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The story of
Braithwaite “Brait” Wilson is incomplete despite considerable
research and many emails and phone calls. His war records were
bombed by the Luftwaffe in the Second World War and it is
impossible to even find out in which of the Liverpool Battalions he
served, let alone where he served and what might have happened to
him, which may give a clue as to the reason for some of his
subsequent behaviour in later years.

However, much
has been found and among the people who helped me were Jean Gidman,
Chris Breen, Ann Thomson, George Stewart, Jackie Faye at Kendal
Library, Stephen White at Carlisle Library and the military
expertise of Richard Houghton. Roger Westmorland, currently (2014)
Joint Master of the Coniston Foxhounds, was kind enough to write a
review. There are many I’m sure I have left out, but if you work
for a record office or library in Derbyshire and come across this,
the man who you could not help appreciates the trouble you went to
anyway.

There are bound
to be mistakes in this book, especially with the spelling of place
names, but please appreciate that reference sources were at times
difficult to read. Any other mistakes I take the blame for. This
book is the product of research and where used the reference is
given. Most of the hunt reports mention Brait by name but not all;
I have included them as it is reasonable to assume he was present
on that day.

Ron Black

Disclaimer

The newspaper
reports in this book are copied from microfiche material of
original sources. Whilst care has been taken to preserve the
original spelling, punctuation, etc., on occasion, due to poor
quality source material, there may be slight errors.

~ ~ ~

 An Introduction

This book has
been 55 years in the writing, ever since a small boy sat on the
floor of his parents’ living room playing with his racing cars. An
open fire burned in the fireplace in front of which sat two men;
one was my father and the other my great uncle Fred. Normally Fred
lived in Keswick but every so often would stray “ower t’ border”
into England, for a hound trail/show or hunt; these visits would be
associated with a prolonged visit to some public house, after which
he would call on us and have something to eat before catching the
last bus (555) back to Keswick. The two men sat talking, no prizes
for guessing the conversation… yep, hunting. On the floor the green
B.R.M was just about to overtake the red Ferrari when my attention
was caught by a story Fred was telling. In the 1930s Brait Wilson
was going over to Grasmere with the Ullswater Foxhounds when
several hounds got away. I will not tell the story again here, it
is in this book. It ends with Brait going over a crag (I believe it
was Dove Crag), to effect a rescue of his hounds. Fred, who
actually knew Brait, gave the story in great detail but 50 plus
years later I forget most of it.

That night I
found a new hero and his story has been with me ever since. When
considered alongside huntsmen such as Bowman and Wear, Brait slides
quietly into the background and today is only referred to in
passing.

This book is
the product of much research in libraries, family history sites and
hunting reports. Parts of his story are a blank for the simple
reason that although most of his hunting activities were recorded,
most of the rest of his life was not; but I hope this book will
help fill in a few gaps about Brait and the times in which he
lived.

Ron Black

~ ~ ~

Braithwaite Wilson’s Antecedents

 Braithwaite Wilson came from a
farming background in North Yorkshire. Both his great grandparents,
Christopher and Jane, were blind and farmed 74 acres with the help
of their elder son Richard and later with their grandson
Christopher who was born in 1847. Jane continued to farm until her
death in 1884. In the 1861 Census Christopher (senior) and Jane are
listed at Whins Farm, Sedbergh, farming 74 acres with their sons
Robert and James, daughter Jane, grandson Christopher and
granddaughter Margaret. In 1881 they are still farming the 74 acres
with Richard and Christopher who is now 33 year of age and is
listed as being an indoor servant. In addition there is a female
servant who appears to have managed the household.

Following the
death of Jane in 1884 James, the younger son, returned to Whins
with his family to run the farm and Richard is listed in the 1891
Census only as the brother of the head of the household.

By then
Christopher (junior) had married Hannah Braithwaite in the summer
of 1881 and their only son, Braithwaite, was born on 16 August 1885
in Sedbergh and Christopher gives his residence as Howgill. At this
time Christopher gives his occupation as Grocer.

Hannah died in
the summer of 1886 leaving Christopher to bring up his son alone.
Christopher subsequently married again in the summer of 1889 to
Agnes in Sedbergh.

In the 1891
Census the family are living at Craggstone, Sedbergh. Christopher
gives his age as 43, Agnes as 25 and being born at Kirby Moorside
and son Braithwaite aged 5.

