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Introduction



Any time there is a concentration of attention on one segment of society, the temptation to generalize, or draw sweeping conclusions, usually comes galloping up alongside.


That won’t happen here, for that was never the point of this project — even though the book is entirely about contemporary women whose lives are devoted in some form or another to the Thoroughbred racehorse.


Instead, the purpose is to introduce to the reader a group of horse racing participants that is as varied and vital as it is interesting. It is made up of a cross-section of women from many parts of the United States, as well as England and Mexico.


Women currently occupy a wide variety of extremely significant roles in racing. Their presence and influence are apparent in every aspect of the sport, which is remarkable when one recalls that hardly more than a generation ago racing was still — as it had been for centuries — almost completely dominated by men. Where did these women come from? What prompted them to penetrate this male bastion and seek such vocations as jockey, trainer, ownerbreeder, television commentator, veterinarian, photographer, track official, clocker, chart caller, pari-mutuel clerk, and groom?


The answers follow — provided by nineteen individuals whose backgrounds range all over the socioeconomic spectrum, from the landed gentry to former migrant worker, with a rich layer of twenty-first century Americana in between.


Almost all of the women were driven by a shared passion: a love of horses and Thoroughbred racing. Many of them were willing to make great personal sacrifices to stay in the sport. Some went places where few women had gone before, thus breaking new ground on journeys that were sometimes grueling, and often inspiring.


Their stories are recounted in their own words, and these words reflect determination, self-awareness, courage, humor, and a deep appreciation of the Thoroughbred horse and the life that swirls about it — year, after year, after year.


We consider it a privilege that these women agreed to share these stories with us. We are grateful to all of them.


❖❖❖❖❖


We dedicate this book to all who work with and admire the Thoroughbred horse, and to our families.


❖❖❖❖❖


John and Julia McEvoy


Evanston, Illinois, 2001


In 2001, my dad and I wrote Women in Racing, which was an attempt to highlight the many important roles women were playing in the male-dominated sport of Thoroughbred racing. More than twenty years later, while there is demonstrable progress for women throughout the sport, American Thoroughbred racing remains male dominated. Perhaps nowhere is this clearer than when it comes to women riders. Take a look today at any race card in Australia and you’ll find half the entries are piloted by females. In the United States women riders remain rare, and in America’s premier events women continue to be largely left out. For example, in the Breeders’ Cup, run since 1984, women make up just 1 percent of all riders; in Triple Crown races women have ridden just eight times since 1970. American racing remains out of step with progress made by women in just about every other industry, after decades of equal rights legislation, civil rights litigation, and the feminist and “Me Too” movements.


In republishing Women in Racing I am including a new chapter featuring Diane Crump, who became the first woman ever to ride in a Thoroughbred pari-mutuel horse race at a recognized American racetrack on February 7, 1969. Just a few months later she became the first female jockey to ride in the Kentucky Derby. Crump takes us back in time to those moments in order to help us get perspective on where women riders are in this country today and what it will take for them to have truly equal opportunity as we move ahead.


—Julia McEvoy, April 2022










Chapter 1 Linda Rice Not Afraid of Hard Work



One of America’s best young trainers was about to conclude another busy morning at rain-drenched Saratoga. With a thirty-horse stable split between two barns at the ancient Spa, logistical nightmares had to be addressed in addition to the soggy conditions that had resulted from some twelve straight hours of August rain.


But despite the weather, Linda Rice was in an excellent mood. Two nights earlier, at the final session of the Saratoga yearling sale, one of her clients, Harry Quadrucci, had bought three well-bred youngsters for a total of nearly $600,000.


This was a major development for Rice, who rarely had her talented hands on blue-blooded racing stock. Practicing her craft on much more modestly pedigreed runners, Rice — who was born in 1964 and who saddled her first winner in 1988 — has nevertheless saddled 332 winners and has had total earnings of more than $10.7 million through late May 2001. She has trained ten stakes winners, including graded-stakes winners Double Booked, Ready Jet Go, and Tenski. (When the lastnamed captured the Queen Elizabeth II Challenge Cup in 1998, Rice became the first woman trainer to win a grade I race at Keeneland.)


