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Dedicated to my wife Nancy and her horse

called Peter, which is pronounced Fitter;

Nancy stays the same.

Stephen



In a burst ofsunrise wonder, dawTi was

bom ofanother day in the meadows of

yovu- mind. There were birds of all sorts

singing and winging in the early light and

all the other animals that lived in the

meadow beganthe day by blinking die

mist ofmorning from their eyes.
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The early hush ofdawn was broken by
the rush ofa herd ofhorses as they raced

mto the meadow to graze and froUc the

day away. There were pamts, roans,

blacks and bays — horses of ever}^ color.

The yoxuig ones kicked and bucked while

the older horses quietly miuiched the

green lush grass ofthe meadow.





The horses stayed close together as the

day wore on. All the hordes, that is,

except one beautiful staUion called Xitter

Fitter. Fitter never played with the other

horses because he knew they woiddn't

play with him because he was so prett\

.

He was content to stand on the bluffthat

o\^rlooked the meadow and watch the

antics ofthe herd below.
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"Silly horses!" he nickered. ''All they

do the whole day through is play and eat,

play and eat. I'd never do that silliness,

I'm too beautifid to play with that herd of

horses!"

With that he wandered fardier up the

bluffto a special place where the sun hit

himjust so. Then, ifhe looked ver\'

carefully, he coidd see his magnificent

shadow cast upon the groimd.





There were times when Nitter Fitter

wovild grow tired oflookmg at his shadow

and would seek other ways to see himself.

Almost e\ er>^ day he woxdd rub his soft,

silk\^ fiu^ against a rock until it became so

shiny that he coidd see his owti reflection.

But his favorite ofpastimes was to stand

near the pond at the end ofthe meadow
and gaze for hoiu^ at his mirrored image

ofbeaut\^ on the water.

Occasionally the other horses ofthe

herd woidd stray close to Fitter but they

would ignore him because he was stuck

up and he woiddjust put liis nose m the

air as ifthey weren't even there.
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One wanii siininicr day as IMttcr was. as

usual. t»a/ini> at hiinsclt in the water, a

Inskier-than-usual eoll ioriiot to look

where he was L>oiniL> and (juite by aeeident

humped into the heautilul Xitter Fitter,

knoekinui him into the pond. He looked so

silly sitting there with a lily pad draped

o\er one ear that the other hoi>>es just

whinnied and whinnied and stomped their

feet in lautihter.





With a lurch and a leap Pitterjumped
from the water as the other horses ran

back to pastvu-eland meadow. "Dimib old

horses!" he thoui^ht as he tried to shake

himself dr\. ''They shouldn't laugh at me.

Wliv I'm the most beautiful horse diey\ e

ever seen!'

He svdked arotmd m the smislune as he

tried to get dr\, but he was so wet that the

water seemed to cling to him hke a

sponge. So, with an ''Ooomph!" he laid

down in the sand at the edge ofthe pond

and rolled and rolled until he w as dr\

.





"Ahhh! That's much better',' he said as

he trotted around for a moment or two.

Then he decided he would have one more

k)ok at himself in the pond before he went

back to the bluffthat overlooked the

meadow. As he bent over the water he w as

shocked to see a scraggly, mud-soaked

pony where the magnificent horse used to

be. He couldn't beUeve his eyes, so he

looked again and, sure enough, Nitter

Fitter had been transformed with a dash

ofmud here and there into a rtm-of-

the-mill horse with a lily pad hangmg

from one ear.

''\Vliat am I going to do?" he cried. "My

favorite tiling in all the world w as to look

at me and now there's nothing to see

because I don't want to k)ok at me!" With

that he hid sadly beneatli a tree and

sighed and sighed.
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Fitter would have been beneath that

tree to this very day if it had not been for

a large, black raven who landed on a

branch right above his head.

''Hi horsed said the raven, as he settled

his wings about him. "Watcha doing?"

"What does it look like I'm doing?"

said Fitter with a pout. ''I'm hiding

because I used to be the most beautiful

horse and now I'mjust as ugly as can be!'

"Well" croaked the raven, "it seems to

me that vou lookJust as normal as can

be!'

"Hmmmph;' muttered Fitter, "a lot you

know. I used to be so magnificent that the

other horses wouldn't even play with me
and now that I'm ugly I have nothing to

do but hide beneath this tree!'





The raven thought for a moment or two

and then cawed a Uttle cough and said,

'Til bet you that ifyou went right now
and tried to play with the other horses

they wouldn't even know who you were

and probably wouldn't care who you are.

Then, you woxddn't have to hide any

more!'

Fitter looked at the raven and midled it

around in his mind and then decided to

give it a try.
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He shyly ambled out into the meadow
and at first the other horsesjust ignored

him. Nitter Fitter wasjust about to give

up when one ofthe horses dashed by him,

nipped him on the shoidder and shouted,

''Tag, you're it!"

Fitter was so shocked at being in\ited

to play that he just stood there for a

moment. Then, with a whinny , he set out

at a gaUop to tag another horse.





That day was the fuimest day that Fitter

had spentm his entire life. He learned

how to play hide and seek, and buck and

run, and so many other games that were

just plain fun. Sometimes, just for the

pxu-ejoy of it, Nitter Fitter woidd kick at a

butterfly or reach for the stm.





Even after the rains had washed the

mud away, makmg him beautifid agaui,

and amidst all the fim and frolic, Nitter

Fitter forgot that he was prettier than all

the other horses and remembered, most

importantly, that he wasjust a horse.
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When you look into the nurror hi the

meadows ofyour mmd, remember Nitter

Fitter and the lesson he had to find.
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