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Don’t miss the biggest betting weekend of the year. 

GO TO:  
BREEDERSCUP.COM/WAGER  

FOR MORE INFORMATION. 

FRIDAY’S GUARANTEED POOLS

$500,000 Pick Five guarantee on Races 1-5

$1 Million Late Pick Five guarantee on Races 5-9

$1.5 Million Pick Four guarantee on Races 6-9

SATURDAY’S GUARANTEED POOLS

$1 Million Pick Six guarantee on Races 6-11

$2 Million Late Pick Five guarantee on Races 7-11

$3 Million  Pick Four guarantee on Races 8-11

INTRODUCING NEW WAYS TO PLAY IN 2018 
With a long list of betting options, it’s never taken so little to win so much.  

The Breeders’ Cup has introduced new and exciting wagers to test your handicapping  
skills and add to your Breeders’ Cup bankroll this year. The additions include:  

Jackpot Super High 5  

requiring bettors to pick the first five finishers  
of a race in order, with a $.50-cent minimum  

wager and 15% takeout.

Late Pick 5 Wager on Fri & Sat  
with an extremely player-friendly 15%  

takeout and $.50-cent minimum wager.  

Head2Head Wagering   

Three wagers on Friday and Four on Saturday.  
Head2Head bets require a $10 minimum wager  

and feature a low 10% takeout.

  

Daily Doubles 

linking leg one on Friday and  
leg two on Saturday.

http://www.breederscup.com/wager?utm_source=TDN&utm_medium=Spread&utm_campaign=Wager
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WINE INVESTMENT

Vintage wine is gaining

popularity as a potential source of 

investment, with some surprising 

comparisons to the world of 

Thoroughbreds.

By Chris Anderson
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TED BASSETT

A champion of the 

Thoroughbred game since 

1970, it’s impossible to 

imagine Keeneland or the 

Breeders’ Cup without his 

signature leadership

guiding both.

By Chris McGrath
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MONGOL DERBY

If you think the infield

of the Kentucky Derby is

wild and woolly, you ain’t

seen nothin’ yet.

By Kelsey Riley
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CHRIS HARRISON
He may have parlayed his start

at TVG into the wider world of 

true love on The Bachelor, but 

find out how the television host 

follows racing these days and 

enjoys the simple things in life.  

By Sue Finley

66
ANTONY BECK
South African-born and

British-educated, he inherited

a love of the racing game as 

well as an exquisite farm in 

Central Kentucky. He’s both 

nurtured and enhanced the 

tradition of Gainesway. 

By Chris McGrath

TDN WEEKEND
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It’s championship season. As we enjoy the Breeders’ 

Cup, which will crown so many Eclipse champions, 

we visit with the man who has been a champion 

of this sport since he took the helm at Keeneland 

nearly 50 years ago. Find out how the Marine Corps 

helped TED BASSETT shape both Keeneland and 

the Breeders’ Cup into what they are today. Half a 

world away, welcome to the MONGOL DERBY, 1,000 

kilometers of hair-raising lunacy and death-defying 

madness. Our own Kelsey Riley risked her neck and 

lived to tell the tale. Speaking of great risks, if you 

invest in Thoroughbreds, you’re accustomed to them 

and, sometimes, even great rewards. Those risks and 

potential rewards correlate nicely with a growing 

trend toward WINE INVESTMENT. A passion for 

cultivating both wine and Thoroughbreds are two 

things ANTONY BECK inherited from his late father. 

The master of Gainesway has not only kept the 

farm at the top of its game, but brought it to a new 

level. And finally, reality television fans may know 

CHRIS HARRISON from The Bachelor and its spin-

offs, but longtime racing fans remember him better 

as one of the original hosts of TVG. He gives us The 

Last Word.
– JILL WILLIAMS

Associate Publisher



By CHRIS McGRATH

 If there is somebody up there who has 

granted Ted Bassett long life, then it’s 

not hard to see why. Because who would 

want the competition? As a friend re-

marked, after hearing the 97-year-old’s 

husky, beautifully measured voiceover for 

a recent Keeneland promotional video: 

“What a voice! It’s like listening to God.”

 Entering his office and seeing James E. 

Bassett III rise behind his desk, your 

instincts are more temporal: you want to 

click your heels and snap into a salute. 

For as upright as he remains, in his 

imposing build, the word applies still 

more forcibly to the integrity he exudes.









 The handshake duly holds you as firm-

ly as those keen, unwavering eyes. Here, 

plainly, is a man you could turn to, any 

time you needed a little extra steel—ei-

ther to do a job right or, because he con-

siders this much the same thing, to do 

the right thing. After so many decades in 

the service of his country, his state, his 

sport, Bassett’s counsel must be as sea-

soned as any in the land.

 Sure enough, the telephone call he had 

to conclude while you were waiting—

as he explains, purely in apology—had 

come from a certain candidate for high 

public office. Just seeking a little ad-

vice, before meeting with an influential 

newspaper publisher. Bassett can trust 

you with their names, because he knows 

you’ll want to prove worthy of the confi-

dence. And that, right there, is a sample 

of his leadership style.

 If only every aspirant to power and re-

sponsibility could have such a man in his 

or her corner; could absorb the precepts 

of leadership he learned in the Marine 

Corps, and applied to earn a Purple Heart 

and Presidential Unit Citation in the Pa-

cific War. In each of the three main chal-

lenges he subsequently embraced—with 

the Kentucky State Police, here at Keene-

land, and with the Breeders’ Cup—that 

grounding proved crucial.

 So how would he condense that ground-

ing?

 “Take—care—of—your—men!” Each 

growled syllable accompanied by a fist 

on the table. “What that meant, in the 

Marine Corps, was this,” Bassett expands. 

“They were fed first. They dug their holes 

first. Before you dug a hole, your men 

dug in, and you fed them. Because their 

welfare is absolutely essential to your 



survival. You take care of the men, they 

take care of you.

 “It wasn’t necessarily just fighting the 

Japanese. The idea that they come first 

is essential to the overall success of 

the platoon, of the company. And you 

can transfer that into any organisation. 

Because you can’t ever do it all on your 

own. Even if you are a surgeon, you need 

somebody handing you the instruments. 

You can stand alone, on purpose and 

principle. But in achieving an objective, 

you can’t.”

 That, he felt, was the desperate thing 

about Vietnam: the disintegration of mo-

rale, of the kind of comradeship that sus-

tained him and his men on Okinawa. As his 

country entered that trauma, however, 

Bassett found himself in another kind of 

front line. In 1963 he was appointed 

Director of the Kentucky State 

Police, at a time when the so-

cial rupture that would be 

widened by Vietnam was 

already bloodily dividing 

law enforcement and the 

civil rights movement.



 Arriving as an outsider, Bassett’s sta-

tus as a decorated Marine gave him half 

a chance—albeit only half a chance. “If 

I’d just been some Yale graduate going 

in there, I’d have been chewed up,” he 

admits. The fact remained that he was a 

Yale graduate, and hardly welcomed with 

open arms. His solution was to get out 

there among his men. In barely a month, 

he visited each and every single state po-

lice precinct, to ask and to listen.

 “Racial discord, the school bus, hous-

ing: things that interjected police into 

situations they generally hadn’t been 

trained for,” he muses. “The image of law 

enforcement was pretty near rock bot-

tom. So the question was: what can we do, 

to change the image from foe to friend? 

What can we do to make people feel that 

he’s a partner with us in the community?”

 At each post, Bassett ended his pre-

sentation by asking the men if they had 

questions or comments. Silence. But what 

could he expect? The sergeants and of-

ficers were all sitting there, too. So he 

picked men out at random: “You. And 

you. And you. And you. I want to speak 

with you afterwards.”