Notable among Rice’s stakes winners in 2000 was City Zip, a nine-thousand-dollar yearling she developed into the winner of the Sanford, Saratoga Special, and Hopeful Stakes at Saratoga. Runner-up to City Zip in the Sanford and finishing in a dead heat with him for the win in the grade I Hopeful was Yonaguska, a $1.9-million yearling trained by Hall of Famer D. Wayne Lukas, a longtime family friend. City Zip was a finalist for champion two-year-old male in 2000.


My family was from Wisconsin, and up there where we lived people do a lot with horses — 4-H, horse shows, rodeos; a lot of activities. They have fairs where they race horses. My grandfather, Loyal Rice, drove logging horses. He was a schoolteacher. He also showed Arabian horses and Quarter Horses, and he raced some Arabians. He was born in Wisconsin, with an Irish-German background.


Like his father, my dad (Clyde Rice) became a schoolteacher. He taught science, and he coached wrestling. To supplement his income from teaching, he started working with horses. He started buying unbroke horses. He would work with them every day after school, breaking them and training them, then reselling them for a profit as saddle horses. He was, like, doing early pinhooking.


My dad grew up with Wayne Lukas, who is also from Antigo. Wayne was a teacher and a coach (basketball), too. My dad and Wayne rodeoed together and bought horses together. They’d buy a bunch of wild, unbroke horses for seven-hundred dollars and then sell each of them, once they’d worked with them, for maybe five-hundred dollars. They could both teach young horses and young children. They were good at it.
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Her genuine affection for horses has helped Linda Rice succeed as a trainer.








Wayne and my dad worked their way through saddle horses to show horses to eventually racing some horses; first at fairs in Wisconsin, later in other places. My father is a very ambitious man. And, of course, that ambition carried down to his children.
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En route to the winner’s circle with City Zip.








Eventually this passion for the horses and the income from it was greater than his income from teaching. During the summers when I was maybe three or four years old, we’d go up to Canada, to Winnipeg, where he’d race horses until school started again. We (her parents and her brothers, Bryan, Curt, and Wayne) lived in a little twenty-foot trailer, camping out for the summer. They were good times. Oh, yeah, they were wonderful times.


After about two summers of that, my dad decided to give up school teaching. He moved the whole family to West Virginia. He sold our farm in Wisconsin. He had decided to race Thoroughbreds full time, and he used the money from the farm for horses. We found ourselves at Waterford Park, living in tack rooms for about a month until my dad got a trailer rented in a trailer park across the street from the racetrack. The grandparents, all our cousins, were back in Wisconsin. My grandmother, her name was Louise, would send “care packages” to us, stuff us kids liked, bubble gum and candy.


I was about six years old when we made that move. When Grandma sent stuff, I’d send her a letter back. One of the letters that I sent said, “We’re having fun here at Waterford Park, and thank you for the stuff. We miss you.” On the bottom, there was a P.S. that said, “Ms. Josh is in the sixth race on Friday.” When my grandmother passed away ten years ago, my mother was going through things of hers and found that letter.


Anyway, my dad bought a few horses and then turned them into more horses. He is brilliant at making something out of nothing. He went there with nothing, and he created something. We stayed there at Waterford for probably three years. Then my father decided to move to another racetrack, Penn National, which was just being opened up. He wanted to move forward to what he thought would be a better track. And he and my mother thought that area would be a better place to raise a family.


They put a down payment on a farm in Pennsylvania. This was a big move for them. I think they put down 10 percent on a $75,000 farm. My brother Brian, he was the oldest child, remembers that my parents were standing in the yard looking at this farmhouse, and one of us kids said, “God, wouldn’t it be wonderful to live here?” My parents didn’t think they could afford to buy it. But with all the excitement from the kids, they just decided they were going to go ahead and do it.


