SAINT JOAN OF ARC
Chapter 41 TO THE CRITICS, LEST THEY SHOULD FEEL IGNORED

To a professional critic (I have been one myself)
theatre-going is the curse of Adam. The play is the
evil he is paid to endure in the sweat of his brow; and
the sooner it is over, the better. This would seem to
place him in irreconcilable opposition to the paying
playgoer, from whose point of view the longer the
play, the more entertainment he gets for his money. It
does in fact so place him, especially in the provinces,
where the playgoer goes to the theatre for the sake of
the play solely, and insists so effectively on a certain
number of hours' entertainment that touring managers
are sometimes seriously embarrassed by the brevity
of the London plays they have to deal in.

For in London the critics are reinforced by a
considerable body of persons who go to the theatre
as many others goto c
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ople who love it, yet | may point out to them that they
have several remedies in their own hands. They can
escape the first part of the play by their usual practice
of arriving late. They can escape the epilogue by not
waiting for it. And if the irreducible minimum thus
attained is still too painful, they can stay away
altogether. But | deprecate this extreme course,
because it is good neither for my pocket nor for their
own souls. Already a few of them, noticing that what
matters is not the absolute length of time occupied by
a play, but the speed with which that time passes, are
discovering that the theatre, though purgatorial in its
Aristotelian moments, is not necessarily always the
dull place they have so often found it. What do its
discomforts matter when the play makes us forget
them?
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SCENE |

A fine spring morning on the river Meuse, between
Lorraine and Champagne, in the year 1429 A.D., in
the castle of Vaucouleurs.

Captain Robert de Baudricourt, a military squire,
handsome and physically energetic, but with no will of
his own, is disguising that defect in his usual fashion
by storming terribly at his steward, a trodden worm,


https://www.novelfull.shop/saint-joan-of-arc/
javascript:;

scanty of flesh, scanty of hair, who might be any age
from 18 to 55, being the sort of man whom age
cannot wither because he has never bloomed.

The two are in a sunny stone chamber on the first
floor of the castle. At a plain strong oak table, seated
In chair to match, the captain presents his left profile.
The steward stands facing him at the other side of the
table, if so deprecatory a stance as his can be called
standing. The mullioned thirteenth-century window is
open behind him. Near it in the corner is a turret with
a narrow arched doorway leading to a winding stair
which descends to the courtyard. There is a stout
fourlegged stool under the table, and a wooden chest
under the window.

ROBERT. No eggs! No eggs!! Thousand thunders,
man, what do you mean by no eggs”?

STEWARD. Sir: it is not my fault. It is the act of God.



ROBERT. Blasphemy. You tell me there are no eggs;
and you blame your Maker for it.

STEWARD. Sir: what can | do? | cannot lay eggs.

ROBERT [sarcastic] Ha! You jest about it.

STEWARD. No, sir, God knows. We all have to go
without eggs just as you have, sir. The hens will not

lay.

ROBERT. Indeed! [Rising] Now listen to me, you.

STEWARD [humbly] Yes, sir.

ROBERT. What am 1?

STEWARD. What are you, sir?



ROBERT [coming at him] Yes: what am |? Am |
Robert, squire of Baudricourt and captain of this
castle of Vaucouleurs; or am | a cowboy?

STEWARD. ONh, sir, you know you are a greater man
here than the king himself.

ROBERT. Precisely. And now, do you know what you

are?

STEWARD. | am nobody, sir, except that | have the
honor to be your steward.

ROBERT [driving him to the wall, adjective by
adjective] You have not only the honor of being my
steward, but the privilege of being the worst, most
iIncompetent, drivelling snivelling jibbering jabbering
idiot of a steward in France. [He strides back to the
table].



STEWARD [cowering on the chest] Yes, sir: to a great
man like you | must seem like that.

ROBERT [turning] My fault, | suppose. Eh?

STEWARD [coming to him deprecatingly] Oh, sir: you
always give my most innocent words such a turn!

ROBERT. I will give your neck a turn if you dare tell
me when | ask you how many eggs there are that you
cannot lay any.

