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Hounds never burned up a country as did the Millbeck hounds that day.
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To
My Little Daughter
HELEN
Who says of Fox Hunting as do the
Hungarians of their native land:
Extra Hungarian non est vita
vel si quidem est, non est ita.





PUBLISHER’S NOTE


The publisher intended to issue this book with illustrations by J. Alden Twachtman, whose drawings appeared in the author’s companion volumes.


A decision, recently reached, to bring the book out in the autumn rather than next spring, unhappily precluded the possibility of Colonel Twachtman illustrating the text due to the shortness of time available.


In this emergency Mr. William J. Hays, a friend and neighbor of the author at Millbrook, New York, generously loaned his canvases of the Millbrook Hunt, depicting scenes around which Mr. Grand’s stories are written.


While the plates were in preparation Mr. Hays died. The five pictures appearing in this volume were his last canvases of a country across which he hunted for twenty years.


E. V. C.
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CHAPTER I.


Old Man


WE dropped heavily into Colonel Weatherford’s copious leather arm chairs and awaited tea, the sequel to a long, wearing fox hunting day.


The warmth of the fire-lit library after so many hours afield must have made me drowsy, for sounds and movements were as things dreamed. Then I heard the Colonel’s voice coming to me as from a great distance. “Pendleton, I have just learned that Algerton Le Courte has been awarded the Victoria Cross for an act of supreme courage out in India.”


The mention of a name which had long since dropped from my memory recalled tales of a little English boy who had once tarried in our village for a few years and then journeyed on. I never knew him, but in the passage of time I read of his riding races and hunting hounds in England, and once of his piloting his horse to the victory of victories over the bleak, foreboding Grand National course, with the dour, wind-swept land enveloped in mist and rain. And again I read of him at Gallipoli in the Great War.


To me he was but a legend or as a knight in an old wives’ tale. If his name was mentioned a soft, warm, pensive look stole over women’s faces as though they took some pleasant memory to their hearts; and he but just a little boy. “Colonel Weatherford,” I said, “tell me. Who was Algerton Le Courte?”


The Colonel sat smoking his pipe and gazing into the fire for some time. “Well, Pendleton,” he said, “I never quite knew why General Le Courte and his small son came here to Millbeck. They arrived from England one Spring morning accompanied by a family retainer, old Middleton, an excellent servant, and rented the Rose Cottage on Highminster. As soon as they were settled I called to pay my respects to the old General.” Colonel Weatherford lapsed into silence, groping in the archives of memory for those word pictures that would best describe his old and valued friend. “Pendleton,” he continued, “have you read The New-comes?” “Yes,” I answered. “Well, General Le Courte was made very much in the mold of Colonel Newcome—a quiet, dignified, somewhat old-fashioned gentleman, but Pendleton, a great gentleman, a naturalist, a fine sportsman, and a soldier who had carried on for England in all her hinterlands.


“In a year or two the son entered the Millbeck Academy as a day pupil, and every morning the General would drive him to school in a Mineola cart behind an old-fashioned, smart-moving cob he had picked up some place for a song. I would often meet them bumping over the rough, back country roads as I started off with hounds. They were sufficient unto themselves, those two, and inseparable.


“As time went on the General and I became fast friends. We shot and fished together, and I enjoyed his comments on passing events and the worthwhile books of the day. After some years of this companionship a slow, stealthy change commenced creeping over the General, creeping so slowly at first that it was hardly discernible. He started missing birds he had no right to miss, then making excuses why he could not go shooting. One day, while fishing, he experienced no end of difficulty tying on his flies, and requested my help. If I asked him whether he thought well of a certain book I had loaned him he became evasive and pleaded lack of opportunity to read. In time he gave up driving the Mineola cart and sat as a passenger while old Middleton did the driving. I did not piece two and two together until one day when visiting him I noticed him walk over to the table for a match. The match box was in plain sight but I saw him feeling vaguely for it along the table. He put the matches in his pocket and left the room. When he returned his pipe was going. On a sweet, gentle day in mid-June the last flickering rays of light receded and left him in eternal darkness.