My dad had to save his cash for the horses, so we lived in that farmhouse with no furniture for about a year. It was an old house with a log-cabin kitchen. We slept on the floor in sleeping bags. But we had our own bedrooms. That was very exciting for us. Our stuff was in boxes. One of the boxes had an old black-and-white television set on it. When I look back on what my family went through, it’s amazing to me.


It was a struggle at first, but we had a great time as a family. We loved living there. This was a farm on which they had raised cows. My dad renovated the cow barns into horse barns. He built ten stalls at first, then another ten, and just kept on expanding. He got the horse business going just like he did at Waterford Park. And eventually my father was leading trainer at Penn National. He’s a very ambitious person and a terrific trainer.


It was when we were living in that house that I first got a real grip on the fact that horses and racing weren’t just my family’s interest, but that it was, like, a world issue. When I was nine, that was 1973, we all watched Secretariat when he won the Kentucky Derby. We were all watching it on this little black-and-white TV up on a cardboard box in the living room.


That was my first memory of the excitement of horse racing. I mean, my father had raced and trained a zillion horses in Canada, West Virginia, but I never really had grasped before that, wow, this is a big deal, an attraction. With Secretariat being all over the newspapers and in the magazines, it dawned on me, “this is more than I thought it was.”


I was pretty involved with the horses. All of us were. All my brothers became jockeys and rode until they got too heavy. (Editors’ note: Curt Rice led the nation’s apprentices in 1979 with 312 wins.) When we’d come home from school, my brother Curt and I would take care of twenty horses in the barn — my dad and the older boys were taking care of forty at the racetrack. It would take us about an hour and a half. But it would take a lot longer if we fought about who was going to do what (laughs). As I got older, I decided the quickest way to get the work done was to do the jobs Curt didn’t want to do.


We lived so far out in the country, twenty miles from school, we didn’t have friends to be with after school. My parents would let us be involved in sports. My brothers wrestled — Bryan won two state championships and Wayne was 23-0 in his senior year. They were gymnasts, too, and so was I. Because I was a gymnast, they were trying to recruit me to be a cheerleader. And I wanted to be a cheerleader. This was a big point for me, because my father said, “If we are going to travel that far to take you to school, you’re going to be playing a sport, not cheering for it.” And that was that.


I was disappointed. But we gained so much, too. We gained the work ethic. But it was hard. When I was sixteen, my oldest brother, Bryan, was gone to Tampa, and Wayne and Curt were riding races; they were never home. I just felt kind of isolated, and I went through a terrible depression. I used to go home from school, and I’d do my chores, and I’d go to my bedroom and wouldn’t leave. My mother took me to doctors; she was very concerned. I couldn’t seem to help myself. Then my folks packed me off to Florida with my youngest brother, Curt, and the depression was gone.


I had a pretty strong fear of horses until I was about twelve, maybe fourteen — a fear of riding them I mean, not working with them. When I was a young child in Wisconsin, I was injured on a horse. He got loose with me and ran around and scared me. After that I had a fear that my parents had to struggle with. My father was trying to buy horses that I could ride. I had a bunch of rotten little ponies. You know they can terrorize you. We bought pony after pony. We never got the right one. I just didn’t get over that fear for a long time, even though my family’s whole life was involved with horses.


As I got older, this fear I had was a problem. It became a bit of a family problem and an issue. Nobody else was afraid of riding horses, but I was afraid. My dad would force me to ride, and it was very tense for me and difficult. So that was a struggle for me at that age.


Finally, I got free of it. I was about fourteen. I started riding Thoroughbreds, and all of a sudden — it was like a light-bulb effect — I understood how to make them do what I wanted them to do. There was a friend, Candy Little, a girl who worked for my father, she was really good with animals, and she showed me a few things. And all of a sudden, it just came together. I understood what made them tick. I got over my fear. I knew how to communicate with them. And then I started breaking horses and later galloping horses at the racetrack.


