SAINT JOAN OF ARC

Chapter 47 SCENE VI

Rouen, 30 May 1431. A great stone hall in the castle,
arranged for a trial-at-law, but not a trial-by-jury, the
court being the Bishop's court with the Inquisition
participating: hence there are two raised chairs side
by side for the Bishop and the Inquisitor as judges.
Rows of chairs radiating from them at an obtuse angle
are for the canons, the doctors of law and theology,
and the Dominican monks, who act as assessors. In
the angle is a table for the scribes, with stools. There
Is also a heavy rough wooden stool for the prisoner.
All these are at the inner end of the hall. The further
end is open to the courtyard through a row of arches.
The court is shielded from the weather by screens
and curtains.

Looking down the great hall from the middle of the
inner end, the judicial chairs and scribes' table are to
the right. The prisoner's stool is to the left. There are
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arched doors right and left. It is a fine sunshiny May
morning.

Warwick comes in through the arched doorway on the
judges' side, followed by his page.

THE PAGE [pertly] | suppose your lordship is aware
that we have no business here. This Is an
ecclesiastical court; and we are only the secular arm.

WARWICK. | am aware of that fact. Will it please your
iImpudence to find the Bishop of Beauvais for me, and
give him a hint that he can have a word with me here

before the trial, if he wishes?

THE PAGE [going] Yes, my lord.

WARWICK. And mind you behave yourself. Do not
address him as Pious Peter.



THE PAGE. No, my lord. | shall be kind to him,
because, when The Maid is brought in, Pious Peter
will have to pick a peck of pickled pepper.

Cauchon enters through the same door with a

Dominican monk and a canon, the latter carrying a
brief.

THE PAGE. The Right Reverend his lordship the
Bishop of Beauvais. And two other reverend
gentlemen.

WARWICK. Get out; and see that we are not
Interrupted.

THE PAGE. Right, my lord [he vanishes airily].

CAUCHON. | wish your lordship good-morrow.

WARWICK. Good-morrow to your lordship. Have |



had the pleasure of meeting your friends before? |
think not.

CAUCHON [introducing the monk, who is on his right]
This, my lord, is Brother John Lema?tre, of the order
of St Dominic. He is acting as deputy for the Chief
Inquisitor into the evil of heresy in France. Brother
John: the Earl of Warwick.

WARWICK. Your Reverence is most welcome. We
have no Inquisitor in England, unfortunately; though
we miss him greatly, especially on occasions like the
present.

The Inquisitor smiles patiently, and bows. He is a mild
elderly gentleman, but has evident reserves of
authority and firmness.

CAUCHON [introducing the Canon, who is on his left]
This gentleman is Canon John D'Estivet, of the



Chapter of Bayeaux. He is acting as Promoter.

WARWICK. Promoter?

CAUCHON. Prosecutor, you would call him in civil
law.

WARWICK. Ah! prosecutor. Quite, quite. | am very
glad to make your acquaintance, Canon D'Estivet.

D'Estivet bows. [He is on the young side of middle
age, well mannered, but vulpine beneath his veneer.

WARWICK. May | ask what stage the proceedings
have reached? It is now more than nine months since
The Maid was captured at Compiegne by the
Burgundians. It is fully four months since | bought her
from the Burgundians for a very handsome sum,
solely that she might be brought to justice. It is very
nearly three months since | delivered her up to you,



my Lord Bishop, as a person suspected of heresy.
May | suggest that you are taking a rather
unconscionable time to make up your minds about a
very plain case? Is this trial never going to end?

THE INQUISITOR [smiling] It has not yet begun, my
lord.

WARWICK. Not yet begun! Why, you have been at it
eleven weeks!

CAUCHON. We have not been idle, my lord. We have
held fifteen examinations of The Maid: six public and
nine private.

