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Next month will conclude the
reenactments and other ac-
tivities associated with the
150m commemoration of the
WBTS, while this month be-
gins the annual spring pil-
grimage throughout the
South to the venerable old
plantation houses and hol-
lowed battlefields. We ob.
serve these anniversaries

and make these sojourns as a means of reinforc-
ing the silver cord that serves as our lifeline to the
past, our heritage, and all of the traditions and val-
ues we revere.

One of those traditions is the legendary fox hunt.
Fox hunters are considered to be as much a differ-
ent breed from coon hunters as the dogs with
which they hunt and fox hunting is further divided
into two categories. The British version involves
participants clad in red jackets, riding pants and
boots, galloping across the daylit countryside in
the wake of a pack of hounds. The American ver-
sion is a nocturnal affair done on foot. On a fall
evening when the air is crisp, drive out into the
countryside, tum down a less traveled road, and
chances are that you could see the darkness bro-
ken by a match struck to light a hunter's pipe.

Leaning back against the fender of their vehicle,
these good old boys swap stories while waiting for
the hounds to pick up the scent of the trail. Once
that connection is made, the hounds bay in a

rhythmic sequence referred to as music. lt is in-
deed a timeless chant that echoes through the ca-
thedral of the woods. Experienced hunters know
the voices of their hounds and can pinpoint their
location in the woods and proximity to the wily fox.

Some fox hunts were annual community events.
The Kingston Fox Hunt was held on the fair
grounds and entertainment was sometimes pro-
vided from as tar away as Nashville. The Missouri
Valley Fox Hunt was held on the Watkins estate,

wtrich consisted of the main house, a three-story
wool mill, church, school, slave quarters, numer-
ous tenant houses and barns scattered over hun-
dreds of acres of farm land and dense timber in-
habited by foxes, wolves, deer, bob cats, and vari-
ous other wild life. Families raised tents on the
camp grounds, fonning two main lanes-Hound
Dog Ave. and Fox Trot Blvd. Their junction pro-
vided the focal point for entertainment ranging
from celebrated speakers to local talent, movies,
band concerts, dog and horse shows, and baby
contests. During the day, picnics were held on a
blue grass ridge under towering old trees. Every
night, groups gathered around a camp fire to relate
stories and listen to the sounds of the chase. lt
was not unusual to have 5,000 people and 2OO
hounds assemble for this event.

As a living piece of history, the fox hunt defied the
passage of time and remained immune to the dis-
ruptive effects of change in the present and uncer-
tainty of the future, preserving the charm and trsn-
quility of another age by remaining independently
detached from the modern world. Whether
mounted on a horse surveying the horizon of
woods and fields or sitting around the glowing em-
bers of a camp fire enveloped by the darkness of
the night, man, horse, hound, and fox, for one rno-
mentary space in time, engaged with each other in
a suspended scene of animation where time
seemed to stand still.

But, time does not stand still. Next June 3O, time
will experience a leap second, an adjustment to
Coordinated Universal Time to keep time close to
the mean solar time. The earth's rotation speed
varies in response to climate and geological
events. Without this conection, time reckoned by
the earth's rotation drifis away from atomic time
because of inegularities irr the earth's rate of rota-
tion. Unimpedable, time like a river flows and
sometimes leaps in only one direction, pulling allof
us along with it as if by hooks in our jaws, to even-
tually empty into the vast sea of etemity. All ritu-
als, traditions, monuments, indeed all recorded



history, serve not as points of destination, but
rather as markers to sustain our memories and
guide us along the way of our pilgrimage through
life in this world, insuring that we do not lose our
bearings and forget where we come from or who
we are. This whole process can be summed up in
the term anamnesis. \{hile it involves recalling
and remembering a past event, it means so much
more. lt is the actual reenacting and reliving of a
past event so that its effects reach across time to
become operative in our present lives. By this
means, history really lives. What we experience
from the past allows us to make practical applica-
tion of history in the present. From the perspec-

tive gained by a working knowledge of the past

coupled with a vision for the future, we are en-
abled to see the present more clearly. By our
communication and transfer of rituals, traditions,
values, and lore, continuity is maintained through
successive generations. However, for an increas-
ing number of urban dwellers, the fox hunt and
timeless experience it conveys is becoming im-
possible to imagine. For the growing number of
those illiterate about history and the Christian
Faith, the truths they convey remain shrouded in

mystery. The admonition St. Paul gave to the
church at Thessalonica regarding the Faith can
also be applied to our defense of all our heritage
we hold dear against the relentless assautts of a
rapidly changing world. "So then, brethren, stand
firm and hold to the traditions which you were
taught...' (ll Thess, 2:15) As my ancestors would
have vowed, "Gib nie auf!" (Never give up!)
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