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“ We were much pleased lately with the snuggery of a
m ex-huntsman, where we turned in for a couple f
to chat of old times, Among the prints was s

very characteristic one of old Meynell, nl:tnnE in his
study-chair and pigtail, and gmng orders to Jack Raven,
who stands with a comfortable little corporation at the
door. Jack appears im the well-known Billesdon
gi..‘etumun 8, opening the gate with his whip ;

t the old horse wants no more, snd resolutely puts
his foot in the gate, while Mr. Lorraine Smith is wading
with his coat, like am old woman's petticoats, in his
hand. The drawing is bad, but the song which illns-
trates it is 8o scarce, and those faw who possess it seem
to have it only in M8, that we reprint it here, simpl
premising that there are one or two names of w
there may be & different reading.”

A HUNTING B0ONG.
Tori—'*Dssnr Dows.”

Waa there ever such work ? as our leaders oft say;
Was there ever yet seen such a glorious day ?

Kot Meynell himeself, the ki all men,

Ever saw such s chase, or will see such again.

Derry Down.
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Billeadon Coplow 's the place where the contest began,

And awsy from the covert bold Beynard soon ran:

Two hours and a quoarter, I think, was the time—

1t was besutifully great, nay indeed "twaa sublime.
Derry Down.

At Skeffington earths the villain did try,

Then, making all speed, to Tilton Wood did he fly :

By Skeffington Town he soon after eame back,

And at Tugby was near being eaught by the ’
Derry Down.

Then passing by Stretton to Wigstone he went,
And at Ailstone we thought that the rogue must be epent |
But for crossing the river he found a tﬁgﬂd placs,
And, changing at Enderby, finished chase,
Derry Down.

Scotch, Welsh, Irish, and English, together set out,
And each thought his horse than his neighbour’s more stout. |
You must judge by the nags which were in at the end
Which riders to judge and which to commend.

Derry Down.,

Lorraine and Lord Maynard were there, and eould tell

Who in justice’s scale held the balance so well,

As very good judges and justices too,

The state of each horse, and what each man could do.
Derry Down.

But if anyone thinks he is grieved in the song,

And fancies his case stated legally wrong,

To Enderby Hall let him go and complain,

Bat he won't mend his cause if he meets with Lorraine.
Derry Down.

o




(Germaine, the most gallant, waa first at the river;

Like & spanial dashed in—how he made our hearts quiver !

And as Albion, 88 bold, he gave Mellon a pull,

And beat thro’ the stream like Europa's famed bull,
Derry Down.

Jack Musters, delighted at this bright example,
Close on the dun's heels in the water did trample.
He held by the tail, and got safe to the bank, .
Though the water ran over the grey horse’s flank.

Derry Down,

Cox stood on the brink, and would fain have gone arter,
But the hydrophobis made bim turn at the water;
8o he scrambled away as fast as he could,
And got up with the hounds at Enderby Wood.
Derry Down.

We have not much to say of Morpath and Shelley,
They at Skeffington stopped, T suppose, for a jelly.
It is true § riﬂabml.mdmuid to be keen,
But yet in this run they never were seen.

Derry Down.

‘What came of Bob Grosvenor no post can tall ;

Not long with the pack did the gay bishop dwell;

He met brother South, and 'twas said by the people,

That the parsons were perched up on Skeffington steeple.
Derry Dawn,

There sat quite contented, like parson and clerk,

And hn?lhl;;?d umqﬁmingi until very near dark,

Till the bishop began to take fright at the weather,

And their nags being fresh they reached Melton together.
Derry Down,




As 'twas late in the day the gallant Lord Craven,
Finding matters grow serious, kept his eye on Jack Raven ;
But the old Raven eroaked when his horse was near done, |
So he changed with Ben Rowland and finished the run.

) Derry Down.

In this state of distress my Lord Maddock saw,
Who just in his nag had discovered s flaw;
Together they joined, and took leave of the m r
Maddock trudged home, but the peer got & .
Derry Down.

Of Bobby Montgomery, Messrs. Waddle and Cuff,

As they say they can ride, I would fain say enough:

Their riding displayed a spread eagle complete,

And to those who were near must have proved a great
treat, Derry Down.

Charles Meynell got in, but how he got thers

Nos could tell, for he made them all stare.

We that the waggon had j the road—

Why did not the waggoner stop with his load ?
Derry Down.

Of Joey Pantigious, "tis said in a burst

Hea it quite easy being second or first.
We'd » chase on the pike, and he drove in his gig;
I then bet two to oneon the little Pound Pig.

Derry Cown.

Of a mighty great king, how it lowered his pride
To huwﬁngonfﬁ.t.gwbm his subjects did ride;

Though they in numbers to no one he spoke,
But“lﬁn ﬂmﬁ?&iﬂh&mnﬂ got up in the oak.
Derry Down,




Tho’ late in the ) h the thought
That our gn]lnnt-w iers should e'er be forgot;
Some disaster, I faney, his lordship befell,
Ag he did not get in, tho' he rides wall,
rry Down.

Lord Charles rode on Marquis, so famed for his blood,
And shared in all dangers except in the flood.

Charles Ellis cams up, but he got a fresh horse,

And we saw by the ge that he was not the worse,

Derry Down,
the bya, Ifomtn name Lawley of Quorn,
' forward at lamed his horse with a thorn ;

And losing a shoe is sometimes the resson
‘Why a gentleman's beat at the end of the season.
Derry Down,

Tom Smith in the contest maintained a good

And tho' not first, at last mads & famous race.

I'm sure he'd no caunse for his horse to abuse,

And I wish he'd persuads him to k an]nf}:hm
W

Mr. Baville and Nat dropped in at the end—

‘Which the best of the I cannot contend ;

For tho' they breathe high they are still full of fire,

For he says they're so stout that they never do tire.
Derry Down.

I think now I've bored you enough with the chass,

And like Meynell's hounds I have ron a race ;

Then a bumper, my boys, to Meynall we'll fill,

And to Hmmthmtﬁdag’nrd may they never stand still.
Derry Down.

Written by Mz, Brruzry Cox, from the
Sporting Magazine, 1858,
For motes to moet of the heroes of this poem, see ©* Billeadon Coplow.”




