
The Ghost of Jehanne D'Arc  

 

 
 
 

"Death is just a transition - I was confused as Joan - I was very confused 
as Joan (now in tears) I came to teach of the 'voices within' Even the 
Church was wrong , they did not understand... they taught people to look 
and praise other idols and it was not rig ht. ( upset) And I failed - I failed - 
I was so confused - I don't know - (shaking her head and crying) - they 
made me sign something that denied God Within and it was not right. I 
signed and I immediately felt I had betrayed God. I had a choice - I had 
the choice. I was afraid of the Fire. I was afraid of being burned - I was 
not afraid of anything else - Being burned was something else - it wasn't 
of Earth, it was something different - and I was confused for a while 
(sigh) After I went to the other side, I didn't move on, I was caught - 
caught and confused and very unhappy, but the angels had a Light and 
then they came for me and then I was alright - But I had to come back 
again and that is when I came back as a Nun in France (Please see article 
about Mont St. Michel to come later) to again speak of God Within the 
Heart - but I was young and I became confu sed again - I suppose that is 
how many people are ... afraid and confused..."  

 



 
 

The above is what Jehanne said when she manifested her spirit into 
my body and spoke to our group. Her gentle female voice had a tone to 
it that was commanding and compelling. This was back in 1990 when a 
group of three females had been meeting in a small circle every week 
and learning.... our experiences had been extraordinary, leaving no 
doubt in our minds that a teacher from other worlds was teaching us, 
and introducing us to spiritual medium-ship - along with knowledge of 
other worlds and many past life memories. 

I have been asked by 'my voices' to write about my experiences with 
Jehanne D'Arc as it happened to me. Now, I have collected my 
research material about her over the years, I am amazed that I have so 
much - notes dating back to 1982. Spirit teaches in a convoluted way - 
not linear, but lateral in thinking. One receives information from time to 
time, often over years, with 'this' going with 'that', and another 'that' 
going with a different 'this' until a beautiful tapestry of realisation 
reveals itself. 

I have a suitcase full of material - recorded audio tapes and the 
transcriptions typed and filed, as per date, in ring sprung folders. A 
book by Vita Sackville West of Saint Joan of Arc which my husband 
John and I were prompted to follow when we were asked by 'upstairs' 
to journey to France in 1991 to re-trace her steps. There are tourist 
brochures, a video, notes of many spontaneous memories awakened 
during our travels, all in the suitcase. 

 



 
Rheims Cathedral 

 

When travelling in Europe with my husband, re-tracing Saint Joan of 
Arc's footsteps, and driving towards Rheims (pronounced Rance) 
Cathedral, I was overcome with tears remembering spirit had taken her 
over and marched her on her horse right into the cathedral. Jehanne 
kept worrying that the horse would poop onto the hallowed floor. This 
was where the Dauphin was crowned. Another visit was to the Castle 
where the Tower was, where she was held captive. She tried to 
escape, falling from a great height and survived, through the 
intervention of the angels. I remember she was feeling indignant that 
history had recorded she had tried to commit suicide. Then there was 
the little church where the sacred sword was found at Fierbois. The 
doors of the church were closed but John found the Town Clergy to 
open the door for me. 

 



 
Church of St Catherine at Fierbois 

 

I sat in there for a long while alone, thinking about how Jehanne had 
received a message from her voices that the sword was behind the 
altar. It was found by her equerry and brought to her. At another place, 
when I saw where she had signed her name, I wept ... because of the 
overwhelming feeling that I had failed. 

 

 
 

At Chinon, I found the road up to the Castle where Jehanne had first 
met the Dauphin; telling John I knew the way. Then I discovered the 
cobbled road was named after Jehanne D'Arc. 

 



 
The Castle at Chinon 

 

We visited Doremy, which looked very similar to the country side of the 
Southern Highlands in N.S.W. where we live now. It is where Jehanne 
lived as a child; it still looked almost the same as it had over 500 years 
ago - except there was a large Basilica built, in her honour. It was John, 
my husband, who was overwhelmed with looking at the larger than life 
size paintings of chapters from her life. He used to joke that he had 
burnt me in another life, and has always spoken of being the Duke of 
Burgundy and astounding his schoolmaster when writing in detail about 
him at school. 

