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institute of mercy with spartan courage and tenderest solicitude
until one Sunday morning in 1657 the Angel of Mercy met with an
accident which threatened to invalid her for life. Entirely de-
prived of the use of her right hand, she returned to France to beg
at La Fléche for some Sisters to come to Canada to take up the
work she had to abandon. There while praying at the tomb of
Father Olier in the chapel of Saint-Sulpice, to which she had gone,
as she herself says, ‘“having no hope of any cure, and never dream-
ing of a miracle,” asking only ‘‘somes light relief in my arm, enough
that I might use it some way, such as to dress myself and to fix up
our altar at Montréal,” the use of her arm was restored. Her
thanksgiving was to raise the restored member in the Sign of the
Cross.

At the same time that Jeanne Mance was restored to health,
the permanence of her work in New France was guaranteed by
the decision of the La Fléche Community to send three of its
members to Montreal. De la Dauversiére, we are told, selected
the pioneer Hospitallers because of their humility. Accompanied
by Jeanne Mance, the three Sisters so honored — Judith Moreau de
Bresoles, Catherine Mace and Marie Maillet — set sail from La
Rochelle on the feast of Saints Peter and Paul, June 29, 1659.
The good ship ‘Saint-André” had other passengers that day
destined to play a great part in the drama of Christian civilization
on the North American continent — Marguerite Bourgeoys and
three companions, the nucleus of the Congregation of Notre Dame.

When the Religious Hospitallers arrived in Montreal on
October 18, they found a tiny settlement of 40 houses and some
260 inhabitants, a striking contrast to the busy city of La Fléche.
Conditions were so starkly primitive that they had no difficulty
in the practice of their predominant virtue. These religious, born
under sunny skies and nurtured in ease, were now minus even the
frugal comforts of the convent home they had left behind. They
lived in a house which, writes Parkman, ‘‘being hastily built of
ill seasoned planks, let in the piercing cold of the Canadian winter
through countless cracks and chinks; and the driving snow sifted
through in such quantities that they were sometimes obliged the
morning after a storm to remove it with shovels. Their food would
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freeze on the table before them and the coarse brown bread had
to be thawed on the hearth before they could eat it.

For fourteen years Jeanne Mance worked and prayed with
the first Religious Hospitallers of St. Joseph, until in June of the
roses and of the Sacred Heart she went to receive the accolade of
Him Who said, ‘I was sick and you visited Me.”” Truly she was a
valiant woman, than whom in the religious romance of early North
America there is no more lovable or inspiring heroine. Florence
Nightingale is rightly honored and remembered for her humanita-
rian work. But it should not be forgotten that two hundred
years before the Lady with the Lamp gave such a shining example
of philanthropy, Jeanne Mance pioneered in social service raised
to the heights of the virtue of charity. Not herself a religious, she
is a shining example to those treasures of the Church, while at the
same time she is a commanding challenge in the field of the Lay
Apostolate.

Canada’s metropolis remembers Jeanne Mance in magnificent
bronze effigy, a street and a public park. But her greatest monu-
ment are the Houses of the Religious Hospitallers in Canada and
the United States and, especially, the great Hospital spread across
the slopes of Mount Royal where on a memorable morning in
Mary’s own sweet month she knelt on a verdant carpet for the
renewal of Calvary.
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Hail Virgin in Virginity a Spouse!

Heard first below

Within the little house

At Nazareth;

Heard yet in many a cell where brides of Christ
Lie, hid, emparadised.

Coventry Patmore
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