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THE HEMPSTEAD INVINCIBLES

There was Invincible Tom and Invincible Towler,

Invincible Jack and Invincible Jowler.

thousands who have read the
Cross, there can be ve few

the many

ot Handley

sportsmen,

however well read, able at once to identify the source

with which Surtees described the
meet of the

of this quotation,
arrival at the

Sheepwash harriers, each man bringing with him his own adopted
their
sex, Hertford-

hound. The fame of the Hempstead Invincibles, for all
proud title, is now confined to those portions of I
shire and Suffolk, over which
they hunted the fox in the
early years of the nineteenth

LS

aps it has always been
confined to that neighbourhood,
but at least one attempt was
made in contemporary litera-
ture to draw attention to their
achievements. In March, 1807,
there appeared in the Sporting
Magazine (Vol. 29, page 300)
two separate accounts of what
certainly must have been a
very remarkable hunt. The
first is written in rather an
unneighbourly spirit :

THE HEMPSTEAD PACK.
MRr. Eprror,—I beg leave to
compare the little expedition of#
my lLord Petre’s foxhounds with
that of the Hempstead invincible
pack, which took place on Tuesday
the 24th of February and I trust

first page

(trencher-fed) Vale of

¢ CHAUNTER, WHO KILLED A FOX SINGLE-HANDED

Should be tack’d to each hound and each horseman’s great name :
And *““ invincible Tom ™ and * invincible Towl er,’ X
With “invincible Jack ” and ‘‘ invincible Jowler,
Should lx cheer’d with a voice Ihdl would nuh the woods ring,
Whilst ev'ry staunch rival their praises should sing.
Then foxhunters bold, when you tell your own story,
Pray, seek not of others to tarnish the glory ;
And whilst fame your exploits with her trumpet resounds,
May due honours be paid to yourselves and your hounds ;
But as for vour nags, whether black, brown or sorrel,
Give them rest, by all means—instead of the laurel.
In fact the source of Surtees’s quotation.
Since all three of
extracts are published in

these
the

same issue of the Sporting
Magazine, it would appear to
the amateur historian that the
first account must have been
published originally in the
Chelmsford ~ Chronicle.  Then
some local sportsman, rather
ashamed of its tone, must have
appended a fairer version and

sent it to the Sporting Magazine,
together with the derisive but
amusing poem. By whom the
poem was written cannot even
be guessed, but it is quite likely
that there may have been an
Invincible supporter with
enough  sense of  humour
to scale down the first account
with a mild antidote.

Since it is expressly stated
that the second account is more
correct than the first, we are
obliged to conclude that the

that you and the sportsmen of . . . e - .

that county (Essex) will allow that A print engraved by F. J. Sargent after a painting by fox was killed at Glemsford, or
the laurel rests with us. In Great J. Wallis, 1810 perhaps at Long 1\"1'clfor$l, and
Hales Wood, about three miles not at ‘‘ Langham,” which no

from Saffron Walden, on the day above mentioned, we found a fox;
he went off in good style to Hales Wood, from thence to Haverhill, on
to Clare, Thurlow, Coolinge, Fair Green, Cavendish, and Long Melford
and from thence to Langham, a distance of thirty miles, which was run
in about three hours and a half. This invincible pack, when unkennelled
in the morning, consisted of ten couple and a half; and although it
may be doubted, it is here positively asserted that ten couple were in
at the death. The unntlumm who hunts the hounds and who is as
bold a rider as any man in the kingdom, with many others in the field
equally fond of the sport, declare that not a hound wa sen in the
course of the running for ten miles together, and at a very critical moment
the huntsman was supplied with a fresh horse, which enabled him to
follow the swift steps of his hounds, so as to be up at the death, which
took place in open country. When I say that the run was thirty miles,
I compute the distance, if I may be allowed the expression, as the
crow flies; the ground rode over must therefore be upward of forty.