“With a desire to alleviate some of the loneliness, I now saw more of both father and son. Shut off from other contacts and activities the General’s thoughts reverted more and more to the boy, his education and future. He wanted him to play at all games and learn of all sports, and his interest and curiosity in the youngster’s progress was insatiable. I would now and again take the boy shooting, and the old General would persist in coming along, with Middleton to lead him. If game fell to the boy’s gun the father must needs know the length of the shot, was the bird well hit, was it rocketing high overhead or flying low, an in-comer or going away from him; was the boy’s stance as it should have been, etc., etc. I can still hear him saying, ‘Tell me, Weatherford, did the Old Man do well?’ He practically never referred to the boy except as Old Man.


“Pendleton, if you look at the eyes of any noteworthy sportsman who has excelled both in sports and in the playing of games you will read much of the causes of those successes. This boy had just such eyes, and fair hair, fine, true Anglo-Saxon features, and a smile that made you want to go up and put your arm around his shoulder.


“In time he took to playing football and was considered the fastest-running and hardest line-hitting back who ever played for our little pre-preparatory school. Every Fall afternoon the General would have Middleton drive him to the football field. They would poke the pony close up to the side lines and the General would question Middleton, to whom the game was a complete enigma, as to what Old Man was doing now. Had he carried the ball in the last play—how many yards had he made? I once stood by the cart when Middleton was trying to describe a play, ‘One of the young gentlemen handed the ball to Master Algy, sir, and Master Algy attempted to pass right up the meadow with it. I’m sure he had every intention of doing so, sir, but some of the other young gentlemen got quite in his way, and in the disturbance he was knocked down, sir, and a number of young gentlemen fell on him. I don’t think he is harmed, sir, only a trifle soiled. I could brush him off directly, sir, if you wish.’


“During the principal game of the year I sat on a rug with the General out in front of the players’ benches. It was the day of our school’s supreme effort. The score stood nothing to nothing. There was but five minutes left to play. We had the ball. The signal rang out clear and sharp. It was the Old Man’s signal, and the ball was passed to him. He found or made an opening and went through. Boy after boy dove for him and tried for him. On and on he went. Only two players stood between him and the goal and victory. They both tried for him and missed: eighty yards for a winning touchdown. I depicted every move to the blind old warrior beside me. God, Pendleton, the look on the man’s face. Automobile horns were screaming all over the place. Every Millbeck boy was on his feet. The cheer leaders jumped to their positions. ‘A Millbeck School cheer for Le Courte—everybody in it. Are you ready? One, two, three—Millbeck, Millbeck, Millbeck, Le Courte, Le Courte, Le Courte.’


“Pendleton, I suppose I’m what’s known as a crusty, worldly, sophisticated old bachelor, but I am still affected by the picture of the General noiselessly clapping the palm of one hand against the back of the other, not the two palms together. No, no. There must be no noise, no display, no sign of emotion, just clapping gently and saying softly. ‘First rate, Old Man, first rate!’


“But the General laid the most stress of all upon the Old Man’s riding. He had sold his Purdey gun and put the proceeds into a smart, weedy little thoroughbred horse for the boy. The thing was not much to look at and had very little in the way of manners, but it could positively fly and jump like a disorganized rocket.


“The General had been considered one of the crack horsemen of England, and he tried—tried so hard and so long—to form a satisfactory mental picture of the boy’s riding, of his seat and hands and horsemanship.


“I once drove the father in the old pony cart to the very top of Pugsley Hill on a day when his boy was hunting, in the hope that he might hear the cry of hounds and the thud of galloping horses.


“It was a warm, fair morning in Indian Summer. We sat in the cart, I smoking and he pulling on his now ever empty pipe while the pony cropped the grass. I had instructed Will Madden, the Huntsman, to draw Peckett’s Woods from the north and work on down towards us. As we listened the faint note of the horn would now and again come to us and drift gently by to be lost in the vastness of Malvern Swamp. Suddenly hounds unkenneled their fox. Peckett’s Woods awoke. The eager, clamorous cry rolled up towards us, one bellow of sound pressing the one in front until Great Pugsley was enveloped in music—the bass notes of the old dog hounds, the altos and sopranos of the keen, active, flying bitches.


“I stood up in the cart. They were racing towards us. ‘Look sharp, Weatherford,’ called the General. ‘Look sharp, old man. You will view the fox. Keep your eyes down wind.’


