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MOIFAA, WINNER OF THE GRAND NATIONAL, IQO4 '

(Photograph by Clarence Hailey, Ncwmarket)

"The Badminton Magaziné

SPORTSMEN OF MARK
III.~.MR. SPENCER GOLLAN

BY ALFRED E. T. WATSON

FEw men who ever lived have so thoroughly deserved the title of
¢ all-round sportsmen ” as does the subject of the present memoir.
Were it not for the fact that Mr. Spencer Gollan never greatly
distinguished himself as a cricketer it would be difficult to say in
what sport he has not made his mark, and had he taken to this
best of all games, as so many people consider it, there is good
reason to suppose that he would have scored heavily in every
sense of the term. He has won prizes at running, high jumping,
swimming, rowing, sculling, golf, lawn-tennis, boxing, skating,
with gun, rifle, and revolver, riding on the flat, over hurdles and
NO. CXXVI. VOL. xXil.—/anuary 19go6 A
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fences—indeed, whatever he has taken in hand he has done to
admiration. His forbears were amongst the earliest settlers in New
Zealand, where, near Napier, Hawke's Bay, Spencer was born in
1860. In the Colonies everyone rides as a matter of course. The
boy had to go to school on his pony, and so acquired the rudiments
of horsemanship soon after he had learned to walk—at which age
also he learned to swim. His father raced a little, with horses
of his own breeding, and was an excellent shot; a fact which
roused the emulation of the boy, who, when some eight years of
age, was quite an accomplished marksman. He had acquired,
indeed, no small reputation in this line, and a visitor one day pro-

HAWKE'S BAY, NEW ZEALAND
(Photograph by Valentine and Sons, Dundee)

ducing a five-shilling-piece, told the lad that he might have it if he
could hit it in three shots at 50 yards. The youthful Spencer says
that at the time he fancied a five-shilling-piece was *“ most of the
money there was in the world,” and, nerving himself for the effort,
he hit the small target twice. The visitor, who was of Scotch extrac-
tion, somewhat reluctantly yielded up the reward; but Spencer's
father, hearing the story, made the boy surrender his well-earned
prize, which Spencer believes to have been the nearest his father
ever went to injustice. Mr. Gollan, senior, had imported an Arab,
and one of this animal’s sons, Chummy by name, was the first horse
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Spencer ever owned ; and he declares he loved the little creature more
than most bipeds he has met since. Fortunately a photograph of
Chummy is preserved and here given. The horse was full of intelli-
gence, and when put in training soon learnt all that was to be
known about racing. If a handkerchief were held up to do duty
in elementary fashion for a starter’s flag Chummy would watch
it intently, and was off like a rocket the instant it began to fall.
Mr. Gollan has owned innumerable horses since, but his first
favourite has never lost his place in his friend’s affections.

The races on Chummy were unimportant amateur perform-
ances, and the first real race Mr. Spencer Gollan rode was on
Liberty, a mile and a quarter on the flat, at Waipukuran. The
horse, it should be explained, was the property of and nominated by
a young lady. Just outside the distance Liberty seemed to be
holding his own, so much so that the most dangerous of his rivals,
an accomplished horseman, and who oddly enough chanced to be
riding Denbigh, the dam of Moifaa, called out to ask Spencer how
he was going; and, as a matter of fact, he was doing so well that,
notwithstanding his rival's skill and experience, Spencer got the
lady's representative home by a very short head, much tc the
annoyance of the beaten jockey. ‘‘Isuppose you’ll get it,”” he said,
rather discontentedly, ‘“for I see that not only is her father in the
box, but as far as I can make out most of the family as well!"”
Spencer, however, got the race not by reason of family influence,
but because he passed the post first, and on Liberty he won his
next two races.

One would have supposed that anything in the nature of nerves
would be the last thing of which Mr. Spencer Gollan would be con-
scious; but he admits that he used to be nervous sometimes when
going to the post to ride on the flat. Somehow or other, however,
jumping fences seemed to give him confidence, and he declares that
of all sporting sensations which he has enjoyed there is nothing
which approaches riding a grand ’chaser over a big country. His
first mount in a jump race was on what he describes as ‘“a crazy
old horse ” called Dhudeen, and in this event he ¢ finished within
“Coo-ee!’” If the expression does not interpret itself, it may be
explained that the distance just described is that at which the
familiar Colonial cry can be heard; but Dhudeen and his rider
would doubtless have been nearer had they not fallen in landing
over the water—the horse, however, not being allowed to escape.
“In the Colonies,” Mr. Gollan says, “trainers won’t have their
horses loose; a jockey there has to stick to the reins,” which is all
very well as far as it goes; but there are times when, with the best
of all possiblc intentions, jockeys cannot stick to their reins, how-
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ever much, theoretically, they may ‘“have to.” Most people when
they come off a horse, by the way, make their descent over his left
shoulder; on the course at Christchurch, Riccarton, however,
when jockeys come down it is always over the horse’s right shoulder
at one of the fences—doubtless this arises from the angle at which
the obstacle is placed.

When Mr. Spencer Gollan first set up a large stable he won a
number of races, but after a time things went consistently wrong

CHUMMY, THE FIRST HORSE BRED BY MR. SPENCER GOLLAN

with him, so much so indeed that “Gollan's luck” became a by-word.
His best horses all met with an extraordinary variety of accidents.
In the Colonies, as in England, trials do not always come out right;
as a rule, of course, the promising animal fails, but on rare occasions
the reverse happens. Mr. Gollan once had a two-year-old named
Freda, of whom he thought so little that when she came out to run at
Flemington against a good field he did not trouble to watch the race,
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and strolled off to the luncheon-room as the horses were going to the
post. As he was about to begin his meal a lady appeared at the door,
and hastily inquired *Is Mr. Gollan here >—because his horse is win-
ning.” The owner ran out in time to see the finish, and was equally
gratified and surprised when Freda won with considerable ease.
The race did her good ; she came on, and next year was going in
such form that he began to entertain a happy conviction that not
only the Oaks but the Derby also were practically in his pocket.
Just before the first event, however, a cat, which had found its way
into Freda’s box, suddenly jumped down in front of her. She started
in affright, and slipping up fractured her pelvis; ‘ Gollan’s luck”
thus being again conspicuous.

His most famous horse was Tirailleur, a son of Musket and
Florence Macarthy, who was not only the best animal that ever
carried the black, white sleeves, red cap, but over a distance of
ground perhaps the very best horse ever known in Australia. Mr.
Gollan believes, at any rate, that Tirailleur would have beaten
Carbine over three.miles. As a three-year-old he started ten times
and won all ten races, including the Classics—* Gollan’s luck ”
completely swinging round, for the time, though it turned again the
very next year, for Tirailleur, when running in the Melbourne Cup,
which it was thought he could not possibly lose, had the misfortune
to be knocked over, broke his shoulder, and had to be killed. Lord
Hopetoun, then Governor, with characteristic kindness at once
sought out Mr. Gollan to condole with him before congratulating
the winner—a little fact which goes far to explain how it is that a
constant inquiry in the Colonies still is, “ When are we going to
have another Hopetoun? ”

Mr. Spencer Gollan’s favourite jockey was W. Clifford, whom he
declares to be the best he ever saw. He began by worshipping
George Fordham, but, while retaining the fullest admiration for
that wonderful horseman, came to the conclusion that if there were
anything to choose between George Fordham and Clifford the choice
was in favour of the Colonial, who was equally good on the flat and
over jumps. On the same day Clifford won a flat race, carrying
7st. 51b., and a steeplechase with 12 st. 81b. up; but neither he nor
anyone else could make Tirailleur do anything at home. One day
a friend asked if he might have a gallop with the son of Musket
and Florence Macarthy, and was immensely delighted to see his
horse win. Mr. Gollan did not share his enthusiasm, and warned
him that it meant nothing; but the proud owner declared that he
had watched the gallop with the utmost care, was perfectly satisfied
that it must be right, and intended to back his horse accordingly,
notwithstanding all cautions to the contrary. He lost his money
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and it became evident that Mr. Gollan was right in asserting that

Tirailleur had not run up to within many pounds of his form.
Clifford had every requisite a jockey can possess, including

honesty and silence, and he had a quaint way with him which often

left one puzzled as to whether he was serious or joking. The first

steeplechase he ever rode was on a horse called Katerfelto. When

it was time to saddle the owner sought him out to tell him to get

ready, Clifford pretending that he had no recollection of having

promised to ride, and declaring that he could not think of doing

such a thing. The owner presently lost his temper and said he

should have to take the recalcitrant rider before the stewards; to

which Clifford replied that he could not stand being had up, and he

would go to the post,

but he did not like

jumping fences—

hated the idea of it,

in fact, and felt cer-

tain that the horse

would know it and

run out with him.

The result was that

he won easily, and

Mr. Gollan declares

that he has never

seen a rider with

such a thoroughly

unshakable seat. A

horse he was riding MR. SPENCER GOLLAN AS A GOLFER

one day came charg-

ing down at a fence as if he were going to fly it with any amount

to spare, but in the last stride stopped dead and swung round.

Clifford’s head just bobbed slightly forward, but his legs and body

never moved, and if he had had a coin between his knees and the

saddle it would have been inflexibly retained. His hands were

so perfect that the most troublesome animals went kindly with

him. Mr. Gollan owned a particularly awkward two-year-old,

with whom the boys in the stable, and jockeys who rode him

in his races, could do nothing, so given was he to bucking and

playing all kinds of unexpected tricks. Mr. Gollan, having

asked Clifford if he minded riding it, went down to the start to

see the pair arrive and to observe what happened afterwards.

Clifford carrtered up with one foot out of the stirrup, altering

the webbing, and when the owner asked how he was getting on,

replied, * Why, sir, he couldn't go kinder; he's just asking what
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I want him to do! I can't make out how the boys manage to
upset him.”

All Colonials regard England as  home,” and home accordingly
in 1895 Mr. Spencer Gollan came. With him he brought several
horses, including Ebor and Norton, who were sent to Mr. Arthur
Yates's stable at Alresford, and the first time I ever saw Mr. Gollan
was on arriving at Sutton one day, when I found him riding a
schooling gallop on the son of Ascot and Romp over the fences.
Another good one that he imported, an animal indeed of quite
different class, was a big, seventeen-hand horse called Culloden,
who, it is said, ““ could lose Merman.” Culloden was a particularly
nice horse to ride, and would have comported himself admirably in
Rotten Row; but he met with an accident, and never ran in this
country ; nor, I think, did The Possible ever carry silk. The Possible
was by Nordenfeld, Musket’s best son, and on Australian form came
out about eleven pounds in front of Merman. With the horses
came Hickey, a jockey and trainer who did excellent service for his
master, winning many races on Norton and Ebor, though occasion-
ally Mr.- Gollan himself performed on the latter, and in 1897 was
successful in four events over a country. Mr. Gollan is rather
amused at the generally accepted statement that Colonial-bred
horses are slow jumpers. One of those he brought over with him,
Ocean Blue by name, was, he declares, the quickest jumper he ever
saw, and an exceptionally good horse moreover. Pounamu was
another who was naturally expected to do big things, and would
probably have done them had he appeared on English racecourses,
there having been very little to choose between him and Knight of
Rhodes, at this time-.a stable companion, for in course of time
Mr. Gollan left Alresford and took up his residence at Lewes, where
his horses were trained by Escott. Count Potocki, travelling through
England to purchase horses for the Russian Government, heard of
Pounamu, came to see him, and was delighted. “I’'ve journeyed
through the whole of the United Kingdom to find this horse!” he
remarked to Mr. Gollan, and for three thousand guineas it changed
hands. Ocean Blue, it may be added, had a curious und dangerous
trick ; he used to swallow his tongue and choke himself, and as a
horse cannot gallop without wind, this ugly habit was of course
fatal to his success when he put it in practice.

It is naturally with Moifaa that Mr. Gollan’s name is chiefly
associated, seeing that the horse won the National for him, and
passed into the possession of His Majesty the King, though Australian
Star is one of several others that should not be forgotten. Moifaa,
a son of Natator and Denbigh (against which mare, as stated on a
former page, Mr. Gollan won his first flat race), was bought and sent
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to England by Mr. Gollan's brother, and made his first appearance
in this country at Hurst Park in the January of last year, finishing
nowhere to Bobsie. On his second attempt he did a little better—
running third at Sandown for the Mole Handicap Steeplechase, and
at the same place some three weeks afterwards he finished fourth in
a field of eighteen for the Liverpool Trial Chase won by Patlander,
with such useful horses as Drumcree, Deer-slayer, May King,
Napper Tandy, Liberté, Shaun Aboo, and others behind him. The
Liverpool was his next outing, and nothing like confidence was felt—
Mr. Gollan thought what he had was “a good jumper’s chance,” and
it was no doubt his capacity in this

direction that won him the race,

for he gained the best part of two

lengths at every fence, and, nicely

handled by Birch, as Turf history

records, won by eight lengths from

Kirkland, who was giving him three

pounds. He started at the long

odds of 25 to 1, and a few good

judges backed him for the reason

that they had been struck by. the

style in which he went at the three

jumps that come close together

on the Sandown Course. As to

Moifaa’s appearance, his picture

heads this article, and readers may

judge for themselves; but his capa-

city is undeniable. ‘We think

Ireland has horses that can lep,” A PRACTICE SPiN

an enthusiastic Irishman exclaimed

as Moifaa returned to the paddock after the race, “but I never
saw one that could lep like this one!” In the big steeplechase
at Manchester subsequently Moifaa did not greatly distinguish
himself, and has not won since March, 19o4.

When Mr. Gollan was approached by Lord Marcus Beresford
with an offer for the horse nothing was said as to the identity of the
would-be purchaser. Lord Marcus being largely interested in the
purchase and sale of bloodstock, it did not strike Mr. Gollan that
His Majesty was looking for something to replace Ambush II.
Moifaa, however, was sold to the King, and sent to Egerton House,
where one may be very sure that Marsh, an old steeplechase jockey,
who long since knew everything about the game that could possibly
be learnt, devoted his very best attention to his charge. He had
won Two Thousands, Derbies, and Legers for his royal Master, and
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to win a National also would have been a special triumph; but the
big horse had ways of his own which his friends at Epsom—Hickey
and Page, together with his owner—perfectly well understood, and
for some unknown reason he did not seem to get on at Newmarket.
Before the Grand National last year, the King’s jockey, Anthony,
having had a fall which it had been feared would incapacitate him,
George Williamson was engaged to ride, but he had the bad luck to
be severely kicked shortly before the race, and Dollery wore His
Majesty’s colours. Moifaa started first favourite at 4 to 1, which

SEAHORSE 11,

(Photograph by Clarence Hasley, Neiomarket)

shows beyond all doubt that a great many people put faith in his
capacity, though others, including those who knew most about him,
would not have him at any price, and argument ran high as to whether
he was merely a high-blower, a whistler, or an unmitigated roarer.
For the National of 1905 seven-and-twenty horses went to the
post, and no fewer than twenty of them fell or were pulled up,
Moifaa being one that fell. It was thought after the Liverpool race
that the last had been seen of him; but happily this was not the
case, for he came out in the Grand Sefton Steeplechase in November,
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and with 12 st. 51b. on his back finished sixth in a field of sixteen,
the useful five-year-old Hack Watch winning. Although Mr. Gollan
had parted with Moifaa he was not without hopes of securing the
National for the second time with Seahorse II., an imported son of
Nelson and Moonga. Seahorse I1. had 10st. 71b. to carry, Moifaa
11 st. 12 1b., and at the weights Mr. Gollan fancied that the chestnut
would have the best of the brown ; but in the National all sorts of
things happen. A loose horse ran across Seahorse as he was coming
to a fence, interfering with him so seriously that his chance was
completely destroyed; and O’Brien, seeing that perseverance was

THE ROW FROM OXFORD

hopeless, pulled him up; but Seahorse lives to fight another day,
and is likely yet to do something to justify his importation.

