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            Introduction

         

         Dave Harcombe, in his book, The World of The Working Terrier, states that, regarding the red and black slape and hard-coated terriers bred down from the dogs of Frank Buck and Cyril Breay, the name ‘Patterdale terrier’ is now here to stay, and I can only agree with him. These terriers are so widely known by this name that it is pointless anymore to ramble on (though I will undoubtedly do so, for this issue still rouses passion in many fell terrier enthusiasts) about the rights and wrongs of such labelling. These earth dogs, despite the fact that they have only a slight connection with the tiny village of Patterdale in Cumbria, were given this name many years ago and it has stuck, much to the annoyance of many of the older generation of fell hunters who were breeding and working fell types of terrier long before Cyril Breay made his show debut with his dogs.

         Gary Middleton was at the show in Patterdale when Breay first exhibited this new type of terrier in this district. He was standing with Anthony Barker and Sid Wilkinson and the pair of them turned to him and asked (not in a derogatory sense) what on earth was that that Cyril had with him. When asked about his dog, Cyril Breay remarked that it was simply a type of fell terrier and never referred to it as a Patterdale. In fact, the late Anthony Barker farmed just outside this village and he would surely have recognised a Patterdale terrier, as would Sid Wilkinson who lived just up the road at Glenridding.

         This terrier was Bingo, a deep, chestnut red terrier who was one of the gamest workers the Buck and Breay strain ever produced; a dog bred by Frank Buck and given to Breay who worked him enthusiastically with the Lunesdale hunt, which are kennelled just up the road from Sedbergh. Buck called him Bing and this is how he was commonly known, though Cyril Breay changed his name to Bingo after Frank gave the dog to him. Bingo killed many foxes before he perished in a tussle with a fox in the Lunesdale xcountry. No doubt the many previous encounters with foxes had weakened Bing’s jaw somewhat, for it finally gave during this titanic struggle and he was dead when Roger Westmoreland finally reached him.

         Middleton states that Bingo was a very ‘typey’ terrier and of a very attractive deep red colour. This colour continues to crop up on some of the descendants of Bingo who mated several bitches before he died and who played a major part in the creation of the modern strains of what are now known as Patterdales. Like it or not, as Harcombe says, this name is here to stay.

         The truth is, Patterdale terriers sprang up from the original fell strains and they retain, even to this day, many of the qualities of the old Cumbrian hunt terriers which have played such an important part in helping to keep down the hardy fox population of this area. The old fell strains were the gamest in the world and this is reflected in the modern Patterdale terrier which has grown in popularity at an incredible rate during recent years, now being extensively used throughout the country. However, it was in the North of England that the strains originated and their birthplace is an incredibly difficult country to hunt, testing both the constitution, and the gameness, of any terrier required to work such an area successfully.
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            1

            Fellhunting Country

         

         Mountain range after mountain range, rivers and becks flowing from the heartlands and filling after the heavy rain that falls without much warning in this part of the world the large number of lakes, some huge, others small, that are found throughout Cumbria, with a massive number of tiny tarns dotted around, all of which give this region its other, possibly more familiar, name the English Lake District.

         Craggy peaks rise sharply into a frequently stormy sky, very often mist covered, for days on end, and giving them an eerie, even hostile appearance which frightened off many of the early tourists who stumbled upon this area and who wrote of its fearsome, unwelcoming landscape. Huge mounds of scree litter the fell sides and make it almost impossible for the fellwalker, or, indeed, the follower of a fellpack, to cross the steep valleys. Some of the worst scree-beds I have ever come across in the Lakes are found deep in the heart of the incredibly beautiful Borrowdale valley where high mountain peaks stretch into the distance.

