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Introduction

O. Henry, pseudonym of William Sidney Porter, was born
.in Greensboro, USA in 1862 and died in New York in 1910.
One of the most prolific Amencan shor—story writers, he wa_s,
above all, famous for the unexpected concludmg tw1st he
would give to his stories which were based on his own
various adventurous ‘experiences and his acute capamty of
observation of people and then habits.

another, he was accused of embezzling funds from the First

. National:Bank of Austin, Texas, where he worked and so he:
fled: to ‘Honduras. “He returned to-Austin in 71897 and after:
‘being  tried and sentenced he .spent three years iin the

Columbus prison .in Ohio where he. discovered his vocation
for writing and began to publish his first works under
different psendonyms, O. Henry being the most used. When
he was released he settled in New York where he continued
his successful hterary career.

In a penod when the short story was the most popular
narrative form in America, Henry produced a vast’ quantlty,
the best of which combine paradox and the grotesque with
vivid description ‘and’ authentic narrative tension. Cabbages
and ng MQ904) and The Four Million (1906) are consid-

ered his best collections.

°
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After a ‘youth spent in’passing from one occupation to’
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The Gift of the Magi

One dollar and eighty seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents

of it was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bull-
dozing the ‘grocer and ‘the vegetable man and. the ‘butcher until
one’s cheeks burned with'the sﬂent 1mputat10n “of pars1mony that
such close deahng 1mphed Three tlmes Della counted 1t One dollar
and elghty seven cents And the next day would be Chrlstmas

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby
little couch and howl. So Della did it. Which 1nst1gates the moral
reflection that hfe 1s made up of sobs, smfﬂes, and smﬂes, ) wlth
sniffles predomlnatmg o . B o

While ‘the ‘mistress -of the ‘home is gradually subs1d1ng from the
first stage to the second, take a look at the home.. A furnished flat
at $8 per‘ week. Tt did not exéctly beggétr‘ d‘es‘cﬁpt’i‘en,‘ but it certainly
had that word on the_‘lookoutmfot"thevmendicancy squasl./’ , o

In the velstil.aulle.‘, belOW»WEtS' a letter-box into which notletter
would go, and an electric button from which no mortal finger could
coax a ring. Also appe‘rtaihiththereunto was a card bearing the name
“Mr James Diliingham Youné”.’ -

The “Dillingham” had been flung to the breeze durmg a forrrter

period of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week.

Now, when the income was shrunk to $20, the letters of “Dillingham”
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looked blurred, as though they were thinking seriously of contracting
to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr James Dillingham-
Young came home and reached his flat above he was called “Jim”
and greatly hugged by Mrs James Dillingham Young, already intro-
duced to you as Della. Which is all very good

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the
powder rag. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a gray
cat walking a gray fence .in a gray backyard. Tomorrow would be
Christmas Day and she had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a pre-
sent. She had beeh éaving every penny she could for moﬁfhs, w1th
this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn’t go far. Expenses ;/had
been greater than she had calculated. They always are. Only $1.87
to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy hour she had
spent planning for something nice for him. Something fine and rare
and sterhng — something just a little bit near to belng worthy of
the honor of bemg owned by Jim. ‘

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Per-
haps you have seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A Very thin and very
agile person may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence
of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his
looks. Della, being slender, had mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the
glass. Her eyes‘were shining b’rillian‘tly,‘ but her faﬂcé‘had lost its

color within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair and

let it fall to its full length.
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Now, there were! two possessions of the James' Dillingham
Youngs in which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold
watch that had been his father’s and his grandfather s. The other
was Della’s hair. Had the Queen of Sheba hved in the ﬂat across the
airshaft, Della would have let her hair hang out the wmdow some
day to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had
Klng Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures piled up in
the basement, Jim would have pulled out his watch every time he
passed, just to see him pluck at his beard from envy.

So now Della’s bcaqtiful hair fell about her rippling and. §hin7
ing like a cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and
made itself almost a garment for het. And then she did it up‘/again
rtervously and- quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood
stﬂl while a tear or two splashéa on the Wbt‘n red carpet.

