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PREFACE

This final edition of Calling the Horses is accompanied by a gentle warning.

First published in 1989, reprinted eight times in hardback and later reproduced in both trade and standard soft-cover, my humble odyssey received such generous support that, remarkably, come 21 January 1990 it topped the Sunday Times best-seller list for general non-fiction.

Now the old relic has raked through the embers of his memory and updated the text for the first time since the paperback of 1994. But previous dear readers should know that they will have encountered much of the content already.

I owe widespread thanks, but especially to dear Sean Magee, who has collected my illegible ‘copy’ from such sites as the Chelsea and Westminster Hospital’s Medical Day Unit where, as the left arm received vital transfusion, the right hand was free to scribble; or, latterly, from the (personally) dreaded Chelsea Wing, where I’d scrawl through much of the long nights. His moral support and interpretative skills were both indispensable and greatly appreciated.

If others are to be incriminated in this production, the publisher’s own Roddy Bloomfield should not escape – he being solely responsible for overcoming the author’s resistance to writing Calling the Horses in the first place.

PO’S 

August 2014


Chapter 1

NEVER LOOK BEHIND

I WAS ninety-six at the time (2014) and thinking, as I gripped the bedpost with the desperation of a tormented asthmatic, ‘This is where I came in.’

My considerate maternal grandparents, who had magnanimously undertaken care of this delicate child from my dear divorced parents, took delivery of their six-year-old wheezy liability in the spring of 1924.

Soon after arrival at Sir John and Lady Henry’s rambling country house in the vast unspoiled Surrey acreage of Gatton Park, near Reigate, my fast-growing friendship with Peru, my grandmother’s free-roaming llama, was interrupted by a sharp attack of asthma.

The swiftly summoned medic prescribed Antiphlogistine, a salicylic-based paste applied to the skin as a poultice which, hopefully, proved more efficacious for other sufferers than it did for me.

He also recommended the employment of a live-in, hospital-trained nurse to monitor my general health and respond to bouts of breathing difficulty.

In the 1920s the demarcation between social groups was infinitely more rigid than in the twenty-first century. So, with the divide below stairs possibly more clearly defined than above, the accommodation of a mature registered nurse, perceived by other members of the servants’ hall as ‘superior’, posed problems – particularly in relation to seating arrangements at meal times.

I can’t remember how matters were resolved, but happily they were, and dear Nurse Brown saw me through the three encounters with pneumonia before I was ten.

In the meantime, school was mooted by the guardians of my fate. Not that my dear horse-orientated grandma appeared obsessed with formal study.

A seriously fine horsewoman herself, I suspect she felt that if the kid regarded the proper care of his pony Fairy as first priority (he did), he was going the right way. Fairy was a chestnut Welsh pony with a flaxen mane and tail and a distinctly incongruous name, and between us there was complete understanding. Could be, given the opportunity, an only child develops a closer affinity with animals – and this child did not seem to like other children.

More pragmatic Grandpa, a luminary of the Board of Trade, believed that since the boy had his name down for Hawtreys, a well-reputed prep school situated at Westgate-on-Sea, and as medical opinion favoured sea air for him, he should get experience of mixing with his own age group and, maybe, learn something before going to boarding school. Which is where the Hawthorns came in.

Originally a private house built in 1880, it underwent multi-conversions when adapted to become a private coaching establishment in 1923 – and many more after Dudley Bull took it over in 1926 to found the Hawthorns, an immensely successful school, where he was joined by his brother Christopher in 1930. The pair – a lovely family – served as joint-headmasters for the next thirty-five years.

According to the school’s archives, O’Sullevan (improbably) attracted highly favourable notices following his portrayal of a disgruntled railway porter in a school play. I have not the faintest recollection of the event but, contrastingly, remember every detail of the day in 1926 when I decided to walk home. The road from Gatton Point to the lodge at the entrance to the private drive to ‘home’, Nutwood, took in one steep hill (well, ‘steep’ when you’re eight and defective in the respiratory department), and approximately two and a half miles. So nothing unusual about the venture apart from the detail that I was virtually under oath to await the chauffeur, Pattenden, or Pattenden’s deputy when Sir John required his driver.

I guess the events one remembers most vividly towards the end of a lifetime are those which made a deep impression when they occurred.

My mundane excursion was proceeding uneventfully along a country road bounded by hedges – teeming with the birdlife which always fascinated me – when I noted five lads lurking atop the final hill. And I was frightened. Frightened that I might be a coward.

With my school cap and blazer (I hated uniforms) and my poncey satchel, I looked – and felt – a right little prat, an irresistible target.

The biggest lad stood in front of me as I reached them and said, ‘What have we got here, then?’

One of them pushed me in the back and, off balance, I grabbed the big guy’s left arm, dug in my fingers, and tugged with every ounce of strength I could summon.

He performed an unlikely pirouette and plunged through the brambles and nettles into the stagnant water of the ditch. If he was surprised, I was aghast.

In the Cenotaph-hush which followed I was beginning to fear for the leader’s life, when a whimper from his unscheduled berth requested, plaintively, ‘Get me out of here!’

While his cohorts went to work, I retrieved cap and satchel and went on my way, making a detour to the stable yard to see if Fairy had cleaned up his evening feed. He gave me a particularly affectionate nuzzle – they can be more sensitive than we give them credit for.

Entering the house by the back staircase, I trotted along the corridor to my room. Nurse Brown looked up from her knitting and enquired, ‘You’re late back, Master Peter – is everything all right?’

‘Great,’ I responded, ‘great.’ Truth to tell, I was still shaking.

It was a while before I saw the gang again. When I did, I was on my bike and in ‘civvies’ – as it were – and the big guy was missing. One of them gave me a toffee, and they all laughed when I enquired after their leader. Apparently his mother had given him ‘a right hiding’ when he got home, and similar sorties had been suspended.

Delivery to Hawtreys needed to be deferred due to an onset of bronchitis that developed into pneumonia and an unusually high temperature which was not lowered by the doctor’s diagnosis that the patient was allergic to horses – and Fairy, my pony and closest friend, had been sold. Too late the subsequent hospital tests that failed to corroborate the medic’s opinion.

As if that was not drama enough for 1928, The Times reported beneath the caption ‘LADY HENRY HURT’ that while hunting with the Old Surrey and Burstow Hounds, the wife of Sir John Henry of Nutwood, Gatton, Surrey, took a heavy fall when her horse crashed at a jump and rolled on her, resulting in severe injuries. She was treated on site by a doctor, then carried by hunt members on a gate to a lorry which took her to Oxted Cottage Hospital, where she was found to have a broken pelvis, and her condition was described as ‘serious’.