         I crossed these scree-beds extremely carefully, alongside my fell terriers, and, consequently, made slow progress as I followed, or attempted to follow, the Blencathra foxhounds who were busy searching the crags high above for the presence of a skulking fox. Foxes often spend the day sleeping amongst these crags, or sometimes they will seek sanctuary at such places when hard pressed by hounds. Hounds will sometimes succeed in shifting their quarry from these difficult spots, though on many occasions Reynard has to be given best. Now and again though, especially if a terrier has a gift for climbing a crag, this will be allowed to seek out its foe and bolt it from its hiding place. Many good terriers have perished when working out foxes from such dangerous locations, and so there are many crags that are no longer deemed safe enough to allow terrier, or, indeed, hound, access, no matter how many foxes are seeking safety there. 2
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         Now and again a terrier, or, more likely a hound and possibly a few hounds, will follow a fox out onto a crag and they will then be unable to make their way back to safer ground. In the old days, ropes were used to lower one of the more stout-hearted followers who would then rescue these trapped hounds. Nowadays though, a helicopter is required to lift off trapped hounds and only a few years ago some of the Ullswater pack had to be airlifted from Black Crag, a forbidding place above Patterdale, after they had followed a fox onto the narrow rock ledges. Honister Crag, above the Honister pass in the Melbreak country, is another fearsome spot which has claimed the lives of hounds and terriers over the years. Sometimes hounds, close to their quarry and giving everything they have in order to catch up with it, will be unable to stop themselves when a fox drops down onto a crag, sometimes falling hundreds of feet to instant death. This is quite a rare occurrence however, for hounds know their country better than their huntsman.

         3One wrong move on these scree-beds can easily result in a broken ankle and then you are in trouble. It was hard going and a little unnerving, crossing these vast mounds of scree, especially when I could feel them giving and moving under my feet. You can imagine how amazed I was when a little later the hounds returned and crossed those self-same scree-beds without flinching, running across them almost unhindered in their search for that elusive fox, which had earlier passed under the crags above and had quickly gone out over the felltop towards Newlands, where it eventually found safe sanctuary inside a big, rough bield. There are many very bad places in this area which are just too dangerous for a terrier to be put in, so the Huntsman was forced to whip them off and try for another.

         I suppose it is the centuries of breeding hounds for hunting on the fells that has produced abilities of this kind, for these hounds are as native as Cumbrian slate and they instinctively know the ground on which they hunt, and thus are well adapted to crossing it. Those scree-beds are huge, not just in height, but also in the area of ground they cover and the crags immense and popular with rock climbers. Many succeed, while others suffer defeat, even injury and occasionally death.

         Rocks jut out of the ground almost everywhere one looks, their jagged edges rising menacingly yet those hounds have the task of not only finding foxes in such places: narrow ledges sometimes a hundred feet or more off the ground, deep ghylls, dangerously steep and often slippery, but they also must follow the roused fox and even catch him, even though he is very fleet-of-foot and incredibly cunning too. These tough hill foxes have been born to these conditions over centuries, and so are well suited to such a landscape. Hounds succeed and catch many foxes, though it is true to say that many also escape. Some, however, are either found, or are driven, to ground and this is when the hardy fell terrier comes into its own. The ancestors of the Patterdale terrier would be required to find their fox inside some of these extremely deep and vast earths and bolt, or kill their fox, should it stand its ground far below the feet of the hunters who were now helpless to do anything more to catch their quarry. A terrier in this situation is all alone and must do its best to succeed. Some of the gamer terriers will quickly kill a fox which refuses to bolt, while others will bay and tease their quarry in the hopes that the diggers will reach it before long. Many Lakeland earths, even the borrans, are diggable, but most are not. A terrier must deal with its fox and 4 get out as best it can, or be there until death brings release. It is an incredibly difficult country for hounds and Huntsmen to work, but much more so for the game terrier which has its quarry to ground in such a landscape!

         
            
[image: ]John Parker (J.P.) heading for the fells above the beautiful Borrowdale valley. (Blencathra foxhounds).

            

         

         While out with the Blencathra one cold February day, I got talking to an old gentleman who had followed this hunt for as long as he could remember. He was one of the Porter family of Borrowdale and even now, into his eighties, he was still able to climb out onto the high felltops and watch the hounds and their Huntsman at work. He told me of the first occasion when he had watched hounds hunt the local fells and his eyes suddenly lit up as he reminisced of those long past days which, in so many ways, were better times.