THE INQUISITOR [always patiently smiling] You see,
my lord, | have been present at only two of these
examinations. They were proceedings of the Bishop's
court solely, and not of the Holy Office. | have only
just decided to associate myself--that is, to associate



the Holy Inquisition--with the Bishop's court. | did not
at first think that this was a case of heresy at all. |
regarded it as a political case, and The Maid as a
prisoner of war. But having now been present at two
of the examinations, | must admit that this seems to
be one of the gravest cases of heresy within my
experience. Therefore everything is now in order, and
we proceed to trial this morning. [He moves towards
the judicial chairs].

CAUCHON. This moment, if your lordship's
convenience allows.

WARWICK [graciously] Well, that is good news,
gentlemen. | will not attempt to conceal from you that
our patience was becoming strained.

CAUCHON. So | gathered from the threats of your
soldiers to drown those of our people who favor The
Maid.



WARWICK. Dear me! At all events their intentions
were friendly to you, my lord.

CAUCHON [sternly] | hope not. | am determined that
the woman shall have a fair hearing. The justice of the
Church is not a mockery, my lord.

THE INQUISITOR [returning] Never has there been a
fairer examination within my experience, my lord. The
Maid needs no lawyers to take her part: she will be
tried by her most faithful friends, all ardently desirous
to save her soul from perdition.

D'ESTIVET. Sir: | am the Promotor; and it has been
my painful duty to present the case against the girl;
but believe me, | would throw up my case today and
hasten to her defence if | did not know that men far
my superiors in learning and piety, in eloguence and
persuasiveness, have been sent to reason with her, to



explain to her the danger she is running, and the ease
with which she may avoid it. [Suddenly bursting into
forensic eloquence, to the disgust of Cauchon and the
Inquisitor, who have listened to him so far with
patronizing approval] Men have dared to say that we
are acting from hate; but God is our witness that they
lie. Have we tortured her? No. Have we ceased to
exhort her; to implore her to have pity on herself; to
come to the bosom of her Church as an erring but
beloved child? Have we--

CAUCHON [interrupting drily] Take care, Canon. All
that you say is true; but if you make his lordship
believe it | will not answer for your life, and hardly for
my own.

WARWICK [deprecating, but by no means denying]
Oh, my lord, you are very hard on us poor English.
But we certainly do not share your pious desire to
save The Maid: in fact | tell you now plainly that her



death is a political necessity which | regret but cannot
help. If the Church lets her go--

CAUCHON [with fierce and menacing pride] If the
Church lets her go, woe to the man, were he the
Emperor himself, who dares lay a finger on her! The
Church is not subject to political necessity, my lord.

THE INQUISITOR [interposing smoothly] You need
have no anxiety about the result, my lord. You have
an invincible ally in the matter: one who is far more
determined than you that she shall burn.

WARWICK. And who is this very convenient partisan,
may | ask?

THE INQUISITOR. The Maid herself. Unless you put
a gag in her mouth you cannot prevent her from
convicting herself ten times over every time she
opens it.



D'ESTIVET. That is perfectly true, my lord. My hair
bristles on my head when | hear so young a creature
utter such blasphemies.

WARWICK. Well, by all means do your best for her if
you are quite sure it will be of no avail. [Looking hard
at Cauchon] I should be sorry to have to act without
the blessing of the Church.

CAUCHON [with a mixture of cynical admiration and
contempt] And yet they say Englishmen are
hypocrites! You play for your side, my lord, even at
the peril of your soul. I cannot but admire such
devotion; but | dare not go so far myself. | fear
damnation.

WARWICK. If we feared anything we could never
govern England, my lord. Shall | send your people in
to you?



CAUCHON. Yes: it will be very good of your lordship
to withdraw and allow the court to assemble.

Warwick turns on his heel, and goes out through the
courtyard. Cauchon takes one of the judicial seats;
and D'Estivet sits at the scribes' table, studying his
brief.

CAUCHON |[casually, as he makes himself
comfortable] What scoundrels these English nobles
are!

THE INQ

f penitence appear in thee, to permit our Brother
Martin to administer to thee the sacrament of
penance.

