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for a few weeks, between fits of raving deliiium, and intervals

of lethargic repose. At the annual ball given in the asylum,

when the strict superintendence of the patients was in some
degree relaxed, the alarm was raised, a little before midnight,

that Ariel was missing. The nurse in charge had left her

asleep, and had yielded to the temptation of going downstairs

to look at the dancing. When the woman returned to her

post, Ariel was gone. The presence of strangers, and the con-

fusion incidental to the festival, offered her facilities for escap-

ing which would not have presented themselves at any other

time. That night the search for her proved to be useless. The
next morning brought with it the last touching and terrible

tidings of her. She had strayed back to the burial-ground ,

and she had been found towards sunrise, dead of cold and ex*

posure, on Miserrimus Dexter's grave. Faithful to the kst,

Ariel had followed the Master 1 Faithful to the last, Ariel had
died on the Master's grave 1

Having written these sad words, I turn willingly t.o a less

painful theme.

Events had separated me from Major Fitz-David, after tlie

date of the dinner-party which hud witnessed my memorable
meeting with Lady Clarinda. From that time, I heard little

or nothing of the Major ; and I am ashamed to say I had al-

most entirely forgotten him—when I was reminded of the

modem Don Juan, by the amazing appearance of weddin^-caxds,

addressed to me at my mother-in-law's house I The Major had
settled in life at last. And, more wondesful still, the Major
had chosen as the lawful ruler of his household and himself

—

" the future Queen of Song ;

" the round-eyed over-dressed

young lady with the strident soprano voice !

We paid our visit of congratulation in due form ; and we
really did feel for Major Fitz-David.

The ordeal of marriage had so changed my gay and gallant

admirer of foimer times, that I hardly knew him again. He
had lost all his pretensions to youth : he had become, hopelessly

and undisguisedly, an old man. Standing behind the chair on
which his imperious young wife sat enthroned, he looked at her

submissively between every two words that he addressed to me,

as if he waited for her permission to open his lips and speak.