         Jim Dalton was still Huntsman then and, as he came down the Borrowdale valley with his pack, which were following the scent of the hunted fox with great eagerness indeed, the local teacher had allowed the class to go out into the fresh winter air and watch the pack at work. He was fascinated with what he saw and this memory had stuck in his mind and was as clear as the day on which it had occurred, all these years later. He can remember the silver-haired Huntsman, at this time getting towards the end of an illustrious career, soon arriving at a borran by the side of a 5 steep ghyll which was being marked by hounds, the zealous terriers coupled at his side and all hoping they were going to get a turn to ground.
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         Sure enough, a terrier was loosed from its couples and shortly afterwards it disappeared into the borran, quickly finding its fox and getting stuck into it eagerly. Although they were quite a way from this earth, a borran I could clearly see on the hillside opposite from where we stood, high up above the crags on Chapel fell, he recalled being able to hear the terrier at work as it bayed in order to bolt its quarry. However, this fox had gained quite a stronghold and was not going to shift easily, and so 6 digging operations commenced, the school kids now being taken back to class in order to carry on with their education.

         As is a common occurrence up in the fells, the borran proved to be difficult to effect a way into and so operations continued well into the night. He could remember the oil lanterns placed all around the borran and lighting up their way, high on that fellside. He couldn’t recall if they eventually got their fox or not, but all he knew was that that dig lasted for several hours, long after darkness had set in, and that Dalton’s terriers were some of the gamest in the fells at that time, so it seems reasonable to assume that they eventually broke through to the terrier and its quarry, finally securing the brush of that predator of the fells. To succeed in digging out foxes from such vast, near-impossible places, is an incredible feat, yet many many digs successfully occur in such circumstances every season in the fells. Lakeland is truly a place of hardy hillmen who breed and work even hardier hounds and terriers, continuing the never-ending fight to protect the livestock of these hill shepherds and farmers.

         At the same time, many foxes have to be left and given best, allowing them to run for another day, though any fell Huntsman does not like doing so, for it is his job to reduce the fox population as much as possible, in readiness for lambing time which usually begins in late March. Not that foxes are to be exterminated. Anyone who wishes to exterminate a species has no place hunting a fellpack, for the true fell Huntsman is a countryman at heart and has a deep respect for the quarry he hunts. Being a true countryman, however, he also realises what serious problems foxes can cause when they prey on farm livestock, and so he is happy to provide a service to the shepherds and farmers of his hunt country, in order to keep that predation to a minimum.

         Amongst the rocks, thick vegetation grows in abundance, though there is little on the higher slopes to interest the shepherd who has sheep to fatten in readiness for the sales. Sheep do feed on the higher slopes though, but usually it is the hardy Herdwick or the Swaledale that is kept in this region. These survive well enough, but very often the shepherd must send his flock to richer pastures in the low country where they can be fattened up, which cuts down quite a bit on any profits made when it comes to selling, for fattening grazing rights do not come cheap.

         Bracken, dense and sometimes chest height, is found all over the landscape of the Lake District and, especially during early autumn, can make the going quite difficult for the foot follower 7 who is intent on keeping close to hounds. Foxes can give hounds the run-around all day in this stuff and for this reason they will usually hunt higher ground until the bracken has died off somewhat as autumn progresses. The Coniston foxhounds have quite a bit of low country towards the lower end of Windermere, around the Cartmel fell area, which is best left until later in the autumn when the bracken has begun to die back, for this plant grows prolifically in such places.

         Dense gorse is another problem in some areas for those attempting to keep in touch with the pack. A problem it may be to the fellpack follower, but nevertheless we would not be without it, for gorse is extremely good cover for holding foxes and is very often a ‘sure find’. When out with the Coniston pack around the Cartmel fell area, hounds flew into a dense gorse covert on a steep hillside and quickly found, pushing their fox out right in front of the Huntsman and a few hounds he had with him. I was standing just behind and got a quick glimpse of Reynard as he turned on his brush and disappeared again, finally leaving covert and taking hounds on a very long hunt which took them all the way to the shores of Windermere, before heading back into the forest above. This fox eventually eluded capture, but it was a cracking find and a superb hunt, though the fast action was difficult to keep up with.

         The Langdales, a very rocky and mountainous wilderness full of extremely high crags and loose mounds of scree, is a place where gorse grows in abundance and you can be fairly sure of more than one fox using these coverts in order to rest after a long night on the prowl.