On went hhr old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With
a whirl of skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she
fluttered out the'door and down the stairs to the street.

Where she stopped the sign read: “Mme Sofronie.‘ Hair Goods
of All Kinds.” One ﬂight up Della ran, and collected herself, panting.
Madame, large, too white, chllly, hardly looked the ¢ Sofrome .

“Will you buy my hair?” asked DeHa ‘

“q buy halr ” said Madame, “Take 3 yer hat off and let’s have a

sight at the looks of it.”

Down rippled the brown cascade.
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“Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a prac-

tised hand. -

“Give it to me quick,” said Della. ‘

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wmgs Forget
the hashed metaphor She was ransacklng the stores for Jim’s pre-
sent. ‘ ‘ .

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one
else. There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had
turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and
chaste in design, properly proclalmmg its value by substance alone
and not by meretricious ornamentation — as all good thmgs should
do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew
that it must be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and value ~— the
description applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her
for it, and she hurrled home w1th the 87 cents. With that chain on
hls watch Jlm might be properly anxious about the time in any
company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes looked at it on the
sly on account of the old leather strap that he used in place of a
chain.

When Della reached home her intoxication gave way. a little to
prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted
the gas and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosny

added to love Which is always a tremendous task, dear frlends——

a mammoth task.




The Gift M" "&he Magi and Other Tales

“003655,” R ABUH M ERPTHIVEL X

GG AR, RV,
“%‘%T%%WA$ﬁw%&Tﬂﬁ@£%'%%%%u
B, %ﬁuxwr%gémémmmouz hiﬁ%ﬁ
%ﬁ% Eﬁ*ﬁ%ﬂi@%%o"

BEMETRET, ﬁﬁ%%mﬁ%%%*ﬂﬁf%ﬁm
NI, AR — SR RS SR ALY, R e T
HRENRTABRT . IR KA, PR
T, RDLE R R B TR R SRR A ——— )
RPN R, EH BT IR R e RGN E, h—
%ﬂ?%%%%ﬂLﬁﬂm%%*ﬁﬁ%% SR R R
ﬂ%%k —#t, iﬁﬁﬁ@ﬁ——ﬁ¢ﬁmﬁ%%ﬂ 3
%%Pmﬁﬁ% Ezum%m%m%%%Tw k£ E
T%w%ﬁ%%ﬂ@?%oﬁtﬁn B, BRI
T DA I A R I A T, £ RBRRE, |
TR — R IT MR, TR L I I R R
— BB,

ERERRE, %wmm %%ﬁu%T@Eﬂﬁ . 1
%%ﬁ%% a%ﬁ %%z@ u%%%%hm%k W
%ﬁ%%ﬁﬁ%%ﬁq ﬁ%%—ﬁﬁaﬁﬁ%I@,%%%
B A A —— R A T A

o o .0




p,
© minzom - wmEEE S G

© 6 0600 00 6 060 00 00 5 0 00 OO0 06 0 00 OO 6 00 6000 0000 0O

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying
curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant“schoolboy. She
lookedat her reﬂeetion:in the mirror, long, carefully, and( critically.

If Jim doesn’t kill me, ’ she said to herself, before he takes
a second look at me, he’ 11 say I look like a Coney Island chorus glrl
But what eould I do — oh, what could I do with a dollar and
elghty-seven cents7” ‘ o |

At'7 o’clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was' on
the back of the stove hot and ready to cook the chops.

+* Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and
sat on the corner of the table near the doot that he always entered.
Then she. heard his step on the stair away down on the first ﬂight
and she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit of saying
httle stlent prayers about the simplest everyday thlngs, and now she
whlspered “Please God, make him think I am still pretty 7

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked
thin.and very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two — and
to be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he
was without gloves.

Jim, stepped inside the door, as, immovahle as a seiter at the scent
of quall His eyes were flxed upon De]la and there was al expres-
sion in them that she could not read and it terrified her. It was not

anger, nor surpnse, nor dlsapproval nor horror, nor any of the sen-

timents that she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her