To describe Mr. Spencer Gollan’s successful achievements in
other branches of sport would far exceed the limits at command,
but something must be written about the famous row from Oxford
to London. Some years ago, before locks had been erected, and
when consequently the frequent delays on the river, now inevitable,
did not take place, half a dozen enthusiastic Guardsmen had done
the journey in sixteen hours, and it occurred to Mr. Gollan to see
whether, in spite of the locks, this record could not be reduced; so
he pressed into service two professional scullers—Towns and
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Sullivan, both good men—and set to work to try. Towns Mr. Gollan
tersely describes as ‘‘the man to put money on,” for one of the few
things he does not know about sculling is when he is bteaten. On
one occasion his boat split in the course of a race and gradually
filled with water, Towns continuing to struggle on against the
almost impossible handicap. After a certain amount of practice
the trio started with three pairs of sculls, and Mr. Gollan accom-
plished what he describes as the hardest day’s work he ever did in
his life. Sullivan was so far from fit that he actually lost 16 Ib. on
the journey, but though slightly delirious fifteen miles from home
finished well. The three struggled on, and, including the tedious
waits, finally reached their destination in 13 hours 55 min.

Mr. Gollan is so much occupied with practical affairs that he
has little time to write, which is the greater pity as-he possesses a
very happy knack of narrative. I cannot resist reproducing here an
extract from a letter he kindly wrote me some time since, though I
have previously published it in other pages. He was telling me
about the famous son of Musket who did such great things in
Australia, and whose sons and daughters have distinguished them-
selves in this country. ¢ Carbine,” he writes, “ whom I knew well,
was a wag. He started racing life in the training stable of his
owner, Dan O’'Brien, of Riccarton, New Zealand; O’Brien bought
him at the annual yearling sale at Sylvia Park, near Auckland.
Breaking came easy to the good-natured colt, but his laziness was
abnormal, and he had almost to be dragged. When his first two-
year-old race came, O’Brien was absent in the North, and the head
lad had charge. The lad’s telegram to the owner was as follows:
‘Colt left at the post. Won a head.” The next day Carbine was given
another spin, the wire this time reading: ‘Colt left again. Won
easily.” As a three-year-old Carbine migrated to Australia, where he
won most of the good things, and incidentally all hearts. To watch
him go to the post was worth a sovereign at least. ‘Old Jack’ could
see no good in a preliminary pipe-opener, so stuck up in a passive-
resister kind of way and waited for his trainer to arrive and threaten
him with the stock whip—it was only a threat, and the horse knew
it ; still, he jogged on another hundred yards to repeat the scene.
Sometimes his trainer, Walter Hickinbotham, would chase him
with a willow branch; in wet weather an umbrella suddenly opened
provided the incentive. In any case the old chap had his fun and
got his cheer. But when he turned to race, what a change! Cool
and resolute, fast and a stayer, six furlongs or three miles, good
going or in the deep, no excuses had to be made for the champion.
And when the great Finis crowned the Opus, winning the Melbourne
Cup with 10st. 5lb.,, two miles in the fastest time on record—
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how they rose at him! Folks don't cheer here, but they do in
Melbourne.”

To talk to Mr. Spencer Gollan, and observe his placid, self-
possessed, courteous manner, with a quiet vein of humour at
intervals marking his utterances, one would not feel inclined to
suspect that he was so essentially a man of action; but one must
be extraordinarily good at any of the numerous games he plays in
order to have anything distantly approaching a chance with him.
He would be a very bad man to fight and certain to catch you if
you ran away. If the Colonies contain many such sportsmen, the
Old Country has reason to be proud of its offspring.



THE HOLKHAM PARTRIDGE WEEK
1905

BY MAJOR ARTHUR ACLAND-HOOD

THE shooting season which is now drawing to a close has, generally
speaking, proved the best for partridges since the bumper years
of 1885 and 1887, and at Holkham Lord Leicester’s friends enjoyed
the best week ever known, a short account of which and the methods
employed to obtain these good results may be of interest to the
readers of the Badminton Magazine.

Holkham has been celebrated for the excellence of its shooting
ever since the middle of the eighteenth century, but the present
Lord Leicester, who is a past master of all branches of the art, has
perhaps done more than any of his predecessors to add to its fame,
and we were all very glad indeed to see him well enough to come
out and superintend the operations this year from his pony-cart.

With regard to partridges this is an ideal estate, as the extent
is great, the soil not too light, i.e. good barley land; it is highly
farmed; the fences are good, and, generally speaking, fairly high;
vermin are well kept under, and rabbits are not tolerated; a very
good breeding stock is left on each beat; there are practically no
foxes (as it is not a hunting country).

A great many owners and lessees of shootings have obtained
very big bags by a good deal of artificial help, and it is in this that
Holkham differs from the majority of partridge estates; no artificial
aid has ever been given either in the way of hand-rearing, Hun-
garian eggs or birds turned down, “remises,” or even artificial
shelters for the guns to stand behind, specially planted crops, etc.;
and as the partridges are never driven until November, and on some
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occasions later, they are full-grown, well-feathered, and strong on
the wing ; in fact, it is a genuine wild shoot of the best d escription.

The ground carries a lot of hares and many wild pheasants;
these would be a nuisance when driving, so Lord Coke goes over the
ground in October accompanied by a large party of the tenants for
the purpose of killing down the hares before they have done damage
to the root crops, and also shooting every pheasant that is unwise
enough to breed outside the park wall.

This hare-shooting has several advantages, as, independently of
the benefit to the farmers and their enjoyment, it shows what sort of

THE CANADA GEESE, HOLKHAM LAKE

stock of partridges there is on each beat, and also exhibits the
natural flight of the coveys when disturbed. On the Warham beat
this year 314 hares were killed in one day in this way early in October ;
if those hares had been left till November, what a lot of damage they
would have done to the tenants’ root crops, and what a nuisance
they would have proved on the big days’ partridge-driving!

Independently of the ‘“ driving ” ground proper, there are several
outside beats on which ¢ walking up” and * half-mooning " 1S prac-
tised throughout the latter end of September and October; by this
means I,500 brace were accounted for in 1905.
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The driving beats, four in number, are known as Warham,
Quarles and Egmere, Wighton, and Branthill and Crabbe; each
beat consists of about 2,000 acres of highly-farmed land. Joyce,
the head keeper, besides having a pheasant beat in the park, is
responsible for Branthill and Crabbe; he has under him a vermin-
killer.

Symons is a partridge keeper pure and simple, and he looks
after Warham and Wighton, well over 4,000 acres of land; I saw
scarcely any work of rats or vermin, not a rabbit, and the efficient
way he supervises his great stretch of country can be judged by the
bags obtained off it. I may add that he is a bit of a pessimist by
nature, and will seldom allow that he has any great number of birds
on his beat, so that this year when he admitted that he had *some "
we expected to sec something out of the common, and we did.

Quarles and Egmere is looked after by Baker, who also has
Waterloo and Crabbe. There are four keepers with three under-
men in the park; two keepers entirely for partridges outside the
park.

From the above it will be seen that the Holkham keepers have
plenty to do, and the fact that they never change goes to show that
they like their work and are comfortable and happy.

As the driving does not take place till November the country is
of course bare; there are hardly any roots, the birds are very strong,
and so the drives must be long in order to bring in the country
properly. The fields are large, averaging over thirty acres; the plan
generally adopted is to begin with one or two down-wind drives
towards a general centre, and then to work the whole beat as much
as possible towards that centre throughout the day. The drivers
are all employés of the estate and thoroughly know their business,
they are good walkers and make no noise.

It is too dark to shoot after 4.30 p.m. as a rule on a November
day, so the start is early, the first shot being fired shortly after
ga.m. by the day (9.30 Holkham time, as the clocks are kept half
an hour fast). By this means about twenty long drives are included
in the day. As there are no heaths or bracken, and hardly any
roots, it is rare for any one gun to get a very heavy drive such as
is obtained elsewhere from heaths or remises, but the birds scatter
more and there is plenty of shooting all along the line. The birds
are much packed, and very often these packs do not get broken up
by the last drive. But however many birds may break out and
escape, the ground is never shot over a second time; by this means
a very good “‘unpricked ” stock is certain to be left, and year after
year good bags are obtained. So much for the advantages of
leaving a good stock. '
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I will now try to give a short account of the big day at
Warham. It was a beautiful morning with a light south wind, and
as Symons had reported that he had some birds, we expected a more
than ordinarily good day. The party consisted of Prince Frederick
Dhuleep Singh, Lord Coke, Colonel Coke, Colonel Custance, Major
C. Willoughby, Mr. W. Forbes, Mr. W. Barry, and the writer;
there was no weak spot through which birds might escape.

At Holkham everyone makes up his own lunch and puts it into
a little bag; only bread, cheese, beer, whisky, and soda, etc., are
sent out, and we always lunch in the open under a stack or hedge;
it is by no means considered the principal function of the day,
although plenty of time is allowed for it.

WILD DUCK FLIGHTING FROM HOLKHAM LAKE TO THE OBELISK WOOD IN
SEARCH OF ACORNS

A three-mile run in a motor brought us to the meeting-place,
we had soon taken our places for the first drive, down-wind,
and the beaters were seen bringing in a very big bit of country. It
was interesting to watch a covey get up far away, pick up one or two
more as it came along, and then pitch in a small piece of thin roots
some 250 yards in front of the guns. Hardly had they done so
when another lot coming over the field disturbed those that had just
pitched, and they and many other coveys, making a noise like
thunder, came swishing down on the right-hand guns, a most nerve-
trying ordeal to go through for a start. A very large pack broke
out to the left of the guns without coming within shot, then a few
coveys dashed over, and the drive was finished—not a very prolific
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one, as they came over so packed and many crossed out of shot.
Still, they had all gone in the right direction, either into the third
drive, or else away across a narrow grass valley and to the North
Point, a strip of arable land which runs out into the sea, the piéce
de résistance of this beat, as any coveys that go there are pretty well
bound to come back to their own home again.

Directly we had picked up our birds from the first drive we
moved on to the second stand, almost at right angles; here the
second lot of drivers brought in some stubbles and fallows over a
thick double hedge. One big pack broke out to the right and
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total for each drive is obtained, a list of which accompanies this
description.

The next drive was to be from the North Point, and on look-
ing at it it was difficult to believe that a good result could be obtained
from those bare stubbles and fallows. There was one root field
away to the right, but that was not included in this drive; all the
birds were brought over from a huge fallow field. We had hardly got
to our places when the horn was blown, and the first birds appeared
over a mice high hedge, with trees here and there. At the beginning,
a few birds disturbed by the right flankers came over the left-hand
guns, then there was a sound like the surf breaking on the beach
after a storm at sea, and an enormous pack dashed over the centre
guns, some of them breaking off and swinging right down the
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line and then back over the drivers’ heads, away to the salt marshes
on the edge of the sea, to remain there in safety for the rest of the
day. Those who were favoured with the attentions of the big lots
found that turning round to shoot birds which had passed was
even more fatal than usual, as the very bright sun completely
blinded one.

This was a model specimen of a partridge drive; every gun had
plenty of shooting, the birds were much packed, and twisted and
turned in every direction; 168 was the number picked up. Lord
Leicester arrived in his pony carriage just as the drive began,
and took the keenest interest in the proceedings, Lady Leicester

telling him the results of our efforts. The plan of operations now
B2
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was to drive backwards and forwards across the strip of marsh land
running between the North Point and the rest of the beat, there
being two separate drives off each end of the North Point; this
gave time for the birds to collect, fresh ground being brought in
from the flanks now and then. Lunch came fairly early, at about
a quarter to one, and by that time rather over four hundred brace
had been picked up. After lunch so many birds had broken back
on to the ground that we started on in the morning that it was
decided to go back there and bring them in again; this entailed
half an hour’s quick walking, but the result was worth it, as when
the first drive of the day was repeated there appeared to be almost
as many birds as before; these were brought into the main ground,
and half a dozen more drives to and from the North Point were
successfully brought off. The last drive of all took place just after
the sun had gone down and the light was beginning to fail ; but the
partridges, still fresh and a good deal packed, played the game
splendidly right up to the finish. The rough total of each drive was
as follows: 47, 46, 79, 168, 88, 102, 74, 132, 41, 112, 71, 136, 42, 27,
111, 66, 37, 92, 80, 45 = 1,596 ; besides this, about forty dead and
wounded birds were either picked up by the retrievers or found by
the drivers and keepers when moving between the drives; and on the
following day Symons and a few men with retrievers searched the
hedges carefully for dead and wounded, and brought the total up
to 1,671 partridges. He reported a splendid stock still left on the
ground to provide another first-rate day next season.

The second day’s beat was over Quarles and Egmere. There
were a nice lot of birds on the higher end of the beat, but we could
not do much with them in the morning—we had twenty-two drives
on this day, and the total came to 515 brace, the best drives being
58, 61, 52, 83, 80, 67, 89, 51, 48, and 57.

The third day, on the Wighton beat, an enormous lot of birds
broke out to the right of the guns during the first drive, and as they
went on to the next day’s beat we saw no more of them at the
time. This pack consisted of about four hundred birds; and they
must have been joined by many hundreds more during the day, as
they kept breaking over that particular hedge, and it was hoped that
they would assist us on the morrow, so were left undisturbed. In
spite of this we had most excellent sport, getting 647 brace, in-
cluding the pick-up. The drives, twenty, were as follows: 34, 95,
08, 71, 72, 39, 3%, 37, 90, 115, 80, 70, 43, 62, 37, 63, 07, 49, 44,
and 63.

The last day was over Joyce's beat, Branthill and Crabbe. On
this ground it happens that there arc very few stubbles this
.year, and there were not so many partridges as on the other
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beats; however, we hoped to bring in the large packs that had
escaped us on the previous day. These hopes were disappointed, as
we had the mortification to see the whole pack get up and go
straight back in the beaters’ faces, and rising high in the air they
flew two miles down wind and were lost. Joyce and Lord Coke
took this very philosophically, as they said, ‘“ What a grand
breeding-stock they will make for next season!” Owing to this
disaster the bag was considerably lighter than it would have been,
and we got only the comparatively light one, for Holkham, of
377 brace!

Thus ended the best week’s partridge-driving ever known in
this country. No special effort was made to obtain a record, but it
came all the same; and not the least enjoyable part of it was to
note the evident delight of Lord Leicester at the successful outcome
of his plans, which also reflect the greatest credit on his keepers,
drivers, and flankers.

[The photographs which accompany this article, which have been taken by
Mr. Davidson, a resident on the estate, show a glimpse of another phase of sport to be
enjoyed here. The lake, which lies close to the house, is the winter headquarters of
thousands of duck, teal, widgeon, and rare sea birds of every description. There is
also a large flock of Canada geese, who fly about all over the country, but never mix
themselves with the genuine wild geese (Pinkfoot and Bean geese), enormous flocks of
which inhabit the marshes by day, and feed on the uplands by night. In hard weather
the wild ducks on the big lake may be seen making their way to the Obelisk and other
woods to feed on the ilex acorns, of which they are very fond. They afford most
excellent flighting on these occasions; on one morning some three or four years ago
four guns brought in ninety-five wild duck at breakfast time! A real good morning.]

e
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A TYPICAL IRISH ‘' GATE"'
(Photograph by Miss L. E. Bland)

HUNTING IN IRELAND

BY MAJOR ARTHUR HUGHES-ONSLOW

EvEN the most unobservant of Englishmen on going to Ireland
must be struck with the great difference between that country and
his home. The longer he remains across the Irish Channel the
greater will that difference appear, and this is certainly no less
remarkable in the hunting field than in other spheres of life.