STEWARD [protesting] Oh sir, oh sir--

ROBERT. No: not oh sir, oh sir, but no sir, no sir. My
three Barbary hens and the black are the best layers
in Champagne. And you come and tell me that there
are no eggs! Who stole them? Tell me that, before |
kick you out through the castle gate for a liar and a
seller of my goods to thieves. The milk was short



yesterday, too: do not forget that.

STEWARD [desperate] | know, sir. | know only too
well. There is no milk: there are no eggs: tomorrow
there will be nothing.

ROBERT. Nothing! You will steal the lot: eh?

STEWARD. No, sir: nobody will steal anything. But
there is a spell on us: we are bewitched.

ROBERT. That story is not good enough for me.
Robert de Baudricourt burns witches and hangs
thieves. Go. Bring me four dozen eggs and two
gallons of milk here in this room before noon, or
Heaven have mercy on your bones! | will teach you to
make a fool of me. [He resumes his seat with an air of
finality].

STEWARD. Sir: | tell you there are no eggs. There



will be none--not if you were to kill me for it--as long
as The Maid is at

It is because they are always calling on their God to
condemn their souls to perdition. That is what
goddam means in their language. How do you like it?

JOAN. God will be merciful to them; and they will act
like His good children when they go back to the
country He made for them, and made them for. | have
heard the tales of the Black Prince. The moment he
touched the soll of our country the devil entered into
him, and made him a black fiend. But at home, in the
place made for him by God, he was good. It is always
so. If I went into England against the will of God to
conquer England, and tried to live there and speak its
language, the devil would enter into me; and when |
was old | should shudder to remember the
wickedness I did.



ROBERT. Perhaps. But the more devil you were the
better you might fight. That is why the goddams will
take Orleans. And you cannot stop them, nor ten
thousand like you.

JOAN. One thousand like me can stop them. Ten like
me can stop them with God on our side. [She rises
Impetuously, and goes at him, unable to sit quiet any
longer]. You do not understand, squire. Our soldiers
are always beaten because they are fighting only to
save their skins; and the shortest way to save your
skin is to run away. Our knights are thinking only of
the money they will make in ransoms: it is not kill or
be killed with them, but pay or be paid. But | will teach
them all to fight that the will of God may be done in
France; and then they will drive the poor goddams
before them like sheep. You and Polly will live to see
the day when there will not be an English soldier on
the soll of France; and there will be but one king
there: not the feudal English king, but God's French



one.

ROBERT [to Poulengey] This may be all rot, Polly; but
the troops might swallow it, though nothing that we
can say seems able to put any fight into them. Even
the Dauphin might swallow it. And if she can put fight
Into him, she can put it into anybody.

POULENGEY. | can see no harm in trying. Can you?
And there is something about the girl--

ROBERT [turning to Joan] Now listen you to me; and
[desperately] dont cut in before | have time to think.

JOAN [plumping down on the stool again, like an
obedient schoolgirl] Yes, squire.

ROBERT. Your orders are, that you are to go to
Chinon under the escort of this gentleman and three
of his friends.



JOAN [radiant, clasping her hands] Oh, squire! Your
head is all circled with light, like a saint's.

POULENGEY. How is she to get into the royal
presence?

ROBERT [who has looked up for his halo rather
apprehensively] | dont know: how did she get into my
presence? If the Dauphin can keep her out he is a
better man than | take him for. [Rising] | will send her
to Chinon; and she can say | sent her. Then let come
what may: | can do no more.

JOAN. And the dress? | may have a soldier's dress,
maynt I, squire?

ROBERT. Have what you please. | wash my hands of
it.



JOAN [wildly excited by her success] Come, Polly.
[She dashes out].

ROBERT [shaking Poulengey's hand] Goodbye, old
man, | am taking a big chance. Few other men would
have done it. But as you say, there is something
about her.

POULENGEY. Yes: there is something about her.
Goodbye. [He goes out].

Robert, still very doubtful whether he has not been
made a fool of by a crazy female, and a social inferior

to boot, scratches his head and slowly comes back
from the door.

