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INTRODUCTION

N the 224 of October, 1422, Charles V1. died, leaving
his kingdom wath the hand of his daughter, by the
treaty of Troyes, t Ienry V., King of England.

War had devastated our country for more dhan @ century,
et ouar im:!:l:u:ndtm:u had never been so menaced before,

Nagters of Cruvenne, allied on one side to the Duke of Buar-
gundy, 511Fpnrn'!:| an the ether b the Duke of Brirany, the
English held the norehand the center of France as far as the Loire,
Urléans, then begiepred, opposed one lust obstcle to their south-
ward march; bue the helples ciey was on the point of vielding,

The Dauphin, Charles VIL, hid taken refupre ac Bourges;
a sorey King, without an arimy, without troney, without energy,
A tew courtiers sl dispured among  themiselves the lnst favors
of the sinking mionarchy, but aone of them had the ability to
detend is.  Aeros s counery steicken by famine, the réemming of the
roval army—Thandy of vagabonds from all quarters, reduced and
demoralized by their récent defeaes ar Cravant and ar Vernenil—
were rerreating, mcapable of further effire.

lverything was lacking —inen, means, even the will to re-
sist, Charles VIL, despairing of his cause, meditated flving to
Dauphing, perhaps even acress the mounraing o Castille, aban-
duping his kingdom, his righos, and his duties.



After the madness of Charles V9, the indolence of the Davphin and the selfish-
news and incompetence of the nobility had completed the ruin of the country, our very
race wis o the vergo of Jusing s nadional existence.

At chat moment there rose up, in an obécure villnge on the borders of Luorraine,
a little peasant girl,  Moved wich piry hy the distress of the unhuppy people of France,
she had fele, deep in her hearr, the first quiver of alarm in her motherland, With her
weik hand she picked up the great sword of conguered France, and, making her ten-
der biresst @ bubwark agamst so many miseries, she drew from the encrgy of her faith
the force to raise the downesst spivies of her people, and to wrest our land from the
YICEOT LS J.":Hg"!i]'l.

“1 come on behall of our Lord Gid,™ shie said, o save the Eingdom of Franee”
And she added, “Ie 15 tor this that [ was born," The hul]; mad] was fodecd borg for
this; for thie also, !E’LE“'E}’ |a1.'.t|':|'_'.'::11 to her enemics, she died amidst the horrors of the
mest crnel torture, ahandoned I the Ring whom che Bud cromwned and by the peoaple
whinn she hid saved.

Open this book with reverence, my dear children, in honor of the humble peas-
ant girl whis i the Parroness of France, whe is the Saine of her country as she wag i
Mareyr, Her history will teach you chat in order to conguer vou muest believe char you
will conguer, Remember this in the day when vour cowiery il have nead of all
VOUL Courage,

L. M,
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JOAN OF ARC

dependent on the bulwick of Chaumont, which was held from the Crown of Franee.
Her father's nume was Jacques J"Are, her mother's Tsabellette Romee; they were honest
people, Hiu.lplu J.H]JLIFJ'IIH_ folk who Hved IJ}' chiedr teit)],

Joan was branghe up wirth her hrothers and- sister inoa lietle house which s snill 1o be sesn
at Domremy, so close to the church that its garden touches the graveyard.

The ehild grew up there, under the eye of God.

She was o sweer, simple, upright girl,  Every ane loved her, for al] knew her kind heart,
apdd that she was the beke giel in thevillipe. A brave worker, she nided her family i cheir
fabors; by day leading the beasts o pasture or shanng the rough tasks of her father; in the
evening spinning at her muther's side and helping her in the housekeeping,

She loved God, and often praved ro Fim,

JEHN was born on the t6th of January, 14102, or Domremy, a little village of Loraine,
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D sumimet day, when she was thitteen veirs
ald. she heard a voice at midday in her facher’s gar-
den. A great light shone upon her, annd the arch-
angel St. Michael appeared to her.. He tald ber w
be & gord girl and to go to chuech. Then, telling
;'u;r ::.f I!|'||: gru:‘l.l: tl:l..'r\-:_::.' whicij winsd i::|: sk !-ul' t]'u:
Ringdem of France, he announced to hee thar she
should go o the help of the Davphin and bring him

e e
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ro be crowned ar Rhetms,  “ | am enly o poor gicl,” ghe smd.  “God will thF thee,” answered
the archangel,  And the child, overcane, was left weeping,

