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10 AN OLD-TIME RACE MEETING.

ideas, with, as a rule, the best of good fellowship over-
flowing with generosity—the gambler’s redeeming virtue—
for a mean gambler is a wretch indeed. Yes—if I came
into £20,000 a yvear to-morrow (may Allah be praised if
it comes off ) the first thing I should do would be to
go in once again for racing in earnest.

Well, well, the saying 15 " on revient fowjowrs d ses
premidres amowrs,” which by the way, may be full of
truth if applied to various hobbies men and women
ride during their lives, though rather fancy it was in-
tended to allude more especially to the relationship of
the sexes, and here candidly *“ 1 hae ma doots ! " y-
way, racing was my first love, and, though I had no
such intention when I first thought of publishing these
“ Experiences,” I expect there will be more about
matters connected with the Turf than any other subject,
before 1 lay down my pen.

Maybe, there's not as much fun to be got out of it
as of yore, but there are sure to be just as good
fellows about ; the roar of the ring, the flash of the
colours as they dash past the post as exciting as ever ;
yet it requires an effort to ignore the horrible appear-
ance of the modern jockey endeavourmng to chhmb up his
horse's neck. Fancy Tom Cannon, Fred Webb or Jim
Goater attempting such a feat ! It would make angels
weep and Admiral Rous turn in his grave |

In support of my views as to the delights of a racing
life I can't help introducing a quotation that I came
across recently, and though no doubt familiar to many,
it seems so appropriate, that [ hope I may be excused
for repeating it here.

[t is an extract from a letter addressed by Harriet
Lady Ashburton to Lord Houghton.

Her Ladyship writes: “If I were to begin life again
I would go on the Turf to get friends. They seem to be
the only people who really hold together, [ don't know
why ; it may be that each knows something that might
hang the other, but the effect is delightful and most



BRECON IN THE EARLY SIXTIES. i

peculiar.” Her Ladyship would no doubt have a[_rpmved
of my assertion that “ there's nowt like racing.”

As I hope we are all more or less agreed on that
point, how can [ do better than commence these
" Experiences * with some account of one or two old-
time race meetings that used to be held in this part
of the world that were a fair sample of the County
and Country Meetings of those days. The more so for
the reason that it was at these meetings | learnt
my first lessons on the Turf, and had this not been the
case, it is more than probable that my friends (I'm not
conceited enough to add the Public ) would have been

5pare-u}:l the ordeal of buying and reading ** Reggie's
book."

Brecon and Monmouth races in the sixties were real
old-fashioned flat race meetings, with a hurdle race
sometimes thrown in. Both have long ceased to exist,
and their glory has departed for ever. The then new
rule as to £300 a day added money, restrictions as to
courses, and the growth of Metropolitan Meetings gave
them, and many others, their guicfus years since.

Brecon races were held on the Island Meadows,
a large open space between the town and river
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"Tis not a far
as I have just said, a

from Brecon to Monmouth, and
general move was the order of the

day from one meeting to the other, even if a few days

mntervened.

The racing at Monmouth was a good deal better class
than at the Welsh gathering, and the division that came

T. V. MoRcan.

on from Brecon were strongly
reinforced by many well-known
followers of the turf, T. V. Morgan
(brother of London’s Lord Mayor
of 1g06) used to live at Aber-
gavenny, and always ran some-
thing ; Mr. Cartwright (of George
Frederick memory), with his old
trainer Tom Oliver, was also
much en fvidesnce, whilst the Hol-
mans, in their dual capacities of
jockey and trainer, were staunch
supporters of the meeting. The
present Lord Tredegar and his
brother, Colonel Fred Morgan,
never missed attending if pos-
sible, and used to bring a large
party from Tredegar Park, and
we often had a ride together.
The late Sir Richard Green Price,
too, and his son, the present
baronet, generally had a look
in and took a prize.
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OLD DAYS AT MONMOUTH. 1g

Sir Walter Blount, Sir C. Wolesley,
Tommy Pickernell (who, I am glad to
say, 18 alive and flourishing), Sir

illiam Call, Sir Morgan Crofton, Sir
Charles Nugent (bless me, what a lof of
baronets ) were patrons, and last, but
not least, my brother-in-law, Sir Walter
smythe (then Captain Smythe). Men-
tion of the latter reminds me of an
extraordinary race that took place at

= Monmouth mm which he played a
f-;: i  prominent part, very nearly too promin-

L

ent, as I think you will agree when,

(L% :b

later on, you've read my description
of what took place.

