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I have been asked by many people to recall some of the changes which have taken place in my seventy years’ experience of field sports in Ireland. I was very fortunate to be brought up in a family who enjoyed all outdoor sports. The Craigies were devoted to hunting and it was not unusual to have ten to sixteen of them hunting with the Fingal Harriers and a lesser number with the Ward Union Staghounds. My father and his four brothers Robert, Alec, Arthur and George, were members of the Fingals and the Wards.


Looking back I attribute our passion for field sports to my grandmother who was born in the Orkney Islands in 1860. She had a great interest in animals, and I believe in her younger days the more difficult a horse was to break in the more she enjoyed herself. She married George Wilson Craigie, a budding architect who lived in Glasgow and moved to north Dublin in about 1876, where he created useful works: the High Houses at Red Rock in Howth and the Roman Catholic chapel in Ratoath, Co. Meath, are just some examples. My grandmother, I am told, purchased a farm from the Congested District Board in 1896 called Harristown in north Dublin. The farm had been owned by a Colonel Dunne of Brittais in Co. Offaly. When her eldest son Robert married in early 1900 she moved to an adjacent farm called Siloge, leaving Robert and his bride to take up residence in Harristown.


Robert Craigie was secretary to Gavin Lowe, who owned an estate at Ashtown in north Dublin. At Gavin Lowe’s, Uncle Robert learned the art of auctioneering and raising cattle before launching out on his own as an auctioneer and livestock sales-master with his offices at 37 Prussia Street. During this time he became interested in hunting and took over the secretaryship of the Fingal Harriers when Leslie O’Callaghan from Brackenstown, Swords, was master. Uncle Robert continued as secretary to the hunt until his death in 1946 at the age of seventy-two.


My father ‘John’ was secretary to the Reverend Nash who owned Lucan Dairies at Park Gate Street, and he lived with the Nash family in Finnstown House, Lucan, Co. Dublin. From there he went on to set up his own dairy herd at a house called Beryl in Glasnevin. The large garden he converted to cattle byres where he housed the animals in the winter months and during the summer grazed them at Harristown. My father and Uncle Robert started their own businesses about 1901. My father by now was a regular follower of the Ward Union Staghounds.


Uncle George served in the Boer War and on his return to civvy street joined my father; in fact I think the name Merville, which was my father’s business, was taken from the name of a village in South Africa where he was bottled up waiting for fresh troops from England.


My uncles Alec and Arthur saw service in the 1914–1918 War and on their return Alec took over the management of Harristown and Siloge farms and there developed a great interest in breeding chasers. He bred Siloge Prince who won the Ward Hunt Cup three times in succession when ridden by himself; Splash and Last Link who both won the Irish Grand National; Fortria who won at the Cheltenham festival meeting and the Irish Grand National, Sentina, Senria, and many more winners. His greatest love was point-to-pointing where he had many winners, all ridden by himself.


In 1919 Alec took over mastership of the Fingal Harriers from Leslie O’Callaghan and carried the horn until 1930 when my brother Jack succeeded him. Jack hunted the hounds until 1957 when they were taken over by my brother Robert. In 1965 Robert retired but has retained the position of chairman up to this day. The Craigie family have been associated with the Fingal Harriers for over seventy years.


On his return from the Great War in 1918 my Uncle Arthur joined Uncle Robert’s rapidly expanding business in 37 Prussia Street. He was also a very keen man to hounds and hunted with the Wards and Fingals when time allowed.


My father Jack married a Scottish girl in 1905; they had ten children, seven boys and three girls. All were dedicated to hunting with the exception of Irene, and as children we all hunted with the Harriers and then, spreading our wings somewhat, most of us became regular followers of the Ward Union Staghounds.


