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The “Edited” Introduction

JOAN OF  ˆJeanne d’ˆ ARC.

I.

1. The evidence furnished at the ˆin herˆ Trials/ and Rehabilitation has given us Joan of 

ˆJeanne d’̂ Arc’s history in clear and minute detail. Amongˆstˆ all the multitude of biogra-
phies that freight the shelves of the world’s libraries, this is the only one whose ˆtheˆ validity 

ˆof whichˆ is confirmed to us by oath. It gives us a vivid picture of a career and ̂ ofˆ a personal-
ity of so extraordinary a character that we are helped to accept them ˆbothˆ as actualities by 
the very fact that both ̂ theŷ  are ̂ quiteˆ beyond the inventive reach of fiction. The public part 
of the ˆHer publicˆ career occupied only a mere breath of time—it covered but ˆonlŷ  two 
years; but what a career it was! The personality which made it possible is one to be reverently 
studied, loved, and marvelled at, but not to be wholly understood and accounted for by even 
the most searching analysis.

2. In Joan of ˆJeanne d’̂ Arc at the age of sixteen there was ˆgaveˆ no promise of a romance. 
She lived in a dull little village on the frontiers of civilization; she had been nowhere and had 
seen nothing; she knew none but simple shepherd folk; she had never seen a person of note; 
she hardly knew what a soldier looked like; she had never ridden a horse, nor had a warlike 
weapon in her hand; she could neither read nor write.

ˆ
; sS

ˆ
he could spin and sew, she knew her 

catechism,
ˆ

 and her prayers and the ̂ someˆ fabulous histories of the Saints, and this was all her 
learning. That was Joan at sixteen. What did she know of law? of evidence? of courts? of the 
Attorney’s trade? of legal procedure? Nothing. Less than nothing. Thus exhaustively equipped 
with ignorance she went before the court at Toul to contest a false charge of breach of promise 
of marriage; she conducted her cause herself, without any one’s help or advice or ˆwithoutˆ 
any one’s friendly sympathy, and won it. She called no witnesses of her own, but vanquished 
the prosecution by using with deadly effectiveness its own testimony. The astonished judge 
threw the case out of court, and spoke of her as “this marvellous child.”

She went now to the veteran Commandant of Vaucouleurs and demanded an escort of 
soldiers, saying she must march to the help of the King of France, since she was commissioned 
of God to win back his lost Kingdom for him and ̂ toˆ set the crown upon his head. The Com-
mandant said,/:

ˆ
 “What, you?—you are only a child.” And he ˆHeˆ advised that she ˆshouldˆ be 

taken back to her village,
ˆ

 and have her ears boxed. But she said sS
ˆ

he must obey God, ̂ she said,̂  
and would come again,/ and again,/ and yet again, and finally she would get the soldiers. She 
said truly. In time he yielded, after months of delay and refusal, and gave her the soldiers; and 

ˆan escort; heˆ took off his ̂ ownˆ sword and gave ˆit tô  her that, and said “Go—and let come 
what may.” She made her long journey, and spoke with the King and convinced him. Then 
sS
ˆ

he was ˆthenˆ summoned before the University of Poitiers to prove that she was commis-
sioned of God and not Satan, and daily during three weeks she sat before that learned congress 
unafraid, and capably answered ˆansweringˆ their deep questions out of her ignorant but able 

ˆclearˆ head,
ˆ

 and her simple and honest heart.
ˆ

, and aA
ˆ

gain she won ˆgainedˆ her case, and 

ˆtogetherˆ with it the wondering admiration of all that august company.
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3. And now, aged seventeen, she was made Commander-in-Chief, with a royal prince and 
the veteran generals of France for ˆasˆ subordinates.

ˆ
; and aA

ˆ
t the head of the first army she 

had ever seen, she marched to ˆagainstˆ Orleans, carried the commanding fortresses of the 
enemy by storm in three desperate assaults, and in ten days raised a siege which had defied the 
might of France for seven months.