The old saying of there being “a
river at Monmouth and also at Mace-
don " 1s known to all, but to be strictly
accurate, the originator of this truism
should have stated that there were two
rivers at Monmouth, viz., the Wye and
the Monnow,

In the angle formed where these rivers meet lies a
large circular open meadow, less than a mile in circum-
ference, called Chippenham, and it was on this sort of
common land that the old Monmouth flat race meetings
used to be held in the early sixties.

As I write, what recollections are conjured up in my
mind ! I can see the so-called Grand Stand, a permanent
wooden erection, looking for all the world like a cross
between an old barn and a glorified Punch and Judy
show, capable of accommodating about a couple of
hundred people at the most, with the small enclosure
and saddling paddock, all in one, where a bell was kept
constantly jangling. Space had to be economised to
the utmost, as the course was barely seven furlongs
round, and this only obtained by running on the very

outside,
iC

Loan TrREPEGAR
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A garden at the back of the stand ran down from a
house of some pretensions that faced Monnow Street,
which served as the residence of Her Majesty's Judges
during Assize week.

As [ have said, the Grand Stand could only hold a
very limited number, but in the good old days the county

ople used to make a point of driving on to the course
in grand style, coaches, private omnibuses and carriages

ore.
i * Some they came in coaches,
Some they came in chaises,
Others came in donkey-carts,
And many walked like blazes."

I have seen the best part of a dozen four-in-hands
lining the ropes opposite the stand, so there was no need
for owners or their friends to get up in the Punch and
]u-:%_}' box to have a good view of the races. "“Ahme!™
as Hans Breitmann might say, * where are dose coaches
now ? "' with their festive luncheons and all the rest of
it. They hold a steeple-chase meeting near Monmouth
nowadays on another course. I went there last year.
But what a change ! Not a carriage, much less a coach
to be seen; and in their place some score motors,
puffing and blowing, snorting and smelling, luncheon
and ﬁuspit:ﬂity conspicuous by their absence. A
sansage and mash at the back of the Grand Stand, unless
you haIi.rlpen to be a member of the club, when you can
enjoy the privilege of paying for your luncheon, is all
the casual visitor is likely to get. All this, 1 suppose,
comes under the head of modern improvements, so there’s
nothing more to be said, especially as 1 was taken there
in a motor myself.

The old meeting extended over two days, and many of
the county people used to stay either at the Beaufort
Arms or the King's Head for two or three nights, a race
ordinary being held at the latter after the first day's
racing, at which all the ladies and gentlemen dined ;
toasts being proposed and speeches made as befitted the
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occasion. On the second night a Race Ball was held
at the Beaufort Arms, attended, as the local reporter
put it, “by all the
f'“ﬁ%ualit}r and Elite" of
the neighbourhood.
The Clerk of the
S Course and Manager of
. . the whole meeting was a
' — o well-known racing char-
g acter in those days, and
SN it was mainly due to his
energy and connection
with the racing world
that the races were so
successful. There are
many still living who
LitTie DvEs—CLERE oF COORSE, will remember little
Dyke, who ran horses
“under the assumed name of Mr. Adams. A dwarf, not
more I should say, than 3 ft. 6
inches in height, and deformed, he
was as cute as they make ‘em, and
A rare judge of racing. Owning a
few horses, it was to the erratic
rformance of one of these, during
the Monmouth meeting, that 1 am
indebted for the subject matter of
a tragic but somewhat amusing
exXperience.