Three weeks after the accident – which happily her horse survived without harm – The Times reported: ‘Lady Henry, who was injured in a hunting accident recently, was stated yesterday to be going on well. She will not be able to be moved, however, for a month.’ She cut a rare dash for a senior citizen in her top hat and black veil, white stock and black habit, in which she rode side-saddle. And, notwithstanding doubts whether she would ever be able to walk unaided again, was hunting with a renowned Leicestershire pack within three months – the family having moved to Leighton Buzzard ‘because Surrey is becoming too urbanized for hunting’, in Grandma’s view.

But as ever, I digress.

Excepting the arctic cold in winter and the regretted detail that the sanatorium proved an unavoidable magnet, Hawtreys would have earned very high marks from this modest student. Why? Because it had a charismatic leader in Francis Cautley, the headmaster. He was an old-fashioned, caring man, and a very good footballer, and – this is what particularly appealed to me – he had a great gift for imparting his skills.

Of course, the ‘interruptions’ were a big handicap in respect of learning, because when you returned from a bout in the ‘san’, the class had moved way ahead and it became dispiriting. With sport it was just a matter of carrying on from where one left off.

My mother had remarried when Francis Cautley wrote to her as follows:
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Back to Fairy, and an indelible memory. When he and I galloped round Tattenham Corner some three months before the 1925 Derby winner, Manna, I had the sure conviction of a seven-year-old that I would be a jockey.

It was the promise of my grandmother’s head groom, Truelove (I never did know his Christian name), of a ride round Epsom racecourse that made me overcome my aversion to dressing up as a Red Indian and taking part in a Reigate parade in which Truelove was a Canadian Mountie. Pattenden, the splendid chauffeur who taught me to drive before I was ten, wore Latin-American gear suited to leading Peru, the llama; and Boris, the Russian chef, appeared as a Cossack. I remember being desperately embarrassed, but Fairy, who could show a fair expanse of white in the eye if anything displeased him, positively lapped it up.

Truelove appeared a little evasive when I broached the fulfilment of his promise, and advised me not to mention it to Her Ladyship. I didn’t – before or after. He was, he explained, waiting to hear from a friend who worked for Mr Nightingall, the trainer, what would be the best time to avoid racehorses at exercise.

We started early on ‘the day’ and didn’t even pause at the lodge gate, where there was a lady who used to claim Truelove’s close attention. He was riding a good hunter and point-to-point horse with a wild eye called Machiavelli, who struck sparks from the tarmac as we crossed the only traffic-bearing road. As instructed, I’d got a penny gripped between knee and saddle both sides. If you dropped one you had to forfeit it. They went back into my pocket as we neared the Downs and I took my leathers up three holes.

Mr Truelove never spoke much, which was nice; just smoked, looking sharply left and right before striking a match as if an invisible sniper might get him, and whistled whenever he saw a young lady.

The nearer we got to the white rails by the six-furlong chute, the more fidgety he and ‘Machi’ became. Fairy, who snorted and shied as a lark got up from under his feet, felt ready for anything.

There were a couple of horses on the inside of the course by the 1½-mile start and a man with a lurcher at the top of Tattenham Hill. ‘I’ll wait here,’ said Mr T. ‘You trot over to the far rail, Master Peter, then you can canter down the hill and along to the grandstands; but pull up as soon as you come to the first building, turn round and come back the same way – here.’ He didn’t look very happy.

Fairy wasn’t convinced we ought to leave him, but, once on our way, he flew down the hill – it didn’t seem very steep – and into the straight. He had a semaphore system with his ears: the offside usually pricked and the near turned back to listen for communication.

Both were flattened as we reached the stands and I shouted excitedly, ‘We’ve won’ and ‘Steady’, and he eased up. I knew how Steve Donoghue must feel.

When we turned, puffing, Fairy took hold of his bit again and indicated gameness for another gallop back to our mentor. Just as I reached him a man appeared from nowhere and shouted. Mr Truelove didn’t seem to hear him. He just said, ‘We’d best trot on,’ adding the only philosophical aside I ever heard him utter, ‘A good soldier never looks behind.’

I was longing to tell somebody about the exploit – especially a very pretty housemaid who would sometimes warn me if my delightful, though totally unpredictable, grandmother, a brave and wonderful horsewoman until well into her seventieth year, was in a ‘mood’. But I didn’t. Then one day she said, knowingly, ‘I’ve been hearing stories about you, Master Peter.’ That Truelove, he certainly got around.

Association with Fairy was interrupted after I had been taught to use the clippers on him. These were powered by twin cogs and a starting handle like the hare on an unlicensed dog track. In order to make certain that they caused him no discomfort I tried them on my index finger and severed the top. Pattenden drove me on a rather noisy journey to Redhill hospital to have the remains sewn back, untidily.

The finger turned septic and the asthma, which was to plague me for another decade and beyond, began to tighten its grip and create the tension with which every acute sufferer will be familiar. Among areas of ill health that both GPs and so-called specialists seemed powerless to cope with effectively were respiratory problems and dermatology.

There may have been marginal progress in the former category, but my regrettably extensive experience among skin specialists of six nationalities has led me to the unavoidable conclusion that they are frequently insensitive and as helpful as a welshing bookmaker.

Fairy’s ‘replacement’ – as if Fairy could be replaced – was lethal both ends and packed the buck of a bronco without the stimulus of those nauseating aids, a cinch applied to a horse’s most delicate region, employed by ‘brave’ US cowboys. When unshipped by Tartar, as he was revealingly named, I had to pay Truelove half a crown to buy the piece of ground I’d fallen on. Given the deeds every time, I’d have become one of the biggest landowners in Surrey. But at least Tartar taught me to sit tight.

A further dimension was added to my ambitions – which already included reporting in the caring manner of the Sunday Express’s Geoffrey Gilbey – when on 25 March 1927 the man on the wireless said that there would shortly take place the first action commentary on the Grand National from Aintree. Against a noisy background Meyrick Good announced the thirty-seven runners and riders and discussed the regrettably misty scene with his assistant, George Allison, who revealed that they were speaking from ‘Mr E.C. Topham’s private stand’.

