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I have never been fox hunting, but I wonder what it’d be like to go. I wonder what part 
of me would emerge.
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keep me dawdling at the back of the equine peloton whispering recitations: “Run, 
fox! Run and hide! They’re coming! We’re...coming…! You still have time!”

I’d be regretting my decision to join the hunt, and, in consolation, would begin 
to recount the fox’s laurels: its color, of course, but also its supreme cunning that 
requires 12 horses, 12 men, and more than that number of hounds to snuff out. 

Why are we doing this? Poor uneatable fox, enduring cruelty for our pleasure.

But I’m not entirely Eliza. Admittedly, I can see myself having a grand time. 
Whiskey, cigars, and lurid red hunting coats. I’d be drunk and obliging with the 
rest of the good ole boys, playing our dutiful role as the dominant species in the 
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I learned this game a long time ago: in the front yard chasing the friend with the 
ball in a game of Smear the Queer, tracking down the Confederate army at Civil 
War reenactment camp as a kid who just happened to like blue more than grey. 
Many a structured situation taught me how to foam at the mouth in pursuit of 
something deemed less than me, less than us. 

Now I have become the royal master of the hunt. The rich are at play and the fox 
is the queer. 

But what would Eliza say, what would Steve Irwin say, how could I have forgotten 
the lessons of my heroes — I ask myself as the hounds draw closer to the fox with 
increasing menace in their bark and conviction in their bite. 

We round a corner, ford a stream. We are three excited animals — human, horse, 
and dog — temporarily sharing knowledge and skill to hunt another, parlaying 
our primal urges into something strategic, even sporty. We are closing in — but we 
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The sly little guy goes well out of range of my imagination, thwarting the hounds 
and horses I do not own.  