         Deep heather, especially growing around craggy areas, is found in profusion in places and is particularly dense in some parts of the low country where it competes with gorse, bracken and forestry, with some scattered woodland. Foxes flourish in these areas and I once watched as hounds hunted several around a small wood which was overgrown with bracken and deep heather, hunting them for a very long time, for they were unable to push them out into the open. In the end the Huntsman was forced to call hounds out and moved on to try for another. Again, this was in the low country where dense undergrowth makes fox control a difficult task. So difficult, in fact, that, in order to keep on top of the fox population, fox drives are organised in this part of the Lakes on a fairly regular basis through the winter months, for hounds have large areas to cover and they can only spend so 8 much time at one place. This is not a recent measure, however, for fox shoots have taken place in the Lake District for decades.
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         When Anthony Barker was Huntsman of the Ullswater foxhounds during the Second World War, he was sometimes called upon to drive foxes to guns with his hounds, as were other Huntsmen, for foxes increased considerably during the war years because they were hunted far less than previously, as many of the hunt servants and terriermen were on the front line. At times, especially when woodland or forestry was drawn by hounds, as many as a dozen foxes would be shot, while hounds would also account for one or two. Huntsmen like Anthony Barker were not 9 keen on this task, though, for they were constantly worried about their hounds, or even themselves, getting shot. Nevertheless, they continued to carry out this vital role in controlling foxes and large numbers were taken using this, one of the most effective of methods.

         At the moment there is much controversy surrounding the shooting of foxes, the worry being that many can be injured and thus go on to die long, lingering deaths. With hounds, however, this risk is reduced to practically nil, for an injured fox can be hunted to where it has earth’d, or laid up in covert, and can be finished off quickly, thus ending its suffering. Gunpacks play a vital role in humane fox control, but the fellpacks were using this method long before gunpacks were even considered

         These lower hunting grounds always seem to have a healthy population of foxes, despite the fact that the fellpacks, and the driven shoots, hunt these regions. This is because of the abundance of wildlife that thrives in these lower dales, making food for Reynard plentiful. This means that, even though many foxes are taken from such locations, the springtime breeding will soon replenish stocks as foxes breed in larger numbers where food supplies are more plentiful.

         Maybe the anti-hunting brigade should take notice of this. Foxes are hunted by fellpacks, fox shoots, terrier and lurchermen, in the lower dales of Cumbria, yet they continue to thrive; proof enough that hunting is not about destruction, but about maintaining a healthy population, taking out the old, the weak and the sick, which cuts down on the risk of infectious disease breaking out, and keeps numbers as low as possible for the sake of shepherds and farmers who have livestock to protect. Hunting can never be about destruction, or elimination. In fact, hunting is not really an accurate description. ‘Countryside management’ is a much better term that sums up exactly, what rural pursuits are about!

         One of the main problems with hunting these lowlands where woodland and forestry flourish, usually covering large tracts of land, is that it is all too easy to lose touch with hounds as Reynard can run around these coverts for hours on end, very often keeping well ahead of the pack by using well worn pathways which have taken foxes to their feeding grounds for centuries. It is not unusual for a pack to change foxes while drawing through this type of landscape, which is difficult to say the least. Hounds will often split into two or three groups and hunt two or three foxes 10 at the same time which makes following even more difficult. Grisedale forest is one of the most difficult areas to hunt and listening for the baying of hounds is the only way to keep in touch in this situation, for viewing them, unless they run past closeby, is nigh on impossible. There are quite a number of thick woodlands at the head of Windermere and Reynard will often use these in order to put some distance betwixt himself and the oncoming pack.
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         The English Lake District is a place full of enchantment and natural beauty which is only enhanced by the severe weather conditions which can break out so quickly. Sudden storms break out up on the higher ground and these too can make life difficult for the hunter of the fox, though the weather has to be very severe before it succeeds in stopping hunting.

         A tale of Patterdale terriers and a stormy day is now apt, I feel, though, at the time, these terriers were not known by this name. During his mastership of the Coniston Foxhounds, when Anthony Chapman hunted the pack, Logan was given a number of Patterdale terriers by Frank Buck, which he used with the hunt, 11 and very successfully too. Chapman was impressed by these terriers from the Buck/Breay breeding programme and they did much good work for the Coniston pack.