The steward runs in with a basket.

STEWARD. Sir, sir--



ROBERT. What now?

STEWARD. The hens are laying like mad, sir. Five
dozen eggs!

ROBERT [stiffens convulsively: crosses himself: and
forms with his pale lips the words] Christ in heaven!
[Aloud but breathless] She did come from God.
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Chinon, in Touraine. An end of the throne room in the
castle, curtained off to make an antechamber. The
Archbishop of Rheims, close on 50, a full-fed prelate
with nothing of the ecclesiastic about him except his
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Imposing bearing, and the Lord Chamberlain,
Monseigneur de la Tremouille, a monstrous arrogant
wineskin of a man, are waiting for the Dauphin. There
Is a door in the wall to the right of the two men. It is
late in the afternoon on the 8th of March, 1429. The
Archbishop stands with dignity whilst the
Chamberlain, on his left, fumes about in the worst of
tempers.

LA TREMOUILLE. What the devil does the Dauphin
mean by keeping us waiting like this? | dont know

how you have the patience to stand there like a stone
idol.

THE ARCHBISHOP. You see, | am an archbishop;
and an archbishop is a sort of idol. At any rate he has
to learn to keep still and suffer fools patiently.
Besides, my dear Lord Chamberlain, it is the
Dauphin's royal privilege to keep you waiting, is it not?



LA TREMOUILLE. Dauphin be damned! saving your
reverence. Do you know how much money he owes
me?

THE ARCHBISHOP. Much more than he owes me, |
have no doubt, because you are a much richer man.
But | take it he owes you all you could afford to lend
him. That is what he owes me.

LA TREMOUILLE. Twenty-seven thousand: that was
his last haul. A cool twenty-seven thousand!

THE ARCHBISHOP. What becomes of it all? He
never has a suit of clothes that | would throw to a
curate.

LA TREMOUILLE. He dines on a chicken or a scrap
of mutton. He borrows my last penny; and there is
nothing to shew for it. [A page appears in the
doorway]. At last!



THE PAGE. No, my lord: it is not His Majesty.
Monsieur de Rais is approaching.

LA TREMOUILLE. Young Bluebeard! Why announce
him?

THE PAGE. Captain La Hire is with him. Something
has happened, | think.

Gilles de Rais, a young man of 25, very smart and
self-possessed, and sporting the extravagance of a
little curled beard dyed blue at a clean-shaven court,
comes in. He is determined to make himself
agreeable, but lacks natural joyousness, and is not
really pleasant. In fact when he defies the Church
some eleven years later he is accused of trying to
extract pleasure from horrible cruelties, and hanged.
So far, however, there is no shadow of the gallows on
him. He advances gaily to the Archbishop. The page



withdraws.

BLUEBEARD. Your faithful lamb, Archbishop. Good
day, my lord. Do you know what has happened to La
Hire?

LA TREMOUILLE. He has sworn himself into a fit,
perhaps.

BLUEBEARD. No: just the opposite. Foul Mouthed
Frank, the only man in Touraine who could beat him
at swearing, was told by a soldier that he shouldnt
use such language when he was at the point of death.

THE ARCHBISHOP. Nor at any other point. But was
Foul Mouthed Frank on the point of death?

BLUEBEARD. Yes: he has just fallen into a well and
been drowned. La Hire is frightened out of his wits.



Captain La Hire comes in: a war dog with no court
manners and pronounced camp ones.

BLUEBEARD. | have just been telling the
Chamberlain and the Archbishop. The Archbishop
says you are a lost man.

LA HIRE [striding past Bluebeard, and planting
himself between the Archbishop and La Tréemouille]
This is nothing to joke about. It Is worse than we
thought. It was not a soldier, but an angel dressed as
a soldier.

THE ARCHBISHOP }

THE CHAMBERLAIN } [exclaiming all together] An
angel!