“ ‘Tally-ho, General. Tally-ho. There he romps,’ I sang out. God, Pendleton, but he was a big, strong rover. On came the dull, persisting thud of horses’ hoofs. ‘Steady boy, steady on,’ I called to the pony, and took him by the head.


“ ‘Can you see them, Weatherford? Can you see them yet?’


“ ‘Yes, yes, General. They are heading for the great wall into Malvern lane. Here they come. Will Madden is safe over.’


“ ‘Where is my Old Man, Weatherford? Is he well up with the first flight? Is he over yet? Tell, me, has he a nice light, airy seat? He is not away back in the ruck, is he, Colonel, not milling around with the tail-enders?’ ‘No, no, General,’ I told him. ‘He is well over, well over, going brilliantly, magnificently. He is taking his own line. They are turning south straight into the sun and galloping towards the post-and-rail fence with the big drop into Westmoreland Bottom. They are riding too fast. It’s a terrible drop. There he is, there he is. There is the Old Man. God bless me, what a jump his horse made. He flew it in his stride and landed going away.’


“They passed from view and were engulfed in the endless swales and woods and uplands that stretch on and on to where even enduring hounds may not explore. Nothing told of their passing beyond a faint suspended cloud of dust over Wendover pastures, and a lone, riderless horse cantering uncertainly in the valley below us.


“But that which touched us closer than all else was the devotion of the boy to his father. No one who lived in Millbeck in those days will ever forget that picture. It was many years later and long after he had left us that I finally evolved the true significance of the boy’s character and ideals. Pride of race and background and of one’s forebears and their achievements are sometimes very dominant incentives. I would now and again catch the son looking at the blind father. At such moments the boy’s forehead would be creased with lines of perplexity and rebellion at so cruel a visitation, but creased too with a great determination to do his part, to live up to all that was expected of him. That was to be his contribution. At such moments the lines about his mouth depicted the things of the spirit.


“The English historian, Trevelyan, described in telling words the charge of the perfectly trained and brilliantly accoutred British troops marching in perfect alignment with steady tramp up the slope of Bunker Hill to be mowed down by skilled marksmen behind embankments. As the front line fell other British troops stepped over them, took their place, and marched gallantly on in the same perfect alignment. The order had been, forward. There were no questions asked. The order had simply been forward on. It was thus Algerton Le Courte marched on. He was gay and playful in his marching, but he had no thought of turning back. With him to give but part of what one had to give, whether it be on the playing field, in the stubble, across country, or in the class-room, would have been as halting on Bunker Hill. His father would not have thought well of that. That’s why, Pendleton, you have read of him winning races and hunting hounds in England and facing the Turks at Gallipoli, and why he now wears the Victoria Cross.


“It came on to the Saturday of our cup race. (It was the year my horse, The Woldsman, ran third). It was a wicked day—wind in the northeast and a cold slashing rain. The General would not move about but sat huddled up in the pony cart. He caught cold. Monday night pneumonia set in. On Friday another English gentleman reported adsum. That evening I brought Old Man over here to stay with me.


“The services were set for Sunday. We discussed at some length whether to take hounds out on Saturday, and finally decided to do so informally, the members to ride in mufti. The General was not a landowner or subscriber, nor did he hunt himself, and would have been the last to have wanted hounds kept in kennels on his account. Certainly not with the countryside full of visitors.


“Henry Newcombe was Master that year but was away, and I had promised to take the field. As I left the kennels I was surprised and a trifle annoyed to see the Old Man riding up the road. His training should have suggested the impropriety of such an act, even to a boy of fourteen. The thought struck me that if his horse needed exercise he could very easily have found someone to exercise it for him, or at least he could have ridden in some less conspicuous place than around the kennels. And so I dismissed the matter.”


The Colonel paused, re-lit his pipe, then looked over at me. “Pendleton, a pack of hounds never burned up a country as the Millbeck hounds burned this country up that day. We met at Upper Stanfordville Bridge away over to the northwest.


“Towards late afternoon Will Madden took hounds in to the Oak Spring woods, entering from the north. We had not been in covert over a minute or two when I heard halloing from down at the southeast corner. A hound opened and almost instantly the entire pack boiled out of covert. The scent must have been very unusual that day, for I have seldom seen hounds tumble out of woods with such drive and cry. George Ashley had viewed the fox away and told me he was an exceptionally big, strong-running old customer that had set his head straight for Oaklands.