The second account is more restrained and more courteous :

The annals of fox hunting scarcely furnish a parallel to the achieve-
ments of the Hempstead pack, long denominated invincible, which
consists only of ten couple and a half. They have been hunted thirty
days in the present season, in which time they killed twenty-five foxes
and run three to earth. The mere relation of their day’s sport on the
24th ult. will strike every Sportsman with astonishment and admira-
tion :— On that day they found a fox in a wood called Great Hales’s,
about two miles from Saffron Walden Breaking cover he ran into a
part of Cambridgeshire, leaving Linton but a little to the left, by
Horseheath, Weathersfield, Thurlow, Stradgate, Denson, Passingford
and to Glemsford, where he was pulled down, forty miles at least from
the spot where he was found, which was run in little more than three
hours. Ten couple of hounds were running all this time in such style
that they might, comparatively speaking, have been covered with a
pocket handkerchief, and only one hound was absent when Reynard
breathed his last. The gentlemen who were in the field declare that
not a hound was seen for miles together ; the scent lay so well and the
hounds are so fleet. Thirty horses started : Mr. Aaron Hurrell, of
Ashden, was, however, the only gentleman whose horse carried him
through the dz and he was in at the death. Mr. William Canning
(a name familiar to the sporting world) left his horse and ran near a
mile at the end of the day and witnessed the result.—We are assured
that the above account is more correct than the one which appeared
in the Chelmsford Chronicle of the 7th i and we are desired to
add that the personal part of that dl[lCI( was by no means pleasing to
the gentlemen of the hunt.

After this second account appe
(For a Jeu d’Esprit in answer to the first account, see
which proves to be:

THE HEMPSTEAD PACK (see page 300)
The hero of Hempstead, with pride quite elated,
This secret found out, ere his tale he related :
Expedition’s but little, unless you go straight
And no triumph his Lordship’s fleet hounds can await,
Should a zigzag direction sly reynard pursue,
Which, when pressed very hard, he will frequently do.
But what praises attend the “ invincible pack
When the hounds were so fast, and the horses so slack,
That their riders, though desp’rate at taking a leap,
* Could not once for ten miles at their dogs get a peep.
A knowing old sportsman thence shrewdly supposes,
These foxhunters followed the Chase by their noses
And he freely admits the proud title they claim

the footnote :

page

308)

doubt is a misprint for Lavenham. Actually, if it is allowed that
the hounds left Haverhill well on the right and that Clare should
figure between Fair Green (Farley Green) and Cavendish, the
accounts are otherwise not incompatible. If the hounds found
at Great Hales, ran by Little Hales, Bartlow (between Linton and
Haverhill), Horseheath, Withersfield, Thurlow, Cowlinge, Farley
Green, Stradishall (doing duty for ** Stradgate ”), Denston,
Poslingford, Clare and Cavendish, and killed their fox between
Glemsford and Long Melford, it still remains to question the
figures supplied in the *“ moie correct ” account. According to
our measurements, the total distance would be about thirty miles,
and to complete the run in three hours and a half would be com-
bining pace with distance, but not to an impossible degree. On
the other hand, it is quite certain that the point (as the crow flies)
from Great Hales to Glemsford is seventeen miles and to Long
Melford about nineteen. If we conclude that the hounds made
an eighteen mile point and covered thirty miles in three and a
half hours, we can hardly be disparaging their great performance.

