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THE MAID OF ORLEANS. 

BY MISS SARAH M. STEBBINS, 

<THE sun was pouring his last rays over the 
fertile valley of the Vosges, and gleaming brigh- 
tly oun the lowly village of Domremi, by the vine 
clad banks of the Meuse. It was a festival, and 
the village maidens were dancing to the merry 
music of the horn, and sporting beneath the 
¢ Fairies Tree,” famous in the legendary annals 
of the hamlet. Apart from her companions, 
and singing to herself, sat a young peasant girl, 
whose eyes were intently fixed upon the image 
of the Virgin Mary, that adorned the rude en- 
trance of the little chapel. 
She was a modest, gentle girl, well loved in 

her native village ; reserved in her maeners; 
and remarkable chiefly for her deep devotion, 
the quiet industry of her habits, and her strict 
attention to the humble duties befitting her 
station. 
Perhaps there are chordsin the human heart, 

whieh, if not awakened by a mastyr hand, 
would forever be dormant. Had Joan d’Arc 
been born in tranquil days, she would probably 
have passed ker life unnoticed and unknown, 
inthe sweet stillness of her village home ; those 
burning feelings of enthusiasm, which raised 
her to the pinnacle of glory, unsuspected even 
by herself—remote from the clash of arms, and 
the war blast of the trumpet ; her destiny inglo- 
rious but happy. 
And who could have deemed, that the young 

and gentle girl, quietly engaged in her domestic 
employments, aud who might frequently be 
seen tending her father’s sheep by the Virgins 
chapel, was destined, to lead forth the chivalry 
of France to victory, to expel a powerful army 
from the heart of France, to restore her sovere- 
ign to the throne of his ancestors, and to hear 
her ancestors, and to hear her obscure name 

proclaimed aloud by the united and grateful 
voice of a happy natien. Yet so it was; nor is 
there inthe annals of history a heroine, more 
glorious, more pure, and more unsullied by 
crime, even in the dangerous path of glory, or 
who won her laurels lese bloodlessly, or wore 
them with more humility, than did 

5 the shepherds child, 
Joanne, the lonely dreamer of the wild.” 

It was indeed a period to sadden all loyal 
hearts, from the noble in his castle, to the pea- 
sants ia his cottage. The prince who was ex- 
pelled from his throne by seditious subjects and 
foreign arms, was a youth of nineteen, hand- 
some, brave, and though wanting in firmness, 
was warm hearted, and generous in his feelings. 
His distressing situation could not fail to excite 
the pity and compassion of all hearts, net cor- 
rupted by faction. 
In the village of Domremi was a small inn, 

where the knight passing to Vancouleurs, 
would frequantly stop for refreshment and rest; 
and as he buckled on his armor, and with his 
foot in the stirrup, quaffed the parting cup with 
the host, he would answer the questions of the 
rustic crowd, who would learn the last news 
from Chinon, where the young king held his 
court, with mournful tidings of the rapid pro- 
gress of foreign troops, and the sad prospects of 
the royal party. 

In the mind of Joan, these narrations produ- 
ced other feelings than those of sorrow. Inthe 
darkness of the night she brooded over the sor- 
rows of her king and country till she became 
filled with the one absorbing sentiment, to the 
exclusion of all other worldly feelings. Tt 
seemed to her thatin the calm stilluess of the j 
midnight hour, the Virgin at whose shrine her | ¢ 
daily prayers were offered, deigned to appear 
uate her,clothing in robes of celestial brightness 
and bade her arise and go forth, strong in her 
protection, and save her country. Her feelings 
were raised to a pitch of enthusiasm that defied 
all danger. 

It was spring, when Joan left her native vil 
lage and her father’s cottage, where she was 
never to return. The wild flowers of the field 
were just bursting into brightness, and the 
young leaves breaking from their wintry prison, 
and she deemed not that her eye rested upon 
them for the last time. Alone and on foot, she 
took the road to Vancouleurs and rested not 
till she reached the residence of Robert of 
Bandrieourt, governor of the city. 