 Taking them aside, he said, “Now listen. 

I want to know what’s on your mind. For-

get that canned speech I gave you. What 

would you do if you were me? If we 

want to make this thing better, togeth-

er, I need to hear what the men are 

saying. What’s the number one issue? Is it 

money? Is it time? Is it retirement? 

Is it the uniform? Is it the car? 

But—tell—me—what—is—

on—your—g o d d a m n —

mind!?”

YOU CAN’T EVER DO IT ALL ON YOUR OWN.
EVEN IF YOU ARE A SURGEON, YOU NEED

SOMEBODY HANDING YOU THE INSTRUMENTS.
YOU CAN STAND ALONE, ON PURPOSE AND PRINCIPLE.

BUT IN ACHIEVING AN OBJECTIVE, YOU CAN’T.







 Again, the fist bangs the table; again, 

that piercing gaze. And that is merely in 

reprising the moment, over half a century 

later. You can only imagine the effect he 

had, at the time. Even the most slovenly 

and disenchanted of troopers must have 

felt an incipient shame; must have started 

wondering whether a little more self-re-

spect might yet help win the respect of 

the community.

 Bassett began to put the jigsaw of 

grievances together. Yes, they should get 

more competitive wages. Yes, they need-

ed more manpower. But there would be a 

trade-off, in the way his men looked and 

behaved.

 “They had these stupid, big old over-

coats that went down to their ankles,” 

Bassett smiles. “A guy could shoot you 

ten times before you could get inside 

there. So we got them out of those and 

into Eisenhower jackets. Then a physical 

fitness programme. And not just what to 

eat. How to eat! That is one thing they 

did almost rebel on: table etiquette. 

They had to understand this idea that 

you’re on stage, 24/7. When you walk in, 

every eye is going to turn on you. Now, 

look the part. Act the part.”

 He changed the car markings, from 

blue-and-white to grey—an idea bor-

rowed from West Point, the thin grey 

line. As contentious as anything, curi-

ously enough, was the blue light. “Every 

volunteer fireman, every wrecker, every 

delivery guy, they’ve all got a red light up 

there,” Bassett explained to his men. “I 

don’t want it on state police cars. When 

that blue light comes on, it says: ‘Po-

lice, and you damned well better stop.’ 

And, when they stop, they need to know 

they’ll be treated right. So you’d better 

be professional, you’d better know what 

you’re doing.”

 The problem was that the city sheriffs 

wanted the blue light, too. Bassett 

demurred. They gave him hell for that, 

for elitism. But that was a price he was 

prepared to pay, for his men to gain be-

lief—in themselves, and in their mission. 

Perhaps the most important step was the 

foundation of a training programme at 

Eastern Kentucky University.

 “Before, when a new recruit came in, 

what did you do?” he asks. “You gave him 

a little pep talk. ‘And what you’re going 

to do today, you’re going to walk the 

beat with old Joe, and he’s going to give 



you the rundown.’ But Joe just tells you 

whose toes not to step on. He tells you 

to do this, not to do that. All right. What 

about firearm training? Well, you take a 

Coke can to the city dump.” 

 If it proved difficult in that fraught era 

to find a receptive campus, it was hard-

er still to persuade the men to attend. 

“They weren’t highly educated,” Bassett 

says. “They had a tendency to be ab-

sorbed with their own importance, being 

able to run around with a gun looking like 

John Wayne. But what really frightened 

them was an academic environment, was 

being embarrassed. That took some real 

tooth-pulling. In the end the way we got 

them in was to say that if you complet-

ed the four-week course, and came back 

within 12 months for a refresher, you got 

a ten percent increase in your salary. I 

had to bribe them!”

 But Bassett, critically, had established 

that the Marine Corps template was 

transferable—and duly applied the les-

sons both as president of Keeneland, 

from 1970 to 1986, and then in the same 

role at the nascent Breeders’ Cup from 

1988 to 1996.

 “There was a common thread between 

these three major pit stops,” he reflects. 

“In each case, there was a need to re-

spond to cultural and economic changes 

within the country. And the thing that 

helped me, through all three, was to try 

and be a good listener. I didn’t say, ‘This 

is my message, and this is what we’re 

going to do.’ I went out and said, ‘What 

do we need to do to move this thing for-

ward? Help me help you.’”

 At Keeneland, he found a management 

structure inadequately adapted to an ex-

ploding economy soon to be supplement-

ed by spectacular international demand. 

“Keeneland was supposed to get a bit of 

a break on all sorts of things,” Bassett 

recalls. “Because we were a child of the 

Depression, we had no money. I wanted 

to make it a little more inclusive, to get 

the people that were ‘the engine’ feeling 

part of what we were trying to do.”

 And, always, he put himself in the 

shoes of his customers. On race morn-

ings, he would personally check ev-

ery restroom at the track. During 

the sales, he would start every day 

by strolling through the barns—

just shooting the breeze, boost-

ing morale.

 “Well, how are you doing this 

morning?” he’d say. “I know the 

sale was down yesterday, but I 

feel good about today. And your 

stock is good. By the way, I love 

that sign.”



I HAD A HELL OF A GOOD TIME DOING THESE THINGS.

AND ENJOYING WHAT YOU DO IS KEY.
YOU DON’T HAVE TO BE OUT THERE RATTLING

A TIN CAN ALL THE TIME.





 “This lightbulb here has gone. And that 

tap isn’t working.”

 “Okay, I’ll have someone come down 

right away and sort that out.”

 “And this catalogue page has left off 

so-and-so.”

 “Okay, let me see about that.”

 And back in the office they would ex-

plain that the consignor had been late 

making his entry.

 “So I’d go back and say, ‘Well, I looked 

into it and they’re sorry that happened. 

But you are aware of the deadline?’ And 

he’d say ‘What deadline?’ ‘Well, it was 

April 1; do me a favour, and remember 

that next year.’ The thing was to be avail-

able.”

 And of course he witnessed tumultu-

ous times in the bloodstock market. To 

Bassett, the advent of global investors—

from the Middle East, Japan, South Amer-

ica—made the European auction houses 

partners as much as rivals. So he engaged 

with them, urged them that they could 

all prosper together.

 “If they had a good client who wanted 

to come here, they should let us know 

and we’d take care of him,” he says. 

“And we’d turn around and send buyers 

back to them, saying here’s someone 

you ought to look at. Because here’s the 

thing. There’s enough out there for all of 

us—if we make the industry strong, make 

our product strong.”

 The innovation of the Breeders’ Cup 

borrowed from that same tailwind. In 

making concrete the vision of John 

Gaines, however, there was the familiar 

challenge of persuading factions of their 

mutual interests; to accept that Bassett 

was not there to rock the boat, but to get 

it on an even keel.

 “Gaines was a Renaissance man with 

brilliant ideas,” Bassett remembers. “But 

his modus operandi was A-to-Z. Inside 

the industry was jealousy, and a fear of 

change. The big breeders, who under-

neath were all fierce competitors, didn’t 

feel comfortable. ‘How is this going to af-

fect me? How am I going to benefit from 

this?’

 “Then there was the resentment of the 

tracks. NYRA had their fall racing series 

and hated the idea. The second Breeders’ 

Cup was at Aqueduct and we had a giant 

temporary video board and a Breeders’ 

Cup sign. And the first thing they said 

was tear that board down. It was very 



difficult trying to convince the track 

managements that this thing, ultimately, 

will help us all: the one big day, the me-

dia interest, filling that tremendous gap 

in the public acceptance of racing after 

the Triple Crown.”

