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THIN CAINADIANW SPORITSMAIY

DECEMBER 23

THFE, MONIRLAL HUUNT
A, We'll All Go a Hunting To-day,

Another wes malroed inon luaxk,
But both spe good rpuris,
And rars nt fur hard jolts,
Th will atay with the hounds 01l tis
dark.
Ouy Master lan charge of the field,
And ever good hunr'ing witl yield,
In war or in fun,
He x nwver outdon e,
A keen sportaman from shonlder
hwl

¥ha first verss and chorus are taken
from the origloal—wora for word.

. What a fine hunting day,

o

Thr *Refiner” drives down,
To s offi-» I town,
Glwees aver guotallonit amd stocks,
Tells his broker to buy,
For th=re’s nn reason why,
He rhould worry with Ju inesw or
Imk“h ’
For suear is sweet when ‘s dear,
And fos-hun'ing brngs hun good
chwr,
Ha h*s off o the meet,
Looking happy ani neat,
Andt Il rude as though Satan wers
near.

We've a bandseine voung Vet * with
us, and he's o pet,
"Mong the farmers anid sporta who
love mucth,
Wii'n he hears *Tally Heo,* b knows
Just whoere Lo go,
He and Revnard must sle-p on thy
earth,

Ha singa jolly good songs Ly th» scote,
And of stories i stock is galore,
With ' Si~ Walter,” good horse, from

th* covert or gorse,
He will lead th» fisld steaight as of
ypre,

» MR, JOHN CRAWROWLD,
M, F. H, 186070 ; 1874 78; 132v.0),

'Tis as balmy as May,
‘And ths hounds to the sillige waid
come,
Every friend will be Lhere,
And all sorrow and care
Vi1l be left far behind them at home,
Beo servants an1 steeds on their way,
And sportsmen their searlet dis- To ths clan of the Campbells a verse
play, . we will sing,
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MAJOR HOOPEI! M. F L.

THE MONTREAL HUNT.

Extablish»d In 1820,
day+ in e Hant, Is not vnly ths
tiop of e kind in

On th« steeplechiow coups, with his
ghiw wa 1he hoigs,

Hix gostl judgment we never mise
tirust,

HYs teen many  gvand

14,
iat tus heart to ihe fair
Mield,
Yel with hife there ix hope,
We will gave hitg more rape,
“Sweel rixteen” Joax el capturce oy
"“l‘*.‘l ”n

= - by

Tha M Eex wake. up, from hiseyes rubs
This dust,
Yawny, ang
norn
Ity o) little weconnt, if
take o slump,
T must be with the hound and the
horn.
Whn the hounds find, it thrilly s
yoang heart,
Th* ~teel gived his horse a  brick
siurt,
Fo't and 1l are not tall, the stope
wall looks small,
Antlull s xeght up with Arthm and
k.

sy~ thik is Satarday

swheat  doey

We greet fricnds from thy West,
W meunts nre of the best,
And ithe Hed—eswe welecome with glee,
We pwear by Miss Maul with o vige
orous zest,
Her lonn'e face we nll love to zve,
Brothswr and coussn can lead o'er a
wall,

MR A. BAUMGARTEN.
M, F. L, 13829

ent thit hunt the wild fox. That it
his inereased in prosperity with age
14 amply illustrated by the faot that
it hia lately erccted a nesw and hand-
Thy are Past Grands at the fox liun- some olub house, very perfect stables
ter's cnll, anl model kennels within easy reach
They ride without show, go straight of ths city. ‘The mastership for many
28 the e1ow, years after the formation oI the clyb

Anl neves funk o'¢r thr chanee of was held by officers of the regulir
a fall. army, then staiioned in Montreal, o
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THE NEW CLUB HOUSE OF THE MONTREAIL HUNT.
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Lot us join the glad throng,
That goes laughing along, cheer,
And all go a bunting to-day Colin’s doubtle=as a wag, but good stuff
and no brag,
And hs gladdens our hearts when
he's here, s
He deserves all hs wins on the course,
For h2 trains hard, and loves a good
horsge,

CHORUS.

We will all go a hunting to-day,
All nature looks smiling and gay,
Let us join the glad throng,.

1]

And when “Lochinvar” wirs we all€o we driak to the health, wishing We miss riders of fame, that we glance over tha record

long life and health
Toour good friend tha “Tanner’ who
knows.

When he sees hunting done in good But bard luck will o'ertake

form,

And thinks gqueezing the girls’ 18 no And you know

harm,
Lel us hope he'll sit up,

: showing the

. nRames of Captain Walter Jones, Cap-

Goue tain _William T. Steekley, R. A.,

Captain J, Stockley, Jr., R. "

Egex:lttain. :he I.Hton' Mr. Keane, R.E.,
‘eutenan ulven teut.

every dog hag his day. E. Gen. de Winton, S'Col:.[“ell‘lgrsgglf: %

. Lorne Macd
Sa wa all board the train and away Johp gmwforg?%‘:lk Hﬂtt::(l’:i.:‘:, c;;l!]::'!;

might call by name,
Who would fain hear the glad
Awayy”

The best sports in its wake,

-

Mr. J. Henry Smith on “*‘The Sq1ire. Wirning the Hunt Cup, 1898

ME. H. MONTAGUE ALLAYN, \We hope his bright face, leads in many
xn rn .H.-. l&l-?ﬂ. a race’ .
And through life he'll be found in
T~ ths chasc.
That goea laughing a‘ung, PO
And all go & hunting to-day « “There is nolhing like leather” theold
* One “shipper” waa hurt saying goes.

ia ho:we made a lurch,

‘Whan And its logic we all will allow,

And take homs the hunt cup,
With goad “*Wildthorn,”
his turn.

———

There's ano her old sportsman;
"Polly,” for short,
A Master with pencil or brush,

‘s surely Kiss onr wives and our sweethearts so

called And we'll hunt the old Fox to his ton,

{o Point Claire,

MR- HUGR P\TON.
M F,H, 28388

fair,
#lounds and horses are fit,
Fvery man is go>d grit,

Campbell, A. Baumgarten, Hugh Pa.
W. Montsgu Allan, and  Major
George R. Hooper the present Master.

D:T.T. Th» compl:ment of the Hunt at prosent

lair.

»

the Montrel
aldest organiza~
, Aneclca, but it i4
X won't th¥only pack of hounds oqg the contin-
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