What else is known of the Hempstead Invincibles ? One
of the most interesting relics of their career is the print which
is illustrated above. Beneath it is inscribed ‘“ Chaunter. A
Favorite Hound, the Property of Mr. Thomas Andrews, of Hemp-
stead, Essex. Published July 16th 1810 by ]J. Wallis, Saffron
Walden,” and underneath the corners ““J. Wallis del.” and
“F. ]J. Sargent sculp.” We have been unable to trace more
than three copies of the print, owned respectively by Mr. T. P.
Pannell of Wixoe, Mr. L. D. Gosling of Bentfield, and Major
M. E. Barclay of Brent Pelham. On the back of Mr. Pannell’s
print is pasted a newspaper cutting, being a letter addressed to
the editor of the Chelmsford Chronicle :

THE FOXHUNTING OF OLD

Sir,—Having noticed the paragraph in your last week’s edition giving
the observations of ** H. S. M.” in the Field respecting the late Mr. Tom
Andrews’ celebrated hound Chanter having killed a fox single handed
and requesting corroborative evidence of the fact, I have the pleasure
of informing him through you that I remember the circumstance per-
fectly and knew both the hound and his master well, having many times
when a boy, stolen after them on my pony in the best days of those

thorough sportsmen Old Joey Quilter, Jemmy Rutland, Barker Myall,
John Smoothy,
Jnckc

Daniel Pannell, C. Cock, Fred Giblin, the veritable
_Ludlm and others, as good men across country as ever bestrode
gone to their last home.

x have still the engraving of this splendid

Several persons in E
hound.

$ truly yours

Not QUuITE AN OCTOGE
who inherited the print from his uncle, identifies
Daniel Pannell as his great-giandfather, and believes that John
Smoothy lived at Birdbrook and Jackey Jardine at Stoke. Can
anyone supply the date of this letter or of the corresponding note
in the Field ?  1f the writer rode a pony about 1810, he presumably
contributed this letter about the late ’seventies. Doubtless it
was Chaunter’s feat in killing a fox single-handed which led to
his portrait being painted and engraved. Mr. Lionel Gosling
believes that there was originally a companion picture of ©“ Chimer,”
but has never been able to trace a copy of it. Can anyone offer
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any information on the subject of J. Wallis as a painter, or of
F. J. Sargent as an engraver ?

General Bruce’s history of The Essex Foxhounds states that
Mr. Thomas Andrews was born in 1765 and died at the age of
eighty-two in 1847. It is also stated that he lived at Wincelow
Hall, close to Hempstead, * which no longer exists.” From
information supplied by Mr. Norman Myhill of Wincelow Hall
(doubtless a descendant of *“ Barker Myall » in the letter above),
it appears that the old Hall (the home of Harvey, who first ex-
pounded the theory of the circulation of the blood) fell into dis-
repair and was pulled down about 1810. About a quarter of a
mile farther north, however, is the present Wincelow Hall, con-
sisting of a seventeenth or eighteenth century rough-cast house
to which a large addition was made in brick dated (on the gable)
1854. There seems to be little doubt that Thomas Andrews lived
in this older portion of the present Hall, and it was only a year
ago that Mr. Myhill cleared away close by the remains of a wooden
shed which is reputed to have been part of his kennels. In the

THE BIOGRAPHY

Miss Weeton. The Journal of a Governess.
Edward Hall. (Oxford University Press, 12s. 6d.).

“ DO love children dearly,” said Miss Weeton, ‘and
childish ways. Nothing delights me more than to be
placed among a group of little ones, and joining in their
diversions.” Yet children play a very small part in her
letters and journals. She was not really a child lover.

This courageous, discontented, farouche woman was being more

honest with herself when she said she was ‘‘an insignificant

individual ; living unknown and neglected,” and destined to

* die unmourned.”

Miss Weeton’s Journal is very fragmentary, and this book
chiefly consists of her letters to her brother and various friends,
which she laboriously copied out before sending them off. When
she was living at Dove’s Nest as a governess, she told the man
who milked the cows to call her when he himself got up, at five
every morning, so that she might ““ dedicate two or three hours
to the writing of letters before the rest of the family are stirring ;
for,” she wrote, ‘““ as I write very long ones in general, and take
copies of them all, it frequently takes three, or even four mornings
to each letter.”