 Even the horsemen were reluctant. 

Bassett addressed a big meeting and 

found his audience courteous but cold. 

So he told them, “We will never move 

this thing forward unless each of us gives 

something. Each of us: the breeders, the 

tracks, the horsemen.”

 So Bassett reprised his tried-and-trust-

ed police methods. Instead of stewing 

in the Breeders’ Cup office, he took the 

show on the road. 

 “As simplistic as this sounds, it’s 

about believing in your miss i o n , ” 

h e  says. “And it’s absolutely es-

sential to your success to get 

your team, your people, be-

lieving in it too. When I did 

the state police thing, I was 

laughed at. Not so much by 

the men. But other people 

said, ‘Look at Bassett go-

ing about trying to promote 

himself.’



 “I was not a miracle worker. I was just 

an average person who liked the chal-

lenge and felt it was workable. In each 

instance, it was not trying to jam some 

philosophy down anybody’s throat. It 

was about trying to see what they be-

lieved they could do to make the organ-

isation work better: the people who were 

actually doing the work, whose support we 

needed, whether it was a horse breeder 

or a trooper on the road. You could not 

do that by sending out memos and PRs. 

You had to reach out to them, make it 

feel like they had a voice.”

 And all this started with the boot 

camps, and then the combat experience.

“I’m a little hesitant about trying to be 

a flag-waver for the Marine Corps,” 

Bassett says. “But it did change my life. 

Totally. Because that same philosophy, 

tweaked, applied to all these different 

situations. Really I had no major plan for 

any of these things I did. I wasn’t smart 

enough to have a plan. But what I did 

have was the Marine Corps thing: ‘How 

do you connect with your men?’

 “In each of these cases, I wasn’t wel-

comed. Here’s a new guy coming in, what 

the heck is his idea? But in each case 

change was needed because of signs of 

the times. With the police, for instance, 

there was the racial divide. 

 “And the goal was always 100 percent. 

Even though that’s probably unachiev-

able. You’re always going to have some 

hardheads. But if you end up with 75, 

80 percent, you’re winning. The secret 

of good management is having as many 

people as possible feeling they share a 

common goal. Because if the organisation 

is successful, you will be successful as 

individuals. If we’re moving the boulder 

together, we’ll get the pressure off us in-

dividually.”





 Talk to anyone round Keeneland about 

Bassett, from the track kitchen to the 

trustees, and you’ll notice the same 

light come into their eyes. It’s not just 

admiration for his vigour, or respect for 

a patriarchal figure. It’s devotion. A de-

votion earned in what, for all the money 

at stake, remains essentially a frivolous 

field of human enterprise: the breeding, 

raising, and selling of Thoroughbreds. So 

you just know that each and every one of 

those men back in the Pacific, where the 

stakes were so much higher, would have 

taken a bullet for Bassett.

 The list of his awards, honorary de-

grees, citations is as long as your arm. 

But the irony is that vainer men will nev-

er win so many accolades. Leading, for 

Bassett, was never about imposing him-

self. If anything, it was quite the reverse.

 “I had a hell of a good time doing these 

things,” he shrugs. “And enjoying what 

you do is key. You don’t have to be out 

there rattling a tin can all the time. It just 

means you have some built-in energy, 

that you have something you want to pur-

sue, something you’re determined about. 

And even today, at four score years and 

17—although the world isn’t depending 

on a thing I say or do—I’m excited about 

coming through those back gates every 

morning.”  



By KELSEY RILEY





The TDN's KELSEY RILEY shares the despair and elation
of competing in the Mongol Derby



I had been warned of it. I had started to suspect it. Now, 

as a pair of snarling dogs came lurching at me as I hung 

off the side of my bolting horse, I knew it to be true. 

 We had been galloping for 10 kilometers down a des-

olate dirt road through what appeared to be an equine 

cemetery, with horse skulls and bits of bone scattered 

across the green knolls. Rounding a bend, we found 

ourselves face-to-face with a fully intact horse skele-

ton. As my horse spooked, launching me half out of the 

saddle, two dogs blasted out of a ger, biting at his an-

kles as I struggled to hang on.

 Really? This is how I’m going to die? A year of prepa-

ration to ride 620 miles across the Mongolian steppe 

and I’m going to be ripped to pieces just four days in by 

two angry, potentially rabid dogs?

 “Not today, boys!” I shouted as I hauled myself back 

up onto the saddle. As we reached the edges of their 

territory, the dogs backed off and slowly disappeared 

into the distance.

THE MONGOL DERBY 
WANTS TO KILL YOU.



 Welcome to the Mongol Derby. That was pretty much 

a typical moment in the world’s longest and toughest 

horse race, where riders have 10 days to navigate 1,000 

kilometers of the Mongolian steppe on the backs of 

semi-wild horses.

 That sounds hectic. But at least you can follow the 

track, right? 

 Think again. There is no marked course; riders navi-

gate from the start to the finish, and the 28 stations 

in between, by GPS. They’re given waypoints to help 

guide them, but exactly how they get there is their 

choice. Participants are permitted to ride from 6:30 

a.m. to 8 p.m. 



 Near 14-hour days in the saddle? It must feel nice at 

night to take a hot shower, chow down on a big-ole 

pizza, and curl up in a warm bed.

 Wrong. Riders stay out in traditional nomad style in 

gers–effectively an elaborate tent–but this is not 

glamping: there is no plumbing, electricity, beds, and 

certainly no pizza delivery. Showers are a nightly rub-

down with a wet wipe. Toilets are a hole in the ground 

protected on three sides by a tarp. The fancy ones had a 

half-wet roll of toilet paper sitting nearby in the grass.

 In August, I rode in–and finished–the 10th running 

of the Mongol Derby. I am not a professional rider, I 

had never camped, and my navigation skills are highly 

suspect. It was the most spectacular and rewarding ex-

perience of my life. What follows is a taste of the joy, 

fear, pain, and elation I went through. 

THE AUTHOR leads the way



 The plain bay horse rolled his wide eyes back ner-

vously, snorting and leaning backward as I stepped in 

front of him.

 “That one,” I called to the herder. He had a craziness 

about him, sure, but I liked it. It was 6 a.m. on day two 

of the Mongol Derby, and the evening before I had 

slugged through a torrential rainstorm on a horse that 

wouldn’t go past a trot. I didn’t want to risk that again.

 Fiery he was. We raced up and down mountains and 

across marmot hole-infested plains. Rocketship re-

peatedly went down on his knees, face, belly, etc., but 

somehow managed to not lose total control, or me. 

 “I’m actually going to die,” I thought as we hurtled 

across a vast spread of knolls that I felt sure his hooves 

would slip between. I cringed as he tore across piles of 

rocks, but stone bruises? Not a concern for this dude.

 By the time I arrived at station six, my third stop of 

the day, I was riding with a group of guys from Austra-

lia. I wasn’t afraid to admit that exhaustion and pain 

were catching up to me.

 “Do you guys mind if I carry on with you to the next 

station?” I asked. “I’m getting a bit tired and sore and 

the company will keep my spirits up.”

 They didn’t mind. In fact, one even hooked me up 

with some super painkillers.

 “Take this; you won’t feel a thing,” he said, dropping 

a small white pill in my hand.

 I know: this is how a mediocre horror film begins. But 

one can get pretty desperate out on the steppe. And 

these guys seemed okay. Soon, a blissful numbness 

washed over me, and I’m sure I spent the rest of the 

day telling the guys how happy I was. We rolled into 

station seven, one of the most beautiful stops on the 

race, with 15 minutes until cutoff time.





