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É HOW BILLY SCOTT LOST ANib FOUND 
HIS HERVE Bludkins, don’t forget the wine,; you’re drink­

ing nothing ! Another cigar, Somers? Tuft- 
on# just a soupçon more, and I’ll soon finish. 
But, you remember Miss Swynnerton?”

“Ah, a nice girl,” said Tufton, and his voice 
had a faint sound of regret.

“\V ell, Mabel Swynnerton came over to 
stay with the O’ReiHÿs. She was just the sort 
to’get on well in Ireland.- No side, you know, 
full of fun, and a thorough sportswoman. Not 
•in her first youth, of- course/-’

“Norte the worse for that!” murmured 
Bludkins! • .^ ■*!(. -, $ , L'-Li.-.

“But she was quite charming ; and so clever 
that she didn’t seem a bit clever. She and 
Billy soon became great friends ; but if Sport 
was good, Miss Swynnerton was in the!first 
flight, and Billy, he was still looking ‘for the 
best place !’ Their friendship, though thus 
broken, seemed to flourish. Arid Joe Hudson, 
a confirmed bachelor, himself, remarked, ‘Gad, 
it might have been a match if Billy hadn’t lost 
hi? ! nerve !’ 
i? aStt

in every way. Why shouldn’t he, with half a 
dozen good horses in his stable, good health, 
and good ffiends? At the. beginning of the 
fifth year after his return home, a frosty 
morning made it doubtful if he would be able 
to get to the meet of the harriers at Flintagh. 
Nothing annoyed him more than indecision 
and uncertainty, especially in hunting affairs. 
So, when old Macmoran, his faithful head man, 

■said, ‘But, shurely, sor,.ye wouldn’t be think- 
in’ of startin’ for thé hunt a mornin’ like that!’ 
Billy rather testily replied : ‘What on earth’s 
to stop me? One night's frost never stops ' 
hunting.’

and floundering. ‘Some damned fool in here!* 
•said Billy.

“ ‘Help ! Help !’ and loud cries came from 
the river. Arid now he saw a sight which made 
his blood run cold. There, in the river, wedged 
up by her horse against the further bank,
Miss Swynnerton !

Oh, Colonel Scott, please do try and help 
me! Can’t you ? Won’t you?’

“ ‘I will !’ shouted Billy. He never thought 
’ o£ the : best place ! He cantered back nearly a 

hundred yards, then turned, sat down, and 
4r°vc his good horse hard at the wide river.

“‘Well over, indeed!’ murmured Miss 
Swynnerton

Billy was off his horse in a second ; then 
unsaddled him, took the girths and joined 
them together, put one end round a tree, and 
slid down the steep bank into some four feet 
of water.

/

Four men had finished dinner, and the talk 
—mutit good talk—had ryn altogether on..' 
sport, and had lingered over many an adven­
ture by flood and field ; for these men were 
great sportsmen. Two of them were well- 
known big game hunters ; while all were, as 
the phrase runs, “great hunting ipen.” The 
question of nerve had been discussed, and the 
horror of losing that precious possession had 
been dwelt upon.

“It seems to me,” said the host—and the 
Irishman of the party—“that one may be far 
from sure if he has really lost his nerve.” , 

“But, if a fellow’s lost his nerve, can’t he' 
i tell ?” said the unimaginative
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tank, and no doübt- there are much larger 
ones. A friend who was fishing there one 
evening caught a sib. murral on paste, rather 
an unusual thing to happen as they are pre­
daceous fish. In the Ghaziabad diection is 
the village of Salempoor. Here I had 
fairly good sport with black and grey part-, 
ridges and also shot a fine specimen of the 
jungle cat in broad daylight, as it was hunt­
ing some partridges along the side of the lit­
tle irrigation canal. I also see by, my note? 
that I got a lesser florikan, and .four green 
pigeons at Shahdara, not.far from Ghazia­
bad.

Aye, but it’s a hard wan, sor, an’ ye’ll see 
that afore ÿe gç very far, so ye will.’

“Then master and man walked down the 
avenue, Billy trying to drive, his stick into the 
white, rime-covered banks, studded with rare 
shrubs. «

man.. -
“It by no means follows,” replied the Irish­

man. “You see,” and hjg eyes twinkled, “we 
often believe what our friends tell us. That’s 
where- the mischief is!”

“Hum ! I’m jplly sure I'd know if I’d lost 
mine,” said the other

“I feel sure you would, "but thert”—and 
again came the twinkle—“you see, We Irish­
men aren’t so sure of things.”

