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WORLD'S GREATEST HORSE RACE ;
AUSTRALIA'S NATIGNAL CARNIVA

Eighty-Five Thousand People Witness the Contest tor the

bourne Cup—An Index to Australian Characier—Scere

Vividly Described

by a London Buy.

[Special correspondence of The Adver-
tiser.]

Melbourne, Victoria, Nov. 25.—On the
first Tuesday in November, the Aus-
tralians hold their national carnival—
the race for the Melbourne cup, This
year, I was a modest unit in the
breathless crowd cf 85,000 people who
saw the great event won by Acrasia in
record time, In those three minutes
and a half, I drank deep of the nation-
al spirit. When they were over 1 stood
a full-fledged Australian, My colonial
initiation was complete, Any one who
comes from abroad is dubbed a new-
chum for his first seven years in these
colonies—but to have seen the Mel-
bourne cup is usually counted equival-
ent to five years in this probationary
course. And rightly so, for where is
Australian character revealed in all its
lights and shades as it is in Melbourne
during cup week? I saw the revelation
—and iIncidentally I saw the greatest
horse-race in the world.

In some respects there may be great-
er races, but, taking everything to-
gether, there is no other race, the wide
world over worthy to rank beside the
Melbourne cup. This year there were
150 entries and 34 actual starters; which
ijs far from being a record field. Stated
baldly, in the language of the official
programme of the Victoria Racing
Club, it is “a handicap sweep-stakes of
20 sovereigns each, with 5,000 sover-
eigns added, to be run over a two-mile
course: second horse to receive 1,000
sovereigns, and the third 500 sovereigns
out of the stakes.” The starters them-
selves sometimes represent nearly two
tnousand sterling of prize money, Even
the $25,000 alone is a tidy fortune for a
little mare to win her owner in three
minutes and a half. In the early days,
of course, the prize was a more modest
one. It was only £50 in 1840. In 1861,
when the race was first run in its pres-
ent form, it was for the stakes only.
Next year, 200 sovereigns were added
to the stakes; and the next year, a
piece of plate, worth £100, was thrown
in. In 1876 the figure was raised to
£500: in 1883 to £1,000; in 1886 to £2,-
000: and in 1886 to its present leve] of
£5,000. But this is not high water mark.
Twelve yvears ago, the added money
was twice as much, and for three
vears the Melbourne cup was the big-
gest purse in the world —something
over £10,000 or $50,000. In exactly three
minutes, twenty-eight and a quarter
seconds, Carbine earned as much
money as the Governor-General
of Canada or the President of the
United States earns in twelve months.
Now, however, there are three races in
Furope with that stake, and Mel-
bourne’'s pre-eminence must rest on a
basis other than gold.

The Race Course.

So, too, there are bigger racecourses.
—for Flemington, where the cup is
run, is only a mile and a half. It is an
egg-shaped course, and in mo part is
there a straight run of more than half
a mile. But only in size will it brook
comparison with any other. When.,
within a few miles, the first setlers at
the mouth of the Yarra Yarra found
a circular plain absolutely level they
recognized it at once as a natural race-
course. And a racecourse
ever since, Sixty-five or seventy years
ago, when Melbourne had not as many
people as it has thousands now, the
vags of the infant colony raced ther
and the whole population stood cheer-
ing on the hill which formed a natural
grand stand. Hill and plain are still
there, but man’s handiwork has added
a host of artful conveniences to the

natural advantages of the place. The'are centered on

it has been

[running track is of perfect turf tended
throughout with as much care as you
| bestow upon your bowling or putting
greens. The hill is crowned with pala-
tial grand stands—not flimsy or rickety
affairs of boards and scantlings, but
substantial stiuctures of solid masonry
and steel, Below there spacious
restaurants and retiring rooms. The
around the stands are of inlaid
tiles, ¥rom them terraces lead down to
the beautiful stretch of lawn. There
seats are scattered among the flower

are

walks

of bloom and foliage. And then in front,

. separating the spectators from the
course, is a fence all but hidden by
rose vines, Equal prevision is made for
the safeityv and comfort or horses, joc-
keys and trainers, The stables
worthy of the nation whose
hero is neither Captain
Edmund 3arton—but Carbine, the
magnificent horse that established the
present record for the cup when carry-
ing one hundred and forty-five pounds
in 1890, The compieteness of
pointments at Flemington
judged from the fact that
there
perfect in its equipment as any hospital
in the world. It has its surgeons and
its nurses and its ambulance corps ever
ready to attend an injured jockey or
spectator. In a word, Flemington is per-
fect,