EVERYONE HAS A PLAN, 

UNTIL THEY GET 
PUNCHED IN THE 
FACE.

– MIKE TYSON
(Also, KATY WILLINGS, Mongol Derby Chief)



 Rolling into station 10, my third stop on day three, 

I jumped off a little gray bullet that had given me the 

ride of a lifetime, nearly galloping the 30-kilometer leg 

nonstop.

 What a high.

 Oh wait, not so fast.

 Just when I thought I had it all figured out, along 

came that fist right to the face. 

 I picked the most spirited-looking horse on the line, 

ready to race to the next station and have my best 

day yet. The horse was full of steam, broncing out of 

the station and flying full tilt for five kilometers be-

fore promptly putting on the brakes. His rodeo antics 

had exhausted him, and when we got to station 11, he 

was dehydrated and his heart rate failed to recover in 

time. I was slapped with a two-hour vet penalty. I was 

disappointed with the penalty, but devastated that I 

had failed a horse under my care. Thanks to the excel-

lent vet team, he was soon back in good spirits, so I 

headed into the ger to set up camp with the four other 

women staying the night. Still feeling horribly guilty, I 

snuggled into my sleeping bag, large hunks of bloody 

meat dangling from the ceiling above me, but I perked 

up considerably when a medic and a translator tapped 

on our door. It was one of the rider’s birthdays, and 

they had chocolate and whiskey for us all. As the sev-

en of us, from five different countries, munched choc-

olate, sipped whiskey, and swapped stories by head-

lamp-light, I couldn’t help but feel like a stumbling 

block had turned into a blessing.



 When Mongol Derby riders find themselves be-

tween stations at the riding cutoff time, there are two 

choices: find a family to take them in for the night, or 

sleep on the ground with their horse under the stars. 

That was where I and two others found ourselves at the 

end of day four. We had pulled three slow horses that 

refused to go beyond a trot or pass each other, mean-

ing they were more like bumper cars pinging off one 

another while three exhausted riders flopped around 

on their backs for 18 kilometers. So we were thrilled 

at 7:30 p.m. to see a pair of gers pop up on the horizon 

and a man outside tending to some horses. We rode 

up and, despite a complete and total language barrier, 

managed to indicate we were travelers who wanted to 

spend the night with our horses.







 Imagine this scenario playing out in the Western 

world; you’d slam the door and call the police. Instead, 

the man broke into a giddy, toothless smile, yelled for 

his sons to come take care of our horses, and gestured 

for us to head into the ger for dinner.

 It seemed our luck had turned around. That is, un-

til a large bucket of unidentified animal organs was 

plopped in front of us. A large knife sat atop the or-

gans, and the family gestured for us to start carving.

 We smiled widely at them while arguing about who 

would be the first to dig in and, after each having a bite 

of what we contended was liver, politely indicated that 

we were full.

 That night, as I tossed and turned trying to achieve 

a position that didn’t leave my aching body screaming 

in pain, I found myself reflecting on the fact that this 

generous family was an example of how less really is 

more. Like all Mongolian nomads, they have what we 

perceive to be very little, yet they’ll throw their home 

open and share with you whatever they do have, ex-

pecting nothing in return. They seemed happy and 

healthy and had been thriving this way for quite some 

time. Valuable lessons indeed.



 Let’s talk food. On day four, I developed a very sud-

den and severe aversion to the local diet, which con-

sisted largely of mutton and was usually washed down 

with milk, or airag, fermented mare’s milk.

 My body had suddenly decided I couldn’t eat the mut-

ton, couldn’t look at it, couldn’t even think about it. 

I subsisted for about two days on whatever scraps of 

bread I could find.

 Day five was another scorcher, and my group had 

pushed ourselves to hit four stations, rolling into our 

final stop 15 minutes before the cutoff. I hobbled into 

the family’s ger, dreading the mutton that most like-

ly awaited me, and was elated when I found, yes, mut-

ton, but also a bottle of ketchup. Cutting open the hot 

pocket-like pastries encasing the mutton, I scraped it 

out, slathered the pastries with ketchup and scarfed 

them down.

	 Day	five	was	also	when	I	hooked	up	with	Christine	from	

the U.S. and Eion from New Zealand for good. We had 

all ridden intermittently together before, but now we’d 

stick together and ride across the finish line together.





 I continued to grit my teeth against the growing pain 

in my knees that had greatly intensified on day six. I 

raised my stirrups; no good. I dropped them; that didn’t 

work either. I stood the trot and sat it. I tried counting 

to 10 to occupy my mind. When 10 became too much, I 

went to five. Then three.

 I had already taken four Advil that morning, and a va-

riety of painkiller cocktails thrown at me hadn’t helped 

a shade. I began to panic about the prospect of seri-

ously injuring myself, and wrestled with the notion of 

slowing down. But I didn’t want to lose position, or my 

friends, who would ride on without me.

 To say that I loved every minute of the Mongol Derby 

would be a lie, and betray just how grueling it really is 



IT WAS THE MOST

SPECTACULAR AND 
REWARDING EXPERIENCE 
OF MY LIFE.





and, therefore, how massive an accomplishment it is 

to persevere and finish the race. So I’m not afraid to 

admit that, late in the afternoon on day six–and not 

for the first time that week–I slumped in my saddle and 

cried. For about five minutes. That was all I needed. By 

the time we reached station 22, about 10 minutes shy 

of 8 p.m., I’d decided to stay positive and stop fighting 

my body. I told my group I would set off with them in 

the morning, but if my pain was still as severe, I would 

slow down and they should head on without me. 

 A funny thing happened the next morning. The pain 

was still there (as it still was at the time of writing this 

a month after the finish), but it had subsided to a man-

ageable level. I believe that keeping a positive atti-

tude and deciding to not fight my body had caused my 

mind to communicate to my body to go on. “Your body 

can withstand almost anything; it’s your mind you have 

to convince,” the saying goes, and seeing this play out 

was an incredible experience and something for which 

I’m so grateful.



 “Welcome to the five-star hotel.”

 We rolled in to station 24, our second stop of the day, 

to find there was no vet waiting for us; her vehicle had 

gotten stuck in a bog en route. Our horses had to be 

vetted before we could head out again, so rather than 

our customary lightning-quick turnaround, we headed 

into the family’s ger to have some lunch.

 There we were greeted by Yajaa, a Mongolian wom-

an who spoke English. She pointed us toward a spread 

of stew, vegetables, and, much to our delight, choc-

olate. Yajaa lives in Ulaanbaatar but had come out to 

the steppe with her family to help with the Derby. She 

had three children, the youngest a little boy about two 

who recited colors in English. 

TO SAY THAT I LOVED EVERY
MINUTE OF THE MONGOL DERBY 
WOULD BE A LIE, AND BETRAY

JUST HOW GRUELING
IT REALLY IS.







 This heartwarming encounter with this beautiful 

woman (with whom I am now connected on Facebook 

and Instagram) and her family was a reminder that un-

less something went wrong, my team had just a day and 

a half of the Mongol Derby left. We were about mid-

pack with no one for hours ahead of or behind us, so if 

there was ever a time to relax and take a look around, 

it was now.

 So when we rolled into station 26 with 1 1/2 hours 

of riding time left, Eion, Christine, and I opted to have 

an early night there rather than ride on and camp out. 

I’m so grateful we made that call, as this turned out to 

be one of my favorite nights of the Derby. The woman 

at the station whipped us up a mean feast including 

roasted potatoes and a delectable homemade blueber-

ry jam on sourdough bread. “She went into the moun-

tains and picked the blueberries to make the jam,” the 

translator explained. She couldn’t have smiled wider 

when we asked the translator to convey our gratitude.





