The Scotty Who Knew Too Much
James Thurber

And yet, though we strain
against the deadening grip
of daily necessity,
I sense there is this mystery:
All life is being lived.
Who is living it then?
Is it the things themselves,
or something waiting inside them,
like an unplayed melody in a flute?

-Rainer Maria Rilke

Be patient toward all that is unsolved in your heart and try to love the questions themselves like locked rooms and like books that are written in a very foreign tongue. . . . The point is to live everything. Live the questions now. –Ranier Maria Rilke
Several summers ago there was a Scotty who went to the country for a visit. He decided that all the farm dogs were cowards, because they were afraid of a certain animal that had a white stripe down its back. "You are a pussy-cat and I can lick you," the Scotty said to the farm dog who lived in the house where the Scotty was visiting. "I can lick the little animal with the white stripe, too. Show him to me."  Don't you want to ask any questions about him?" said the farm dog"? "Naw," said the Scotty. "You ask the questions."

So the farm dog took the Scotty into the woods and showed him the white striped animal and the Scotty closed in on him, growling and slashing.  It was all over in a moment and the Scotty lay on his back.  When he came to, the farm dog said, "What happened?"  "He threw vitriol," said the Scotty, "but he never laid a glove on me."

A few days later the farm dog told the Scotty there was another animal all the farm dogs were afraid of.  "Lead me to him," said the Scotty. "I can lick anything that doesn't wear horseshoes."  "Don't you want to ask questions about him?" said the farm dog.  "Naw," said the Scotty. "Just show me where he hangs out."  So the farm dog led him to a place in the woods and pointed out the little animal when he came along.  "A clown," said the Scotty, "a push-over," and he closed in, leading with his left and exhibiting some mighty fancy footwork.  In less than a second the Scotty was flat on his back, and when he woke up the farm dog was pulling quills out of him. "What happened?"  said the farm dog. "He pulled a knife on me," said the Scotty, "but at least I have learned how you fight out here in the country, and now I am going to beat you up."  So he closed in on the farm dog, holding his nose with one front paw to ward off the vitriol and covering his eyes with the other front paw to keep out the knives. The Scotty couldn't see his opponent and he couldn't smell his opponent and he was so badly beaten that he had to be taken to the city and put in a nursing home.

Moral:  It is better to ask some of the questions than to know all the answers.
