Two Wives

An East Indian Tale

Once there was a man who had the great misfortune of marrying two wives. He soon learned that if he wanted to keep peace in the family, he could not favor one more than the other.

One quiet afternoon, all three were sitting in the garden, resting from the heat of the midday sun. One of the wives was combing her husband’s black hair and saw a single white one. She quickly yanked it out.

“Ow!” cried the man. “What are you doing?”

“I found a white hair and pulled it out,” said the first wife.

The second wife spoke up and said “Foolish woman! A white hair is the sign of approaching wisdom. How dare you pull it out!”

“If it is a sign of wisdom,” explained the first wife, “I shall keep it with me always.”

“It is not right,” complained the second wife, “that you should have a hair while I have none!”

The husband tried to stop the argument by saying, “Dear wives of mine, please don’t argue. It is only fair that since my first wife found the white hair, it shall be hers to keep. And since my second wife has none, she shall pull out one of my black hairs. Then each of you have one.”

As soon as the second wife yanked out a black hair, the first wife said, “But husband, she has a black one and mine is white. I, too, want a black one.”

“Very well,” said the man. “Pull a black hair from my head and be satis​fied.”

As soon as she plucked the hair, the second wife said angrily, “But she has both a black and a white hair. I have only one black. It isn’t fair!”

“You are quite right, my dearest,” said the husband. “Simply pull one more hair from my head and you will each have two.”

That made the first wife even more jealous. “Now she has two black hairs and I have only one. It is not right, hus​band, for you to love her more than you love me.”

“I’m sorry, sweet wife,” said the man whose head was beginning to hurt. “You must take another black one.”

Then the second wife screamed, “She has three hairs and I have two! I want three as well!”

“Yes, yes, you may take one more, my dearest,” said the poor man.

But of course that dissatisfied the first wife and she had to have another hair. And to keep peace the husband had to give the second wife yet another.

The argument lasted all afternoon with both wives yanking the hairs from his head until as last he was completely bald!

Even though the poor man’s head ached, he smiled happily, for now the argument was over and both of his wives were silent.

