Sefton was
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onie of those elear-headed men in all worldly matters, who
do well whatever they attempt to do. At all events, his
Jordship did honour to fox-hunting, in the highly-spirited
tnanter in which he hunted the Quorn country for five con-
secutive seasons. The stables are to this day monuments
of his liberal expenditure. He was the first master I ever
heard of, and I believe him to have been the first, who
kept two huntsmen,—John Raven who hunted the old pack,
and Stephen Goodall, the young one—and I also believe him
to have been the first to introduce the second horse system,
now soregularly practised. Then,the cover-side inthe seasons
I am alluding to, 1802, and 3, bore an aristocratic appearance
such as it may be said scarcely to have borne since. When
approachable by wheels, there would be seen not only his
lordship’s coach and four, driven by himself, but numerous
other teams, the carriages containing ladies to see the
hounds throw off.*

I was too ignorant of hunting at the date of Lord Sefton’s
occupying Leicestershire, to offer a decided opinion of his
lordship as a sportsman, but he had a great advantage in the
society of the celebrated Mr. Meynell, whose services, he
was no doubt, too good a judge not to make available.

Every thing was done in a princely style at Quorndon Hall.
The kennels contained nearly a hundred couples of hounds,
and the great stable, containing twenty-eight horses, was lit
up at night by a patent lamp to every fourth stall. That
Lord Sefton’s reign should have been so short (it did not see
the sixth season), is to be lamented ; and the cause of his
giving up had somewhat the appearance of fastidiousness.
He declared that he could not find horses to carry him at
the pace he wished to go;—that pace was certainly an
ultra one.

The conspicuous men in the field in Lord Sefton’s time
were, his lordship himself, Mr. Germaine, Sir Henry Peyton,

*
* Several noblemen and gentlemen—amongst them the late Lord Foley, the late
Qn' Stephen Giynne, and My, Mellish+hunting with the Quorn hounds at this
tinte, had their teams.
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Lord- Foley, Sir Stephen Glynne, Mr. T. A. Smith, Hon.
Berkeley Craven, Hon. Joshua Vanneck, afterwards Lord
Huntingfield, Mr. Hawkes, Mr. Lockley, the late Lord
Forester, Lord Delamere, Mr. Bennet, Mr. Lindow, the
late Colonel Mellish, Mr. Charles Meynell, Colonel Rolles-
tone, and amongst the yeomen and graziers, Joe Deveril, of
Shoby, Tom Hinton, of Hoby, commonly called “ Gameboy
Hinton,” Wings, Jonathan King of Beilby, Marriott, the
Melton draper, and Ben Rowland the farrier, to whom Lord
Sefton gave a large price for his horse.

At the time I am alluding to, John Raven and
Stephen Goodall, both long since dead, were huntsmen
to Lord Sefton; Joe Harrison and Tom Wingfield whip-
ping in to them. It may be necessary to state that
each huntsman had his pack. Nature had interdicted
superior horsemanship to Goodall; for although she had
given him his full share of brains, she formed him with a
great carcase upon short legs (very good qualities in a
horse), and an aptitude to feed (still better in a hog), that
would not be satisfied until the maximum exceeded twenty
stone. But Raven was cast in a very different mould.
Straight as a dart, as full of power as he was of muscle, and
with -a voice and features well fitted to his calling, he
struck me as the beau ideal of a huntsman and a horseman
combined. He also had his hounds in perfect command upon
all oceasions, so much so, that I recollect I never heard him
blow his horn but once in three days’ hunting, and that
was when a hound called Cruiser was lost. I likewise
remember his cool conduct with regard to a celebrated
hound called Guzman : he was running a hare, with a hedge
between them,—in fact running he did not exactly know
what, as he only got an occasional glimpse. A whipper-in .
started after him, when Raven called him back, saying,
« Leave him alone, he will stop when he sees what he is
running;” and he did stop. Guzman was a throaty hound,
but his blood is to be traced in several kennels to thas day,
having been held in high esteem.
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©Cork-legged Jones* did not whip in to Lord Befton, hav-
_ ng died in the service of Mr. Meynell, but I know that Tom
" Wingfield and Joe Harrison did. A nephew of JohnRaven's
elso appeared in the eostume of awhipper-in, riding Lord Sef-
ton’ssecond horse ; he was not riddentopoints, asisthe present
system, but closein his lordship’s wake ; and as young Raven
eould ride in the same length of stirrup leatheras his lordship,
the horses were exchanged at the mostconvenient opportunity.
This system, however, could not become general, inasmuch
as it would not do to have all the second horses going in,
and adding to, the crowd : and as it is the pace that kills, it
can only be considered advisable in the case of a very heavy
weight, which Lord Sefton was. .
Joe Harrison was likewise a splendid horseman, and
I believe and hope he is still alive. Indeed, some time
ago I heard of a person in a blue coat taking the
lead, and keeping it, to the surprise of the whole field,
over an extremely difficult country, and when the thing was
ended, the artist was discovered to be old Joe Harrison.
Of Tom Wingfield I need not say much, as he has been so
many years before the public since he left Leicestershire, as
huntsman to the Mostyn hounds, No man need ride better
than Tom Wingfield could ride, and he could see a country
and hounds better out of that one eye of his than mos-
people can with two. I shall never forget him once turning
round to me, in Leicestershire, after he had looked back and
perceived that the fence we had come over had stopped one
of the field ; and the emphasis with which he exclaimed—: I
think, sir, that there gentleman hus no business in our shire,”
Leicestershire, situated in the heart of England, bounded
on the north by Nottinghamshire, on the south by North-
amptonshire and Warwickshire, on the east by Lincoln and
Rutland, and on the west by Derbyshire, is of no great ex-
tent, being only about thirty-six miles in length, and thirty

* Tom Jones, otherwise * cork-legged Jomes,” was a capital whipper-in, but as
hard @ drinker as he was a rider. A friend of mine, who saw him a few days prior
to his death, told me he confeased to him that sometimes he could not recollect
when he¢ awoke in the morning, where he had left his leg over night, ’
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in breadth ; the extreme points being the town. n&llaﬂm
‘Harborough, and Cavendish Bridge, on' the pa
London to Manchester. In the absence of all fie
is as a hunting country as nearly approaching to i :
and 4rt ‘can make it, and its fame may be ssid G have
reached the remotest corners of the civilized world. .,

" At the conclusion of the last.century the sporting W
tion of this far-famed county was at its height. Theywere
the days of Mr. Meynell, who was then lsoked upon as not
only the most intelligent and successful huntsman of his
time, but as one who .introduced a fresh efa to the .sporting
world. They were also the days of Charles Wyndham and
Lord Villiers, of Forester and Cholmondeley, of Childe of
Kinlet, and Loraine Smith, of Ralph Lambtan and John
Lockley, George Germaine, John Hawkes, and seversl
others to whom the present generation is indebted for the
dashing style of riding to hounds which continues to distin-
guish our modern sportsmen. Towards the conclusion of
Mr. Meynell’s occupation of Leicestershire a galaxy of bril-
liant young horsemen also appeared in the fi¢ld, amongst
whom were Lord Foley, Sir Henry Peyton, the late Sir
Stephen Glynne, Messrs. Thomas Assheton Smith, Lindow,
Bruin, Edge, and some others whose names will be remem-
bered for ages to come. .

Mr. Meynell was suoceeded by the Earl of Sefton, who,
as I have already said, hunted his country (the Quors)
in a style of great magnificence, and his lordship was sue-
ceeded by Mr. T. A. Smith, who kept the Quorn hounds
nine seasons, and then Mr. Osbaldeston took to them. He
kept them till the middle of the season of 1821, whea Sir
Bellingham Grsham became their master, but after two
seasons Tresigned them to Mr. Osbaldeston again, who
hanted the county till Lord Southampton took possession of
it. The country is now hunted by a committee, at the head
of which are Bir Holyoake Groodrwke, and ’er. Gw
Payne. - :

Now a word or two of these respective masbaﬂ“ Of lﬁ
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Meynell, the Meecenas of fox-hunting, it is almost presump-
tuous in me to give an opinion, having only seen him in the
Iast year of *his brilliant career. But I well remember the
lessons he gave to all would-be huntsmen. I remember
the steadiness and docility of his hounds, and the superior
manner in which they hunted through hares, cattle, or
sheep; the quiet way in which he waited for them to recover
the scent when lost, and his division of his pack when they
made their casts, instead of having them driven after his
huntsman like a flock of sheep. I also fancy I hear his
chiding voice and his cheering holloa. The one was effi-
cient without unnecessary noise ; the other musical, distinet,
and thrilling through the heart and nerve of every one who
was near enough to hear it. His scream, in a view, natu-
rally acute, was remarkable and susceptible: he had a won-
derfully quick eye to the faults committed by his hounds,
which he could the better discern from the reliance he
placed on their own powers in chase. He allowed them to
spread, and to use those powers at a very gentle pace, which,
from his command over his field, it was fortunately in his
power to do. Of blood, he was more indifferent than most
owners of fox-hounds are wont to be. *The wildest packs
of hounds,” he has been heard to say, “are known to kill
the most foxes in cover, but very seldom show good rnns
over a country.” Mr. Meynell made no display of his
riding in the field, but when with his hounds in chase
nothing that he considered feasible would stop his being in
his place. As a companion he was the delight of every
society in which be appeared. To an excellent understand-
ing he joined great knowledge of the world ; and his walk
through life having led him into the best of company, the
combination of the man of fashion with the sportsman ren-
dered his character complete in the situation he had under-
taken to fill.

- It is difficult at the present time to say what has become
of, that highly-prized strain of bloed of the celebrated
Hugo Meynell, commonly called the Quorn blood. Perhaps
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we should find most of it in the Cheshire kennel, thét
good sportsman, the late Mr. Heron, having regularly
bred from it for a long sucgession of years, when he had the
management of that old-established pack. It is also to be
found in the kenunel of his grandson, Mr. Hugo Charles
Meynell Ingram, of Hoarcross, Derbyshire,who was presented
with it by Mr. Heron—and I must say it was a compliment
due to him, Among the lot were three bitches, two of
which were descended from Mr. Meynell’s famous Stormer,
and one from General, the sire of the equal famous Guzman,
who was out of Priestess. The dam of these bitches was
also of the Quorn blood. The Stormer blood is now in
great repute in the present Mr. Meynell’s kenpnel, his cele-
brated Nathan being a noble specimen of it. He is
by Mr. Meynell’s Bertram, out of his Nelly, which was
descended in a direct line from Stormer and the Quorn
blood on both sides. Bertram was by Lord Althorp’s famous
Abelard (Mr. Warde’s famous Charon- sort), out of Mr.
Meynell’s Bridesmaid—the grand-dam of which bitch was
given to Mr. Meynell by the well-known Jack Raven,
huntsman to his grandfather, to the period of his giving up
the hounds. She was got by Ranter, out of Bounnybell,
a favourite bitch of his master’s, and one which Raven used
to say he could swear by.

As I have before observed, Mr. Meynell was succeeded
by Lord Sefton; and he was succeeded by the late I.ord
Foley, who had for some seasons been residing in the county,
and was in every way qualified for the undertaking, barring
the lessons of experience.

I did not see much of Lord Foley whilst master of the
Quorn hounds, which he kept not quite two seasons, because
I was at that time elected a member of the Stratford-on-
Avon Hunt Club, and the attraction was, consequently,
Warwickshire. Lord Foley, however, could not be other-
wise than popular in any situation in life; he did ewerythmg
with an open and liberal hand, and it is much to be regretted
that he at length was diverted from the hunting £ield tn
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the das@fictive pursuits of the dice, and the imwd table.
i - aa freqnenﬂy ont with his hounds when he bunted Wor-
}Wshnre, and-saw. one very remarkable run with them,
“sich as it was hardly to be expected so indifferent a eountry
' could’have afforded. A person by the name of Green was
“his huntsman, but being en indifferent lorseman, and in
my opmon a still more indifferent huntsman, his first whip-
per-in, Richard Forster, afterwards huntsman to Mr. Ville-
bois, and until lately in that situation with the H. H. (late
Mr. Villeboiss), as often performed that office as himeelf.
¢ A few years previously to Mr, Meynell resigning Leices-
tﬁrshire, the face of the country, as a hunting country, under-
went a material change. During the greater part of his
hunting, all the Nottinghamshire and part of the Market
Harborough side of the country was open, and the foxes
‘were as wild as the region in which they were bred. The
consequence was runs of much greater duration than those
of later times. Becond horses, as they are called, were then
never dreamed of ; and some of the few who are now left of
those who hunted in Meynell’s best time, will tell us it was
pretty well if a man could say where he should dine or sleep,
much less where he should fall in with his second horse in
the run. It must be admitted that, advantageous as to the
preservation of foxes, and consequently the certainty of find-
ing, as may be the number of artificial gorse eovers now
planted in Leicestershire, they are at variance with the wild
character of fox-hunting, by tempting the game to run short.
Perhaps, speaking generally, one fox found in Leicester-
-shire in 1792, may have been worth a brace found in 1842.
Another alteration has also been effected. The new enclo-
siires, particularly in the Harborough country, were strongly
fenced with posts ‘and rails, to preserve the quicksets that
now fortn the bullfinch hedges, which from their luxuriant
growth would fain-arrest the. progress. of the. sportsman;
. and it cen only be seen to bebeliqud what thick places the
I;Imeeuwlsuere borses will make their way through, ~after
,;!mmg had a year or two's ekperienoe of them in the country.