When the light bulb finally went off for me, it was connected to one particular horse — a very, very difficult horse named Family Style. Now, she went on to be the two-year-old filly champion of 1985 for Wayne Lukas. He bought her in a package deal from my father. But she was almost impossible in the early days.


I broke her for my father. I’d gallop her around out in the field and try to teach her commands, and she would cry out like a baby. It was just the strangest thing. Before we ride them, we get them used to the equipment and the directions — stop, start, turn, you know. Family Style would try to crawl underneath a gate to get in with another horse because she was so scared. And she would just whine — hoo, hoo, hoo — like a child. But with attention and kindness, that helped her through her mental struggle, her fears. She ended up being a champion. I learned from her, and she learned from me. We helped one another.


I remember Wayne coming to Penn National and being up in the clockers’ stand with my father, and I would be galloping horses. Wayne said to my father, “If your daughter ever wants a job with me in New York, she’s welcome.”


I couldn’t help but think about that after City Zip beat Wayne’s colt Yonaguska (in the Sanford). Wayne was very gracious after the race. He grabbed my hand warmly and congratulated me. It’s kind of a strange phenomenon — Wayne kind of treats me as if I’m his daughter.


When I started at the track for my father in the summers, I was rubbing horses. Then I started galloping a few. Next thing you know, I was getting better and better, and then I was galloping eight and rubbing four. I remember my father was real proud of me because I’m sixteen or seventeen, and I’ve become his best exercise rider — my brothers were all gone and riding races by then — and his best groom. There was a filly named Dream Harder. I loved to gallop her, and I groomed her, and she looked magnificent in the afternoon when she’d race. It was very rewarding. My father was proud of me. He’d tell me, “Boy, you’ve done a nice job with that one.”


My brothers and I all owned horses. I was about nine when I got my first one from my father. I used the seventy-two dollars I had in my piggy bank to buy my piece of my first horse. And I was in the red until I was fifteen. That year my father and I claimed a horse named Money Saver for $6,500. We each owned half. Money Saver finished second three times in a row. My brother Curt is seventeen; he’s riding the horse. Then we dropped Money Saver back in for $6,500. He wins by a neck, and he gets claimed. I had never seen Curt happier than when he won that race. I hated to part with Money Saver, but when you make money on a horse you can learn to part with it. I learned that early.


After training in Pennsylvania, my father made a whole new business of buying young horses and developing them and selling them to Wayne Lukas. Family Style was one. Tiltalating was another that Wayne bought and brought to New York. She won the Sorority and the Spinaway (both in 1984). I learned a lot about young horses from watching my father and Wayne.


With Bryan off in Tampa with horses for my father, and Curt riding races, that left me in the position of assisting my father. I was young, but the stable employees accepted me because I worked so hard. You never make an enemy of somebody if you’re doing more work than they are. I wasn’t the guy standing at the end of the shed row telling them what to do. I was doing more than anybody else myself.


❖❖❖❖❖


When I was ten years old, I met David Applebee. His mother worked for a trainer that my father knew. David and I were in the same grade. When we were both sixteen, we were both galloping horses at the racetrack. David wanted to be a jockey. He got his apprentice license, and he did quite well.


That’s about when we started dating. I remember he had asked me out for about two months nonstop. He drove out to my parents’ house to pick me up, and he was dressed in a sports jacket and a tie. His car is washed and everything. I didn’t want to go out with him that night. I told my brother Curt to go out to the car and tell David I was sick.


My father had a fit. After David drove away, my father grounded me. He said that what I’d done was horrible, that I should never treat anybody like that again. He was very upset. So, I eventually wind up marrying David. My parents weren’t too happy about that, either. What bothered them was that he had gotten mixed up with drugs and alcohol. He wasn’t a straight arrow any longer. I knew he’d been into all that bad stuff, but he was fine then, and I was in love with him.