I was born in 1908 and spent eight years at Mountjoy School where I was dedicated to rugby, playing on the Junior and Senior cup teams. I was entered for Trinity College in 1924 but with the great depression and being one of ten children to feed, I had no alternative but to take up a position with my Uncle Robert as a cattle auctioneer, a job I hated. After two years’ penance I booked a passage to New Zealand only to be reprimanded by my father who had just bought a beautiful residence on 200 acres at Finglas called St Helena. I took over the management of the farm in 1927 until 1932 when my father set up a creamery for pasturising and bottling milk. I continued in the creamery business until my retirement in 1972.


Over the years, my experiences in the hunting field and with gun and rod have given me and many others moments of rare and unforgotten entertainment, as I shall now relate. 



















Hunting
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A large number of our hunt horses were home bred, mostly thoroughbreds crossed with Irish draught mares which pulled the milk floats in the Dairy.


My first introduction to hunting was with the Fingal Harriers around 1914 when my Uncle Robert was secretary and encouraged my father to buy me a pony. At that time a consignment of cobs and ponies were imported from Russia and were sold by Mackey Byrne from his stable yard at Prussia Street. The ponies were about 14 hands high, similar to the Icelandic pony, dark with black points, and with manes and tails which were usually docked. The cobs were 15 to 16 hands high and predominantly grey; they were well bred with the appearance of Arabian horses, very fine featured, little hair on their legs and beautiful intelligent-looking heads. They were no longer imported after the outbreak of the Great War and I often wonder if what we call the Irish draught horse – so popular in the thirties and forties – had Russian blood. How long this trading had been going on I have no idea.


My father bought a dun pony for the tub trap so that my mother could go to Dublin shopping. He was called Turk and it was my job to feed, groom and have him ready for my mother’s shopping outing each Friday. I became very attached to Turk, who was a most responsive animal; I used to pop up on his back in the stable, take him out for water and trot him around the yard before riding him back in for feeding. The great day arrived, St Stephen’s Day 1914, when my father allowed me to hunt with the Fingals at The Boot Inn.


My uncle, who was then master, gave me a roaring welcome and introduced me to the huntsman. The first draw was at Collinstown where Dublin airport now stands, and I well recall the huntsman coming over to me and saying, ‘Young master, sit behind me and leave the rest to the pony.’ What a day after a good run. Turk took all the fences in his stride, and when we ran the hare down, Micky Grant, the huntsman, blooded me and gave me the mask. There was never a prouder boy.