4. After a tedious and insane delay caused by the King’s instability of character and the 
treacherous counsels of his ministers, she got permission to take the field again. She took 
Jargeau by storm; then Meung; she forced Beaugency to surrender; then—in the open field—
she won the memorable victory of Patay against Talbot the English lion, and broke ˆso 
breakingˆ the back of the Hundred Years’ War. It was a campaign which ̂ thatˆ cost but seven 
weeks of time ˆeffort ;̂ yet the political results would have been cheap if the time expended 
had been fifty years. Patay, that unsung and long-forgotten battle, was the Moscow ̂ led directly 
to the downfallˆ of the English power in France; from the blow struck that day it was destined 
never to recover. It was the beginning of the end of an alien dominion ˆdominationˆ which 
had ridden France intermittently for three hundred years.

5. Then followed the great campaign of the Loire, the capture of Troyes by assault, ˆthe 
surrendering of towns and fortressesˆ and the triumphal march,/ past,

ˆ
 surrendering towns and 

fortresses, to Rheims, where,
ˆ

 Joan ˆin the Cathedral, Jeanneˆ put the crown upon her King’s 
head in the Cathedral, ˆthe head of her Kingˆ amid wild public rejoicings, and with her old 
peasant father ˆand brotherˆ there to see these things and believe his ˆtheirˆ eyes if he ˆtheŷ  
could. She had restored the crown and the lost sovereignty: the King was grateful for once in 
his shabby poor life, and asked her to name her ˆownˆ reward and have ̂ takeˆ it. She asked for 
nothing for herself, but begged that the taxes of her native village might be remitted forever;

ˆ
. 

Tt
ˆ

he prayer was granted, and the promise kept for three hundred and sixty years. Then it ˆItˆ 
was ˆthenˆ broken, and ˆitˆ remains broken to-day. France was very poor then ˆat that time ,̂ 
she is very rich now; but she has been collecting those taxes for more than a hundred years.

6. Joan ˆJeanneˆ asked one other favour: that now that ˆNoŵ  her mission was ˆbeingˆ 
fulfilled she might ˆbegged toˆ be allowed to go back ˆreturnˆ to her village and take up her 
humble life again with her mother and the friends of her childhood; for she had no pleasure 
in the cruelties of war, and ˆwhereasˆ the sight of blood and suffering wrung her heart. Some-
times in battle she did not draw her sword, lest in the splendid madness of the onset she might 
forget herself and take an enemy’s life.

ˆ
 with it. In the Rouen Trials, one of her quaintest 

speeches,
ˆ
—/ coming from the gentle and girlish source it did,

ˆ
—/ was her naive remark that she 

had “never killed any one.” Her prayer for leave to go back ̂ returnˆ to the rest and peace of her 
village home was ,̂ however,̂  not granted.

7. Then she wanted ˆwishedˆ to march at once upon Paris, ˆtoˆ take it, and ˆtoˆ drive the 
English out of France. She was hampered in all the ˆeverŷ  ways/ that treachery and the King’s 
vacillation could devise, but she forced her way to Paris at last, and ˆthereˆ fell badly wounded 
in a successful assault upon one of the gates. Of course her men lost heart at once—she was 
the only heart they had;

ˆ
. Tt

ˆ
hey fell back. She begged to be allowed ˆpermissionˆ to remain 

at the front, saying victory was sure: “I will take Paris now or die!” she said ˆcried .̂ But she 
was removed from the field by force, the King ordered a retreat, and actually disbanded his 

Rather  
unkind to 

French  
feelings— 

referring to 
Moscow.
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army. In accordance with a beautiful old military custom Joan ˆJeanneˆ devoted her silver 
armour and hung it up in the Cathedral of St. Denis. Its ˆHerˆ great days were over.

8. Then, by command, she followed the King and his frivolous Court,
ˆ

 and endured 

ˆenduringˆ a gilded captivity for a time, as well as her free spirit could; and whenever inaction 
became unbearable she gathered some men together and rode away and ˆtoˆ assaulted ˆand 
captureˆ a stronghold.

ˆ
 and captured it. At last in a sortie against the enemy, from Compiègne 

on the 24th of May, (when she was turned ˆnoŵ  eighteen), she was herself ˆherself wasˆ cap-
tured,/ after a gallant fight. ̂ struggle.̂  It was her last battle ̂ fight .̂ She was to follow the drums 
no more.