She requested him to grant her audience. 
Twice was her request refused, but at length 
her importuniiies prevailed, and she was ad- 
mitted into his presence. With energy and 
simplicity she stated her errand and conjured 
him not to neglect the voice of God, whese 

. agent she was. The governor was struck with 
her intripidity and enthusiasm, and being unable 
to resist her eloquent appeal, he treated her 
with respect, and ordered her to be conducted 
under safe guard, to the French court, with an 
explanatory letter te Charles. 
The young Prince was struck with astonish. 

ment on reading the letter of Bandriconrt. The 
arrival of John seemed to coincide with a pro- 
phiecy which had been made to him by a pious 
nun, end which had made a deep impression on 
his mind, that the hand of a woman should save 
France. 

But he was willing to try her claim to in- 
spiration, and, descending from his chair of 
state, he divested himself of his royal robes and ! 
jewelled crown, and all the insignia of his sha- 
dowy power, and assuming a private habit, min- 
gled with the suite, He then gave orders that 
the maid should be admitted. 

She entered the royal apartment not as one 
whose life had been spent remote from courts 
The agent of a supreme power, the pomp and 
pageantry of an earthly king were nothing in | 
her eyes. The ladies of the court, in their 
splendid robes, and glittering jewels, felt awed 

by a superior influence in the presence of the 
young peasant gurl. She passed unawed through 

the brilliant assembly, and, advancing to King 
Charles, saluted him as the sovereign of France 
It might be thatshe had heard a descriptien of 
his person, or that the involuntary look of de- 
ference in those who surrounded him betrayed 
his rank. Be thates it may, her discriminati- 
on was hailed as a miracle, 
With modesty, but fiimness, she entered at 

once upon the subject that occupied her thoughts, 
and offered, in the name of God, to raise the 
seige of Orleans, and to conduct the king to 
Rheims, which was now in the hands of the 
enemy, to be there crowned and annointed. 
Her words threw a spell over all who listened. 
Her voice appeared like the voiee of an angel. 
An assembly of learned theologians examined 
her mission, and pronounced it undoubted and 
supernatural. 
The English affected to ridicule her pretensi- 

ons ; but the mings of the soldiers, and even of 
their leaders, were secretly overawed by the 
general belief that prevailed in all around 
them 
At length, all preparations being completed, 

Joan made her entrance into Blois, where an 
army of ten thousand men had assembled to 
meet her. She was received with loud and 
repeated acclamntions. She was clad in com- 
plete armor, with a large cuirass, and wore 
round her waist and embroidered girdle, and 
by her side a miraculous sword, tiken by desire 
from the tomb of a knight buried in the Church 
of St. Catharine de Fierbois. 
She was mounted on a fiery steed, which 

she managed with admirable skill. Im her 
hand the bore aloft a consecrated banner, where 
the Sapreme Being was represented asgrasping 
the globe, and surrounded by the sacred flower 
de luce. 
Having first issued a general order, that the 

soldiers should confess and join in prayer, be- 
fore setting out upon the enterprise, she placed 
herself at the head of the troopsand took the 
road to Orleans. 

: Suffolk, the English general, was so much in- 
timidated at the divine influence which was 
supposed to accompany her, that he dared fot 
attack her, and the army was allowed to pass 
unmolested. On the 4th of May, 1429, Joan 
entered the ancient city of Orleans, arrayed in 
her military garb, and displaying her consecra- 
ted standard ; and as she rode over the dplendid 
bridge, and entered the city, the air was rent 
with acclamations, and she was hailed as the 
guardian angel of France. 
From this day victory followed her steps. 

The Eaglish quailed at her approach, and de- 
clared themselves unabls to contend with invisi- 
ble agents. Their generals believed her to be 
an agent from Satan—the French regarded her 
as an angel from heaven. In the meanwhile, 
no earthly feeling of triumph seems to have 
clouded, even for an instant, the pure mind of 
this devoted heroine ; no unfeminine cruelty 
ever blemished her ardor—though often woun- 
ded and exposed to constant danger, her sword 
waa never stained with blood. 
The siege of Orleans was raised, 2nd the first 

part of Joan's prophesy being accomplished, 
she desired that Charles should immediately set 
ont for Rheims, and reeeive, in that ancient 
city, the crown of his forefathers. Tt was now 
the summer season. The maid of Orleans had 
appeared with the buds of spring ; and the roses 
of summer had scarce blossomed, in their fall- 
ness, before her prophecies were onthe eve of 
their folfilment. 