A ripple of well-fed, after-dinner laughter, - 
and the host said : “But dont’ forget the port, 
please ; and, if I may, I’ll tell you a story of. 
nerve.” ' 1 ■■

some
An’ ye see that now, sor! That’s what 

I toult ye!’
Oh, it’s not so bad, at all,’ said Billy, 

when, after many vain attempts to pierce the 
turf, he at length succeeded. ‘See that V 

“When they reached the main road—a 
more sheltered spot—Billy pretended to find 
it perfectly*'right; and even Macmoran 
forced to admit, ‘Well, I wouldn’t like to say 
that ye couldn’t make the meet.’

“An hour afterwards Billy, mounted on his 
A chorus: “By all means 1” - -•<> good chestnut mare—the best one in his stable
“Well,” said the host, and he looked at j for such a day—-was picking his way carefully 

Bludkips, thé oldest man in the room and a .«long, And on arrival, rather late, at Flintagh, 
firmed*bachelor, ‘%et£ Bludkins you, -f\e found the Keen Master, Farleigh White, 

. ràtè, $àve Beçh bvir'tfe Irèlatujp jjad'ltni^y ‘flwith only half a dozén of his followers around 
County UppoAdown,, and, of cotfrse, have - him. 
heard of Billy Scott, probably know him, too?”

Bludkins nodded an assent, and thought- ; 
fully sipped his port. v. v . -

“And now,” said the host, leaning back in right?’ 
his chair with a retrospective air, “for my : “Hunt?’ said Farleigh, “of course we’ll 
yarn: hunt! Only a bit of bone in the ground.’

.“Colonel William Scott, of BaUyinch, > ... “And then hounds, followed by the small 
County Uppondown, had retired from the. field, moved off to draw thé Haddens, a "tiny 
Army some ten years before the date of my ; strip of land, lying in an extremely sheltered 
story. The greater, part of his career had been position.
spent in India, where he had seen muçhf activé^ *t£,s“The sun. was nôw out, loosening the frost’s 
service, and had borne himself gallantly fit - grip, nd warming and cheering horses and 
many a hard-fought fight. The value of his riders; atm -the Master exclaimed, ‘What’s 
services, too, had been freely acknowledged*. “wrong witfctiti??’
yet he had never bêen rewarded accordingly “In a véry*short time a hare was raised, 
His merit. At least this is what hisrfiiends aP rind-hound^, w*nt away in full pursuit, their 
ways Said. As for the soldier him self, fie never beautiful céj» ringing through the clear frosty 

- thought of grumbling because no great disc air, and hfiEmg Farleigh exclaim, ‘They talk 
dnctiOh'hatl'tomé-tris-way: "He hadNMteréd q about irtusp> Thdt’s the music for me'’ , 
file Army for the best of all reasorijjf ' He. | - ‘“As often happens in a frost, hounds were 

■ knew that he would rove it ; and this lové had*» - funning well, and a very pretty hunt took 
proved no will-o’-the-wisp, but had remained place; and Billy Scott, as usual, was right 
with him all through. Surely no man with bang in front. Galloping through an open 
such a love can be considered anything but - ( gate, he turned sharp to the left, down a steep 
successful What do you think, Bludkins?” slope—too fast, as he afterwards admitted;

Bludkins smiled impartially, and the «tory for, like a shot down went the mare—slipped 
went on . ""UP on the frdfety patch—and rolled clean over

Sometimes, it is true, this simple-mmtiéd -her rider. Well, when they got Billy straight- 
soldier would find himself wondering why ened out, he looked uncommonly bad. It was 
Uoreham was now a major-general with;a , a frightful fall. However, after three weeks in 
good billet, and he thought of what an awful bed, and a good change of air, he seemed as 
duffer he really was. Rloreham, true énqqgh, well as ever. But he wasn’t; for he couldn’t 
had a clever wife ; and people said thatUfae ride a yard. Billy had completely, lost -his 
had made her husband. He knew that tvivê* nerve. His fall had been one of those shaking 
did certainly sometimes count ..and he smiled crumpling disasters—fractured ribs internal 
as he wondered Sow. much‘hîgherrfiç^Kmîdl • ^juries, and all that sort of thing.’ As Far- 
have gone if he, like Blbreham, s leigh White said, ‘He’d got the stuffing
MM?- proftésidnBad "fâtocked jbtit of him.’ But probably much of
and he had been content jntli Wfl&W’’*1 his nervous trouble came from so many of 
well content, indeed. So^^m^ÊpNW ", W fritiids telling him that they hoped ‘he 
f°r him to retire, home be came fo settle down t would -find, he hadn’t lost his nerve.’ While 
on the family estate of BaUyinch, which .hia ,;filfiers, who'themselves never had any to lose,; 
Scottish forbears had been^gfianted.-^irifig..'^FIpKently and pleasantly assured the prior 
the plantation of Ul^er. .He? had;, %aya:A He would find his ‘nerve all gone’-
spent bis leave here, and here to all his friends _one man, in particular, bringing to his recoller 
he was ever Billy- Scott ; while there were tion the well-known case of young Rouse- 
ew parts of his fine, prosperous county that theme, one of the hardest of the. hard, who took
ïniâroThisTri fLwnf hela-laîOW5^ ^#» yours, Billy, and never after- 

