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PREFACE.

To the many who have complained of the incompleteness, to the few who have
questioned the moral, of the former portion of this work, I give these Volumes as an
answer. I regret, and apologise for, the length to which this Narrative has extended ;
but it was not in my power to be more brief, unless I had left the main conception of
the story undeveloped, and many of its objects unfulfilled. My task is now concluded ;
and I consign to the final judgment of the Gentle Reader, the most matured and
comprehensive of those Works of Fiction to which hitherto he has accorded an
encouraging and generous approbation.

I grant, that the Hero of this Narrative is far from perfect; and had his principal
faults Deen corrected in the course of the preceding Volumes, the Reader would have
been spared the Sequel. It is because his errors of action and of judgment were not
yet counterbalanced or amended—it is hecause his opinions were often morbid and
unsound—it is because his sentiments were nobler than his actions, and his pride too
lofty for his virtue, that these Volumes were necessary to the completion of his trials,
and the consummation of my design.

From that Public, to which he has ever trustfully appealed against the depreciations .
of literary envies and political hostility, the Author once more asks, not favour or
indulgence, but a candid judgment, and an impartial verdict.

London, Feb. 23, 1838,
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ALICE,
OR THE MYSTERIES.

BOOK I

CHAPTER L

¢ Who art thou, fair one, who usurp’st the place
Of Blanch, the lady of the matchless grace ?”
Lawms.

- It was towards the evening of a day in early
April, that two ladies were seated by the open
windows of a cottage in Devonshire. The
Jawn before them was gay with evergreens,
relieved by the first few flowers and fresh turf
of the reviving Spring; and at a distance,
through an opening amongst the trees, the
sea, blue and tranquil, bounded the view, and
contrasted the more confined and home-like
features of the scene. It was a spot, remote,
sequestered, shut out from the business and
pleasures of the world ;—as such it suited the
tastes and character of the owner.

That owner was the younger of the ladies
seated by the window. You would scarcely
have guessed, from her appearance, that she
was more than seven or eight-and-twenty,
though she exceeded by four or five years that
critical boundary in the life of beauty. Her
form was slight and delicate in its propor-
tions, nor was her countenance the less lovely,
because, from its gentleness and repose (not
unmixed with a certain sadness), the coarse
and the gay might have thought it wanting
in expression. For there is a stillness in_the
aspect of those who have felt deeply, which
deceives the common eye—as rivers are often
alike tranquil and profound, in proportion as
they are remote from the springs which agi-
tated and swelled the commencement of their
course, and by which their waters are still,
though invisibly, supplied.

The elder lady, the guest of her companion,
was past seventy ; her gray hair was drawn
back from the forehead, and gathered under
a stiff cap of quaker-like simplicity ; while her
dress, rich but plain, and of no very modern
fashion, served to increase the venerable ap-
pearance of one who seemed not ashamed of

years,

*My dear Mrs. Leslie,” said the lady of
the house, after a thoughtful pause in the con-
versation that had been carried on for the
last hour ; ‘it is very true ; perhaps I was to

blame in coming to this place: I ought not
to have been so selfish.”

' No, my dear friend,"” returned Mrs. Les-
lie gently ; *selfish is a word that can never
be applied to you ; you acted as became you
—agreeably to your own instinctive sense of
what is best, when at your age,—independent
in fortune and rank, and still so lovely ;—you
resigned all that would have attracted others,
and devoted yourself, in retirement, to a life
of quiet and unknown benevolence. You
are in your sphere in this village—humble
though it be — consoling, relieving, healing
the wretched, the destitute, the infirm; and
teaching your Evelyn insensibly to imitate
your modest and Christian virtues.” The
good old lady spoke warmly, and with tears
in her eyes ; her companion placed her hand
in Mrs. Leslie’s.

‘“You cannot make me vain,” said she,
with a sweet and melancholy smile. *‘I
remember what I was when you first gave
shelter to the poor desclate wanderer and her
fatherless child ; and I, who was then so poor
and destitute, what should I be, if T was deaf
to the poverty and sorrows of others—others,
too, who are better than I am? But now
Evelyn, as you say, is growing up ; the time
approaches when she must decide on accept--
ing or rejecting Lord Vargrave ;—and yet in
this village how can she compare him with
others? how can she form a choice? What
you say is very true ; and yet I did not think
of it sufficiently. What shall I do? I am
only anxious, dear girl, to act so as may be
best for her own happiness. .

«Of that I am sure,” returned Mrs. Leslie;
‘“and yet I know not how to advise. Onone
hand, so much is due to the wishes of your
late husband, in every point of view, that if
Lord Vargrave be worthy of Evelyn's esteem
and affection, it would be most desirable that
she should prefer him toall others. Butif he
be what I hear he is considered in the world,
—an artful, scheming, almost heartless man,
of ambitious and hard pursuits,—I tremble
to think how completely the happiness of
Evelyn's whole life may be thrown away. She
certainly is not in love with him, and yet I
fear she is one whose nature is but too sus-
ceptible of affection. She ought now to see
others,—to know her own mind, and not to
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