It was a long time before I had another opportunity to hunt as I was at school in Mountjoy, but one day the school-master fell ill and my father gave me permission to hunt at Fieldstown Bridge, between Swords and Ashbourne. The excitement was intense; I was up early to feed and groom Turk and burnish my saddle, and I remember Mother rushing out to me with sandwiches. What a change from St Stephen’s Day! Big horses and no children, excepting myself. I felt like a Lilliputian but remembered Micky Grant’s advice to sit behind him and give Turk his head. The fences were enormous so little Turk crept down the side of the ditches, jumped across and ran up the other side. Once I had confidence in his movements I thoroughly enjoyed the day and my uncle later gave a very good account of it to my father.
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A Church holiday, no school and my father quite unconcerned! ‘Would you like to hunt with the Wards tomorrow?’ he asked. Could it be possible? I contacted my brother Jack who suggested that he would take Turk to Kilbride where I would meet him on my bicycle and then hack on the rest of the way to Ratoath, which was about eight miles from home. When we reached the meet I was most surprised to see the village littered with outside cars and there appeared to me to be one hundred horses. Pink coats, green coats, black coats, ladies on side-saddle. I crept up to the hounds on a side road; Mr Jim Brindley, the huntsman, came over to talk to me and he pointed out some of his best hounds. Then the master, Mr T.L. Moore, asked me my name. I was very pleased at this, but the thought of a hundred galloping horses in full flight at the first fence really scared me. But to my surprise and delight Mr Moore kept the field back and allowed me to follow the huntsman. When the field settled down I gained my confidence and the first place I recognized was Dunshaughlin. We left the Poorhouse on our left, the master and myself riding together as we approached The Derrickstown Double. It was twice as high as little Turk. I rode him at it hard and he literally ran up and down the other side. What a thrill! (The fence had reduced the field to about a dozen.) I had no idea where I was when we left the deer out on the Moor of Meath. I asked the master could he direct me home and to my joy he asked me to go with him. I was a proud boy hacking home with the master. Mr Moore lived at Ashtown which was only about a mile from where we lived. When we got to Ashtown he invited me in for a glass of sherry and some biscuits. I don’t know whether it was the sherry or exhaustion but when my brother came in to the stable to see if I was home, he found me fast asleep in the straw.
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One day during the summer when Turk was out on grass I noticed he had a discharge from an eye. My father got the vet and after a long time dressing the eye he failed to save it. Mr Purdie, the vet, did not appear to be worried. ‘Many good horses have only one eye,’ he told me. The incident was soon forgotten and I continued to hunt Turk regularly. He loved his hunting and could tell the day before we were off to a hunt. But the blow struck. We met one day at Palmerstown, between Fieldstown West and Garristown, and as was by then custom, I sat in behind the huntsman. Not many followers were out and we were having a lovely hunt when I jumped a thorny hedge and landed perfectly. Then Turk stopped and whinnied. I jumped off and patted him, endeavouring to calm him down. When I looked at this head I saw a big black thorn right in the pupil of his good eye. Turk was blind, but I couldn’t bring myself to believe it. I took out my handkerchief and waved it frantically in front of his eye. No reaction. I broke down completely. Taking up his reins I patted him gently and slowly made for the road with tears running down my face. We walked the whole way home where I unsaddled him and gave him his feed. He was so brave. The vet came the following morning. ‘He has lost the sight of both eyes and must be put down,’ was the verdict. Father asked me to run into the house. I listened and heard the shot ring out as if I was standing close by. I swore I would never hunt again. Indeed it was about seventeen years before I took to the saddle again regularly. Often my mind travels back to the day of Turk’s last hunt. There will never be another pony like him.


THE STAGHOUNDS


For me the Ward Union Staghounds were the greatest of all hunts. Our family gloried in the chase of the stag; all were hard riders who never saved themselves in the capture of the deer until it was brought to bay.


Following Judge Wylie, Andrew Moore became master in 1939 and I consider him the best master the Wards ever had or ever will have. Hunting during his term of office was amazingly good; he was a fearless rider, knew his country and left the hunting of the hounds to his huntsman, Tom Fitzsimons. Andrew was most popular with the farmers and was a keen competitor at point-to-points.


There are many reasons why hunting was so good during Andrew’s mastership. Following the transfer of deer from Howth Park to Slane Castle in 1926 they grew rapidly in number owing to the ideal conditions of the 300 acres they had to range over. Slane deer park was well wooded with beautiful valleys and dells, a ground cover of bracken, thickets of briars and an inexhaustible supply of water. From the herd of 50 taken from Howth there were soon 150, and every so often we culled the herd to 100. The hunt committee then arranged to build a catching pen on a quarter acre with eight-foot high fencing of galvanized sheets and two large swinging gates. The approach to this pen was a long bottle-neck wired on either side. When the deer entered, a man concealed behind the gates closed them. Rounding up the deer was a laborious job using thirty or forty beaters, most of whom were locals and a few members. Often we would have the leading deer in the bottle-neck when the main herd would take fright and break back through the beaters’ lines; often we called off the drive through exhaustion, to be continued the following day. Taking the deer in the pen was dangerous; one can imagine thirty or forty enclosed deer with the stags carrying full heads. Three hand-picked men were normally involved in the taking of the deer in the pen: Pat Kettle, Hitler Morgan and Con Rooney, who shouted instructions from the bank or the top of the fence. It was not uncommon to break a limb or be stripped of your clothing from the thrust of an antler. We let the herd settle in the pen before releasing the yearlings; the sprigets were always a worry, no matter how we tried it we had losses as the spriget’s long thin antler could pierce through the biggest and strongest of the deer.