 



 
 

Oh! And when in Rouen we visited the modern church built on the site 
of where she was burnt on the stake. I went to sign the visitor's book 
and found a 'spidery scrawl of writing.' of the name Helen and nothing 
else, as the last entry...I just knew it was my friend Helen's spirit that 
had just written it. Our mentor had said that we would all be going to 
France; he obviously meant some of us in spirit. 

 



 
Interior of the Basilica at Doremy,   

showing scenes from the life of Jehanne 
 

In 2002, I downloaded from the Internet... The Trial of Jeanne D'Arc - 
Translated into English from the Original Latin and French Documents 
by W.P. Barrett - with an essay on her trial and Dramatis Personae. 
The translation took place 1932, the year this body was born into this 
life. 

Another download from the Internet was Mark Twain's "Personal 
Recollections of Joan of Arc." It is a work of fiction by Samuel 
Langhorne Clemens (i.e. Mark Twain). The pseudonymous author's 
name - Sieur Louis de Conte (SLC) Derives from Samuel Langhorne 
Clemens (initials SLC). Joan of Arc herself was illiterate, thus needing 
a page and secretary. I believe his name was Louis, and the French 
word conte, means tale ... hence the name adopted for this story by 
Clemens. 

 



 
 

Our friend, a hypnotherapist, named Peter and his wife Doreen where 
having dinner with us one night when I suddenly saw him overlaid with 
a spirit from his past life. I asked him, "Has anyone ever told you, you 
were Mark Twain in another life?" Peter even looks like him now - at 
the time he had been back and forth to U.S.A. and travelling on the 
Mississippi River experiencing many things that were similar to the life 
of Mark Twain. Mark Twain wrote a fictional story about Jehanne's 
page and secretary but I prefer to think I remember Peter as Jehanne's 
page and secretary. Reading Mark Twain's obviously well researched 
work on the Trial and Rehabilitation of Jehanne after her death, has 
given great comfort to Jehanne's Ghost. That is why I recognised Peter 
from another time when I first met him giving a lecture at Sydney 
University on reincarnation. 

From the beginning of my being awakened by spirit from a deep sleep, 
I heard an authoritative male voice asking me to stand up 'three times.' 
The voice told me to go back to bed but that I would be awakened from 
time to time and taught many things and given many messages." It was 
a 'calling from God' for I saw in my inner scene a long white hand with 



an even longer white finger pointing at me and saying, "You have been 
chosen." This was in 1982. 

The first message I received after that was, "You were Joan of Arc in 
another Life." I responded, saying, "Don't be silly go away." I didn't 
really know much about her then except that she had been a female 
warrior, and was burnt at the stake in France...but despite my denial, 
spirit persisted in bringing me reminders over the years that she really 
was part of me. 

All different personalities from past li ves are held in one's soul memory or the 
higher vibration of their oversoul. They are a different person but how they 
think, feel, and many of their characteristics filter through into one's present life, 
giving opportunity to release and heal any emotions  that haven't been dealt with. 
Strong, positive and creative abilities can be inherited from those other lives as 
well. Jehanne came to earth with a particularly strong and high vibration to carry 
out a special mission. She readily received assistance from the angelic realm and 
had been gifted in that life with clear inner hearing from the ether. The Angels 
often took over her physical body to assist her to achieve what she had been 
asked to do, even to ride a horse, speak boldly and to lessen the impact of  her 
dangerous fall from a high Tower.  

As a child Jehanne was devoted to God, prayed always, a simple, non 
educated country girl who loved her parents and siblings. Something 
hot ... boiling over fire in the kitchen accidentally spilt onto her shoulder 
and chest causing nasty scarring - once it healed ... it was then she 
decided not to marry because of that disfigurement. 