Meyrick had been ‘Man on the Spot’ for the Sporting Life for many years and was an expert race-reader. Ever since 1921, when Lord Derby invited him to his box to ‘read’ the race to King George V, this had become established practice. Despite this new responsibility, the monarch still stood on his right by the open microphone – with Allison, whose job was to provide the ‘colour’ – on his other side. The Man on the Spot sure must have employed a good agent, or dealt with a magnanimous Corporation negotiator, for his share of the £254 13s 4d cost of the broadcast was – believe it or not, latter-day sports commentators – 100 guineas!

Even at the birth of outside sportscasting the BBC’s ambivalent attitude to the sport of kings was evident. Meyrick complained that, having been told to prepare comment on all the leading candidates for pre-race transmission, it was cancelled at the eleventh hour.

Certainly no one who backed Sprig (personally I was ‘on’ Bovril III) could complain of neglect. The commentator had both tipped and backed the ten-year-old, who was trained by his life-long friend Tom Leader and ridden by Tom’s son Ted.

These details may not have been totally unconnected with his temporary departure from complete impartiality in the closing stages, when he not only yelled, ‘Come on, Ted, you’ll win,’ but in the ensuing excitement omitted to announce the official placings: first Sprig, second Bovril III, third Bright’s Boy, and fourth Drinmond. Distances one length, same.

Meyrick received some flattering mail after the event, but this did not include a letter bearing the BBC cipher, and the following year the Corporation booked Geoffrey Gilbey assisted by Bill Hobbiss. At the same time outlay on the broadcast was reduced sharply to £173 12s, with Geoffrey, who devoted much of his time to prison visiting and supporting those less fortunate than himself, allocated 50 guineas. Bill Hobbiss, a somewhat irascible character, was for many years both the gifted assessor for Raceform’s renowned Private Handicap Book and adviser to immensely likeable Sam Armstrong (father of former Newmarket trainer Robert, and of Susan Piggott).

As far as I was concerned, the 1928 Grand National broadcast was a great improvement on its predecessor. Memorable, despite an unpromising start to the day. Pattenden had been expecting to drive my grandfather to Croydon Airport in the Minerva in the morning, but the arrangements had been cancelled. Truelove and I had written out our slips, money folded inside, when Pattenden came into the yard, having already collected from four other members of the staff, to explain the problem. The horses had already been exercised and, because of asthma, my bicycle was taboo. But I was breathing well at that moment, and if I took the back drive and the long way round through the park I shouldn’t be spotted. ‘Don’t get caught,’ was my fellow conspirators’ only instruction.

Off-course betting was very furtive in those days, and when I delivered the envelope to the butcher where the bookie’s runner called, all he said, in a rather unnaturally loud voice for the benefit of other customers in the sawdust-laid shop, was, ‘The order will be attended to, young man.’

My first commission coincided with my first touch – sixpence each-way on 100/1 chance Tipperary Tim. Who knows what might have happened that year had not Easter Hero decimated the forty-two-horse field when getting lodged on top of the Canal Turn fence, or if Great Span’s saddle had not slipped, or if Billy Barton had not fallen when upsides my hero at the last fence, by which time they were the only two left in the race? To me, as to the winner, amateur Bill Dutton’s tubed partner, who was also breathing freely this day, these were merely questions of academic interest.

Come to think of it, but for personal oxygen shortage I’d have still been at Hawtreys on National day – Friday, 30 March. I’d moved on from Mr and Mrs Bull’s cosy nearby day school to become an unwilling resident of Francis Cautley’s spartan academy on 25 January 1928. The area was reputed to be particularly healthy; to me the invariably arctic chill made Cheltenham’s National Hunt Festival at its iciest seem Riviera-like by comparison.

I was returned before term’s end, studies and – far more importantly – football interrupted by bronchial pneumonia. My father was directed to ‘see he takes his medicine’ when it was time for the eagerly awaited annual week’s holiday with him at Phyllis Court Club, Henley-on-Thames, where he taught me to row and we would ride in the morning and race in the afternoon.

In citations I was to read later in life, Colonel John Joseph O’Sullevan DSO was described by a trio of lords field-marshal as coolly gallant and without fear; and by Cork Judge Hynes as ‘totally fearless and impartial in the performance of his difficult duties’ as County Kerry resident magistrate from 1918 to 1922. But he became uncharacteristically fearful and affected by his powerlessness to help when asthma attacked me while we were together. Sadly, although he never suffered from it personally until he was in his fifties, he was suddenly stricken in 1936 and died within a day of our last meeting in Zurich. He had flown there for treatment from Antigua, where he’d settled with my stepmother five years before.

Meanwhile my academic qualifications did not, regrettably, extend to passing the Common Entrance exam to Charterhouse. Paradoxically – since I had no difficulty in calculating the returns on a winning 1s each-way double at 11/4 and 9/2 – it was mathematics, notably algebra, that proved furthest from my comprehension. Generously, the Hawtreys headmaster wrote to his public school counterpart reporting that I had topped the 1931 First XI bowling averages – in a season when the team was unbeaten – and further could be guaranteed to make the Charterhouse Football First XI. His assurance was accepted and, thankfully, justified; though I doubt whether Francis Cautley would have fully approved the precedence I accorded race meetings (both horse and greyhound) over devotional attendance.
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My mother had married again in 1928 – happily another like my father for whom horses were high priority. Strangely, although she raced regularly with my stepfather at Lingfield, Sandown, Lewes, Gatwick and Hurst Park as well as Ascot and Goodwood, and ensured that my column had at least one reader when I joined the Daily Express in 1950, I don’t think she ever really got around to distinguishing between two-year-olds and their elders, or handicaps and conditions races etc. – but she still loved it.

I spent holidays with her and my stepfather, Colonel Bertram Pott, at their house in Kent in the early thirties when Cinders was the near-white Arab pony in my life who sustained my unwarranted dreams of riding glory. It was a period of very ‘live’ information. Haslar, the butler, had formerly been in the employ of the Lambourn trainer Captain Ossie Bell, with whose head lad he prudently remained in close contact. I doubt whether the stable’s principal patron, Sir Hugo Cunliffe-Owen, was better informed or whether my bicycle was ever employed to better purpose.

Bertie Pott, or the ‘Governor’ as I called him, was nearly thirty years my mother’s senior and a truly sweet man. His family had a long association with Kent. He was for years Lord of the Manor of Southborough. He’d commanded a squadron of the West Kent Yeomanry in both the Boer and 1914–18 wars; had ridden numerous point-to-point winners; and, before his fortunes were traumatically affected by the 1927 collapse of rubber in the USA, shared a Scottish shoot with Kentish neighbours Lords Camden and Abergavenny. He was anxious that I should learn to shoot, and regular instruction followed.