9. Thus ended the briefest epoch-making military career ˆknownˆ in history. It lasted only 
a year and a month, but it found ˆrestored toˆ France an English province, and furnishes the 
reason that France is France to-day and not an English ̂ no longer aˆ province yet. ̂ of her rival.̂  
Thirteen months! It was indeed a short career; but in the ˆensuingˆ centuries that have since 
elapsed five hundred millions of Frenchmen have lived and died blest by ˆunderˆ the benefac-
tions it conferred.

ˆ
; and so ˆSoˆ long as France shall endure, the mighty debt must grow. And 

France is grateful; we often hear her say it. Also ˆnot ungrateful. She, however, isˆ thrifty: she 

ˆstill continues toˆ collects/ the Domremy taxes.

II.

IN CAPTIV ITY.

1. Joan ˆJeanneˆ was fated to spend the rest ˆremainderˆ of her life behind bolts and bars. 
She was a prisoner of war, not a criminal, therefore hers was recognized as an honourable 
captivity. By the rules of war she must be ˆshould have beenˆ held to ransom, and a fair price 
could not be refused, if ˆhave been refused, had it beenˆ offered. John ˆJeanˆ of Luxemburg 
paid her the just compliment of requiring ˆdemandingˆ a prince’s ransom for her;

ˆ
. Ii

ˆ
n that 

ˆthoseˆ days
ˆ
 that phrase represented a definite sum—61,125 francs. It was of course supposable 

that either the King or grateful France or both would fly with the money and ˆtoˆ set their 
fair young benefactor ̂ benefactressˆ free. But this did not happen. In ̂ Duringˆ five and a half 
months ˆand moreˆ neither King nor country stirred a hand nor offered a penny ˆsou .̂ Twice 
Joan ˆJeanneˆ tried to escape. Once by a trick she succeeded for a moment, and locked her 
jailor in behind her; but she was discovered and caught.

ˆ
; in ˆInˆ the other case she let herself 

down from a tower sixty feet high;
ˆ
,/ but her rope was too short and she got ˆsustainedˆ a fall 

that ˆwhollŷ  disabled her,
ˆ

 and she could not get away. ˆso prevented her escape.̂
2. Finally Cauchon, Bishop of Beauvais, paid the ˆblood-ˆmoney and bought Joan,

ˆ
—/ 

ostensibly for the Church,
ˆ
—/ to be tried for wearing male attire and for other impieties, but 

really ˆin realitŷ  for the English, the enemy into whose hands the poor girl was so piteously 
anxious not ˆneverˆ to fall. She was now shut up in the dungeons of the Castle of Rouen and 
kept in an iron cage, with her hands,

ˆ
 and feet and neck ˆbothˆ chained to a ˆwooden block 

andˆ pillar.
ˆ

; and fF
ˆ

rom that time forth during all the months of her imprisonment till ̂ untilˆ 
the end, several rough English soldiers stood guard over her night and day,

ˆ
—and not outside 

her room but in it. It was a dreary and hideous captivity, but it did not conquer her: nothing 
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could break that invincible spirit. From first to last sS
ˆ

he was a prisoner a/ ˆfor the wholeˆ year; 
and she spent the last three months of it ˆwhich she passedˆ on trial for her life,

ˆ
 before a for-

midable array of ecclesiastical judges, and disputing the ground with them foot by foot and 
inch by inch with brilliant generalship ˆfenceˆ and dauntless pluck. The spectacle of that soli-
tary girl, forlorn ˆstands alone in its pathos and ˆinˆ its sublimity. Forlornˆ and friendless, 
without advocate or adviser, and without ˆevenˆ the help and guidance of any a

ˆ
 copy of the 

charges brought against her or rescript of the complex and voluminous daily proceedings of 
the court to modify ̂ by which to relieveˆ the crushing strain upon her astonishing ̂ astoundingˆ 
memory, fighting that a

ˆ
 long battle serene and undismayed against these colossal odds.

