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Consider this unique and imposing distinction. Since the writing
of human history began, Joan of Arc is the only person, of either
sex, who has ever held supreme command of the military forces
of a nation at the age of seventeen
LOUIS KOSSUTH.
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Translator's Preface

To arrive at a just estimate of a renowned man's character one must
judge it by the standards of his time, not ours. Judged by the standards
of one century, the noblest charactersof an earlier one lose much of their
luster; judged by the standards of to-day, there is probably no illustrious
man of four or five centuries ago whose character could meet the test at
all points. But the character of Joanof Arc is unique. It can be measured
by the standards of all times without misgiving or apprehension as to the
result. Judged by any of them, it is still flawless, it is still ideally perfect;
it still occupies the loftiest place possible to human attainment, a loftier
one than has been reached by any other mere mortal.

When we reflect that her century was the brutalest, the wickedest, the
rottenest in history since the darkest ages,we are lost in wonder at the
miracle of such a product from such a soil. The contrast between her and
her century is the contrast between day and night. She was truthful
when lying was the common speechof men; she was honest when hon-
esty was become a lost virtue; she was a keeper of promises when the
keeping of a promise was expected of no one; she gave her great mind to
great thoughts and great purposes when other great minds wasted them-
selvesupon pretty fancies or upon poor ambitions; she was modest, and
fine, and delicate when to be loud and coarsemight be said to be univer-
sal; she was full of pity when a merciless cruelty was the rule; she was
steadfast when stability was unknown, and honorable in an age which
had forgotten what honor was; she was a rock of convictions in a time
when men believed in nothing and scoffed at all things; she was unfail-
ingly true to an agethat was false to the core; shemaintained her person-
al dignity unimpaired in an age of fawnings and servilities; she was of a
dauntless courage when hope and courage had perished in the hearts of
her nation; she was spotlessly pure in mind and body when society in
the highest places was foul in bothÑshe was all these things in an age
when crime was the common business of lords and princes, and when
the highest personages in Christendom were able to astonish even that
infamous era and make it stand aghast at the spectacleof their atrocious
lives black with unimaginable treacheries, butcheries, and beastialities.

Shewas perhaps the only entirely unselfish person whose name has a
place in profane history. No vestige or suggestion of self-seeking can be
found in any word or deed of hers. When shehad rescued her King from
his vagabondage, and set his crown upon his head, she was offered re-
wards and honors, but she refused them all, and would take nothing. All
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she would take for herselfÑif the King would grant itÑwas leave to go
back to her village home, and tend her sheepagain, and feel her mother's
arms about her, and be her housemaid and helper. The selfishnessof this
unspoiled general of victorious armies, companion of princes, and idol of
an applauding and grateful nation, reached but that far and no farther.

The work wrought by Joan of Arc may fairly be regarded as ranking
any recorded in history, when one considers the conditions under which
it was undertaken, the obstaclesin the way, and the meansat her dispos-
al. Caesarcarried conquestsfar, but he did it with the trained and confid-
ent veterans of Rome, and was a trained soldier himself; and Napoleon
swept away the disciplined armies of Europe, but he also was a trained
soldier, and he began his work with patriot battalions inflamed and in-
spired by the miracle-working new breath of Liberty breathed upon
them by the RevolutionÑeager young apprentices to the splendid trade
of war, not old and broken men-at-arms, despairing survivors of an age-
long accumulation of monotonous defeats; but Joanof Arc, a mere child
in years, ignorant, unlettered, a poor village girl unknown and without
influence, found a great nation lying in chains, helpless and hopelessun-
der an alien domination, its treasury bankrupt, its soldiers disheartened
and dispersed, all spirit torpid, all courage dead in the hearts of the
people through long years of foreign and domestic outrage and oppres-
sion, their King cowed, resigned to its fate, and preparing to fly the coun-
try; and she laid her hand upon this nation, this corpse, and it rose and
followed her. She led it from victory to victory, she turned back the tide
of the Hundred Years' War, she fatally crippled the English power, and
died with the earned title of DELIVERER OF FRANCE, which she bears
to this day.

And for all reward, the French King, whom she had crowned, stood
supine and indifferent, while French priests took the noble child, the
most innocent, the most lovely, the most adorable the ages have pro-
duced, and burned her alive at the stake.
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A Peculiarity of Joan of Arc's History

The details of the life of Joan of Arc form a biography which is unique
among the world's biographies in one respect: It is the only story of a hu-
man life which comes to us under oath, the only one which comes to us
from the witness-stand. The official records of the Great Trial of 1431,
and of the Processof Rehabilitation of a quarter of a century later, are
still preserved in the National Archives of France,and they furnish with
remarkable fullness the facts of her life. The history of no other life of
that remote time is known with either the certainty or the comprehens-
iveness that attaches to hers.

The Sieur Louis de Conte is faithful to her official history in his Per-
sonal Recollections, and thus far his trustworthiness is unimpeachable;
but his massof added particulars must depend for credit upon his word
alone.

THE TRANSLATOR.
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The Sieur Louis de Conte, To his Great-Great-Grand Neph-
ews and Nieces

This is the year 1492.I am eighty-two years of age.The things I am going
to tell you are things which I saw myself as a child and as a youth.

In all the tales and songs and histories of Joanof Arc, which you and
the rest of the world read and sing and study in the books wrought in
the late invented art of printing, mention is made of me, the Sieur Louis
de ConteÑI was her page and secretary, I was with her from the begin-
ning until the end.

I was reared in the samevillage with her. I played with her every day,
when we were little children together, just as you play with your mates.
Now that we perceive how great she was, now that her name fills the
whole world, it seemsstrange that what I am saying is true; for it is as if
a perishable paltry candle should speak of the eternal sun riding in the
heavens and say, "He was gossip and housemate to me when we were
candles together." And yet it is true, just as I say. I was her playmate, and
I fought at her side in the wars; to this day I carry in my mind, fine and
clear, the picture of that dear little figure, with breast bent to the flying
horse's neck, charging at the head of the armies of France, her hair
streaming back, her silver mail plowing steadily deeper and deeper into
the thick of the battle, sometimes nearly drowned from sight by tossing
heads of horses,uplifted sword-arms, wind-blow plumes, and intercept-
ing shields. I was with her to the end; and when that black day came
whose accusing shadow will lie always upon the memory of the mitered
French slaves of England who were her assassins,and upon France who
stood idle and essayedno rescue, my hand was the last she touched in
life.

As the years and the decadesdrifted by, and the spectacleof the mar-
velous child's meteor flight across the war firmament of France and its
extinction in the smoke-clouds of the stake receded deeper and deeper
into the past and grew ever more strange, and wonderful, and divine,
and pathetic, I came to comprehend and recognize her at last for what
shewasÑthe most noble life that was ever born into this world saveonly
One.
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Part 1
In Domremy
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Chapter1
When Wolves Ran Free in Paris

I, THE SIEUR LOUIS DE CONTE, was born in Neufchateau, on the 6th
of January, 1410;that is to say, exactly two years before Joanof Arc was
born in Domremy. My family had fled to those distant regions from the
neighborhood of Paris in the first years of the century. In politics they
were ArmagnacsÑpatriots; they were for our own French King, crazy
and impotent as he was. The Burgundian party, who were for the Eng-
lish, had stripped them, and done it well. They took everything but my
father's small nobility, and when he reached Neufchateau he reached it
in poverty and with a broken spirit. But the political atmosphere there
was the sort he liked, and that was something. He came to a region of
comparative quiet; he left behind him a region peopled with furies, mad-
men, devils, where slaughter was a daily pastime and no man's life safe
for a moment. In Paris, mobs roared through the streetsnightly, sacking,
burning, killing, unmolested, uninterrupted. The sun rose upon wrecked
and smoking buildings, and upon mutilated corpses lying here, there,
and yonder about the streets, just as they fell, and stripped naked by
thieves, the unholy gleaners after the mob. None had the courage to
gather these dead for burial; they were left there to rot and create
plagues.

And plagues they did create. Epidemics swept away the people like
flies, and the burials were conducted secretly and by night, for public fu-
nerals were not allowed, lest the revelation of the magnitude of the
plague's work unman the people and plunge them into despair. Then
came, finally, the bitterest winter which had visited France in five hun-
dred years. Famine, pestilence, slaughter, ice, snowÑParis had all these
at once. The dead lay in heaps about the streets,and wolves entered the
city in daylight and devoured them.

Ah, France had fallen lowÑso low! For more than three quarters of a
century the English fangs had been bedded in her flesh, and so cowed
had her armies becomeby ceaselessrout and defeat that it was said and
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accepted that the mere sight of an English army was sufficient to put a
French one to flight.

When I was five years old the prodigious disaster of Agincourt fell
upon France; and although the English King went home to enjoy his
glory, he left the country prostrate and a prey to roving bands of Free
Companions in the service of the Burgundian party, and one of these
bands came raiding through Neufchateau one night, and by the light of
our burning roof-thatch I saw all that were dear to me in this world (save
an elder brother, your ancestor, left behind with the court) butchered
while they begged for mercy, and heard the butchers laugh at their pray-
ers and mimic their pleadings. I was overlooked, and escaped without
hurt. When the savageswere gone I crept out and cried the night away
watching the burning houses; and I was all alone, except for the com-
pany of the dead and the wounded, for the rest had taken flight and hid-
den themselves.

I was sent to Domremy, to the priest, whose housekeeper became a
loving mother to me. The priest, in the course of time, taught me to read
and write, and he and I were the only persons in the village who pos-
sessed this learning.

At the time that the house of this good priest, Guillaume Fronte, be-
camemy home, I was six years old. We lived closeby the village church,
and the small garden of Joan'sparents was behind the church. As to that
family there were Jacquesd'Arc the father, his wife Isabel Romee; three
sonsÑJacques, ten years old, Pierre, eight, and Jean,seven; Joan, four,
and her baby sister Catherine, about a year old. I had these children for
playmates from the beginning. I had some other playmates be-
sidesÑparticularly four boys: Pierre Morel, Etienne Roze, Noel
Rainguesson,and Edmond Aubrey, whose father was maire at that time;
also two girls, about Joan'sage,who by and by becameher favorites; one
was named Haumetter, the other was called Little Mengette. Thesegirls
were common peasant children, like Joan herself. When they grew up,
both married common laborers. Their estatewas lowly enough, you see;
yet a time came,many years after, when no passing stranger, howsoever
great he might be, failed to go and pay his reverence to those two
humble old women who had been honored in their youth by the friend-
ship of Joan of Arc.

These were all good children, just of the ordinary peasant type; not
bright, of courseÑyou would not expect thatÑbut good-hearted and
companionable, obedient to their parents and the priest; and as they
grew up they becameproperly stocked with narrowness and prejudices
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got at second hand from their elders, and adopted without reserve; and
without examination alsoÑwhich goes without saying. Their religion
was inherited, their politics the same.John Huss and his sort might find
fault with the Church, in Domremy it disturbed nobody's faith; and
when the split came, when I was fourteen, and we had three Popes at
once, nobody in Domremy was worried about how to choose among
themÑthe Pope of Rome was the right one, a Pope outside of Rome was
no Pope at all. Every human creature in the village was an ArmagnacÑa
patriotÑand if we children hotly hated nothing elsein the world, we did
certainly hate the English and Burgundian name and polity in that way.
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Chapter2
The Fairy Tree of Domremy

OUR DOMREMY was like any other humble little hamlet of that remote
time and region. It was a maze of crooked, narrow lanes and alleys
shaded and sheltered by the overhanging thatch roofs of the barnlike
houses. The houses were dimly lighted by wooden-shuttered win-
dowsÑthat is, holes in the walls which served for windows. The floors
were dirt, and there was very little furniture. Sheep and cattle grazing
was the main industry; all the young folks tended flocks.

The situation was beautiful. From one edge of the village a flowery
plain extended in a wide sweep to the riverÑthe Meuse; from the rear
edge of the village a grassy slope rose gradually, and at the top was the
great oak forestÑa forest that was deep and gloomy and dense,and full
of interest for us children, for many murders had been done in it by out-
laws in old times, and in still earlier times prodigious dragons that
spouted fire and poisonous vapors from their nostrils had their homes in
there. In fact, one was still living in there in our own time. It was as long
as a tree, and had a body as big around as a tierce, and scaleslike over-
lapping great tiles, and deep ruby eyesas large asa cavalier's hat, and an
anchor-fluke on its tail as big as I don't know what, but very big, even
unusually so for a dragon, as everybody said who knew about dragons.
It was thought that this dragon was of a brilliant blue color, with gold
mottlings, but no one had ever seen it, therefore this was not known to
be so, it was only an opinion. It was not my opinion; I think there is no
sensein forming an opinion when there is no evidence to form it on. If
you build a person without any bones in him he may look fair enough to
the eye, but he will be limber and cannot stand up; and I consider that
evidence is the bonesof an opinion. But I will take up this matter more at
large at another time, and try to make the justnessof my position appear.
As to that dragon, I always held the belief that its color was gold and
without blue, for that has always been the color of dragons. That this
dragon lay but a little way within the wood at one time is shown by the
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fact that Pierre Morel was in there one day and smelt it, and recognized
it by the smell. It gives one a horrid idea of how near to us the deadliest
danger can be and we not suspect it.

In the earliest times a hundred knights from many remote placesin the
earth would have gone in there one after another, to kill the dragon and
get the reward, but in our time that method had gone out, and the priest
had becomethe one that abolished dragons. PereGuillaume Fronte did it
in this case.He had a procession, with candles and incenseand banners,
and marched around the edge of the wood and exorcised the dragon,
and it was never heard of again, although it was the opinion of many
that the smell never wholly passed away. Not that any had ever smelt
the smell again, for none had; it was only an opinion, like that oth-
erÑand lacked bones,you see.I know that the creature was there before
the exorcism, but whether it was there afterward or not is a thing which I
cannot be so positive about.

In a noble open spacecarpeted with grass on the high ground toward
Vaucouleurs stood a most majestic beech tree with wide-reaching arms
and a grand spread of shade,and by it a limpid spring of cold water; and
on summer days the children went thereÑoh, every summer for more
than five hundred yearsÑwent there and sang and danced around the
tree for hours together, refreshing themselves at the spring from time to
time, and it was most lovely and enjoyable. Also they made wreaths of
flowers and hung them upon the tree and about the spring to please the
fairies that lived there; for they liked that, being idle innocent little
creatures, as all fairies are, and fond of anything delicate and pretty like
wild flowers put together in that way. And in return for this attention
the fairies did any friendly thing they could for the children, such as
keeping the spring always full and clear and cold, and driving away ser-
pents and insects that sting; and so there was never any unkindness
between the fairies and the children during more than five hundred
yearsÑtradition said a thousandÑbut only the warmest affection and
the most perfect trust and confidence; and whenever a child died the
fairies mourned just as that child's playmates did, and the sign of it was
there to see;for before the dawn on the day of the funeral they hung a
little immortelle over the place where that child was used to sit under the
tree. I know this to be true by my own eyes; it is not hearsay. And the
reason it was known that the fairies did it was thisÑthat it was made all
of black flowers of a sort not known in France anywhere.

Now from time immemorial all children reared in Domremy were
called the Children of the Tree; and they loved that name, for it carried
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with it a mystic privilege not granted to any others of the children of this
world. Which was this: whenever one of these came to die, then beyond
the vague and formless images drifting through his darkening mind rose
soft and rich and fair a vision of the TreeÑif all was well with his soul.
That was what some said. Others said the vision came in two ways: once
as a warning, one or two years in advance of death, when the soul was
the captive of sin, and then the Tree appeared in its desolate winter as-
pectÑthen that soul was smitten with an awful fear. If repentance came,
and purity of life, the vision came again, this time summer-clad and
beautiful; but if it were otherwise with that soul the vision was withheld,
and it passedfrom life knowing its doom. Still others said that the vision
camebut once,and then only to the sinlessdying forlorn in distant lands
and pitifully longing for some last dear reminder of their home. And
what reminder of it could go to their hearts like the picture of the Tree
that was the darling of their love and the comrade of their joys and com-
forter of their small griefs all through the divine days of their vanished
youth?

Now the several traditions were asI have said, somebelieving one and
some another. One of them I knew to be the truth, and that was the last
one. I do not say anything against the others; I think they were true, but I
only know that the last one was; and it is my thought that if one keep to
the things he knows, and not trouble about the things which he cannot
be sure about, he will have the steadier mind for itÑand there is profit in
that. I know that when the Children of the Tree die in a far land, thenÑif
they be at peacewith GodÑthey turn their longing eyes toward home,
and there, far-shining, as through a rift in a cloud that curtains heaven,
they seethe soft picture of the Fairy Tree, clothed in a dream of golden
light; and they see the bloomy mead sloping away to the river, and to
their perishing nostrils is blown faint and sweet the fragrance of the
flowers of home. And then the vision fades and passesÑbut they know,
they know! and by their transfigured faces you know also, you who
stand looking on; yes, you know the messagethat has come, and that it
has come from heaven.

Joan and I believed alike about this matter. But Pierre Morel and
Jacques d'Arc, and many others believed that the vision appeared
twiceÑto a sinner. In fact, they and many others said they knew it. Prob-
ably becausetheir fathers had known it and had told them; for one gets
most things at second hand in this world.

Now one thing that does make it quite likely that there were really two
apparitions of the Tree is this fact: From the most ancient times if one
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saw a villager of ours with his face ash-white and rigid with a ghastly
fright, it was common for every one to whisper to his neighbor, "Ah, he
is in sin, and has got his warning." And the neighbor would shudder at
the thought and whisper back, "Yes, poor soul, he has seen the Tree."

Such evidencesas thesehave their weight; they are not to be put aside
with a wave of the hand. A thing that is backed by the cumulative evid-
ence of centuries naturally gets nearer and nearer to being proof all the
time; and if this continue and continue, it will some day becomeauthor-
ityÑand authority is a bedded rock, and will abide.

In my long life I have seenseveral caseswhere the tree appeared an-
nouncing a death which was still far away; but in none of these was the
person in a state of sin. No; the apparition was in thesecasesonly a spe-
cial grace; in place of deferring the tidings of that soul's redemption till
the day of death, the apparition brought them long before, and with
them peaceÑpeace that might no more be disturbedÑthe eternal peace
of God. I myself, old and broken, wait with serenity; for I have seenthe
vision of the Tree. I have seen it, and am content.

Always, from the remotest times, when the children joined hands and
danced around the Fairy Tree they sang a song which was the Tree's
song, the song of L'Arbre fee de Bourlemont. They sang it to a quaint
sweet airÑa solacing sweet air which has gone murmuring through my
dreaming spirit all my life when I was weary and troubled, resting me
and carrying me through night and distance home again. No stranger
can know or feel what that song has been, through the drifting centuries,
to exiled Children of the Tree, homeless and heavy of heart in countries
foreign to their speech and ways. You will think it a simple thing, that
song, and poor, perchance; but if you will remember what it was to us,
and what it brought before our eyeswhen it floated through our memor-
ies, then you will respect it. And you will understand how the water
wells up in our eyesand makes all things dim, and our voices break and
we cannot sing the last lines:

"And when, in Exile wand'ring, we Shall fainting yearn for glimpse of
thee, Oh, rise upon our sight!"

And you will remember that Joan of Arc sang this song with us
around the Tree when she was a little child, and always loved it. And
that hallows it, yes, you will grant that:

L'ARBRE FEE DE BOURLEMONT
SONG OF THE CHILDREN

15



Now what has kept your leaves so green,
Arbre Fee de Bourlemont?
The children's tears! They brought each grief,
And you did comfort them and cheer
Their bruised hearts, and steal a tear
That, healed, rose a leaf.
And what has built you up so strong,
Arbre Fee de Bourlemont?
The children's love! They've loved you long
Ten hundred years, in sooth,
They've nourished you with praise and song,
And warmed your heart and kept it youngÑ
A thousand years of youth!
Bide always green in our young hearts,
Arbre Fee de Bourlemont!
And we shall always youthful be,
Not heeding Time his flight;
And when, in exile wand'ring, we
Shall fainting yearn for glimpse of thee,
Oh, rise upon our sight!

The fairies were still there when we were children, but we never saw
them; because,a hundred years before that, the priest of Domremy had
held a religious function under the tree and denounced them as being
blood-kin to the Fiend and barred them from redemption; and then he
warned them never to show themselves again, nor hang any more im-
mortelles, on pain of perpetual banishment from that parish.

All the children pleaded for the fairies, and said they were their good
friends and dear to them and never did them any harm, but the priest
would not listen, and said it was sin and shameto have such friends. The
children mourned and could not be comforted; and they made an agree-
ment among themselves that they would always continue to hang
flower-wreaths on the tree as a perpetual sign to the fairies that they
were still loved and remembered, though lost to sight.

But late one night a great misfortune befell. Edmond Aubrey's mother
passed by the Tree, and the fairies were stealing a dance, not thinking
anybody was by; and they were so busy, and so intoxicated with the
wild happiness of it, and with the bumpers of dew sharpened up with
honey which they had beendrinking, that they noticed nothing; so Dame
Aubrey stood there astonished and admiring, and saw the little fantastic
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atoms holding hands, as many as three hundred of them, tearing around
in a great ring half as big as an ordinary bedroom, and leaning away
back and spreading their mouths with laughter and song, which she
could hear quite distinctly, and kicking their legs up as much as three
inches from the ground in perfect abandon and hilarityÑoh, the very
maddest and witchingest dance the woman ever saw.

But in about a minute or two minutes the poor little ruined creatures
discovered her. They burst out in one heartbreaking squeak of grief and
terror and fled every which way, with their wee hazel-nut fists in their
eyes and crying; and so disappeared.

The heartless womanÑno, the foolish woman; she was not heartless,
but only thoughtlessÑwent straight home and told the neighbors all
about it, whilst we, the small friends of the fairies, were asleep and not
witting the calamity that was come upon us, and all unconscious that we
ought to be up and trying to stop these fatal tongues. In the morning
everybody knew, and the disaster was complete, for where everybody
knows a thing the priest knows it, of course. We all flocked to Pere
Fronte, crying and beggingÑand he had to cry, too, seeing our sorrow,
for he had a most kind and gentle nature; and he did not want to banish
the fairies, and said so; but said he had no choice, for it had beendecreed
that if they ever revealed themselves to man again, they must go. This all
happened at the worst time possible, for Joan of Arc was ill of a fever
and out of her head, and what could we do who had not her gifts of reas-
oning and persuasion? We flew in a swarm to her bed and cried out,
"Joan,wake! Wake, there is no moment to lose! Come and plead for the
fairiesÑcome and save them; only you can do it!"

But her mind was wandering, she did not know what we said nor
what we meant; so we went away knowing all was lost. Yes,all was lost,
forever lost; the faithful friends of the children for five hundred years
must go, and never come back any more.

It was a bitter day for us, that day that Pere Fronte held the function
under the tree and banished the fairies. We could not wear mourning
that any could have noticed, it would not have been allowed; so we had
to be content with some poor small rag of black tied upon our garments
where it made no show; but in our hearts we wore mourning, big and
noble and occupying all the room, for our hearts were ours; they could
not get at them to prevent that.

The great treeÑl'Arbre Fee de Bourlemont was its beautiful
nameÑwas never afterward quite as much to us as it had been before,
but it was always dear; is dear to me yet when I go there now, once a
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year in my old age, to sit under it and bring back the lost playmates of
my youth and group them about me and look upon their faces through
my tears and break my heart, oh, my God! No, the place was not quite
the same afterward. In one or two ways it could not be; for, the fairies'
protection being gone, the spring lost much of its freshnessand coldness,
and more than two-thirds of its volume, and the banished serpents and
stinging insects returned, and multiplied, and became a torment and
have remained so to this day.

When that wise little child, Joan,got well, we realized how much her
illness had cost us; for we found that we had been right in believing she
could save the fairies. Sheburst into a great storm of anger, for so little a
creature, and went straight to Pere Fronte, and stood up before him
where he sat, and made reverence and said:

"The fairies were to go if they showed themselves to people again, is it
not so?"

"Yes, that was it, dear."
"If a man comes prying into a person's room at midnight when that

person is half-naked, will you be so unjust as to say that that person is
showing himself to that man?"

"WellÑno." The good priest looked a little troubled and uneasy when
he said it.

"Is a sin a sin, anyway, even if one did not intend to commit it?"
Pere Fronte threw up his hands and cried out:
"Oh, my poor little child, I see all my fault," and he drew her to his

side and put an arm around her and tried to make his peace with her,
but her temper was up so high that shecould not get it down right away,
but buried her head against his breast and broke out crying and said:

"Then the fairies committed no sin, for there was no intention to com-
mit one, they not knowing that any one was by; and becausethey were
little creatures and could not speak for themselves and say the law was
against the intention, not against the innocent act, becausethey had no
friend to think that simple thing for them and say it, they have been sent
away from their home forever, and it was wrong, wrong to do it!"

The good father hugged her yet closer to his side and said:
"Oh, out of the mouths of babes and sucklings the heedless and un-

thinking are condemned; would God I could bring the little creatures
back, for your sake. And mine, yes, and mine; for I have been unjust.
There, there, don't cryÑnobody could be sorrier than your poor old
friendÑdon't cry, dear."
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"But I can't stop right away, I've got to. And it is no little matter, this
thing that you have done. Is being sorry penance enough for such an
act?"

PereFronte turned away his face,for it would have hurt her to seehim
laugh, and said:

"Oh, thou remorselessbut most just accuser,no, it is not. I will put on
sackcloth and ashes; thereÑare you satisfied?"

Joan'ssobs began to diminish, and she presently looked up at the old
man through her tears, and said, in her simple way:

"Yes, that will doÑif it will clear you."
PereFronte would have beenmoved to laugh again, perhaps, if he had

not remembered in time that he had made a contract, and not a very
agreeableone. It must be fulfilled. Sohe got up and went to the fireplace,
Joanwatching him with deep interest, and took a shovelful of cold ashes,
and was going to empty them on his old gray head when a better idea
came to him, and he said:

"Would you mind helping me, dear?"
"How, father?"
He got down on his knees and bent his head low, and said:
"Take the ashes and put them on my head for me."
The matter ended there, of course. The victory was with the priest.

One can imagine how the idea of such a profanation would strike Joanor
any other child in the village. She ran and dropped upon her knees by
his side and said:

"Oh, it is dreadful. I didn't know that that was what one meant by
sackcloth and ashesÑdo please get up, father."

"But I can't until I am forgiven. Do you forgive me?"
"I? Oh, you have done nothing to me, father; it is yourself that must

forgive yourself for wronging those poor things. Pleaseget up, father,
won't you?"

"But I am worse off now than I was before. I thought I was earning
your forgiveness, but if it is my own, I can't be lenient; it would not be-
come me. Now what can I do? Find me some way out of this with your
wise little head."

The Pere would not stir, for all Joan'spleadings. Shewas about to cry
again; then she had an idea, and seized the shovel and deluged her own
head with the ashes, stammering out through her chokings and
suffocations:

"ThereÑnow it is done. Oh, please get up, father."
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The old man, both touched and amused, gathered her to his breast and
said:

"Oh, you incomparable child! It's a humble martyrdom, and not of a
sort presentable in a picture, but the right and true spirit is in it; that I
testify."

Then he brushed the ashesout of her hair, and helped her scour her
face and neck and properly tidy herself up. He was in fine spirits now,
and ready for further argument, so he took his seatand drew Joanto his
side again, and said:

"Joan,you were used to make wreaths there at the Fairy Tree with the
other children; is it not so?"

That was the way he always started out when he was going to corner
me up and catch me in somethingÑjust that gentle, indifferent way that
fools a person so, and leads him into the trap, he never noticing which
way he is traveling until he is in and the door shut on him. He enjoyed
that. I knew he was going to drop corn along in front of Joannow. Joan
answered:

"Yes, father."
"Did you hang them on the tree?"
"No, father."
"Didn't hang them there?"
"No."
"Why didn't you?"
"IÑwell, I didn't wish to."
"Didn't wish to?"
"No, father."
"What did you do with them?"
"I hung them in the church."
"Why didn't you want to hang them in the tree?"
"Becauseit was said that the fairies were of kin to the Fiend, and that it

was sinful to show them honor."
"Did you believe it was wrong to honor them so?"
"Yes. I thought it must be wrong."
"Then if it was wrong to honor them in that way, and if they were of

kin to the Fiend, they could be dangerous company for you and the other
children, couldn't they?"

"I suppose soÑyes, I think so."
He studied a minute, and I judged he was going to spring his trap, and

he did. He said:
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"Then the matter stands like this. They were banned creatures,of fear-
ful origin; they could be dangerous company for the children. Now give
me a rational reason, dear, if you can think of any, why you call it a
wrong to drive them into banishment, and why you would have saved
them from it. In a word, what loss have you suffered by it?"

How stupid of him to go and throw his caseaway like that! I could
have boxed his ears for vexation if he had been a boy. He was going
along all right until he ruined everything by winding up in that foolish
and fatal way. What had she lost by it! Was he never going to find out
what kind of a child Joanof Arc was? Was he never going to learn that
things which merely concerned her own gain or loss she cared nothing
about? Could he never get the simple fact into his head that the sure way
and the only way to rouse her up and set her on fire was to show her
where some other person was going to suffer wrong or hurt or loss?
Why, he had gone and set a trap for himselfÑthat was all he had
accomplished.

The minute those words were out of his mouth her temper was up, the
indignant tears rose in her eyes,and sheburst out on him with an energy
and passion which astonished him, but didn't astonish me, for I knew he
had fired a mine when he touched off his ill-chosen climax.

"Oh, father, how can you talk like that? Who owns France?"
"God and the King."
"Not Satan?"
"Satan, my child? This is the footstool of the Most HighÑSatan owns

no handful of its soil."
"Then who gave those poor creatures their home? God. Who protected

them in it all those centuries?God. Who allowed them to dance and play
there all those centuries and found no fault with it? God. Who disap-
proved of God's approval and put a threat upon them? A man. Who
caught them again in harmless sports that God allowed and a man for-
bade, and carried out that threat, and drove the poor things away from
the home the good God gave them in His mercy and His pity, and sent
down His rain and dew and sunshine upon it five hundred years in
token of His peace?It was their homeÑtheirs, by the grace of God and
His good heart, and no man had a right to rob them of it. And they were
the gentlest, truest friends that children ever had, and did them sweet
and loving service all these five long centuries, and never any hurt or
harm; and the children loved them, and now they mourn for them, and
there is no healing for their grief. And what had the children done that
they should suffer this cruel stroke? The poor fairies could have been
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dangerous company for the children? Yes,but never had been;and could
is no argument. Kinsmen of the Fiend? What of it? Kinsmen of the Fiend
have rights, and these had; and children have rights, and these had; and
if I had been there I would have spokenÑI would have begged for the
children and the fiends, and stayed your hand and saved them all. But
nowÑoh, now, all is lost; everything is lost, and there is no help more!"

Then she finished with a blast at that idea that fairy kinsmen of the
Fiend ought to be shunned and denied human sympathy and friendship
becausesalvation was barred against them. She said that for that very
reason people ought to pity them, and do every humane and loving
thing they could to make them forget the hard fate that had been put
upon them by accident of birth and no fault of their own. "Poor little
creatures!" she said. "What can a person's heart be made of that can pity
a Christian's child and yet can't pity a devil's child, that a thousand times
more needs it!"

She had torn loose from Pere Fronte, and was crying, with her
knuckles in her eyes,and stamping her small feet in a fury; and now she
burst out of the place and was gone before we could gather our senses
together out of this storm of words and this whirlwind of passion.

The Pere had got upon his feet, toward the last, and now he stood
there passing his hand back and forth acrosshis forehead like a person
who is dazed and troubled; then he turned and wandered toward the
door of his little workroom, and as he passed through it I heard him
murmur sorrowfully:

"Ah, me, poor children, poor fiends, they have rights, and she said
trueÑI never thought of that. God forgive me, I am to blame."

When I heard that, I knew I was right in the thought that he had set a
trap for himself. It was so, and he had walked into it, you see.I seemed
to feel encouraged, and wondered if mayhap I might get him into one;
but upon reflection my heart went down, for this was not my gift.
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Chapter3
All Aflame with Love of France

SPEAKING of this matter reminds me of many incidents, many things
that I could tell, but I think I will not try to do it now. It will be more to
my present humor to call back a little glimpse of the simple and colorless
good times we used to have in our village homes in those peaceful
daysÑespecially in the winter. In the summer we children were out on
the breezy uplands with the flocks from dawn till night, and then there
was noisy frolicking and all that; but winter was the cozy time, winter
was the snug time. Often we gathered in old Jacquesd'Arc's big dirt-
floored apartment, with a great fire going, and played games, and sang
songs, and told fortunes, and listened to the old villagers tell tales and
histories and lies and one thing and another till twelve o'clock at night.

One winter's night we were gathered thereÑit was the winter that for
years afterward they called the hard winterÑand that particular night
was a sharp one. It blew a gale outside, and the screaming of the wind
was a stirring sound, and I think I may say it was beautiful, for I think it
is great and fine and beautiful to hear the wind rage and storm and blow
its clarions like that, when you are inside and comfortable. And we were.
We had a roaring fire, and the pleasant spit-spit of the snow and sleet
falling in it down the chimney, and the yarning and laughing and
singing went on at a noble rate till about ten o'clock, and then we had a
supper of hot porridge and beans, and meal cakes with butter, and ap-
petites to match.

Little Joansat on a box apart, and had her bowl and bread on another
one, and her pets around her helping. She had more than was usual of
them or economical, becauseall the outcast cats came and took up with
her, and homeless or unlovable animals of other kinds heard about it
and came, and these spread the matter to the other creatures, and they
came also; and as the birds and the other timid wild things of the woods
were not afraid of her, but always had an idea she was a friend when
they came acrossher, and generally struck up an acquaintance with her
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to get invited to the house, she always had samples of those breeds in
stock. Shewas hospitable to them all, for an animal was an animal to her,
and dear by mere reason of being an animal, no matter about its sort or
social station; and as she would allow of no cages,no collars, no fetters,
but left the creatures free to come and go as they liked, that contented
them, and they came;but they didn't go, to any extent, and so they were
a marvelous nuisance, and made Jacquesd'Arc swear a good deal; but
his wife said God gave the child the instinct, and knew what He was do-
ing when He did it, therefore it must have its course; it would be no
sound prudence to meddle with His affairs when no invitation had been
extended. So the pets were left in peace,and here they were, as I have
said, rabbits, birds, squirrels, cats, and other reptiles, all around the
child, and full of interest in her supper, and helping what they could.
There was a very small squirrel on her shoulder, sitting up, as those
creatures do, and turning a rocky fragment of prehistoric chestnut-cake
over and over in its knotty hands, and hunting for the less indurated
places,and giving its elevated bushy tail a flirt and its pointed earsa toss
when it found oneÑsignifying thankfulness and surpriseÑand then it
filed that place off with those two slender front teeth which a squirrel
carries for that purpose and not for ornament, for ornamental they never
could be, as any will admit that have noticed them.

Everything was going fine and breezy and hilarious, but then there
came an interruption, for somebody hammered on the door. It was one
of those ragged road-stragglersÑthe eternal wars kept the country full of
them. He came in, all over snow, and stamped his feet, and shook, and
brushed himself, and shut the door, and took off his limp ruin of a hat,
and slapped it once or twice against his leg to knock off its fleece of
snow, and then glanced around on the company with a pleased look
upon his thin face, and a most yearning and famished one in his eye
when it fell upon the victuals, and then he gave us a humble and concili-
atory salutation, and said it was a blessedthing to have a fire like that on
such a night, and a roof overhead like this, and that rich food to eat, and
loving friends to talk withÑah, yes, this was true, and God help the
homeless, and such as must trudge the roads in this weather.

Nobody said anything. The embarrassedpoor creature stood there and
appealed to one faceafter the other with his eyes,and found no welcome
in any, the smile on his own face flickering and fading and perishing,
meanwhile; then he dropped his gaze, the muscles of his face began to
twitch, and he put up his hand to cover this womanish sign of weakness.

"Sit down!"
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This thunder-blast was from old Jacquesd'Arc, and Joan was the ob-
ject of it. The stranger was startled, and took his hand away, and there
was Joan standing before him offering him her bowl of porridge. The
man said:

"God Almighty bless you, my darling!" and then the tears came, and
ran down his cheeks, but he was afraid to take the bowl.

"Do you hear me? Sit down, I say!"
There could not be a child more easy to persuade than Joan,but this

was not the way. Her father had not the art; neither could he learn it.
Joan said:

"Father, he is hungry; I can see it."
"Let him work for food, then. We are being eaten out of house and

home by his like, and I have said I would endure it no more, and will
keep my word. He has the face of a rascal anyhow, and a villain. Sit
down, I tell you!"

"I know not if he is a rascal or no, but he is hungry, father, and shall
have my porridgeÑI do not need it."

"If you don't obey me I'llÑRascals are not entitled to help from honest
people, and no bite nor sup shall they have in this house. Joan!"

Sheset her bowl down on the box and cameover and stood before her
scowling father, and said:

"Father, if you will not let me, then it must be as you say; but I would
that you would thinkÑthen you would seethat it is not right to punish
one part of him for what the other part has done; for it is that poor
stranger's head that does the evil things, but it is not his head that is
hungry, it is his stomach, and it has done no harm to anybody, but is
without blame, and innocent, not having any way to do a wrong, even if
it was minded to it. Please letÑ"

"What an idea! It is the most idiotic speech I ever heard."
But Aubrey, the maire, broke in, he being fond of an argument, and

having a pretty gift in that regard, as all acknowledged. Rising in his
place and leaning his knuckles upon the table and looking about him
with easy dignity, after the manner of such as be orators, he began,
smooth and persuasive:

"I will differ with you there, gossip, and will undertake to show the
company"Ñhere he looked around upon us and nodded his head in a
confident wayÑ"that there is a grain of sensein what the child has said;
for look you, it is of a certainty most true and demonstrable that it is a
man's head that is master and supreme ruler over his whole body. Is that
granted? Will any deny it?" He glanced around again; everybody
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indicated assent. "Very well, then; that being the case, no part of the
body is responsible for the result when it carries out an order delivered
to it by the head; ergo, the head is alone responsible for crimes done by a
man's hands or feet or stomachÑdo you get the idea? am I right thus
far?" Everybody said yes, and said it with enthusiasm, and some said,
one to another, that the maire was in great form to-night and at his very
bestÑwhich pleased the maire exceedingly and made his eyes sparkle
with pleasure, for he overheard these things; so he went on in the same
fertile and brilliant way. "Now, then, we will consider what the term re-
sponsibility means, and how it affects the case in point. Responsibility
makes a man responsible for only those things for which he is properly
responsible"Ñand he waved his spoon around in a wide sweep to indic-
ate the comprehensive nature of that class of responsibilities which
render people responsible, and several exclaimed, admiringly, "He is
right!Ñhe has put that whole tangled thing into a nutshellÑit is wonder-
ful!" After a little pause to give the interest opportunity to gather and
grow, he went on: "Very good. Let us suppose the caseof a pair of tongs
that falls upon a man's foot, causing a cruel hurt. Will you claim that the
tongs are punishable for that? The question is answered; I see by your
facesthat you would call such a claim absurd. Now, why is it absurd? It
is absurd because,there being no reasoning facultyÑthat is to say, no
faculty of personal commandÑin a pair of togs, personal responsibility
for the acts of the tongs is wholly absent from the tongs; and, therefore,
responsibility being absent, punishment cannot ensue. Am I right?" A
hearty burst of applause was his answer. "Now, then, we arrive at a
man's stomach. Consider how exactly, how marvelously, indeed, its situ-
ation corresponds to that of a pair of tongs. ListenÑand take careful
note, I beg you. Can a man's stomach plan a murder? No. Can it plan a
theft? No. Can it plan an incendiary fire? No. Now answer meÑcan a
pair of tongs?" (There were admiring shouts of "No!" and "The casesare
just exact!" and "Don't he do it splendid!") "Now, then, friends and neigh-
bors, a stomach which cannot plan a crime cannot be a principal in the
commission of itÑthat is plain, asyou see.The matter is narrowed down
by that much; we will narrow it further. Can a stomach, of its own mo-
tion, assistat a crime? The answer is no, becausecommand is absent, the
reasoning faculty is absent,volition is absentÑas in the caseof the tongs.
We perceive now, do we not, that the stomach is totally irresponsible for
crimes committed, either in whole or in part, by it?" He got a rousing
cheer for response. "Then what do we arrive at as our verdict? Clearly
this: that there is no such thing in this world as a guilty stomach; that in
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the body of the veriest rascal resides a pure and innocent stomach; that,
whatever it's owner may do, it at least should be sacred in our eyes;and
that while God gives us minds to think just and charitable and honorable
thoughts, it should be, and is, our privilege, aswell asour duty, not only
to feed the hungry stomach that resides in a rascal, having pity for its
sorrow and its need, but to do it gladly, gratefully, in recognition of its
sturdy and loyal maintenance of its purity and innocence in the midst of
temptation and in company so repugnant to its better feelings. I am
done."

Well, you never saw such an effect! They roseÑthe whole house
roseÑan clapped, and cheered, and praised him to the skies; and one
after another, still clapping and shouting, they crowded forward, some
with moisture in their eyes,and wrung his hands, and said such glorious
things to him that he was clear overcome with pride and happiness, and
couldn't say a word, for his voice would have broken, sure. It was splen-
did to see;and everybody said he had never come up to that speech in
his life before, and never could do it again. Eloquence is a power, there is
no question of that. Even old Jacquesd'Arc was carried away, for once in
his life, and shouted out:

"It's all right, JoanÑgive him the porridge!"
She was embarrassed,and did not seem to know what to say, and so

didn't say anything. It was becauseshe had given the man the porridge
long ago and he had already eaten it all up. When she was asked why
she had not waited until a decision was arrived at, she said the man's
stomach was very hungry, and it would not have been wise to wait,
since she could not tell what the decision would be. Now that was a
good and thoughtful idea for a child.

The man was not a rascal at all. He was a very good fellow, only he
was out of luck, and surely that was no crime at that time in France.Now
that his stomach was proved to be innocent, it was allowed to make itself
at home; and as soon as it was well filled and needed nothing more, the
man unwound his tongue and turned it loose, and it was really a noble
one to go. He had been in the wars for years, and the things he told and
the way he told them fired everybody's patriotism away up high, and set
all hearts to thumping and all pulses to leaping; then, before anybody
rightly knew how the change was made, he was leading us a sublime
march through the ancient glories of France,and in fancy we saw the ti-
tanic forms of the twelve paladins rise out of the mists of the past and
face their fate; we heard the tread of the innumerable hosts sweeping
down to shut them in; we saw this human tide flow and ebb, ebb and
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flow, and waste away before that little band of heroes; we saw each de-
tail passbefore us of that most stupendous, most disastrous, yet most ad-
ored and glorious day in French legendary history; here and there and
yonder, acrossthat vast field of the dead and dying, we saw this and that
and the other paladin dealing his prodigious blows with weary arm and
failing strength, and one by one we saw them fall, till only one re-
mainedÑhe that was without peer, he whose name gives name to the
Song of Songs,the song which no Frenchman can hear and keep his feel-
ings down and his pride of country cool; then, grandest and pitifulest
sceneof all, we saw his own pathetic death; and our stillness, as we sat
with parted lips and breathless,hanging upon this man's words, gave us
a senseof the awful stillness that reigned in that field of slaughter when
that last surviving soul had passed.

And now, in this solemn hush, the stranger gave Joana pat or two on
the head and said:

"Little maidÑwhom God keep!Ñyou have brought me from death to
life this night; now listen: here is your reward," and at that supreme time
for such a heart-melting, soul-rousing surprise, without another word he
lifted up the most noble and pathetic voice that was ever heard, and
began to pour out the great Song of Roland!

Think of that, with a French audience all stirred up and ready. Oh,
where was your spoken eloquencenow! what was it to this! How fine he
looked, how stately, how inspired, as he stood there with that mighty
chant welling from his lips and his heart, his whole body transfigured,
and his rags along with it.

Everybody rose and stood while he sang, and their facesglowed and
their eyesburned; and the tears cameand flowed down their cheeksand
their forms began to sway unconsciously to the swing of the song, and
their bosoms to heave and pant; and moanings broke out, and deep ejac-
ulations; and when the last verse was reached,and Roland lay dying, all
alone, with his face to the field and to his slain, lying there in heaps and
winrows, and took off and held up his gauntlet to God with his failing
hand, and breathed his beautiful prayer with his paling pips, all burst
out in sobsand wailings. But when the final great note died out and the
song was done, they all flung themselves in a body at the singer, stark
mad with love of him and love of France and pride in her great deeds
and old renown, and smothered him with their embracings; but Joan
was there first, hugged close to his breast, and covering his face with id-
olatrous kisses.
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The storm raged on outside, but that was no matter; this was the
stranger's home now, for as long as he might please.
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Chapter4
Joan Tames the Mad Man

ALL CHILDREN have nicknames, and we had ours. We got one apiece
early, and they stuck to us; but Joanwas richer in this matter, for, as time
went on, she earned a second, and then a third, and so on, and we gave
them to her. First and last she had as many as half a dozen. Several of
these she never lost. Peasant-girls are bashful naturally; but she sur-
passed the rule so far, and colored so easily, and was so easily embar-
rassed in the presenceof strangers, that we nicknamed her the Bashful.
We were all patriots, but shewas called the Patriot, becauseour warmest
feeling for our country was cold beside hers. Also she was called the
Beautiful; and this was not merely becauseof the extraordinary beauty of
her face and form, but becauseof the loveliness of her character. These
names she kept, and one otherÑthe Brave.

We grew along up, in that plodding and peaceful region, and got to be
good-sized boys and girlsÑbig enough, in fact, to begin to know as
much about the wars raging perpetually to the west and north of us as
our elders, and also to feel as stirred up over the occasional news from
these red fields as they did. I remember certain of these days very
clearly. One Tuesday a crowd of us were romping and singing around
the Fairy Tree, and hanging garlands on it in memory of our lost little
fairy friends, when Little Mengette cried out:

"Look! What is that?"
When one exclaims like that in a way that shows astonishment and ap-

prehension, he gets attention. All the panting breasts and flushed faces
flocked together, and all the eager eyes were turned in one direc-
tionÑdown the slope, toward the village.

"It's a black flag."
"A black flag! NoÑis it?"
"You can see for yourself that it is nothing else."
"It is a black flag, sure! Now, has any ever seen the like of that before?"
"What can it mean?"
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"Mean? It means something dreadfulÑwhat else?"
"That is nothing to the point; anybody knows that without the telling.

But what?Ñthat is the question."
"It is a chance that he that bears it can answer as well as any that are

here, if you contain yourself till he comes."
"He runs well. Who is it?"
Some named one, some another; but presently all saw that it was

Etienne Roze, called the Sunflower, becausehe had yellow hair and a
round pock-marked face. His ancestorshad been Germans some centur-
ies ago. He came straining up the slope, now and then projecting his
flag-stick aloft and giving his black symbol of woe a wave in the air,
whilst all eyes watched him, all tongues discussed him, and every heart
beat faster and faster with impatience to know his news. At last he
sprang among us, and struck his flag-stick into the ground, saying:

"There! Stand there and represent France while I get my breath. She
needs no other flag now."

All the giddy chatter stopped. It was as if one had announced a death.
In that chilly hush there was no sound audible but the panting of the
breath-blown boy. When he was presently able to speak, he said:

"Black news is come.A treaty has beenmade at Troyes between France
and the English and Burgundians. By it France is betrayed and delivered
over, tied hand and foot, to the enemy. It is the work of the Duke of Bur-
gundy and that she-devil, the Queen of France. It marries Henry of Eng-
land to Catharine of FranceÑ"

"Is not this a lie? Marries the daughter of France to the Butcher of
Agincourt? It is not to be believed. You have not heard aright."

"If you cannot believe that, Jacquesd'Arc, then you have a difficult
task indeed before you, for worse is to come. Any child that is born of
that marriageÑif even a girlÑis to inherit the thrones of both England
and France, and this double ownership is to remain with its posterity
forever!"

"Now that is certainly a lie, for it runs counter to our Salic law, and so
is not legal and cannot have effect," said Edmond Aubrey, called the
Paladin, becauseof the armies he was always going to eat up some day.
He would have said more, but he was drowned out by the clamors of the
others, who all burst into a fury over this feature of the treaty, all talking
at once and nobody hearing anybody, until presently Haumette per-
suaded them to be still, saying:
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"It is not fair to break him up so in his tale; pray let him go on. You
find fault with his history becauseit seemsto be lies. That were reason
for satisfactionÑthat kind of liesÑnot discontent. Tell the rest, Etienne."

"There is but this to tell: Our King, Charles VI., is to reign until he dies,
then Henry V. of England is to be Regent of France until a child of his
shall be old enough toÑ"

"That man is to reign over usÑthe Butcher? It is lies! all lies!" cried the
Paladin. "Besides,look youÑwhat becomesof our Dauphin? What says
the treaty about him?"

"Nothing. It takes away his throne and makes him an outcast."
Then everybody shouted at once and said the news was a lie; and all

began to get cheerful again, saying, "Our King would have to sign the
treaty to make it good; and that he would not do, seeing how it serves
his own son."

But the Sunflower said: "I will ask you this: Would the Queen sign a
treaty disinheriting her son?"

"That viper? Certainly. Nobody is talking of her. Nobody expects bet-
ter of her. There is no villainy shewill stick at, if it feed her spite; and she
hates her son. Her signing it is of no consequence. The King must sign."

"I will ask you another thing. What is the King's condition? Mad, isn't
he?"

"Yes, and his people love him all the more for it. It brings him near to
them by his sufferings; and pitying him makes them love him."

"You say right, Jacquesd'Arc. Well, what would you of one that is
mad? Does he know what he does? No. Does he do what others make
him do? Yes. Now, then, I tell you he has signed the treaty."

"Who made him do it?"
"You know, without my telling. The Queen."
Then there was another uproarÑeverybody talking at once, and all

heaping execrations upon the Queen's head. Finally Jacques d'Arc said:
"But many reports come that are not true. Nothing so shameful as this

has ever come before, nothing that cuts so deep, nothing that has
dragged Franceso low; therefore there is hope that this tale is but anoth-
er idle rumor. Where did you get it?"

The color went out of his sister Joan's face. She dreaded the answer;
and her instinct was right.

"The cure of Maxey brought it."
There was a general gasp. We knew him, you see, for a trusty man.
"Did he believe it?"
The hearts almost stopped beating. Then came the answer:
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"He did. And that is not all. He said he knew it to be true."
Someof the girls began to sob; the boys were struck silent. The distress

in Joan'sface was like that which one seesin the face of a dumb animal
that has received a mortal hurt. The animal bears it, making no com-
plaint; shebore it also, saying no word. Her brother Jacquesput his hand
on her head and caressed her hair to indicate his sympathy, and she
gathered the hand to her lips and kissed it for thanks, not saying any-
thing. Presently the reaction came, and the boys began to talk. Noel
Rainguesson said:

"Oh, are we never going to be men! We do grow along so slowly, and
France never needed soldiers as she needs them now, to wipe out this
black insult."

"I hate youth!" said Pierre Morel, called the Dragon-fly because his
eyes stuck out so. "You've always got to wait, and wait, and waitÑand
here are the great wars wasting away for a hundred years, and you nev-
er get a chance. If I could only be a soldier now!"

"As for me, I'm not going to wait much longer," said the Paladin; "and
when I do start you'll hear from me, I promise you that. There are some
who, in storming a castle,prefer to be in the rear; but as for me, give me
the front or none; I will have none in front of me but the officers."

Even the girls got the war spirit, and Marie Dupont said:
"I would I were a man; I would start this minute!" and looked very

proud of herself, and glanced about for applause.
"So would I," said Cecile Letellier, sniffing the air like a war-horse that

smells the battle; "I warrant you I would not turn back from the field
though all England were in front of me."

"Pooh!" said the Paladin; "girls can brag, but that's all they are good
for. Let a thousand of them come face to face with a handful of soldiers
once, if you want to see what running is like. Here's little JoanÑnext
she'll be threatening to go for a soldier!"

The idea was so funny, and got such a good laugh, that the Paladin
gave it another trial, and said: "Why you can just see her!Ñsee her
plunge into battle like any old veteran. Yes, indeed; and not a poor
shabby common soldier like us, but an officerÑan officer, mind you,
with armor on, and the bars of a steel helmet to blush behind and hide
her embarrassmentwhen she finds an army in front of her that shehasn't
been introduced to. An officer? Why, she'll be a captain! A captain, I tell
you, with a hundred men at her backÑor maybe girls. Oh, no common-
soldier business for her! And, dear me, when she starts for that other
army, you'll think there's a hurricane blowing it away!"
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Well, he kept it up like that till he made their sides achewith laughing;
which was quite natural, for certainly it was a very funny ideaÑat that
timeÑI mean, the idea of that gentle little creature, that wouldn't hurt a
fly, and couldn't bear the sight of blood, and was so girlish and shrinking
in all ways, rushing into battle with a gang of soldiers at her back. Poor
thing, shesat there confused and ashamedto be so laughed at; and yet at
that very minute there was something about to happen which would
change the aspectof things, and make those young people seethat when
it comes to laughing, the person that laughs last has the best chance.For
just then a facewhich we all knew and all feared projected itself from be-
hind the Fairy Tree, and the thought that shot through us all was, crazy
Benoist has gotten loose from his cage,and we are as good as dead! This
ragged and hairy and horrible creature glided out from behind the tree,
and raised an ax ashe came.We all broke and fled, this way and that, the
girls screaming and crying. No, not all; all but Joan. She stood up and
faced the man, and remained so. As we reached the wood that borders
the grassy clearing and jumped into its shelter, two or three of us
glanced back to see if Benoist was gaining on us, and that is what we
sawÑJoan standing, and the maniac gliding stealthily toward her with
his ax lifted. The sight was sickening. We stood where we were, trem-
bling and not able to move. I did not want to seethe murder done, and
yet I could not take my eyesaway. Now I saw Joanstep forward to meet
the man, though I believed my eyes must be deceiving me. Then I saw
him stop. He threatened her with his ax, as if to warn her not to come
further, but shepaid no heed, but went steadily on, until shewas right in
front of himÑright under his ax. Then she stopped, and seemedto begin
to talk with him. It made me sick, yes, giddy, and everything swam
around me, and I could not see anything for a timeÑwhether long or
brief I do not know. When this passed and I looked again, Joan was
walking by the man's side toward the village, holding him by his hand.
The ax was in her other hand.

One by one the boys and girls crept out, and we stood there gazing,
open-mouthed, till those two entered the village and were hid from
sight. It was then that we named her the Brave.

We left the black flag there to continue its mournful office, for we had
other matter to think of now. We started for the village on a run, to give
warning, and get Joanout of her peril; though for one, after seeingwhat I
had seen, it seemed to me that while Joan had the ax the man's chance
was not the best of the two. When we arrived the danger was past, the
madman was in custody. All the people were flocking to the little square
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in front of the church to talk and exclaim and wonder over the event,
and it even made the town forget the black news of the treaty for two or
three hours.