It was a gleriens morning in July, and every 
hill and valley in the province of Rheims echoed 

{ tothe glad sound of martial music, and the 
streets aud s - ares of the capitsl were thronged 
witha v ' multitude ‘of sil ranks and ages. A 

ion of the chief magistrates had jesned 
1, with the keys of the Sity, to welcome a 

yourg monsrch. A burst of music announced 
the aperoach of the royal party—all eyes were 
stained with ‘eagerness. to view i's, advances. 
Surrcunded by al ivairy of Franee, rode 
king Charles upon a noble war horse ; his bead 
uncovered, and his helmet borne by a young 
page who rode: behind. | Oa the King’s right 
hand, mouated on a white charger aud holding 
aloft the consecrated banner, rode the Maid of 
Orleans. . The cas e stopped, and the king 
expressed to her his heartfelt gratitude. —As she 
listen eul words, her face was 
shaded with the plume of her helmet; but as 
che raised herhead and pointed with animated 
gestures to the glittering spires of the cathedral, 
her face was seen all glowing with joy, and 
eyes rediant with brightness. Then arose one 
shout of triumph, * Long live the Maid of Or. 
leans aud Charles our ‘king the princes and 
nobles sprang from their horses, and kneeling 
before her, did her homage and obeisance. Ar. 
rived at the gates of the cathedral, the kieg 
dismounted, and 2s Joan alighted, he held the 
bridle of her horse, end giving her his hand 
they entered the ancient abbey Charles sat 
upon histhrone of state, and the nobles, kneel 
ing around, ewore featly to the descendant. of 
Clovis. Peal upon peal of solemn musie rolled 
forth from the cathedral, 2nd the multitude . at 
the door were hushed and mute as the solema 
hyma rose triumphantly, swelling down the 
long, dim aisles, and floating o'er the long array 
of arms and sweeping stoles. The miraculous 
oil said to have been brought from heaven by a 
snow white dove en the day of the ‘coronation 
of Clovis, was poured upon the head of his des- 
candant—the solemn chants and responses 
echoed through the vauited chureh: The oaths 
were taken, and the crown placed upon “the 
brow of the monarch, while the deep toiling of 
the cathedral bell aunounced that France had 
once mere a sovereiga of her own Again 
throughout the whole city, arose one  eing 4 
malseneous shout of joy. Then, for the first 
time, came a gleam of womanly feeling nid 

iumphant eyes of the heroine, D scan dh 
teps of the.altar, she unboung her heb vherselfat the feet of the king and $riavind Sats Food f ten * + Yo o burst into a food of tears—teer:, Perhaps, of 

mingled feelings of joy, gratifvde and wonder; 
it might be of sad and prophetic foreboding. h 
She. declared that her mission was now ac- 
complished ; and laying hersword at the feet of 
the king, she requested to return to her ham- 
letin the valley. The new monarch raised 
her from her kneeling posture, and the nobles, 
crowding round, mingled their entregties with 
his, that she would not desert them ; and con- 
jured her rot to abandon a great work so near. 
ly achieved; but to remain among them till the 
English were wholly expelled from France. 
Their importunities prevailed. Charles issued 
letters conferring a title of nobility vpon ner 
and her family, and decreed that her erest 
should be two golden lilies, and a sword poiting 
upwards and bearing a crown. 
But the tide of success which had flowed in 

sueh an unabated channel, at length seemed to 
vary its course ; for although the coronation of 
Charles, new victories had succeeded, the ill- 
fated Joan at last fell into the enemies’ hands. 
By the advice of Dunois, she had thrown herself 
into the town of Campeigne, then beseiged by 
the Duke of Burgundy and the English. On 
making a sally she drove the enemy from their 
entrenchments, when she was treacherously 
deserted by the French officers, and immediate- 
ly surrounded by the foe. = After having re- 
ceived several wounds, her horse fell under her 
and she was captured by the Burgundians, who 
basely sold her to the English. 
Alone and hopeless—deserted by her friends 

