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CHAPTER IV

When 01d Friends Meet-

Mrs. - Clara Forrest was very circumspect — out of force of habit —
when she neared Dr. Capen's office. At this late hour the street was de-

serted even on Saturday night, but the unusualness of the hour made her

'presence more conspicuous. She was satisfied that the few stragglers .in

the hot night had paid her scant attention. .
She was- amazed and a little frlghtened at the doctor's 1nsistence
that she come to his office tonight. Had he discovered something she should

worry about? She had been to see him a few months before - two or three
days after the fire, to be exact — and he had told her everything was all
right and not come for a year!

But the hourl It wasn't... it couldnt*rc’?gethem%g%?grééﬁé!over you,
:Giaﬁad Still‘everything is possible between the sexes. She had had enough
experience.... And Bob Black.... Now Bob the hobp. Bob the hobo! How she
loved the sound of the words on her tongue. As if she could taste it. She
was fond of the name as well as the man .behind it. She remembers it all,as
if it happened today - tonight; Tonight? That last year of two at high .
school; The quick looks he threw her from the other side of the classroonm.
And the smile of compact between them. The walks in the fields and the
woods.... And then she hadnft seen him for months. Then he'd come to her
house after a lapse o??ﬁgnths, but it was more out of delicacy - a token -
as if he hadn't wanted her to feel the deserted "scapgoate, than a desire
to see her..Was it that she had been tosfree with him? Then one day she
knew. She was crossing the bridge to South Portgrave, and there he wass
bicycling with Lnna. She remembered looking long after them, envying Le-
na's expertness on ‘the bicycle, how she iept abreast of Bob. But more it
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was that it was she, Lena, pure and clean; and Bob was with her, on a

bicycle, and not in the woods.

Then it was that Lena had married the Forrest fellow, and Bob had
come back to her - when he had come home from college on vacation. Then
sometime in his thiid year in college he had vanished. Rumors were strong.
in town, and people looked down on her. As if she... and she had to leéve
town. But if she had sinned god forgive her. And if she was the cause she
was not entirely to blame. He had started her on the road.... Maybe it all
. was a revenpe in her heart. But she only hurt herself, and maybe -she ruined

had = _
the only one she,ever loved.

He had turned hobo, and she had gone from bad to worse. Even after
she had married 0ld Forrest. Maybe that caused her to céme more alive, de-
sire burgeoning in her, and guiding her.to fhe sordidness of tpe incubus,
in the image of the sailor.‘His image swept before her like the umbrage
of a full moon. And in that shadow a face leered af her. And that face was-
a familiar one.lAnd the sailor acted the puppet under instructlons from

that face. To degrade her! Like a horrible dream.

Should she be afraid of what was coming?;She was heaftened by a
light glimmering under the drawn blind. A lighted tomb,she smiled bitterly i
to herself. How stupidly ridiculous - Dr. Capen's office a tomb! That de-
lightful man, his easy and charming mamner, his.fetching smile! She could....

Shé knockéilightly on the door. She had been instructed not to ring
the bell; tooshrill. that time of night. Why so mysterious? But she didn't
mind since it was Dr. Capeﬁ who was the mystery.

enough

‘The door opened wide,to admit her. There in the beam of light stood
Bob, tall as a mountain and as threatening. She shouldn't have recog-
nized him instantly, she hadn't seen him so long, but she did. Her first
impulse was to withdraw, but she remained standing. Her heart was throbbing
painfully under her breast; it was exotic and frightening at the same time.

The room swept round in a circle, she felt faint and swayed in the dim-
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ming light. 3 strong arm held her up.
23091 &5 she leaned against him.
| "in old friend. Remember?" He stood over her smiling. It was a smile
‘neither of triumph nor malice. A bland conventional smile - of two friends
finding one another after a long absence; even though under‘compulsion
of the necegsity of the moment.
"How can I forget," she smiled weakly, "hut ———-"
f 1] kxnow. You didn't expect to see me."
nWell, that's putting it mildly," she said, a trace of anger grossing~
her face. "Well, don't look at me like an 0ETE. .« o ‘ |
"There is no evil in my smlf%f;;%“ 1;‘1t a devil's grin. What's géne
before is water under...” o
"But the water under the dam . was;very filthy," she caught him up,
n:.t'svtill burbling with mud. " Sighing w:Lth fatigue: "i see yo{J. found
your way back from the wilderness. I hope itl's a good way." Moving ab-
~ ruptly away from him, "but I dldn't come here.-to see you."
"Now the scene changes and the mood,” he mocked lightly.
"Perhapg'I am a bit out of sorts, finding you here," she. relented.
"I understand. It smacks of conspiracy. Dr. Capen aské you to come
Bepe ‘and you find me. But don't blame the good doctor; I put him up to it."
"Your persuasive power? Well I remgper it." There was sarcasm in her
voice. She looked up to him and smiled, as if to make up for her bitterness,
for she was still fond of hlm. "What cudgel do you hold over the doctor's
head? It isn't quite in character." |

