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Roger Smith himself showed Dorothy his perfect Heaven’s Day gift, all unwitting. She had been walking home from the grocer’s when she saw him looking into a shop window. She waited until he had moved out of sight before she crossed the street to see what had caught his eye.

The hourglass was a masterpiece. It had two bulbs with a spiral neck between, caged in a bronze framework. The sand itself was a fine silvery-black powder. There was no price tag.

Dorothy walked into the shop. The shopkeeper was busy with another customer, so she moved slowly around the walls, looking at the items. Each was exquisite and one-of-a-kind. She saw no other hourglass in the store.

“Good afternoon, miss,” said the shopkeeper, a white-haired Asian man. “Is there something I can show you?”

“The hourglass in the window; how much is it?”

He smiled. “That is a very fine specimen. $500.”

Five hundred dollars! She had expected it to be expensive, but this was more than she had expected.

The bell on the door jingled. “Would you like to think it over, miss?” She nodded, and he moved smoothly away to deal with the new customer.

Dorothy added up her savings with a faint frown. She wouldn’t be able to buy the hourglass, even with an advance on her wages. She stepped back as two more customers came in. The little shop was becoming crowded.

“Miss, could you hand me that vase?” asked a large woman in a fur coat. Dorothy looked in the direction the woman was pointing, picked up the vase and handed it to her. The woman looked it over, exclaimed, “Yes, it’s perfect! Can you gift-wrap it?” and handed it back to Dorothy, who hesitated a split-second, and then nodded, leading the way to the counter. The old man had just finished a sale. He looked up at the two women. Dorothy said, “This lady would like the vase gift-wrapped.” She held it out to him.

He looked surprised, but recovered almost instantly. “Yes, of course. You’ll find the wrapping paper under the counter.” Dorothy moved around the end of the counter, located the supplies, and neatly packed the vase as the owner rang up the sale. Several more sales followed, until the customers were gone and shop was suddenly empty.

“Now, I believe you were looking at the hourglass,” continued the shopkeeper.

Dorothy shook her head. “I can’t afford it.” She picked up her basket and prepared to leave.

“Young lady,” said the owner, “you’re a natural at sales. And as you see, I’m very busy at this time of year. If you can come in from noon until two for this next week until Heaven’s Day, I can let you have it for $250.”

That was easily within her means. “Thank you,” she said. 

He smiled at her, handing over a business card. “Please call before seven; that’s when I close.” His card read Ken Tanaka, Antiquities and Collectables.

“I will call, Mr. Tanaka. Thank you.”

Dorothy sped home. Impatient of the elevator, she ran up the eight flights of stairs to the kitchen. Norman Burg sat at the work table with a cup of tea, checking his to-do list. 

“Why there you are, Dorothy,” he said. “Did you have a long wait at the grocer’s?”

Dorothy unpacked the basket and put it beside the door. “No,” she said, sitting opposite him. “I found a Heaven’s Day present for Roger.”

Norman’s eye brightened. “Oh, very good. What is it?”

“An hourglass,” she said, and he nodded approval. “However, it costs more than I have saved…”

“I could lend you the money,” he began, but Dorothy shook her head.

“Mr. Tanaka has asked me to help in his shop this week. Can you spare me from noon until two?”

Norman looked at the list for a moment, and nodded his head. “Of course, you won’t be here to play for Master Roger, should he sleep late.” He gave her a conspiratorial wink. “But if that happens, I’ll tell him you had an errand.”

Dorothy reached out and touched his hand. “Thank you, Norman.” She jumped up and dialed the number on Tanaka’s card.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Tanaka. This is Dorothy Wayneright. Yes. I will be happy to work for you starting tomorrow.” She listened for a minute, nodded, and said, “I will be there at eleven fourty-five. Thank you.” She hung up the phone and met Norman’s smile with a look of triumph.

“Shall I clean the downstairs floors?” she asked as she pulled broom, duster and mop from the closet.

Norman nodded. “I will start dinner, then check the lightbulbs.” He rose, and they set about their regular Tuesday routine.

Roger Smith came home in a good mood. His client’s negotiations were going well, and he had spotted a magnificent hourglass; just what he needed! He spent some time at his desk before dinner, flipping over his collection and watching the sand pour from top to bottom.

At dinner, Dorothy didn’t talk about the upcoming Heaven’s Day; in fact, she didn’t talk much even for her. For whatever reason she was going to spare him her barbed wit, Roger blessed the day.

Afterwards, he felt restless. He tried reading, but it was too quiet an occupation. He wanted something more active, something to engage both mind and hand –

“Dorothy, would you like to pose for me?” he asked.

She looked up from the piano. “Will you draw another picture without eyes?”

Ouch. Roger forced a smile. “No, I want to try a different style.” 

Docilely, she walked to him. He fetched his sketchpad, pencils and eraser; sat her on a chair, and sketched her sitting, hands in lap. 

No. She needs something in her lap. He hadn’t realized he’d spoken aloud until Dorothy said, “A book?”

“No, something round,” he said absently, looking around the room. A bowl of fruit? He carried it over and set it on her lap. “Put your hands on the front, fingers flat against the bowl.” He stepped back to judge the effect. “Yes; hold that pose.”

He sketched several views of her; profile, front, three-quarter. He didn’t notice the time until the clock struck midnight, when he had just finished another sketch. Suddenly, he felt tired.