All the women kept hugging and kissing Joan,and praising her, and
crying, and the men patted her on the head and said they wished she
was a man, they would send her to the wars and never doubt but that
shewould strike some blows that would be heard of. Shehad to tear her-
self away and go and hide, this glory was so trying to her diffidence.

Of course the people began to ask us for the particulars. I was so
ashamedthat I made an excuseto the first comer, and got privately away
and went back to the Fairy Tree, to get relief from the embarrassment of
those questionings. There I found Joan, but she was there to get relief
from the embarrassment of glory. One by one the others shirked the in-
quirers and joined us in our refuge. Then we gathered around Joan,and
asked her how she had dared to do that thing. She was very modest
about it, and said:

"You make a great thing of it, but you mistake; it was not a great mat-
ter. It was not as if I had been a stranger to the man. I know him, and
have known him long; and he knows me, and likes me. I have fed him
through the bars of his cagemany times; and last December, when they
chopped off two of his fingers to remind him to stop seizing and wound-
ing people passing by, I dressed his hand every day till it was well
again."

"That is all well enough," said Little Mengette, "but he is a madman,
dear, and so his likings and his gratitude and friendliness go for nothing
when his rage is up. You did a perilous thing."

"Of course you did," said the Sunflower. "Didn't he threaten to kill you
with the ax?"

"Yes."
"Didn't he threaten you more than once?"
"Yes."
"Didn't you feel afraid?"
"NoÑat least not muchÑvery little."
"Why didn't you?"
She thought a moment, then said, quite simply:
"I don't know."
It made everybody laugh. Then the Sunflower said it was like a lamb

trying to think out how it had come to eat a wolf, but had to give it up.
Cecile Letellier asked, "Why didn't you run when we did?"
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"Becauseit was necessary to get him to his cage; else he would kill
some one. Then he would come to the like harm himself."

It is noticeable that this remark, which implies that Joan was entirely
forgetful of herself and her own danger, and had thought and wrought
for the preservation of other people alone, was not challenged, or criti-
cized, or commented upon by anybody there, but was taken by all as
matter of course and true. It shows how clearly her character was
defined, and how well it was known and established.

There was silence for a time, and perhaps we were all thinking of the
samethingÑnamely, what a poor figure we had cut in that adventure as
contrasted with Joan'sperformance. I tried to think up some good way of
explaining why I had run away and left a little girl at the mercy of a ma-
niac armed with an ax, but all of the explanations that offered themselves
to me seemed so cheap and shabby that I gave the matter up and re-
mained still. But others were less wise. Noel Rainguesson fidgeted
awhile, then broke out with a remark which showed what his mind had
been running on:

"The fact is, I was taken by surprise. That is the reason. If I had had a
moment to think, I would no more have thought of running that I would
think of running from a baby. For, after all, what is Theophile Benoist,
that I should seemto be afraid of him? Pooh! the idea of being afraid of
that poor thing! I only wish he would come along nowÑI'd show you!"

"So do I!" cried Pierre Morel. "If I wouldn't make him climb this tree
quicker thanÑwell, you'd seewhat I would do! Taking a person by sur-
prise, that wayÑwhy, I never meant to run; not in earnest,I mean. I nev-
er thought of running in earnest; I only wanted to have some fun, and
when I saw Joan standing there, and him threatening her, it was all I
could do to restrain myself from going there and just tearing the livers
and lights out of him. I wanted to do it bad enough, and if it was to do
over again, I would! If ever he comes fooling around me again, I'llÑ"

"Oh, hush!" said the Paladin, breaking in with an air of disdain; "the
way you people talk, a person would think there's something heroic
about standing up and facing down that poor remnant of a man. Why,
it's nothing! There's small glory to be got in facing him down, I should
say. Why, I wouldn't want any better fun than to face down a hundred
like him. If he was to come along here now, I would walk up to him just
as I am nowÑI wouldn't care if he had a thousand axesÑand sayÑ"

And so he went on and on, telling the brave things he would say and
the wonders he would do; and the others put in a word from time to
time, describing over again the gory marvels they would do if ever that
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madman ventured to cross their path again, for next time they would be
ready for him, and would soon teach him that if he thought he could sur-
prise them twice becausehe had surprised them once, he would find
himself very seriously mistaken, that's all.

And so, in the end, they all got back their self-respect; yes, and even
added somewhat to it; indeed when the sitting broke up they had a finer
opinion of themselves than they had ever had before.
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Chapter5
Domremy Pillaged and Burned

THEY WERE peaceful and pleasant, those young and smoothly flowing
days of ours; that is, that was the caseas a rule, we being remote from
the seat of war; but at intervals roving bands approached near enough
for us to seethe flush in the sky at night which marked where they were
burning some farmstead or village, and we all knew, or at least felt, that
some day they would come yet nearer, and we should have our turn.
This dull dread lay upon our spirits like a physical weight. It was greatly
augmented a couple of years after the Treaty of Troyes.

It was truly a dismal year for France. One day we had been over to
have one of our occasional pitched battles with those hated Burgundian
boys of the village of Maxey, and had been whipped, and were arriving
on our side of the river after dark, bruised and weary, when we heard
the bell ringing the tocsin. We ran all the way, and when we got to the
square we found it crowded with the excited villagers, and weirdly
lighted by smoking and flaring torches.

On the steps of the church stood a stranger, a Burgundian priest, who
was telling the people news which made them weep, and rave, and rage,
and curse, by turns. He said our old mad King was dead, and that now
we and Franceand the crown were the property of an English baby lying
in his cradle in London. And he urged us to give that child our allegi-
ance, and be its faithful servants and well-wishers; and said we should
now have a strong and stable government at last, and that in a little time
the English armies would start on their last march, and it would be a
brief one, for all that it would need to do would be to conquer what odds
and ends of our country yet remained under that rare and almost forgot-
ten rag, the banner of France.

The people stormed and raged at him, and you could see dozens of
them stretch their fists above the sea of torch-lighted faces and shake
them at him; and it was all a wild picture, and stirring to look at; and the
priest was a first-rate part of it, too, for he stood there in the strong glare
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and looked down on those angry people in the blandest and most indif-
ferent way, so that while you wanted to burn him at the stake, you still
admired the aggravating coolness of him. And his winding-up was the
coolest thing of all. For he told them how, at the funeral of our old King,
the French King-at-Arms had broken his staff of office over the coffin of
"Charles VI. and his dynasty," at the same time saying, in a loud voice,
"God grant long life to Henry, King of France and England, our sover-
eign lord!" and then he asked them to join him in a hearty Amen to that!
The people were white with wrath, and it tied their tongues for the mo-
ment, and they could not speak. But Joanwas standing closeby, and she
looked up in his face, and said in her sober, earnest way:

"I would I might see thy head struck from thy body!"Ñthen, after a
pause, and crossing herselfÑ"if it were the will of God."

This is worth remembering, and I will tell you why: it is the only harsh
speech Joan ever uttered in her life. When I shall have revealed to you
the storms shewent through, and the wrongs and persecutions, then you
will seethat it was wonderful that shesaid but one bitter thing while she
lived.

From the day that that dreary news came we had one scare after an-
other, the marauders coming almost to our doors every now and then; so
that we lived in ever-increasing apprehension, and yet were somehow
mercifully spared from actual attack. But at last our turn did really come.
This was in the spring of '28. The Burgundians swarmed in with a great
noise, in the middle of a dark night, and we had to jump up and fly for
our lives. We took the road to Neufchateau, and rushed along in the
wildest disorder, everybody trying to get ahead, and thus the move-
ments of all were impeded; but Joanhad a cool headÑthe only cool head
thereÑand she took command and brought order out of that chaos.She
did her work quickly and with decision and despatch, and soon turned
the panic flight into a quite steady-going march. You will grant that for
so young a person, and a girl at that, this was a good piece of work.

She was sixteen now, shapely and graceful, and of a beauty so ex-
traordinary that I might allow myself any extravagance of language in
describing it and yet have no fear of going beyond the truth. There was
in her face a sweetnessand serenity and purity that justly reflected her
spiritual nature. She was deeply religious, and this is a thing which
sometimes gives a melancholy cast to a person's countenance,but it was
not so in her case.Her religion made her inwardly content and joyous;
and if she was troubled at times, and showed the pain of it in her face
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and bearing, it came of distress for her country; no part of it was
chargeable to her religion.

A considerable part of our village was destroyed, and when it became
safe for us to venture back there we realized what other people had been
suffering in all the various quarters of France for many yearsÑyes, dec-
ades of years. For the first time we saw wrecked and smoke-blackened
homes, and in the lanes and alleys carcassesof dumb creatures that had
been slaughtered in pure wantonnessÑamong them calves and lambs
that had been pets of the children; and it was pity to see the children
lament over them.

And then, the taxes,the taxes!Everybody thought of that. That burden
would fall heavy now in the commune's crippled condition, and all faces
grew long with the thought of it. Joan said:

"Paying taxes with naught to pay them with is what the rest of France
has been doing these many years, but we never knew the bitterness of
that before. We shall know it now."

And so she went on talking about it and growing more and more
troubled about it, until one could see that it was filling all her mind.

At last we came upon a dreadful object. It was the madmanÑhacked
and stabbed to death in his iron cagein the corner of the square. It was a
bloody and dreadful sight. Hardly any of us young people had ever seen
a man before who had lost his life by violence; so this cadaver had an
awful fascination for us; we could not take our eyes from it. I mean, it
had that sort of fascination for all of us but one. That one was Joan.She
turned away in horror, and could not be persuaded to go near it again.
ThereÑit is a striking reminder that we are but creatures of use and cus-
tom; yes, and it is a reminder, too, of how harshly and unfairly fate deals
with us sometimes. For it was so ordered that the very ones among us
who were most fascinated with mutilated and bloody death were to live
their lives in peace,while that other, who had a native and deep horror
of it, must presently go forth and have it asa familiar spectacleevery day
on the field of battle.

You may well believe that we had plenty of matter for talk now, since
the raiding of our village seemed by long odds the greatest event that
had really ever occurred in the world; for although these dull peasants
may have thought they recognized the bigness of some of the previous
occurrences that had filtered from the world's history dimly into their
minds, the truth is that they hadn't. One biting little fact, visible to their
eyes of flesh and felt in their own personal vitals, becameat once more
prodigious to them than the grandest remote episode in the world's
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history which they had got at secondhand and by hearsay. It amusesme
now when I recall how our elders talked then. They fumed and fretted in
a fine fashion.

"Ah, yes," said old Jacquesd'Arc, "things are come to a pretty pass, in-
deed! The King must be informed of this. It is time that he ceasefrom
idleness and dreaming, and get at his proper business." He meant our
young disinherited King, the hunted refugee, Charles VII.

"You say well," said the maire. "He should be informed, and that at
once. It is an outrage that such things would be permitted. Why, we are
not safe in our beds, and he taking his ease yonder. It shall be made
known, indeed it shallÑall France shall hear of it!"

To hear them talk, one would have imagined that all the previous ten
thousand sackings and burnings in France had been but fables, and this
one the only fact. It is always the way; words will answer as long as it is
only a person's neighbor who is in trouble, but when that person gets in-
to trouble himself, it is time that the King rise up and do something.

The big event filled us young people with talk, too. We let it flow in a
steady stream while we tended the flocks. We were beginning to feel
pretty important now, for I was eighteen and the other youths were from
one to four years olderÑyoung men, in fact. One day the Paladin was ar-
rogantly criticizing the patriot generals of France and said:

"Look at Dunois, Bastard of OrleansÑcall him a general! Just put me
in his place onceÑnever mind what I would do, it is not for me to say, I
have no stomach for talk, my way is to act and let others do the talk-
ingÑbut just put me in his place once, that's all! And look at Saint-
raillesÑpooh! and that blustering La Hire, now what a general that is!"

It shocked everybody to hear thesegreat names so flippantly handled,
for to us these renowned soldiers were almost gods. In their far-off
splendor they rose upon our imaginations dim and huge, shadowy and
awful, and it was a fearful thing to hear them spoken of as if they were
mere men, and their acts open to comment and criticism. The color rose
in Joan's face, and she said:

"I know not how any can be so hardy as to use such words regarding
thesesublime men, who are the very pillars of the French state, support-
ing it with their strength and preserving it at daily cost of their blood. As
for me, I could count myself honored past all deserving if I might be al-
lowed but the privilege of looking upon them onceÑat a distance, I
mean, for it would not become one of my degree to approach them too
near."
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The Paladin was disconcerted for a moment, seeing by the faces
around him that Joan had put into words what the others felt, then he
pulled his complacency together and fell to fault-finding again. Joan's
brother Jean said:

"If you don't like what our generals do, why don't you go to the great
wars yourself and better their work? You are always talking about going
to the wars, but you don't go."

"Look you," said the Paladin, "it is easy to say that. Now I will tell you
why I remain chafing here in a bloodless tranquillity which my reputa-
tion teachesyou is repulsive to my nature. I do not go becauseI am not a
gentleman. That is the whole reason. What can one private soldier do in
a contest like this? Nothing. He is not permitted to rise from the ranks. If
I were a gentleman would I remain here? Not one moment. I can save
FranceÑah, you may laugh, but I know what is in me, I know what is
hid under this peasant cap. I can save France,and I stand ready to do it,
but not under these present conditions. If they want me, let them send
for me; otherwise, let them take the consequences;I shall not budge but
as an officer."

"Alas, poor FranceÑFrance is lost!" said Pierre d'Arc.
"Sinceyou sniff so at others, why don't you go to the wars yourself, Pi-

erre d'Arc?"
"Oh, I haven't been sent for, either. I am no more a gentleman than

you. Yet I will go; I promise to go. I promise to go as a private under
your ordersÑwhen you are sent for."

They all laughed, and the Dragon-fly said:
"Sosoon?Then you need to begin to get ready; you might be called for

in five yearsÑwho knows? Yes, in my opinion you'll march for the wars
in five years."

"He will go sooner," said Joan.Shesaid it in a low voice and musingly,
but several heard it.

"How do you know that, Joan?"said the Dragon-fly, with a surprised
look. But Jean d'Arc broke in and said:

"I want to go myself, but as I am rather young yet, I also will wait, and
march when the Paladin is sent for."

"No," said Joan, "he will go with Pierre."
Shesaid it as one who talks to himself aloud without knowing it, and

none heard it but me. I glanced at her and saw that her knitting-needles
were idle in her hands, and that her face had a dreamy and absent look
in it. There were fleeting movements of her lips as if she might be occa-
sionally saying parts of sentencesto herself. But there was no sound, for
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I was the nearest person to her and I heard nothing. But I set my ears
open, for those two speecheshad affected me uncannily, I being supersti-
tious and easily troubled by any little thing of a strange and unusual
sort.

Noel Rainguesson said:
"There is one way to let France have a chancefor her salvation. We've

got one gentleman in the commune, at any rate. Why can't the Scholar
change name and condition with the Paladin? Then he can be an officer.
France will send for him then, and he will sweep these English and Bur-
gundian armies into the sea like flies."

I was the Scholar. That was my nickname, becauseI could read and
write. There was a chorus of approval, and the Sunflower said:

"That is the very thingÑit settles every difficulty. The Sieur de Conte
will easily agree to that. Yes,he will march at the back of Captain Palad-
in and die early, covered with common-soldier glory."

"He will march with Jeanand Pierre, and live till thesewars are forgot-
ten," Joanmuttered; "and at the eleventh hour Noel and the Paladin will
join these,but not of their own desire." The voice was so low that I was
not perfectly sure that these were the words, but they seemed to be. It
makes one feel creepy to hear such things.

"Come, now," Noel continued, "it's all arranged; there's nothing to do
but organize under the Paladin's banner and go forth and rescueFrance.
You'll all join?"

All said yes, except Jacques d'Arc, who said:
"I'll ask you to excuseme. It is pleasant to talk war, and I am with you

there, and I've always thought I should go soldiering about this time, but
the look of our wrecked village and that carved-up and bloody madman
have taught me that I am not made for such work and such sights. I
could never be at home in that trade. Faceswords and the big guns and
death? It isn't in me. No, no; count me out. And besides, I'm the eldest
son, and deputy prop and protector of the family. Sinceyou are going to
carry Jeanand Pierre to the wars, somebody must be left behind to take
care of our Joan and her sister. I shall stay at home, and grow old in
peace and tranquillity."

"He will stay at home, but not grow old," murmured Joan.
The talk rattled on in the gay and carelessfashion privileged to youth,

and we got the Paladin to map out his campaigns and fight his battles
and win his victories and extinguish the English and put our King upon
his throne and set his crown upon his head. Then we asked him what he
was going to answer when the King should require him to name his
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reward. The Paladin had it all arranged in his head, and brought it out
promptly:

"He shall give me a dukedom, name me premier peer, and make me
Hereditary Lord High Constable of France."

"And marry you to a princessÑyou're not going to leave that out, are
you?"

The Paladin colored a trifle, and said, brusquely:
"He may keep his princessesÑI can marry more to my taste."
Meaning Joan,though nobody suspectedit at that time. If any had, the

Paladin would have been finely ridiculed for his vanity. There was no fit
mate in that village for Joan of Arc. Every one would have said that.

In turn, each person present was required to say what reward he
would demand of the King if he could change places with the Paladin
and do the wonders the Paladin was going to do. The answers were giv-
en in fun, and eachof us tried to outdo his predecessorsin the extravag-
anceof the reward he would claim; but when it came to Joan'sturn, and
they rallied her out of her dreams and asked her to testify, they had to
explain to her what the question was, for her thought had been absent,
and she had heard none of this latter part of our talk. Shesupposed they
wanted a serious answer, and she gave it. Shesat considering some mo-
ments, then she said:

"If the Dauphin, out of his grace and nobleness, should say to me,
'Now that I am rich and am come to my own again, chooseand have,' I
should kneel and ask him to give command that our village should nev-
ermore be taxed."

It was so simple and out of her heart that it touched us and we did not
laugh, but fell to thinking. We did not laugh; but there came a day when
we remembered that speechwith a mournful pride, and were glad that
we had not laughed, perceiving then how honest her words had been,
and seeinghow faithfully shemade them good when the time came,ask-
ing just that boon of the King and refusing to take even any least thing
for herself.
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Chapter6
Joan and Archangel Michael

ALL THROUGH her childhood and up to the middle of her fourteenth
year, Joan had been the most light-hearted creature and the merriest in
the village, with a hop-skip-and-jump gait and a happy and catching
laugh; and this disposition, supplemented by her warm and sympathetic
nature and frank and winning ways, had made her everybody's pet. She
had been a hot patriot all this time, and sometimes the war news had
sobered her spirits and wrung her heart and made her acquainted with
tears, but always when these interruptions had run their course her spir-
its rose and she was her old self again.

But now for a whole year and a half she had been mainly grave; not
melancholy, but given to thought, abstraction, dreams. Shewas carrying
France upon her heart, and she found the burden not light. I knew that
this was her trouble, but others attributed her abstraction to religious ec-
stasy, for she did not share her thinkings with the village at large, yet
gave me glimpses of them, and so I knew, better than the rest, what was
absorbing her interest. Many a time the idea crossed my mind that she
had a secretÑa secret which she was keeping wholly to herself, as well
from me as from the others. This idea had come to me becauseseveral
times shehad cut a sentencein two and changed the subject when appar-
ently she was on the verge of a revelation of some sort. I was to find this
secret out, but not just yet.

The day after the conversation which I have been reporting we were
together in the pastures and fell to talking about France,asusual. For her
sake I had always talked hopefully before, but that was mere lying, for
really there was not anything to hang a rag of hope for France upon.
Now it was such a pain to lie to her, and cost me such shameto offer this
treachery to one so snow-pure from lying and treachery, and even from
suspicion of such basenessin others, as she was, that I was resolved to
faceabout now and begin over again, and never insult her more with de-
ception. I started on the new policy by sayingÑstill opening up with a

45



small lie, of course, for habit is habit, and not to be flung out of the win-
dow by any man, but coaxed downstairs a step at a time:

"Joan,I have been thinking the thing all over last night, and have con-
cluded that we have been in the wrong all this time; that the case of
France is desperate; that it has been desperate ever since Agincourt; and
that to-day it is more than desperate, it is hopeless."

I did not look her in the face while I was saying it; it could not be ex-
pected of a person. To break her heart, to crush her hope with a so
frankly brutal speech as that, without one charitable soft place in itÑit
seemed a shameful thing, and it was. But when it was out, the weight
gone, and my consciencerising to the surface, I glanced at her face to see
the result.

There was none to see.At least none that I was expecting. There was a
barely perceptible suggestion of wonder in her serious eyes,but that was
all; and she said, in her simple and placid way:

"The case of France hopeless? Why should you think that? Tell me."
It is a most pleasant thing to find that what you thought would inflict

a hurt upon one whom you honor, has not done it. I was relieved now,
and could say all my say without any furtivenesses and without embar-
rassment. So I began:

"Let us put sentiment and patriotic illusions aside, and look at the facts
in the face. What do they say? They speak as plainly as the figures in a
merchant's account-book. One has only to add the two columns up to see
that the French house is bankrupt, that one-half of its property is already
in the English sheriff's hands and the other half in nobody'sÑexcept
those of irresponsible raiders and robbers confessing allegiance to
nobody. Our King is shut up with his favorites and fools in inglorious
idleness and poverty in a narrow little patch of the kingdomÑa sort of
back lot, as one may sayÑand has no authority there or anywhere else,
hasn't a farthing to his name, nor a regiment of soldiers; he is not fight-
ing, he is not intending to fight, he means to make no further resistance;
in truth, there is but one thing that he is intending to doÑgive the whole
thing up, pitch his crown into the sewer, and run away to Scotland.
There are the facts. Are they correct?"

"Yes, they are correct."
"Then it is as I have said: one needs but to add them together in order

to realize what they mean."
She asked, in an ordinary, level tone:
"WhatÑthat the case of France is hopeless?"
"Necessarily. In face of these facts, doubt of it is impossible."
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"How can you say that? How can you feel like that?"
"How can I? How could I think or feel in any other way, in the circum-

stances?Joan, with these fatal figures before, you, have you really any
hope for FranceÑreally and actually?"

"HopeÑoh, more than that! France will win her freedom and keep it.
Do not doubt it."

It seemedto me that her clear intellect must surely be clouded to-day.
It must be so, or she would seethat those figures could mean only one
thing. Perhaps if I marshaled them again she would see. So I said:

"Joan,your heart, which worships France, is beguiling your head. You
are not perceiving the importance of thesefigures. HereÑI want to make
a picture of them, here on the ground with a stick. Now, this rough out-
line is France. Through its middle, east and west, I draw a river."

"Yes, the Loire."
"Now, then, this whole northern half of the country is in the tight grip

of the English."
"Yes."
"And this whole southern half is really in nobody's hands at allÑas

our King confessesby meditating desertion and flight to a foreign land.
England has armies here; opposition is dead; she can assumefull posses-
sion whenever she may choose.In very truth, all France is gone, France
is already lost, France has ceasedto exist. What was France is now but a
British province. Is this true?"

Her voice was low, and just touched with emotion, but distinct:
"Yes, it is true."
"Very well. Now add this clinching fact, and surely the sum is com-

plete: When have French soldiers won a victory? Scotch soldiers, under
the French flag, have won a barren fight or two a few years back, but I
am speaking of French ones.Sinceeight thousand Englishmen nearly an-
nihilated sixty thousand Frenchmen a dozen years ago at Agincourt,
French courage has beenparalyzed. And so it is a common saying to-day
that if you confront fifty French soldiers with five English ones, the
French will run."

"It is a pity, but even these things are true."
"Then certainly the day for hoping is past."
I believed the casewould be clear to her now. I thought it could not

fail to be clear to her, and that she would say, herself, that there was no
longer any ground for hope. But I was mistaken; and disappointed also.
She said, without any doubt in her tone:

"France will rise again. You shall see."
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"Rise?Ñwith this burden of English armies on her back!"
"She will cast it off; she will trample it under foot!" This with spirit.
"Without soldiers to fight with?"
"The drums will summon them. They will answer, and they will

march."
"March to the rear, as usual?"
"No; to the frontÑever to the frontÑalways to the front! You shall

see."
"And the pauper King?"
"He will mount his throneÑhe will wear his crown."
"Well, of a truth this makes one's head dizzy. Why, if I could believe

that in thirty years from now the English domination would be broken
and the French monarch's head find itself hooped with a real crown of
sovereigntyÑ"

"Both will have happened before two years are sped."
"Indeed? and who is going to perform all these sublime

impossibilities?"
"God."
It was a reverent low note, but it rang clear.
What could have put those strange ideas in her head? This question

kept running in my mind during two or three days. It was inevitable that
I should think of madness.What other way was there to account for such
things? Grieving and brooding over the woes of France had weakened
that strong mind, and filled it with fantastic phantomsÑyes, that must
be it.

But I watched her, and tested her, and it was not so. Her eye was clear
and sane,her ways were natural, her speechdirect and to the point. No,
there was nothing the matter with her mind; it was still the soundest in
the village and the best. She went on thinking for others, planning for
others, sacrificing herself for others, just as always before. She went on
ministering to her sick and to her poor, and still stood ready to give the
wayfarer her bed and content herself with the floor. There was a secret
somewhere, but madness was not the key to it. This was plain.

Now the key did presently come into my hands, and the way that it
happened was this. You have heard all the world talk of this matter
which I am about to speak of, but you have not heard an eyewitness talk
of it before.

I was coming from over the ridge, one dayÑit was the 15th of May,
'28Ñand when I got to the edge of the oak forest and was about to step
out of it upon the turfy open space in which the haunted beech tree
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stood, I happened to cast a glance from cover, firstÑthen I took a step
backward, and stood in the shelter and concealment of the foliage. For I
had caught sight of Joan,and thought I would devise some sort of play-
ful surprise for her. Think of itÑthat trivial conceit was neighbor, with
but a scarcely measurable interval of time between, to an event destined
to endure forever in histories and songs.

The day was overcast,and all that grassy spacewherein the Tree stood
lay in a soft rich shadow. Joan sat on a natural seat formed by gnarled
great roots of the Tree. Her hands lay loosely, one reposing in the other,
in her lap. Her head was bent a little toward the ground, and her air was
that of one who is lost to thought, steeped in dreams, and not conscious
of herself or of the world. And now I saw a most strange thing, for I saw
a white shadow come slowly gliding along the grass toward the Tree. It
was of grand proportionsÑa robed form, with wingsÑand the white-
ness of this shadow was not like any other whiteness that we know of,
except it be the whiteness of lightnings, but even the lightnings are not
so intense as it was, for one can look at them without hurt, whereas this
brilliancy was so blinding that it pained my eyesand brought the water
into them. I uncovered my head, perceiving that I was in the presenceof
something not of this world. My breath grew faint and difficult, because
of the terror and the awe that possessed me.

Another strange thing. The wood had been silentÑsmitten with that
deep stillness which comeswhen a storm-cloud darkens a forest, and the
wild creatures lose heart and are afraid; but now all the birds burst forth
into song, and the joy, the rapture, the ecstasy of it was beyond belief;
and was so eloquent and so moving, withal, that it was plain it was an
act of worship. With the first note of those birds Joan cast herself upon
her knees, and bent her head low and crossed her hands upon her breast.

Shehad not seenthe shadow yet. Had the song of the birds told her it
was coming? It had that look to me. Then the like of this must have
happened before. Yes, there might be no doubt of that.

The shadow approached Joan slowly; the extremity of it reached her,
flowed over her, clothed her in its awful splendor. In that immortal light
her face, only humanly beautiful before, became divine; flooded with
that transforming glory her mean peasant habit was become like to the
raiment of the sun-clothed children of God as we seethem thronging the
terraces of the Throne in our dreams and imaginings.

Presently she rose and stood, with her head still bowed a little, and
with her arms down and the ends of her fingers lightly laced together in
front of her; and standing so, all drenched with that wonderful light, and
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yet apparently not knowing it, she seemed to listenÑbut I heard noth-
ing. After a little she raised her head, and looked up as one might look
up toward the face of a giant, and then clasped her hands and lifted
them high, imploringly, and began to plead. I heard some of the words. I
heard her say:

"But I am so young! oh, so young to leave my mother and my home
and go out into the strange world to undertake a thing so great! Ah, how
can I talk with men, be comrade with men?Ñsoldiers! It would give me
over to insult, and rude usage,and contempt. How can I go to the great
wars, and lead armies?ÑI a girl, and ignorant of such things, knowing
nothing of arms, nor how to mount a horse, nor ride itÉ . YetÑif it is
commandedÑ"

Her voice sank a little, and was broken by sobs, and I made out no
more of her words. Then I came to myself. I reflected that I had been in-
truding upon a mystery of GodÑand what might my punishment be? I
was afraid, and went deeper into the wood. Then I carved a mark in the
bark of a tree, saying to myself, it may be that I am dreaming and have
not seen this vision at all. I will come again, when I know that I am
awake and not dreaming, and see if this mark is still here; then I shall
know.
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Chapter7
She Delivers the Divine Command

I HEARD my name called. It was Joan'svoice. It startled me, for how
could she know I was there? I said to myself, it is part of the dream; it is
all dreamÑvoice, vision and all; the fairies have done this. So I crossed
myself and pronounced the name of God, to break the enchantment. I
knew I was awake now and free from the spell, for no spell can with-
stand this exorcism. Then I heard my name called again, and I stepped at
once from under cover, and there indeed was Joan, but not looking as
she had looked in the dream. For she was not crying now, but was look-
ing as she had used to look a year and a half before, when her heart was
light and her spirits high. Her old-time energy and fire were back, and a
something like exaltation showed itself in her faceand bearing. It was al-
most as if she had been in a trance all that time and had come awake
again. Really, it was just as if she had been away and lost, and was come
back to us at last; and I was so glad that I felt like running to call every-
body and have them flock around her and give her welcome. I ran to her
excited and said:

"Ah, Joan, I've got such a wonderful thing to tell you about! You
would never imagine it. I've had a dream, and in the dream I saw you
right here where you are standing now, andÑ"

But she put up her hand and said:
"It was not a dream."
It gave me a shock, and I began to feel afraid again.
"Not a dream?" I said, "how can you know about it, Joan?"
"Are you dreaming now?"
"IÑI suppose not. I think I am not."
"Indeed you are not. I know you are not. And yow were not dreaming

when you cut the mark in the tree."
I felt myself turning cold with fright, for now I knew of a certainty that

I had not been dreaming, but had really been in the presenceof a dread
something not of this world. Then I remembered that my sinful feet were
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upon holy groundÑthe ground where that celestial shadow had rested. I
moved quickly away, smitten to the bones with fear. Joanfollowed, and
said:

"Do not be afraid; indeed there is no need. Come with me. We will sit
by the spring and I will tell you all my secret."

When she was ready to begin, I checked her and said:
"First tell me this. You could not see me in the wood; how did you

know I cut a mark in the tree?"
"Wait a little; I will soon come to that; then you will see."
"But tell me one thing now; what was that awful shadow that I saw?"
"I will tell you, but do not be disturbed; you are not in danger. It was

the shadow of an archangelÑMichael, the chief and lord of the armies of
heaven."

I could but cross myself and tremble for having polluted that ground
with my feet.

"You were not afraid, Joan? Did you see his faceÑdid you see his
form?"

"Yes; I was not afraid, becausethis was not the first time. I was afraid
the first time."

"When was that, Joan?"
"It is nearly three years ago now."
"So long? Have you seen him many times?"
"Yes, many times."
"It is this, then, that has changed you; it was this that made you

thoughtful and not asyou were before. I seeit now. Why did you not tell
us about it?"

"It was not permitted. It is permitted now, and soon I shall tell all. But
only you, now. It must remain a secret for a few days still."

"Has none seen that white shadow before but me?"
"No one. It has fallen upon me before when you and others were

present, but none could see it. To-day it has been otherwise, and I was
told why; but it will not be visible again to any."

"It was a sign to me, thenÑand a sign with a meaning of some kind?"
"Yes, but I may not speak of that."
"StrangeÑthat that dazzling light could rest upon an object before

one's eyes and not be visible."
"With it comes speech,also. Several saints come, attended by myriads

of angels, and they speak to me; I hear their voices, but others do not.
They are very dear to meÑmy Voices; that is what I call them to myself."

"Joan, what do they tell you?"
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"All manner of thingsÑabout France, I mean."
"What things have they been used to tell you?"
She sighed, and said:
"DisastersÑonly disasters, and misfortunes, and humiliation. There

was naught else to foretell."
"They spoke of them to you beforehand?" "Yes. So that I knew what

was going to happen before it happened. It made me graveÑas you saw.
It could not be otherwise. But always there was a word of hope, too.
More than that: Francewas to be rescued,and made great and free again.
But how and by whomÑthat was not told. Not until to-day." As she said
those last words a sudden deep glow shone in her eyes,which I was to
seethere many times in after-days when the bugles sounded the charge
and learn to call it the battle-light. Her breast heaved, and the color rose
in her face. "But to-day I know. God has chosen the meanest of His
creatures for this work; and by His command, and in His protection, and
by His strength, not mine, I am to lead His armies, and win back France,
and set the crown upon the head of His servant that is Dauphin and shall
be King."

I was amazed, and said:
"You, Joan? You, a child, lead armies?"
"Yes.For one little moment or two the thought crushed me; for it is as

you sayÑI am only a child; a child and ignorantÑignorant of everything
that pertains to war, and not fitted for the rough life of camps and the
companionship of soldiers. But those weak moments passed; they will
not come again. I am enlisted, I will not turn back, God helping me, till
the English grip is loosed from the throat of France.My Voices have nev-
er told me lies, they have not lied to-day. They say I am to go to Robert
de Baudricourt, governor of Vaucouleurs, and he will give me men-at-
arms for escort and send me to the King. A year from now a blow will be
struck which will be the beginning of the end, and the end will follow
swiftly."

"Where will it be struck?"
"My Voices have not said; nor what will happen this present year, be-

fore it is struck. It is appointed me to strike it, that is all I know; and fol-
low it with others, sharp and swift, undoing in ten weeks England's long
years of costly labor, and setting the crown upon the Dauphin's
headÑfor such is God's will; my Voices have said it, and shall I doubt it?
No; it will be as they have said, for they say only that which is true."

Thesewere tremendous sayings. They were impossibilities to my reas-
on, but to my heart they rang true; and so, while my reasondoubted, my
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heart believedÑbelieved, and held fast to the belief from that day.
Presently I said:

"Joan, I believe the things which you have said, and now I am glad
that I am to march with you to the great warsÑthat is, if it is with you I
am to march when I go."

She looked surprised, and said:
"It is true that you will be with me when I go to the wars, but how did

you know?"
"I shall march with you, and so also will Jean and Pierre, but not

Jacques."
"All trueÑit is so ordered, as was revealed to me lately, but I did not

know until to-day that the marching would be with me, or that I should
march at all. How did you know these things?"

I told her when it was that she had said them. But she did not remem-
ber about it. So then I knew that she had been asleep,or in a trance or an
ecstasyof some kind, at that time. Shebade me keep theseand the other
revelations to myself for the present, and I said I would, and kept the
faith I promised.

None who met Joanthat day failed to notice the change that had come
over her. She moved and spoke with energy and decision; there was a
strange new fire in her eye, and also a something wholly new and re-
markable in her carriage and in the set of her head. This new light in the
eye and this new bearing were born of the authority and leadership
which had this day beenvested in her by the decreeof God, and they as-
serted that authority as plainly as speechcould have done it, yet without
ostentation or bravado. This calm consciousnessof command, and calm
unconscious outward expression of it, remained with her thenceforth un-
til her mission was accomplished.

Like the other villagers, she had always accorded me the deference
due my rank; but now, without word said on either side, she and I
changed places; she gave orders, not suggestions. I received them with
the deferencedue a superior, and obeyed them without comment. In the
evening she said to me:

"I leave before dawn. No one will know it but you. I go to speak with
the governor of Vaucouleurs as commanded, who will despise me and
treat me rudely, and perhaps refuse my prayer at this time. I go first to
Burey, to persuade my uncle Laxart to go with me, it not being meet that
I go alone. I may need you in Vaucouleurs; for if the governor will not
receive me I will dictate a letter to him, and so must have some one by
me who knows the art of how to write and spell the words. You will go
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from here to-morrow in the afternoon, and remain in Vaucouleurs until I
need you."

I said I would obey, and she went her way. You seehow clear a head
she had, and what a just and level judgment. Shedid not order me to go
with her; no, she would not subject her good name to gossiping remark.
She knew that the governor, being a noble, would grant me, another
noble, audience; but no, you see,she would not have that, either. A poor
peasant-girl presenting a petition through a young noblemanÑhow
would that look? She always protected her modesty from hurt; and so,
for reward, she carried her good name unsmirched to the end. I knew
what I must do now, if I would have her approval: go to Vaucouleurs,
keep out of her sight, and be ready when wanted.

I went the next afternoon, and took an obscure lodging; the next day I
called at the castleand paid my respectsto the governor, who invited me
to dine with him at noon of the following day. He was an ideal soldier of
the time; tall, brawny, gray-headed, rough, full of strange oaths acquired
here and there and yonder in the wars and treasured as if they were dec-
orations. He had been used to the camp all his life, and to his notion war
was God's best gift to man. He had his steel cuirass on, and wore boots
that came above his knees, and was equipped with a huge sword; and
when I looked at this martial figure, and heard the marvelous oaths, and
guessed how little of poetry and sentiment might be looked for in this
quarter, I hoped the little peasant-girl would not get the privilege of con-
fronting this battery, but would have to content herself with the dictated
letter.

I came again to the castle the next day at noon, and was conducted to
the great dining-hall and seated by the side of the governor at a small
table which was raised a couple of stepshigher than the general table. At
the small table sat several other guests besidesmyself, and at the general
table sat the chief officers of the garrison. At the entrance door stood a
guard of halberdiers, in morion and breastplate.

As for talk, there was but one topic, of courseÑthe desperatesituation
of France.There was a rumor, some one said, that Salisbury was making
preparations to march against Orleans. It raised a turmoil of excited con-
versation, and opinions fell thick and fast. Some believed he would
march at once,others that he could not accomplish the investment before
fall, others that the siegewould be long, and bravely contested;but upon
one thing all voices agreed: that Orleans must eventually fall, and with it
France. With that, the prolonged discussion ended, and there was si-
lence. Every man seemed to sink himself in his own thoughts, and to
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forget where he was. This sudden and profound stillness, where before
had been so much animation, was impressive and solemn. Now came a
servant and whispered something to the governor, who said:

"Would talk with me?"
"Yes, your Excellency."
"H'm! A strange idea, certainly. Bring them in."
It was Joanand her uncle Laxart. At the spectacleof the great people

the courage oozed out of the poor old peasant and he stopped midway
and would come no further, but remained there with his red nightcap
crushed in his hands and bowing humbly here, there, and everywhere,
stupefied with embarrassment and fear. But Joancame steadily forward,
erect and self-possessed,and stood before the governor. She recognized
me, but in no way indicated it. There was a buzz of admiration, even the
governor contributing to it, for I heard him mutter, "By God's grace, it is
a beautiful creature!" He inspected her critically a moment or two, then
said:

"Well, what is your errand, my child?"
"My message is to you, Robert de Baudricourt, governor of Vauc-

ouleurs, and it is this: that you will send and tell the Dauphin to wait
and not give battle to his enemies, for God will presently send him help."

This strange speechamazed the company, and many murmured, "The
poor young thing is demented." The governor scowled, and said:

"What nonsense is this? The KingÑor the Dauphin, as you call
himÑneeds no messageof that sort. He will wait, give yourself no un-
easiness as to that. What further do you desire to say to me?"

"This. To beg that you will give me an escort of men-at-arms and send
me to the Dauphin."

"What for?"
"That he may make me his general, for it is appointed that I shall drive

the English out of France, and set the crown upon his head."
"WhatÑyou? Why, you are but a child!"
"Yet am I appointed to do it, nevertheless."
"Indeed! And when will all this happen?"
"Next year he will be crowned, and after that will remain master of

France."
There was a great and general burst of laughter, and when it had sub-

sided the governor said:
"Who has sent you with these extravagant messages?"
"My Lord."
"What Lord?"
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"The King of Heaven."
Many murmured, "Ah, poor thing, poor thing!" and others, "Ah, her

mind is but a wreck!" The governor hailed Laxart, and said:
"Harkye!Ñtake this mad child home and whip her soundly. That is the

best cure for her ailment."
As Joan was moving away she turned and said, with simplicity:
"You refuse me the soldiers, I know not why, for it is my Lord that has

commanded you. Yes, it is He that has made the command; therefore I
must come again, and yet again; then I shall have the men-at-arms."

There was a great deal of wondering talk, after she was gone; and the
guards and servants passed the talk to the town, the town passed it to
the country; Domremy was already buzzing with it when we got back.
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Chapter8
Why the Scorners Relented

HUMAN NATURE is the sameeverywhere: it defies success,it has noth-
ing but scorn for defeat. The village considered that Joanhad disgraced it
with her grotesque performance and its ridiculous failure; so all the
tongues were busy with the matter, and as bilious and bitter as they
were busy; insomuch that if the tongues had been teeth she would not
have survived her persecutions. Those persons who did not scold did
what was worse and harder to bear; for they ridiculed her, and mocked
at her, and ceasedneither day nor night from their witticisms and jeer-
ings and laughter. Haumette and Little Mengette and I stood by her, but
the storm was too strong for her other friends, and they avoided her, be-
ing ashamed to be seenwith her becauseshe was so unpopular, and be-
cause of the sting of the taunts that assailed them on her account. She
shed tears in secret,but none in public. In public she carried herself with
serenity, and showed no distress, nor any resentmentÑconduct which
should have softened the feeling against her, but it did not. Her father
was so incensed that he could not talk in measured terms about her wild
project of going to the wars like a man. He had dreamed of her doing
such a thing, some time before, and now he remembered that dream
with apprehension and anger, and said that rather than see her unsex
herself and go away with the armies, he would require her brothers to
drown her; and that if they should refuse, he would do it with his own
hands.

But none of these things shook her purpose in the least. Her parents
kept a strict watch upon her to keep her from leaving the village, but she
said her time was not yet; that when the time to go was come she should
know it, and then the keepers would watch in vain.

The summer wasted along; and when it was seen that her purpose
continued steadfast, the parents were glad of a chance which finally
offered itself for bringing her projects to an end through marriage. The
Paladin had the effrontery to pretend that she had engaged herself to
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him several years before, and now he claimed a ratification of the
engagement.

She said his statement was not true, and refused to marry him. She
was cited to appear before the ecclesiasticalcourt at Toul to answer for
her perversity; when she declined to have counsel, and elected to con-
duct her case herself, her parents and all her ill-wishers rejoiced, and
looked upon her as already defeated. And that was natural enough; for
who would expect that an ignorant peasant-girl of sixteen would be oth-
erwise than frightened and tongue-tied when standing for the first time
in presence of the practised doctors of the law, and surrounded by the
cold solemnities of a court? Yet all these people were mistaken. They
flocked to Toul to seeand enjoy this fright and embarrassment and de-
feat, and they had their trouble for their pains. Shewas modest, tranquil,
and quite at her ease.Shecalled no witnesses, saying she would content
herself with examining the witnesses for the prosecution. When they had
testified, she rose and reviewed their testimony in a few words, pro-
nounced it vague, confused, and of no force, then she placed the Paladin
again on the stand and began to search him. His previous testimony
went rag by rag to ruin under her ingenious hands, until at last he stood
bare, so to speak, he that had come so richly clothed in fraud and false-
hood. His counsel began an argument, but the court declined to hear it,
and threw out the case,adding a few words of grave compliment for
Joan, and referring to her as "this marvelous child."

After this victory, with this high praise from so imposing a source ad-
ded, the fickle village turned again, and gave Joancountenance,compli-
ment, and peace.Her mother took her back to her heart, and even her
father relented and said he was proud of her. But the time hung heavy
on her hands, nevertheless, for the siege of Orleans was begun, the
clouds lowered darker and darker over France, and still her Voices said
wait, and gave her no direct commands. The winter set in, and wore te-
diously along; but at last there was a change.
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Part 2
In Court and Camp
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Chapter1
Joan Says Good-By

THE 5th of January, 1429,Joan came to me with her uncle Laxart, and
said:

"The time is come. My Voices are not vague now, but clear, and they
have told me what to do. In two months I shall be with the Dauphin."

Her spirits were high, and her bearing martial. I caught the infection
and felt a great impulse stirring in me that was like what one feels when
he hears the roll of the drums and the tramp of marching men.

"I believe it," I said.
"I also believe it," said Laxart. "If she had told me before, that she was

commanded of God to rescue France, I should not have believed; I
should have let her seekthe governor by her own ways and held myself
clear of meddling in the matter, not doubting she was mad. But I have
seen her stand before those nobles and mighty men unafraid, and say
her say; and she had not been able to do that but by the help of God.
That I know. Therefore with all humbleness I am at her command, to do
with me as she will."

"My uncle is very good to me," Joan said. "I sent and asked him to
come and persuade my mother to let him take me home with him to tend
his wife, who is not well. It is arranged, and we go at dawn to-morrow.
From his house I shall go soon to Vaucouleurs, and wait and strive until
my prayer is granted. Who were the two cavaliers who sat to your left at
the governor's table that day?"

"One was the Sieur Jeande Novelonpont de Metz, the other the Sieur
Bertrand de Poulengy."

"Good metalÑgood metal, both. I marked them for men of mineÉ .
What is it I see in your face? Doubt?"

I was teaching myself to speak the truth to her, not trimming it or pol-
ishing it; so I said:

"They considered you out of your head, and said so. It is true they pit-
ied you for being in such misfortune, but still they held you to be mad."
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This did not seem to trouble her in any way or wound her. She only
said:

"The wise change their minds when they perceive that they have been
in error. Thesewill. They will march with me. I shall seethem presently..
.. You seem to doubt again? Do you doubt?"

"N-no. Not now. I was remembering that it was a year ago, and that
they did not belong here, but only chanced to stop a day on their
journey."

"They will come again. But as to matters now in hand; I came to leave
with you some instructions. You will follow me in a few days. Order
your affairs, for you will be absent long."

"Will Jean and Pierre go with me?"
"No; they would refuse now, but presently they will come, and with

them they will bring my parents' blessing, and likewise their consent that
I take up my mission. I shall be stronger, thenÑstronger for that; for lack
of it I am weak now." Shepaused a little while, and the tears gathered in
her eyes; then she went on: "I would say good-by to Little Mengette.
Bring her outside the village at dawn; she must go with me a little of the
wayÑ"

"And Haumette?"
She broke down and began to cry, saying:
"No, oh, noÑshe is too dear to me, I could not bear it, knowing I

should never look upon her face again."
Next morning I brought Mengette, and we four walked along the road

in the cold dawn till the village was far behind; then the two girls said
their good-bys, clinging about each other's neck, and pouring out their
grief in loving words and tears, a pitiful sight to see.And Joantook one
long look back upon the distant village, and the Fairy Tree, and the oak
forest, and the flowery plain, and the river, as if she was trying to print
these sceneson her memory so that they would abide there always and
not fade, for she knew she would not seethem any more in this life; then
she turned, and went from us, sobbing bitterly. It was her birthday and
mine. She was seventeen years old.
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Chapter2
The Governor Speeds Joan

After a few days, Laxart took Joan to Vaucouleurs, and found lodging
and guardianship for her with Catherine Royer, a wheelwright's wife, an
honest and good woman. Joanwent to massregularly, she helped do the
housework, earning her keep in that way, and if any wished to talk with
her about her missionÑand many didÑshe talked freely, making no
concealmentsregarding the matter now. I was soon housed near by, and
witnessed the effects which followed. At once the tidings spread that a
young girl was come who was appointed of God to save France. The
common people flocked in crowds to look at her and speak with her, and
her fair young loveliness won the half of their belief, and her deep earn-
estnessand transparent sincerity won the other half. The well-to-do re-
mained away and scoffed, but that is their way.

Next, a prophecy of Merlin's, more than eight hundred years old, was
called to mind, which said that in a far future time France would be lost
by a woman and restored by a woman. France was now, for the first
time, lostÑand by a woman, Isabel of Bavaria, her baseQueen; doubtless
this fair and pure young girl was commissioned of Heaven to complete
the prophecy.

This gave the growing interest a new and powerful impulse; the ex-
citement rose higher and higher, and hope and faith along with it; and so
from Vaucouleurs wave after wave of this inspiring enthusiasm flowed
out over the land, far and wide, invading all the villages and refreshing
and revivifying the perishing children of France;and from thesevillages
camepeople who wanted to seefor themselves,hear for themselves;and
they did seeand hear, and believe. They filled the town; they more than
filled it; inns and lodgings were packed, and yet half of the inflow had to
go without shelter. And still they came, winter as it was, for when a
man's soul is starving, what does he care for meat and roof so he can but
get that nobler hunger fed? Day after day, and still day after day the
great tide rose. Domremy was dazed, amazed, stupefied, and said to

63



itself, "Was this world-wonder in our familiar midst all these years and
we too dull to seeit?" Jeanand Pierre went out from the village, stared at
and envied like the great and fortunate of the earth, and their progress to
Vaucouleurs was like a triumph, all the country-side flocking to seeand
salute the brothers of one with whom angelshad spoken faceto face,and
into whose hands by command of God they had delivered the destinies
of France.

The brothers brought the parents' blessing and godspeed to Joan,and
their promise to bring it to her in person later; and so, with this culminat-
ing happiness in her heart and the high hope it inspired, she went and
confronted the governor again. But he was no more tractable than he had
been before. He refused to send her to the King. She was disappointed,
but in no degree discouraged. She said:

"I must still come to you until I get the men-at-arms; for so it is com-
manded, and I may not disobey. I must go to the Dauphin, though I go
on my knees."

I and the two brothers were with Joan daily, to see the people that
came and hear what they said; and one day, sure enough, the Sieur Jean
de Metz came. He talked with her in a petting and playful way, as one
talks with children, and said:

"What are you doing here, my little maid? Will they drive the King out
of France, and shall we all turn English?"

She answered him in her tranquil, serious way:
"I am come to bid Robert de Baudricourt take or send me to the King,

but he does not heed my words."
"Ah, you have an admirable persistence, truly; a whole year has not

turned you from your wish. I saw you when you came before."
Joan said, as tranquilly as before:
"It is not a wish, it is a purpose. He will grant it. I can wait."
"Ah, perhaps it will not be wise to make too sure of that, my child.

These governors are stubborn people to deal with. In casehe shall not
grant your prayerÑ"

"He will grant it. He must. It is not a matter of choice."
The gentleman's playful mood began to disappearÑone could see

that, by his face. Joan's earnestness was affecting him. It always
happened that people who began in jest with her ended by being in earn-
est. They soon began to perceive depths in her that they had not suspec-
ted; and then her manifest sincerity and the rocklike steadfastnessof her
convictions were forces which cowed levity, and it could not maintain its
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self-respect in their presence. The Sieur de Metz was thoughtful for a
moment or two, then he began, quite soberly:

"Is it necessary that you go to the King soon?Ñthat is, I meanÑ"
"Before Mid-Lent, even though I wear away my legs to the knees!"
She said it with that sort of repressed fieriness that means so much

when a person's heart is in a thing. You could see the response in that
nobleman's face; you could see his eye light up; there was sympathy
there. He said, most earnestly:

"God knows I think you should have the men-at-arms, and that some-
what would come of it. What is it that you would do? What is your hope
and purpose?"

"To rescueFrance.And it is appointed that I shall do it. For no one else
in the world, neither kings, nor dukes, no any other, can recover the
kingdom of France, and there is no help but in me."

The words had a pleading and pathetic sound, and they touched that
good nobleman. I saw it plainly. Joandropped her voice a little, and said:
"But indeed I would rather spin with my poor mother, for this is not my
calling; but I must go and do it, for it is my Lord's will."

"Who is your Lord?"
"He is God."
Then the Sieur de Metz, following the impressive old feudal fashion,

knelt and laid his hands within Joan's in sign of fealty, and made oath
that by God's help he himself would take her to the king.

The next day came the Sieur Bertrand de Poulengy, and he also
pledged his oath and knightly honor to abide with her and follow her
witherosever she might lead.

This day, too, toward evening, a great rumor went flying abroad
through the townÑnamely, that the very governor himself was going to
visit the young girl in her humble lodgings. So in the morning the streets
and lanes were packed with people waiting to see if this strange thing
would indeed happen. And happen it did. The governor rode in state,at-
tended by his guards, and the news of it went everywhere, and made a
great sensation, and modified the scoffings of the people of quality and
raised Joan's credit higher than ever.

The governor had made up his mind to one thing: Joan was either a
witch or a saint, and he meant to find out which it was. So he brought a
priest with him to exorcisethe devil that was in her in casethere was one
there. The priest performed his office, but found no devil. He merely
hurt Joan's feelings and offended her piety without need, for he had
already confessed her before this, and should have known, if he knew
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anything, that devils cannot abide the confessional, but utter cries of an-
guish and the most profane and furious cursings whenever they are con-
fronted with that holy office.

The governor went away troubled and full of thought, and not know-
ing what to do. And while he pondered and studied, several days went
by and the 14th of February was come. Then Joanwent to the castle and
said:

"In God's name, Robert de Baudricourt, you are too slow about send-
ing me, and have caused damage thereby, for this day the Dauphin's
causehas lost a battle near Orleans, and will suffer yet greater injury if
you do not send me to him soon."

The governor was perplexed by this speech, and said:
"To-day, child, to-day? How can you know what has happened in that

region to-day? It would take eight or ten days for the word to come."
"My Voices have brought the word to me, and it is true. A battle was

lost to-day, and you are in fault to delay me so."
The governor walked the floor awhile, talking within himself, but let-

ting a great oath fall outside now and then; and finally he said:
"Harkye! go in peace,and wait. If it shall turn out as you say, I will

give you the letter and send you to the King, and not otherwise."
Joan said with fervor:
"Now God be thanked, these waiting days are almost done. In nine

days you will fetch me the letter."
Already the people of Vaucouleurs had given her a horse and had

armed and equipped her as a soldier. Shegot no chanceto try the horse
and see if she could ride it, for her great first duty was to abide at her
post and lift up the hopes and spirits of all who would come to talk with
her, and prepare them to help in the rescueand regeneration of the king-
dom. This occupied every waking moment shehad. But it was no matter.
There was nothing shecould not learnÑand in the briefest time, too. Her
horse would find this out in the first hour. Meantime the brothers and I
took the horse in turn and began to learn to ride. And we had teaching in
the use of the sword and other arms also.

On the 20th Joancalled her small army togetherÑthe two knights and
her two brothers and meÑfor a private council of war. No, it was not a
council, that is not the right name, for she did not consult with us, she
merely gave us orders. Shemapped out the course she would travel to-
ward the King, and did it like a person perfectly versed in geography;
and this itinerary of daily marches was so arranged as to avoid here and
there peculiarly dangerous regions by flank movementsÑwhich showed
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that she knew her political geography as intimately as she knew her
physical geography; yet she had never had a day's schooling, of course,
and was without education. I was astonished, but thought her Voices
must have taught her. But upon reflection I saw that this was not so. By
her referencesto what this and that and the other person had told her, I
perceived that she had been diligently questioning those crowds of visit-
ing strangers, and that out of them she had patiently dug all this massof
invaluable knowledge. The two knights were filled with wonder at her
good sense and sagacity.