Even as a race, pure and simple,
without considering either the purse or
the course, the Melbourne cup is on
the highest level. It is, of course, a
running race, for trotting is strictly
tabooed here, No man, with the least
pretense to being either a gentleman or
a good sport would lend his counten-
ance to-trotting. The only races that
Australians think worthy of the name
|are the straight gallop and the steeple-
chasge. In and around Sydney alone it
would be possibie to attend one of these
iraces every day of the year, Sundays
alone excepted. But the blue riband of
| Australian sporting is the cup. Promis-
ling animals that ran second or third
iin the English Derby have been brought
| out here only to finish in the ruck. And
|the value of a cup winner may be
| gathered from the fact that the Duke
| of Portland paid £13,000 or $65,000 for
Carbine after his famous victory four-
teen years ago.

Ausiralian Character Revealed.
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But the Melbourne cup is more than
a horse-race—it is a national institu-
tion., It is quite impossible to under-
stand Australians, till you understand
their relations to this great annual
festival. [t is to them what the Olym-
pie games were to the Greeks, Many a
i colpnial bases his calendar on the
| cup-winners, as the Greeks counted by
| Olvmpiads and the Romans by consul-
ates, A man will tell] you that he was
born in Don Juan’'s year, moved to
i New South Wales in Martini-Henri's
year, left school in Mentor’'s year, mar-
ried in Patron’s year, and buried his
wife in the Grafter’s year. It would
not surprise me to read in sober school
histories of the near future that Fed-
eration was carried in Clean Sweep’s
vear and went into force on the first
day of January in Revenue's year, To
the coming Australian that will be more
lintelligent than to say that the Com-
monwealth began with the twentieth
century. You in Canada have no festi-

', val or combination of festivals that can

fairly be compared with the Melbourne
cup. In Melbourne itself, the first Tues-
day in November is a public holiday—
and there is very little work done in the
rest of Australia, Every one’s thoughts
the one great event,
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| poor, old and young, high and

'eubdued excitement, “They’ve
M&I-!fnr the cup!” 1t is the great national

rone,

| seeing thg animals for himself, thinks
beds that blaze with the blended colors |

i sportsmen as supernatural

a miniature hospital, probably as |
! person wrote to the papers celling

i sider, starting at 33

Fiveryone—men and women, rich and
low,

good and bad—every one has a keen in-

| terest (usually of a flnancial nature)
jin the result. Upon the remotest gold
i fields and sheep stations, the interest
lis almost as keen as it is on Fleming-

ton lawn, At 3:30 that afternoon, men
pull out their watches and say with
started

crisis of the year,
It is, too, the great touch-stone of
national character. 1t ls during cup

| week that you see best the Australian
{love of sport;
| galety, the genius for making holiday,
ithe reckless extravagance,

the passion for gocial

the high
good humor, the irrepressible hopeful-

,ness, the irresponsible prodigality, the
| gay fatalism, the calm satistaction in
{success and the grim courage in dis-
| aster,
i!n'inp;:; out the national vice of gam-
Ihl.’ng. Everyone has his fancy
| big
i Everyone who enters the saddling pad-
ldock thinks he

3ut above all else, the cup

for the
race—and he backs it liberally.
can pick the winner
from the thirty or forty starters. Every
who is denied the opportuity of

he has a little reliable inside informa-

[tion about the chances of this horse or
1 that.

