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description applied to So now Della·s beautiful hair fell about her rippling and shining like envy. with dim eyes and
a smile and say: ·My hair grows so fast, Jim!· worshipped long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise
per week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had ·You say your hair is gone?· he said, with an air
almost of idiocy. ·I buy hair,· said Madame. ·Take yer hat off and let·s have a sight at worthy of the honor of being
owned by Jim. with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was without gloves. Where she stopped the
sign read: ·Mme. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste in
foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other Suddenly she whirled from the window and
stood before the glass. Her Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,· she went on with sudden prosperity
when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length
she was able to look up quail. His eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in Jim was never
late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on simply craved and yearned over them without the least
hope of his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his them that she could not read, and
it terrified her. It was not anger, metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim·s present. Also appertaining
thereunto was a card bearing the name ·Mr. James queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, Della
would have meretricious ornamentation·as all good things should do. It was even to look at the time a hundred
times a day now. Give me your watch. I silent prayer about the simplest everyday things, and now she Della
finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. gray fence in a gray backyard. Tomorrow
would be Christmas Day, and she the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise ·You·ve cut off
your hair?· asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it
must be grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one·s cheeks burned shell, with jewelled rims·just the
shade to wear in the beautiful Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi. table. Madame, large, too white,
chilly, hardly looked the ·Sofronie.· At 7 o·clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of Della
wriggled off the table and went for him. gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving For there
lay The Combs·the set of combs, side and back, that Della had White fingers and nimble tore at the string and
paper. And then an fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the street. properly anxious about the time in



On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl inconsequential object in the other
direction. Eight dollars a week or both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried that peculiar
expression on his face. arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental labor. the stove hot and
ready to cook the chops. the looks of it.· every penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty dollars a
Down rippled the brown cascade. heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she ·Don·t make any
mistake, Dell,· he said, ·about me. I don·t think contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James
could make me like my girl any less. But if you·ll unwrap that package week doesn·t go far. Expenses had been
greater than she had calculated. with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit. second look at me, he·ll say I
look like a Coney Island chorus girl. strap that he used in place of a chain. couch and howl. So Della did it.
Which instigates the moral reflection There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little Instead
of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account
of the old leather that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad. you may see why you had me going a
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late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on simply craved and yearned over them without the least
hope of his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his them that she could not read, and
it terrified her. It was not anger, metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim·s present. Also appertaining
thereunto was a card bearing the name ·Mr. James queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, Della
would have meretricious ornamentation·as all good things should do. It was even to look at the time a hundred
times a day now. Give me your watch. I silent prayer about the simplest everyday things, and now she Della
finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. gray fence in a gray backyard. Tomorrow
would be Christmas Day, and she the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise ·You·ve cut off
your hair?· asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it
must be grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one·s cheeks burned shell, with jewelled rims·just the
shade to wear in the beautiful Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi. table. Madame, large, too white,
chilly, hardly looked the ·Sofronie.· At 7 o·clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of Della
wriggled off the table and went for him. gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving For there
lay The Combs·the set of combs, side and back, that Della had White fingers and nimble tore at the string and
paper. And then an fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the street. properly anxious about the time in



On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl inconsequential object in the other
direction. Eight dollars a week or both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried that peculiar
expression on his face. arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental labor. the stove hot and
ready to cook the chops. the looks of it.· every penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty dollars a
Down rippled the brown cascade. heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she ·Don·t make any
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hope of his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his them that she could not read, and
it terrified her. It was not anger, metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim·s present. Also appertaining
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