MR. THOMAS ABSHETON SMITH, : 41

The - post-and-rail fence, however, required an accom-
plished hunter, and the “going in and out clever” formed
subject for a print very fresh in our recollections, and most
admirably delineated by the artist. Mr. Lindow “going
a slapping pace on the Clipper,” elso formed one of the set
of those admirable sketches, and I always lament there is
not some well-skilled pencil at work on those scenes each
succeeding year. I am quite certain the artist would be
very well paid for his trouble, provided he knew what he
was about,

Lord Foley was succeeded in the possession of the Quorn
hounds by that most conspicuous sportsman of modern
times, Thomas Assheton Smith, who kept them eight or
nine seasons. - As combining the character of a skilful
sportsman with that of a desperate horseman, perhaps his
parallel is not to be found, and his name will be handed
down to posterity as a specimen of enthusiastic zeal in one
individual pursuit, very rarely equalled. Mr. Smith did
not become a master of fox-hounds because it was the
fashion to be a master of fox-hounds, neither did he go a
hunting because others went a hunting, neither did he ride
well up to his hounds one day, and loiter a mile behind them
the next. No; from the first day of the season to the
last, he-was always the same man, the same desperate fellow
over a country, and unquestionably possessing on every
occasion, and at every hour of the day, the wmost bull-dog-like
nerve ever exhibited in a seddle. His motto was, “ I'll be
with- my hounds,”- and all those who have seen him in the
field must acknowledge he madeno vain boust of his prowess.
His falls were countless, and no wonder! for he rode at
places which ke knew no horse could leap over, but his object
was to get one, way or other into the field with his hounds.
As a horséman, however, he has ever been super-qmqllent
He sits in his saddle as if he werepa.rtofhighbm ‘and his
seat displays vast power over his frame. ' In u}ditmn to his.
power, his hand is equal to Chifney’s, and the u{vantaga he
experiences from it may -be gleaned from-the following
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*axpmoa Bemg seen one day huntmg his hounds on
Mml, always a difficult, but at that time a more than
- eommonly dificult horse to ride, he was asked by a friend
‘why he did not put a martingale on him to give more power
‘over his mouth«~—his answer was cool and laeonic; “Thank
ye, but my left band shall be my martingale.” Mr. Smith
was the fivst gentleman who fulfilled the character of hunts-
man to his hounds in this far-famed country. In this occu-
- pation. his desperate style of riding was of very material
service to him, as he never had his eye off his hounds, unless
when left behind by a fall, though he was quickly in his place
again after that. The best of horses,—Jack-a-Lantern, Tom
Thumb, his big grey horse, and Gift,—good as they were,
would, however, sometimes stand still with him in a burst,
and then he was obliged to wait for a whipper-in to come
up, and take possession of his horse to proceed with; but
this was not of course an every-day occurrence. As a
huntsman then he may be said to be eminent in chase,
decidedly so, because nothing stopped him in his casts, and
we know how many foxes are lost by an ugly fence being in
the way at this critical time. Leicestershire is a country
of all others in which wide and bold casts are successful, for
reasons which I'shall hereafter produce. = Every person
who has been in Leicestershire knows the necessity of having
good command over the field, a very serious and often
hazardous duty devolving on the master of the pack. Here
Mr. Smith was also successful. He set out by declaring
that he was not the best tempered man in the world, and he
hoped, if at any time he said what might be deemed harsh
to his brother sportsmen, they would attribute it to his zeal
to show sport, and not to an intention to give offence. We
have the pleasure of stating then, that, with one or two trifling
exceptions, producing no serious results, he passed through
his fiery ordeal, continued for the number of seasons I have
specified, and quitted his proud station as master and
“ huntsman of the Quorn hounds in 1819, esteemed as a
_gportsman, and valued as a man, There may be some who
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may tell me his langtinge was sometimes coarser than oceasion
could justify, and it is not for me to decide the point. All
I will say is,—his language was never that of a bully, for a
braver man never stepped on the earth,nor one who displayed
in clearer colours, the thorough courage of a true bred
Briton. Indeed I may ask with the poet—

¢ Is there the man into the lion’s den
‘Who dares intrude to snatch his young away ?”

and answer Thomas Assheton Smith is he!

Although Mr. Smith quitted Quorndon Hall when he
resigned the Quorn country to Mr, Osbaldeston, he con-
tinued to hunt with the several packs in the neighbourhood
during his annual visits to Belvoir Castle, where he generally
remained throughout the season. Here again Mr. Smith,
or Tom Smith par excellence, was the same hard riding Tom
Smith he had ever been, and unlike many quondam masters
of fox-hounds, he took pleasure in hunting with hounds not
his own. He is now, having succeeded to the vast estates
of his father, once more a master, hunting the country sur-
rounding his own seat in Hampshire, having given Sir
Richard Sutton a thousand guineas for his hounds ; and his
old Leicestershire servant, Dick Burton, assisting him in the
kennel and the field. His persevering in hunting so
_indifferent a country as his present one, after having had
cream of Leicestershire, stamps his character still deeper as
a sportsman, though indeed it has never yet been doubted.

The mention of Belvoir Castle, brings to my recollection
the extraordinary exploit performed by Mr. Smith when he
hunted the Quorn country, in a run he had of nineteen
miles point blank, known by the appellation of “ the Belvoir
day.”

i now take leave of Mr. Smith as the Master of the
‘Quorn hounds, and as one of the best men that ever went
across Leicestershire or any other country, but it is posmb’le
I may return to him in his present country when I bring
Hampshire as a hunting country to the notice of my readers.
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I m medn. time I heartily pray for his health and
h&ppmess, and many suceessful seasons to come, for. I
Xy “ne'er may look upon his like again.” ,
- Mr, Smith was succeeded in the Quorn couniry by Mr
: ,‘ﬂsbaidaston,;who hunted it four seasons, when he resigned
it to 8ir Bellingham Graham, who kept it the next two.
“Mr. Osbaldeston now took it again (in 1823), and retained
possession of it till Lord Southampton became master of it
in 1828, which brings me to the verge of present times. " His
lordship’s reign was but a short one, having pro‘essedly
‘come forward only until some more fit person could bé found
to take his place, and 1831 was the last season of the Quorn

Indeed previously to his retirement, Lord Southampton
had removed the hounds from Quorndon, to a8 new kennel
which he built at the Humberstone Gate, in the town of
Leicester, from whence they were again removed by Sir
Harry Goodricke to another new set at Thrussington, a few
miles from Melton Mowbray, and they were then known by
the name of “Sir Harry Goodricke’s hounds,” though of
‘course they hunted the Quorn country.

‘When Mr. Osbaldeston commencedhis career in Leicester-
shire, his hounds were hunted by Tom. Sebright, afterwards
in the service of Earl Fitzwilliam; and it is but fair to
presume that some of the well-stored maxims of that cele-
brated huntsman laid the foundation of Mr, Osbaldeston’s
fame, both in the kennel and the field. It is the duty of the
historian, no matter what the subject, to speak the truth,

- and I hesitate not to say, that for- some seasons after
. Sebngkt left him, Mr. Osbaldeston needed his assistance
in the field when difficulties presented themselves beyond

~ his mark; and the absence of such assistance- was very
~ generally lamented. But what will not zeal and persever-
ance effect? That best of all masters, experience, by which

. the jareceptor had benefitted, at length told upon the pupil,
-and for some years past Mr. Osbaldeston has been acknow-

* ledged as & judicious olevor huntemen, and in every way
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qualified for the arduous duties of that situation. It has
been the fashion to deery him' as’ being téo precipitate in
his judgment, in the trying difficulties of the chase; but
much asI would recommend the calm exercise of our faculties
on all petplexing occasions, I consider quicknéss of decision
the life and soul of fox-hunting. A fox instantly recovered
is worth recovering in Leicestershire, with two hundred
men in the field ; the stumbling upon him by the time he
has got two miles a-head of the pack is only productive of
mischief. Hounds are ridden over—pressed upon they are
sure to be—confasion arises, and as a fresh fox is always at
hand, that is the best cure for the disappointment. Add to
this—no illiberal reflections are then abroad in the evening,
all that is said amounting to this—“ D—d unlucky losing
that first fox; very pretty whilst it lasted, the Squire's cast
-no doubt was right; but depend upon it he was headed by
that shepherd and his dog.” *“But why did he not try
back,” asks one of the old school, not used to so fast a
country; I think by the crows he’s gone over yonder hill.”
‘ Very likely, sir,” says Jack Stephens, as he holds a gate
open for the hounds, who are on their road to Shancton
Holt, where they are sure to find in ten minutes.

It would be an act of great injustice to so celebrated a
sportsman as Mr. Osbdldeston, not to give him all the
credit due to him in the arduous and trying situation of
master of hounds and huntsman, especially in Leicestershire,
where difficulties of no common occurrence are to be en-
countered. That the gentleman in question possesses the
most essential qualifications for this station, such as untiring
zeal, prodigious bodﬂy strength equal to any exertion to
which the human frame is put, is very generally allowed,
and his knowledge of the animal, kourd, is equal to that of
any man that every bred or possessed one. On this subject
no more need be said; but it is in the character of a
huntsman that an equal share of perfection has not altogether
been allowed him. In fact it has been often remarked in
my presence, that as regarded hunting hounds, the * Squire,”
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as be is called, never made but one fatal mistake, and that
was, in not keeping Sebright as his huntsman. If he (the
Bquire) had bred the hounds, and SBebright had hunted them,
they seemed to think perfection would have been attained.

But how happened it that superiority should be allowed
to the servant over his master? The answer is given in a
few words. Like the late Lord Middleton, Mr. Osbaldeston
wanted a little more command of temper than he was wont
to display in the field,—not towards the field, because in
this case that is a minor consideration; but it was when
opposed by untoward circumstances, that his would break
loose to his discomfiture, and often to the destruction of his
sport. My experience has convinced me, that in all that
relates to hunting—whether to hunting hounds or to riding
after them—coolness is nothing short of an essential, and I
have yet to see a man whose temper is flurried do either
to perfection. Who brought his hounds to cover in better
condition than the Squire did? who found his fox in a more
sportsman-like style? who need ride nearer to them in the
burst ? who, I may add, made a more judicious first cast, or
if nothing very trying occurred, who went on more correctly
and successfully to the finish? But in fox-hunting, things
do not always go on smoothly; on the contrary, in no
pursuit are there more chances of interruptions, if not fatal
accidents, to mar the proceedings of the day, however
auspicionsly commenced. Here then was the bar to per-
fection in Mr. Osbaldeston, as a huntsman,—his zealous
temper could not brook a succession of those casualties
which will arise in fox-hunting, so many causes producing
them, and it too often happened, that when he lost his temper,
he lost his fox.

Mr. Osbaldeston is much of my opinion respecting the
use or rather the necessity of blood, to ensure hounds doing
well in the field. He agrees with me, that weather has
very much more to do with the business, and that hounds
will never be slack with a good scent if they are well bred-
He himself told me, that the best week’s sport he had had
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up to the time at which he made the remark, was after his
hounds had been out nine times without getting blood.

In his calling as a huntsman, Mr. Osbaldeston had a great
advantage in the untiring nature of his constitution. Whilst
hunting his hounds six days a week, neither his spirit nor
his strength appeared in the least subdued, and I remember
whilst on a visit to him at Quorn, when he was doing this,
that he did not retire to rest until an hour or two after
midnight. I also recollect asking him whether he would
go in his stanhope to Widmerpool (which was the fixture)
as the road was good ? “ Oh no,” was his reply, “ there is
nothing like the pig-skin,” so we rode.

As a horseman, both over a country and over a course, I
consider Mr. Osbaldeston quite first-rate, although since
the compound fracture of his leg (which I witnessed) he has
appeared not so much at his ease as he was wont to be, when
any of the field were following him to a fence.

Mr. Osbaldeston did honour to fox-hunting, and I wish
he were now in the field again. Lord Cardigan offered,
at the end of the last season but two, to subscribe a thousand
pounds per annum towards his expenses if he hunted North-
amptonshire, provided he himself could have the country, if
he wished to have it, at the end of three years; but there
being a hitch amongst the gentlemen of the shire, respecting
the remainder of the subscription, the thing fell to the
ground. I have reason to believe better sport was never
shown in the Pytchley country than during the period of its
being hunted by Mr. Osbaldeston.

As a breeder of hounds, Mr. Osbaldeston has raised him-
self to the very pinnacle of fame. It is universally admitted
that no man understands the system of breeding the modern
fox-hound more perfectly than he does, and this point is
settled by one peep into his kennel. He has a most correct
eye to the sort of hound that can not only go, but maintain
the pace, and there cannot be a doubt but his blood will be
in repute for generations to come.

It is doubly kind in all-dispensing Providence to accom-
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pany a prevailing passion for any laborious amugement with
the physical powers to pursue it to the dregs. Such is
assuredly Mr. Osbaldeston’s case, and his performances in
the saddle entitle him to the appellation of the “ modern
Hercules” of these times. I thought he had done more
than man ought to do when he hunted his hounds six days
a week, in such a trying country as Leicestershire ; but_ his
nerve and pluck have no bounds, and his strength is’equal
to all his ardour. It has been jocosely said of him, that he
must be “copper-bottomed,” or he could never have stood
all this work in the saddle, alluding no doubt to his feat at
Newmarket. But I wish to give him no super-human
advantages. He is a fine specimen of the pluck and muscle
peculiar to Englishmen—mnultum in parvo—a rara avis—in
short we know not what—so sing with Pope—

“ For works like these, let deathless journals tell,
None but thyself can be thy parallel ! >

Thut Leicestershire has advantages as a hunting country
which it would be vain to look for in others—at least to a
great extent—it is useless to assert, because the fame of it
has been established for the last hundred years; but were I
to contend that it has not its disadvantages also, I should
betray a want of experience in it, which would materially
detract from my credibility. I will commence then with
the former.

Nothing is more inimical to scent than frequent variations
of soil, and even admitting the nature of the soil to be pretty
nearly the same, yet so far as hunting is concerned, the
quality of it is materially altered by being put under the
operation of the plough. Perhaps the effects of the variation
of soil .cannot be more satisfactorily appreciated than by a
‘Warwickshire sportsman, who has witnessed hounds running
their fox with a breast high scent over the Warwickshire
Vale, but has perceived a great falling off in pace when
they have ascended the Oxfordshire hills. The vast quantity
of old maiden turf then, with which the county of Leicester
abounds, is greatly in favour of hounds, and the general
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fine quility of the land, so well attested by the oceupiers of it,
for the purposeof producing beef, is highly beneficial to scent.
Amongst the mysteries that attend that phenomenon, thisfact
may be relied on—nor would it be difficult to illustrate it to
the comprehension of a not highly gifted individual. Upon
mere mechanical principles indeed, hounds at one moment
streaming overameadow, and thenext crossing a greasy fallow,
sticking to their feet like birdlime, and greatly depressing
their powers, must experience a great difference between
countries. The covers in Leicestershire also being for the
most part small, hounds get quickly away after their fox,
and from the number of rails that are used in the fences,
they are not often stopped, by measuring the hedges, which
is a considerable impediment to speed in most of the inferior
countries. Their travelling to and from the places of
meeting is also good, being generally along bridle roads, or
through fields—it being no uncommon sight in Leicester-
shire to see a guide-post stuck up in the middle of a large
field—perhaps of sixty acres or upwards—without any beaten
track leading to it. I may also add the well-known fact,
that in inferior countries, where the plough prevails over
grass, hunting is over at least a month sooner than in Lei-
cestershire.—When the dust of March, so prized by the
farmer, flies over the fallows, it is all up with any certainty
of sport.