         It was a fine morning in autumn and hounds were taken out to Red screes where the first draw was to take place. Red screes stands above the Kirkstone pass and the reason for the name soon becomes obvious to all who travel up that way, for the rocks are of a delicate red shade. This is a good place to find foxes, however, but their efforts were thwarted by a sudden storm drifting over the mountain and making conditions impossible, so hounds were taken to a nearby farm where they waited for the storm to abate. Abate it did and so at last the hunting could begin. Chapman was keen to get going, for a fox had taken a cockerel from the farm and they were hoping to catch up with it and end its crimes before it returned for more.

         Hounds were now loosed at Red screes and it wasn’t long before they struck a line, though they flew around on a drifting scent for a while, wild with excitement, before finally settling and getting somewhere. The heavy rain and strong winds meant that the going was difficult, but, nevertheless, they stuck to their task and followed scent to some rocks where they found the remains of the cockerel which had been taken that night, thus they could be confident that they were following the line of the guilty party. This is important, for when hounds are called out to deal with a poultry, or a lamb, killing fox, they are there to deal with the culprit, not just any fox. If the culprit is not accounted for quickly, then more livestock will be taken. Logan took three of his terriers down to these rocks and entered Vic, an extremely game terrier of the Patterdale type.

         Hounds and terriers were marking keenly, but were taken back a few paces in order to allow the fox to bolt. Vic soon began baying furiously, really getting stuck into his fox and, in the end, persuading him to take his chances above ground. He bolted at great speed and was away across the screes with such exact steps that hounds were quickly put to shame by the agility of this marvellous creature. However, once out onto the fells, hounds pressed him hard, that hard, in fact, that he didn’t even try finding a place to ground at some of the vast borrans he headed for. Finally, finding the pack too close for comfort, he headed for deep heather and by now the pack were baffled, being stuck as to where the line led.

         Fellhounds are experts at hunting in all types of weather 12 conditions and across all types of country, and so it wasn’t long before Cruel, a superb bitch hound, was onto him, pushing him out and away behind a huge crag. Hounds quickly followed and another long hunt began, which ended with Reynard running to ground inside another huge borran at Dove Crag, a notoriously bad place in the Lakes.

         Again, one of the terriers was put to ground and managed to bolt its fox, despite the fact that he was exhausted and reluctant to face that pack again. The followers could clearly see that the fox was getting to the end of his fight, but still he got out onto the high tops and was away, finally securing his brush when another bad storm broke out and made scenting conditions impossible. This hunt well illustrates the gameness of those terriers that were given to Robin Logan by Buck just after the Second World War. Patterdale terriers have a long history of working with the Coniston foxhounds, and continue to do so today, and they have proved themselves working some of the worst spots in the country.

         I can remember one particularly bad storm that broke out while I was again following the famed Blencathra pack. I was up on the bleak felltops above Walla Crag, which overlooks Derwentwater, looking out for hounds who were busy hunting two foxes which they had roused from dense undergrowth, mainly gorse, at the foot of these huge, fear-inspiring crags. I watched as Derwentwater and Keswick were swamped by hard, driving rain. Where I was standing, and on the high tops across the vale, snow fell. It was light and it was blown off my clothes by the strong wind. And then it simply drifted away as quickly as it had arrived, across the broad sweeping moorland behind me and leaving a sea of blue above, with Skiddaw now more majestic than ever, covered in a fresh layer of snow. Down in the town and along the shores of Derwentwater, the hordes of tourists would no doubt be soaked to the skin by now, the shops and cafés full to bursting with people attempting to avoid the downpour. There are advantages to getting your boots on and getting out onto those high, rugged fells!

