
THE VAGABOND

"Ah, T am tJio victor, after all. My battle is won.

1 know that tho girl whom I mot when 1 was on re-

cruiting duty in Alabama is waiting for me. Ami

y„u— 1 fear vou will be the defeati^d one. VohHa

cannot forgive the past, unless she is even deeper than

1 thought."

Wlien the Vagabond returned U) his company he

brought the news that he had a month's leave.

"You can't reach Kichmoml to-night, but you can

find accommodations on tlie way," he said to Vohlla.

-You can be in Kichmond early tomon-ow morning,

and I've arranged for vourself, and also U> put tolly

on the train, so vou'll be in Lanleyton before to-mor-

row night. Are you ready i Shall we go n.

lie sounded that "we" fearfully. It stoc. lur his

decision, which, meant that he had succumbed to the

temptation of being with her. She looked at hmi as

if her eves, if not her lips, were already traming a

-No" 'Fxpecting to tind Yankee soldiers gloating

over' her fallen countrymen, she had found a fellow-

ship on ecpial terms. To this and to the diplomacy of

the n-nowned Timothy Booker he owed her consent.

-It little matters how I get there, so that I get there

n. .oon as possible;" for once on her own land, she

felt that she w<.uld no longer be in the enemy s camp.

\s thev rode awav, the men rose out of respect. One

started to call for a cheer f.^r their leader, but desiste.l

fearing that it wouhl be indelicate, considering that

.he wa. a Confederate. Scarcely a word passed he-

twecn the two for the rest of that afternoon. He

feared, as before, to have any mocking reply break

the «pell of the enchantm.'ut of her presence. 1 o him
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