The disadvantages of Leicestershire are these. In the
first place, the immense crowds that attend hounds after
Christmas -at their favourite places of meeting, and con-
sequently at those best adapted to afford sport, is much
against sport. In fact, hounds that hunt Leicestershire
require almost an éxperience of the country before they can
excel in ehase. They must learn to_disregard the pressure
‘of horses, as Mr. Osbaldeston’s pack did, and the Belvoir
do, ‘or they will often be driven over the scent. This is
«also chiefly fatal at the most perplexing period—the first
‘two or-three fields after the fox has got away, and before
the hounds have packed, or settled well to the scent. .To

E
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the huntsman likewise, Leicestershire presents difficulties
unknown in other countries. The stain of sheep we well
know is bad enough for hounds, but that of cattle is worse.
Buch is the strength of the land in this county, that a con-
siderable quantity of the latter are abroad throughout the
winter, and herds of them frequently obstruct the smooth
proceedings of the chase. The huntsman is often greatly
posed in making his casts, when hounds throw up in the
middle of a large Leicestershire ground. In more enclosed
countries, he has generally something near at hand to guide
bim, whereas here he may be said to be “atsea.” Ifhis hounds
cannot make it out without his assistance, he is often at a
loss for his point. The number of artificial covers induce
his foxes to run short, therefore he can only make a faint
guess at his line. If then he should trot his hounds away
to one headland of this large ground, with the hope of
hitting off his fox at his meuse, and he should have made
his escape at the one opposite to it, cnough time will be lost
to enable a flyer to get two miles ahead of his pursuers,
and very few “ hunting days,” as they are called, are good
enough to allow of this. The evils, however, which occa-
sionally result from the great size of the Leicestershire
enclosures, are more than compensated by the beautiful
exhibition they afford to the eye of the sportsman, of hounds
in chase—such as no other country under the sun can display.
Tts undulating surface—for it is quite a mistake to call this
a flat country—also assists here, and a perfect panorama of
hounds in chase is often exhibited in a run, to the inexpres-
sible delight of the truly enthusiastic sportsman.

Many persons object to Leicestershire on account of the
great crowd ; and truly this objection has its weight, as it
increases the perils of the field, by no means inconsiderable
of themselves. At times the rush of the horsemen at starting
is little less than awful, and nerves of the stoutest manufac-
ture must feel some impresaion, when, if your horse skould not
clear the fence you are then riding at, you are almost certain
to be ridden over by one, if not more of the field, I repeat,
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it is some trial of nerve to look before us at a strong black-
thorn hedge, five or six feet high, with a rail or wide ditch
to boot, and “ who knows what,” on the other side ; but still
more 8o, if at this time we look bekird us, and see two or
three of our friends running away with their horses, or their
horses running away with them—for the difference matters
not—roaring out at the top of their voices, “ Go salong, sir;
pray go along! we shall be left half a mile behind!!!”
There are other objections to Leicestershire which hold
good with many, and these are—the strength of the fences,
and, as it is technically termed, the “severity” of the country to
horses, particularly on the Harborough side. To a certain
description of sportsmen these objections may be deemed
insurmountable ; namely, to those with weak stables and
still weaker nerves. It is quite true that there are fences
in this country to be encountered in every run, which, if
cleared, take a great deal out of a horse, and if not cleared,
bang and bruise his legs, if they do not give him a fall; but
they possess one advantage which is too often denied to those
of the rural countries. This consists in the sound nature of
the ground from which the horse takes his spring; and I
well remember the advice of a good old sportsman, who
rode harder in his seventieth year than many do in their
thirtieth. “ When your horse gets weak in a run,” said he,
“don’t look for the weakest place in the fence, as too many
are apt to do, but look to that where the ground is good for
your horse to rise from.” Doubtless he was right; for
without a proper fulerum the exertion of leaping is doubled,
and as horses become exhausted they are more giventobecome
careless. Another advantage also accompanies Leicestershire
fences—they are all planted on the ground, consequently
the horse is not under the necessity of trusting to the ticklish
security of a bank or cop to spring from, which if it. gives way
with his weight is nearly certain to get him into ud:ﬁcnlty
Moreover, such fences ecan never be taken in stroke,
-which the fences in Leicestershire are, -or the horses could
‘mever live with the hounds. The formidahle ox-fence is the
 obstagle to a horse crossing Leicestershire.
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- "Good timber-leapers are essential in Leicestershire, as
almost every fourth fence in a run is one of this description ;
“and thus is the fact accounted for, namely, when any part of
a hedge becones weak it is necessary to guard it with a rail
until it recovers its strength; for in the fly-season what
‘would be considered a good fence in most other countries is
“of no avail in Leicestershire, where so many large bullocks
are fed. In the Harborough country there are some
awkward ravines or dingles, which, unless it be to those who
know them well, are the severest obstacles to a man riding
‘over Leicestershire.

I hear some people speak lightly of the brooks in Lei-
cestershire; but judging of them from experience, and
having found myself at the bottom of some of them, and
‘on good water-jumpers too, I am not of this ‘opinion.
‘'The Whissendine and the Smite are always difficult, even
when time is allowed to make choice of a particular part,
where the banks may approach each other and be sound ;
but when taken as they come—that is, in chase, when hounds
are running hard, and there is no time to look—the odds
are that a horse must clear more than twenty feet to get
‘over them. There are other brooks besides these, namely,
the Burton Brook, the Stanten Brook—one under Norton
by Galby, another near Woodwell Head cover, and one
under the Coplow. The river Soar, which passes by Lei-
-cester, and Mount Sorrell (or Mount Soar Hill, as it was
called once), and runs through the grounds of Quorndon
Hall; and the river Welland, which divides the counties of
Leicester, Northampton, and Rutland, cannot be leaped by
‘horses ; although Mr. T. Assheton Smith once charged the
latter at the end of one of the most desperate runs ever
known in Leicestershire.

As the Soar takes its course from the Trent, it is- seldom
an interruption to hounds hunting the better part of Lei-
cestershire ; neither are the Wreake, or Wrekin, as Camden
.calls it—which passes through Melton to the Soar—nor the
-canal-which-also passes through Melton, much regarded by
sportsmen, as they very rarely meet with them. Not one
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horse in ten, however good in some countries, would be able,
to do the trick in Leicestershire. In the first place, if he
had been sccustomed to the neat little plashed or pleached
hedges, however awkward, which most countries are fenced
with, he would never face the strong thorns which Leices-,
tershire horses make their way through. Indeed, it is much
doubted whether his rider would like them, until somewhat
reeonciled to them by experience. Several hunting countries
also, are almost entirely destitute of brooks; and unless &
hunter be a brook-jumper, he is no horse for the country
I am now speaking of. The high ridge and furrow of the.
old grazing grounds are likewise extremely distressing to,
horses—espeeially to those whose form will not admit of
their passing over them smoothly. Neither are the ant-
hills to be thought lightly of, as they require that sort of
sound commanding action which, although very difficult to.
procure, is indispensable to enable a horse to gallop over them
quickly and at the same time with safety to his rider. Let
a horse go for half an hour in the first flight in a quick thing
and then go well over Tilton-field, and leap an ox-fence out
of it, the day has been when five hundred pounds would have
been as ready for him as five hundred shillings for a cart-
horse supposed to be worth a pound or two more at a fair.
Alluding to better days—to those when agriculture

flourished, and, consequently, money abounded—it was
grateful to the eye of a sportsman to behold the prosperous
condition of the Leieestershire grazier. He had generally
four, and often more, good hunters in his stable, and his do-
mestic comforts were usually on a par with his stud.
Since the days of Meynell he has been highly respected at:
the cover side, and to persons of his class is the fox-hunting
of Leicestershire very powerfully indebted—the preservation
of foxes being chiefly in their hands, in consequence of the
small number of large landed proprietors taking any interest
in fox-hunting. There are, however, your Oldaeres, your
Thomlins, your Heycocks, and many others whose pockets
have stood proof against the ruin which bas overwhelmed
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their neighbours, but the shock has been too severe for most
of them, and their meass must be greatly diminished.

A grazier, on a large scale, is entitled to- the means of
amusing himself, for the considerable sum he has.stiwerk in
his stoek ; and more than this, if hunting be 0 his:taste, his
business suﬂm nothing by kis pursuit of it as eompared
with the plough-farmer; he has nothiﬂg Av-do ih the dead
winter months that cannot be accomplished before he mounts
his horse to go to cover. Itis true, he has fairs to attend, but
they do not commence till spring, and then his business at
these fairs begins so early, and hounds throw off eo late, that
there is plenty of time for a grazier to buy fifty head of
cattle in the morning, and then canter away to his hounds.
The great Meynell generally paid the graziers the compli-
ment of giving them half an hour’s law whed he knew that
there was a fair in the neighbourhood.

I will now look at some of the covers, beginning with the
Quorn country, and I suppose I must start from the Coplow,
it having been immortalised in song. It stands in a very
commandingsituation, a small distancefrom the village,in the
centreof anunrivalled grass country, andis always a sure find.
A grove of trees contributes to its ornament; but the pleas-
ing object to the sportsman is the fine gorse with which it
is covered, and its truly fox-hunting appearance. Were a
foreigner to visit England for the purpose of seeing what he
can see nowhere else—that is, fox-hunting in perfection—I
should wish him to see a fox well found at Billesdon Cop-
low, and killed at Ranksborough Gorse. The most fertile
imagination of the most enthusiastic sportsman upon earth
could not picture to itself any thing finer than this. Al-
though it isnow themonth of July,and the hounds are basking
in the sun or creeping under the shade of the benches, I can
fancy I see them, streaming away, with their heads up, and
sterns down, over Tilton Great Fields, making for Lozeby
Gorse, but turning to the right for Somerby, never turning
again until they turn up their fox in the road just below the
gorse. This would occupy about an hour, and such an hour !

-
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¢ Oh, hour of bliss !
To equal this
Diana strove in vain ;
Thrice happy man,
‘Who, in the van,
His place can well maintain,”

In 1826, Mr. Osbaldeston had & magnificent barst of
forty-eight minutes, without a check, from this famous cover,
passing over the fine lordships of Norton by Galby, and
Oadby, and killing his fox at Wigston, in the presence of
only seven of a large field ! !

Ashby Pasture is a splendid fixture, and for a dozen miles
in any direction hounds cannot go wrong from it. Indeed,
thence to Cotsmore, Woodwell Head, or Sewstern, the very
cream of the country is before us. Cream Lodge Gorse,
near Great Dalby, and also close to the Pasture, is one of
the most favourable meets—and a noble piece of gorse did 1
see there before it was burnt down ; but Glen Gorse, on the
road to Harborough —likewise a renowned fixture —is
nearly the strongest cover I ever saw hounds draw. Indeed,
it is almost inaccessible to them, and foxes have been found
difficult to getaway from it. Oaldby Toll-bar, four miles from
Leicester, on the same road, is also in great repute from the
excellence of the surrounding country; and Kirby Gate,
on the Leicester and Melton road, is remarkable for being
the first meet in the season—namely, on the first Monday
in November.

Ashby Pasture, is in the parish of Great Dalby, in the
very heart of the grass country, and far away from a
town. From Great Dalby to Tilton was the ground
fixed upon for the great Steeple Chase between Clasher
and Clinker—the former ridden by Mr. Osbaldeston (his
owner), and the latter by Dick Christian; and a better
five miles can scarcely be found in the county. The
ancient Leicestershire family of the Noels were domiciled
at Great Dalby in very early days. From Ashby Pasture
to Syston is a beautiful burst. Lord Aylesford’s Cover,
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near Thrussington Wolds, is a good place, and eapable of
showing a fine run into the Duke’s country. )

Barkby Holt, near the village of Beeby, the property of
Mr. Potchin, is a very favourite meet ; this is also a cover of
some extent, and a sure ind. From thence to the Coplow,
about five miles—and such five miles as no other country can
show, exhibiting each variety of ground to try the powers of
a horse,—was chosen for the great Steeple Match between
Lord Kennedy’s Radical and Captain Ross’s Clinker, and
was also, some years back, the séene of a Sweepstakes
between the late Lord Forester, Sir Gilbert Heathcote, and
Mr. Charles Meynell, who won it.

Baggrave Spiny* not far from Barkby Holt, is a
capital place. Five years ago Lord Lonsdale found his
second fox, a good old-fashioned woodland gentleman, in
Loddington Reddish, and went straight away for Baggrave
8piny, and Lozeby Plantations, without a check. Sir Harry
Goodricke, and the well-known yeoman, Mr. Heycock,
particularly distinguished themselves in this tremendous
burst ; and the day’s sport concluded with killing the fox
in a truly workmanlike style, at the end of three hours and
upwards, near to the town of Uppingham. Mr. Osbaldeston
had likewise one of his best days from Barkby Holt. The
fox came right away for Tilton, but did not enter the wood ;
and after skirting Laundwood also, he faced the open for
Somerby, and was killed close to Cold Orton (or Overton),
after one hour, and fifty-eight minutes.

Bunny Wood, Notts, is in rather a rough country, but a
sure find, being the property of that good sportsman, Lord
Rancliffe. Debdale Gorse and Bunny Deccoy are in the
draw, from whence foxes generally go for the Widmerpool
Covers, Gotham Wood, or Normanton.

Burdett's cover (Sir Francis’s), under Burrow Hills, has a

eapital country about it, and was made by the worthy Baronet

* The word Spiny, as denoting a cover, is peculiar to Leicestershire and one or
two other countries. It may be traced to the Latin word epina, a thorn; and John-
soa give the adjective * spiny, thorny.”
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whose name it bears; for many years a great supporter of'
the hunt, and one of its boldest riders. This cover showed
one brilliant run. The fox went straight away over Burrow:
Hill by Little Dalby, down to the Oakham Road, when he
was headed. He returned over Burrow Hill, leaving Great
Dalby to the right, Burrow Town to the left, by Knossing-
ton to Owston Wood. One hour and thirty minutes over a
very severe country, and all the horses had enough of it.
Cream Lodge Gorse is one of the largest and strongest
gorse covers in the Quorn hunt, extending over upwards
of twenty acres. It was wilfully set fire to a few years
baek, but is now all the better for it. The following inter-
esting run from this gorse took place in Mr. Osbaldeston’s-
time :—A fox stole away, and being viewed by the hounds.
as they came up to the cover, they got well away with it.
He skirted Ashby Pasture to Thorpe Thrussells, near to.
Thorpe Satchville, over Burrow Hill, and away to Adcock’s.
Barn. He there made a shortturn to the left, nearly in the.
face of the crowd, and passing over the fine lordship of
Great Dalby, was run into, in the middle of a field of nearly
one hundred acres, between Melton and Kirby (Sir F.
Burdett’s), after a dashing burst of exactly forty minutes.
The kill was an extraordinary one; Dick Burton, then
whipper-in to Mr. Osbaldeston, was with his hounds, and
viewed the fox before them for rather more than a mile.
He saw him cross the road near to the village of Burton,
when he entered the field in which he was killed ; and when
he got into the middle of it, he laid down, and coiled himself
up like a lap-dog before a parlour fire. But the story does
not end here. Three couples of hounds which were some-
what a-head of the pack, dashed over him without his
stirring: when the main body came up and killed him.
Glen Gorse is a very crack place, the meet being generally
at Oadby Toll Bar, four miles from Leicester on the Har-
borough road, and attended by many of the surrounding
hunts, It is a magnificent piece of gorse, and a sure fiud ;
but business is apt to be disturbed by foot people, the neigh-
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" boeumng populanon being numerous and manufacturing, and
r ‘they steal away on this occasion from their stocking frames,
“ t0. see what is to be seen.” Foxes run from this gorse
over the finest part of the Harborough country, as well as
occasionally to Enderby or Tooley. It is a beautiful burst
fromGlen Gorse to the Coplow, not an unusual line. Greene’s
"’Gorseiz the next draw in general, should a fox not get well
‘away from Glen. Glen Gorse has afforded several capital
runs, but one which particularly merits notice, being the
third severe thing on the same day. The following is a
correct account of it from an eye witness:—“ Met Mr.
Osbaldeston’s hounds at Mowesley, found at Laughton Hills;
came away for Gumley, leaving Laughton and Mowesley
to the left, and lost him at Fleckney Town, after a beautiful
burst of twenty-five minutes, without a check. Found a
fresh fox in Fleckney Gorse, came well away with him on
the left of Fleckney and Wiston, to Glen Gorse, leaving it
" on the right by Stretton Hall, and lost him at Houghton,
forty-five minutes, very fast. Found a third fox in Glen
Gorse, ran him in cover for an hour, broke away by Oadby
and Weston, leaving Kilby on the right, through Fleckney
Gorse, leaving Shearsby Gorse to the left, by John Ball
cover, crossed the Welford road by Shearsby Town, to the
right of Great Peatling. The hounds were stopped at
Willoughby Waterle:s, after a run of one hour and fifty
minutes, with their last fox. All the horses beat but Mr.
Osbaldeston’s Yorkshire Stingo, who carried him through
the whole of the day, and was the only horse in the field at
last. .
John Ball Cover, near Shearsby, is a very favourite
fixture in the Harborough country. This cover was made
under the direction of Mr. Oldacre, a most respectable
yeoman, residing between Leicester and Melton, under
whose superintendency several others have been made. By
his care in preparing and clearing the ground previously
to the seed being drilled, and keeping the plants clean by
the use of the hoe, they generally held foxes the second
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year; and a handsome Silver Cup was presented to Mr.
Oldacre for his exertions. In addition to this mark of
approbation, some of the principal gentlemen of the hunt
attended the christening of one of his children, and stood
as §ponsors.

