
I go down to the betting office with 
Cousin; she is old enough to place bets 
and we have it all written down, the names 
of the horses, the amounts of the bets.   

I’m allowed to choose one horse for my 
dad to bet on. I study the programme 
carefully.  

And then  I see it – there’s a horse 
called Tilly!! I know which horse is 
going to win.  

After we’ve made the bets, we go back to 
our seats. I show Uncle the horse that my 
dad and I placed our bet on.

He frowns and says, ‘That horse has 
no form,’ but  I don’t understand 
what he means.    

When the race starts, my horse runs 
so fast, I can barely see her...

The next day, at the racecourse, 
we sit in Uncle’s lucky seats.