         ‘Rugged’, now there’s a word which perfectly describes the landscape of the English Lake District. It is a wild, bleak, windswept land. It can even be chilly during the summer months out on the higher slopes, but it is bitterly cold during winter when the wind blows strong enough to blow you off your feet. It can be difficult to breathe in the face of such gales, impossible to hear 13 anything but the buffeting of the wind all around, your eyes watering as the icy blast blows into them. Weather conditions often combine to make following a fellpack incredibly difficult. But then, other days come along which make up for this; days of a crystal clarity which makes the seeing and hearing of hounds much easier, the going good as the frost firms up the ground underneath your feet.
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         Weather conditions can also make it difficult for the terrier which has to endure miles of walking before it is even required to go to ground. This is why many have a preference for really hard-coated terriers, but the truth is that terriers with woolly, open coats, coats that are considered as poor by most terriermen today, were extremely common in the fells during previous decades and, particularly in the Coniston country. In fact, some of the terriers found in the Lakes today are descended from these types and they too have this woolly, open coat. Steve Dawes, terrierman for the Coniston foxhounds, has terriers with this type 14 of coat, as do several other fell-hunters, so maybe that harsh, tightly-knit jacket is not as important as many stress! My opinion is that woolly jackets stand up to the cold well enough, but persistent rain in extremely cold temperatures would test such a coat to the full. Once the rain penetrates such a jacket and the icy wind creeps through to flesh and bone, a terrier is going to suffer.

         Mining has, for centuries, been an important trade in and around Cumbria (the English Lake District was once divided between Cumberland, Westmorland and Lancashire), providing much work for local people and boosting the local economy. This trade thrived in former times, alongside quarrying, for Lakeland stone and slate are very attractive indeed. This stone and slate is not only attractive, but is durable and waterproof and the commodity enjoyed great popularity at one time so great chunks of land, entire fellsides almost, have been hacked out of the landscape, leaving huge scars behind, though, strangely enough, these are not unpleasing to the eye in any way.

         That great fellwalking artist, Alfred Wainwright, once said that nobody really minds the land being scarred by quarrying as this trade is essential to the Cumbrian economy and helps to keep youngsters in the area who find employment at such places. This also helps to keep the local traditions alive and well. Fellhunting is one such tradition, but it is much more than this. Hunting in the fells was begun by shepherds who tired of losing large numbers of lambs to foxes – and some shepherds can lose over thirty lambs during one springtime to predators – deciding to keep hounds which they fed and housed between them and brought together for hunting purposes whenever they could manage to do so. This method is known as ‘trencher-fed’. One of the shepherds was appointed to hunt the pack and this system remained in Cumbria for hundreds of years. Indeed, especially during his earlier years, this is the system that John Peel used when hunting his hounds.

         Peel would blow the gather on his horn before hunting began and his hounds would soon be with him. He obviously had set days on which he hunted and the shepherds and farmers would undoubtedly have loosed their hounds early on so that they were free to head off to meet their Huntsman, keen to get started. Peel’s hounds were incredibly useful and would hunt all day. They were much slower than the present-day fellhounds and often took an age to rouse their fox, spending hours on end following a cold drag until they eventually unkennelled their quarry, or, as 15 very often happens in the fells, marked it to ground. Terriers were then used to bolt Reynard from his lair, very often inside a rocky laybrinth, though not always for dug-out rabbit holes are fairly common in the low country. And Peel spent quite a bit of his time hunting the low grounds, as opposed to the fells, for he was extremely keen on mounted hunting and had several fell ponies throughout his long and eventful life which he used for riding to hounds. True, he did ride even in the fell country, especially on the slopes of Skiddaw where much of his hunting took place, but very often the pony would have to be abandoned and Peel would then follow on foot. It is said that he caught hares, a creature he hunted when foxes were scarce, from the saddle, hanging off it in a sort of acrobatic act and ‘lifting’ them as they became exhausted.
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         What Peel’s terriers looked like is impossible to say, for I can find no information concerning them, but they were undoubtedly a fairly rough and ready bunch similar in colour and type to the Lowther Castle strain which were being bred and worked long 16before Peel was born. These terriers were of a type which gave rise to Fell, Lakeland, Border and Yorkshire terriers, as well as other breeds such as the Patterdale terrier.

         Peel is considered as the ‘father’ of fell-hunting, but this type of hunting had been going on for centuries. But the passion which Peel displayed for hunting on the fells was something new and this was certainly catching, for fell-hunting, during Peel’s day, was suddenly elevated to something far more than a means of carrying out pest control for the sake of the hill shepherd’s, for Peel was just as passionate about the social side of fox and hare-hunting, as he was about the hunt itself.

