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INTRODUCTION.

S e e g

Crrrics, forbear your censure! Kind publke,
be indulgent! I =eek not to introduece “Joaw
oF Ard” before wyou &s a novel. I desire
not to compare my wnpretcnding peomanship
with the many ably written works of the
day.

To yon, my dear sisters, and my young
friends, I dedicate thia “little Tale,” I wish
I could take a peep at you whilst you turn
over the leaves; and, with unpardonable
effrontery, 1 confesa I should * langh for joy”
i I could see your eyes moistened with the
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“ tear of sympathy,” as you follow the thread
of the story. I should feel, then, that I had
struck the right chord, and that you enter at
once into the moral of my tale. Apree, then,
with me, that we often perude too rapidly the
striking, events recorded in history, without
bringing home those events to our Aearfs, and
inculeating from them usefal lessons for onr
future and ripening years.

I funey 1 see you all smile, and say, * bring
the history of Joan of Arc home to ourselves !
Have patience for a few moments, and I will
explein what I mean.

We are not called opon to fight for our
country, nor is it probable that we shall suffer
death at the stake for ite eause; but are we
not daily, hourly ecalled upon to exert our
fortitude to meet, with Christian behaviour,
“ the every-day trials of life.”

Let us not, then, rest confented with re-
peating in our school-days, as & biographical
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lesson, “* Joan of Arc suffered at the stake by
order of the regent Bedford.”

No, let ns pamse, whilst we realize her
whole life. Think of Joan, in her childhood’s
hours, guarded by a mother's watchfol care,
and follow her afterwards alone and unpro-
tected! Realize her girlhood’s sunny days,
and follow her through the vicissitudes of war,
exchanging her peaceful home for the hattle-
field! Think of the many trals she was ex-
posed o in Charles’s gay court! Surely the
nudaunted Joan possessed great mornl con-
rage, and I would fain believe that this great
virtne seldom exists withont some religion
filling the heart.

Now, I believe, you will enter with me into
the moral view of my work, namely, impress-
ing on our minds the *susfaining power of
religion on our lives.” And if we are fruly
followers of that Holy One who set us him-
self so glorious an example, we ghall abide
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patiently his will, under every trial, uttering
these wards, “ Thy will, not curs, be done, O
Lord 1"

If we are indeed followers of that Holy
One, we shall, like the * father of the faithful,”
offer at the shrine of belief, *the lust of the
eye, and the pride of life.”

Should reverses of fortune, the logs of
friends, or the pesseution of enemies aseail
us, let us check the repining teer, ere snother

Aall, remembering that with each trial oor
heavenly Father will send . comforting balm
to cheer us in our pilgrimage through the
“ parrow path which leads to everlasting life.”
Let us always have our glorious rewerd in view ;
let us bear in mind that this transient world is
not our dwelling-place ; that we are sojonrn-
ing towards that bright, pure land, “ where
the wicked cease from t:-oub]jng, and the
weary are at rest.”

Alas! I wish T could assert that sll the
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characters in my little work are fictitions. I
fear we shall all, my young companions, meet
in the world meny ungrateful Charles’, many
vindictive Pedford’s, many, too many, smiling,
promising ones like Agnes Sorel ; — too many
like her willing to grasp o by the hand of
friendship, either becanse we are progperens, or
{what s worse) becanse we are new characters ;
Likke Agmea, these light friends will leave ns in
our winiery bewer, to brave the storms of the
rude hand of affliction. Let us then cultivate in
our early daye the meqnaintanee of those whe,
guided by the unerring hand of religion,
(though they may reprove ue at times, and
that severely), will not forsake us for
newer friends. Look mot with the giddy
admiration of youth upon bright bat fading
beauty as the standard of perfection. Re-
member that the purest pearl is oft times found
in the roughest oyster. Finally, consider well
Joan's fate—not as ordered by Bedford, but by
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our Bupreme Father mbove. Bhe, certainly,
wis pious, but not sufficiently pure in her devo-
tions: her earthly king was the first object of
her thoughts. - And how many of us make idols
of the mammoen of unrightecusness, and lose
sight of that good and holy One who ought to
fill our hearta? Must I now apologise for
fietion 7T Certainly not, if it bas wrought out
the good work intended by the young anthoress
of these pages, who spain repeats—Crities for-
lbear your eensure; this is not the work of
a professed literary charecter, but the fimst
effort of

A Youns Lapy. .

Mar 22, 1544,