In the gun room at Paddock Wood an illustrated rhyme gave cautionary warning:

Never, never let your gun

Pointed be at anyone.

That it may unloaded be

Matters not the least to me …

and ended with the thought that:

All the pheasants ever bred

Won’t repay for one man dead.

Frankly, I was not at all sure about that one.

My first day out with the Governor’s syndicate filled him with pride. I shot everything within range and returned home to eat dinner in silence. I cleaned my gun that evening, put it away and never took it out again.


Chapter 2

FINDING THE KEY

ASTHMA APART, my biggest handicap at Charterhouse was John Alexander Sutton, who had a hot line to the powerful Wroughton stable of Ivor Anthony. A nephew of Aubrey Hastings, from whom Ivor took over in 1929, John was two years and eight months my senior, long in the leg and greyhound-swift at getting to the school library’s only copy of the Sporting Life before me. This major inconvenience was greatly alleviated in 1933 when he offered the advice that the Wroughton horse Kellsboro’ Jack (25/1, what a beauty!) should not be excluded from my Grand National calculations.

Thanks be, I paid less attention fifteen years later when we met on the lawn at Ascot before the 1948 running of the Clarence House Stakes. John, whose frequent encounters with adversity left his faith in the next ‘good thing’ touchingly unimpaired, had, he said, just ‘pinched’ a grand (£1000). Gordon Richards, who rode so many winners for John’s stepfather, Herbert Blagrave, had told him that Royal Forest – winner of his only two previous races, including the Coventry – was both a very good two-year-old and improving all the time. The three-horse opposition included two apparently modest youngsters and an unraced colt, Burpham, who was considered just about ready for a run and that’s all.

Jack Burns, William Hill, Hector Macdonald, Maxie Parker and Laurie Wallis were betting on the rails at that time, and John had no difficulty in betting a total of £18,000 to £1000 on. ‘If you want to get the day’s expenses, there’s no harm in laying £1000 to £50 on, or you might do even better,’ he counselled, adding, ‘It’s only a question of going down and coming back.’

Royal Forest, who started 25/1 on, managed that part. But not before being stung by a wasp, which was accounted the reason for his half-length defeat by 33/1 newcomer Burpham.

The Sutton cattle had long since changed hands at Swindon market when Royal Forest met Burpham in the Dewhurst and beat him five and a half lengths – on the bit.

As for personal ‘results’, an unwelcome double – double pneumonia – ended my stay at Charterhouse: a Harley Street specialist prescribed my urgent exit to the mountain air of Switzerland. It was particularly charitable of my housemaster, the Rev. Lancelot Allen, to write to my stepfather expressing such embarrassing-to-repeat comments as ‘Peter’s sustained and courageous battle against his delicacy has been the admiration of us all’, when I had, on occasion, fled the sanatorium to encourage a greyhound at Aldershot with wheezy enthusiasm.

Cosmopolitan Alpine College at Arveyes was, in many ways, a great bonus. But the assumption that the magnificent mountains radiate health-promoting properties is difficult to sustain in a country whose chemists appear as extensively patronized as British betting shops. And possibly to no greater advantage. As far as I was concerned, reversion to asthma would have been 21 lb preferable to the skin problems which replaced it. James and Cecily Barnard, who ran the College with skill and sensitivity, ultimately had to write to England in a similar vein to the Rev. Allen before them.

A room in the Woolavington Wing of the Middlesex Hospital became my new home. Here, having taken a correspondence course in journalism with the Regent Institute, I began, in between treatment, to accumulate enough rejection slips to paper the Rowley Mile – double thickness. Admittedly my subjects were not all that mirth-making. Public apathy towards the plight of two million sufferers from leprosy in the British Empire was one; another was inspired by Professor J.B.S. Haldane’s Inequality of Man, in which he wrote that ‘If any newspaper were to publish a daily warning of the early signs of cancer of the womb, it would save many lives, but would certainly lose in circulation and probably be prosecuted for indecency.’ (At least I got that one printed as a letter to ‘The First British News Magazine’ – News Review.) Interspersed between these admonitory salvos were enthusiastic racing articles directed at weeklies and provincials which overlooked horse-racing. I have to report that they continued to do so.

On my seventeenth birthday my customarily careful but sometimes impulsively generous grandmother had given me an undreamed-of passport to freedom in the form of the ignition key to a shining new, sealing-wax-red 8 hp Morris coupé – RD 6647: 1935 list price, believe it or not, £100! After three months ‘inside’, emboldened by daytime use of a medicated mask through which I could see and not be seen, and encouraged by my delicious blue-eyed brunette nurse and friend, Vivien, I began night-time sorties in the car. Later I made a comprehensive tour of Britain, visiting the Silver Rings or open course at nearly every circuit in England and Scotland.

Bed and breakfast in a modest hotel in the thirties varied between 5s 6d and 10s (27½p and 50p), and I have the bills to prove it! It was similar throughout Europe, where in early 1938 I drove through ten countries, racing in France, Italy, Hungary (a wonderful ride here along Lake Balaton), Austria and Belgium, returning sadly convinced by the arrogant German demeanour that war was imminent. Back in England, I tried a sulphur cure in Harrogate where Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain was ‘taking the waters’ – hopefully to better advantage.

Reflecting on the power of the horse to influence the direction of human lives, I posted three 5s each-way doubles and an each-way treble to the Scottish bookmaker I mostly bet with while at Charterhouse. Two obliged; the third was placed. Having already built up a credit with the Harrogate firm of Eastwood and Wray, I collected it and sent flowers to my grandmother together with the information that I was bound for Iceland. After paying my fare (steerage) to the Iceland Steamship Co. Ltd, I sailed aboard the Bruarfoss on the four-day voyage from Leith with a sizeable bankroll of £22. It was like tackling the Bay of Biscay in a rowing boat. I’d barely moved from what passed for a bunk in two days when an Icelandic sailor brought tidings that the wireless operator had been alerted to receive an urgent telegram for passenger O’Sullevan. To my eternal embarrassment it read, bless her:
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The warning was justified, though they only occurred in a certain part of Iceland, which has a larger surface area than Ireland and, at that time, had a population smaller than that of Brighton.

I came to an arrangement to take over a cabin for 2s 6d a night while the ship was in port at Reykjavik. I bathed in and drank sulphur (really nasty); visited a leper colony supervised by a memorably dedicated director; emptied the contents of my suitcase into a sack, hired two ponies – one to carry the rented tent – and rode into the interior, living rough for a week; and went racing. It was Tote only, a dirt surface and smashing, sturdy, well-kept ponies who were not abused and appeared to relish competition. The longest race was 350 metres!

