
THE WOXDER WOMAN
wonder-girl !" I heMtated. and then exultantly
I murmured: "A wonder woman I" and turned
and beat a hasty retreat to the cabin.
Arrived there 1 sat down rather breathlessly

on the steps. I saw light at last

!

It was under the stars that night that I told
Wanza of my discoverJ^ Joey was sleeping
peacefully mdoors, watched over by Mrs. Olds,
the d(x;tor had just left, after assuring me thatmy lad would soon be convalescent, and Wanza
and I walked on the river-bank.
"Wanza." I said, "is that* a russet-backed

thrush smgmg?"
"1 think so. 3Ir. Dale."
"His notes are wonderfully liquid and round.

"w */,^^^-" ^ ^^""^ " ''^^ «^ P"^e happiness.
1 teel hke a strong bird on pinions free,' myself

to-mght. I feel emancipated—as though life
were beginning all over for me. I am in love
with life, Wanza. I want to awake to-morrow
and begin life all over."

"Do you, Mr. Dale?"

T Iff Vu^
'^"'^'^ beautiful washed in this moon-

light I The sky seems so near—like a purple
silk curtain strung with jewels. But it is quite
dark here beneath the pines, isn't it. Wanza? I
have to guess at the flowers under our feet
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