 We awoke on day eight, the day we would finish the 

race, to a driving rain pitter-pattering on the roof of 

the ger. For the last time, we popped out of our sleep-

ing bags, rolled them up, and stuffed them into our 

saddle bags.

 The rain and low-hanging clouds made navigation 

more challenging, but after a bit of zigzagging we 

rolled into station 27. Here, I selected a grulla-colored 

horse that turned out to be the riding horse of the 

children of the family at the station. As I held him and 

waited to go, a little boy and girl walked up and started 

petting and hugging him. I asked the translator to tell 

the kids I’d look after their horse and they’d get him 

back soon. The memory of their big smiles still makes 

my heart grow a size each time I think about it.

COMING TO MONGOLIA,
THIS WAS ALL I HAD WANTED:
TO RACE UNINHIBITED 
ACROSS THE HEARTBREAKINGLY
BEAUTIFUL STEPPE.



 As we were riding into our final station before the 

finish, the rain that had pummeled us all morning sub-

sided and the sun burst out.

 I selected a racy little black horse from the final group 

and we set out of the station at a relentless gallop un-

der the blazing sun. Coming to Mongolia, this was all I 

had wanted: to race uninhibited across the heartbreak-

ingly beautiful steppe. 

 I wanted to commit every bit of what was around me 

that last 28 kilometers to memory. It had been a test-

ing and humbling week, and while there was a definite 

sense of relief that the finish line was around the cor-

ner, I wasn’t quite ready to let go.

 Eion, Christine, and I crossed the Mongol Derby fin-

ish line at 12:45 p.m., in joint 16th place of 44 riders, 

with 1,015 kilometers (630 miles)–and a lifetime of 

memories–under our belts in 7 1/2 days. The next few 

minutes were a blur as the riders who had crossed be-

fore us engulfed us in hugs, handed us the best-tasting 

warm beers we’d ever had, and begged us for our best 

stories. The storytelling went on for the next two days 

as we cheered the remaining riders in, and they’ll no 

doubt continue for many years.







 Finishing the world’s longest and toughest horse race 

has filled me with deep feelings of accomplishment 

and gratitude. People say it is brave to go to Mongo-

lia and take on such a challenge. But perhaps the brav-

est part was actually leaving that breathtaking land 

and its beautiful horses and people behind at the end. 

Reaching my goal after feeling so dangerously close to 

my limits has fueled me with an immense confidence 

and excitement about what other mountains might be 

there to climb. 

   Everest, anyone?





By CHRIS ANDERSON

Vintage wine is gaining popularity as a potential source 
of investment, with some surprising comparisons to 
the world of Thoroughbreds.



Who doesn’t like a tipple while watching the action, 

with the chinking of glasses helping to celebrate a big 

win? But recently, the potential for wine as an invest-

ment has fallen under the spotlight, with speculators 

buying and selling as they might for Thoroughbreds 

themselves.

 Stamps, coins, and other collectables also have seen 

a surge in interest from an investment perspective, 

as uncorrelated to the stock market these purchases 

seem insulated from a possible crash. The potential re-

turns may also be greater than any interest rate from 

a bank – the value of fine wines has risen some 20% in 

a recent 12-month period, while the 10 top performers 

have increased an average of 150% when looking back 

over a five-year span.

 The golden rule of investing in wine is to deal with a 

reputable merchant – someone who knows what they 

are doing. While there is a wealth of information avail-

able to would-be investors, through apps and blogs, 

and the growing prominence of Liv-ex, the global mar-

ketplace for professional buyers and sellers of fine 

wine, founded in 2000 – all of which have helped to 

grow the popularity of wine investment – it still pays to 

enlist the help of an expert, who can talk you through 

the various considerations.

 Paul Hammond is the co-founder and director of IG 

Wines, a fine wine merchant and investment advisory 

outfit in central London. Among his relevant qualifi-

cations, Hammond holds a Wine Spirit Education Trust 

Diploma, is the president and founder of a wine chari-

ty, 2 Water, and writes a wine club column for London 

Horse racing and fine wine
have a long, shared history.



newspaper City A.M. He certainly knows how to make 

the most of fine wine for investment.

 “Our customer base, in London particularly, consists 

largely of business professionals,” explains Hammond, 

speaking over a glass of wine. “People in finance, bank-

ers, lawyers… And the reasons they come to us are ei-

ther to lay down a cellar, building a portfolio of wines 

to enjoy at a later date, or purely from an investment 

perspective, and we will structure a plan for them ac-

cordingly. But mainly, our clients do both, buying for 

drinking and investing, and will drink some of their 

profit. It’s a nice, interesting mix.”

Paul Hammond
co-founder and director
of IG Wines



 Hammond is quick to point out how the appeal of 

investing in wine may be similar to that of owning a 

Thoroughbred for those working in financial markets. 

“In the U.K., wine and racehorses are generally exempt 

from capital gains tax, as both are viewed as ‘wasting 

chattels,’ which means they have a useful life of less 

than 50 years, so ownership can prove tax-efficient,” 

he says. “I know you have consortiums that breed and 

sell horses too, and that’s also something we can do, so 

that a group can buy wine together.”

 Like horses, keeping and storing wine can incur its 

own costs, and a merchant will be best placed to advise 

on this, with a solution to preserve your assets, tak-

ing into account insurance, and even temperature and 

humidity. “Another similarity, I imagine that breeding 

and selling horses has a low correlation to convention-

al markets,” Hammond adds. “For our customers who 

are bankers, because a lot of their investments use 

traditional financial instruments, they tend to perform 

well or badly in similar ratios, but wine can buck the 

trend. It has a different correlation.”

 The traditional approach to wine investment is 

to concentrate on Bordeaux and, to a lesser extent, 

Burgundy, the Rhône, Champagne, and Port. Growing 

in popularity are the Super Tuscans of Italy, and the 

so-called icon wines of the New World such as Austra-

lia’s Penfolds Grange, and California’s Opus One and 

The golden rule of investing
in wine is to deal with a reputable 
merchant – someone who knows 

what they are doing.





Screaming Eagle. Investment-grade wines are general-

ly produced in small quantities (up to a maximum of 

20,000 cases), and with many inevitably consumed, this 

will drive up prices over time.

 Does that mean wine investment will have guaran-

teed returns? “Volatility is low,” Hammond says of the 

market. “The only type of volatility we really get is 

currency-based, that’s it. When Brexit happened, the 

pound dropped in value, and investors from abroad 

started buying wine in pounds, so that drove prices up 

for people in the U.K. But we’ll build the customer’s 

portfolio around the market conditions.”

 There can occasionally be unusual activity in the mar-

ket that sparks a huge increase, however, as Hammond 

recalls a few years ago. “In 2008, Hong Kong abol-

ished import duty on wine, so you had this incredible 

surge,” he says. “Asia bought around US$1.5 billion of 

wine, and our investment universe isn’t really that big, 

around 100 châteaux, and our core is less than 50… But 

I remember ‘Lafite’ is similar to a word meaning ‘luck’ 

in Mandarin, so that spiked. And anything that had a 

lucky number in it, like a No. 8.

 “But generally, good vintages are a driver. If you 

have a great one in Bordeaux or Burgundy, that’s re-

ally what you need. Good vintages tend to have high 

production, because of the weather, but for bad vin-

tages it will be smaller. Also, Burgundy makes so little 

wine, just 600 cases a year, and that isn’t enough to fill 

the global consumption demand, so the numbers there 

are very small. Going back 10 years, people bought the 

leading wines of Bordeaux and that was it, but now it’s 

becoming a real trader’s market.”