From Iceland I got a passage to Bergen, the vessel stopping off at the Faroe Islands to pick up whalemeat for the silver fox farms in Norway. On via the twelve-hour scenic rail route to Oslo and thence to Sweden’s striking capital, Stockholm, built on twelve islands – a blend of old and new. Some good pictures here – notably in the National Museum – and excellent trotting. A happy feature of Scandinavian racing is that the authorities have for long taken a firm view regarding use of the whip and imposed proper restrictions on its employment.

It was after returning to Stockholm forty-one years later in the cheerful company of Willie Carson, Paul Cook, Pat Eddery, Lester Piggott, Steve Cauthen and Brian Taylor, who were taking part in an All-Star Jockeys’ International, that I flew home in reflective mood – wondering how best to put across the Scandinavian message. On a level of lesser concern, I noted that the small pack of marinated salmon and dill (Gravadlax) that I took home cost more than the 370-mile steamboat trip on the Göta Canal linking Stockholm and Gothenburg, from where I got a ship to Newcastle in 1938. Returning after six weeks, with a beard, I still had nearly £2 out of the original £22 with which to get from Newcastle – one of the principal areas of harrowing malnutrition in those days – to Leith, retrieve the car and return south.

As my generation was being called up, in preparation for the war ahead, I sought a medical examination with, it occurred to me, as much chance of passing as a pit pony had of winning the National. ‘I certify’, read Dr Hartigan’s uncompromising verdict, ‘that Peter John O’Sullevan is suffering from chronic furunculosis of a severe nature and in consequence is unfitted to serve as a soldier.’ Not for the first time I retreated to the peace of the sparsely populated Scilly Isles and, following a £34 ‘draw’ from three successful each-way doubles, wrote offering my services to the International Council of Labour as a courier, ultimately eliciting the reply shown on the next page.

A Penzance garage had contrived a secret compartment in the car; the five hundred leaflets I’d requested and been sent for distribution to the German people were stowed; and I was ready and waiting in Chelsea for the ‘off’, when travel facilities to Germany were withdrawn.

The next day a Charterhouse friend, John Hayne, with whom I’d shared a greyhound and several narrow escapes at termtime race meetings and who was now assistant/pupil trainer with Jack (J.C.) Waugh at Chilton, called with an urgent request. He’d been summoned for a month’s military course just after being appointed racing correspondent on the Reading Gazette; he rented a 7s 6d a week thatched cottage in Chilton which he didn’t want to leave empty, and he had a young Airedale who needed feeding and exercise. Could I take over job, cottage and dog? I could and did.

[image: Image Missing]

Well, you know the way fortune runs in cycles in the racing game. Whether training, riding, betting, tipping – whatever – there are times when everything goes right, and if you’re not careful you can begin to kid yourself you’ve found the key. There are others (a lot more frequent) when everything goes so wrong you begin to despair of ever getting it right again.

I worked hard on the formbook and got in touch with what contacts I had – and a few I hadn’t. The Aston Tirrold trainer John Bisgood (a wartime naval commander, he was thereafter referred to irreverently as the man who sank the Ark Royal) was in the latter category. He couldn’t have been more polite and helpful when I phoned about his runners – in contrast to the occasion when a verdict was given against him at Wolverhampton and he was fined for inquiring of the judge somewhat forcefully whether that official had mislaid his white stick, guide dog, or both.

I went racing every day (for me this has always been a vital ingredient in finding winners) and, mercifully, it all went right. The cottage wasn’t on the phone, but whenever I saw Jack Waugh he reported that John had called to say, ‘Tell Peter fantastic – I hope he’s backing them.’ Frankly, apart from two (Maggie, who won at 11/2, and a loser) I wasn’t, being too afraid it would stop the winning streak. But it was really something to drive round Reading and see socking great placards – ‘Twenty-two winners in five days’.

Not that either of us made imperishable names for ourselves; as war got nearer than settling day the paper folded. It was the closest I got to being a racing journalist for five years.

The day war was declared – confounding a firm rumour in Chelsea that Gracie Fields had persuaded Mussolini to intercede successfully with Hitler – old Bill Surrey, newsvendor and bookie’s runner, stood at his pitch opposite Chelsea Town Hall using an Evening News poster as an apron. It read in bold black four-inch letters:

KEEP CALM – AND DIG

This exhortation highlighted the general air of unreality.

Bill looked dead worried. ‘You’ve got a few bob to come, haven’t you?’ he asked, accepting a penny and handing me a paper in one deft movement.

I said I had, but I’d rather have two or three of those posters.

‘You’re on,’ he said. And, compulsive collector of inconsequential memorabilia, I have them still.

Poor Bill’s turned-in feet gave him a lot of trouble. As he once observed, slightly ambiguously, ‘If I’d gone into the sales ring with them as a yearling, there wouldn’t have been no bid.’

He shuffled to his box to get more papers, beckoning me over. ‘They won’t put a block on the horses and dogs on account of this lot, will they?’ he asked.

I said I didn’t think so. They’d be sure to want to maintain the bloodstock industry and provide entertainment if possible.

He cheered up a bit, explaining he’d got a treble running on Blue Peter (winner of the 2000 Guineas and the Derby) in the Leger. It was the only classic lost in the five years of the war.

London was emptying as fast as the stands after the favourite’s got beat in the last. I joined the Town Hall as a volunteer, changed the car for a four-seater and helped evacuate families to the country and distribute supplies. When funds ran low I signed up with the Chelsea Civil Defence Rescue Service at the unextravagant rate of £4 12s 6d a week – which left £2 4s 6d after paying the rent on my Britten Street flat. Mr Tuson’s pawn shop in the King’s Road never had a more regular customer. My late father’s gold cigarette case with the family crest – a dove bearing an olive branch perched on a crown (all Irishmen are descended from the Kings of Ireland) and the legend in Gaelic ‘The hand that will do no harm’ – was in and out like the cuckoo on a Swiss clock. Punting needed to be selective, and profitable.

It was in this unpromising financial climate that I learned of my uncle’s intention to disperse his horses – three hunters and a very interesting young prospect, half-brother to the 1938 Cheltenham Gold Cup winner Morse Code – to the army. It was a period when many were putting down their pets to spare them the fate with which we were threatened. I hurried to Richmond Park, where trenches were being dug both to provide cover for the defence and to inhibit the progress of German tanks when, as expected, they were dropped by parachute, to learn the cost of livery at the Robin Hood Gate Stables.