From this day Joon's piety hicime stll more ardent.  The child loved to go apart from
her plavinates to meditate, and heavenly voices spoke to her, telling her of her mission, Theze,
wshe said, were the volces of her Sains. Ofen the volces were accompanied by vistong, St Cathe
erine and St Margaret sppeared to her. *1 have seen chem with my bodily eves,” she aid larer
o her judges, *and when they left me [ wsed to cry. T wanted them to take me wich ehem."'

The -!,r:'li‘l Erew, her mind elevated |=-:|" lver visions, and her inmost heart hkeeping the secret
af her heavenly intercourse.  No one guessed what was going on in her—not even the priest
whi heatd her confessions.

At the begmning of the year 1448, when Joan was sixteen, the voices becrme mare urgent.
The peal was grear, they said, and she must go to help the King and save the kingdom,

Her Saints commanded her 1o seek out the Sire de Bavdricours, Lord uF Vaweoulewrs,
il 10 ask of him an escort to conducr her to the Dauplin,

Not darng to tell her parenes of her project, Joan went to Buréy, to her uncle Taxart,
and begged him to mke her o Vaucouleurs.  Her fervent prayers overcame the timidiry of the
camticis peasant, and he promised ta po with her.




el

Baudricourt's reception of her was brural.  Joan told him how she was sent by God, to
the end that he might send word to the Dauphin to stand firm, for God would send him help
before the middle of Lent. She added thar it was the wll of God chat the Drauphin shonld be-
come King; that he should be erowned in spite of his enemies, and that she horself would lead
him to his covenation. “The gir] 1=z erazy,"sard Bawdneoure. " Box her ears and fake her back
ta her facher”

Joan returned to Domremy.  But, urged again by her voices, she amie again 1o Vaucou-
lewen, amd saw the Sire de Raudricourt anse mare, with no heétter weleome.

Seon pothing was falked of at Vancouleurs but the yvoung girl who went aboutsaving
ppenly thar she would save the kingdom, that sume one must take her 1w the Dauphin, thar God
willed t, T will go,” she sadd, “if T have to wear my legs down to the knees."

The simple-hearted people, meved by her faith, believed in her. A squire, Jean de Metz,
influenced by the confidence of the populice, offered to tike her to Chinon, where Chaeles VI,
wias. The poor folks, adding thar mites together, rised the money to clothe and arm the licrle
peasane girl, They bought her a horse, and on the appointed day she set out with a small escort.
“Go, aml rake the consequences!™ Baudricourt threw after here #Gad keep you!" cried the
multitude; and the women wept as they saw her go.




The English and Burgundian party held the

in:r;:-‘" ening country, and the little troop was

red oo pEss OvieE hrllelt'i DLEI.IFI e '|1'|' the
-m,-:m.. They had o teavel by night and hide
r.hrr...u|=h the d_-:._ _].,_un. :,ump.nmms-. alarmied.
spoke ot returning to Vauncouleurs

L1

* Fear nothing,™ said she.  “God & leading
111" :|,:||;| ney |.:|n,11|||.'r.-|. o |.:'il.l-1.|.im.‘ tell ine webie
| aiyght to do”

So, on the twelfth day, Joan arnved at Chinon
with her 4_'-:_1|r:i,1:]::|iq,:||:]$. Fram the hamlet af Sz
Cutherine she had adidiessed 3 lettor 1o the H'lrl'g.
announcing her caming.

