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‘ AFTER TRACK TRIUMPHS

OW DS

Call of the Soil Is Stronger With Young-
ster Than Excitement of the Race
Track and Winnings Go to Buy

Tractor for Home

Use

~  fhe wonder boy of the turf!
' A thoroughbred, he rides thorou

8 good investment in this same hor
in a single season.

peed in its cultivation.

A hoy whose keen judgment.of horse flesh enabled him to make an
#0ld Plug” a winner in eight out of nine starts,
' A boy who outguessed his father and who convinced him that $45 was

A boy who loves the farm and who can handle any piece of machinery

ghbreds!

se, which eventually won $1400 in

This sums up Arnold Blythe, fif-
[ teen years old, of Willow Grove.
' Arnold has been racing runners and
; since he was eleven. A
horse is his hobby.

Temperamental, yet modeat in the
extreme, is this blue-eyed prodigy
of the turf. Ever on the alert to
detect an opponent’s weakness in a
rhce, sportsmanlike and game to the
eore, he has made friends by the
thousands and made admirers of
his challengers.

William Blythe, the father, is a
horseman and also superintendent
of the Carson Simpson Methodist
Home at Willow Grove. He smiles,
fnvoluntarily, when he mentions the
combination, but looks you square in
the eye and tells you he is not
sshamed of his fondness for the
turf. '

Amold has inherited his dad's
traits. He first displayed intelligent
{nterest in horses when he was five
yoars old. Instead of romping with
other children, he spent his time
about the stables watching his
$ather get his mpunts in econdition
for the steeplechase and the “flats.”

Took His First Mount
When Only Six Years Old

" At the age of six he was riding,
and he has been at it ever since.
Winter before last Arnold's
father took hita to a horse bazaar in
West Philadelphia. Here, scrawny-
.natked steeds with ring bones, bog
spavins and wind puffs were led out,
ot by one, upon the auction block
ad sold to the highest bidders.
Amold viewed the proceedings with
no particular interest until a bay
horte was brought from its stall.
“Dad, I like the looks of that
horee; buy him, will you?”
“That horse? Why, I wouldn't
_give & nickel for him, He looks as
if he had spent his days hitthed to
4 plow. What good is he?”
“He looks like a thoroughbred to
' me. Buy him, please; won't you,
MT"
William Blythe bought the horse
for 345, and Arnold, with halter
rope in hand, started home. He was

dren. He spent hours In the stable
working over the derelict,
“What are you going to call your
nag?” asked the boy's father.
“Cyclone,” shot back the boy
without a moment’s hesitation. “You
say the horse is just a selling plat-
ter, and I guess that name is as good
as any. But don't forget, dad, I'll
show you some day that he is some
cyclone.”
Cyclone developed into a real tor.
nado.
He blew so will in his first eight
starts that he won all. In his only
other start last year he was a good
second. ¢
Arnold made $1400 on his dad's
$45 investment. His judgment had
been vindicated. But all stars have
their ups and downs, and Arnold
and Cyclone had theirs.
Officials at one of the meets where
the horse won declared he was a
“ringer.” An investigation was
started, but no one.was able to get
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MALL FORTUNE AS “WWONDER BOY”

oL £ Yoger.

Arnold Blythe, his {ather, Willlam
Blythe, and "Cyclone’’

a line on the horse’s breeding.

teased by neighbors and members of

his owm

fate household as he led his steed

a stall,

; Just you wait and see, You can |
#Ve & good laugh, but some day he said as he stroked the head of
I'll show you |the horse.

Il be my turn, an
fre you're wrong.” *

“"Oyclone’’ and his trainer

| Weeks afterward a veteran rail-
bird passed by Cyclone's stall.
“Hello, old boy, how are you?"

“1 ain’t seen you lov six
vears; where you been keeping your-

Mold took better care of that gelf 7"

orse for the following four months
%ome mothers do of their chil-

Cyclone cocked his ears and whin-
nied a greeting.

Armold Blythe in his

“I've seen that bird run many a
race, and he sure was a game pony,”
remarked the railbird. ’

“Why, when he was three years
old he was groomed for the Preak- |
ness and the Kentucky Derby, I
trained him. One of his tendons be-
came bowed and he was ‘pin-fired.' " |

Derelict of the Stables
Proved to Be Thoroughbred

“What was Lthe horse's name when
you knew him?" asked Mr, Blythe.l

“Holiday, by DBrocmstick, and out |
of Leisure,”

“Then the horse ia a thorough-
bred 7" .