ˆ
, stands 

alone in its pathos and its sublimity; it ̂ Itˆ has nowhere its mate, ̂ match,̂  n
ˆ

either in the annals 
of fact n

ˆ
or in the creations of fable. ˆrealms of fiction.̂

3. And how ˆHoŵ  fine and great were the things she daily said, how fresh and crisp—and 
she so worn in body, ˆwords she spoke day by day, her ready answers, her bright demeanour, 
and crisp criticisms, and she so worn in body,̂  so starved, and ˆsoˆ tired, and ˆsoˆ harried!

ˆ
./ 

They ˆHer utterancesˆ run through the whole gamut of feeling and expression,
ˆ
—/ from scorn 

and defiance, uttered ̂ spokenˆ with soldierly fire and frankness, all down the scale to wounded 
dignity clothed in words of noble pathos.

ˆ
; as, wW

ˆ
hen her patience was exhausted by the 

pestering attempts of her persecutors to find out ̂ discoverˆ what kind of devil’s-witchcraft she 
had employed to rouse the war-spirit in her soldiers she burst ˆcriedˆ out:

ˆ
 with “What I said 

was, ‘Ride these English down’—and I did it myself!” and as, wW
ˆ

hen insultingly asked why 
it was that her standard had place at the crowning of the King in the Cathedral of Rheims 
rather than the standards ˆthoseˆ of the other captains, she uttered that touching speech, “It 
had borne the burden, it had earned the honour,

ˆ
”—/ a phrase which fell from her lips without 

preparation, but whose ˆpremeditation, theˆ moving beauty and simple grace it ˆof whichˆ 
would bankrupt the arts/ of language to surpass.

4. Although she was on trial for her life, she was the only witness called on either side; the 
only witness summoned to testify before a packed jury commissioned with a definite task—to 
find her guilty, whether she was ˆwereˆ guilty or not. She must be convicted out of her own 
mouth, there being no other way to accomplish it. Every advantage that learning has over ig-
norance, age over youth, experience over inexperience, chicane over artlessness;

ˆ
,/ every trick 

and trap and gin devisable by malice and the cunning of sharp intellects practised in ˆtheˆ 
setting ˆofˆ snares for the unwary,

ˆ
—/  all these were employed against her without shame; and 

when these arts were one by one defeated by the marvellous intuitions of her alert and penetrat-
ing mind, Bishop Cauchon stooped to a final baseness which it degrades human speech to 
describe.

ˆ
: aA

ˆ
 priest who pretended to come from the region of her own home and to be a pity-

ing friend,
ˆ

 and anxious to help her in her sore need, was smuggled into her cell; he misused 
his sacred office to steal her confidence; and ˆso thatˆ she confided to him the things ˆfactsˆ 
sealed from revealment by her Voices which her prosecutors had tried so long in vain to trick 
her into betraying. A concealed confederate set it all down and delivered it to Cauchon, who 
used Joan’s ˆJeanne’sˆ secrets, thus obtained, for her ruin.

Throughout the Trials/, whatever the ˆthe testimony of theˆ foredoomed witness said was 
twisted from its true meaning, when possible, and made to tell against her; and whenever an 
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answer of hers was beyond the reach of twisting ˆgarbling,̂  it was not allowed to go upon the 
record. It was upon ̂ Onˆ one of these latter occasions that she uttered that pathetic reproach—/
to Cauchon: “Ah, “

ˆ
you set down everything that is against me, but you will not set down what 

is for me.” ˆnothing that is in my favour.”ˆ
5. That this ̂ herˆ untrained young creature’s genius for war was wonderful ̂ marvelous ,̂ and 

that her generalship suggested an old and educated ˆwas that of a tried and trainedˆ military 
experience, we have the sworn testimony of two of her veteran subordinates,

ˆ
—/ one the Duc 

d’Alençon, ˆbrother to the King of France;̂  the other the greatest of the French generals of the 
time, Dunois, Bastard of Orleans.

ˆ
; tT

ˆ
hat her genius was as great—possibly even greater—ˆpower 

was equally great if not greaterˆ in the subtle warfare ˆstrifeˆ of the forum, we have for witness 
the records of the Rouen Trials/, that protracted exhibition of intellectual fence maintained with 
credit against the masterminds of France.