The captured deer were then transported to the small deer park in Ashbourne, beside the kennels, which had deer-proof fencing. There the deer were fed and ready for the opening of the hunting season. Hinds were hunted up to Christmas and then returned to Slane from where a consignment of stags was taken for hunting until the end of the season.


William Strickland, huntsman during Judge Wylie’s mastership and part of Andrew Moore’s, was a great judge of hounds and he bred a beautiful pack which were a great credit to him. Most of his stud dogs were from the Daresbury pack in Limerick. He made many changes at the kennels. Only horse flesh boiled in an enormous boiler was fed to the hounds when he took over, but Strickland recommended cattle or horse flesh fed raw. It took the committee a long time to give approval to such drastic change; indeed, I think it improved the hounds’ condition. One drawback was that the hounds’ teeth wore down very much quicker thus shortening their lives.


On hunting days a deer was selected, driven into the deer cart and conveyed to the hunt by horse. Two deer were carted, the second being ready if the master thought it should be enlarged. Around the years 1916 to 1924 the pack met three days a week – Monday, Wednesday and Saturday. Mondays and Wednesdays saw the bigger fields, ranging from 100 to 150. Monday was considered the farmers’ day and they hunted The Ward, Priestown and Kilbride area of the country; Wednesday was for the city-follower hunting the Clonee, Dunboyne and Batterstown country. A special train left Kingsbridge (now Heuston) station each Wednesday taking horses and riders to the meets, and the train was especially equipped with food and drinks for the followers. The city-followers kept their horses stabled in Dublin and a groom took them to the station. Saturday was known as the eastern country and here you had a mixture of city and farmer followers hunting at Kilsallaghan, Palmerstown, Garristown, Ardcath and Kilmoon.


The hunting country was clearly defined and little change, if any, has taken place to the present day. It is as follows:




From Dublin to Leixlip by the Liffey; from Leixlip to Maynooth by Main Road; from Maynooth to Kilcock by railway; from Kilcock to Summerhill by road; from Summerhill to Rathmolyon by road; from Rathmolyon to Trim by road; from Trim to Bellinter Bridge by the Boyne; from Bellinter Bridge to Garlow Cross by road; from Garlow Cross to Gerardstown; from Gerardstown to Duleek by road; from Duleek to the sea at Laytown by the Nanny river, which area is more particularly defined on a map in the possession of the Committee. In case of dispute, the boundaries on the map to be final.





Almost all land in Meath was under grass then and wire was only introduced in the mid-forties. Here we had a country which was given to stag hunting; a large percentage of the farmers hunted and those who did not were out with their families in ponies and traps, so the relationship between farmer and hunter was very strong.


Although our country was clearly defined, the Fingal Harriers hunted the east country in co-operation with the Wards; and the Meath Foxhounds hunted a portion of the west country. Early in the season the three masters worked out their respective meets, but occasionally the packs crossed each other. I recall one particular day we were enjoying a very nice run from Ardcath through Garristown to Palmerstown and on to Fieldstown, where for no reason hounds lifted their heads and would not acknowledge the line. We had word the Fingals had sighted the deer and their hounds were laid on the line and after a lovely three-quarters of an hour took our deer north of Swords.


I have always favoured the smaller hound although we hunt big quarry. By and large small hounds hold the line better; it might take longer to run the deer down, but big hounds screaming through the country are difficult to keep in contact with. Here, as enthusiastic as Will Strickland was in breeding hounds, Tom Fitzsimons had no interest at all. He came from a long family of huntsmen knowing all the packs North and South, and during the summer months we would visit the various packs. Tom, with a keen eye and winning manner, always came home with one or two couple of hounds. It marvelled me when he put his 20 or 25 couples together and had a delightful pack to look at. He kept one stud dog to maintain the strain.