*Well, I reckon he is, and a hum-
dinger, too,"

“*silhs

Arnold Blythe heard the conver-
sation, but instead of rushing up to
his dad and exclaiming, “I told you
80," he walked into the stall to super-
vise a rub-down that a groom was
giving the horse, And hé didn't go
home that night and tell mother or
the neighbors who had teased him
what he had learned.

After dinner was over and the
dishes cleared away, William Blythe
drew a chair up to Arnold and said:

“Boy, you are a wonder. I have
been in the horse game all my life
and always thought I could tell a
thoroughbred the minute I eyed him,
But I'll admit that I couldn't hand
your Cyclgne much when you led

“Cyclone,” Arnold's famous “come-back”

him home from that auction.
win, boy; yeu win.”

Fourteen hundred dollars and the
reputation that Arnold had won was
enough to make any boy stick out
his chest till his coat buttons gave
awayv. DNot so with Arnold.
banked his winnings,
awhile and one night exclaimed to
his father:

“Dad, I like the farm, every inch
of it. I like to work on it and see
the results in the crops. We've got
a lot of plowing to do and I'm not
going to make Cyclone do it, either. ]
I am going to buy a tractor with the
money that I won,” The tractor was
purchased by the boy and gziven to
his father,

Last fall Arnold plowed seventy-
six acres. It matters not whether
it is a mowing machine, a harrow,
a cultivator; Arnold knows how to

You

He |
pondered | the eity as soon as they've reached the

rough-and-tymhble bhoy. HHe talks al-
most like a high schoel teacher. He
says that there must be attraction,
other than just work. He s a frm
bellever {n the dorctrine that *‘all work
and no play mokes Jnek a dull boy.""
“Farmoers today often wonderd why it
pack up and hike for

Mg their boys
nge of elghtecn,”” Arnold snys, *“‘The
answer {8 slmple, If a boy has a hobby
he should be ullowed to ride it, Toa
muny fathers think bovs should drudge,
day In o day out, without ever having
any pleasure,  They're narrow-minded,
They must wake up. They're behind
Fthe tlhmoes,

| Real Sportsmanship
Is One Characteristic

€F DON'T like publicity—this

hero atuff. I had muech rather
the ervowd would not makes gueh
a fuss when I ride a horge,” saya

handle all of them.

This farmer-jockey is as difficult |
to interview as a temperamental |
prima donna. Ie hates publicity—
the hero stuff. He would mueh |
! rather fade from the picture to some |
| seeluded spot after a noteworthy
feat he has performed. He doesn't
like to have a crowd make a fuss
{over him, |
|  He scoots for the stables like a |
|etreak of lightning after each race,
If he happens to have only one |
mount in a day, he gets out of his
bright red-and-white silken colors
las quickly as possible, dons his
| street garb and goes to a far-off
|eorner in the grandstand, there in
| quietude to view the remaining
|events en the program,

Arnold bas bls own idens nbout 1ifo
for n boy on the farm. And ns this
| iftesn-yonr-ohl  youngster  expresses
these, as well as other ideas, the |j;¢-r
tener marvels at his dictlon—not that
of the racetrack nor that of the usual

Arnold.

This blonde-haived idol of turf
fana iz modest in the extreme, He
brags not alout hiz riding feats,
As soon as a rvace 13 cver he gets
away from the grandstand as
soon as possible.

He is more concerned over the
eare of his mount than the cheers
[ the throngs. His sportaman-
hip on or off the track is the
gsource of admiration not only
from his followers but his chal-
lengers.

He vides horses hecause he
likes them. He has been at it
since he was eleven years ald. He
has had two chances to vide for
prominent  (urfmen in  New
York, -but his mother objected,-
He likes the farm, can drive any
piece of machinery on it.

He's a  thoroughbred,
tneh of him,

every
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16-Year-Old Boy Better |

“‘My father has always been a horse-
‘mln. From the time that I was able

loved horses, 1f I can just be around
them in the stables I am happy.

Father Gave Him Leeway
, to Ride His One Hobby

“Dad was quick to realize this. In-
stead of putting his foot down he en-
conrages me,

soon as I got big enough to ride I
me:ld have the chance. He has kept
his word, and you couldn't drag e
off the old farm with a steam roller.

