
E-NEWS AND E-NOTES FOR SATURDAY, MARCH 4th 2026 

Shippin' money    

   Beginning in 1964 Pompano Park in South Florida 

was definitely "the Winter Capital of Racing" and 

even though I hadn't been there in over 40 years it 

was truly sad event when its doors were shuttered 

in 2022. 

   The whole complex has been replaced with 

luxury condos, golf courses and the world's largest 

Walmart. 

   The tracks may be gone but the memories are 

indelibly etched in our hearts. 

   There's great FB site named Remembering the 

Training side of Pompano Park but this yarn is 

about what we always referred to affectionately as 

"the Gyp side." Although the race side had its good 

stables they were dwarfed by the elite of the Sport 

such as Billy Haughton, Delvin Miller, George 

Sholty, Glen Garnsey, Stanley Dancer, and included 

Castleton Farms, the proprietor of Pompano Park 

on the training side. 

   Ohio names such Marc Furgeson, Dick Oldfield (of 

Sylvania, Ohio before he shuffled off to Adrian, 

Michigan) Dr. Frank Todd and numerous others. 

The raceside stables were as diverse as the people 

who worked there and included the oddest 

groupings you could imagine. They came from all 

points in Ohio, New York, Canada, New England, 

Indiana, Tennessee, Michigan and New Jersey. 

   But we all spoke "horse." 

   There was a trio that merged together: "Buffalo" 

was from NY, Frankie called Saratoga, NY home, 

and Mitch from someplace in the Buckeye State. 

He never said much but Frank and Buffalo made up 

for him... "Am I right or am I wrong, Frank?" 

   "You're right, Buffalo. You're right." 

 
   I was hooked up with stable from Saratoga whose 

name I won't mention but if you're topping of water 

glasses make sure to fill Leon's... 

   We didn't win too many races during the first few 

months even though his arrival had been heralded in 

the local newspaper. And neither did that big stable 

he was contract driver for from Canada by the name 

of Billie Jean Farms or something like that. 

   in any event the group of us were relegated to try 

and pick winners out of the program - good luck with 

that - and we all were scraping by l week to week. 

   But then… then Mama came down for a vacation 

with her entourage of four and made quite a score. 

French anyway. 

   "She don't get beat," they said afterwards to me 



     Track kitchen on the Training side (thanks to FB) 

  "Thanks Tommy," he said appreciatively. "Thank 

you, thank you." 

   I watched as he ambled off to the concession 

stand and stood in line and studied the menu. 

   When I looked over again he was studying the tote 

board intently. 

   I glanced at the horses on the track and turned 

towards Frank once more. 

   He wasn't in line but I caught a white-shirted flash 

out of the corner of my eye. Frank was booking it up 

to the windows as that left foot of his was a flopping 

hard on the floor and winging in so bad he was 

gonna need a set of knee boots to make the final 

ten yards. 

   He made it just in time... sadly... as his 10-1 pick 

finished off the board. There went his hot dogs and 

his chips as he slowly walked sheepishly away. 

   I just smiled and shook my head. 

   To hell with the gaddamn hot dogs, he needed 

some shippin' money. 
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   I remember it was a wet Saturday night and there 

was an older mare who he catch drove and 

evidently, she "loved the mud." Evidently everyone 

in their group knew that but nothing was said to us 

and we couldn't understand French anyway. 

   "She don't get beat," they grinned afterwards to 

me when she paid $18.00 as they pounded on her. 

Mama and her crew split the $128 cost of a trifecta 

key ticket, the one winning ticket and the payout 

(with two longshot Ohio horses) was a staggering 

$12,000 plus,  

   That score started everyone on a downward spiral 

as they tried to replicate the payoff to no avail. 

People were wheeling just about any horse they 

thought had a chance and the resulting payouts 

were usually $40 less than they invested. And 

"they" included a hoard of people from everywhere 

and which way and loose. 

   I didn't take part of the action, not because I was 

smart but primarily, I was too cheap. 

   That plan left a field of debris all over the race 

side. When the enthusiasm for the plan died out 

everyone concentrated on getting some shipping 

money with dribs and drabs. 

   I think Mitch was the smartest as he caught the 

earliest rig back to Ohio. No fanfare just hop aboard 

and see you whenever. 

   It was the week before we were ready to head 

back up North when Frank came walking slump-

shouldered through the grandstand. His head was 

hung low as his Everly Brother's D.A. hairstyle 

(current in 1957 but this was 1975) drooped down 

to his Roman nose. I don't know the logistics of it 

but he slowly shuffled with a limp as his left foot 

would sort of slap the floor. He looked defeated. 

  "How you doing, Frank?" I asked sympathetically. 

  "Buffalo," he groaned, "finally got his two weeks 

back pay. Before I could see him to get some 

money for some food, he'd run up to the track 

kitchen and lost every cent in that damn pinocle 

game. I haven't eaten for two days." 

   "Oh jeez Frank," I said as a peeled of $5 of the 

$15 I had in my pocket. "Get yourself a couple of 

hot dogs and some chips." 

 
 


