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The turf's most successful
team today--Nashua,

"the

horse," and the man who
has been his trainer

all

his four-year life, James E.
Fitzsimmons. "Mister Fitz"

A visit

Mr. FITZ and NASHUA
i
I

By JOHN McNULTY

IT WAS MODERATELY EARL Y. about ten past, quarter past seven on a
smartly chilly morning, and three of us were standing in front of a horse in
Stall 45, Barn A. at the Hialeah Racetrack in Florida. The three of us were:
(J)
Mr. James E. Fitzsimmons, eighty-one-year-old race-horse trainer,
and probably the best man at his trade in the United States. However,
"best" and all other superlatives are doled out: only with the utmost caution at the race track.
(2) Alfred Robertson, forty-seven-year-old groom, who has been in the
employ of Mr. Fitzsimmons since 1927, with the exception of a couple of
years when he was doing a hitch with the Coast Guard-and even then he
was riding horses on patrol on islands near Cape Hatteras.
(3) Myself-a
reporter and aging horse player on a small scale. I love
horses but I am not a horse lover, because as James G. Thurber, the writer,
says: a horse lover is one horse who loves another horse.
The horse ill the stall, a big, strong bay with nervously alert ears and a

~~Giveme 25 more years and I'll have a pretty good holt

Fitzsimmons, who makes $100,000 a year at his trade
I

tiny star and a tiny trickle of a blaze a little way down his nose, was Nashua,
who on December 15th last was sold to Leslie Combs II, of Lexington,
Kentucky, and six other men for $1,251,200. This is the equivalent of
625;600 bets of two dollars each, enough to last any horse player, no matter how devout he is, pretty near a lifetime.
Mr. Fitzsimmons, who hereinafter shall be called "Mister Fitz" because
that is what he is most respectfully called wherever racing people gather,
was there because he is the trainer of Nashua, and has been all Nashua's
life, which is now in its fourth year. Robertson, who hereinafter shall be
called "AI," was there because he is Nashua's personal groom, who is with
Nashua all day long. The horse is never alone. Another man, Jim Driscoll,
stays by his stall all night.
I was there because on the day Nashua's sale was announced I said to
the delicatessen man on my corner in New York, "It must be a terrible responsibility to have charge of a horse worth more than $300,000 a leg.
Anything could happen." I wondered what it would be like to be around
him and his family-of humans, that is-and I arranged to go down to
Florida and try to find out.
"How's he acting, AI?" asked Mister Fitz.
"He's doing real good," said AI. "He slept good and he ate good, and a
little while ago when I was bandaging his legs for his gallop, why, he leaned
over and took my hat off and waved it around in his teeth, just for the pure
hell of it, Mister Fitz. He's beginning to feel real good, after the farm. He
got lonesome for the race track out on the farm, like the rest of us."
"He's playful," Mister Fitz told me. "But sometimes his idea of having
fun is r'arin' up in his stall and that ain't good. Dangerous."