By the 1901
Census Braithwaite had left home and is listed, aged 15, at
Underbank Farm, Sedbergh, working as a Cattleman on the farm, the
farmer being George Uddle.

In 1901
Christopher, Agnes, and their daughters Eleanor aged 12 and Jessie
aged 10, are listed as being at Under Knotte, Firbank,
Westmorland.

In 1911
Braithwaite is back with his father farming at Kilnstone,
Longsleddale in Westmorland. He is now aged 25 working as a farm
labourer, his place of birth being Howgill. His father is the
farmer and his half sister, Jessie, aged 20, is doing dairy work at
the farm. It sometimes takes whole families to run a farm. Agnes
and the elder daughter, Eleanor, are no longer listed with
Christopher.

When he was in
Longsleddale Braithwaite came into contact with Mr W. H. Marshall who was the Master of the Ullswater
Foxhounds, and he appears to have for a time worked for him. It
then becomes easy to see how a young man fond of hunting would
become a hunt servant. The following reports show Brait was no
stranger to the Ullswater pack prior to his commencing as
whipper-in, at the start of the 1911/12 season.

~ ~ ~

THE ULSWATER FOXHOUNDS
AT LONGSLEDDALE AND SELSIDE: THREE KILLS—The meet on Thursday last
week was at Low Swinklebank, and at 8.30 sixteen couples were
thrown off at Cragfield. On Anchor Brow the pack divided, one half
taking the trail which led towards Bannisdale Head, then swung over
Grey Crag into the Longsleddale side and went along Buckbarrow and
headed for Mosedale. Turning left handed our course now lay across
Browny Bottoms, then up over the fell into Kentmere where hounds
turned right in for Harter Fell, climbed up to the summit of High
Street, came down Long Stile and turned in for Mardale Waters. Here
we heard view halloas from Jim Thompson, Ernest Fleming,
Braithwaite Wilson and Myles Fishwick and soon the whole field got
a splendid view, as our fox tore away up the snow-clad sides of
Harter Fell, with hounds only a hundred yards behind him. At the
top, they turned left handed by Little Harter Fell, crossed
Gatesgarth and disappeared in the direction of Branstree. On the
breast of that fell George Grisedale tally-hooed him and he rattled
along by Swindale Head to Blackbell Crag where he “binked”. Jim
Jackson of Mosedale, cleverly dislodged him, and he raced away down
Swindale. Among some boulders on Smith’s Intake he went to ground,
but he was followed by the hounds Trilby, Trimmer and Trueman, who
terminated his carrier. Adam Myles drew out the fox, which was a
large one scaling seventeen and a half pounds. He had been going
for five hours. His partner, followed by the rest of the pack went
down into Kentmere and then doubled back to Longsleddale, coming in
by Fishwick’s Wood, and right back to our starting place at Anchor
Brow. But hounds gave him no rest and this time he moved off along
the Bottoms, climbed ...? and went by Sleddale Forest to Skeggles
Water. Here he turned and came back by Mid Dale once more to Anchor
Brow but was impelled by hounds along by Sleddale Fell End, over
the breast of Goat Scar, in by Catuttra, across the Sand Beds, up
Stockdale Bank End to Parks Allotment where Tulip, Wanton and
Dazzler ran into him. He was lifted by Miss Lizzie Park who got the
brush, and the mask was presented to Jessie Wilson (could she be
Brait’s half sister?).

Westmorland Gazette
4th April 1908

On Tuesday hounds were
let go at Sadgill Bridge, but it was a day of unceasing rain and
scent was catchy. They struck scent however in the Sandbeds and
carried the line to Rough Crags where they turned left handed into
Goat Scar. The little bitch Tulip here cleverly put up a fox which
we saw tearing away across the rough ground with the entire pack in
his wake. Our freebooter went by Snow Cove Ghyll Head into Kentmere
and it was a full hour before hounds brought him back by Settle
Earth, Gatesearth to Buckbarrow, now he headed for Grey Crag, but
came back through the breast for Sadgill, and again climbed Goat
Scar, getting safely to ground in Settle Earth. Tiny the terrier
was put in but failed to bolt him. In pouring rain it took three
hours to get the terrier out and we were glad to leave reynard in
his refuge. Among the field were Messers W. Farrer, H. A. Shepherd,
S. Fothergill, J. Chapman, W. Wilson, B. Wilson.

