
 

 

      

 

curious gifts 
 

I meet a girl at a cocktail party. We get to talking. After some libations and 

snacks, we talk some more. I enjoy the way she chews, the way her mouth moves, 

watching her lips and tongue. I ask a friend about her. He advises me not to go there, 

says, naw, don’t even bother, don’t do it, too much trouble. I just figure he’s jealous. And 

in looking at her, I just can’t help myself. She’s simply charming, standing in the corner, 

sparkling a radiance in her evening gown. She clutches a small purse that’s made up to 

look like a tiny suitcase. What a treasure. I make my way back over to her and we 

converse some more. Eventually I invite her back to my place. It is getting late and the 

party is thinning. We get to my place and talk some more. I pour the drinks. We slow 

dance in the moonlight shining in from the floor to ceiling windows of the solarium. I 

can’t believe she’s not attached. I can’t believe my luck. She loosens her lacy black shawl 

and drapes it over one of my velvet couches. She twirls in the silvery moonlight. Her now 

exposed back glistens crisp flashes of light. On her right shoulder is a tattoo. I light the 

tall candles. We dance and drink some more. Closer examination reveals the tattoo to be 

a treasure map of a mysterious and exotic secret island. We grow tired. She asks to stay. I 

lend her a pair of my good pajamas and we retire to my bedroom. She’s impressed with 

my teddy bear collection - thousands of them rising up on burgundy carpeted steps 

running the length of my room up to the tall ceiling - the entire wall a wide stair of bears 

leading to a grand piano up in a loft. 

I wake in the morning covered in hair. I fight my way out. I am surrounded in 

long silky strings. Everywhere I move clouds and clouds entangle my fingers and arms 

like thin wisps of rain. I slide out of bed and try to step out of the web-like mass that 

encircles me. I look around, kicking, trying to step out of the net of hair. I find the entire 

room is covered, flooding from her head, spilling onto the floor in swirling pools of 

glimmering brown. Mounds and mounds of fine hair - six inches high - cover the room. 

“Aaauuuggghhhh,” I raise my fists to the sides of my temples in frustration and 

confusion.  

She stirs and turns over.  

“What-What is this?” I gasp.  

“Oh, that. My hair. Yeah, it’s like this every morning,” she sighs and looks 

around, the bright morning sun forcing a white glow in the room through the sheer 

drapes. She yawns, “Would you please be a dear and retrieve my scissors please. They’re 



 

 

in my purse. The darling little suitcase there.”  

I turn to find the tiny suitcase sitting before me on the bureau, as if waiting for 

me. “It’s heavy,” I comment as I reach and lift it. I swing it around and step to her. As I 

step I lift the lid to discover a golden, ornate scissors surrounded in plush red velvet. 

She exhales a breathy whisper through a come-hither-smile, “Well, everybody 

comes with a little baggage, my dear.”  
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