Mister Fitz walked away toward his car and the track itself. He walks
with considerable difficulty, but with a remarkable agility and determination, sometimes using one aluminum crutch. Arthritis has practically immobilized the upper part of his spine, pushing his head down and forward,
so that his posture, walking or standing, is a most awkward one.
As Mister Fitz moved away, John Fitzsimmons came along, with a newly
opened letter in his hand. John, who hereinafter shall be called Johnny Fitz,
is sixty-two, one of Mister Fitz's six children, five sons and a daughter, and
it is Johnny Fitz who takes care of the voluminous paper work of the stable.
"Hey, Pop!" Johnny Fitz yelled. "More fan mail for the horse!" (Hereinafter Nashua will mostly be known as "the horse" because that's how his
human family refers to him.)
Mister Fitz stopped and turned his whole body round to look at Johnny
Fitz. The arthritis makes it impossible for him to turn his neck. He took
the letter Johnny gave him. Mister Fitz's clear, young, blue eyes shone and
he smiled happily as he read the letter. He handed the letter to me.
"All these years, must be sixty years I'm training, I never had nice little
kids write to me before about one of my horses!" he said. "Some of them
write right to the horse himself. He gets letters every day, doesn't he,
Johnny?"
The letter was from a fourteen-year-old girl from Wyoming, a girl with
the uncommonly beautiful name of Milady Suppes. She was staying with
her folks at nearby Pompano Beach. Her last paragraph said:
"If you could find time to answer this letter and tell me if I can come to
the barn and when it would be o.k. to see Nashua, that would be just fine. I
really would like to pet him if I could, but if it's against any rules or regulations, I would be satisfied just to stand there and look for awhile."
"Write to that little girl, Johnny," Mister Fitz said to his son. "Tell her
she can come over and see the horse."
Mister Fitz hustled -away in his laborious but (Continued on page 58)
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(Continued from page 23) uncomplaining way, and I went back to Stall 45
to talk with AI. And also to "stand there and look for awhile."
"What's his day like?" I asked AI.
"Well, start with his breakfast; that's about half past three in the morning," Al said. "He'll eat about three quarts of oats for breakfast. then
he'll have a nap, usually lying down, sometimes drowsing on his feet a
couple hours.
"I get him ready about seven, seven thirty, bandaging up all his legs for
his gallop about half past eight. Right now, he's only galloping. Mister
Fitz will decide when to start running him fast for his works.
"After about two miles or so of galloping, well, naturally, he has to be
walked around for an hour or more; cooling him off gradually. Then I take
the bandages off and make him comfortable, and he has lunch at half past
ten. That's about four quarts of oats, and I chop up five or six carrots in
them, make a tasty lunch.
"He's sure to go to sleep after lunch, and supper is half past four. That's
his big meal, about six quarts of oats, with five or six more carrots in them.
Then, of course, there's hay to munch on betweentimes. Maybe twenty
to twenty-five pounds a day, timothy hay, clover hay and a flake or two of
alfalfa. Take a real hot day, he'll drink about fifteea gallons of water, but
ordinary weather, why, ten gallons will do.
"He gets special water, what they call Mountain Valley water, shipped
all the way from Hot Springs, Arkansas. It's a mineral water. The horse is
what we call a good doer. That means he eats good."
Bill McCleary came up to the stall, in jodhpurs, boots, a white sweater
and a white cap. He used to be a jumping-horse rider, and now he's the
one who rides the horse during all his exercise periods. Originally from
Flatbush, Brooklyn, Bill is of Irish descent, and he's fifty-nine now. The

Fitzsimmons barn is a sure-enough Irish barn; there are more blue eyes and
more Irish brogues around there than you can shake a shillelagh at.
"Doesn't it ever scare you, Bill, when you're riding him at his exercise
or his works that you got a million and a quartet dollars' worth of horse
under you?" I asked.
"No, not a-tall, not a-tall," said Bill. "I knew him before he was rich. i
broke him in when he was a baby, and he knows who's boss. We get along
good. I never think how rich he is. He's a horse."
Bill, the fifty-nine-year-old "boy," swung up on the horse, Al walked
along beside them, holding a shank fastened to His bridle, another "boy,"
about fifty, on a pony named Francis, joined them, and they walked to
the "gap," the break in the fence that leads to the track, and Nashua was
ready for his gallop.. AIong the way, as he passed, other men and boys,
with or without horses, stopped in their tracks and watched.
"That's him," they'd say, not mentioning any name. 'That's him all right."
And they, too, would "stand there and look fat awhile."
WHEN A HORSE gets to the point where he receives letters from little girls
from Wyoming, he comes pretty near being a national idol, a star like Marlon Branda. As I walked to join Mister Fitz at the trackside rail, near the
clubhouse turn, I thought of the events, first sportit1g, then tragic, which had
flashed the name of Nashua onto the newspaper front pages the world over.
To begin with, he is an animal of royal blood indeed. His sire, N asrullah,
now sixteen years old and living at the Claiborne Farm in Paris, Kentucky,
where the most distinguished mares come to visit his court, is estimated to
be worth $1,700,000, or $448,800 more than himself. His dam, Segula,
was sold in January for $126,000. Her dad, by the way, was Johnstown,
who was trained by Mister Fitz, and thus Mister Fitz had charge of
Nashua's granddaddy, on his mother's side. Mister Fitz is indeed an old
family friend of the horse.
'
Last year the horse was a sensation of the sports pages, and especially
in defeat. That was when, as the favorite, he was beaten in the Kentucky Derby by Swaps, an excellent race horse from California. Then, on
August 31st, at Washington Park in Chicago, Nashua defeated Swaps by six
and one half lengths for $100,000, winner-take-all, in a match race between
the two horses only.
Later on in my visit, I asked Mister Fitz about those two races, and here's
what he said:

"It only goes to show how things work out. We were terribly disappointed losing the Derby, but we got beat fair and square. No excuses.
Some of my grandchildren were at the Derby and they were crying after it
was over, they had been .so sure the horse was a qead cinch to win. I dipn't
do any crying, because I know nothing is a dead cinch until it's over.
"Anyway, it goes to show. If we hadn't got beat in the Derby there
wouldn't have been any match race, and the way it turned out, why, I never
wanted so much in my life to win a race as I did that one and the horse
win it for me."
Well, Derby, match race and all, the horse was chiefly on the sports
pages still, until tragedy moved him out to Page One.
On October 30th, William Woodward, Jr., who had inherited the horse
from his father, William Woodward, when the banker died in 1953, was
accidentally shot to death by his wife, Ann, who mistook him for a nighttime prowler in their home at Oyster Bay, Long Island.
Everybody wondered what would become of the horse, who would train
him, and so forth. The Hanover Bank, handling the Woodward estate, said
sealed bids for Nashua (and other horses Woodward owned) would be
opened December 15th, and the highest bidder would get the horse ..
Mr. Combs's bid of $1,251,200 won the horse for him. The price for
about 1,200 pounds of horseflesh is the largest in the world's history.
I thought of all these things (including the dates even) on my walk to
"Mister Fitz's plaoe." It's a fact that at every major race track where Mister
Fitz goes-Hialeah, Saratoga, Aqueduct (his home track), everywherethere is a certain place by the rail set aside as "Mister Fitz's place" and everybody knows it. There's no sign or reservation, race-trackers simply
know the spot, and they'll say, if he isn't around, "Don't stand there; that's
Mister Fitz's place."
He was standing in his place when I got there. An orderly row of
straight-up Australian pine trees bordered the rail, at the clubhouse turn,
and Mister Fitz was swaying between two of the trees. He had a hand on
each of two trees aDd was swaying back and forth between them. "Exercising," he said when I came along. "Got to keep my blood moving around,
with this back I got. Got to exercise as much as r can every time I can."
He stopped exercising and leaned on the rail, putting his "third leg," the
aluminum crutch, against the rail. He looked across the track, away to the
far turn about a half mile away. Those blue eyes are remarkable. Except
for reading, he wears no glasses. He spotted the horse away over there, al-
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\ (hough there must have been 30 other horses scattered around the track,
~alloping, jogging, walking or running fast.
''There's the horse," he said, pointing to the white sweater and white
cap of Bill McCleary, dimly visible so far away. "Looks like he wants to
run. I won't let him though. Not yet. He'll get to running in a week or so."
Other people's horses, with other people's "boys" up on them, would
come by, walking back. Invariably, the b9y'd manage to steer over near us,
and yell cheerfully, "Morning, Mister Fitz!" And he'd answer back, usually by name. Once he added, to a boyan a dark brown colt: "Who's that
you got there, Willie?" The boy' answered: "This is the one they got from
Australia, Mister Fitz."
"Oh, I knew I didn't know that feller," said Mister Fitz.
Every now and then, a couple of horses, running fast, would come by,
making the triple-beat, the "dud-clud-a-clud" on the softish track that to
a man bitten by the horse bug is the sweetest sound in the world. Every
now and then, some dainty two-year-old filly would come mincing by,
stepping tiptoe like some sixteen-year-old girl ballet dancer, and maybe
wiggling her behind by way of caprice, the way that a mischievous ballet
dancer might do, too.
How many thousand such mornings has Mister Fitz spent, I thought, and
how serenely happy they have made him be!
WELL, WE WATCHED the h.orsegallop, and Bill McCieary, passing on his
return, hollered from the horse's back that "he's feeling good, he wants to
run." Mister Fitz took up his third leg, Johnny Fitz joined us, and we hustled to the car to go back to the barn and wait for the horse.
"I'll drive, Johnny," said Mister Fitz to his son. And he did, adroitly,
bad back or no bad back.
"I like to do everything for myself that I possibly can do for myself,"
Mister Fitz told me as he drove along. "Keeps a man young. I do my own
washing and ironing, too."
At the barn, Mister Fitz keenly looked over the horse's legs, which is the
first thing any horseman, young or old, does when his horse comes off the
track, and he found them fine. Al threw a blanket over the horse, anp Bill
McCleary, on foot, started walking him around in a circle, along with other
horses of the set.
This process has the picturesque name of "walkin' hots." It is one of
the lowliest, yet one of the most necessary of stable tasks, because few
trainers think a hot horse can be put back in a sometimes drafty stall without cooling him off first.

