REDFERN,

0 ^ \ 0 N TRUMP, ALMOST FALLS 1-kOM HIS HORSF;, OWING TO BEING BUMPED BV
PASADENA, WHO WON T H E RACE
From a cotyrishietl fhotosrafh

by Ikinmcnt,

New York

CURIOUS INCIDENTS OF T H E
RACE-TRACK
BY

A

J O S E P H

F A M O U S American horse-owner,
himself an amateur rider of no
mean caliber, once said that the
most fascinatirg chapter of the unwritten history of the turf cleals with incidents that pass unnoticed by the reporters and the spectators of the " sport of
kings." T o see what transpires in a race
from the moment when the barrier
springs until the horses flasli under the
wire, it would be necessary to ride close
behind the field, mountecl on a speedy
animal; and even then it would scarcely
be possible to note all the curious things
that may happen. Sometimes, of course,
an unusual incident occurs within range
of the eye, or of a good binocular; but

VILA

more often it develops when the racers
are far away from the grand stand and
its eager throngs.
Time and again, for instance, a good
horse has been jostled off its legs, or
bumped, or a jockey has been pocketed
and prevented from getting his mount
up with the van. One of the most
notable cases of pocketing in recent years
was that of Wool Winder in the English Derby of last season, yet little was
ever said about it. Until he reached
Tattenham Corner, the colt was so
hedged in that he was forced to stay
with the rear brigade. Then came the
lareak, when the field straightened out
for the finish.
At this point Wool
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Winder was some fourteen lengths to
the bad, but when he was allowed to
have his head he gained on the leaders
at every stride, and shot into second
place as Orby, the winner, staggered by
the post.
It was generally thought.
from the strength Wool Winder showed
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for the study of lovers of the sport.
A few such incidents, snapped on local
courses, are dealt with here.
^ ^'^^^ °^' "^^"^^^ ^ ' ° ' ^ «
The engraving on page 491 shows the
finish of the Nursery Handicap, for two-
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A NECK-AND-NECK STRUGGLE BETWEEN BARBARY BBLLE AND EDNA JACKSON—WHILE T H E TWO
LEADING JOCKEYS WATCHED EACH OTHER, T H E THIRD HORSE, KEATOR,
CAME UP AND WON T H E RACE
From

a copyrighted

^hotogratli

on the home-stretch, that had the race
been a hundred yards farther he would
have won; and he subsequently proved
himself the best English three-year-old
by winning the St. Leger and several
other big stakes.
In recent years, thanks to the camera,
numerous odd situations, which would
otherwise have been lost, have been saved

hy Hi-uuncnt,
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York

year-olds, at Morris Park, on the 8th
of October, 1904. On the inside is
Pasadena, the winrer; the second horse
is (jlorifier, and the third Von Tromp,
with Redfern, his jockey, hanging on his
neck.
The horse to the left is Dandelion.
The event was run on the
Eclipse Course, and it was marked by
rough and foul riding from start to
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A RIDERLESS HORSE—GARRETT, AFTER THROWING HIS JOCKEY, FINISHES T H E RACE WITH T H E
REST OF T H E FIELD
From