 Hammond points to several reasons for the market 

opening up – one being the growth in the online re-

sources and apps available to investors. “There’s a 

whole trading universe now, so you can view all of the 

wines and their value, and then go back and see their 

entire timeline,” he says. “There’s some very thorough 

software, and tools that make trading in the market 

more efficient. From that perspective, it has become 

more sophisticated, and in line with conventional in-

vestments. 

 “We put out information too, writing editorials on 

the various châteaux or analytical metrics, and really 

try to provide a backdrop, educating our clients, and 

in turn that builds our company. We went from a data-

base of 2,000 to 50,000, with people reading our news-

letter, purely on the back of offering interesting edito-

rial information.

 “Then some of the other reasons for an increasing 

interest, Bordeaux has had two great vintages, 2015 

and 2016, so that has created a growth cycle. A lot of 

newspapers are reporting on the excellent growth the 

market has seen as a result, saying that wine is a good 

place to put your money again, and that means more 

people wanting to be involved… All over the world, 

the wine market seems quite buoyant.” 

 Some speculators may think of buying ‘en primeur’ 

– purchasing wine in the barrel two to three years be-

fore its release. The advantage is acquiring a vintage 

when it is younger, and therefore at a lower price, but 

the risk is that the wine does not end up as valuable 

as hoped. “What really confuses a lot of people, they 

have a wine in 2015, love it, then have another from a 

different year, and it’s the same wine, just a different 

vintage, and they don’t like it,” says Hammond. “The 

vintage variations are enormous, so it really is key to 

work with a merchant who can guide you.”





 With the recommendation of seeking expert help, 

there are more parallels to the equestrian world. 

“Well, I guess the winemakers are the trainers,” says 

Hammond. “They have to nurture and develop to get 

the most out of the investment, and try to spot poten-

tial.”

 Timing and maturity are as important in horse rac-

ing as they are in wine too. “Absolutely,” Hammond 

agrees. “You can’t drink a wine when it’s young… Well, 

you can, but you’d be wasting it, because it isn’t ready. 

You’ll only get the best out of it when it reaches its 

peak, but leave it too long and it’ll be past its prime. 

We always tell our clients when we think their wines 

should be drunk or sold, or if we take a vintage and 

it’s not tasting as well as it should be. There are lots of 

similarities with horses, I think.”

 There is even potential in family ties, looking to one 

particular investment because of its links to another 

with good form in the past. “There is a French word 

we use a lot, terroir, which refers to the environmen-

tal factors contributing to the wine, from the land to 

the weather, and the best wine is generally so because 

it uses the finest terroir plots, dating back thousands 

of years,” Hammond explains. “There might be a great 

château with one terroir, and next to it another, which 

will attract attention because of its closeness – like a 

family line, in that respect, as it shares similar quali-

ties.”

 So is it better to invest in wine or horses, and which 

can yield the best returns? Maybe buying and selling 

one can be used to indulge in the other. Definitely food 

for thought – just remember, the thing about food is it 

always tastes better with wine.

For more information, go to www.igwines.com







By CHRIS MCGRATH



S
itting on a sofa in his office at Gainesway, Antony Beck 

points to twin, framed photographs hanging above his 

head, one set above the other.  

 “Have a look at these two horses here.”

 For a moment, you’re not sure that they are actually 

two different animals. A creamy grey stallion in the 

same posture, against the same background of indeterminate pas-

ture. Beck acknowledges that the more recent shot was taken to 

make the point, and duly developed in black and white, but the in-

herent resemblance is certainly striking.

 “Mahmoud and Tapit,” Beck explains. “It’s really interesting to see. 

Until quite recently Mahmoud was the fastest Epsom Derby winner. 

The grey in Tapit comes from him, five or six generations back—

through the mares, through the female family. And Mahmoud stood 

here on this farm.”

 Tapit, nowadays, is among the most expensive sires in Amer-

ica ($300,000 in 2018; $225,000 for 2019). His rise ensures that 

Gainesway remains an iconic Bluegrass brand, worthy of a heritage 

that has trebled in weight under the present ownership through the 

addition of historic tracts of neighbouring Whitney land. And, while 

the family will celebrate its 30th anniversary here in February, con-

versation with Beck very soon discloses a keen sense that his first 

duty is the humble one of stewardship.

 His mother, clearly of similar mind, planted 62 different species of 

oak around the estate, not to mention some of the finest formal gar-

dens in the land. And Beck, in turn, is proving a profoundly civilising 

influence. Among the old farm buildings, for instance, was a derelict 

slaughterhouse. Beck has turned it into a wine vault. Blood to claret: 

a succinct sample of the cosmopolitan cut of a man to confound all 

condescension from those, on either coast, who do not so much look 

into the heart of America as down at it.

 In Beck, they must acknowledge a world citizen. His roots in South 

Africa, where his father had built up a coal fortune, were transplant-

ed to Kentucky via a London education; specifically, a Westminster 



THE REMARKABLE TAPIT



education, guaranteed to register far deeper than the superficial 

legacy of his Anglicised diction, as light and precise as Earl Grey tea 

poured into bone china. So, yes, it’s a horse farm in Kentucky—but 

it’s a horse farm where you might glimpse a Henry Moore outside an 

estate cottage; or where the office walls are adorned not only with 

these photographs, but with art from across the spectrum—from a 

rare contemporary portrait of the Godolphin Arabian, to Andy War-

hol’s only equine image.

 And Beck brings a corresponding breadth of perspective even to 

the narrower horizons of the Turf. Nothing expands that quite like 

the equine cemetery: Vaguely Noble, Blushing Groom (Fr), Riverman, 

Lyphard, Irish River (Fr), Cozzene, a Hall of Fame of its own all the 

way back to distaff legends Regret and La Troienne.

 “I think the oldest stallion buried on this farm is Peter Pan,” says 

Beck. “But even including Equipoise, Tom Fool, all these great stal-

lions that have stood here, I really think Tapit’s been the best. Of all 

of them. Which is quite amazing.”

 He points again at the photos. “Bloodlines are so tremendously 

fascinating,” he says. “How they transform generation to generation. If 

you look at Empire Maker, for instance, personally I see a combination 

of Dr. Fager, on the one hand, and Buckpasser, on the other. Both, 

again, (four or) five generations back.”

 So between the genetic legacy, in the Thoroughbred, and the liter-

al bequest of a farm acquired by his father from John Gaines in 1989, 

Beck remains ever conscious of the need to strike a delicate—but dy-

namic—balance between respecting the past, and evolving his own 

imprint on Gainesway.

 “Every single day,” he says, asked how often he weighs this chal-

lenge. “Probably even when I sleep. It is a truly magnificent place, 

with incredible history—predating John Gaines by many, many de-

cades. I have to say that when my father bought Gainesway, I thought 

he’d bitten off a lot. And as he acquired Jock Whitney’s farm, Gre-

entree, and the rest of Sonny and Marylou Whitney’s farm, it became 

1,500 acres of really special land, and I’m very conscious of the history 

that comes with it.”



Beck remains ever conscious of the 
need to strike a delicate—but dynamic—
balance between respecting the past, and 
evolving his own imprint on Gainesway.





 At the same time, the motif of his own tenure has been regeneration. 

For one thing, Beck and his wife Angela have raised five children 

here; but he has also, first as his father’s hands-on representative 

and since 2010 as his heir, looked to the laurels of a stallion roster 

that might have stagnated after losing Unbridled (who had been an 

immediate but temporary boost to the new regime).