So for weeks the Israelites in
every corner of the continent are kept
busy booking bhets from a shilling to a
goodly fortune,

It is really ridiculous, but in these
betting operations a great many sober,
sane citizens believe they are acting
under Divine guidance., For months be-
fore so much thought is given to the
race by day, that many dreams are na-
turally taken up with it by -night. And
these dreams are regarded by all good
tips. The
most famous series of cup dreams were
dreamt in Patron’'s year—1894. Some
at-
tention to the strange fact that the
winning numbers in the last three cups
were 1, 8 and 9. That plainly left 4 to
complete the date of the current year.
And the figure 4 in one shape or another
duly haunted hosts of sports in their
innocent slumbers. When the official
list was published, the fateful four was
assigned to Patron. He was a rank out-
to 1, but hundreds
backed him on the strength of their
dreams. And scoffers and skeptics look-
ed sick when he led the field past the
post,

Crop of Gun Drsams.

This year there was the usual crop of
cup dreams, One man dreamed of a
street fight and straightway backed
Combat; he finished seventeenth. An-
other had a similar dream, but as the
combatants engaged more in profanity
than in fisticuffs, he backed Billings-
gate. His faith in the divinity of
dreams was rudely shaken, when Bil-
lingsgate finished thirteenth. Another
sport, who dreamt of a red-headed girl,
gtraightway laid his money on Canteen,
as he was the only gray horse in the
race, Several dreamed of a court pa-
geant, but it left them in doubt wheth-
er Lord Cardigan or Lord Fitzroy
was indicated. Thousands backed St.
Ambrose because the race was on All
Saints’ Day, and he was the only Saint
entered. Others chose their fancies on
a territorail basis. New South Welsh-
men gave heavy support to Ossian, who
is owned by W. P. Crick, late minister
of lands in the mother colony. On sim-
ilar grounds New Zealanders to a man
backed Canteen and Wairiki, the two
splendid specimens that came from
over the Tasman Sea. But cclonial
patriotism is a bad thing to rely on in
a horse race, Still, some relied on less
—and won. It is said that one lucky
yvoung man fell ill the week before the
race, and his doctor prescribed. Eu-
phrasia, The invalid was struck by the
remarkable coincidence—for was there
not an uncanny resemblance beween
Euphrasia and Acrasia? So he backed
Acrasia at 20 to 1 for every penny he
had, and won enough to pay his doc-
tor’'s bill many times over. A girl I
know reached the same happy conclu-
sion by a different route,

““What are you backing for the cup?”
I asked her, the morning of the race.

““Acrasia, of course,” she answered,
““and so would you if you were really
chivalrous.”

“Chivalrous!” I criad,
chivalry to do with it?”

“Why,” she said, ‘“don’t you know
that Acrasia is the only lady in the
race!”

She was. I knew that. But, unfor-
tunately, my sense of chivalry was not
strong enough to make me overlook
the fact that only once before was a
mare able to carry off the big prize. So
I followed the ungallant herd that
backed the favorite. To my cost, he
proved to be a gay deceiver,

Of course, I thought I was backing
a sure thing., Not having been favored
with any divine revelations, I tried to
pick up a few reliable tips from fellow
passengers on the journey down from
Sydney to Melbourne. By the process of
elimination I was reduced to the con-
clusion that either Tartan or Marmont
must win. Against every other horse
there were grave objections—some
medical, some superstitious, some his-
torical. Each horse I mentioned was
dismissed in turn.

“Hasn’'t Lord Cardigan a good
chance?” T asked, for I drew him in a
sweep last year, and he won. Natur-
ally I was partial to him,

“It hasn’t been done for over forty
vears,” I was told. “Only once did the
horse win the cup twice, and those
were the first two cups ever won, His-
tory is against him.”

*“What of Canteen?” I asked. .

“History again,” was the answer 1

“what has

got. “A gray horse never won the Mel-
bourne cup.”

“Well, Wairiki?”’ I pursued.

That gave rise to a long discussion
and much wagging of wise heads.
Wairiki was admitted to be a very
likely-looking animal, but his training
was nothing short of iconoclastic,
Those in charge of him discarded all
the time-honored methods of the track,
Instead of working him hard, they
gave him practically no exercise be-
yond a little swimming and an occa-
sional canter. Yet, in spite of this, he
ran a sensationally fast mile, the Sun-
day before the race. 'This, combined
with the mystery surrounding his pre-
paration apd the beauty of his build,
made him the favorite at the last mo-
‘ment., On the great day, it was an-
‘nounced that several of the hest horses
iwere in very doubtful condition, This
one had suddenly caught cold; that
ione had suddenly gone lame; the other
one was queer in the shoulder, In his-
itory this will go down as the Cripple’s
| cup.

