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I saw Dante win
I look forward each month to receiving
the Kingsley Klarion with the stable’s
statistics and news of various horses etc,
but the May issue was of special interest
to me. Your article on “Dante’s Derby”
win in 1945 took me back quite a bit.
I am 94 years of age and it made me
realise that I must be one of the very
few people left who actually saw the
horse win!

I was in the RAF at the time,
stationed in Suffolk, and, being a horse
racing enthusiast who had never been to
the races before, I went with some of
the boys to Newmarket. One of them
was a born-and-bred Yorkshireman
named Bill Addy. Having seen Dante
run before up North, Bill was adamant
that the horse was a ‘certainty’. 

The rest of us didn’t back Dante, but
Bill did  --  and made a packet on it!

From a very early age, I have been an
ardent fan of racing. I used to study the
old racing paper called “The Midday”
checking runners, riders and the form.

A previous edition of the Klarion
described my grandson Kieran (a
Racing Secretary with Johnston Racing)
as a “racing fanatic”. It appears that I
must be held responsible for this!

C W Bray 
Carlton, Nottingham

*********

Matt Peacock: old-school Yorkshireman
In a book I have about the life and times
of trainer Jack Colling by his wife,
Susan Colling, she touches on Dante
and his trainer, Matt Peacock, as
follows:

Talk of trainers makes me remember

somebody that nobody who met him
would be likely to forget – Matt
Peacock. He and Jack were very good
friends, in spite of the fact that Matt
was very much older than he was and
called him “Young John.” Matt always
stabled his horses with Jack at
Ellesmere House whenever he had to
bring them to Newmarket. 

What a character he was! A real bluff
Yorkshire man of the old school, he was
built like the Rock of Gibraltar. I can
see him now with his huge, wide
shoulders and square build, leaning on
a stick in the paddock. He could have
belonged to any age, but hardly, I think,
to any county except North Yorkshire.
“When’s thee comin’ back to England,
lad?” I’ve often heard Matt say to Jack.
‘England’ to Matt was Yorkshire, the
northern part of Yorkshire.

Jack told me that one day Matt took
him to see some yearlings that had just
arrived. Suddenly, a whole batch came
galloping down from the top end of the
paddock, which was on the side of quite
a steep hill, to the bottom where there
was a gate and a water trough deep in
mud. They were housed three,
sometimes four, to a box at the time,
Matt being short of space before the
sales. Jack watched them with a certain
trepidation, wondering how they’d
manage to pull up before they reached
the muddy gateway and the big stone
trough. However, they all pulled up
safely without any bother. One dark
brown colt seemed to lead the field.
“Good for ‘em to learn to come down’t
hill,” said Matt. “Teaches ‘em to use
‘emselves!”

“Yon’s not a bad ‘tit’,” remarked
Matt, pointing to the dark brown,
almost black, colt who had led the
charge, with wide quarters and his tail
set on low, like his sire, Nearco. That
particular ‘tit’ was Dante, and he was
sharing a box at that time with three
others.

Matt would often raid Ascot, and
seldom went home empty-handed. But
almost as soon as the ‘weighed in’ was
announced, he and Billy Nevett would
be back in the car and off home to
‘England’ just as soon as they could get.
I know it’s a bit old-fashioned maybe to
talk over much about loyalty in these
days, it doesn’t seem to cut much ice,
but here was an example  of that sadly
rather outmoded commodity, if you like.
Billy Nevett, that excellent jockey,
turned down a £4,000 retainer to ride
as first jockey for Lord Rosebery. Matt
paid him about £600, but Billy never
considered leaving him.

When Dante came to stay at
Ellesmere House with Jack for the 1945
Derby, run on the July course, there had
to be a special lock put on his box door.
“I suppose that’s to keep out the
nobblers,” said somebody who’d come
to visit the great horse. “Nay, it’s not!”
replied old Matt emphatically. “That’s
there to keep out owner and girl
friends!” The owner of Dante, Sir Eric
Ohlson, had quite a few of them at the
time, beautifully upholstered and very
fetching, but none of them nearly so
attractive as his small, dark, beautiful
wife.”

I’ve seen a lot of Derbies, but I don’t
think I ever remember one more
impressive than Dante’s, although it was
a wartime one and run on the
Newmarket July course. About a furlong
from home, there seemed to be a solid
wall of horses, all going for their lives,
stretched from one side of the track to
the other. Then suddenly something shot
out from the centre of the line, just like
an arrow shot from a bow. It was Dante.
It’s true, in this case, to say he just left
them standing still.

What marvellous tales!

Ian Robinson
Ingleton, North Yorks 

Last month, in promising this month’s feature on

Dante’s Derby win, we asked Klarion readers to get in

touch with any memories or anecdotes about the

great horse. Here are a few of the letters we received.
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Pretender, Middleham andbanking memories
I write regarding the story in the May
edition of the Kingsley Klarion with the
headline “Dante . . . 75 years on”. 