Shecommanded us to make preparations to travel by night and sleep
by day in concealment, as almost the whole of our long journey would
be through the enemy's country.

Also, she commanded that we should keep the date of our departure a
secret,since she meant to get away unobserved. Otherwise we should be
sent off with a grand demonstration which would advertise us to the en-
emy, and we should be ambushed and captured somewhere. Finally she
said:

"Nothing remains, now, but that I confide to you the date of our de-
parture, so that you may make all needful preparation in time, leaving
nothing to be done in haste and badly at the last moment. We march the
23d, at eleven of the clock at night."

Then we were dismissed. The two knights were startledÑyes, and
troubled; and the Sieur Bertrand said:

"Even if the governor shall really furnish the letter and the escort, he
still may not do it in time to meet the date she has chosen.Then how can
sheventure to name that date?It is a great riskÑa great risk to selectand
decide upon the date, in this state of uncertainty."

I said:
"Sinceshe has named the 23d, we may trust her. The Voices have told

her, I think. We shall do best to obey."
We did obey. Joan'sparents were notified to come before the 23d, but

prudence forbade that they be told why this limit was named.
All day, the 23d, she glanced up wistfully whenever new bodies of

strangers entered the house, but her parents did not appear. Still shewas
not discouraged, but hoped on. But when night fell at last, her hopes per-
ished, and the tears came; however, she dashed them away, and said:

"It was to be so, no doubt; no doubt it was so ordered; I must bear it,
and will."

De Metz tried to comfort her by saying:
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"The governor sends no word; it may be that they will come to-mor-
row, andÑ"

He got no further, for she interrupted him, saying:
"To what good end? We start at eleven to-night."
And it was so. At ten the governor came, with his guard and arms,

with horses and equipment for me and for the brothers, and gave Joana
letter to the King. Then he took off his sword, and belted it about her
waist with his own hands, and said:

"You said true, child. The battle was lost, on the day you said. So I
have kept my word. Now goÑcome of it what may."

Joan gave him thanks, and he went his way.
The lost battle was the famous disaster that is called in history the

Battle of the Herrings.
All the lights in the house were at once put out, and a little while after,

when the streets had become dark and still, we crept stealthily through
them and out at the western gate and rode away under whip and spur.
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Chapter3
The Paladin Groans and Boasts

WE WERE twenty-five strong, and well equipped. We rode in double
file, Joanand her brothers in the center of the column, with Jeande Metz
at the head of it and the Sieur Bertrand at its extreme rear. In two or
three hours we should be in the enemy's country, and then none would
venture to desert. By and by we began to hear groans and sobsand exec-
rations from different points along the line, and upon inquiry found that
six of our men were peasantswho had never ridden a horse before, and
were finding it very difficult to stay in their saddles, and moreover were
now beginning to suffer considerable bodily torture. They had been
seized by the governor at the last moment and pressed into the service to
make up the tale, and he had placed a veteran alongside of eachwith or-
ders to help him stick to the saddle, and kill him if he tried to desert.

Thesepoor devils had kept quiet as long as they could, but their phys-
ical miseries were becomeso sharp by this time that they were obliged to
give them vent. But we were within the enemy's country now, so there
was no help for them, they must continue the march, though Joan said
that if they chose to take the risk they might depart. They preferred to
stay with us. We modified our pacenow, and moved cautiously, and the
new men were warned to keep their sorrows to themselves and not get
the command into danger with their curses and lamentations.

Toward dawn we rode deep into a forest, and soon all but the sentries
were sound asleep in spite of the cold ground and the frosty air.

I woke at noon out of such a solid and stupefying sleep that at first my
wits were all astray, and I did not know where I was nor what had been
happening. Then my sensescleared, and I remembered. As I lay there
thinking over the strange events of the past month or two the thought
came into my mind, greatly surprising me, that one of Joan'sprophecies
had failed; for where were Noel and the Paladin, who were to join us at
the eleventh hour? By this time, you see,I had gotten used to expecting
everything Joan said to come true. So, being disturbed and troubled by
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these thoughts, I opened my eyes.Well, there stood the Paladin leaning
against a tree and looking down on me! How often that happens; you
think of a person, or speak of a person, and there he stands before you,
and you not dreaming he is near. It looks as if his being near is really the
thing that makes you think of him, and not just an accident, as people
imagine. Well, be that as it may, there was the Paladin, anyway, looking
down in my face and waiting for me to wake. I was ever so glad to see
him, and jumped up and shook him by the hand, and led him a little
way from the campÑhe limping like a crippleÑand told him to sit
down, and said:

"Now, where have you dropped down from? And how did you hap-
pen to light in this place?And what do the soldier-clothes mean?Tell me
all about it."

He answered:
"I marched with you last night."
"No!" (To myself I said, "The prophecy has not all failedÑhalf of it has

come true.") "Yes, I did. I hurried up from Domremy to join, and was
within a half a minute of being too late. In fact, I was too late, but I
begged so hard that the governor was touched by my brave devotion to
my country's causeÑthose are the words he usedÑand so he yielded,
and allowed me to come."

I thought to myself, this is a lie, he is one of those six the governor re-
cruited by force at the last moment; I know it, for Joan'sprophecy said he
would join at the eleventh hour, but not by his own desire. Then I said
aloud:

"I am glad you came; it is a noble cause, and one should not sit at
home in times like these."

"Sit at home! I could no more do it than the thunderstone could stay
hid in the clouds when the storm calls it."

"That is the right talk. It sounds like you."
That pleased him.
"I'm glad you know me. Somedon't. But they will, presently. They will

know me well enough before I get done with this war."
"That is what I think. I believe that wherever danger confronts you

you will make yourself conspicuous."
He was charmed with this speech,and it swelled him up like a blad-

der. He said:
"If I know myselfÑand I think I doÑmy performances in this cam-

paign will give you occasion more than once to remember those words."
"I were a fool to doubt it. That I know."
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"I shall not be at my best, being but a common soldier; still, the coun-
try will hear of me. If I were where I belong; if I were in the place of La
Hire, or Saintrailles, or the Bastard of OrleansÑwell, I say nothing. I am
not of the talking kind, like Noel Rainguessonand his sort, I thank God.
But it will be something, I take itÑa novelty in this world, I should
sayÑto raise the fame of a private soldier above theirs, and extinguish
the glory of their names with its shadow."

"Why, look here, my friend," I said, "do you know that you have hit
out a most remarkable idea there? Do you realize the gigantic propor-
tions of it? For look you; to be a general of vast renown, what is that?
NothingÑhistory is clogged and confused with them; one cannot keep
their names in his memory, there are so many. But a common soldier of
supreme renownÑwhy, he would stand alone! He would the be one
moon in a firmament of mustard-seed stars; his name would outlast the
human race! My friend, who gave you that idea?"

He was ready to burst with happiness, but he suppressedbetrayal of it
as well as he could. He simply waved the compliment aside with his
hand and said, with complacency:

"It is nothing. I have them oftenÑideas like thatÑand even greater
ones. I do not consider this one much."

"You astonish me; you do, indeed. So it is really your own?"
"Quite. And there is plenty more where it came from"Ñtapping his

head with his finger, and taking occasion at the same time to cant his
morion over his right ear, which gave him a very self-satisfied airÑ"I do
not need to borrow my ideas, like Noel Rainguesson."

"Speaking of Noel, when did you see him last?"
"Half an hour ago. He is sleeping yonder like a corpse. Rode with us

last night."
I felt a great upleap in my heart, and said to myself, now I am at rest

and glad; I will never doubt her prophecies again. Then I said aloud:
"It gives me joy. It makes me proud of our village. There is not keeping

our lion-hearts at home in these great times, I see that."
"Lion-heart! WhoÑthat baby? Why, he begged like a dog to be let off.

Cried, and said he wanted to go to his mother. Him a lion-heart!Ñthat
tumble-bug!"

"Dear me, why I supposed he volunteered, of course. Didn't he?"
"Oh, yes, he volunteered the way people do to the headsman. Why,

when he found I was coming up from Domremy to volunteer, he asked
me to let him come along in my protection, and seethe crowds and the
excitement. Well, we arrived and saw the torches filing out at the Castle,
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and ran there, and the governor had him seized, along with four more,
and he begged to be let off, and I begged for his place, and at last the
governor allowed me to join, but wouldn't let Noel off, becausehe was
disgusted with him, he was such a cry-baby. Yes, and much good he'll
do the King's service; he'll eat for six and run for sixteen. I hate a pygmy
with half a heart and nine stomachs!"

"Why, this is very surprising news to me, and I am sorry and disap-
pointed to hear it. I thought he was a very manly fellow."

The Paladin gave me an outraged look, and said:
"I don't seehow you can talk like that, I'm sure I don't. I don't seehow

you could have got such a notion. I don't dislike him, and I'm not saying
these things out of prejudice, for I don't allow myself to have prejudices
against people. I like him, and have always comraded with him from the
cradle, but he must allow me to speak my mind about his faults, and I
am willing he shall speak his about mine, if I have any. And, true
enough, maybe I have; but I reckon they'll bear inspectionÑI have that
idea, anyway. A manly fellow! You should have heard him whine and
wail and swear, last night, becausethe saddle hurt him. Why didn't the
saddle hurt me?PoohÑI was as much at home in it as if I had been born
there. And yet it was the first time I was ever on a horse. All those old
soldiers admired my riding; they said they had never seenanything like
it. But himÑwhy, they had to hold him on, all the time."

An odor as of breakfast came stealing through the wood; the Paladin
unconsciously inflated his nostrils in lustful response, and got up and
limped painfully away, saying he must go and look to his horse.

At bottom he was all right and a good-hearted giant, without any
harm in him, for it is no harm to bark, if one stops there and does not
bite, and it is no harm to be an ass,if one is content to bray and not kick.
If this vast structure of brawn and muscle and vanity and foolishness
seemed to have a libelous tongue, what of it? There was no malice be-
hind it; and besides, the defect was not of his own creation; it was the
work of Noel Rainguesson, who had nurtured it, fostered it, built it up
and perfected it, for the entertainment he got out of it. His carelesslight
heart had to have somebody to nag and chaff and make fun of, the
Paladin had only needed development in order to meet its requirements,
consequently the development was taken in hand and diligently atten-
ded to and looked after, gnat-and-bull fashion, for years, to the neglect
and damage of far more important concerns.The result was an unquali-
fied success.Noel prized the society of the Paladin above everybody
else's; the Paladin preferred anybody's to Noel's. The big fellow was
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often seen with the little fellow, but it was for the same reason that the
bull is often seen with the gnat.

With the first opportunity, I had a talk with Noel. I welcomed him to
our expedition, and said:

"It was fine and brave of you to volunteer, Noel."
His eye twinkled, and he answered:
"Yes, it was rather fine, I think. Still, the credit doesn't all belong to me;

I had help."
"Who helped you?"
"The governor."
"How?"
"Well, I'll tell you the whole thing. I cameup from Domremy to seethe

crowds and the general show, for I hadn't ever had any experience of
such things, of course,and this was a great opportunity; but I hadn't any
mind to volunteer. I overtook the Paladin on the road and let him have
my company the rest of the way, although he did not want it and said so;
and while we were gawking and blinking in the glare of the governor's
torches they seized us and four more and added us to the escort, and
that is really how I came to volunteer. But, after all, I wasn't sorry, re-
membering how dull life would have been in the village without the
Paladin."

"How did he feel about it? Was he satisfied?"
"I think he was glad."
"Why?"
"Becausehe said he wasn't. He was taken by surprise, you see,and it is

not likely that he could tell the truth without preparation. Not that he
would have prepared, if he had had the chance, for I do not think he
would. I am not charging him with that. In the same spaceof time that
he could prepare to speak the truth, he could also prepare to lie; besides,
his judgment would be cool then, and would warn him against fooling
with new methods in an emergency. No, I am sure he was glad, because
he said he wasn't."

"Do you think he was very glad?"
"Yes, I know he was. He begged like a slave, and bawled for his moth-

er. He said his health was delicate, and he didn't know how to ride a
horse, and he knew he couldn't outlive the first march. But really he
wasn't looking as delicate as he was feeling. There was a cask of wine
there, a proper lift for four men. The governor's temper got afire, and he
delivered an oath at him that knocked up the dust where it struck the
ground, and told him to shoulder that cask or he would carve him to
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cutlets and send him home in a basket. The Paladin did it, and that se-
cured his promotion to a privacy in the escort without any further
debate."

"Yes,you seemto make it quite plain that he was glad to joinÑthat is,
if your premises are right that you start from. How did he stand the
march last night?"

"About as I did. If he made the more noise, it was the privilege of his
bulk. We stayed in our saddles becausewe had help. We are equally
lame to-day, and if he likes to sit down, let him; I prefer to stand."
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Chapter4
Joan Leads Us Through the Enemy

WE WERE called to quarters and subjected to a searching inspection by
Joan. Then she made a short little talk in which she said that even the
rude business of war could be conducted better without profanity and
other brutalities of speech than with them, and that she should strictly
require us to remember and apply this admonition. Sheordered half an
hour's horsemanship drill for the novices then, and appointed one of the
veterans to conduct it. It was a ridiculous exhibition, but we learned
something, and Joan was satisfied and complimented us. She did not
take any instruction herself or go through the evolutions and man-
oeuvres, but merely sat her horse like a martial little statue and looked
on. That was sufficient for her, you see.She would not miss or forget a
detail of the lesson, she would take it all in with her eye and her mind,
and apply it afterward with as much certainty and confidence as if she
had already practised it.

We now made three night marches of twelve or thirteen leagueseach,
riding in peaceand undisturbed, being taken for a roving band of Free
Companions. Country-folk were glad to have that sort of people go by
without stopping. Still, they were very wearying marches, and not com-
fortable, for the bridges were few and the streams many, and as we had
to ford them we found the water dismally cold, and afterward had to
bed ourselves, still wet, on the frosty or snowy ground, and get warm as
we might and sleep if we could, for it would not have been prudent to
build fires. Our energies languished under these hardships and deadly
fatigues, but Joan'sdid not. Her step kept its spring and firmness and her
eye its fire. We could only wonder at this, we could not explain it.

But if we had had hard times before, I know not what to call the five
nights that now followed, for the marches were as fatiguing, the baths as
cold, and we were ambuscaded seven times in addition, and lost two
novices and three veterans in the resulting fights. The news had leaked
out and gone abroad that the inspired Virgin of Vaucouleurs was
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making for the King with an escort, and all the roads were being
watched now.

Thesefive nights disheartened the command a good deal. This was ag-
gravated by a discovery which Noel made, and which he promptly made
known at headquarters. Someof the men had been trying to understand
why Joan continued to be alert, vigorous, and confident while the
strongest men in the company were fagged with the heavy marches and
exposure and were become morose and irritable. There, it shows you
how men can have eyes and yet not see.All their lives those men had
seen their own women-folks hitched up with a cow and dragging the
plow in the fields while the men did the driving. They had also seenoth-
er evidences that women have far more endurance and patience and
fortitude than menÑbut what good had their seeing thesethings been to
them? None. It had taught them nothing. They were still surprised to see
a girl of seventeenbear the fatigues of war better than trained veterans of
the army. Moreover, they did not reflect that a great soul, with a great
purpose, can make a weak body strong and keep it so; and here was the
greatest soul in the universe; but how could they know that, those dumb
creatures?No, they knew nothing, and their reasonings were of a piece
with their ignorance. They argued and discussed among themselves,
with Noel listening, and arrived at the decision that Joan was a witch,
and had her strange pluck and strength from Satan;so they made a plan
to watch for a safe opportunity to take her life.

To have secret plottings of this sort going on in our midst was a very
serious business, of course, and the knights asked Joan'spermission to
hang the plotters, but she refused without hesitancy. She said:

"Neither these men nor any others can take my life before my mission
is accomplished, therefore why should I have their blood upon my
hands?I will inform them of this, and also admonish them. Call them be-
fore me."

When they cameshe made that statement to them in a plain matter-of-
fact way, and just as if the thought never entered her mind that any one
could doubt it after she had given her word that it was true. The men
were evidently amazed and impressed to hear her say such a thing in
such a sure and confident way, for prophecies boldly uttered never fall
barren on superstitious ears. Yes, this speechcertainly impressed them,
but her closing remark impressed them still more. It was for the
ringleader, and Joan said it sorrowfully:

"It is a pity that you should plot another's death when your own is so
close at hand."
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That man's horse stumbled and fell on him in the first ford which we
crossed that night, and he was drowned before we could help him. We
had no more conspiracies.

This night was harassed with ambuscades, but we got through
without having any men killed. One more night would carry us over the
hostile frontier if we had good luck, and we saw the night close down
with a good deal of solicitude. Always before, we had been more or less
reluctant to start out into the gloom and the silence to be frozen in the
fords and persecuted by the enemy, but this time we were impatient to
get under way and have it over, although there was promise of more and
harder fighting than any of the previous nights had furnished. Moreover,
in front of us about three leagues there was a deep stream with a frail
wooden bridge over it, and asa cold rain mixed with snow had beenfall-
ing steadily all day we were anxious to find out whether we were in a
trap or not. If the swollen stream had washed away the bridge, we might
properly consider ourselves trapped and cut off from escape.

As soon as it was dark we filed out from the depth of the forest where
we had been hidden and began the march. From the time that we had
begun to encounter ambushes Joan had ridden at the head of the
column, and she took this post now. By the time we had gone a league
the rain and snow had turned to sleet, and under the impulse of the
storm-wind it lashed my face like whips, and I envied Joan and the
knights, who could closetheir visors and shut up their heads in their hel-
mets as in a box. Now, out of the pitchy darkness and close at hand,
came the sharp command:

"Halt!"
We obeyed. I made out a dim mass in front of us which might be a

body of horsemen, but one could not be sure. A man rode up and said to
Joan in a tone of reproof:

"Well, you have taken your time, truly. And what have you found out?
Is she still behind us, or in front?"

Joan answered in a level voice:
"She is still behind."
This news softened the stranger's tone. He said:
"If you know that to be true, you have not lost your time, Captain. But

are you sure? How do you know?"
"Because I have seen her."
"Seen her! Seen the Virgin herself?"
"Yes, I have been in her camp."
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"Is it possible! Captain Raymond, I ask you to pardon me for speaking
in that tone just now. You have performed a daring and admirable ser-
vice. Where was she camped?"

"In the forest, not more than a league from here."
"Good! I was afraid we might be still behind her, but now that we

know she is behind us, everything is safe.Sheis our game. We will hang
her. You shall hang her yourself. No one has so well earned the privilege
of abolishing this pestilent limb of Satan."

"I do not know how to thank you sufficiently. If we catch her, IÑ"
"If! I will take care of that; give yourself no uneasiness.All I want is

just a look at her, to seewhat the imp is like that has been able to make
all this noise, then you and the halter may have her. How many men has
she?"

"I counted but eighteen, but she may have had two or three pickets
out."

"Is that all? It won't be a mouthful for my force. Is it true that she is
only a girl?"

"Yes; she is not more than seventeen."
"It passes belief! Is she robust, or slender?"
"Slender."
The officer pondered a moment or two, then he said:
"Was she preparing to break camp?"
"Not when I had my last glimpse of her."
"What was she doing?"
"She was talking quietly with an officer."
"Quietly? Not giving orders?"
"No, talking as quietly as we are now."
"That is good. Sheis feeling a false security. Shewould have been rest-

lessand fussy elseÑit is the way of her sexwhen danger is about. As she
was making no preparation to break campÑ"

"She certainly was not when I saw her last."
"Ñand was chatting quietly and at her ease,it means that this weather

is not to her taste. Night-marching in sleet and wind is not for chits of
seventeen.No; she will stay where she is. She has my thanks. We will
camp, ourselves; here is as good a place as any. Let us get about it."

"If you command itÑcertainly. But she has two knights with her. They
might force her to march, particularly if the weather should improve."

I was scared, and impatient to be getting out of this peril, and it dis-
tressed and worried me to have Joan apparently set herself to work to
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make delay and increase the dangerÑstill, I thought she probably knew
better than I what to do. The officer said:

"Well, in that case we are here to block the way."
"Yes, if they come this way. But if they should send out spies,and find

out enough to make them want to try for the bridge through the woods?
Is it best to allow the bridge to stand?"

It made me shiver to hear her.
The officer considered awhile, then said:
"It might be well enough to send a force to destroy the bridge. I was in-

tending to occupy it with the whole command, but that is not necessary
now."

Joan said, tranquilly:
"With your permission, I will go and destroy it myself."
Ah, now I saw her idea, and was glad shehad had the clevernessto in-

vent it and the ability to keep her head cool and think of it in that tight
place. The officer replied:

"You have it, Captain, and my thanks. With you to do it, it will be well
done; I could send another in your place, but not a better."

They saluted, and we moved forward. I breathed freer. A dozen times
I had imagined I heard the hoofbeats of the real Captain Raymond's
troop arriving behind us, and had been sitting on pins and needles all
the while that that conversation was dragging along. I breathed freer, but
was still not comfortable, for Joanhad given only the simple command,
"Forward!" Consequently we moved in a walk. Moved in a dead walk
past a dim and lengthening column of enemiesat our side. The suspense
was exhausting, yet it lasted but a short while, for when the enemy's
bugles sang the "Dismount!" Joangave the word to trot, and that was a
great relief to me. She was always at herself, you see.Before the com-
mand to dismount had been given, somebody might have wanted the
countersign somewhere along that line if we cameflying by at speed,but
now we seemedto be on our way to our allotted camping position, so we
were allowed to pass unchallenged. The further we went the more for-
midable was the strength revealed by the hostile force. Perhaps it was
only a hundred or two, but to me it seemeda thousand. When we passed
the last of these people I was thankful, and the deeper we plowed into
the darkness beyond them the better I felt. I came nearer and nearer to
feeling good, for an hour; then we found the bridge still standing, and I
felt entirely good. We crossed it and destroyed it, and then I feltÑbut I
cannot describe what I felt. One has to feel it himself in order to know
what it is like.
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We had expected to hear the rush of a pursuing force behind us, for
we thought that the real Captain Raymond would arrive and suggest
that perhaps the troop that had been mistaken for his belonged to the
Virgin of Vaucouleurs; but he must have been delayed seriously, for
when we resumed our march beyond the river there were no sounds be-
hind us except those which the storm was furnishing.

I said that Joanhad harvested a good many compliments intended for
Captain Raymond, and that he would find nothing of a crop left but a
dry stubble of reprimands when he got back, and a commander just in
the humor to superintend the gathering of it in.

Joan said:
"It will be as you say, no doubt; for the commander took a troop for

granted, in the night and unchallenged, and would have camped
without sending a force to destroy the bridge if he had been left unad-
vised, and none are so ready to find fault with others as those who do
things worthy of blame themselves."

The Sieur Bertrand was amused at Joan'snaive way of referring to her
advice as if it had been a valuable present to a hostile leader who was
saved by it from making a censurable blunder of omission, and then he
went on to admire how ingeniously she had deceived that man and yet
had not told him anything that was not the truth. This troubled Joan,and
she said:

"I thought he was deceiving himself. I forbore to tell him lies, for that
would have been wrong; but if my truths deceived him, perhaps that
made them lies, and I am to blame. I would God I knew if I have done
wrong."

Shewas assured that she had done right, and that in the perils and ne-
cessities of war deceptions that help one's own cause and hurt the
enemy's were always permissible; but she was not quite satisfied with
that, and thought that even when a great causewas in danger one ought
to have the privilege of trying honorable ways first. Jean said:

"Joan, you told us yourself that you were going to Uncle Laxart's to
nurse his wife, but you didn't say you were going further, yet you did go
on to Vaucouleurs. There!"

"I seenow," said Joan,sorrowfully. "I told no lie, yet I deceived. I had
tried all other ways first, but I could not get away, and I had to get away.
My mission required it. I did wrong, I think, and am to blame."

She was silent a moment, turning the matter over in her mind, then
she added, with quiet decision, "But the thing itself was right, and I
would do it again."
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It seemed an over-nice distinction, but nobody said anything. If we
had known her as well as she knew herself, and as her later history re-
vealed her to us, we should have perceived that she had a clear meaning
there, and that her position was not identical with ours, as we were sup-
posing, but occupied a higher plane. She would sacrifice herselfÑand
her best self; that is, her truthfulnessÑto save her cause;but only that;
she would not buy her life at that cost; whereas our war-ethics permitted
the purchase of our lives, or any mere military advantage, small or great,
by deception. Her saying seemeda commonplace at the time, the essence
of its meaning escapingus; but one seesnow that it contained a principle
which lifted it above that and made it great and fine.

Presently the wind died down, the sleet stopped falling, and the cold
was less severe. The road was become a bog, and the horses labored
through it at a walkÑthey could do no better. As the heavy time wore
on, exhaustion overcame us, and we slept in our saddles. Not even the
dangers that threatened us could keep us awake.

This tenth night seemedlonger than any of the others, and of course it
was the hardest, becausewe had been accumulating fatigue from the be-
ginning, and had more of it on hand now than at any previous time. But
we were not molested again. When the dull dawn came at last we saw a
river before us and we knew it was the Loire; we entered the town of Gi-
en, and knew we were in a friendly land, with the hostiles all behind us.
That was a glad morning for us.

We were a worn and bedraggled and shabby-looking troop; and still,
as always, Joan was the freshest of us all, in both body and spirits. We
had averaged above thirteen leagues a night, by tortuous and wretched
roads. It was a remarkable march, and shows what men can do when
they have a leader with a determined purpose and a resolution that nev-
er flags.
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Chapter5
We Pierce the Last Ambuscades

WE RESTEDand otherwise refreshed ourselves two or three hours at Gi-
en, but by that time the news was abroad that the young girl commis-
sioned of God to deliver France was come; wherefore, such a press of
people flocked to our quarters to get sight of her that it seemed best to
seeka quieter place; so we pushed on and halted at a small village called
Fierbois.

We were now within six leaguesof the King, who was at the Castle of
Chinon. Joandictated a letter to him at once,and I wrote it. In it she said
she had come a hundred and fifty leagues to bring him good news, and
begged the privilege of delivering it in person. Sheadded that although
she had never seenhim she would know him in any disguise and would
point him out.

The two knights rode away at once with the letter. The troop slept all
the afternoon, and after supper we felt pretty fresh and fine, especially
our little group of young Domremians. We had the comfortable tap-
room of the village inn to ourselves, and for the first time in ten unspeak-
ably long days were exempt from bodings and terrors and hardships and
fatiguing labors. The Paladin was suddenly become his ancient self
again, and was swaggering up and down, a very monument of self-com-
placency. Noel Rainguesson said:

"I think it is wonderful, the way he has brought us through."
"Who?" asked Jean.
"Why, the Paladin."
The Paladin seemed not to hear.
"What had he to do with it?" asked Pierre d'Arc.
"Everything. It was nothing but Joan'sconfidence in his discretion that

enabled her to keep up her heart. Shecould depend on us and on herself
for valor, but discretion is the winning thing in war, after all; discretion
is the rarest and loftiest of qualities, and he has got more of it than any
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other man in FranceÑmore of it, perhaps, than any other sixty men in
France."

"Now you are getting ready to make a fool of yourself, Noel
Rainguesson,"said the Paladin, "and you want to coil some of that long
tongue of yours around your neck and stick the end of it in your ear,
then you'll be the less likely to get into trouble."

"I didn't know he had more discretion than other people," said Pierre,
"for discretion argues brains, and he hasn't any more brains than the rest
of us, in my opinion."

"No, you are wrong there. Discretion hasn't anything to do with
brains; brains are an obstruction to it, for it does not reason, it feels. Per-
fect discretion means absence of brains. Discretion is a quality of the
heartÑsolely a quality of the heart; it acts upon us through feeling. We
know this becauseif it were an intellectual quality it would only perceive
a danger, for instance, where a danger exists; whereasÑ"

"Hear him twaddleÑthe damned idiot!" muttered the Paladin.
"Ñwhereas, it being purely a quality of the heart, and proceeding by

feeling, not reason, its reach is correspondingly wider and sublimer, en-
abling it to perceive and avoid dangers that haven't any existenceat all;
as, for instance, that night in the fog, when the Paladin took his horse's
ears for hostile lances and got off and climbed a treeÑ"

"It's a lie! a lie without shadow of foundation, and I call upon you all
to beware you give credence to the malicious inventions of this
ramshackle slander-mill that has been doing its best to destroy my char-
acter for years, and will grind up your own reputations for you next. I
got off to tighten my saddle-girthÑI wish I may die in my tracks if it isn't
soÑand whoever wants to believe it can, and whoever don't can let it
alone."

"There, that is the way with him, you see;he never can discuss a theme
temperately, but always flies off the handle and becomesdisagreeable.
And you notice his defect of memory. He remembers getting off his
horse, but forgets all the rest, even the tree. But that is natural; he would
remember getting off the horse becausehe was so used to doing it. He al-
ways did it when there was an alarm and the clash of arms at the front."

"Why did he choose that time for it?" asked Jean.
"I don't know. To tighten up his girth, he thinks, to climb a tree, I

think; I saw him climb nine trees in a single night."
"You saw nothing of the kind! A person that can lie like that deserves

no one's respect. I ask you all to answer me. Do you believe what this
reptile has said?"
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All seemed embarrassed, and only Pierre replied. He said,
hesitatingly:

"IÑwell, I hardly know what to say. It is a delicate situation. It seems
offensive to me to refuse to believe a person when he makes so direct a
statement, and yet I am obliged to say, rude as it may appear, that I am
not able to believe the whole of itÑno, I am not able to believe that you
climbed nine trees."

"There!" cried the Paladin; "now what do you think of yourself, Noel
Rainguesson? How many do you believe I climbed, Pierre?"

"Only eight."
The laughter that followed inflamed the Paladin's anger to white heat,

and he said:
"I bide my timeÑI bide my time. I will reckon with you all, I promise

you that!"
"Don't get him started," Noel pleaded; "he is a perfect lion when he

gets started. I saw enough to teachme that, after the third skirmish. After
it was over I saw him come out of the bushes and attack a dead man
single-handed."

"It is another lie; and I give you fair warning that you are going too far.
You will see me attack a live one if you are not careful."

"Meaning me, of course.This wounds me more than any number of in-
jurious and unkind speeches could do. In gratitude to one's
benefactorÑ"

"Benefactor? What do I owe you, I should like to know?"
"You owe me your life. I stood between the trees and the foe, and kept

hundreds and thousands of the enemy at bay when they were thirsting
for your blood. And I did not do it to display my daring. I did it because
I loved you and could not live without you."

"ThereÑyou have said enough! I will not stay here to listen to thesein-
famies. I can endure your lies, but not your love. Keep that corruption
for somebody with a stronger stomach than mine. And I want to say this,
before I go. That you people's small performances might appear the bet-
ter and win you the more glory, I hid my own deeds through all the
march. I went always to the front, where the fighting was thickest, to be
remote from you in order that you might not seeand be discouraged by
the things I did to the enemy. It was my purpose to keep this a secret in
my own breast,but you force me to reveal it. If you ask for my witnesses,
yonder they lie, on the road we have come. I found that road mud, I
paved it with corpses. I found that country sterile, I fertilized it with
blood. Time and again I was urged to go to the rear because the
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command could not proceed on account of my dead. And yet you, you
miscreant, accuse me of climbing trees! Pah!"

And he strode out, with a lofty air, for the recital of his imaginary
deeds had already set him up again and made him feel good.

Next day we mounted and faced toward Chinon. Orleans was at our
back now, and close by, lying in the strangling grip of the English; soon,
please God, we would face about and go to their relief. From Gien the
news had spread to Orleans that the peasant Maid of Vaucouleurs was
on her way, divinely commissioned to raise the siege.The news made a
great excitement and raised a great hopeÑthe first breath of hope those
poor souls had breathed in five months. They sent commissioners at
once to the King to beg him to consider this matter, and not throw this
help lightly away. Thesecommissioners were already at Chinon by this
time.

When we were half-way to Chinon we happened upon yet one more
squad of enemies.They burst suddenly out of the woods, and in consid-
erable force, too; but we were not the apprentices we were ten or twelve
days before; no, we were seasonedto this kind of adventure now; our
hearts did not jump into our throats and our weapons tremble in our
hands. We had learned to be always in battle array, always alert, and al-
ways ready to deal with any emergency that might turn up. We were no
more dismayed by the sight of those people than our commander was.
Before they could form, Joanhad delivered the order, "Forward!" and we
were down upon them with a rush. They stood no chance; they turned
tail and scattered, we plowing through them as if they had been men of
straw. That was our last ambuscade,and it was probably laid for us by
that treacherous rascal, the King's own minister and favorite, De la
Tremouille.

We housed ourselves in an inn, and soon the town came flocking to
get a glimpse of the Maid.

Ah, the tedious King and his tedious people! Our two good knights
came presently, their patience well wearied, and reported. They and we
reverently stoodÑas becomespersons who are in the presenceof kings
and the superiors of kingsÑuntil Joan,troubled by this mark of homage
and respect, and not content with it nor yet used to it, although we had
not permitted ourselves to do otherwise since the day she prophesied
that wretched traitor's death and he was straightway drowned, thus con-
firming many previous signs that she was indeed an ambassador com-
missioned of God, commanded us to sit; then the Sieur de Metz said to
Joan:

85



"The King has got the letter, but they will not let us have speechwith
him."

"Who is it that forbids?"
"None forbids, but there be three or four that are nearest his per-

sonÑschemers and traitors every oneÑthat put obstructions in the way,
and seek all ways, by lies and pretexts, to make delay. Chiefest of these
are Georges de la Tremouille and that plotting fox, the Archbishop of
Rheims. While they keep the King idle and in bondage to his sports and
follies, they are great and their importance grows; whereas if ever he as-
sert himself and rise and strike for crown and country like a man, their
reign is done. Sothey but thrive, they carenot if the crown go to destruc-
tion and the King with it."

"You have spoken with others besides these?"
"Not of the Court, noÑthe Court are the meek slaves of those reptiles,

and watch their mouths and their actions, acting as they act, thinking as
they think, saying as they say; wherefore they are cold to us, and turn
aside and go another way when we appear. But we have spoken with the
commissioners from Orleans. They said with heat: 'It is a marvel that any
man in such desperatecaseas is the King can moon around in this torpid
way, and seehis all go to ruin without lifting a finger to stay the disaster.
What a most strange spectacleit is! Here he is, shut up in this wee corner
of the realm like a rat in a trap; his royal shelter this huge gloomy tomb
of a castle, with wormy rags for upholstery and crippled furniture for
use, a very house of desolation; in his treasure forty francs, and not a
farthing more, God be witness! no army, nor any shadow of one; and by
contrast with his hungry poverty you behold this crownless pauper and
his shoals of fools and favorites tricked out in the gaudiest silks and vel-
vets you shall find in any Court in Christendom. And look you, he
knows that when our city fallsÑas fall it surely will except succor come
swiftlyÑFrance falls; he knows that when that day comes he will be an
outlaw and a fugitive, and that behind him the English flag will float un-
challenged over every acre of his great heritage; he knows these things,
he knows that our faithful city is fighting all solitary and alone against
disease,starvation, and the sword to stay this awful calamity, yet he will
not strike one blow to save her, he will not hear our prayers, he will not
even look upon our faces.'That is what the commissioners said, and they
are in despair."

Joan said, gently:
"It is pity, but they must not despair. The Dauphin will hear them

presently. Tell them so."
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She almost always called the King the Dauphin. To her mind he was
not King yet, not being crowned.

"We will tell them so, and it will content them, for they believe you
come from God. The Archbishop and his confederate have for backer
that veteran soldier Raoul de Gaucourt, Grand Master of the Palace,a
worthy man, but simply a soldier, with no head for any greater matter.
He cannot make out to seehow a country-girl, ignorant of war, can take
a sword in her small hand and win victories where the trained generals
of Francehave looked for defeatsonly, for fifty yearsÑand always found
them. And so he lifts his frosty mustache and scoffs."

"When God fights it is but small matter whether the hand that bears
His sword is big or little. He will perceive this in time. Is there none in
that Castle of Chinon who favors us?"

"Yes, the King's mother-in-law, Yolande, Queen of Sicily, who is wise
and good. She spoke with the Sieur Bertrand."

"She favors us, and she hates those others, the King's beguilers," said
Bertrand. "Shewas full of interest, and asked a thousand questions, all of
which I answered according to my ability. Then she sat thinking over
these replies until I thought she was lost in a dream and would wake no
more. But it was not so. At last she said, slowly, and as if she were talk-
ing to herself: 'A child of seventeenÑa girlÑcountry-
bredÑuntaughtÑignorant of war, the use of arms, and the conduct of
battlesÑmodest, gentle, shrinkingÑyet throws away her shepherd's
crook and clothes herself in steel, and fights her way through a hundred
and fifty leagues of fear, and comesÑshe to whom a king must be a
dread and awful presenceÑand will stand up before such an one and
say, Be not afraid, God has sent me to save you! Ah, whence could come
a courage and conviction so sublime as this but from very God Himself!'
Shewas silent again awhile, thinking and making up her mind; then she
said, 'And whether she comesof God or no, there is that in her heart that
raises her above menÑhigh above all men that breathe in France to-
dayÑfor in her is that mysterious something that puts heart into sol-
diers, and turns mobs of cowards into armies of fighters that forget what
fear is when they are in that presenceÑfighters who go into battle with
joy in their eyes and songs on their lips, and sweep over the field like a
stormÑthat is the spirit that can save France, and that alone, come it
whence it may! It is in her, I do truly believe, for what else could have
borne up that child on that great march, and made her despise its
dangers and fatigues? The King must seeher face to faceÑand shall!' She
dismissed me with those good words, and I know her promise will be
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kept. They will delay her all they canÑthose animalsÑbut she will not
fail in the end."

"Would she were King!" said the other knight, fervently. "For there is
little hope that the King himself can be stirred out of his lethargy. He is
wholly without hope, and is only thinking of throwing away everything
and flying to some foreign land. The commissioners say there is a spell
upon him that makes him hopelessÑyes, and that it is shut up in a mys-
tery which they cannot fathom."

"I know the mystery," said Joan,with quiet confidence; "I know it, and
he knows it, but no other but God. When I seehim I will tell him a secret
that will drive away his trouble, then he will hold up his head again."

I was miserable with curiosity to know what it was that she would tell
him, but she did not say, and I did not expect she would. Shewas but a
child, it is true; but shewas not a chatterer to tell great matters and make
herself important to little people; no, she was reserved, and kept things
to herself, as the truly great always do.

The next day Queen Yolande got one victory over the King's keepers,
for, in spite of their protestations and obstructions, sheprocured an audi-
encefor our two knights, and they made the most they could out of their
opportunity. They told the King what a spotless and beautiful character
Joan was, and how great and noble a spirit animated her, and they im-
plored him to trust in her, believe in her, and have faith that shewas sent
to save France.They begged him to consent to seeher. He was strongly
moved to do this, and promised that he would not drop the matter out of
his mind, but would consult with his council about it. This began to look
encouraging. Two hours later there was a great stir below, and the
innkeeper came flying up to say a commission of illustrious ecclesiastics
was come from the KingÑfrom the King his very self, under-
stand!Ñthink of this vast honor to his humble little hostelry!Ñand he
was so overcome with the glory of it that he could hardly find breath
enough in his excited body to put the facts into words. They were come
from the King to speak with the Maid of Vaucouleurs. Then he flew
downstairs, and presently appeared again, backing into the room, and
bowing to the ground with every step, in front of four imposing and aus-
tere bishops and their train of servants.

Joanrose, and we all stood. The bishops took seats,and for a while no
word was said, for it was their prerogative to speak first, and they were
so astonished to seewhat a child it was that was making such a noise in
the world and degrading personagesof their dignity to the basefunction
of ambassadors to her in her plebeian tavern, that they could not find
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any words to say at first. Then presently their spokesman told Joanthey
were aware that she had a messagefor the King, wherefore she was now
commanded to put it into words, briefly and without waste of time or
embroideries of speech.

As for me, I could hardly contain my joyÑour messagewas to reach
the King at last! And there was the same joy and pride and exultation in
the facesof our knights, too, and in those of Joan'sbrothers. And I knew
that they were all prayingÑas I wasÑthat the awe which we felt in the
presence of these great dignitaries, and which would have tied our
tongues and locked our jaws, would not affect her in the like degree, but
that she would be enabled to word her message well, and with little
stumbling, and so make a favorable impression here, where it would be
so valuable and so important.

Ah, dear, how little we were expecting what happened then! We were
aghast to hear her say what she said. Shewas standing in a reverent atti-
tude, with her head down and her hands clasped in front of her; for she
was always reverent toward the consecratedservants of God. When the
spokesman had finished, she raised her head and set her calm eye on
those faces,not any more disturbed by their state and grandeur than a
princess would have been,and said, with all her ordinary simplicity and
modesty of voice and manner:

"Ye will forgive me, reverend sirs, but I have no messagesave for the
King's ear alone."

Thosesurprised men were dumb for a moment, and their facesflushed
darkly; then the spokesman said:

"Hark ye, to you fling the King's command in his faceand refuse to de-
liver this message of yours to his servants appointed to receive it?"

"God has appointed me to receive it, and another's commandment
may not take precedenceof that. I pray you let me have speech for his
grace the Dauphin."

"Forbear this folly, and come at your message!Deliver it, and waste no
more time about it."

"You err indeed, most reverend fathers in God, and it is not well. I am
not come hither to talk, but to deliver Orleans, and lead the Dauphin to
his good city of Rheims, and set the crown upon his head."

"Is that the message you send to the King?"
But Joan only said, in the simple fashion which was her wont:
"Ye will pardon me for reminding you againÑbut I have no message

to send to any one."
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The King's messengersrose in deep anger and swept out of the place
without further words, we and Joan kneeling as they passed.

Our countenances were vacant, our hearts full of a senseof disaster.
Our precious opportunity was thrown away; we could not understand
Joan'sconduct, shewho had beenso wise until this fatal hour. At last the
Sieur Bertrand found courage to ask her why she had let this great
chance to get her message to the King go by.

"Who sent them here?" she asked.
"The King."
"Who moved the King to send them?" Shewaited for an answer; none

came, for we began to seewhat was in her mindÑso she answered her-
self: "The Dauphin's council moved him to it. Are they enemies to me
and to the Dauphin's weal, or are they friends?"

"Enemies," answered the Sieur Bertrand.
"If one would have a message go sound and ungarbled, does one

choose traitors and tricksters to send it by?"
I saw that we had been fools, and she wise. They saw it too, so none

found anything to say. Then she went on:
"They had but small wit that contrived this trap. They thought to get

my messageand seem to deliver it straight, yet deftly twist it from its
purpose. You know that one part of my messageis but thisÑto move the
Dauphin by argument and reasonings to give me men-at-arms and send
me to the siege. If an enemy carried these in the right words, the exact
words, and no word missing, yet left out the persuasions of gesture and
supplicating tone and beseechinglooks that inform the words and make
them live, where were the value of that argumentÑwhom could it con-
vince? Be patient, the Dauphin will hear me presently; have no fear."

The Sieur de Metz nodded his head several times, and muttered as to
himself:

"She was right and wise, and we are but dull fools, when all is said."
It was just my thought; I could have said it myself; and indeed it was

the thought of all there present. A sort of awe crept over us, to think how
that untaught girl, taken suddenly and unprepared, was yet able to pen-
etrate the cunning devices of a King's trained advisers and defeat them.
Marveling over this, and astonished at it, we fell silent and spoke no
more. We had come to know that she was great in courage, fortitude, en-
durance, patience, conviction, fidelity to all dutiesÑin all things, indeed,
that make a good and trusty soldier and perfect him for his post; now we
were beginning to feel that maybe there were greatnessesin her brain
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that were even greater than these great qualities of the heart. It set us
thinking.

What Joandid that day bore fruit the very day after. The King was ob-
liged to respect the spirit of a young girl who could hold her own and
stand her ground like that, and he assertedhimself sufficiently to put his
respect into an act instead of into polite and empty words. He moved
Joan out of that poor inn, and housed her, with us her servants, in the
Castle of Courdray, personally confiding her to the care of Madame de
Bellier, wife of old Raoul de Gaucourt, Master of the Palace.Of course,
this royal attention had an immediate result: all the great lords and
ladies of the Court began to flock there to seeand listen to the wonderful
girl-soldier that all the world was talking about, and who had answered
the King's mandate with a bland refusal to obey. Joan charmed them
every one with her sweetnessand simplicity and unconscious eloquence,
and all the best and capablestamong them recognized that there was an
indefinable something about her that testified that she was not made of
common clay, that shewas built on a grander plan than the massof man-
kind, and moved on a loftier plane. These spread her fame. She always
made friends and advocatesthat way; neither the high nor the low could
come within the sound of her voice and the sight of her face and go out
from her presence indifferent.
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Chapter6
Joan Convinces the King

WELL, anything to make delay. The King's council advised him against
arriving at a decision in our matter too precipitately. He arrive at a de-
cision too precipitately! So they sent a committee of priestsÑalways
priestsÑinto Lorraine to inquire into Joan's character and historyÑa
matter which would consume several weeks, of course.You seehow fas-
tidious they were. It was as if people should come to put out the fire
when a man's house was burning down, and they waited till they could
send into another country to find out if he had always kept the Sabbath
or not, before letting him try.

So the days poked along; dreary for us young people in some ways,
but not in all, for we had one great anticipation in front of us; we had
never seen a king, and now some day we should have that prodigious
spectacleto seeand to treasure in our memories all our lives; so we were
on the lookout, and always eager and watching for the chance.The oth-
ers were doomed to wait longer than I, as it turned out. One day great
news cameÑthe Orleans commissioners, with Yolande and our knights,
had at last turned the council's position and persuaded the King to see
Joan.

Joan received the immense news gratefully but without losing her
head, but with us others it was otherwise; we could not eat or sleepor do
any rational thing for the excitement and the glory of it. During two days
our pair of noble knights were in distress and trepidation on Joan'sac-
count, for the audience was to be at night, and they were afraid that Joan
would be so paralyzed by the glare of light from the long files of torches,
the solemn pomps and ceremonies,the great concourseof renowned per-
sonages,the brilliant costumes,and the other splendors of the Court, that
she, a simple country-maid, and all unused to such things, would be
overcome by these terrors and make a piteous failure.

No doubt I could have comforted them, but I was not free to speak.
Would Joanbe disturbed by this cheap spectacle,this tinsel show, with

92



its small King and his butterfly dukelets?Ñshe who had spoken face to
face with the princes of heaven, the familiars of God, and seentheir ret-
inue of angels stretching back into the remoteness of the sky, myriads
upon myriads, like a measurelessfan of light, a glory like the glory of the
sun streaming from each of those innumerable heads, the massed radi-
ance filling the deeps of space with a blinding splendor? I thought not.

Queen Yolande wanted Joan to make the best possible impression
upon the King and the Court, so she was strenuous to have her clothed
in the richest stuffs, wrought upon the princeliest pattern, and set off
with jewels; but in that she had to be disappointed, of course, Joan not
being persuadable to it, but begging to be simply and sincerely dressed,
as became a servant of God, and one sent upon a mission of a serious
sort and grave political import. So then the gracious Queen imagined
and contrived that simple and witching costume which I have described
to you so many times, and which I cannot think of even now in my dull
age without being moved just as rhythmical and exquisite music moves
one; for that was music, that dressÑthat is what it wasÑmusic that one
saw with the eyes and felt in the heart. Yes, she was a poem, she was a
dream, she was a spirit when she was clothed in that.

She kept that raiment always, and wore it several times upon occa-
sions of state, and it is preserved to this day in the Treasury of Orleans,
with two of her swords, and her banner, and other things now sacredbe-
cause they had belonged to her.

At the appointed time the Count of Vendome, a great lord of the court,
came richly clothed, with his train of servants and assistants,to conduct
Joanto the King, and the two knights and I went with her, being entitled
to this privilege by reason of our official positions near her person.

When we entered the great audience-hall, there it all was just as I have
already painted it. Here were ranks of guards in shining armor and with
polished halberds; two sides of the hall were like flower-gardens for
variety of color and the magnificence of the costumes; light streamed
upon thesemassesof color from two hundred and fifty flambeaux. There
was a wide free spacedown the middle of the hall, and at the end of it
was a throne royally canopied, and upon it sat a crowned and sceptered
figure nobly clothed and blazing with jewels.

It is true that Joan had been hindered and put off a good while, but
now that she was admitted to an audience at last, she was received with
honors granted to only the greatest personages. At the entrance door
stood four heralds in a row, in splendid tabards, with long slender silver
trumpets at their mouths, with square silken banners depending from
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them embroidered with the arms of France. As Joan and the Count
passedby, thesetrumpets gave forth in unison one long rich note, and as
we moved down the hall under the pictured and gilded vaulting, this
was repeated at every fifty feet of our progressÑsix times in all. It made
our good knights proud and happy, and they held themselves erect, and
stiffened their stride, and looked fine and soldierly. They were not ex-
pecting this beautiful and honorable tribute to our little country-maid.

Joanwalked two yards behind the Count, we three walked two yards
behind Joan.Our solemn march ended when we were as yet some eight
or ten steps from the throne. The Count made a deep obeisance,pro-
nounced Joan'sname, then bowed again and moved to his place among a
group of officials near the throne. I was devouring the crowned person-
age with all my eyes, and my heart almost stood still with awe.

The eyesof all others were fixed upon Joanin a gaze of wonder which
was half worship, and which seemed to say, "How sweetÑhow
lovelyÑhow divine!" All lips were parted and motionless, which was a
sure sign that those people, who seldom forget themselves,had forgotten
themselves now, and were not conscious of anything but the one object
they were gazing upon. They had the look of people who are under the
enchantment of a vision.

Then they presently began to come to life again, rousing themselves
out of the spell and shaking it off as one drives away little by little a
clinging drowsiness or intoxication. Now they fixed their attention upon
Joanwith a strong new interest of another sort; they were full of curios-
ity to seewhat shewould doÑthey having a secretand particular reason
for this curiosity. So they watched. This is what they saw:

She made no obeisance,nor even any slight inclination of her head,
but stood looking toward the throne in silence.That was all there was to
see at present.

I glanced up at De Metz, and was shocked at the palenessof his face. I
whispered and said:

"What is it, man, what is it?"
His answering whisper was so weak I could hardly catch it:
"They have taken advantage of the hint in her letter to play a trick

upon her! She will err, and they will laugh at her. That is not the King
that sits there."

Then I glanced at Joan. She was still gazing steadfastly toward the
throne, and I had the curious fancy that even her shoulders and the back
of her head expressed bewilderment. Now she turned her head slowly,
and her eye wandered along the lines of standing courtiers till it fell
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upon a young man who was very quietly dressed; then her face lighted
joyously, and sheran and threw herself at his feet, and clasped his knees,
exclaiming in that soft melodious voice which was her birthright and
was now charged with deep and tender feeling:

"God of his grace give you long life, O dear and gentle Dauphin!"
In his astonishment and exultation De Metz cried out:
"By the shadow of God, it is an amazing thing!" Then he mashed all

the bonesof my hand in his grateful grip, and added, with a proud shake
of his mane, "Now, what have these painted infidels to say!"

Meantime the young person in the plain clothes was saying to Joan:
"Ah, you mistake, my child, I am not the King. There he is," and he

pointed to the throne.
The knight's face clouded, and he muttered in grief and indignation:
"Ah, it is a shame to use her so. But for this lie she had gone through

safe. I will go and proclaim to all the house whatÑ"
"Stay where you are!" whispered I and the Sieur Bertrand in a breath,

and made him stop in his place.
Joandid not stir from her knees,but still lifted her happy face toward

the King, and said:
"No, gracious liege, you are he, and none other."
De Metz's troubles vanished away, and he said:
"Verily, she was not guessing, she knew. Now, how could she know?

It is a miracle. I am content, and will meddle no more, for I perceive that
she is equal to her occasions,having that in her head that cannot profit-
ably be helped by the vacancy that is in mine."

This interruption of his lost me a remark or two of the other talk;
however, I caught the King's next question:

"But tell me who you are, and what would you?"
"I am called Joanthe Maid, and am sent to say that the King of Heaven

wills that you be crowned and consecratedin your good city of Rheims,
and be thereafter Lieutenant of the Lord of Heaven, who is King of
France.And He willeth also that you set me at my appointed work and
give me men-at-arms." After a slight pause sheadded, her eye lighting at
the sound of her words, "For then will I raise the siege of Orleans and
break the English power!"

The young monarch's amused face sobered a little when this martial
speechfell upon that sick air like a breath blown from embattled camps
and fields of war, and this trifling smile presently faded wholly away
and disappeared. He was grave now, and thoughtful. After a little he
waved his hand lightly, and all the people fell away and left those two
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by themselves in a vacant space.The knights and I moved to the oppos-
ite side of the hall and stood there. We saw Joanrise at a sign, then she
and the King talked privately together.

All that host had been consumed with curiosity to see what Joan
would do. Well, they had seen,and now they were full of astonishment
to seethat shehad really performed that strange miracle according to the
promise in her letter; and they were fully asmuch astonished to find that
she was not overcome by the pomps and splendors about her, but was
even more tranquil and at her easein holding speech with a monarch
than ever they themselves had been, with all their practice and
experience.

As for our two knights, they were inflated beyond measure with pride
in Joan,but nearly dumb, as to speech,they not being able to think out
any way to account for her managing to carry herself through this im-
posing ordeal without ever a mistake or an awkwardness of any kind to
mar the grace and credit of her great performance.

The talk between Joanand the King was long and earnest,and held in
low voices. We could not hear, but we had our eyes and could note ef-
fects; and presently we and all the house noted one effect which was
memorable and striking, and has been set down in memoirs and histor-
ies and in testimony at the Processof Rehabilitation by some who wit-
nessedit; for all knew it was big with meaning, though none knew what
that meaning was at that time, of course. For suddenly we saw the King
shake off his indolent attitude and straighten up like a man, and at the
same time look immeasurably astonished. It was as if Joanhad told him
something almost too wonderful for belief, and yet of a most uplifting
and welcome nature.

It was long before we found out the secretof this conversation, but we
know it now, and all the world knows it. That part of the talk was like
thisÑas one may read in all histories. The perplexed King asked Joanfor
a sign. He wanted to believe in her and her mission, and that her Voices
were supernatural and endowed with knowledge hidden from mortals,
but how could he do this unless these Voices could prove their claim in
some absolutely unassailable way? It was then that Joan said:

"I will give you a sign, and you shall no more doubt. There is a secret
trouble in your heart which you speak of to noneÑa doubt which wastes
away your courage, and makes you dream of throwing all away and
fleeing from your realm. Within this little while you have been praying,
in your own breast, that God of his grace would resolve that doubt, even
if the doing of it must show you that no kingly right is lodged in you."
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It was that that amazed the King, for it was as she had said: his prayer
was the secretof his own breast, and none but God could know about it.
So he said:

"The sign is sufficient. I know now that these Voices are of God. They
have said true in this matter; if they have said more, tell it meÑI will
believe."