Not unnaturally, perhaps, my uncle was initially unresponsive to my plea on behalf of Morse Code’s relative (I’d thought to call him SO’S) on the grounds that a small Chelsea flat, on the second floor at that, would be unsuitable accommodation. I explained that I had viewed the premises in Richmond Park (£2 10s per week or £1 10s half livery) and they were fine. I understood him to have relented, and alerted the head porter that I was expecting a horse – a precaution in case SO’S was delivered during a duty period (alternate twenty-four hours) and needed to be re-routed to the Civil Defence Depot.

We were a motley crew based at Carlyle Square: there were two artists, an accountant, a builder, a butler, a carpenter, a chauffeur, an engineer, a greengrocer, a mechanic, a professional thief, a schoolmaster, a spiv, a window cleaner and more. Not that the peacetime thief revealed this detail in his job description. ‘I put myself down as a handyman,’ he told me once, adding, ‘I didn’t say handy at shinning up drainpipes.’

The spiv – best snooker player and best company in the depot – was officially a promoter. One of his most fruitful civilian activities involved employing all the girls who worked in a large laundry near Wimbledon to queue for tickets during the tennis championships. ‘I bought them all gloves,’ he related, ‘so that they looked the part. That was their whack. They’d queue all night for those gloves.’

We were assembled in squads of five with the driver (me) of the stretcher party vehicle sharing responsibilities on arrival at an ‘incident’. Thus, while others were either performing or preparing for more heroic contribution to the war effort, we placed the lives of the local citizenry in greater peril than the enemy had yet achieved by speeding through the Royal Borough on interminable exercises. Horizontal in simulated rubble, brave volunteers wore labels indicating the injuries to which we were required to apply first aid.

One of the first civilian casualties in Chelsea was an unfortunate lady who, according to label, had suffered a severed artery, requiring the application of a tourniquet. The crew concerned did a good job up to the moment of placing her on a stretcher. Then, in their anxiety to deliver the mock invalid to a waiting ambulance with maximum speed, they stumbled and tipped her out so that she broke a leg.

To the dismay of the rodent population, we dressed in yellow oilskins and shinned down metal ladders into the sewers to receive instruction in decontamination following a gas attack. It wasn’t one of my favourite exercises. Back at the flat after one of these excursions I was savouring a particularly welcome bath when the doorbell rang and a man called through the letterbox, ‘I’ve got a horse downstairs for a Mr O’Sullevan.’

Rumours of imminent air attack were intensifying and the carrier was obviously keen to return to the quiet Suffolk countryside as soon as possible. He had a bridle in the box but no saddle. Neither had I.

Morse Code’s half-brother eyed his unfamiliar surroundings with keen interest. A bright chestnut, he stood about 16.2 on good clean limbs with a girth that clearly indicated he’d been unaffected by food rationing.

The driver gave me a leg up and wished me luck. ‘First stop Richmond Park,’ I called out and a moment later we were grazing a headstone in St Luke’s churchyard. An oncoming motorist obviously hadn’t appreciated the impermanence of the partnership between horse and man when the latter is both riding bareback and without great skill. Back on course down the perilous King’s Road route, almost every object encountered – sandbags and buses in particular – represented a new experience in the hitherto sheltered life of my partner, occasioning abrupt evasive action. By the time we reached the World’s End landmark, the Nell Gwynn, I was reflecting that, under similar circumstances, Charles II’s mistress would have found the monarch a disappointing guest. Putney Bridge twice threatened an unscheduled water jump. Ultimate arrival was effected with exuberant panache by one; exhausted relief by the other. No need for identification.

I knew of an Epsom trainer who was particularly jumping orientated, so I rang him – only to learn that he had joined the RAF. But his head lad, Charlie Bell, had taken over and would be happy to see me. So I cycled to Treadwell House Stables, Epsom, to extol the merit of this well-bred horse with whose half-brother Mr Bell was naturally familiar. Several of the lads had worked for that martinet of a stableman, Stanley Wootton, from whom the yard was leased, and this was reflected in its immaculate appearance.

After going round the horses, most of which were known to me on the racecourse, we cycled down to Albert Road where Charlie lived with his sister Mary. Over a cup of tea he revealed his terms – £4 a week. This was going to impose a severe strain on my resources, but I knew I had to go ahead.

I said I’d ride the horse to the stables the day after tomorrow. And after Mary had insisted on a tot of whisky for the road – there wasn’t a great deal of resistance – and Charlie had supplemented it, I pedalled back to Chelsea convinced beyond doubt that a new ’chasing phenomenon was about to be introduced to an incredulous public. On my return I opened a letter from Weatherby and Sons of 15 Cavendish Square, dated 23 August 1940: ‘With reference to your call at this office, we beg to advise you that the colours “Black, yellow crossbelts, with a yellow cap” are available for registration under National Hunt Rules.’


Chapter 3

A POCKETFUL OF READIES

WITHIN A week the Chelsea Civil Defence was in action for real. The first body I helped carry from an air-raid shelter which had received a direct hit was a young girl whose right hand showed that she had one finger left to varnish when the bomb struck. Among all the ‘incidents’ (as they were euphemistically termed) which were to follow, this one became printed indelibly on my memory – a symbol of the obscenity of war.

The bombing resulted in renewed exodus from London, and to supplement my income I drove a local firm’s furniture van on my off-duty days, ferrying household contents to Wales (mostly) and the West Country. It was no sinecure. All signposts and road markings had been removed in order to confuse the enemy (there were no motorways, needless to say) and there was an instruction to be wary of giving directions for fear of assisting the Fifth Column.

Meanwhile Charlie Bell reported the stable’s latest acquisition: a very good jumper but, as far as he could determine to date, ‘without a great turn of foot’. I was surprised by the latter observation, I told him, because he had seemed to show plenty of speed in Richmond Park. Equipped with a saddle, he’d been a lovely ride, showing great élan in jumping the trenches.

‘Aye,’ said Bradford-born Charlie, ‘they all run fast passing trees.’