Î.T . regiment . ^waf3s could jump a fence to save his lifef
To his love for .soldiering he joined an fiK, * “So, when next season came round, Billy 

£nse, P=sslo.n, *or.th* a”d wherever hé rtrentf oüt Jo bunt in no very blithesome mood,
found himself he hunted with all the fmst ardor He—whose thoughts, with autumn, had al-■
of youth. As his old housekeeper at BaUyinch Ways eagerly turned to the raptures of the
used frequently to say, ;îs it the Colonel ye’re chase-now felt himself shaky and depressed
hi nHn”b°Ut ' Agh* hC S ,USt C Can daft about as hé mounted his big br<*wn horse, and rodé

“Therefore," when he, turned his back on Roads. fmd ^ h,iViers at Killyseagh Cross
India, it was with very well contented Spirit 
that he found himself settled permanently at 
the comfortable manor housie in the béautifü) { 
park sloping down to the shores of Rangford 
Lough. He could now. enjoy himself "for ^he, 
remainder of his life, or as long as be could 
hunt, at any rate ; for if a man Can’t huiît Hfé’s 
not much use. So thought Billy Scott, # few 
mornings after his arrival at BaUyinch, as he 
watched the white mist rising from the. lotigh," 
and gradually enfolding the whole déiriesne.7 '
He looked on the scene with infinite sati^fric 
tion, and muttered, ‘Ah ! This is good ! None 
of your eternal sunshine here'!’ ' T -

“Then he went blithely upstairs to have a 
I oout with the dumb-bells, for he Always 
preached and practiced the gospel of physical ; 
fitness. ‘Yes,’ he would say, ‘keep yourself 

Hit, my boy ; nothing like it ! Falls won’t hurt 
so long as you’re fit; and you’ll keep your 

perve; yes, keep your nerve, and be able to 
pnjoy yourself.' '/■

“It would have been difficult to have im- 
igined Billy Scott minus his iron nerve. It 

as the guerdon that he prized, and that he 
ad cultivated by every means in his' power, 
i> valor was1 a rare combination of pluck 
d nerve. Never reckless, neve/ flustered, he 

]ad—if- ever

“Well, after a great deal of hard work he - 
managed to extricate Miss Swynnerton, and 
then, aided by some country people, her horse 
was got out. Neither à pin the worse for their 
dip. ■ f ’ - ' .■ . .>

Soon the lady and her reseuer wére both 
mounted again. Very cold, and feeling half 
drowned, they started off across country—a 
bee line—for the O’Reilly’s, Billy never giving 
a thought to any fence. He afterwards told me 
that when he had safely, and apparently so 
easily, jumped the big river, he suddenly felt a 
great rush of happiness and extraordinary ex­
hilaration : for he was certain he’d" found his 
nerve. Hé was his old self again !

“Well, Miss Swynnerton prolonged her 
visit, owing to a chill after her fall, and before 
next season she had become Mrs. Scott.”

“Ah, I remember,” said Tufton, softly.
“And,” continued the host, “Billy’s had the 

best of nerve ever since.”
“But, it seems to me,” said Bludkins, “that 

he found his nerve because he’d never lost
a . ■■ HM

“Perhaps so,’’-said the host, lighting 
other cigar and smiling, “I offer no explana­
tion.”

“Ah,” remarked Somers, emerging from 
profound thought, “after all, wome,n can do a 
lot for us!”

Bludkins and Tufton—the old and the 
young bachelor—looked uncertain.

