isten o them speaking!” Jonathan

panted, “the hounds are baving.

well.” Jonathan Heath and L'were
stumbling acrdss a ploughed field
in:a bitidg  March wind on a

Suffolk Sunday.
About g mile behind us and hot.on our
scent were a- dozen bloodhounds, howling
like a lynch mob of banshees. Behind them,

galloping wildly over the skvline was the
entire Hunt: the East Anglian Bloodhounds,
In black and white and scarlet, roortooting
on their little horns: Anirnal liberationists are
going fo hate me for saving this but to be the
previs aterrific thrillt All that fuss and bother
and noise, all that dressing up, all that musie,
all those braided tails, all that ceremony, just
for little old youl 105 = well flattering.

Hunting humans with hounds ar
15 the coming thing, “We started it
sedasons dgo” o osald - Jonathan,
catching on. s every Sunday now, ¢
and more are Wwrning up cach i
paused, breathing hard The bayin
to be petting closer “Fhey dontt st
that unless theyre sure. Nothing ba
bloodhound. Town people think an