;Beau{y of the Scere.

I The day was perfect, The sky was
icloudless, and the sun was at his
| brightest. The thermometer registered
.89 degrees in the shade and 145 de-
igrees in the sun. Flemington looked its
| prettiest. The course, the lawn, the
flowers were all in superb condition. As

November here corresponds to May in

Canada, the plants are chosen so that

they will flower in the spring The rose
1vines screening the fence were masses
|of blended colors. Here they were deep
{red; on either side they shaded off to
|lighter red, then to deep pink, then
|to lighter pink or yellow, and then to
]pure white, And the dazzling beauty of
|

the scene was completed by the cos-
| tumes of the visitors, Flemington is the
Isocial as well as the sporting Mecca of
i Australia. on cup day. No woman could
ihope to retain any influence in high
I social circles of her own city if she did
inot visit Melbourne for the great event,
| The gowns for that week are planned,
| designed, dreamed .of and saved for
| for months before hand,

Above the lawn, on the Hill are
gathered those who regard the cup as
a horse race pure and simple—not as
a national pageant or a social institu-
tion. Below, within the ecircle of the
course—known locally as the Flat—is
the great crowd that cannot afford to
pay ten-and-sixpence for the lawn or
half-a-crown for the hill, Altogether
the crowd numbered 85,000.

As the horses cantered past the stand
to the starting gate, 85,000 thousand
pairs of eyes were busy picking eout
the colors and the numbers of their
various fancies, On the tick of 3:30 the
gate flew up.

“They’re off!” cried ten thousand
throats, and the thirty-four thorough-
breds came thundering past,

“Where’s Gssian? Oh, where’'s Os-
sian?” pleaded a pretty Sydney girl
who had laid the colossal sum of five
shillings on Mr. Crick’s horse.

“Do you think Cake-Walk will win?”
anxiously asked another sweet young
thing behind me.

“Where's Wire-eeky?”
man at my elbow,

“He's going well,” calmly replied his
fellow Moarilander, with the glasses.

“’'m glad 1 backed St. Ambrose,
said another delicate voice in my im-
mediate neighborhood. “That lavender
and rose blouse the jockey is wearing
is simply lovely?”

“Ruenalf is leading,” remarked the
man in front of me, who stepped on
my toes as he turned round to see if
anyone would challenge his statement.
Finding no one to dispute him, he fo-
cused his glasses again on the flying
forms on the far side of the course.

“I'm dashed if he ain’t leading yet!”
he said, indignantly, in a tone that
seemed to reproach public opinion
which allowed such a state of things
to continue,

‘“Have they to go round again?” ask-
ed a sympathetic matron, who was
plainly pitying the horses.

“What’s wrong with Tartan?’ ex-
claimed two or three together, as they
saw the ex-favorite drop suddenly be-
hind.

“Must have been bumped,”
teered some one,

“Wire-eeky's done,” cried one man,
and the New Zealander turned on him
fiercely with a face that looked mur-
der. But it was only too true, The fine
animal had gone down with a dislocat-
ed shoulder. Wairiki was done.

“Ossian leads,” cried a New
Welshman as they swept round
the straight, three furlongs away.

“RBlinker! Blinker!! Blinker!!!” shout-
ed one pugnacious punter a few yards
away, as he saw the horse that carried
his money break away from the ruck
and forge up to the leaders,

“Ten quid.to five on Cardigan,” was
shouted in his ear by another man
who had backed last year’s winner.
“I’ll take you,” said the Blinker man,
as the two horses galloped neck and
neck, with Acrasia and Ossian just be-
hind them.

“Blinker,” ‘Cardigan,” “Acrasia,”
shouted the crowd, as they thundered
past the last furlong post.

The Mare Wins.