Thecowrt of |'|.1.T'|.|_'1 V1. was far from being
of ane mind as to the ]'l:'ll.L'l."lUl.'.l'l'l that uugh: to be
given b, La Trémouille, the fivorte of the
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moment, jealously guarding the ascendency he had ncquired over the indelent spintof s master,
had decided to keep away any influence which might stir him out of his torpor.  For two days the
goungtl debated whesher the King should receive the mspired girl,

AE that moment news came from Orlians 2o diﬂt]uirr' u that the pﬂrlﬁmﬂn af Juin earriced
their paint that the last chance of saving it should not be neglected.  One evening, by the light
of fifty torches, Joan was brought into the great hall of the mﬂc, crowided with all the nobles of
the Couwrt, She hid never seen the Elnﬁ

Charles V11, not fo artéact her attention, wore o costiome less spleéndid than rhar of his
courtiers: At the first glance she singled him out,and knelr before him, *God give vou a happy
life, gemtle Dauphin!"™ shezaid, 1 am not the King," he answercd; “yonder is the King.”"  And
lie poeinied out vne of his nobles,

“You ure he, gentle prinec, and no other. The King of Heaven gends word to you by
me that you shall be anointed and crowned” And, coming to the ebjuect of her mission, she
told him that she was sent by God to aid and succor him; she demanded some troops, prom-
ising to mite the sege of Orléms, and w bring him to Rheims,

The I'Gng hesttated. The [:ﬁt'l |:|1i§|1|: be a'sorcersm. Hesent her to Poitiers, to hive her
exammed by learned men and ecclesiastics,
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For three weeks they tormented her with insidious questions.  “There is more in God's
book than in yours; | do not know my A B €, but | come from the King of Heaven” When
they objected thue God had no need of men-at-arms to deliver FPranee, ghe drew herself op
quickly. “The soldiers will fighe, bur God will grve the victory.” There, 28 at Vaucouleurs, the
peaple declured in her fivor,  They held her to be holy and inspired. The learned and power-
ful were forced to yield to the enthusiasm of the multtude,

The troops puthered at Blois. Joan areived there, followsd by the Duke of Alengon, the
Marshal de Boussae, the Sice de Rais, La ITire and Xamntralles,

On her banner she had embmidered che moge of God and the names Feiny, Mary. She
counseled her soldiers to put their consciences in arder, and to confess their sins before going into
battle. On Thursday, the 28th of April, the littde army moved. Joan led the march, her banner
Aving, to the straing-of the hymn, “ Come Haly Ghost.”  She wished to march szraight o Or-
léans, but the leaders thought it mare pradent to go by the left bank of the Laire.

The army and fts convey arrived a2 Chéey, two lkeagues above Orlians.  When it came
t prssing the Loire there were not enough boats. They transported [oan to the other bank with
a pars of her escort and the provision train.  The rest of the troops had to go back 1o Blois, and
return to Orldans by the Bewnce,
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Joan sad to Dunois, who came to meet her, |
|'::i.ng yem the hecse of hl:E[.‘l.. that of the Hing of [MTeaven,
It eomes noe feam me but from God himself, who, at
the pravers of Sf. Louis and of Charlemagne, has had
pity on the town of Orleans.”™

At eight 1n the eveng Joan enterod O)rlane
The people crowded to meet her, She patssed ||'!.' toreli-

light through the ctv, in the midst of 4 throng so dense
that she could scarcely force her way., Alen, women
and children wished to get near her and at least to touch

her horse, showinp ““as great jov 2s i they had secn
= =] bt | i
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Crud deseend amang them”  They felt steengthened, says the jourml of the siege, and o8 5 re-
lieved from arcick by the divine power of the simple maid.  Joan spoke kindly to them, prom-
ising: 1o ddeliver them.

She asked to be stken to 3 chureh, wishing hefore all things o give thinks o God,

When an eld man said to ler, speaking of the Englisht My dmghter, they wre strong
and well intrenched, wnd iz will De s hard matter to pet nd of them,' she snswered: * Nothing
is impossible to the power of God.”

