SAINT JOAN OF ARC

Chapter 46 SCENE V

The ambulatory in the cathedral of Rheims, near the
doors of the vestry. A pillar bears one of the stations
of the cross. The organ is playing the people out of
the nave after the coronation. Joan is kneeling in
prayer before the station. She is beautifully dressed,
but still in male attire. The organ ceases as Dunois,
also splendidly arrayed, comes into the ambulatory
from the vestry.

DUNOIS. Come, Joan! you have had enough praying.
After that fit of crying you will catch a chill if you stay
here any longer. It is all over: the cathedral is empty;
and the streets are full. They are calling for The Maid.
We have told them you are staying here alone to
pray; but they want to see you again.

JOAN. No: let the king have all the glory.
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DUNOIS. He only spoils the show, poor devil. No,
Joan: you have crowned him; and you must go
through with it. Joan shakes her head reluctantly.

DUNOIS [raising her] Come come! it will be over in a
couple of hours. It's better than the bridge at Orleans:
eh?

JOAN. Oh, dear Dunois, how | wish it were the bridge
at Orleans again! We lived at that bridge.

DUNOIS. Yes, faith, and died too: some of us.

JOAN. Isnt it strange, Jack? | am such a coward: | am
frightened beyond words before a battle; but it is so
dull afterwards when there is no danger: oh, so dull!
dull! dull!

DUNOIS. You must learn to be abstemious in watr,
just as you are in your food and drink, my little saint.



JOAN. Dear Jack: | think you like me as a soldier likes
his comrade.

DUNOIS. You need it, poor innocent child of God.
You have not many friends at court.

JOAN. Why do all these courtiers and knights and
churchmen hate me? What have | done to them? |
have asked nothing for myself except that my village
shall not be taxed; for we cannot afford war taxes. |
have brought them luck and victory: | have set them
right when they were doing all sorts of stupid things: |
have crowned Charles and made him a real king; and
all the honors he is handing out have gone to them.
Then why do they not love me?

DUNOIS [rallying her] Sim-ple-ton! Do you expect
stupid people to love you for shewing them up? Do
blundering old military dug-outs love the successful



young captains who supersede them? Do ambitious
politicians love the climbers who take the front seats
from them? Do archbishops enjoy being played off
their own altars, even by saints? Why, | should be
jealous of you myself if | were ambitious enough.

JOAN. You are the pick of the basket here, Jack: the
only friend | have among all these nobles. I'll wager
your mother was from the country. | will go back to the
farm when | have taken Paris.

DUNOIS. | am not so sure that they will let you take
Paris.

JOAN [startled] What!
DUNOIS. | should have taken it myself before this if

they had all been sound about it. Some of them would
rather Paris took you, | think. So take care.



JOAN. Jack: the world is too wicked for me. If the
goddams and the Burgundians do not make an end of
me, the French will. Only for my voices | should lose
all heart. That is why | had to steal away to pray here
alone after the coronation. I'll tell you something,
Jack. It is in the bells | hear my voices. Not today,
when they all rang: that was nothing but jangling. But
here in this corner, where the bells come down from
heaven, and the echoes linger, or in the fields, where
they come from a distance through the quiet of the
countryside, my voices are in t

the King has told you that the throne has not the
means of ransoming you.

CHARLES. Not a penny.

THE ARCHBISHOP. You stand alone: absolutely
alone, trusting to your own conceit, your own
ignorance, your own headstrong presumption, your



own impiety in hiding all these sins under the cloak of
a trust in God. When you pass through these doors
Into the sunlight, the crowd will cheer you. They will
bring you their little children and their invalids to heal:
they will kiss your hands and feet, and do what they
can, poor simple souls, to turn your head, and
madden you with the self-confidence that is leading
you to your destruction. But you will be none the less
alone: they cannot save you. We and we only can
stand between you and the stake at which our
enemies have burnt that wretched woman in Paris.

JOAN [her eyes skyward] | have better friends and
better counsel than yours.

THE ARCHBISHOP. | see that | am speaking in vain
to a hardened heart. You reject our protection, and
are determined to turn us all against you. In future,
then, fend for yourself; and if you fail, God have
mercy on your soul.



DUNOIS. That iIs the truth, Joan. Heed it.

JOAN. Where would you all have been now if | had
heeded that sort of truth? There is no help, no
counsel, in any of you. Yes: | am alone on earth: |
have always been alone. My father told my brothers
to drown me if | would not stay to mind his sheep
while France was bleeding to death: France might
perish if only our lambs were safe. | thought France
would have friends at the court of the king of France;
and | find only wolves fighting for pieces of her poor
torn body. | thought God would have friends
everywhere, because He is the friend of everyone;
and in my innocence | believed that you who now cast
me out would be like strong towers to keep harm from
me. But | am wiser now; and nobody is any the worse
for being wiser. Do not think you can frighten me by
telling me that I am alone. France is alone; and God is
alone; and what is my loneliness before the loneliness



of my country and my God? | see now that the
loneliness of God is His strength: what would He be if
He listened to your jealous little counsels? Well, my
loneliness shall be my strength too; it is better to be
alone with God; His friendship will not fail me, nor His
counsel, nor His love. In His strength | will dare, and
dare, and dare, until I die. | will go out now to the
common people, and let the love in their eyes comfort
me for the hate in yours. You will all be glad to see
me burnt; but if | go through the fire | shall go through
it to their hearts for ever and ever. And so, God be
with me!

She goes from them. They stare after her in glum
silence for a moment. Then Gilles de Rais twirls his
beard.

BLUEBEARD. You know, the woman is quite
Impossible. | dont dislike her, really; but what are you
to do with such a character?



DUNOIS. As God is my judge, if she fell into the Loire
| would jump in in full armor to fish her out. But if she

plays the fool at Compiegne, and gets caught, | must
leave her to her doom.

LA HIRE. Then you had better chain me up; for |
could follow her to hell when the spirit rises in her like
that.

THE ARCHBISHOP. She disturbs my judgment too:

there is a dangerous power in her outbursts. But the

pit is open at her feet; and for good or evil we cannot
turn her from it.

CHARLES. If only she would keep quiet, or go home!
They follow her dispiritedly.
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