He went to Cleveland to ride races. I went to college for my second year (Penn State), but I wasn’t very happy. I was always going home, going back and forth with the horses. When he came to college with an engagement ring, I didn’t need a lot of persuading. I went home for Christmas, we got engaged — it was a Sunday, my dad’s fiftieth birthday — then I quit school. We got married nine months later. He was the one for me — had been since I was sixteen. I was twenty-three. But after a while his habits with drugs and alcohol were really weighing on me. The marriage lasted about three years.


My folks moved from Pennsylvania to Florida. My dad bought a farm there and set up a breaking and pinhooking business. I went down there to help break horses. There was this lot of fillies that hadn’t been broken, and I picked out one, a great big filly with a white face. She didn’t have a name. My dad didn’t even own her. But he bought her then.


This was Ready Jet Go. I broke and trained her, and she was a strange bird. You couldn’t intimidate her. She wouldn’t respond to anything. I thought she might be blind, and maybe deaf and dumb too. I’d be out in the field, and I’d be so angry with her. But she just had this real tough personality. I finally got through to her.


This was when I was still married, so my husband and I take six horses up to Garden State. He’s riding them; I’m training them — four of my dad’s horses, two for clients. This was a big deal, us going up there. I don’t think I would ever have gone off on my own without my husband. I probably just would have remained in the family business on the farm.


I was scared, nervous. I’m galloping three of the six horses and rubbing three; my husband’s rubbing the others. We’ve got Ready Jet Go with us. She wins three races in a row, the third one a stakes at Pimlico, the [1988] Flirtation with my husband riding her.


This is great, right? We were in love. We were happy. David’s doing great. But then he fell off the trail with alcohol and then drugs. The next thing you know, we’re fighting and he’s gone.


I’m in New Jersey now with six horses by myself. I refused to go home. I was hurt, but my pride wouldn’t let me. I was going to tough it out. Also, I didn’t want to hear that my parents had said to me, “Don’t marry him…don’t marry him.”


The meet closed at Garden State, so I moved my trailer across the river to Philadelphia Park. I was still trying to work it out with my husband. But I drove to Penn National one night, and he was living with this other girl that he had lived with before our marriage, and that was it. I drove one hundred miles an hour back to Philadelphia in the pouring rain. I was crushed. I started going to a psychologist, who helped me a lot, and after a while, you know, I got my head clear. The next year I went to Monmouth Park with nine horses; then I got up to thirteen. I’m galloping eleven myself in order to save money; I’m doing everything around the barn.


A friend of mine worked in the racing secretary’s office there. One day he said some guy from Michigan had called him looking for a trainer. My friend recommended me. “She’ll work really hard,” he told him.


Next thing you know, I get these two horses from Michigan. One’s supposedly a stakes horse — some little dink Michigan-bred race that he’d run third in — and one’s a claiming horse. When they get off the trailer, I’m thinking, “This has got to be the stakes horse.” Nope. The ugly horse was the stakes horse. It was Double Booked. I had no idea he’d ever turn into a stakes horse. (Editors’ note: Under Rice’s direction, Double Booked won ten stakes and some $800,000.)


I run Double Booked for twenty ($20,000 claiming) on the dirt, and he runs fifth. We run him for eighteen, and he runs second. I was galloping him, and he was very tough to gallop. So was Ready Jet Go — she pulled me so bad one morning that my back went out. I called my buddy in the secretary’s office asking if he knew a chiropractor. I wanted to get an appointment for after that afternoon’s races. Double Booked is in that day. I’m lying on the feed sacks in the feed room because they’re cold on my back, trying to get ready to go to the paddock. When I saddle Double Booked, my back popped, and I passed out from the pain. So the ambulance comes. I’m in the paddock lying in the grass, and the horses go on the track, and Double Booked runs second, gets beat a nose. It was the last time he ever ran on the dirt.


