
4 HELD TO ANSWER

crude oil. They did not know that he was to soar; that
already his wings were budding, nor that he lived in an
inner state of spiritual exaltation as delicious as it was
unsuspected. They pitied him; they laughed commis-
eratingly. He did not want their commise-^tion; he
spumed their laughter and their pity. He was full of
youth and the exuberance of hope. He was full of an
expanding strength that made him stronger as his dream
grew brighter. Oniy his eyes were tired. The cross
lights were bad. For a moment he shaded his brow ten-
derly with his hpnd, reflecting that he must hereafter use
an eye-shade by day as methodically he used one in his
nightly study.

The morning moved along. The yearning orange
shipper went away. One mourner rose and passed inside.

The other waited impatiently for his turn to do the same.
Luncheon time came for John, and he ate it in the file

room— ravenously; and while he ate he read— the Con-
gressional Record; awd reading, made notations on the
margin, for John was preparing for what he was pre-

paring, although he did not quite know what. The train

of destiny was rumbling along, and when it stopped at his

station, he proposed to swi-i^ on board.

His luncheon down swiftly, as much through hunger as
through haste, he swung out of the door, bound for
Charles Kenton, "actor— temporarily disengaged—
Hotel Albemarle— terms reasonable," moving with such
headlong speed that he was soon within that self-important
presence.

" Hampstead is my name," he blurted, with clumsy
directness, "John Hampstead," and the interview with
Destiny was on.

" The first trouble with you," declared the white-haired
actor critically, " is that your face doesn't fit."

John wet a lip and hitched a nervous leg, but sat awk-