THE CHAPLAIN. Into the fire with the witch [he



rushes at her, and helps the soldiers to push her out].

Joan is taken away through the courtyard. The
assessors rise in disorder, and follow the soldiers,
except Ladvenu, who has hidden his face in his
hands.

CAUCHON [rising again in the act of sitting down] No,
no: this is irregular. The representative of the secular
arm should be here to receive her from us.

THEINQUISITOR [also on his feet again] That man is
an incorrigible fool.

CAUCHON. Brother Martin: see that everything is
done in order.

LADVENU. My place is at her side, my Lord. You
must exercise your own authority. [He hurries out].



CAUCHON. These English are impossible: they will
thrust her straight into the fire. Look!

He points to the courtyard, in which the glow and
flicker of fire can now be seen reddening the May
daylight. Only the Bishop and the Inquisitor are left in
the court.

CAUCHON [turning to go] We must stop that.

THE INQUISITOR [calmly] Yes; but not too fast, my
lord.

CAUCHON [halting] But there is not a moment to
lose.

THE INQUISITOR. We have proceeded in perfect
order. If the English choose to put themselves in the
wrong, it is not our business to put them in the right. A
flaw in the procedure may be useful later on: one



never knows. And the sooner it is over, the better for
that poor girl.

CAUCHON [relaxing] That is true. But | suppose we
must see this dreadful thing through.

THE INQUISITOR. One gets used to it. Habit is
everything. | am accustomed to the fire: it is soon
over. But it is a terrible thing to see a young and
Innocent creature crushed between these mighty
forces, the Church and the Law.

CAUCHON. You call her innocent!

THE INQUISITOR. Oh, quite innocent. What does
she know of the Church and the Law? She did not
understand a word we were saying. It is the ignorant
who suffer. Come, or we shall be late for the end.

CAUCHON [going with him] | shall not be sorry if we



are: | am not so accustomed as yOU.

They are going out when Warwick comes in, meeting
them.

WARWICK. Oh, I am intruding. | thought it was all
over.

[He makes a feint of retiring].

CAUCHON. Do not go, my lord. It is all over.

THE INQUISITOR. The execution is not in our hands,
my lord; but it is desirable that we should witness the
end. So by your leave--[He bows, and goes out
through the courtyard].

CAUCHON. There is some doubt whether your
people have observed the forms of law, my lord.



WARWICK. | am told that there is some doubt
whether your authority runs in this city, my lord. It is
not in your diocese. However, if you will answer for
that | will swear for the rest.

CAUCHON. It is to God that we both must answer.
Good morning, my lord.

WARWICK. My lord: good morning.

They look at one another for a moment with
unconcealed hostility. Then Cauchon follows the
Inquisitor out. Warwick looks round. Finding himself
alone, he calls for attendance.

WARWICK. Hallo: some attendance here! [Silence].
Hallo, there! [Silence]. Hallo! Brian, you young
blackguard, where are you? [Silence]. Guard!
[Silence]. They have all gone to see the burning: even
that child.



The silence is broken by someone frantically howling
and sobbing.

WARWICK. What in the devil's name--?

The Chaplain staggers in from the courtyard like a
demented creature, his face streaming with tears,
making the piteous sounds that Warwick has heard.
He stumbles to the prisoner's stool, and throws
himself upon it with heartrending sobs.

WARWICK [going to him and patting him on the
shoulder] What is it, Master John? What is the
matter?

THE CHAPLAIN [clutching at his hand] My lord, my
lord: for Christ's sake pray for my wretched guilty soul.

WARWICK [soothing him] Yes, yes: of course | will.



Calmly, gently--

THE CHAPLAIN [blubbering miserably] I am not a
bad man, my lord.

WARWICK. No, no: not at all.

THE CHAPLAIN. | meant no harm. | did not know
what it would be like.

WARWICK [hardening] Oh! You saw it, then?