Probably the first thing that the stranger will notice is the
entire absence of gates. The ordinary English wooden gate is
unknown; there are a few iron gates which are generally fastened
up with a chain or rope, and are quite unopenable on horseback;
but the entrances to most fields are blocked up with loosely-built
stone walls, called ‘‘ stone gaps,” or with ploughs, old donkey carts,
logs of trees, or any kind of rubbish which will keep in the cattle,
and can be opened up with more or less ease when the stock have
to be shifted to other pastures.

Consequently, to hunt in Ireland, fences, and lots of them,
must be jumped. No matter how slowly hounds are running, and
often when only going to draw a covert, it is a case of jumping
in and out of every field. This has an undoubted effect in reducing
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the numbers of those who hunt, for directly a man begins to lose
his nerve and dislike jumping he must give up hunting, as he can
never leave the road, and the roads in Ireland are shockingly bad
riding. They are covered with loose stones and have no grass
sidings.

It is not much use for the funker to wait till a lot of people
have jumped the fence before him; they will not knock down the
bank and ditch as they do a thorn fence in England; even if they
do “ soften "’ the bank a little the ditch remains, and if a bank is
at all rotten it is made worse instead of better by people jumping
over it. An Irish field are well aware of these facts, and few if any

OVER A BANK

(Photograph by Miss L. E, Bland)

go out who do not mean to have a cut at every obstacle that comes
in their way.

Another result of the absence of openable gates is that hardly
any Irishmen carry hunting whips—a cutting whip called a ““cut-
lash” in the south, or an ash-plant often rammed into the long
boot, being the substitute. When an Irishman says that he * with-
drew” he does not mean that he retired, but that he pulled his
ash-plant out of his boot. This reminds me of an old horse-dealing
yarn which I used to hear told of Lord Spencer when he was Lord
Lieutenant :

““Can he jump ? " asked his lordship of a farmer who wanted
to sell him a horse.
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“Is it lep, yer honner? " returned the would-be seller. *‘Me
son was riding him with the Ward's last Saturday when he came
to a fince that was absholutely onpractacable. With that he withdrew,
and poshitively hurrled him at it, and the little harse cleared it by
the dirt of your Excellancy’s thumbnail ! "—at the same time hold-
ing up a grimy thumb with the deepest of black edges.

As hunting-whips are so seldom carried, dogs who like to bark
at horses are extraordinarily bold and aggressive. I scored pro-
perly off one of these soon after I went to Limerick. I was jogging
along to the meet, and a man on a young horse was about two
hundred yards in front of me. As he passed a cottage out rushed a
mongrel sheep-dog straight at the horse's fore-legs, barking
furiously, and nearly frightened him over the bank. Then the
brute nipped back into the cottage and waited to play the same
game on me ; but I was ready for him, and let him have it with
all my heart, the lash curled fairly round him, and with a howl of
rage and pain he fled to his den. He never forgot it, and used to
growl surlily whenever I passed that way, but he never rushed out
at me again.

The fences also are very different from those in the great
majority of English hunting countries, and require exactly opposite
treatment. In England the general rule is to go steady when the
ditch is on the near side of the fence, and to put the pace on when
it is on the far side; with a bank-and-ditch in Ireland it is just the
reverse. You can safely go a good pace when the ditch is towards
you, but you must steady if it is on the landing side; if you don’t
it is good odds that your horse will not change his feet properly
on the bank, and that you will be landed in the ditch.

If the fence be a double—that is to say, has a ditch on each side
—the bank is sure to be broad enough to enable a horse to change
properly when going at a fair pace. The worst sort of fence is a
high narrow bank with a ditch on the far side.

Falls are certainly more numerous in Ireland than in England,
both on account of the number of fences jumped and their trappy
and intricate character; for in Ireland it is quite as fatal to jump
too big as not to jump big enough. When a horse jumps a bank
without touching it he is said to *“overall " it, and if there be any-
thing of a ditch on the far side it is long odds on his getting a fall.
On the other hand, when a horse falls in Ireland he is let down
fairly gently, and is not turned clean head over heels as he is by a
stout bit of timber or strong binder in England.

The great majority of Irishmen undoubtedly hunt to ride, and
right hard they do it. Their horsemanship is of a rough-and-ready
type, more vigorous than graceful—due, I think, to the almost
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universal use of the snaffle bridle, which with nine horses out of ten
renders the niceties of horsemanship impossible. A south of Ireland
stud-groom whose master’s horse I was going to ride once said to
me, * Take a dangerous tight howlt of her head, Captain, and knock
hell’s blazes out of the finces!” thus neatly describing the style of
riding which he admired. There are of course many first-class
horsemen in Ireland to whom the above remarks in no way apply.
The country folk, especially in the south, are very keen about the
sport, and little work is done when the hounds are about; the
natives collect in crowds at a favourite covert, and their yells and
shouts when the fox breaks are something to remember. It is a bad

CHANGING ON A TRAPPY FENCE
(Photograph by Miss L. E. Bland)

sign when there are none of them about a covert, for it means that
there is not much chance of a fox.

Nearly all Irish packs are hunted by amateurs. At the present
time the Meath, Kildare, Kilkenny, Duhallow, Tipperary, Limerick,
and Galway, among others, are hunted by their Masters, and it is
only a year or two ago that Mr. Robert Watson gave up the Carlow,
having hunted them for over fifty years—surely a grand performance.

Curiously enough, most of the hunt servants are Englishmen,
and with the exception of Jim Brindley of the Ward Union Stag-
hounds I have never hunted with an Irish professional huntsman.
Champion and F. Goodall, the last two professionals in Kildare, were
both English, as was Gosden with the Duhallow.
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A considerable stir was caused in the English hunting world by
the introduction of * capping ” in some hunts two seasons ago. It
has been the custom in Ireland from time immemorial. The usual
““cap” is 2s5. 6d. with Foxhounds and 1s. with Harriers, and all pay
whether subscribers or not; in Kildare a subscriber can compound
his cap for an extra £5.

In the matter of scent I think Ireland holds the advantage.
There may not be any more brilliant scenting days, when the
hounds seem tied to their fox, than there are in England, but I am
sure there are far fewer really bad ones, in fact there are very few
days without a fair scent.

It is generally held that a horse can carry a stone more weight
in Ireland than he can in England, and I think this is a fair esti-
mate; a bank takes less effort to jump than a fly-fence, and the
going is generally good, for it is all grass, and there is no ridge and
furrow, consequently heavy-weights get on very well ; in addition to
which there is no heavy cart blood in Ireland, so the big man is not
likely to be riding a horse whose dam spent most of her life hauling
coals or between the shafts of a brewer’s dray. All the farm work
is done by light mares or geldings, and until the ever-to-be-regretted
introduction of the hackney a few years ago by a sadly mistaken
Congested District Board enthusiast it was difficult to buy any-
thing but a well-bred one. The alleged pedigree might not be
strictly accurate; horses were not all by Ascetic and some other
famous sires as usually alleged, but the hard fact remained that any
colt bred in Ireland was the offspring of a thoroughbred horse and
a mare full of good blood, and I believe this is still the case with
the vast majority of Irish-bred horses.

The observant stranger will notice that there are scarcely any
second horsemen. The Irish foxhunter can seldom afford such a
luxury, which fact undoubtedly makes for sport, as numbers of
foxes are headed and runs spoilt by the crowds of second horsemen
that are found in all fashionable English countries.

One of the most notable features of the Irish countries that I
know—namely, Meath, Kildare, Kilkenny, Tipperary, Limerick, Du-
hallow, and the packs about Cork—is the absence of woodlands.
Nearly all the coverts are gorse, either artificial or growing wild on
hillsides or bogs; and I believe this is also the case in the countries
which I do not know. Cub-hunting is rendered very difficult by this
want of woodlands. Some of these gorses are very big and very
thick, and I have had some weary waits while a fox was skulking
about in their fastnesses and refusing to face the open. Many of
these gorses are in the most exposed situations on bleak hillsides
where no shelter can be got; of one “Cryhelp” in the Kildare
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country I have most uncomfortable recollections, as it nearly always
blew a gale and rained in torrents when we drew it.

I saw a curious incident at ‘ Maine ” covert in Limerick. It
is a large gorse, and outside the covert proper there is a lot of
wild gorse growing on the hillside. We had been trying for an hour
or more to force a skulking fox to leave it, but the most we could do
was to hustle him out of the covert into the wild gorse and back
again. Presently I saw him coming along the ditch just outside the
covert ; he caught sight of me and clapped down where a bush hung
over the ditch about ten yards from where I was. At the same time
a hound walked along the ditch straight to meet him, and I awaited

-

‘* WELL IN '—THE RESULT OF NOT CHANGING PROPERLY ON THE BANK

events. When they were about two yards apart the fox showed
all his teeth and snarled viciously. The hound didn’t like the look
of him at all, but he couldn’t turn and bolt, for he knew that I was
looking. So he just jumped over the fox as if he had been a log,
and marched on down the ditch with his head and stern up, pretending
he had never seen anything. He might have been a coward, but
he was no fool, and was not going to give himself away if he could
help it. As soon as he was gone the fox nipped over the bank
into the covert again.

There are not many hounds in any pack who will single-handed
tackle a fox face to face. Most of them much prefer to have a grab
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at his brush when his head and shoulders are the other side of the
hole in the fence. A terrier has twice the fight in him that a fox-
hound has, and I think this is due to the fact that all fighting in
kennel has to be stopped at once, so that the foxhound gets no
practice; whereas a terrier running about has many a little scrap to
keep his hand in.

All the countries I have just mentioned are grand to ride over.
Limerick is the one I like the best. The going is good, the
country is nicely undulating, which I much prefer to a dead flat;
the coverts are good and well placed, the fences very varied but
well within the powers of a good horse, and the great majority
can be jumped almost anywhere. From many of the best coverts
it does not matter a bit which way the fox goes, as there are miles
and miles of lovely country in all directions. The town of Limerick
is quite on the outside of the hunting country, which lies to the
south and west of it with Croom as the best centre. The majority
of the fences are fair-sized banks with a ditch on one side or the
other; there are also some stone walls and doubles. The banks are
sound and firm and have little thorn or gorse growing on them, very
different from some parts of Meath and Kildare, where the great
bullfinches growing on top of the banks make them quite unjump-
able.

In one district of the county about Askeaton there is nothing
but stone walls, loosely built, and some enormously thick, up to
eight feet in breadth. The land at one time must have been covered
with stones, which have been built up into walls to clear it. The
average height of these walls is about four feet, and the enclosures
are small. It is a most difficult bit of country to live with hounds
in, for it carries an excellent scent and hounds fairly race over it,
spurting at the walls and jumping on and off them without a
second’s delay, whereas a horse must be steadied and made to jump
them clean, or to double on the broad ones. If he be allowed to
gallop over them he may not fall, but he is certain to cut himself
badly, for they are as sharp as razors, and the slightest touch means
a nasty gash. If the enclosures were bigger it would be easy enough,
but with the small fields and high walls it is almost impossible to
keep up with hounds in a quick thing, and I have repeatedly seen
them run right away from everybody.

I have enjoyed very fine sport in Limerick, including some of
the best gallops of my life. On turning to my diary I see under the
heading January 22, 1894, “ Met at Athlacca. A disappointing
morning, followed by the best hunt I have ever seen. Found in
some wild gorse on Hartigan’s farm, close to the Muigue, and ran at
a tremendous pace to Lisdouan and straight through the covert and
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on to Garryfine, where he got to ground. Distance g miles, time
45 min., all over splendid grass land and without a single check.”

In the eleven years which have passed since then I have known
nothing better. Hounds got away on capital terms with their fox,
and ran at a tremendous pace all through. Wedid not come across
a single fence which a good horse could not jump, and the going
was the very best. A friend who got a fall about half-way through
told me he rode the last three miles by seeing men standing beside
their pumped-out horses in every field. The gallant fox got to
ground in the main earths in Garryfine gorse, about 150 yards in

THE QUEEN'S COUNTY AND CASTLECOMER HOUNDS ‘‘ MOVING OFF '’
(Photograph by Mr. J. P. Tyrrell)

front of the leading hounds. He was none the worse, for we found
him again on February 19, when he again gave us a very fine
run by Croom gorse to Ballynahoun at top speed, then at a steadier
pace past Killiney to Kilmacow cross-roads, where hounds had to be
stopped as it was quite dark.

The Duhallow and Tipperary countries, which lie south and east
of the Limerick, are also splendid riding ; the former, however, is not
quite such good going as the other two, and becomes heavy in wet

weather. In Tipperary some enormous banksare to be found, some
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with ditches on one or both sides and some without. How and why
these huge fortifications have been erected is a puzzle to me, and I
never got much fun out of jumping them. You have to go at them
slowly, jump half way up, and then reach the top by a second effort.
Some horses will jump boldly from the top, some will come down
in two, and others, if there is no ditch, will walk down them.

Fethard is the best centre for Tipperary, and you can hunt
seven days a week there with fox and hare, for there is a Sunday
pack which goes out regularly after Mass. These Sunday packs
exist in many places. The hounds are a somewhat scratch lot,
composed of foxhounds, harriers (including the old Irish black-and-
tan hound), beagles, and terriers of all sorts, but they afford their
followers a deal of *divarshun.” When the troubles were bad in
Limerick about twenty years ago, and the county hounds were
stopped, a local car driver, a great character, hunted the country
with a pack of this description. He used to keep them in a stable
by day and turn them out into the streets to pick up their living at
night.

The United, the South Union, and the Muskerry hunt the
country round Cork. It is a hilly district, and most of the banks
are stone-faced, and without ditches. On account of the great
amount of wild gorse growing on the hillsides it is often difficult to
find a fox, for they are not over-plentiful, and there are so many
places where they may be lying. Hounds get very tired of drawing
acre after acre of this impenetrable covert.

For many years the cavalry regiment quartered at Ballincollig
used to hunt the Muskerry Hounds. When my regiment, the
1oth Hussars, was there, Lord William Bentinck was Master and
huntsman, and first rate in both capacities. We had some capital
hunts, but were somewhat short of foxes, and if it had not been for
one old customer who never failed us, I do not know what we should
have done in the Monday country. It would have been a fearful
calamity if we had caught him! I hear people grumbling some-
times and saying we have too many foxes in Leicestershire. I wish
they had had some of the long draws and blank days I have had to
put up with; and it is by no means my experience that foxes run
any better where they are scarce than where they are plentiful.
Kildare is a rather curious country, for one end is utterly different
from the other. The north end is a flat galloping bank-and-ditch
country, while the south is cramped and hilly, with high dry banks;
a range of mountains runs all along the east boundary, and the Bog
of Allen lies to the west. A fox found towards the east is very apt
to run up the mountains, and hounds have frequently had great
hunts all to themselves among the grouse, the heather, and the
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rocks. There are several big bogs in the country, but luckily foxes
do not like crossing them, and seldom do so; worse obstacles are
the domain walls, of which there are a great number. Most gentle-
men’s places in Ireland are surrounded by a wall about 10ft. high.
The fox has several places where he can get over, often by the help
of the ivy which grows freely on them, but the hounds cannot follow
him, and much time is lost in taking them round by the nearest
gate. These walls spoil many a run and save many a fox's life.
At Jenkinstown, in Kilkenny, the foxes often used to lie on the ivy-
covered wall, which is broad as well as high.

