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THE CHANGING NUMBERS.

followers, prevented him from doing so. He
paid instead a fine of ten shillings, and after
listening to a sermon, in which his silver
hairs served as the text, was permitted to

depart.

His feeling against Police-constable Cooper'

increased with the passing of the days. The
constable watched him with the air of a
proprietor, and Mrs. Cooper’s remark that
‘“ her husband had had his eye upon him for
a long time, and that he had better be care-
ful for the future,” was faithfully retailed to
him within half an hour of its utterance.
Convivial friends counted his cups for him ;
teetotal friends more than hinted that Cooper
was in the employ of his good angel.

Miss Gunnill’s two principal admirers had
an arduous task to perform. They had to
attribute Mr. Gunnill’s disaster to the vindic-
tiveness of Cooper, and at the same time to
agree with his daughter that it served him
right. Between father and daughter they
had a difficult time, Mr. Gunnill's sensitive-
ness having been much heightened by his
troubles.

“ Cooper ought not to have taken you,”
said Herbert Sims for the fiftieth time.

“He must ha’ seen you like it dozens o’
times before,” said Ted Drill, who, in his
determination not to be outdone by Mr.
Sims, was not displaying his usual judgment.
“ Why didn’t he take you then? That’s
what you ought to have asked the magis-
trate.”

“] don't understand you,” said Mr.
Gunnill, - with an air of cold dignity.

“ Why,” said Mr. Drill, “ what I mean is—
look at that night, for instance, when »?

He broke off suddenly, even his enthusiasm
not being proof against the extraordinary con-
tortions of visage in which Mr. Gunnill was
indulging.

“ When ? ” prompted Selina and Mr. Sims
together. Mr. Gunnill, after first daring him
with his eye, followed suit.

“ That night at the Crown,” said Mr.
Drill, awkwardly. “You know; when you
thought that Joe Baggs was the landlord.
You tell ’em ; you tell it best. I've roared
over it.”

“T don’t know what you're driving at,” said
the harassed Mr. Gunnill, bitterly.

“ H’m!” said Mr. Drill, witha weak laugh.
“I've been mixing you up with somebody
else.”

Mr. Gunnill, obviously relieved, said that
he ought to be more careful, and pointed
out, with some feeling, that a lot of mischief
was caused that way.
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“ Cooper wants a lesson, that’s what he
wants,” said Mr. Sims, valxantly “ He'll get
his head broke one of these days.”

Mr. Gunnill acquiesced. “1 remember
when I was on the Peews?,” he said, musingly,
‘““one time when we were lying at Cardiff,
there was a policeman there run one of our
chaps in, and two nights afterwards another
of our chaps pushed the policeman down in
the mud and ran off with his stafl and his
helmet.”

Miss Gunnill's eyes glistened.
happened ?” she inquired.

‘“He had to leave the force,” rephed her
father ; *“he couldn’t stand the disgrace of it.
The chap that pushed him over was quite a
little chap, too. About the size of Herbert
here.”

Mr. Sims started.

“Very much like him
pursued Mr. Gunnill;
was.”

Miss Gunnill sighed. “I wish he lived in
Littlestow,” she said, slowly. “I’d give any-
thing to take that horrid Mrs. Cooper down
a bit. Cooper would be the laughing-stock
of the town.”

Messrs. Sims and Drill looked unhappy.
It was hard to have to affect an attitude of
indifference in the face of Miss Gunnill’s
lawless yearnings; to stand before her as
respectable and law-abiding cravens. Her
eyes, large and sorrowful, dwelt on them
both.

“If I--I only get a chance at Cooper!”
murmured Mr. Sims, vaguely.

To his surprise, Mr. Gunnill started up
from his chair and, gripping his hand; shook
it fervently. He looked round, and Selina
was regarding him with a glance so tender
that he lost his head completely. Before
he had recovered he had pledged himself
to lay the helmet and truncheon of the
redoubtable Mr. Cooper at the feet of Miss
Gunnill ; exact date not specified.

“Of course, I shall have to wait my oppor-
tunity,” he said, at last.

“You wait as long as you like, my boy,”
said the thoughtless Mr. Gunnill.

Mr. Sims thanked him.

“Wait till Cooper's an old man,”
Mr. Drill

Miss Gunnill, secretly disappointed at the
lack of boldness and devotion on the part
of the latter gentleman, eyed his stalwart
frame indignantly and accused him of trying
to make Mr. Sims as timid as himself. She
turned to the valiant Sims and made herself
so agreeable to that daring blade that Mr.

“ What

in face, too,”
‘““daring chap he

urged
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“To hold the things for me,” replied Mr.
Drill. .