The horse walked around for an ho.ur or more, was put in his stall, little
Susie came over for a visit and the horse nuzzled her. Al gave the horse
his lunch, and Mister Fitz, Johnny Fitz and I went back to the Fitzsimmons home, a kind of cute, small, white house on Northwest 42d Street,
about 15 minutes' ride from the track. It is one of Mister Fitz's three homes
he owns-two in New York, this one in Florida.
The minute we went through the door, Mister Fitz went over and turned
on the television. "It'll be Godfrey, this hour," he said. "That Godfrey
seems like a nice feller. He likes horses. Maybe that tittle bit of a Japanese girl that ran a dead heat with that big strong piano player in the Talent
Scouts will be on. She got a real nice voice."
Before the others of us could hardly get our coats off, Mister Fitz had
gone into the kitchen, lighted the gas stove, and started things. He peeked
out the kitchen door at me, and grinned.
"I got to make some lunch for you and the children," he said, and ducked
back into the kitchen. The children he meant are the sixty-two-year-old
Johnny Fitz and the sixty-year-old Jimmy Fitz, who works around the stable and who would be in shortly.
.
The lunch Mister Fitz made so quickly that day was hamburg, fried onions, little boiled potatoes, string beans and peach shortcake, with whipped
cream he whipped up himself. At, lunch, under my questioning, we got to
talking about training.
.
"There's no miracle stuff to it, Me," Mister Fitz said to me. "Listen. No
trainer can put anything into a horse that the good Lord hasn't put there
already. There's lots of good trainers. All a good trainer can do is bring
out what's in a horse; that's all. The bad trainers can spoil what's in a
horse, though.
- "Listen," he said again. "The beauty of this racing game is nobody can
. carrier it, no matter how many million dollars he got. No matter how much
brains he got either. Because nobody can look at a yearling or a baby twoyear-old and tell what's inside the horse. He can look good-good legs,
good chest, good head, all that. But inside, nobody knows.
"You can't see what's inside-lungs, heart, brains," he went on.
"You think race horses got much brains?" I asked.
"They got brains enough to do what they're supposed to do, run fast and
make the other guy quit. And you can't see inside, some other thing, determination or whatever that other thing is, I don't know what to can it."
"Would you call it courage, maybe?" I asked.
(Continued on page 62)

"Nobody can corner this racmg game, no matter how
many millions, no, matter how many brains he's got"

Lunch at the Fitzsimmonses'. Mr. Fitz, who has cooked it
all himself, eats with his sons, Jimmy (left) and Johnny
(Continued from page 59) "Maybe, but courage sounds like something with
the band playing," Mister Fitz said. "It's something you got without any
band playing. Sometbing that makes you able to keep going just one little
bit more, no matter how your legs hurt or your lungs hurt or everything in
your brains makes you want to quit, you had enough, keep going just a little
bit more and make the other guy quit, not you. Make the other.guy quit, not
,ever you, Nashua got it, I don't know what to call it.'~
"He certainly has shown that," I said. "Would you say he's the best
,horse you ever had, Mister Fitz?"
~ "I don't like to say anything is the best anytbing," wa~ his answer. "I've
had some good borses before this. Nasbua's a real good borse, I say."

TWENTY-SIX YEARS AGO, in 1930, Gallant Fox won the Triple Crown
of racing for Mister Fitz and for his boss, Mr. Woodward. The Triple Crown
consists of the Kentucky Derby, the Preakness at Pimlico, and the Belmont,
at Belmont Park, the three traditionally great races for three-year-olds.
"Is he as good as Gallant Fox?" I asked, boldly. 1 say "boldly" because
through the years, Gallant Fox has been pretty well accepted as Mister
Fitz's favorite borse.
"Foolishness!" he said. "Foolishness! Nobody knows. Only way in the
world to tell wbich is better would be have them race each other, and that
can't be done. It's the same as those arguments could Jack Dempsey lick Joe
Louis when botb of tbem were at their best. Foolish talk, waste of time!"
, While we were at it, 1 asked another question: "Do you ever bet on the
horses, Mister Fitz?"-- "Sure, 1 bet five dollars sometimes, for pure devilment," be answered,
laughing. "My idea is betting a few dollars for devil~ent is all right. Betting on horses to make money is downright foolisbness. Devilment's all
right."
After lunch, and before Mister Fitz had his nap, :he and I watched television some more and talked. Johnny Fitz was busy at the stable books in
another room, Jimrny Fitz· was busy tidying up and running the carpet
sweeper around. There are no women arOlmd the house. The families of
botb sons are back around New York, and the men live in tbe small white
house together, fending for themselves, with Mister Fitz doillg a great deal
of the fending. He likes to do so. Mister Fitz's wife, Jenny, to whom he
was married since he was seventeen, died six years ago.
What he does watching the TV is sit in a big chair, with an electric vibrator propped against his back, and he sometimes sits there for hours, watching any old thing that comes on the 17-inch screen-a modest, simple
screen, like everything else around Mister Fitz in person.
"People keep complicating things up," he said to me one minute. "There
ain't any need to."
"You said Arthur Godfrey liked horses; how about yourself?" 1 asked
him another minute. "When do you think you began to like horses?"
"I must have got the horse bug when 1 was six or seven years old," he
said. "Perhaps it was when 1 used to be driving my father home in the vegetable wagon." He told me his father was a huckster, back in Sheepshead
Bay, in New York, where Mister Fitz was born July 23, 1874. He has a
16-room house there still, one he bought years ago, and one that used to
be chock full of children playing when Mister Fitz's children were young
and then later when the grandchildren were young. Mister Fitz has 17
grandchildren and 19 great-grandchildren.
When he was six or seven, Mister Fitz used to ride to town with his father, in the huckster wagon. Sometimes when his father had had a jolly