“The fox sank the hill down to Foster’s Creek, crossed, went away towards Round Top, which he skirted to the west, then on for Oaklands, as the crow flies. I was splashing through the creek when I heard a horse crossing somewhat below me—crossing wide open, fairly rocketing along, and bless my soul if it wasn’t Old Man on that Flying Spinnaker of his.


“Pendleton, I’m not possessed of the best temper in the world, and the very sight of the boy hunting on such a day angered me beyond all reason—the heartlessness of the thing—the indifference. Will Madden was just in front of me. I called out to him to catch the boy and send him back to me. Will was mounted on a thoroughbred horse called Acclaim, by Plaudit. He had won some good races and could fly. Will set sail. Pendleton, he might just as well have chased a rainbow, for by this time the Old Man was the length of Peckett’s meadow ahead of us and right on the tail of hounds. Foot is indispensable in a good hunter, but God bless me, there is a pace beyond which no sane man will cross a country. That boy was not riding as a sane person should, and hounds were not running as hounds generally run.


“When we reached Trimble Uplands, close by Oaklands Village, I had a magnificent view. Hounds were tightly packed and fairly driving and pulling each other along, the scent stinging their noses. The Old Man was still on their tails, but Will Madden was two fields behind him, yet riding as few men have ever ridden that country.


“From Oaklands the fox set his head for the Skittles, crossing Jobe Hecker’s, Peckham’s and Ed Simpson’s farms. There was no wire in those days, and chestnut posts and rails were still available. God bless me, but it took a good horse to cross that country. Luck was with me crossing Hecker’s farm for I hazarded a guess that the line would bend south, so skirted the hill, and by so doing nicked in with Madden. His horse looked as though he had been through the mill. When we finally worked our way out of Peckham’s peach orchard we saw hounds streaming across the sheep downs beyond on Simpson’s farm, and Old Man snuggled right up with them. Dear old Mrs. Estey was out that day. She knew what was going on in my mind and shoved her horse up to me. I can hear her now, saying, ‘Colonel, he is only a little boy. We must not be too hard on him. Promise me you won’t. He is magnificent.’ I suppose I simply grunted at her, but God bless me, my indignation at the boy knew no bounds. We galloped on and on across those far reaches of our north country crowding and taxing our horses, grimly pursuing a fair-haired boy and a streaming, flying pack of hounds.


“By the time we reached the foot of the Skittles most of the field had dropped by the wayside, for we had been running close to an hour without a breather. I had sent my second horse home earlier in the day, and The Woldsman was discouraged at the two hundred pounds he had been lugging at such a pace.


“Due to the light having become exceedingly bad Will Madden’s horse, which Will always let step on to his fences too fast, had brought himself up under a big, upstanding post-and-rail fence and turned Will over with a wicked thud. My horse started to jump, found himself in wrong, tried to stop, and slid into the fence, hitting it with his head and off shoulder. He sprawled about but finally lurched up on his legs. Darkness had defeated us. We could go no further. A fence too treacherous and formidable to be jumped in such light stood before us. The members of the field drifted homeward while Will Madden, the Huntsman, and I waited alone in the growing dusk listening.


“Suddenly the hunted line turned and led towards us and the eager, pressing cry became clearer. Then silence settled over all the land. Hounds had lost. They had over-run their line. ‘Blow, Will,’ I called. ‘Quick, man, blow. Blow hounds to us. Call them before they find again.’ Will stood up in his stirrups and blew until the hills echoed. We harked. Only Woodsman’s daughter, little Fantasy, came to the horn and she falteringly, reluctant, and of two minds. Then from a swale of land at the fringe of the twilight a boy’s voice drifted faintly to us. ‘Come, come, come—come-ee lads, come, come, come.’ He was imitating old Madden, and calling hounds to him. Again the cry of hounds. He had cast them, found the line and they were driving on in the dusk.


“Pendleton, at that moment I could have thrashed the boy, young as he was. The recklessness of the thing, the abandon, the infernal determination of youth for self-assertiveness, and worse, Pendleton, the untimeliness, the impropriety of his riding and playing on such a day; a day on which many had given up their sport out of respect for his father.


