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There were times when Nitter Pitter
would grow tired of looking at his shadow
and would seck other ways to see himself.
Almost every day he would rub his soft,
silky fur against a rock until it became so
shiny that he could see his own reflection.
But his favorite of pastimes was to stand
near the pond at the end of the meadow
and gaze for hours at his mirrored image
of beauty on the water.

Occasionally the other horses of the
herd would stray close to Pitter but they
would ignore him because he was stuck
up and he would just put his nose in the
air as if they weren’t even there.












With a lurch and a leap Pitter jumped
from the water as the other horses ran
back to pasturcland meadow. “Dumb old
horses!”” he thought as he tried to shake
himself dry. “They shouldn’t laugh at me.
Why I’m the most beautiful horse they’ve
ever seen.’

e sulked around in the sunshine as he
tried to get dry, but he was so wet that the
water scemed to eling to him like a
sponge. So, with an ““Ooomph!” he laid
down in the sand at the edge of the pond
and rolled and rolled until he was dry.
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«Ahhh! That’s much better)” he said as
he trotted around for a moment or two.
Then he decided he would have one more
look at himself in the pond before he went
back to the bluff that overlooked the
mecadow. As he bent over the water he was
shocked to see a scraggly, mud-soaked
pony where the magnificent horse used to
be. Ie couldn’t believe his eyes, so he
looked again and, sure cnough, Nitter
Pitter had been transformed with a dash
of mud here and there into a run-of-
the-mill horse with a lily pad hanging
from onc car.

“What am I going to do?”” he eried. “My
favorite thing in all the world was to look
at me and now there’s nothing to scc
beeause I don’t want to look at me!”” With
{hat he hid sadly beneath a tree and
sighed and sighed.






Pitter 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 horse)’ said the raven, as he settled
his wings about him. ‘‘Watcha doing?”

“What does it look like I’'m doing?”’
said Pitter with a pout. “‘I’m hiding
because I used to be the most beautiful
horse and now I’m just as ugly as can be?

“Well)’ croaked the raven, “it seems to
me that you look just as normal as can
be?’

“Hmmmph]’ muttered Pitter, “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?”
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