Hoof Tails
Imagine being born in one of the most prestigious farms in Kentucky with a famous dam and sire, bred to race. Imagine being double crossed (inbred) with Nashua in your pedigree. Of course, you win a sizable amount of money for your owners at places like Hollywood Park and Santa Anita in the west, and then come east to race at Pimlico, and finally, age six, to Virginia and race at Colonial Downs. You fall and are injured.  You should be given proper medical care. Instead, your owners stick you in an auction.

This is Just’n’s story. He is not unique. Although I grew up in Georgetown, my love of horses has taken me and my family out of the city.  I began racing my own horses and was blessed with a winner, Patty Petrone, in 1976. However, a few years later, when my trainer, the late Eddie Gregson, told me not to come to the back stretch because, he said, I would not want to know what some owners were doing to their horses, I quit. It was not until this year that thoroughbred horses were forbidden to race “under the influence”: steroids. Shocking that it took so long.  No longer racing or showing thoroughbreds, instead I am rescuing these dear souls. 

Back to Just’n, a name we gave the Kentucky born race horse, as in an old song’s lyrics:  "Just in time; we found you just in time..."  A lovely 16.3 hand thoroughbred, he was purchased for only $150.00. Here is his story.

A neighbor had heard about an eight year old, registered thoroughbred gelding being sold for a ridiculously small sum of money. He simply had to go see for himself why. He drove over the Blue Ridge to West Virginia. When he arrived at a remote homestead in the hills, he could not believe his eyes. There in a round pen with a hay bale in the middle was a skinny dark brown horse and two cows. The owners explained that they had tried to make this thoroughbred race horse into a barrel racer! Of course it didn't work. This pathetic animal was not only emaciated, his hooves were pointed upward from no farrier work. You could only guess what his teeth looked like. Clearly, they had no idea how to care for a thoroughbred horse. Without hesitation, the neighbor decided to bring him home. His wife said when the horse exited the trailer she could not believe what she saw. Even his glassy eyes told her this was a horse ready to accept an early demise. Every bone in his body showed through the taut skin. He was a walking skeleton, she said.

After a few months of proper care, he called and offered this horse to me because, he said, he knew I would give him the good home he deserved. When he arrived, we lifted his lip, read his tattoo, and did the research. This I how we discovered his racing history. He had won a sizable amount of money in the beginning but then slowed down. My initial guess was that he was simply given away when he no longer performed. That is, until we found a real reason. When I observed him limping after galloping around the pasture with the other horses, I asked for X-rays to be taken, A bone chip was located in his right front leg. Had he undergone surgery when this injury occurred, he would be totally sound now. However, the owners must have just decided he was not worth the expense. They simply threw him into the sale. After all, he is a gelding so there was, in their selfish opinion, no future earning potential. No thought of the time and effort this dedicated, well-bred horse had undergone racing for over four years. All for the owners’ pocketbook. I wish he could share his stories with me. No, maybe I don’t.  Happily, for him at least, his fate is positive unlike so many hard working, big hearted horses who are literally disposed of (many sold as meat to Europe) following an unsuccessful career.

Whenever an animal is somehow forced into the service of men, every one of us must be concerned for any suffering it bears on that account. No one of us may permit any preventable pain to be inflicted, even though the responsibility is not ours. No one may appease his conscience by thinking he would be interfering in something that does not concern him. No one may shut his eyes and think the pain, which is therefore not visible to him, is non-existent. 
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