 “The first thing I set about doing was hiring really good people,” 

he recalls. “We hired Neil Howard, who was doing a super job at 

Calumet; we hired his broodmare manager as well, Johnny Slugantz; 

we hired Brian Graves, who had decided he wanted to get into the horse 

business and keep a family tradition alive. It’s been a wonderful group, 

and everyone’s still here, still doing sterling work. Together we’ve 

continued a fantastic tradition. Because it is an extremely challenging 

business, which demands tremendous passion and dedication of 

everybody.”

 The team has developed an elite profile as sales consignors, too. 

But while Beck himself plainly has a personal affinity with the wider 

world, he has detected an increasing insularity in American bloodstock 

since the days when Gainesway was synonymous with imported 

European blood—as evinced by many of the names carved on the 

cemetery headstones. An expanding turf programme in the United 

States encourages him to hope that breeders may yet revive that 

tradition here. Hence his particular enthusiasm for Karakontie, who 

advertised his wares to the local market in the GI Breeders’ Cup Mile 

and is now selling his first yearlings.

 “We’ve been trying to get a really high-class European turf horse 

to Gainesway for a long time,” Beck admits. “So we were very fortunate 

to get Karakontie from France: a Group 1 winner at two, who won a 

great stallion-making race in the French Guineas, and then the Mile 

at Santa Anita, in 1:32 and change, for a 110 Beyer. He was a legitimate, 

top-class 3-year-old miler, exactly what everyone’s always trying to 

find, with a marvellous international pedigree.”



 Indeed, Karakontie was bred by the Niarchos family out of a 

Sunday Silence mare whose mother, as a daughter of a Breeders’ 

Cup legend in Miesque, is a half-sister to Kingmambo and company. 

“And his sire Bernstein has seriously outperformed expectations,” 

notes Beck. “He was a very well-bred horse himself, as a son of Storm 

Cat from an incredible female family. So I’m tremendously excited 

about Karakontie. In my opinion, he has absolutely everything. 

And it was interesting that someone as dirt-focused—in terms 

of knowing what a dirt athlete should look like—as Bill Graves, 

who passed away this year, should have liked Karakontie as 

much as he did. It would be very difficult not to: he’s a 

really superior-looking horse. I’m hoping he’s going to 

surprise a lot of people.” 

 The rookie’s market reception, so far, has been polite 

enough—but both Gainesway and Karakontie’s breeders, 

Flaxman Holdings, have supported him with mares eligible to 

put his name in lights where it counts, on the track. Certainly it 

remains very early days. One of the perennial dilemmas for a stud-

master, however, is deciding how far to persist once a stallion has 

been unable to vindicate your faith with his first crops. 

 “I think one has to be very mindful of the market and, frankly, 

respect it,” Beck shrugs. “Respect the opinions of breeders. They’re 

right more often than I am, definitely. But I do enjoy the challenge 

of sticking one’s neck out a little bit. And try something fresh, try 

something new, like Karakontie. Time will tell.”

 As it did, of course, with Tapit himself. At one stage, his fee 

slipped to $12,500. Now he is the multiple champion sire of 24 Grade 

I winners and 26 $1 million yearlings. Really, it is an incredible 

tale: the denouement you dream of, every time you bring a new 

stallion aboard. Beck casts his mind back to Tapit’s recruitment, as 

author of two important wins from just six starts: the GIII Laurel 

Futurity and the GI Wood Memorial. Though he started as one of 

the favourites for the GI Kentucky Derby, he finished midfield 

behind Smarty Jones in the slop and his  overall  fulf i lment 

r e mained thwarted by a persistent lung infection.



STALLION MANAGER CARL BUCKLER 
WITH KARAKONTIE



 “As a 2-year-old, he was very much a talking horse,” Beck recalls. 

“He won the Laurel Futurity remarkably easily. There was a horse in 

the field that was supposed to be blindingly fast, but Tapit annihilat-

ed him. I feel he never truly demonstrated the extent of his ability.

 “What I really liked about him, actually like Karakontie, was a fe-

male family that produced horses better as stallions than they were 

as racehorses: Relaunch, Rubiano. That excited me. And so did (dam-

sire) Unbridled, who had started his career at Gainesway. Because 

both were horses with phenomenal speed who also got a mile and 

a quarter. As a young 4-year-old Unbridled beat Housebuster, easily 

the best sprinter of his generation, over seven at Gulfstream—an 

extremely impressive performance for a Derby and Breeders’ Cup 

Classic winner. That Unbridled blood is truly exceptional. And then 

of course Tapit’s by Pulpit, himself a remarkably well-bred horse and 

a son of another one in A.P. Indy.”

 Put that way, easy enough for the rest of us to grasp now. At the 

time, however, few could have predicted that Tapit might be en-

dowed with the classic hallmark of stretching his stock’s speed—to 

the extent of siring three Belmont winners in four years, the one 

exception being when his son Frosted was thwarted only by the first 

Triple Crown winner since 1978.

 “Tapit has worked with everything,” marvels Beck. “Every single 

bloodline has been enhanced with his genetic superiority. Look at 

the pedigree of a horse like Hansen, where you have four blank dams 

and there really is nothing on the page. Tapit has this incredible abil-

ity to pass on very good actions to his progeny, as well as phenome-

nally powerful cardiovasculars. I think those are such important in-

gredients that the Tapit combination works with any bloodline, any 

athlete. It’s truly remarkable.”

 Already, then, Beck is guaranteed a key chapter in the ongoing, 

epic history of these paddocks and barns. True, it is never easy to 

predict the future—whether for this farm in particular, or for the 

sport in general. Beck gives his time to many industry bodies, and 

admits to some anxiety about the demographic profile of the racing 

public, especially away from Saratoga, Del Mar, and Keeneland. He 



"The Tapit combination 
works with any bloodline,

any athlete. It’s truly 
remarkable.”



has been on the latter’s board for about a decade, and is also fer-

vent in his support of the Breeders’ Cup as “the absolute selector of 

champions” in every discipline.

 But a more spacious hinterland than you often find in men so im-

mersed in the Turf is reflected in the diversity of his children’s voca-

tions and passions. They’re all riders, yes, and the boys all play polo; 

but the other walks of life that animate them include architecture, 

music, wine. His eldest daughter, in fact, is learning the latter trade 

in Burgundy—taking another family calling into a third generation 

after Beck’s father established Graham Beck Wines. (Nelson Mandela 

toasted his inauguration in 1994 with Graham Beck Brut.)



 Yet all these fine children actually owe their very existence to 

racing, Beck having first been introduced to his future wife by 

Marylou Whitney. As a result, he is able to tease his neighbour that 

his children should head her long list of achievements as a planner 

of matings.

 Fitting, then, that Beck should have been seated beside her in 

the stands when she crowned those more familiar achievements 

by watching Summer Bird—a son of her homebred Belmont winner 

Birdstone—win the same Classic in 2009. As they passed the post, he 

said, “Marylou, close your eyes.”

 She looked at him, bemused.



 “Close your eyes.”

 She did so.

 “Okay,” said Beck. “Remember the first day you came to the farm. 

All that time ago. Understand that neither Harry Payne Whitney nor 

C.V. Whitney ever accomplished what you’ve just done today.”

 And that venerable lady wept with joy.

 By this stage, Beck too has hoarded some indelible memories. And 

with each new adventure—with Tapit, with the repatriation of Em-

pire Maker, with the Karakontie experiment—he does honour to the 

parents who embraced the daunting challenge of Gainesway. They 

did so, moreover, with the same instinct for the land that inspired 

them as viticulturists. From the covering shed to the arboretum, the 

Beck family has understood that you can only extend new branches 

by looking after the roots.