a cotyfiglited

thotografh

finish, the wonder beirg that Pasadena
was not disqualified. Glorifier, with a
burden of one hundred and twenty-one
pounds in the saddle, gave weight to
everything, and should have won, had
he not been interfered with.
To begin with, the start was a poor
one, and there was a bungling scramble
early in the fray, but the horses got
clear of one another as they moved
along.
Facing the Withers Crossing,
they were aligned across the track, and
running about level. Here Agile, who
was on the extreme outside, suddenly
dashed in • toward the center, and
bumped Belle Strome, Dandelion, and
Glorifier. The last-named nearly went
to his knees, and lost several lengths,
but he struggled gamely on.
Von Tromp, meanwhile, had the rail,
and was doing well, until he, too, was
overtaken by misfortune. Martin kept
Pasadena going at his best gait, but a
few lengths from the judges' stand he
swerved sharply to the rail, and pinched
Von Tromp so hard that the latter nearly went down. Redfern, Von Tromp's
jockey, received such a jar that he lost
his seat, and only saved himself from
falling by throwing his arms around
the horse's neck; and in this position
the snapshot was taken.
All this happened so quickly that few
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were aware of the real cause of Von
Tromp's trouble. IMost of the spectators
thought that the horse had stumbled, or
trodden on a stone; and it was whispered that the judges did not see the
collision, which surely should have
earned a disqualification for Pasadena.
The official placing at the finish was
Pasadena by a nose from (Morifier, with
Von Tromp third by tliree lengths.
Dandelion was fourth by half a length,
though the angle at which the photograph was taken makes it appear as if
he was much fartlier away.
AN UNEXPECTED VICTORV

Another curious scene appears in the
engraving on page 492, which shows six
horses in the three-year-old race on the
3d of May, last year, at Jamaica. Barbary Belle, ridden by Notter, and Edna
Jackson, steered by Mountain, are in the
lead, and racing stride for stride, while
in the shadow of the pair is Slickaway.
On the extreme right is Keator, ridden
by Garner; the other two are Rye and
Workmaid. Notter and Mountain did
something often seen on the race-track,
and almost always with the same result
—that is, they raced close together in
front and watched each other, never
dreaming of trouble from
another
quarter.
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Soon after the field steamed away
from the barrier, Notter and Mountain
cut out a fearful pace; and for some
time both kept it up. Edna Jackson
was first to show signs of feeling the
gait, and when the head of the stretch
was reached there was not much going
left in her. All this time Garner was

MAGAZINE
lengthened. In the event. Garner fooled
the talent, and demonstrated what can
be got out of a mediocre horse if handled cleverly in a race.
SOME S T E E P L E C H A S E

INCIDENTS

The incident shown on page 493—
where a horse, after losing his rider,
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A CLOSE AND EXCITING FINISH — ORACULUM, RED RIVER, AND ZAL ( N O , I 6 ) RACING PRACTICALLY
LEVEL ON T H E HOME-STRETCH, WITH SAKACINESCA ( N O . 1 2 )
ONLY A FEW F E E T BEHIND
From a ci)i>yrishtt'd thotogral^h by Hemtuent, New York

on the rail with Keator; and as they
spun by the turn he gained several
lengths on the leading pair, who were
away out on the track and running wide.
Then, sizing up the position correctly.
Garner boomed the old sprinter along in
rare style, winning easily by four lengths
from Barbary Belle, with Edna Jackson
in third place by three lengths.
In connection with this race, there
was an instance of expert judgment
going wrong. Jimmy McCormick, the
ex-jockey, said that Keator could not
win because he had the r a i l ; and on the
prophecy being whispered around, the
odds against the horse immediately

gallops along with the field and completes the full distance—is not an uncommon occurrence on the steeplechase
course. This particular case was in the
race for the Brook Cup, a three-mile
handicap run at Belmont Park on October 12, 1907. The riderless horse is
(jarrett, who fell lightly at the second
fence, sending his jockey spinning oiT
his back, but cjuickly regained his pins
and broke away after the field. In his
mad career he scooted past some of the
obstacles, jumped others, and dodged in
and out among the other horses as they
ran. As Gus Straus was about to challenge Coligny on the run home. Gar-
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rett crossed him, and spoiled whatever
chance he had of being first.
As Garrett was led into the paddock,
a seeming expert was heard to say, for
the benefit of the world at large:
" My, if he hadn't thrown his rider,
he would have won sure ! "
The wiseacre was venting a common illusion, having failed to consider
that the riderless animal was lightened
of about one hundred and fifty pounds
—a handicap which means a good deal
over a stretch of country.
HOW