In any event we would need full details of his pedigree for registration before entries could be made. So I wrote to my uncle for the appropriate information, only to receive the devastating reply, ‘I don’t know what gave you the idea that I’d sent you the half-brother to Morse Code. I sent you my old hunter, Hawthorn, and I do hope you are not trying to turn him into a racehorse …’

Charlie reacted to my apology with the contention that it would be all the more creditable to win a race with him. Hawthorn, by Sprig o’ Mint (by Spearmint) – dam’s pedigree unknown – was registered as Wild Thyme II and made his debut in the two-mile Coventry Novices’ Steeplechase at Cheltenham on 6 November 1940. On the strength of word in the weighing-room that he was a sound jumper, Wild Thyme was selected as the one to give them a ‘lead’, so that he was ahead of the field over the first three fences. From there on my massive 33/1 wager (£50 to 30s) looked less secure. And after he’d made a mistake at the water and begun to get in serious arrears, partner Billy Crump wisely pulled up.

Craving, like all owners, a word of encouragement to sustain hope for the future, I was entranced by Billy’s firm assertion that ‘he’ll be much better for that.’ He explained that he had feared the horse might have hurt his back at the water, which was why he had eased him. ‘He’d have gone close otherwise,’ he insisted, adding, ‘and he pulled up sound as a bell.’

By the time I reached London Wild Thyme had become a winner without a penalty. It was merely a matter of selecting an engagement which coincided, once again, with an off-duty day. The chosen target was Nottingham on Monday, 25 November.

The conditions of the Wilford Steeplechase of 100 sovereigns (the second to receive 10 sovereigns and the third 5 sovereigns out of the Plate) provided for a 10 lb allowance to maidens of six years old and upwards. Surely only enemy intervention could keep W.T. out of the first three?

The racecard carried a police air-raid notice which read: ‘In the event of an air-raid warning racing will be postponed until the “raiders passed” signal is given. The public are advised to scatter and lie down. If possible, the car park should be avoided on account of the danger of splintering glass.’ The sirens did sound once during the programme, prompting a Tattersall’s bookmaker to raise his umbrella, but it was the intervention of the water jump, again, rather than the malevolent Luftwaffe, that was accounted the reason for W.T.’s failure to take advantage of the concessionary poundage. Not that he fell at or in it. He just took rather a long while deciding how best to handle it, and by the time the crossing had been effected most of the others had gone beyond recall. Billy Crump kindly put it down to the sun shining on the water, which underlined the capriciousness of the November climate, for it certainly wasn’t shining anywhere else on the Colwick circuit.

Failure must have gone to my head. A horse I’d always liked, Sundange, was given to Charlie, so I leased him – with an option to purchase – in December 1940. Frenchie Nicholson, who shared a jump jockeys’ title with Fred Rimell and later became a noted creator of jockeys (Pat Eddery, Walter Swinburn, Paul Cook, Tony Murray, Richard Fox and Roger Wernham were among his pupils) rode him at Cheltenham where on 11 December he ran a respectable fifth of twenty-one. Good to fast ground was essential and thereafter wherever we went it rained – bombs or just rain.

I’d been wasting in order to ride Wild Thyme in a Plumpton Novices in February 1941. Our last ‘school’ over fences (more for my benefit than his) was in company with an old horse of Nat Smyth’s called Lemon Cheese and one of Jack Reardon’s ridden by the Belgian jockey ‘Nobby’ Sawers, whom Charlie had befriended and recommended to his often dyspeptic Epsom colleague Jack.

It was a foggy morning; I was in a cold sweat with flu, and after six months in racing stables Wild Thyme seemed to have developed a mouth of iron. Charlie’s head lad, Wally Green, who very helpfully kept me informed regarding the aspirations of local stables, confided discouragingly, ‘He’d pull over a Sherman tank now.’

It took us a while to find the first fence, which looked about as inviting as the Berlin Wall. We hacked back fifty yards or so and set off together. W.T. held his head so low he might have been questing for truffles. That he took off and landed accurately owed nothing to communication from his passenger.

There was a rending crash and thud at the third, where Reardon’s horse hit the ground with the finality of an unopened parachute. As soon as it could be arranged I pulled up and returned to the scene of disaster. ‘Nobby’ was lying, chalk-white and unconscious, when Jack Reardon loomed up, regarded the prone form with utter contempt, shouted at Charlie, ‘I thought you said this bugger could ride’, then turned and galloped off to look for his horse. This is a tough game all right, I thought.

Our Belgian friend spoke very little English and currently didn’t look like speaking a lot of any language. I laid my jacket over him and waited while Charlie rode off to summon help. ‘Nobby’ just about came to in the ambulance but was detained in hospital. I checked in at the Civil Defence sick bay before reporting for duty and was similarly detained – developing pneumonia. So Frenchie Nicholson took over on Wild Thyme in the Worthing Novices’ Chase (£70 first; £5 second; £3 third) at Plumpton and got a right dressing-down in the process.

The Duchess of Norfolk’s Ticca Gari, ridden by six times champion Gerry Wilson, won; Ron Smyth, who rode three Champion Hurdle winners, was second on Lemon Cheese; and that fine amateur, author and later breeder of Brigadier Gerard, Captain John Hislop, third on Birnam. Perhaps not unreasonably, Frenchie pulled up W.T. in front of the stands to avoid the imminent probability of being lapped, a tactic which Wally Green interpreted as an act of gross treason. By way of demonstrating his displeasure Charlie’s head lad dashed on to the course – showing speed which W.T. would have been hard pressed to match – to shower him with forcefully expressed abuse.

‘You ought to bloody well be paid in white feathers for that ride,’ fumed Wally. ‘He was just getting his second wind.’

To which Frenchie responded gently, ‘It would need to have been a lot better than the first one.’

That was Wild Thyme’s last racecourse appearance, though he enjoyed many years of retirement.

Sundange looked to have a very good chance at Plumpton on 8 March, though Frenchie, who rode first jockey for Reg Hobbs, insisted he wouldn’t beat his partner, Medoc II, at a difference of 14 lb. Sundange started favourite and Medoc II hacked up.

We kidded ourselves that the track hadn’t suited ours, but when the pair met at Cheltenham twelve days later in the Seven Springs Handicap, Lord Sefton’s seven-year-old gave us 20 lb and a further comprehensive beating. The following year Medoc won the Gold Cup by eight lengths.

‘Nobby’ Sawers had ridden Sundange a few times, and it was after his latest run that he inquired whether I would be at Ludlow in two days’ time. My petrol ration was running low, so I thought it doubtful. He said, speaking confidentially and in French, ‘I have been assured I will ride the winner of the Selling Handicap Hurdle there. So perhaps you should have a few sous on it. He is called Niersteiner.’