Jim Brindley was a great believer in breeding his own hounds. Puppies were walked by the local farmers for a season before being entered into the pack. This practice is still carried on. but the huntsmen are finding it difficult to arrange walks for their puppies. My most enduring memories are of Father taking me out to Ashbourne. Big steel pots laid out in a circle on a concrete slab, the pots filled with stew, Mr Brindley standing in the centre of the circle in his hunting coat and cap, with a hunting crop in one hand and a prayer book in the other. The doors of the kennels were opened by the yardman and the hounds poured out making a circle around the pots. But dare a hound touch the food until the huntsman had said grace? With the completion of ‘Amen’ there was a rush for the food. He had wonderful hound control.
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It might be appropriate now to give a brief history of the Ward Union Staghounds.


THE WARD UNIONS, 1854–1984


The pack takes its name from a hamlet and river called Ward in the parish of Finglas in north Dublin, and a roadside hotel called The Union. They hunt the same country as the Meath Foxhounds in counties Dublin, Meath, Louth and Kildare. According to the book British Hunts and Huntsmen published in 1911, ‘The best hunting country in Ireland lies in the valleys of the Liffey and Boyne.’


In 1828 there were two hunts in the present Ward country, The Dubber and The Hollywood. A great-great-grandfather of Martin and Ted Kelly of Creakenstown, Ratoath, Co. Meath, was a founder of the Dubber pack. In 1840 Lord Howth imported a Mr Broadley’s pack of staghounds from Leamington in England and kept them with the help of subscriptions from soldiers until 1842 when they were bought by the Dublin garrison and were called The Garrison Hounds. In 1830 a Mr Gerard took over the Dubber pack and named them The Ward. In approximately 1854 the Garrison Hunt and the Wards amalgamated and were renamed the Ward Union Staghounds, as they are still known to this day. In 1864 a committee took over and appointed Captain Montgomery as field master, and the pack were moved to new kennels in Ashbourne, Co. Meath, and Charles Brindley became huntsman.


Charles Brindley was born in 1817 and spent some years in T. Carr’s training establishment in Staffordshire before returning to Ireland to become whipper-in to Lord Howth’s pack. In 1840 he was made whip to the Wards; 1842 saw him go to Captain Tait in Ayrshire but he returned in 1843 to be huntsman to the Wards. His son, Jim, became whip in 1870 and huntsman on the death of Charles in 1879. Jim hunted the Ward Union Staghounds for over thirty-three years and his son, also Charles, whipped in until he took over the horn from his father.


In 1866 Mr Leonard Morrogh, being the senior member of the hunt committee, took over the position of field master from Captain Montgomery who retired. Mr Morrogh held office until 1883 when he retired to Wexford. Mr Percy Maynard of The Manor, Ratoath, was appointed field master to the Hunt Committee in 1891 and with the exception of one season held office for twenty-seven years until his death following a fall out hunting. Mr T.L. Moore, who had been secretary to the hunt since 1906, took over the mastership in 1919 until 1925. In 1926 the deer were moved from Howth Park to Slane Castle where they remained until 1961, but more on that later.


Mr Justice Wylie of Clonsilla took over from Mr Moore and remained master for fourteen seasons, until the outbreak of the Second World War, when Mr Andrew Moore became master for nine years. Andrew Moore is a son of T.L. Moore, the former master, and to him belongs a great deal of credit for keeping the hunt going during the difficult war years. Mr William Strickland was huntsman and William Bobbett whip during Judge Wylie’s mastership, the secretaries were Mr M. Leonard and Mr S.H. Lynch. The latter was secretary for fifteen years until 1949, when I took over. Lord Fingall of Killeen Castle, Dunsany, was joint master with Andrew Moore until 1942 but was unable to officiate as such owing to his military duties in the Royal Armoured Corps. During the war Tom Fitzsimons became huntsman; he had previously been huntsman to the Galway Blazers and kennel huntsman and whipper-in to Miss Molly O’Rourke’s East Galway pack.