Westmorland Gazette
24th October 1908

A Good Run From
Selside—On Monday the Ullswater hounds sallied out from the Yoad
Pot Farm in Selside at nine am, with Joe Bowman as huntsman and
George Salkeld and Jim Thompson as whips. We had twelve couples of
hounds and four terriers. At Copplefall a fine fox was unkennelled,
and shot away due north towards Bannisdale Head. Going by High
house, he climbed grey Crag and then headed for Mosedale. Hounds
were now pressing him hard, and as he approached Harter Fell, he
left it on his right, turned by Browney Bottoms and made as if he
meant to seek refuge in Settle Earth. He changed his mind, however,
went onwards to Hart Crag in Kentmere, raced along the Bottoms,
then climbed over the summit of Goat Scar and went to earth in Snow
Cove Ghyll Head. Hounds marked him and followed him in as far as
they could get into the stronghold. For an hour and a half we were
detained at this refuge, when out bolted another fox, which was
halloed by Braithwaite Wilson. The pack, with the exception of
Melbreak, which would not leave our first fox, were now got upon
the trail of number two, which went down the breast of Goat Scar
into Longsleddale, crossing the screes of Settle Earth, then
through the river Sprint and away up to Buckbarrow Earth, where he
got safely to ground. It is useless to send terriers into this huge
refuge, so Bowman wisely decided to lift the pack back to Snow Cove
Ghyll and try for our first fox. The terriers, Rose and Tatters
were sent in, and a grim fight ensued. The terriers reached but
could not bolt their game. The bitch Rose was rather severely
mauled, but made reprisals and appeared with a lug (ear) of the fox
in her mouth. A number of the field then set to work to clear away
the huge stones. After nearly an hours exertion the quarry was
bolted, but the terriers had partially disabled him, and he was
soon bowled over by the pack. He was the twenty-first fox killed by
the Ullswater pack this season, and proved to be a dog scaling
17lb. The hunt lasted four and a half hours, and had extended over
some twelve miles of rough country. Amongst the field were Messrs.
G. Grisedale, H. A. Shepherd, T. Irvine, J. Nanson, E. Wood, M.
Thompson, W. Jenkinson, W. Harrison, T. Dickinson, J. Kitch, B.
Wilson, W. Douthwaite, J. and T. Blenkinson, T. Wharton, and
others. —KENTDALE

Westmorland Gazette
15th January 1910

Brait began his
hunt service to the Ullswater being appointed whipper-in for the
new season.

The start of
the 1911/12 season was not an auspicious one for Brait and his
huntsman George Salkeld.

ULLSWATER FOXHOUNDS: A
HOUND INJURED—The pack had their opening meet on Saturday at the
Brotherswater Hotel. The morning was all that could be desired, in
fact rather too warm for mountain hunting. At nine o’clock George
Salkeld the newly-appointed huntsman, with B. Wilson as whip
arrived with their hounds in good form. A good number of sportsmen
assembled, and the road leading up Kirkstone presented a lively
appearance, all eager to see the hunt. The huntsman threw off above
Caudale Beck and drew Red Screes, but nothing was found even though
the hounds struck several lines nothing could be made of them. At
Raven Crag we had a sad experience.

A fox was lined into
the crag, where no doubt it was lying. The hounds, eager for a run
were anxious to locate their game, but being a very rough crag and
overhanging were unable to. The fine bitch Barmaid ventured too
far, lost her feet, and fell fully 100 feet, and then rolled a
considerable distance after reaching the ground at the bottom.
Braithwaite Black, who was the first to reach her, found her still
alive, but unable to stand. She was afterwards carried to Kirkstone
Top Inn and taken in a passing conveyance to the Brotherswater
Hotel. On Sunday she was still alive but there are no hopes for her
recovery. The huntsman at once blew off his hounds and tried
through Scandale Head and back into the Swein, where a fox was
unkennelled. The route first was by Dod Bield, over Hartsop Dod,
and down to Bell Knott, then back into the Swein, where the fox was
met by the huntsman and others. Climbing the Dod a second time she
took down by Bull Crag, crossed Hartsop Hall Park, and climbed the
other side of the valley as if she were making for Dove Crag. Near
the top she turned left handed and took through the Three Strands,
crossed Hoggarth Ghyll, over Little Cove, and climbed out to the
top at the Sails. Matchman and Crowner were now pressing their game
very hard, and drove her over High Pike into Scandale and back to
Rowan Tree Knott, where she went to earth. Huntsman and hunters
were soon at the place with terriers. The fox after two hours work
was drawn and found to be a vixen. The huntsmen afterwards went to
the Brotherswater Hotel, where Mr. and Mrs. Black had provided a
first class dinner. Mr. Black, for the afternoon entertainment
provided two hound trails, a maiden and a puppy.

