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How Gates Broke The English Bookies
There never was a dull moment a t the Car- 

ta re t Gun Club when John W. Gates and his 
friend, John D rake, came to town. Their 
presence signified th a t a shooting m atch was 
on and the sky was the limit. When in top 
form . Gates could hold his own w ith Oakleigh 
Thorn, world’s champion, and other crack p ig
eon shots who were members of the club.

Bob F airbairn  who induced his shooting 
friends to b ring  the club to Westfield and 
engaged the town harness m aker and all- 
around sporting m an, Cy W ilcox, as m anager, 
recalls a m atch between Gates and F ran k  
M urphy, one-time N ational Champion. They 
were tied a t one hundred bird's each, and on 
the shoot-off Drake, who was acting as handler 
for Gates, passed him the gun w ith the re 
m ark, “ Shoot! You cocked-eyed son-of-a-witch, 
shoot! And gon’t  fo rget I ’ve got $16,000 on 
the muzzle of th a t g un !”

F a irb a irn , who was standing nearby, 
tu rned  to Drake and asked why he had called 
Gates a son-of-a-witch. “I ’ve never seen him 
shoot be tter.”

“0 ” , replied Drake, “he always shoots bet
te r  when I call him th a t.” Be th a t as it  may, 
the im perturable Gates killed his next bird 
and M urphy missed' his * * *

Bob F a irb a irn  knew Gates well in the 
hey-day of his spectacular career, and enjoys 
telling how Gates out-w itted the book-makers 
while racing in England, in the late ’90’s. I t  
was the ta lk  of Londontown fo r a fo rtn igh t. 
Gates had had a fa irly  successful season in 
America, and he and D rake decided to ship 
the stable to England. But the horses, accus
tomed to racing on hard, d irt tracks, did not 
take kindly to the English tu r f  and' failed to 
win any im portan t races. Gates was m aking 
ready to re tu rn  home when his tra in e r repo rt

ed th a t  he had picked up a three-year old 
which he thought could win. A fter looking 
the Jiorse over, Gates and D rake agreed, “All 
r ig h t,” Gates said to Drake, “you watch the 
horse and I ’ll do the betting .”

They had no difficulty keeping the ir plans 
secret. In England, horses are  tra ined  and 
given th e ir work outs in the seclusion of the 
country estate and brought to the track  a day 
or so before a race. So, while th e ir horse was 
privately  developing speed and stam ina under 
the approving eye of D rake, the assiduous 
Gates was quietly placing bets on his en try  
a t  decidedly favorable odds. On the n ight be
fore the race the three men m et to ta lk  m at
te rs  over. D rake w anted to know where he 
stood.

“You stand to win a million,” replied 
Gates.

“T h a t’s enough for m e!”
“ Enough? A nything w rong with the 

h orse .?” snapped Gates.
A t the track , the next m orning, Gates went 

on a betting  spree. The bookies reduced the 
odds and took his money as fa s t as he could 
lay it down. Soft picking. The race track  
touts were saying th a t  this W all street Specu
la to r m ust be a b it balmy.

Then came the deluge. W hen a horse called 
Royal Flush 2nd flashed across th® finish line 
many lengths ahead of the field, the book mak
ers were in a panic. W hat a s ta rtlin g  upset! 
The papers were full of it. This American 
Gambler, Bet-You-A-Million Gates, actually  
had beaten the cleverest betting men in sport
ing England a t  th e ir own game— had won a 
stake race on an English-bred horse which 
had not been given an outside chance. Soft? 
Well, raw -thur! But not for the bookies. 
They w ent broke settling  w ith Gates.