Shoby Scholes, shows fine runs into Lord Forester’s
country, &c. This fixture is rendered memorable from a
tremendous run in the great Meynell’s time, on the first
hunting day of the season. The burst was to Frisby Gorse;
but after passing over the fine—nay, unequalled—Ilordship of
Gaddesby, Great Dalby, Queenborough, and Syston, the
fox was killed close to Mount Sorrell. Those who saw it
have asserted that Mr. Meynell, on his favourite grey horse,
and his celebrated hound Champion, equa,lly distinguished
themselves on that day.

‘Widmerpool Inn, a small public house, ten miles from
Melton, on the Nottingham road ; is not a popular fixture,
but the numerous gorses about it are fine, with good rides
in them, and they are a preserve for foxes in the surrounding
covers. Foxes from the Segg’s Hill country, &ec. often come
here, showing excellent runs. Just above Widmerpool,
however, the country is rough and deep in the winter, and
very sticky for horses in the spring, consequently not a great
favourite with the Melton gentlemen. It is, however, a
good spring hunting country.

The forest of Charnwood, which formerly extended to
Loughborough, is a valuable acquisition to the Quorn
country, for spring and autumn hunting, being about twenty
miles in circumference, and for the most part excellent
scenting ground. When approached, however, by a modern
sportsman, who has just been sailing over the green sward
of the Melton and Harborough countries, there is something
about the forest covers appalling, if not disgusting ; but with
a good pack of hounds and an active huntsman, foxes are
got away from them beyond all expectation, and many fine
runs have been seen with the Quorn hounds from Charn-
wood Forest. In one respect, indeed, it has the advantage
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of the grazing districts of Leicestershire, in that the sur-
rounding couatry is free from three curses to which they
are every day subject—namely, the stain of cattle and sheep,
shepherds, and their dogs. Nothing is more puzzling to
young ones—indeed, to old ones also—than the former evil,
and the latter often cuts up sport when nothing else could
mar it. Some parts of this forest, however, are very bad te
ride over, on account of the large stones which abound in
them; and it was here that Dick Burton got his bad fall
when whipping-in to Mr. Oshaldeston. Foxes, however,
oftener take a better line, pointing for Quorn.

My readers at home are no doubt aware of the nature of
the Leicestershire covers; but those in distant eountries, of
whom I am happy to say I boast a large share, may not
possess anyknowledgeof them. Imust thereforeinformthem
that, in the Quorn, and Lord Forester’s countries, they are
chiefly gorse covers, and in Lord Lonsdale’s about an equal
number of gorse covers and woods. In the Quorn country,
between seven and eight hundred pounds per annum are
paid in rent for the ground the gorse covers occupy; and
other expenses are incurred in the preservation of them
during the summer months. There are likewise some arti-
ficial covers in the Quorn country which answer tolerably
well, but hounds do not draw them kindly. They are formed
by planting live blackthorn stakes, which are plashed down
within about two feet of the ground. Long rough grass
soon grows over and covers them, affording a secure kennel
to a fox. The ground should face the south, to have the
advantage of the sun, and the extent of it should not be
under three acres. William Craddock, Esq., of Sanford
Hall, near Loughborough, a good old sportsman, kindly:
.superintends the preservation of the covers in the Quorn
country.

There are woods and spinies in the Quorn country;
but with the exception of those in the immediate vicinity of
the forest, they do not exceed a hundred acres in extent.
Indeed Camden speaks of Leicestershire as being “all a
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champaign country, rich in corn and grain, but the greatest
part of it deficient in wood.” If such were the case in the
time of Camden, who has been more than two hundred
years in his grave, of course there is much less wood now.
Indeed, according to his map of the county, Dalby Wood
appears to be the only one worthy his notice in any part of
the Quorn country, with the exception of Charnwood and
Leicester Forests, the latter of which no longer exists.
Northstoke Wood, at the one hundred and fourth mile-
stone on the great road from London to Grantham, was
one of the favourite meets with the Duke of Rutland when
he slept at the Black Bull at Witham Common (as he used
to do), on the road from London. This cover was the pro-
perty of a gentleman of the name of Turner, of North Stoke,
now deceased, an excellent friend to fox-hunting. And
hereon hangeth a tale. The late Lord Huntingtower, who,
despite his name, as the world knows, was no friend to fox-
hunting, lived near this worthy old gentleman, and wished
him to cut down some trees which obstructed a fine view
from his windows, though at three miles distance from him.
Mr. Turner objected, but his lordship was not to be disap-
pointed “ Accordingly,” as the old women say, he sent a
great number of men with hatchets, &c., and down came the
trees whilst the Squire was at church. Of course the pun-
ishment was a severe one, and too well known to our
readers to need a repetition here; but “ never mind that,”
said his lordship—* ke can’t put the trees in their places again.”
At Stubton, the seat of Sir Robert Heron, between
Grantham and Newark, there is a noble gorse cover. The
sportsman who meets hounds at Stubton Gorse must possess
two essentials—namely an accomplished fencer and a stout
heart. Perhaps no part of the country is more strong, and
a peculiar sort of fence is made init. It consists of a plashed
hedge, of more than usual strength, with a wide ditch on each
side of it ; a stranger would wonder how the horses get
over them at all without either injury or falls. Fortunately
there is a good deal of timber, which, though high and
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strong, is preferable to those raspers, the blackthorn being
remarkably strong in this deep soil.

Few countries can show finer woodlands than those in
Lord Forester’s hunt, and most excellent sport have they
afforded for a long series of years.

My readers abroad must feel intense interest respecting
so celebrated a pack as these of which I am now speaking,
and also of the late noble possessor of them. It is then my
duty to inform them that the Duke of Rutland kept his fox-
hounds on a scale of great magnificence for thirty-three
seasons,and then resigned them to his nephew, Lord Fores-
ter, with the accompanying compliment of £1,200 per annum
towards the expenses of them.* But his Grace does all
things with a munificent hand; and the magnificence and
hospitality of Belvoir Castle in the hunting season, has
exceeded, I believe, even the magnificence and hospitality
of English nobility itself. In short, I have reason to think
it was unique; and what boundless benefits must the sur-
rounding country have experienced from the disbursements
of such a large and splendid establishment! Were there
half a score of Belvoir Castles in every county in England,
provincial and rural suffering would be at an end. Of the
ocastle my limits will not allow me to say more than that it
is one of the most extensive of our ‘baronial residences, and
every way worthy of the noble estates which are attached to it.

The situation is bold and commanding ; and it has been
asserted that his Grace can look over from twenty to thirty
thousand acres of his own land from the tower which forms
so grand a feature in the building. It is situated in the
county of Leicester, but so close to the extremity of it that
the stables are. in the county of Lincoln. A considerable
range of stabling, and houses for the accommodation of
grooms and helpers belonging to the visitors at Belvoir, are
also outside the park, as it would have required the revenue
of a principality to have maintained such a host at the castle,
The Duke has retired from the hunting field.

* Hounds have been kept at Belvoir Castle for at leasta century.
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The following are the wmost distinguished places of
meeting:iin Lord Lonsdalé’s ‘mptry +—Woodwell Head,
Wyimondham : Pasture, Batlsy orses,” Gunthorpe Gorse,
.Wh:twell Gorse, Blaston Pasim'a ﬂoles Lodge ng

Gorse, »h\nml»%w y Tﬂton Wood Burmw mees, Ram
Jam, Ool:taésmom ﬂbtse,’bebetGorse, Loddmgﬁon Reddish
Wood, Berry Gorse, Little Dalby; and Burtor Gorse.

Among the above are some of the very best fixtures in
Leicestershire, but the greater part are in Rutlandshire.
Woodwell Head, perhaps, stands first, as it may be said to
be splendidly situated for hounds, being in the midst of a
champaign grazing district, in which, if a fox once gets out
of cover, he must fly for his life. From Woodwell Head to
Goadby Park is a delightful burst, and such as no other
country under the sun can show. In short, the Lordships
of Teigh, Market Overton, Whissendine, &c., appear to have
been laid out for fox-hunting. Foxes often run over the
vale of Belvoir from Woodwell Head Cover.

Perhaps a finer cover in a finer country cannot well be
found than Tilton Wood, in the Harborough country. To
see a fox come “right well away,” as Goosey used to say,
boldly facing Skeffington Field or Newton Hills, cheers the
heart of a sportsman, and makes the fast ones look about
them. There is no more severe country in Leicestershire
for horses than from Tilton Wood to Woodwell Head.

Ram Jam, a road-side public-house near-Streeton, on the
great North-road, about four miles from Witham Common,
eight from Stamford, and about as far from Oakham, isa very
-celebrated fixture, and in an excellent country. It is on
récord that the word entire, as applied to porter in London,
was imported from this place. The landlord was famous
for his various sorts of beer, which he was very particular
in mixing to suit the palates of his customers, and somg of
his mixtures miuch resembled porter. When this liguor,
then, came into use in Loadon, the brewers called it entire,
to show that it was not a mixtare.

.
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. ‘Wymondham Pasture is another beautiful place for
h(mmis All the Teigh, Whissendine, and Harborough
‘country is open to it on one'side, and the best part of the
"‘Melton country on the other.

Whitwell ‘Gorse, four mil>s from Oakham, is also a
favourite fixture. Barley Gorses, Cottesmore Gorse,
Burrow Gorse, near Somerby, Gibbet Gorse, Wing Gorse,
Burton Gorse,’and the Punch Bowl, are likewise first-rate
places in this far-famed country.

Cottesmore House, it must be remembered, is not in the
county of Leicester, but in Rutland, and so indeed are the
majority of Lord Lonsdale’s fixtures. Cottesmore House
was the property of Sir Gilbert Heathcote, who had a large
estate around it—when times were good—say £10,000 per
annum, within a ring fence. Sir Gilbert, be it remembered,
-was himself a master of fox-hounds.

With respect to the Earl of Lonsdale, few men are more
respected as a sportsman and a gentleman, and almost all
his family—male and female—have a turn for the noble
science of fox-hunting. The Hon Colonel Lowther, his
Jordship’s son, is considered one of the best sportsmen and
hardest riders of the present day. He takes an active part
in the hunting establishment.

Having described to the best of my ability the prinecipal
fixtures of Lords Lonsdale and Forester’s (late the Duke of
Rutland’s), and Sir Harry Goodricke’s country (once the
‘Quorn), it only remains for me to mention a few of the
remaining covers in the county of Leicester hunted by other
‘hounds.

Misterton and Stamford Hall Covers, in the neighbour-
hood of Lutterworth, belong to the Pytchley country. No
‘covers in England are capable of showing finer runs than
these. All the Harborough country, and the best. part of
it too, is'open to a Misterton fox. '

Mr. Applewhaite’s ‘hounds, in the Atherstone country,
‘also have a few good fixtures in Leicestershire. -Among
them are the following: Sibson Wolds, Sutton Ambion,
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Welsborough Gorse, Market Bosworth, Orton Gorse near
Twycross, Burbage Wood, Nailston Wiggs; Kirkby Mal-
lory, Tooley Park, Gopsall (Lord Howe’s), Lindley Gorse,
near Atherstone, Shenton Gorse, Lindridge Wood, &e., and
some excellent covers lately made at Elmsthorpe, Marston,
and Duntoa.

One of the most favourite covers now spoken of, is Bur-
bage Wood, within three miles of Hinkly, on the road from
Lutterworth. This fine cover, though of considerable extent,
used to bea very uncertain draw, having never been properly
preserved, and constantly shot in and disturbed ; but of late
years it has been well stocked with foxes, under the superin-
tendence of Major Jervis of the Leicester Militia, a good
friend to the sport. It is impossible for a fox to take & bad
line of country from Burbage Wood. To Weddington
Wood indeed is indifferent. But if he puts his head for
Tooley Park, or Enderby, Kirkby Mallory, or Bosworth,
Whetstone Gorse, or Glen, he takes us over as pleasant
and gentlemanlike a country as the most fastidious would
ask to ride over. A Combe Abbey fox (Lord Craveu's)
shows a capital thing over a good sporting country: There
is generally a large assemblage of sportsmen when the
Atherstone hounds meet at Burbage Wood, and a tickler
for the nags is often experienced with a fox that can reach
the forest.

Sutton Ambion is likewise a favourite fixture. Orton
Gorse and Gopsall excellent ; and Market Bosworth infe-
rior to none, There is always a large field at the latter
place, and the fate of a fox is now often fixed on that very
ground on whieh was once decided the fate of a crowa.

I have now, I think, taken the cirouit of this far-
famed country, which shares its honours with no less than
six packs of fox-hounds, viz., The Quorn, The Pytchley,
Lord Lonsdale’s, Lord Forester’s, Mr. Dansey’s, and Mr.
Applewhaite’s; That it never had its equal inadvantages to
hounds, and facilities to Liorsemen who can ride to kounds, is 8
fact too well known to dwell upon ; but that Leicestershire
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‘nono, is not what Leicestershire was; is also a truth, to be la-
mented. The late Lord Forester has been heard to deelare
that time has been, when he could have sat on his horse at
Melton Spiny, and,cast hiseyesaround from thatcommanding
spot, without distinguishing a single ploughed field. Thewar-
prices,however—wheat ata guinea perbushel, and othergrain
'in proportion—altered the face of Leicestershire. A consi-
derable part of the fine old green sward was turned up, and
even now mauch of it remains under the plough. In the
Vale of Belvoir, particularly, a greater alteration has been
effected than in the Quorn and the Cottesmore countries-—so
much so indeed, that if a stranger were to make his debut in
some parts of it, on his first visit to Melton, he might fancy
himself deceived in the accounts he had received of it as a
grass country.