ˆ
; tT

ˆ
hat her moral greatness was peer to her intellect we 

call the Rouen Trials/ again to witness, with their ˆitsˆ testimony to a fortitude which patiently 
and steadfastly endured during twelve weeks the wasting forces of captivity, chains, loneliness, 
sickness, darkness, hunger, thirst, cold, shame, insult, abuse, broken sleep, treachery, ingratitude, 
exhausting sieges of cross-examination, ̂ andˆ the threat of torture,/ with the rack before ̂ facingˆ 
her and the executioner standing ready: yet never surrendering, never asking quarter, the frail 
wreck of her as unconquerable the last day as was her invincible spirit the first.

6. Great as she was in so many ways, she was perhaps even greatest of all in the lofty things 
just named,

ˆ
—/ her patient endurance, her steadfastness, her granite fortitude. We may not 

ˆneverˆ hope to easily ̂ toˆ find her mate and twin ̂ equalˆ in these majestic qualities.
ˆ

; wW
ˆ

here 
we lift our eyes highest we find only a strange and curious contrast—there in the captive eagle 
beating his broken wings on ˆuponˆ the Rock of St. Helena.

7. The Trials/ ended with her condemnation. But as Âsˆ she had conceded nothing, con-
fessed nothing, this was victory for her, defeat for Cauchon. But his evil resources were not 
yet exhausted. She was persuaded to agree to sign a paper of slight import, then by treachery 
a paper ̂ anotherˆ was substituted which contained a recantation and ̂ together withˆ a detailed 
confession of everything which ˆthatˆ had been charged against her during the Trials/ and 
denied and repudiated by her persistently during the three months; and this ˆthroughout. 
Thisˆ false paper she ignorantly signed;

ˆ
. This ˆitˆ was victory for Cauchon. He followed it 

eagerly and pitilessly up by at once setting a trap for her which ˆthatˆ she could not escape. 
When she realised this she gave up the long ˆfruitlessˆ struggle, denounced the treason which 

ˆthatˆ had been practised against her, repudiated the false confession, reasserted the truth of 
the testimony which she had given in ˆatˆ the Trials/, and went to her martyrdom with the 
peace of God in her tired heart, and on her lips endearing words and loving prayers for the cur 
she had crowned and the nation of ingrates she had saved.

8. When the fires rose about her and ̂ flames leapt up and enveloped her frail formˆ and she 
begged for a cross for her dying ˆparchedˆ lips to kiss, it was not a friend but an enemy, not a 
Frenchman but an alien, not a comrade in arms but an English soldier that answered that ̂ herˆ 
pathetic prayer. He broke a stick across his knee, bound the pieces together in the form of the 
symbol she so loved, and gave it ̂ toˆ her.

ˆ
; and his ̂ Thisˆ gentle deed is not forgotten, nor ̂ everˆ 

will be.

(easier  
translation)
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III.

THE R EH ABILITATION.

Twenty-five years afterwards ˆlaterˆ the Process of Rehabilitation was instituted, there 
being ˆin consequence ofˆ a growing doubt as to the validity of a sovereignty that had been 
rescued and set upon its feet by a person ̂ oneˆ who had been proven ̂ declaredˆ by the Church 
to be a witch and a familiar of evil spirits. Joan’s ̂ Jeanne’sˆ old generals,

ˆ
;/ her secretary,

ˆ
;/ several 

aged relations and other villagers of Domremy,
ˆ
;/ surviving judges and secretaries of the Rouen 

and Poitiers Processes—a cloud of witnesses, some of whom had been her enemies and 
persecutors,

ˆ
—/ came and made oath and testified.

ˆ
; and what they said was written down. ̂ Their 

statements were taken down as evidence.̂  In that sworn testimony the moving and beautiful 
history of Joan of ˆJeanne d’ Ârc is laid bare,/ from her childhood to her martyrdom. From 
the verdict she rises stainlessly pure, in mind and heart, in speech,

ˆ
 and deed and spirit;

ˆ
,/ and 

will so endure to the end of time.

IV.

