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THE PERFECT GIFT

A Storiette by John Bender

café blasted the flimsy walls, and

while Girond watched, Suzanne in-
spected the green stone necklace in her
dressing-room mirror. “It looks so real,
my love!”

Girond touched his tiny beard, his eyes
hungry upon her. “Your precious Henri
does not suspect ?”’

“That we sell his jewelry?”” She drew
her filmy robe tighter. “No—he is a
stupid pig.”

Soon, Henri would arrive. With,
Suzanne hoped, the new necklace he had
mentioned. It was good, she thought, to
be young and lovely, and desired by the
handsome Girend—and by such a pig as
Henri. A pig whose clever hands could
fashion such lovely jewelry!

Already—against the day when she and
Girond could leave this filthy music-hall
for the Riviera’s splendor—she had thou-
sands of francs, obtained by selling
Henri’s jewelry through Girond, almost
as soon as Henri gave it to her. Henri
did not demand she wear it often, and
Suzanne was clever enough to detract his
close inspection away from the simulated
pieces.

Henri was due momentarily. With a

THE MUSIC of the Montmarte

fervent kiss, Suzanne sent Girond away,
and was seated at her dressing table when
she heard the knock, The timid knock of
Henri.

In her mirror she saw him enter—a
paunchy, little fellow with workman’s
hands. He closed the door and came to
stand behind her,

“My dear!” She feigned surprise,
though he always acted so, when he had
a gift for her. “Something for me,
cher?”

She saw him nod, almost to himself.
“Something just for you,” he whispered
strangely. “For you alone—” He broke
off.

Suzanne forced a smile. “A surprise?”
She dropped her robe, making her white
shoulders a temptation for his eyes. “A
new necklace?”

She chuckled inwardly thinking him the
fool as he reached into his pocket. She
closed her eyes, lest he see her eagerness;
then she felt, with sudden fear, not the
smooth filigreed jewelry, but a scratch-
ing, heavy something encircling her neck.

And in the mirror, horrified, she saw
this necklace—a neatly-fashioned rope, a
hangman’s noose—tightening on her
throat. . . .