“We finally located the road which runs down to Black Tim’s Anvil, at Merrittsville, and rode along, harking as we went, but by then the land was quiet as a tomb. When we came to Ed Holcombe’s, Ed was standing on his front porch looking into the darkness. I rode in and asked him if he had heard hounds. ‘Listen,’ he said, and from the hills, far, far to the north, came the distant cry, as faint as a dying note of music. There was no possible chance of our getting to them so we went on towards Merrittsville, blowing from time to time. We stopped at the church this side of the village, but only the far away barking of a house dog and a horse’s hoofs on a distant road disturbed the stillness. It would be hard to depict Will Madden’s feeling as we stood in the darkening shadow of that old church. I can hear him now. ‘Hounds be tired, sir, and the fox be tired. They don’t be runnin’ him like afore. Do you know what Master Algy be a doin’ sir? He be leadin’ over the fences—jumpin’ on and off and leadin’ over. That little, old, wizened up horse is a followin’ of him like a dog out there in the dark. Leadin’ over out there in the dark. It be rough out there, sir. I mind that patch of country. It be mostly slash and rocks and stone walls. He, out there with my hounds in the dark, and me a standin’ at this here church.’


“We passed through the village of Merrittsville and heard hounds when we were close to Black Tim’s Anvil, and once again a mile beyond, and that was the last we heard of them.


“We poked about here and there in the dark harking, blowing, and asking, but apparently the fox had run steadily away from us. Concluding at last that whatever might have happened, hounds were probably now headed for home, we jogged along over a rough, stony, rutty road, with here and there deep puddles over the surface of which thin skims of ice were forming. It’s twelve miles from Merrittsville to the kennels.


“When we came into Bangdollen they told us that hounds were on the road some distance in front of us with a young boy. A man standing by the roadside said, ‘and he ha a fox wee him. I see it.’ As we jogged on an old couplet came to me,


‘A hundred horsemen saw him found;
How many saw him die?’


“I am not proud of my part that night. When we came up with the hounds I asked Old Man if he was all right, for I was deeply concerned; then we rode on together saying little, for I was out of tune with the boy. But when we reached the house and were about to dismount I felt that I could not properly drop the subject of his hunting without some comment, so I said, ‘Old Man, I am a bit surprised, perhaps just a bit disappointed about your having been out today.’ ‘Sorry, sir,’ was all he answered, and turned towards the house.


“He sent down word by my man that if I would excuse him he would like to have dinner in his room. I dined alone, tormented beyond words at the thought of the boy being by himself on such a night. After dinner I started up to see him, but not wishing to intrude, finally sent the man up to say that I would very much like to sit with him a while either in the library or in his room. He again asked to be excused on the ground that he was tired and had turned in. I tried to read, tried to write, tried thumbing the piano, tried everything. God bless me, but I was upset, and wished I had never taken hounds out. Being tuckered I at length turned in but could not sleep, so crept upstairs to see if by any chance the boy was still awake. The room was in darkness and the door locked.


“I don’t know how long I had been asleep or what time it might have been when suddenly I was conscious of someone tapping on the door. I sat up, turned on the night light, and called, ‘Come in.’


“He had on a blue bath robe, one sleeve of which was empty. He walked to the foot of the bed, stood up very straight, looked squarely at me, and said, ‘I’m very sorry, Sir, to have wakened you. I couldn’t help it, Sir. I had to. I couldn’t stand it any longer, Sir. I can’t have you disappointed in me. Dad wouldn’t like it. You were very good to him, Sir. I’m sorry, but I had to hunt today.’


“I did not answer him for a moment, determined to think twice before speaking. The boy’s appearance alarmed me. He was but fourteen years old, yet as he stood there he might have been of middle age. The constant, haunting thoughts and remembrances of the father lying at the little home on Highminster were tormenting the boy beyond all endurance. From his position I knew that either his shoulder or collar bone was broken, and had now been broken for many hours. ‘Old Man,’ I said, ‘we won’t talk about your having hunted today. I shall never refer to it again or think about it, and don’t you think about it.’


“The boy took hold of the foot of the bed with his good hand. I could see the knuckles growing white with the intensity of his grip. ‘You still don’t understand, Sir. Can’t you see, Sir? Can’t you understand? I should think you could understand, Sir,’ and there was a note of impatience in the tense, trembling voice. He left the foot of the bed and came close to me. His hand was working convulsively. ‘Don’t you see, Sir—it was the first time, the only time, he has ever been able to see me ride to hounds. He had been waiting a long time, Sir. I couldn’t keep him waiting. It had been a long time, Sir.’ He turned, went out of the room, and closed the door very softly. As I reached for the telephone I heard him passing hesitatingly down the hall.