THE R IDDLE OF ALL TIME .  ˆAn Eternal Enigma.ˆ
1. She is the Wonder of the Ages. And wW

ˆ
hen we consider her origin, her early circum-

stances, ˆenvironment,̂  her sex, and that she did all the things upon which her renown rests 
while she was still a young girl, we recognize that,

ˆ
 while ˆso long asˆ our race continues she 

will be also the Riddle of the Ages. When we set about ˆendures, the circumstances of her 
career will remain an insoluble problem. When we try toˆ accounting for a Napoleon,

ˆ
 or a 

Shakspeare or a Raphael,
ˆ

 or a Wagner or an Edison or ˆforˆ other extraordinary persons
ˆ

, we 
understand that the measure of his ˆindividualˆ talent will not explain the whole result, nor 
even the largest ̂ greaterˆ part of it.

ˆ
; no, it is ̂ The explanation must be sought inˆ the atmosphere 

in ̂ amidˆ which the talent was cradled.
ˆ
 that explains; it is ̂ When we knoŵ  the training which 

it received while it grew, ˆyoung,̂  the nurture it got ˆderivedˆ from reading, study,/ ˆandˆ 
example, the encouragement it gathered from self-recognition and recognition from the outside 

ˆapproval from its environmentˆ at each stage of its development: when we know all these 
details, then we know why the man was ready when his opportunity came. ˆdetails, we can 
understand how the genius was ̂ created andˆ evolved and thus was ready to seize his by steady 
and congenial growth.̂  We should expect Edison’s surroundings ˆenvironmentˆ and atmo-
sphere to have the largest share in discovering him to himself and to the world; and we should 
expect him to live and die undiscovered in a land where an inventor could find no comradeship, 
no sympathy, no ambition-rousing atmosphere of recognition and ̂ orˆ applause.

ˆ
—Dahomey, 

for instance. Dahomeŷ , for instance,̂  could not find ˆproduceˆ an Edison.
ˆ

 out; in Dahomey 
an Edison could not find himself out. Broadly speaking, gG

ˆ
enius is not born withˆoutˆ sight.

ˆ
, 

but blind; and it is not itself that opens its eyes, but the subtle ̂ Its eyes are opened by the subtleˆ 
influences of a myriad of stimulating exterior circumstances.

2. We all know this to be not a guess, but a mere commonplace fact, a truism. Lorraine was 
Joan of ˆJeanne d’ Ârc’s Dahomey. And there ˆHereˆ the Riddle ˆproblemˆ confronts us. We 

“Riddle”— 
Anglice?
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can understand how she could ̂ that she mightˆ be born with ̂ intuitiveˆ military genius,
ˆ
;/ with 

leonine courage,
ˆ
;/ with incomparable fortitude,

ˆ
;/ with a mind which ˆthatˆ was in several 

particulars a prodigy,
ˆ
—/ a mind which included among its specialities ˆmanifestationsˆ the 

lawyer’s gift of detecting traps laid by the adversary in cunning and treacherous arrangements 
of seemingly innocent words,

ˆ
;/ the orator’s gift of eloquence,

ˆ
;/ the advocate’s gift of presenting 

a case in clear and compact ̂ conciseˆ form,
ˆ
;/ the judge’s gift of sorting and weighing evidence,

ˆ
;/ 

and,
ˆ

 finally, something recognisable as more than a mere trace of the statesman’s gift of un-
derstanding ̂ graspingˆ a political situation and how to make profitable use of such opportuni-
ties as it offers.

ˆ
; wW

ˆ
e can comprehend how she could be born with ̂ thatˆ these great qualities, 

but we cannot comprehend ˆmight exist in Jeanne d’Arc at her birth, butˆ how they became 
immediately usable ˆinstantly availableˆ and effective without the developing forces of a 
sympathetic atmosphere ˆenvironmentˆ and the training which comes of teaching, study, 
practice—years of practice—and ˆno less than bŷ  the crowning help of a thousand mistakes 

ˆis beyond our understanding.̂  We can understand how ̂ knoŵ  the possibilities of the future 
perfect peach are ̂ to beˆ all lying hid ̂ dormantˆ in the humble bitter-almond;