“Acrasia! Acrasial!! Acrasia!!!” as
the mare pulled half a length ahead.
Lord Cardigan, carrying his heavy
handicap of 9 stone 6, made a last des-
perate effort to capture the cup for a
second time—but his weight was too
much for him. He finished a short head
behind Acrasia, with Blinker third and
Ossian fourth. There was one long cigh
—and then people looked at each other,
mostly in mutual disappointnjent.
Acrasia was not a pop w at

asked an old

volun-

South
into

Flemington, at least. She was not
heavily backed. It was only when the
time was announced on the board, that
the people cheered. For the first time,
Carbine’s record of 3:28% had been
matched,

After the race, Wairiki's accident was
talked of even more than Acrasia’s vic-

jtory. The New Zealand horse had cer-
tainly caught the popular fancy, and

it was accepted as certain that if he
had finished at all he would have fin-
ished first. But, without a moment’s
warning, his jockey felt his shoulder
go. It was thought he would have to
be shot—but the surgeons saved his
life, Lord Cardigan, who won last year
with 6 stone 8 and ran such a noble
second this year with 9 stone 6, was
less fortunate, A day or two after the
race he was reported ill. His condition
was reported serious, then hopeless.
Bulletins were issued every few hours
as if he had been the Governor-General
or the Prime Minister, His death on
Saturday did much to eclipse the gaiety
of the last day of the big racing carni-
val. A post-mortem showed that he
had died of inflammation caused by a
rupture in the peritoneum. The rupture,
without a doubt, took place during
these few seconds of supreme effort
when he struggled in vain to lead
Acrasia past the post. No true Austral-
fan would ask for a nobler death.
Henceforth Lord Cardigan’s name
stands hi~h on the roll of Australian
heroes. BURRISS GAHAN.

LYMAN ABBOTT'S
FAMOUS SERMON

STRICTLY ORTHODOX WHEN EX-
ATINED—-NO DANGER.

The thing that Lvman Abbott should
really be accused of is not pantheism
but orthodoxy. It may be a blow to
the venerable gentleman to have a
charge of this kind urged against him,
but what can a newspaper do when
he convicts himself out of his own
mouth?

The text of his already famous ser-
mon before the students of Harvard is
published in this week’s Outlook. The
burden of it is the immanence of God
in the universe. God, says Dr. Abbott,
is not merely transcendent. He is
immanent. The idea that he created
the world and dwells apart from it and
rules it is being submerged in the idea
that he exists in the world and ani-
mates it. Herbert Spencer spoke of
“the infinite and eternal energy from
which all things proceed.”” Matthew
Arnold spoke of ‘“‘the powen, not our-
selves, that works for righteousness.”
Tennyson said:

Speak to him, thou, for he hears,
spirit with spirit can meet;
Closer is he than breathing and nearer

than hands and feet.

and

From these authors and from
draws the conclusion that the “ortho-
dox’’ view of God as a transcendent,
absentee landlord of the universe 'is
losing its hold on the minds of men.
In its place comes the conception of
God as a permanent, abiding, indwell-
ing influence which pervades all things
and maintains them.

Dr. Abbott ought to take a day off
from the perusal of modern, up to
date, damp from the press philosophy
and turn back to the theologians of
the primitive and medieval church. He

immanence of God he has merely re-
peated the work of St. Clement of
Alexandria, Origen, St. Athanasius, St.
Augustine, St. Thomas Aquinas, and

exploded doctrines he feels such a sym-
pathy. There is really no occasion for
sympathy. To come down to
moderns, John Fiske showed conclu-
sively only a few years ago that the
immanent God was an integral part
of the theology of the church in the
earliest centuries. Dr. Abbott’'s apology
for breaking up Christian tradition is
gratuitous.

3ut it is not merely in rediscovering
the original and continuous, if neglect-
ed, doctrine of the church that
Abbott wanders into orthodoxy.
are two absolutely
in historic Christianity.
sonal God.
tion of God in Jesus.
the former Dr. Abbott says:
finite energy from which all
proceed is an energy that thinks,
feels, that purposes, and that does.
An energy that thinks, feels, purposes
and does has all the necessary attri-
butes of personality. No one who has
ever looked inside a text book in meta-
physics will maintain for a
that thinking, feeling, purposing and
doing can exist apart from a person.
The form which this person takek
makes no difference. Personality re-
mains.

The deity of Jesus is as
nounced in Dr.
personality of God.
Dr. Abbott,
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