Westmorland Gazette
14th October 1911

On Thursday last week,
at eight o’clock, Salkeld threw off at Beckstones Crag, and hounds
were not long in unkennelling a fox, and a good run ensued. Getting
well away the course taken was through Angle Tarn Ghyll, over Foul
Crag, down to Calf Close and up again to Langy Crag. After running
above the village of Hartsop the fox crossed at Hayeswater Foot and
climbed under Grey Crag, thence forward to Thresthwaite Mouth.
Hounds were now running very hard above their game over
Thornthwaite Crag, through Kentmere Head, and on near to Nan Bield.
Swinging to the left reynard took on above Blea Water, over High
Street, through Riggindale Straits, Twopenny Crag and forward to
Kidsty Pike. Crossing Wrangdale beck, above the sheep folds, he
went on to Whelter, Mardale. Here his stay was short, and being
hard pressed by his pursuers he dashed over the Sand Beds, past
Long Green Head and into B...? at Snow Cove Ghyll. After running
through Whiteriggs Crags and Dub Ghyll he went to ground at Dove
Crag. B. Wilson, the whip and a number of the hunters kept on the
Rest Dod side of Hayeswater, and were near Green Cove when hounds
ran the fox to earth and in less than ten minutes were on the spot
with terriers. Reynard’s stay here was short, as the game little
dogs compelled him to bolt. After crossing the head of the valley,
and when just about to be rolled over by Matchem, he went to ground
a second time at ...? Stibnish Crag. This time he refused to bolt,
so was drawn alive and again set at liberty. It could be seen that
the fox was pretty well worn out after his long run and before
getting far was rolled over in the open and proved to be a fine fox
of 16 lbs.

On Saturday the meet
was at Howtown with a good number of hunters assembled. G. Salkeld
cast off his hounds in Sharrow Whinns and on reaching Swarthfell a
fox was soon on foot. Unfortunately, it left the fell a long way in
front of hounds owing to so much unnecessary shouting,
consequently, what would have been a good hunt was spoiled.
Although the hounds did their best to hunt their game they had to
give up after passing Brock Crag, Fusedale, the day ending without
a kill. In the afternoon a hound trail was held won by W. Bowness
(Hawkshead) Bluebell by fully 300 yards.

Westmorland Gazette
21st October 1911

Somewhere
around this time Brait was climbing up Sheep Crag in Kentmere with
a young chap from Kentmere who worked at Kentmere Hall called Frank
Edward Leyland and a group of others, when Frank fell to the ground
dead. The cause of death was given as valve disease of the
heart.

On Tuesday, at
Patterdale, Joe Bowman, who has retired from the position of
huntsman to the Ullswater Foxhounds, after 32 years faithful
service, was the recipient of a handsome testimonial. The hounds
met at Patterdale Hotel at ten o’clock for Place Fell, and were in
charge of G. Salkeld, the new huntsman. Hounds were thrown off at
Kepple Quarries, and they soon took a line, which led up into Grey
Crag, where a fox was hallooed away by T. Wilkinson. Hounds got
well away, and drove their game very fast along the breast of the
fell to Rookin Ghyll, where reynard climbed out at the top of Red
Gate into Boardale, on the edge of Boardale Fell, to above Foul
Earth. Climbing out to the top again and crossing Place Fell, the
fox found it heavy travelling, owing to their being a great deal of
snow, so turned in at Hare Bennett and was forced to go to ground
at Kepple Crag. The huntsman soon arrived with the terriers, and
succeeded in bolting the fox again, which this time went down
Blowick Moss, to near Bleaberry Knott. The fox turned to the left,
and when about to be overtaken by the hounds, which were now
running in view of their game, went to ground below Black Crag.
Being soon drawn by J. Swinburn, and again set at liberty, the
effort to escape was a vain one, as the young vixen was rolled over
in the open. At the conclusion of the hunt the company returned to
the Patterdale Hotel.