ˆ
, but we cannot 

conceive of the peach springing directly from the almond without the intervening long seasons 
of patient cultivation and development. Out of a cattle-pasturing peasant village lost in the 
remotenesses of an unvisited wilderness and atrophied with ages of stupefaction and ignorance 
we cannot ˆfail toˆ see a Joan of ˆJeanne d’ Ârc issue ˆissuingˆ equipped to the last detail for 
her amazing career,

ˆ
 and hope to be able ˆnor can we hopeˆ to explain the riddle of it, labour 

at it as we may.
3. It is beyond us. All the ˆourˆ rules fail in this girl’s case. In the world’s history she stands 

alone—quite ˆabsolutelŷ  alone. Others have been great ˆshoneˆ in their first ˆgreatˆ public 
exhibitions of generalship, valour, legal talent, diplomacy, fortitude, but always their previous 
years and associations had ˆinvariablŷ  been in a larger or smaller ˆgreater or lessˆ degree a 
preparation for these ˆsuchˆ things. There have been no exceptions to the rule:

ˆ
. But Joan ˆYet 

Jeanneˆ was competent in a law case at sixteen without ever having seen a law book,/ or a court 
house before; she had had no training in soldiership and no associations with it, yet she was a 
competent general in ˆonˆ her first campaign; she was brave in her first battle, yet her courage 
had had ˆreceivedˆ no education—not even the education which a boy’s courage gets from 

ˆobtains throughˆ never-ceasing reminders that it is not permissible in a boy to be a coward.
ˆ
, 

but only in a girl; friendless, aA
ˆ

lone, ignorant ̂ unaided ,̂ in the blossom ̂ bloomˆ of her youth 
she sat week after week, a prisoner in chains, before her ˆanˆ assemblage of judges,/—

ˆ
enemies 

hunting her to her death, the ablest minds in France,/—
ˆ

and answered ˆansweringˆ them out 
of an untaught wisdom which ˆthatˆ overmatched their learning, baffled their tricks and 
treacheries with a native sagacity which ̂ thatˆ compelled their wonder, and scored every ̂ eachˆ 
day a victory against these incredible odds.

ˆ
 and camped unchallenged on the field. In the his-

tory of the human intellect, untrained, inexperienced, and using only its birthright equipment 
of untried capacities, there is nothing which approaches this. Joan of ˆJeanne d’ Ârc stands 
alone, and must continue to stand alone, by reason of the unfellowed ̂ uniqueˆ fact that in the 
things wherein she was great she was so without shade or suggestion of help from preparatory 
teaching, practice, environment, or experience. There is no one ˆwith whomˆ to compare her,

ˆ
 

2 “comprehends.”
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with, none ˆby whomˆ to measure her;
ˆ

 by; for all others among the illustrious grew toward 
their high place in an atmosphere and surroundings which ̂ thatˆ discovered their gift to them,

ˆ
 

and ̂ thatˆ nourished it and promoted it, intentionally or unconsciously. There have been other 
young ˆbornˆ generals, but they were not girls; young generals, but they had been soldiers 
before they were generals ̂ earned the baton :̂ she ̂ Jeanneˆ began as a general; she commanded 
the first army she ever saw, she led it from victory to victory, and never lost a battle.

ˆ
 with it; 

tT
ˆ

here have been young commanders-in-chief, but none so young as she: she is the only soldier 
in history who has held the supreme command of a nation’s armies at the age of seventeen.

V.

AS PROPHET.

Her history has still another feature which sets her apart and leaves her without fellow or 
competitor: there have been many uninspired prophets, but she was the only one who ever 
ventured the daring detail of naming, along ˆin connectionˆ with a foretold event, the event’s 
precise nature,/ ̂ of that event,̂  the special time-limit ̂ and placeˆ within which it would occur, 
and the place—and scored ̂ and in every case realized the completeˆ fulfilment. At Vaucouleurs 
she said she must go to ˆseeˆ the King and be made his general, and ˆof his forces in order toˆ 
break the English power, and crown her sovereign—“at Rheims.” It all happened. It was all to 
happen “next year”—and it did. She foretold her first wound,