THE CHAPLAIN. I did not know what | was doing. |
am a hotheaded fool: and | shall be damned to all
eternity for it.

WARWICK. Nonsense! Very distressing, no doubt;
but it was not your doing.

THE CHAPLAIN [lamentably] I let them do it. If | had



known, | would have torn her from their hands. You
don't know: you havnt seen: it is so easy to talk when
you dont know. You madden yourself with words: you
damn yourself because it feels grand to throw oil on
the flaming hell of your own temper. But when it is
brought home to you; when you see the thing you
have done; when it is blinding your eyes, stifling your
nostrils, tearing your heart, then--then--[Falling on his
knees] O God, take away this sight from me! O Christ,
deliver me from this fire that is consuming me! She
cried to Thee in the midst of it: Jesus! Jesus! Jesus!
She is in Thy bosom; and | am in hell for evermore.

WARWICK [summarily hauling him to his feet] Come
come, man! you must pull yourself together. We shall
have the whole town talking of this. [He throws him
not too gently into a chair at the table] If you have not
the nerve to see these things, why do you not do as |
do, and stay away?



THE CHAPLAIN [bewildered and submissive] She
asked for a cross. A soldier gave her two sticks tied
together. Thank God he was an Englishman! | might
have done it; but I did not: | am a coward, a mad dog,
a fool. But he was an Englishman too.

WARWICK. The fool! they will burn him too if the
priests get hold of him.

THE CHAPLAIN [shaken with a convulsion] Some of
the people laughed at her. They would have laughed
at Christ. They were French people, my lord: | know
they were French.

WARWICK. Hush! someone is coming. Control
yourself.

Ladvenu comes back through the courtyard to
Warwick's right hand, carrying a bishop's cross which
he has taken from a church. He is very grave and



composed.

WARWICK. | am informed that it is all over, Brother
Maurtin.

LADVENU [enigmatically] We do not know, my lord. It
may have only just begun.

WARWICK. What does that mean, exactly?

LADVENU. | took this cross from the church for her
that she might see it to the last: she had only two
sticks that she put into her bosom. When the fire crept
round us, and she saw that if | held the cross before
her | should be burnt myself, she warned me to get
down and save myself. My lord: a girl who could think
of another's danger in such a moment was not
iInspired by the devil. When | had to snatch the cross
from her sight, she looked up to heaven. And | do not
believe that the heavens were empty. | firmly believe



that her Savior appeared to her then in His tenderest
glory. She called to Him and died. This is not the end
for her, but the beginning.

WARWICK. | am afraid it will have a bad effect on the
people.

LADVENU. It had, my lord, on some of them. | heard
laughter. Forgive me for saying that | hope and
believe it was English laughter.

THE CHAPLAIN [rising frantically] No: it was not.
There was only one Englishman there that disgraced
his country; and that was the mad dog, de
Stogumber. [He rushes wildly out, shrieking] Let them
torture him. Let them burn him. I will go pray among
her ashes. | am no better than Judas: | will hang
myself.

WARWICK. Quick, Brother Martin: follow him: he will



do himself some mischief. After him, quick.

Ladvenu hurries out, Warwick urging him. The
Executioner comes in by the door behind the judges'
chairs; and Warwick, returning, finds himself face to
face with him.

WARWICK. Well, fellow: who are you?

THE EXECUTIONER [with dignity] I am not
addressed as fellow, my lord. | am the Master
Executioner of Rouen: it is a highly skilled mystery. |
am come to tell your lordship that your orders have
been obeyed.

WARWICK. | crave your pardon, Master Executioner,;
and | will see that you lose nothing by having no relics
to sell. | have your word, have I, that nothing remains,
not a bone, not a nail, not a hair?



THE EXECUTIONER. Her heart would not burn, my
lord; but everything that was left is at the bottom of
the river. You have heard the last of her.

WARWICK [with a wry smile, thinking of what
Ladvenu said] The last of her? Hm! | wonder!
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