BLUEBEARD }



LA HIRE. Yes, an angel. She has made her way from
Champagne with half a dozen men through the thick
of everything: Burgundians, Goddams, deserters,
robbers, and Lord knows who; and they never met a
soul except the country folk. | know one of them: de
Poulengey. He says she's an angel. If ever | utter an
oath again may my soul be blasted to eternal
damnation!

THE ARCHBISHOP. A very pious beginning, Captain.

Bluebeard and La Trémouille laugh at him. The page
returns.

THE PAGE. His Majesty.

They stand perfunctorily at court attention. The
Dauphin, aged 26, really King Charles the Seventh
since the death of his father, but as yet uncrowned,
comes in through the curtains with a paper in his



hands. He is a poor creature physically; and the
current fashion of shaving closely, and hiding every
scrap of hair under the headcovering or headdress,
both by women and men, makes the worst of his
appearance. He has little narrow eyes, near together,
a long pendulous nose that droops over his thick short
upper lip, and the expression of a young dog
accustomed to be kicked, yet incorrigible and
irrepressible. But he is neither vulgar nor stupid; and
he has a cheeky humor which enables him to

do stop talking about God and praying. | cant bear
people who are always praying. Isnt it bad enough to
have to do it at the proper times?

JOAN [pitying him] Thou poor child, thou hast never
prayed in thy life. | must teach thee from the

beginning.

CHARLES. | am not a child: | am a grown man and a



father; and I will not be taught any more.

JOAN. Aye, you have a little son. He that will be Louis
the Eleventh when you die. Would you not fight for
him?

CHARLES. No: a horrid boy. He hates me. He hates
everybody, selfish little beast! | dont want to be
bothered with children. | dont want to be a father; and
| dont want to be a son: especially a son of St Louis. |
dont want to be any of these fine things you all have
your heads full of: | want to be just what | am. Why
cant you mind your own business, and let me mind
mine?

JOAN [again contemptuous] Minding your own
business is like minding your own body: it's the
shortest way to make yourself sick. What is my
business? Helping mother at home. What is thine?
Petting lapdogs and sucking sugar-sticks. | call that



muck. | tell thee it is God's business we are here to
do: not our own. | have a message to thee from God,;
and thou must listen to it, though thy heart break with
the terror of it.

CHARLES. | dont want a message; but can you tell
me any secrets? Can you do any cures? Can you turn
lead into gold, or anything of that sort?

JOAN. | can turn thee into a king, in Rheims
Cathedral; and that is a miracle that will take some
doing, it seems.

CHARLES. If we go to Rheims, and have a
coronation, Anne will want new dresses. We cant
afford them. | am all right as | am.

JOAN. As you are! And what is that? Less than my
father's poorest shepherd. Thourt not lawful owner of
thy own land of France till thou be consecrated.



CHARLES. But I shall not be lawful owner of my own
land anyhow. Will the consecration pay off my
mortgages? | have pledged my last acre to the
Archbishop and that fat bully. | owe money even to
Bluebeard.

JOAN [earnestly] Charlie: | come from the land, and
have gotten my strength working on the land; and |
tell thee that the land is thine to rule righteously and
keep God's peace in, and not to pledge at the
pawnshop as a drunken woman pledges her
children's clothes. And | come from God to tell thee to
kneel in the cathedral and solemnly give thy kingdom
to Him for ever and ever, and become the greatest
king in the world as His steward and His bailiff, His
soldier and His servant. The very clay of France will
become holy: her soldiers will be the soldiers of God:
the rebel dukes will be rebels against God: the
English will fall on their knees and beg thee let them



return to their lawful homes in peace. Wilt be a poor
little Judas, and betray me and Him that sent me?

CHARLES [tempted at last] Oh, if | only dare!

JOAN. | shall dare, dare, and dare again, in God's
name! Art for or against me?

CHARLES [excited] I'll risk it, | warn you | shant be
able to keep it up; but I'll risk it. You shall see.
[Running to the main door and shouting] Hallo! Come
back, everybody. [To Joan, as he runs back to the
arch opposite] Mind you stand by and dont let me be
bullied. [Through the arch] Come along, will you: the
whole Court. [He sits down in the royal chair as they
all hurry in to their former places, chattering and
wondering]. Now I'm in for it; but no matter: here
goes! [To the page] Call for silence, you little beast,
will you?