And in fast her confidence fnfected every one arowml her. The people of Urlians, so lately
timbd ued discouraged, tow excieed by her presence to the pitch of fanaticion, wished to throw
themselvies on the enemv and 1o carey their works by assault.  Dunaois, feanng a check, dectded
to wait for reinforcements before beginning che nttack. In the memtime Joan spmmoned the
English to depatt and recuen to their own country, but they answered her with fnsules,

A1l the while fio news came from Blofs,  Dunois, usicisy, went to hiseen the tullﬁl'lg wof
asgistance, and he wa juse in time.  The Archbishop of Rheims, Regnanle de Chartres, the King's
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Chaneellar, seversing the decision arvived ar, was ahour to senid the tronps Tack o their quareers,
Duneis abtained permission to lead them to Orleans.

Un the morning of Wednesday, the geh of May,surrounded by all the clengy of the city
and followed by o great pare of the popnilation, Joan left Orldans, She advanced in & long pro-
evisian through the English lines, hesding the kttle army of Dunels, whe prssed, under the pro-
tection of the prests and of a mirl, without the English ventuning to attack them.

Cn the same day Joan was resting, bur woke up with & stare, *Oh, my God '™ she eried,
“ethe blood ef aur men i Howing, T'hat Is not well done! Why dil no ane wike me? Quick,
my amma, vy home I Alded by the women of the house, she srmed herself mpidly, leapal into
the saddle and pallaped off, her standard in her hand, meking struighe for the Burgundy gate.

The fact was thae, without telling her, they had artacked the bastion of St, Leup. The
attack had fuiled; the French were retreating in disorder. Joan rushed up, mllied them, and led
them onee more agtinse the foe.  In vain Talbot srove to support his commides.  For three
hoitrs the English resisted, bur in spiee f 2 desperate defense the bagtion wis taken,
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‘|1.1-.=.|'| come hack victonous nto Orldans, Bug as,
the joy of her success, she was returning to the ¢icy across
thee fichd of battle, she felt her tender heart mele with piey
atthe sipht of the dead wad wounded, and she fell o weep-
ing as she thought thar they had died without confestion
And she said that she had never seen French bload fow
without her hair standing up on her head.
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It was now @ uestion how to follow up against the English this atrack so happilv. begun,

The leaders, not overpleased to let themselves be Jed by a peasant girl, or to share with
her the glory of success, mer in gecret to discuss the plan to be adopred.

Joan presented herself 2t the council, and, as the chaneellor of the Duke of Orléans was
tryinp togonceal the decisions which had been made, ®“Tell me what vou have concluded wid
n]-pninter[," she critd, Endi_gnant ot these :iubtcrfugci. T am well abile to keep o greater secret
than that!™ She went on: “You huve been at your counctl and | se mine and, bélieve me, the
enpnizel of God shall be accomplished and stand frm, while yours shall perizsh,  Rise tomormow
wery curly, for | shall bave much to do, more than T ever had Lefire”

The next dav, May 6th, she took the bastion of the Augustinians, On the 7rh the artick
on the Tournelles bastion was begun,  Joun, desceniding nto the most, was mesing a ladder agamst
the parmpet when an armow fram a eress-bow went through her betwden the neck and the shoulder,
She pulled out the iron ; when some one offered to charm the wound she refused, saying that she
would rather die than do anything contrary to the will of God.  She made her confession and
praved a long time while the troops were resting: Then, giving the order to begpn the assault
agin, she threw hemelf into the thickest of the fight.

The Bustion was captured and all 6 defenders perished.

The fallowing Sunday the English were drawn up in onder of battle on the rgnt bank of
the fver. Joan farbade any atmek to be made on them. When Mass had been celebruted she
szt those about e 9 oak and see il the ]-':IJEIHH.I'I have their Gues vl us, or themr bicks."
And o she heard thae they were r.-rir'mg i rhe difestion of "."n-l-mnE__ el wabd ¢ T the name oF
Ciod, if shey are going, let them go. It is mot the pleasure of our Lord God that you shonld
fight them todav. You ghall have them another fime.” 5o Orleans, besteged for cight months,
was delivered in four davs,
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The news of the
deliverance of Or-
leans spreid far and
widle, attestingin the
sight of all the divin-
ity of Joan's mistion.