t ' WCommon interest," Bob fairly snapped. "Yours too."

"Don't bring up old scores," she said curtly, "this is hardly the

. ) nothing
/ moment for it. Besides, there is, left between us - now."

"Perhaps not, except for Lena," he sald brutally, "which neither of

us can wipe out of our memory.n

- ethI‘u' N
)fwzui= 1ips went bloodless in a straight. grey line, and her face
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went pale, but she remained silent.

"Surely you remember‘Lena," he went on ruzihlezszsy, z2s if to extort
penance from both of theg,"Lena Dreen now, but cnce X¥rs. Foster Forrest."
Waé thefe a jeer of contempt :in his face? LClara‘Wasn't sure. "I once
went for her in those charmingly magic school days, and you méde a try:for
the same’Foster. We both lost. We didn't make out so well. And now fate
has thrown us together." .

101ld stuff now," with a wave of her hand.

"Not quite,"” he replied bluntly, "something new added. You must have
heard of the feud between your husband and Solomon Dreen. It's hardly a
feud between two people, it's Forrest who does allithq feuding. He is out
' to destroy :Solcmon Dreen for the reason he had matried Lena, who was bra-
zen enough to be the mother of his grandson." E - )

"Yes, I am quite familiar...:. But where do I come in?"

"Forrest is tryiﬁg to curb George in his next installment on Dreen,
by threatening not tc renew the lease on his uncle'!s store, come Sepgg;g—
ber. He owns the building." '

"Would that stop George?!"

"It would not. But it'd break his spirit.n

"Suppose you tell me where I can be of help?t

"By prevailing'upon him to renew the lease,

naind if he refuses?" she said stubbornly.

"We can't afford such a luxury,"

"We? You are nat threatening?" she snapped, facing him.

"Come, come, my dear," he smiled, "it's all of us. He has to be
shown he can't control tﬁis,village. Besides, Solomon Dreen is good
for tbi; town. "

ECiara<sat down at a low table and riffled the ﬁages of a magazine.

"You want me to play the wily woman," she said.

"You are still pretty enough for the rdle," he riled her.
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She gave him a sideway glance through fluttering lids, her face
flushing as old memories came crowding her mind. "Oh, Bobfé%e said soft-
1y, "how .our lives could have been different!®

"Why think of the old days that could never be," he said earnestly.

"Rivers in tHeir courses meet....l" B

"But not the streams of fate, once their courses are set,"

."You are a fatalist," she said scowling, "I am not. Fate is largely
what we make of it. A clay that can be rolled over and over."

“E&%ral"

"Oh, I am not proposing. It'!'s, it's...." She looked away .

"No, itfs Jjust that I don't 'recognize the flippant ;ﬁlaéélef...."

"We ripen with age," she said with a new gleam in.her eyes. She:
looked up to him. "Not the golden age of the sunset, Eut the age of the
burning full midday. The age when the mind is the equal of the turbulence
and rush of the full ripened body. It needs the old—new channels....!" :

"The words, the words, is it -the same CL&ra 1 once knew?"

"The red grapes ripen .on the old vine...."

rand the wine rejoiceth tﬁe heart of*man. Mine!t

TAn anachronism, my hobo, I have sinnedi!

"I have sinned twice more - against you. I have found dispeqsation
in your presences. . Clura, I... I..a;" Taking her in his arms, "Clére,

my .@lste, this is good for both.of us.”
. "I am clean again,! she murmured, as she snuggled closer in his arms.,

"A new birth.Oh, Boblr