THE PAGE [snhatching a halberd as before and
thumping with it repeatedly] Silence for His Majesty
the King. The King speaks. [Peremptorily] Will you be
silent there? [Silence].

CHARLES [rising] | have given the command of the
army to The Maid. The Maid is to do as she likes with
it. [He descends from the dais].

General amazement. La Hire, delighted, slaps his
steel thigh-piece with his gauntlet.

LA TREMOUILLE [turning threateningly towards
Charles] What is this? | command the army.

Joan quickly puts her hand on Charles's shoulder as
he instinctively recoils. Charles, with a grotesque
effort culminating in an extravagant gesture, snaps his
fingers in the Chamberlain's face.



JOAN. Thourt answered, old Gruff-and-Grum.
[Suddenly flashing out her sword as she divines that
her moment has come] Who is for God and His Maid?
Who is for Orleans with me?

LA HIRE [carried away, drawing also] For God and
His Maid! To Orleans!

ALL THE KNIGHTS [following his lead with
enthusiasm] To Orleans!

Joan, radiant, falls on her knees in thanksgiving to
God. They all kneel, except the Archbishop, who
gives his benediction with a sigh, and La Trémouille,
who collapses, cursing.
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Chapter 44 SCENE llI

Orleans, 29 April, 1429. Dunois, aged 26, is pacing up
and down a patch of ground on the south bank of the
silver Loire, commanding a long view of the river in
both directions. He has had his lance stuck up with a
pennon, which streams in a strong east wind. His
shield with its bend sinister lies beside it. He has his
commander's baton in his hand. He is well built,
carrying his armor easily. His broad brow and pointed
chin give him an equilaterally triangular face, already
marked by active service and responsibility, with the
expression of a good-natured and capable man who
has no affectations and no foolish illusions. His page
IS sitting on the ground, elbows on knees, cheeks on
fists, idly watching the water. It is evening; and both
man and boy are affected by the loveliness of the
Loire.


javascript:;

DUNOIS [halting for a moment to glance up at the
streaming pennon and shake his head wearily before
he resumes his pacing] West wind, west wind, west
wind. Strumpet: steadfast when you should be
wanton, wanton when you should be steadfast. West
wind on the silver Loire: what rhymes to Loire? [He
looks again at the pennon, and shakes his fist at it]
Change, curse you, change, English harlot of a wind,
change. West, west, | tell you. [With a growl he
resumes his march in silence, but soon begins again]
West wind, wanton wind, wilful wind, womanish wind,
false wind from over the water, will you never blow
again?

THE PAGE [bounding to his feet] See! There! There
she goes!

DUNOIS [startled from his



THE PAGE [snheezes violently] At-cha!!!

JOAN. God bless you, child! Coom, Bastard.

They go out. The page rises to follow. He picks up the
shield, and is taking the spear as well when he
notices the pennon, which is now streaming eastward.

THE PAGE [dropping the shield and calling excitedly
after them] Seigneur! Seigneur! Mademoiselle!

DUNOIS [running back] What is it? The kingfisher?
[He looks eagerly for it up the riverl].

JOAN [joining them] Oh, a kingfisher! Where?

THE PAGE. No: the wind, the wind, the wind [pointing
to the pennon]: that is what made me sneeze.



DUNOIS [looking at the pennon] The wind has
changed. [He crosses himself] God has spoken.
[Kneeling and handing his baton to Joan] You
command the king's army. | am your soldier.

THE PAGE [looking down the river] The boats have
put off. They are ripping upstream like anything.

DUNOIS [rising] Now for the forts. You dared me to
follow. Dare you lead?

JOAN [bursting into tears and flinging her arms round
Dunois, kissing him on both cheeks] Dunois, dear
comrade in arms, help me. My eyes are blinded with
tears. Set my foot on the ladder, and say 'Up, Joan.'

DUNOIS [dragging her out] Never mind the tears:
make for the flash of the guns.

