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CLARKSON:   “… if you are betting on a race in Wolverhampton, on a Friday evening, then you are a 

friendless drunk and you should get some help!” 

A Day At The Races with Jeremy Clarkson 
FORMER Top Gear anchor JEREMY CLARKSON has been sued, lambasted and physically  

attacked for his outspoken views on everything from the Irish to motor vehicles to Queen Elizabeth. 

Here’s a piece by Clarkson on a day at the races – tongue-in-cheek, not all negative, with kudos for 

the live racing experience and really funny, which should be really all that matters! 

WHEN you watch horse racing on the television 

you’re told by hieroglyphics on the screen and by 

the race caller that the action is coming from the 

3.20 at Lingfield. But is it? Because Pontefract and 

Lingfield and Wetherby all look the same? Only a 

very small number, of very small people, would be 

able to tell the difference. 

 

I’ve thought for a long time that when colour  

television was invented, a horse race was filmed 

and they just use the same footage over and over 

again. Because can you tell Graphic Decapitation  

Decapitation from Tell-Tale Skidmark? Of course 

not. Claiming that horses are all different is like  

saying ants have recognisable faces. They’re all just 

milk bottles. Identical. 

 

And there’s more. We are expected to believe that a 

television cameraman or camerawoman spends years 

being an assistant. He or she humps tripods up and 

down hills, drives vans through the night and learns 

about all the latest breakthroughs in digital  

technology so that one day they can sit in the mist, 

on top of a Citroën, filming a sport  (to page 2) 
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CLARKSON GOES RACING (..cont) 

 

being watched by only half a dozen red-nosed drunks 

in betting shops in the north. 

 

Think about it. Every single horse race is filmed,  

apparently. That means at least six sound recordists 

and six cameramen at four different courses, six days 

a week. If that were really happening, there would be 

no crews left for anyone else. David Attenborough 

would have had to film his nature programmes on a 

camera phone. 

 

This Friday you will not be able to watch Fleetwood 

Town play Gillingham on the television, but you will 

— we are told — be able to watch the action from 

Uttoxeter and Wolverhampton. And that makes no 

sense. Because in horse racing there never is any  

action. It’s just meat running about. As a sporting 

spectacle, it’s even more dreary than Formula One. 

 

Of course, it works if you have some money on 

Womble Boy and it’s leading by a nose with a  

furlong to go. But if you are betting on a race in 

Wolverhampton, on a Friday evening, then you are 

a friendless drunk and you should get some help. 

What’s weird, though, is that horse racing does 

work extremely well if you watch it live. 

 

I went to Newbury the other day and had lunch in 

the royal box with various owners who were  

competing with one another to see who had the 

fastest pet. 

 

I’d like to say this was all rather tragic, but the 

truth is that I have a shoot and I’ve been known to 

just fire my gun repeatedly into the air so people 

who run neighbouring shoots think: “Clarkson’s 

having a better day than me so I’d better kill  

myself.” 

 

It’s all part of growing up and being a man 

and having an ego. Which is why, in horse 

racing, people will spend millions — lots of 

millions — on a horse with a fast dad. Just 

so they can have a faster pet than Sheikh 

Hakeem Makeem Dhakeem. Or Mr 

O’Reilly from Kildare. 
 

Outside the royal box, it was a scrum of tweed and 

red noses and people queuing for the cash  

machine. It was an alloy of hope and drink and fur. 

And at one point I was taken into the paddock so 

people could take my picture. 

 

After a little while, some horses were brought out 

and somehow we were expected to be able to tell 

which ones stood a chance and which ones were 

going to limp home last in the race after the one 

they’d started.  

 

They all looked exactly the same to me. So I 

picked one that was running at 8-1 — I always do 

that, even though it has never, ever worked — and 

went off to give Honest John from Liverpool some 

of my money. He took it gratefully and gave me 

some banter and a bit of paper, which I put in the 

bin because it would never be worth anything. And 

then the race began. There’s no getting round the  

http://www.tellytrack.com/


3 

 

CLARKSON GOES RACING (...cont) 

 

fact that it’s all very brilliant. Fuelled by sloe gin and 

whiskey and beer, people begin to make noises that 

rise in volume to become, in the final few moments, 

like the sound of 4-million startled geese. And then 

it’s done and Jeremy Kyle is dancing around because 

his pet has won and no one hears cries for lost fancies. 