"They have resolved that doubt, and I bring their very words, which
are these: Thou art lawful heir to the King thy father, and true heir of
France.God has spoken it. Now lift up thy head, and doubt no more, but
give me men-at-arms and let me get about my work."

Telling him he was of lawful birth was what straightened him up and
made a man of him for a moment, removing his doubts upon that head
and convincing him of his royal right; and if any could have hanged his
hindering and pestiferous council and set him free, he would have
answered Joan'sprayer and set her in the field. But no, those creatures
were only checked, not checkmated; they could invent some more
delays.

We had been made proud by the honors which had so distinguished
Joan'sentrance into that placeÑhonors restricted to personagesof very
high rank and worthÑbut that pride was as nothing compared with the
pride we had in the honor done her upon leaving it. For whereas those
first honors were shown only to the great, these last, up to this time, had
been shown only to the royal. The King himself led Joan by the hand
down the great hall to the door, the glittering multitude standing and
making reverence as they passed, and the silver trumpets sounding
those rich notes of theirs. Then he dismissed her with gracious words,
bending low over her hand and kissing it. AlwaysÑfrom all companies,
high or lowÑshe went forth richer in honor and esteemthan when she
came.

And the King did another handsome thing by Joan,for he sent us back
to Courdray Castle torch-lighted and in state, under escort of his own
troopÑhis guard of honorÑthe only soldiers he had; and finely
equipped and bedizened they were, too, though they hadn't seenthe col-
or of their wages since they were children, as a body might say. The
wonders which Joanhad been performing before the King had been car-
ried all around by this time, so the road was so packed with people who
wanted to get a sight of her that we could hardly dig through; and as for
talking together, we couldn't, all attempts at talk being drowned in the
storm of shoutings and huzzas that broke out all along aswe passed,and
kept abreast of us like a wave the whole way.
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Chapter7
Our Paladin in His Glory

WE WERE doomed to suffer tedious waits and delays, and we settled
ourselves down to our fate and bore it with a dreary patience, counting
the slow hours and the dull days and hoping for a turn when God
should please to send it. The Paladin was the only exceptionÑthat is to
say, he was the only one who was happy and had no heavy times. This
was partly owing to the satisfaction he got out of his clothes. He bought
them at second handÑa Spanish cavalier's complete suit, wide-brimmed
hat with flowing plumes, lace collar and cuffs, faded velvet doublet and
trunks, short cloak hung from the shoulder, funnel-topped buskins, long
rapier, and all thatÑa graceful and picturesque costume, and the
Paladin's great frame was the right place to hang it for effect. He wore it
when off duty; and when he swaggered by with one hand resting on the
hilt of his rapier, and twirling his new mustache with the other, every-
body stopped to look and admire; and well they might, for he was a fine
and stately contrast to the small French gentlemen of the day squeezed
into the trivial French costume of the time.

He was king beeof the little village that snuggled under the shelter of
the frowning towers and bastions of Courdray Castle, and acknow-
ledged lord of the tap-room of the inn. When he opened his mouth there,
he got a hearing. Those simple artisans and peasantslistened with deep
and wondering interest; for he was a traveler and had seen the
worldÑall of it that lay between Chinon and Domremy, at any
rateÑand that was a wide stretch more of it than they might ever hope
to see;and he had been in battle, and knew how to paint its shock and
struggle, its perils and surprises, with an art that was all his own. He was
cock of that walk, hero of that hostelry; he drew custom as honey draws
flies; so he was the pet of the innkeeper, and of his wife and daughter,
and they were his obliged and willing servants.

Most people who have the narrative giftÑthat great and rare endow-
mentÑhave with it the defect of telling their choice things over the same
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way every time, and this injures them and causesthem to sound stale
and wearisome after several repetitions; but it was not so with the Palad-
in, whose art was of a finer sort; it was more stirring and interesting to
hear him tell about a battle the tenth time than it was the first time, be-
causehe did not tell it twice the sameway, but always made a new battle
of it and a better one, with more casualtieson the enemy's side eachtime,
and more general wreck and disaster all around, and more widows and
orphans and suffering in the neighborhood where it happened. He could
not tell his battles apart himself, except by their names; and by the time
he had told one of then ten times it had grown so that there wasn't room
enough in Francefor it any more, but was lapping over the edges.But up
to that point the audience would not allow him to substitute a new
battle, knowing that the old ones were the best, and sure to improve as
long as Francecould hold them; and so, instead of saying to him as they
would have said to another, "Give us something fresh, we are fatigued
with that old thing," they would say, with one voice and with a strong
interest, "Tell about the surprise at Beaulieu againÑtell it three or four
times!" That is a compliment which few narrative experts have heard in
their lifetime.

At first when the Paladin heard us tell about the glories of the Royal
Audience he was broken-hearted becausehe was not taken with us to it;
next, his talk was full of what he would have done if he had been there;
and within two days he was telling what he did do when he was there.
His mill was fairly started, now, and could be trusted to take care of its
affair. Within three nights afterward all his battles were taking a rest, for
already his worshipers in the tap-room were so infatuated with the great
tale of the Royal Audience that they would have nothing else,and so be-
sotted with it were they that they would have cried if they could not
have gotten it.

Noel Rainguesson hid himself and heard it, and came and told me,
and after that we went together to listen, bribing the inn hostessto let us
have her little private parlor, where we could stand at the wickets in the
door and see and hear.

The tap-room was large, yet had a snug and cozy look, with its invit-
ing little tables and chairs scattered irregularly over its red brick floor,
and its great fire flaming and crackling in the wide chimney. It was a
comfortable place to be in on such chilly and blustering March nights as
these, and a goodly company had taken shelter there, and were sipping
their wine in contentment and gossiping one with another in a neigh-
borly way while they waited for the historian. The host, the hostess,and
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their pretty daughter were flying here and there and yonder among the
tables and doing their best to keep up with the orders. The room was
about forty feet square, and a space or aisle down the center of it had
been kept vacant and reserved for the Paladin's needs. At the end of it
was a platform ten or twelve feet wide, with a big chair and a small table
on it, and three steps leading up to it.

Among the wine-sippers were many familiar faces: the cobbler, the
farrier, the blacksmith, the wheelwright, the armorer, the maltster, the
weaver, the baker, the miller's man with his dusty coat, and so on; and
conscious and important, as a matter of course, was the barber-surgeon,
for he is that in all villages. As he has to pull everybody's teeth and
purge and bleed all the grown people once a month to keep their health
sound, he knows everybody, and by constant contact with all sorts of
folk becomesa master of etiquette and manners and a conversationalist
of large facility. There were plenty of carriers, drovers, and their sort,
and journeymen artisans.

When the Paladin presently came sauntering indolently in, he was re-
ceived with a cheer, and the barber hustled forward and greeted him
with several low and most graceful and courtly bows, also taking his
hand and touching his lips to it. Then he called in a loud voice for a
stoup of wine for the Paladin, and when the host's daughter brought it
up on the platform and dropped her courtesy and departed, the barber
called after her, and told her to add the wine to his score.This won him
ejaculations of approval, which pleased him very much and made his
little rat-eyes shine; and such applause is right and proper, for when we
do a liberal and gallant thing it is but natural that we should wish to see
notice taken of it.

The barber called upon the people to rise and drink the Paladin's
health, and they did it with alacrity and affectionate heartiness, clashing
their metal flagons together with a simultaneous crash, and heightening
the effect with a resounding cheer. It was a fine thing to see how that
young swashbuckler had made himself so popular in a strange land in so
little a while, and without other helps to his advancement than just his
tongue and the talent to use it given him by GodÑa talent which was
but one talent in the beginning, but was now become ten through hus-
bandry and the increment and usufruct that do naturally follow that and
reward it as by a law.

The people sat down and began to hammer on the tables with their
flagons and call for "the King's Audience!Ñthe King's Audience!Ñthe
King's Audience!" The Paladin stood there in one of his best attitudes,
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with his plumed great hat tipped over to the left, the folds of his short
cloak drooping from his shoulder, and the one hand resting upon the hilt
of his rapier and the other lifting his beaker. As the noise died down he
made a stately sort of a bow, which he had picked up somewhere, then
fetched his beaker with a sweep to his lips and tilted his head back and
drained it to the bottom. The barber jumped for it and set it upon the
Paladin's table. Then the Paladin began to walk up and down his plat-
form with a great deal of dignity and quite at his ease;and as he walked
he talked, and every little while stopped and stood facing his house and
so standing continued his talk.

We went three nights in succession. It was plain that there was a
charm about the performance that was apart from the mere interest
which attachesto lying. It was presently discoverable that this charm lay
in the Paladin's sincerity. He was not lying consciously; he believed what
he was saying. To him, his initial statementswere facts, and whenever he
enlarged a statement, the enlargement became a fact too. He put his
heart into his extravagant narrative, just as a poet puts his heart into a
heroic fiction, and his earnestnessdisarmed criticismÑdisarmed it as far
as he himself was concerned. Nobody believed his narrative, but all be-
lieved that he believed it.

He made his enlargements without flourish, without emphasis, and so
casually that often one failed to notice that a change had been made. He
spoke of the governor of Vaucouleurs, the first night, simply as the gov-
ernor of Vaucouleurs; he spoke of him the second night as his uncle the
governor of Vaucouleurs; the third night he was his father. He did not
seem to know that he was making these extraordinary changes; they
dropped from his lips in a quite natural and effortless way. By his first
night's account the governor merely attached him to the Maid's military
escort in a general and unofficial way; the second night his uncle the
governor sent him with the Maid as lieutenant of her rear guard; the
third night his father the governor put the whole command, Maid and
all, in his special charge. The first night the governor spoke of him as a
youth without name or ancestry, but "destined to achieve both"; the
second night his uncle the governor spoke of him as the latest and wor-
thiest lineal descendent of the chiefest and noblest of the Twelve Palad-
ins of Charlemagne; the third night he spoke of him as the lineal des-
cendent of the whole dozen. In three nights he promoted the Count of
Vendome from a fresh acquaintance to a schoolmate, and then brother-
in-law.
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At the King's Audience everything grew, in the same way. First the
four silver trumpets were twelve, then thirty-five, finally ninety-six; and
by that time he had thrown in so many drums and cymbals that he had
to lengthen the hall from five hundred feet to nine hundred to accom-
modate them. Under his hand the people present multiplied in the same
large way.

The first two nights he contented himself with merely describing and
exaggerating the chief dramatic incident of the Audience, but the third
night he added illustration to description. He throned the barber in his
own high chair to represent the sham King; then he told how the Court
watched the Maid with intense interest and suppressed merriment, ex-
pecting to seeher fooled by the deception and get herself swept perman-
ently out of credit by the storm of scornful laughter which would follow.
He worked this sceneup till he got his house in a burning fever of excite-
ment and anticipation, then came his climax. Turning to the barber, he
said:

"But mark you what she did. She gazed steadfastly upon that sham's
villain face as I now gaze upon yoursÑthis being her noble and simple
attitude, just as I stand nowÑthen turned sheÑthusÑto me, and stretch-
ing her arm outÑsoÑand pointing with her finger, shesaid, in that firm,
calm tone which she was used to use in directing the conduct of a battle,
'Pluck me this false knave from the throne!' I, striding forward as I do
now, took him by the collar and lifted him out and held him
aloftÑthusÑas if he had been but a child." (The house rose, shouting,
stamping, and banging with their flagons, and went fairly mad over this
magnificent exhibition of strengthÑand there was not the shadow of a
laugh anywhere, though the spectacle of the limp but proud barber
hanging there in the air like a puppy held by the scruff of its neck was a
thing that had nothing of solemnity about it.) "Then I set him down upon
his feetÑthusÑbeing minded to get him by a better hold and heave him
out of the window, but she bid me forbear, so by that error he escaped
with his life.

"Then she turned her about and viewed the throng with those eyes of
hers, which are the clear-shining windows whence her immortal wisdom
looketh out upon the world, resolving its falsities and coming at the ker-
nel of truth that is hid within them, and presently they fell upon a young
man modestly clothed, and him she proclaimed for what he truly was,
saying, 'I am thy servantÑthou art the King!' Then all were astonished,
and a great shout went up, the whole six thousand joining in it, so that
the walls rocked with the volume and the tumult of it."
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He made a fine and picturesque thing of the march-out from the Audi-
ence,augmenting the glories of it to the last limit of the impossibilities;
then he took from his finger and held up a brass nut from a bolt-head
which the head ostler at the castle had given him that morning, and
made his conclusionÑthus:

"Then the King dismissed the Maid most graciouslyÑas indeed was
her desertÑand, turning to me, said, 'Take this signet-ring, son of the
Paladins, and command me with it in your day of need; and look you,'
said he, touching my temple, 'preserve this brain, France has use for it;
and look well to its casketalso, for I foreseethat it will be hooped with a
ducal coronet one day.' I took the ring, and knelt and kissed his hand,
saying, 'Sire, where glory calls, there will I be found; where danger and
death are thickest, that is my native air; when France and the throne
need helpÑwell, I say nothing, for I am not of the talking sortÑlet my
deeds speak for me, it is all I ask.'

"So ended the most fortunate and memorable episode, so big with fu-
ture weal for the crown and the nation, and unto God be the thanks!
Rise! Fill your flagons! NowÑto France and the KingÑdrink!"

They emptied them to the bottom, then burst into cheersand huzzas,
and kept it up as much as two minutes, the Paladin standing at stately
ease the while and smiling benignantly from his platform.

103



Chapter8
Joan Persuades Her Inquisitors

WHEN JOAN told the King what that deep secretwas that was torturing
his heart, his doubts were cleared away; he believed shewas sent of God,
and if he had been let alone he would have set her upon her great mis-
sion at once. But he was not let alone. Tremouille and the holy fox of
Rheims knew their man. All they needed to say was thisÑand they said
it:

"Your Highness saysher Voices have revealed to you, by her mouth, a
secret known only to yourself and God. How can you know that her
Voices are not of Satan, and she his mouthpiece?Ñfor does not Satan
know the secrets of men and use his knowledge for the destruction of
their souls? It is a dangerous business, and your Highness will do well
not to proceed in it without probing the matter to the bottom."

That was enough. It shriveled up the King's little soul like a raisin,
with terrors and apprehensions, and straightway he privately appointed
a commission of bishops to visit and question Joan daily until they
should find out whether her supernatural helps hailed from heaven or
from hell.

The King's relative, the Duke of Alencon, three years prisoner of war
to the English, was in these days released from captivity through prom-
ise of a great ransom; and the name and fame of the Maid having
reached himÑfor the same filled all mouths now, and penetrated to all
partsÑhe came to Chinon to see with his own eyes what manner of
creature she might be. The King sent for Joanand introduced her to the
Duke. She said, in her simple fashion:

"You are welcome; the more of the blood of Francethat is joined to this
cause, the better for the cause and it."

Then the two talked together, and there was just the usual result:
when they departed, the Duke was her friend and advocate.

Joanattended the King's mass the next day, and afterward dined with
the King and the Duke. The King was learning to prize her company and
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value her conversation; and that might well be, for, like other kings, he
was used to getting nothing out of people's talk but guarded phrases,
colorless and non-committal, or carefully tinted to tally with the color of
what he said himself; and so this kind of conversation only vexes and
bores, and is wearisome; but Joan'stalk was fresh and free, sincere and
honest, and unmarred by timorous self-watching and constraint. She
said the very thing that was in her mind, and said it in a plain, straight-
forward way. One can believe that to the King this must have been like
fresh cold water from the mountains to parched lips used to the water of
the sun-baked puddles of the plain.

After dinner Joan so charmed the Duke with her horsemanship and
lance practice in the meadows by the Castle of Chinon whither the King
also had come to look on, that he made her a present of a great black
war-steed.

Every day the commission of bishops cameand questioned Joanabout
her Voices and her mission, and then went to the King with their report.
These pryings accomplished but little. She told as much as she con-
sidered advisable, and kept the rest to herself. Both threats and trickeries
were wasted upon her. She did not care for the threats, and the traps
caught nothing. Shewas perfectly frank and childlike about thesethings.
She knew the bishops were sent by the King, that their questions were
the King's questions, and that by all law and custom a King's questions
must be answered; yet she told the King in her naive way at his own
table one day that she answered only such of those questions as suited
her.

The bishops finally concluded that they couldn't tell whether Joanwas
sent by God or not. They were cautious, you see.There were two power-
ful parties at Court; therefore to make a decision either way would infal-
libly embroil them with one of those parties; so it seemedto them wisest
to roost on the fence and shift the burden to other shoulders. And that is
what they did. They made final report that Joan'scasewas beyond their
powers, and recommended that it be put into the hands of the learned
and illustrious doctors of the University of Poitiers. Then they retired
from the field, leaving behind them this little item of testimony, wrung
from them by Joan's wise reticence: they said she was a "gentle and
simple little shepherdess, very candid, but not given to talking."

It was quite trueÑin their case.But if they could have looked back and
seen her with us in the happy pastures of Domremy, they would have
perceived that shehad a tongue that could go fast enough when no harm
could come of her words.
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So we traveled to Poitiers, to endure there three weeks of tedious
delay while this poor child was being daily questioned and badgered be-
fore a great bench ofÑwhat? Military experts?Ñsince what she had
come to apply for was an army and the privilege of leading it to battle
against the enemiesof France.Oh no; it was a great bench of priests and
monksÑprofoundly leaned and astute casuistsÑrenowned professors of
theology! Instead of setting a military commission to find out if this val-
orous little soldier could win victories, they set a company of holy hair-
splitters and phrase-mongers to work to find out if the soldier was sound
in her piety and had no doctrinal leaks. The rats were devouring the
house, but instead of examining the cat's teeth and claws, they only con-
cerned themselves to find out if it was a holy cat. If it was a pious cat, a
moral cat, all right, never mind about the other capacities, they were of
no consequence.

Joan was as sweetly self-possessed and tranquil before this grim
tribunal, with its robed celebrities, its solemn stateand imposing ceremo-
nials, as if she were but a spectator and not herself on trial. Shesat there,
solitary on her bench, untroubled, and disconcerted the science of the
sageswith her sublime ignoranceÑan ignorance which was a fortress;
arts, wiles, the learning drawn from books, and all like missiles reboun-
ded from its unconscious masonry and fell to the ground harmless; they
could not dislodge the garrison which was withinÑJoan's serene great
heart and spirit, the guards and keepers of her mission.

She answered all questions frankly, and she told all the story of her
visions and of her experienceswith the angels and what they said to her;
and the manner of the telling was so unaffected, and so earnest and sin-
cere,and made it all seemso lifelike and real, that even that hard practic-
al court forgot itself and sat motionless and mute, listening with a
charmed and wondering interest to the end. And if you would have oth-
er testimony than mine, look in the histories and you will find where an
eyewitness, giving sworn testimony in the Rehabilitation process, says
that she told that tale "with a noble dignity and simplicity," and as to its
effect, says in substance what I have said. Seventeen, she
wasÑseventeen, and all alone on her bench by herself; yet was not
afraid, but faced that great company of erudite doctors of law and theo-
logy, and by the help of no art learned in the schools,but using only the
enchantments which were hers by nature, of youth, sincerity, a voice soft
and musical, and an eloquencewhose source was the heart, not the head,
she laid that spell upon them. Now was not that a beautiful thing to see?
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If I could, I would put it before you just as I saw it; then I know what you
would say.

As I have told you, she could not read. "One day they harried and
pestered her with arguments, reasonings, objections, and other windy
and wordy trivialities, gathered out of the works of this and that and the
other great theological authority, until at last her patience vanished, and
she turned upon them sharply and said:

"I don't know A from B; but I know this: that I am come by command
of the Lord of Heaven to deliver Orleans from the English power and
crown the King of Rheims, and the matters ye are puttering over are of
no consequence!"

Necessarily those were trying days for her, and wearing for everybody
that took part; but her share was the hardest, for she had no holidays,
but must be always on hand and stay the long hours through, whereas
this, that, and the other inquisitor could absent himself and rest up from
his fatigues when he got worn out. And yet she showed no wear, no
weariness, and but seldom let fly her temper. As a rule she put her day
through calm, alert, patient, fencing with those veteran masters of
scholarly sword-play and coming out always without a scratch.

One day a Dominican sprung upon her a question which made every-
body cock up his ears with interest; as for me, I trembled, and said to
myself she is done this time, poor Joan,for there is no way of answering
this. The sly Dominican began in this wayÑin a sort of indolent fashion,
as if the thing he was about was a matter of no moment:

"You assert that God has willed to deliver France from this English
bondage?"

"Yes, He has willed it."
"You wish for men-at-arms, so that you may go to the relief of Orleans,

I believe?"
"YesÑand the sooner the better."
"God is all-powerful, and able to do whatsoever thing He wills to do,

is it not so?"
"Most surely. None doubts it."
The Dominican lifted his head suddenly, and sprung that question I

have spoken of, with exultation:
"Then answer me this. If He has willed to deliver France,and is able to

do whatsoever He wills, where is the need for men-at-arms?"
There was a fine stir and commotion when he said that, and a sudden

thrusting forward of heads and putting up of hands to ears to catch the
answer; and the Dominican wagged his head with satisfaction, and
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looked about him collecting his applause, for it shone in every face. But
Joanwas not disturbed. There was no note of disquiet in her voice when
she answered:

"He helps who help themselves. The sons of France will fight the
battles, but He will give the victory!"

You could seea light of admiration sweep the house from face to face
like a ray from the sun. Even the Dominican himself looked pleased, to
seehis master-stroke so neatly parried, and I heard a venerable bishop
mutter, in the phrasing common to priest and people in that robust time,
"By God, the child has said true. He willed that Goliath should be slain,
and He sent a child like this to do it!"

Another day, when the inquisition had dragged along until everybody
looked drowsy and tired but Joan,Brother Seguin, professor of theology
at the University of Poitiers, who was a sour and sarcastic man, fell to
plying Joan with all sorts of nagging questions in his bastard Limousin
FrenchÑfor he was from Limoges. Finally he said:

"How is it that you understand those angels?What language did they
speak?"

"French."
"In-deed! How pleasant to know that our language is so honored!

Good French?"
"YesÑperfect."
"Perfect,eh?Well, certainly you ought to know. It was even better than

your own, eh?"
"As to that, IÑI believe I cannot say," said she, and was going on, but

stopped. Then she added, almost as if she were saying it to herself, "Still,
it was an improvement on yours!"

I knew there was a chuckle back of her eyes, for all their innocence.
Everybody shouted. Brother Seguin was nettled, and asked brusquely:

"Do you believe in God?"
Joan answered with an irritating nonchalance:
"Oh, well, yesÑbetter than you, it is likely."
Brother Seguin lost his patience, and heaped sarcasm after sarcasm

upon her, and finally burst out in angry earnest, exclaiming:
"Very well, I can tell you this, you whose belief in God is so great: God

has not willed that any shall believe in you without a sign. Where is your
sign?Ñshow it!"

This roused Joan,and she was on her feet in a moment, and flung out
her retort with spirit:
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"I have not come to Poitiers to show signs and do miracles. Sendme to
Orleans and you shall have signs enough. Give me men-at-armsÑfew or
manyÑand let me go!"

The fire was leaping from her eyesÑah, the heroic little figure! can't
you seeher? There was a great burst of acclamations, and she sat down
blushing, for it was not in her delicate nature to like being conspicuous.

This speech and that episode about the French language scored two
points against Brother Seguin, while he scored nothing against Joan;yet,
sour man as he was, he was a manly man, and honest, as you can seeby
the histories; for at the Rehabilitation he could have hidden those un-
lucky incidents if he had chosen,but he didn't do it, but spoke them right
out in his evidence.

On one of the latter days of that three-weeks session the gowned
scholars and professors made one grand assault all along the line, fairly
overwhelming Joanwith objections and arguments culled from the writ-
ings of every ancient and illustrious authority of the Roman Church. She
was well-nigh smothered; but at last she shook herself free and struck
back, crying out:

"Listen! The Book of God is worth more than all these ye cite, and I
stand upon it. And I tell ye there are things in that Book that not one
among ye can read, with all your learning!"

From the first she was the guest, by invitation, of the dame De Rabat-
eau, wife of a councilor of the Parliament of Poitiers; and to that house
the great ladies of the city camenightly to seeJoanand talk with her; and
not theseonly, but the old lawyers, councilors and scholars of the Parlia-
ment and the University. And these grave men, accustomed to weigh
every strange and questionable thing, and cautiously consider it, and
turn it about this way and that and still doubt it, came night after night,
and night after night, falling ever deeper and deeper under the influence
of that mysterious something, that spell, that elusive and unwordable
fascination, which was the supremest endowment of Joan of Arc, that
winning and persuasive and convincing something which high and low
alike recognized and felt, but which neither high nor low could explain
or describe, and one by one they all surrendered, saying, "This child is
sent of God."

All day long Joan, in the great court and subject to its rigid rules of
procedure, was at a disadvantage; her judges had things their own way;
but at night she held court herself, and matters were reversed, she
presiding, with her tongue free and her same judges there before her.
There could not be but one result: all the objections and hindrances they
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could build around her with their hard labors of the day she would
charm away at night. In the end, she carried her judges with her in a
mass, and got her great verdict without a dissenting voice.

The court was a sight to seewhen the president of it read it from his
throne, for all the great people of the town were there who could get ad-
mission and find room. First there were some solemn ceremonies,proper
and usual at such times; then, when there was silence again, the reading
followed, penetrating the deep hush so that every word was heard in
even the remotest parts of the house:

"It is found, and is hereby declared, that Joanof Arc, called the Maid,
is a good Christian and a good Catholic; that there is nothing in her per-
son or her words contrary to the faith; and that the King may and ought
to accept the succor sheoffers; for to repel it would be to offend the Holy
Spirit, and render him unworthy of the air of God."

The court rose, and then the storm of plaudits burst forth unrebuked,
dying down and bursting forth again and again, and I lost sight of Joan,
for she was swallowed up in a great tide of people who rushed to con-
gratulate her and pour out benedictions upon her and upon the causeof
France, now solemnly and irrevocably delivered into her little hands.
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Chapter9
She Is Made General-in-Chief

IT WAS indeed a great day, and a stirring thing to see.
Shehad won! It was a mistake of Tremouille and her other ill-wishers

to let her hold court those nights.
The commission of priests sent to Lorraine ostensibly to inquire into

Joan'scharacterÑin fact to weary her with delays and wear out her pur-
pose and make her give it upÑarrived back and reported her character
perfect. Our affairs were in full career now, you see.

The verdict made a prodigious stir. Dead France woke suddenly to
life, wherever the great news traveled. Whereasbefore, the spiritless and
cowed people hung their heads and slunk away if one mentioned war to
them, now they came clamoring to be enlisted under the banner of the
Maid of Vaucouleurs, and the roaring of war-songs and the thundering
of the drums filled all the air. I remembered now what she had said, that
time there in our village when I proved by facts and statistics that
France's case was hopeless, and nothing could ever rouse the people
from their lethargy:

"They will hear the drumsÑand they will answer, they will march!"
It has been said that misfortunes never come one at a time, but in a

body. In our caseit was the same with good luck. Having got a start, it
came flooding in, tide after tide. Our next wave of it was of this sort.
There had been grave doubts among the priests as to whether the
Church ought to permit a female soldier to dress like a man. But now
camea verdict on that head. Two of the greatestscholarsand theologians
of the timeÑone of whom had been Chancellor of the University of Par-
isÑrendered it. They decided that sinceJoan"must do the work of a man
and a soldier, it is just and legitimate that her apparel should conform to
the situation."

It was a great point gained, the Church's authority to dress as a man.
Oh, yes, wave on wave the good luck came sweeping in. Never mind
about the smaller waves, let us come to the largest one of all, the wave
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that swept us small fry quite off our feet and almost drowned us with
joy. The day of the great verdict, couriers had been despatched to the
King with it, and the next morning bright and early the clear notes of a
bugle came floating to us on the crisp air, and we pricked up our ears
and began to count them. OneÑtwoÑthree; pause; oneÑtwo; pause;
oneÑtwoÑthree, againÑand out we skipped and went flying; for that
formula was used only when the King's herald-at-arms would deliver a
proclamation to the people. As we hurried along, people cameracing out
of every street and house and alley, men, women, and children, all
flushed, excited, and throwing lacking articles of clothing on as they ran;
still those clear notes pealed out, and still the rush of people increasedtill
the whole town was abroad and streaming along the principal street. At
last we reached the square, which was now packed with citizens, and
there, high on the pedestal of the great cross, we saw the herald in his
brilliant costume, with his servitors about him. The next moment he
began his delivery in the powerful voice proper to his office:

"Know all men, and take heed therefore, that the most high, the most
illustrious Charles, by the grace of God King of France, hath been
pleased to confer upon his well-beloved servant Joan of Arc, called the
Maid, the title, emoluments, authorities, and dignity of General-in-Chief
of the Armies of FranceÑ"

Here a thousand caps flew in the air, and the multitude burst into a
hurricane of cheersthat raged and raged till it seemedas if it would nev-
er come to an end; but at last it did; then the herald went on and fin-
ished:Ñ"and hath appointed to be her lieutenant and chief of staff a
prince of his royal house, his grace the Duke of Alencon!"

That was the end, and the hurricane began again, and was split up into
innumerable strips by the blowers of it and wafted through all the lanes
and streets of the town.

General of the Armies of France,with a prince of the blood for subor-
dinate! Yesterday she was nothingÑto-day she was this. Yesterday she
was not even a sergeant,not even a corporal, not even a privateÑto-day,
with one step, she was at the top. Yesterday she was less than nobody to
the newest recruitÑto-day her command was law to La Hire, Saint-
railles, the Bastard of Orleans, and all those others, veterans of old
renown, illustrious masters of the trade of war. Thesewere the thoughts
I was thinking; I was trying to realize this strange and wonderful thing
that had happened, you see.

My mind went travelling back, and presently lighted upon a pic-
tureÑa picture which was still so new and fresh in my memory that it
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seemeda matter of only yesterdayÑand indeed its date was no further
back than the first days of January. This is what it was. A peasant-girl in
a far-off village, her seventeenth year not yet quite completed, and her-
self and her village as unknown as if they had been on the other side of
the globe. She had picked up a friendless wanderer somewhere and
brought it homeÑa small gray kitten in a forlorn and starving condi-
tionÑand had fed it and comforted it and got its confidence and made it
believe in her, and now it was curled up in her lap asleep,and she was
knitting a coarse stocking and thinkingÑdreamingÑabout what, one
may never know. And nowÑthe kitten had hardly had time to becomea
cat, and yet already the girl is General of the Armies of France, with a
prince of the blood to give orders to, and out of her village obscurity her
name has climbed up like the sun and is visible from all corners of the
land! It made me dizzy to think of these things, they were so out of the
common order, and seemed so impossible.
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Chapter10
The Maid's Sword and Banner

JOAN'S first official act was to dictate a letter to the English commanders
at Orleans, summoning them to deliver up all strongholds in their pos-
sessionand depart out of France.Shemust have been thinking it all out
before and arranging it in her mind, it flowed from her lips so smoothly,
and framed itself into such vivacious and forcible language. Still, it might
not have been so; she always had a quick mind and a capable tongue,
and her faculties were constantly developing in these latter weeks. This
letter was to be forwarded presently from Blois. Men, provisions, and
money were offering in plenty now, and Joan appointed Blois as a
recruiting-station and depot of supplies, and ordered up La Hire from
the front to take charge.

The Great BastardÑhim of the ducal house, and governor of Or-
leansÑhad beenclamoring for weeks for Joanto be sent to him, and now
came another messenger, old D'Aulon, a veteran officer, a trusty man
and fine and honest. The King kept him, and gave him to Joanto be chief
of her household, and commanded her to appoint the rest of her people
herself, making their number and dignity accord with the greatness of
her office; and at the same time he gave order that they should be prop-
erly equipped with arms, clothing, and horses.

Meantime the King was having a complete suit of armor made for her
at Tours. It was of the finest steel, heavily plated with silver, richly orna-
mented with engraved designs, and polished like a mirror.

Joan's Voices had told her that there was an ancient sword hidden
somewhere behind the altar of St. Catherine's at Fierbois, and she sent
De Metz to get it. The priests knew of no such sword, but a search was
made, and sure enough it was found in that place, buried a little way un-
der the ground. It had no sheath and was very rusty, but the priests pol-
ished it up and sent it to Tours, whither we were now to come. They also
had a sheath of crimson velvet made for it, and the people of Tours
equipped it with another, made of cloth-of-gold. But Joanmeant to carry
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this sword always in battle; so she laid the showy sheathsaway and got
one made of leather. It was generally believed that this sword had be-
longed to Charlemagne, but that was only a matter of opinion. I wanted
to sharpen that old blade, but she said it was not necessary, as she
should never kill anybody, and should carry it only as a symbol of
authority.

At Tours she designed her Standard, and a Scotch painter named
JamesPower made it. It was of the most delicate white boucassin, with
fringes of silk. For device it bore the image of God the Father throned in
the clouds and holding the world in His hand; two angels knelt at His
feet, presenting lilies; inscription, JESUS,MARIA; on the reverse the
crown of France supported by two angels.

She also caused a smaller standard or pennon to be made, whereon
was represented an angel offering a lily to the Holy Virgin.

Everything was humming there at Tours. Every now and then one
heard the bray and crash of military music, every little while one heard
the measured tramp of marching menÑsquads of recruits leaving for
Blois; songs and shoutings and huzzas filled the air night and day, the
town was full of strangers, the streetsand inns were thronged, the bustle
of preparation was everywhere, and everybody carried a glad and cheer-
ful face. Around Joan's headquarters a crowd of people was always
massed,hoping for a glimpse of the new General, and when they got it,
they went wild; but they seldom got it, for she was busy planning her
campaign, receiving reports, giving orders, despatching couriers, and
giving what odd moments shecould spare to the companies of great folk
waiting in the drawing-rooms. As for us boys, we hardly saw her at all,
she was so occupied.

We were in a mixed state of mindÑsometimes hopeful, sometimes
not; mostly not. Shehad not appointed her household yetÑthat was our
trouble. We knew she was being overrun with applications for places in
it, and that these applications were backed by great names and weighty
influence, whereas we had nothing of the sort to recommend us. She
could fill her humblest places with titled folkÑfolk whose relationships
would be a bulwark for her and a valuable support at all times. In these
circumstances would policy allow her to consider us? We were not as
cheerful as the rest of the town, but were inclined to be depressed and
worried. Sometimes we discussed our slim chances and gave them as
good an appearanceaswe could. But the very mention of the subject was
anguish to the Paladin; for whereas we had some little hope, he had none
at all. As a rule Noel Rainguesson was quite willing to let the dismal
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matter alone; but not when the Paladin was present. Once we were talk-
ing the thing over, when Noel said:

"Cheer up, Paladin, I had a dream last night, and you were the only
one among us that got an appointment. It wasn't a high one, but it was
an appointment, anywayÑsome kind of a lackey or body-servant, or
something of that kind."

The Paladin roused up and looked almost cheerful; for he was a be-
liever in dreams, and in anything and everything of a superstitious sort,
in fact. He said, with a rising hopefulness:

"I wish it might come true. Do you think it will come true?"
"Certainly; I might almost say I know it will, for my dreams hardly

ever fail."
"Noel, I could hug you if that dream could come true, I could, indeed!

To be servant of the first General of Franceand have all the world hear of
it, and the news go back to the village and make those gawks stare that
always said I wouldn't ever amount to anythingÑwouldn't it be great!
Do you think it will come true, Noel? Don't you believe it will?"

"I do. There's my hand on it."
"Noel, if it comes true I'll never forget youÑshake again! I should be

dressed in a noble livery, and the news would go to the village, and
those animals would say, 'Him, lackey to the General-in-Chief, with the
eyesof the whole world on him, admiringÑwell, he has shot up into the
sky now, hasn't he!"

He began to walk the floor and pile castles in the air so fast and so
high that we could hardly keep up with him. Then all of a sudden all the
joy went out of his face and misery took its place, and he said:

"Oh, dear, it is all a mistake, it will never come true. I forgot that fool-
ish business at Toul. I have kept out of her sight as much as I could, all
these weeks, hoping she would forget that and forgive itÑbut I know
she never will. Shecan't, of course.And, after all, I wasn't to blame. I did
say she promised to marry me, but they put me up to it and persuaded
me. I swear they did!" The vast creature was almost crying. Then he
pulled himself together and said, remorsefully, "It was the only lie I've
ever told, andÑ"

He was drowned out with a chorus of groans and outraged exclama-
tions; and before he could begin again, one of D'Aulon's liveried servants
appeared and said we were required at headquarters. We rose, and Noel
said:
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"ThereÑwhat did I tell you? I have a presentimentÑthe spirit of
prophecy is upon me. Sheis going to appoint him, and we are to go there
and do him homage. Come along!"

But the Paladin was afraid to go, so we left him.
When we presently stood in the presence,in front of a crowd of glitter-

ing officers of the army, Joangreeted us with a winning smile, and said
sheappointed all of us to placesin her household, for shewanted her old
friends by her. It was a beautiful surprise to have ourselves honored like
this when she could have had people of birth and consequenceinstead,
but we couldn't find our tongues to say so, she was becomeso great and
so high above us now. One at a time we stepped forward and each re-
ceived his warrant from the hand of our chief, D'Aulon. All of us had
honorable places; the two knights stood highest; then Joan'stwo broth-
ers; I was first page and secretary, a young gentleman named Raimond
was second page; Noel was her messenger; she had two heralds, and
also a chaplain and almoner, whose name was JeanPasquerel. She had
previously appointed a maitre d'hotel and a number of domestics. Now
she looked around and said:

"But where is the Paladin?"
The Sieur Bertrand said:
"He thought he was not sent for, your Excellency."
"Now that is not well. Let him be called."
The Paladin entered humbly enough. He ventured no farther than just

within the door. He stopped there, looking embarrassedand afraid. Then
Joan spoke pleasantly, and said:

"I watched you on the road. You began badly, but improved. Of old
you were a fantastic talker, but there is a man in you, and I will bring it
out." It was fine to see the Paladin's face light up when she said that.
"Will you follow where I lead?"

"Into the fire!" he said; and I said to myself, "By the ring of that, I think
she has turned this braggart into a hero. It is another of her miracles, I
make no doubt of it."

"I believe you," said Joan."HereÑtake my banner. You will ride with
me in every field, and when France is saved, you will give it me back."

He took the banner, which is now the most precious of the memorials
that remain of Joan of Arc, and his voice was unsteady with emotion
when he said:

"If I ever disgrace this trust, my comrades here will know how to do a
friend's office upon my body, and this charge I lay upon them, as know-
ing they will not fail me."
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Chapter11
The War March Is Begun

NOEL and I went back togetherÑsilent at first, and impressed.
Finally Noel came up out of his thinkings and said:
"The first shall be last and the last firstÑthere's authority for this sur-

prise. But at the same time wasn't it a lofty hoist for our big bull!"
"It truly was; I am not over being stunned yet. It was the greatestplace

in her gift."
"Yes, it was. There are many generals, and she can create more; but

there is only one Standard-Bearer."
"True. It is the most conspicuous place in the army, after her own."
"And the most coveted and honorable. Sonsof two dukes tried to get

it, as we know. And of all people in the world, this majestic windmill
carries it off. Well, isn't it a gigantic promotion, when you come to look
at it!"

"There's no doubt about it. It's a kind of copy of Joan's own in
miniature."

"I don't know how to account for itÑdo you?"
"YesÑwithout any trouble at allÑthat is, I think I do."
Noel was surprised at that, and glanced up quickly, as if to seeif I was

in earnest. He said:
"I thought you couldn't be in earnest, but I see you are. If you can

make me understand this puzzle, do it. Tell me what the explanation is."
"I believe I can. You have noticed that our chief knight says a good

many wise things and has a thoughtful head on his shoulders. One day,
riding along, we were talking about Joan's great talents, and he said,
'But, greatest of all her gifts, she has the seeing eye.' I said, like an un-
thinking fool, 'The seeing eye?ÑI shouldn't count on that for muchÑI
suppose we all have it.' 'No,' he said; 'very few have it.' Then he ex-
plained, and made his meaning clear. He said the common eye seesonly
the outside of things, and judges by that, but the seeing eye pierces
through and reads the heart and the soul, finding there capacities which
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the outside didn't indicate or promise, and which the other kind of eye
couldn't detect. He said the mightiest military genius must fail and come
to nothing if it have not the seeing eyeÑthat is to say, if it cannot read
men and select its subordinates with an infallible judgment. It seesas by
intuition that this man is good for strategy, that one for dash and dare-
devil assault, the other for patient bulldog persistence, and it appoints
each to his right place and wins, while the commander without the see-
ing eye would give to eachthe other's place and lose. He was right about
Joan,and I saw it. When she was a child and the tramp came one night,
her father and all of us took him for a rascal,but she saw the honest man
through the rags. When I dined with the governor of Vaucouleurs so
long ago, I saw nothing in our two knights, though I sat with them and
talked with them two hours; Joan was there five minutes, and neither
spoke with them nor heard them speak, yet she marked them for men of
worth and fidelity, and they have confirmed her judgment. Whom has
she sent for to take charge of this thundering rabble of new recruits at
Blois, made up of old disbanded Armagnac raiders, unspeakable hel-
lions, every one? Why, she has sent for SatanhimselfÑthat is to say, La
HireÑthat military hurricane, that godless swashbuckler, that lurid con-
flagration of blasphemy, that Vesuvius of profanity, forever in eruption.
Does he know how to deal with that mob of roaring devils? Better than
any man that lives; for he is the head devil of this world his own self, he
is the match of the whole of them combined, and probably the father of
most of them. Sheplaceshim in temporary command until shecan get to
Blois herselfÑand then! Why, then she will certainly take them in hand
personally, or I don't know her as well as I ought to, after all theseyears
of intimacy. That will be a sight to seeÑthat fair spirit in her white ar-
mor, delivering her will to that muck-heap, that rag-pile, that abandoned
refuse of perdition."

"La Hire!" cried Noel, "our hero of all these yearsÑI do want to see
that man!"

"I too. His name stirs me just as it did when I was a little boy."
"I want to hear him swear."
"Of course, I would rather hear him swear than another man pray. He

is the frankest man there is, and the naivest. Once when he was rebuked
for pillaging on his raids, he said it was nothing. Said he, 'If God the
Father were a soldier, He would rob.' I judge he is the right man to take
temporary charge there at Blois. Joanhas cast the seeing eye upon him,
you see."
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"Which brings us back to where we started. I have an honest affection
for the Paladin, and not merely becausehe is a good fellow, but because
he is my childÑI made him what he is, the windiest blusterer and most
catholic liar in the kingdom. I'm glad of his luck, but I hadn't the seeing
eye. I shouldn't have chosen him for the most dangerous post in the
army. I should have placed him in the rear to kill the wounded and viol-
ate the dead."

"Well, we shall see.Joanprobably knows what is in him better than we
do. And I'll give you another idea. When a person in Joanof Arc's posi-
tion tells a man he is brave, he believes it; and believing it is enough; in
fact, to believe yourself brave is to be brave; it is the one only essential
thing."

"Now you've hit it!" cried Noel. "She'sgot the creating mouth as well
as the seeingeye! Ah, yes, that is the thing. Francewas cowed and a cow-
ard; Joan of Arc has spoken, and France is marching, with her head up!"

I was summoned now to write a letter from Joan'sdictation. During
the next day and night our several uniforms were made by the tailors,
and our new armor provided. We were beautiful to look upon now,
whether clothed for peaceor war. Clothed for peace,in costly stuffs and
rich colors, the Paladin was a tower dyed with the glories of the sunset;
plumed and sashedand iron-clad for war, he was a still statelier thing to
look at.

Orders had been issued for the march toward Blois. It was a clear,
sharp, beautiful morning. As our showy great company trotted out in
column, riding two and two, Joanand the Duke of Alencon in the lead,
D'Aulon and the big standard-bearer next, and so on, we made a hand-
some spectacle,as you may well imagine; and as we plowed through the
cheering crowds, with Joan bowing her plumed head to left and right
and the sun glinting from her silver mail, the spectators realized that the
curtain was rolling up before their eyesupon the first act of a prodigious
drama, and their rising hopes were expressed in an enthusiasm that in-
creased with each moment, until at last one seemed to even physically
feel the concussion of the huzzas as well as hear them. Far down the
street we heard the softened strains of wind-blown music, and saw a
cloud of lancers moving, the sun glowing with a subdued light upon the
massed armor, but striking bright upon the soaring lance-headsÑa
vaguely luminous nebula, so to speak, with a constellation twinkling
above itÑand that was our guard of honor. It joined us, the procession
was complete, the first war-march of Joanof Arc was begun, the curtain
was up.
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Chapter12
Joan Puts Heart in Her Army

WE WERE at Blois three days. Oh, that camp, it is one of the treasuresof
my memory! Order? There was no more order among those brigands
than there is among the wolves and the hyenas. They went roaring and
drinking about, whooping, shouting, swearing, and entertaining them-
selveswith all manner of rude and riotous horse-play; and the place was
full of loud and lewd women, and they were no whit behind the men for
romps and noise and fantastics.

It was in the midst of this wild mob that Noel and I had our first
glimpse of La Hire. He answered to our dearest dreams. He was of great
size and of martial bearing, he was casedin mail from head to heel, with
a bushel of swishing plumes on his helmet, and at his side the vast
sword of the time.

He was on his way to pay his respects in state to Joan, and as he
passed through the camp he was restoring order, and proclaiming that
the Maid had come, and he would have no such spectacle as this ex-
posed to the head of the army. His way of creating order was his own,
not borrowed. He did it with his great fists. As he moved along swearing
and admonishing, he let drive this way, that way, and the other, and
wherever his blow landed, a man went down.

"Damn you!" he said, "staggering and cursing around like this, and the
Commander-in-Chief in the camp! Straighten up!" and he laid the man
flat. What his idea of straightening up was, was his own secret.

We followed the veteran to headquarters, listening, observing, admir-
ingÑyes, devouring, you may say, the pet hero of the boys of France
from our cradles up to that happy day, and their idol and ours. I called
to mind how Joanhad once rebuked the Paladin, there in the pastures of
Domremy, for uttering lightly those mighty names,La Hire and the Bas-
tard of Orleans, and how she said that if she could but be permitted to
stand afar off and let her eyesrest once upon those great men, shewould
hold it a privilege. They were to her and the other girls just what they
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were to the boys. Well, here was one of them at lastÑand what was his
errand? It was hard to realize it, and yet it was true; he was coming to
uncover his head before her and take her orders.

While he was quieting a considerable group of his brigands in his
soothing way, near headquarters, we stepped on ahead and got a
glimpse of Joan'smilitary family, the great chiefs of the army, for they
had all arrived now. There they were, six officers of wide renown, hand-
some men in beautiful armor, but the Lord High Admiral of France was
the handsomest of them all and had the most gallant bearing.

When La Hire entered, one could seethe surprise in his face at Joan's
beauty and extreme youth, and one could see,too, by Joan'sglad smile,
that it made her happy to get sight of this hero of her childhood at last.
La Hire bowed low, with his helmet in his gauntleted hand, and made a
bluff but handsome little speechwith hardly an oath in it, and one could
see that those two took to each other on the spot.

The visit of ceremony was soon over, and the others went away; but
La Hire stayed, and he and Joansat there, and he sipped her wine, and
they talked and laughed together like old friends. And presently she
gave him some instructions, in his quality as master of the camp, which
made his breath stand still. For, to begin with, she said that all those
loose women must pack out of the place at once, she wouldn't allow one
of them to remain. Next, the rough carousing must stop, drinking must
be brought within proper and strictly defined limits, and discipline must
take the place of disorder. And finally she climaxed the list of surprises
with thisÑwhich nearly lifted him out of his armor:

"Every man who joins my standard must confessbefore the priest and
absolve himself from sin; and all acceptedrecruits must be present at di-
vine service twice a day."

La Hire could not say a word for a good part of a minute, then he said,
in deep dejection:

"Oh, sweet child, they were littered in hell, these poor darlings of
mine! Attend mass? Why, dear heart, they'll see us both damned first!"

And he went on, pouring out a most pathetic stream of arguments and
blasphemy, which broke Joanall up, and made her laugh as she had not
laughed since she played in the Domremy pastures. It was good to hear.

But she stuck to her point; so the soldier yielded, and said all right, if
such were the orders he must obey, and would do the best that was in
him; then he refreshed himself with a lurid explosion of oaths, and said
that if any man in the camp refused to renounce sin and lead a pious life,
he would knock his head off. That started Joanoff again; she was really
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having a good time, you see.But she would not consent to that form of
conversions. She said they must be voluntary.

La Hire said that that was all right, he wasn't going to kill the volun-
tary ones, but only the others.

No matter, none of them must be killedÑJoan couldn't have it. She
said that to give a man a chance to volunteer, on pain of death if he
didn't, left him more or less trammeled, and she wanted him to be en-
tirely free.

So the soldier sighed and said he would advertise the mass, but said
he doubted if there was a man in camp that was any more likely to go to
it than he was himself. Then there was another surprise for him, for Joan
said:

"But, dear man, you are going!"
"I? Impossible! Oh, this is lunacy!"
"Oh, no, it isn't. You are going to the serviceÑtwice a day."
"Oh, am I dreaming? Am I drunkÑor is my hearing playing me false?

Why, I would rather go toÑ"
"Never mind where. In the morning you are going to begin, and after

that it will come easy. Now don't look downhearted like that. Soon you
won't mind it."

La Hire tried to cheer up, but he was not able to do it. He sighed like a
zephyr, and presently said:

"Well, I'll do it for you, but before I would do it for another, I swear
IÑ"

"But don't swear. Break it off."
"Break it off? It is impossible! I beg you toÑtoÑWhyÑoh, my Gener-

al, it is my native speech!"
He begged so hard for grace for his impediment, that Joanleft him one

fragment of it; she said he might swear by his baton, the symbol of his
generalship.

He promised that he would swear only by his baton when in her pres-
ence,and would try to modify himself elsewhere, but doubted he could
manage it, now that it was so old and stubborn a habit, and such a solace
and support to his declining years.

That tough old lion went away from there a good deal tamed and civ-
ilizedÑnot to say softened and sweetened,for perhaps those expressions
would hardly fit him. Noel and I believed that when he was away from
Joan'sinfluence his old aversions would come up so strong in him that
he could not master them, and so wouldn't go to mass. But we got up
early in the morning to see.
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Satan was converted, you see. Well, the rest followed. Joan rode up
and down that camp, and wherever that fair young form appeared in its
shining armor, with that sweet face to grace the vision and perfect it, the
rude host seemedto think they saw the god of war in person, descended
out of the clouds; and first they wondered, then they worshiped. After
that, she could do with them what she would.

In three days it was a clean camp and orderly, and those barbarians
were herding to divine service twice a day like good children. The wo-
men were gone. La Hire was stunned by thesemarvels; he could not un-
derstand them. He went outside the camp when he wanted to swear. He
was that sort of a manÑsinful by nature and habit, but full of supersti-
tious respect for holy places.

The enthusiasm of the reformed army for Joan,its devotion to her, and
the hot desire she had aroused in it to be led against the enemy, ex-
ceeded any manifestations of this sort which La Hire had ever seen be-
fore in his long career. His admiration of it all, and his wonder over the
mystery and miracle of it, were beyond his power to put into words. He
had held this army cheap before, but his pride and confidence in it knew
no limits now. He said:

"Two or three days ago it was afraid of a hen-roost; one could storm
the gates of hell with it now."

Joanand he were inseparable, and a quaint and pleasant contrast they
made. He was so big, she so little; he was so gray and so far along in his
pilgrimage of life, she so youthful; his face was so bronzed and scarred,
hers so fair and pink, so fresh and smooth; she was so gracious, and he
so stern; she was so pure, so innocent, he such a cyclopedia of sin. In her
eye was stored all charity and compassion, in his lightnings; when her
glance fell upon you it seemed to bring benediction and the peace of
God, but with his it was different, generally.

They rode through the camp a dozen times a day, visiting every corner
of it, observing, inspecting, perfecting; and wherever they appeared the
enthusiasm broke forth. They rode side by side, he a great figure of
brawn and muscle, she a little masterwork of roundness and grace; he a
fortress of rusty iron, she a shining statuette of silver; and when the re-
formed raiders and bandits caught sight of them they spoke out, with af-
fection and welcome in their voices, and said:

"There they comeÑSatan and the Page of Christ!"
All the three days that we were in Blois, Joan worked earnestly and

tirelessly to bring La Hire to GodÑto rescue him from the bondage of
sinÑto breathe into his stormy heart the serenity and peaceof religion.
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She urged, she begged, she implored him to pray. He stood out, three
days of our stay, begging about piteously to be let offÑto be let off from
just that one thing, that impossible thing; he would do anything
elseÑanythingÑcommand, and he would obeyÑhe would go through
the fire for her if she said the wordÑbut spare him this, only this, for he
couldn't pray, had never prayed, he was ignorant of how to frame a
prayer, he had no words to put it in.

And yetÑcan any believe it?Ñshe carried even that point, she won
that incredible victory. She made La Hire pray. It shows, I think, that
nothing was impossible to Joanof Arc. Yes,he stood there before her and
put up his mailed hands and made a prayer. And it was not borrowed,
but was his very own; he had none to help him frame it, he made it out
of his own headÑsaying:

"Fair Sir God, I pray you to do by La Hire as he would do by you if
you were La Hire and he were God."1

Then he put on his helmet and marched out of Joan'stent as satisfied
with himself asany one might be who had arranged a perplexed and dif-
ficult business to the content and admiration of all the parties concerned
in the matter.

If I had know that he had been praying, I could have understood why
he was feeling so superior, but of course I could not know that.

I was coming to the tent at that moment, and saw him come out, and
saw him march away in that large fashion, and indeed it was fine and
beautiful to see.But when I got to the tent door I stopped and stepped
back, grieved and shocked, for I heard Joan crying, as I mistakenly
thoughtÑcrying as if she could not contain nor endure the anguish of
her soul, crying as if she would die. But it was not so, she was laugh-
ingÑlaughing at La Hire's prayer.

It was not until six-and-thirty years afterward that I found that out,
and thenÑoh, then I only cried when that picture of young care-free
mirth rose before me out of the blur and mists of that long-vanished
time; for there had come a day between, when God's good gift of
laughter had gone out from me to come again no more in this life.