In 1948 George Malcomson, who had been joint hon. secretary with Stephen Lynch for a season, became joint master with Andrew Moore for a season and then took over the sole mastership for ten years. I was hon. sec. until 1957 and then became joint master with George in 1959 until 1962, when George retired. Standish Collen joined me then until 1967 as master, with Raymond Keogh helping out on some days. Since then Judge Roe, Tom Mangan, Roy Craigie, Raymond Keogh, Fred Duffy and Denis Coakley have all served the hunt as masters.


After Charles Hall-Dare retired as huntsman to join the British forces, Tom Fitzsimons became huntsman in 1941. Tom retired in 1966 and Eamonn Dunphy was engaged to replace him. Eamonn had been employed with the Kildare Foxhounds for seventeen years prior to joining the Ward Union.


The secretaries to the hunt since 1957 have been my brother Donald, Raymond Keogh, Philip O’Connor and Paddy Griffin. The last two named are now joint secretaries.


REPORTS, AND A GOOD SCENT


In my early days of hunting, each hunt was reported in the daily papers, and indeed, the first article read was the hunting report which was then debated at night around the sitting-room fire. The Wards were fortunate in having May Ennis as their reporter in The Irish Times. She could turn a dull hunt into an exciting outing with little tit-bits to hold the interest of the reader.


The Wards had two types of follower: those who gloried in three-quarters of an hour of a sharp gallop with hounds running straight, and those who enjoyed a slower hunt lasting perhaps three or four hours. I was one of the latter group.


Scent is something I could never understand; one day a screaming scent and, given the same conditions (or so it seemed), only days later the hounds hunted a much slower line. With a screaming scent it took an exceptional deer to last more than three-quarters of an hour; it also took a blood horse with plenty of courage to stay up with hounds.


I recall one incident of how wrong one can be in forecasting scent. It was coming close to the end of the season and the master was anxious to round up outlying deer. It was during the war years and there had been ten days of brilliant sunshine with a ground-drying easterly wind. The deer was harboured in Kilmessan and arrangements were made to rail our horses there from Liffey Junction on a cattle train. The evening before the hunt the master rang me to say the deer had moved to Dunshaughlin; this left little time to rearrange our plans as the horses were to leave our stables the next morning at 5 a.m. I arose bright and early, intercepted the groom and arranged with him to have the horses hacked over to Dunshaughlin by 1 p.m. I then cycled over to inform my brother of the change of meet. After a hearty breakfast and armed with cold chicken and bread and butter we set out for Dunshaughlin on our bicycles. It was a warm spring day with a light easterly breeze.


We met the downcast master. ‘There will be no scent today,’ he said. ‘It’s hardly worth looking for our quarry.’ Then a young lad appeared on a bicycle: the deer was in Mr Kelly’s of Creakenstown. We hacked the three miles to find Mr Kelly waiting. As soon as Tom Fitzsimons let the hounds enter the land they raced away. We were non-plussed as there was no sign of a deer or anything on foot. We raced round Dunshaughlin as fast as we could push our horses, turned right-handed over Thomastown, crossed the Slane road at Kilmoon pointing for Ardcath. We ran through Tallons and pointing for Duleek ran along the Nanny river. The deer was eventually taken at dark in Boylan’s of Bellewstown. It was a remarkable hunt in that the weather conditions were everything contrary to what one would expect for a good scent.


The sequence to this hunt was that we returned to Mr Tallon’s pub on the hill of Bellewstown and persuaded him to produce 2 lbs of butter which at that time was strictly rationed! The ladies who finished the hunt sat down to the arduous task of making sandwiches, and there being no shortage of liquor, we probably over-indulged. I did not realise the consequences until Paddy Hendron, one of the members, mounted his horse, and hit him a few skelps down the ribs forgetting to collect his reins. The horse took off, crossed the road at full gallop onto the racecourse and completed a round of the course taking each fence in his stride. It was a remarkable feat with the only guidance a half-moon and a pilot loaded with John Jameson. The incident will live long in my memory: the stillness of the night only disturbed by the galloping of a run-away horse over the steeplechase fences of Bellewstown.


