
Sunday 10 February 2019 The Sunday Telegraph12 ***     

COUNTRY MATTERS
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The dogs are loose and chasing a trail across the hills. 
Tom Ough finds out what it’s like when you are the prey

The hunt is on and  
the quarry is… me 

B eing chased by 
bloodhounds and 
horse riders is sup-
posed to make you 
run faster, what 
with the howling 
and the hoof-thun-
dering and the re-

alisation that your body may as 
well be a large and slow-moving bag 
of Pedigree Chum. And yeah, sure: 
being pursued you do get a thrilling, 
rhino-startling rush of  adrenalin, as 
would any prey animal mindful of its 
own deliciousness.

But then – and I am speaking from 
recent and humiliating experience – 
the hills get steeper and the wind 
gets stiffer and the pain in your lungs 
goes from chasing-a-taxi-shortness-
of-breath to Oliver-Hardy-trying-to-
sprint-up-Everest.

Not that it matters, because blood-
hounds, I had been informed, are 
much friendlier than foxhounds, and 
instead of mauling you when they 
catch you they just lick and cherish 
you instead. “There’s nothing to 
worry about,” I had told a friend the 
night before. “They’ll just lick and 
cherish me.” “That’s what they told 
the foxes,” he said darkly.

Mmm. Foxes. There is some over-
lap between fox-hunting and what I 
was setting off to do: both entail a 
mounted chase, led by dogs, of some 
kind of quarry, and both probably 
provoke similar excitement in their 
dressed-to-the-nines human partici-
pants. But the main difference – 
apart from fox-hunting’s illegality 
– is that chasing a human quarry 

does not end with 
a bloody death. 
Unless the quarry 
coughs up his in-
testines because 
he is that out of 
shape, but we will 
get to that.

When it is a hu-
man quarry, they 
call it hunting the 
clean boot. It is a 
term that distin-
guishes the chase 
from drag hunt-
ing, in which the 
dogs track an arti-
ficial scent that, 
earlier in the day, 
has been laid by a 
human. In both 
instances, the 
hunters tend to 
use bloodhounds, 
which are distant, 
friendly, droopy-faced cousins of fox-
hounds. Their intimidating name is ap-
parently derived from their fine 
bloodlines, rather than their blood-
thirstiness. 

In summary, drag hunting and clean-
boot hunting both seem like laudably 
benign alternatives to traditional hunt-
ing. It was this comparison that 
prompted Chris Packham, the TV natu-
ralist who co-presents Springwatch, to 
tell his local hunt, the New Forest 
Hounds, that if they switched from trail 
hunting (which uses a genuine fox 
scent, often involves fox habitats, has 
been known to result in fox deaths, and 
has been observed by judges to look an 
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trainer who was dressed 
in the kind of very serious 
Lycra you might dress in 
if, say, you were about to 
flee from hounds over 20 
miles of hills. This is ex-
actly what he was going to 
do: Wright is one of the 
Four Shires’ usual quar-
ries, and is so good at flee-
ing that sometimes they 
do not even catch him, 
even when he has run 12 
miles just to get to the start 
of the hunt. All I had to do 
was keep up with him.

Under a grey sky, 
Wright was examining a 
map that had been handed 
to him by Chris Kane, the 
master huntsman. The 
role requires Kane, a 
thickset 57-year-old pos-
sessed of spotless white 
breeches and a forklift 

truck of a handshake, to devise a course 
for Wright to follow.

Today, as usual, the course was go-
ing to span 15-20 miles of precipitous 
Peak District farmland. The distance 
was split into several “lines”, a term I 
took to mean sections, the idea being 
that Kane could stop the line and re-
group the hunt when the terrain got 
dangerous. Only Kane and Wright get 
to see the map. After all, if the dogs saw 
it the whole exercise would be point-
less. Wright and I had a short head 
start, and we set off along a muddy 
path. I immediately stumbled into a 
puddle so muddy that my foot sprang 
out of my trainer. Swearing, I squished 

my newly muddy foot back into it and 
followed Wright into Hoe Grange’s big 
green fields.

The farmer had removed the sheep, 
but had not reckoned on the plodding 
apparition of a lamb for the slaughter. 
While Wright was working hard to put 
the hounds off the scent, running in 
Keplerian orbit around my labouring 
frame, all I could muster was a geo-
desic line from my entry point of each 
field to the closest possible exit.

The wind shifted direction and sud-
denly I could hear the distant howling 
of the bloodhounds. “They’ll have set 
off now,” said Wright helpfully. More 
muddy fields, all of which seemed to be 
so steep as to be almost vertical. At the 
brow of the latest hill stood David 
Brown, who is the farmer who owns 
Hoe Grange, and a marshal with a quad 
bike. This was the end of the first line. I 
looked down and saw dogs swirling 
through a gate and into the bottom cor-
ner of the field like a swarm of bees.

By this point I was beyond ex-
hausted. The dogs, 16 of them, galloped 
towards me. The riders, in similar 
number, followed. Soon they were 
upon us. Defeated, I held out my hand 
to the dogs for them to eat as an appe-
tiser – and they stopped! Some of them 
rolled on the ground to have their bel-
lies scratched, others came to be pet-
ted. Suddenly they were no longer a 
pack of starving wolves but a litter of 
merry puppies. I had shown myself to 
have the athletic endurance of a souf-
flé, and for this reason excused myself 
from the rest of the chase. Brown and I 
walked back to the farmhouse, and 
were soon followed by the hunters, 

awful lot like illegal foxhunting) then 
he would serve as their quarry.

