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© Vive La Chaffe !

© Imape of mar.>”
SOMERVILLE.

' *‘a Quorn,
E'\.f_.-;’ i Thenote I {pund is ona foreign horn;
B8] Acrofs the Straits I cafta fportiman’s
glance,
My theme to-day the hunting-fields of France.

q,j Melton heedlefs, uninfpired by
I

But though, as wont, in (porting phrafe I write,

The fields I {ing to-day are fields of fight;

The hounds I name are warriors of renown,

And every cover is a fencéd town ;

The chafe &ill prompts my figurative (peech,

I charge 2 “bullfinch* when [ ftorm a breach ;
B
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Whene'er, exulting o'er fome glorious day,
O’er country crefl'd, or trophies borne away,
Remember, reader, that T {peak not then

Of killing foxes, but of llaughtering men,
Heroes and kings are mirror'd on the ftage,
Why fhould nuot (port enliven Hitory’s page ?

Through many an age the Maflers of ber chafe,
Or (prung from Valois or from Bourbon raee
In turn vplifted, on the faddle fat

The Fair, the Wife, the Affable, the Fat;

Oft boundary fquabbles, virulent as thofe

Of modern mafters, in the country rofe ;

Some cared not for it, fome were hunting-mad,
The few were good ones, and the many bad ;
Poifon would fome into the trencher dip,

Some ufed the knife wo freely, fome the whip ;
Throughout all countries fill the fame refounds
Of names recorded in her kit of hounds §

Twao ftand confpicuous blazon'd on the card,
The brave Du Guefclin and the good Bayard ;
And when great Louis later held the hern,
Some gallant hounds were in the kennel born ;
The lafh, though, Condé needed now and then,
A good and crafty hound was old Turenne.

Then wild diforder in the kennel rofe,
All running riot wherefoe’er they chole;
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Then out of Revolutioniit, a lot

Of mongrel monfters Bonnet Rouge begot ;

Knee-deep they waded in z crimfon flood,

With mouths infatiate howling ftill for blood ;

Till o’er their Mafter, uttering fhouts cbitene,

They cried * Who-whoeop 1™ and dropp’d the
guillotine.

Then, keen for fport and powerful to command,

A mighty Nimrod took the pack in hand ;

He Muzzt nurtured—hound as Rupert rath—

And many another full of fire and dath;

Kleber, Defzix, Dumaouriez, Junct, Hoche,

Sans peur were all, but not all fans reprm’;c;.

Matchlefs on land, but when he took to water,

There Nelfon check’d him with defeat and
Naughter ;

In dield fuccefsful, tll one (ad blank day

On Mofcow's fnow the pack death-ftricken lay.

The Belgian covers one fine day they drew,

T he meet that morning was at Waterloo ;

There Wellelley challenged their tdumphant note,

And Englith bulldogs (eized them by the throar;

While ¢ Sanve qai pent !’ the pack's retreating
cry,

From thoufand tongues ré-echoed through thefky.

The Victor vanquifh'd and himfelf entrapp'd,

In grey furtout his folded arms he wrapp’d ;



