Don’t Look a Gift Horse in the Mouth?

All my life I’ve heard from people:
“Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth.”
I always found that line confusing.
I’ve never owned a horse. I never
bought one and I never got one
as a gift. No one I’ve ever known
has owned a horse. I couldn’t have one
anyhow: I have no barn and no corral.

Which reminds me of my Uncle Bill.
He “won” a pony at a fair one time.
He had to rent a space to park it 
in a farmer’s barn. He called the pony
“just another mouth to feed.” And that’s
another thing to think about. He ditched the
pony ASAP when his kids got tired of it.

Which reminds me of my Aunt Bess,
who told me that the saying about horses
and mouths originated in the Trojan War,
when the Greeks used a hollow horse
to sneak into Troy and kill everyone.
Which I also found confusing.
If the Trojans had looked in the horse’s 
mouth, or some other unspeakable orifice,
they might have found the Greeks
in there. So you really ought to look
a gift horse in the mouth, shouldn’t you?

Which reminds me—the Trojan War
went on for years, and all those
people died for just one hottie
with a pretty face. I can’t believe
they had their heads on straight.
And lots of Greeks and Trojans
lost their heads completely in the end.

Which reminds me of my Uncle Jack,
who told me no, the bit concerning 
horses’ mouths has nothing to do
with the Trojan War. In olden days,
when people got around on horses,
they would judge a horse’s age
by measuring the horse’s teeth.
In other words, you really shouldn’t 
question your good fortune.

Which made me even more confused.
Suppose somebody gives you, like,
an old, decrepit Chrysler. You’re not
supposed to question that? The thing
is probably a money pit. That may be
why they’re getting rid of it.  Or just
the other day a nice man called to say
that Dish TV had moved their satellites,
and so I’d have to pay to get my dish
retuned. I spotted that one right away—
I have cable TV! LOL!
My point is that you gotta be
a skeptic in this world, my friend.

Which reminds me of my father.
No matter what I said, he’d always say,
“How do you know that? Sonny, half
the problems in the world are caused
by those who think they know a thing,
but what they think is true is false.”

Which reminds me of religion—
my example, not my dad’s.
Now, I would say religion does a lot 
of good—just think of all the schools 
and charities and hospitals that
churches run. It can do a lot of bad,
though, too: just think of 9/11 and the
Inquisition. And people getting stoned.
In the negative sense of the term.
Well anyway, my father took us all
to church when he wasn’t working
on the railroad. But he never said
a single word about his own beliefs.
I guess he might have wondered if 
I’d ask him, “How do you know that?”

Which reminds me of Socrates.
He walked through Athens asking 
everybody what they knew and how
they knew it—what were justice, truth,
and beauty, for example. By arguing
with them and asking them some
simple questions, he showed them all
to be a bunch of superficial phonies. 
Before too long, his fellow citizens
got tired of that shtick and killed him.
So question those gift horses,
with maybe just a side glance 
in their mouths.
