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vv who has clearly dressed up for the occasion.

Exactly who he has dressed up as is a trickier
question. My guess is Fagin – not the snappiest
of dressers but by God he could pick a pocket or
two.
“My, that’s a very grand car,” is Peter’s
opening gambit. This from a man whose Range
Rover worth eight times as much is parked yards
away.
Then Mick pops up and says: “I owe you 70
quid don’t I?”
The answer to this question is yes. He has
owed your correspondent £70 for 15 years
since I unwisely gave him the money during a
Channel 4 shoot.
“Don’t worry,” says Mick, “I’ll put it on a horse
for you.”
I politely inform him that he has been saying
this for a decade and a half.
“Well, the right one hasn’t come up yet. You
have to be patient in this game.”
When I suggest it could be left in his will that
big smile, not over-crowded with gleaming
teeth, creases his characterful but unreadable
face and he comes out with the line: “You might
not live that long young man.”
We potter down into the yard. But forget any
notions of serried ranks of immaculate boxes,
raked gravel or neatly trimmed topiary. This is

‘THE STEWARDS
WERE AFTER ME BIG
TIME BECAUSE I WAS
SUCCESSFUL. I HAD
TO GO DOWN TO
LONDON FIVE TIMES
IN TWO YEARS’
Peter Easterby

yard as in farmyard and all the better for it.
Their joint achievement has been
monumental. When people blithely trot out the
expression “self-made man” they often do so
without much thought.
But Peter, 89, and Mick, 87, set off on their
long road with not so much as a washer between
them. They did not start out from scratch so
much as itch.
It has all been about farming and horses, land
and dealing.
Peter set out in 1951 with 25 acres rented at
£100 per annum. After a year the landlord put
the rent up to £120 and Easterby took him to
arbitration and got it reduced to £110.
As we stand by Mick’s gallop on a flat plain
below the Howardian Hills he says: “When I
came here in 1955 this was all marshland and
full of snipe. So I drained it and cleared all the
trees.”
The brothers were partners and Peter says:
“One day I said to him ‘look we are not making
any money here so you might as well have my
half’.”
Mick says simply: “Yes, he put me on the map
did Pete.”
Now the brothers admit to owning a little over
7,000 acres between them. Peter says: “Mick’s
land here runs up to Castle Howard and my land
nudges that estate on the other side.”
Then in one of those classic Easterby snr
asides to no one in particular he looks up
towards Castle Howard and says: “I did ask if
they would sell it to me once . . .
“Our first car was a Morris and we paid £35
for it. I put in £15, Mum £10 and Mick £10 which
he had saved up. Three years later I sold it for
88 quid.”
It is striking how the pair – 176 years old
between them – can put a figure on deals done
60 years ago down to the last penny. But back in
the 1950s every penny had to be counted and it
was them against the world.
Time and again one or the other will say

Peter Easterby (left) and Mick Easterby
inspect a horse ridden by Nathan Evans
at Mick’s Sheriff Hutton training base;
(top right) dual Champion Hurdle winner
and Ebor victor Sea Pigeon, one of the
best horses Peter trained; (below right) a
new generation of Easterbys – Mick with
granddaughters (from left) Becky, Jo, and
Laura Mason

“we’ve never fallen out” and they think almost
as one.
Conversation turns to the days of prisoners of
war camps in the area and Peter says: “Germans
were the best, real good workers” but Mick
counters: “I liked the Italians. I had one chap
Michael D’Ambrosio who could pick two bags
weighing God knows how many stone straight
up off the floor.
“He taught me to speak Italian you know
[total rubbish] but I’ve forgotten it now [entirely
true].”
Having seen the horses we head to the house
but Peter declines to sit down in the kitchen

– “full of flies that kitchen” – and we settle on
the conservatory, which may have been out of
House & Garden once but that was back in the
days kids were still hopping up chimneys.

T

HE memories stream forth. Peter says:
“The first three-year-old I bought was
by Contraband and I paid £22.50 for
him in a pub yard in Kirkbymoorside.
It was dark but we trotted him up and
down barely able to see him and then had a big
argument over the price. He won 15 races and
was sold for £150.”
Peter says: “When I took out a licence I had to
borrow two horses and throw in a broodmare to
get the numbers up. My first winner was Double
Rose at Market Rasen and the race was worth
£102 to the winner.”
But the early days of a man who would go on
to train two Cheltenham Gold Cup winners and
land the Champion Hurdle five times were not
easy.
Peter says: “The stewards were after me big
time because I was successful. I had to go down

to London five times in two years and they were
trying to get me warned off. We had the odd
touch and there were two stipes – both dead
now – who were out to get me.
“The last time I came back from London who
should be on the train but the old Lord Halifax.
Well, I told him all my troubles and never heard
from the stewards again. Plenty got done in
those days and I was about the only one who
came back free.
“But it made me think what I would do if I
lost my licence and in a way it did me a favour
because it made me buy a farm at Habton – 100
acres for £10,000 and it also meant Marjorie and
I had somewhere to live.”
Mick chimes in: “We’ve always worked
together. My brother would lend me money, I
would lend him money. And never anything in
writing.
“When we punted one it usually won and
others would follow us in. You don’t really need
to gallop horses, you’ve just got to look at them.
Some people have an eye for animals and I don’t
understand why others don’t.”
Both were dedicated hunting men and

