
270 HELEN WITH THE HIGH HAND
to and fro in the derp autumn night. He wore a
cap and a muffler, bit no overcoat, and his handa
were pushed far down into the pockets of his trousers
He regarded the ground fixedly, and stamped his
feet at every step. Then a pale grey figure, with
head enveloped in a shawl, and skirts carefully with-
drawn from the ground, approached him.
He did not salute the figure, he did not even take

his hands out of his pockets. He put his face close
to hers, and each could see that the other's features
were white and anxious.

" So you've come," said he, glumly.
•' What do you want? " Helen coldly asked.
" I want to speak to you. That's what I want.

If you care for Emanuel Prockter, why did you play
that trick on him this afternoon? "

"What trick?"

" You know perfectly well what I mean. So I'll
thank you not to beat about the bush. The plain
fact is that you don't care a pin for Prockter."

" I never said I did."

" You've made every one believe you did, any.
how. You've even made me think so, though all
the time I knew it was impossible. An ass like
that!"

"What do you want? " Helen repeated.