and tiring day with his customers and friends, the little boy would drive
the wagon home.
"I was horse-crazy all right," he said. "I loved that driving home when
I was a kid." He adjusted the electric vibrator at his back a little, and 1 asked
him if his back hurt. "Ain't I lucky?" he answered. "Never hurts a bit.
And I see some of these poor old fellers around here with arthritis and 1
guess they're in pain all the time. ) alV!ays been lucky anyway. Like with
my bosses. One thing, my bosses certainly have spent plenty of money
keeping me in good horses."
.
That led to my asking just how he got the word that Mr. Combs, his new
boss, waS going to keep him as Nashua's trainer after he bought the horse.
"He called me' on the telephone from Kentucky the minute they told him
his bid won out," Mister Fitz said. "He asked me if I'd be willing to go on
training the horse and I said I would be glad to do it. I liked the horse. And
he said all right. Next day I got a Jetter from him airmail. Hey, Johnny,
show that letter to Mc here, will you? That nice letter from Mr. Combs."
JOHNNY FITZ BROUGHT A LETTER from the next room. In it Mr.
Combs said he hoped Mister Fitz would go right on as always, and do things
his own way. Then a paragraph said: "j have known you ever since j was
a little boy, and j certainly

appreciate

your doing this favor for me."

I asked Mister Fitz about his contract with Mr. Combs. He looked
startled. "Contract?" he said. "I never had a contract in my life. I don't believe in them. Contracts mean that perhaps it'll wind up with two people
supposed to be working together and not liking each other but. trying to go on
just because there's a contract. I never had a contract with Mr. Woodward

and I worked for him thirty-one
years. No contract with young
Mr. Bill either, or with Mrs. H. C.
Phipps, who has the Wheatley Stable I train for, or for young Mr.
Ogden Phipps, her son, that I train
for, too. No contracts. Don't believe in them. The other people say
they'll do certain things and I say
I'll do certain things and that's all
there is to it. No need complicating things up."
Mister Fitz explained that he
trains horses "by the day," and that
goes for Nashua, too. It means he
charges so much a day, I didn't ask
him how much, and for that he
provides the training, the care, the
feeding, and so on. That's his regular fee, and he also gets 10 per
cent of the winnings of each horse
in his care. In the case of Nashua
alone-as I figured quickly in my
head-that
would be $94,541.50

for 1954 and 1955, and that's to say nothing of the percentage of winnings
from all the other horses. Pretty good going for a man who likes to do his
own washing and ironing, in order to keep life simple, the way he wants
it to be.
After a while, Mister Fitz went and had his nap, and that evening the
supper he cooked for us was fried chicken, mashed turnips, some string
beans that had been left over, some hot biscuits and lots of butter, and some
chopped-up canned fruit.
The TV and the vibrator after supper for a while, in that haphazardly
happy little home on 42d Street. Maybe it was during a lull in Red Skelton
or maybe it was in between Westerns, I forget what it was, but Mister Fitz
talked a little bit more about training.
"Thing is, that's the horse's business, running," he said. "Running, that's
his business he's on earth for. There comes a time when he simply got to
get at his business, running. He feels like he just plain got to run, that's all.
Well, part of my job is to train him so he'll feel exactly that way, crazy to
run, at exactly the right time, at exactly the time they go to the post. Sometimes I do it, sometimes I don't, no denying that. But give me twenty-five
more years and I'll have a pretty good holt on this horse-training business."
The next morning, the horse showed that he was getting at "the business
he's on earth for."
Because the moment Bill McCleary got up on Nashua, ready to go out
on the track for his exercise, Bill said:
"I can feel him today, Mister Fitz! He's itchin' to run."
"Let him run a mile," said Mister Fitz (a decision he'd probably made, to
himself, the night before). "But not too fast, not too fast."
A few minutes later, we were at "Mister Fitz's nlace" at the trackside.
The horse had jogged around a bit, while Mister Fitz exercised by swaying
between his two pet trees.
.