I’d had a little ‘touch’ about two months earlier and, tipped off by a fellow worker in the Rescue Service that a friend wanted to sell a 15 hp Flying Standard saloon in immaculate condition for £50, I bought it and leased it to the Council for £2 a week on the basis of withdrawal at twenty-four hours’ notice on either side. On the way back to London from Cheltenham on 20 March I stopped at the garage at Barrington (next to the Inn for all Seasons) which had become a regular staging post and asked the patron what he’d give me for a 1937 Standard. He reckoned that, provided it fulfilled all the usual credentials of a secondhand car – showroom condition, low mileage, original tyres, chauffeur-driven for an elderly person who hardly ever went out, etc. – it could be up to £60. I said I would deliver it the day after tomorrow.

I collected the car on the evening of the 21st. It wasn’t taxed because the Council ran it on an official permit, so I wrote ‘licence applied for’ on a circular cut-out the size of a Road Fund disc and stuck it on the windscreen. If I was going to be at Barrington, twenty miles the London side of Cheltenham, sell the car and reach Ludlow by 2 p.m., I’d have to leave Chelsea before my duty ended at nine o’clock.

There was a very nice elderly Scot, a chauffeur in peacetime, who worked on the opposite shift. Would there ever (I was inclined to lapse into stage Irish in times of stress), would there ever be a chance of him covering for me from 6 a.m. the next day? He’d bandaged a nasty cut for me once after I’d been blown off my bike by bomb blast in Belgrave Square. I’d been cycling back to the depot one night after visiting a girlfriend.

‘I suppose,’ he reacted drily, ‘you’ll be wanting to make sure no bombs have fallen in Pembroke Close.’

I explained the different nature of this situation.

He would not only be pleased to co-operate, but he produced a 10s note for investment on the ‘good thing’, who was trained in Shropshire in the small yard of his owner, Percy Arm, an enthusiast who combined skilful preparation of a few generally modest horses with running a garage business.

My ‘relief’ was right on time the next morning. He helped push the car out of the depot yard so that no one was alerted by the engine, then assisted for a fraught half-hour in overcoming its reluctance to start.

Detours for craters and unexploded bombs slowed my exit from London. A blasted shop front in Shepherds Bush bore a placard ‘NO BUSINESS AS USUAL’. I drove slowly to conserve petrol, anxious that there might not be enough in the tank to complete the necessary eighty miles.

Shortly before Northolt Aerodome I was thumbed for a lift by an airman. He’d heard that the Cheltenham road was impassable at High Wycombe. There was no shortage of rumour. Three miles after setting him down, a motorcycle police cop waved me into the side. Bored by the pace, or lack of it, I had been giving a little attention to the Racing Calendar which was draped across my knees and, after parking his machine very deliberately, he asked whether I always read a paper while driving.

I thought of replying, ‘Only the Racing Calendar’, but it occurred to me that flippancy might be inappropriate to present circumstance.

He didn’t look as if he indulged in anything so trivial as playing the horses, but you never know. Mutual interest in the vagaries of the racing horse had been known, like wine, to undermine disharmony in human relations. I said I had been verifying the name of a horse which was expected to win that afternoon.

He noted that the tax disc on the car was home-made, and asked to see my identity card and driving licence. These, at least, were in order.

‘I suggest, sir,’ he commented, ‘that in future you confine study of the horses to such times as you are stationary.’

I assured him of my compliance. He took a couple of paces towards his bike, then turned and inquired, ‘Did you mention the name of that horse?’

‘Niersteiner,’ I told him.

‘Good luck,’ he said, and was gone.

By the time I reached Barrington the needle on the petrol gauge had long ceased flickering. There wasn’t enough left to fill my cigarette lighter. With a pocketful of readies and around ninety miles cross-country travel ahead, I set off towards Northleach. All the indications were that Niersteiner would be a very fair price – especially in view of his rider’s relative obscurity. I would probably have £25 on the boards and £20 at Tote odds – keeping £15 in case of the unthinkable.

I hadn’t been walking for more than ten minutes when a car responded to my wave. As every motorist knows, up to 80 per cent of hitch-hikers are ‘on the tap’. The driver leaned across his lady passenger and said, ‘If you just want a lift, get in. If you want to borrow money, don’t.’

I leaped in, assuring my benefactor, idiotically, that I’d just sold my car and had plenty of money.

A sales rep and his girlfriend, their destination was Cheltenham, where I bought them a drink and, on the advice of the landlord, caught a bus to Gloucester. It was no use trying to get a lift in a town unless you were in forces uniform (half price at race meetings), so I walked for an hour out of Gloucester before getting a short ride with a farmer and six pigs. I was drifting right off any semblance of a main thoroughfare and time was running out. Chances of making Ludlow for the two o’clock were now all of 50/1 and the odds a place. It became a matter of getting to a telephone and ringing William Hill, with whom I’d opened an account on 3 July 1939, and whose terms included an additional 10 per cent on all Tote commissions.

A tractor-borne farmer reckoned that my best bet was to make for the village of Bredwardine, but if I’d like to come with him, he was going back to the farm about two miles away and I could use his phone. I’d brought several packets of cigarettes for acknowledging assistance and he was delighted with one of them.

Unfortunately his phone was out of order and his wife was out with the car. Fortified by a pint of home-made cider with the near-potency of Calvados, I ran a good three miles before finding a cottage which announced: ‘Cream teas with strawberry jam 2s 6d’. It was just about post time. The charming lady who answered my knock would be delighted to serve me, but she regretted she was not on the phone. What the hell! Cream was unheard of in London, and jam was severely rationed – so was tea, come to that.

After lovely hot scones I picked up a lift in a lorry just outside Hereford. He was going to a transport café west of Witney where I might well find a truck bound for London. He was right. Further, for the £3 proffered, the driver of a massive Leyland would also buy me the best breakfast to be had in Hammersmith. We steamed into the Broadway at 6 a.m. and while my friend ordered tea, toast and dripping, fried spam and egg (powder), I walked to the Underground to buy a paper. Under the Ludlow results, I read:


2.0	NIERSTEINER (N. Sawers) 20/1

	Portpatrick (T. Isaac) 20/1

	Caravan Girl (C. Mitchell) 10/1




Winner trained P. J. Arm.

Tote dividends £4 11s 6d (2s unit) places £1 4s 3d; 14s, 6s 6d.

Distances: 2 Lengths, 3. No bid for winner. 23 ran.



When I paid out the £10 10s due to my Scottish friend Bernie, who had kindly stood in for me at the depot, he said, ‘Well done, but what a pity you didn’t have it on the Tote!’
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