—brow-beaten and insulted by her enemies, 
the Maid of Orleans lay upon a heap of straw, 
loaded with chaing, on the stone floor of her 
dungeon. Nohelmet was now upon her brow; 
nor nodding plume. The star of her glory was 
set; and it eeemed as if the Divine presence 
was withdrawn from ker A dreadful death, 
or along and dreary vista of hopeless years 
was before her. Better had she died on the 
field of battle, whilesher spirit was yethigh and 
unbroken. 
And where were the myriads, who had bow- 

ed the knee before her; where the nobles who 
had done her homage ; where the young mon- 
arch whosworn her an eternal gratitude 7 All 
had deserted her in that sad hour, and now per- 
haps, her theughts wandered to the green haunts 
of her infancy—the lowly hamlet—toe spark- 
ling fountain—and the rustic chapel ; and she 
thought too, of the companions of her youth— 
her sisters and her gray haired sire. It was too 
late ; she had chosen the path of glory, and 
could never more tread the lowly path of ob- 
scure happiness. 
An ecclesiastical court was assembled at 

Rouen, and she was led forth from her confine- 
ment clad in military garments, aud loaded 
with chains, to stand the mockery of a trial in 
the presence of fierce and unrelenting judges, 
who had already doomed her to death. She 
was accused of heresy, witchcraft, idolatry, 
and magic, No advantage could be gained over 
her, she betrayed neither weakness nor wo- 
maoich submission. Her judges were astonish- 
ed, and enraged at her intrepidity. Ia June, 
1431, she wasdragged from her dungeon, cloth- 
ed with a yellow robe, and crowned with the 

blzck cap of the inquisition, to undergo a dread- 
ful death—burning in a slow fire. ‘A vast pile 
was erected in the market place, and she was 
lsd through the senseless shouting of the rabble 
whose hearts were steeled against her, by ven. 
geance and superstition ~~ With undaunted firm- 
ness she cast her eyes on these fearful prepara- 
tions, and mounted the pile with a face of 
cheerful resignation. 
_ According to the orders of the inquisition, the 
Gire burned but slowly, but at length a hoap of 
ashes was all that remained of the devoted he” 
roine. Her heart was found entire in the 
midst of the flames, and it was said that a white 

y thie emblem of her souls purity, was 
seen torize from the pile. When all was over, 
they scattered her ashes inthe Seine. 
Rome and Atheus would have erected tem- 

ples ia her honor ; but such in the days of chi- 
valry, was the fate of a young girl whose only 
criine was en excess of patriotism. 

From a Correspondent of the New York Ex. 
press. 

THE FIELD OF WATERLOO. 
Le a good pilgrim, I have put my foot up- 

on the sil of Waterloo—traversing its fields, 
visiting its monuments, and tracing, step by 
step, those memorable movements of a day 
gone by, which in all time to come, will dis- 
tinguish the place where I am. It is impossi« 
ble for.any man to visit u scene like this, 1 care 
not how cold his temperament, with the same 
feelings that control him in the every day affairs 
of life. Itis true, that nature wears the same 
smiling face here that it puts on elsewhere— 
that your eyes are greeted with fruitful and 
beautiful fields—that hill-side and valley, the 
near and the distant land alike teem with an 
abundance of the treasures of the earth. The 
labor of the husbandman is made almost pain- 
fully visible in the severity of the task to be 
performed by him to bring forth whatever the 
sun, the rains, and the dews of heaven fail to 
accomplish without the industry of man—and 
as if to detract as much as possible from the 
interest of a spot like thig, to one from a land 
like ours, you see the drudgery of services ig apportioned to those of finer nerves and weaker limbs, which are the least able to endure the burdens assigned them by those who hers at 
least are literally their lords and masters. It is not, therefore, the novelty of the scene that en- hances the interest of a place like this. The 
fields of Waterloo are of themselves like a thousand cther fields, They wear the rich 
drapery of nature—are covered ‘with the fruits d x |! and flowers of the season, and charm the eye 
with their extend ad verdare. The lands, too 
are only rich and plenteous by enltivation, and ! 
the day has passed, if it has ever been—as it * probably has becn—when the blood and bones 

of the thousands of victims who fell here@ 
crifice to the fate of war, served to manuré 
beautify thesoil. For one I can see Wa 
rather with the soldier’s enthusiasm ort 
veller’s romance. 1 have read with an i 
that made the blood quicker in the veil 
deeds of a day to endure for ever in th 
ry of man, and 1 survey now, at this di - 
of time, the scenes where this great drama 
enacted, as 1 would the spot, had the 
risen but yesterday to see it performed: = 
terloo, though of itseif all in the past, 185 
gible here to the eye now as are the recost 
ons of its achievments to those, who ha¥® 
risen from the perusal ef the results of the 
here fought. 