Now it would be a huge shame if a 
national treasure such as Chris Pack-
ham were torn to shreds by ravenous 
hounds, so I was sent to try it instead. I 
asked the Four Shires Bloodhounds, a 
friendly group of clean-boot hunters 
who meet in the Peak District, if I could 
be their quarry, and by the following 
Sunday was nervously warming up on 
Hoe Grange Farm, Derbyshire, with 
horses milling around me and the 
howls of bloodhounds audible from a 
large trailer.

Standing beside me was Patrick 
Wright, a lean, 37-year-old personal 

On the run
Tom Ough tries 
to keep up with 
Patrick Wright, 
above, before 
being caught by  
the hounds,  
top left
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‘I’ve been a vegetarian 
for 25 years and this is 
something I’m really 
happy to participate in’

AN I S HA PARB HAK AR-B ROWN
C O UN TRY ST YLE 
Classic-with-a-twist buys will help you stand out on the ski slopes for all 
the right reasons, says this fashion stylist and writer 
When I’m skiing, 
feeling warm and 
dry is my number 
one priority. 
Looking chic at the 
same time used to 
seem near 
impossible, but in 
the past few years 
great ski brands 
have emerged that 
combine staying 

toasty with looking 
stylish. While I have 
some confidence in 
my skiing ability, 
I’m too nervous to 
go totally standout 
with my clothes on 
the slopes, so I 
prefer to keep my 
look simple but 
with a fashionable 
twist.

MountAin 
MonochroMe 
(below left)

Although I’d usually 
recommend 
spending a little 
extra on a ski-wear 
wardrobe that will 
really last, if you 
don’t head to the 
mountains often, 
the high street has 
amazing options. 
At a lower price 
range, check the 
pieces will hold up 
in temperamental 
weather. Topshop’s 
SNO range 
certainly does; I’ve 
had this 
monochrome 
two-piece for a few 
years and it’s yet to 
let me down. The 
jacket is faux 
fur-lined for extra 
comfort and the 
belted waist avoids 
the Michelin Man 
look that’s all too 
familiar on the 
slopes. For those 
much-needed 
extras, I like Izipizi 
for goggles and my 
trusty gloves are 
from The North 
Face – they have 
wrist straps, which 
means an end to 
gloves falling 
overboard from the 
chair lift.

retro Ski 
Style 
(left)

If Perfect Moment 
isn’t yet on your 
radar, then look 
the brand up 
immediately – it’s 
the go-to for the 
fashion-conscious 
mountain-goer. 
The retro-inspired 
pieces are made 
for skiers of all 
abilities and you 
can get fully kitted 
out, from thermal 
leggings to an 
all-in-one ski suit. 
The merino wool 
slogan jumpers 
are my personal 
favourites and 
come in lovely 
colours. Not only 
does it offer some 
of the chicest 
options out there, 
but the brand also 
tests all pieces for 
warmth and 
comfort, making 
them worth the 
pricetag. Here, 
I’ve paired my  
slogan sweater, 
£200, and 
salopettes, £475, 
(both perfect 
moment.com)  
with oversized 
sunglasses from 
Illesteva (£230, 
illesteva.com).

GET T H E L OOK 
In my opinion, it’s 
crazy to ski without 
a helmet. These are 
faux fur-lined so 
you don’t lose the 
snow-bunny effect. 
Ski helmet, £225, 
Perfect Moment 
(perfectmoment 
.com)

I dream of being 
cool enough to ski 
in a bright all- 
in-one. This is the 
best of the best. 
All-in-one ski suit, 
£950, Cordova 
(net-a-porter.com)

Bad ski socks 
can ruin a 
holiday. These 
Fusalp ones are 
stylish and make 
my boots more 
bearable. 
Wool-blend ski 
socks, £40, 
Fusalp (matches 
fashion.com)

who had curtailed the afternoon in the 
interest of safety.

I was not lying when I said it was 
windy: it had got so wild that the dogs 
could hardly hear Kane’s shouts. This, 
at least, meant I could find out what it is 
like to be the hunter rather than the 
hunted. Fiona Dawson, a 40-some-
thing mother of two who often takes 
her children on the chase, explained 
the attraction to the sport.

She told me about the test of nerve 
that is jumping walls and fences, the 
pleasure of riding, and the camaraderie 
of doing something fast and furious 
and outdoorsy. And it is not a cruel 
sport either, give or take a gasping 
journalist: “I’ve been a vegetarian for 

25 years and this is some-
thing I’m really happy to par-
ticipate in,” she said.

Wright told me that run-
ning as human quarry is “a 
highlight of my week. The 
land we run across is beauti-
ful, the hounds so happy to 
chase and find me, and it defi-
nitely adds an element to my 
race training that I don’t 
think I’d get any other way.”

Another thing he likes is 
that the hunt helps train the dogs, which 
are owned by Lady Maggie Hattersley, 
senior master of the Four Shires and 
wife of Lord Roy Hattersley, the Labour 
peer. “Seeing them work together, hear-
ing them call to each other and the way 
they respond to the hunt master is quite 
something to see and be involved in.”

I can vouch for that, and for the ex-
citement, toughness and kindness of 
this wholesome variety of hunting. But 
I could not keep it all for myself, and so 
I will therefore be leaving all future 
running to Wright.
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