CHAPTER II.


Thamis McWuthey


FROM my farm to the village of Millbeck is a matter of some five miles, but half way between the two lies Marysville, at the junction of an important north and south country road. Unless you were in need of gas or perhaps seeking the way you would be apt to slip entirely through Marysville unconscious of its importance, and probably oblivious to Mr. Thomas Ashby’s general store.


For close to forty years Thomas Ashby had conducted this store, serving his neighbors cheerily and honorably, until the failing health of Mrs. Ashby caused him to put the property on the market in order to take his wife to a more lenient climate. If you have ever lived in a quiet, remote farming district where the friendliness and helpfulness of neighbors is of moment you will appreciate that our interest in Mr. Ashby’s successor was more than academic.


I was sitting in my car in front of the post office one early spring day when down the road came my old friend and neighbor, Colonel John Weatherford, in his Lancia runabout. Seeing me he pulled to the side of the road, stopped, came over, squeezed his huge frame into my car, and slammed the door, all without saying good morning or how do you do.


“Now, then, Pendleton,” he commenced, “God bless me, what’s this about Ashby having sold his store to Salvatore Salvato?” I don’t remember my reply, which is perhaps just as well.


A few years back the name of this Salvatore Salvato, alias “The Gas House Terror,” had commenced creeping into the sporting pages. Piloted by a skillful manager adept at discovering soft berths and gaining publicity, this formidably set up son of Italy had made a slight stir in pugilistic circles. He had fought a galaxy of third-raters, talked large himself and paid others to talk equally large about him, until by reason of too much talking his physical well-being was placed in jeopardy for he was faced with the necessity of meeting an exceedingly hard-hitting opponent. Thereupon Salvato, product of a decadent age of the noble science, retired from the ring. Urged on by a relative, who unhappily for us lived in Millbeck, the erstwhile pugilist negotiated the purchase of Thomas Ashby’s store, encouraged by the prospect of becoming a large frog in our rural puddle.


The Marysville general store, specimen of a fine American institution and honorable and respected for close to a hundred years, underwent immediate and radical changes. The stock room at the rear of the store soon housed a pool table. The less steady of our employees took to dropping in at Salvato’s and drifting home from thence the worse for wear; the place became a pest to the countryside at large.


A greater braggart and bully never lived than this same Salvatore Salvato. True he cast a spell upon a certain class of people, for ours is a very quiet countryside, few heroes appearing in it. This man’s former contacts with the great and near great in sportdom, coupled with his braggadocio in depicting these contacts and the part he had played in this tawdry realm of sport, formed a highly seasoned diet for a rural audience. As a final protest against Salvato’s management some of us withdrew our patronage, a gesture which had small economic effect on the proprietor, for Dutchess County “apple” is more profitable than flour.


Matters went from bad to worse until two events happened which tended to focus public attention on the situation.


Among Colonel Weatherford’s domestic staff was a Scotchman by the name of John McGregor, a somewhat pathetic character generally referred to as the “handy boy,”—although probably a less handy individual never entered domestic service. McGregor’s father had long served the Colonel’s family as gardener, and the Colonel for sentimental reasons had installed the son in his household and kept an eye on him. A more harmless individual never lived. Some infantile illness had left the boy an anemic weakling, incapable of doing heavy work; but he performed his few simple duties with the greatest pride and exactness. His entire existence appeared to be centered in and about Colonel Weatherford.


On a Saturday night in early summer McGregor was returning from the village with Eddie Walsh, one of the Colonel’s grooms. Walsh stopped the car at Salvato’s, set upon looking things over, as he said. McGregor declined to enter the place, but after waiting a reasonable time went in search of Walsh, with the intent of persuading him to come home. Just what happened within the store is somewhat shrouded in mystery, but it appeared that Salvato had been drinking heavily, and upon seeing McGregor he indulged in some very derogatory remarks concerning Colonel Weatherford. Little McGregor, trembling with indignation, then and there gave the prize fighter what is generally considered to have been the most versatile and exhaustive tongue-lashing ever heard within the confines of Dutchess County.