1.This prayer has been stolen many times and by many nations in the past four hun-
dred and sixty years, but it originated with La Hire, and the fact is of official record
in the National Archives of France. We have the authority of Michelet for
this.ÑTRANSLATOR
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Chapter13
Checked by the Folly of the Wise

WE MARCHED out in great strength and splendor, and took the road to-
ward Orleans. The initial part of Joan'sgreat dream was realizing itself at
last. It was the first time that any of us youngsters had ever seen an
army, and it was a most stately and imposing spectacleto us. It was in-
deed an inspiring sight, that interminable column, stretching away into
the fading distances, and curving itself in and out of the crookednessof
the road like a mighty serpent. Joanrode at the head of it with her per-
sonal staff; then camea body of priests singing the Veni Creator, the ban-
ner of the Cross rising out of their midst; after thesethe glinting forest of
spears. The several divisions were commanded by the great Armagnac
generals, La Hire, and Marshal de Boussac, the Sire de Retz, Florent
d'Illiers, and Poton de Saintrailles.

Each in his degree was tough, and there were three degreesÑtough,
tougher, toughestÑand La Hire was the last by a shade, but only a
shade. They were just illustrious official brigands, the whole party; and
by long habits of lawlessness they had lost all acquaintanceship with
obedience, if they had ever had any.

But what was the good of saying that? Theseindependent birds knew
no law. They seldom obeyed the King; they never obeyed him when it
didn't suit them to do it. Would they obey the Maid? In the first place
they wouldn't know how to obey her or anybody else,and in the second
place it was of course not possible for them to take her military character
seriouslyÑthat country-girl of seventeen who had been trained for the
complex and terrible business of warÑhow? By tending sheep.

They had no idea of obeying her except in caseswhere their veteran
military knowledge and experience showed them that the thing she re-
quired was sound and right when gauged by the regular military stand-
ards. Were they to blame for this attitude? I should think not. Old war-
worn captains are hard-headed, practical men. They do not easily believe
in the ability of ignorant children to plan campaigns and command
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armies. No general that ever lived could have taken Joan seriously
(militarily) before sheraised the siegeof Orleans and followed it with the
great campaign of the Loire.

Did they consider Joanvalueless?Far from it. They valued her as the
fruitful earth values the sunÑthey fully believed she could produce the
crop, but that it was in their line of business,not hers, to take it off. They
had a deep and superstitious reverence for her as being endowed with a
mysterious supernatural something that was able to do a mighty thing
which they were powerless to doÑblow the breath of life and valor into
the dead corpses of cowed armies and turn them into heroes.

To their minds they were everything with her, but nothing without
her. She could inspire the soldiers and fit them for battleÑbut fight the
battle herself? Oh, nonsenseÑthat was their function. They, the generals,
would fight the battles, Joan would give the victory. That was their
ideaÑan unconscious paraphrase of Joan's reply to the Dominican.

Sothey began by playing a deception upon her. Shehad a clear idea of
how she meant to proceed. It was her purpose to march boldly upon Or-
leans by the north bank of the Loire. Shegave that order to her generals.
They said to themselves, "The idea is insaneÑit is blunder No. 1; it is
what might have been expected of this child who is ignorant of war."
They privately sent the word to the Bastard of Orleans. He also recog-
nized the insanity of itÑat least he thought he didÑand privately ad-
vised the generals to get around the order in some way.

They did it by deceiving Joan.She trusted those people, she was not
expecting this sort of treatment, and was not on the lookout for it. It was
a lesson to her; she saw to it that the game was not played a second time.

Why was Joan'sidea insane, from the generals' point of view, but not
from hers?Becauseher plan was to raise the siegeimmediately, by fight-
ing, while theirs was to besiege the besiegers and starve them out by
closing their communicationsÑa plan which would require months in
the consummation.

The English had built a fence of strong fortresses called bastilles
around OrleansÑfortresses which closed all the gatesof the city but one.
To the French generals the idea of trying to fight their way past those
fortresses and lead the army into Orleans was preposterous; they be-
lieved that the result would be the army's destruction. One may not
doubt that their opinion was militarily soundÑno, would have been,but
for one circumstance which they overlooked. That was this: the English
soldiers were in a demoralized condition of superstitious terror; they had
become satisfied that the Maid was in league with Satan. By reason of
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this a good deal of their courage had oozed out and vanished. On the
other hand, the Maid's soldiers were full of courage, enthusiasm, and
zeal.

Joancould have marched by the English forts. However, it was not to
be. She had been cheated out of her first chance to strike a heavy blow
for her country.

In camp that night she slept in her armor on the ground. It was a cold
night, and she was nearly as stiff as her armor itself when we resumed
the march in the morning, for iron is not good material for a blanket.
However, her joy in being now so far on her way to the theater of her
mission was fire enough to warm her, and it soon did it.

Her enthusiasm and impatience rose higher and higher with every
mile of progress; but at last we reachedOlivet, and down it went, and in-
dignation took its place. For she saw the trick that had beenplayed upon
herÑthe river lay between us and Orleans.

Shewas for attacking one of the three bastilles that were on our side of
the river and forcing accessto the bridge which it guarded (a project
which, if successful, would raise the siege instantly), but the long-in-
grained fear of the English came upon her generals and they implored
her not to make the attempt. The soldiers wanted to attack, but had to
suffer disappointment. Sowe moved on and cameto a halt at a point op-
posite Checy, six miles above Orleans.

Dunois, Bastard of Orleans, with a body of knights and citizens, came
up from the city to welcome Joan.Joanwas still burning with resentment
over the trick that had been put upon her, and was not in the mood for
soft speeches, even to revered military idols of her childhood. She said:

"Are you the bastard?"
"Yes, I am he, and am right glad of your coming."
"And did you advise that I be brought by this side of the river instead

of straight to Talbot and the English?"
Her high manner abashed him, and he was not able to answer with

anything like a confident promptness, but with many hesitations and
partial excuseshe managed to get out the confession that for what he
and the council had regarded as imperative military reasons they so
advised.

"In God's name," said Joan,"my Lord's counsel is safer and wiser than
yours. You thought to deceive me, but you have deceived yourselves, for
I bring you the best help that ever knight or city had; for it is God's help,
not sent for love of me, but by God's pleasure. At the prayer of St. Louis
and St. Charlemagne He has had pity on Orleans, and will not suffer the
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enemy to have both the Duke of Orleans and his city. The provisions to
save the starving people are here, the boats are below the city, the wind
is contrary, they cannot come up hither. Now then, tell me, in God's
name, you who are so wise, what that council of yours was thinking
about, to invent this foolish difficulty."

Dunois and the rest fumbled around the matter a moment, then gave
in and conceded that a blunder had been made.

"Yes, a blunder has been made," said Joan,"and except God take your
proper work upon Himself and change the wind and correct your blun-
der for you, there is none else that can devise a remedy."

Some of these people began to perceive that with all her technical ig-
norance she had practical good sense,and that with all her native sweet-
ness and charm she was not the right kind of a person to play with.

Presently God did take the blunder in hand, and by His grace the
wind did change. So the fleet of boats came up and went away loaded
with provisions and cattle, and conveyed that welcome succor to the
hungry city, managing the matter successfully under protection of a
sortie from the walls against the bastille of St. Loup. Then Joanbegan on
the Bastard again:

"You see here the army?"
"Yes."
"It is here on this side by advice of your council?"
"Yes."
"Now, in God's name, can that wise council explain why it is better to

have it here than it would be to have it in the bottom of the sea?"
Dunois made some wandering attempts to explain the inexplicable

and excuse the inexcusable, but Joan cut him short and said:
"Answer me this, good sirÑhas the army any value on this side of the

river?"
The Bastard confessed that it hadn'tÑthat is, in view of the plan of

campaign which she had devised and decreed.
"And yet, knowing this, you had the hardihood to disobey my orders.

Sincethe army's place is on the other side, will you explain to me how it
is to get there?"

The whole size of the needlessmuddle was apparent. Evasionswere of
no use; therefore Dunois admitted that there was no way to correct the
blunder but to send the army all the way back to Blois, and let it begin
over again and come up on the other side this time, according to Joan's
original plan.
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Any other girl, after winning such a triumph as this over a veteran sol-
dier of old renown, might have exulted a little and been excusablefor it,
but Joanshowed no disposition of this sort. Shedropped a word or two
of grief over the precious time that must be lost, then began at once to is-
sue commands for the march back. Shesorrowed to seeher army go; for
she said its heart was great and its enthusiasm high, and that with it at
her back she did not fear to face all the might of England.

All arrangements having been completed for the return of the main
body of the army, she took the Bastard and La Hire and a thousand men
and went down to Orleans, where all the town was in a fever of impa-
tience to have sight of her face. It was eight in the evening when she and
the troops rode in at the Burgundy gate, with the Paladin preceding her
with her standard. She was riding a white horse, and she carried in her
hand the sacred sword of Fierbois. You should have seenOrleans then.
What a picture it was! Suchblack seasof people, such a starry firmament
of torches, such roaring whirlwinds of welcome, such booming of bells
and thundering of cannon! It was as if the world was come to an end.
Everywhere in the glare of the torches one saw rank upon rank of up-
turned white faces,the mouths wide open, shouting, and the unchecked
tears running down; Joanforged her slow way through the solid masses,
her mailed form projecting above the pavement of heads like a silver
statue. The people about her struggled along, gazing up at her through
their tears with the rapt look of men and women who believe they are
seeing one who is divine; and always her feet were being kissed by
grateful folk, and such as failed of that privilege touched her horse and
then kissed their fingers.

Nothing that Joan did escaped notice; everything she did was com-
mented upon and applauded. You could hear the remarks going all the
time.

"ThereÑshe's smilingÑsee!"
"Now she's taking her little plumed cap off to somebodyÑah, it's fine

and graceful!"
"She's patting that woman on the head with her gauntlet."
"Oh, she was born on a horseÑsee her turn in her saddle, and kiss the

hilt of her sword to the ladies in the window that threw the flowers
down."

"Now there's a poor woman lifting up a childÑshe's kissed itÑoh,
she's divine!"

"What a dainty little figure it is, and what a lovely faceÑand such col-
or and animation!"
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Joan'sslender long banner streaming backward had an accidentÑthe
fringe caught fire from a torch. She leaned forward and crushed the
flame in her hand.

"She'snot afraid of fire nor anything!" they shouted, and delivered a
storm of admiring applause that made everything quake.

She rode to the cathedral and gave thanks to God, and the people
crammed the place and added their devotions to hers; then she took up
her march again and picked her slow way through the crowds and the
wilderness of torches to the house of JacquesBoucher, treasurer of the
Duke of Orleans, where she was to be the guest of his wife as long asshe
stayed in the city, and have his young daughter for comrade and room-
mate. The delirium of the people went on the rest of the night, and with
it the clamor of the joy-bells and the welcoming cannon.

Joan of Arc had stepped upon her stage at last, and was ready to
begin.
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Chapter14
What the English Answered

SHE WAS ready, but must sit down and wait until there was an army to
work with.

Next morning, Saturday, April 30, 1429,she set about inquiring after
the messenger who carried her proclamation to the English from
BloisÑthe one which she had dictated at Poitiers. Here is a copy of it. It
is a remarkable document, for several reasons: for its matter-of-fact dir-
ectness,for its high spirit and forcible diction, and for its naive confid-
ence in her ability to achieve the prodigious task which she had laid
upon herself, or which had been laid upon herÑwhich you please. All
through it you seem to seethe pomps of war and hear the rumbling of
the drums. In it Joan'swarrior soul is revealed, and for the moment the
soft little shepherdess has disappeared from your view. This untaught
country-damsel, unused to dictating anything at all to anybody, much
lessdocuments of state to kings and generals,poured out this procession
of vigorous sentencesas fluently as if this sort of work had been her
trade from childhood:

JESUSMARIA King of England and you Duke of Bedford who call
yourself Regent of France; William de la Pole, Earl of Suffolk; and you
Thomas Lord Scales,who style yourselves lieutenants of the said Bed-
fordÑdo right to the King of Heaven. Render to the Maid who is sent by
God the keys of all the good towns you have taken and violated in
France.She is sent hither by God, to restore the blood royal. She is very
ready to make peace if you will do her right by giving up France and
paying for what you have held. And you archers, companions of war,
noble and otherwise, who are before the good city of Orleans, begone in-
to your own land in God's name, or expect news from the Maid who will
shortly go to seeyou to your very great hurt. King of England, if you do
not so, I am chief of war, and whenever I shall find your people in
France, I will drive them out, willing or not willing; and if they do not
obey I will slay them all, but if they obey, I will have them to mercy. I am
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come hither by God, the King of Heaven, body for body, to put you out
of France,in spite of those who would work treason and mischief against
the kingdom. Think not you shall ever hold the kingdom from the King
of Heaven, the Son of the BlessedMary; King Charles shall hold it, for
God wills it so, and has revealed it to him by the Maid. If you believe not
the news sent by God through the Maid, wherever we shall meet you we
will strike boldly and make such a noise as has not been in France these
thousand years. Be sure that God can send more strength to the Maid
than you can bring to any assault against her and her good men-at-arms;
and then we shall seewho has the better right, the King of Heaven, or
you. Duke of Bedford, the Maid prays you not to bring about your own
destruction. If you do her right, you may yet go in her company where
the French shall do the finest deed that has been done in Christendom,
and if you do not, you shall be reminded shortly of your great wrongs.

In that closing sentenceshe invites them to go on crusade with her to
rescue the Holy Sepulcher. No answer had been returned to this pro-
clamation, and the messenger himself had not come back.

Sonow shesent her two heralds with a new letter warning the English
to raise the siege and requiring them to restore that missing messenger.
The heralds came back without him. All they brought was notice from
the English to Joan that they would presently catch her and burn her if
she did not clear out now while she had a chance, and "go back to her
proper trade of minding cows."

She held her peace,only saying it was a pity that the English would
persist in inviting present disaster and eventual destruction when she
was "doing all she could to get them out of the country with their lives
still in their bodies."

Presently she thought of an arrangement that might be acceptable,and
said to the heralds, "Go back and say to Lord Talbot this, from me: 'Come
out of your bastilles with your host, and I will come with mine; if I beat
you, go in peace out of France; if you beat me, burn me, according to
your desire.'"

I did not hear this, but Dunois did, and spoke of it. The challenge was
refused.

Sunday morning her Voices or some instinct gave her a warning, and
shesent Dunois to Blois to take command of the army and hurry it to Or-
leans. It was a wise move, for he found Regnault de Chartres and some
more of the King's pet rascalsthere trying their best to disperse the army,
and crippling all the efforts of Joan'sgenerals to head it for Orleans. They
were a fine lot, those miscreants. They turned their attention to Dunois
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now, but he had balked Joan once, with unpleasant results to himself,
and was not minded to meddle in that way again. He soon had the army
moving.
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Chapter15
My Exquisite Poem Goes to Smash

WE OF the personal staff were in fairyland now, during the few days
that we waited for the return of the army. We went into society. To our
two knights this was not a novelty, but to us young villagers it was a
new and wonderful life. Any position of any sort near the person of the
Maid of Vaucouleurs conferred high distinction upon the holder and
caused his society to be courted; and so the D'Arc brothers, and Noel,
and the Paladin, humble peasantsat home, were gentlemen here, person-
agesof weight and influence. It was fine to seehow soon their country
diffidences and awkwardnesses melted away under this pleasant sun of
deferenceand disappeared, and how lightly and easily they took to their
new atmosphere. The Paladin was as happy as it was possible for any
one in this earth to be. His tongue went all the time, and daily he got
new delight out of hearing himself talk. He began to enlarge his ancestry
and spread it out all around, and ennoble it right and left, and it was not
long until it consisted almost entirely of dukes. He worked up his old
battles and tricked them out with fresh splendors; also with new terrors,
for he added artillery now. We had seen cannon for the first time at
BloisÑa few piecesÑhere there was plenty of it, and now and then we
had the impressive spectacleof a huge English bastille hidden from sight
in a mountain of smoke from its own guns, with lancesof red flame dart-
ing through it; and this grand picture, along with the quaking thunders
pounding away in the heart of it, inflamed the Paladin's imagination and
enabled him to dress out those ambuscade-skirmishes of ours with a
sublimity which made it impossible for any to recognize them at all ex-
cept people who had not been there.

You may suspect that there was a special inspiration for thesegreat ef-
forts of the Paladin's, and there was. It was the daughter of the house,
Catherine Boucher, who was eighteen, and gentle and lovely in her
ways, and very beautiful. I think she might have been as beautiful as
Joan herself, if she had had Joan'seyes. But that could never be. There
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was never but that one pair, there will never be another. Joan'seyeswere
deep and rich and wonderful beyond anything merely earthly. They
spoke all the languagesÑthey had no need of words. They produced all
effectsÑand just by a glance, just a single glance;a glance that could con-
vict a liar of his lie and make him confess it; that could bring down a
proud man's pride and make him humble; that could put courage into a
coward and strike dead the courage of the bravest; that could appeasere-
sentments and real hatreds; that could make the doubter believe and the
hopelesshope again; that could purify the impure mind; that could per-
suadeÑah, there it isÑpersuasion! that is the word; what or who is it
that it couldn't persuade?The maniac of DomremyÑthe fairy-banishing
priestÑthe reverend tribunal of ToulÑthe doubting and superstitious
LaxartÑthe obstinate veteran of VaucouleursÑthe characterlessheir of
FranceÑthe sagesand scholars of the Parliament and University of Poiti-
ersÑthe darling of Satan,La HireÑthe masterlessBastard of Orleans, ac-
customed to acknowledge no way as right and rational but his
ownÑthese were the trophies of that great gift that made her the wonder
and mystery that she was.

We mingled companionably with the great folk who flocked to the big
house to make Joan'sacquaintance, and they made much of us and we
lived in the clouds, so to speak. But what we preferred even to this hap-
piness was the quieter occasions,when the formal guests were gone and
the family and a few dozen of its familiar friends were gathered together
for a social good time. It was then that we did our best, we five young-
sters, with such fascinations as we had, and the chief object of them was
Catherine. None of us had ever been in love before, and now we had the
misfortune to all fall in love with the same person at the same
timeÑwhich was the first moment we saw her. She was a merry heart,
and full of life, and I still remember tenderly those few evenings that I
was permitted to have my share of her dear society and of comradeship
with that little company of charming people.

The Paladin made us all jealous the first night, for when he got fairly
started on those battles of his he had everything to himself, and there
was no use in anybody else's trying to get any attention. Those people
had been living in the midst of real war for seven months; and to hear
this windy giant lay out his imaginary campaigns and fairly swim in
blood and spatter it all around, entertained them to the verge of the
grave. Catherine was like to die, for pure enjoyment. She didn't laugh
loudÑwe, of course, wished she wouldÑbut kept in the shelter of a fan,
and shook until there was danger that she would unhitch her ribs from
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her spine. Then when the Paladin had got done with a battle and we
began to feel thankful and hope for a change, she would speak up in a
way that was so sweet and persuasive that it rankled in me, and ask him
about some detail or other in the early part of his battle which she said
had greatly interested her, and would he be so good as to describe that
part again and with a little more particularity?Ñwhich of course precip-
itated the whole battle on us, again, with a hundred lies added that had
been overlooked before.

I do not know how to make you realize the pain I suffered. I had never
been jealous before, and it seemed intolerable that this creature should
have this good fortune which he was so ill entitled to, and I have to sit
and seemyself neglected when I was so longing for the least little atten-
tion out of the thousand that this beloved girl was lavishing on him. I
was near her, and tried two or three times to get started on some of the
things that I had done in those battlesÑand I felt ashamedof myself, too,
for stooping to such a businessÑbut she cared for nothing but his
battles, and could not be got to listen; and presently when one of my at-
tempts caused her to lose some precious rag or other of his mendacities
and she asked him to repeat, thus bringing on a new engagement, of
course,and increasing the havoc and carnagetenfold, I felt so humiliated
by this pitiful miscarriage of mine that I gave up and tried no more.

The others were as outraged by the Paladin's selfish conduct as I
wasÑand by his grand luck, too, of courseÑperhaps, indeed, that was
the main hurt. We talked our trouble over together, which was natural,
for rivals become brothers when a common affliction assails them and a
common enemy bears off the victory.

Each of us could do things that would please and get notice if it were
not for this person, who occupied all the time and gave others no chance.
I had made a poem, taking a whole night to itÑa poem in which I most
happily and delicately celebrated that sweet girl's charms, without men-
tioning her name, but any one could see who was meant; for the bare
titleÑ"The Rose of Orleans"Ñwould reveal that, as it seemed to me. It
pictured this pure and dainty white rose as growing up out of the rude
soil of war and looking abroad out of its tender eyesupon the horrid ma-
chinery of death, and thenÑnote this conceitÑit blushes for the sinful
nature of man, and turns red in a single night. Becomesa red rose, you
seeÑa rose that was white before. The idea was my own, and quite new.
Then it sent its sweet perfume out over the embattled city, and when the
beleaguering forces smelt it they laid down their arms and wept. This
was also my own idea, and new. That closed that part of the poem; then I
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put her into the similitude of the firmamentÑnot the whole of it, but
only part. That is to say, she was the moon, and all the constellations
were following her about, their hearts in flames for love of her, but she
would not halt, she would not listen, for 'twas thought she loved anoth-
er. 'Twas thought she loved a poor unworthy suppliant who was upon
the earth, facing danger, death, and possible mutilation in the bloody
field, waging relentless war against a heartlessfoe to saveher from an all
too early grave, and her city from destruction. And when the sad pursu-
ing constellations came to know and realize the bitter sorrow that was
come upon themÑnote this ideaÑtheir hearts broke and their tears
gushed forth, filling the vault of heaven with a fiery splendor, for those
tears were falling stars. It was a rash idea, but beautiful; beautiful and
pathetic; wonderfully pathetic, the way I had it, with the rhyme and all
to help. At the end of eachverse there was a two-line refrain pitying the
poor earthly lover separated so far, and perhaps forever, from her he
loved so well, and growing always paler and weaker and thinner in his
agony as he neared the cruel graveÑthe most touching thingÑeven the
boys themselves could hardly keep back their tears, the way Noel said
those lines. There were eight four-line stanzas in the first end of the
poemÑthe end about the rose, the horticultural end, as you may say, if
that is not too large a name for such a little poemÑand eight in the astro-
nomical endÑsixteen stanzasaltogether, and I could have made it a hun-
dred and fifty if I had wanted to, I was so inspired and so all swelled up
with beautiful thoughts and fancies; but that would have been too many
to sing or recite before a company that way, whereas sixteen was just
right, and could be done over again if desired. The boys were amazed
that I could make such a poem as that out of my own head, and so was I,
of course, it being asmuch a surprise to me as it could be to anybody, for
I did not know that it was in me. If any had asked me a single day before
if it was in me, I should have told them frankly no, it was not.

That is the way with us; we may go on half of our life not knowing
such a thing is in us, when in reality it was there all the time, and all we
needed was something to turn up that would call for it. Indeed, it was al-
ways so without family. My grandfather had a cancer, and they never
knew what was the matter with him till he died, and he didn't know
himself. It is wonderful how gifts and diseasescan be concealed in that
way. All that was necessaryin my casewas for this lovely and inspiring
girl to crossmy path, and out camethe poem, and no more trouble to me
to word it and rhyme it and perfect it than it is to stone a dog. No, I
should have said it was not in me; but it was.
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The boys couldn't say enough about it, they were so charmed and as-
tonished. The thing that pleased them the most was the way it would do
the Paladin's business for him. They forgot everything in their anxiety to
get him shelved and silenced. Noel Rainguessonwas clear beside himself
with admiration of the poem, and wished he could do such a thing, but it
was out of his line, and he couldn't, of course. He had it by heart in half
an hour, and there was never anything so pathetic and beautiful as the
way he recited it. For that was just his giftÑthat and mimicry. He could
recite anything better than anybody in the world, and he could take of La
Hire to the very lifeÑor anybody else,for that matter. Now I never could
recite worth a farthing; and when I tried with this poem the boys
wouldn't let me finish; they would nave nobody but Noel. So then, as I
wanted the poem to make the best possible impression on Catherine and
the company, I told Noel he might do the reciting. Never was anybody
so delighted. He could hardly believe that I was in earnest, but I was. I
said that to have them know that I was the author of it would be enough
for me. The boys were full of exultation, and Noel said if he could just
get one chance at those people it would be all he would ask; he would
make them realize that there was something higher and finer than war-
lies to be had here.

But how to get the opportunityÑthat was the difficulty. We invented
several schemesthat promised fairly, and at last we hit upon one that
was sure. That was, to let the Paladin get a good start in a manufactured
battle, and then send in a false call for him, and as soon as he was out of
the room, have Noel take his place and finish the battle himself in the
Paladin's own style, imitated to a shade. That would get great applause,
and win the house's favor and put it in the right mood to hear the poem.
The two triumphs together with finish the Standard-BearerÑmodify
him, anyway, to a certainty, and give the rest of us a chance for the
future.

So the next night I kept out of the way until the Paladin had got his
start and was sweeping down upon the enemy like a whirlwind at the
head of his corps, then I stepped within the door in my official uniform
and announced that a messenger from General La Hire's quarters de-
sired speechwith the Standard-Bearer. He left the room, and Noel took
his place and said that the interruption was to be deplored, but that for-
tunately he was personally acquainted with the details of the battle him-
self, and if permitted would be glad to state them to the company. Then
without waiting for the permission he turned himself to the PaladinÑa
dwarfed Paladin, of courseÑwith manner, tones, gestures, attitudes,
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everything exact, and went right on with the battle, and it would be im-
possible to imagine a more perfectly and minutely ridiculous imitation
than he furnished to those shrieking people. They went into spasms,con-
vulsions, frenzies of laughter, and the tears flowed down their cheeksin
rivulets. The more they laughed, the more inspires Noel grew with his
theme and the greater marvels he worked, till really the laughter was not
properly laughing any more, but screaming. Blessedest feature of all,
Catherine Boucher was dying with ecstasies,and presently there was
little left of her but gasps and suffocations. Victory? It was a perfect
Agincourt.

The Paladin was gone only a couple of minutes; he found out at once
that a trick had been played on him, so he came back. When he ap-
proached the door he heard Noel ranting in there and recognized the
stateof the case;so he remained near the door but out of sight, and heard
the performance through to the end. The applause Noel got when he fin-
ished was wonderful; and they kept it up and kept it up, clapping their
hands like mad, and shouting to him to do it over again.

But Noel was clever. He knew the very best background for a poem of
deep and refined sentiment and pathetic melancholy was one where
great and satisfying merriment had prepared the spirit for the powerful
contrast.

So he paused until all was quiet, then his face grew grave and as-
sumed an impressive aspect, and at once all facessobered in sympathy
and took on a look of wondering and expectant interest. Now he began
in a low but distinct voice the opening verses of The Rose. As he
breathed the rhythmic measuresforth, and one gracious line after anoth-
er fell upon those enchanted ears in that deep hush, one could catch, on
every hand, half-audible ejaculations of "How lovelyÑhow beauti-
fulÑhow exquisite!"

By this time the Paladin, who had gone away for a moment with the
opening of the poem, was back again, and had stepped within the door.
He stood there now, resting his great frame against the wall and gazing
toward the reciter like one entranced. When Noel got to the second part,
and that heart-breaking refrain began to melt and move all listeners, the
Paladin began to wipe away tears with the back of first one hand and
then the other. The next time the refrain was repeated he got to snuffling,
and sort of half sobbing, and went to wiping his eyeswith the sleevesof
his doublet. He was so conspicuous that he embarrassed Noel a little,
and also had an ill effect upon the audience. With the next repetition he
broke quite down and began to cry like a calf, which ruined all the effect
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and started many to the audience to laughing. Then he went on from bad
to worse, until I never saw such a spectacle; for he fetched out a towel
from under his doublet and began to swab his eyeswith it and let go the
most infernal bellowings mixed up with sobbings and groanings and
retchings and barkings and coughings and snortings and screamingsand
howlingsÑand he twisted himself about on his heels and squirmed this
way and that, still pouring out that brutal clamor and flourishing his
towel in the air and swabbing again and wringing it out. Hear? You
couldn't hear yourself think. Noel was wholly drowned out and silenced,
and those people were laughing the very lungs out of themselves. It was
the most degrading sight that ever was. Now I heard the clankety-clank
that plate-armor makes when the man that is in it is running, and then
alongside my head there burst out the most inhuman explosion of
laughter that ever rent the drum of a person's ear, and I looked, and it
was La Hire; and the stood there with his gauntlets on his hips and his
head tilted back and his jaws spread to that degree to let out his hur-
ricanes and his thunders that it amounted to indecent exposure, for you
could see everything that was in him. Only one thing more and worse
could happen, and it happened: at the other door I saw the flurry and
bustle and bowings and scrapings of officials and flunkeys which means
that some great personage is comingÑthen Joanof Arc stepped in, and
the house rose! Yes,and tried to shut its indecorous mouth and make it-
self grave and proper; but when it saw the Maid herself go to laughing, it
thanked God for this mercy and the earthquake that followed.

Such things make a life of bitterness, and I do not wish to dwell upon
them. The effect of the poem was spoiled.
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Chapter16
The Finding of the Dwarf

THIS EPISODE disagreed with me and I was not able to leave my bed
the next day. The others were in the same condition. But for this, one or
another of us might have had the good luck that fell to the Paladin's
share that day; but it is observable that God in His compassion sends the
good luck to such as are ill equipped with gifts, as compensation for
their defect, but requires such asare more fortunately endowed to get by
labor and talent what those others get by chance. It was Noel who said
this, and it seemed to me to be well and justly thought.

The Paladin, going about the town all the day in order to be followed
and admired and overhear the people say in an awed voice, "'Ssh!Ñlook,
it is the Standard-Bearer of Joan of Arc!" had speech with all sorts and
conditions of folk, and he learned from some boatmen that there was a
stir of some kind going on in the bastilles on the other side of the river;
and in the evening, seeking further, he found a deserter from the fortress
called the "Augustins," who said that the English were going to send me
over to strengthen the garrisons on our side during the darkness of the
night, and were exulting greatly, for they meant to spring upon Dunois
and the army when it was passing the bastilles and destroy it; a thing
quite easy to do, since the "Witch" would not be there, and without her
presencethe army would do like the French armies of these many years
pastÑdrop their weapons and run when they saw an English face.

It was ten at night when the Paladin brought this news and asked
leave to speak to Joan, and I was up and on duty then. It was a bitter
stroke to me to seewhat a chanceI had lost. Joanmade searching inquir-
ies, and satisfied herself that the word was true, then she made this an-
noying remark:

"You have done well, and you have my thanks. It may be that you
have prevented a disaster. Your name and service shall receive official
mention."
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Then he bowed low, and when he rose he was eleven feet high. As he
swelled out past me he covertly pulled down the corner of his eye with
his finger and muttered part of that defiled refrain, "Oh, tears, ah, tears,
oh, sad sweet tears!Ñname in General OrdersÑpersonal mention to the
King, you see!"

I wished Joancould have seenhis conduct, but she was busy thinking
what she would do. Then she had me fetch the knight Jeande Metz, and
in a minute he was off for La Hire's quarters with orders for him and the
Lord de Villars and Florent d'Illiers to report to her at five o'clock next
morning with five hundred picked men well mounted. The histories say
half past four, but it is not true, I heard the order given.

We were on our way at five to the minute, and encountered the head
of the arriving column between six and seven, a couple of leagues from
the city. Dunois was pleased, for the army had begun to get restive and
show uneasinessnow that it was getting so near to the dreaded bastilles.
But that all disappeared now, as the word ran down the line, with a
huzza that swept along the length of it like a wave, that the Maid was
come.Dunois asked her to halt and let the column passin review, so that
the men could be sure that the reports of her presencewas not a ruse to
revive their courage. Soshe took position at the side of the road with her
staff, and the battalions swung by with a martial stride, huzzaing. Joan
was armed, except her head. She was wearing the cunning little velvet
cap with the mass of curved white ostrich plumes tumbling over its
edgeswhich the city of Orleans had given her the night she arrivedÑthe
one that is in the picture that hangs in the Hotel de Ville at Rouen. She
was looking about fifteen. The sight of soldiers always set her blood to
leaping, and lit the fires in her eyes and brought the warm rich color to
her cheeks; it was then that you saw that she was too beautiful to be of
the earth, or at any rate that there was a subtle something somewhere
about her beauty that differed it from the human types of your experi-
ence and exalted it above them.

In the train of wains laden with supplies a man lay on top of the
goods. He was stretched out on his back, and his hands were tied togeth-
er with ropes, and also his ankles. Joansigned to the officer in charge of
that division of the train to come to her, and he rode up and saluted.

"What is he that is bound there?" she asked.
"A prisoner, General."
"What is his offense?"
"He is a deserter."
"What is to be done with him?"
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"He will be hanged, but it was not convenient on the march, and there
was no hurry."

"Tell me about him."
"He is a good soldier, but he asked leave to go and seehis wife who

was dying, he said, but it could not be granted; so he went without leave.
Meanwhile the march began, and he only overtook us yesterday
evening."

"Overtook you? Did he come of his own will?"
"Yes, it was of his own will."
"He a deserter! Name of God! Bring him to me."
The officer rode forward and loosed the man's feet and brought him

back with his hands still tied. What a figure he wasÑa good seven feet
high, and built for business! He had a strong face; he had an unkempt
shock of black hair which showed up a striking way when the officer re-
moved his morion for him; for weapon he had a big ax in his broad
leathern belt. Standing by Joan's horse, he made Joan look littler than
ever, for his head was about on a level with her own. His face was pro-
foundly melancholy; all interest in life seemed to be dead in the man.
Joan said:

"Hold up your hands."
The man's head was down. He lifted it when he heard that soft

friendly voice, and there was a wistful something in his facewhich made
one think that there had been music in it for him and that he would like
to hear it again. When he raised his hands Joan laid her sword to his
bonds, but the officer said with apprehension:

"Ah, madamÑmy General!"
"What is it?" she said.
"He is under sentence!"
"Yes, I know. I am responsible for him"; and she cut the bonds. They

had lacerated his wrists, and they were bleeding. "Ah, pitiful!" she said;
"bloodÑI do not like it"; and she shrank from the sight. But only for a
moment. "Give me something, somebody, to bandage his wrists with."

The officer said:
"Ah, my General! it is not fitting. Let me bring another to do it."
"Another? De par le Dieu! You would seekfar to find one that can do it

better than I, for I learned it long ago among both men and beasts.And I
can tie better than those that did this; if I had tied him the ropes had not
cut his flesh."

The man looked on silent, while he was being bandaged, stealing a
furtive glance at Joan'sface occasionally, such as an animal might that is
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receiving a kindness form an unexpected quarter and is gropingly trying
to reconcile the act with its source. All the staff had forgotten the huzza-
ing army drifting by in its rolling clouds of dust, to crane their necks and
watch the bandaging as if it was the most interesting and absorbing nov-
elty that ever was. I have often seenpeople do like thatÑget entirely lost
in the simplest trifle, when it is something that is out of their line. Now
there in Poitiers, once, I saw two bishops and a dozen of those grave and
famous scholars grouped together watching a man paint a sign on a
shop; they didn't breathe, they were as good as dead; and when it began
to sprinkle they didn't know it at first; then they noticed it, and eachman
hove a deep sigh, and glanced up with a surprised look as wondering to
seethe others there, and how he cameto be there himselfÑbut that is the
way with people, as I have said. There is no way of accounting for
people. You have to take them as they are.

"There," said Joan at last, pleased with her success;"another could
have done it no betterÑnot as well, I think. Tell meÑwhat is it you did?
Tell me all."

The giant said:
"It was this way, my angel. My mother died, then my three little chil-

dren, one after the other, all in two years. It was the famine; others fared
soÑit was God's will. I saw them die; I had that grace; and I buried
them. Then when my poor wife's fate was come, I begged for leave to go
to herÑshe who was so dear to meÑshe who was all I had; I begged on
my knees.But they would not let me. Could I let her die, friendless and
alone?Could I let her die believing I would not come?Would she let me
die and she not comeÑwith her feet free to do it if she would, and no
cost upon it but only her life? Ah, she would comeÑshe would come
through the fire! So I went. I saw her. Shedied in my arms. I buried her.
Then the army was gone. I had trouble to overtake it, but my legs are
long and there are many hours in a day; I overtook it last night."

Joan said, musingly, as if she were thinking aloud:
"It sounds true. If true, it were no great harm to suspend the law this

one timeÑany would say that. It may not be true, but if it is trueÑ" She
turned suddenly to the man and said, "I would seeyour eyesÑlook up!"
The eyes of the two met, and Joan said to the officer, "This man is
pardoned. Give you good day; you may go." Then she said to the man,
"Did you know it was death to come back to the army?"

"Yes," he said, "I knew it."
"Then why did you do it?"
The man said, quite simply:
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"Becauseit was death. She was all I had. There was nothing left to
love."

"Ah, yes, there wasÑFrance! The children of France have always their
motherÑthey cannot be left with nothing to love. You shall liveÑand
you shall serve FranceÑ"

"I will serve you!"Ñ"you shall fight for FranceÑ"
"I will fight for you!"
"You shall be France's soldierÑ"
"I will be your soldier!"Ñ"you shall give all your heart to FranceÑ"
"I will give all my heart to youÑand all my soul, if I have oneÑand all

my strength, which is greatÑfor I was dead and am alive again; I had
nothing to live for, but now I have! You are France for me. You are my
France, and I will have no other."

Joansmiled, and was touched and pleased at the man's grave enthusi-
asmÑsolemn enthusiasm, one may call it, for the manner of it was deep-
er than mere gravityÑand she said:

"Well, it shall be as you will. What are you called?"
The man answered with unsmiling simplicity:
"They call me the Dwarf, but I think it is more in jest than otherwise."
It made Joan laugh, and she said:
"It has something of that look truly! What is the office of that vast ax?"
The soldier replied with the same gravityÑwhich must have been

born to him, it sat upon him so naturally:
"It is to persuade persons to respect France."
Joan laughed again, and said:
"Have you given many lessons?"
"Ah, indeed, yesÑmany."
"The pupils behaved to suit you, afterward?"
"Yes; it made them quietÑquite pleasant and quiet."
"I should think it would happen so. Would you like to be my man-at-

arms?Ñorderly, sentinel, or something like that?"
"If I may!"
"Then you shall. You shall have proper armor, and shall go on teach-

ing your art. Take one of those led horses there, and follow the staff
when we move."

That is how we came by the Dwarf; and a good fellow he was. Joan
picked him out on sight, but it wasn't a mistake; no one could be faith-
fuler than he was, and he was a devil and the son of a devil when he
turned himself loose with his ax. He was so big that he made the Paladin
look like an ordinary man. He liked to like people, therefore people liked
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him. He liked us boys from the start; and he liked the knights, and liked
pretty much everybody he came across;but he thought more of a paring
of Joan's finger-nail than he did of all the rest of the world put together.

Yes, that is where we got himÑstretched on the wain, going to his
death, poor chap, and nobody to say a good word for him. He was a
good find. Why, the knights treated him almost like an equalÑit is the
honest truth; that is the sort of a man he was. They called him the Bastille
sometimes, and sometimes they called him Hellfire, which was on ac-
count of his warm and sumptuous style in battle, and you know they
wouldn't have given him pet names if they hadn't had a good deal of af-
fection for him.

To the Dwarf, Joan was France, the spirit of France made fleshÑhe
never got away from that idea that he had started with; and God knows
it was the true one. That was a humble eye to seeso great a truth where
some others failed. To me that seemsquite remarkable. And yet, after all,
it was, in a way, just what nations do. When they love a great and noble
thing, they embody itÑthey want it so that they can see it with their
eyes; like liberty, for instance. They are not content with the cloudy ab-
stract idea, they make a beautiful statue of it, and then their beloved idea
is substantial and they can look at it and worship it. And so it is as I say;
to the Dwarf, Joanwas our country embodied, our country made visible
flesh cast in a gracious form. When she stood before others, they saw
Joan of Arc, but he saw France.

Sometimeshe would speak of her by that name. It shows you how the
idea was embedded in his mind, and how real it was to him. The world
has called our kings by it, but I know of none of them who has had so
good a right as she to that sublime title.

When the march past was finished, Joanreturned to the front and rode
at the head of the column. When we began to file past those grim
bastilles and could glimpse the men within, standing to their guns and
ready to empty death into our ranks, such a faintness came over me and
such a sickness that all things seemed to turn dim and swim before my
eyes; and the other boys looked droopy, too, I thoughtÑincluding the
Paladin, although I do not know this for certain, becausehe was ahead of
me and I had to keep my eyes out toward the bastille side, becauseI
could wince better when I saw what to wince at.

But Joan was at homeÑin Paradise, I might say. She sat up straight,
and I could see that she was feeling different from me. The awfulest
thing was the silence; there wasn't a sound but the screaking of the
saddles, the measured tramplings, and the sneezing of the horses,
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afflicted by the smothering dust-clouds which they kicked up. I wanted
to sneezemyself, but it seemedto me that I would rather go unsneezed,
or suffer even a bitterer torture, if there is one, than attract attention to
myself.

I was not of a rank to make suggestions, or I would have suggested
that if we went faster we should get by sooner. It seemed to me that it
was an ill-judged time to be taking a walk. Just as we were drifting in
that suffocating stillness past a great cannon that stood just within a
raised portcullis, with nothing between me and it but the moat, a most
uncommon jackassin there split the world with his bray, and I fell out of
the saddle. Sir Bertrand grabbed me as I went, which was well, for if I
had gone to the ground in my armor I could not have gotten up again by
myself. The English warders on the battlements laughed a coarselaugh,
forgetting that every one must begin, and that there had been a time
when they themselves would have fared no better when shot by a
jackass.

The English never uttered a challenge nor fired a shot. It was said af-
terward that when their men saw the Maid riding at the front and saw
how lovely she was, their eagercourage cooled down in many casesand
vanished in the rest, they feeling certain that the creature was not mortal,
but the very child of Satan,and so the officers were prudent and did not
try to make them fight. It was said also that some of the officers were af-
fected by the same superstitious fears. Well, in any case, they never
offered to molest us, and we poked by all the grisly fortresses in peace.
During the march I caught up on my devotions, which were in arrears;
so it was not all loss and no profit for me after all.

It was on this march that the histories say Dunois told Joan that the
English were expecting reinforcements under the command of Sir John
Fastolfe, and that she turned upon him and said:

"Bastard, Bastard, in God's name I warn you to let me know of his
coming as soon as you hear of it; for if he passeswithout my knowledge
you shall lose your head!"

It may be so; I don't deny it; but I didn't her it. If she really said it I
think she only meant she would take off his official headÑdegrade him
from his command. It was not like her to threaten a comrade's life. She
did have her doubts of her generals, and was entitled to them, for she
was all for storm and assault, and they were for holding still and tiring
the English out. Since they did not believe in her way and were experi-
enced old soldiers, it would be natural for them to prefer their own and
try to get around carrying hers out.
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But I did hear something that the histories didn't mention and don't
know about. I heard Joan say that now that the garrisons on the other
wide had been weakened to strengthen those on our side, the most ef-
fective point of operations had shifted to the south shore; so shemeant to
go over there and storm the forts which held the bridge end, and that
would open up communication with our own dominions and raise the
siege. The generals began to balk, privately, right away, but they only
baffled and delayed her, and that for only four days.

All Orleans met the army at the gate and huzzaed it through the
bannered streets to its various quarters, but nobody had to rock it to
sleep; it slumped down dog-tired, for Dunois had rushed it without
mercy, and for the next twenty-four hours it would be quiet, all but the
snoring.
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Chapter17
Sweet Fruit of Bitter Truth

WHEN WE got home, breakfast for us minor fry was waiting in our
mess-room and the family honored us by coming in to eat it with us. The
nice old treasurer, and in fact all three were flatteringly eager to hear
about our adventures. Nobody asked the Paladin to begin, but he did be-
gin, becausenow that his specially ordained and peculiar military rank
set him above everybody on the personal staff but old D'Aulon, who
didn't eat with us, he didn't care a farthing for the knights' nobility no
mine, but took precedencein the talk whenever it suited him, which was
all the time, because he was born that way. He said:

"God be thanked, we found the army in admirable condition I think I
have never seen a finer body of animals."

"Animals!" said Miss Catherine.
"I will explain to you what he means," said Noel. "HeÑ"
"I will trouble you not to trouble yourself to explain anything for me,"

said the Paladin, loftily. "I have reason to thinkÑ"
"That is his way," said Noel; "always when he thinks he has reason to

think, he thinks he does think, but this is an error. He didn't see the
army. I noticed him, and he didn't see it. He was troubled by his old
complaint."

"What's his old complaint?" Catherine asked.
"Prudence," I said, seeing my chance to help.
But it was not a fortunate remark, for the Paladin said:
"It probably isn't your turn to criticize people's prudenceÑyou who

fall out of the saddle when a donkey brays."
They all laughed, and I was ashamed of myself for my hasty smart-

ness. I said:
"It isn't quite fair for you to say I fell out on account of the donkey's

braying. It was emotion, just ordinary emotion."
"Very well, if you want to call it that, I am not objecting. What would

you call it, Sir Bertrand?"
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"Well, itÑwell, whatever it was, it was excusable, I think. All of you
have learned how to behave in hot hand-to-hand engagements,and you
don't need to be ashamed of your record in that matter; but to walk
along in front of death, with one's hands idle, and no noise, no music,
and nothing going on, is a very trying situation. If I were you, De Conte,
I would name the emotion; it's nothing to be ashamed of."

It was as straight and sensible a speech as ever I heard, and I was
grateful for the opening it gave me; so I came out and said:

"It was fearÑand thank you for the honest idea, too."
"It was the cleanestand best way out," said the old treasurer; "you've

done well, my lad."
That made me comfortable, and when Miss Catherine said, "It's what I

think, too," I was grateful to myself for getting into that scrape.
Sir Jean de Metz said:
"We were all in a body together when the donkey brayed, and it was

dismally still at the time. I don't seehow any young campaigner could
escape some little touch of that emotion."

He looked about him with a pleasant expression of inquiry on his
good face, and as each pair of eyes in turn met his head they were in
nodded a confession.Even the Paladin delivered his nod. That surprised
everybody, and saved the Standard-Bearer'scredit. It was clever of him;
nobody believed he could tell the truth that way without practice, or
would tell that particular sort of a truth either with or without practice. I
suppose he judged it would favorably impress the family. Then the old
treasurer said:

"Passing the forts in that trying way required the same sort of nerve
that a person must have when ghosts are about him in the dark, I should
think. What does the Standard-Bearer think?"

"Well, I don't quite know about that, sir. I've often thought I would
like to see a ghost if IÑ"

"Would you?" exclaimed the young lady. "We've got one! Would you
try that one? Will you?"

Shewas so eager and pretty that the Paladin said straight out that he
would; and then as none of the rest had bravery enough to expose the
fear that was in him, one volunteered after the other with a prompt
mouth and a sick heart till all were shipped for the voyage; then the girl
clapped her hands in glee, and the parents were gratified, too, saying
that the ghosts of their house had beena dread and a misery to them and
their forebears for generations, and nobody had ever been found yet
who was willing to confront them and find out what their trouble was,
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so that the family could heal it and content the poor spectersand beguile
them to tranquillity and peace.
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Chapter18
Joan's First Battle-Field

ABOUT NOON I was chatting with Madame Boucher; nothing was go-
ing on, all was quiet, when Catherine Boucher suddenly entered in great
excitement, and said:

"Fly, sir, fly! The Maid was doing in her chair in my room, when she
sprang up and cried out, 'French blood is flowing!Ñmy arms, give me
my arms!' Her giant was on guard at the door, and he brought D'Aulon,
who began to arm her, and I and the giant have been warning the staff.
Fly!Ñand stay by her; and if there really is a battle, keep her out of
itÑdon't let her risk herselfÑthere is no needÑif the men know she is
near and looking on, it is all that is necessary. Keep her out of the
fightÑdon't fail of this!"

I started on a run, saying, sarcasticallyÑfor I was always fond of sar-
casm, and it was said that I had a most neat gift that way:

"Oh, yes, nothing easier than thatÑI'll attend to it!"
At the furthest end of the house I met Joan,fully armed, hurrying to-

ward the door, and she said:
"Ah, French blood is being spilt, and you did not tell me."
"Indeed I did not know it," I said; "there are no sounds of war;

everything is quiet, your Excellency."
"You will hear war-sounds enough in a moment," she said, and was

gone.
It was true. Before one could count five there broke upon the stillness

the swelling rush and tramp of an approaching multitude of men and
horses,with hoarse cries of command; and then out of the distance came
the muffled deep boom!Ñboom-boom!Ñboom! of cannon, and straight-
way that rushing multitude was roaring by the house like a hurricane.

Our knights and all our staff came flying, armed, but with no horses
ready, and we burst out after Joanin a body, the Paladin in the lead with
the banner. The surging crowd was made up half of citizens and half of
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soldiers, and had no recognized leader. When Joan was seen a huzza
went up, and she shouted:

"A horseÑa horse!"
A dozen saddles were at her disposal in a moment. She mounted, a

hundred people shouting:
"Way, thereÑway for the MAID OF ORLEANS!" The first time that

that immortal name was ever utteredÑand I, praise God, was there to
hear it! The massdivided itself like the waters of the Red Sea,and down
this lane Joan went skimming like a bird, crying, "Forward, French
heartsÑfollow me!" and we came winging in her wake on the rest of the
borrowed horses, the holy standard streaming above us, and the lane
closing together in our rear.

This was a different thing from the ghastly march past the dismal
bastilles. No, we felt fine, now, and all awhirl with enthusiasm. The ex-
planation of this sudden uprising was this. The city and the little garris-
on, so long hopeless and afraid, had gone wild over Joan'scoming, and
could no longer restrain their desire to get at the enemy; so, without or-
ders from anybody, a few hundred soldiers and citizens had plunged out
at the Burgundy gate on a sudden impulse and made a charge on one of
Lord Talbot's most formidable fortressesÑSt. LoupÑand were getting
the worst of it. The news of this had swept through the city and started
this new crowd that we were with.

As we poured out at the gate we met a force bringing in the wounded
from the front. The sight moved Joan, and she said:

"Ah, French blood; it makes my hair rise to see it!"
We were soon on the field, soon in the midst of the turmoil. Joanwas

seeing her first real battle, and so were we.
It was a battle in the open field; for the garrison of St. Loup had sallied

confidently out to meet the attack, being used to victories when
"witches" were not around. The sally had been reinforced by troops from
the "Paris" bastille, and when we approached the French were getting
whipped and were falling back. But when Joan came charging through
the disorder with her banner displayed, crying "Forward, menÑfollow
me!" there was a change; the French turned about and surged forward
like a solid wave of the sea,and swept the English before them, hacking
and slashing, and being hacked and slashed, in a way that was terrible to
see.

In the field the Dwarf had no assignment; that is to say, he was not un-
der orders to occupy any particular place, therefore he chosehis place for
himself, and went ahead of Joanand made a road for her. It was horrible
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to see the iron helmets fly into fragments under his dreadful ax. He
called it cracking nuts, and it looked like that. He made a good road, and
paved it well with flesh and iron. Joanand the rest of us followed it so
briskly that we outspeeded our forces and had the English behind us as
well as before. The knights commanded us to face outward around Joan,
which we did, and then there was work done that was fine to see.One
was obliged to respect the Paladin, now. Being right under Joan'sexalt-
ing and transforming eye, he forgot his native prudence, he forgot his
diffidence in the presence of danger, he forgot what fear was, and he
never laid about him in his imaginary battles in a more tremendous way
that he did in this real one; and wherever he struck there was an enemy
the less.

We were in that close place only a few minutes; then our forces to the
rear broke through with a great shout and joined us, and then the Eng-
lish fought a retreating fight, but in a fine and gallant way, and we drove
them to their fortress foot by foot, they facing us all the time, and their
reserves on the walls raining showers of arrows, cross-bow bolts, and
stone cannon-balls upon us.

The bulk of the enemy got safely within the works and left us outside
with piles of French and English dead and wounded for companyÑa
sickening sight, an awful sight to us youngsters, for our little ambush
fights in February had been in the night, and the blood and the mutila-
tions and the dead faces were mercifully dim, whereas we saw these
things now for the first time in all their naked ghastliness.

Now arrived Dunois from the city, and plunged through the battle on
his foam-flecked horse and galloped up to Joan, saluting, and uttering
handsome compliments as he came. He waved his hand toward the dis-
tant walls of the city, where a multitude of flags were flaunting gaily in
the wind, and said the populace were up there observing her fortunate
performance and rejoicing over it, and added that she and the forces
would have a great reception now.

"Now? Hardly now, Bastard. Not yet!"
"Why not yet? Is there more to be done?"
"More, Bastard? We have but begun! We will take this fortress."
"Ah, you can't be serious! We can't take this place; let me urge you not

to make the attempt; it is too desperate. Let me order the forces back."
Joan's heart was overflowing with the joys and enthusiasms of war,

and it made her impatient to hear such talk. She cried out:
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"Bastard, Bastard, will ye play always with theseEnglish? Now verily I
tell you we will not budge until this place is ours. We will carry it by
storm. Sound the charge!"

"Ah, my GeneralÑ"
"Waste no more time, manÑlet the bugles sound the assault!" and we

saw that strange deep light in her eye which we named the battle-light,
and learned to know so well in later fields.

The martial notes pealed out, the troops answered with a yell, and
down they came against that formidable work, whose outlines were lost
in its own cannon-smoke, and whose sides were spouting flame and
thunder.

We suffered repulse after repulse, but Joan was here and there and
everywhere encouraging the men, and she kept them to their work. Dur-
ing three hours the tide ebbed and flowed, flowed and ebbed; but at last
La Hire, who was now come, made a final and resistlesscharge, and the
bastille St. Loup was ours. We gutted it, taking all its stores and artillery,
and then destroyed it.

When all our host was shouting itself hoarse with rejoicings, and there
went up a cry for the General, for they wanted to praise her and glorify
her and do her homage for her victory, we had trouble to find her; and
when we did find her, she was off by herself, sitting among a ruck of
corpses, with her face in her hands, cryingÑfor she was a young girl,
you know, and her hero heart was a young girl's heart too, with the pity
and the tendernessthat are natural to it. Shewas thinking of the mothers
of those dead friends and enemies.

Among the prisoners were a number of priests, and Joan took these
under her protection and saved their lives. It was urged that they were
most probably combatants in disguise, but she said:

"As to that, how can any tell? They wear the livery of God, and if even
one of these wears it rightfully, surely it were better that all the guilty
should escapethan that we have upon our hands the blood of that inno-
cent man. I will lodge them where I lodge, and feed them, and sent them
away in safety."

We marched back to the city with our crop of cannon and prisoners on
view and our banners displayed. Here was the first substantial bit of
war-work the imprisoned people had seen in the seven months that the
siegehad endured, the first chancethey had had to rejoice over a French
exploit. You may guessthat they made good use of it. They and the bells
went mad. Joan was their darling now, and the press of people strug-
gling and shouldering each other to get a glimpse of her was so great
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that we could hardly push our way through the streets at all. Her new
name had gone all about, and was on everybody's lips. The Holy Maid of
Vaucouleurs was a forgotten title; the city had claimed her for its own,
and she was the MAID OF ORLEANS now. It is a happiness to me to re-
member that I heard that name the first time it was ever uttered.
Between that first utterance and the last time it will be uttered on this
earthÑah, think how many moldering ages will lie in that gap!