         John Peel would begin his hunting at daybreak. A drag would soon be struck, on one of the better days anyway, for foxes were far less common at this time (the mid-eighteenth century to the mid-nineteenth century) and were not always found, hence the reason why Peel would then switch to a hare instead. These drags on a cold scent, left behind as a fox passed in the night, could last for hours, starting in the low country around Caldbeck, or some other village nearby, and continuing up onto the high places miles away, finally marking a fox to ground, or unkennelling it at a crag, or a borran, or out of the bracken and deep heather which flourishes in this type of country.

         Hounds would then hunt their quarry for a few more hours, for, as I have already stated, they were much slower than modern-day hounds, though in many ways they could stick to a difficult line with far more patience and determination. Peel’s hounds caught less foxes in a season than do today’s packs, but, again, that is because foxes were harder to come by in those days. Many a good hunt took place around Skiddaw and a few good sized foxes of around sixteen pounds were taken from this area, but Peel hunted a massive country which stretched to the Scottish Border and possibly beyond. He also hunted around Ullswater and no doubt covered the Borrowdale valley. Wordsworth’s poetic Huntsman, Simon Lee, may well have been based on Peel. These two famous historical figures lived at the same time and Wordsworth would undoubtedly have come across Peel while out on one of his forays into fell country, and he certainly visited the villages and rural areas where Peel was becoming a legend at the time, so it seems likely that Wordsworth would immortalise such a character in one of his poems.

         After hunting, Peel would retire to a country inn, hang the fox from the ceiling and toast its cunning and bravery over and over 17 again. Some say that his ‘benders’ went on for as long as three days at a time, but this is most unlikely, for Peel dealt in fell ponies, like his father before him, and had hounds to feed at home. He was a poor man and could not employ staff to do these things for him, so it is not likely that he would settle in a pub and not return home for days on end. These celebrations were rather rowdy, however, and large quantities of ale were drunk as the singing and celebrating dragged on well into the night. Peel’s hunting ponies knew their way about country, and they had to do, for many a night they would carry their Huntsman home along the pitch-black tracks which led from village to village. Hounds and terriers were probably bedded down at the nearest farm for the night and then loosed in the morning, easily making their way back to kennels unaided. Although they were trencherfed for many years, during his later life, Peel kennelled hounds at his own farm.

         John Peel was such a fanatical hunter that, on the morning of his son’s funeral, a lad named Peter of whom he was very fond, he was called out to hunt down a goose-killing fox in the low country. He took hounds to the farm, took up the scent and eventually, after a long hunt, caught and killed his fox, returning to the churchyard where he threw the brush into the grave where his son had now been placed. In the fells, everything must wait, especially when a fox is abroad which has just killed livestock at one of the farms!

         While on holiday in the Lake District, I got talking to an old chap in Ambleside who had lived there all his life. He told me about his days hunting with Joe Bowman, that famed Ullswater foxhounds’ Huntsman, and I found those tales fascinating, especially of those rowdy nights which were often spent at The Kirkstone Pass Inn, then known as The Traveller’s Rest, in fine John Peel fashion, the dead fox hanging from the ceiling while the hunters toasted its courage over and over. He also said that Bowman had told him Peel was cruel with his hounds. Whether this referred to neglect, giving some credence to tales of his three day benders, I suppose, or to him beating them, I do not know, but I am very sceptical.

         Peel’s hounds had a reputation as being some of the best working hounds in the country, able to stick to a cold drag for miles on end, for several hours at a time, and then they would burst their hearts for their Huntsman in order to catch their prey, the actual hunting lasting for a few hours more. Peel began at 18 daybreak and his hounds were still hunting after dark in many cases, which would be nigh-on impossible for hounds that were not fit and well fed. Would hounds work so hard for a cruel master? I think it unlikely. Also, quite a number of keen hunting men, reputable men, hunted with Peel and surely they would not have done so had he been cruel with his pack. John Peel, as a master and a very successful Huntsman, was open to much backbiting and this is where these rumours could have originated. Of course, it is impossible to completely refute such charges, but I think it most unlikely that this was so. John Woodcock Graves was Peel’s closest friend who wrote the famous D’ye ken John Peel, and I think it most unlikely that such a tribute would have been paid had he been cruel with hounds. Peel was, however, quite a poor man throughout his lifetime and it is possible that on some days he had nothing to feed his hounds and terriers, but that cannot be construed as neglect. Missing the odd day’s feed would do nothing to harm his pack, though I am sure that such days 19 were rare, as Peel had many farmer friends who would surely have sent him their fallen stock.
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         Whatever the terriers Peel used, they were certainly of game stock, as the country he hunted contains many deep and dangerous borran earths, the most likely place that a hunted fox would head for when hounds are getting a little too close for comfort. True, he hunted much of the low country where dug-out rabbit earths are common enough, but the majority of Peel’s hunts, even though they began on lower ground where he could be mounted, soon ended up on the fells where following on horseback became impossible, and so much foot following was also carried out by Peel, with foxes earthing, or being found, inside borrans, or crag earths. Of course, in this type of country extremely game terriers would be needed, terriers no doubt similar in type to many of the fell terriers found in early photographs; the rootstock of modern fell and Patterdale terriers.