T'he haly maid,
withdrawing from
the priatitude of the -
peaple af Urléans, returned hastily to Chinon.  She desired, profiting by the enthusiasm stirred up around her, to go
e once to Khetms, aking the Bing with her 1¢0 be crowned. He ryeived her with greas honors, bue refused to fol-
low her.  He nccepied the devonon of the heroie grir], but did sot intend that her venerous effores should trouble the
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hase indnlence of his rayal exierence, v wis decided that Jodn should go to attack the placed
stall held by the English on the banks of the Lotre

Cin the rich of June the French occupied the suburbs of | argeau. The nex: day ar dawn
Joam gave the Ei.ET[.'ll for hattle. The Duke of Alengon wished o |;§1.‘|;:|:.' the sssault,. ®On, -g.en:le-
Diuke,” she eried, “ta the attack | Doubt not, this 1 the hour of God's pleasure. Work, s
He will work with you ™ She herself mounted the scaling-ladder; she was thrown dewn by o
stone which struck her on the head,  Bue she rose erving to her men, * Up, up, friends! The
English are ours already ! The ramparts were scaled, and the English, pursued as far as the
e it Inadge, were tihen or killed, Suffolk wais male prisonee. Om the 1 5th the French gained
possession of the hridge of Meung; an the 1hich thev Inid siepe ta Beaugency, and on the 17th
the town surrendered.

On the 18ch of June Joan met near Petay the English army under Talbot and  Falsaff,

Wi must fight then in God's name,” she said. “ IF they were hung to the clouds we
should have themt, because God dends ws to chastiseg thenn Our aoble King shall taday have the
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greatest victory yer]”  She wished ta jon the vanguard, but they restrained her. La Hire wus
charged ro attack the [inglish and keep them back, to give the I'rench troops time to come up;
It his onset wos 3o impetuoss that everything gave way before him, When Joan rode op wich
her men-at-arms the Englich were vetirng in diserder.  The retreat hecame a flight and Talbot
was captured.

“#Yau did net think this morning,"” saul the Duke of Alengos to him, * that this would
happen.”™ =1t s the fortune of war,"” Talbot answered,

The Fnglish lost 3000 killed and 200 caprured.  No mercy wits shown excepe 1o those
who could pay a ransom; the rest were put to deach withour piey.

e of them was struck so brutally that |ean leaped frain her horse to help him. She
rafsed the poor man's heal, breughe a priut te him and helped him 3 his dyving.  Her heant
wis 24 full af pity for the Englith wounded as for her own partisans;

For the rest, she constantly exposed herself’ to blows and was often wounded, but would
never use her sword ; her standard was her only weapon.




The Iluglish apd Burgundian sal-
diers who formed tha garrih:m at T'roves
stipulated that they should be allowed
te leave the town with all their posses
sons. Now these consisted principalls
of French prisosers. In drawing up th
capittt]atinﬂ nmhing hiad been aid abaone
these unfortunates. Butas the Eng]igh
lete the town, dragging their captives
with ropes reund thelr neckls; Joun
ehrew hepself seross their path, “In
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God's name," she cried, “vou shall not take them away.”  She forced them ro deliver the pris-
oners to her, and the King 1o pay. their rapsom,

Oin the 16th of July the King entered the town of Rhaima ar the head of hiz troops. The
nexe day the ceremony of coronation ook place in the Cathedral, hefore n preat concourse of ull
ranks. Joan stood behitd the King with her standard in herhand. When Charles VI, had re-
ceived the holy unction and the crown from the Archbishop, Regnanle de Chartres, Joan threw
herself at his feet, clasping his knees and weeping hot tears. % () gendde Sire,” she sud, " nowis
nceomplished the pleasure of God, whe willed that 1 should bring vou to your ity of Rheims,
to receive the holy ancinnng which shows thar you are truly King, and that 1o you must belong
the Kingdomof France,” “All those who saw herat thiat moment,” says the old chroniele, ** be-
Leved more than ever that it was a2 thing come from Gad.”™ " (Oh, the pood, Tovsl people I eried
the holy maid, as she saw the enthuszasm of the crowd, “ If | muse die, | should be most happy
te be buried here."

