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Strangely, when asked, the golf shop
staff was dismissive. Having worked there
for 20 years, they laughed at the thought
that a horse could have been buried
anywhere on the course. But just 15
yards from their door, and passed many
times a day by everyone, is a small
garden of flowers surrounding the grave-
stone. Warrior had fought in France for
the duration of the World War I, even

taking part in the retreat from Mons and
being wounded in the advance on the
Aisne. He was a 16hh grey gelding who
was purchased after the war and gifted
to the town of Southampton where he
lived out his retirement in luxury until the
age of 22. His marker reads “Honoured
and loved by all, not only for his famous
war record but for his efficiency, intelli-
gence, gentleness and noble character.”

Some horses are commemorated by
the names of streets. Near my home is
the racing stable that once trained the
famous race horses Gainsborough and
Brown Jack who are honored in the street
names, Gainsborough Road and Brown
Jack Avenue. Some are interred at the
places where they lived, such as
Cremorne who died winning a wager for
his remorseful master who established an
amazing sarcophagus for him at Halswell
House, in Dorset. Others are immor-
talized in art, such as Whistlejacket and
Marengo but often to the general viewer
the significance of the individual animal

most will be overlooked by historians
and sidelined in historic tomes. Here in
the United Kingdom we do not have the
equivalent to the sensational Kentucky
Horse Park, but we do have a long
history with horses that has sometimes
been recorded by wealthy individuals on
their private lands.

One of the most inspirational and
emotive memorials I have ever visited is

set in what is now an area of wild heath
and woodland just outside Winchester in
the county of Hampshire. Winchester
used to be Britain’s ancient capital before
London took over the role. Here in the
splendid isolation towers a mausoleum
fit for a king. In 1730 Sir Paulet St. John
was out hunting, and when in full chase,
ended up careering off the edge of a
chalk pit. But his horse kept its cool and
managed, miraculously, to land on his
feet thus saving not only his own life but
that of Sir Paulet. Even more incredibly
the horse was sufficiently untroubled by
his magnificent feat that — after being
aptly renamed Beware Chalk Pit — he
went on to win a major race. In 1740
when the horse died, his owner honored
him by erecting the 30 foot monument
over his burial site. To this day the
Hampshire wind whistles keenly around
the edifice sounding like a distant neigh.

Further south in the grounds of a
former noble home, which is now a
community golf course, is a grave stone
erected to a war horse called Warrior.

Britain’s Imperial War Museum in
London, is currently staging an exhibi-
tion called The Animals’ War in honor
of all the creatures that have helped
human “war efforts” over the years.

Traditionally, the horse has always
been involved with human aggression,
with too many dying nameless in the
trenches on European or Deep South
battlefields. Others achieved personal
glory either by their individual contribu-
tions or by virtue of their famous and
charismatic riders.

But do we honor them enough? I
spend a lot of time talking with people
from various walks of life who have little
knowledge of horses or their significance
in human endeavor. Many become very
animated about the buildings and cos-
tumes of past eras, or the weaponry, or
the politics, or the food, sometimes even
the farm animals. But few think little
more of a horse than it is merely a
nuisance on the road, or a smelly thing in
the field next to the playground that
once “bit” their child.

As we become increasingly urbanized,
so we are at risk of becoming disturb-
ingly removed from the wonderful spirit
of the horse, with its power to enchant
us, serve us, and make our lives better.

Who was it that said “there is nothing
so good for the inside of a man as the
outside of a horse”? This is as true today
as it has been throughout history and yet
in humanity’s increasing isolation from
nature, it seems we are on the brink of
forgetting this basic concept.

Back in 2004 a war memorial was
erected in London’s Park Lane (and
opened in 2005 by The Princess Royal) to
commemorate the service of animals to
us in war. But it had taken a group of
dedicated, celebrity campaigners several
years to gain the planning permission
and then raise the funds to achieve this.
The monument acknowledges all ani-
mals who were conscripted to war —
from glow worms and pigeons to camels
and horses. More than eight million
horses died in World War I, 265,000 on
the Western Front alone! An unbelievable
sacrifice of our noble friends.

Thanks to the genuine feeling of past
owners, many monuments can be found
to horses nearly everywhere — though
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The monument over the burial site of Beware Chalk Pit.
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