I had two excellent seasons in Kildare. Colonel R. St. Leger

QUEEN'S COUNTY AND CASTLECOMER HOUNDS—CALLING HOUNDS OUT OF COVERT
(Photograph by Mr. J. P. Tyrrell)

Moore was Master, and Goodall huntsman, the best of the sport
being in the north end, from Cooltrim, Laragh, and Betoghstown,
and in the district round Punchestown and Edestown, all of which
is a capital country to ride over, but requires a really good hunter.
I have no hesitation in saying that if a horse can go well in Kildare,
he will not be found wanting in any country, English or Irish.

A great friend sends me the following note: ‘“ The Laragh run,
November 26, 1859.—This is popularly accepted as the record run of
the Kildare Hounds, as well it might be, considering the country run
over (probably unsurpassed in the three kingdoms), the distance, the
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straightness, and the finish. The Master, Lord Naas, had a sprained
thigh, and was driving in a gig; he drew the covert with only a
couple or two of hounds, in order to avoid the chance of chopping
some turned-down cubs. A fox went away at once and crossed the
canal into the Meath country, from which it is probable he had been
hunted the day before. The field picked up hounds at Colinstown,
a Meath covert; two foxes went away, but Stephen Goodall, the
huntsman, refused to hunt them. Shortly afterwards the hunted
fox broke, and the best part of the run began. He went by Kilcarty
covert to Grange, by which time most of the field were settled, and
from there to a small spinney at Swainstown, where they killed him
—18 miles in 1 hr. 40 min. over a perfect line of country.”

But we need not go to such ancient history for records of good
runs. At the opening meet on November 6, 1883, hounds found
in Kerdiffstown and killed their fox in the outskirts of Dublin, more
than a twelve-mile point without touching a single covert; while
in October 1899, Colonel de Robeck being Master, and Fred
Champion huntsman, they found in a bit of wild bog just outside
Narraghmore Wood, and killed him under the walls of Newbridge
Barracks, a point of ten miles.

As an instance of what hounds will do entirely on their own,
I give an account of a run in Colonel R. St. Leger Moore’s time :
‘ January 23, 189o.—I7ound in Copclands and crossed the Carrigower
brook, then over the left shoulder of Church Mountain, where the
ground became quite impassable for horses, being very rough and
thickly covered with snow. Hounds ran on by themselves, and
eventually killed their fox at Humewood Cottages, a nine-mile point,
but Heaven knows how far the hounds ran over the snow-clad
mountains. Time from start to finish three-and-half hours, for two
hours of which no one was near them. Goodall got up soon after
they had killed and saved the mask.”

Meath is a fine country, renowned for the tremendous breadth
and depth of its ditches, especially on the Dublin side. Many of
them are eight feet deep and \/-shaped, so that if a horse gets in he
takes a lot of getting out, the services of the ‘“ wreckers " with their
ropes and spades, and the expenditure of a sovereign, being generally
required.

There is a grand stretch of country round Fairyhouse, and I
have had many a good gallop over it with the Ward Union Stag-
hounds. They try to make the sport as natural as possible, and the
deer is not uncarted in full view of the field, as is the custom in
England. He is turned out a mile or more from the place of meet-
ing, quite quietly, and without being yelled and ridden at by excited
and ignorant crowds of foot and horse. The hounds are then
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trotted up and laid on as they are to the wild stag after the tufters
have been stopped.

I remember one very pretty hunt. It was late in March, and
the weather was hot and dry. When hounds were laid on thescent
was very bad, and they could only pick out the line quite slowly for
a mile or two. The stag had, however, waited for us in the cool
waters of a little pond under some willows. When hounds got close
to him he jumped up, gave himself a shake, and away he went with
hounds hard at his heels. He gave us a grand gallop of some six
miles over a lovely country till he found refuge in another pond,
where he was safely taken.

Kilkenny I don’t know well, but it seems to me to be a grand

OVER A BIG TIPPERARY DOUBLE
(Photograph by Miss L. E. Bland)

galloping country ; the fences, perhaps, are not so formidable as in
some of the other countries which I have mentioned, but as it is
hilly and carries a good scent, a fast horse and a stout one are
most necessary.

An old friend and a good judge sends me his opinion of Kilkenny
as follows :—

1. Wonderfully good scenting country, and nearly all grass.

2. Every conceivable variety of Irish fence.

3. Ample scope for six days a week. (It has been hunted nine.)

4. Very getoverable, and practically no wire.
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He winds up by saying that it is the finest country on earth.
He also sends me the following reply by a horse-coping farmer to an
inquiry as to whether he had a good horse for sale :—* No, Meejor,
I've no very good horse by me now, but I had the right one last year;
but, Meejor, he was that lazy that you’d no sooner got over one
lep than you had to get out the ashplant to prepare him for the next.
He took a deal of nourishment.”

Such is a very imperfect sketch of some of the best hunting
countries of Ireland, and there are others very good—Galway, Ros-
common, etc., in which I have never hunted, besides large tracts
which are at present not hunted for want of a little money to make
coverts, etc. It seems to me that this great national asset is not
put to the use it might be. England is growing more crowded every
year, towns, mines, railways, etc., are ever on the increase, and in
the South of England the shooting interest is making itself very
seriously felt. In Ireland there is room for all and to spare, and
much English gold would be brought into the country through the
dcvelopment of fox-hunting. Ireland is essentially the country for
a man of moderate means, for a fiver goes a good deal further there
than it does in England.

The one ““ crab” to the country is the political situation and the
trouble caused thereby. Hunting was never stopped in Ireland be-
cause the people disliked it; on the contrary, they love it and all to
do with it. But with a view to putting the screw on the landlords,
agents, etc., the wirepullers have often forced the country folk to stop
the hounds. There are lots of nice placesin some of the best hunting
districts in the South and West which could be had for next to
nothing, but what Englishman will take them so long as there is
any fear of hunting being stopped ?

There has been very little intcrference during the last ten or
twelve years, but rumours and alarms have been by no means un-
common, and they are quite suflicient to scare away an intending
visitor. That the majority of the people, even in the South, want
Home Rule I do not believe. I was quartered in Limerick, con-
sidered a hot-bed of Nationalism, when Mr. Gladstone’s Home Rule
Bill passed the House of Commons. No sort of enthusiastic delight
was manifested; and when the Lords threw it out, relief and satisfac-
faction were plainly the feeling of the great majority of the people.
Personally I look back upon the six years which I spent in Ireland as
among the happiest of my life, and I have the kindliest recollections
of her and her people. I went about a great deal soldiering, hunting,
and racing, and everywhere met with nothing but kindness and
courtesy; while the fun I had, the good stories I heard, and the
friends I made, have been an enduring joy.
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To the humours of Irish hunting there is no end, and the fun in
the field is inexhaustible. I can only say that those most admirable
sketches ¢ The Recollections of an Irish R.M.,” which first appeared
in these pages, are in no way overdrawn. With the remembrance of
them in my mind, and the certainty that my readers know them and
love them, I hardly dare to attempt anything in the comic line. One
or two stories; however, I cannot resist. I had gone with the
Limerick Hounds to a district which lay a few miles outside of the
country usually hunted. We had been told that we were certain to
find, but we had had a long blank draw when we came to a wood on

MR. J. WATSON—THE MASTER OF THE MEATH FOXHOUNDS

the slope of a steep hill-side. I saw a big crowd of country lads on
the hill about the covert, and I thought to myself * We shall find
here.”” Hounds had not been long in covert when a terrific yelling
broke out from the crowd, and frantic wavings in the direction of the
valley. Hounds were galloped up to the spot indicated, and about
three fields off I saw a sheep dog going like the wind. Of course we
thought he was chasing the fox, so hounds were laid on and away
we went over half a dozen good-sized banks. Although hounds ran
fast, they did not settle properly to the line, and instead of carrying
a good head they strung out much as draghounds do. We ran in
this fashion for a mile or so right into the yard of a little farmhouse.
Cz



36 THE BADMINTON MAGAZINE

Then we found out the trick that had been played on us. The
country-folk were determined to see a hunt of some sort, and to
guard against a blank day, so they had stolen a dog from this little
farm and had managed somehow or other to get hold of some fox
litter and smear him with it. Then they carried him in a bagto a
convenient spot, and at the right moment shook him out and started
him for home, aided by a smack from a whip, and yells which rent
the air. They had their bit of fun and we trotted off to our nearest

A MEET OF THE MEATH FOXHOUNDS

proper covert and were lucky enough to redeem the day by a good
hunt.

The following was told to a friend of mine by the very popular
Viceroy to whom it occurred. A sporting farmer had actually
jumped on “ His Ex.” no fewer than three times. When the latter
soon after landed very nearly on top of the farmer, he was profuse
in his apologies, but all the farmer said was, “ No matter, your
Excellency, you owe me two yet.”
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ON SKATES AND SKATING

BY EDGAR WOOD SYERS

“A third young lady said it was elegant, and a fourth expressed her opinion
that it was swan-like."—Pickwick.

FEw devotees of skating are aware of the profuse and compendious
literature treating of their favourite pastime.

Since the days of Olaus Magnus and Fitz-Stephen skating has
never lacked historians. Goethe and Klopstock have extolled the art
in poetry and prose in Germany; Garcin and Vail in France; in
England, Evelyn and Pepys, ever curious for any novelty ; Johnson,
though it must not be supposed that the didactic doctor adventured
his ponderous person on ‘ skaits,” and Wordsworth, with a host of
minor writers, have described its pleasures.

Figure-skating as distinct from speed-skating is of comparatively
modern growth. The earliest book on figure-skating which I have
been able to trace was written by one Robert Jones, a lieutenant of
artillery, and published in London, 1772. This gentleman was
evidently no pioneer in the art, for he describes a number of figures
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which, having regard to the few facilities for practice in this country,
it is hardly possible he could have evolved unaided. Lieutenant
Jones was acquainted with the following figures, to which he alludes
in detail : the FO, BO, and FI edges, the FO spiral, and the
FO 3, on which he bestows the poetical designation of “a figure
of a heart on one leg,” remarking that it was ““ a pleasing figure and
but lately known’; the FO 8 was apparently also known to him.
Plates depicting skaters in various flamboyant attitudes are a
feature of Lieutenant Jones’s work. It would appear that, when once
firmly established, skating rapidly grew in popular favour, for a
number of books on the subject subsequently appeared, and a club,

SKATING IN KENSINGTON GARDENS, 1842

which exists with unimpaired vitality, was founded in Edinburgh
about 1780.

The next work of distinction to appear was * Le Vrai Patineur,”
by J. Garcin, published in Paris in 1813, several copies of which are
to be found in this country. This carried the practice yet further,
and enumerated the following additions : the BO 8, the serpentine,
the spread eagle, FI reverse Q, and the multiple turns, etc.

We now come to the time of Clias, Walker, Clay, and Cyclos
(George Anderson), who describes the FO Q, FO reverse Q, the
two-foot 8, and the FO loop. After the foregoing period and from
about 1860 a remarkable change is apparent in the style of skating as
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practised in this country. The older writers up to and including
Cyclos, though advocating a certain necessary restraint, indicated
very clearly that the limbs should have free play and should assist
the movement. Walker states that the position of the arms should
be easy and varied, one being always more raised than the other.
Harewood advocates the attitude of drawing the bow, etc., Cyclos
that the arm should be bent and half raised, the knee bent and
turned well outwards, the toe pointing to the ice.

From such directions we turn with surprise to the canons
of form laid down only a few years later by Vandeervell and Witham,
where we see tentatively set forth those rules which a few years

GUSTAVE HUGEL, WORLD'S CHAMPION 1897, 1899, AND 1900

later were carried to the extreme of rigidity as set forth in the
following :—

“The elbows kept to the side of the body ; the employed fcot
should not ever be allowed to swing.”—*“ Skating,” by Douglas

Adams, 1894.
“ Employed leg must be kept absolutely straight; no bend at
the knee is allowed ; elbows turned in.”"—¢‘ Combined Figure Skat-

ing,” by G. Wood, 1899.

Such a momentous change in the character of English figure-
skating had for some years a very cramping effect on the develop-
ment of the art. Immense curves and turns effected solely by body
twist were considered its highest expression, and such movements as
loops, cross-cuts, and the many wonderful combinations of them
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were quite taboo. Some writers, indeed, admitted an occasional
indulgence, but the learner was strictly enjoined to straighten him-
self at intervals, as such diversions could not be executed without
‘“ bending the body and knee and craning the head in advance.” All
figures, save gigantic curves and turns which appeared as a mere
incident therein, were regarded as outside the pale and designated
“kickers ”’; and truly, as usually demonstrated, they fully merited
the appellation.

The fact that none of the chief skaters of Austria, Sweden,
Norway, and Germany had been seen here accounts for these restric-

ULRICH s .
SALCHOW, wORLD'S CHAMPION 1901, 1902, 1903, 1904, AND IQO5

tions ; bad they, o Jackson Haynes, the celebrated American pro-
fe.sslonal who delighted the whole of skating Europe in the sixties by
his gr‘:;._ce and skill, yisited us, we should probably have been spared
an 'ml |cftlon of rigidity from the effects of which we are not yet
Enhtlre yio:]eeh'. I'_i was not till the holding in London of the World's
Corz:tr?nintsvils?t In 1898, when the .tl"nr.et.a greatest skaters of the
appreciated an;d us, that the possibilities of the art were fully
which such § Studied here. The grace and apparent ease with

gures ag loop change loop, and bracket change bracket,
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both forward and back, could be skated was a revelation to us, and
from that occasion may be dated the renaissance of English skating.
All international figure-skating championships and competitions
consist of two sections: ‘“A,” a set of six or seven compulsory
figures—*‘ Pflichtiibungen ”; and ““ B,” a free programme—* Kur-
laufen,” of five minutes’ duration, in which the competitor introduces
such tours de force and original combinations as he thinks will find
favour in the eyes of the judges.

The tendency of late in free skating seems toward the elimina-

A SITZ-PIROUETTE

tion of figures of extreme difficulty, and the substitution of easy
graceful movements. There is much to be said in favour of this
innovation, alike as it concerns candidates, judges, and spectators.
Should the candidate fail in the execution of a difficult figure he will
be not only minus so many marks in respect of it, but the continuity
of the representation will be lost, and an inharmonious impression
created. On the other hand, judges may find it difficult justly to
apprise the true value of an intricate figure, seen possibly for the
first time.
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From the spectators’ point of view complicated star figures, for
which the skater has to arrest his progress on each occasion, and
which necessitate a circumscribed field of action, are far less attrac-
tive than the lightness and movement typical of the Vienna school,
which has been so aptly described as “ being like dancing on ice.”

Of athletic sports skating alone possesses the attribute of a
patron saint. This distinction is conferred by St. Liedwi, whose
sufferings and virtues deserve a wider recognition. As briefly told,
her history is this:

“ St. Liedwi was born at Schiedam in 1380. Persuaded by her
girl friends to skate for her health’s sake, against her own inclina-
tions, she was knocked down accidentally on roughice in 1396, a rib

THE ACCIDENT 70 $T. LIEDWI, THE PATRON SAINT OF SKATERS, IN 1396

being broken inwards. For the rest of her life she was confined to
her bed, 4 Prey to unspeakable diseases. During her lifetime, of
extreme piety 5pq devotion, visions and marvels surrounded her,
rep]a‘c‘ed by Miracles after her death in 1433.

In 1616 s, was beatified, and sanctified in 18go. Some relics
of her“arc Preserved in the Carmelite monastery in Brussels.”—
Fromo On the Outside Edge,” by G. Herbert Fowler.