HORSES

LAND

FROM

A

JUMP

Another phase of the cross-country
sport is shown in the engraving below,
whicli illustrates the common mistake of
riding over fence with too short stirrups.
The horse in the lead, and about to land,
is Blue Pigeon ; the other is Gus Straus.
As can be seen, both the riders are leaning too far forward, a method which
throws the horse's weight on his withers,
and causes him to stumble on landing—
or, at any rate, to be slow in recovering
his stride. With long stirrups, the rider
can give his horse a good lift as he rises
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at the take-off, and on landing he can
throw his own shoulders back toward the
animal's loins. This helps the horse to
alight without much of a jar, and without the pause that is so noticeable in
most of our steeplechasers.
The best-schooled "chaser" goes from
hind leg to hind leg over all his fences,
and lands in just the same position as if
after a stride. With such horses, a big
jump simply means the omission of one
stride, there being nothing lost either at
the take-off or at the landing. A forcible demonstration of this style of fencing
was seen about a year ago, when the
English horse named John M. P. appeared on the New York courses. H e
simply galloped over the fences, his
speed in passing through the air being
even greater than when covering the
same distance on the flat. T h e secret
of this was that as John M. P. sailed
over his jumps he gathered his hind legs
under him, so that they were in the right
position to hit the ground when he
landed. Scarcely an American horse can
be found to fence in such perfect style.
Almost invariably our " chasers" land

OVER T H E WATER-JUMP IN A S T E E P L E C H A S E — T H E LEADING HORSE, BLUE PIGEON,
ILLUSTRATES T H E STIFF POSITION IN WHICH MOST STEEPLECHASERS
LAND ON THEIR FORE LEGS AFTER A JUMP
From a copyrighted ihotograih

by Hemtiient, New York
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HOW A JOCKEY BECOMES ALMOST PART AND PARCEL OF HIS H O R S E — N O T E EDDIE

DUGAN'S

POSITION AS HE CLINGS TO T H E NECK OF THE LEADING HORSE,
LAD OF LANGDON
From

a cofyrisliled

thotografh

by Hcmmcnt.
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York

T H E TWO EXTREMES OF A GALLOPING H O R S E ' S ACTION—THE LEADER,

HALIFAX,

IS FULLY

EXTENDED, WITH TWO F E E T ON T H E TRACK ; T H E OTHER HORSE, SUFFRAGE, HAS
ALL FOUR F E E T BUNCHED UNDER HIM, AFTER MAKING A SPRING
From a cotyrishted

ihotosrath

by Hemnient,

New

York
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on their fore legs, like Blue Pigeon, and
a pause and a stumble follow.
AN EXCITING F I N I S H

A warm tussle on the home-stretch is
shown in the illustration on page 494.
The event is the first race at Gravesend
on June 6 of last year.
Oraculum;
owned by George Odom, the former
jockey, has the rail, and stretched out
on the track are Red River, Zal, and
Saracinesca, the respective jockeys being
Radtke, Mountain, Schilling, and Miller.
Saracinesca's n u m b e r — 1 2 — is plainly
visible, and so is Zal's—16.
To judge from the position of Saracinesca's legs, he is almost done for, and
is dropping to a sort of straggling handgallop. Zal's head, too, has a listless
appearance, and lacks the aggressive
look that marks the animal capable of
a smashing iinish. Both are evidently
tired, and their jockeys are crouching as
high as possible for the purpose of relieving the horses of weight. When the
camera snapped, Oraculum, Red River,
and Zal were practically level; but as
they tore under the wire, the first-named
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had it by a neck from Red River, who
beat Zal by two necks. Saracinesca was
half a length away in fourth place, and
altogether it was a remarkably close
finish.
The upper engraving on page 496
shows an extreme case of the jockey's
forward position. The leading horse is
Lad of Langdon.
Eddie Dugan, the
little fellow riding him, is far out upon
the animal's neck, and looks almost as
if he grew there. Some experts claim,
and perhaps rightly, that during a race
a good jockey becomes practically part
and parcel of his mount. It is certain
that such a position minimizes the resistance of the air, and in a driving
finish it may easily decide the question
of victory or defeat.
The lower engraving on the same page
shows the two extremes of galloping
action. Halifax, the leader, is fully extended, with the opposite fore and hind
legs on the ground. Suffrage, the other
horse, is suspended in the air, just after
making his spring. The picture is a remarkable illustration of what the camera
can do with fast-moving objects.