In another respect, however, Leicestershire and the Vale
have improved, and this is by the land being for the most part
drained, which renders it easier for the horses, and more
agreeable -to their riders. I have heard of the deep ana
almost boggy state which some part—indeed great part—of
Leicestershire was in, previously to the general adoption of
the soughing system, from & few of those old sportsmen left,
who hunted it in the former part of Mr. Meynell’s time,
when, with a very good scent, a horse was thought to have
distinguished himself greatly if he could live twenty minutes
with hounds, certainly not so fast as those of the present day.

At certain periods of the hunting season, however, Leices-
tershire and the Vale are at present sufficiently deep to stop
nineteen horses out of twenty, when the pace is quick, and
they are put along at the pace, with a few ox-fences in their
way. Admitting all this, Leicestershire is, not the easiest,
but certainly the pleasantest, and the most gentlemanlike
country—if I may be allowed such a term—to ride over,
that can be found in the United Kingdom.

Having ridden over it myself, I may perhaps be al-
lowed the attempt to deseribe « the sort of things,” as Mr.
Brummel was used to say (when taking & wide latitude, in
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giving his opinion upon some things), and fancying myself
well-mounted at Fleckney Gorse, repeat the description a
very hard-riding Meltonian gave me a few days back, of a
magnificent run from that cover. I make no apology for
the language; it may not be d la Cicero, nor Quite equal to
Demosthenes, but it is business-like, and, in parts, I think
touching. ’

« I tallyhoed the fox away,” said he, “so of course got a
good start. I was on a very quick one, nothing like the best
in my stable ; in short, only a five year old, and not so wise
as he should be; but I had had a taste of him, and I could
neither blow him nor furnk him, for he would face any thing-
‘When he was in training—which by thebye was only last year
—he was a little queer in his temper, and he never appeared
comfortable in a crowd, so that I always, when I could, took
a line of my own with him.

“Qur first fence this day was a flight of rails, with a
yawning ditch on the further side, which I thought it was
my luck to have the first fly at; but, looking earnestly at
the hounds, as every man should do, you know, I never saw
young M—, who came right across me at the fence, and got
a nasty sort of a fall (he told me afterwards, he could not
hold his mare ; if so, all well; if not, it served him right). 1
tried to stop the young thoreugh-bred one; but he threw
up his head, and it was ‘no go;’ so, thinking my own the
more valuable life of the two—I mean more valuable than
young M—'s,—I let him go, and all I saw of young M—,
was his mare’s belly and his own head, the rest of his body
being under the mare. However, I never touched him, I
am happy to say, and two others did as I did; but the third
was not guite so fortunate. He jumped on his head, as
he thought, but it was only his hat, as his head had just then
slipped out of it. But you know, my dear fellow, these
things will happen in our fast country. No joke, you are
aware, for a fellow to fall at the first fence, with such a crowd
close behind him, all trying to get first, in fact, all jealous 88
girls. However, I kept my line ; and if I remember right,

r2
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the next fence was nothing—only a gate, a stiff one to be
sure; but young ones are always good at timber, that is to
say, if they will but look at it; but the pace was beginning
to tell already, for the country was most infernally deep.
There were not more than eight or ten very near the hounds,
and no one exactly on my line, 80 I didn’t care a rush for a
fall. I saw things were going well, and puggy was facing a
rare country. In short, we could plainly see we were in for
a tickler.

“J began to be sorry, however, that I was riding the
young one—indeed I meant to have had him second horse,
and I will say this, Wilson* advised me to it. However, I
let him go; and as I only gave three hundred for him at
Newmarket, I thought I'd try what he was made of. You
know, my good fellew, it’s no use keeping horses to look at
at Melton, and if they are good for nothing, send them to
the hammer! Let them try their luck in the rurals. You
know they won’t do for us.

“The next fence was a bullfinch—black as night itself.
You could not have seen through it with a lantern. As to
what was t'other side Heaven only knew. I could not
guess ; but what was to be done? The hounds were going
the top of the pace, no time to turn a yard right or left;
two fellows rather nearer to them than I was (could’nt bear
that you know) so az it we went. As for the young one, he
absolutely appeared to like it, but I eannot say I did,
though I should have thought little of it with most of my
other horses, and you know I have near a score about as
good as my neighbours. It was a rasper to be sure, and I
can’t say but I was glad when we were over it. The next
man to me would not have it at all, but there were five
more well with the hounds to my left—all the rest no where.
To be sure the pace was nothing less than terrific. John
White sang out—*° sharper than eommon this morning my
boy, how does the young one like it?” and you know he
seldom cries out on that score. Indeed he reminds me of
‘ k * His head groom.
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Jem Robinson the jockey. Jem swears a race horse never
yet went fast enough for him, and declares if it would not
hurt him, he should like to be shot out of a cannon’s mouth;
and so it is with John White and a few others. The pace
is scarcely ever good enough for them. However, there
was no cause for complaint now. My horse kept going well,
in short he delighted me. I would not have taken a
thousand for him. He jumped an ox-fence—the next but
one after the bullfinch—and then a stile with an awkward
foot-bridge, and a brook, quite as well as old Bounce would
have jumped them. I have got a trump, quoth I, to myself,
for there was no one very near to have heard me. The
blood of old Prunella will tell. But he kept shaking his
head in a curious manner. I had never seen him do so
before. If I had had my whip in my hand, I should have
given him a nobber, for you know its awkward, going very
fast at high and strong timber—post and rail, or what not—
with a blind ditch on your side (and you know the ditehes
in Leicestershire are like all other ditches in November,)
with your horse shaking his head like a terrier shaking a rat.
But I had lost my whip at that infernal bullfinch, and part
of my breeches too. I know not how it happened, but that
day I was not in leathers. I suppose Johnson thinks
corderoys less trouble, and often says when he wakes me—
¢ Likely to be wet, sir, better not wear leathers to-day.” The
sly rogue ! the washerwoman polishes the corderoys, but ke
cleans the leathers, you know. However, to proceed with
my story. When we checked for a minute or two under
Carlton Clump, I found what it was that made the poor
devil shake his head. He had got a great thorn in his eye,
out of that infernal bullfinch, and the blood was running
down the side of his head from a tear from another. I got
the thorn out the best way I could, but he was evidently in
great pain. What was to be done? I could have eried.
You know I love horses better than most things, and I
abhor cruelty in any shape. I would not it should have
happened for a thousand guineas or more. But it was done,
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1 16cked out for the second horses, not one was to be seen ;
and how should they? We had come as straight as a bird
dould have flown, for at least six miles. I condemned
myself; I wished myself any where but where I was, I said
— What could have possessed me to have ridden Edwin
first horse to-day, in such a country as this, when Footpad
is so fit to go, and Wilson told me I'd better not.’ “I'll go
home,’” I said; but confound it,—at that very moment
Ravisher and Rantipole hit off the scent, and, my good
fellow, what could I do? What would yon have done?
Edwin had recovered his wind, and as he shook his head
less, and played cheerfully with his bit, I hoped he was
better. He was carrying me magnificently ; not more than
a dozen fellows with the hounds; a splendid country before
us—1 took the lead. again; 1 shall never forget the third
fence we now came to, which was out of the next field but
one to Shankton Holt. It was not a double, but a treble
(a trouble I was going to say). It was of this description,
but thank heaven there are not many such. There was first
a ditch, then a rail, then another ditch, and then another rail.
You see there is no landing for a horse if he takes this at
twice, except on the first rail, or in the second ditch ; but the
old ones will double these fences when very well bandled
too.

« Put the wind was in Edwin, and I knew he would face
anything, but I doubted his being up to this queer double.
I sent him at it, then, at the rate of forty miles an hour,
thinking to clear it all; but, far as the clever young horse
could fling himself, he could not clear the whole. He
alighted with one fore leg over, and the other under the
outermost rail, and gave me & thundering fall. ¢It’s unfor-
tunate,’ said I to myself, glancing my eye at the fence, as I
arose from the ground, ‘if I had known that middle rail
had béen so weak, we should have gone in and out elever—
at least with only a seramble. I'm out of luck to day,
added I, < but here goes again,’ and soon jumped into my
saddle. ‘
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“The hounds turning to me a little, I was almost imme-
diately in my place again. ‘ What now ?’ said one. ¢ Disas-
ters come thickly this morning,’ cried another. ‘All right
again, replied I; * take care of yourselves, for we are in for
business to-day, aud I perceive one or two of you have been
kissing your Mother Earth. Don't holloa till you're out of
the wood, my boys!" The scent appeared better and better;
indeed, the pace had been awful since the check in the wind-
mill-field. I looked back twice,and could only see four, and
there were but five besides myself with the hounds. ‘This
is beautiful,’ I said. ¢ Divine!’ shouted L. I thoughtso too.
I could not help giving them a cheer, which I don’t often do.
Ten minutes more, however, began to tell tales. One of the
best nags out of Melton began to look queer, at least I
thought so ; but R. had rammed him along at a devil of a
rate, and you know he rides with rather a slack rein.
¢ Never loose their heads, my boy, whatever you do,’ said
my uncle to me, soon after I was breeched ; and no doubt
you have heard of him in old Meynell’s days. He was one
of the best of that time, though he might be reckoned slow
now. Well, to proceed with our run. We crossed -the
brook under Norton-by-Galby, and went as straight as a
line for Rolleston Wood. ¢ Ha! hal arother ox-fence,” said
I to myself, as we rose the hill in Galby Field, which being
deep and holding, took rather tightish hold of the nags. In
return, however, I kept a tight hold upon mine, and was
delighted to find him so well. I’ll not have this ox-fence,’
said I; ¢ they are turning to the right, and I'll make for the
sheep-pen in the corner.” But there was no such luck for
me or my horse. The scent lay nearly right a-head of us,
but the hounds, if any thing, were bea.ring totheleft. ‘Here
goes, then, there is nothing else for it;’ so catching fast hold
of his head I sent him at it manfully : but it had like to have
been a case. ‘The ditch was broad and deep, the hedge
thick and plashed, and the rail beyond them strong. Neither
was this all. There was a considerable fall into the mext
field, which would have been bad enough had my horse
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landed on the r:idgé, but unfortunately he landed in the
ferrow, and the farrow was deep and sticky. The drop
must have been seven feet at the least, and he bad a struggle
to keep his legs, for he must have eleared more than seven
yards in length, or he would not have got over it at all. It
told upon him; but I soon got him upon a headland, and
‘standing up in my stirrups, took a pull at his head, which
recovered him wonderfully before he got to the end of the
ground, which was sixty acres or more. In short, he cleared
a high gate into the Uppingham and Leieester road, a little
to the right of Billesdon, and a large straggling blackthorn-
hedge and diteh out of it with apparent ease to himself.

“¢ This cannot last long,’ I said, ‘I wish the fox would
die, or that Footpad would make his appearance.’ The
latter chanee, however, was out. ‘ He¢'ll go to ground in
the Coplow,’ I vainly said to myself, ‘or at least we may
come to a check.” The devil a bit; he never went into the
Coplow, but straight away as if for Lozeby Plantations. ‘I
ghall kill the young one,’ thought I; but what, my good
fellow could I do? We went right over Tilton Field—the
devil’s own place for a tired one—and out of it I got a fall ;
but I believe it was my own fault. The fence was of this
description :—it was plashed, and newly plashed, with
growers in it as thick as a man’s thigh; but (the devil take
all Leicestershire hedgers!} the brushwood leaned, uncut,
towards me, over at least two yards of grourd, and there
was a yawning ditch on the further side. Edwin was going
gallantly at it, when, perhaps, thinking I was upon Guinea-
pig, or perhaps fearing we might drop short, I rammed both
spurs into his sides, and he jumped further than he need
have done. He kept his legs on landing, but the third step
he took his toe struek the top of a mole hill, and down he
went on his head. He rolled completely over me, and we
lay omithe ground together. He was up first, however, for
1 eould neither stir hand nor foot; but it was only from the
wind being knoeked out of me, and in a very few minutes I
esught him. Indeed, he was walking quictly away, with his
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baek turned to the hounds. (Between you and me, he
began to think he had had enough of them.) I did not like
his appearance. His tail was shaking—his flanks worked
violently—there was that stare about his eyes which horses
gshow when they are over-worked—and he staggered as I
leaned my weight on thestirrup. I stood still for a moment
but I could hear nothing. ¢It’s all over, said I; ‘I must
go home ;" and I patted Edwin on the neck, but dared not
look at his eye. The very thought of it annoyed me
excessively : ¢ But accidents,’ said I, ‘will happen.” I opened
a gate on my left, and turned short on the headland, which
led me on to a hard road. Here Edwin struck into a trot
without being urged to it by me. ¢ Hark!’ said I, ¢ I think
I hear the hounds;’ but Edwin had heard them already.
From a trot he struck into a gallop, and I viewed them
about a mile before me. ¢ He'll not face this wind,’ said I,
‘I have a chance of dropping in with them yet, and, perkaps,
I may alight upon Footpad, for that’s a clever little boy on
his back.” But I ought to have been on him myself, and
then I should have been in my place. ¢ By Jove,’ continued
I, ‘they are coming round to us—he is turning short for
Quenby. I shall catch them at Newton village. What a
tickling the nags must have had over the hills!’

“ Ifell in with them in a road beyond the village. There
were now seven men with the hounds, and I made: the
eighth. ¢ Where have you been?’ said one. ¢ Where I
deserve to be, was my reply. ¢ Are you hurt?” ¢ No.
But Edwin! what state was he in? Why, my dear fellow
I'll tell you. The hard road had recovered him, and he
leaped a widish place out of the lane when the hounds
crossed under his nose, as well as he would have leaped it in
the morning. ¢ He's heart of oak,’ said I, and sent him at a
flight of rails quite as high as his back, which he cleared
with apparent ease.. In short, he appeared the ‘freshest
horse in the field ; for he had had his puff whilst the others
were going over Newton Hills (but remember, he was only
a five-year old.) Distress showed itself in all; even
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Mountebank began to refuse, which he never does till he is
beat, and T— swears he was never beat but twice. L— got
fast in a sheep-pen; for although old Dance-away jumped
into it he would not jump out of it: in short, the jump was
out of him,and we never saw him again. * Where's the best
place? cried Lord ——, who could not face some timber,
and was looking for a creep through a bullfinch : he could
not find one, and we never saw him again, ¢ How shall we
get over the brook?’ holloaed N— who would have jumped
one twice as wide in the morning without thinking about it.
¢ Go quick ut it, said I, and Edwin went a yard beyond it.
‘ Well done the five-year old!" holloaed W—." and in an
instant he was over his head in the water, for his horse
never rose at it at all,

‘ There were only four of us now with the hounds, and it
began to be labour and sorrow. As for Edwin, I found it
was all over with him. The flash in the pan had exploded,
or I should rather say it was extinguished at the brook.
Still, however, T am ashamed to say, I persevered with him,
but I could searcely lift him along;—he dragged his legs
through his fences, and I could not make him rise. He
was down on his head twice, though we did not part com®-
pany. In addition to this, with the finest mouth in the
world, he leaned half his weight on my hand, and the
hounds were leaving us apace. *I'll try him onee more,
said I; so got him on a smooth head-land (for the ridge and
furrow were destroying him) and sent him at a stile at the
end of it. For the first time in his life he refused; I put
him at it again, and I thought he was going to take it; but
he had not the power to rise, and, swerving a little to the
right, he ran his head into the hedge and floundereq on his
knees on the bank. I jumped off him immediately, and
thanked him for not giving me a fall. I could still see the
hounds, and three men going by their side. But I could
only see them, I could no longer be with them ; like Richard
at Bosworth, what would not I have given for a horse!