These letter-books actually now form a kind of journal,
and they present a strange psychological problem. What was
the purpose of this prolonged and seemingly pointless labour ?
Miss Weeton says : ““ T'o whom I will bequeath them at my death
I know not. They will lie on somebody’s musty shelf, for they
are written so closely, it would be a task to get through them.
My only reasons for undertaking such a piece of work is, that
it has been a great amusement during many a solitary hour when
I had not any other employ.”

That is not quite candid, my dear Miss Weeton. You
need not have been called at five in the morning to create two or
three extra “solitary hours ”” in a day. No. The explanation
of the letter-books lies in a profound hunger at the heart: in a
consciousness of a ““ very great timidity and reservedness *’ which
was sometimes considered ‘‘as awkwardness and stupidity 7 :
and in a yearning for even a posthumous recognition of the fact
that she and others of her sex *“ are something better than rotten
potatoes, though they are often treated, and suffer themselves to
be treated, as little better.” Miss Weeton enjoyed the vision of
those letter-books accumulating the dust of neglect on some
forgotten shelf. The thought of this lonely banishment appealed
to the dramatic sense of the age of sensibility. It symbolised the
loneliness of her own life, which she felt so acutely. And there
was always the hope, if not the certainty, that the day would
come when the volumes would at last be discovered, and their
writer would speak to another generation as she had never been
able to speak to her own. That day is now here ; and it is not
only the circumstances which are described in the letters, but the
poignant revelation of the heart of their writer which gives them
their unique interest. Miss Weeton is, indeed, what Charlotte
Bronté would have called ““a heroine as plain and as small as
myself, who shall be as interesting as any of yours.”

And Miss Weeton’s vigorous pen had some extraordinary
scenes to depict, some eccentric characters to describe, and a
picture to leave to later generations of an aspect of life not often
preserved—the life of the lower middle classes. It is welcome
intelligence that we have by no means yet seen all the contents
of the letter-books from “ somebody’s musty shelf.”

EpitH OLIVIER.

1807-1811. Edited by

Unknown Karakoram, by R. C. F. Schomberg.
15s.)
IN this, his third book on the remote regions of the Central Asia he
knows and loves so well, Colonel Schomberg has given an enthralling
account of his remarkable journey to the unknown and almost inaccessible
valleys and glaciers of the Karakoram Mountains. Many of the places
visited, notably the Braldu Glacier, parts of the southern Gujerab,
the Oprang, and some of the valleys of the Raksam River, had never
before been visited by a European, some probably not even by a native.
It is almost impossible for anyone unacquainted with the desolate and
inhospitable nature of the country and climate to realise the hardships

(Martin Hopkinson,
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meadow in front of the house lies a fallen elm tree which served
as his larder and on which can still be seen one or two stumps of
the old iron flesh hooks. On the opposite side of the house is a
cottage, now inhabited by Mr. Harry Williss (working on the
farm there), whose great-grandfather or great-great-grandfather,
George Williss, was Mr. Andrews’s huntsman (or kennel hunts-
man). This cottage has been occupied continuously by the Williss
family since that date.

Mr. Myhill tells the story that on a certain moonlight night
in winter, with snow lying on the ground, the hounds escaped
from their kennel. Williss reported to his master that he could
hear them running in Hempstead Wood, and merely received the
order to saddle his horse and collect them. However, neither
fox nor hounds respected his night’s rest, and it was not until
he had reached Hare Street, close to Buntingford (a sixteen mile
point !), that he was able to pick them up. Nor would he ever
have succeeded in doing so that night had he not been able, by
the light of the moon, to pad them in the snow. M. F.

