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LEIGHTON COURT

Part 1

Chapter 1

THE River Wysclith, thourh one of the shortest in
course of the beautiful rivers of Dartmoor, still claims a
higly place among them. None sooncr quits the barren
granite, and begins to wander seaward through the lower
antd richer country which lies between the Moorand the sea.
None except Dart setids a larger sy of water to the sza,
and none forms a smaller or less dangerous estuary.

Imdeed, its course 1550 cxceedingly short, that the mem-
hers of the Wysclith Vale Hunt, whose kennels were
within n mile of the sea, were well ncguninted, from {re-
quent observation, with the vast melancholy hog in which
it took its rise.  More than once, more than twenty times,
within the memory of old Tom Squire, the lean, little old
huntsman, had the fox been mun into in the midst of that
great waste of turbary, from whenee the infant stream
wgsues ; on grognd which no man, leave alone a horse,
dared to face. Laora Seckerton has a clever sketch in her
portfolio, of the wild, desolate, clevated swamp as it ap-
peared on one of these occasions, A sweep of yellow
grass, interspersed with ling, and black bog pits: in the
centre, far away [rom human help, a confused heap of
struprgling honnds killing their fox: round the edges, as
near as they dared go, red-coated horsemen, most cleverly
grouped in twos and threes beyond all, a low ugly tor of

T



Leighton Court

weather-worn granite.  Laura Seckerton could paint as
well as she could ride, which iz giving her very high praise
indeed. '

(n a hot summer's day, if you had crossed the watershed
from the northward, from the head-warers of the Ouse [or
instance ; and if you found yourself in this desolate lonely
swamp, with no signs of animal life except the ery of the
melancholy peewit, or the guaint dull note of the stone-
chat; you would find it hard to believe that anything so
wild, fierce, and loud as the river Wysclich, could be bom
of such solitary silence, DTt if you hold on your way,
round the bases of the low granite tors, belween the taim-
bled rocks and the quaking bog, for four or five miles, you
will begin, afar off, to hear a tnkling of waters, you will
meet a broad amber-coloured stream, and find that the
many trickling rills from the great swamp have nnited, and
are guictly preparing for their journey to the sea; are mak-
ing for that gap in the granite, below which the land drops
away into an anknown depth, and from which you can see
a vista of 3 gleaming glen miles below, im which the river,
50 guiet and so small up here, spouts and raves and roars
like a piant as he is. Right and lefc, far, far below you,
arg crags, tors, castles of granite,  Twenty streams from
Afty glens, from & hundred sunny Tonely hills, join our
river far below ; until tired of fretting and fuming among
the granite crags in the glen of ten thousand voices, he
finds lus way out into the champaign country, and you sce
him wandering on in wide waving curves towards his esti-
ary. All this you can see even on a blighty easterly day ;
with a clear south wind, Laura Seckerton used to say, that
standing within two miles of the river’s source, you can
make out the fisher boats on the sands at its mouth, and
the seiting sun blazing on the windows of Leighton Court,
which stands on a knoll of new red sandstone at the head
of the tideway. 1 cannotsay that either there or elsewhere
I have ever distinguished drawing-room windows st a dis-
tance of eighteen miles as the crow (lies : but I confess to
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have seen the vast tower and dark long fagade of Berry
Morecombe, which lies on the other side of the river, block-
ing the westerly sun and casting a long shadow over the
sands towards Leighton Court, when 1 have stood on a
summer’s evening at the tip of the lonely marsh in which
the Wysclith takes his rise, fifteen hundred feet above the
sea,  Standing just where he beging to live, and whimper
fike a new-born babe over his granite rocks.

Chapter 11

TiERE were only three families in this part of the coun-
try : the Downes, the Seckertons, and the Poyntzs, We
shall meet them all directly; but it is necessary even here
to say that the Downes (represented by Sir Peckwich
Dowwnies) were eminently respectable and horrtbly rich,
That the Seckertons (Sir Charles Seckerton) wers emi-
nently respectable, very rich, though not so rich as the
Dogwnes ; but that they had entirely tzken the wind ong of
their, Downes', sails, by Sir Charles marrying Lady Emily
Lee, a sister of the Earl of Southmelton, and by taking the
hounds nearly at the same time. And lastly, coming to
the Poynizs (represented by Siv Harry Povntz, vounger by
a weneration than either of the other baronets), we are
obliged to say that the family had grown so uotterly dis-
reputable, that a respectable Moyntz was considerably rarer
than & whitz crow.  The third family, these Poyntes, were
what the Americans call “ burst up,” and their seat, Berry
Morccombe Castle, was now let on a lease Lo Mr, ITuxta-
ble, a Manchester cotton-spinner.

Sir William Poyntz, that very disrepntable old gentle-
man, had been the last master of the hounds, and had
handsomely finished his ruin by taking them, He was a
sad old fellow, and kept a sad establishiment there in the
castle, The only signs of decency which the old fellow

k)