- “ The sequel, however, is to come. The fox was killed
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about three miles beyond, after one of the finest chases
recorded even in Leicestershire. But in what a situation
were myself and poor Edwin? As for myself, I was bruised
and sore, and had dislocated one of my fingers; I had also
lost my whip; but these were only trifies. I could not
bear to look upon Edwin. I got on the off-side of him to
lead him, because it was the near eye that was injured. I
looked for a village, but I could see none; but I saw the
house of a Leicestershire grazier, and that was enough for
me. I led Edwin to his stable, and his hack conveyed me
to Melton.

“ ¢« Wilson,’ said I to my groom, and no man has a better,
“send a boy back with this hack directly, and put yourself
into a gig without loss of time, with everything necessary
for a tired and maimed horse, and leave him not till he is
recovered—that is to say, if’—(mind ye, my good fellow, I
had my fears). ¢ Contrary to your recommendation, Wilson,
I rode the young one the first run this morning; and,
unfortunately for me, it has been the best we have had
these three years.” ¢’'Tis a pity you rode Edwin, sir, when
Footpad wants work, said Wilson in a low but respectful
tone, such as grooms are wont to use. ‘I think he’ll make
the best horse in your stable in a another year or two. But
where shall I find him, sir? continued he. ¢ At that
excellent fellow’s house, Mr. T.’s, near Hungerton. He
has turned his own horse out of his best loose box on
purpose to make Edwin comfortable.” ¢ But where is he cut,
sir?’ asked the unsuspecting groom. *Is it an overreach,
or have you staked him?’ ¢ I've done neither,’ I said; * you
will see; get to him as quickly as you can.’

“ Do you know, my good fellow, we dined at B.s, a
capital party, and went to Lord C.’s afterwards, where all
sort of fun was going on; but hang me if I could eat my
dinner or enjoy any thing after it for thinking of my poor
young horse. But it is time to finish this story, for upon my
word I don’t like to think of it. The next morning was
Sunday, and I told Johnson not to call me till ten. How-
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ever, being fidgetty, I rang my bell at nine, and asked if
there were any tidings about my horse. ¢ Yes, sir,’ said
Johneon ; ¢ Wilson came home last night.” ¢ How is that?’
said I. © Edwin was dead, sir, before he got to the house.
¢ Shut the door,’ said I, hastily, ¢ and don’t come near me
till twelve.” I have a good mind to say I'll never go a-
hunting again.”
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GHAPTER 000,

THINK it is Addison
who compares memory to
those curious repositories
in animals that are filled
with stores of food, on
which they may ruminate
at their pleasure when
taken from the pastures
in which they have col-
lected it, and there is
something in the simile
not altogether inapplica-
ble to myself. Driven
from those scenes from
which I mxght reap stores of subject matter for the future, I
am compelled to draw upon my reminiscences of the past;

but I rejoice to say that there will soon be an end to this, and
I shall return to my labours like a giant refreshed. Allow
me, however, one other comparison. The powers of the
mind resemble those of the body; the more we exercise
them the more vigorous do they become, and seldom fail us
when we call upon them on a pinch. “ But,” said John
Lockley, « fiever try to remember uritoward events; let them
pass;” or, as Horace advises, give them to the winds and
waves. That this was the plan the former pursued I have
little doubt, and that it mainly contributed to his green old
age. And what is more probable than that such should be
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the case ? for, if to the fairy visions of hope we add nothing
“but pleasing recollections of the past, the stream of life must
glide smoothly along, with little injury to the channel
through which it passes. Let us then sing with Moore,

 When time, who steals our years away,
Shall steal our pleasures too;

The mem'ry of the past shall stay,
And half our joys renew.

Then fill the bowl—away with gloom!
Our joys shall always last:

For hope shall brighten days to come,
And mem’ry gild the past.”

My reminiscences present such a long catalogue of names
which I wish to introduce to my readers, as eminent masters
of, and riders to hounds, that I feel myself under the neces-
sity of arranging them alphabetically,and so proceeding from
alpha to omega, with their respective merits, impartially de-
tailed. But observe this—although the precious gem receives
its lustrefrom thefoil, I shall draw no obnoxious comparisons ;
but confine my remarks to those alone whose merits stand
upon their own fame.

How can Ido betterthan commence with Lord Althorpe 7%
To speak of him as a rider to.hounds, however, I must
go a long way back—just thirty years—and I am free
to admit, that the retrospective glance strongly reminds
me of the last peep Adam took at Paradise. The fol-
lowing appears in my hunting book ; perhaps his lord-
ship may forget it, but I never shall, for it cost me a horse
for which I had just given a hundred and thirty guineas,
and the only consolation that accompanied the melan-
choly event was, I saw the finish.” “ Friday, December 30,
1803, met Mr. Warde, at Winnick Warren, Northampton-
shire. Ran to ground, bolted him, and (scripsisse pudet )
killed him. Found again five minutes before twelve o’clock,
near the same place, and killed him when attempting to
reach the earths at Thornecomb, in Leicestershire, after a
run of one hour and three guarters, with only two trifling
checks; and which run was declared by Mr. Warde and

* Now Earl Spencer,
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Lord Bpencer, to be the quickest, for the time, ever seen in
Northamptonshire. A large field was out; and amongst the
few who saw him killed, were Lords Spencer and Alithorpe,
Mr. Elwes, and Mr. Buller.” Lord Althorpe was always
considered a very hard rider, but having unfortunately had
his shoulder put out of joint by a fall, and it being subject
to be displaced again by exertion, he was obliged to give up
hunting, of which I believe few men were much more fond.

Lord Alvanley, considering his great weight—say sixteen
stone—has had but few equals. In nerve, nosuperior. He
was not to be beat 8o long as his horses could live under him.
The last time I saw his stud, it consisted of sixteen hunters
—about his usual complement—and I would not wish to see
a better, for his pace and country. I dare say many of my
readers remember his lordship’s lark in Lord Lichfield’s
country, when he took £5 each from eight hard-riding men,
to return £10 to all who caught him, giving him a small
start. Lord Lichfield and Mr. Biddulph had that honour,
but no one else, although the distance was upwards of three
miles, and over a stiff country, near Dunchurch. I perceive
somewhat of a similar bet was proposed by a Mr. Storey,
afew seasons ago in Oxfordshire; the ground fixed upon being
March-Gibbon Field, the severest, I think, ever ridden over,
at certain times of the year, and if a horse goes best pace
over it, and leaps the brook, on the far side, in his stroke,
he is qualified for any country, and for any man whose
weight he is equal to.

The Honourable George Anson was a fine horseman, and
has frequently distinguished himself in fast things over Lei-
cestershire. Indeed few men have gone better. But all of
his name that I have ever seen, or heard of, can ride. How
well I remember that gallant fellow, Sambrook Anson, in
the late Lord Vernon’s time! he was not exaetly in the form
to ride—not a George Anson—but, by Jove, he was bard to
beat so long as the wind was in his nag. I remember seeing
him leap an awfal gate into a hard road, with his horse all
but in convulsions, and himself dead blown as well. But
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- he would be with 'em, if possible, and he was one of the
jolliest fellows in the field that ever was seen.

Do you remember Pheedrus’s fable of the old woman
putting her nose into an empty wine cask? « Ye Gods!”
‘said she, in raptures, “ what precious liquor must this vessel
have contained, when even its lees impart so fine a savour!”
Now I am sorry to say I shall have to speak of two or three
celebrated riders whom I never caught a sight of until far
advanced in the wane of life, and amongst these was the
late Lord Amesbury—better known as Mr. Dundas, of
Barton, M.P. for Berkshire. He struck me, even when
past the age allotted to man, to be a particularly strong and
good horseman; and a proof of nerve, uncommon at that
time of life, was, that I saw him, in 1824, riding horses by
no means of the stamp to carry old age to hounds. One
of them, I recollect, was called Wisdom, known as such in
the Racing Calendar, and certainly of some experience as a
hunter; but I saw him another day on a raw, unlicked
thorough-bred one, appearing to have almost every thing to
learn. It is, however—to me at least—delightful to see
such gamesomeness in old age; and I am often out of
patience with stupid human nature, that sets an imaginary
value upon life just in proportion as its real value is gone
by. As for Lord Amesbury, he appeared to think no more
of a broken neck than the youngest and bravest of the
last season’s Meltonians did, when he got well away from
Glen Gorse. If spirits preserve any of the frailties of the
flesh, can this worthy man find a heaven without hunting ?
Certainly not ; he must be born again.

The late Mr. Astley, of Odstone, also one of Lord
Vernon's men—the breeder of Magic and other race horses,
and famous for his long horned cows and new Leicester
sheep—was one of the best of the old ones, and could ride
well to hounds after he had passed the grand climacteric.
I cannot draw on my membry for the exact amount of his
weight, but I should book him in his teens, in the scales,
I remember seeing him get a very awkward fall at a fence,
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and shall never forget the coolness with which he answered
the usual question—are you hurt? < Not muck,” said he,
“ only my collar bone is broke.” I saw a good deal
of “ old Astley,” as he was called, in the field, and
thought him one of those quiet sportsmen who throw a
lustre over the chase, and as such I cherish the recol.ection
of him. But whatever he did, he did con amore; as witness
his annual visit to Ballinasloe fair, Ireland.

It appears as though the first letter of the alphabet were
unfriendly to first-flight men in the field, but I close the list
with two huntsmen whose merits, as riders, are beyond
doubt. Christopher Atkinson, once of the Surrey Union
hounds, is one; and Richard Adamson, huntsman to the
Vine pack, the other. Each of these men was educated
in a good school. Atkinson whipped-in to Sir Bellingham
Graham, and distinguished himself on many occasions as a
horseman, but particularly in making into a hunter, as the
phrase is, une of the most restive young horses that ever
went into a field ; and furthermore be it said, into as com-
plete a hunter as a sportsman would ever wish to throw a
leg over. I allude to a horse called Doctor, at that time in
the Baronet’s stud, and afterwards the property of Mr.
Wroughton of Wroughton, in the Craven country, where I
saw that gentleman ride him with Mr. Warde's hounds.
His (Atkinson’s) riding was likewise much admired in
Surrey, where I have reason to believe he was but indif-
ferently mounted.

Before I speak of Adamson, I must say a word of his
father, and I would ask one or two of those crack men
of his day who remember him, if they ever saw a much
cleverer fellow, on a middling nag, than old Dick Adam-
gon, who hunted Sir John Dashwood King's harriers for
many many years.

But you will ask me—was not Dick well mounted in the
stable of so tasty a man in horseflesh as Sir John Dashwood
King? Not he indeed, for Dick would choose his own horses.
Amongst others, he fancied an ugly lop-eared brute, out of a

"
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gentleman’scarriage, calling him Clodhopper, which herodefor
several years; and it was ‘astonishing the good figure he cut
apon him,with his very fasthounds. As to the five feetwalls
on the Gloucestershire hills, he hopped over them as he
would over a sheep hurdle; and when he threw off in that
deep vale, between Moreton-in-the-Marsh and Stow, he
eared nothing for the Evenload Brook, not to be sneezed at,
I assure you: In short, not one hunter in twenty could be
backed at it, barring either a fall or a scramble. But to
return to his son, of whom I saw a good deal during my
residence in Hampshire. I call him a very pretty horse-
man indeed—never appearing to hurry and upset his horse,
although always in a good place; and I have reason to
believe that, during the time I was in his country, he
lamed fewer horses than any hard riding man that ever came
under my observation—no bad criterion of a good hand and
seat. His start in life was as second-horseman to Lord
Scarborough, which post he filled for five seasons, and he
afterwards lived as whipper-in to Mr. Musters.

The letter B produces a bountiful collection of hard
riders, which I shall take as they present themselves.
What think you of Mr. Bunce, for a start? Who
is more deserving of the box place on our coach than
“ Jack Bunce,” as he is called by those who know him, and
now and then by those who know him not. But this is par
excellence, and not after Jack Bunce the pirate, for an
honester man does not live, nor a truer sample of a real,
unsophisticated, unforeignized Englishman. I may also add
that there does not live a truer lover of hunting, nor many
better judges of it, barring a few of the profession. But it
is a sure sign of the furor venaticus being pretty strong on
auny man,who, weighing fifteen stone,follows houndsfor thirty
years. No further proof is required. Mr. Bunce has had
some good horses in his time, and ome or two which
have been transported into better countries than those
he has generally hanted in, and at geod prices. Bat
was Jack never in the swell countries himself? I believe
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but seldom, his stable not being sufficiently strong for so
strong a man, but he was once at Melton, and on the score
of old sequaintance I am sure he will pardon my showing
him up. . Not knowing his road to cover the first day, he
kept his eye on two horses waiting at the door of the old
club, which were presently mounted by Messrs. Vanneck and
Lindow. The turnpike road was soon abandoned, and their
horses’ heads (both good hunters) put straight for the
place of meeting. Now what was to be done? Our hero
had but one alternative—either to “follow the leader,” or give
up his day’s sport; so being tolerably mounted, on what is
called in the provincials a useful horse—his crack hunter
being gone forward—he made the attempt. The pace was
good and the fences large, notwithstanding which Bunce
was in their wake; but at last there was death to all his
hopes. The Burton Brook was taken in stroke by the well-
mounted Meltonians, but in the middle of this our hero
was landed (is not this a « Bull” by the way?) and thus
ended his Leicestershire debiit.