It is a morning in June, and the two conte” 
ding armies are upon the ground ef Water 
Napoleon is there, and Wellington is H&S, 
master epirits of great and rival natio! 
fate of empires are there also, and emp! 
kingdoms are represented upon the 
day, one little dey, almost the one fook SF 
of time in the life of man, is to destroy of Bi 
Men are to be mown down like autumn 
but long-contending nations are to obtal 
and quiet at the sacrafice. He whose & 
years had been far in the ascendant, 
given kings to nations, and exacted 
from subjects who were here an 
every where, and in all feats 8 
whose genius was transcendant, W 
irresistible, und the mention of WHOS Cine 
was like the wand of the magician, 
soldier, now the Consul, now the Emp se 
and the man invincible—is doomeds the sh 
hunted beast of the field, or the bird of s 3 
to fly for hislife, and at last to be cavg wh j 
snare of the enemy. Here stood, 100s Coger 
just now I stood, upon what is now oly 0 
of the highway and a cross-road, the poleo® 
who had been more successful than N8 pod 
It is easy to imagine with what feeling Cy 
a day like that even.ful one, 
around me by monuments innumeé 
ling stood here, entrusted with hi 
and the fortune of his own and oer 
all around him Undaunted as the 
death, ready to do or to die, he 18 gr 
post, fearing no evil for himself, but Gers 
avert it from others. - Both comma in 
the very antipodes of each | A 
schemes of military tactics—of different: 

as of different minds—the one po in 
tion of a wild daring genius, or 
like a eieey in its coum; wd a? 
plodding firmness, seeking no! : 
he may destroy the ranks of hig v Fins 
through their mishap, advantages if he koe 
Two braver men, one can see her ad 
it not before, the world had —_ 
successful as both had bees, from rr uld b¢ 
in their peculiar modes of warfare, truly 10 A 
resumptuous, perhaps, if success 12 

te gp ability, to say who was (he 1a! 
soldier. At Waterloo, an honest would 

will readily admit that Napoleo : 

been victor, had Wellington and Sh 
the cnly opponents to contend wi on had 

vantages of position which Wellin up for 

on the field of battle, twice made 18) pss! 

disparity of the force of ten OF tWEE fone 
men between the two armies—an & 

dream of the extent of this advantagsy : 

which had been long before selec 
lington, who had for himesel foul 

gronnd where the battle was from 

could. not ae been Mie 
country around, so good & yo bee 
the allied army, and there mot He pres 

worse pasition for the army Uo. ig of 

Wellington relied upon the — ne cool, 
force, the courage of his mem, 8700 3 Jp Bor 
of himself and others in pr put 89%, 
ness he expected to be invineiPi€

s 

himself and the army that 
upon the morning of the 
wes no moment when he 
and look with longing eyes © 
Blacher and his Prussians idence. 

had, itwas true, the sane CO bot Wilh 
oleon had throvgh the days +d 
ris spirit. + Would to 3 
Blucher would come,” was ve 
but agonized expressions © it ws 
told by en aid-de-camy that te regime 
possible for one of his favour! wie 

er to maintain their ground: op K 

it,” said the Duke. Aner man. 

ground with myself t0 ne her, WHC ull 

then came that wish for BIeCC0 which ¢%5d 

often been uttered, and © 0 

alone ensure victory, | 

Wellington, but to Pruesis, 

Belgium, for all of these, 

generals, and some of thei
r 

1n arms against one man, 

The day was every! 

and wrapped up in the § oi of 

was, he deemed it every he o
piri 

men had toiled witha ar 
sarly | 

wet and dreary night ©
 

aud here they pow W 

Napoleon upon a 

quainting himself, 
: 

the esrliest hour of t : 

and feature, road aod P 

ding comntry. 
It was bar ey

 m 

Emperor gave the W
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FE Bent did aot exten
d 

a half, and the line Lal. TE 

mile beyond that of 
t Ar yo arms 

body of men, 30,000
 in the *1%y ple BY 

63 to 70,000 in the 
vf) all 8 

before been fought Wi 
of land, 
The Chateal 
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tack by the Fr wv it 

strongly posted ther
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