Then, looking up the track a long way, Johnny Fitz, standing near his
father, said, "Get ready, Pop, get ready!"
Mister Fitz let go of the trees, swung to the rail, and he automatically
flicked out his huge, split-second stop watch, which he carries in his topcoat
pocket, at the end of a braided shoestring. The gesture of taking it out
was as natural, as automatic, as that of a sage old doctor flicking out his
stethoscope.
/
"Get ready, Pop," Johnny Fitz said again. "Bing!"
The "bing!" meant that the horse had started his run, far up the track.
Mister Fitz's blue eyes were peering intently up the track at the horse, and
I knew his alert fingers had started the watch for the timing.
The horse rushed by, going at a pretty good clip. The good loud snorts
of his nostrils hit our ears, a sound you don't hear in the afternoon at the
races, because the roar of the crowd muffles it. Smoothly, while everyone
in sight watched him, Nashua moved around the oval. McCleary was nearly
standing up in the stirrups, holding him in, as at last he began to slow down.
"Fifty and a fifth," said Mister Fitz calmly. "Good. Nice and slow
but good." He meant the horse had run a mile in one minute, fifty and one
fifth seconds. Horsemen seldom mention the minute in speaking of speeds.
For a first-time run after merely galloping, 1:50 1/5 really was good.
Of course, in a race, good horses run a mile in 1:36, around there, but
this was no race.
"I had all I could do to hold him in," McCleary said when he rode back
to us and Mister Fitz's eyes had run over the horse and found him good.
I began to understand better what Mister Fitz meant when he said that
his job was to get him so he'll be "just crazy to run, at exactly the right time."

-

-

The right time Mister Fitz had
in mind that particular morning
was late in the afternoon of February 18th, the time of the Widener
mile-and-a-quarter race, the race
the horse was being trained for.
Every few days, Mister Fitz explained to me, the horse would be
allowed to run a little, ever so-little, faster, with intervals of gallops. All in the hopes that the
great moment would come the instant the Widener field would flash
out of the starting gate.
That moment came at 20 minutes and 30 seconds past five
o'clock on the afternoon of February 18th. Of the nine horses in
the race, Nashua was third coming out of the gate. When they
had gone three quarters of a mile,
he was fourth. Then, under the
superb jockey, Eddie Arcaro, he
showed he really was "just crazy
__ '1_

1

THE VICTORY ADDED $92,600 to the horse's lifetime earnings, making
his total $1,038,015, or $47,745 behind Citation's all-time record of $1,085,760. Out of the $92,600, Mister Fitz got $9,260, and jockey Arcaro the
same amount. Nashua got four carrots, nearly 20 cents' worth, when he
got back to his stall.
"Are you doing any celebrating tonight?" I asked Mister Fitz when I
talked to him an hour and a half after the race.
"About all I figure to do tonight is mix that pancake batter for tomorrow's
big Sunday breakfast," he said. "You know, half buckwheat, half regular
pancake flour. I do that every Saturday night because I like it to stand in
the icebox overnight. Makes it better."
Mister Fitz was. taking victory in his stride, in keeping with the greatest
of racing maxims-"Win
as though you were used to it, lose as though
it didn't matter."
His serenity after so great a triumph was also in keeping with what I
had learned about him during my visit. That is, that 81 years, naturally,
have brought to Mister Fitz both good fortune and bad. Simplicity and
directness enable him to enjoy the good breaks with an easygoing air and
to put up peacefully with the bad ones. I do wish I could learn that way
of living with Mister Fitz someday. Perhaps years from now, say at the
time when he gets "a real good holt on this horse-training business."

Finish of Widener-Social

Outcast, Nashua, Sailor, Find. Said Mr. Fitz:

"He came on again with that extra effort after I thought they had him"