The mention of this name reminds me of an anecdote that
purchasers of hunters will do well to remember. Heavy
weights must not be particular as to the neat appearance of
horses; and Mr. Bunce having been informed that there
was what is termed “a good sort of a plain strong horse”
to be sold, near Northampton, went thither to look at him.
On his arrival in the town he called on a well known good
judge, the late Mr. Benton, to ask his opinion of the steed.
« 1 have seen him,” says he, “but he won't do.” “ Why
not ?” demanded Mr. Bunce. I saw kis head through the
window,” replied Mr. Benton, “ and I said—'tis impossible
you can make a hunter.” Now here is one other proof of
Fronti nulla fides, for he made an excellent hunter;,—was
ridden by Mr. Bunece three years,—and then sold for as many
hundred guineas. The late Mr. Dansey used to say, “ We
don’t ride on the head,” and his experience, as & very heavy
weight, led him to the conclusion that large heads, well put
on, are a recommendation to horses carrying weight, .

a2
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In Mr. Lowth’s notes to his famous Billesdon Coplow
Poem, he says, “ None but good fellows are ever esteemed
worthy of & nick name.” Before quitting the provincials
then, I will ask the question—what sportsman has not

- seen, or at any rate heard of, the renowned Dicky Bayzand ?
He has been some years in his grave; but if he bad kept
away from Newmarket, where he was a flat among sharps,
and contented himself with the handsome competence he
was heir to, he would have been still going above ground
to the amusement of his friends, and to the credit of fox-
hunting, for he was a right good sportsman and a dear lover
of that sport. "He was likewise, at a certain pace, an excel-
lent huntsman, but too slow to see a quick thing—hounds
running straight. This proceeded from several combined
causes. To be sure he was heavy—not less than fifteen
stone with his saddle—despite of all his care to reduce him-
self,—but this should not have stopped him, mounted as he
generally was, or as he might always have been, with his
judgment in horse-flesh, which was good. Secondly, he
always appeared afraid of allowing his horses to go fast over
rough ground, or across grips. Thirdly, he was shy of strong
fences, and took too much time over weak ones; and lastly,
‘as his horses were always on sale, and were generally laid
in at high prices, he was fearful of “letting them go too
fast under his weight, lest they should let the cat out of the
bag at the same time;” for although he was an excellent
judge, he often like others got hold of the wrong sort. It
is a curious fact, however, though by no means a solitary one,
that the horse he went best upon was his old black horse,
for he had no name, which he rode for many years, and
which must have been a very difficult one to ride. How-
ever, I will deseribe him, and your readers shall judge for
themselves. He was upwards of sixteen hands high, with
an immense head and an iron mouth; a hard puller,
and a rusher at his fences. But he was well bred and
stout, and, possessing the power of a dray horse, seldom
felt distress; and perhaps it was this that inspired his
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rider with corfidence. He was, it is true, an accom-
plished fencer, but no man could have ridden him unless a
very superior horseman, which Bayzand certa.‘inlj was
allowed to be. Slow, however, as my old friend was, com-
pared with what he ought to have been, with his stable and
his good eye to hounds—for few men had better—he could
give an excellent account of a run, and describe all its
interesting points with great minuteness. In short, he was a
sportsman, and looked up to as such in all countries in which
he hunted.

Were I to ransack my memory for all the amusing cir-
‘cumstances relating to this extraordinary character, as I
may denominate him, I should far exceed the limits of my
pages, 8o one or two must suffice. He was one day going
better than common, on a fine grey horse that he had pur-
chased of me at a long price—no doubt with a view of
selling him to some one at a much longer, for he was not
quite equal to his weight—when he got an awful fall over a
high post and rail fence. Dicky was as dead as he is at
present for a short time, and his friends imagined it was all
over with him; but coming to himself, as the saying is,
he appeared in his true character, for the first words
he uttered (and most emphatically did he utter them) were
—“ No fault of the horse, by G—d.” Neither was it; for
he had alighted with one leg up to the shoulder ina vacant
post-hole—an occurrence that we may wonder does not
oftener put the neck of the fox-hunter to hazard. Next to
a rabbit-hole fall at best pace over a gentleman’s park ; or
what we call coming rump first over four strong rails, it is
the most dangerous fall one can have.

As it is possible these lines may be read when the hand
that writes them shall be dust; and as we have been told,
there are “sermons in stones, and good in every thing,”
perhaps I may indulge the notion that some good may arise
to those who have yet to enter upon the grand theatre of
the world, if I produce from the ashes of this celebrated
sportsman a beacon that shall warn them against approach-
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ing the rock on which was shipwrecked his happiness and,
I inay safely add, his life. His fate was this:—He had
enough, he grasped at more, and he lost all! Perhaps in
many of my readers’ eyes, few people were much more
desirably settled in life than Mr. Bayzand. He had & com-
fortable house, with a very profitable farm ; a good income,
a good stable of horses, good health, and good friends. He
had also good credit. If he wanted £500, he had it for
the asking. What more could he want? Why, we might
answer, nothing. But it is with individuals as with states :—

At postquam Fortuna loci caput extulit hujus,
Et tetigit summos vertice Roma deos,
Creverunt et opes, et opum furiosa Cupido:
Et cum possideant plurima plura volant.”

Thus wrote Ovid, and such was the ease with poor Bayzand.
In an evil hour, and by the cover side, without preparing
himself for the completion of it, he made an offer to the late
Mr. Fermor, of Tusmore Park, of £73,000 for his Worces-
tershire property, imagining that he could realize a large
sum by the purchase, and it ruined him! 8o truly sporting,
however, was the bargain, that the odd £3000 depended on
the event of a filly winning or losing the Oaks!

Some of the horse dealing transactions, however, of our
departed brother sportsman, cannot but create a smile.
Perhaps it was his constant attendance at the Newmarket
meetings that gave him an insight into the doctrine of
chances, but his favourite system of selling his horses was
upon post obit bonds. I think I speak within compass when
I say they did not realize him five shillings in the pound,
but if he were to rise again, I am quite sure he would try
them again, so deeply was he infatuated by the premium
they held out. The following -is one of many amusing
anecdotes I could relate on the subject :—He sold a horse
in London, to a brother sportsman, for a certain considera-
tion—a pretty good one, no doubt—payable on the decease
of the purchaser’s uncle. The bond being prepared, sealed,
signed, and attested, was safely deposited in the breeches-
pocket of the seller, when, as he was in the aet of buttoning
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the seid pocket, he gravely exclaimed—¢ But I say, my
good fellow, are you quite sure you have un uncle?” Now
whether the gentleman, now also “ gone to his fathers,” was
sure he had an uncle, is what I cannot pretend to deeide,
but I am quite sure the seller told me he was not paid
for his horse; and 1 am also sure I could mention a
dozen other similarcases. Nevertheless, I consider Bayzand
to have been a considerable gainer by his speculation by
horses, on the balance. At one time, indeed, by a sort of
Midas gift, every thing he touched turned to gold. .

There was a kind of double phenomenon, some twenty
years back, in the Atherstone country, in the person of a
man and the capabilities of his mare, that made a great
noise in those days. This was no less than a tanner, in the
town of Nuneaton, Warwickshire, who, on an animal little
better than a pony, was & match for most men, if not for any
man, who ever took the field. In fact, by way of proving
this, he made a dead set at Assheton Smith, whenever he
went out with the Quorn hounds, and he could very rarely
shake him off. This becoming somewhat of a jocular
reproach amongst his friends, that gallant rider was deter-
mined to get rid of the tanner; so, mounted one day on his
big grey horse, he sent him at a flight of stiff rails, as high
even as his back, saying—after the manner of Dick Knight,
upon Contract—* Now then, I'll stop this d—d fellow.”
Luckily for the tanner, Smith broke the top rail, and he
followed him. His name was Burton; and as every man
who excels likes to become distingué, he always appeared in
a light-coloured green coat, which, in allusion to his almost
flying over a country, obtained for him the nick name of
The Paroquet. He was a gallant little fellow, however, and
his only fault was rather too much of the“ quickening power,”
ambition, that “last infirmity of noble minds,”—ergo very
excusable in a tanner.

In the same country, the Atherstone, there was, as aup-
posed to be, another prodlgy—-—na.mely, the best man in
England on a raw horse. This is saying a great deal to
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those who have seen Dick Christign, Joe Wright, or Dick
Bradley’s Harry : but, from what I saw of him—and that
" was a good deal—I think him entitled to the character of
the best gentleman in England on a raw horse. I need not
informi one half of my readers of whom I am speaking,
but the other half must be told it is Mr. Charles
Boultbee, brother to another gentleman of that name
~Mr. John Boultbee, of Baxterly, near Atherstone—a
clipping rider, of a great weight, and a good sportsman
in Lord Vernon’s and Mr. Adderley’s days, and whom I
also saw going well when Sir Bellingham Graham had their
country.

A considerable portion of Warwickshire contributes to
what is now called the Atherstone country.

The late Lord Vernon hunted it about twelve years, it
being then called the Gobshall country, as during the time
his Lordship’s hounds were in it—which was for periods of
six weeks at a time during the season—he and his family
took up their quarters at Gobshall-house, now the seat of
Earl Howe, and then of Baroness Howe, his Lordship’s
mother. Lord Vernon also hunted, at the same time, the
Sudbury country, so called from the name of his seat near
Ashbourne, Derbyshire, which country is now occupied by
Mr. Meynell Ingram. - Here of course his Lordship had a
kennel.

The late Lord Vernon was a sportsman ; but his relation,
the Rev. George Talbot, was what is now termed a professor,
and took an active part in the kennel and the field, a task
for which he was qualified. Sam. Lawley, his Lordship’s
huntsman, was likewise a trump card in his line, and so
great a favourite was he with his noble master, that he
mounted Lim on horses for which he refused three hundred
guineas a-piece, determined that every advantage should be
given him in the field—an example well worthy of imitation.
His first whipper-in was Harry Jackson, afterwards Lord
Middleton’s huntsman; an honest and good servant, but
100 slack in his nature for the actiye and enterprizing duties
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of a huntsman. Indeed Lord Middleton was so much
aware of this, that he has been heard to tell him in the field,
at a certain hour of the day, that he was thinking more of
his mutton-chops, than of the cover in which he should find
his second fox. .

Lord Vernon's hounds . were in very high repute, and,
taken altogether, the hunt was looked upon as one of the
most respectable at that time in England. There was some-
thing particularly pleasing in the manners and general
deportment of the worthy Baron, who bore every outward
and visible sign of the rank he was born to sustain. In
short he did the thing in a really nobleman-like style, and
stood as high as any man in the class of masters of fox-
hounds. The uniform of his hunt was a deep orange colour,
which looked very gay in the field, being of a brighter hue
than scarlet, although nearly approaching to it. There
were many good riders in his hunt—for instance, the
Honourable Sambrooke Anson, who will long be remem-
bered as a sportsman in the field, and an excellent companion
in the evening—also some welter weights, amongst whom
Mr. Theophilus Leve, Mr. John Boultbee, Mr. Vaughton,
and Mr. Edmund Peel shone conspicuously.

In Lord Vernon’s day, this country was not nearly so
extensive as it afterwards became, when it got into other
hands. No portion of the Meriden woodlands, nor of the still
more noble ones on the Dunchurch side, belonged to it,
neither did it extend far into Leicestershire. In that ecounty
on the Hinckley side, the covers of Bosworth and Burbage
‘Wood were the two principal fixtures, nor did it go further
in that direction. It is true, however, there were several
other favourite fixtures in the far-famed county of Leicester;
namely, Wedington Wood, on the great road between
Atherstone and Hinckley ; Sutton Ambion, near Bosworth ;
Nailson Wicks, near Bardon Hill, on the forest side;
Orton Gorse, near Thorpe, on the Ashby de la Zouch side ;
the covers at Gobshall ; Lord Maynard’s Gorse, at Desford ;
&e. &e.
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- 8o much for what was called the best part of the open
country. The woodlands of the Atherstonme country were
always splendid in the eye of a thorough sportsman.
Beginning at Bentley Park, close to the town of Atherstone,
we proceed to Oldbury—the seat of Mr. Okeover of eoaching
eelebrity—Harborough Hall Woods, commonly called
Astley Woods, the property of Mr. Newdigate; Ansley
- Woods, Mr. Chetwode’s ; Arley Woods, Mr. Vaughton’s;
Dunton : Kingsbury Wood, the property of Mr. Willoughby;
Baxterley, of Mr. John Boultbee; Birch Coppice between
Atherstone and Fazeley, belonging to Sir John Chetwynd ;
Middleton Woods, Lord Middleton’s; Sutton Park, belong-
ing to the corporation of Sutton; Hints, Mr. Floyer’s;
Hoppas Hayes, on the road from Tamworth to Lichfield,
‘formerly the property of the late Lord Spencer Chichester
(whose father, the late Marquis of Donegal, once hunted
this country, before Lord Vernon’s time), but since be-
longing to the Rev. Thomas Levett; Swinfen Woods,
the property of Mr. Swinfen, so well known in the sporting
world ; Freeford Wood, belonging to General Dyott, wheo
succeeded his brother, Richard Dyott, whose memory will
never die, so long as Staffordshire is Staffordshire, as the
greatpromoter of agriculture and a true friend tofox-hunting ;
the numerous covers at Drakelow, the property of Sir
Roger Gresley ; the great Seal Woods, between Burton and
Tamworth—ecapital scenting covers ; those at Thorpe, Mr.
Inge’s; and Amington Decoy, near Tamworth, on the pro-
perty of Mr. Repington.

Looking at this country as it was in Lord Vernon’s time,
we may place it among the leading ones; for although it
contains some fixtures, such as Hoppas Hayes, the Black
Swan (among the coal pits), Bentley Park, and others, not
exactly suited to the taste of modern sportsmen; and
although some part of it, on the Lichfield and Coles-hill
sides, is not very favourable to scent, there are nevertheless
advantages which counterbalance these objections. It is an
easy country to cross, and the Leicestershire side of it is
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decidedly good. Burbage Wood for example, is equal to
most fixtures in Leicestershire—foxes generally breaking
‘away to Bosworth, Enderby, Tooley, and very often to the
Forest. Inshort, were I to fix the line a fox should take to
show me a run, it should be from Burbage Wood to Enderby,
in preference to any other line with which I am acquainted,
unless it be one or two in the eream of the Quorn
country. From Orton Gorse, Gobshall, and Sutton Ambion,
very fine runs likewise often took place ; and from Bosworth
to Linlgy Gorse, about six miles, was always, what is called
a beautiful burst, on a good scenting day. In short, all the
Ashby de la Zouch side is good, though it would be better if
the Charnwood Forest were a few miles farther from it.