“AMother was a bit opposed to my
being n jockey. She saw evils in the
game and feared that because of my

full intn sowne of their ways, Sh: even
asked Dad to forbid me to ride in
TACes,

I had my own ideas about riding
when 1 first started in. I eald to my-
solf, 'If you ride thoronghbreds you
must be a thoroughbred yourself.’ I
bave always followed that motto.

“1 don't conslder myself abave riders
who have been in the game for years,
but I just don’t assoclate with them.
After I have ridden a race I look after
my mount and then I get away from the
bunch ns quickly as I can.

1 have ridden’ many runners and
jumpere. My father has more than
gixty horses now. I school all the
jumpers, Have T ever been spilled?
Yes, muany times, but that's part of
the gnme. There is danger {n almost
any eport. If there wasn't it wouldn't
be n sport. You have to take chances,
and that's the thrilling part of it,

A short time ago 1 was working a
horse on the track to get her ready for
n race. Coming around the turn inte
the stretch she falterwl, two streanms
of blood spurted from her nostrils, and |
she fell dead. 1 was thrown over the
mare’s head when ghe tumbled,
um light and T wasn't hurt.

*“It is hard to say which I like bet-
ter, the runners or jumpers. Of course
there is more action ‘going over the
brushes." Ddut you can get plenty of
excitement out of the ‘flats.” '

Arnold vode Ioliday, ns now offi-
cinlly ealls *“*Cyeclone,” in a rpace at|
ivberry Falr. Ie was pitted ngainst |
veternn  jockeys., It bhad ralned for
three hours before the race and the
truck was deep in mud. When tlm|
barvier was sprung Cyclone and his |

vouthful jockey were away like n shot.
| For a time it looked as though the kid
was golng to keep on with the spec- |
| tivular work started in 1921, Bur Cy- |
clone, as the boy expluined luter, 15 not |
n mud horse,  He finlshed fourth, How- |
ever, thut mrde no difference., Arnaold
Blythe got nn ovation second to none, |
Crowds rushed onto the track, half- |
| dragged half-carried the boy to the en- |
closure, But before many had a chance
(1o congratulute him for his showing |
| he bhad run for the stable, i
The next morning Cvelone was taken
| onto the track for his usual workout,
Then Arnold discovered that woe faith-
ful old warrior had broken down.
e had bowed a tendon.

Quiet “Chat” With Horse
Decides Fate of Racer

"Well, dad, what will we do, try
and get him In lhuFa to race n*ain this |
year or will we ‘pin fire' him?'"' asked |
the boy.

‘‘He's your horse, and whnt you sy
BOPH, 1m‘y boy,'" replied the father, Ar.
nold “ied the horse back Into the stall

| and for fifteen minutes he was in whis-

pered conversatlon with the groom.

“I have declded, dad, that Cyelone
is too good a horse to take changes with,
His troubl¢ now is not serious, and

with a long rest and good care he will

L]

to walk and understand, I have always

He promised that just as

asrociations with older riders I wonld |

but l[

“Picker” Than His Father

er judge of horseflesh then
many veterans is Arnold Blythe.
He outguessed his father at on
austion, pleaded with him to pay
#45 for a horse that apparently
had no breeding and then went
out and won §1400 in purse
money in a single season. He
atarted in nine races againgt
riders who have been in the game
for years, won eight of them and
was second in the other start.

He was teaged by his parents
and friends when he brought the
horse home. He took the joshing
good-naturedly, but back of it all
he waas determined. He made up
his mind that his judgment as to
the horse's breeding would be
vindicated, It was. Instead of
being a selling plater, Cyclone,
proved to be Holiday, a thorough-
bred, juat as this youthful jockey
had said.

He schools jumpers for his
father and is a trainer par excel-
lence, He likes books, is a prom-
inent athlete in his school and s
among the (eaders in his classes.

come back into form again. 1 think I
will take the horse home and turn him
out for the remainder of the reasom.
Thie winter I ean work on him and
get him in shape for next year.

And so Cyclone went home, his rae-
ing ended for the year.

William Blythe never questions his
son's judgment whether it be regards
ing the condition of a horse or how teo
ride him.

“That boy's abillty to detect the
slightest fault with a runner or jumper
Is mlmost uncanny,' sald Mr, Blythe.
““He has the cleverest hand I have ever
seen in the saddle. He always plans
before a race just what he is go
to do. He has yet to get left at the
barrier. He's up there all the time,
and when the barrier drops he's off."”

