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1. Gifts of the Magi”
O. Henry

This story was written at the time when men did not wear their
watches on their arms as they do now, but in their pockets, with
a chain. Women had long hair of which they were very proud, and
they put combs at the sides and back.

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. Della counted
it three times. One dollar and eighty-seven cents, and the next day
would be Christmas. She sat down and cried. Della was Mrs. James
Dillingham-Young. She and her husband lived in two rooms at the
top of a building in a poor part of New York., Once Jim, Della’s hus-
band, had work which paid him thirty dollars a week; but now he
got only twenty. Jim and Della loved each other very much.

Della stopped crying. She stood by the window and locked out.
Tomorcow would be Christmas Day and she had only one dellar
eighty-seven cents with which to buy Jim a present. She had been
saving every penny she could for months, and this is all she had got.
She had spent many happy hours planning something nice for him,
something fine and beautful which was really worthy of Jim.

Suddenly she turned quickly round and stood in front of the
looking-glass. Her eyes were shining brightly, but her face had lost its
colour. She quickly pulled down her hair and let it fall to its full
length.

There were two possessions of Mr. and Mrs. Young in which
they took great pride. One was Jim’s gold watch. That watch had
belonged to his father and before that to his grandfather. The other
proud possession was Della’s hair: it was beautiful hair: it flowed

# The Magi werc the three wise men from the East who brought offerings
to the infant Jesus.
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down her back like a golden river.

She quickly did up her hair again. She put on her old coat and
the old brown hat, ran down the stairs and out into the street. She
stopped at a shop: “Madame Sofrone, Hair-goods of all kinds”. She
ran up the stairs. ‘

“Will you buy my hair?” said Della.

“I buy hair,” said Madame. “‘Take off your hat and let me sce
it.”

Down flowed the rtiver of gold.

" Madame lifted the hair in her hand. “Twenty dollars,” she said.

“Give it me quickly,” said Della. ‘

For the next two hours Della was searching the shops for Jim’s
present. She found the present at last. It had certainly been made
for Jim and for no one else. It was good enough to go with his watch.
In the past Jim sometimes did not like to take out his watch because
it had no chain; but, with that chain on his watch, Jim might look at
the time in any company. '

When Della reached home she set to work to do something to
her hair, and soon her head was covered with little curls which made
her look like a schoolboy,

At seven o’clock the evening meal was ready.

Jim was never late. She held the watch-chain in her hand and
sat on a corner of the table near the door through which he always
came in. Then she heard his step on the stairs. She said a little
prayer: ‘‘Please, God, make Jim think I am still pretty.”” The deot
opened and Jim came in. He looked very thin and serious. Poot
fellow, he was only twenty-two. He needed a new coat.

Jim stopped inside the door and stood there. His eyes were
fixed on Della. There was a strange look in them. It was not anger,
nor surprise. Della could not understand that strange look., He
simply stood there looking at her—looking,
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Della got off the table and went to him.

“Jim dear,” she said, “don’t look at me in that way. I—I had
my hair cut off and I sold it, because I couldn’t have lived through
Christmas without giving you a present. My hair will grow again.
You don’t mind, do you? T had to do it. My hair grows very fast.
Say ‘Happy Christmas’, Jim, and let’s be happy. You don’t know
what a beautiful present I've got for you.”

“You've cut off your hair?” said Jim, as if he hadn’t quite undet-
stood the fact yet.

“Yes, I've cut it off and sold it,” said Della. “Don’t you like me
just as well without my hait? I'm just the same girl without my hair,
aren’t I?”

Jim looked about the room. ‘“You say your hair is gone?” he said.

“You don’t need to look for it,” said Della. “I tell you it’s sold.
It's sold; it’s gone. And this is the evening before Christmas, Jim. I
seld it for you. It may be that ‘the hairs of my head are numbered’;
but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I get the meal
ready, Jim?”

Jim took Della in his arms and kissed her. ‘Then he took a packet
out of his coat pocket and put it on the table.

“Don’t make any mistake, Della”, he said. “I don’t think there’s
anything that you could do to your hair which would make me love
my girl any less. But, if you will undo that packet, you will see why
I was rather surprised at first.”