A few years before his death, Lord Vernon relinquished
the field, and his country was taken possession of by the
Rev. George Talbot, of Bruerton, near Lichfield, with a
subscription of one thousand two hundred pounds per
annum. He hunted it several seasons, showing excellent
sport, and giving universal satisfaction, when the hand of
death very suddenly arresting his progress, it became vacant,
and was divided. Mr. Meynell purchased the hounds, and
took the Sudbury or Derbyshire side, which he hunts to
this day ; and the remainder, or Gobshall side, was occupied
by Mr. Adderley, of Ham’s Hall, between Coleshill and
Lichfield—a very worthy country gentleman, but of more
retiring habits than are suited to the situation of a master
of fox-hounds, and he did not keep it more than three years.
He was succeeded in it by Mr. Otway, of Sanford Hall, near
Lutterworth, father of the present Mr. Otway Cave, late
M.P. for Leicester, also of sporting celebrity: and Mr.
Otway was followed by Sir Richard Puleston, who hunted
it occasionally with his other country, for two seasons more,
and then it became vacant. In 1812, however, the late
Colonel Cooke, well known as a good practical sportsman,
and an excellent kennel huntsman, and the author of *“ Ob-
servations on Fox-hunting, and the management of Hounds
in the Kennel, and the Field,” hunted it twice a-week for
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‘two seasons, on a limited subscription of eight hundred
pounds per annum,

In 1814, Mr. Osbaldeston havmg vacated Nottingham-"
shire (which had been given up by Lord Middleton, pre-
‘viously to his hunting Warwickshire the second time),
brought his hounds to Atherstone, and when in possession
of the country (now, for the first time, called the Atherstone
country), a great alteration took place in it. He estab-
lished a club, on a very liberal plan, the members dining
together twice in the season, and out of its funds tha kennel
and stables at Witherley, within one mile of the town, were
erected, and which the hounds and horses of those who have
hunted the country, have since occupied. In consequence,
however, of the Atherstone country not having been
well and regularly hunted for some previous years, it would
not stand more than three days in the week, and Mr. Osbal-
deston having, with his usual zeal, determined on hunting
five, he re-united the two countries (the Sudbury and Gob-
shall), which had been previously separated to suit the
means and inclinations of its predecessors, and thus accom-
plished his fifth day. For this purpose Mr. Osbaldeston
resided four weeks out of six at Atherstone, and the
remaining two at the Flitch of Bacon, at Witchnor Bridge,
between Burton-on-Trent and Lichfield ; and although, as
we before observed, he had just relinquished the Nottinghan
country, and was in possession of a large kennel of hounds
—including the late Lord Monson’s, for which he gave a
thousand guineas, when in the Burton country—he purchased
those of Messrs. Hall and Arkwright, who had for a short
period hunted the Sudbury country, for five hundred pounds.
After the first year, however, in consequence of the good
preservation of the foxes, which was certain to be the result
of his taking possession of it, Mr. Osbaldeston confined him-
self to the Atherstone country, and hunted it five days
a-week, showing very excellent sport. In 1817, he relin-
guished it to take the Quorn country, and was succeeded by
Sir Bellingham Graham.
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The presence of the late Mrs. Osbaldeston, mother to the
worthy master of the hounds, added noinconsiderable lustre
to the period of her son’s hunting the Atherstone country.
The splendid style in which she lived, her almost unbounded
hospitality, the numerous private and ageeable entertain-
ments she made for the resident gentry of the neighbour-
hood, and the encouragement she gave to the public balls,
contributed to enliven the country to a degree previously
unknown and unthought of, but which wonderfully increased
the popularity of the hunt, and secured the preservation of
the foxes. A woman’s influence always prevails, when
directed towards a desirable object; and many of the new
gorse covers which sprang up in the country about this
time, owed their existence to this lady’s kindheartedness.
May her example not be lost on posterity ; for in other
affairs besides fox-hunting, the absence of this kind feeling
towards individuals, not intimately connected with ourselves,
has produced great evils to society, by destroying links
which ought never to have been lost.

During Sir Bellingham Graham’s time, another very
material alteration for the better took place in the Ather-
stone country. In consequence of a trifling misunder-
standing between Mr. Loraine Smith and Mr. Osbaldeston,
the covers of Whetstone Gorse, between Lutterworth and
Leicester, and those at Enderby (the seat of Mr. Smith),
which had always been drawn by the Quorn hounds, were
added to the Atherstone country, to which they have ever
since belonged. Sir Bellingham also, from the strength of
his establishment, was enabled to hunt five, and often six
days a-week, and gave very general satisfaction to the gen-
tlemen of the country, and a numerous list of visitors, having
afforded a brilliant succession of sport from the year 1817 to
1820, when he succeeded Lord Althorpe and Sir Charles
Kaightley, in Northamptonshire.

8ir Bellingham Graham was at and before this tnne, his
own huntsman in the field. - His first residence was close
to the town of Atherstone, and of course close to the kennel ;
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bat as he afterwards ocenpied Clift-house, near Fazeley, the
property of Robert Willoughby, Esq.—a staunch, good fox-
hunter—he had a temporary kennel at that place. Finding
an inconvenience, however, in being so far from his hounds,
he removed to Linley Hall, the seat of Mr. Bracebridge,
within a2 mile of Atherstone, where he remained until he
relinquished the country.

Of all the celebrated men who ever hunted the Quorn
country, none did the whole thing better than Sir Belling-
ham Graham did it, and in proof of its being expected that
he would do it well, he had the largest subscription to his
hounds of any one that ever received assistance towards
expenses, from the hands of their brother sportsmen. If
my memory serves me, it was a little over four thousand
pounds. It is to be lamented, however, that instead of
having thrown away his time, in hunting other inferior
countries, Sir Bellingham was for so short a period in
Leicestershire, for he only hunted it during the seasons of
1821 and 1822.

But let us look further back to Sir Bellingham Graham
as a master. His first appearance was in the year 1815,
when he succeeded Mr. Musters in the Badsworth country,
which he hunted two seasons. He then succeeded Mr.
Osbaldeston in the Atherstone country, and that was the
first in which I hunted with him. In 1820 he took posses-
sion of the Pytchley country, on Sir Charles Knightley
giving it up, and thence he went to Quorn. From Quorn
he took what was then called the Shiffnal, now the Al-
brighton country, and finished his career as a master in
Shropshire—in each of which three last-named countries I
had the pleasure to hunt with him. And it was a pleasure
to any real sportsman to hunt with Sir Bellingham Graham,
because he did the thing throughout in a thorough sports-
man-like style, as fox-hunting ought to be done. From the
moment he got upon his hunter, until he killed or lost his
fox, he was intent and earnest in his pursuit, and without
unnecessary harshness, but the result of his sportsman-like
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conduct was, that no man kept his field in such order.
Indeed I have heard this compliment paid to him by many
of his Melton friends, who gave it as their opinion, that he
was in this respect, as well as in many besides, the man of
all others t0 manage a Leicestershire field, the « spring
captains” as they are called, especially. ‘And this was not
effected, as Dryden says, by

rage and storm, and blasphemously loud,
As Stentor bellowing to a Grecian crowd ;

but, as I have already said, by the natural influence which a
man acquires, when he has attained excellence in his calling
—be that calling what it may*,

I know not how or where Sir Bellingham Graham
procured the first pack of hounds he became master of, but
this much I know—namely that on his giving up Nor-
thamptonshire, he divided his kennel with Mr. Musters,
who succeeded him, each master drawing alternate couples.
On taking to the Quorn country, he purchased all but
twenty-five couples of Mr. Osbaldeston’s pack, together with
eighteen of his horses. On the other hand, when Mr.
Osbaldeston returned to Quorn, on Sir Bellingham leaving
it, he (Sir B.) reserved the same number of hounds—viz.,
twenty-five couples, for which Mr. Osbaldeston gave him
eleven hundred pounds! This fact alone would establish
Sir Bellingham Graham as a first rate judge of hounds;
but, in addition, it may be mentioned, that from a draft of
about twenty couples from Mr. Osbaldeston’s kennel, and a
pack he purchased at the same time, 1818, (for, after the
sale of the twenty-five couples to Mr. Osbaldeston, he was
left houndless, if such a word may be used,) of Mr. Newn-
ham, who had just resigned Worcestershire, containing a
good deal of Lord Lonsdale’s blood, did he- lay the founda-~

* The only instance I know of Sir Bellingham Graham ¢ blowing up”’ an indi-
vidual in thefleld, was by a pre-concerted plan between himself and the Hon. Capt.
Berkeley, of the Thunderer. There was an immense field on that day, and so sur-
rounded was the cover, that there appeared little chance of the fox being able to get
sway. * Go and place yourself at that point, the most likely for the fox to break,”
said Sir Bellingham to the Captain of the Thunderer, * and 1 will give you a thun»
dering good blowing up;"” which he did; and the captain stood it as coolly as no
doubt he did the balls which flew about his ship on the Syrisn coast,
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tion of that beantiful and efficient pack -with which he
hunted Shropshire, the country in which he cried his last
whouwhoop-'—mth his own hounds, at least. .

. Butlet us turn to 8ir Bellingham Graham in Shropshlre,
whete I passed six weeks under his roof. Here the same
liberal hand that had directed all his operations in Leicester-
shire, was as actively employed both in his kennel and stables.

1In fact his hunting establishment was not reduced beyond the_
extent of about fifteen couples of hounds, and half a score of
horses from that which he considered necessary for Leicester-
shire—his kennel containing nearly seventy couples of
working hounds,—and his stable, thirty-five very effective
horses!

8ir Bellingham Graham, like Mr. Musters, has been famous
for having educated, if I may so express myself, some of the
best hunting servants of the age. When in Shropshire
he was admirably whipped-in to by Will Staples, now
hunting one of the Shropshire packs with great eclat—son
of old Tom Staples, many years huntsman to the late Lord
Middleton,—and Jack Wrigglesworth, who had previously
whipped-in to the late Sir Mark Sykes, and is now hunting
another of the Shropshire packs. And as a judge of the
animal Rorse, for all purposes, Sir Bellingham is excelled by
no man, which is saying a great deal. None has a better
eye to a coach-horse, and when he hunted Leicestershire, he
was said to have had more good big horses in the Quorn
stables, than they ever before contained—even in Lord
Sefton’s days.

There may have been, and there now may be better hunts-
men than Sir Bellingham Graham. Comparisons are odi-
ous, and moreover out of placehere ; neither is it necessary, or
to be expected, that perfection is to be attained by any man
in any station; but no sportsman who has seen him in the
field, can reasonably detract from the merits of the gentle-
manof whom I am nowspeaking. His finehorsem#nshipgave
him great.advantages ; and in proof of his succ*  in one of
the most trying countries in Great Britain~ .. ecircum-
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stances considered—may the fact be stated, of his having
killed every fox he found in the country alluded to—the
far-famed Quorn—for six consecutive weeks, with his old
pack, which hunted twice a week! It can also be stated, on
equally good authority, that during the period of his hunting
Leicestershire, he was never known to be away from his
hounds when wanted, although at that time riding plum
sixteen stone.

The real English gentleman—nntainted by foreign fop-
peries—is sure to be popular with the yeoman and farmers
of his neighbourhood, be his pursuits what they may. The
master of hounds so constituted cannot fail of being popular
and when Sir Bellingham Graham quitted the Atherstone
country, he left behind him a great regard for his good
name, and an universal regret at his departure. His gentle-
manlike deportment, and the pleasing characterof his conver-
sation and manners, won the hearts of all who enjoyed an
intercourse with him as friends ; and as a gentleman and a
sportsman, he was esteemed by all. His hospitality was
also on the most liberal scale, and his hunting establish-
ment very splendid. He very materially contributed to
keep up that gaiety in the neighbourhood which had been
established in his predecessor’s time, and it may be truly
said, that Atherstone has never witnessed such doings since.
The FEarl of Stamford, then Lord Grey, resided, at the
period I have been alluding to, at his mansion close to the
town of Atherstone; and his lordship, as well as Mr.
Dugdale, many years M.P. for Warwickshire—whose seat
is hard by—also contributed their share to promote the
sociality of the neighbourhood.

To the period of Lord Anson, now Earl of Lichfield,
taking possession of the Atherstone country in 1820, was
it reserved to make it—as some have called it—the third or
fourth best hunting country in England. In the first place,
in addition to Whetstone Gorse and Enderby, conceded to
it in Sir: Rellingham Graham’s time, Lord Middleton
bestoweu. son it some of the finest woodlands that hounds
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were ever thrown .into. These are situated on the Coyentry
and Dunchurch side of the country, and consist of Franeton
‘Woods, the property of the Rev. John Biddulph and others;
Coombe Abbey Woods, Lord Craven’s; the fine covers of
Lord Denbigh, at Newnham Paddocks; and the Brandon
'Woods, the property of the late Lord Grey de Ruthyn, now
of the Marchioness of Hastings. From some of these covers
—Newnham in particular—the finest runs might be ex-
pecied, as a Leicestershire country is open to the foxes
that are found in them ; and in such high repute are they
held, that the élite from Melton Mowbray are often to be
seen at their side, particularly in the spring of the year,
more favourable to woodland fox-hunting. Nor is this all;
Sir Theophilus Biddulph added to it his famous gorse at
Debdale, and several other covers on the southern side of
‘Warwickshire, which, taken as a whole, formed what was
called in Lord Lichfield’s time, the Dunchurch country ;
and a kennel was established at Dunchurch, where the
hounds remained six or eight weeks in the year. The fine
covers of Shugborough, two miles beyond Southam, on the
Daventry road, at one time drawn exclusively by Sir
Thomas Mostyn, at another by the Warwickshire, and at
another neutral, were likewise added to the Dunchurch
country, all of which enabled Lord Lichfield to hunt six
days in the week. In return for this great addition of
country, Lord Lichfield only gave up the Maxtocke Woods,
and the covers north of the Thame, to Mr. Chadwicke,
which were afterwards drawn by Mr. Shawe, who succeed-
ed that gentleman.

The management of this country was Lord Lichfield’s
debiit as master of a pack of fox-hounds, which, as new
masters of hounds are often obliged to do, he picked up
wherever he could put his hand upon them. The first lot
he became possessed of was from Mr. Mytton, who then
hunted Shropshire; and subsequently from Sir Thomas
Mostyn, and Mr. Musters, he procured his first pack. His
Lordship’s debdt as a master of hounds was likewise his
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‘debéit as a huntsman, and he matured into a good one. His
hand and nerve in the saddle also progressed with the
attainment of the science of the field; for, from rather an
indifferent performer, he quickly showed himself one of the
very boldest and best horsemen of his day, which gave him
a great advanmtage in his calling as huntsman to a pack of
fox-hounds. Riding between thirteen and fourteen stone,
he was obliged to pay high prices for his horse-flesh; but
the sort of animal suited to his taste was that which should
please every man’s taste who is six feet high, and resolved to
be with his hounds. It was, what is termed, a slapping up-
standing horse, at least sixteen hands high, showing a vast
deal of, if not full, blood, and with great length and strength.
Few sportsmen’s stables were in higher repute than that of
Lord Lichfield, when he hunted the Atherstone country;
and he was often tempted by large sums offered for the
horses he rade himself, being of course perfect at their trade.
A few years since the Duke of Buocleueh gave him one
thousand guineas for two of them.

As a master of fox-hounds too much cannot well be said
to the honour and praise of Lord Lichfield. As we have
before observed, he set about his task, as a tyro, with all the
vigour of an enthusiast. In his kennel he was assisted by
Woodington,—who came to him from Sir Bellingham
Graham,—esteemed nearly the best kennel huntsman in
England ; and in the field, he was ably whipped-in to by
Roberts, and Jesse, very good men in their places—the
former super-excellent. His Lordship resided during the
hunting season (with the exception of the periods of his
hounds hunting the Dunchurch country) at Atherstone
Hall*, the property of Henry Bracebridge, Esq., and
hunted the country nine seasons. An hereditary gout, how-
ever, extremely severe in its attacks, and such as would
have stopped nine men 