JOAN [in a blaze of courage] Ah!



DUNOIS [dragging her along with him] For God and
Saint Dennis!

THE PAGE [shrilly] The Maid! The Maid! God and
The Maid! Hurray-ay-ay! [He snatches up the shield
and lance, and capers out after them, mad with
excitement].
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A tent in the English camp. A bullnecked English
chaplain of 50 is sitting on a stool at a table, hard at
work writing. At the other side of the table an
Imposing nobleman, aged 46, is seated in a
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handsome chair turning over the leaves of an
Illuminated Book of Hours. The nobleman is enjoying
himself: the chaplain is struggling with suppressed
wrath. There is an unoccupied leather stool on the
nobleman's left. The table is on his right.

THE NOBLEMAN. Now this is what | call
workmanship. There is nothing on earth more
exquisite than a bonny book, with well-placed
columns of rich black writing in beautiful borders, and
illuminated pictures cunningly inset. But nowadays,
Instead of looking at books, people read them. A book
might as well be one of those orders for bacon and
bran that you are scribbling.

THE CHAPLAIN. | must say, my lord, you take our
situation very coolly. Very coolly indeed.

THE NOBLEMAN [supercilious] What is the matter?



THE CHAPLAIN. The matter, my lord, is that we
English have been defeated.

THE NOBLEMAN. That happens, you know. It is only
In history books and ballads that the enemy is always
defeated.

THE CHAPLAIN. But we are being defeated over and
over again. First, Orleans--

THE NOBLEMAN [poohpoohing] Oh, Orleans!

THE CHAPLAIN. | know what you are going to say,
my lord: that was a clear case of witchcraft and
sorcery. But we are still being defeated. Jargeau,
Meung, Beaugency, just like Orleans. And now we
have been butchered at Patay, and Sir John Talbot
taken prisoner. [He throws down his pen, almost in
tears] | feel it, my lord: | feel it very deeply. | cannot
bear to see my countrymen defeated by a parcel of



foreigners.

THE NOBLEMAN. Oh! you are an Englishman, are
you?

THE CHAPLAIN. Certainly not, my lord: | am a
gentleman. Still, like your lordship, | was born in
England; and it makes a difference.

THE NOBLEMAN. You are attached to the soil, eh?

THE CHAPLAIN. It pleases your lordship to be
satirical at my expense: your greatness privileges you
to be so with impunity. But your lordship knows very
well that | am not attached to the soll in a vulgar
manner, like a serf. Still, | have a feeling about it; [with
growing agitation] and I am not ashamed of it; and
[rising wildly] by God, if this goes on any longer | will
fling my cassock to the devil, and take arms myself,
and strangle the accursed witch with my own hands.



THE NOBLEMAN [laughing at him goodnaturedly] So
you shall, chaplain: so you shall, if we can do nothing
better. But not yet, not quite yet.

The Chaplain resumes his seat very sulkily.

THE NOBLEMAN [airily] | should not care very much
about the witch--you see, | have made my pilgrimage
to the Holy Land; and the Heavenly Powers, for their
own credit, can hardly allow me to be worsted by a
village sorceress--but the Bastard of Orleans is a
harder nut to crack; and as he has been to the Holy
Land too, honors are easy between us as far as that
goes.

THE CHAPLAIN. He is only a Frenchman, my lord.

THE NOBLEMAN. A Frenchman! Where did you pick
up that expression? Are these Burgundians and



Bretons and Picards and Gascons beginning to call
themselves Frenchmen, just as our fellows are
beginning to call themselves Englishmen? They
actually talk of France and England as their countries.
Theirs, if you please! What is to become of me and
you if that way of thinking comes into fashion?

THE CHAPLAIN. Why, my lord? Can it hurt us?

THE NOBLEMAN. Men cannot serve two masters. If
this cant of serving their country once takes hold of
them, goodbye to the authority of their feudal lords,
and goodbye to the authority of the Church. That is,
goodbye to you and me.

