
THE WOXDER WOMAN
words I realized that this thought had been in
the back of my mind for some time, and that
VVanzas piquant utterances and lapses in Eng-
lish had never jarred on me-that it was strictly
true that it was only for Wanza's own sake I
would have her changed.
"You like me as I am?"
The voice was incredulous.
"As well as I shall when you have finished

your education, child."

"As well?"

"Yes."

"You won't like me better then?"
"No, no better, Wanza."
She rose and stood before me. The light from

the open door of the cedar room was on her face,
and I saw hopelessness in her eyes, and a tremu-
iousness about her lovely child-mouth.
"You wiU never like me very, very much, then,

1 guess, she said in a low tone.
She did not give me a chance to respond to

this, but turned and went away through the
cedars, and I sat still, saying over to myself:
very, very much."
And as I said the words I thrilled; my blood

seemed to surge into my eyes and blind me.
Somethmg had me by the throat. It was a
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