WIng, Perhaps, to ignorance of the foregoing relations, we
h'ave_nevil.‘ hearq of devotees on the eve of some important competi-
tion 1\2;\'odlng the saint’s aid or dedicating wax tapers to her shrine.

hi ¢ fo Ot propose to attempt here that pleasant task—the
teaching of the Young idea. It is doubtful if a true impression of the
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ever-varying positions incidental to figure-skating can be conveyed
to the novice in print; * the eftest way ” is to consult some acknow-
ledged authority as to the essentials of the rudiments, and from
practical demonstration apprehend the first steps. When initial
difficulties have been overcome, as an excellent source of infcrma-
tion and the most up-to-date may be commended the * Skating
Handbook and Supplement ”’ of Doctor G. Browne, M.A., of Boston,
published by Barney and Berry, New York; in it will be found the
essence of skating instruction. .

From skating to skates is a natural transition, and a brief
account of their evolution, with some typical examples, may be of
interest.

RACING'ON THE CURVE

No. 1 represents a bone skate dug up in Moorfields, which
remarkable mine of antiquities it would appear the bygone inhabi-
tants of London regarded.as a species of museum or convenient
repository for the storage of objects likely to be of interest to
succeeding generations..

The date of this skate, formed from the metacarpal bone of a
horse, is conjectural, probably circa 1200. Progression on bone
skates was effected by the wearer punting himself along by means
of a piked staff, and Fitz-Stephen relates how the London appren-
tices were wont—imitative of knights at a joust or tournament—
sportively to charge upon each other thus shod and armed.
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*“ Sometime two runne together with poles, and hitting one the
other, eyther one or both doe fall, not without hurt; some break
their armes, some their legs.”

No. 2 is the earliest blade skate we have seen ; its date is prob-
ably 1664 or thereabouts. It is adorned with a foliated prow, and
is the only example of a decorated skate with which we are ac-
quainted. Right-angled; radius about 7} ft.; width of blade, } in.
One might picture such if ‘’Twere not to consider too curiously to
consider so,” as having shod some one of those gallants who excited
the admiration of Evelyn when he remarked on “ Having seene the

strange and wonderful dexterity of the sliders, on the new canal in
St. James’s Park, performed before their Majesties by divers gentle-
men and others with scheets, after the manner of Hollanders.”
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No. 3, a German skate, date about 1810. Right angles; no
curve; width of blade } in.

No. 4, English “ club skate,” about 1855. Radius 4} ft.; right
angles; width of blade ¢ in.

No. 5, the English skate as used for combined figures and large
turns; the present day. The method of attaching the blade to the
plates by means of screws and bolts is clumsy. This skate is much
heavier than No. 6. Radius 7 ft.; obtuse angles; width of blade

]33 in.
No. 6 is a slight modification of the pattern introduced by

HERR OTTO AND FRAULEIN MIZZI BOHATSCH, WINNERS PAIR-SKATING
CHAMPIONSHIP 1905

Jackson Haynes. It is becoming very popular in England, and is
used abroad by Hiigel, Salchow, Fuchs, Bohatsch, and others. The
row of small teeth cut in the prow enable toe spins and pirouettes
to be effected with ease and without damage to the ice. Radius
about 54 ft.; acute angles; width of blade } in., tapering slightly to
toe and heel.

In conclusion, it is safe to assert that skating is one of the sports
in which the greatest skill has been attained by living exponents.
“ Vixere fortes ante Agamemnona ” does not apply in this connec-
tion. Though there was no lack of bards to sing the praises of the



46 THE BADMINTON MAGAZINE

skaters of former days, their exploits, as thus recounted, must be
received with discretion.

The legends, still occasionally met with, of skaters apt, among
other feats, to inscribe their names on the ice, or * by turning and
winding with much adroitness readily in succession to describe upon
the ice the form of all the letters in the alphabet,” may be relegated
to the same limbo as the early accounts of speed-skating, in which it
was a not uncommon occurrence for a competitor to cover a mile a
minute ; indeed, one gentleman of extreme velocity has been credited
with the amazing record of two miles in two minutes, vide ‘“ Annals
of Sporting and Fancy Gazette,” London, 1822.

It is our hope, in bidding the reader adieu, that this little review
may interest some who are already skaters, and induce others to
adventure the ““irons”” where, as Dr. johnson says—

QO’er crackling ice, o’er gulfs profound,
With nimble glide the skaiters play ;
O’er treacherous pleasures’ flowery ground

Thus lightly skim and haste away.

e Ll I a— —_—




THE LESSON FROM NEW ZEALAND
BY ALAN R. HAIG-BROWN

Ir the New Zealand tour has taught the Rugby Union nothing
else—and I doubt not but that it has taught them a good many
things—it ought at any rate to have instilled into them the fact that
a house divided against itself cannot stand. Club after club of
old-established reputation has fallen before the onslaught of our
Colonists, and but lately I heard a Cambridge man puffing himself
up at the expense of an Oxford brother because, forsooth, his
University had only lost by fifteen points to nil! Ye gods, what
an enviable distinction !

No purpose will be served, however, by-cataloguing at length
disasters that are fresh in the minds of all, and it would need a more
far-seeing brain than that of the writer to settle the problem as
to whether the Rugby Union will recognise the cause of their
disasters, not only this season but during preceding ones, in their
split with the professional element. But whether or not the pro-
tégés of the handling code receive back the sinners with open arms
and recognise at length that a paid player is not necessarily an
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assassin, it is vitally important that we of Association inclination
should grasp the lesson that New Zealand has tried to teach the
Rugby players of England, and that we should not only grasp it
but that we should act on it now, henceforward, and for ever.

If we look at the position of Association football in Great
Britain to-day we shall find that it is satisfactory from every point
of view, except, perhaps, that of the amateur. Unfortunately the
latter is being gradually but surely swept away by this inrush of
professionalism, and I cannot help thinking that if he vanishes
altogether the epithet *satisfactory” will also vanish from the
dictionary of football. Professionalism by itself is a very excellent
thing; but it is possible to have too much of a good thing—even
of an excellent thing. The ideal formation of a pastime, and some-
times also of a sport, is professionalism leavened by amateurism.
In the hunting or shooting field we see this is the case, where the
Master and his whips or the host and his keepers unite to show
us the best of sport; and, still closer to our argument, we witness it
in the Yorkshire cricket eleven with its professionalism combining
with the unsullied amateurism of Lord Hawke.

Amateur football pure and simple cannot live by itself; for a
brief moment or two an isolated team, such as the Corinthians of
the present day or the Old Carthusians of the past, may be found
to be able to tackle satisfactorily our professional combinations; but
it is not the rule—only the exception. Apply our football system
to the summer game and solely amateur clubs would soon be left
behind. At either pastime we have many brilliant individual
players. Cricket knows how to use them, and gently shuffles them
in with the professional pack. Football allows them to waste their
sweetness and their skill on the deserted arena of an exclusively
amateur club. .

We are happily able to state that at the present time, with
the exception, perhaps, of the London Football Association and
some kindred admirers of the good old days, there is no animus
whatever among amateurs against their paid brother; the reverse
is rather the case, and never was the ground more ripe for the seed
of friendship to be sown where hitherto the rank weed of dis-
union has flourished alone. There are perhaps in England to-day
some dozen amateurs playing for professional clubs: ten years ago
there were none. So that we have indeed progressed, though our
progress has not been far enough. In every professional side I
should like to see that leaven of amateurism—not shamateurism
please, but the real hall-marked article—which I mentioned earlier
in my paper. And I should like to see it there for two good
reasons of equal, and, to my mind, inseparable importance. First,
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for the sake of the professionals themselves; secondly, for the sake
of the amateurs; in a word, for the sake of the game.

The amateurs, as I have already pointed out, are not numerically
strong enough in first-class players to flourish alone, and yet their
talent is far too valuable when it exists not to be used in the way
I have mentioned. Nor are signs wanting in professional football
that there is need of some tactfully restraining hand—some inocu-
lator of the serum of true sportsmanlike feeling.

The crowd at a football match has always in its hands the
power to make or mar a game, even a team. Taken as a whole, the
spectators of the winter game are sportsmanlike, and delight to see
the game played in its proper spirit ; but on nearly every ground nowa-
days there exists a small but always noisy band of what I can only
call the “win-at-any-pricers.”” Vox populi, vox Dei, and the player
is only human. Small wonder, then, if he is encouraged to repro-
duce dirty tricks and unfair tactics when applause is given to them
which makes up for its scantiness by loudness and reiteration, and
even requests for more. This section of the crowd, too, is great at
referee-baiting ; no decision, however just, against the home side,
but is met with scoffs and jeers; nodecision for them, whether right
or wrong, but is greeted with applause.

The canaille of the football ground, perhaps one per cent. of the
assembled thousands, bids fair to ruin the game for everyone else
and to make the players turn legitimate excitement into illegitimate
unfairness. And here the leaven of amateurism would come in. A
player who had tact and was popular with his side could by a mere
word restore the lost temper, prevent the coming storm; or with
the spectators he might, with equal success, subdue excitement
that was becoming ugly. Both player and spectator would lend
a ready ear to another player—really a good fellow and a good
performer—whom they knew to be in the right, where they might
be deaf to a whole army of directors.

For a moment we will hark back to the Yorkshire cricket team.
Can one for a moment imagine any of the Yorkshire bowlers sending
down body balls, or indulging in any similar unfair tricks? Can
one imagine Lord Hawke allowing one of his men to pretend to
bowl and then to run his opponent out? The answer is a decided
no. Well, we want a Lord Hawke—two or three of them, if
possible—in every Association team before the public to-day.
Difficult, of course, may be the task to find them, but public school
and university would not say impossible. And here do not let my
reader run away with the idea that I think that only amateurs know
how to play the game, and that the paid player is not a sportsman.
Far from it. I have known more foul players among amateurs
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than professionals, but only few of these former have been public
school men. There are degrees of sportsmanship. There is the
man who will forget himself only under extreme provocation. There
is, again, the man who will never forget himself under any provoca-
tion whatever. And somehow I think I can with justice urge that
we are more likely to find this latter type among fellows who have
been brought up on the best traditions of the game, who have been
taught from their earliest age that departure from its unwritten laws
means temporary social ostracism, than we are from any other
class.

To take another aspect of the case, there is no longer any
doubt that the directors will receive with open arms any amateur
player who is up to the standard of the club. In these expensive
days of football it is no small thing to be able to decrease instead
of increase the wages bill, and, moreover, a good amateur will
always introduce some individuality into an eleven, and also a
quantity of dash, which is getting somewhat rare amid the machine-
like methods of professionalism.

Finally, we have before us two examples, one of unity and one
of disunity, between amateur and professional. Cricket, the former,
stands united and flourishing; Rugby football is disunited and
almost shattered. Hitherto Associationists have been inclined to
fall between the two stools; but signs are not wanting that now it is
their tendency to learn their lesson, and it only remains to be seen
whether the unpaid players can fit themselves into the all too few
crevices left for them by the paid. If they can do so, then football
has cven a greater future than it has had a past; if they cannot,
then the game as a national pastime is doomed to destruction within
a few years.




ON THE AUERHAHNBALZ (CAPERCAILZIE-
STALKING)

BY LT.-COL. COUNT GLEICHEN, C.M.G., D.S.0., C.V.O.

“WHAT? Shoot capercailzie in the breeding-season? And shoot
him sitting? Onatree? Withascatter-gun? What an unsports-
manlike thing to do! And what rotten sport—it can’t be sport at
all!™”

Thus to me a British friend. And, until I went on the ¢ balz !
myself, I was inclined to agree with him. But I have altered my
opinion.

In the big pine forests in Germany there are many capercailzie.
As everyone knows, they are extremely shy birds; and as the forests
are very big, it is impossible to drive them. The only way of getting
them, therefore, is to stalk them ; and as they are so wary that the
crackle of a twig a hundred yards off is enough to send them flitting,
it is only possible to approach them when they are temporarily deaf.
This, by a curious law of nature, happens only during the breeding-
season, at a particular moment when they are calling (‘balz-ing ")
to their lady-loves, and therefore nature must be held responsible
for the otherwise unnatural time which one has to choose for their
destruction.

Last April it was my luck to go out on the balz. Place:
the outlying spurs of the Thiiringer Wald. Time : 2.15 a.m., or there-
abouts.

l_To those unacquainted with German, I would say that this word rhymes \;ith the
English word ** results."

D2
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After an hour’s drive through the dark my friend Captain V.
and I were met by a depressed-looking little man at the outskirts of
a pine wood. Two minutes’ confabulation revealed the fact that
during the last three mornings a couple of cock had been calling
fairly steadily in a certain direction. So we left the carriage and
plodded uphill on foot. It was still dark, with snow underfoot, and
a fine snow falling—cold, but luckily no wind. Half-an-hour’s
trudge over a vile path, and we had arrived in the neighbourhood of
where a cock had been heard the day before. Cartridges (No. 2)
were quietly slipped in, and the gun cocked without noise. Then a
silent wait in the cold for another half-hour. Not a sound, till the
dull sky began to lighten by ever so little—and then an owl began
calling ¢ Tu-hu-hu-hu-hu” close by. Still no sound of our friend—
and then—a double noise like two dry sticks being clicked gently
together, so faint at first that it did not suggest any live thing. Five
minutes’ pause—then the clicking again, but rather louder, perhaps
a hundred yards ahead of us.

V. signed to me to be ready to rush, and with every nerve on
edge we waited. More clicking, more and more continuous, and
then the blessed sound * Slif-slif-slif-slif ! " At the first “slif” we
bounded forward three paces and halted suddenly, as the noise had
finished with a gentle *“ pop.”” More waiting, perhaps five minutes,
till he began again. * Koérk!-kork; kak-kik; kak-kak; kék-kék;
kik-kik . . . . Slif-slif-slif,” etc.—like water being poured gently out
of a bottle: it is impossible to represent the exact sounds—* pst-pop ! ”’
And there we were, three paces on, it is true, but standing in most
inartistic and uncomfortable attitudes. My right foot was in a
puddle of icy water, and my left twisted round sideways in an almost
unbearable position—yet I dared not move. V. was still more
uncomfortable, for the ‘“pop’ had caught him in the middle of a
stride, and he was on one leg, with the other foot balancing un-
steadily in front; yet he dared not put it down, for fear of breaking
a twig or making some trifling sound. My heart was thumping like
a steam-engine, the fine falling snow was tickling my nose, I felt
desperately inclined to sneeze, and my gun happened to be at an
angle at which it wasagony to hold it for more than a minute. Yet
that bird was deathly still, and there was not a whisper in the woods.

Gradually a feeling of anger came over me at the wretched bird
who could keep me waiting for ten minutes in a pool of cold water
and in excruciating agony. I felt inclined to chance everything and
put myself quietly comfortable; but a stealthy glance at V. re-
assured me—he was suffering even more than I. . . . All things

! The sound is more like the guttural Arabic ** KAf" than any I know.
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have an end, and at last, to our immense relief, the cock began again.
This time, and the next, we did about five paces, and a breathed
“Do you see him?” from V. reached my ears. [ didn’t, and shook
my head gently. So at the next rush he went forward with his arm
stretched out, pointing to a particular tree which had been concealed
from me by intervening brushwood. Then came the ‘ pop " before
he had a chance to lower his arm; and thus he remained for the
next five minutes, within full view of the bird, and with an expression
of patient suffering on his face. It was all I could do to repress a
chuckle, but this time I caught sight of the bird too—sitting on a
branch, high up, clear against the dark sky, but a good forty yards
off. His neck was stretched out, and he was jerking lightly from
side to side—a sign that he was alarmed at something. So, making

** KORK-KORK "'

a virtue of necessity, I slowly, very slowly, raised my gun, took a
steady aim, and pressed the trigger.