THE ESTUARY, 16 JANUARY 1943


It is not always the best hunts which live in one’s memory. A good horse and a poor hunt to me could be a pleasure, but a bad horse and a good hunt was torment. A hunt I will always remember, although not a classic, was from a meet at Swords on the Dublin-Belfast road. The enlargement was on Colm Lawless’ land and the deer pointed for Lissenhall, through Tommy Cobbe’s land, Newbridge demesne, over the fields of that excellent judge of hounds and master of the Galway Blazers, Lancelot Smith, past Beaverstown and on down to the estuary of the Broadmeadow river. The tide was full in but Lance, knowing his country, said to follow him in single file: ‘I know the line of the old horse track.’


If my memory serves me right, there were only six left of a large field. One of the six was a little girl called Kit Long (now Kit Ryan, master of the Fingal Harriers), and Hugh Jellett suggested she should get up behind him and let someone lead her small pony. Kit was duly loaded up behind Hugh and I took her pony. Halfway across the estuary Lance lost his bearings and the next thing I knew all the horses were swimming and being carried down the river on the receding tide. I suppose the river was half a mile wide at this point and we were drifting fast. But our luck held, we struck a sandbank and quickly reached the north shore. We picked up hounds racing through the fields towards Portrane Asylum. At this stage our blood was up and Lance took on the boundary wall. Unfortunately the inmates were out exercising and on seeing the stampeding horses cross the playing fields there was one shrill cry, ‘The Germans are coming!’, which drowned the music of the hounds. We rode on through the market gardens of the Rush farmers and then the deer ran into a barn and was safely taken. It was not a spectacular hunt but seeing a pack of hounds and six horsemen swimming for their lives has always made me feel we should have been the asylum inmates and not those who were out exercising.


THE BARD OF BALLYMACARNEY


It is sad that the memories of so many fine hunts and, indeed, the poems that celebrate them have disappeared never to be recorded. Pansy Cannon, a sister of the famous trainer Tom Dreaper, wrote amusing verses, few of which are now in circulation. She and her husband Frank dairy farmed at Ballymacarney in Co. Dublin. Frank was one of the starters under INHS rules and although 17 stone weight he was a fine follower of hounds and always rode outstanding 17 hand horses. Their home was open to all and while Frank never drank or smoked, their hospitality at Ballymacarney was something to remember.





A Great Hunt with the Wards


31 December 1943








Oh boys! but that hunt was a wonderful sight,


     Why, the pack wasn’t home till nine-thirty that night.


They started from Nutstown, where Con had the hind,


     He knew for some days it was there she reclined.


When they met they were seventy odd I am told.


     Eleven ’twas finished – and they were stone cold.










The pace began hot, and grew faster and faster –


     No riding on hounds – not a word from the Master.


At Ashbourne our Vet was next door to a fall,


     With great presence of mind he grabbed at the wall.


His horse had slipped up and twisted a shoe,


     Poor Harry was finished – what more could he do?







In a fence by the Bush road so narrow and deep


     Sheila Lyons’ horse was stuck there in a heap.


No efforts could move him, he just wouldn’t try


     But a lorry with ropes pulled him out bye and bye.


As we crossed at the Poorhouse, young Cooney – poor chap


     Got a fall off the road and then lost his check cap.







Near Pelletstown Covert we met a ‘Quare’ fence –


     A Tarzan-like jungle, so thick and so dense.


The Dairyman broke through the branches a track,


     And Dermot got through with the twigs swinging back.


He left as momento his best shining topper


     But anything’s better than coming a cropper.
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