
goan of m c .  
'' They do not die -they do not die, 

Souls of the brave and just ! 
Is't not a coward's thought to say 
Ye pass again to dust! 
Ye live through every age-Yare given 
To breathe in hearts of slaves 
The patriot flame ye drew from Heaven 1 
That sleeps not in your graves ! 
Your shapes blind Homer's eyes beheld, 
His harp ye strung-his soul ye swelled." 

of the predominant traits of man is to render 

This noble impulse of nature is as old as the human 
race. It has found expression in the art and literaif 
ture of every people. From it the masters of mu 
and poetry have drawn inspiration for their great 
productions. 
stricted alone to heroes. 
ed deeds that women have wrought in their country'g 

PNE homage and respect to his country's heroes. 

Neither is this respect and homage r 
On the contrary the reno 

I 
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should occupy an honoured place amongst the world'@ 2 1 

renowned heroines. 

The character of Joan is unique. There is 9 
peculiar and distinctive beauty and attraction, aboui 
her life. which can scarcely be equalled by any of the 
illustrious persons whose lives are recorded in profan4 
history. Her youth and beauty, her gentle and sweei 
manner, her steadfastness and loyalty to her beloved 
country call forth the admiration, respect and love of 
all. W e  could wish that there were no sequel to her 
glorious career but, alas I her unhappy fate is one of 
the most mournful tales that has ever been recorded. 
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as a medium for freeing her country from the bonds 
of the cruel oppressor, in order that its people might 
again breathe the air of fteedom. It was a summer 
evening, the .air was soft .and *mild, the birds were 
singing in the trees, the little girl was seated in the 
garden with her needle-work, mming an the sad fate 
of her unhappy counm. Suddenly a bright light 
'shone round about her and a-ktrange *voice spake'to 
her. " Jeanne sois' bontrea e t  sage, elifant ; va souvent 
a I'eglise ? " jeanfie be m a d  dnd wise ; go often to 
church. Sombthing, within her, -assured heethat &e 

heavenly visitor was none other than a the .warrior 
angel, St. MichaC1. 'Nor did those hea~enly visitations 
cease. On the cohtrary, her "voices" as she c a k d  
them became more' ftetpent % a d '  the object of their 
irisit WAS mcide ~h0iii .n Tofher. '' jemne ", "you mast 
go ro the' help of the"Kil.ig s o {  Fmnee andlit is you who 
shall give%im~%ackl k5sdkingdm." St. Catherine and 
St. MargaTtt also appeared idher, bidding her under- 
take the kame perilods mission .a+ encouraged and 
swerigthent2d .her, *who was, =so &n, I to wear the 
martyr's crown. 

For khe pumose of*accattrpkshifig %his noble end, 
she set' cibt f r ~ t n  her*+rome +n the wafity-thipd of 

Aker mrirhy 'weary days aof travel, 
she finiitly reached 'he Qaurthbf %he Damphin, Charles. 
Frdm thid titne on, shewas beset 4 t h  many difficulties 
and had Wfaee 'tnhng ttying circamstances. It was 
no light t&k for a dimple petisaht girl,: unlettered and 
ignorant ofi thei ways bf 'the~*woltld, to- go before the 
Court of' Franee&arid te obtain recognition' from the 
wetik, mcillkting, 1 dnd Iirresblute Chades. Finally, 
however, having convincechhim of her. sincerity, and 
truth she- was *placed at 'the htad of a small army. 
Mounted on a white charger, earfying a baoner b a r -  

' Febrdary, ' 1.429. 
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ing the figure of the Redeemer, and attirea in whire 
*garments, she led:her gallant army into the city of 
.Orleans. The capture ,of Jarrr;eap end Beaugmcy 
*followed soon after that of.Qrlaaasas a res& of whiqh 
the English were driven beyond the Loire. On July 
17th, of the sgme year, she had the exquiqite pleasure 

I and satisfaction of seeing Charles Vli, crowned in the 
Cathedsal of, Rheims. The scene has been beautifully 
depicted by the poet: 

Never before, and never since that hour, 
Hath woman, mantled with victorious power 
Stood forth as thou beside the shrine did stand, 

. Holy amidst the knighthood of the land ; 
And beautiful with joy and with renown 
Lift thy white banner o’er the golden crown, 
Ransomed for France by thee ! 

The prophecy was fulfilled to the letter. Her 
“voices” had not deceived her. Now that her heavenly 
mission was completed one ardent wish rernained- 
to return to her beIoved home and friends. But fate 
had decreed otherwise. In, May of the following year 
while assisting in the defense of Compiegne against 
the Duke of Burgundy she. was surrounded and taken 
prisoTer. Negotiations were carried on between the 
English and French as a result of which Joan was 

Fictitious charges were 
concocted and brought against her. It was resolved 
to bring her to trial. In her dire need there were 
none to aid her. The fickle Charles made no attempt 

‘ handqd over to the former. 

save her. The baseness of his ingratitude will 
mg forever to his memory. The procedure, yhich 
as unworthy of the name of a trial, was one of-the 

most disgraceful in the history of civilized countries. 
, Cauchon, the man who presided, had no juriadiction 



18 St. Dunstan’s 

for instituting a trial. He was therefore neither re- 
sponsible to the Church nor State, consequently the 
guilt of this atrocious act, is attributable chiefly to him. 
His name is covered with eternal obloquy. The 
unhappy girl was deprived of any witnesses and had 
to plead her own case as best she might. As might 
have been expected she was found guilty of the 
terrible charges preferred against her, and was 
sentenced to be burned. 

The 
fire was kindled. She asked for a cross. There was 
none to be had. An English soldier touched by her 
grief, consrructed a rude one and held’it before her. 
Till the end she declared that her “voices” were from 
God as indeed they were. N o  sign of fear or emotion 
was depicted on her features. A heavenly radiance 
illumined her fair countenance. PresentIy the smoke 
and flames encircled her and shut out. forever, from 
the vulgar gaze the beautiful form of one of the 
noblest creatures that has ever trod this earth. Thus 
ended the Maid of Orleans, the most sublime person- 
ality of her time-the best and holiest that her age 
produced. 

Twenty-five years after her martyrdom a new 
trial was held. The story of her whole life was made 
manifest. Witnesses were not wanting whose sworn 
testimony proved, beyond all doubt, that her character 
and life were spotless, and that the charges, brought 
against her, had their origin in the wicked and pitiless 
hearts of her accusers. 

There are few indeed who are unwilling to accede 
to her a prominent place amongst the heroines of the 
world. Some, however, do not wish to give credence 
to the supernatural nature of her mission. These 
attempt to explain her visions in various ways. It 

Her slender body was bound to the itake. 
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iittle neglect may breed great mischief. For 
a nail the shoe was lost; for want of a shoe 

@e was lost; and for want of a horse the rider 
, being overtaken and slain by the enemy; all 


