
SAINTE JEANNE OF FRANCE.

Sainte Jeanne went harvesting in France,

But ah! what found she there?

The little streams were running red,

And the torn fields were bare

;

And all about the ruined towers

Where once her king was crowned,

The hurtling ploughs of war and death

Had scored the desolate ground.

Sainte Jeanne turned to the hearts of men.

That harvest might not fail

;

Her sword was girt upon her thigh,

Her dress was silvern mail

;

And all the war-worn ranks were glad

To feel her presence shine

;

Her smile was like the mellow sun

Along that weary line.

She gave her silence to their lips,

Her visions to their eyes,

And the quick glory of her sword

She lent to their emprise

;

The shadow of her gentle hand

Touched Belgium's burning cross.

And set the seal of power and praise

On agony and loss.
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