The Boucher family welcomed her back as if she had been a child of
the house, and saved from death against all hope or probability. They
chided her for going into the battle and exposing herself to danger dur-
ing all those hours. They could not realize that she had meant to carry
her warriorship so far, and asked her if it had really been her purpose to
go right into the turmoil of the fight, or hadn't she got swept into it by
accident and the rush of the troops? They begged her to be more careful
another time. It was good advice, maybe, but it fell upon pretty unfruit-
ful soil.

157



Chapter19
We Burst In Upon Ghosts

BEING WORN out with the long fight, we all slept the rest of the after-
noon away and two or three hours into the night. Then we got up re-
freshed, and had supper. As for me, I could have been willing to let the
matter of the ghost drop; and the others were of a like mind, no doubt,
for they talked diligently of the battle and said nothing of that other
thing. And indeed it was fine and stirring to hear the Paladin rehearse
his deeds and see him pile his dead, fifteen here, eighteen there, and
thirty-five yonder; but this only postponed the trouble; it could not do
more. He could not go on forever; when he had carried the bastille by as-
sault and eaten up the garrison there was nothing for it but to stop, un-
less Catherine Boucher would give him a new start and have it all done
over againÑas we hoped she would, this timeÑbut she was otherwise
minded. As soon as there was a good opening and a fair chance, she
brought up her unwelcome subject, and we faced it the best we could.

We followed her and her parents to the haunted room at eleven
o'clock, with candles,and also with torches to place in the socketson the
walls. It was a big house, with very thick walls, and this room was in a
remote part of it which had been left unoccupied for nobody knew how
many years, because of its evil repute.

This was a large room, like a salon, and had a big table in it of endur-
ing oak and well preserved; but the chair were worm-eaten and the
tapestry on the walls was rotten and discolored by age. The dusty cob-
webs under the ceiling had the look of not having had any businessfor a
century.

Catherine said:
"Tradition says that these ghosts have never been seenÑthey have

merely been heard. It is plain that this room was once larger than it is
now, and that the wall at this end was built in somebygone time to make
and fenceoff a narrow room there. There is no communication anywhere
with that narrow room, and if it existsÑand of that there is no
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reasonabledoubtÑit has no light and no air, but is an absolute dungeon.
Wait where you are, and take note of what happens."

That was all. Then sheand her parents left us. When their footfalls had
died out in the distance down the empty stone corridors an uncanny si-
lence and solemnity ensued which was dismaler to me than the mute
march past the bastilles. We sat looking vacantly at each other, and it
was easy to seethat no one there was comfortable. The longer we sat so,
the more deadly still that stillness got to be; and when the wind began to
moan around the house presently, it made me sick and miserable, and I
wished I had beenbrave enough to be a coward this time, for indeed it is
no proper shame to be afraid of ghosts, seeing how helpless the living
are in their hands. And then theseghosts were invisible, which made the
matter the worse, as it seemedto me. They might be in the room with us
at that momentÑwe could not know. I felt airy touches on my shoulders
and my hair, and I shrank from them and cringed, and was not ashamed
to show this fear, for I saw the others doing the like, and knew that they
were feeling those faint contacts too. As this went onÑoh, eternities it
seemed, the time dragged so drearilyÑall those faces became as wax,
and I seemed sitting with a congress of the dead.

At last, faint and far and weird and slow, came a
"boom!Ñboom!Ñboom!"Ña distant bell tolling midnight. When the last
stroke died, that depressing stillness followed again, and as before I was
staring at those waxen faces and feeling those airy touches on my hair
and my shoulders once more.

One minuteÑtwo minutesÑthree minutes of this, then we heard a
long deep groan, and everybody sprang up and stood, with his legs
quaking. It came from that little dungeon. There was a pause, then we
herd muffled sobbings, mixed with pitiful ejaculations. Then there was a
secondvoice, low and not distinct, and the one seemedtrying to comfort
the other; and so the two voices went on, with moanings, and soft sob-
bings, and, ah, the tones were so full of compassion and sorry and des-
pair! Indeed, it made one's heart sore to hear it.

But those sounds were so real and so human and so moving that the
idea of ghosts passed straight out of our minds, and Sir Jeande Metz
spoke out and said:

"Come! we will smash that wall and set those poor captives free. Here,
with your ax!"

The Dwarf jumped forward, swinging his great ax with both hands,
and others sprang for torches and brought them.
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Bang!Ñwhang!Ñslam!Ñsmash went the ancient bricks, and there was
a hole an ox could pass through. We plunged within and held up the
torches.

Nothing there but vacancy! On the floor lay a rusty sword and a rotten
fan.

Now you know all that I know. Take the pathetic relics, and weave
about them the romance of the dungeon's long-vanished inmates as best
you can.
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Chapter20
Joan Makes Cowards Brave Victors

THE NEXT day Joan wanted to go against the enemy again, but it was
the feast of the Ascension, and the holy council of bandit generals were
too pious to be willing to profane it with bloodshed. But privately they
profaned it with plottings, a sort of industry just in their line. They de-
cided to do the only thing proper to do now in the new circumstancesof
the caseÑfeign an attack on the most important bastille on the Orleans
side, and then, if the English weakened the far more important fortresses
on the other side of the river to come to its help, cross in force and cap-
ture those works. This would give them the bridge and free communica-
tion with the Sologne,which was French territory. They decided to keep
this latter part of the program secret from Joan.

Joan intruded and took them by surprise. She asked them what they
were about and what they had resolved upon. They said they had re-
solved to attack the most important of the English bastilles on the Or-
leans side next morningÑand there the spokesman stopped. Joan said:

"Well, go on."
"There is nothing more. That is all."
"Am I to believe this? That is to say, am I to believe that you have lost

your wits?" Sheturned to Dunois, and said, "Bastard, you have sense,an-
swer me this: if this attack is made and the bastille taken, how much bet-
ter off would we be than we are now?"

The Bastard hesitated, and then began some rambling talk not quite
germane to the question. Joan interrupted him and said:

"That will not do, good Bastard, you have answered. Sincethe Bastard
is not able to mention any advantage to be gained by taking that bastille
and stopping there, it is not likely that any of you could better the mat-
ter. You waste much time here in inventing plans that lead to nothing,
and making delays that are a damage. Are you concealing something
from me?Bastard, this council has a general plan, I take it; without going
into details, what is it?"
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"It is the same it was in the beginning, seven months agoÑto get pro-
visions for a long siege, then sit down and tire the English out."

"In the name of God! As if sevenmonths was not enough, you want to
provide for a year of it. Now ye shall drop these pusillanimous
dreamsÑthe English shall go in three days!"

Several exclaimed:
"Ah, General, General, be prudent!"
"Be prudent and starve? Do ye call that war? I tell you this, if you do

not already know it: The new circumstances have changed the face of
matters. The true point of attack has shifted; it is on the other side of the
river now. One must take the fortifications that command the bridge.
The English know that if we are not fools and cowards we will try to do
that. They are grateful for your piety in wasting this day. They will rein-
force the bridge forts from this side to-night, knowing what ought to
happen to-morrow. You have but lost a day and made our task harder,
for we will cross and take the bridge forts. Bastard, tell me the
truthÑdoes not this council know that there is no other course for us
than the one I am speaking of?"

Dunois conceded that the council did know it to be the most desirable,
but considered it impracticable; and he excusedthe council as well as he
could by saying that inasmuch as nothing was really and rationally to be
hoped for but a long continuance of the siege and wearying out of the
English, they were naturally a little afraid of Joan's impetuous notions.
He said:

"You see,we are sure that the waiting game is the best, whereas you
would carry everything by storm."

"That I would!Ñand moreover that I will! You have my ordersÑhere
and now. We will move upon the forts of the south bank to-morrow at
dawn."

"And carry them by storm?"
"Yes, carry them by storm!"
La Hire came clanking in, and heard the last remark. He cried out:
"By my baton, that is the music I love to hear! Yes,that is the right time

and the beautiful words, my GeneralÑwe will carry them by storm!"
He saluted in his large way and came up and shook Joan by the hand.
Some member of the council was heard to say:
"It follows, then, that we must begin with the bastille St. John,and that

will give the English time toÑ"
Joan turned and said:
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"Give yourselves no uneasinessabout the bastille St. John.The English
will know enough to retire from it and fall back on the bridge bastilles
when they seeus coming." Sheadded, with a touch of sarcasm,"Even a
war-council would know enough to do that itself."

Then she took her leave. La Hire made this general remark to the
council:

"She is a child, and that is all ye seemto see.Keep to that superstition
if you must, but you perceive that this child understands this complex
game of war as well as any of you; and if you want my opinion without
the trouble of asking for it, here you have it without ruffles or embroid-
eryÑby God, I think she can teach the best of you how to play it!"

Joanhad spoken truly; the sagaciousEnglish saw that the policy of the
French had undergone a revolution; that the policy of paltering and
dawdling was ended; that in place of taking blows, blows were ready to
be struck now; therefore they made ready for the new state of things by
transferring heavy reinforcements to the bastilles of the south bank from
those of the north.

The city learned the great news that once more in French history, after
all these humiliating years, France was going to take the offensive; that
France,so used to retreating, was going to advance; that France,so long
accustomed to skulking, was going to face about and strike. The joy of
the people passedall bounds. The city walls were black with them to see
the army march out in the morning in that strange new positionÑits
front, not its tail, toward an English camp. You shall imagine for
yourselves what the excitement was like and how it expressed itself,
when Joan rode out at the head of the host with her banner floating
above her.

We crossed the five in strong force, and a tedious long job it was, for
the boats were small and not numerous. Our landing on the island of St.
Aignan was not disputed. We threw a bridge of a few boats across the
narrow channel thence to the south shore and took up our march in good
order and unmolested; for although there was a fortress thereÑSt.
JohnÑthe English vacated and destroyed it and fell back on the bridge
forts below as soon as our first boats were seen to leave the Orleans
shore; which was what Joanhad said would happen, when she was dis-
puting with the council.

We moved down the shore and Joan planted her standard before the
bastille of the Augustins, the first of the formidable works that protected
the end of the bridge. The trumpets sounded the assault, and two
charges followed in handsome style; but we were too weak, as yet, for
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our main body was still lagging behind. Before we could gather for a
third assault the garrison of St. Prive were seen coming up to reinforce
the big bastille. They came on a run, and the Augustins sallied out, and
both forces came against us with a rush, and sent our small army flying
in a panic, and followed us, slashing and slaying, and shouting jeersand
insults at us.

Joan was doing her best to rally the men, but their wits were gone,
their hearts were dominated for the moment by the old-time dread of the
English. Joan's temper flamed up, and she halted and commanded the
trumpets to sound the advance. Then she wheeled about and cried out:

"If there is but a dozen of you that are not cowards, it is
enoughÑfollow me!"

Away she went, and after her a few dozen who had heard her words
and been inspired by them. The pursuing force was astonished to seeher
sweeping down upon them with this handful of men, and it was their
turn now to experience a grisly frightÑsurely this is a witch, this is a
child of Satan!That was their thoughtÑand without stopping to analyze
the matter they turned and fled in a panic.

Our flying squadrons heard the bugle and turned to look; and when
they saw the Maid's banner speeding in the other direction and the en-
emy scrambling ahead of it in disorder, their courage returned and they
came scouring after us.

La Hire heard it and hurried his force forward and caught up with us
just as we were planting our banner again before the ramparts of the
Augustins. We were strong enough now. We had a long and tough piece
of work before us, but we carried it through before night, Joankeeping
us hard at it, and she and La Hire saying we were able to take that big
bastille, and must. The English fought likeÑwell, they fought like the
English; when that is said, there is no more to say. We made assault after
assault, through the smoke and flame and the deafening cannon-blasts,
and at last as the sun was sinking we carried the place with a rush, and
planted our standard on its walls.

The Augustins was ours. The Tourelles must be ours, too, if we would
free the bridge and raise the siege.We had achieved one great undertak-
ing, Joan was determined to accomplish the other. We must lie on our
arms where we were, hold fast to what we had got, and be ready for
business in the morning. So Joanwas not minded to let the men be de-
moralized by pillage and riot and carousings; she had the Augustins
burned, with all its stores in it, excepting the artillery and ammunition.
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Everybody was tired out with this long day's hard work, and of course
this was the casewith Joan;still, shewanted to stay with the army before
the Tourelles, to be ready for the assault in the morning. The chiefs ar-
gued with her, and at last persuaded her to go home and prepare for the
great work by taking proper rest, and also by having a leech look to a
wound which she had received in her foot. Sowe crossedwith them and
went home.

Justas usual, we found the town in a fury of joy, all the bells clanging,
everybody shouting, and several people drunk. We never went out or
came in without furnishing good and sufficient reasons for one of these
pleasant tempests, and so the tempest was always on hand. There had
been a blank absenceof reasons for this sort of upheavals for the past
seven months, therefore the people too to the upheavals with all the
more relish on that account.
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Chapter21
She Gently Reproves Her Dear Friend

TO GET away from the usual crowd of visitors and have a rest, Joan
went with Catherine straight to the apartment which the two occupied
together, and there they took their supper and there the wound was
dressed. But then, instead of going to bed, Joan,weary as she was, sent
the Dwarf for me, in spite of Catherine's protests and persuasions. She
said she had something on her mind, and must send a courier to Dom-
remy with a letter for our old Pere Fronte to read to her mother. I came,
and she began to dictate. After some loving words and greetings to her
mother and family, came this:

"But the thing which moves me to write now, is to say that when you
presently hear that I am wounded, you shall give yourself no concern
about it, and refuse faith to any that shall try to make you believe it is
serious."

She was going on, when Catherine spoke up and said:
"Ah, but it will fright her so to read thesewords. Strike them out, Joan,

strike them out, and wait only one dayÑtwo days at mostÑthen write
and say your foot was wounded but is well againÑfor it surely be well
then, or very near it. Don't distress her, Joan; do as I say."

A laugh like the laugh of the old days, the impulsive free laugh of an
untroubled spirit, a laugh like a chime of bells, was Joan'sanswer; then
she said:

"My foot? Why should I write about such a scratch as that? I was not
thinking of it, dear heart."

"Child, have you another wound and a worse, and have not spoken of
it? What have you been dreaming about, that youÑ"

Shehad jumped up, full of vague fears, to have the leech called back at
once,but Joanlaid her hand upon her arm and made her sit down again,
saying:

"There, now, be tranquil, there is no other wound, as yet; I am writing
about one which I shall get when we storm that bastille tomorrow."
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Catherine had the look of one who is trying to understand a puzzling
proposition but cannot quite do it. She said, in a distraught fashion:

"A wound which you are going to get? ButÑbut why grieve your
mother when itÑwhen it may not happen?"

"May not? Why, it will."
The puzzle was a puzzle still. Catherine said in that same abstracted

way as before:
"Will. It is a strong word. I cannot seem toÑmy mind is not able to

take hold of this. Oh, Joan, such a presentiment is a dreadful thingÑit
takes one'speaceand courage all away. Cast it from you!Ñdrive it out! It
will make your whole night miserable, and to no good; for we will
hopeÑ"

"But it isn't a presentimentÑit is a fact. And it will not make me miser-
able. It is uncertainties that do that, but this is not an uncertainty."

"Joan, do you know it is going to happen?"
"Yes, I know it. My Voices told me."
"Ah," said Catherine, resignedly, "if they told youÑBut are you sure it

was they?Ñquite sure?"
"Yes, quite. It will happenÑthere is no doubt."
"It is dreadful! Since when have you know it?"
"SinceÑI think it is several weeks." Joanturned to me. "Louis, you will

remember. How long is it?"
"Your Excellency spoke of it first to the King, in Chinon," I answered;

"that was as much as seven weeks ago. You spoke of it again the 20th of
April, and also the 22d, two weeks ago, as I see by my record here."

Thesemarvels disturbed Catherine profoundly, but I had long ceased
to be surprised at them. One can get used to anything in this world.
Catherine said:

"And it is to happen to-morrow?Ñalways to-morrow? Is it the same
date always? There has been no mistake, and no confusion?"

"No," Joan said, "the 7th of May is the dateÑthere is no other."
"Then you shall not go a step out of this house till that awful day is

gone by! You will not dream of it, Joan,will you?Ñpromise that you will
stay with us."

But Joan was not persuaded. She said:
"It would not help the matter, dear good friend. The wound is to come,

and come to-morrow. If I do not seekit, it will seekme. My duty calls me
to that place to-morrow; I should have to go if my death were waiting for
me there; shall I stay away for only a wound? Oh, no, we must try to do
better than that."
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"Then you are determined to go?"
"Of a certainty, yes. There is only one thing that I can do for

FranceÑhearten her soldiers for battle and victory." She thought a mo-
ment, then added, "However, one should not be unreasonable, and I
would do much to please you, who are so good to me. Do you love
France?"

I wondered what she might be contriving now, but I saw no clue.
Catherine said, reproachfully:

"Ah, what have I done to deserve this question?"
"Then you do love France. I had not doubted it, dear. Do not be hurt,

but answer meÑhave you ever told a lie?"
"In my life I have not wilfully told a lieÑfibs, but no lies."
"That is sufficient. You love Franceand do not tell lies; therefore I will

trust you. I will go or I will stay, as you shall decide."
"Oh, I thank you from my heart, Joan!How good and dear it is of you

to do this for me! Oh, you shall stay, and not go!"
In her delight she flung her arms about Joan'sneck and squandered

endearments upon her the least of which would have made me rich, but,
as it was, they only made me realize how poor I wasÑhow miserably
poor in what I would most have prized in this world. Joan said:

"Then you will send word to my headquarters that I am not going?"
"Oh, gladly. Leave that to me."
"It is good of you. And how will you word it?Ñfor it must have prop-

er official form. Shall I word it for you?"
"Oh, doÑfor you know about these solemn procedures and stately

proprieties, and I have had no experience."
"Then word it like this: 'The chief of staff is commanded to make

known to the King's forces in garrison and in the field, that the General-
in-Chief of the Armies of Francewill not face the English on the morrow,
she being afraid she may get hurt. Signed, JOAN OF ARC, by the hand
of CATHERINE BOUCHER, who loves France.'"

There was a pauseÑa silence of the sort that tortures one into stealing
a glance to seehow the situation looks, and I did that. There was a loving
smile on Joan'sface, but the color was mounting in crimson waves into
Catherine's, and her lips were quivering and the tears gathering; then
she said:

"Oh, I am so ashamedof myself!Ñand you are so noble and brave and
wise, and I am so paltryÑso paltry and such a fool!" and shebroke down
and began to cry, and I did so want to take her in my arms and comfort
her, but Joan did it, and of course I said nothing. Joan did it well, and
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most sweetly and tenderly, but I could have done it as well, though I
knew it would be foolish and out of place to suggest such a thing, and
might make an awkwardness, too, and be embarrassing to us all, so I did
not offer, and I hope I did right and for the best, though I could not
know, and was many times tortured with doubts afterward as having
perhaps let a chance pass which might have changed all my life and
made it happier and more beautiful than, alas, it turned out to be. For
this reason I grieve yet, when I think of that scene,and do not like to call
it up out of the deeps of my memory because of the pangs it brings.

Well, well, a good and wholesome thing is a little harmless fun in this
world; it tones a body up and keeps him human and prevents him from
souring. To set that little trap for Catherine was as good and effective a
way asany to show her what a grotesque thing shewas asking of Joan.It
was a funny idea now, wasn't it, when you look at it all around? Even
Catherine dried up her tears and laughed when she thought of the Eng-
lish getting hold of the French Commander-in-Chief's reason for staying
out of a battle. Shegranted that they could have a good time over a thing
like that.

We got to work on the letter again, and of course did not have to strike
out the passageabout the wound. Joanwas in fine spirits; but when she
got to sending messagesto this, that, and the other playmate and friend,
it brought our village and the Fairy Tree and the flowery plain and the
browsing sheep and all the peaceful beauty of our old humble home-
place back, and the familiar names began to tremble on her lips; and
when she got to Haumette and Little Mengette it was no use, her voice
broke and she couldn't go on. She waited a moment, then said:

"Give them my loveÑmy warm loveÑmy deep loveÑoh, out of my
heart of hearts! I shall never see our home any more."

Now came Pasquerel, Joan's confessor, and introduced a gallant
knight, the Sire de Rais, who had been sent with a message.He said he
was instructed to say that the council had decided that enough had been
done for the present; that it would be safest and best to be content with
what God had already done; that the city was now well victualed and
able to stand a long siege; that the wise course must necessarily be to
withdraw the troops from the other side of the river and resume the de-
fensiveÑtherefore they had decided accordingly.

"The incurable cowards!" exclaimed Joan. "So it was to get me away
from my men that they pretended so much solicitude about my fatigue.
Take this messageback, not to the councilÑI have no speechesfor those
disguised ladies' maidsÑbut to the Bastard and La Hire, who are men.
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Tell them the army is to remain where it is, and I hold them responsible
if this command miscarries. And say the offensive will be resumed in the
morning. You may go, good sir."

Then she said to her priest:
"Rise early, and be by me all the day. There will be much work on my

hands, and I shall be hurt between my neck and my shoulder."
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Chapter22
The Fate of France Decided

WE WERE up at dawn, and after masswe started. In the hall we met the
master of the house, who was grieved, good man, to see Joan going
breakfastless to such a day's work, and begged her to wait and eat, but
she couldn't afford the timeÑthat is to say, she couldn't afford the pa-
tience, she being in such a blaze of anxiety to get at that last remaining
bastille which stood between her and the completion of the first great
step in the rescue and redemption of France. Boucher put in another
plea:

"But thinkÑwe poor beleaguered citizens who have hardly known the
flavor of fish for these many months, have spoil of that sort again, and
we owe it to you. There's a noble shad for breakfast; waitÑbe
persuaded."

Joan said:
"Oh, there's going to be fish in plenty; when this day's work is done

the whole river-front will be yours to do as you please with."
"Ah, your Excellency will do well, that I know; but we don't require

quite that much, even of you; you shall have a month for it in place of a
day. Now be beguiledÑwait and eat. There's a saying that he that would
cross a river twice in the same day in a boat, will do well to eat fish for
luck, lest he have an accident."

"That doesn't fit my case, for to-day I cross but once in a boat."
"Oh, don't say that. Aren't you coming back to us?"
"Yes, but not in a boat."
"How, then?"
"By the bridge."
"Listen to thatÑby the bridge! Now stop this jesting, dear General, and

do as I would have done you. It's a noble fish."
"Be good then, and save me some for supper; and I will bring one of

those Englishmen with me and he shall have his share."
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"Ah, well, have your way if you must. But he that fasts must attempt
but little and stop early. When shall you be back?"

"When we've raised the siege of Orleans. FORWARD!"
We were off. The streetswere full of citizens and of groups and squads

of soldiers, but the spectaclewas melancholy. There was not a smile any-
where, but only universal gloom. It was as if some vast calamity had
smitten all hope and cheer dead. We were not used to this, and were as-
tonished. But when they saw the Maid, there was an immediate stir, and
the eager question flew from mouth to mouth.

"Where is she going? Whither is she bound?"
Joan heard it, and called out:
"Whither would ye suppose? I am going to take the Tourelles."
It would not be possible for any to describe how those few words

turned that mourning into joyÑinto exaltationÑinto frenzy; and how a
storm of huzzas burst out and swept down the streets in every direction
and woke those corpse-like multitudes to vivid life and action and tur-
moil in a moment. The soldiers broke from the crowd and came flocking
to our standard, and many of the citizens ran and got pikes and halberds
and joined us. As we moved on, our numbers increased steadily, and the
hurrahing continuedÑyes, we moved through a solid cloud of noise, as
you may say, and all the windows on both sides contributed to it, for
they were filled with excited people.

You see,the council had closed the Burgundy gate and placed a strong
force there, under that stout soldier Raoul de Gaucourt, Bailly of Orleans,
with orders to prevent Joanfrom getting out and resuming the attack on
the Tourelles, and this shameful thing had plunged the city into sorrow
and despair. But that feeling was gone now. They believed the Maid was
a match for the council, and they were right.

When we reached the gate, Joan told Gaucourt to open it and let her
pass.

He said it would be impossible to do this, for his orders were from the
council and were strict. Joan said:

"There is no authority above mine but the King's. If you have an order
from the King, produce it."

"I cannot claim to have an order from him, General."
"Then make way, or take the consequences!"
He began to argue the case,for he was like the rest of the tribe, always

ready to fight with words, not acts;but in the midst of his gabble Joanin-
terrupted with the terse order:

"Charge!"
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We camewith a rush, and brief work we made of that small job. It was
good to seethe Bailly's surprise. He was not used to this unsentimental
promptness. He said afterward that he was cut off in the midst of what
he was sayingÑin the midst of an argument by which he could have
proved that he could not let Joan passÑan argument which Joan could
not have answered.

"Still, it appears she did answer it," said the person he was talking to.
We swung through the gate in great style, with a vast accessionof

noise, the most of which was laughter, and soon our van was over the
river and moving down against the Tourelles.

First we must take a supporting work called a boulevard, and which
was otherwise nameless, before we could assault the great bastille. Its
rear communicated with the bastille by a drawbridge, under which ran a
swift and deep strip of the Loire. The boulevard was strong, and Dunois
doubted our ability to take it, but Joanhad no such doubt. Shepounded
it with artillery all the forenoon, then about noon she ordered an assault
and led it herself. We poured into the fosse through the smoke and a
tempest of missiles, and Joan,shouting encouragementsto her men, star-
ted to climb a scaling-ladder, when that misfortune happened which we
knew was to happenÑthe iron bolt from an arbaquest struck between
her neck and her shoulder, and tore its way down through her armor.
When she felt the sharp pain and saw her blood gushing over her breast,
shewas frightened, poor girl, and asshesank to the ground shebegan to
cry bitterly.

The English sent up a glad shout and came surging down in strong
force to take her, and then for a few minutes the might of both adversar-
ies was concentrated upon that spot. Over her and above her, English
and French fought with desperationÑfor she stood for France, indeed
she was France to both sidesÑwhichever won her won France, and
could keep it forever. Right there in that small spot, and in ten minutes
by the clock, the fate of France, for all time, was to be decided, and was
decided.

If the English had captured Joanthen, Charles VII. would have flown
the country, the Treaty of Troyes would have held good, and France,
already English property, would have become, without further dispute,
an English province, to so remain until Judgment Day. A nationality and
a kingdom were at stake there, and no more time to decide it in than it
takes to hard-boil an egg. It was the most momentous ten minutes that
the clock has ever ticked in France, or ever will. Whenever you read in
histories about hours or days or weeks in which the fate of one or
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another nation hung in the balance, do not you fail to remember, nor
your French hearts to beat the quicker for the remembrance, the ten
minutes that France, called otherwise Joan of Arc, lay bleeding in the
fosse that day, with two nations struggling over her for her possession.

And you will not forget the Dwarf. For he stood over her, and did the
work of any six of the others. He swung his ax with both hands; whenev-
er it came down, he said those two words, "For France!"and a splintered
helmet flew like eggshells, and the skull that carried it had learned its
manners and would offend the French no more. He piled a bulwark of
iron-clad dead in front of him and fought from behind it; and at last
when the victory was ours we closed about him, shielding him, and he
ran up a ladder with Joanas easily as another man would carry a child,
and bore her out of the battle, a great crowd following and anxious, for
she was drenched with blood to her feet, half of it her own and the other
half English, for bodies had fallen acrossher as she lay and had poured
their red life-streams over her. One couldn't see the white armor now,
with that awful dressing over it.

The iron bolt was still in the woundÑsome say it projected out behind
the shoulder. It may beÑI did not wish to see,and did not try to. It was
pulled out, and the pain made Joancry again, poor thing. Some say she
pulled it out herself becauseothers refused, saying they could not bear to
hurt her. As to this I do not know; I only know it was pulled out, and
that the wound was treated with oil and properly dressed.

Joanlay on the grass,weak and suffering, hour after hour, but still in-
sisting that the fight go on. Which it did, but not to much purpose, for it
was only under her eye that men were heroes and not afraid. They were
like the Paladin; I think he was afraid of his shadowÑI mean in the after-
noon, when it was very big and long; but when he was under Joan'seye
and the inspiration of her great spirit, what was he afraid of? Nothing in
this worldÑand that is just the truth.

Toward night Dunois gave it up. Joan heard the bugles.
"What!" she cried. "Sounding the retreat!"
Her wound was forgotten in a moment. Shecountermanded the order,

and sent another, to the officer in command of a battery, to stand ready
to fire five shots in quick succession.This was a signal to the force on the
Orleans side of the river under La Hire, who was not, as some of the his-
tories say, with us. It was to be given whenever Joanshould feel sure the
boulevard was about to fall into her handsÑthen that force must make a
counter-attack on the Tourelles by way of the bridge.
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Joanmounted her horse now, with her staff about her, and when our
people saw us coming they raised a great shout, and were at once eager
for another assault on the boulevard. Joan rode straight to the fosse
where she had received her wound, and standing there in the rain of
bolts and arrows, she ordered the Paladin to let her long standard blow
free, and to note when its fringes should touch the fortress. Presently he
said:

"It touches."
"Now, then," said Joan to the waiting battalions, "the place is

yoursÑenter in! Bugles, sound the assault! Now, thenÑall togeth-
erÑgo!"

And go it was. You never saw anything like it. We swarmed up the
ladders and over the battlements like a waveÑand the place was our
property. Why, one might live a thousand years and never see so gor-
geous a thing as that again. There, hand to hand, we fought like wild
beasts,for there was no give-up to those EnglishÑthere was no way to
convince one of those people but to kill him, and even then he doubted.
At least so it was thought, in those days, and maintained by many.

We were busy and never heard the five cannon-shots fired, but they
were fired a moment after Joanhad ordered the assault;and so, while we
were hammering and being hammered in the smaller fortress, the re-
serve on the Orleans side poured across the bridge and attacked the
Tourelles from that side. A fire-boat was brought down and moored un-
der the drawbridge which connected the Tourelles with our boulevard;
wherefore, when at last we drove our English ahead of us and they tried
to cross that drawbridge and join their friends in the Tourelles, the burn-
ing timbers gave way under them and emptied them in a mass into the
river in their heavy armorÑand a pitiful sight it was to seebrave men
die such a death as that.

"Ah, God pity them!" said Joan,and wept to seethat sorrowful spec-
tacle. She said those gentle words and wept those compassionate tears
although one of those perishing men had grossly insulted her with a
coarsename three days before, when she had sent him a messageasking
him to surrender. That was their leader, Sir Williams Glasdale, a most
valorous knight. He was clothed all in steel; so he plunged under water
like a lance, and of course came up no more.

We soon patched a sort of bridge together and threw ourselves against
the last stronghold of the English power that barred Orleans from friends
and supplies. Before the sun was quite down, Joan'sforever memorable
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day's work was finished, her banner floated from the fortress of the
Tourelles, her promise was fulfilled, she had raised the siege of Orleans!

The sevenmonths' beleaguerment was ended, the thing which the first
generals of France had called impossible was accomplished; in spite of
all that the King's ministers and war-councils could do to prevent it, this
little country-maid at seventeenhad carried her immortal task through,
and had done it in four days!

Good news travels fast, sometimes, as well as bad. By the time we
were ready to start homeward by the bridge the whole city of Orleans
was one red flame of bonfires, and the heavensblushed with satisfaction
to seeit; and the booming and bellowing of cannon and the banging of
bells surpassedby great odds anything that even Orleans had attempted
before in the way of noise.

When we arrivedÑwell, there is no describing that. Why, those acres
of people that we plowed through shed tears enough to raise the river;
there was not a face in the glare of those fires that hadn't tears streaming
down it; and if Joan's feet had not been protected by iron they would
have kissed them off of her. "Welcome! welcome to the Maid of Orleans!"
That was the cry; I heard it a hundred thousand times. "Welcome to our
Maid!" some of them worded it.

No other girl in all history has ever reached such a summit of glory as
Joanof Arc reached that day. And do you think it turned her head, and
that she sat up to enjoy that delicious music of homage and applause?
No; another girl would have done that, but not this one. That was the
greatest heart and the simplest that ever beat. She went straight to bed
and to sleep, like any tired child; and when the people found she was
wounded and would rest, they shut off all passageand traffic in that re-
gion and stood guard themselves the whole night through, to seethat he
slumbers were not disturbed. They said, "She has given us peace, she
shall have peace herself."

All knew that that region would be empty of English next day, and all
said that neither the present citizens nor their posterity would ever cease
to hold that day sacred to the memory of Joan of Arc. That word has
been true for more than sixty years; it will continue so always. Orleans
will never forget the 8th of May, nor ever fail to celebrate it. It is Joanof
Arc's dayÑand holy. 2

2.It is still celebrated every year with civic and military pomps and solemnit-
ies.ÑTRANSLATOR.
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Chapter23
Joan Inspires the Tawdry King

IN THE earliest dawn of morning, Talbot and his English forces evacu-
ated their bastilles and marched away, not stopping to burn, destroy, or
carry off anything, but leaving their fortresses just as they were, provi-
sioned, armed, and equipped for a long siege. It was difficult for the
people to believe that this great thing had really happened; that they
were actually free once more, and might go and come through any gate
they pleased, with none to molest or forbid; that the terrible Talbot, that
scourge of the French, that man whose mere name had been able to an-
nul the effectiveness of French armies, was gone, vanished, retreat-
ingÑdriven away by a girl.

The city emptied itself. Out of every gate the crowds poured. They
swarmed about the English bastilles like an invasion of ants, but noisier
than those creatures, and carried off the artillery and stores, then turned
all those dozen fortresses into monster bonfires, imitation volcanoes
whose lofty columns of thick smoke seemed supporting the arch of the
sky.

The delight of the children took another form. To some of the younger
ones seven months was a sort of lifetime. They had forgotten what grass
was like, and the velvety green meadows seemed paradise to their sur-
prised and happy eyes after the long habit of seeing nothing but dirty
lanes and streets. It was a wonder to themÑthose spacious reaches of
open country to run and dance and tumble and frolic in, after their dull
and joyless captivity; so they scampered far and wide over the fair re-
gions on both sides of the river, and came back at eventide weary, but
laden with flowers and flushed with new health drawn from the fresh
country air and the vigorous exercise.

After the burnings, the grown folk followed Joan from church to
church and put in the day in thanksgivings for the city's deliverance, and
at night they feted her and her generals and illuminated the town, and
high and low gave themselves up to festivities and rejoicings. By the
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time the populace were fairly in bed, toward dawn, we were in the
saddle and away toward Tours to report to the King.

That was a march which would have turned any one's head but Joan's.
We moved between emotional ranks of grateful country-people all the
way. They crowded about Joan to touch her feet, her horse, her armor,
and they even knelt in the road and kissed her horse's hoof-prints.

The land was full of her praises. The most illustrious chiefs of the
church wrote to the King extolling the Maid, comparing her to the saints
and heroesof the Bible, and warning him not to let "unbelief, ingratitude,
or other injustice" hinder or impair the divine help sent through her. One
might think there was a touch of prophecy in that, and we will let it go at
that; but to my mind it had its inspiration in those great men's accurate
knowledge of the King's trivial and treacherous character.

The King had come to Tours to meet Joan.At the present day this poor
thing is called Charles the Victorious, on account of victories which other
people won for him, but in our time we had a private name for him
which described him better, and was sanctified to him by personal de-
servingÑCharles the Base. When we entered the presence he sat
throned, with his tinseled snobsand dandies around him. He looked like
a forked carrot, so tightly did his clothing fit him from his waist down;
he wore shoes with a rope-like pliant toe a foot long that had to be
hitched up to the knee to keep it out of the way; he had on a crimson vel-
vet cape that came no lower than his elbows; on his head he had a tall
felt thing like a thimble, with a feather it its jeweled band that stuck up
like a pen from an inkhorn, and from under that thimble his bush of stiff
hair stuck down to his shoulders, curving outward at the bottom, so that
the cap and the hair together made the head like a shuttlecock. All the
materials of his dress were rich, and all the colors brilliant. In his lap he
cuddled a miniature greyhound that snarled, lifting its lip and showing
its white teeth whenever any slight movement disturbed it. The King's
dandies were dressed in about the same fashion as himself, and when I
remembered that Joanhad called the war-council of Orleans "disguised
ladies' maids," it reminded me of people who squander all their money
on a trifle and then haven't anything to invest when they come acrossa
better chance; that name ought to have been saved for these creatures.

Joan fell on her knees before the majesty of France, and the other
frivolous animal in his lapÑa sight which it pained me to see.What had
that man done for his country or for anybody in it, that she or any other
person should kneel to him? But sheÑshe had just done the only great
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deed that had been done for France in fifty years, and had consecratedit
with the libation of her blood. The positions should have been reversed.

However, to be fair, one must grant that Charles acquitted himself
very well for the most part, on that occasionÑvery much better than he
was in the habit of doing. He passed his pup to a courtier, and took off
his cap to Joan as if she had been a queen. Then he stepped from his
throne and raised her, and showed quite a spirited and manly joy and
gratitude in welcoming her and thanking her for her extraordinary
achievement in his service. My prejudices are of a later date than that. If
he had continued as he was at that moment, I should not have acquired
them.

He acted handsomely. He said:
"You shall not kneel to me, my matchless General; you have wrought

royally, and royal courtesies are your due." Noticing that she was pale,
he said, "But you must not stand; you have lost blood for France, and
your wound is yet greenÑcome." He led her to a seat and sat down by
her. "Now, then, speak out frankly, as to one who owes you much and
freely confessesit before all this courtly assemblage.What shall be your
reward? Name it."

I was ashamed of him. And yet that was not fair, for how could he be
expected to know this marvelous child in these few weeks, when we
who thought we had known her all her life were daily seeing the clouds
uncover some new altitudes of her character whose existence was not
suspected by us before? But we are all that way: when we know a thing
we have only scorn for other people who don't happen to know it. And I
was ashamed of these courtiers, too, for the way they licked their chops,
so to speak, as envying Joanher great chance,they not knowing her any
better than the King did. A blush began to rise in Joan'scheeks at the
thought that she was working for her country for pay, and she dropped
her head and tried to hide her face, as girls always do when they find
themselves blushing; no one knows why they do, but they do, and the
more they blush the more they fail to get reconciled to it, and the more
they can't bear to have people look at them when they are doing it. The
King made it a great deal worse by calling attention to it, which is the
unkindest thing a person can do when a girl is blushing; sometimes,
when there is a big crowd of strangers, it is even likely to make her cry if
she is as young as Joanwas. God knows the reason for this, it is hidden
from men. As for me, I would as soon blush as sneeze;in fact, I would
rather. However, these meditations are not of consequence:I will go on
with what I was saying. The King rallied her for blushing, and this
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brought up the rest of the blood and turned her face to fire. Then he was
sorry, seeing what he had done, and tried to make her comfortable by
saying the blush was exceeding becoming to her and not to mind
itÑwhich caused even the dog to notice it now, so of course the red in
Joan'sface turned to purple, and the tears overflowed and ran downÑI
could have told anybody that that would happen. The King was dis-
tressed,and saw that the best thing to do would be to get away from this
subject, so he began to say the finest kind of things about Joan'scapture
of the Tourelles, and presently when she was more composed he men-
tioned the reward again and pressed her to name it. Everybody listened
with anxious interest to hear what her claim was going to be, but when
her answer came their facesshowed that the thing she asked for was not
what they had been expecting.

"Oh, dear and gracious Dauphin, I have but one desireÑonly one.
IfÑ"

"Do not be afraid, my childÑname it."
"That you will not delay a day. My army is strong and valiant, and

eager to finish its workÑmarch with me to Rheims and receive your
crown." You could see the indolent King shrink, in his butterfly clothes.

"To RheimsÑoh, impossible, my General! We march through the heart
of England's power?"

Could those be French faces there? Not one of them lighted in re-
sponse to the girl's brave proposition, but all promptly showed satisfac-
tion in the King's objection. Leave this silken idleness for the rude con-
tact of war? None of these butterflies desired that. They passed their
jeweled comfit-boxes one to another and whispered their content in the
head butterfly's practical prudence. Joan pleaded with the King, saying:

"Ah, I pray you do not throw away this perfect opportunity.
Everything is favorableÑeverything. It is as if the circumstances were
specially made for it. The spirits of our army are exalted with victory,
those of the English forces depressed by defeat. Delay will change this.
Seeing us hesitate to follow up our advantage, our men will wonder,
doubt, lose confidence, and the English will wonder, gather courage, and
be bold again. Now is the timeÑpritheee let us march!"

The King shook his head, and La Tremouille, being asked for an opin-
ion, eagerly furnished it:

"Sire, all prudence is against it. Think of the English strongholds along
the Loire; think of those that lie between us and Rheims!"

He was going on, but Joan cut him short, and said, turning to him:
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"If we wait, they will all be strengthened, reinforced. Will that advant-
age us?"

"WhyÑno."
"Then what is your suggestion?Ñwhat is it that you would propose to

do?"
"My judgment is to wait."
"Wait for what?"
The minister was obliged to hesitate, for he knew of no explanation

that would sound well. Moreover, he was not used to being catechized in
this fashion, with the eyes of a crowd of people on him, so he was irrit-
ated, and said:

"Matters of state are not proper matters for public discussion."
Joan said placidly:
"I have to beg your pardon. My trespasscame of ignorance. I did not

know that matters connected with your department of the government
were matters of state."

The minister lifted his brows in amused surprise, and said, with a
touch of sarcasm:

"I am the King's chief minister, and yet you had the impression that
matters connected with my department are not matters of state? Pray,
how is that?"

Joan replied, indifferently:
"Because there is no state."
"No state!"
"No, sir, there is no state,and no use for a minister. Franceis shrunk to

a couple of acresof ground; a sheriff's constable could take care of it; its
affairs are not matters of state. The term is too large."

The King did not blush, but burst into a hearty, carelesslaugh, and the
court laughed too, but prudently turned its head and did it silently. La
Tremouille was angry, and opened his mouth to speak, but the King put
up his hand, and said:

"ThereÑI take her under the royal protection. She has spoken the
truth, the ungilded truthÑhow seldom I hear it! With all this tinsel on
me and all this tinsel about me, I am but a sheriff after allÑa poor
shabby two-acre sheriffÑand you are but a constable," and he laughed
his cordial laugh again. "Joan,my frank, honest General, will you name
your reward? I would ennoble you. You shall quarter the crown and the
lilies of France for blazon, and with them your victorious sword to de-
fend themÑspeak the word."
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It made an eager buzz of surprise and envy in the assemblage,but
Joan shook her head and said:

"Ah, I cannot, dear and noble Dauphin. To be allowed to work for
France, to spend one's self for France, is itself so supreme a reward that
nothing can add to itÑnothing. Give me the one reward I ask, the
dearest of all rewards, the highest in your giftÑmarch with me to
Rheims and receive your crown. I will beg it on my knees."

But the King put his hand on her arm, and there was a really brave
awakening in his voice and a manly fire in his eye when he said:

"No, sit. You have conquered meÑit shall be as youÑ"
But a warning sign from his minister halted him, and he added, to the

relief of the court:
"Well, well, we will think of it, we will think it over and see.Does that

content you, impulsive little soldier?"
The first part of the speechsent a glow of delight to Joan'sface,but the

end of it quenched it and she looked sad, and the tears gathered in her
eyes.After a moment she spoke out with what seemeda sort of terrified
impulse, and said:

"Oh, use me; I beseech you, use meÑthere is but little time!"
"But little time?"
"Only a yearÑI shall last only a year."
"Why, child, there are fifty good years in that compact little body yet."
"Oh, you err, indeed you do. In one little year the end will come. Ah,

the time is so short, so short; the moments are flying, and so much to be
done. Oh, use me, and quicklyÑit is life or death for France."

Even those insects were sobered by her impassioned words. The King
looked very graveÑgrave, and strongly impressed. His eyeslit suddenly
with an eloquent fire, and he rose and drew his sword and raised it aloft;
then he brought it slowly down upon Joan's shoulder and said:

"Ah, thou art so simple, so true, so great, so nobleÑand by this accol-
ade I join thee to the nobility of France, thy fitting place! And for thy
sake I do hereby ennoble all thy family and all thy kin; and all their des-
cendants born in wedlock, not only in the male but also in the female
line. And more!Ñmore! To distinguish thy house and honor it above all
others, we add a privilege never accorded to any before in the history of
these dominions: the females of thy line shall have and hold the right to
ennoble their husbands when these shall be of inferior degree."
[Astonishment and envy flared up in every countenancewhen the words
were uttered which conferred this extraordinary grace.The King paused
and looked around upon these signs with quite evident satisfaction.]
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"Rise, Joanof Arc, now and henceforth surnamed Du Lis, in grateful ac-
knowledgment of the good blow which you have struck for the lilies of
France; and they, and the royal crown, and your own victorious sword,
fit and fair company for each other, shall be grouped in you escutcheon
and be and remain the symbol of your high nobility forever."

As my Lady Du Lis rose, the gilded children of privilege pressed for-
ward to welcome her to their sacredranks and call her by her new name;
but shewas troubled, and said thesehonors were not meet for one of her
lowly birth and station, and by their kind graceshewould remain simple
Joan of Arc, nothing moreÑand so be called.

Nothing more! As if there could be anything more, anything higher,
anything greater. My Lady Du LisÑwhy, it was tinsel, petty, perishable.
But, JOAN OF ARC! The mere sound of it sets one's pulses leaping.
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Chapter24
Tinsel Trappings of Nobility

IT WAS vexatious to see what a to-do the whole town, and next the
whole country, made over the news. Joanof Arc ennobled by the King!
People went dizzy with wonder and delight over it. You cannot imagine
how shewas gaped at, stared at, envied. Why, one would have supposed
that some great and fortunate thing had happened to her. But we did not
think any great things of it. To our minds no mere human hand could
add a glory to Joanof Arc. To us she was the sun soaring in the heavens,
and her new nobility a candle atop of it; to us it was swallowed up and
lost in her own light. And she was as indifferent to it and asunconscious
of it as the other sun would have been.

But it was different with her brothers. They were proud and happy in
their new dignity, which was quite natural. And Joan was glad it had
been conferred, when she saw how pleased they were. It was a clever
thought in the King to outflank her scruples by marching on them under
shelter of her love for her family and her kin.

Jeanand Pierre sported their coats-of-arms right away; and their soci-
ety was courted by everybody, the nobles and commons alike. The
Standard-Bearer said, with some touch of bitterness, that he could see
that they just felt good to be alive, they were so soaked with the comfort
of their glory; and didn't like to sleep at all, becausewhen they were
asleepthey didn't know they were noble, and so sleep was a clean loss of
time. And then he said:

"They can't take precedenceof me in military functions and state cere-
monies, but when it comesto civil ones and society affairs I judge they'll
cuddle coolly in behind you and the knights, and Noel and I will have to
walk behind themÑhey?"

"Yes," I said, "I think you are right."
"I was just afraid of itÑjust afraid of it," said the Standard-Bearer,with

a sigh. "Afraid of it? I'm talking like a fool; of course I knew it. Yes,I was
talking like a fool."
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Noel Rainguesson said, musingly:
"Yes, I noticed something natural about the tone of it."
We others laughed.
"Oh, you did, did you? You think you are very clever, don't you? I'll

take and wring your neck for you one of these days, Noel Rainguesson."
The Sieur de Metz said:
"Paladin, your fears haven't reached the top notch. They are away be-

low the grand possibilities. Didn't it occur to you that in civil and society
functions they will take precedence of all the rest of the personal
staffÑevery one of us?"

"Oh, come!"
"You'll find it's so. Look at their escutcheon. Its chiefest feature is the

lilies of France. It's royal, man, royalÑdo you understand the size of
that? The lilies are there by authority of the KingÑdo you understand
the size of that? Though not in detail and in entirety, they do neverthe-
less substantially quarter the arms of France in their coat. Imagine it!
consider it! measure the magnitude of it! We walk in front of those boys?
Blessyou, we've done that for the last time. In my opinion there isn't a
lay lord in this whole region that can walk in front of them, except the
Duke d'Alencon, prince of the blood."

You could have knocked the Paladin down with a feather. He seemed
to actually turn pale. He worked his lips a moment without getting any-
thing out; then it came:

"I didn't know that, nor the half of it; how could I? I've been an idiot. I
see it nowÑI've been an idiot. I met them this morning, and sung out
hello to them just as I would to anybody. I didn't mean to be ill-
mannered, but I didn't know the half of this that you've been telling. I've
been an ass. Yes, that is all there is to itÑI've been an ass."

Noel Rainguesson said, in a kind of weary way:
"Yes, that is likely enough; but I don't seewhy you should seem sur-

prised at it."
"You don't, don't you? Well, why don't you?"
"BecauseI don't seeany novelty about it. With some people it is a con-

dition which is present all the time. Now you take a condition which is
present all the time, and the results of that condition will be uniform; this
uniformity of result will in time become monotonous; monotonousness,
by the law of its being, is fatiguing. If you had manifested fatigue upon
noticing that you had been an ass, that would have been logical, that
would have been rational; whereas it seemsto me that to manifest sur-
prise was to be again an ass,becausethe condition of intellect that can
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enable a person to be surprised and stirred by inert monotonousness is
aÑ"

"Now that is enough, Noel Rainguesson; stop where you are, before
you get yourself into trouble. And don't bother me any more for some
days or a week an it please you, for I cannot abide your clack."

"Come, I like that! I didn't want to talk. I tried to get out of talking. If
you didn't want to hear my clack, what did you keep intruding your con-
versation on me for?"

"I? I never dreamed of such a thing."
"Well, you did it, anyway. And I have a right to feel hurt, and I do feel

hurt, to have you treat me so. It seemsto me that when a person goads,
and crowds, and in a manner forces another person to talk, it is neither
very fair nor very good-mannered to call what he says clack."

"Oh, snuffleÑdo! and break your heart, you poor thing. Somebody
fetch this sick doll a sugar-rag. Look you, Sir Jeande Metz, do you feel
absolutely certain about that thing?"

"What thing?"
"Why, that Jeanand Pierre are going to take precedenceof all the lay

noblesse hereabouts except the Duke d'Alencon?"
"I think there is not a doubt of it."
The Standard-Bearer was deep in thoughts and dreams a few mo-

ments, then the silk-and-velvet expanse of his vast breast rose and fell
with a sigh, and he said:

"Dear, dear, what a lift it is! It just shows what luck can do. Well, I
don't care. I shouldn't care to be a painted accidentÑI shouldn't value it.
I am prouder to have climbed up to where I am just by sheer natural
merit than I would be to ride the very sun in the zenith and have to re-
flect that I was nothing but a poor little accident, and got shot up there
out of somebody else'scatapult. To me, merit is everythingÑin fact, the
only thing. All else is dross."

Just then the bugles blew the assembly, and that cut our talk short.
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Chapter25
At LastÑForward!

THE DAYS began to waste awayÑand nothing decided, nothing done.
The army was full of zeal, but it was also hungry. It got no pay, the treas-
ury was getting empty, it was becoming impossible to feed it; under
pressure of privation it began to fall apart and disperseÑwhich pleased
the trifling court exceedingly. Joan'sdistress was pitiful to see.She was
obliged to stand helpless while her victorious army dissolved away until
hardly the skeleton of it was left.

At last one day she went to the Castle of Loches, where the King was
idling. She found him consulting with three of his councilors, Robert le
Maton, a former Chancellor of France, Christophe d'Harcourt, and Ger-
ard Machet. The Bastard of Orleans was present also, and it is through
him that we know what happened. Joan threw herself at the King's feet
and embraced his knees, saying:

"Noble Dauphin, prithee hold no more of these long and numerous
councils, but come, and come quickly, to Rheims and receive your
crown."

Christophe d'Harcourt asked:
"Is it your Voices that command you to say that to the King?"
"Yes, and urgently."
"Then will you not tell us in the King's presence in what way the

Voices communicate with you?"
It was another sly attempt to trap Joaninto indiscreet admissions and

dangerous pretensions. But nothing cameof it. Joan'sanswer was simple
and straightforward, and the smooth Bishop was not able to find any
fault with it. She said that when she met with people who doubted the
truth of her mission she went aside and prayed, complaining of the dis-
trust of these,and then the comforting Voices were heard at her ear say-
ing, soft and low, "Go forward, Daughter of God, and I will help thee."
Then she added, "When I hear that, the joy in my heart, oh, it is
insupportable!"
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The Bastard said that when shesaid thesewords her face lit up aswith
a flame, and she was like one in an ecstasy.

Joanpleaded, persuaded, reasoned; gaining ground little by little, but
opposed step by step by the council. Shebegged, she implored, leave to
march. When they could answer nothing further, they granted that per-
haps it had beena mistake to let the army waste away, but how could we
help it now? how could we march without an army?

"Raise one!" said Joan.
"But it will take six weeks."
"No matterÑbegin! let us begin!"
"It is too late. Without doubt the Duke of Bedford has been gathering

troops to push to the succor of his strongholds on the Loire."
"Yes,while we have been disbanding oursÑand pity 'tis. But we must

throw away no more time; we must bestir ourselves."
The King objected that he could not venture toward Rheims with those

strong places on the Loire in his path. But Joan said:
"We will break them up. Then you can march."
With that plan the King was willing to venture assent. He could sit

around out of danger while the road was being cleared.
Joan came back in great spirits. Straightway everything was stirring.

Proclamations were issued calling for men, a recruiting-camp was estab-
lished at Sellesin Berry, and the commons and the nobles began to flock
to it with enthusiasm.

A deal of the month of May had been wasted; and yet by the 6th of
June Joanhad swept together a new army and was ready to march. She
had eight thousand men. Think of that. Think of gathering together such
a body as that in that little region. And these were veteran soldiers, too.
In fact, most of the men in France were soldiers, when you came to that;
for the wars had lasted generations now. Yes,most Frenchmen were sol-
diers; and admirable runners, too, both by practice and inheritance; they
had done next to nothing but run for near a century. But that was not
their fault. They had had no fair and proper leadershipÑat least leaders
with a fair and proper chance.Away back, King and Court got the habit
of being treacherous to the leaders; then the leaders easily got the habit
of disobeying the King and going their own way, each for himself and
nobody for the lot. Nobody could win victories that way. Hence, running
becamethe habit of the French troops, and no wonder. Yet all that those
troops needed in order to be good fighters was a leader who would at-
tend strictly to businessÑa leader with all authority in his hands in place
of a tenth of it along with nine other generals equipped with an equal
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tenth apiece. They had a leader rightly clothed with authority now, and
with a head and heart bent on war of the most intensely businesslike and
earnest sortÑand there would be results. No doubt of that. They had
Joanof Arc; and under that leadership their legs would lose the art and
mystery of running.

Yes,Joanwas in great spirits. Shewas here and there and everywhere,
all over the camp, by day and by night, pushing things. And wherever
she came charging down the lines, reviewing the troops, it was good to
hear them break out and cheer. And nobody could help cheering, she
was such a vision of young bloom and beauty and grace,and such an in-
carnation of pluck and life and go! she was growing more and more
ideally beautiful every day, as was plain to be seenÑand these were
days of development; for she was well past seventeennowÑin fact, she
was getting close upon seventeen and a halfÑindeed, just a little wo-
man, as you may say.