That bird had been sitting there for a good hour, and he might
just as well have remained there for another second. But he didn't. At
the exact moment when I pulled the trigger I became aware that the
cock had suddenly dived off his branch. The shot flew harmless
over his head, and before I could spot him in the half light and get
the second barrel in he had swooshed down through the smaller
branches and disappeared, with a sharp turn to the right, into a dark
thicket.

I will not describe our feelings.
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The depressed little man, who had waited behind, came running
up at the shot, and his face fell. But he offered what was meant to
be consolation by relating that in the previous year the very same
cock had been missed—a sitting shot—on the very same branch by
another sportsman at ten yards'range. It was quite possible, for the
cocks are very constant to their tree—but it was no balm to our sore
hearts. All that remained was to listen if cock No. 2 were balz-
ing. But after a short stealthy walk and a listening of a quarter
of an hour we agreed that it was getting too light, so we went
home.

Next morning we were out again about the same time, but in a
different and much more hilly direction. The bird of the previous
day had not begun to balz before 4.15, chiefly because the weather
was dull and cold; but the following morning was glorious. We
struggled uphill over tree-stumps and through wet moss at break-
neck speed in the dark: for as the weather was quite still and clear,
it was probable that the capercailzie would begin balzing rather
earlier, and we were a trifle late.

Arrived at the appointed spot we listened intently till the land-
scape grew clearer and clearer with the approach of dawn. Another
owl saluted us in the stillness; the mists in the valley below began
to roll away; the sky became redder and redder—yet not a sound.
Then at last the welcome half-audible click in the distance. As we
moved cautiously forward there was suddenly a loud rustle in the tree
close by, and with much fuss and pother a lordly capercailzie arose
and sailed down towards the valley. So close, and yet he had not
made a single call : evidently bad weather ahead—confirmed by the
colour of the sky. For a long time we stood silent, and then the
clicking began again, but badly, feebly, and at long intervals. It
required infinite patience to get close, for the *slif-slif” was very
short, and the hillside rocky, tufty, crackly, and stubby. Meanwhile,
however, as if to make up for our discomfort, the sight of the rising
sun was beautiful. The trees, silhouetted at first black against the
sky, gradually took on their rich dark colouring; the grey boulders
stood out against the yellow grass; and the feathery larches paled
to a delicate green. Then, just as the sun’s disc began to show, and
tipped the big firs with gold, a regular chorus of small birds’ voices
arose, re-echoing the harmony from copse to copse.

And amongst it all the feeble intermittent click and guggle of
our cock drew us onward.

Even when within twenty yards of the bird it was difficult to
spot him. He was sitting on a young pine surrounded by a thicket
of fuzzy spruce; and although I could get glimpses of bits of him, for
a time I could not see enough to shoot at. Then at last, after im-
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mense precaution, and with my heart going like a sledge-hammer, I
sidled in among the spruce, under protection of his ‘“slif-slif,” and
got a good view of him. He was a beautiful bird, with his head out,
beak wide open, wings stretched low on either side, and tail aspread
like a big fan. With the sunlight reflected off his coppery green
throat-feathers and the sheeny black of his tail, it seemed a brutal
thing to slay him. But the sun went behind a cloud and I hardened
my heart.

He fell without a struggle, and we returned in triumph. He
turned the scale at a little over g Ib. (German).

On the following morning, after half a gale had blown itself out
during the night, I went after another cock in the same neighbour-
hood. The stalk was not remarkable except for one thing—the mar-
vellous hearing power of the bird. We were a good hundred yards
off, and the cock was beginning to balz fairly well, when suddenly,
whilst we were standing absolutely still—in, as usual, desperately
uncomfortable positions—V.’s ankle, which was slewed round all
crookedwise, gave a crack . . . . We had to wait fifteen minutes by
the watch before that bird began again.

Then again, when fifty yards nearer, to ease my attitude I
happened to lean rather more heavily on one foot. A tiny twig
under the carpet of pine needles snapped, so that I could feel
but hardly hear it. Yet that bird was completely dumb for the
next twenty minutes. At one moment V. breathed quietly his
opinion that we might as well shat up and go home: but we
gave the cock another chance, and at last he began again.

To make a long story short, I got to within twenty yards of
the cock, but there I stuck. He was sitting on a branch, with
the trunk between himself and me, and all I could see was his
tail and a third of the after end of his body. The tail was
already gently quivering with alarm, and had I worked round
he must have seen me and bolted. So I had to chance it, and
fired at what was visible. A crash through the branches told
that I had not missed, but before reaching the ground he found
the use of his wings, and, almost invisible in the dark, half flew
and half ran at a desperate rate into a thicket a few yards off.
That thicket was about a mile square, and we had of course no dog.

My friend was convinced we should never see the bird again,
but, knowing where I had hit him, I ventured to differ. We
therefore waited till broad daylight, and turned out a dozen
labourers with a couple of dogs to look for him.

After ten minutes’ careful search we found him—stone dead
and within two hundred yards of where he had gone in.
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Amongst other things that were borne in on me during these
three days, I found that considerable science was required for timing
the stalk. If you are in too much of a hurry you run the risk
of making a noise and disturbing the birds. If, on the other hand,
you are too cautious, you will hear an occasional swish through
the air in his direction, and will recognise that his lady-loves
are obeying their lord’s behests, and that their lord will shortly
descend from his throne to dally with them below. It is then a
case of “all over.” He honours as many as three or four of them
each morning with his attentions, and at the end of the balzing
season he is looking rather disreputable, worn, and ragged.
About this time his head and neck show signs of many a fight,
sometimes an eye is gone, and his strut has lost its pristine
pride: three weeks, after all, of nothing but fighting are apt to
weaken the knees of the strongest man. By the end of the first
week in May, however, his trials are over, and he rapidly recovers
on the budding fir-tops, and grows fat and handsome again in
the sunny weather. Family cares do not seem to interest or
weigh upon him, and the hen has to hatch out her four to
six eggs, of a greenish speckly brownish grey, according to her
own lights. '

It is difficult to see why the capercailzie should be such a
shy bird, and so well provided by nature that he has,
according to the local saying, an eye and an ear at the end
of each feather. He can have but few enemies. Prowling
foxes and weasels below, and martens and hawks above, may
be a serious danger to young birds, but these are apparently the
only enemies with whom the Cock o' the Woods has to deal;
and when he has grown to his full strength he need hardly
fear them. Man he can see but little of and hardly know by
sight, yet of him he is the shyest. And here nature has
turned traitor: for the deafness which alone enables brutal
man to approach him during his *slif-slif’ call is a purely
natural defect. The opening of the beak to make this noise
causes two little horny plates to descend perpendicularly in
front of each earhole, and whilst they are there the bird
hears literally nothing. A gun may be fired close by, the man
may yell or make any noise he pleases; and the cock,
absorbed in his own sweet music, pays not the smallest
attention.

It is said that if two cocks are balzing near each other
you can get them both by shooting one whilst the other is
‘“slif-sliffing,” and then turning your attention to the other. I
can quite believe it, for during his song the cock is so self-
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absorbed that he not only hears nothing but sees nothing either.
If, however, he sees you in the intervals of balzing, he gets
at first nervous and restless. If you remain absolutely still, he
will, after gazing at you for a bit, think you are only an oddly
shaped piece of landscape, and return to his balz. But a
nervousness will still remain at the back of his mind, and the
quiver in between whiles will tell you that he is a trifle
alarmed and may be off at any moment. I need hardly say
that if, during the scrutiny, you wink your eye or change the
expression of your face, the cock will vanish long before you
can get your gun up. Therefore keep your face modestly
cast down, and, as regards your gun, hold it pointing at the
bird, or he may see the glint of the rising sun on the barrels.

I do not know whether I have succeeded in conveying to
the reader any idea of the charm of the sport I have endeavoured
to describe. I can only say, speaking for myself, that after
my first stalk I was quivering from head to foot with intense
feeling, and was sacrilegious enough to express the opinion that
it was a much more exciting sport than deerstalking.




THE OLD MODE AND THE NEW-—A NEW ZEALAND WHEEL CART

ROUND THE WORLD IN A MOTOR CAR
BY KATE D'ESTERRE-HUGHES

AvtomosiLisM! The word almost inspires awe as in imagination
one travels through the ages and sees the ‘‘ car” developing. First
of all comes to mind the chariot of the Egyptians—the huge, not
ungainly vehicle that was the pride of some rich noble; and so
through all sorts of wheeled vehicles we come to the motor of
to-day. ,

Not so long ago George Stephenson developed the ¢ auto” idea
and brought out one of the wonders of all time—the locomotive.
But a locomotive can only go where first its rails have been laid,
and to the unconquerable energy of man this inflexibility of move-
ment was only another incentive to further progress.

In Cugnot’s dreams he seemed to be able to travel with light-
ning speed over the world, and his imagination builded for him a
fairy car. ‘ Thoughts are things,” so say the wise, and imagination
after all is but the faculty of foreseeing, and so clothing with thought
what must some day be formed in the material world. Out ol
Cugnot’s imagination then was born, in 1769, the first of all vehicles
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to move by its own power on land—the beginning of the latter-day
development of that which in this twentieth century is still young,
“ Automobilism.”

To the student, and even to the casual reader, as yet it means
but a few names. These are veritable landmarks indeed amid an
ocean of technicalities. One hears of “ engines "’ and ¢ carburettors,”
of “clutches,” ignition,” and ‘‘differentials,” but they are the
A B C’s of the book of automobilism, and for interest one hurries on
to the story of which such words form the alphabet.

““ Cherchez toujours la femme,"’ say the French, and the history

MR. GLIDDON AND THE KING OF THE FIJI ISLANDS

of the automobile movement is not without its women. Perhaps one
who could recount the most entertaining of car experiences would
be Mrs. Charles Gliddon, an indefatigable world-explorer, who, in
1903, accompanied her husband in a 16 h.p. Napier to the frozen
North. The motorists started in Sweden, and the journcy to the
Arctic circle was one long, triumphant procession. Sweden can
boast of many telephones, and these were used to such good purpose
that long before a town was reached cyclists were waiting to greet
the autoists of whose wondrous drive they had heard by means of
the “ phone.” After welcoming the Gliddons these ardent wheelmen
turned back to notify their townsfolk that the car was on the way.
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Great was their astonishment and dismay when they found that the
car, and not themselves, was to be first at the rendezvous, where
the inhabitants of the surrounding country enthusiastically received
the travellers with much shouting and ringing of bells.

A rather amusing and withal instructive incident occurred in
a diminutive village in the north of Sweden. The tyres—which
were especially large—attracted considerable attention, and one old
man, who had been fondling them for some time, turned at last to
Mrs. Gliddon, saying, * Iam seventy-six years old, and hardly now
believe that such a thing can be possible, that I should be alive to

A FIJIAN ROAD

see a wagon that goes by itself without horses and with such wheels !
This is the most wonderful thing that I have ever seen.”

The roads in Sweden are not for the comfort-loving, being
mostly narrow and rutty with a wide ditch for a border: in some
places mere gullies do duty, while far north there are only reindeer
tracks. No bridges are found in these northern regions, and the
Napier had to be ferried across several rivers in small flat-bottomed
boats: in two or three cases temporary bridges had even to be built
first from the shore to the boat. Plainly, the motorist who explores
must be prepared to rough it, as did the early settlers in America and
the colonies. Luled is the wonder spot of the North, for it glories
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in the possession of a steam ferry. Miles away the travellers heard
of Luled ; the inhabitants talked of it with glee, and told them that
they should be happy indeed, for at Luled they would have the
chance of crossing a river on a steam ferry !

Intelligent curiosity is well, but at times it is somewhat embar-
rassing. The people in these country villages did not seem able to
realise that motorists were, after all, of the human race, but came
and looked at them with ill-concealed amazement, some even being
venturesome enough to climb up and peep into the hotel windows,
until at last Mrs. Gliddon declares she was really obliged to -look

ADl CAKAHAN, THE FI1JIAN PRINCESS—MRS. GLIDDON AND MRS. MACDONALD
ALSO IN THE CAR

into her mirror to see if she were truly the same woman who once
upon a time had started from America.

After their objective—the magic circle—had been crossed and
Mr. and Mrs. Gliddon had bidden good-bye to the land of the sad-
faced Laps and sturdy Finns, they set to work to plan a novel motor
trip round the world.

In 1904 they again started from Boston, on a Napier still, but
this time one of somewhat more power. From Minneapolis to
Vancouver, a distance of some 1,800 miles, they travelled on the
railway—in their own car, be it always understood—and averaged
the thrilling speed of a mile a minute.
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From Canada to Hawaii, Fiji, New Zealand, and thence to
Tasmania, Australia, Java, Malay, London, and New York, is a
round-the-world tour which must have been productive of many
noteworthy an experience.

The roads of Java excited Mrs. Gliddon’s admiration. Every-
one goes bare-footed, and it is considered a sacred duty to remove
bits of glass or rough stone from the public way—thus for the
motorist it is a veritable paradise. Java, indeed, pleased Mrs.
Gliddon immensely. It is, she says, the country she would best

A TOWN CLOCK IN ONE OF THE FIJIAN ISLANDS

like to re-visit. The Dutch have not yet attempted to educate the
natives beyond work, and the people are all very respectful to the
whites, removing their hats or crouching to the ground when these
pass. The Javanese are not frightened of the Dutch rule, but
respect it, and their deference to all Europeans is really a mark of
reverence for their own rulers.

Mrs. Gliddon was especially interested to see how the women
are beginning to regard a woman'’s affairs from a European stand-
point. The impression the Javanese give a visitor is that of happi-
ness. Some, of course, are wealthy, but the majority of the



ROUND THE WORLD IN A MOTOR CAR 63

population is composed of just the working people of the country,
and they seem perfectly satisfied with their life. What impresses
the stranger, too, is the mass of humanity everywhere. ‘ We
drove,” says Mrs. Gliddon, ‘ hundreds of miles on end. There
never was a spot two hundred yards in extent where we could escape
people. There was no loneliness anywhere. Sometimes I thought,
¢ Surely, now we’re coming to a place without people!’ But no; as
the car approached, literally thousands of black heads sprang up
from the rice fields on either side of the road.”

ANOTHER FIJIAN ROAD

Java is a beautiful country, though so cultivated that one looks
longingly for an oasis that has not been touched ; but there is not a
spot that man has not turned into a garden, and the place is so
teeming with people that it seems to be always one entire féte.

There is here a great deal of the red-tape rule. One must first
obtain permission to enter the country from the Governor-General ;
next, under the instructions of the Resident, the Chief Engineer of
Railways inspects the car; and then, after having paid a deposit of
about £30 to the Customs, one can procure from the Post Office
Department a permit to remain in the country six months. The
Dutch, too, are exceedingly watchful, and will not allow anyone who
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might cause trouble with the natives to enter the country. This
care is, however, not to be wondered at, when one considers that
they have charge of an enormous uneducated population of some-
thing over thirty-five millions.

The people in the towns had seen motors before the appearance
of the Gliddons; but even in the country places, where they were
unknown, no one seemed to be frightened, most of the inhabitants
contenting themselves with staring in open-eyed wonderment as
what must have been to them almost a miracle passed by.

