WHY HE HAD HIS LEG CUT OFF.

[ was sitting quietly in my ofliee, one Marveh evening, seanning
the pages of a medieal veview, when 1 heard the hell ving, and
soon after o step on the stairs. followed by ashavp tap at wy
duor,

“ Come In,” said L

The knob was instantly tnrned, and a tall gool-looking smooth-
shaven young man, plinly dressed. erossed the threshold and
asked :

“Isthis Dr. Bolton ¢

“Itis” I replied. * take a seat.”

“ No thank youn,” «id he,” I am in haste,
surgeon, I believe ¢”

It was, in foct, only two years sinee I received my diplowa,
bat I had had unusnal surgical opportanities, and made the most
of them, and two or three lucky operations had bezun to give me
a reputution.

“Well, you ean cut off & log for e, 1 sappise 27 he continued.

“Most probably,” <aild 1;“ whose isit 7

“Mine.”

“What is "¢ matter with it2” L asked, with some surprise,
for there was no externai sign of accident or disease,

“Nothing,” was the curt veply.

“ What do you want it cut off for then /"

“That is my aflair,” said he, a little <harply.

I quictly lifted the shade off my lawmp, but the increased
illumination did not reveal any look of wildness orinsanity in my
visitor's countenance,  After consideving a moment T remavked

“1t will cost you £10.7

Without a wore he drew asmall roll of money from his pocket,
counted out two £3 notes on the table, and then taking a sip of
white paper from another pocket, he laid it on the two €3
notes, and pushing the whole towards me, he «aid, “ Theve is your
fee and my address.  What time to-morvow will you come ?”

I had by no means resolved to do the job at all, atleast with-
ont future inquiry, but 1 replied :

“ 1 shall be at leisuteat three o'clock.”

“Well,” said he, “1 <hall expeet you at that hour exactly.
Don’t fail.  Goud evening.”

And he walked out and down the ~tairs with the fiv, rapid
step of 2 man in perfect health,

Although at that time o £10 fee wasa decided temptation to e,
I\ as greatly inclined to send the money to © Clinton Hawlin, 19,
Queen Street,”—for that was the address he had given—and not
go near the place.  However, my enriosity was much excited, and
as I happened to be abmolutely at leisure the next afternoon, I
finally took vy inctrument cas, and accompanied by a disereet
assistant, set out for Queen Styeet,

It was a shabby.wentee] neighbirhood, and No, 19 we fonnd to
he an old-fashioned honse, oceupied by half-a-dozen  ditferent
families.  “ Top Hoor baek,” was the alwupt resprnise to my inguiry
for Mr. Hamlin.

Weclimlied the staivs and vapped. The door was opened by
Mr. Hamnlin himself, who nsherved we pelitely into @ small 1oom
with worn and scauty furnitnre and a threadbave eavpet,

“You are prompt,” said lee, “and it is a pity T have so por 2t
place to receive you in.”

“Don’t mention it,” ~aid I. It is rather a pity that we shounld
have come on ~neh an crrand.”

His look suddenly became stern. © That is neither heve nor
there,” said he. * You have been pail to do a certain work which
you can do quickly and safelyv. It mnst e done, if T have to do
it myself. I you do it, it is surgery; if T do it, it might be
suicide, and my life is every whit as dear to me as yonrs ean be
to you.”

“Are you perfectly sure you me not labonring under soge
delusion 77 said L.

“ Perfectly,” said he; “of course yon think I am crazy. tut |
am as sane as you are, and some day 1 mny prove it to yon. In

You are a <kiiful
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the meantime, you have nothing to do bat take that bott!
chlovoform and go to work. 1 don’t wish to suffer unnecessan

“ Well,” said I, “TH not let yon commit <uicide by trying
Pboyoureelf. T am veady”

“Thauk you,” cried he, grasping my hand and shakin,
cordially : I thought you were a sensible man, and now |

sve of it.”

“ T auni not at all sure of it,” <aid I, half smiling; * but. |
take the chanced”

And 1 did,

When he awoke ont of his chloroform stumbers the jol.
thoroughly done, every trace of it was removed, and he
comfortably disposell in bel. He looked at me steadily, sm.
nodded and said.

“ Doctor, v ou're a tramp.”

Just then some one knocked lightly.
he continned ; ©it's my wite”

I did so, and admitted a pretty, thongh plainly dressed |
woman.  Her face was deathly pale, and she ran to the bed
exclaiming :

“Oh! Clintow, is all over?¢”

* All over, my dear, thanks to Dr. Bolton,” he replied.

“Oh Tam soglad!” she evied: * 1 was afratd you wonl
do it, doctor,” she added, addressing we.

“ He will think us both crazy if yon talk like that, A
said her husband, with a smile,

“Oh, he musn’t think that, Clinton,” she eried; “ why
yon explain /7

“ But, my dear,” she urged, © you will tell him sometime 7

“ I hope so, certainly.” he answered ; “ and, doctor, if you are:
sufficiently paid, make out your bill, and 1 hope to be abl
ligquidate it soon.”

“Iam amply paid,” said I, * and Tonly desire to be assw
that T have veally done you a serviee”

“Oh, you have” cried hoth, but they woull vouchsate
further explanation, and I took my departure as much perple
as ever, but leaving Jdwem apparently as happy as if I had i
thew a fortune instead of maiming one of them for life.

I was much occupied that spring and summer, but I o
thought of my mysterions Queen street case, although 1 lean
nothing more, except that Mr. Hamlin and bis wife had depait
1o one knew whither, as soon as the husband was tolea
vecovered frem the operation he had undergone  Early in N
tember, Lwas walking one day alonyg the city’s most fashions
avenne, when a voice called - '

“Dr. Bolton 1™

I turned and saw Mes Hamling exguisitely dressed, sitting
a haudsome open carviage Lieside a tall, fine-looking gcntlvm
whose face was more than half covered with short, thick whisk
moustache, and beavd,

* Open the door, pl. .

“Jump in doctor,” she eried, “ and let me introduce you to
husband,  Me. Sylvester, Dr. Bolton,”

I <topped, with iy font on the carviage step, as tho petrit

My, Sylvester howed, smiled very politely, but did not s

“Come doctor,” ~aid the lady, “ du get in, please, Tam so o
to see vou.”

I climbed in and sat down, looking first at one and theu
the other in a very stupid fashion.

*What's the matter.” cried the lady, “are you not glad to-
me again /7 '

*Why——ves,” muttered I, “ But—but where is Mr. Hamlin

She looked Slltl«]t'll]}' orave. Soe did he.

“Didn't you hear 77 she said.

N0, said T, horritiadl; © he  -he didn't din? 7

I knew then how a hiomicide feels.

*Not o hit of it ! cried Mr, Sylvester, suddenly thrusting «
hoth hands, grasping mine, and <haking them prodigiously, !
never was hetter in his life' Al this beard has grown sinee &+
March, and this leg,” rapping my knuckled on a knee of abno:n
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