As soon as Salvato, to whom such a thing had never happened before, could recover from his astonishment, he delivered so brutal a blow upon McGregor’s frail person as to cause him to be confined in the hospital for some three weeks, not so much from the blow itself but rather from the after effects, for McGregor’s nervous system seemed to have been completely shattered. The Colonel took the affair very much to heart and served notice upon his employees that if one of them ever entered Salvato’s place he would be discharged forthwith. There was little more he could do, for it was conceded that McGregor’s remarks were rather more pointed than a proprietor could be expected to subscribe to. On the other hand there was no possible justification for an experienced, hard-hitting professional to man-handle so ruthlessly and brutally a sickly individual of half his size.


With the effects of McGregor’s combat still irritating us another situation developed which aroused even those far removed from contacts with Marysville or its store. We had at that time as second Whipper-in to our hounds a splendid southern boy, Carter Wheatly, of whom the entire countryside, particularly the fox hunting fraternity, thought very highly. He was a finished horseman, kindly, patient, and sympathetic with horses and hounds, and a great favorite. In the course of events his quiet southern voice and noticeable good looks made themselves felt in the village, and it became rumored that he was in high favor with little Ruth Faulkner, who was quite a reigning beauty.


Personally I have never been able to subscribe to the old adage that all the world loves a lover. I should rather think the reverse might be more true, but nevertheless, seeing Carter and his lady love together one day walking down the opposite side of the street, Colonel Weatherford fumbled around for his glasses and stood on the curb watching the pair as long as they were in sight, then turned to me, saying, “Well, God bless my soul, Pendleton, I had forgotten all about such things. Bless me but they are a good-looking young couple.” We started down towards the bank when suddenly the Colonel pulled up short, “Now, then, now, then, where are they going to live?” he inquired. “Carter can’t live in the village. He must be up near the kennels.” I ventured the opinion that the Colonel’s deductions might be a bit premature, “Not a bit of it, Pendleton,” he replied, “not a bit. We must help an affair of that kind along. That’s all we’re good for when we get old.” And he stood pondering upon the matter. Then, looking up, he saw George Whalling, our expert on all real estate matters, and called him over. “George,” he said, “what about that cottage half a mile up the roads from the kennels? Who owns it? Is it for sale? What’s it worth? Could it be made habitable?” Whalling told him it belonged to old man Sanford, was in fair repair, and could be bought for eighteen hundred dollars. “All right,” said the Colonel, “go and buy it. Buy it as close as you can, and telephone Eben Makepiece to inspect the place and send me an estimate for fixing it up.”


This little incident served to put a domineering and quite crochety old bachelor in the way of discovering that he had preserved a modicum of romance. From having instructed the carpenter, plumber, electrician and all others performing work on the cottage to do a modest job with a constant eye to the pennies, the Colonel became more and more expansive and increasingly secretive. It was Eben Makepiece, the carpenter, who enlightened me by asking, “Whatever is the Colonel planning to do with that cottage of old man Sanford’s? I never see the like of the way he’s carryin’ on. A blue bath tub, fancy copper sink, and all such notions. He comes ridin’ by this mornin’ and asks me to hold his horse while he looks around. When he comes out he says, ‘God bless my soul, Eben, isn’t there a chimney and open fire in that living room?’ ‘No,’ I tells him. ‘Well, build one,’ he says.”


Eben Makepiece is a staunch Presbyterian, and any Sunday morning you can see him stumping down the aisle of the confederated church with the collection basket. He finally turned to me with that grave, solemn face of his even graver than usual, “Mr. Pendleton, you wouldn’t be thinkin’ maybe the Colonel was fixin’ up old man Sanford’s cottage for a purpose you and me wouldn’t be minded to mention, would you?” I set his mind at rest.


The quiet, droning days of summer finally gave way to early Autumn. Our fox hunting season opens on the first Saturday in October, on which day the entire countryside assembles at George Osborne’s cross roads. We come on foot, on bicycles, in cars, or mounted on our favorite horses. As I rode down the side of the State road that morning on Jack Semple, little Ruth Faulkner came speeding past me in an ancient, rickety car to have a look at her Lochinvar emblazed in coat of hunting pink and velvet cap.
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