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liquors. She resorted to all kinds of expedient! to

secure something to drink,and even went so far as
to drink up allof Lady Clinton's cologne and other

scents. Pay and nightthe would cry aloud forsome-

thing to drink ;but the servants had their orders,

and dare not disobey their instructions.

The day before her death, which occurred on Wed-
nesday, July 21st, Mrs.Wetmore and Lady Clinton

had a long interview, during which tlia latter en-
treated her friend to stop begging the maid forliquor

as under no circumstances would any be furnished

her. Mrs. Wetmore threw her arms around Lady

Clinton and exclaimed, "Oh, you are such a dear
darling. How can 1over repay you ? How littleyou

know the great blowIshall bring on youl" Lady

Clinton now knows what was meant by those last

ew words, and is ofopinion that at that verymoment

Mrs.Wetmore was meditating suicidn.

ThatnightMrs.Wetmore moaned and groaned more
than ever, and all through the nightkept crying out

to the maid to fetch her some brandy. The next
morning she appeared in a better state of mind, and
Lady Clinton went out fora few minutes on matters

ofbusiness. She waß soon followed byher maid, who

informed her that Mrs. Wetmore was dying. She

1urried home, and onentering Mrs.Wetmore's room
found her suffering terribly. She sent tho maid in

one direction, and (he coachman in another, fora
doctor; but before they had returned with a physi-

cian, Mr. Hunter, an elderly American gentleman,

an old acquaintance and friend of Mrs. Wetmore's,

came in and assisted Lady Clintonin trying tobring

lifeback to the dyingwoman. Presently two physi-

cians arrived, and they, too, did their best; but all

was invain. The poor creature died at 3 o'clock, in

the most dreadful agony.

The police authorities, after the usual formalities|

gave the body over to Lady Clinton, who became re-
sponsible for the funeral arrangements. The follow-
ingSaturday the funeral service wai conducted by

the' Bey.Dr.Morgan, at the American Chapel in the
Bue Bayard, but not more than eight or ten persons
being present. Then the body was taken to St. Ger-
main, and there deposited in the Protestaat burying

ground; and thus ended the last sad rites over the

remains of theunfortunate woman.
Allof the expenses of the funeral had been cheer-

fullyborne byLady Clinton; but she received a note
from Lord Anglesey's lawyer curtlyinforming her
that his Lordship wouldbe responsible for the same
to the extent of £60 sterling. Lady Clinton at once
replied that the amount expended had already ex-
ceeded that sum, and that she intended that her
dead friend should have at least a burial befitting

one who had so long been the intimate friend of a
marquis.

Perhaps Lord Anglesey has his own excuses to give
for leaving Mrs.Wetmore, but certainly his friends
are ready to make them lor him. One of his kins-
men, a young man who frequents tho boulevards, has
said, since Mrs. Wetmore's suicide, that tho Marquis

left her because ofher exceedingly dissipated habits.
Ithas been stated since her suicide that last spring,

at theArtists' Ball, at the Grand Opera House, she
became so intoxicated that she had to be taken out
of the building,to the great annoyance of the Mar*
quis. Another report is that at a private dinner
given at the hcuse of aFrench Count in the Boule*
yardHaussmann, she stepped up to the buffet and

drank sixjorjseven glasses ofcognac without stopping.

The Marquis of Anglesey came into his present

title some two years ago. One ofhis nephews is mar-
ried to the daughter of the late Paran Stevens of

New York.

CHAPTEKXV.

OBIME HAUNTBD.
Eighteen years ago, two girls, familiarlyknown as

Aniadine and Francoise, solicited passers-by on the

outer boulevards of Paris, licensed to do so by the

police oithe section oiMontmartre.

These two budding women, not more than seven-
teen years oldeach, pretty in the two types ofblonde

and brunette, were, nevertheless, harlots of the most

debased class. The courtesans of the outer boule-

vards are toParis what the painted effigies ofGreene

and Water street* are to New York.

The girUwere bosom friends, unitedby a common

j tie of ignorance, of misery and iham*. They lived
• in the same hovel, fed from the same dish when For-

tune sent them anything to feed on, and starved in
company. Thanks to their beauty, they contrived

to keep body andsoul together after a fashion, and a
triflebetter than their sisters in shame.

One night Amadine, the blonde, fell in with a,

young workiagman who was celebrating his birthday

with a drunk. He accompanied her to her den.
There, withthe assistance ofFrancois, she stupefied

him withdrugged brandy, robbed him of the couple
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