A group of veterans of the turf were
sented on feed boxes near (‘yelong's
stall swapping yarns when they learned
that Arnold hed decided to lay his horse
up for the year. Holidny, with ears
cocked and eyes gleaming, was eating
eugar from the nand of his trainer.

“I swan, don't it beat all,"" ex-
clalmed one, *‘Here's a kid in his early
teens racing against some of the erafti-
est in the business. It's remarkable
when you stop to think of t. He is
the coolest bird I ever saw. Never
gets excited and gets out of some pretty
tight places when some of his opponents
try to box him on the turns. If he
gets out of the trap, all rirhl; if not
he never grumbles, But all the time
he la doing some tall thinking. Ha
nover forgeis if he is once tricked. He
keeps his eye on the jock that did it
when he starts in the next race and he
outguesses them every time,

“I saw him ride & horse in a steeplq-
chase at DPhoenixville last spring.
think the horse was called Jigger., He
belonged (o a woman, She had been
impressed with the boy and asked him
to ride for her, Arnold consented.
The race wans over a courste of two
miles, a renl test for any horse,

“The kid got away Aying and led the
field for the first mile and a half. Dur-
ing the last lap the old nag weakened
and barely managed to get over the last

brush without falling in a heap. The
kitl made a game try Iin the stretch
but the horse had simply ‘run out d

l'Green Boy Made Veteran
| Race on Green Horse

“The remarkable part of the bay's
| exhibition I did not learn until after
| the race, The horse had had some
| schooling, but had never raced., Iere
| was a fifteen-year-old kid with n green
{ horse in a big field and he handled him
like a veteran.''
| Arnold has had chances ta go tn
| New York to ride for two prominent
| turfmen, according to his father. The
] boy was eager to accept, but his mother
| objected.

The boy's racing for this year is
about over. He will soon enter the
Junior High School at Willow (rove,
He has been a star athlete from the
time he entered grammar school, Ha
plnyed second base and captained his
school baseball team, is a good swims-
me: and is a flash on the basketball
Hoor. In =ddition, ke is an excelient
student, ulwaye ranking smong the
| leaders In his elasees,

[ *Do T like school, Certainly. T [n=
tend to get tha best education possible.
I never allow anything to interfere with
my studies, [ have often heard older
boys and men wsay, ‘If I only had a
k0od education.” In most cases there
I8 no excuse for this. Any boy can
ut least go throngh high scchool if he

|rm|_\' makes up his mind,
o

I always loved books and I hawe
kot my nose stuck into one at every
apportiunity,'’

The Blythe farm in Willow Grove la
one of the most picturesque in the
neighborhood. Broad, green flelds
steeteh for aeres on all sides of the
huildings. It is under excellent cultfs
vation.  Treesn  with long sweeping
branches murmur a greeting as you
enter the epncious vavd, Tt Is just the
sort of n place one would pick for &
simmer vacation,

Sister Likes Horses Like
Her Father and Brother

Arnold RBlythe bhas n sister, Ethel
May, six years old. Like her brother,
khe 1s fond of horses. She wpends al-
moet as much tiwe around the stables
as does Arnold. She likes to ride and
when the jumpers have finished thelr
schooling for the day Fthel gallops
them to the barn, Mrs, Blythe has &
difficult time In preserving the sugar
supply, for Ethel always has her pock-
ets stuffed. She mnkes the rounds of
the stalls of ler favorite horses aud
treats them,

There Isn't vielous horee In the
Biythe stables. 1If Mr. Rlythe gets
one he proceeds to get rid of it as
toon as possible,

“"Animals aren't given hoalf the eredit
for intelligence due them,'' said Mr,
Blythe, You ean make n horse do ale
most anything but talk. Of course,
the greatest asset in tralning is kind-
ness, No animal is trustworthy if it e
beaten, I bave had several grooms and
it I catch one nbuking an animal out
he goes. Abuse isn't nedessary.

“Occuslonully you will find u horss
that s Just Illnlrl”i mean. I ,

a

easy with him and twd to teach
be kind. If that mathod falls,
him. have owned horses all m
and probably will for the remal

my days, A t
A:ml df" nd after thar—ig

[FIFTEEN years old and a koo |
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