There has been much written about Jehanne, what I have been asked 
to speak of is my experience, although I have come to know and 
remember through her, her recorded history as well. 

 



 
Rouen Castle. The big tower held the dungeon and the instruments of torture.  

Popular tradition holds that Jehanne jumped from the second tower on the right  

 

In 2001 I developed a nasty lump on my leg, which spirit referred to as 
a 'canker'. It had to be treated by a specialist, but I needed to know 
from spirit what had caused it. I was prompted to lie on my bed and as I 
did the memory of being in a dark cold dungeon came into my inner 
scene. I could see shadowy men leaning over me; one had a simple 
crown upon his head. I was restrained on the floor with heavy metal 
chains around my ankles that rubbed my skin and caused sores to 
form. This was what was rising to the surface in the memory for this 
physical body. Jehanne had been upset by the indignity of having to 
ask her jailers to unlock her ankles so that she could retire to another 
little room to relieve herself. Of course, her strength of mind was 
continually being stressed and tested with having to attend her trial 
every day. 

It just so happened, that Gerry, my aborigine friend came to visit and 
was able to assist with a healing. It had to be that way, for the memory 
came to both of us that he had been one of the English soldiers, in that 
life, who was Jehanne's jailer. He was the soldier who tied her to the 
stake and lit the fire but he had also been the one who made the simple 
wooden cross for someone to hold up high for her to focus on when 
she was burning alive on the stake. 



 

 
A Jailer holds up the cross for Joan to see as she is burnt 

 

Around that time my husband had mentioned to a business associate, 
unbeknown to me, that Val had cancer problems on her leg. So it was a 
lovely surprise to open the door to our house one morning, to find 16 
white lilies being delivered to me with a note wishing me to 'get well 
quickly.' I had met John's associate when in Melbourne and particularly 
liked him, we had even briefly spoken about reincarnation and how the 
past could affect one's health in one's present life. I had even asked for 
distant healing for his wife ... so when I tuned in....you guessed it....it 
had to be that way for he had been in Jehanne's life and was her 
brother who had been with her throughout her campaign...when she 
had been equipped with armour and a white banner with the fleur-de-lis 
(flower of lily) on it. 

How appropriate Lilies were, as they are the national flower of France. 
And my name in this life is double 8, according to numerology and my 



birth also is double 8 = the number 16. Numbers are continually given 
to me by spirit as a 'sign'. My father had registered my name when I 
was born, with the French spelling of ... Valérie. 

I happily took the flowers straight to John's office to show him, but as I 
did, I froze ... literally ... for my eye caught the date on his desk 
calendar which was showing May, 30th. 

 

 
Church built adjacent the place Jehanne was burned; 

in the foreground, surrounded by flowers,   
a small sign marks the spot of the stake.  

 

May 30th 1431 was the day Jehanne D'Arc had been burned alive on 
the stake at Rouen. I began shaking; it was exactly 570 years before 
and I just knew I was going to experience more in the night. 



That night I tossed and turned on my bed, in and out of a lucid dream. 
It was very real...I could see and feel myself restrained with my hands 
tied behind me on a stake and the fire raging up at me very fast. I 
remember screaming out for Jesus again and again, the sound was 
only in my mind and I could see the simple wooden cross being held up 
for me to see... when I knew Jehanne was dead, I couldn't move away. 
Archangel Michael, Saint Catherine and Saint Margaret, were with me 
and asked me to stay with the body. 

 

 
Le Bucher; the place where Jehanne was burnt at the stake 

 

They stayed with me to give me their strength in spirit. I could see my 
body gradually withering away to a black mass as I went in and out of 
the memory. Jehanne's executioners were worried because they could 
not burn her heart...it had become crystallized and impossible to burn. 
This is what the angels wanted, to make Jehanne's trial judges worry 
that they had destroyed a godly person and not a witch. The 
executioners were extremely frightened and as soon as the physical 
body had been reduced to ashes they quickly gathered her remains 
along with the crystallized heart and threw it off the bridge into the 