In Fiji the natives were delighted with the car, none of them
having had the faintest idea of what it would look like. The King

A HOTEL IN NEW ZEALAND

himself had never seen one except on paper. His first question to
Mr. Gliddon was, however,  Will it go sixty miles an hour?” It
seems that he appreciates speed. The people screeched themselves
wild with joy over it, and named it *The Father of all Devils, ‘“ The
Boat of the Land,” and “ The God of Fire.” Every two or three
days they seemed to be ready with a new name—never feeling quite
satisfied with the last. They all wanted to ride in the car, and even
offered as much as a shilling to pay for this privilege. The mystery
of its motive power appealed strongly to them. They would lie
down and look underneath for a long time without moving to see if
they could find out what made it go. Whenever the car was
stopped immense crowds would gather round, and when it started
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would run after it until they were tired out, screaming the whole
time.

The Fijians were frankly attracted by the man who could
manage such a strange animal, and they would stand round
Mr. Gliddon and look at him as if they had never seen a white man
before. Some offered to buy his clothes—thinking, presumably, that
there must be a marvellous power in them. One man asked him
the price of a striped shirt he happened to be wearing. Mr. Gliddon,

-

AN AUSTRALIAN RAILWAY CROSSING

thinking he meant the cost, turned to Mrs. Gliddon with the query,
““ How much?” When she replied, *“ Oh, about six shillings,” the
native shook his head, and taking four shillings carefully out of his
mouth tendered them. He was distressful for a long time after he
was refused, and for about an hour stood round the car, every few
minutes offering his four shillings.

The Fijians strike the stranger as being a particularly placid
race, whereas one would assume, from the fact of their having been
cannibals but a short time ago, that they wculd still retain more
savage characteristics.
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Their cannibalism really came to them as a religion. In the
old days they believed that the gods, having delivered an enemy into
their hands, expected them to devour as well as to kill him; and
this supposed wish they most strictly carried out—eating, in fact,
everything but the tongue. When the car was in Fiji one woman
was in jail for having killed and eaten her grandchild. She was
the only one who for a long time had broken the rule against eating
human flesh, and she said that she had resisted the impulse to eat
it time after time, but had at last felt that she could gono longer
without tasting a little of her old food.

The Princess of the Fijians is, Mrs. Gliddon found, very beau-
tiful in face, form, and character. She understands English well,
but cannot speak it, or rather will not, as she is of a retiring nature,
and lacks the necessary confidence to embark upon the language.
She is now a firm believer in the motor car.

After escaping from the enthusiasm of the Fijians, the car and
its occupants wended their way to New Zealand. Here they were
lucky enough to be able to run over Ward's Parade—the most
southern road in the world—on the one fine day that, seemingly for
their special benefit, was sandwiched in between many wet ones.

Mrs. Gliddon can say that she has been both farther north and
farther south on an automobile than anyone else in the motoring
world. She has managed to see something of over eight thousand
different cities, villages, and settlements, and now she and her
husband are again on their way round the world by car—this time
keeping near, if not quite within, the torrid zone.



STRANGE STORIES OF SPORT
XI.—MR. BURKINGTON’S BEAGLES
BY FRANK SAVILE

MRr. PHINEAS BURKINGTON wore a frown of extreme dissatisfaction
on his fat and somewhat foolish face. He gnawed his short sandy
moustache and poked the fire with unnecessary fierceness. It wasn’t
his own fire, and the fact that he poked it showed extreme tension
of mind. For he was quoted as a pattern of politeness by many
ladies who owned marriageable daughters, and he must surely have
been aware of the adage which permits such familiarity in a house
where you have been welcomed for seven consecutive years, but
under no other circumstances.

But his companion and host, Mr. Connor O’Connor, showed
no signs of resentment. His acquaintance with his guest had not,
indeed, endured for the period prescribed—not even for as many
weeks—but his respect for the young man, and for his shekels,
was limitless. He was prepared to endure much at the hands of
the sole proprietor of Burkington’s Boot Beautifier, a concern which
employed its thousands and had made its owner one of the most
prominent men in all Ireland. Mr. O'Connor, in fact, viewed the
young millionaire through very rose-tinted glasses—imaginative
lenses which swelled his financial virtues to the exclusion of any
small defects of face or form. In Moyle and the surrounding district
he posed as Mr. Burkington’s social godfather. Many of his
neighbours accused him of hankering after a closer connection.

He looked at the frowning face and the fiercely-brandished
poker, and spoke smoothly.
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‘“ Ah now, Phineas,” he pleaded, ‘““don’t be after disturbing
yourself.”

“I do disturb myself,” retorted Mr. Burkington, defiantly. ‘It
is the most disturbing thing that has ever happened to me. After
all your encouragements to be refused with—with ignominy. She
said she'd as soon marry Flitty Boyle, the travelling knacker!”

The ghost of a smile dinted old O’Connor’s lips and fled unseen
—of Mr. Burkington.

“’Tis but her wild way of speakin’—the unbridled filly that she
is,” declared the father of the lady under discussion. ‘ For a penny
I'd lend her a slap—the colleen; but as likely as may be she’d
return it, and ’tis no small fist she has. Take time, me bhoy, take
time!” -

‘“My patience has its bounds,” remarked the young man,
importantly.

“Of course it has,” said the old man, suavely; ¢ but you're a
terror for resolution—many’s the time I've marked that in your
eye. You'd not be allowing yourself to be bested by a shlip of a
girl?”

Mr. Burkington’s features relaxed.

“If I had the rights of a husband I have no doubt I could—
er—tame her,” he allowed. ‘At present I’m at a disadvantage.”

Mr. O’Connor remembered that he himself had possessed the
rights of a father for twenty-one years and some months. At no
period did he recollect relations existing between himself and his
offspring in which he could be regarded as tamer and she as tamed.
But these reminiscences he kept to himself. He nodded pro-
pitiatingly.

““ That’s your own self that’s talking now ! "’ he assented, eagerly.
“ In six months you'll be riding her on the snaffle.”

“1 have yet to get her bitted,” Mr. Burkington reminded him,
with ponderous joviality.

¢ And that you’ll not do with one finger or two,” remarked his
host. ‘It comes to this—you must be always at her. She has to
get accustomed to the idea of you—you must be there always—slap
in her eye. Once she understands that you're the bhoy for her—
the only one I'll let her live and marry—she’ll take you at a
gulp!”

Mr. Burkington hardly seemed to relish this metaphor. The
old gentleman, however, failed to notice his frown and continued the
parable. .

“« Don’t let her out of your sight, Phineas,” he admonished him.
< Ride with her, run with her, sit with her! Put another meet a
week on to your beagling fixtures and show her sport. I'll see that
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she attends them. She’ll come with all her heart. She adores
running, the light foot that she has.”

In spite of the stimulating nature of this address the young
man’s frown deepened.

““She’s fond enough of beagling,” he agreed, ‘“but so is that
weedy lad from the barracks—Gaisford. She’s always a great deal
more in his company than mine.”

“ Him ? " sneered the old man, contemptuously. ¢ The fathom
of pump water! A sound man like y’rself could throw him up and
catch him in y'r mouth! Oust him—shouldher him out of the way !
Show spirit, me lad! Cut in between them !”

“I have to attend to my hounds,” said the Master of
Beagles, with the manner of one who directed the destinies of the
Pytchley or the Quorn.

“You’ll have all your married life before you to demonstrate
upon them,” argued his would-be father-in-law. ‘‘Leave them be
temporarily. Huggins, your whip, will cast and yoick if your
attentions to Nora keep you lagging. For this season you’ve but
the one hare to hunt, and that’s my daughter, bad scran to her
obstinate sowl! ” .

Mr. Burkington still looked doubtful. The old gentleman’s
parchmenty face took on a flush of exasperation.

““See here—you! " he cried, wrathfully, ¢ must I in my sixty-
sixth gouty year come on me old shooting pony to show you that’s
health and strength and full nourishment how to bridle a filly that’s
yours for the asking? She’s mine, and now I've said she’s yours!
Go you and take her. And if any red-jacketed stick of an Army
captain stands between you, into the first ditch with him! I've
given you the sole right to the girl's company. Keep it!”

The Army captain’s rival nodded.

“There’s a good deal in what you say,” he admitted. ‘ You'll
impress this—this arrangement upon Miss Nora? "

“I'll impress that and a birch-rod on her sleek, deceptive
skin ! ”” declared the irate parent, ‘if che so much as squeaks under
your hand. But do you do your own part with the hardest heart
in you. Stick to her—cling to her, me lad, and if by March she
isn’t Mrs. Burkington, I'll eat every hare you’ll have caught, skin
and teeth!” :

Mr. Burkington’s lips relaxed into smiles. As one who seals a
bargain, he suddenly shook his Mentor by the hand.

* * * * »*

The little beagles tailed out across country with shrill melodies
of joy which demonstrated that scent lay warm. They had found
early, in an unlikely spot, and after many misgivings on the part of
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the field that sport would dally. But luck had been with them.
The pack had not frittered away its energies in useless manceuvrings
for a find. A stout old jack hare had sprung up almost under
their noses in a sedgy pasture, and was scudding across the open
towards the distant moorland as straight as a dart. For the first
three fields the hounds had run in view. Now their noses were well
to the ground, but on a scent which—as old Larry Pike, the Moyle
Hunt earthstopper, was wont to express it—‘‘ rose and shtruck thim
in the eyeball.”

The field was long and straggling. Tim Huggins, the whip,
pranced gaily at the tail of the hounds, taking the ditches with
springing leaps which none but a born bog-trotter could emulate.
A little behind him came a resolute line of boys, ardent sportsmen
every one, running with breathless jealousy, each with his own pet
theory of a likely line, but each with an inquisitive glint of the eye
towards any neighbour who showed signs of improving on it. Back
of these again ran one or two striplings of slightly maturer years,
panting more than their younger rivals, but wearing down by
degrees into their second wind, and covering the ground with long
and regular strides which spoke of experience as much as ardour.
In an irregular patch followed the main body of the field.

There were several girls among the followers—bright com-
plexioned, grey-eyed daughters of Erin, each with an attendant train
of cavaliers. It was noticeable that of these Miss Nora O’Connor
held the largest court.

A detachment of subalterns and a junior captain or two from
Moyle barracks made up a majority of it, but among these dapper
youths Mr. Burkington’s massive form was bulking largely. He ran
doggedly at Miss O’Connor’s shoulder, towering over her like a
battleship over a sloop. The military cruisers—to complete the
metaphor—invariably found the wind taken out of their sails if they
attempted to run alongside. Now and again Miss Nora looked up
at him curiously. The Master was displaying the agility of one ot
his own hares. Several times she endeavoured to disembarrass
herself of his proximity, but turn and twist as she would he
invariably kept within armsbreadth of her. He made no remark—
he never tried to emulate the breathless repartees which the young
warriors exchanged—he reserved the powers of his lungs for the
business of running. But he was there.

Suddenly the full chorus from the hounds died to a whimper.
The runners looked up gratefully to recognise a check. The pack
went feathering across a pasture under Tim's able directions, cast-
ing for the line. Miss O’Connor mopped her brow and dropped
into a stroll.
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‘“ Praise Heaven for that ! she ejaculated, piously. She looked
up at Burkington again. ‘Won't you be giving them a cast?”
she inquired.

The young man eyed his pack indifferently.

“I'll not improve on Huggins's line,” he answered, and stood
watching the feathering sterns without enthusiasm. He remained
steadfastly at his captivator’s side.

She turned and raised her eyebrows ever so slightly at the
young man who had been sharing the duties of escort with Bur-
kington. He stood as near her on the right as her other admirer
did on the left. She had a comically bewildered air as she gazed
at him.

He smiled back. He was a tall, bronzed, supple-looking man
of about eight or nine and twenty, and he and Miss Nora contem-
plated each other with every sign of mutual satisfaction.

““Ah, me! " she deplored suddenly, ¢ they’ve hit it off—they’ll
be running for Hennessy’s Flat. I'll not be able to keep the line
any longer. I’ll make a cut for the bridge below Shan's Paddock,
and with luck catch up to you there.”

“Now—now, Miss Nora!” objected one of the youngsters,
‘““with your limbs and talents you’ve no call to run cunning. And
'tis as likely as the next thing that she'll make another swerve and
evade you and y’r cut entirely.”

One of his companions pinched his arm and frowned. A sudden
look of intelligence pervaded the youngster’s features. He sidled
off with his friend. ‘Sure, 1 forgot,” he apologised under his
breath. ‘'Tis not the hare she’ll be after catchin’.”

By twos and threes the little crowd took up the running and
followed the disappearing pack. Gaisford stayed where he was.

“Yours is a wise decision, Miss O'Connor,” he remarked,
““but there is a good deal of water out in the river meadows below
Shan’s. If you'll permit me I'll be your guide in avoiding it. The
old sheep lane will be our way, won't it?’’ he added, turning to
Burkington, who still stood doggedly at his elbow.

A frown was creasing the Master’s fat face. He hesitated.

“ Ay,” he said at last, ‘“ I'll show it you.”

The other two made a simultaneous protest.

““Oh, we couldn’t possibly take you away,” they began; but
their unsolicited guide interrupted grimly.

*“ Oh, but you could,” he affirmed, resolutely. * I'm coming.”

They looked at him blankly—they made several somewhat
incoherent protests. Mr. Burkington answered with no more than
monosyllables or silence, and began to lead the way towards the
sheep lane. They toiled up it at his heels, exchanging glances
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which pictured wrath, surprise, and : musement, as different points of
view in their companion’s conduct suggested themselves. He, on
his part, offered no further explanation of this sudden desertion of
his pack than a still more aggressive proximity to his lady-love.

They had passed out of the lane, crossed the bridge, and
reached the Moyle high road, when Miss O’Connor complained of
weariness. No sign of hounds had rewarded their attempt to cut
in, and without the goad of excitement she explained that her
energies weakened. She looked up hopefully as the sound of
wheels drew attention to a pony-cart which was trotting down
the road.

“Is it you yourself, Flitty Boyle!" she addressed the driver, a
dark-eyed, clean-shaved youth who touched his hat to her with
great respect. ‘ Would it be within the powers of the good cob
there to give me a lift on the way home ? ”

“'Twud be iverlastin’ honour to me poor contrapshun of a car,
miss, if you'll enthrust y’rsilf to me,” said the man, grinning cheer-
fully. ¢‘Sure, I'll have ivry plisure in life in takin’ the whole three
of ye.”

Miss O’Connor shook her head hastily.

““No, no,” she dissented. “1I'd not allow any such cruelty to
your little nag. DBesides, Mr. Burkington and Captain Gaisford
will be only too glad to be rid of me. They want to find hounds
again.”

Gaisford’s face showed a trace of astonishment—almost annoy-
ance. Then it suddenly cleared into intelligence. As she passed
close to him to mount upon the step of the car, Miss O'Connor had
covertly pressed a small object—her empty purse, to be explicit—
into his hand.

Mr. Burkington stood with his mouth open, the picture of
indecision. She seated herself and made an impartial farewell to
both with a very pretty smile. Flitty flourished his whip and
brought it down smartly upon the pony's back. The car went off
at a gallop, leaving the two men staring after it with envious eyes.

They turned at last to scan the country for the vanished hunt.
Suddenly Gaisford heard his own name called in distinct but dulcet
tones.

A couple of hundred yards away the car had stopped. Miss
Nora was waving energetically. “I've forgotten my purse!” she
shrilled, and Gaisford made a melodramatic gesture of self-reproach.

“ How forgetful of me!” he cried. ‘ She gave it me to carry
for fear she should lose it !”

He darted down the road holding the missing piece of property
conspicuously in his hand. Mr. Burkington sullenly awaited his
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return. Gaisford held out the purse. Miss Nora took it with a
demure smile of thanks.

‘*“Captain Gaisford,” sl.e remarked, ‘‘ Flitty here thinks the
pony could manage one more conveniently.”