 

All of this noise and excitement and gunfire is  

infectious. And that’s before we get to the summer-

time events such as Royal Ascot or the Melbourne 

Cup in Australia, where women decide that in order to 

watch a horse running along, they must not wear 

knickers and should fall over in the paddock every 

five minutes. 

 

I don’t know why they do this. I think it’s because 

they have it in their minds that horse racing is posh, 

which it is, of course. But what makes it posh is that 

you have the lords and the ladies and the groundsmen 

and the dry stone wallers and none of the idiots in  

between. You and me? We are just there to make a 

noise and fill the tills. 

 

And it works. We go there, into the olden days, and 

we have no idea what’s going on. We place our bets 

for reasons that make no sense, which gives us  

something to cheer about when the race happens, and 

then we have an egg sandwich and some more sloe 

gin and then another girl falls over and when it’s all 

finished it’s cost us whatever we chose to spend and 

that, for an exciting day out, is not bad value. 

 

When we get back we don’t feel compelled to watch 

the highlights on television because the sport’s not 

important — and it wasn’t really televised anyway. 

No. It’s because we could spend a day dressing up and 

sounding like geese and having a drink with our 

friends. And there’s always a chance that you could 

go home with a wallet so full that it’s actually  

uncomfortable to sit on. This, I’m told, is the most 

wonderful feeling in the world, because winning £50 

is better than earning a hundred. Thanks to tax, 

actually, it amounts to the same thing! - from The 

Times, London. 

Two from Golden Touch 
 

GOLDEN Touch Thoroughbreds sold a colt by 

Seventh Rock from Paris At Night for R450,000 

at the recent CTS Lanzerac Ready To Run Sale. 

They’ll have a half-sister by Duke Of Marmalade 

in the barn at the 2018 CPYS and she’s likely to 

get some attention. 

 

Gary Jolliffe of Golden Touch told:  “She’s Lot 

96 and we named her Lady Of Lutetia because 

the city of Lutetia was the predecessor of the  

present-day Paris. Her half-brother Night In  

Seattle earned bold black type, he was Gr3 placed 

in South Africa and won all the major races in  

Mauritius.  She’s not the biggest filly, but we 

measure our horses often, she is growing steadily. 

She is very nice, well conformed.” 

Golden Touch has one other on offer, Lot 122 

Cavalieri, by Oratorio from the Gr2 winner Re-

flective Image.  He’s also medium sized, just over 

15 hands and Jolliffe said:  “His whole family all 

started off at 15.1 and grew to over 16 hands.  

He’s a lovely colt, he and the filly received  

accolades when the judges came around.”- tt. 

Lot 122, Cavalieri 

LINK TO FORMGRIDS HERE. 

http://www.formgrids.org/subscriber/fgRaceCards.aspx
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He is a cowboy and so what? 

ONE of those clueless morons on a racing forum once  

described Christophe Soumillon as a “Cowboy” who  

doesn’t deserve his jockeys’ licence. Truth is, Christophe 

loves nothing more than riding out in the hills on his farm 

near Chantilly. In his spare time, he rode 302 winners in 

2017, a European record.  

Gorgeous blonde needs a home 

BLONDIE (above) is a mare available for adoption from 

the Cape Recovery and Rehabilitation Centre. “She’s a  

gorgeous mare, very calm” said a spokesperson. Visit 

http://carthorse.org.za  for the full list of horses looking for 

homes.  - tt. 

http://www.bettingworld.co.za/
http://www.highlandsfarmstud.co.za/
http://www.klawervlei.co.za/
http://www.salesring.co.za/
http://www.racingassoction.co.za/
http://www.klawervlei.co.za/
http://carthorse.org.za
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