I was in the hospital for a few days, and they said, “Well, you’ve got a broken back.” It was an old fracture that was aggravated. This friend called my parents. I’ve got these horses to train, and I’m in the hospital. My father flew up, got on the last flight, and showed up at the hospital at one o’clock in the morning. He stayed until I got out of the hospital.


I’d been in the hospital before. One year, when we were breaking horses, I was injured pretty badly. I’d gotten thrown from a horse and that night I had internal bleeding. My parents took me to the hospital. They cut me open this way. They cut me open that way. It was internal bleeding, and they couldn’t find where it was. I about died; I was just a few minutes from being in the box.


❖❖❖❖❖


Ready Jet Go, she was an amazing, talented horse; she kept winning stakes. So I decided to take her to Saratoga. First horse I ever raced there. It was a big deal. I drove her up there myself — not in a horse van, but in my dad’s cattle trailer.


I remember saying to my dad, “How am I going to get her in the trailer at Philadelphia Park?” I take feed sacks out of the feed room and build a ramp and put rubber mats in the trailer so I can jump her up into there. And she does it fine.


When I get to Saratoga, when I pulled up in the cattle trailer, well they were kind of amazed. They were shocked, let me tell you. We put Ready Jet Go in the receiving barn; that’s where she stayed. I stayed in that little motel there right on the corner of Nelson Avenue.


She wasn’t nominated to the Test, which is for three-year-old fillies, so we put her in the Ballerina Stakes against older mares. She runs third, only gets beat this far. After the race I’m getting ready to leave, to drive back to Pennsylvania. Bloodstock agents follow me back to the barn. And there were some reporters wanting to interview me about this filly.


I don’t want them to see me putting her back in the cattle trailer. I can’t say, “Gentlemen, would you mind looking the other way for a minute?” A friend of mine was there, and I told him, “I’m going to pull the truck down the road there in that grassy area and then back it up.” I do that, and it’s good; it’s kind of downhill.


Now, this time, I’ve got no feed sacks or rubber mats to help me get the filly back in the trailer. This is hilarious. I’m thinking, “Won’t this be a sight for all these people following me? How am I going to do this?”


Remember, this is the filly that when I was out in the field with her that day I thought was blind, deaf, and dumb. So, I pick up one front foot, and I’m thinking, “Oh, this is ridiculous,” and she immediately just jumps up into the trailer. She bailed me right out. It was amazing. And all those people were still there and watching as I drove off with her in the cattle trailer. That was my introduction to Saratoga.


That fall Ready Jet Go won the Meadowlands Budweiser Breeders’ Cup going six furlongs. She goes in 1:08 2/5 and ties the track record. It was a $150,000 race. Now, this is my biggest win ever. So my father and I take her to the Breeders’ Cup. She’s a brilliant sprinter. And what happened was that she didn’t pick up a foot that day in the Sprint at Churchill Downs because of our inexperience.


My father put up $20,000 to supplement her. We put her on Lasix (a medication that controls exercise-induced pulmonary hemorrhage) for the first time. A lot of the European horses that came over ran on Lasix for the first time. It was a big mistake for us, though. We almost had to drag her to the paddock. The effect Lasix had on her was to tranquilize her. She broke last and finished last. That was our first trip to the Breeders’ Cup. (Editors’ note: With Ready Jet Go in 1988, Rice became the first female trainer to saddle a Breeders’ Cup Day starter. In November of 2000, Rice returned to the Breeders’ Cup at Churchill Downs, finishing seventh in the Juvenile with City Zip.)


❖❖❖❖❖


I think the reason more women don’t have the so-called “big horses” is lack of opportunity. It really makes no difference what sex you are talent-wise. Men and women both have the same capabilities to train horses and get the same results. But in order to get to the top of the game, a woman has to work twice as hard because she’s not offered the same opportunities.