And the host—watching the blue smoke 
wreathed round the top of the pink lamp-shade 
—seemed doubtful, too; hut at last he said, 
“T^d they do !”—Hugh Henry in Baily’s.

soon became evident that Billy was be­
coming more and more devoted ; in fact, he was 
in loye. And . now—one couldn’t help being 
amused—he made frightful attempts to ride in 
his tfld form, but only when the adored 
was out. If she wasn’t on the scene, he went 
off early; there was always something wrong 
—his horse was short of work, or important af­
fairs called him homewards. But when the 
lady was out, he carried a ‘do or die’ look, and 
actually managed to ride as hard as any of us ; 
but only for a few field! at a time. After the 
ardor came the dreadful chill, the inevitable 
search for ‘the only jumpable placé.’ ”

“Don’t speak of !”,said Bludkins ; “I do 
that searching myself now.”

The others laughed and said. “Nonsense,
. old fellow!” - ‘ \

“Still, sometimes Billy went wonderfully, 
and then Caspar Franttsaid that ‘he’d come 
all right’ ; but there was nothing permanent 
about his performanceS-r-mere flashes of his 
old valor .struck out of his funk by Miss Swyn- 
nerton’s presence. AntPflow the time was ap­
proaching for the lady’s departure. She had 
enjoyed three months of exceptionally good 
sport; had got very fond of jumping banks 
an<j stone walls; and had made herself popu­
lar with everyone—rich1 and poor rifike. You 
see,” and the quizzicalI rinife came to his eyes, 
“when she saw aiiythjpg she hadn’t seen at 
home it wasn’nt always: ‘Oh, bow dreadfully 

Àr Irish !’ ‘No Saxon condescension -about her !’-i—
as Farleigh White S&C,.

“Well, a week before , her departure, the 
Upppndowns met -at Rinalto, not far from thé 
Kennels. Bludkins,, yen, 
breakfast there?* jfO’

“Rather! A real Irish welcome You get. 
It’s in the air!”

“Yes, the Barrys litfe for sport and hos­
pitality—a fine generou! diet—and very well 
they look on it! There was a big field out 
that day—towards the end of February, and 
that great specimen of an Irish gentleman, 
Dick Barry, was busy welcoming all "with win­
ning smile and voice. Çvéryone was cheery, 
many exuberantly happy, although the weath­
er was a shade ‘soft’; but that’s nothing in 
Opypondown.

“When all were mounted, a long stream of 
riders filed slowly through the park and on to 
the BaUyinch road. Rory Home, the Master 
and huntsman—keen as mustard, tactful as a 
grande dame in her salon—then jogged off to 
drâw the small covert at Drumness, where that 
good fellow, Jim Wood, always had a fox ; and 
the whole field quickened its pace, Billy Scott 
and Miss Swynnerton riding together at the 
end of the cavalcade. " ' '

“ ‘Now, Miss Swynnerton, please don’t do 
anything rash; remember it’s a nasty cutting ■ 
country round here.’

“‘Oh,Jthat’s all right, and you must re­
member that I have only two more hunts in 
dear old Oppondown ; so I must make the 
most of my time!’

”T say, Miss Swynnerton,’ said Billy, ner­
vously fumbling at his télns, ‘You" know. I’m 

- awfully sorry you’re going.’ -
“ ‘So am I,’ said the lady, apparently only 

interested in the hounds, just now entering 
the covert. In this they had been but a few 
minutes, when a fine fox was viewed away. 
And Miss Swynnerton held her breath, and her 
heart beat fast and the color rose to her face, 
as she listened to the hounds’ opening burst! 
Then she- turned her thoroughbred bay and 
jumped out bf the nrirrOW lane, in which the 
crowd were surying and swaying. It wasn’t 
a nice place, but Billy was with her in a mo­
ment. Whén I saw them I thought there he 
was rill right now! Hounds were running 
beautifully, over quite an easy country for the 

. first fifteen minutes. They then ran through a 
very big bank country, arid falls were frequent. 
And I saw Billy stopping to look ‘for the best 
place.’ He remembered, once more, that his 
friends said he’d lost his nerve! But Miss 
Swynnerton was going on straight as a bird. 
And now I believe what happened was this: 
Billy was soon jogging along the road, feel­
ing—in every sense of the word—very much 
out of it. Now, he saw cattle moving on a dis­
tant hill, and he pushed towards thdm through 
a gap, and over a few easy fence?, until he 
came to a very wide brook. That was out of 
the question!—no man in, his senses would 
jump it, he said. It was the dreaded Raver- 
net river, the Oppondown Whissendine. He 
ambled along its banks for half a mite. There 
was no best place here!'. But what was-that 
sound? Surely someone in distress. And. as .

