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BAT AND SEWED THERE THIOUGEH THE =03AER
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1 DEDICATE TIHIS SKETCH
TO MY GIRL FRIENDS IN GENERAL
AND IN PARTICULAR
TO MY NAMESAKE NIECE
LUCY LARCOM SPAULDING

THE NEW YOHK FUBLIC LIBRAHY
Liby L ATION DEPARTMENT
RATHAN STRALS BEANCE ME EAST R3sa STHEEY



Hn]]py thase early dava, when 1

Elidned in wy pogel-infaney !

= When on seme gilded cloml or Bower

M= gazing soul would dwell an hour,

Awil in these weaker glories apy

o shadows of erernity 1 —

Bafore T tnught my toneue to wonnd

My conseience by a sinful souml ; —

o Felt theougl wll this Heshly doos

Bright shoots of everlastingmess,
Hespy Varcoaw.

The thought of vir past yoars inome doth hreed
Berpotual Lenedietion,
Wounswosrs,



PREFACE.

Tur following sketch was written for the
young, at the sugoestion of friends.

My andience is nnderstood to be eomposed of
girls of all ages, and of women who have not for-
gotten their girlhood. Such as have a friendly
appreciation of givls —and of those who write
for them — are also weleome to listen to as much
of my narrative as they choose. All others are
eavesdroppers, and, of course, have no right to
eriticise.

To many, the word *autobiography ™ implies
nothing bnt conceit and egotism. DBut these are
not necessarily its characteristics. If an apple
blossom or a ripe apple could tell its own story,
it wonld be, still more than its own, the story of
the sunsghine that smiled npon it, of the winds that
whispered to it, of the birds that sang around it,
of the storms that visited it, and of the motherly
tree that held it and fed it until its petals were
unfolded and its form developed.

A eomplete antobiography wonld indeed he a
picture of the outer and inuner universe photo-
graphed upon one little Jife’s conseiousness. For



‘B PREFACE.

does not the whole world, seen and unseen, go to
the making up of every human being?  The com-
monest personal history has its value when it is
locked at as a part of the One Infinite Life. Qur
life — which iz the very best thing we have —is
ours only that we may share it with Our Father's
family, at their need. If we Lave anything with-
in us worth giving away, to withhold it is nogen-
erons; and we eannot look honestly into ourselves
without acknowledging with humility our debt
to the lives around us for whatever of power or
beauty has been poured into ours.

None of us can think of onrselves as entirvely
separate beings., Even an autobiographer has to
gay “ we " much oftener than “1."  Indeed, there
may be more egotism in withdrawing mysteriously
into one's self, than in frankly unfolding one's
lifa-story, for better or worse. There may be
more vanity in eovering one’s face with a veil, to
be wondered at and guessed about, than in draw-
ing it aside, and saying by that act, * There! you
see that 1 am nothing remarkable.”

Hewever, I do not know that I altogether ap-
prove of autobiography myself, when the subject
is a perszon of so little importance as in the pres-
ent instance. Still, it may have a reason for be-
ing, even in a case like this.

Every one whose name is before the public at
all must be aware of a common annoyance in the

frequent requests which are made for personal