         Some of these borran earths are so vast that more than one terrier is entered in order to make finding a much speedier process, for a terrier can take an age to locate its fox, which may keep moving around such an earth, giving its pursuer the run around and always keeping one step ahead of the game. Sometimes, in some of the larger borrans, up to four terriers may be entered at any one time, though this is rare, two being a more usual number. Hounds will search a borran above too, and they have such good noses and hearing that they are often well aware of the location of a fox, long before the terrier has found, or bolted it.

         The English Lake District is certainly a place of great natural beauty, but its crags and its vast borrans, natural features of the landscape, make life incredibly difficult for hounds and terriers hunting there, though the activities of man have made life even more difficult, when it comes to carrying out fox control in such places. Although quarrying and mining have provided much employment to the local people of the fell country, these manmade obstacles present a real danger to the hound and terrier hunting over this type of ground. Quarrying has taken huge chunks out of fellsides and hounds have been known to fall over the edge when too close to a fleeing fox. The blasting also creates huge cracks in the rocks, deep crevices which are impossible to dig, where a terrier to ground is in danger of falling into them and being stuck there forever. Crags, a black bitch bred down from Frank Buck’s terrier strain and typical of the harsh-coated black 20 terriers he bred during his later years, died in a quarry earth, no doubt after falling into a crevice which was created when blasting had occurred. We dug for days on end in an attempt to locate her, but never did.
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         Old mineshafts are another hazard in fell-hunting country. Crevice, a dog which often worked alongside Crags and of the same type, had proven himself a great finder in many huge rock earths and was a credit to the strain of terrier, now known as Patterdales, that Buck bred and worked throughout his long life, using them with several packs of hounds and supplying hunt terriers all over the north. I worked with Crevice on a number of occasions and once he had to be rescued from a deep rockpile on the edge of yet another quarry, after he had bottled up his fox in rather a tight spot. It took a few days, but eventually he was reached and pulled out of the earth. This rockpile had always been a difficult earth to work, it being extremely hard to dig and so deep that foxes usually would not bolt. This hole that had been dug at the deepest part of the rockpile was left open and from then on it became much easier to bolt foxes and I had some 21 cracking hunts there from then on; bolting foxes with the terriers and coursing them with lurchers.

         Crevice was a superb finder, a good bolter of foxes and a terrier who could finish his foe if it refused to ‘vacate the premises’. He was also of a good stamp, a real eye-catching terrier, but, sadly, he met his end when put into a very deep mineshaft which always holds a fox or two. I have bolted several foxes from these shafts over the years and have had no problems whatsoever (I no longer work old mineshafts as the risk of losing a terrier in such a place is far too high, due to possible poison gasses etc.). Crevice was entered and was quickly onto his fox, but he was never seen again. Of course, putting a locator collar on a terrier working an old mine is pointless, for the fifteen foot maximum depth is surpassed in just a few seconds and so there is no way of digging a terrier out of earths of this nature. Some places are best avoided and it would have been better if Crevice’s owner had done so. This tale well illustrates how a hard country can so easily see off such valiant, capable workers, and the fell country is one of the hardest and most hostile of countries any hunter can work in. Tales of lost terriers in such country are too numerous to mention in just one book!

         The Cumbrian people are tough, to say the least, moulded by the landscape and the weather conditions that prevail in this county, but its hounds and especially its terriers are tougher still. It truly is a land of excelling beauty, of hounds and terriers of unsurpassed ability.
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