This is a wonderful story which celebrates inner beauty and hidden qualities.  I have not written a paragraph to explain the story at its end as I think there are numerous ways in which it can be interpreted: you will know which kind of interpretation best suits the pupils of your school.  
____________________________________________________________________

A long, long time ago a Chinese Emperor summoned to him a man with particular expertise in all things equine: that is to say he was a master on the subject of horses. 
The Emperor was looking to add to his burgeoning stable of superior breeds and therefore told the man to scour lands far and wide and not to return until he had found, what he considered to be, the finest horse that could possibly exist.  

The man accepted the invitation and set out alone on his own horse.  

After many, many months of searching the man returned to the Emperor with great news.  In a neighbouring kingdom he had, indeed, found the one horse that he believed to be the finest horse he had ever set eyes upon.  He had paid the horse’s owners to keep it safe where they lived and there it remained resting in stables a good three days’ ride away.  
The Emperor was most excited and demanded to know all about the horse.  However, when he enquired as to what colour it was, the man suddenly exclaimed that he couldn’t remember.  

The Emperor asked again, convinced that the man hadn’t heard him properly.  Sensing his growing concern, the man grew quiet but repeated again that he had neither noticed nor remembered what colour the horse was. 

Wondering if he was the unwitting victim of some sort of joke, the Emperor grew angry, becoming more and more enraged before eventually demanding that the man be thrown into jail until he could repay the money he had given him to undertake the task.  

With no way of earning any money if he were stuck in jail, the man regretfully resigned himself to a lengthy period of time in prison, hoping against hope that the Emperor’s mood would soften over time. 

The Emperor’s mood did not soften, however, and he sent out many more men into lands afar with the aim of finding him the finest horse in the land. 
These men came back with horses that they were pleased to show off to the Emperor, though on inspection he was constantly disappointed with their findings. 

After two years of waiting and with the man still wasting away in prison, the Emperor summoned him to ask how he could find the horse that he had found at the beginning of the quest.  The man told the Emperor where the horse could be found and told him to tell the owners that he had come, at last, to pick up the horse from them.  

And so the Emperor set out with a party of servants, arriving at the stables some three days later. 

When he told the owners that he had come to inspect the horse they showed him to where the horse rested.  

And when the Emperor fixed his eyes upon the beast, he was transfixed.  It surely was the finest horse he would ever be privileged to set eyes upon.  

After gazing at it, speechless, for some minutes he realised that he had made a terrible mistake and that the man he had imprisoned had been right.  This was as fine a horse as it was possible to encounter and he understood at once why the colour of the animal would be the last thing you would notice or care to record.   

He gave orders to one of his servants to ride back immediately to release the man and he made preparations to bring the horse back to his kingdom. 