The hard-work part doesn’t bother me. My family worked twice as hard because we were broke. It was a happy broke, but it was broke. But we were taught to work long and hard, to go that extra yard, and it’ll come back to you in tenfold. It did to my father. So, my working extra hard wasn’t because I was a woman in a man’s world. That was the way I was raised. I think that my odds of succeeding as a woman in this man-oriented business were better than for other women because I had this tremendous work ethic from a young age. That pushed me in the right direction. And despite the odds, I was able to continue and succeed and move forward.


What makes all the work worthwhile is I just love to train good horses, and I like the self-satisfaction of creating a good horse, one that can succeed. When I first started training and had a little success, people said, “Well, her father sends her all those horses; she’s got it easy.” In their minds any success I had was due to my father.


Well, frankly, I was training my father’s horses initially. But then I got one or two clients from him, and then I got some of my own, and it grew. And after awhile, they couldn’t say that it was all of my father’s doing. They’d seen me out there working seven days a week, year after year after year. Finally, they no longer felt like what success I was having I had gotten undeservedly.


When I trained Ready Jet Go and Double Booked, well, I was proving to myself that I deserved good opportunities, that my hard work could produce something. But it’s probably only in the last five years that I’ve gotten to the point where I feel like I’m pretty capable of doing this job. There are guys who are presented more opportunities than I am. Maybe it’s my sex; maybe it’s my background. Maybe if I’d come from a different background, been born and raised in Kentucky, or if I’d been an assistant to somebody like Charlie Whittingham or Wayne Lukas, maybe then I’d be given more opportunities. I mean, I see a lot more women assistant trainers now. But you still don’t see that many women training big stables for the big owners.


When I see Jenine Sahadi, who has won two Breeders’ Cup races, and I read that she is struggling to have people hire her, that is demoralizing. It really is. I told my father once, “I go to these Miami sales, and it seems like every good horse that is being purchased is sent to the same guys to train. I’m down there fighting this battle to purchase good horses, and I’m getting outbid, and the same trainers are getting all the good horses. Even the good buybacks are going to the same guys! A lot of them are my age.”


I remember calling my dad from my cell phone in the parking lot outside the sales pavilion in Miami. I’m in total frustration. I tell him, “Everything good that’s bought goes to these guys.”


My father puts it all in perspective. He tells me, “Don’t get down in the mouth. We’ll figure it out. We’ll get it going in the right direction.”


There’s no question, I got a lot of great things from my dad, and there are things he excels at that I don’t. He’s great at breaking and training young horses. And he goes to auctions around the country and buys some magnificent Quarter Horses and Appaloosas. Then he’ll teach them tricks. He’ll teach them to bow and to lie down on command. He does all these things, just like the Horse Whisperer. That’s not my strength.


My strength is in taking these young horses to the races. My mother said the funniest thing once when my dad was telling me how to do something with one of my horses. She said, “Clyde, when you were thirty-six, did you think that you needed anybody’s help in figuring out what to do with horses? Well, your daughter doesn’t either. She’s got twice as much experience as you had at her age.”


I think I’m probably a lot easier on horses than my father was. For instance, if a horse wasn’t performing, my dad might have thought that it didn’t want to perform. When I’m training a horse and it doesn’t perform, I find it’s because it’s not capable of performing.


I’m not a big believer in jockeys using the stick (whip). Horses run as much as they can. If they’re too sore to try, you shouldn’t be running them. And you have to help them with the mental stress and pressure of racing by showing them things — schooling them in the paddock and at the gate — so that their heart isn’t ready to jump out of their chest when they get over there.


City Zip, well, we didn’t have much time up here before his first Saratoga start in the Sanford. But he has a terrific mind. I’d take him into the paddock between races, and he is just the coolest; you know, he’s just a pro. When I’ve taken him to the paddock at Belmont before races, it was like I got no reaction from him. No emotion, no nothing. It was almost like he didn’t care, which I wasn’t too crazy about. But he ran well anyway.