I
«

IThere is interesting ground out along the 
Alipur and Rohtak roads, where can be found 
plenty of grey partridges and hares. Behind 
the ridge and well to the. north of Delhi is the 
8f*at .Plain, where the camps are always 
pitched. Camp life in thé winter is cold work 
in Northern India. Of course the important 
Government officials, native chieftains, and 
so on, have very glorified camps—tents like 
houses, with floors and fireplaces—and these 
are comfortable enough in-the cold. The or- 
dmary officer’s tent is however a very chilly 
affair when nights are frosty.

Close to Delhi there are some charming, 
half wild gardens. They are called after the 
princess whose dowry they once were, the 
Roshnara Gardens. In this little park there 
is a small lake fed by an irrigation canal. It 
has an islet in the centre, and though nowhere 
more than 7 feet to 8" feet deep, holds large 
robu and white carp. I have in this pond 
cau£ht myself, and seen caught by others, fish 
up to 18 lb. in weight. No shooting is of 
course permitted in the gardens, but while 
“s.hl°8r 1 have watched green fruit pigeons 
climbing about m the pipal trees like' parrots 
to get the ripe figs.'
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Why, I thought you were never coming, 
Cqlonel. I was just going to start.’

“‘The roads are fearful; can we .hunt rill
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A POT-SHOT

. Jerry.Horton is one of the living exponents 
of the creed that a rifle is the only gun for your 
true sportsman. He consistently and persist­
ently maintains this position in spite of all evi­
dence to the contrary. So when four of us 
went for a week’s camp in the Rainy River 
country Up northwest, naturally Jerry took 
along his old ’38 repeater.

The old .38 of Jerry’s deserves a word of 
mention, for it was in a class By itself. It was 
of an ancient and venerable model and of a 
standard- make, but the victim of many years’ 
continued neglect. Its barrel was rusty and 
its mechanism rickety and it was “leaded” be- 
ydrid all power of mere words to describe.

To say the least, it was an erratic shooter. 
I’ve seen Jerry drive a nail with it at a hun­
dred yards, and I’ve been present on other oc­
casions when he failed to hit the end of a log 
four feet in diameter, at a hundred feet. Thé 
bullets were quite as likely to strike sidewise 
as otherwise, and the havoc wrought in a 
squirrel when pne of those soft slugs struck it 
while turning end over end was something 
harrowing1 to see.

One day Jerryj and I were returning from 
town with tobacco, coffee, salt, and other sup­
plies , I, being the bearer of the sack, was un- 
armed. Jerry carried his ancient and cherished 
rifle. As we climbed a hog-back ridge covered 
with straggling pine, I spied a dead tree—
,g«*nt. reminder^ of some' bygone forest fire__
upstanding some two hundred yards to the 
right of. our course. On its topmost branch 
sat a hert partridge.

I stopped like a pointer and gave Jerry a 
„ ‘s-sst!” of warning. Partridges arc palatable 

when properly cooked, and we had the cook at 
•camo who could do it.

“We want.that bird,” I told him.
So we made a careful detour and approach­

ed within seventy yards of the dead pine, un­
observed. We then discovered a second bird 

young one two-thirds grown—perched on 
a limb four feet below the hen

“Jerry,” I whispered, “if you ever shot' that 
old -blunderbuss of yours to kill, this is-the oc­
casion.”

'V y You go ahead ' and shoot,” he returned. 
“You’re a better shot than I âm. Go 
your luck!” .

As time was precious and he was stubborn, 
I took the gun. I laid its aged, rusty bar-el 
across a log and drew a careful bead on the 
young partridge ; he was a plump youngster 
and my mouth watered for him. It was an 
easy shot—had Î possessed a dependable gun. 
Second after second pissed while I sighted 
and Jerry held his breath and waited in sus­
pense. Then—hoping for the best—I cracked 
?way and—down tumbled the hen, torn into a 
tangled mass of skin, gore, and feathers, from 
her perch four feet above. And far across the 
valley we watched a whirling speck, receding 
and presently vanishing, as the young bird 
split the fifternoonjbreeze.