Nothing was so touching as the atenchment of the comman people to Jora. Tt was 1 con-
BESE LG them to ks her hands or her clothes, or only te touch her. They Ismught Tieele
children to her that she might bless thems beads and images for her to sanctily by the touch of
her hand.  And the humble giel put away graciausly these marks of adoration, rallying the poot
folks sweetly an their blind helief in her power. Hut she asked at what time the children of the
poor went to communion, so that she might communicate with them, Her pity was ready for all
who saffered, bur her special tenderness was for ¢hildren and for the lowly. She felt hergell their
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sister, knowing thar she was born of oneof thent,  Later on, when they reproached her with per-
mitting this adomtion of the multtads, ghe answered -simply, * Many people were glad 1o see
me, andl they ksl my hands when T could not help it bue the poor falks came freely to me
heenuse T oever did onyrhing to bure them,”

After the coronztion ot Rheims, Joan wished to make asudden descent on Fars wand re-
capture the eapiml of the kingdom. The King's indecision gave the kaglish time to prepare their
deferse, The assanlc was repulsed ; Juan was wousnded by adart in the thigh. They had to drag
her awsiy from the fane af the smpares to make her abandon the conflict. T he next day the King
wos unwilling to renew the attaek, though Joan aaswered for its success. They had drgeed him
from place to plce long enough; he was impatienr o resume his indaolent hfe.

T'his retreat, compelled by the worthlosiess of Charles V1T, aud by the jealousy af his
caurtiers, was o terible hlow g Joan's prestige.  She was mo longer pivincible in the eyes of all.
The holy muid seems tp have understood this; for hefeire quitﬁng Puris she lefl as a votive offer-
ing on the altar of St Dents hor hithereo victonowns arms. She prayed long.  Perhaps she bl
at this moment the presentiment that her ghirious nission was endded, and ehat axd trials were in
stote for her. None the lews ghe subimimred, and, with the bitterness of deith in ber soul, followed
the King to Gien. Thearmy was disbunded, the courtters considering that there had heen encugh
fighting, Morcover, their jealousy made them think it time to puta stop o Joan's successce.

But Joan conld noe resign hesself o the etz which they wished te impene wpon her.
Left withaut suppoes as the siepe of 12 Charité, she nulerstood that she must henesforth look
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for no aid from Charles V1T, Ar the end of March, 1430, without taking leave of the King, she
went to Lagny to rejoin the French partisans who were skirmishing with the English.

Now, during Easter week, after she had heard Mass and received commumnion in the church
of St. James at Compiégne, she withdrew and wept, leaning agamst a pillar of the church, She
said to-some of the townsfolk and children who surrounded hers “ My children and dear friends,
| tell you that they have sold and betrayed me, and that 1 shall soon be delivered up o death.
I beg you te pry for me, for | shall have no mere power to save the King or the Kingdom nf
France.”

Cn May 23d, ar Crespy, she learned thar the town of Compiégne was closely surroundead
by the Faghsh and Burgmndians, She went thither with four hundred men, and entercad the town
on the 23rh ae davbreak. Then, taking with her n pare of the parison, she atticked the Burgun-
dians. Bur the Fnglish came upon her, and the French gave back, “T'hink of nothing butstrik-
ing them 1™ cried Joan. “Their defeat Res in your hande"  Bit she was carried away by her re-
rreating men,  When they came under the walls of Compiegne, rhr::. found the drawbridge raisod
andd the portoullis let dr.-wn. Joan, hawever, with her back against the bank af the moat, sill
defenided herself, A whole troop rushed upon her, and cried o her o surrender. 1 have sworn
and given my faith 1 Another” anewered the brave girl, “and T will keep my oath to Him,"
But her resistance was in valn.  Ield by her fowing parments, she wis dragged from her home
and capured,  From the walls of the town the Sire de Flavy, Governor of Compitgne, saw her
taken, but did nothing 1w bang her asd,
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She was the prsonct of Jean de Loxembourp, a penniless pentleman, who
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nly cared to make & good profit from his prize. The King of France made
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no offer to ransom her.  Joan was imprisaned in the csele of Beaurevoir, Knowing that the
English wished o buy her from the Sire de Luxembourg, and also thar the e of Campiégne
was acdvaneing and thar the town must yield, she let hemelf drop one nigh: from the top of the
keep, with the help of leather straps which broke,  She fell to the foor of the wall and lay for
dead. She recovered; however, fram her ftll ; a more cruel fate was reserved for her. At the end
of November she was delivered to the English fur 2 sum of ten thousind fvres,