Anyway, when I took City Zip to the paddock here (at Saratoga), he’s maybe a smidgen nervous about it. He walks into his stall, and he takes two deep breaths. He did it real quiet — I mean if you weren’t looking you would never know he was doing it. He’s only two, but he’s smart. He’s a pro.


You have to have a passion for the horse itself in order to have success with them. I happen to like horses, all of them. They still amaze me how smart they are. Some I like more than others, but I like them all. And the ones that become stars, you just love them more.


❖❖❖❖❖


At this stage I take delight in the fact that now I’m a homeowner in New York and I have a successful business. I’m recognized as a New York trainer. I think people realize that I can select horses to race and train them to win. I’m getting more support from my owners at the sales.


What do I look for in a horse? Well, a lot of times it’s a matter of economics. My father and Wayne Lukas buy the same way. They buy an athlete and then depending on what their budget is, that tells you how much pedigree they can have with it.


The horse has to have good motion. A key thing for me is that he has to have a long shoulder. The shoulder is much more important than the hip. A long shoulder will support a lot of different hips on horses. It took me years to learn that part of it. I like a good, straight hind leg, and I like them to have width at the hock.


Again, most important is going to be their motion. They have to have a good rhythm to their walk, like a good athlete. It’s like watching a basketball player. I go to the [New York] Knicks games. Latrell Sprewell, he looks to me like the best athlete. It doesn’t matter if it’s people or horses, if you watch enough of them you’re going to be able to recognize the best athletes.


It took me years to understand that when I had a horse that wasn’t doing well it wasn’t necessarily because of me. For years, when a horse didn’t succeed I thought it must be because of something I was doing wrong. But I learned that wasn’t necessarily the case. They weren’t succeeding because they weren’t very good. They couldn’t run. Once I got that figured out, well, that was very important. I got to the point where I knew that some could run and some can’t, and don’t beat yourself up over it.


I’ve had women ask me, women who are trainers or who want to be trainers, “How did you do it?” The main thing I tell them, “You have to get yourself financially stable.” My father told me that years ago. “Then,” he said, “you can make good decisions about how much pressure to put on horses.”


What he means by that is that you don’t have to cash a bet on a horse in order to survive. You don’t have to do things you shouldn’t be doing in order to pay the feed man. If it’s raining for two weeks, I don’t breeze my horses for two weeks because I don’t have to have them ready for a race in order to pay the feed man or pay my rent. If the horses don’t earn money for months, you have to be able to get through a tough period like that and not change what you are doing.


When I first came to New York, it was on December 7 of 1991. I remember sitting in a Dunkin’ Donuts waiting for my horses to arrive from the Meadowlands. I was nervous and scared. It wasn’t easy at first, making a move like this. I struggled for the next four or five years before things really started going the right way.


Like I told the women who asked me the question, in order to be financially secure I reduced the overhead. I did the work myself. I didn’t pay to have an exercise rider or an assistant trainer. I groomed the horses and washed the buckets myself. I lived in a basement apartment. I just recently bought the house — the same one that had the basement apartment I lived in for six years. I’d been trying to move up for years, and I finally did. Compared to where I was when I started, well, like my father, I created something out of nothing.


I’d eventually like to be married and have a family. When I’m forty, at that point I’m going to re-evaluate where I’m at. Frankly, I might decide to have children, and I need to be freed up from training for a while in order to do that.


If that happens, I want to be at a point in my career where I’ve proved to myself and to the racing industry that I’m capable of doing this job as a trainer. I don’t want marriage and a family to sabotage me completely in my career. I want to be able later to come back to training if that’s what I decide to do.


There were two main things my father told me when I started out. One was what I said before about being financially secure. The other thing he said was that he had never known “a successful female trainer who was successfully married.”


And so I said to him, “Well, I’m just going to have to be the first.”
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