Westmorland Gazette
30th December 1911

ULLSWATER
FOXHOUNDS—These hounds met at Howtown Saturday morning when there
was a good turnout of sportsmen. The cast off was at Sharrow Whinns
into Swarthfell, which was drawn blank although there were signs
that a fox had been there not long previously. Owing to the dry
ground scenting was very bad. After searching White Knott, hounds
went forward to Brock Crag, where J. Chugg, Patterdale, halloa’d a
fox away. The quarry was closely followed by Ruler, a promising
young hound, which drove the fox out at the top of the Ghyll Head
onto Braithwaite Brow. Being hard pressed the fox had to turn back
and went to ground in a bad place at Brock Crag Ghyll and had to be
left.

When the huntsman was
travelling over Boardale Hause in the morning with his pack, hounds
crossed the line of a fox and most of the dogs went off. All except
five returned but the latter took a line through Beckstone Crag to
Dub Howe Ghyll where they unkennelled a fox. Followed by the whip,
hounds went by Foul Crag to above Hartsop; near Rest Dod the fox
doubled back by Settra Gap and went to ground under Rock Crag in
Bannerdale. Digging was started, but up to evening the fox was
still secure in its retreat.

Westmorland Gazette
19th October 1912

ULLSWATER FOXHOUNDS AT
SELSIDE AND STAVELEY—These hounds arrived at Yoad Pot on Tuesday
last week, and on Thursday, which opened fine, the meet was at
Forest Hall, where a good number of hunters arrived. Salkeld took
hounds up the High Coppice, through the wood by way of Muddy Brow,
and over Lamb Pasture, where hounds struck a line which led towards
Capple Fell. Here a fox was viewed and halloa’d away by Jim
Thompson, Tom Dixon and Jim Kitchen. Climbing out to the top of the
Cragg, it was closely followed by Dugdale, Miller and Ringwood, and
taking along the breast turned right over the forest. Heading for
White How, with the whole of the pack close behind, the fox turned
towards Hollow Gate Close to Wolf How. Doubling back hounds drove
their game at a rattling pace over Lamb Pasture. Taking the road
they turned across Dry How Meadow, climbing out to the top of Dry
How Lot. The fox was forced down again to Dry How and crossed
Priest Ghyll to Lamb Pastures again where it was given a hearty
“tally ho!” as it passed the huntsman, Countess, Tippler and Tulip
were close up. Climbing the breast it turned south and by a few
yards managed to save its brush by seeking shelter in Rough Cragg.
The game terrier “Dick” was sent in and a fierce fight ensued. The
hounds were taken well back to give reynard another chance for his
life, but not being able to stand the wee dog, reynard bolted in
full view of most of the field, taking down the breast with hounds
in full cry. It managed to get into Low Bridge new plantation but
its stay there was short as hounds drove her out at the other end
and into Lamb Pasture. Again turning to the left for Dry House
Bridge it again entered the covert with hounds in full view, making
the valley ring with grand music. It was now seen that the game
little fox had not much longer to live, and it was pulled down and
despatched. When lifted it proved to be a vixen. The brush was
presented to Mrs Dorothy Wood. The hunt was one of the finest seen
from start to finish both fox and hounds were almost continually
seen by the whole of the field with the exception of two gallant
hunters on their steeds, who went to Bannisdale Head for the
hunt—not for the refreshments!!