By the way, if report
is correct, httle Dvyke
had a very narrow escape
from falling a victim to
Palmer, the Rugeley /
poisoner. Palmer being
considerably in his debt,
had invited Dyke to go T
and Eta}i' with him, his ThHE Late Dok oF BeavroeT.
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usual means of procedure when he wanted to dispose of a
friend.

As luck would have it, however, the Cook murder
came to light just at that time, and Palmer was arrested
before Dyke had an opportunity of availing himself of
his hospitality.

Of course, the late Duke of Beaufort was a staum:h
supporter of the meeting, invariabl }i' entertaining a |

party of racing friends at Troy his old :I'
place within sight of the r:nurse That the Badmmtnn
coach was :nlwa esent on these occasions I need
scarcely say. Old %E:hnl'm Day used to bring two or three
horses over from Danebury to run for the Duke and
dear old Harry Hastmgﬁ, and amongst other guests
staying at Troy House, Lord Westmorland, George
Payne, Josey Little, Lorraine Baldwin, and The Badger
(Captain Grﬁatnrex]l were pretty safe finds. And now
Troy has been sold and transformed into a nunnery, where
they take in washing. The pity of it !

Epﬂak:ing for myself, 1 was generally very lucky at
Monmouth, winning a lot of races, mostly on my own
horses, My old friend Fog Rowlands had charge of
what I had in training in those days, and a rare time
we had of it. What a good sort he was, to be sure !
I had a grand old horse in Stockinger, by Stockwell out of
Lad}r Evelyn, who in the welter races of those days was

1{; invincible, no weight ai)par&ntly being able to
stup im. A lig it boy was of no earthly use on his
back. 1 won no cnd nI races on him, m fact was never
beaten but once, and then only because I was unlucky
enough to be knocked over when coming into the straight.

[ can hear old Foggy now when I was weighing in
after carrying an awfuT' weight first past the post,
reply to the Clerk of the Scales’ enquiry * What vrclght
Mr. Rowlands?¢ " *“ Three ton seven,” replied Fogo,
““and please be very careful about the extra 7 lbs. ! ™

On one occasion [ recollect riding and winning—
I think much to the then owner's surprise—on Vuican,
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who afterwards turned out such a crack when the pro-
perty of the late M. Lefevre, H.I'ﬂ-l’.‘l-l'l%’st other performances
winning the Lincoln Handicap, for which he walked
over after a dead heat with Veranda.

Bless me, I could fill pages with the fun we had at
Monmouth !

Fogo's great Pigeon Match, for instance, when after
firing at about a dozen birds without touching a feather,
he found, curiously enough, there was no shot in his
cartridges. Didn't he match himself after dinner, too,
one night to run 50 vards up Monnow Street, carrying
me on his back, whilst a fat man, one of the party, ran
a hundred yards ! It was a terrific race, but Foep wor
by half a length, unfortunately stumbling in the last
stride past the post, shooting me over hisghea:i and, in
so doing, falling on top, amidst the wild cheering of
his backers.

But to the story in connection with one of Dyke's
horses running in a match at the Monmouth meeting
of 1873. This, though only of local interest, was the
cause of a terrible row that might have led to disastrous
consequences to the hero of it, vz,
]acﬁnﬂdwin, as fine a horseman
as ever sat in the saddle, and as
well known in those days between
the Hags as he is now in the Show
Ring. Jack was—or rather is—a
Monmouthshire man, having been
born and bred in Abergavenny, and
riding together in various races, as
was frequently the case, we naturall 1.r
saw a good deal of each other.
Besides this, living as he did at
Abergavenny, where his father was
landlord of the Swan Hotel, only

Jacx Goonwr, six miles from Clytha, I had known

him since bovhood.
For some unaccountable reason, for a fairer ridden
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race to all a rances [ never saw, a section of the
outside public took it into their heads that Jack
Goodwin had not tried to win. No doubt, having
backed the local man for their shillings and lost, they felt
they must take it out of someone, 5o, as Jack rode back
to the weighing-room, after pulling up, he was surrounded
by a howling crowd of disappointed supporters headed
by two or three most ruffianly looking scoundrels who
were exciting the crowd to violence. As luck would
have it, there were several of us gentlemen riders in the
walghm -room, preparing to weigh out for the next

race. Hearing the tumult we all mﬂdﬂ for the door, and
secing the parlous case poor Jack was in, dashed to
the rescue.