“I believe^Td ’a’ shot the young an, If i;<f 
been jw,” said Jerry.—R. g. H. in Outing.-

SHOOTING AND FISHING ROUND 
DELHIremember a hunt

i
There is a lot of small game - shooting 

round Delhi, and as there are plenty of small 
jheels and ponds, duck and snipe afford sport 
in addition to the usual “dry” shotting at 

-t partridges, francolin, hares, pigeon and quail. 
The ancient brick walls of Delhi Fort give 
harborage to great numbers of blue rocks.zWe 
used occasionally to have an afternoon at 
them. The ^modus operandi wâs to get to­
gether half a dozen guns or more, and station 
them at various commanding^ points on the 
walls. This kept the pigeons on the move, 
and we used generally to get seventy or more 
between us in a sport time. There zie also 
green limit pigeons to be got, and the small ' 
stock pigeons. These latter are like a lesser 
and paler edition of the blue rock, but they 
differ entirely in their habits from rock pig­
eons, feeding in the morning and aftenoon, 
and at dusk retiring to roost in trees .

The shooting round about the Kutab—a 
triumphal tower some eleven miles from the 
Ajmerc Gate—used to be quite - good ; there 
were plenty of the handsome little red headed 
jiinglc bush quail,- numbers of grey partridges 
and hares, ,and a 'few blacks. Then there 
were generally to be found some flocks of the 
common pintail sandgrouse, while painted 
sandgrouse were always to be got by search­
ing the scrub covered hillocks. The Kutrib is 
in the midst of countless ruins for this was 
the site'of one of the ancient cities which pre­
ceded modern Delhi. There too is the fam­
ous inscribed iron pillar, about Sixteen inches 
iii ^diameter. The last time I saw this I was 
much amused with the antics of my sais, who, 
with his back to the pillar was endeavoring 
to make his hands me»* -round it. Su 
in this acrobatic feat was regarded ' 
medicine. II

. Nine miles from Delhi is Okla, the head 
of the canal. Here there, is a pretty and com­
fortable bungalow, in which leave can be ob-" 
gained to stay a day or two. Along the banks 
of the river, in . the tamarisk jungle, a good 
many black partridges can be got by patient 
beating. There are also duck, teàl and geese 
on the river there. Onefday we shot among 
other things at Okla several red crested po­
chard. Besides shooting at Okla there is ex­
cellent fishing in the pop! below the weir. 
The large predaceous fish take a spoon or 
minnow m the evenings just where the over­
flow runs in a little stream into the big pool.
I used to get very goéd sport wjth a fly rod 
and diminutive spoon. There are also 
mous fresh water sharks which may be taken 
with a five eel on strong tackle. In the direc­
tion of Ghaziabad and Dadri, and round about 
the Hindan River is some very fair shooting, 
including black buck, but the heads are poor. 
Near Ghaziabad there is a long reservoir for 
storing wate for the railway. This pool holds 
Jage rohu and white carp; there arc some big 
murral in, it. I caught fish upto izlb. in this
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was a glorious morning, with a tem- 
pe|ature more fike early September than that 
of October. A'sligbt frost now altogether dis­

pelled by the powerful sun gave a delightful 
air. Signs of an unusually late, but well gar- 
tiered, harvest were still all around And Billy 
an ardent lovër of Nature, arid the countryside, 
felt himself grow'fitter, as his eye wandered 
over familiar objects and found fresh beauties 
all around. And, as the firm rhythmic walk of 
his .fàvonte hunter rang cm the hard," smooth 
road, his malaise seemed to disappear ; yet 
before he had been a quarter of’ an 
hour amongst hrs friends at the meet his 
doubts and fears had returned, and he was al­
together ill at ease. But jumping, to any wild 
extent, is unnecessary at the opening- days of 
harriers: Then, after a good lunch at Sam 
Fafrell’s, and just when Billy Scott was be­
ginning to feel much happier, the field said 
that [they had done enough jumping for a be- 
'ginning; so hounds went ho.me. Well, of 
course, Billy now went out regularly, ’ but 
somehow or other his nerve improved very lit­
tle; and, whethèr he was with the harriers or 

vthB Uppondown Foxhounds, it seemed to be 
much the samg thing. The once determined* 
hateftoan went about looking for ‘the, best 
place' m every fence. What everybody had 
foretold had really Ijappenetl, and Caspar Frant 
—a discerning critic if ever there 
said, ‘He’ll never bti. worth a rap!’

“But Billy was by no means done yet!
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“Well, Billy hunted for three-or four sea- 

us with the Uppondown Foxhounds and the 
-aüyuppan Harriers, and found fife pleasant
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