THE CHAPLAIN. | hope | am a faithful servant of the
Church; and there are only six cousins between me
and the barony of Stogumber, which was created by
the Conqueror. But is that any reason why | should
stand by and see Englishmen beaten by a French



bastard and a witch from Lousy Champagne?

THE NOBLEMAN. Easy, man, easy: we shall burn the
witch and beat the bastard all in good time. Indeed |
am waiting at present for the Bishop of Beauvais, to
arrange the burning with him. He has been turned out
0

down the barons; and the cardinals will have it all their
own way.

CAUCHON [conciliatory, dropping his polemical tone]
My lord: we shall not defeat The Maid if we strive
against one another. | know well that there is a Will to
Power in the world. | know that while it lasts there will
be a struggle between the Emperor and the Pope,
between the dukes and the political cardinals,
between the barons and the kings. The devil divides
us and governs. | see you are no friend to The
Church: you are an earl first and last, as | am a



churchman first and last. But can we not sink our
differences in the face of a common enemy? | see
now that what is in your mind is not that this girl has
never once mentioned The Church, and thinks only of
God and herself, but that she has never once
mentioned the peerage, and thinks only of the king
and herself.

WARWICK. Quite so. These two ideas of hers are the
same idea at bottom. It goes deep, my lord. It is the
protest of the individual soul against the interference
of priest or peer between the private man and his
God. | should call it Protestantism if | had to find a
name for it.

CAUCHON [looking hard at him] You understand it
wonderfully well, my lord. Scratch an Englishman, and

find a Protestant.

WARWICK [playing the pink of courtesy] I think you



are not entirely void of sympathy with The Maid's
secular heresy, my lord. | leave you to find a name for
it.

CAUCHON. You mistake me, my lord. | have no
sympathy with her political presumptions. But as a
priest | have gained a knowledge of the minds of the
common people; and there you will find yet another
most dangerous idea. | can express it only by such
phrases as France for the French, England for the
English, Italy for the Italians, Spain for the Spanish,
and so forth. It is sometimes so narrow and bitter in
country folk that it surprises me that this country girl
can rise above the idea of her village for its villagers.
But she can. She does. When she threatens to drive
the English from the soll of France she is undoubtedly
thinking of the whole extent of country in which
French is spoken. To her the French-speaking people
are what the Holy Scriptures describe as a nation.
Call this side of her heresy Nationalism if you will: |



can find you no better name for it. | can only tell you
that it is essentially anti-Catholic and anti-Christian;
for the Catholic Church knows only one realm, and
that is the realm of Christ's kingdom. Divide that
kingdom into nations, and you dethrone Christ.
Dethrone Christ, and who will stand between our
throats and the sword? The world will perish in a
welter of war.

WARWICK. Well, if you will burn the Protestant, | will
burn the Nationalist, though perhaps | shall not carry
Messire John with me there. England for the English
will appeal to him.

THE CHAPLAIN. Certainly England for the English
goes without saying: it is the simple law of nature. But
this woman denies to England her legitimate
conquests, given her by God because of her peculiar
fitness to rule over less civilized races for their own
good. | do not understand what your lordships mean



by Protestant and Nationalist: you are too learned and
subtle for a poor clerk like myself. But | know as a
matter of plain commonsense that the woman is a
rebel; and that is enough for me. She rebels against
Nature by wearing man's clothes, and fighting. She
rebels against The Church by usurping the divine
authority of the Pope. She rebels against God by her
damnable league with Satan and his evil spirits
against our army. And all these rebellions are only
excuses for her great rebellion against England. That
IS not to be endured. Let her perish. Let her burn. Let
her not infect the whole flock. It is expedient that one
woman die for the people.

WARWICK [rising] My lord: we seem to be agreed.
CAUCHON [rising also, but in protest] | will not imperil

my soul. | will uphold the justice of the Church. | will
strive to the utmost for this woman's salvation.



WARWICK. | am sorry for the poor girl. | hate these
severities. | will spare her if | can.

THE CHAPLAIN [implacably] | would burn her with my
own hands.

CAUCHON [blessing him] Sancta simplicitas!
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