Thoroughbreds are a breed of horses. They are best known for their agility and speed, especially running at the racetrack. They are very intelligent and, it is important to note, they are also sensitive. 
Two thoroughbred horses, Teddy and Just’n, were roaming around the pasture, their heads down, noses even touching the ground. The Bahia grass they nibbled in the lush green grass field tasted so good, they could not resist. Their barn was nice, and their stalls were light and airy, but the sun was out and the grass and the breeze beckoned. Why stay inside? The Lady gave them free access to the pastures from their stalls, so out they went. After consuming enough grass, the two horses decided to get out of the sun and wandered over to the big tree in the far corner of their pasture. As they stood together, cooler under the shade of the old oak, Teddy decided it was a good time to talk. Since he had only recently arrived at this farm, he wanted to understand his new friend. And this is where their conversation began.
Teddy turned to Just’n and said, “It’s so nice to be here and I like you; I really do. But why are you so bossy?” Just’n raised his head and looked directly at Teddy. His ears flipped with suspicion, as he considered the bluntness of his new friend’s question.
“Because, for once, I can make my own decisions!” Just’n answered facing Teddy.
But Teddy was confused. “What do you mean?” Teddy asked as he flicked his tail to bat a fly.
Just’n snorted, then turned to check on another fly which landed on his rear. The fly was gone, so he faced Teddy and replied, “For years, I had to obey.”
“Obey whom?” Teddy wanted to know. “Whom?” he asked again as he nudged Just’n on his side.
 “The trainers!” Just’n proceeded to huff and snort and was about to walk away from this conversation.
“What are ‘trainers’?” Teddy asked looking around as if “trainers” were possibly hiding in the pasture.
Surprised at such a question, Just’n stopped and turned around. “I was at the race tracks.” He then proceeded to push his nose against Teddy’s neck.
Teddy responded to the rub by raising his head and, looking directly into Just’n’s eyes, asks, ”Racetracks?”
“Yes, I was there to run, run fast, beat other horses. The riders are called Jockeys, and when they ride you in a real race, they wear fancy bright colored shirts and helmets. I would be washed and groomed and then walked to a saddling circle where I would meet with the trainer and get properly attired with a small saddle and a bridle. Then the jockey gets on. There is lots of noise coming from the crowds of people watching as you are paraded out to the track. You get to trot a little to warm up; then you are ridden into one of the many stalls in a long starting gate. But you need to focus, and the focus is on speed. So when the gates open and the race begins, I do what we have rehearsed; I run. I give what the jockey wants: speed.” Now Just’n is bored with this conversation and wants to go back to grazing.
But Teddy persists and pursues. “Why? I mean why did you have to go to the track and run?”
Just’n snorts, kicks away another fly but knows he needs to answer Teddy’s question. “To make money for my owners by winning.” Grazing would have to wait. 
“I do not understand.” Teddy turns toward Just’n almost pleading for an explanation.
“I am famous. I was born in Kentucky. My ancestors were famous. Bold Ruler for one.” Just’n is sure Teddy will understand and expects great respect once he knows this. Instead, Teddy replies, “Bold Ruler? Who is he?”
Just’n decides to ignore Teddy’s ignorance, so he continues. “Yes, famous, many famous racehorses. Nashua, Northern Dancer….”
Teddy interrupts because this does not make sense to him. “But….”
Just’n continues so Teddy might understand. “They expected me to run like these other horses that I am related to. But I couldn’t. I tried! However, I only won a few times.” That is enough talking, he decides, as he wanders back into the field and begins to graze.
But Teddy follows him and wants to know more. “How long did you have to do that job?”
Just’n raises his head, looks toward the barn, then back at Teddy. “Six years.”
Teddy’s eyes open wide as he considers what Just’n just said. “Wow, six years! That is a long time.”