The two young Counts de Laval arrived one dayÑfine young fellows
allied to the greatest and most illustrious houses of France; and they
could not rest till they had seen Joan of Arc. So the King sent for them
and presented them to her, and you may believe she filled the bill of
their expectations. When they heard that rich voice of hers they must
have thought it was a flute; and when they saw her deep eyes and her
face, and the soul that looked out of that face, you could see that the
sight of her stirred them like a poem, like lofty eloquence, like martial
music. One of them wrote home to his people, and in his letter he said,
"It seemedsomething divine to seeher and hear her." Ah, yes,and it was
a true word. Truer word was never spoken.

He saw her when shewas ready to begin her march and open the cam-
paign, and this is what he said about it:

"Shewas clothed all in white armor saveher head, and in her hand she
carried a little battle-ax; and when she was ready to mount her great
black horse he reared and plunged and would not let her. Then she said,
'Lead him to the cross.'This crosswas in front of the church close by. So
they led him there. Then she mounted, and he never budged, any more
than if he had been tied. Then she turned toward the door of the church
and said, in her soft womanly voice, 'You, priests and people of the
Church, make processions and pray to God for us!' Then she spurred
away, under her standard, with her little ax in her hand, crying
'ForwardÑmarch!' One of her brothers, who cameeight days ago, depar-
ted with her; and he also was clad all in white armor."
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I was there, and I saw it, too; saw it all, just as he pictures it. And I see
it yetÑthe little battle-ax, the dainty plumed cap, the white armorÑall in
the soft June afternoon; I see it just as if it were yesterday. And I rode
with the staffÑthe personal staffÑthe staff of Joan of Arc.

That young count was dying to go, too, but the King held him back for
the present. But Joan had made him a promise. In his letter he said:

"Shetold me that when the King starts for Rheims I shall go with him.
But God grant I may not have to wait till then, but may have a part in the
battles!"

Shemade him that promise when she was taking leave of my lady the
Duchess d'Alencon. The duchess was exacting a promise, so it seemeda
proper time for others to do the like. The duchess was troubled for her
husband, for she foresaw desperate fighting; and she held Joan to her
breast, and stroked her hair lovingly, and said:

"You must watch over him, dear, and take care of him, and send him
back to me safe. I require it of you; I will not let you go till you promise."

Joan said:
"I give you the promise with all my heart; and it is not just words, it is

a promise; you shall have him back without a hurt. Do you believe?And
are you satisfied with me now?"

The duchesscould not speak,but she kissed Joanon the forehead; and
so they parted.

We left on the 6th and stopped over at Romorantin; then on the 9th
Joanentered Orleans in state, under triumphal arches,with the welcom-
ing cannon thundering and seas of welcoming flags fluttering in the
breeze. The Grand Staff rode with her, clothed in shining splendors of
costume and decorations: the Duke d'Alencon; the Bastard of Orleans;
the Sire de Boussac,Marshal of France; the Lord de Granville, Master of
the Crossbowmen; the Sire de Culan, Admiral of France; Ambroise de
Lor; Etienne de Vignoles, called La Hire; Gautier de Brusac,and other il-
lustrious captains.

It was grand times; the usual shoutings and packed multitudes, the
usual crush to get sight of Joan;but at last we crowded through to our
old lodgings, and I saw old Boucher and the wife and that dear Cather-
ine gather Joan to their hearts and smother her with kissesÑand my
heart ached for her so! for I could have kissed Catherine better than any-
body, and more and longer; yet was not thought of for that office, and I
so famished for it. Ah, she was so beautiful, and oh, so sweet! I had
loved her the first day I ever saw her, and from that day forth she was
sacred to me. I have carried her image in my heart for sixty-three
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yearsÑall lonely thee, yes, solitary, for it never has had companyÑand I
am grown so old, so old; but it, oh, it is as fresh and young and merry
and mischievous and lovely and sweet and pure and witching and di-
vine as it was when it crept in there, bringing benediction and peaceto
its habitation so long ago, so long agoÑfor it has not aged a day!

191



Chapter26
The Last Doubts Scattered

THIS TIME, as before, the King's last command to the generals was this:
"Seeto it that you do nothing without the sanction of the Maid." And this
time the command was obeyed; and would continue to be obeyed all
through the coming great days of the Loire campaign.

That was a change!That was new! It broke the traditions. It shows you
what sort of a reputation as a commander-in-chief the child had made
for herself in ten days in the field. It was a conquering of men's doubts
and suspicions and a capturing and solidifying of men's belief and con-
fidence such as the grayest veteran on the Grand Staff had not been able
to achieve in thirty years. Don't you remember that when at sixteen Joan
conducted her own casein a grim court of law and won it, the old judge
spoke of her as "this marvelous child"? It was the right name, you see.

These veterans were not going to branch out and do things without
the sanction of the MaidÑthat is true; and it was a great gain. But at the
same time there were some among them who still trembled at her new
and dashing war tactics and earnestly desired to modify them. And so,
during the 10th, while Joan was slaving away at her plans and issuing
order after order with tireless industry, the old-time consultations and
arguings and speechifyings were going on among certain of the generals.

In the afternoon of that day they came in a body to hold one of these
councils of war; and while they waited for Joan to join them they dis-
cussedthe situation. Now this discussion is not set down in the histories;
but I was there, and I will speak of it, asknowing you will trust me, I not
being given to beguiling you with lies.

Gautier de Brusac was spokesman for the timid ones; Joan'sside was
resolutely upheld by d'Alencon, the Bastard, La Hire, the Admiral of
France, the Marshal de Boussac, and all the other really important chiefs.

De Brusac argued that the situation was very grave; that Jargeau,the
first point of attack, was formidably strong; its imposing walls bristling
with artillery; with seven thousand picked English veterans behind
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them, and at their head the great Earl of Suffolk and his two redoubtable
brothers, the De la Poles. It seemed to him that the proposal of Joan of
Arc to try to take such a place by storm was a most rash and over-daring
idea, and sheought to be persuaded to relinquish it in favor of the sober-
er and safer procedure of investment by regular siege. It seemedto him
that this fiery and furious new fashion of hurling massesof men against
impregnable walls of stone, in defiance of the established laws and us-
ages of war, wasÑ

But he got no further. La Hire gave his plumed helm an impatient toss
and burst out with:

"By God, she knows her trade, and none can teach it her!"
And before he could get out anything more, D'Alencon was on his

feet, and the Bastard of Orleans, and a half a dozen others, all thundering
at once, and pouring out their indignant displeasure upon any and all
that mid hold, secretly or publicly, distrust of the wisdom of the
Commander-in-Chief. And when they had said their say, La Hire took a
chance again, and said:

"There are some that never know how to change. Circumstances may
change, but those people are never able to see that they have got to
change too, to meet those circumstances. All that they know is the one
beaten track that their fathers and grandfathers have followed and that
they themselves have followed in their turn. If an earthquake come and
rip the land to chaos,and that beaten track now lead over precipices and
into morasses,those people can't learn that they must strike out a new
roadÑno; they will march stupidly along and follow the old one, to
death and perdition. Men, there's a new state of things; and a surpassing
military genius has perceived it with her clear eye. And a new road is re-
quired, and that same clear eye has noted where it must go, and has
marked it out for us. The man does not live, never has lived, never will
live, that can improve upon it! The old state of things was defeat, defeat,
defeatÑand by consequencewe had troops with no dash, no heart, no
hope. Would you assault stone walls with such?NoÑthere was but one
way with that kind: sit down before a place and wait, waitÑstarve it out,
if you could. The new caseis the very opposite; it is this: men all on fire
with pluck and dash and vim and fury and energyÑa restrained con-
flagration! What would you do with it? Hold it down and let it smolder
and perish and go out? What would Joanof Arc do with it? Turn it loose,
by the Lord God of heaven and earth, and let it swallow up the foe in the
whirlwind of its fires! Nothing shows the splendor and wisdom of her
military genius like her instant comprehension of the size of the change
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which has come about, and her instant perception of the right and only
right way to take advantage of it. With her is no sitting down and
starving out; no dilly-dallying and fooling around; no lazying, loafing,
and going to sleep; no, it is storm! storm! storm! and still storm! storm!
storm! and forever storm! storm! storm! hunt the enemy to his hole, then
turn her French hurricanes loose and carry him by storm! And that is my
sort! Jargeau?What of Jargeau,with its battlements and towers, its dev-
astating artillery, its seven thousand picked veterans? Joan of Arc is to
the fore, and by the splendor of God its fate is sealed!"

Oh, he carried them. There was not another word said about persuad-
ing Joanto change her tactics. They sat talking comfortably enough after
that.

By and by Joanentered, and they rose and saluted with their swords,
and she asked what their pleasure might be. La Hire said:

"It is settled, my General. The matter concerned Jargeau.There were
some who thought we could not take the place."

Joan laughed her pleasant laugh, her merry, carefree laugh; the laugh
that rippled so buoyantly from her lips and made old people feel young
again to hear it; and she said to the company:

"Have no fearsÑindeed, there is no need nor any occasion for them.
We will strike the English boldly by assault, and you will see."Then a
faraway look came into her eyes,and I think that a picture of her home
drifted acrossthe vision of her mind; for she said very gently, and asone
who muses, "But that I know God guides us and will give us success,I
had liefer keep sheep than endure these perils."

We had a homelike farewell supper that eveningÑjust the personal
staff and the family. Joanhad to miss it; for the city had given a banquet
in her honor, and she had gone there in state with the Grand Staff,
through a riot of joy-bells and a sparkling Milky Way of illuminations.

After supper some lively young folk whom we knew came in, and we
presently forgot that we were soldiers, and only remembered that we
were boys and girls and full of animal spirits and long-pent fun; and so
there was dancing, and games,and romps, and screamsof laughterÑjust
as extravagant and innocent and noisy a good time as ever I had in my
life. Dear, dear, how long ago it was!Ñand I was young then. And out-
side, all the while, was the measured tramp of marching battalions, be-
lated odds and ends of the French power gathering for the morrow's
tragedy on the grim stage of war. Yes, in those days we had those con-
trasts side by side. And as I passedalong to bed there was another one:
the big Dwarf, in brave new armor, sat sentry at Joan'sdoorÑthe stern
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Spirit of War made flesh, as it wereÑand on his ample shoulder was
curled a kitten asleep.
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Chapter27
How Joan Took Jargeau

WE MADE a gallant show next day when we filed out through the
frowning gates of Orleans, with banners flying and Joanand the Grand
Staff in the van of the long column. Those two young De Lavals were
come now, and were joined to the Grand Staff. Which was well; war be-
ing their proper trade, for they were grandsons of that illustrious fighter
Bertrand du Guesclin, Constable of Francein earlier days. Louis de Bour-
bon, the Marshal de Rais, and the Vidame de Chartres were added also.
We had a right to feel a little uneasy, for we knew that a force of five
thousand men was on its way under Sir John Fastolfe to reinforce
Jargeau,but I think we were not uneasy, nevertheless.In truth, that force
was not yet in our neighborhood. Sir John was loitering; for some reason
or other he was not hurrying. He was losing precious timeÑfour days at
Etampes, and four more at Janville.

We reached Jargeauand began business at once. Joan sent forward a
heavy force which hurled itself against the outworks in handsome style,
and gained a footing and fought hard to keep it; but it presently began to
fall back before a sortie from the city. Seeingthis, Joanraised her battle-
cry and led a new assault herself under a furious artillery fire. The Palad-
in was struck down at her side wounded, but she snatched her standard
from his failing hand and plunged on through the ruck of flying missiles,
cheering her men with encouraging cries; and then for a good time one
had turmoil, and clash of steel, and collision and confusion of struggling
multitudes, and the hoarse bellowing of the guns; and then the hiding of
it all under a rolling firmament of smokeÑa firmament through which
veiled vacanciesappeared for a moment now and then, giving fitful dim
glimpses of the wild tragedy enacting beyond; and always at these times
one caught sight of that slight figure in white mail which was the center
and soul of our hope and trust, and whenever we saw that, with its back
to us and its face to the fight, we knew that all was well. At last a great
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shout went upÑa joyous roar of shoutings, in factÑand that was sign
sufficient that the faubourgs were ours.

Yes,they were ours; the enemy had beendriven back within the walls.
On the ground which Joan had won we camped; for night was coming
on.

Joan sent a summons to the English, promising that if they sur-
rendered shewould allow them to go in peaceand take their horseswith
them. Nobody knew that she could take that strong place, but she knew
itÑknew it well; yet she offered that graceÑoffered it in a time when
such a thing was unknown in war; in a time when it was custom and us-
age to massacre the garrison and the inhabitants of captured cities
without pity or compunctionÑyes, even to the harmless women and
children sometimes. There are neighbors all about you who well remem-
ber the unspeakable atrocities which Charles the Bold inflicted upon the
men and women and children of Dinant when he took that place some
years ago. It was a unique and kindly grace which Joanoffered that gar-
rison; but that was her way, that was her loving and merciful
natureÑshe always did her best to save her enemy's life and his sol-
dierly pride when she had the mastery of him.

The English asked fifteen days' armistice to consider the proposal in.
And Fastolfe coming with five thousand men! Joan said no. But she
offered another grace: they might take both their horses and their side-
armsÑbut they must go within the hour.

Well, those bronzed English veterans were pretty hard-headed folk.
They declined again. Then Joan gave command that her army be made
ready to move to the assault at nine in the morning. Considering the deal
of marching and fighting which the men had done that day, D'Alencon
thought the hour rather early; but Joansaid it was best so, and so must
be obeyed. Then sheburst out with one of those enthusiasms which were
always burning in her when battle was imminent, and said:

"Work! work! and God will work with us!"
Yes, one might say that her motto was "Work! stick to it; keep on

working!" for in war she never knew what indolence was. And whoever
will take that motto and live by it will likely to succeed.There's many a
way to win in this world, but none of them is worth much without good
hard work back out of it.

I think we should have lost our big Standard-Bearer that day, if our
bigger Dwarf had not been at hand to bring him out of the melee when
he was wounded. He was unconscious, and would have been trampled
to death by our own horse, if the Dwarf had not promptly rescued him
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and haled him to the rear and safety. He recovered, and was himself
again after two or three hours; and then he was happy and proud, and
made the most of his wound, and went swaggering around in his band-
ages showing off like an innocent big-childÑwhich was just what he
was. He was prouder of being wounded than a really modest person
would be of being killed. But there was no harm in his vanity, and
nobody minded it. He said he was hit by a stone from a catapultÑa
stone the size of a man's head. But the stone grew, of course. Before he
got through with it he was claiming that the enemy had flung a building
at him.

"Let him alone," said Noel Rainguesson."Don't interrupt his processes.
To-morrow it will be a cathedral."

He said that privately. And, sure enough, to-morrow it was a cathed-
ral. I never saw anybody with such an abandoned imagination.

Joan was abroad at the crack of dawn, galloping here and there and
yonder, examining the situation minutely, and choosing what she con-
sidered the most effective positions for her artillery; and with such accur-
ate judgment did she place her guns that her Lieutenant-General's ad-
miration of it still survived in his memory when his testimony was taken
at the Rehabilitation, a quarter of a century later.

In this testimony the Duke d'Alencon said that at Jargeauthat morning
of the 12th of Juneshe made her dispositions not like a novice, but "with
the sure and clear judgment of a trained general of twenty or thirty
years' experience."

The veteran captains of the armies of Francesaid she was great in war
in all ways, but greatest of all in her genius for posting and handling
artillery.

Who taught the shepherd-girl to do thesemarvelsÑshe who could not
read, and had had no opportunity to study the complex arts of war? I do
not know any way to solve such a baffling riddle as that, there being no
precedent for it, nothing in history to compare it with and examine it by.
For in history there is no great general, however gifted, who arrived at
successotherwise than through able teaching and hard study and some
experience. It is a riddle which will never be guessed.I think these vast
powers and capacitieswere born in her, and that she applied them by an
intuition which could not err.

At eight o'clock all movement ceased,and with it all sounds, all noise.
A mute expectancy reigned. The stillness was something awfulÑbecause
it meant so much. There was no air stirring. The flags on the towers and
ramparts hung straight down like tassels.Wherever one saw a person,
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that person had stopped what he was doing, and was in a waiting atti-
tude, a listening attitude. We were on a commanding spot, clustered
around Joan.Not far from us, on every hand, were the lanes and humble
dwellings of theseoutlying suburbs. Many people were visibleÑall were
listening, not one was moving. A man had placed a nail; he was about to
fasten something with it to the door-post of his shopÑbut he had
stopped. There was his hand reaching up holding the nail; and there was
his other hand in the act of striking with the hammer; but he had forgot-
ten everythingÑhis head was turned aside listening. Even children un-
consciously stopped in their play; I saw a little boy with his hoop-stick
pointed slanting toward the ground in the act of steering the hoop
around the corner; and so he had stopped and was listeningÑthe hoop
was rolling away, doing its own steering. I saw a young girl prettily
framed in an open window, a watering-pot in her hand and window-
boxes of red flowers under its spoutÑbut the water had ceasedto flow;
the girl was listening. Everywhere were theseimpressive petrified forms;
and everywhere was suspended movement and that awful stillness.

Joanof Arc raised her sword in the air. At the signal, the silence was
torn to rags; cannon after cannon vomited flames and smoke and de-
livered its quaking thunders; and we saw answering tongues of fire dart
from the towers and walls of the city, accompanied by answering deep
thunders, and in a minute the walls and the towers disappeared, and in
their place stood vast banks and pyramids of snowy smoke, motionless
in the dead air. The startled girl dropped her watering-pot and clasped
her hands together, and at that moment a stone cannon-ball crashed
through her fair body.

The great artillery duel went on, each side hammering away with all
its might; and it was splendid for smoke and noise, and most exalting to
one's spirits. The poor little town around about us suffered cruelly. The
cannon-balls tore through its slight buildings, wrecking them as if they
had been built of cards; and every moment or two one would seea huge
rock come curving through the upper air above the smoke-clouds and go
plunging down through the roofs. Fire broke out, and columns of flame
and smoke rose toward the sky.

Presently the artillery concussions changed the weather. The sky be-
came overcast, and a strong wind rose and blew away the smoke that
hid the English fortresses.

Then the spectacle was fine; turreted gray walls and towers, and
streaming bright flags, and jets of red fire and gushes of white smoke in
long rows, all standing out with sharp vividness against the deep leaden
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background of the sky; and then the whizzing missiles began to knock
up the dirt all around us, and I felt no more interest in the scenery.There
was one English gun that was getting our position down finer and finer
all the time. Presently Joan pointed to it and said:

"Fair duke, step out of your tracks, or that machine will kill you."
The Duke d'Alencon did as he was bid; but Monsieur du Lude rashly

took his place, and that cannon tore his head off in a moment.
Joanwas watching all along for the right time to order the assault. At

last, about nine o'clock, she cried out:
"NowÑto the assault!" and the buglers blew the charge.
Instantly we saw the body of men that had been appointed to this ser-

vice move forward toward a point where the concentrated fire of our
guns had crumbled the upper half of a broad stretch of wall to ruins; we
saw this force descend into the ditch and begin to plant the scaling-lad-
ders. We were soon with them. The Lieutenant-General thought the as-
sault premature. But Joan said:

"Ah, gentle duke, are you afraid? Do you not know that I have prom-
ised to send you home safe?"

It was warm work in the ditches. The walls were crowded with men,
and they poured avalanchesof stones down upon us. There was one gi-
gantic Englishman who did us more hurt than any dozen of his brethren.
He always dominated the places easiestof assault, and flung down ex-
ceedingly troublesome big stones which smashed men and ladders
bothÑthen he would near burst himself with laughing over what he had
done. But the duke settled accounts with him. He went and found the
famous cannoneer, Jean le Lorrain, and said:

"Train your gunÑkill me this demon."
He did it with the first shot. He hit the Englishman fair in the breast

and knocked him backward into the city.
The enemy's resistance was so effective and so stubborn that our

people began to show signs of doubt and dismay. Seeingthis, Joanraised
her inspiring battle-cry and descended into the fosse herself, the Dwarf
helping her and the Paladin sticking bravely at her side with the stand-
ard. Shestarted up a scaling-ladder, but a great stone flung from above
came crashing down upon her helmet and stretched her, wounded and
stunned, upon the ground. But only for a moment. The Dwarf stood her
upon her feet, and straightway she started up the ladder again, crying:

"To the assault, friends, to the assaultÑthe English are ours! It is the
appointed hour!"
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There was a grand rush, and a fierce roar of war-cries, and we
swarmed over the ramparts like ants. The garrison fled, we pursued;
Jargeau was ours!

The Earl of Suffolk was hemmed in and surrounded, and the Duke
d'Alencon and the Bastard of Orleans demanded that he surrender him-
self. But he was a proud nobleman and cameof a proud race.He refused
to yield his sword to subordinates, saying:

"I will die rather. I will surrender to the Maid of Orleans alone, and to
no other."

And so he did; and was courteously and honorably used by her.
His two brothers retreated, fighting step by step, toward the bridge,

we pressing their despairing forces and cutting them down by scores.
Arrived on the bridge, the slaughter still continued. Alexander de la Pole
was pushed overboard or fell over, and was drowned. Eleven hundred
men had fallen; John de la Pole decided to give up the struggle. But he
was nearly as proud and particular as his brother of Suffolk as to whom
he would surrender to. The French officer nearest at hand was Guil-
laume Renault, who was pressing him closely. Sir John said to him:

"Are you a gentleman?"
"Yes."
"And a knight?"
"No."
Then Sir John knighted him himself there on the bridge, giving him

the accolade with English coolness and tranquillity in the midst of that
storm of slaughter and mutilation; and then bowing with high courtesy
took the sword by the blade and laid the hilt of it in the man's hand in
token of surrender. Ah, yes, a proud tribe, those De la Poles.

It was a grand day, a memorable day, a most splendid victory. We had
a crowd of prisoners, but Joanwould not allow them to be hurt. We took
them with us and marched into Orleans next day through the usual tem-
pest of welcome and joy.

And this time there was a new tribute to our leader. From everywhere
in the packed streets the new recruits squeezed their way to her side to
touch the sword of Joanof Arc, and draw from it somewhat of that mys-
terious quality which made it invincible.
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Chapter28
Joan Foretells Her Doom

THE TROOPS must have a rest. Two days would be allowed for this.
The morning of the 14th I was writing from Joan'sdictation in a small
room which she sometimes used as a private office when she wanted to
get away from officials and their interruptions. Catherine Boucher came
in and sat down and said:

"Joan, dear, I want you to talk to me."
"Indeed, I am not sorry for that, but glad. What is in your mind?"
"This. I scarcely slept last night, for thinking of the dangers you are

running. The Paladin told me how you made the duke stand out of the
way when the cannon-balls were flying all about, and so saved his life."

"Well, that was right, wasn't it?"
"Right? Yes;but you stayed there yourself. Why will you do like that?

It seems such a wanton risk."
"Oh, no, it was not so. I was not in any danger."
"How can you say that, Joan,with those deadly things flying all about

you?"
Joan laughed, and tried to turn the subject, but Catherine persisted.

She said:
"It was horribly dangerous, and it could not be necessary to stay in

such a place. And you led an assault again. Joan, it is tempting Provid-
ence. I want you to make me a promise. I want you to promise me that
you will let others lead the assaults, if there must be assaults, and that
you will take better care of yourself in those dreadful battles. Will you?"

But Joanfought away from the promise and did not give it. Catherine
sat troubled and discontented awhile, then she said:

"Joan, are you going to be a soldier always? These wars are so
longÑso long. They last forever and ever and ever."

There was a glad flash in Joan's eye as she cried:
"This campaign will do all the really hard work that is in front of it in

the next four days. The rest of it will be gentlerÑoh, far lessbloody. Yes,
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in four days Francewill gather another trophy like the redemption of Or-
leans and make her second long step toward freedom!"

Catherine started (and do did I); then she gazed long at Joan like one
in a trance, murmuring "four daysÑfour days," as if to herself and un-
consciously. Finally she asked, in a low voice that had something of awe
in it:

"Joan, tell meÑhow is it that you know that? For you do know it, I
think."

"Yes," said Joan,dreamily, "I knowÑI know. I shall strikeÑand strike
again. And before the fourth day is finished I shall strike yet again." She
becamesilent. We sat wondering and still. This was for a whole minute,
she looking at the floor and her lips moving but uttering nothing. Then
camethesewords, but hardly audible: "And in a thousand years the Eng-
lish power in France will not rise up from that blow."

It made my flesh creep. It was uncanny. She was in a trance againÑI
could seeitÑjust as she was that day in the pastures of Domremy when
she prophesied about us boys in the war and afterward did not know
that she had done it. Shewas not conscious now; but Catherine did not
know that, and so she said, in a happy voice:

"Oh, I believe it, I believe it, and I am so glad! Then you will come back
and bide with us all your life long, and we will love you so, and honor
you!"

A scarcely perceptible spasm flitted acrossJoan'sface,and the dreamy
voice muttered:

"Before two years are sped I shall die a cruel death!"
I sprang forward with a warning hand up. That is why Catherine did

not scream.Shewas going to do thatÑI saw it plainly. Then I whispered
her to slip out of the place, and say nothing of what had happened. I said
Joan was asleepÑasleep and dreaming. Catherine whispered back, and
said:

"Oh, I am so grateful that it is only a dream! It sounded like prophecy."
And she was gone.

Like prophecy! I knew it was prophecy; and I sat down crying, as
knowing we should lose her. Soon she started, shivering slightly, and
came to herself, and looked around and saw me crying there, and
jumped out of her chair and ran to me all in a whirl of sympathy and
compassion, and put her hand on my head, and said:

"My poor boy! What is it? Look up and tell me."
I had to tell her a lie; I grieved to do it, but there was no other way. I

picked up an old letter from my table, written by Heaven knows who,
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about some matter Heaven knows what, and told her I had just gotten it
from PereFronte, and that in it it said the children's Fairy Tree had been
chopped down by some miscreant or other, andÑ I got no further. She
snatched the letter from my hand and searched it up and down and all
over, turning it this way and that, and sobbing great sobs,and the tears
flowing down her cheeks,and ejaculating all the time, "Oh, cruel, cruel!
how could any be so heartless? Ah, poor Arbre Fee de Bourlemont
goneÑand we children loved it so! Show me the place where it says it!"

And I, still lying, showed her the pretended fatal words on the preten-
ded fatal page, and she gazed at them through her tears, and said she
could seeherself that they were hateful, ugly wordsÑthey "had the very
look of it."

Then we heard a strong voice down the corridor announcing:
"His majesty's messengerÑwith despatches for her Excellency the

Commander-in-Chief of the Armies of France!"
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Chapter29
Fierce Talbot Reconsiders

I KNEW she had seen the wisdom of the Tree. But when? I could not
know. Doubtless before she had lately told the King to use her, for that
she had but one year left to work in. It had not occurred to me at the
time, but the conviction came upon me now that at that time she had
already seen the Tree. It had brought her a welcome message;that was
plain, otherwise she could not have been so joyous and light-hearted as
she had been these latter days. The death-warning had nothing dismal
about it for her; no, it was remission of exile, it was leave to come home.

Yes, she had seen the Tree. No one had taken the prophecy to heart
which she made to the King; and for a good reason, no doubt; no one
wanted to take it to heart; all wanted to banish it away and forget it. And
all had succeeded,and would go on to the end placid and comfortable.
All but me alone. I must carry my awful secretwithout any to help me. A
heavy load, a bitter burden; and would cost me a daily heartbreak. She
was to die; and so soon. I had never dreamed of that. How could I, and
she so strong and fresh and young, and every day earning a new right to
a peaceful and honored old age?For at that time I though old age valu-
able. I do not know why, but I thought so. All young people think it, I
believe, they being ignorant and full of superstitions. She had seen the
Tree. All that miserable night those ancient verses went floating back
and forth through my brain:

And when, in exile wand'ring, we
Shall fainting yearn for glimpse of thee,
Oh, rise upon our sight!

But at dawn the bugles and the drums burst through the dreamy hush
of the morning, and it was turn out all! mount and ride. For there was
red work to be done.

We marched to Meung without halting. There we carried the bridge
by assault, and left a force to hold it, the rest of the army marching away
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next morning toward Beaugency,where the lion Talbot, the terror of the
French, was in command. When we arrived at that place, the English re-
tired into the castle and we sat down in the abandoned town.

Talbot was not at the moment present in person, for he had gone away
to watch for and welcome Fastolfe and his reinforcement of five thou-
sand men.

Joan placed her batteries and bombarded the castle till night. Then
some news came: Richemont, Constable of France, this long time in dis-
grace with the King, largely becauseof the evil machinations of La Tre-
mouille and his party, was approaching with a large body of men to of-
fer his services to JoanÑand very much she needed them, now that
Fastolfe was so close by. Richemont had wanted to join us before, when
we first marched on Orleans; but the foolish King, slave of those paltry
advisers of his, warned him to keep his distance and refused all recon-
ciliation with him.

I go into these details becausethey are important. Important because
they lead up to the exhibition of a new gift in Joan'sextraordinary mental
make-upÑstatesmanship. It is a sufficiently strange thing to find that
great quality in an ignorant country-girl of seventeenand a half, but she
had it.

Joan was for receiving Richemont cordially, and so was La Hire and
the two young Lavals and other chiefs, but the Lieutenant-General,
d'Alencon, strenuously and stubbornly opposed it. He said he had abso-
lute orders from the King to deny and defy Richemont, and that if they
were overridden he would leave the army. This would have been a
heavy disaster, indeed. But Joan set herself the task of persuading him
that the salvation of France took precedence of all minor thingsÑeven
the commands of a sceptered ass; and she accomplished it. She per-
suaded him to disobey the King in the interest of the nation, and to be re-
conciled to Count Richemont and welcome him. That was statesman-
ship; and of the highest and soundest sort. Whatever thing men call
great, look for it in Joan of Arc, and there you will find it.

In the early morning, June 17th, the scouts reported the approach of
Talbot and Fastolfe with Fastolfe's succoring force. Then the drums beat
to arms; and we set forth to meet the English, leaving Richemont and his
troops behind to watch the castle of Beaugency and keep its garrison at
home. By and by we came in sight of the enemy. Fastolfe had tried to
convince Talbot that it would be wisest to retreat and not risk a battle
with Joan at this time, but distribute the new levies among the English
strongholds of the Loire, thus securing them against capture; then be
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patient and waitÑwait for more levies from Paris; let Joan exhaust her
army with fruitless daily skirmishing; then at the right time fall upon her
in resistlessmassand annihilate her. He was a wise old experienced gen-
eral, was Fastolfe. But that fierce Talbot would hear of no delay. He was
in a rage over the punishment which the Maid had inflicted upon him at
Orleans and since,and he swore by God and Saint George that he would
have it out with her if he had to fight her all alone. So Fastolfe yielded,
though he said they were now risking the loss of everything which the
English had gained by so many years' work and so many hard knocks.

The enemy had taken up a strong position, and were waiting, in order
of battle, with their archers to the front and a stockade before them.

Night was coming on. A messengercamefrom the English with a rude
defiance and an offer of battle. But Joan's dignity was not ruffled, her
bearing was not discomposed. She said to the herald:

"Go back and say it is too late to meet to-night; but to-morrow, please
God and our Lady, we will come to close quarters."

The night fell dark and rainy. It was that sort of light steady rain
which falls so softly and brings to one's spirit such serenity and peace.
About ten o'clock D'Alencon, the Bastard of Orleans, La Hire, Pothon of
Saintrailles, and two or three other generals came to our headquarters
tent, and sat down to discuss matters with Joan.Some thought it was a
pity that Joanhad declined battle, some thought not. Then Pothon asked
her why she had declined it. She said:

"There was more than one reason. These English are oursÑthey can-
not get away from us. Wherefore there is no need to take risks, as at oth-
er times. The day was far spent. It is good to have much time and the fair
light of day when one's force is in a weakened stateÑnine hundred of us
yonder keeping the bridge of Meung under the Marshal de Rais, fifteen
hundred with the Constable of France keeping the bridge and watching
the castle of Beaugency."

Dunois said:
"I grieve for this decision, Excellency, but it cannot be helped. And the

case will be the same the morrow, as to that."
Joan was walking up and down just then. She laughed her affection-

ate, comrady laugh, and stopping before that old war-tiger she put her
small hand above his head and touched one of his plumes, saying:

"Now tell me, wise man, which feather is it that I touch?"
"In sooth, Excellency, that I cannot."
"Name of God, Bastard, Bastard! you cannot tell me this small thing,

yet are bold to name a large oneÑtelling us what is in the stomach of the
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unborn morrow: that we shall not have those men. Now it is my thought
that they will be with us."

That made a stir. All wanted to know why she thought that. But La
Hire took the word and said:

"Let be. If she thinks it, that is enough. It will happen."
Then Pothon of Santrailles said:
"There were other reasonsfor declining battle, according to the saying

of your Excellency?"
"Yes. One was that we being weak and the day far gone, the battle

might not be decisive. When it is fought it must be decisive. And it shall
be."

"God grant it, and amen. There were still other reasons?"
"One otherÑyes." Shehesitated a moment, then said: "This was not the

day. To-morrow is the day. It is so written."
They were going to assail her with eager questionings, but she put up

her hand and prevented them. Then she said:
"It will be the most noble and beneficent victory that God has vouch-

safed for Franceat any time. I pray you question me not as to whence or
how I know this thing, but be content that it is so."

There was pleasure in every face,and conviction and high confidence.
A murmur of conversation broke out, but that was interrupted by a mes-
senger from the outposts who brought newsÑnamely, that for an hour
there had been stir and movement in the English camp of a sort unusual
at such a time and with a resting army, he said. Spieshad been sent un-
der cover of the rain and darkness to inquire into it. They had just come
back and reported that large bodies of men had been dimly made out
who were slipping stealthily away in the direction of Meung.

The generals were very much surprised, as any might tell from their
faces.

"It is a retreat," said Joan.
"It has that look," said D'Alencon.
"It certainly has," observed the Bastard and La Hire.
"It was not to be expected,"said Louis de Bourbon, "but one can divine

the purpose of it."
"Yes," responded Joan."Talbot has reflected. His rash brain has cooled.

He thinks to take the bridge of Meung and escapeto the other side of the
river. He knows that this leaves his garrison of Beaugency at the mercy
of fortune, to escapeour hands if it can; but there is no other course if he
would avoid this battle, and that he also knows. But he shall not get the
bridge. We will see to that."
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"Yes,"said D'Alencon, "we must follow him, and take care of that mat-
ter. What of Beaugency?"

"Leave Beaugencyto me, gentle duke; I will have it in two hours, and
at no cost of blood."

"It is true, Excellency. You will but need to deliver this news there and
receive the surrender."

"Yes. And I will be with you at Meung with the dawn, fetching the
Constable and his fifteen hundred; and when Talbot knows that Beau-
gency has fallen it will have an effect upon him."

"By the mass, yes!" cried La Hire. "He will join his Meung garrison to
his army and break for Paris. Then we shall have our bridge force with
us again, along with our Beaugency watchers, and be stronger for our
great day's work by four-and-twenty hundred able soldiers, as was here
promised within the hour. Verily this Englishman is doing our errands
for us and saving us much blood and trouble. Orders, ExcellencyÑgive
us orders!"

"They are simple. Let the men rest three hours longer. At one o'clock
the advance-guard will march, under our command, with Pothon of
Saintrailles as second; the second division will follow at two under the
Lieutenant-General. Keep well in the rear of the enemy, and seeto it that
you avoid an engagement. I will ride under guard to Beaugency and
make so quick work there that Ii and the Constable of France will join
you before dawn with his men."

She kept her word. Her guard mounted and we rode off through the
puttering rain, taking with us a captured English officer to confirm Joan's
news. We soon covered the journey and summoned the castle. Richard
Guetin, Talbot's lieutenant, being convinced that he and his five hundred
men were left helpless, conceded that it would be uselessto try to hold
out. He could not expect easy terms, yet Joangranted them nevertheless.
His garrison could keep their horses and arms, and carry away property
to the value of a silver mark per man. They could go whither they
pleased, but must not take arms against France again under ten days.

Before dawn we were with our army again, and with us the Constable
and nearly all his men, for we left only a small garrison in Beaugency
castle.We heard the dull booming of cannon to the front, and knew that
Talbot was beginning his attack on the bridge. But some time before it
was yet light the sound ceased and we heard it no more.

Guetin had sent a messenger through our lines under a safe-conduct
given by Joan,to tell Talbot of the surrender. Of course this poursuivant
had arrived ahead of us. Talbot had held it wisdom to turn now and
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retreat upon Paris. When daylight came he had disappeared; and with
him Lord Scales and the garrison of Meung.

What a harvest of English strongholds we had reaped in those three
days!Ñstrongholds which had defied France with quite cool confidence
and plenty of it until we came.
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Chapter30
The Red Field of Patay

WHEN THE morning broke at last on that forever memorable 18th of
June,thee was no enemy discoverable anywhere, as I have said. But that
did not trouble me. I knew we should find him, and that we should
strike him; strike him the promised blowÑthe one from which the Eng-
lish power in France would not rise up in a thousand years, as Joanhad
said in her trance.

The enemy had plunged into the wide plains of La BeauceÑa roadless
waste covered with bushes,with here and there bodies of forest treesÑa
region where an army would be hidden from view in a very little while.
We found the trail in the soft wet earth and followed it. It indicated an
orderly march; no confusion, no panic.

But we had to be cautious. In such a piece of country we could walk
into an ambush without any trouble. Therefore Joansent bodies of cav-
alry ahead under La Hire, Pothon, and other captains, to feel the way.
Some of the other officers began to show uneasiness;this sort of hide-
and-go-seek business troubled them and made their confidence a little
shaky. Joan divined their state of mind and cried out impetuously:

"Name of God, what would you? We must smite theseEnglish, and we
will. They shall not escapeus. Though they were hung to the clouds we
would get them!"

By and by we were nearing Patay; it was about a league away. Now at
this time our reconnaissance,feeling its way in the bush, frightened a
deer, and it went bounding away and was out of sight in a moment.
Then hardly a minute later a dull great shout went up in the distance to-
ward Patay. It was the English soldiery. They had been shut up in a gar-
rison so long on moldy food that they could not keep their delight to
themselves when this fine fresh meat came springing into their midst.
Poor creature, it had wrought damage to a nation which loved it well.
For the French knew where the English were now, whereas the English
had no suspicion of where the French were.
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La Hire halted where he was, and sent back the tidings. Joanwas radi-
ant with joy. The Duke d'Alencon said to her:

"Very well, we have found them; shall we fight them?"
"Have you good spurs, prince?"
"Why? Will they make us run away?"
"Nenni, en nom de Dieu! These English are oursÑthey are lost. They

will fly. Who overtakes them will need good spurs. ForwardÑclose up!"
By the time we had come up with La Hire the English had discovered

our presence. Talbot's force was marching in three bodies. First his
advance-guard; then his artillery; then his battle-corps a good way in the
rear. He was now out of the bush and in a fair open country. He at once
posted his artillery, his advance-guard, and five hundred picked archers
along some hedges where the French would be obliged to pass, and
hoped to hold this position till his battle-corps could come up. Sir John
Fastolfe urged the battle-corps into a gallop. Joan saw her opportunity
and ordered La Hire to advanceÑwhich La Hire promptly did, launch-
ing his wild riders like a storm-wind, his customary fashion.

The duke and the Bastard wanted to follow, but Joan said:
"Not yetÑwait."
So they waitedÑimpatiently, and fidgeting in their saddles. But she

was readyÑgazing straight before her, measuring, weighing, calculat-
ingÑby shades, minutes, fractions of minutes, secondsÑwith all her
great soul present, in eye, and set of head, and noble pose of bodyÑbut
patient, steady, master of herselfÑmaster of herself and of the situation.

And yonder, receding, receding, plumes lifting and falling, lifting and
falling, streamed the thundering charge of La Hire's godless crew, La
Hire's great figure dominating it and his sword stretched aloft like a
flagstaff.

"Oh, Satan and his Hellions, see them go!" Somebody muttered it in
deep admiration.

And now he was closing upÑclosing up on Fastolfe's rushing corps.
And now he struck itÑstruck it hard, and broke its order. It lifted the

duke and the Bastard in their saddles to see it; and they turned, trem-
bling with excitement, to Joan, saying:

"Now!"
But she put up her hand, still gazing, weighing, calculating, and said

again:
"WaitÑnot yet."
Fastolfe's hard-driven battle-corps raged on like an avalanche toward

the waiting advance-guard. Suddenly these conceived the idea that it
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was flying in panic before Joan; and so in that instant it broke and
swarmed away in a mad panic itself, with Talbot storming and cursing
after it.

Now was the golden time. Joandrove her spurs home and waved the
advance with her sword. "Follow me!" she cried, and bent her head to
her horse's neck and sped away like the wind!

We went down into the confusion of that flying rout, and for three
long hours we cut and hacked and stabbed. At last the bugles sang
"Halt!"

The Battle of Patay was won.
Joanof Arc dismounted, and stood surveying that awful field, lost in

thought. Presently she said:
"The praise is to God. He has smitten with a heavy hand this day."

After a little she lifted her face, and looking afar off, said, with the man-
ner of one who is thinking aloud, "In a thousand yearsÑa thousand
yearsÑthe English power in Francewill not rise up from this blow." She
stood again a time thinking, then she turned toward her grouped gener-
als, and there was a glory in her faceand a noble light in her eye;and she
said:

"Oh, friends, friends, do you know?Ñdo you comprehend? France is
on the way to be free!"

"And had never been,but for Joanof Arc!" said La Hire, passing before
her and bowing low, the other following and doing likewise; he mutter-
ing as he went, "I will say it though I be damned for it." Then battalion
after battalion of our victorious army swung by, wildly cheering. And
they shouted, "Live forever, Maid of Orleans, live forever!" while Joan,
smiling, stood at the salute with her sword.

This was not the last time I saw the Maid of Orleans on the red field of
Patay. Toward the end of the day I came upon her where the dead and
dying lay stretched all about in heaps and winrows; our men had mor-
tally wounded an English prisoner who was too poor to pay a ransom,
and from a distance she had seen that cruel thing done; and had gal-
loped to the place and sent for a priest, and now she was holding the
head of her dying enemy in her lap, and easing him to his death with
comforting soft words, just as his sister might have done; and the wo-
manly tears running down her face all the time. (1)

(1) Lord Ronald Gower (Joanof Arc, p. 82) says: "Michelet discovered
this story in the deposition of Joan of Arc's page, Louis de Conte, who
was probably an eye-witness of the scene."This is true. It was a part of
the testimony of the author of these "Personal Recollections of Joan of
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Arc," given by him in the Rehabilitation proceedings of 1456.
ÑTRANSLATOR.
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Chapter31
France Begins to Live Again

JOAN HAD said true: France was on the way to be free.
The war called the Hundred Years' War was very sick to-day. Sick on

its English sideÑfor the very first time since its birth, ninety-one years
gone by.

Shall we judge battles by the numbers killed and the ruin wrought? Or
shall we not rather judge them by the results which flowed from them?
Any one will say that a battle is only truly great or small according to its
results. Yes, any one will grant that, for it is the truth.

Judged by results, Patay's place is with the few supremely great and
imposing battles that have been fought since the peoples of the world
first resorted to arms for the settlement of their quarrels. So judged, it is
even possible that Patay has no peer among that few just mentioned, but
stand alone, as the supremest of historic conflicts. For when it began
France lay gasping out the remnant of an exhausted life, her casewholly
hopeless in the view of all political physicians; when it ended, three
hours later, she was convalescent. Convalescent, and nothing requisite
but time and ordinary nursing to bring her back to perfect health. The
dullest physician of them all could seethis, and there was none to deny
it.

Many death-sick nations have reached convalescencethrough a series
of battles, a procession of battles, a weary tale of wasting conflicts
stretching over years,but only one has reached it in a single day and by a
single battle. That nation is France, and that battle Patay.

Remember it and be proud of it; for you are French, and it is the
stateliest fact in the long annals of your country. There it stands, with its
head in the clouds! And when you grow up you will go on pilgrimage to
the field of Patay, and stand uncovered in the presence ofÑwhat? A
monument with its head in the clouds? Yes. For all nations in all times
have built monuments on their battle-fields to keep green the memory of
the perishable deed that was wrought there and of the perishable name
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of him who wrought it; and will France neglect Patay and Joanof Arc?
Not for long. And will she build a monument scaled to their rank as
compared with the world's other fields and heroes?PerhapsÑif there be
room for it under the arch of the sky.

But let us look back a little, and consider certain strange and impress-
ive facts. The Hundred Years' War began in 1337. It raged on and on,
year after year and year after year; and at last England stretched France
prone with that fearful blow at Crecy. But she rose and struggled on,
year after year, and at last again she went down under another devastat-
ing blowÑPoitiers. She gathered her crippled strength once more, and
the war raged on, and on, and still on, year after year, decade after dec-
ade. Children were born, grew up, married, diedÑthe war raged on;
their children in turn grew up, married, diedÑthe war raged on; their
children, growing, saw Francestruck down again; this time under the in-
credible disaster of AgincourtÑand still the war raged on, year after
year, and in time these children married in their turn.

France was a wreck, a ruin, a desolation. The half of it belonged to
England, with none to dispute or deny the truth; the other half belonged
to nobodyÑin three months would be flying the English flag; the French
King was making ready to throw away his crown and flee beyond the
seas.

Now came the ignorant country-maid out of her remote village and
confronted this hoary war, this all-consuming conflagration that had
swept the land for three generations. Then began the briefest and most
amazing campaign that is recorded in history. In seven weeks it was fin-
ished. In seven weeks she hopelessly crippled that gigantic war that was
ninety-one years old. At Orleans she struck it a staggering blow; on the
field of Patay she broke its back.

Think of it. Yes,one can do that; but understand it? Ah, that is another
matter; none will ever be able to comprehend that stupefying marvel.

SevenweeksÑwith her and there a little bloodshed. Perhaps the most
of it, in any single fight, at Patay, where the English began six thousand
strong and left two thousand dead upon the field. It is said and believed
that in three battles aloneÑCrecy, Poitiers, and AgincourtÑnear a hun-
dred thousand Frenchmen fell, without counting the thousand other
fights of that long war. The dead of that war make a mournful long
listÑan interminable list. Of men slain in the field the count goesby tens
of thousands; of innocent women and children slain by bitter hardship
and hunger it goes by that appalling term, millions.
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It was an ogre, that war; an ogre that went about for near a hundred
years, crunching men and dripping blood from its jaws. And with her
little hand that child of seventeenstruck him down; and yonder he lies
stretched on the field of Patay, and will not get up any more while this
old world lasts.
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Chapter32
The Joyous News Flies Fast

THE GREAT news of Patay was carried over the whole of France in
twenty hours, people said. I do not know as to that; but one thing is sure,
anyway: the moment a man got it he flew shouting and glorifying God
and told his neighbor; and that neighbor flew with it to the next
homestead; and so on and so on without resting the word traveled; and
when a man got it in the night, at what hour soever,he jumped out of his
bed and bore the blessed messagealong. And the joy that went with it
was like the light that flows acrossthe land when an eclipse is receding
from the face of the sun; and, indeed, you may say that France had lain
in an eclipse this long time; yes, buried in a black gloom which thesebe-
neficent tidings were sweeping away now before the onrush of their
white splendor.

The news beat the flying enemy to Yeuville, and the town rose against
its English masters and shut the gates against their brethren. It flew to
Mont Pipeau, to Saint Simon, and to this, that, and the other English fort-
ress; and straightway the garrison applied the torch and took to the
fields and the woods. A detachment of our army occupied Meung and
pillaged it.

When we reached Orleans that tow was as much as fifty times insaner
with joy than we had ever seen it beforeÑwhich is saying much. Night
had just fallen, and the illuminations were on so wonderful a scale that
we seemedto plow through seasof fire; and as to the noiseÑthe hoarse
cheering of the multitude, the thundering of cannon, the clash of
bellsÑindeed, there was never anything like it. And everywhere rose a
new cry that burst upon us like a storm when the column entered the
gates, and nevermore ceased: "Welcome to Joan of ArcÑway for the
SAVIOR OF FRANCE!" And there was another cry: "Crecy is avenged!
Poitiers is avenged! Agincourt is avenged!ÑPatay shall live forever!"

Mad? Why, you never could imagine it in the world. The prisoners
were in the center of the column. When that came along and the people
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caught sight of their masterful old enemy Talbot, that had made them
dance so long to his grim war-music, you may imagine what the uproar
was like if you can, for I can not describe it. They were so glad to seehim
that presently they wanted to have him out and hang him; so Joanhad
him brought up to the front to ride in her protection. They made a strik-
ing pair.
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Chapter33
Joan's Five Great Deeds

YES,ORLEANS was in a delirium of felicity. She invited the King, and
made sumptuous preparations to receive him, butÑhe didn't come. He
was simply a serf at that time, and La Tremouille was his master. Master
and serf were visiting together at the master's castle of Sully-sur-Loire.

At Beaugency Joan had engaged to bring about a reconciliation
between the Constable Richemont and the King. She took Richemont to
Sully-sur-Loire and made her promise good.

The great deeds of Joan of Arc are five:
1. The Raising of the Siege.
2. The Victory of Patay.
3. The Reconciliation at Sully-sur-Loire.
4. The Coronation of the King.
5. The Bloodless March.

We shall come to the Bloodless March presently (and the Coronation).
It was the victorious long march which Joanmade through the enemy's
country from Gien to Rheims, and thence to the gatesof Paris, capturing
every English town and fortress that barred the road, from the beginning
of the journey to the end of it; and this by the mere force of her name,
and without shedding a drop of bloodÑperhaps the most extraordinary
campaign in this regard in historyÑthis is the most glorious of her milit-
ary exploits.

The Reconciliation was one of Joan'smost important achievements.No
one elsecould have accomplished it; and, in fact, no one elseof high con-
sequencehad any disposition to try. In brains, in scientific warfare, and
in statesmanship the Constable Richemont was the ablest man in France.
His loyalty was sincere; his probity was above suspicionÑ(and it made
him sufficiently conspicuous in that trivial and conscienceless Court).

In restoring Richemont to France, Joan made thoroughly secure the
successful completion of the great work which she had begun. She had
never seen Richemont until he came to her with his little army. Was it
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not wonderful that at a glance she should know him for the one man
who could finish and perfect her work and establish it in perpetuity?
How was it that that child was able to do this? It was becauseshe had
the "seeing eye," as one of our knights had once said. Yes, she had that
great giftÑalmost the highest and rarest that has been granted to man.
Nothing of an extraordinary sort was still to be done, yet the remaining
work could not safely be left to the King's idiots; for it would require
wise statesmanship and long and patient though desultory hammering
of the enemy. Now and then, for a quarter of a century yet, there would
be a little fighting to do, and a handy man could carry that on with small
disturbance to the rest of the country; and little by little, and with pro-
gressive certainty, the English would disappear from France.

And that happened. Under the influence of Richemont the King be-
came at a later time a manÑa man, a king, a brave and capable and de-
termined soldier. Within six years after Patay he was leading storming
parties himself; fighting in fortress ditches up to his waist in water, and
climbing scaling-ladders under a furious fire with a pluck that would
have satisfied even Joanof Arc. In time he and Richemont cleared away
all the English; even from regions where the people had beenunder their
mastership for three hundred years. In such regions wise and careful
work was necessary,for the English rule had been fair and kindly; and
men who have been ruled in that way are not always anxious for a
change.

Which of Joan's five chief deeds shall we call the chiefest? It is my
thought that each in its turn was that. This is saying that, taken as a
whole, they equalized each other, and neither was then greater than its
mate.

Do you perceive? Each was a stage in an ascent. To leave out one of
them would defeat the journey; to achieve one of them at the wrong time
and in the wrong place would have the same effect.

Consider the Coronation. As a masterpiece of diplomacy, where can
you find its superior in our history? Did the King suspect its vast import-
ance?No. Did his ministers? No. Did the astute Bedford, representative
of the English crown? No. An advantage of incalculable importance was
here under the eyesof the King and of Bedford; the King could get it by a
bold stroke, Bedford could get it without an effort; but, being ignorant of
its value, neither of them put forth his hand. Of all the wise people in
high office in France,only one knew the priceless worth of this neglected
prizeÑthe untaught child of seventeen, Joan of ArcÑand she had
known it from the beginning as an essential detail of her mission.
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How did she know it? It was simple: she was a peasant.That tells the
whole story. She was of the people and knew the people; those others
moved in a loftier sphere and knew nothing much about them. We make
little account of that vague, formless, inert mass, that mighty underlying
force which we call "the people"Ñan epithet which carries contempt
with it. It is a strange attitude; for at bottom we know that the throne
which the people support stands, and that when that support is removed
nothing in this world can save it.

Now, then, consider this fact, and observe its importance. Whatever
the parish priest believes his flock believes; they love him, they revere
him; he is their unfailing friend, their dauntless protector, their comforter
in sorrow, their helper in their day of need; he has their whole confid-
ence;what he tells them to do, that they will do, with a blind and affec-
tionate obedience,let it cost what it may. Add thesefacts thoughtfully to-
gether, and what is the sum? This: The parish priest governs the nation.
What is the King, then, if the parish priest withdraws his support and
deny his authority? Merely a shadow and no King; let him resign.

Do you get that idea? Then let us proceed. A priest is consecrated to
his office by the awful hand of God, laid upon him by his appointed rep-
resentative on earth. That consecration is final; nothing can undo it, noth-
ing can remove it. Neither the Pope nor any other power can strip the
priest of his office; God gave it, and it is forever sacred and secure.The
dull parish knows all this. To priest and parish, whatsoever is anointed
of God bears an office whose authority can no longer be disputed or as-
sailed. To the parish priest, and to his subjects the nation, an uncrowned
king is a similitude of a person who has been named for holy orders but
has not been consecrated;he has no office, he has not been ordained, an-
other may be appointed to his place. In a word, an uncrowned king is a
doubtful king; but if God appoint him and His servant the Bishop anoint
him, the doubt is annihilated; the priest and the parish are his loyal sub-
jects straightway, and while he lives they will recognize no king but him.

To Joanof Arc, the peasant-girl, Charles VII. was no King until he was
crowned; to her he was only the Dauphin; that is to say, the heir. If I
have ever made her call him King, it was a mistake; she called him the
Dauphin, and nothing else until after the Coronation. It shows you as in
a mirrorÑfor Joanwas a mirror in which the lowly hosts of Francewere
clearly reflectedÑthat to all that vast underlying force called "the
people," he was no King but only Dauphin before his crowning, and was
indisputably and irrevocably King after it.
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Now you understand what a colossal move on the political chess-
board the Coronation was. Bedford realized this by and by, and tried to
patch up his mistake by crowning his King; but what good could that
do? None in the world.