LEAN HARD ON ME
LEAN hard on me, beloved. Thy frail feet—
I kiss them!—some rough day may chance to meet
Along thy careless path now roses strewn,
A hidden thorn, a cruel, bruising stone.
Lean hard on me. Thy roses dewy red,
Red of thy morn's first gladness, may be dead
To-morrow, shattered, scattered on the wind,
And withered thorns alone be left behind
To wound thy glowing fingers, and dark rue
Thrust into hands that only roses knew.
Lean hard on me, beloved, all the way;
Lean hard, for I would be thy staff, thy stay,
Thy burden-bearer in life's pilgrimage.
Now in thy rosy youth and when gray age
Sits on this brow I touch so lovingly.
Lean hard on me, beloved, lean hard on me!
Elisabeth May Montague
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H E invalid whose hours were regulated for him by the doctor
• was already out on the veranda.
He was pounced upon by the first of the
matrons, who later rocked in a long line,
distilling slow scandal over their fancywork.
" Oh, Mr. Mallory, were you here
when they went by to the drawing of
the nets? Which girl did Elliott Whiteley t a k e ? "
He lent himself to her rapacious curiosity with the patience which his enforced sojourn among the knitters and
gossipers had taught him. She turned
to greet another arrival triumphantly.
" What did I tell you? Mr. Mallory
says young Mr. Whiteley was with Miss
PicceUi this morning! "
The other established herself in a
rocking-chair near Mallory, and took out
her crocheting.
" Well, he took Helen Mason to the
dance last night, anyhow. And his
mother told me he spoke particularly
about not liking girls to be so loud in
their dress as some here."
" Did she think he meant—"
" Of course he meant Miss Piccelli's
red bathing-suit."
" But he's always in swimming with
her!"
" That's because Helen Mason won't
do horrid, conspicuous things like diving from the end of the pier.
Hush!
Here comes Mrs. Whiteley."
There was a moment's silence as the
anxious-eyed woman with a black knit
shawl over her shoulders approached
them.
She greeted Mallory, inquired
for his health with the conscientiousness
due to a distant relationship, and passed
on to the two beyond.

TAYLOR

" Oh, I know he's with Miss PicceUi
again this morning," she sighed, sinking
into a chair and beginning to rock to
and fro. " And I went to bed so peaceful last night, thinking that after taking
Helen Mason to the dance—" Her flat
little voice sharpened into impatience.
" Helen can't have any enterprise, or
she'd have made an engagement with
him then to take her somewhere this
morning. When you've got a girl like
that against you—and there's no use talking, men like that kind of a girl! O h ! "
She had a shuddering vision of the future's possibilities. " Will you try to
imagine poor Elliott's taking that flaunting, foreign, untidy creature into his first
parish as the wife of the new r e c t o r ? "
The complete insignificance to which
his ill-health had reduced him was in no
way more forcibly brought home to Mallory than by the carelessness with which
the matrons most interested in the little
drama discussed its development, morning after morning, in his presence. To
them he was not a man, but an invalid;
just as in the afternoons, when the young
actors in the drama were accustomed to
drop down by his chair and talk about
themselves, he felt that their confidences
came from their sense of the impassable
barrier which lay between ' their youth
and strength and his sickly middle age.
He was beyond feeling any bitterness at
this relegation to the ranks of those who
do not count. H e had expended all his
bitterness in the year of misery which had
followed his physical collapse in the
midst of half-finished plans and hot ambitions. H e had attained, by now, a sort
of apathy as to his fate. At moments
he had glimpses of a still further achievement in resignation, when he might cease
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