The mention in that story of
Pretender, the last Middleham-trained
horse to win the Derby (in 1869) before
Dante, brought back memories of when
I worked in Middleham and of an old
man I came to know named Charles
Osborne. He lived in Strawberry
Cottage, Kirkgate, Middleham, and
had returned from Canada where he
had been a mounted policeman, one of
the famous Mounties. 

In the early 1960s I was a young
cashier with Barclays Bank in
Leyburn. The bank had a ‘presence’ in
Middleham in that we used the front
room of a lady's house in the village
for business once a week. I do not
remember the address, but if you drive
past Kingsley House up to the square
and take a sharp left turn, it was about
the third property on the left-hand
side. 

We had a desk, a safe, no telephone
and were open for business for two
hours every Wednesday morning!
Between March 1963 and October
1965, it was often down to me to man
the Middleham ‘office’.

Charles Osborne was born in 1876,
one of the sons of John Osborne
Junior, the jockey of Pretender, and the
grandson of John Osborne, who
trained at Ashgill in Middleham until
John Junior succeeded him. Charlie
Osborne would come in on
Wednesdays with his Canadian
pension and was always delighted to
talk about his father's successes. It was
a pleasure to hear his stories.

I became manager of the Barclays
branch at Leyburn in the mid-1980s and
I am now long retired, but I always look
back on those Wednesday mornings in
Middleham with affection.

Let’s hope racing can get back soon.

Malcolm McCallum 
Manfield, near Darlington

*********

A man among boys
My Dad and Grandad, when discussing
equine greats,would always have Dante
as their benchmark. They recall once
walking to Stockton Races from their
home in Cargo Fleet when they were

told they’d see a ‘ horse that would
never be beaten’, and his name was
Dante .

When at the course they saw that
‘Cock Of The North’ Billy Nevett was
to ride Dante and were pleased to get
even-money on an odds-on shot. 

Apparently, Dante looked like a man
among boys and won accordingly.
Unfortunately, Dante didn’t remain
unbeaten, but we’ve all had worse tips!

I was lucky enough to meet Billy
Nevett and his wife on the day
Shahrastani won the Dante in 1986.  He
had just been interviewed by ‘Tommo’
for Channel 4 and was more than happy
to share his memories of Dante with me. 

Bob Stevens 
Newmarket

*********

Dante’s time at Theakston
Once a Yorkshireman, always a
Yorkshireman.  This could well be
applied to Dante – bred and trained in

God’s Own Country.  Following his
victory in the 1945 Derby, Dante moved
a few miles down the road from
Middleham to Theakston Stud, one of
the oldest in Yorkshire. 

His stud career, over 10 years from
1946 to 1956, produced winners of 256
races. 

Among these, in his first crop, was
Diableretta, the best 2-yr-old filly of her
generation, who won eight races and

subsequently bred Ginetta, winner of
the French 1,000 Guineas. In 1951
Dante’s son Darius, triumphed in the
2,000 Guineas and the Eclipse. And in
1957, a year after Dante died, his
daughter Carozza, bred and owned by
Her Majesty the Queen, won the Oaks. 

For the 10 years that he stood at
Theakston, he was looked after by Jim
Hampson, a consummate horseman,
who struck up a wonderful partnership
with Dante, so very important in the
well-being of any horse, and especially
so in this instance, when the early
signs of blindness became almost total
soon after Dante’s retirement to stud.
Jim Hampson had a fine tenor voice
and he would often be heard singing to
the stallion.

Sir Eric Ohlson, Dante’s
owner/breeder had bought the 10-year-
old Rosy Legend, the dam of Dante,
carrying his future Derby winner, in
1941.  Sir Eric, whose business
interests were centred on Hull in the
shipping industry, kept mares at
Theakston, and two of Dante’s
progeny, Asti Spumante and Matelda,
achieved great success in the
paddocks.  The latter bred Tudor
Melody. Sir Eric repeated Dante’s
Nearco-Rosy Legend coupling when
he bred the 1947 St Leger winner

Sayajirao . 
With the 1945 Derby run at

Newmarket, there has always been a
certain amount of disdain about Dante’s
victory – so be it.  

In his stud career, when he was
eventually syndicated as a seven-year-
old, there were 100 applicants for a
share at £2,500 each. Not bad in the
days of 50 mares to a stallion!  As a
two-year-old Dante had won all six of
his races, and at three (he ran 3 times)
he won two and was second in the
Guineas.

He died suddenly in 1956 and is
buried in the paddocks at Theakston
with a view across to the hills at
Middleham.

Elizabeth McIntyre 
Theakston Stud, Bedale

This newspaper clipping is a Sporting

Chronicle record of Dante’s first win