We weren't long getting on to the course, you may be
sure, and pushing our way through the crowd till we
reached Jack and his horse—the latter, now nearly
frightened to death by the tumult, lashing out freely in
all directions, thus helping to keep the people back a
bit. I don’t think Jack cared much about the situation
either, as it was evident that the mob meant mischief,
and were apparently thirsting for his blood.

There was nothing for it but to get both horse and
rider back into the enclosure, and this we managed b{
keeping up a sort of running fight till we got throu
the dock gate, which was immediately closed bthmd
us, leaving the now infuriated mob raging outside the
palings. Jack was hustled into the welghing-room,
and as it was impossible for him to get away by the
front entrance, a sturdy policeman gave him a leg over
the wall into the garden of the Judge's residence before
mentioned, and thus through the house into Monnow
Street. Once there, Jack was not slow in making himself
scarce, you may be sure.

All this took but a few minutes, and hurrying back
to the stand we found a pretty state of affairs in course
of development. The mob, furious at being disappointed
of their prey, were now making a determined attack
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on the palings with the intention of invading the sacred
precincts of the enclosure and stand. The raillings were
old and feeble, and it was evident could not for long
withstand the pressure. In a few minutes more the
inevitable happened ; down went the rails, and into the
enclosure poured the crowd, cheering lustily as they
rushed wildly on to complete their wictory. The
“ Mealey " (mélée), as I once heard a cavalry riding
school master describe a scrimmage, now became general,
the crowd surging dangerously around the bench on which
the Duke of Beaufort and a friend or two had perched
themselves to get a better view of the n:Es,dmgs.

Hard fight as we made of it, for the mumenl: we could
make but little impression on the vociferating, gesti-
culating mob, who seemed to make the Duke's vantage
ground the object of their attack. Making their final
rush, we were momentarily driven back by superior
numbers, and then the catastrophe happened. Over
went the bench and over went the Duke, His Grace,
Josey Little (who fought like a Trojan), and sundry
others all struggling on the ground together. The
Duke really seemed to enjoy the situation as he picked
himself up and, our forces rallving, we began steadily
to drive back the now somewhat discomfited rioters,
The uproar still continued, and [ could see little Dyke,
who, being badly adapted to a rough-and-tumble of an
sort, had managed to scramble up into the Grand Stand,
waving his arms the while he screamed at the top of his
shrill falsetto voice, “ Save the Dook, gentlemen, for
Gawd’s sake, save the Dook 1™

Yes, there were merry doings on Monnow side and
elsewhere in the days of the Danebury Hoops.

Whilst on the subject of Jack Goodwin, I cannot
refrain from narrating the following anecdote about s
father, a quaint old gentleman, who, as I have already
mentioned, kept the Swan Hotel at Abergavenny.

One terrible dark and windy night in the depths of
winter, a traveller arrived at t{E Swan in the shape of
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MonmouTH AcaiNn.—" First Past THE Post.”

It was also at Monmouth, I can't remember the exact
year, but about 1873 will be near enough, that an amusing
incident occurred in connection with one of the races
that has caused me many a laugh, though it nearly
ended in a termble hasco.

We were a large party, as usual, staying at Clytha for
the race week, about a dozen of us I should say—and
after dinner at the King's Head, at which hostelry we
always remained for the night, began extolling the menits
of sundry horses of sorts we owned, and what they
could do.

Well, the upshot of it was that from words we pro-
ceeded to deeds, with the result that a private sweep-
stakes was arranged for the following day—twelve stone

each, two miles on the ﬂ};.t, to be ndden
bymembers of the company then present.