Speaking of chess,Joan'sgreat acts may be likened to that game. Each
move was made in its proper order, and it as great and effective because
it was made in its proper order and not out of it. Each,at the time made,
seemed the greatest move; but the final result made them all recogniz-
able as equally essential and equally important. This is the game, as
played:

1. Joan moves to Orleans and PatayÑcheck.
2. Then moves the ReconciliationÑbut does not proclaim check, it

being a move for position, and to take effect later.
3. Next she moves the CoronationÑcheck.
4. Next, the Bloodless MarchÑcheck.
5. Final move (after her death), the reconciled Constable Richemont

to the French King's elbowÑcheckmate.
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Chapter34
The Jests of the Burgundians

THE CAMPAIGN of the Loire had as good as opened the road to
Rheims. There was no sufficient reason now why the Coronation should
not take place. The Coronation would complete the mission which Joan
had received from heaven, and then she would be forever done with
war, and would fly home to her mother and her sheep, and never stir
from the hearthstone and happiness any more. That was her dream; and
she could not rest, she was so impatient to seeit fulfilled. Shebecameso
possessedwith this matter that I began to lose faith in her two proph-
eciesof her early deathÑand, of course, when I found that faith waver-
ing I encouraged it to waver all the more.

The King was afraid to start to Rheims, becausethe road was mile-pos-
ted with English fortresses, so to speak. Joan held them in light esteem
and not things to be afraid of in the existing modified condition of Eng-
lish confidence.

And she was right. As it turned out, the march to Rheims was nothing
but a holiday excursion: Joan did not even take any artillery along, she
was so sure it would not be necessary.We marched from Gien twelve
thousand strong. This was the 29th of June.The Maid rode by the side of
the King; on his other side was the Duke d'Alencon. After the duke fol-
lowed three other princes of the blood. After these followed the Bastard
of Orleans, the Marshal de Boussac,and the Admiral of France. After
these came La Hire, Saintrailles, Tremouille, and a long procession of
knights and nobles.

We rested three days before Auxerre. The city provisioned the army,
and a deputation waited upon the King, but we did not enter the place.

Saint-Florentin opened its gates to the King.
On the 4th of July we reached Saint-Fal, and yonder lay Troyes before

usÑa town which had a burning interest for us boys; for we re-
membered how seven years before, in the pastures of Domremy, the
Sunflower camewith his black flag and brought us the shameful news of
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the Treaty of TroyesÑthat treaty which gave France to England, and a
daughter of our royal line in marriage to the Butcher of Agincourt. That
poor town was not to blame, of course; yet we flushed hot with that old
memory, and hoped there would be a misunderstanding here, for we
dearly wanted to storm the place and burn it. It was powerfully gar-
risoned by English and Burgundian soldiery, and was expecting rein-
forcements from Paris. Before night we camped before its gates and
made rough work with a sortie which marched out against us.

Joansummoned Troyes to surrender. Its commandant, seeing that she
had no artillery, scoffed at the idea, and sent her a grossly insulting
reply. Five days we consulted and negotiated. No result. The King was
about to turn back now and give up. He was afraid to go on, leaving this
strong place in his rear. Then La Hire put in a word, with a slap in it for
some of his Majesty's advisers:

"The Maid of Orleans undertook this expedition of her own motion;
and it is my mind that it is her judgment that should be followed here,
and not that of any other, let him be of whatsoever breed and standing
he may."

There was wisdom and righteousness in that. So the King sent for the
Maid, and asked her how she thought the prospect looked. She said,
without any tone of doubt or question in her voice:

"In three days' time the place is ours."
The smug Chancellor put in a word now:
"If we were sure of it we would wait her six days."
"Six days, forsooth! Name of God, man, we will enter the gates to-

morrow!"
Then she mounted, and rode her lines, crying out:
"Make preparationÑto your work, friends, to your work! We assault

at dawn!"
She worked hard that night, slaving away with her own hands like a

common soldier. She ordered fascines and fagots to be prepared and
thrown into the fosse, thereby to bridge it; and in this rough labor she
took a man's share.

At dawn she took her place at the head of the storming force and the
bugles blew the assault. At that moment a flag of truce was flung to the
breeze from the walls, and Troyes surrendered without firing a shot.

The next day the King with Joan at his side and the Paladin bearing
her banner entered the town in state at the head of the army. And a
goodly army it was now, for it had been growing ever bigger and bigger
from the first.

225



And now a curious thing happened. By the terms of the treaty made
with the town the garrison of English and Burgundian soldiery were to
be allowed to carry away their "goods" with them. This was well, for oth-
erwise how would they buy the wherewithal to live? Very well; these
people were all to go out by the one gate, and at the time set for them to
depart we young fellows went to that gate, along with the Dwarf, to see
the march-out. Presently here they came in an interminable file, the foot-
soldiers in the lead. As they approached one could seethat each bore a
burden of a bulk and weight to sorely tax his strength; and we said
among ourselves, truly these folk are well off for poor common soldiers.
When they were come nearer, what do you think? Every rascal of them
had a French prisoner on his back! They were carrying away their
"goods," you seeÑtheir propertyÑstrictly according to the permission
granted by the treaty.

Now think how clever that was, how ingenious. What could a body
say?what could a body do? For certainly these people were within their
right. Theseprisoners were property; nobody could deny that. My dears,
if those had been English captives, conceive of the richness of that booty!
For English prisoners had been scarceand precious for a hundred years;
whereas it was a different matter with French prisoners. They had been
over-abundant for a century. The possessorof a French prisoner did not
hold him long for ransom, as a rule, but presently killed him to save the
cost of his keep. This shows you how small was the value of such a pos-
session in those times. When we took Troyes a calf was worth thirty
francs, a sheepsixteen, a French prisoner eight. It was an enormous price
for those other animalsÑa price which naturally seemsincredible to you.
It was the war, you see.It worked two ways: it made meat dear and pris-
oners cheap.

Well, here were these poor Frenchmen being carried off. What could
we do? Very little of a permanent sort, but we did what we could. We
sent a messengerflying to Joan,and we and the French guards halted the
procession for a parleyÑto gain time, you see.A big Burgundian lost his
temper and swore a great oath that none should stop him; he would go,
and would take his prisoner with him. But we blocked him off, and he
saw that he was mistaken about goingÑhe couldn't do it. He exploded
into the maddest cursings and revilings, then, and, unlashing his prison-
er from his back, stood him up, all bound and helpless; then drew his
knife, and said to us with a light of sarcasting triumph in his eye:

"I may not carry him away, you sayÑyet he is mine, none will dispute
it. Since I may not convey him hence, this property of mine, there is

226



another way. Yes, I can kill him; not even the dullest among you will
question that right. Ah, you had not thought of thatÑvermin!"

That poor starved fellow begged us with his piteous eyes to save him;
then spoke, and said he had a wife and little children at home. Think
how it wrung our heartstrings. But what could we do? The Burgundian
was within his right. We could only beg and plead for the prisoner.
Which we did. And the Burgundian enjoyed it. He stayed his hand to
hear more of it, and laugh at it. That stung. Then the Dwarf said:

"Prithee, young sirs, let me beguile him; for when a matter requiring
permission is to the fore, I have indeed a gift in that sort, as any will tell
you that know me well. You smile; and that is punishment for my van-
ity; and fairly earned, I grant you. Still, if I may toy a little, just a littleÑ"
saying which he stepped to the Burgundian and began a fair soft speech,
all of goodly and gentle tenor; and in the midst he mentioned the Maid;
and was going on to say how she out of her good heart would prize and
praise this compassionatedeed which he was about toÑ It was as far as
he got. The Burgundian burst into his smooth oration with an insult
leveled at Joanof Arc. We sprang forward, but the Dwarf, his faceall liv-
id, brushed us aside and said, in a most grave and earnest way:

"I crave your patience. Am not I her guard of honor? This is my affair."
And saying this he suddenly shot his right hand out and gripped the

great Burgundian by the throat, and so held him upright on his feet.
"You have insulted the Maid," he said; "and the Maid is France. The
tongue that does that earns a long furlough."

One heard the muffled cracking of bones. The Burgundian's eyes
began to protrude from their socketsand stare with a leaden dullness at
vacancy. The color deepened in his face and becamean opaque purple.
His hands hung down limp, his body collapsed with a shiver, every
muscle relaxed its tension and ceasedfrom its function. The Dwarf took
away his hand and the column of inert mortality sank mushily to the
ground.

We struck the bonds from the prisoner and told him he was free. His
crawling humbleness changed to frantic joy in a moment, and his ghastly
fear to a childish rage. He flew at that dead corpse and kicked it, spat in
its face,danced upon it, crammed mud into its mouth, laughing, jeering,
cursing, and volleying forth indecencies and bestialities like a drunken
fiend. It was a thing to be expected;soldiering makes few saints. Many of
the onlookers laughed, others were indifferent, none was surprised. But
presently in his mad caperings the freed man capered within reach of the
waiting file, and another Burgundian promptly slipped a knife through
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his neck, and down he went with a death-shriek, his brilliant artery
blood spurting ten feet as straight and bright as a ray of light. There was
a great burst of jolly laughter all around from friend and foe alike; and
thus closed one of the pleasantest incidents of my checkered military life.

And now came Joan hurrying, and deeply troubled. She considered
the claim of the garrison, then said:

"You have right upon your side. It is plain. It was a carelessword to
put in the treaty, and covers too much. But ye may not take these poor
men away. They are French, and I will not have it. The King shall
ransom them, every one. Wait till I send you word from him; and hurt
no hair of their heads; for I tell you, I who speak, that that would cost
you very dear."

That settled it. The prisoners were safe for one while, anyway. Then
she rode back eagerly and required that thing of the King, and would
listen to no paltering and no excuses.So the King told her to have her
way, and she rode straight back and bought the captives free in his name
and let them go.
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Chapter35
The Heir of France is Crowned

IT WAS here hat we saw again the Grand Master of the King's House-
hold, in whose castleJoanwas guest when she tarried at Chinon in those
first days of her coming out of her own country. Shemade him Bailiff of
Troyes now by the King's permission.

And now we marched again; Chalons surrendered to us; and there by
Chalons in a talk, Joan, being asked if she had no fears for the future,
said yes, oneÑtreachery. Who would believe it? who could dream it?
And yet in a sense it was prophecy. Truly, man is a pitiful animal.

We marched, marched, kept on marching; and at last, on the 16th of
July, we came in sight of our goal, and saw the great cathedraled towers
of Rheims rise out of the distance! Huzza after huzza swept the army
from van to rear; and as for Joan of Arc, there where she sat her horse
gazing, clothed all in white armor, dreamy, beautiful, and in her face a
deep, deep joy, a joy not of earth, oh, she was not flesh, she was a spirit!
Her sublime mission was closingÑclosing in flawless triumph. To-mor-
row she could say, "It is finishedÑlet me go free."

We camped, and the hurry and rush and turmoil of the grand prepara-
tions began. The Archbishop and a great deputation arrived; and after
these came flock after flock, crowd after crowd, of citizens and country-
folk, hurrahing, in, with banners and music, and flowed over the camp,
one rejoicing inundation after another, everybody drunk with happiness.
And all night long Rheims was hard at work, hammering away, decorat-
ing the town, building triumphal archesand clothing the ancient cathed-
ral within and without in a glory of opulent splendors.

We moved betimes in the morning; the coronation ceremonies would
begin at nine and last five hours. We were aware that the garrison of
English and Burgundian soldiers had given up all thought of resisting
the Maid, and that we should find the gates standing hospitably open
and the whole city ready to welcome us with enthusiasm.
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It was a delicious morning, brilliant with sunshine, but cool and fresh
and inspiring. The army was in great form, and fine to see,as it uncoiled
from its lair fold by fold, and stretched away on the final march of the
peaceful Coronation Campaign.

Joan,on her black horse, with the Lieutenant-General and the personal
staff grouped about her, took post for a final review and a good-by; for
she was not expecting to ever be a soldier again, or ever serve with these
or any other soldiers any more after this day. The army knew this, and
believed it was looking for the last time upon the girlish face of its invin-
cible little Chief, its pet, its pride, its darling, whom it had ennobled in its
private heart with nobilities of its own creation, call her "Daughter of
God," "Savior of France,""Victory's Sweetheart," "The Pageof Christ," to-
gether with still softer titles which were simply naive and frank endear-
ments such as men are used to confer upon children whom they love.
And so one saw a new thing now; a thing bred of the emotion that was
present there on both sides. Always before, in the march-past, the bat-
talions had gone swinging by in a storm of cheers, heads up and eyes
flashing, the drums rolling, the bands braying paens of victory; but now
there was nothing of that. But for one impressive sound, one could have
closed his eyes and imagined himself in a world of the dead. That one
sound was all that visited the ear in the summer stillnessÑjust that one
soundÑthe muffled tread of the marching host. As the serried masses
drifted by, the men put their right hands up to their temples, palms to
the front, in military salute, turning their eyes upon Joan'sface in mute
God-bless-you and farewell, and keeping them there while they could.
They still kept their hands up in reverent salute many steps after they
had passed by. Every time Joan put her handkerchief to her eyes you
could see a little quiver of emotion crinkle along the faces of the files.

The march-past after a victory is a thing to drive the heart mad with
jubilation; but this one was a thing to break it.

We rode now to the King's lodgings, which was the Archbishop's
country palace; and he was presently ready, and we galloped off and
took position at the head of the army. By this time the country-people
were arriving in multitudes from every direction and massing them-
selves on both sides of the road to get sight of JoanÑjust as had been
done every day since our first day's march began. Our march now lay
through the grassy plain, and those peasants made a dividing double
border for that plain. They stretched right down through it, a broad belt
of bright colors on each side of the road; for every peasant girl and wo-
man in it had a white jacket on her body and a crimson skirt on the rest
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of her. Endless borders made of poppies and lilies stretching away in
front of usÑthat is what it looked like. And that is the kind of lane we
had been marching through all these days. Not a lane between multi-
tudinous flowers standing upright on their stemsÑno, these flowers
were always kneeling; kneeling, these human flowers, with their hands
and faces lifted toward Joan of Arc, and the grateful tears streaming
down. And all along, those closestto the road hugged her feet and kissed
them and laid their wet cheeks fondly against them. I never, during all
those days, saw any of either sex stand while she passed, nor any man
keep his head covered. Afterward in the Great Trial these touching
sceneswere used as a weapon against her. Shehad been made an object
of adoration by the people, and this was proof that she was a hereticÑso
claimed that unjust court.

As we drew near the city the curving long sweep of ramparts and
towers was gay with fluttering flags and black with massesof people;
and all the air was vibrant with the crash of artillery and gloomed with
drifting clouds of smoke. We entered the gates in state and moved in
procession through the city, with all the guilds and industries in holiday
costume marching in our rear with their banners; and all the route was
hedged with a huzzaing crush of people, and all the windows were full
and all the roofs; and from the balconies hung costly stuffs of rich colors;
and the waving of handkerchiefs, seen in perspective through a long
vista, was like a snowstorm.

Joan'sname had been introduced into the prayers of the ChurchÑan
honor theretofore restricted to royalty. But she had a dearer honor and
an honor more to be proud of, from a humbler source: the common
people had had leaden medals struck which bore her effigy and her es-
cutcheon, and these they wore as charms. One saw them everywhere.

From the Archbishop's Palace,where we halted, and where the King
and Joanwere to lodge, the King sent to the Abbey Church of St. Remi,
which was over toward the gate by which we had entered the city, for
the Sainte Ampoule, or flask of holy oil. This oil was not earthly oil; it
was made in heaven; the flask also. The flask, with the oil in it, was
brought down from heaven by a dove. It was sent down to St. Remi just
as he was going to baptize King Clovis, who had become a Christian. I
know this to be true. I had known it long before; for PereFronte told me
in Domremy. I cannot tell you how strange and awful it made me feel
when I saw that flask and knew I was looking with my own eyesupon a
thing which had actually been in heave, a thing which had been seenby
angels, perhaps; and by God Himself of a certainty, for He sent it. And I
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was looking upon itÑI. At one time I could have touched it. But I was
afraid; for I could not know but that God had touched it. It is most prob-
able that He had.

From this flask Clovis had been anointed; and from it all the kings of
France had been anointed since. Yes, ever since the time of Clovis, and
that was nine hundred years. And so, as I have said, that flask of holy oil
was sent for, while we waited. A coronation without that would not
have been a coronation at all, in my belief.

Now in order to get the flask, a most ancient ceremonial had to be
gone through with; otherwise the Abby of St. Remi hereditary guardian
in perpetuity of the oil, would not deliver it. So, in accordancewith cus-
tom, the King deputed five great nobles to ride in solemn state and richly
armed and accoutered, they and their steeds, to the Abbey Church as a
guard of honor to the Archbishop of Rheims and his canons, who were
to bear the King's demand for the oil. When the five great lords were
ready to start, they knelt in a row and put up their mailed hands before
their faces,palm joined to palm, and swore upon their lives to conduct
the sacred vessel safely, and safely restore it again to the Church of St.
Remi after the anointing of the King. The Archbishop and his subordin-
ates, thus nobly escorted, took their way to St. Remi. The Archbishop
was in grand costume, with his miter on his head and his cross in his
hand. At the door of St. Remi they halted and formed, to receive the holy
vial. Soon one heard the deep tones of the organ and of chanting men;
then one saw a long file of lights approaching through the dim church.
And so came the Abbot, in his sacerdotal panoply, bearing the vial, with
his people following after. He delivered it, with solemn ceremonies, to
the Archbishop; then the march back began, and it was most impressive;
for it moved, the whole way, between two multitudes of men and wo-
men who lay flat upon their faces and prayed in dumb silence and in
dread while that awful thing went by that had been in heaven.

This August company arrived at the great west door of the cathedral;
and as the Archbishop entered a noble anthem rose and filled the vast
building. The cathedral was packed with peopleÑpeople in thousands.
Only a wide spacedown the center had been kept free. Down this space
walked the Archbishop and his canons, and after them followed those
five stately figures in splendid harness, each bearing his feudal ban-
nerÑand riding!

Oh, that was a magnificent thing to see.Riding down the cavernous
vastness of the building through the rich lights streaming in long rays
from the pictured windowsÑoh, there was never anything so grand!
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They rode clear to the choirÑas much as four hundred feet from the
door, it was said. Then the Archbishop dismissed them, and they made
deep obeisancetill their plumes touched their horses' necks, then made
those proud prancing and mincing and dancing creatures go backward
all the way to the doorÑwhich was pretty to see,and graceful; then they
stood them on their hind-feet and spun them around and plunged away
and disappeared.

For some minutes there was a deep hush, a waiting pause;a silence so
profound that it was as if all those packed thousands there were steeped
in dreamless slumberÑwhy, you could even notice the faintest sounds,
like the drowsy buzzing of insects; then came a mighty flood of rich
strains from four hundred silver trumpets, and then, framed in the poin-
ted archway of the great west door, appeared Joan and the King. They
advanced slowly, side by side, through a tempest of wel-
comeÑexplosion after explosion of cheers and cries, mingled with the
deep thunders of the organ and rolling tides of triumphant song from
chanting choirs. Behind Joanand the King camethe Paladin and the Ban-
ner displayed; and a majestic figure he was, and most proud and lofty in
his bearing, for he knew that the people were marking him and taking
note of the gorgeous state dress which covered his armor.

At his side was the Sire d'Albret, proxy for the Constable of France,
bearing the Sword of State.

After these, in order of rank, came a body royally attired representing
the lay peers of France; it consisted of three princes of the blood, and La
Tremouille and the young De Laval brothers.

These were followed by the representatives of the ecclesiastical
peersÑthe Archbishop of Rheims, and the Bishops of Laon, Chalons, Or-
leans, and one other.

Behind these came the Grand Staff, all our great generals and famous
names, and everybody was eager to get a sight of them. Through all the
din one could hear shouts all along that told you where two of them
were: "Live the Bastard of Orleans!" "Satan La Hire forever!"

The August procession reached its appointed place in time, and the
solemnities of the Coronation began. They were long and impos-
ingÑwith prayers, and anthems, and sermons, and everything that is
right for such occasions;and Joanwas at the King's side all these hours,
with her Standard in her hand. But at last came the grand act: the King
took the oath, he was anointed with the sacredoil; a splendid personage,
followed by train-bearers and other attendants, approached, bearing the
Crown of France upon a cushion, and kneeling offered it. The King
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seemedto hesitateÑin fact, did hesitate; for he put out his hand and then
stopped with it there in the air over the crown, the fingers in the attitude
of taking hold of it. But that was for only a momentÑthough a moment
is a notable something when it stops the heartbeat of twenty thousand
people and makes them catch their breath. Yes, only a moment; then he
caught Joan'seye, and she gave him a look with all the joy of her thank-
ful great soul in it; then he smiled, and took the Crown of France in his
hand, and right finely and right royally lifted it up and set it upon his
head.

Then what a crash there was! All about us cries and cheers, and the
chanting of the choirs and groaning of the organ; and outside the clamor-
ing of the bells and the booming of the cannon. The fantastic dream, the
incredible dream, the impossible dream of the peasant-child stood ful-
filled; the English power was broken, the Heir of France was crowned.

Shewas like one transfigured, so divine was the joy that shone in her
face as she sank to her knees at the King's feet and looked up at him
through her tears. Her lips were quivering, and her words camesoft and
low and broken:

"Now, O gentle King, is the pleasure of God accomplished according
to His command that you should come to Rheims and receive the crown
that belongeth of right to you, and unto none other. My work which was
given me to do is finished; give me your peace,and let me go back to my
mother, who is poor and old, and has need of me."

The King raised her up, and there before all that host he praised her
great deeds in most noble terms; and there he confirmed her nobility and
titles, making her the equal of a count in rank, and also appointed a
household and officers for her according to her dignity; and then he said:

"You have saved the crown. SpeakÑrequireÑdemand; and whatso-
ever grace you ask it shall be granted, though it make the kingdom poor
to meet it."

Now that was fine, that was royal. Joan was on her knees again
straightway, and said:

"Then, O gentle King, if out of your compassion you will speak the
word, I pray you give commandment that my village, poor and hard
pressed by reason of war, may have its taxes remitted."

"It is so commanded. Say on."
"That is all."
"All? Nothing but that?"
"It is all. I have no other desire."
"But that is nothingÑless than nothing. AskÑdo not be afraid."
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"Indeed, I cannot, gentle King. Do not press me. I will not have aught
else, but only this alone."

The King seemednonplussed, and stood still a moment, as if trying to
comprehend and realize the full stature of this strange unselfishness.
Then he raised his head and said:

"Who has won a kingdom and crowned its King; and all she asks and
all she will take is this poor graceÑand even this is for others, not for
herself. And it is well; her act being proportioned to the dignity of one
who carries in her head and heart riches which outvalue any that any
King could add, though he gave his all. She shall have her way. Now,
therefore, it is decreed that from this day forth Domremy, natal village of
Joanof Arc, Deliverer of France,called the Maid of Orleans, is freed from
all taxation forever." Whereat the silver horns blew a jubilant blast.

There, you see,she had had a vision of this very scene the time she
was in a trance in the pastures of Domremy and we asked her to name to
boon she would demand of the King if he should ever chanceto tell her
she might claim one. But whether she had the vision or not, this act
showed that after all the dizzy grandeurs that had come upon her, she
was still the same simple, unselfish creature that she was that day.

Yes,Charles VII. remitted those taxes "forever." Often the gratitude of
kings and nations fades and their promises are forgotten or deliberately
violated; but you, who are children of France, should remember with
pride that Francehas kept this one faithfully. Sixty-three years have gone
by since that day. The taxes of the region wherein Domremy lies have
been collected sixty-three times since then, and all the villages of that re-
gion have paid except that oneÑDomremy. The tax-gatherer never visits
Domremy. Domremy has long ago forgotten what that dread sorrow-
sowing apparition is like. Sixty-three tax-books have been filed mean-
time, and they lie yonder with the other public records, and any may see
them that desire it. At the top of every page in the sixty-three books
stands the name of a village, and below that name its weary burden of
taxation is figured out and displayed; in the case of all save one. It is
true, just as I tell you. In each of the sixty-three books there is a page
headed "Domremi," but under that name not a figure appears.Where the
figures should be, there are three words written; and the same words
have been written every year for all these years; yes, it is a blank page,
with always those grateful words lettered acrossthe face of itÑa touch-
ing memorial.

How brief it is; yet how much it says! It is the nation speaking. You
have the spectacle of that unsentimental thing, a Government, making
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reverence to that name and saying to its agent, "Uncover, and passon; it
is Francethat commands." Yes,the promise has been kept; it will be kept
always; "forever" was the King's word. 3 At two o'clock in the afternoon
the ceremoniesof the Coronation cameat last to an end; then the proces-
sion formed once more, with Joanand the King at its head, and took up
its solemn march through the midst of the church, all instruments and all
people making such clamor of rejoicing noises as was, indeed, a marvel
to hear. An so ended the third of the great days of Joan'slife. And how
close together they standÑMay 8th, June 18th, July 17th!

3.IT was faithfully kept during three hundred and sixty years and more; then the
over-confident octogenarian's prophecy failed. During the tumult of the French Re-
volution the promise was forgotten and the grace withdrawn. It has remained in dis-
use ever since. Joan never asked to be remembered, but France has remembered her
with an inextinguishable love and reverence; Joan never asked for a statue, but
France has lavished them upon her; Joan never asked for a church for Domremy, but
France is building one; Joan never asked for saintship, but even that is impending.
Everything which Joan of Arc did not ask for has been given her, and with a noble
profusion; but the one humble little thing which she did ask for and get has been
taken away from her. There is something infinitely pathetic about this. France owes
Domremy a hundred years of taxes, and could hardly find a citizen within her bor-
ders who would vote against the payment of the debt. Ñ NOTE BY THE
TRANSLATOR.
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Chapter36
Joan Hears News from Home

WE MOUNTED and rode, a spectacleto remember, a most noble display
of rich vestments and nodding plumes, and as we moved between the
banked multitudes they sank down all along abreast of us as we ad-
vanced, like grain before the reaper, and kneeling hailed with a rousing
welcome the consecrated King and his companion the Deliverer of
France.But by and by when we had paraded about the chief parts of the
city and were come near to the end of our course, we being now ap-
proaching the Archbishop's palace,one saw on the right, hard by the inn
that is called the Zebra, a strange tÑtwo men not kneeling but standing!
Standing in the front rank of the kneelers; unconscious, transfixed, star-
ing. Yes,and clothed in the coarsegarb of the peasantry, these two. Two
halberdiers sprang at them in a fury to teach them better manners; but
just as they seized them Joan cried out "Forbear!" and slid from her
saddle and flung her arms about one of those peasants,calling him by all
manner of endearing names, and sobbing. For it was her father; and the
other was her uncle, Laxart.

The news flew everywhere, and shouts of welcome were raised, and in
just one little moment those two despised and unknown plebeians were
become famous and popular and envied, and everybody was in a fever
to get sight of them and be able to say, all their lives long, that they had
seenthe father of Joanof Arc and the brother of her mother. How easy it
was for her to do miracles like to this! Shewas like the sun; on whatso-
ever dim and humble object her rays fell, that thing was straightway
drowned in glory.

All graciously the King said:
"Bring them to me."
And she brought them; she radiant with happiness and affection, they

trembling and scared, with their caps in their shaking hands; and there
before all the world the King gave them his hand to kiss, while the
people gazed in envy and admiration; and he said to old D'Arc:
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"Give God thanks for that you are father to this child, this dispenser of
immortalities. You who bear a name that will still live in the mouths of
men when all the race of kings has been forgotten, it is not meet that you
bare your head before the fleeting fames and dignities of a dayÑcover
yourself!" And truly he looked right fine and princely when he said that.
Then he gave order that the Bailly of Rheims be brought; and when he
was come,and stood bent low and bare, the King said to him, "Thesetwo
are guests of France;" and bade him use them hospitably.

I may as well say now as later, that Papa D'Arc and Laxart were stop-
ping in that little Zebra inn, and that there they remained. Finer quarters
were offered them by the Bailly, also public distinctions and brave enter-
tainment; but they were frightened at these projects, they being only
humble and ignorant peasants;so they begged off, and had peace.They
could not have enjoyed such things. Poor souls, they did not even know
what to do with their hands, and it took all their attention to keep from
treading on them. The Bailly did the best he could in the circumstances.
He made the innkeeper place a whole floor at their disposal, and told
him to provide everything they might desire, and charge all to the city.
Also the Bailly gave them a horse apieceand furnishings; which so over-
whelmed them with pride and delight and astonishment that they
couldn't speak a word; for in their lives they had never dreamed of
wealth like this, and could not believe, at first, that the horses were real
and would not dissolve to a mist and blow away. They could not unglue
their minds from those grandeurs, and were always wrenching the con-
versation out of its groove and dragging the matter of animals into it, so
that they could say "my horse" here, and "my horse" there and yonder
and all around, and taste the words and lick their chops over them, and
spread their legs and hitch their thumbs in their armpits, and feel as the
good God feels when He looks out on His fleets of constellations plow-
ing the awful deeps of spaceand reflects with satisfaction that they are
HisÑall His. Well, they were the happiest old children one ever saw,
and the simplest.

The city gave a grand banquet to the King and Joanin mid-afternoon,
and to the Court and the Grand Staff; and about the middle of it Pere
D'Arc and Laxart were sent for, but would not venture until it was prom-
ised that they might sit in a gallery and be all by themselves and seeall
that was to be seen and yet be unmolested. And so they sat there and
looked down upon the splendid spectacle,and were moved till the tears
ran down their cheeks to seethe unbelievable honors that were paid to

238



their small darling, and how naively serene and unafraid she sat there
with those consuming glories beating upon her.

But at last her serenity was broken up. Yes, it stood the strain of the
King's gracious speech; and of D'Alencon's praiseful words, and the
Bastard's; and even La Hire's thunder-blast, which took the place by
storm; but at last, as I have said, they brought a force to bear which was
too strong for her. For at the close the King put up his hand to command
silence, and so waited, with his hand up, till every sound was dead and
it was as if one could almost the stillness, so profound it was. Then out of
some remote corner of that vast place there rose a plaintive voice, and in
tones most tender and sweet and rich came floating through that en-
chanted hush our poor old simple song "L'Arbre Fee Bourlemont!" and
then Joanbroke down and put her face in her hands and cried. Yes,you
see,all in a moment the pomps and grandeurs dissolved away and she
was a little child again herding her sheep with the tranquil pastures
stretched about her, and war and wounds and blood and death and the
mad frenzy and turmoil of battle a dream. Ah, that shows you the power
of music, that magician of magicians, who lifts his wand and says his
mysterious word and all things real passaway and the phantoms of your
mind walk before you clothed in flesh.

That was the King's invention, that sweet and dear surprise. Indeed,
he had fine things hidden away in his nature, though one seldom got a
glimpse of them, with that scheming Tremouille and those others always
standing in the light, and he so indolently content to save himself fuss
and argument and let them have their way.

At the fall of night we the Domremy contingent of the personal staff
were with the father and uncle at the inn, in their private parlor, brewing
generous drinks and breaking ground for a homely talk about Domremy
and the neighbors, when a large parcel arrived from Joan to be kept till
she came; and soon she came herself and sent her guard away, saying
shewould take one of her father's rooms and sleepunder his roof, and so
be at home again. We of the staff rose and stood, as was meet, until she
made us sit. Then she turned and saw that the two old men had gotten
up too, and were standing in an embarrassedand unmilitary way; which
made her want to laugh, but she kept it in, as not wishing to hurt them;
and got them to their seatsand snuggled down between them, and took
a hand of each of them upon her knees and nestled her own hands in
them, and said:

"Now we will nave no more ceremony, but be kin and playmates as in
other times; for I am done with the great wars now, and you two will
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take me home with you, and I shall seeÑ" She stopped, and for a mo-
ment her happy face sobered, as if a doubt or a presentiment had flitted
through her mind; then it cleared again, and she said, with a passionate
yearning, "Oh, if the day were but come and we could start!"

The old father was surprised, and said:
"Why, child, are you in earnest?Would you leave doing thesewonders

that make you to be praised by everybody while there is still so much
glory to be won; and would you go out from this grand comradeship
with princes and generals to be a drudging villager again and a nobody?
It is not rational."

"No," said the uncle, Laxart, "it is amazing to hear, and indeed not un-
derstandable. It is a stranger thing to hear her say she will stop the sol-
diering that it was to hear her say shewould begin it; and I who speak to
you can say in all truth that that was the strangest word that ever I had
heard till this day and hour. I would it could be explained."

"It is not difficult," said Joan."I was not ever fond of wounds and suf-
fering, nor fitted by my nature to inflict them; and quarrelings did al-
ways distress me, and noise and tumult were against my liking, my dis-
position being toward peace and quietness, and love for all things that
have life; and being made like this, how could I bear to think of wars and
blood, and the pain that goes with them, and the sorrow and mourning
that follow after? But by his angels God laid His great commands upon
me, and could I disobey? I did as I was bid. Did He command me to do
many things? No; only two: to raise the siege of Orleans, and crown the
King at Rheims. The task is finished, and I am free. Has ever a poor sol-
dier fallen in my sight, whether friend or foe, and I not felt the pain in
my own body, and the grief of his home-mates in my own heart? No, not
one; and, oh, it is such bliss to know that my release is won, and that I
shall not any more see these cruel things or suffer these tortures of the
mind again! Then why should I not go to my village and be as I was be-
fore? It is heaven! and ye wonder that I desire it. Ah, ye are menÑjust
men! My mother would understand."

They didn't quite know what to say; so they sat still awhile, looking
pretty vacant. Then old D'Arc said:

"Yes, your motherÑthat is true. I never saw such a woman. Shewor-
ries, and worries, and worries; and wakes nights, and lies so, think-
ingÑthat is, worrying; worrying about you. And when the night storms
go raging along, she moans and says, 'Ah, God pity her, she is out in this
with her poor wet soldiers.' And when the lightning glares and the thun-
der crashes she wrings her hands and trembles, saying, 'It is like the
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awful cannon and the flash, and yonder somewhere she is riding down
upon the spouting guns and I not there to protect her."

"Ah, poor mother, it is pity, it is pity!"
"Yes, a most strange woman, as I have noticed a many times. When

there is news of a victory and all the village goesmad with pride and joy,
she rushes here and there in a maniacal frenzy till she finds out the one
only thing she caresto knowÑthat you are safe; then down she goes on
her knees in the dirt and praises God as long as there is any breath left in
her body; and all on your account, for she never mentions the battle
once. And always she says, 'Now it is overÑnow France is savedÑnow
she will come home'Ñand always is disappointed and goes about
mourning."

"Don't, father! it breaks my heart. I will be so good to her when I get
home. I will do her work for her, and be her comfort, and she shall not
suffer any more through me."

There was some more talk of this sort, then Uncle Laxart said:
"You have done the will of God, dear, and are quits; it is true, and

none may deny it; but what of the King? You are his best soldier; what if
he command you to stay?"

That was a crusherÑand sudden! It took Joana moment or two to re-
cover from the shock of it; then she said, quite simply and resignedly:

"The King is my Lord; I am his servant." Shewas silent and thoughtful
a little while, then she brightened up and said, cheerily, "But let us drive
such thoughts awayÑthis is no time for them. Tell me about home."

So the two old gossips talked and talked; talked about everything and
everybody in the village; and it was good to hear. Joanout of her kind-
ness tried to get us into the conversation, but that failed, of course. She
was the Commander-in-Chief, we were nobodies; her name was the
mightiest in France, we were invisible atoms; she was the comrade of
princes and heroes, we of the humble and obscure; she held rank above
all Personagesand all Puissanceswhatsoever in the whole earth, by right
of baring her commission direct from God. To put it in one word, she
was JOAN OF ARCÑand when that is said, all is said. To us she was di-
vine. Between her and us lay the bridgeless abyss which that word im-
plies. We could not be familiar with her. No, you can seeyourselves that
that would have been impossible.

And yet she was so human, too, and so good and kind and dear and
loving and cheery and charming and unspoiled and unaffected! Those
are all the words I think of now, but they are not enough; no, they are too
few and colorless and meager to tell it all, or tell the half. Those simple
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old men didn't realize her; they couldn't; they had never known any
people but human beings, and so they had no other standard to measure
her by. To them, after their first little shynesshad worn off, she was just
a girlÑthat was all. It was amazing. It made one shiver, sometimes, to
seehow calm and easy and comfortable they were in her presence,and
hear them talk to her exactly as they would have talked to any other girl
in France.

Why, that simple old Laxart sat up there and droned out the most tedi-
ous and empty tale one ever heard, and neither he nor Papa D'Arc ever
gave a thought to the badnessof the etiquette of it, or ever suspectedthat
that foolish tale was anything but dignified and valuable history. There
was not an atom of value in it; and whilst they thought it distressing and
pathetic, it was in fact not pathetic at all, but actually ridiculous. At least
it seemedso to me, and it seemsso yet. Indeed, I know it was, becauseit
made Joan laugh; and the more sorrowful it got the more it made her
laugh; and the Paladin said that he could have laughed himself if she
had not been there, and Noel Rainguesson said the same. It was about
old Laxart going to a funeral there at Domremy two or three weeks back.
He had spots all over his face and hands, and he got Joan to rub some
healing ointment on them, and while she was doing it, and comforting
him, and trying to say pitying things to him, he told her how it
happened. And first he asked her if she remembered that black bull calf
that she left behind when she came away, and she said indeed she did,
and he was a dear, and she loved him so, and was he well?Ñand just
drowned him in questions about that creature. And he said it was a
young bull now, and very frisky; and he was to bear a principal hand at
a funeral; and shesaid, "The bull?" and he said, "No, myself"; but said the
bull did take a hand, but not becauseof his being invited, for he wasn't;
but anyway he was away over beyond the Fairy Tree, and fell asleepon
the grasswith his Sunday funeral clothes on, and a long black rag on his
hat and hanging down his back; and when he woke he saw by the sun
how late it was, and not a moment to lose; and jumped up terribly wor-
ried, and saw the young bull grazing there, and thought maybe he could
ride part way on him and gain time; so he tied a rope around the bull's
body to hold on by, and put a halter on him to steerwith, and jumped on
and started; but it was all new to the bull, and he was discontented with
it, and scurried around and bellowed and reared and pranced, and Uncle
Laxart was satisfied, and wanted to get off and go by the next bull or
some other way that was quieter, but he didn't dare try; and it was get-
ting very warm for him, too, and disturbing and wearisome, and not
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proper for Sunday; but by and by the bull lost all his temper, and went
tearing down the slope with his tail in the air and blowing in the most
awful way; and just in the edge of the village he knocked down some
beehives, and the beesturned out and joined the excursion, and soared
along in a black cloud that nearly hid those other two from sight, and
prodded them both, and jabbed them and speared them and spiked
them, and made them bellow and shriek, and shriek and bellow; and
here they cameroaring through the village like a hurricane, and took the
funeral procession right in the center, and sent that section of it sprawl-
ing, and galloped over it, and the rest scatteredapart and fled screeching
in every direction, every person with a layer of beeson him, and not a
rag of that funeral left but the corpse; and finally the bull broke for the
river and jumped in, and when they fished Uncle Laxart out he was
nearly drowned, and his face looked like a pudding with raisins in it.
And then he turned around, this old simpleton, and looked a long time
in a dazed way at Joanwhere she had her face in a cushion, dying, ap-
parently, and says:

"What do you reckon she is laughing at?"
And old D'Arc stood looking at her the same way, sort of absently

scratching his head; but had to give it up, and said he didn't
knowÑ"must have been something that happened when we weren't
noticing."

Yes, both of those old people thought that that tale was pathetic;
whereas to my mind it was purely ridiculous, and not in any way valu-
able to any one. It seemedso to me then, and it seemsso to me yet. And
as for history, it does not resemble history; for the office of history is to
furnish serious and important facts that teach; whereas this strange and
uselessevent teachesnothing; nothing that I can see,except not to ride a
bull to a funeral; and surely no reflecting person needs to be taught that.
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Chapter37
Again to Arms

NOW THESEwere nobles, you know, by decreeof the King!Ñthese pre-
cious old infants. But they did not realize it; they could not be called con-
scious of it; it was an abstraction, a phantom; to them it had no sub-
stance; their minds could not take hold of it. No, they did not bother
about their nobility; they lived in their horses. The horses were solid;
they were visible facts, and would make a mighty stir in Domremy.
Presently something was said about the Coronation, and old D'Arc said
it was going to be a grand thing to be able to say, when they got home,
that they were present in the very town itself when it happened. Joan
looked troubled, and said:

"Ah, that reminds me. You were here and you didn't send me word. In
the town, indeed! Why, you could have sat with the other nobles, and
ben welcome; and could have looked upon the crowning itself, and car-
ried that home to tell. Ah, why did you use me so, and send me no
word?"

The old father was embarrassed,now, quite visibly embarrassed,and
had the air of one who does not quite know what to say. But Joan was
looking up in his face,her hands upon his shouldersÑwaiting. He had to
speak; so presently he drew her to his breast, which was heaving with
emotion; and he said, getting out his words with difficulty:

"There, hide your face, child, and let your old father humble himself
and make his confession. IÑIÑdon't you see,don't you understand?ÑI
could not know that these grandeurs would not turn your young
headÑit would be only natural. I might shame you before these great
perÑ"

"Father!"
"And then I was afraid, as remembering that cruel thing I said once in

my sinful anger. Oh, appointed of God to be a soldier, and the greatest in
the land! and in my ignorant anger I said I would drown you with my
own hands if you unsexed yourself and brought shame to your name
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and family. Ah, how could I ever have said it, and you so good and dear
and innocent! I was afraid; for I was guilty. You understand it now, my
child, and you forgive?"

Do you see?Even that poor groping old land-crab, with his skull full
of pulp, had pride. Isn't it wonderful? And moreÑhe had conscience;he
had a senseof right and wrong, such as it was; he was able to find re-
morse. It looks impossible, it looks incredible, but it is not. I believe that
some day it will be found out that peasantsare people. Yes, beings in a
great many respectslike ourselves. And I believe that some day they will
find this out, tooÑand then! Well, then I think they will rise up and de-
mand to be regarded as part of the race, and that by consequencethere
will be trouble. Whenever one seesin a book or in a king's proclamation
those words "the nation," they bring before us the upper classes;only
those; we know no other "nation"; for us and the kings no other "nation"
exists. But from the day that I saw old D'Arc the peasantacting and feel-
ing just as I should have acted and felt myself, I have carried the convic-
tion in my heart that our peasantsare not merely animals, beastsof bur-
den put here by the good God to produce food and comfort for the
"nation," but something more and better. You look incredulous. Well,
that is your training; it is the training of everybody; but as for me, I thank
that incident for giving me a better light, and I have never forgotten it.

Let me seeÑwhere was I? One's mind wanders around here and there
and yonder, when one is old. I think I said Joan comforted him. Cer-
tainly, that is what she would doÑthere was no need to say that. She
coaxed him and petted him and caressedhim, and laid the memory of
that old hard speech of his to rest. Laid it to rest until she should be
dead. Then he would remember it againÑyes, yes! Lord, how those
things sting, and burn, and gnawÑthe things which we did against the
innocent dead! And we say in our anguish, "If they could only come
back!" Which is all very well to say, but, as far as I can see, it doesn't
profit anything. In my opinion the best way is not to do the thing in the
first place. And I am not alone in this; I have heard our two knights say
the samething; and a man there in OrleansÑno, I believe it was at Beau-
gency, or one of those placesÑit seemsmore as if it was at Beaugency
than the othersÑthis man said the same thing exactly; almost the same
words; a dark man with a cast in his eye and one leg shorter than the
other. His name wasÑwasÑit is singular that I can't call that man's
name; I had it in my mind only a moment ago, and I know it begins
withÑno, I don't remember what it begins with; but never mind, let it
go; I will think of it presently, and then I will tell you.
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Well, pretty soon the old father wanted to know how Joan felt when
she was in the thick of a battle, with the bright blades hacking and flash-
ing all around her, and the blows rapping and slatting on her shield, and
blood gushing on her from the cloven ghastly face and broken teeth of
the neighbor at her elbow, and the perilous sudden back surge of massed
horsesupon a person when the front ranks give way before a heavy rush
of the enemy, and men tumble limp and groaning out of saddles all
around, and battle-flags falling from dead hands wipe acrossone's face
and hide the tossing turmoil a moment, and in the reeling and swaying
and laboring jumble one's horse's hoofs sink into soft substances and
shrieks of pain respond, and presentlyÑpanic! rush! swarm! flight! and
death and hell following after! And the old fellow got ever so much ex-
cited; and strode up and down, his tongue going like a mill, asking ques-
tion after question and never waiting for an answer; and finally he stood
Joanup in the middle of the room and stepped off and scanned her crit-
ically, and said:

"NoÑI don't understand it. You are so little. So little and slender.
When you had your armor on, to-day, it gave one a sort of notion of it;
but in these pretty silks and velvets, you are only a dainty page, not a
league-striding war-colossus, moving in clouds and darkness and
breathing smoke and thunder. I would God I might seeyou at it and go
tell your mother! That would help her sleep,poor thing! HereÑteach me
the arts of the soldier, that I may explain them to her."

And she did it. Shegave him a pike, and put him through the manual
of arms; and made him do the steps, too. His marching was incredibly
awkward and slovenly, and so was his drill with the pike; but he didn't
know it, and was wonderfully pleased with himself, and mightily ex-
cited and charmed with the ringing, crisp words of command. I am ob-
liged to say that if looking proud and happy when one is marching were
sufficient, he would have been the perfect soldier.

And he wanted a lesson in sword-play, and got it. But of course that
was beyond him; he was too old. It was beautiful to seeJoanhandle the
foils, but the old man was a bad failure. He was afraid of the things, and
skipped and dodged and scrambled around like a woman who has lost
her mind on account of the arrival of a bat. He was of no good as an ex-
hibition. But if La Hire had only come in, that would have been another
matter. Those two fenced often; I saw them many times. True, Joanwas
easily his master, but it made a good show for all that, for La Hire was a
grand swordsman. What a swift creature Joan was! You would seeher
standing erect with her ankle-bones together and her foil arched over her
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head, the hilt in one hand and the button in the otherÑthe old general
opposite, bent forward, left hand reposing on his back, his foil advanced,
slightly wiggling and squirming, his watching eye boring straight into
hersÑand all of a sudden she would give a spring forward, and back
again; and there shewas, with the foil arched over her head asbefore. La
Hire had been hit, but all that the spectator saw of it was a something
like a thin flash of light in the air, but nothing distinct, nothing definite.

We kept the drinkables moving, for that would please the Bailly and
the landlord; and old Laxart and D'Arc got to feeling quite comfortable,
but without being what you could call tipsy. They got out the presents
which they had been buying to carry homeÑhumble things and cheap,
but they would be fine there, and welcome. And they gave to Joan a
present from Pere Fronte and one from her motherÑthe one a little
leaden image of the Holy Virgin, the other half a yard of blue silk ribbon;
and she was as pleased as a child; and touched, too, as one could see
plainly enough. Yes,shekissed those poor things over and over again, as
if they had been something costly and wonderful; and she pinned the
Virgin on her doublet, and sent for her helmet and tied the ribbon on
that; first one way, then another; then a new way, then another new way;
and with each effort perching the helmet on her hand and holding it off
this way and that, and canting her head to one side and then the other,
examining the effect, as a bird does when it has got a new bug. And she
said she could almost wish she was going to the wars again; for then she
would fight with the better courage, as having always with her
something which her mother's touch had blessed.

Old Laxart said he hoped she would go to the wars again, but home
first, for that all the people there were cruel anxious to seeherÑand so
he went on:

"They are proud of you, dear. Yes, prouder than any village ever was
of anybody before. And indeed it is right and rational; for it is the first
time a village has ever had anybody like you to be proud of and call its
own. And it is strange and beautiful how they try to give your name to
every creature that has a sex that is convenient. It is but half a year since
you began to be spoken of and left us, and so it is surprising to seehow
many babiesthere are already in that region that are named for you. First
it was just Joan;then it was Joan-Orleans;then Joan-Orleans-Beaugency-
Patay; and now the next ones will have a lot of towns and the Corona-
tion added, of course. Yes, and the animals the same. They know how
you love animals, and so they try to do you honor and show their love
for you by naming all those creatures after you; insomuch that if a body
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should step out and call 'Joanof ArcÑcome!' there would be a landslide
of catsand all such things, eachsupposing it was the one wanted, and all
willing to take the benefit of the doubt, anyway, for the sake of the food
that might be on delivery. The kitten you left behindÑthe last stray you
fetched homeÑbears you name, now, and belongs to PereFronte, and is
the pet and pride of the village; and people have come miles to look at it
and pet it and stare at it and wonder over it becauseit was Joanof Arc's
cat. Everybody will tell you that; and one day when a stranger threw a
stone at it, not knowing it was your cat, the village rose against him as
one man and hanged him! And but for Pere FronteÑ"

There was an interruption. It was a messengerfrom the King, bearing
a note for Joan,which I read to her, saying he had reflected, and had con-
sulted his other generals, and was obliged to ask her to remain at the
head of the army and withdraw her resignation. Also, would she come
immediately and attend a council of war? Straightway, at a little dis-
tance, military commands and the rumble of drums broke on the still
night, and we knew that her guard was approaching.

Deep disappointment clouded her face for just one moment and no
moreÑit passed,and with it the homesick girl, and she was Joanof Arc,
Commander-in-Chief again, and ready for duty.
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Chapter38
The King Cries "Forward!"

IN MY double quality of page and secretary I followed Joanto the coun-
cil. She entered that presence with the bearing of a grieved goddess.
What was becomeof the volatile child that so lately was enchanted with
a ribbon and suffocated with laughter over the distress of a foolish peas-
ant who had stormed a funeral on the back of a bee-stung bull? One may
not guess.Simply it was gone, and had left no sign. Shemoved straight
to the council-table, and stood. Her glance swept from face to face there,
and where it fell, these lit it as with a torch, those it scorched as with a
brand. Sheknew where to strike. She indicated the generals with a nod,
and said:

"My business is not with you. You have not craved a council of war."
Then she turned toward the King's privy council, and continued: "No; it
is with you. A council of war! It is amazing. There is but one thing to do,
and only one, and lo, ye call a council of war! Councils of war have no
value but to decide between two or several doubtful courses.But a coun-
cil of war when there is only one course? Conceive of a man in a boat
and his family in the water, and he goes out among his friends to ask
what he would better do? A council of war, name of God! To determine
what?"

She stopped, and turned till her eyes rested upon the face of La Tre-
mouille; and so she stood, silent, measuring him, the excitement in all
faces burning steadily higher and higher, and all pulses beating faster
and faster; then she said, with deliberation:

"Every sane manÑwhose loyalty is to his King and not a show and a
pretenseÑknows that there is but one rational thing before usÑthe
march upon Paris!"

Down camethe fist of La Hire with an approving crash upon the table.
La Tremouille turned white with anger, but he pulled himself firmly to-
gether and held his peace.The King's lazy blood was stirred and his eye
kindled finely, for the spirit of war was away down in him somewhere,
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and a frank, bold speechalways found it and made it tingle gladsomely.
Joanwaited to seeif the chief minister might wish to defend his position;
but he was experienced and wise, and not a man to waste his forces
where the current was against him. He would wait; the King's private
ear would be at his disposal by and by.

That pious fox the Chancellor of France took the word now. He
washed his soft hands together, smiling persuasively, and said to Joan:

"Would it be courteous, your Excellency, to move abruptly from here
without waiting for an answer from the Duke of Burgundy? You may
not know that we are negotiating with his Highness, and that there is
likely to be a fortnight's truce between us; and on his part a pledge to de-
liver Paris into our hands without the cost of a blow or the fatigue of a
march thither."

Joan turned to him and said, gravely:
"This is not a confessional, my lord. You were not obliged to expose

that shame here."
The Chancellor's face reddened, and he retorted:
"Shame? What is there shameful about it?"
Joan answered in level, passionless tones:
"One may describe it without hunting far for words. I knew of this

poor comedy, my lord, although it was not intended that I should know.
It is to the credit of the devisers of it that they tried to conceal itÑthis
comedy whose text and impulse are describable in two words."

The Chancellor spoke up with a fine irony in his manner:
"Indeed? And will your Excellency be good enough to utter them?"
"Cowardice and treachery!"
The fists of all the generals came down this time, and again the King's

eye sparkled with pleasure. The Chancellor sprang to his feet and ap-
pealed to his Majesty:

"Sire, I claim your protection."
But the King waved him to his seat again, saying:
"Peace.She had a right to be consulted before that thing was under-

taken, since it concerned war as well as politics. It is but just that she be
heard upon it now."

The Chancellor sat down trembling with indignation, and remarked to
Joan:

"Out of charity I will consider that you did not know who devised this
measure which you condemn in so candid language."

"Saveyour charity for another occasion,my lord," said Joan,as calmly
as before. "Whenever anything is done to injure the interests and
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degrade the honor of France,all but the dead know how to name the two
conspirators-in-chiefÑ"

"Sir, sire! this insinuationÑ"
"It is not an insinuation, my lord," said Joan,placidly, "it is a charge. I

bring it against the King's chief minister and his Chancellor."
Both men were on their feet now, insisting that the King modify Joan's

frankness; but he was not minded to do it. His ordinary councils were
stale waterÑhis spirit was drinking wine, now, and the taste of it was
good. He said:

"SitÑand be patient. What is fair for one must in fairness be allowed
the other. ConsiderÑand be just. When have you two spared her? What
dark charges and harsh names have you withheld when you spoke of
her?" Then he added, with a veiled twinkle in his eyes, "If these are of-
fenses I seeno particular difference between them, except that she says
her hard things to your faces, whereas you say yours behind her back."

He was pleased with that neat shot and the way it shriveled those two
people up, and made La Hire laugh out loud and the other generals
softly quake and chuckle. Joan tranquilly resumed:

"From the first, we have been hindered by this policy of shilly-shally;
this fashion of counseling and counseling and counseling where no
counseling is needed, but only fighting. We took Orleans on the 8th of
May, and could have cleared the region round about in three days and
saved the slaughter of Patay. We could have been in Rheims six weeks
ago, and in Paris now; and would see the last Englishman pass out of
France in half a year. But we struck no blow after Orleans, but went off
into the countryÑwhat for? Ostensibly to hold councils; really to give
Bedford time to send reinforcements to TalbotÑwhich he did; and Patay
had to be fought. After Patay, more counseling, more waste of precious
time. Oh, my King, I would that you would be persuaded!" Shebegan to
warm up, now. "Once more we have our opportunity. If we rise and
strike, all is well. Bid me march upon Paris. In twenty days it shall be
yours, and in six months all France!Here is half a year's work before us;
if this chance be wasted, I give you twenty years to do it in. Speak the
word, O gentle KingÑspeak but the oneÑ"

"I cry you mercy!" interrupted the Chancellor, who saw a dangerous
enthusiasm rising in the King's face. "March upon Paris? Does your Ex-
cellency forget that the way bristles with English strongholds?"

"That for your English strongholds!" and Joan snapped her fingers
scornfully. "Whence have we marched in these last days? From Gien.
And whither? To Rheims. What bristled between? English strongholds.
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