Shut up in the dunpgeon of the enstle 1t Rauen, she was guarded day and nighe by sol-
diers, whose insulss and even brutality she was foreed to bear, her chains not allowing her to de-
tend herself. Meanwhile a cribunal, devared oo the Enghsh party and presided aver by Canchon,
Bishop of Beauvais, was preparing for her trial.  To the insldious questions of ber judges the
unhappy and ssintly muodes had nothing to oppose bue the wprighencss and sknplicley of her
heart, * 1 am sent by God," she said. 1 have nothing maore 1o do here,  Send me hack o Gad,
from whem | came.”

She still had one support, thut of her Saints. They alone had not forsaken her. She re-
ceived counscl continually from hor heavenly voicesy Se Murgzrer and St Catherine appenred
to her in thesilence of the nighr, and comforred her with kind words.  When Bishop Casehan
asked her whar they said, she answered ; “They woke meup; | clisped my hands and asked
them to counsel me. They told me to sik our Lord™  “And what more did they tell you 2™
“To anywer you boldly."  And as the Bishop plicd her with questinnst [ eannot rell vou all,
I fear more to say anyething thae might displease them than 1 da to answer you'”

Une day Staford and Warwick came to see her, with Jean de Lusemboy g Asche latter
jestingly said thar he cume to propose her rinsom if she would promise never to bear arms against
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ehe Fnglich, she answered @ © [0 Geul’s same, vou are mocking me, far | know that the English
will put me to death, hoping after [ ain gone o win the Kingdom of France; but it they were
a hundred thousand more they should not have the Xingdom.” The Earl of Stafford, enmged,
threw himself upon her and would have killed her had noc the bystanders intervened.

Joan, trested ae a heretic, wae deprived of the camsalations of religion, 'The sacraments
were denied her.  Retumning from her examination and passing with her escort hetore the closed
doar of a chapel, she asked the monk ac her side whether the budy of Chnst lay wiching hegging
himy to let her kneel for a moment and pmy. He consented ; but Cauchon, hearing of ir, threar-
encid him with the dires: punishment i such o thing osecurred aguin.

Haowever, the teal went too slowly to plesse the Enphshy “Tudges; you are not earning
your 1-"1}'1." they cried to the members of the tribupal. “1 eame o the King of France,” scid
Joan, “an the part of God, the Virgin Mary, the Saints, and the Church trivmphant in Heaven.
To that Church 1 submit myself, my works, all thae 1 have done orshall do. You'say that you
are Ty jl‘.dﬁtl‘-‘. rale E-"..;.,:] Boed whae Yl e, fiarp :ru!:,r 1 21 zemt I'I:-' r-:u-lt 2 Wikt :|"|'!|l.|r5ti1.-'l:!+
in grear penl.”  The saingly heroine was condemned as a relapsed heretic, apostate and idalater,
tar be byrnt in the Market-Place of Rauen. “Bishop, 1 die through you!"" ‘she said to Cauchon,

O the joth of May |oan canfessed and received communion.  Then she was conducred
tar thie ill]l.,'l: of execution, When she reached the foot of the senfiold she knelr down nnd nveked
Ciod, the Virgin, and the Saints. Then, turning to the Bishop, the judges, and her enemies, she
brgged them devmitly ta have Masses said for her suul.  She mounted the pile, begged for a
eross, and dicd with the name of Jesus on her lips. All were weeping, even the exccutioners and
the judpes. * We are fost] We have burned wsaing,” crivd the Faglish, as they fled from the place,







The End.

World Public Library Association






WORLD PUBLIC LIBRARY EDITION




	Classic Literature Collection 
	*This eBook has certain copyright implications you should read.* 