“Dorothy, I apologize for keeping you up,” he said, taking the bowl from her and setting it back on the mantel.

“I don’t mind.” She looked at the sketches without comment. 

Roger yawned. Collecting his tools, he said, “Good night, Dorothy,” and walked into his bedroom.

“Good night, Roger,” she replied, walking out to the balcony.

The days crept by one by one. Dorothy’s work at the shop gave her stories to share with Norman, and if she spent much of her time at home catching up on the chores, she was always done at dinnertime, spending her evenings with Roger.

One evening, he surprised her with tickets to a concert. “My client gave them to me,” he explained. Dorothy’s delight in the music overcame his reluctance to go out, and he enjoyed it as much for her pleasure as his own. Driving home, he turned down Park Street and paused at the window containing the hourglass. He smiled again to see it there. 

“See that hourglass?”

Dorothy looked obediently. “It is very fine.”

“Yes.” He gave a self-conscious chuckle. “I’ve taken a liking to it, and promised myself that I’d buy it if these negotiations come to terms.” 

Dorothy hid her dismay. “You said that the two sides would be meeting tomorrow.”

“That’s right – if all goes well, I’ll have that little beauty afterwards.” He started forward again.

Tomorrow was the day before Heaven’s Day. Dorothy felt a jolt of anger. How dare Roger spoil her plans?

The next day, Dorothy arrived at the shop before Mr. Tanaka. While he opened up, she told him about Roger’s vow to buy the hourglass. 

Tanaka chuckled. “He’s quite fond of it, eh? Then you have an inspired choice.”

“But I don’t want him to buy it!”

He shook his white head. “No, that wouldn’t do at all.” Gently, he lifted it from the window, propping up a card reading “SOLD OUT” on the pedestal. He handed it to Dorothy and said, “Better wrap it up securely.” She boxed it and wrapped it in green paper with a gold ribbon.

Today was the busiest day yet. Just as Dorothy was preparing to leave, she saw Roger’s face in the window. He was staring at the empty spot where the hourglass had sat, with no eyes for anything else. Dorothy left through the back, walking quickly to reach Smith Mansion before Roger did. She left his present on his desk, and was mopping busily when he stalked in, his disappointment obvious. He snapped at Norman and didn’t respond to Dorothy’s “Good afternoon, Roger.”

Norman looked at her, and she explained, “Roger expected to buy the hourglass today, but he found it gone.” The butler smiled conspiratorially.

Roger knew, intellectually, that his disappointment in finding the hourglass gone was out of proportion to the loss. But he’d been thinking about it so long, imagining the smooth glass, the sighing of the sand flowing from top to bottom when he turned it over. The shopkeeper’s explanation  -- “I am very sorry, sir, but a lady bought it first thing this morning. Yes, it was unique. I will certainly keep my eyes open for anything like it” – was no comfort at all. Roger was out of practice at being thwarted.

Seeing a green-wrapped box on his desk, he realized that Dorothy had once again, contrary to his wishes, bought him a Heaven’s Day present. Well, at least this time she wasn’t insisting on exchanging gifts in the middle of the street. He unwrapped the paper, opened the box, and there was his hourglass, swaddled in tissue!

“R. Dorothy Wayneright,” he said in a wondering tone. She must have bought it that very morning. He set it upright on the desk. It sounded just as he thought it would, and he smiled. Then he realized that he was now a present short.

There wasn’t time to get her a dress. Could the evening out be considered a present? No, he decided, he had to do something else; something personal. 

And with that, he had a sudden vision of Dorothy, sitting on the steps of the balcony, holding Pero and looking up at him. “When that happens, you’ll negotiate,” she had said – not that his negotiation had kept Pero safe for her. But the image of the kitten, warmly asleep in the girl’s lap, hung in front of him, almost tangible.

He walked rapidly to the elevator and sped to the eighth floor, running up the spiral stairs to the penthouse. He pulled out his sketchbook, and there it was; his sketch of Dorothy holding the bowl. Using that and his memory of Pero, he lightly sketched in the rounded gray shape of the sleeping kitten in place of the bowl. With a pen, he darkened the outline and filled the interior lines. Light pencil would do for Pero’s fur, and he used watercolor to tint Dorothy’s hair and Pero’s green collar.

While it was drying, he looked for Norman. “Norman!” he called on the eighth floor.

“Master Roger?” Norman popped out of the dining room.

“Do you have a picture frame about twelve by eighteen?” Roger asked quietly, sketching the size with his hands. “Oh, and a nice box, too.”

Norman hid a smile. “I believe I have one in the supply room.” Roger followed him there, and emerged with frame and box. He ran back upstairs to his bedroom, framed the picture, and boxed it. There was no time for wrapping -- Dorothy was coming up the stairs.

He paused at the door to the main room. How should he give it to her? He heard her footsteps, and risked a peek. She was wiping the floor near the French doors. Well, no better time than the present. He walked across the room and held out the box. “Dorothy, I’d like you to have this.”

She put down the mop and opened the box. “Thank you, Roger,” she started to say, and then, “You drew Pero!”

“Yes, well, I thought you’d like a picture to remember him by.”

Dorothy looked down at the picture for several minutes. When she looked up, her eyes were shining. “Yes, I do. And thank you for drawing him for me.” She looked again at it. “Even without eyes.”