““ Without cruelty ? " grinned the Captain, and upon the word
leaped up and perched behind her. Again the whip descended upon
the little nag’s flanks.

There was a shout from behind. The Master of Beagles had
broken into a hand gallop and was pursuing frantically down the
road, making a sporting attempt to win a race in which the odds
against him were somethirg like a bank to a button. Gaisford
waved him a cheery hand; but Miss O’Connor, in view of subse-
quent explanations, forebore to look round. The distance increased.
In a little while even the semblance of pursuit was given up.
Mr. Burkington stood panting, a dark blot upon the dusty highway,
while the lovers drove on in pleasant converse with the grinning
Flitty. They were dropped five miles further down the road at the
back of the coverts which fringed the O’'Connor demesne.

* * * * *

“It's been worth it,” remarked Miss Nora half an hour later,
“ but they’ll never forgive it me. Father or Phineas—the one or
the other of them—will never let me out of their sight after this.”

Gaisford smiled confidently.

“It all comes round to what I've tried to persuade you of a
hundred times, my darling,” he said. “ In blunt English, you've
got to elope with me—there’s no other way out of it.”

“Must I now?” said the girl, with dancing eyes. “It’s easy
talked of, but not so easy done. I’ll be under the eyes of the pair of
them every hour of the day.”

‘“ Just look the situation squarely in the face,” urged her lover.
“ Do you want to marry Phineas Burkington ?”

“1'd sooner take in washing for my living,” said Miss O’Connor,
with great decision.

“ And you've no insuperable objections to marrying me? ”

‘““ For the moment I can’t recall them,” allowed Nora. ¢ But
how ? That’s the question.”

“It’s as easy as kissing,” said Gaisford, illustrating his remark
with warmth and conviction. ‘ We'll be married in Moyle parish
church in the light of the open day. Jim Lascelles, the vicar, has
been my pal since schooldays. The barracks are in his parish, so
I'm a parishioner. A special licence and his affection for me are all
the goads he needs, and he’ll keep a shut mouth about it till it's
over.”’

Miss O'Connor’s eyes opened very wide indeed.
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“ And how am I going to get to Moyle parish church without a
‘Yes'ora ‘No’ora ‘By your leave’ from my father ? " she asked.
““What will I say at all—* Excuse me, dad, for half an hour; I've
just remembered I’ve got to run into Moyle to be married to Jack
Gaisford’?

Gaisford grinned.

“ Not quite that,” he agreed. ‘It’s not by leave of your father
at all that you'’ll get the chance, but by the goodwill of Tim
Huggins.”

If the girl had shown amazement before, her emotions on hear-
ing this remark can only be described as stupefaction.

“Tim Huggins—Phineas’s whip ? ” she cried.

“ There's no other Tim Huggins,” said Gaisford, *“and he, I'm
glad to say, is my very good friend. He'll arrange it—under my
supervision—so that you'll have no fuss, no trouble, no explanation
of any kind. All you have got to do is to attend next Monday's
meet of the Beagles. It's at Allonby. You'll get a straight run
away to the river—a four-mile point—and very likely without a
check. The hare will cross the river, and there’s no bridge.”

His lady-love stared at him as if he had gone suddenly daft.

‘¢ My dear boy,” she deprecated, ‘‘ are you dreaming or wander-
ing, or what? Who are you to say how and where and whence
next Monday’s run is going to take place. Have you trained your
private hare and put him in Tim Huggins's bag ? ”

“I'm prophesying,” said Gaisford, with a laugh, “but I'm on a
certainty. I had the luck to pick Huggins’s youngest out of that
same river when she fell in, in flood time, last March, and her father
would do more than I'm going to ask him to do, out of gratitude.
It's all quite simple. The run will end at the river bank, and the
river will pound the hunt. There’s no bridge, as I impressed on
you before.”

A sudden gleam of intelligence lit Miss O’Connor’s features.

*“ And no boat ?” she inquired, meditatively.

Gaisford nodded.

““One,” he said. “ Mine.”

»* » * * »*

A strange procession was passing across the fields from Allonby
towards the marshland and the river in the small hours of Monday
morning. Huggins led by a string an object which seemed to have
all the agility of a grasshopper and the elasticity of an indiarubber
ball. Flitty Boyle, walking a yard or two to the rear, stirred up the
unwilling captive whenever it substituted passive resistance for
active, admonishing it with an ash rod or the toe of his dilapidated
boot as circumstances seemed to advise. The deep dusk, which is
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deepest just before dawn, shrouded both escort and prisoner, and
a passer-by, if there had been one at that hour, would have been
puzzled to discover the details of what was toward. As a matter of
fact it was an extremely robust jack hare which the whip was
tugging by a cord wound round the unfortunate animal’s neck and
withers, and which Flitty goaded from behind.

“Ah, get along wid ye—get along!’ expostulated Flitty,
thrusting at the hare as it turned a complete somersault after an
energetic effort to tie its tether into a true-lover's knot. ¢ 'Tis
possessed the cratur is—as full of its fal-las as a—a gymnasium !
What for will ye not walk demurely wid two gintlemin that's
expandin’ wid nothin’ but kindness towards ye ? ”

“'Tis poor atin’ he’ll be,” said Tim, tugging remorselessly at
the cord. “His blood will be that fevered and his muscle that
drawn! T’ll let him loose to recover himself when the line’s once
laid. There won’t be enough sound mate on him to feed a chickun !
Howiver—he's spreadin’ the scent like a water cart.”

‘“ He is so,” agreed his colleague. ‘‘’Tis time we were thinkin’
of the first check. We've come a full mile, or the best part of
two.”

Tim nodded. With a turn of the wrist he suddenly jerked the
animal towards him and grasped it in his arms. Holding it tight
he walked solemnly across the pasture for a hundred yards or more
before he released it.

““ That’ll give us all a breather,” he remarked, as he set it down
again. ““I'll not make me cast this way till I see Miss Nora gettin’
her own breath back again. Come ycu now! We'll give them a
touch of deep goin’ in Packy McKeough’s potato patch. Be this
and be that ! ’tis the most artistic run they’ll be havin’ laid out be
a master hand, though ’tis mesilf that declares it ! ”

From these fragments of conversation it will be seen that
Gaisford's plan was in full process of foundation. Mr. Huggins's
gratitude had not been worked on in vain. He and his bosom
friend the knacker were leading a line across country for the subse-
quent benefit of the beagles, and were using no half measures to
ensure success to their undertaking. By slow and dogged degrees
the procession proceeded upon its way, the hare's terror gradually
fading into apathy, and its acrobatic performances deteriorating
sadly in its fatigue.  Other artistically placed checks were
engineered, and the hare, instead of resisting, lay inert in Tim's
arms, worn with its emotions. Pasture, plough, and moorland
were each in turn insinuated deftly into the trail, till at last men
and hare brought their arduous duties to a close upon the banks of
the Lycke, the well-known salmon-infested river, which has given
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the town of Moyle more importance in the eyes of the outside world
than its citizens altogether appreciate. It was in full spate, foaming
a fathom deep between its clay banks, its waters touching pollards
and thickets which were generally far back from its encroachments.

The two men heaved a sigh of relief as they sank upon con-
venient boulders and instinctively fingered in their vest pockets for
pipes. The hare panted in a comatose state at their feet. For a
few minutes they smoked restfully without moving or speaking.
Then Flitty rose. He beckoned his companion forward.

The two sidled along the bank for a few yards till they reached
a clump of brambles at the water’s edge. Within its recesses lay
a coracle, the tiny wicker skiff which the professional fishers use.

“ There ’tis,” said Flitty, tersely ; “and do you, Tim Huggins,
disthract ivrybody’s attintions from prying in this direction by any
manes short of assassinatin’ thim. When once the captin’s got her
launched, and Miss Nora in it—why thin, let thim swim who will.”

““ And they'll not be many,” said Mr. Huggins, significantly, as
he strolled back to his captive and resumed charge of the cord which
he had tied to a tree. ‘““The water’s as cold as Miss Nora’s silf
when Phineas is passagin’ about her, and you'll not find much that’s
colder. I'll carry this unfortunit baste a furlong down the bank and
let it deliver itsilf where it will.  Sure it’s had its Purgathory, the
cratur; let it make its own Paradise.” ,

» » » * »

The Allonby meet had proved an early success. The usual tuft-
flicking and bush-punching which precedes a run from a moorland
find had been short enough. Huggins, as he made a wide beat to
circle the gorse which edged the moor, was suddenly heard to holloa
loudly ; the next instant his battered cap was whirled aloft upon his
stick, while the whimper of the hounds swelled from doubt into full-
throated certainty. Young men and maidens drew their elbows
down to their sides and set their caps firmly upon their heads. At
a swinging trot the field followed the whip, who was already
bounding over a dyke at the far side of an arable enclosure.

The Master did not lead his field. If the previous week he had
closely accompanied Miss O'Connor, on this present occasion he
could only be described as shadowing her. Step by step he dogged
her twinkling heels, turning as she turned, slowing as she slowed,
sprinting as she sprinted. And in the background, * unstiffening
his limbs and easing the cob’s wind,” as he expressed it, trotted
Mr. Connor O’Connor on horseback, watching his daughter with
grim determination. The young lady’s self-appointed directors had
evidently been more than a little alarmed by the previous week’s
escapade, and were taking no chances. Each of them had addressed
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the blackest of black looks to the imperturbable Gaisford when he
and half a dozen of his colleagues had turned up in due course from
barracks.

The captain had shown no signs of being impressed by the want
of cordiality extended to him. He bhad wished the Master and his
desired father-in-law good morning with unabashed good humour,
and had offered Miss Nora a bow and a smile which she very natu-
rally acknowledged. But he had not pressed into her company. In-
deed, the find had come so quick upon the meet that the usual few
minutes’ dalliance, which as a rule accompanies all such encounters
of young men and maidens, had been lacking. Everybody jostled
forward at best pace—one which left little enough breath for
compliments.

The well-manufactured check came in its appointed place. Miss
O’Connor threw herself down upon a dyke and fanned herself
violently, expressing her conviction that one more minute of such
going would have seen her a purple-visaged corpse. Mr. O'Con-
nor’s cob whistled like a blackbird. Mr. Burkington paced up and
down before his charmer pantingly; want of wind, however, not
depriving him of one wrinkle of his aspect of determination. Hug-
gins seemed to make his casts somewhat perfunctorily, casting an
eye at the group as if he waited more {or the convenience of his field
than to the mere chance of the hour. As Miss Nora stood up, and
found breath enough to offer a remark to her nearest neighbour,
Huggins strode away with an air of satisfaction. The next minute
his holloa apprised them that the scent had been taken up in Mc-
Keough’s potato patch. With feet that gradually assumed elephan-
tine proportions as the heavy soil clung to them, the runners
proceeded upon their way.

About an hour had gone by. There had been another check or
two. Nearly four miles had been covered. Suddenly Gaisford
supplied a note of tragedy to dilute the morning’s cheerfulness.
Crossing a dyke he stumbled, and fell with his foot doubled under
him. There were many offers of assistance, but none from Messrs.
Burkington or O'Connor, when it seemed that the gallant captain
had slightly sprained his ankle. Large grins, indeed, suffused these
gentlemen’s faces, and Miss Nora’s father relentlessly prevented her
stopping to offer more sympathy than could be compressed into
three words and shouted from a distance. Doggedly he and Bur-
kington urged her on. Not that the sufferer permitted anyone to
lose sport by staying with him. The hurt was a mere nothing, he
declared, and he could limp after them quite easily and take up
running again when the first bruised stiffness had gone out of the
joint.
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And so the whole field passed on. Gaisford watched them out
of sight round a convenient spinney and then took to his heels and
sprinted across country, following a course parallel to the one they
had taken. As a recovery, this incident came positively near to the
miraculous. As a side light on the deceits practised by the military
profession it has other aspects.

Meanwhile the field had come full stop upon the brim of the
foaming Lycke, gazing blankly at its turbid floods. A rich, full-
brogued voice hailed them from the opposite side. Flitty Boyle
was to be seen waving an excited hand from the seat of his car.

“’Tis right over, swimmin’ like an allygaytar, the baste came !
he declared. ‘‘ He's gone down the Moyle road, drippin’ and layin’
the dust like a sprinklin’ cart!”

The breathless hunt looked disconsolately at him. There was
no bridge within five miles.

““ Where will we find a boat, Flitty ?” cried the whip. The
knacker stood up and pointed eagerly down the river to the
right.

“There should be one at Duveen’s house, Mr. Burkington,
y'r honnour, sorr. If Mr. O’Connor wud take it upon him to give a
canter down and see, 'twud perhaps save the bulk of you a useless
matter of manceuvring.”

Old O’Connor looked round. Gaisford had disappeared and
Mr. Burkington still maintained his rigid proximity to Miss Nora.
He gave a nod and flicked his nag. In another minute he was out
of sight.

Huggins was kneeling twenty or thirty yards away, examining
one of the hounds which he held upon its back between his knees.
He called to the Master.

“ Wud you come here, sorr? I mislike the look of Fanciful’s
foot. She's limpin’ sadly.”

Burkington made an impulsive step forward, and then hesitated.
Nora O'Connor held her breath.

He stared round him. Gaisford was not in sight and the girl
was standing beside the water, idly watching the eddies. He stepped
quickly towards Tim and stooped over the hound.

Nora edged a pace or two up stream. Burkington’s broad back
was towards her, and his gaze fixed upon the pad between his fingers.
Silently, quickly she glided behind an intervening bush and fled
through the pollards to the left.

A minute later Burkington dropped the dog’s limb, expressing
the opinion that nothing ailed it except the application of his whip’s
too easily roused misgivings. Something splashed on the surface of
the stream.
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A coracle had shot out from the bushes on the left, skimming
across the ripples towards the opposite shore.

Burkington stared at it in incredulous wrath.

Whatever injury Gaisford might have experienced to his foot,
his arms were certainly in the best of trim. He was working the
paddles most lustily. Nora O’Connor, kneeling and facing him, was
wearing a smile of demure satisfaction.

Burkington lifted his arm and shook his fist at them.

“Come back ! ” he demanded, imperiously. ‘Come back this
very instant!”

Miss Nora raised her eyebrows.

*“ There’s no room for more than two at a time, Mr. Burkington,”
she answered, with mild surprise; *‘but if you'll put hounds to me
I'll get them on the line. Make them swim it.”

Burkington danced with rage.

“You'll be sorry for this, you—you hussey!” he cried, as the
coracle grounded against the far bank. * Your father will take
satisfaction from you if he has to do it with a stick ! ”

Miss O’Connor shrugged her shoulders.

I think you hardly know what you're saying,” she deprecated,
and turned to Flitty, who beamed upon her graciously.

* If you're on the way to Moyle, perhaps you’d give me a cast
so far in your trap ? "’ she asked.

Flitty gave a duck and a smirk.

*With ivry plisure in life, miss,” said he. ‘ Give me y’r hand
an’ I'll drag ye up.”

He suited the action to the word.

Gaisford looked solemnly at his watch.

“Sorry I've no time to bring the boat to ferry the lot of you,"
he informed the grinning field. “‘I've an important engagement in
Moyle myself.”

Burkington poured forth a flood of imprecation. * You—you
scoundrel !’ he roared. * I'll have the law of you—I'll =I'll——""
His rage made him inarticulate. He spluttered incoherently.

Gaisford nodded.

“You'll tell me all about it next time,” he answered, genially.
“ Right away, Flitty!”

He skipped up and occupied the same seat which he had used
to such advantage the week before. The whip fell upon the pony’s
back. Flitty, his trap, and his friends flew off down the road in a
cloud of dust. As they disappeared round a distant corner Miss
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