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          As Paul and Maureen stood inside the big corral, looking at Misty, they 
knew she was the finest-blooded foal in the world. Oh, the beauty of her! She 
was neither silver nor gold. She was both. And she had a funny white blaze 
that started down the left side of her face, then did a right-about and covered 
her whole muzzle. It gave her a look of wonderment and surprise. Like her 
mother she, too, wore a white map of the United States on her withers, but 
the outlines were softer and blended into the gold of her body. 
          They could have gazed at her forever, exclaiming over her gold eyelashes, 
her pink underlip, her funny knobby knees, her short flappy tail, the furry 
insides of her ears. But suddenly Paul was aware of an uneasy feeling, as 
though someone were eyeing him. Then he felt a hot breath on the back of his 
neck. Slowly he turned his head and came face to face with the Pied Piper. 
         For an instant neither the stallion nor the boy winked an eyelash. Pied 
Piper stared fixedly at Paul from under his long forelock. He was like a man 
peering out from ambush. Paul could see the white ring around the stallion’s 
eyes, the red lining of his nostrils, the ears flattened. He could smell the 
wildness. He sensed that one false move, and a darting foreleg might knock 
him down as if he were a cornstalk. He opened his mouth to speak, but for a 
long time no sound came. 
          “Your baby,” he spoke at last in the softest of voices, “your baby is – is 
beautiful.” 
          The Pied Piper’s ears twitched ever so slightly. 
          “You mean our filly!” corrected Maureen in her strong, high voice. 
          The Pied Piper laced his ears back again. He bared his teeth, breathing 
loudly. 
          “I’m not talking to you, Maureen,” Paul whispered, his face pale. “Turn 
your head.” 
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Write the number of words you read in the box below for the appropriate day. 
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Misty of Chincoteague 
Fluency Practice (Chapter 10/Colts Have Got to Grow Up) 

 
 