Westmorland Gazette
21st December 1912

ULLSWATER
FOXHOUNDS—This pack on Saturday met at Goldrill Bridge, Patterdale
and maintained its reputation by adding another kill to the long
list so far compiled this season, while the hunt may be classed as
one of the fastest. Salkeld arrived at the appointed time with his
hounds in grand form. The huntsman threw off in Beckstones Crags,
and drew forward through Dole Howe Brow to Angle Ghyll without
finding. It was then decided to try over into Bannerdale Head, that
place being more sheltered from the strong and cold wind. No sooner
had hounds arrived at the top of Buck Crag than they scattered
about in all directions, well knowing that a fox was lying on this
almost unapproachable crag—where it is said the last eagle was ever
known to build its nest in the Lake District. Reynard did not keep
either hounds or hunters long, as a ringing halloa at the north end
of the crag announced the fox’s departure. Hounds from the first
got well away and altogether, driving their game by the side of
Angle Tarn to the outlet at the west side. At this time Countess
had taken her usual place at the front, and the hunt continued very
fast over the Pikes, through Dole to Boardale Hause. Here reynard
was met by two youths who were on the pass, and by the fox making a
sudden turn hounds receive their first check, but soon put
themselves right and the hunt was as fast as before. Swinging
right-handed the route was now down Boardale by way of Freeze Beck,
Blue Ghyll, over Siety Bank, forward to Brock Crag, thence over
Beda into Howgrain valley. Descending at Allen Crag the fox took
down Yew Crag to the farm yard at Thrang Crag. Here the fox put in
some wonderful dodges, and succeeded in baffling her pursuers for a
little while, which enabled her to climb the Bull Copy, and so back
on the fell. The line was soon struck, and hounds were in full
pursuit. The fox succeeded in reaching the top of Raven Crag, but
only to be brought in again by Dugdale and Mounter. The fox now
tried her binking dodges, but it was of no avail, and she was
driven down the crag, through amongst the big boulders, and when
leaping the wall back into the Copy was seized by Mounter, and as
all the hounds were there also she was soon dispatched. When lifted
the carcass proved to be that of a fine vixen. All the hounds
escaped without a mishap. Raven Crag is a very rough one, and there
the famous old hound Lilter, lost her life when pursuing a fox.

The pack on Monday met
at Gowbarrow Hall. The day was much finer than usual, and the wind
had subsided a good deal. After partaking of Mr Swinburn’s usual
hospitality, G. Salkeld cast off in the Knotts Plantation, which
was drawn blank; Nickol Hagg also failed to hold a fox, so the
huntsman tried forward up Swinburn Park, and on reaching Cooksty
Brow a line was struck which led up past the shooting houses on
Gowbarrow Fell, and forward to Aira Crag. Crowner, who was some
distance ahead of his companions unkennelled the fox and was soon
heard coming at a great rate back over Gowbarrow Fell and down to
Collier Hagg. No doubt the fox crossing the field for Watermillock,
but was met by the huntsman and others. By turning here, it enabled
the rest of the pack to catch up with Crowner, and the hunt
continued as fast as ever down to the lake at Dobbin Wood Cottages.
Swinging right handed, reynard took under Yew Crag, along the
breast above Lyulph’s Tower, and into Aira Force. The hounds, who
had never received a check, and were fast drawing on their game,
compelled him to turn again, and when about to be overtaken binked
in Hind Crag. His stay here was short, as the hounds gave him no
rest and soon compelled him again to take to the open, with twenty
as fine hounds as ever chased a fox close at his brush. Taking
through the breast again above Lyulph’s Tower. It was soon seen
that reynard’s minutes were numbered, as the hounds kept in view
the whole way into Hagg, then back to under Yew Cragg where he was
finally rolled over in the open and the brush lifted by C. R.
Farrer. The fox was taken down the road to Dobbin Wood Cottages.
Although only 11.30 it was decided not to try for another fox and
no doubt it would have ended in another kill. A guessing
competition as to the weight of the fox was held, and T. Wilson
won, guessing the exact weight of 18lbs. G. Salkeld in killing his
twenty seventh fox on Monday, has gained a record for the pack up
to New Year’s Day. —FUSEDALE

Westmorland Gazette
4th January 1913

ULLSWATER FOXHOUNDS:
GOOD HUNT AT MARDALE—On Saturday morning, George Salkeld loosed the
Ullswater hounds at the Dun Bull, Mardale, under most favourable
hunting conditions. A line was taken up in Mardale Banks, and a fox
put up in High Forest. Hounds were soon in full cry, and reynard
led them merrily down the back of Haweswater in the direction of
Walla Crag, where it was thought he would take shelter in that
stronghold. However the game took up the far side of the crag and
skirting along the edge of Naddle Valley he crossed over the fells
for Swindale with the pack well on his track and in full chorus. He
passed down Swindale Head, through under Black Bells for Dog Crag,
where he took refuge. He was soon seen to slyly shift from his
resting place, and a tally ho being raised the hounds were soon on
his track again, and ran
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