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Feeble 8: The Two Stags


One spring, two handsome young stags (they were twins) reached their maturity and began to seek wives. Like all youths, they spent a considerable time discussing the subject, and they were quite at odds over the proper way to go about it.


“No doubt,” said the elder (by two minutes), “No doubt you think that I am bogged down in traditional ways, but I believe that one must not refuse the opportunity to take a wife whenever one has the chance.”


“It’s not a matter of tradition,” said the younger, “but of esthetics. It is best to wait for the one perfect mate.”


Well, then,” replied his brother, “let us meet here in the fall and bring up the subject again when we have had some experiences to talk about. I fear that we only know the theory of it and not the practice.” So saying, he touched antlers with his brother stag and bounded off into the woods, which were full of young trees tipped with tender shoots waiting to be eaten. Even better, those woods were full of young does waiting to be wooed.


Late in the fall, when all the tender shoots had turned to golden leaves and fallen to the ground, and when all the does had been wooed and won by some stag or other, the two brothers met once again in a clearing.


The elder pointed an antler at his seventeen pretty young wives huddled together gossiping busily at the forest’s edge. “Well, there they are. Not a perfect one among them. What a time they do give me, always jabbering and gossiping. I guess it must really be a pleasure having only one wifeâ€”and a perfect one at that.”


The younger brother did not answer.


“Well, don’t be modest,” coaxed his elder. “Bring her out where I can see her and so my wives can meet her. I’m sure they could  learn a  thing or  two.”


“I’m afraid I can’t bring her out,” his brother replied.


“Why not? Is she too shy?”


“No, she…” He hesitated, then summoning up his courage and burying his pride, he said, “I’m afraid she doesn’t exist. No, what I’ve learned over this summer is that the perfect doe doesn’t exist. Do you see how thin I am? That’s because I’ve even gone without eatingâ€”so hard did I search for her. And so, instead of having one perfect wife, I have no wife at all.”


“Poor fellow,” said the elder, moving protectively in the direction of his harem.


Moral


Better  to have loved and loved, than never to have loved  at all.


or:


Even one good is better than no perfect.
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