Della undid the packet and gave a cry of joy. Then she began
to cry. For there lay the combs! The set of combs, side and back,
which she had looked at so long in the window of a shop. They wete
beautiful combs with jewels in them, just the right colour for her hair.
She had looked at them and wanted them, yet never hoped to possess
them. Now they were hets; but the hair for which she had wanted
them was gone.

She looked up at Jim with tear-filled eyes. Then, with a smile;
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she said, “My hair grows so fast, Jim.”

She jumped up and cried, “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to-him
in her open hand. The bright gold shone.

“Isn’t it beautiful, Jim? I hunted all over the town to find it
You’'ll have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me
your watch, I want to see how it looks on it.”

Jim did not obey. He sat down, and put his hands behind his
head and smiled.

“Della,” he said, “let’s put our Christmas presents away and keep
them for a time. They’re too nice to use just at present. . . . I sold
the watch to get the money to buy your combs. Now shall we have
our evening meal?” ‘

The Magi brought presents to Jesus Christ on the first Christmas
of all Christmases. They first had the idea of giving Christmas pre-
sents. They were wise. Here I have told you this story of two foolish-
children in a poor set of rooms who gave up for each other his or her
greatest treasure. They chose their presents unwisely; but those gifts
which are the sign of real love are the best gifts of all.

(Selected from Singing Wind and Other Stories,
Adapted by Michael West, Longman, 1977.)
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2. One Thousand Dollars
O. Henty

“One thousand dollars,” said the lawyer, coldly; “and here is the
money.” He had not a very good opinion of Richard Waring; he did
not like him.

Richard Waring laughed as he took the thin packet of notes. “It’s
difficult to know what to do with just one thousand doilars. Of
course, I could go to a fine hotel and live like a prince for a few days;
or I could give up my work in the office and do what I want to do—
paint pictures: I could do that for a few weeks. But what would I
do after that? I should have lost my place in the office, and have no
money to live on. If it were a little less money, I would buy a new
coat or a radio, or give a dinner to my friends. If it were more, I could
give up the work in the office and paint pictures. But it’s too much
for one and too little for the other.”

“You heard the reading of your uncle’s Will,” said the lawyer,
“telling what is to be done with his money after his death. I must
ask you to remember one point. Your uncle has said that you must
bring me a paper showing exactly what you did with this money, as
soon as you have spent it. That is your uncle’s wish, as written in his
Will. I hope you will do as he asked.”

“Yes, I'll do it,” said the young man.

Richard wasn’t a bad young man, or a foolish young man; but he
did not like working in an office. What he really loved was painting
pictures. He was a good painter; but there’s no money in
painting pictures. What was the use of saving? Whenever he got a
present from his rich uncle he spent it. So the rich uncle said, “He’s

10
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a youag foel and does not know how to use money.”

Richard Waring went-along to his friend Old Bryson. He fouad
him half-asleep over a newspaper.

“I've just come from my uncle’s lawyer,” said Richard. “He has
lefi me just one thousand dollars, and when I've spent it I have to tell
the lawyer what T did with it. What can a man do with just one
thousand dollars—no more, no less?”

“I thought that your uncle was a very rich man, worth half a
million.”

“He was,” said Richard, “but he hasn’t left it to me. He has-left
$100 and a gold ring to each of his servants, and $1000 to me. And
I expect all the rest goes to a hospital or something like that. . . 5
What can one do with $1000?”

“Is there no other person to whom the moncy might go? Hadn’t
he any family?” asked Bryson.

" Richard did not answer at once; then he said, “There’s Mary
Hayden, the daughter of a friend of my uncle. She lived in his house,
and she gdt $100 and a gold ring—Ilike the rest of the servants. I
wish I'd had just that—ijust $100 and a ring. I would have had a
good dinner with my friends and that would .have been the end of it.

Now, don’t tell me I'm a fool, but tell me what can a man do with
$1000?”

Old Bryson took off his glasses and rubbed them.

“One thousand dollars,” he said, “may mean much—or little.
Onc man might buy a home with it—just a hut, yet to him a home.
Another man might get the best doctor and treatment for his sick wife.
It would pay for sending a clever boy to a day-school for a few years;
or it could be lost in a few seconds at Monte Carlo. It would buy a

fine picture—or a bright jewel, or pay for printing a learned book “if
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