OF A GOVERNESS

and difficulties which beset the author, and of which he makes light
with characteristic modesty and humour. The journey is a notable
feat of exploration which has added immensely to our meagre knowledge
of a region which is likely always to remain one of the least-known
parts of the world. The book is, however, no mere record of a remark-
able journey, all the more remarkable for having been made alone in
these days of “* Gargantuan foreign expeditions which cost so much
and achieve so little.”” Colonel Schomberg possesses a literary style
which is a pleasure to read. He gives an unforgettable picture of the
strange mixture of repulsion and attraction exercised by these savage
gorges and peaks of the Roof of the World. Humorous and sym-
pathetic, with a remarkable insight into the curious mentality of the
inhabitants, whose language he speaks, he shrewdly describes their
lives and customs, and the intrigues and encounters inseparable from
Oriental travel. The photographs are excellent, and a special word
of praise and gratitude is due for the map. Altogether one of the most
notable and readable books of exploration of recent years.
E. W, F.

Harvest Home, by Hilda Vaughan. (Gollancz, 7s. 6d.)

MISS VAUGHAN has a knowledge of Wales and a gift for drawing
Welsh scenery and character unique among living novelists, and it
is good to find that her new book takes us to scenes and a society not
unlike those of her earliest novels. When, on the first page, Daniel
Hafod, a yeoman of a century or so ago, comes riding home to the
great farmhouse which he has just inherited from his uncle, the reader
who knows Miss Vaughan’s work will settle down to the enjoyment
of a characteristic story, but he will scarcely realise his hopes; it is
difficult to fit Harvest Home into any category, though it has distinctive
Welsh character and atmosphere. There is nothing in Daniel’s history
or description as we first meet him to prepare us for finding him the man
to fall so violently in love with a girl who has given him no encourage-
ment that he behaves like a madman in his attempts to win her. When
Eiluned, his mother’s dairymaid, prefers his cousin to himself, Daniel,
in the hopes of killing her lover, turns wrecker, sacrificing a whole ship’s
crew to his passion, and contrives that an innocent man shall hang for
his crimes. To secure a letter to her from her lover he gives up to the
press-gang a man who has trusted him and eaten his bread and salt,
he regards himself as sold to the devil, blasphemes and seduces, and
finally commits suicide : and somehow it is all rather surprising. If
only Miss Vaughan had built up Daniel’s history on lines that promised
such an end, shown us that bitter hardships as a child had warped his
nature, or hinted that there was insanity in his family, his story might
have been credible, but as it is there is only a dark, unreal melodrama.
Eiluned, on the other hand, is a colourless creation until the end, when
her thoughts on immortality are worthy of a less uncertain setting.
The story is thrilling and exciting, and would possibly make an
extremely fine film; but coming from Miss Vaughan it is a disap-
pointment.

SOME CHRISTMAS BOOKS

UMOROUS books we have and witty books we hear of occasion-
Hally, but light-hearted ones are rare indeed. Un-Natural History

(Macmillan, ss.) is light-hearted, and for its rarity should be made
as welcome as it deserves to be for its other charms. The drawings,
for all their fun, have that dexterous delicacy of line which we expect
in Mr. Monsell’s work ; and the verses, full of liberties and larks as
they may be, are perfect in craftsmanship. It is difficult to choose
one’s favourite in either medium, but there is particular charm in the
opportunity of hearing the whole of a poem of which we have all only
so far known the beginning, afforded by—

“You recollect the Cassowary, on the plains of Timbuctoo

Who devoured a Missionary, cassock, bands and hymnbook too ?

Yes, but have you heard the sequel ? All that piety inside

Fed him up: and so to speak—well—full—too full of Faith he

died ! !!”

For the cream of funny literature of recent years buy The Nonsensibus
(Methuen, 8s. 6d.), compiled by D. B. Wyndham-Lewis.

The Family Face (Nonesuch Press, 5s.) is one of those books which,
once it is filled up, must never be left about, for if it is truthfully filled
it will probably mean that if you inherit the family face you will lose
the family money, and if you fill it with what the family believes of its
virtues it will be a useless volume of legend. It is a blank book, to
be written by a member of the family, and it has endless headings under
which one fills in the characteristics and attributes of everybody, from
grandparents down to cousins, even friends, servants, pets, the home,
and all conceivable domestic details. Faithfully filled in, it might be a
joy to future generations.
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