
The South and West Wilts Hounds 1900 
 

A Fine Fifty-Five Minutes’ Run 
 

 
 
These hounds met on Dec 5 at the Seymour Arms, East Knoyle.  As a rule this is not a very largely attended fixture, neither 
was it on Wednesday - about thirty or forty, incluidng half a dozen ladies, to face such a downpour of rain, and possibly a 
woodland hunt, making up the complement. 
 
I think it was the Master’s idea to endeavour to have better sport next week, viz., to force the foxes from the hills to the vale.  
Moving off at a few minutes after eleven to Park Copse, and thence to King’s Bushes, drawing a small covert or two on the 
way, hounds are brought back towards the gorse by the Windmill; the Master meeting Sam at Holloway, they have a few 
moments’ conversation, and, there being a very heavy fog lying on our right on the hills, the outcome, apparently, is to go a little 
lower down and try, if the atmosphere becomes clearer, to come back to the hill again. 
 
Well, of course, we all hope that it will not grow clearer, and off we trot to Squeaks and Leymarsh, both blank, and then his 
lordship says Knoyle Bushes, which sends a thrill of excitement through all, although the rain is coming down with a 
vengeance.  But shall we find?  Doubtful, say a good many, as we hear it was shot through only yesterday.  It is a pound to a 
penny though, you do, says someone.  Yes, every day of the week, if you wish.  That good farmer - I was going to say non-
sportsman; but no he is a sportsman to the backbone, although he does not participate in hunting - Mr G Austin, has one of the 
right sort there for us, and almost before hounds are in we hear ‘holloa’ and the Master’s whistle away towards Charnage, and 
hounds are very soon on the line of as good a fox as ever broke cover.  
 
The bitches, a little bit eager, over-run the line just for a second, but our smart and good huntsman is there, and puts them right 
in a trice, and right merrily away we go, crossing the Barrowstreet-lane, as though for Charnage (where a big chesnut is having 
the fun to himself).  Hounds, however, are going like fun down to the withy bed, leaving it on their left; they turn left-handed and 
back over the road at Barrowstreet, leaving Mitchell’s House on the right, and run down to Knowle Common, over the 
Gillingham and Knowle road on to Mere Park Farm (where the brook, being very swollen, takes toll of one our our hardest 
riding young ladies, but with a merry laugh and “I am all right” she is up and on again), towards Higher Park; but turning slightly 
left, the fox leaves the Rookery on the right, as though for Leymarsh.  
 
But no, this good fox disdains covert, and, leaving Leymarsh on his left, we cross the Moors Farm (where the son of one of our 
most respected Cabinet Ministers finds out what Wiltshire mud and, I am inclined to think, water are, as, jumping the brook, 
with a stout rail or two in the centre, the good black horse did not quite clear it; but, nothing the matter, he is up and on again), 
as though the fox were heading for Forest Oaks, but leaving this on our right we keep on to Red House Farm, over the road by 
Coleman’s and nearly to Leigh Farm.  Then turning right-handed, as though for Sedghill House, then left, pointing for Little 
Abbey Wood, we reach White Bridge Farm, our first check - forty minutes.   
 
Sam very soon has hounds right again, and over the road we go as though for Semley Station, up to the cross-roads leading to 
Motcombe, where a lot of the field, your humble scribe included, over-ride the line, and give hounds and huntsman no little 
trouble, as it is very evident that we have a sinking fox in front of us, as he appears to be running very short.  With 
perseverance Sam has hounds on the right track again.  All down the common, as though for Hayes, but turning left just before 
reaching there, the fox takes us back to Hugglers Hole, where, crossing the road, and by Peak’s Farm, it looks as though he 
had set his mask for Kingsettle.  But no, he runs down to the railway, where evidently his heart failed him, and into a big culvert 
drain by the side of the railway he goes, depriving hounds of well-deserved blood, and the huntsman of a satisfactory finish - 
time fifty-five minutes - and I regret to say one of the best bitches was killed by the down express. 
 
Jumps we had plenty of all kinds. Yes, you want a clever one to go across the Knowle Vale.  They are not all fliers, as a 
stranger will very soon find out, and his valet, too, the next day.  I have hunted with these hounds for the last twelve years, and 
I do not think I have ever had a more enjoyable ride.  The pace was quite fast enough - in fact, I think it a bit too fast for a few.  
Had the rain held up doubtless it would have been rather better, but I wonder where the man is who ever had all he wanted.   
 
Foxes are plentiful, we have a good keen huntsman, a pack of hounds second to none, a most affable Master pro tem; all we 
want is our respected Master and our friends, who are nearly all in Africa, back with us to crack a joke, and I venture to say we 
should have as happy a Christmas as we have ever had, and so would the old. 
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