At that time my brother-in-law, Cap-
tain Smythe (now Sir Walter), who for
twenty-five years was Polo Manager at
Hurlingham, and as good a sportsman
as ever got into, or was shot out of, a
saddle, was mad to get a mount when-
ever the chance offered itself—good, bad
v or indifferent, it didn’t matter in the
least. For some reason or other, which
I've forgotten, we had given him the
soubriquet of * Major Walker," and
whenever he got a mount insisted
upon putting him up as “ The Major.”
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in front. For once I was fairly puzzled and my hair
began to stand on end at the catastrophe I could see
plainly looming in the distance, for mine was backed
for a heap of money and my friends on to a man.
Evidently I should have to ride all I knew if the situation
was to be saved.

Diagram was still full of running and by degrees I
drew up to Old Tom's quarters, then to his girths, and
there I stuck, and only about another hundred yards
to go, Major Walker, confound him, riding for all he was
worth. Should T ever do it? A bit of luck, Old Tom
changed his leg. Another three strides I was fairly
alongside, and settling down for a final effort, just man-
aged to land on the post by a short head. Gad! what
a relief, though for the life of me I could not read the
riddle.

I weighed in all right, but where was Major Walker ?
No signs of him at scales. They were not so particular in
those days and no one objected to the placings, so after
a glass of champagne at our coach, and a change of togs,
I commenced a search for the gallant Major.

At last T ran him to ground doing himself well in
some one's private omnibus.

“Hallo! my boy,” I said, “ that was a Hades of a
race, how on earth do you account for it? Why, you
as nezr did me as I don't care to think of !

Taking the tumbler of champagne from his lips, and
making a mysterious sign, he clambered out of the
conveyance and led me on one side.

* Hush,” he whispered, *“ what weight did you carry ?"'

“Why,” I replied, “ twelve stone each, of course, the
same as you ! "

Glancing over his shoulder to see there was no one
within hearing and again turning to me, “ Yes,” he said,
“we all ought to have carried the same weight, but
you know I only weigh ten stone so had to put up two
stone of lead to make it right. That idiot of an Irish
servant of mine, who saddled Old Tom, knowing both



FIRST PAST THE FPOST



“FIRST PAST THE POST-~ 31

horses belonged to yon, thought it would make no differ-
ence, and never put it up, so you were giving me
two stone. Of course, I was as astonished as you at the
fight the old horse was making, and only found it out
whenrl took off my saddle to weigh in; ‘and there you
are !’

“Well, that accounts for the running,"” 1 replied,

Mixe Expraixs.

" and thank goodness it came off right, but where is that
double-distilled ass of a man of yours ! I want a few
words with him, I can assure you ! "

" There he is,” said the Major, * over there with the
horses."

Making my way to where he stood, Mike," said I
(his name being Michael), ** you hoary-headed old sinner,



32 MONMOUTH AGAIN.

what the deuce is the meaning of this the Captain has
been telling me? A nice mess you nearly made of it,
and it's not your fault there ain't no end of bother ! ™

“ Well, ver honour, I'm real sorry, but it's like this,"
replied I#Iﬂ:e lmg off his hat and scratching his head
vigorousl I'm to blame no doubt, Sorr, but I'm
that fﬂng of Dld Tom 1 could not stand him carrying
all that weight of lead, and him having no chance what-
ever, and t_hat*s. the truth.” Grinning all over his face
he continued, * and a moighty foine race he made of
it, did the Owld Tom, bless him ! didn't he now, yer
honour ? Be jabers he’d have won but for your riding
like ould Nick. Anyway, it was a grand race, Sorr. The
little Captain, too, he was in Hivin wid de sport.”

A sudden idea occurred to me, and looking at Mike
as seriously as I could, which was trying under the
circumstances, I said, ** You did not back him, of course ?"

Mike took a sweeping glance round to make sure no
one was listening, “ Whisper, yer honour,” said he,
leaning forward, ** Whisper,” and Ehlekdmg his mouth
with a huge hand, at the same time approaching my
ear, I heard him say, his voice struggtmg with Eup-
pressed merriment, *“ By the Holy mﬂver honor,
was bound to have five shallin’, on the d horse _J'Erst
past the post !