Miss Gunnill tossed her head, but after a
little demur consented ; and Drill, ignoring
the impatience of the constable, picked up
his bag and led the way into the kitchen.
Messrs. Gunnill and Jenkins, left behind in
the living-room, sought for some neutral topic
of discourse, but in vain ; conversation would
revolve round hard labour and lost pensions.

From the kitchen came sounds of hammer-
ing, then a loud *“ Ovk /” from Miss Gunnill,
followed by a burst of laughter and a clapping
of hands. Mr. Jenkins shifted in his seat
and exchanged glances with Mr. Gunnill.

““He’s a clever fellow,” said that gentleman,
hopefully. “You should hear him imitate a
canary ; lifelike it is.”

Mr. Jenkins was about to make a hasty
and obvious rejoinder, when the kitchen door
opened and Selina emerged, followed by
Drill. The snarl which the constable had
prepared died away in a murmur of astonish-
ment as he took the helmet. It looked as
good as ever.

He turned it over and over in amaze, and
looked in vain for any signs of the disastrous
cracks. It wasstiff and upright. He looked
at the number: it was his own. His eyes
round with astonishment he tried it on, and
then his face relaxed.

“ 1t don’t fit as well as it did,” he said.

“Well, upon my word, some people are
never satisfied,” said the indignant Drill.
*“ There isn’t another man in England could
have done it better.”

“I’'m not grumbling,” said the constable,
hastily; “it’s a wonderful piece o’ work.
Wonderful! I can’t even see where it was
broke. How on earth did you do it?”

Drill shook his head. “It’s a secret
process,” he said, slowly. “I might want to
go into the hat trade some day, and I'm not
going to give things away.”

“Quite right,” said Mr. Jenkins. “Still—
well, it’s a marvel, that’s what it is; a fair
marvel. If you take my advice you’ll go in
the hat trade to-morrow, my lad.”

“I'm not surprised,” said Mr. Gunnill,
whose face as he spoke was a map of
astonishment. “Nota bit. I've seen him do
more surprising things than that.
go at the staff now, Teddy.”

“T’ll see about it,” said Mr. Drill, modestly.
“I can’t do impossibilities. You leave it
here, Mr. Jenkins, and we’ll talk about it
later on.”

Mr. Jenkins, still marvelling over his
helmet, assented, and, after another reference

Have a

to the possibilities in the hat trade to a man
with a born gift for repairs, wrapped his
property in a piece of newspaper and
departed, whistling.

“Ted,” said Mr. Gunnill, impressively, as
he sank into his chair with a sigh of relief.
“ How you done it I don’t know. It’s a sur-
prise even to me.” :

“He is very clever,” said Selina, with a
kind smile.

Mr. Drill turned pale, and then, somewhat
emboldened by praise from such a quarter,
dropped into a chair by her side and began
to talk in low tones. The grateful Mr.
Gunnill, more relieved than he cared to
confess, thoughtfully closed his eyes.

“T didn’t think all along that you'd let
Herbert outdo you,” said Selina.

“I want to outdo A#m,” said Mr. Drill, in
a voice of much meaning.

Miss Gunnill cast down her eyes and Mr.
Drill had just plucked up sufficient courage
to take her hand when footsteps stopped at
the house, the handle of the door was
turned, and, for the second time that even-
ing, the inflamed visage of Mr. Jenkins
confronted the company.

“Don’t tell me it’s a failure,” said Mr.
Gunnill, starting from his chair. “You
must have been handling it roughly. It was
as good as new when you took it away.”

Mr. Jenkins waved him away and fixed
his eyes upon Dirill.

“You think you’re mighty clever, I dare
say,” he said, grimly; “but I can put two
and two together. I've just heard of it.”

“Heard of two and two?” said Drill,
looking puzzled.

“T don’t want any of your nonsense,” said
Mr. Jenkins. “I’'m not on duty now, but I
warn you not to say anything that may be
used against you.”

“1 never do,” said Mr. Drill, piously.

“Somebody threw a handful o’ flour in
poor Cooper’s face a couple of hours ago,”
said Mr. Jenkins, watching him closely,
“and while he was getting it out of his eyes
they upset him and made off with his helmet
and truncheon. I just met Brown and he
says Cooper’s been going on like a madman.”

“ By Jove! it’s a good job I mended your
helmet for you,” said Mr. Drill, “or else they
might have suspected you.”

Mr. Jenkins stared at him.
did do it,” he said, significantly.

“ Herbert Sims?” guessed Mr. Drill, in a
stage whisper.

“You'll be one o’ the first to know,” said
Mr. Jenkins, darkly; ‘“he’ll be arrested

“T know who
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