 “I think there’s a remarkable similarity between what my parents 

started here, and what you have to do with wine,” Beck reflects. 

“Vineyards tend to take quite a long time, 15-odd years, before they 

start producing their best fruit. It’s a very long-term investment. 

And, yes, you can pinhook Thoroughbreds; yes, you can be in and 

out in a few months. But having a farm, and really looking after it, 

demands a very long-term approach.

 “My mother probably planted a couple of thousand trees on this 

farm. And I was never more grateful for that than when we recent-

ly had that terrible storm come through Central Kentucky, and we 

lost at least 30 massive, ancient trees. But the trees she planted 25 

years ago are the future. Hopefully they will be around for a thou-

sand years. Probably when horses are forgotten about, those trees 

will be what this land is known for.” He pauses, and smiles. “Though 

I hope it’s still horses as well.”

From the covering shed to the arboretum, 
the Beck family has understood that you 
can only extend new branches by looking 
after the roots.
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One of television’s most prominent personalities, 

Chris Harrison is known worldwide as the host of 

The Bachelor—a ratings winner since its debut in 

2002—and a host of spin-offs. But horse racing 

fans know Harrison as one of the original hosts

of TVG. Where does his love of racing come from, 

and will he be at this year’s Breeders’ Cup?

We caught up with a busy Harrison on the

set of The Bachelor to find out. 

By SUE FINLEY

CH:  Oh, yeah. It’s definitely the same thing

as a sporting event or a horse race. You’ve 

got your frontrunners who come out early, 

who go out too fast and try to lose it, and 

then you have those that treat it as the 

marathon that it is and not a sprint,

so it’s very much a horse race.

TDN: One of your earliest jobs was at TVG. Do you 

ever find yourself handicapping The Bachelor field 

at the beginning of a new season?



CH:  No, I’m probably better handicapping

at the track than I am at The Bachelor mansion.

You would think after 17 years I’d be much 

better at predicting how this goes,

but I’m not.

CH:  I think I got it moments later, and not

live, because we were frantically trying to

figure it out, but it was new to me, so it

was just as exciting. 

CH:  I still enjoy it. I don’t get to go as much, 

because my Bachelor and Bachelorette specials 

happen during the big moments. During the 

Breeders’ Cup I’m on the road somewhere 

around the world for The Bachelor, and the

first Saturday in May, we’re wrapping up

The Bachelorette, so usually I’m somewhere 

around the world with a computer at four

in the morning trying to watch it. I’ve known 

Bob Baffert and Mike Smith for years because 

of my TVG days, and this year, with the Triple 

Crown, I was really excited for the connections. 

They were going for the Triple Crown and I was 

in the Maldives with (contestant) Becca (Kufrin), 

literally on the other side of the world, at two 

or three in the morning trying to find a live 

broadcast of the Belmont to find out if

Justify was going to win the Triple Crown.

TDN: Are you a good Bachelor handicapper?

TDN: Did you succeed?

TDN: Do you miss horse racing? Do you still go?



CH:  It’s made me as optimistic as I always was, 

but it’s also made me more of a realist. There’s 

that one component and that one thing that 

resonates around the world. The show is so 

popular in America, but it’s just as popular

in South Africa and Australia, because it’s

a currency we all understand and that’s

love and companionship, so it definitely 

translates across all those barriers

and borders.

CH:  They’re definitely the original, the “OG,” 

as they say. They were the lightning in a bottle 

that definitely validated this franchise. Without 

them, I don’t know that the rest of it would have 

happened. People enjoyed it up to the point, 

but when people realize that you’re sincere and 

real and there was at least the capability of that 

happening, but at least the opportunity for that 

to take place, it really legitimized everything 

they were doing. And now we have 10 other 

couples who are engaged or married or about to 

have kids, so now it’s commonplace, but you had 

to have that first to legitimize everything. 

TDN: Has this job made you more optimistic

about true love, or less?

TDN: So does that mean Trista and Ryan

are your favorites?

Harrison and Bachelorette Becca Kufrin



       I’d like to think that 

I’m living the best
version of my life.
“ “



CH:  My mom gave me this little piece that sits 

on my desk that I look at every day that says, 

`What would you attempt to do if you knew you 

could not fail?’ That’s the best advice I have ever 

received, because it’s so true.

CH:  You’re looking at it. Five network shows

and two healthy kids, and I’d like to think that 

I’m living the best version of my life. I’ve never 

shied away from opportunity because I’ve 

thought, `What if?’ I always kind of relished

the fact that I could fall flat on my face.

CH:  I was a sportscaster in Oklahoma City, Okla., and knew 

enough to be dangerous about horse racing because we cov-

ered some horse racing at Remington Park. Not in depth, but 

the big days. I got a call in ‘99 to move home to Dallas and be a 

sportscaster, which is all I ever wanted. At the same time, TVG 

started up and it was this new, crazy progressive idea of how 

we could modernize and bring horse racing into the future,

and I thought, `Why not?’ So I turned down my dream, which 

was to move back home to Dallas, and I moved to L.A. to start 

up this new venture. It was fascinating and exciting because 

there were no rules. There was no template. Anything we put 

on the board was new, and it was our creation, and some of 

it was horrible, some of it was disastrous, but we just had the 

feeling like, `Let’s create this.’ Let’s throw it against the wall 

and see if it sticks. We took a beating. Changing horse racing is 

not an easy thing to do. We were a little abrupt. It was a slap in 

the face. We went too far at times. We found the middle and it 

all worked out, but it was a fun and exciting time for all of us.

TDN: What’s the best advice you’ve

ever been given?

TDN: So what would you attempt?

TDN: How did this all happen for you? 



CH:  Scooping ice cream at Braum’s

Ice Cream shop in Dallas.

CH:  My kids, if I can call them a possession. I 

don’t have things. I don’t really like things. I’m 

not a car guy.

CH:  Pretty simple. A good, loyal, honest man, a 

great friend, and a great dad. Someone who was 

present for his kids and was there with them all 

the way.

TDN: What was your first paying job?

TDN: What is your most prized possession?

TDN: How would you like to be remembered?

CH:  Scooping ice cream at Braum’s Ice Cream 

shop in Dallas. I had to wear these really horrible 

brown Dickies, and this horrible white starched 

shirt and a bad hat, and my friends would come 

in, and I thought, `Oh, man.’ They liked it for the 

free ice cream, and luckily cell phones and things 

like that didn’t exist or there would be video.

TDN: Most embarrassing thing that has

ever happened to you?



CH:  The good news is that my kids are 

teenagers, so the perfect day starts with me 

playing golf. And then I come home and the kids 

haven’t woken up yet, and it’s noon. So I get to 

have half my day to myself. I love taking the kids 

on the road, and that’s the great thing about my 

job, taking them to Bora Bora or to Italy. You get 

up and walk into the town square and you grab 

a gelato and sit on the church steps. The quiet, 

simple days, more than anything extravagant. 

It’s as good as it gets.

CH:  My grandfather, whom I idolized, was a prominent 

lawyer in Dallas, and there’s a part of me that always 

wanted to or still wants to go to law school to become a 

lawyer. That’s where my love of suits and ties comes from. 

He was an impeccably dressed attorney and I got that from 

him. I became the clothes hound I am because of him. I am 

very much a suit and tie guy. I think it’s a lost art.

TDN: What does the perfect day look like to you?

TDN: If you weren’t a t.v. host, what do you think you’d be doing?
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