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Introduction,

“ They in their gloricus eonrse the guides of Youth,
Whose lanronge Breathed the eloguence of Trath ;
Whese life, beyend proceptive wisdem, tanght
Tha Great io sonduct and the Purs io thought ;

Theea still axist, by thes to Fame conslgnnd,
Bhill speenk wnd act, the modelis of mankiad.”
’ Rouagra, © Pleoaures f Memery,”

My pear Yorne FRIENDS,

I have a great many nephews and nieces; they
are of various ages, and of different dispositions; but
they all sgree in one thing, a fancy. for having
stories told them,

Of course the elder boys and girls (though I must
say they hold to their early love for fairy tales and
pretty impossibilities) cannot always be content with
such simple sfories as suit the little onea; but re-
quire more stirring adventures, and a more compli-
cated plot; and, of course, Aunt Lmey’s powers
of invention are not always up to the mark, and her
memory for long stories is not so good as it was.



vi INTRODTCTION.

I find that o constant inquiry, whei I relate a story,
is, “Ia 1t true P’ and, of eourse, when I am expected
to invent for the oceasion, my answer must always be,
“Well, I cannot say it is;" and my hearers seem
rather disappointed that the heroes and hercines are
not, and never were, living realities,

At last, when imagination failed, and my memory
for fction grew less ready, I bethought myself that
these enthusiastie young listeners, who wanled some-
thing that should be at the seme lime true and in-
teresting, might not think Aunt Luey was growing
too dull end grave, nor that she wished to tumn
amnsement into a task, if she tried to find what they
desired in the records of real life.

After all, it has been truly seid that, Life is
stranger than any fletion. Real occurrences are
often, in this respect, hke natural landscapes. A
glowing sunset behind a porple hill, or a gorgeous
rainbow in a cloudy sky, though they will give us
pleasure and strike us with admiration, will not canse
any emotions of surprisa; bot yet, if we see these
pessing appearances represented in o picture, we say,
It is too bright to be nataral. The daily life of many,
perhaps of all, brings ineidenis and events which
awaken in our hearls any and every emotion but
that of wonder; and yet, if we were to throw them
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together into & story. people might deem them im-
probable, or too romantic to be true. So it is nof
for want of incident and interest, nor even of ad-
ventare and romance in real life, that people devour
fiction rather than trath.

Surely, nothing can be more interesting than the
record of the joya and sorrows, the stroggles and the
victories, of those who have jommeyed through the
world through which we, in our tarn, are travelling.
Nothing can be more instruetive than the history of
those who have lived snd learned, rejoiced and
suffered, loved and lost, been tried and porified, and
have passed away, one by one, into that detler eountiy
towards which their faces had, in faith, been sef.
Passing away, as we must, some day, pass; but leav-
ing behind them the memory of their good deeds,
which might yet bear fruit and fourish when they
themselves were gone,

The longer we live, the greater value, if we judge
rightly, shall we set by Troth in any form; and the
deeper interest will such records of the lives of true
and pious men have for us. But, indeed, they may
be made interesting to those who are but just starling
on the journey, and who may learn, in tracing these
“ Footprints on the Sands of Tiie,” to follow where

they lead, towarda that Great Example in Whom alone
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is to be found the perfect pattern of all graces and
all virfues, in Whom alone these pilgrims on the
eartk have found safe goidance into Life and Truth,
even One Who is Himself #he Way, ihe Trufh, and
the Life. ;

These, then, are some of the  Lives of Great Men,”
which 1 would relate to my young andience. And as
I imagine that my nephews and nieces, dear as they
are to me, and partial as they may be in their fancy
for my stories, are much like other boys and girls,
I venture, my dear young friends, to ask you, as it
were, to join our eirele, wlile you read these Biogra-
phies to yourselves or to those around you.

" If I could hope they wounld afford pleasure fo
you a3 well a8 to my loving and partial Little audi-
ence, I shonld be very glad; and I would only ask,
in return, that when you shut the bock, you, too,
might give s kind thought fo

# AUNT LUCY™