ˆ
 and its character and date a 

month in advance, and the ˆbeforehand; thisˆ prophecy was recorded in a public record-book 
three weeks in advance. She repeated it the morning of the named date,/ ˆnamed,̂  and it was 
fulfilled before night. At Tours she foretold the limit of her military career,

ˆ
—/ saying it would 

end in one year from the time of this ˆherˆ utterance,
ˆ
—/ and she was right. She foretold her 

martyrdom,
ˆ
—/ using that word,/—

ˆ
 and naming a time three months away ̂ distantˆ—and again 

she was right. At a time ̂ periodˆ when France seemed hopelessly and permanently in the hands 
of the English she twice asserted in her prison before her judges that within seven yearsˆ’ timeˆ 
the English would meet with a mightier disaster than had been the fall of Orleans: it happened 
within five,

ˆ
—the fall of Paris. ˆwhen Paris fell.̂  Other prophecies of hers came true, both as 

to the event named and the time-limit prescribed.

V I.

HER CH AR ACTER .

She was deeply religious, and believed that she had daily speech with angels; that she saw 
them face to face, and that they counselled her, advised ˆcomfortedˆ her, and brought com-
mands to her direct from God. She had a childlike faith in the heavenly origin of her apparitions 
and her Voices, and not any threat of any form of death was able to ̂ in any form couldˆ frighten 
it out of her loyal heart. She was ˆhadˆ a beautiful,

ˆ
 and simple and lovable character. In the 

records of the Trials/ this comes out in clear and shining detail. She was gentle,
ˆ

 and winning 
and affectionate; she loved her home, her friends and her village life; she was miserable in the 
presence of pain and suffering; she was full of compassion: on the field of her most splendid 
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victory she forgot her triumphs to hold in her lap the head of a dying enemy and ˆtoˆ comfort 
his passing spirit with pitying words; in an age when it was common to slaughter prisoners, 
she stood dauntless between hers and harm, and saved them alive; she was forgiving, generous, 
unselfish, magnanimous, she was pure from all spot or stain of baseness. And always she was 
a girl, and dear and worshipful, as is meet for ˆinˆ that estate.

ˆ
: wW

ˆ
hen she fell wounded, the 

first time, she was frightened,/ and cried when she saw her ̂ theˆ blood gushing from her breast; 
but she,

ˆ
 was Joan of ˆJeanne d’ Ârc, and when presently she found that her generals were 

sounding the retreat, she staggered to her feet and led the assault again and took that place by 
storm. There is ˆwasˆ no blemish in that ˆtheˆ rounded and beautiful character,/ˆof Jeanne, 
the Maid.̂  There was no self-conceit in it, no vanity. Only once in her life did she forget whom 
she was, and use the language of brag and boast. In those exhausting Trials she sat in her chains 
five and six dreary hours every day in her dungeon, answering her judges; and many times 
the questions were wearisomely silly and she lost interest, and no doubt her mind went dream-
ing back to the free days in the field and the fierce joys of battle. One day, at such a time, a 
tormentor broke the monotony with a fresh new theme, asking, “Did you learn any trade at 
home?” Then her head went up and her eyes kindled; and the stormer of bastiles, tamer of 
Talbot the English lion, thunder-breathing deliverer of a cowed nation and a hunted king, 
answered “Yes! to sew and to spin; and when it comes to that, I am not afraid to be matched 
against any woman in Rouen!” It was the only time she ever bragged: let us be charitable and 
forget it.

V II.

HER FACE AND FOR M.

How strange it is!—that almost invariably the artist remembers only one detail—one minor 
and meaningless detail of the personality of Joan of ˆJeanne d’ Ârc,

ˆ
:/ that she was a peasant 

girl—/ and forgets all the rest!
ˆ

; and sS
ˆ

o he paints her as a strapping middle-aged 
fishˆwife,̂ erwoman, with costume and face to match. He is a

ˆ
 slave to his one ̂ prevailingˆ idea, 

and forgets ˆomitsˆ to observe that the supremely great souls are never lodged in big ˆgrossˆ 
bodies. No brawn, ̂ tissue,̂  no muscle, could endure the work that their bodies must do ̂ strain 
of their physical efforts ;̂ they do ˆperformˆ their miracles by ˆthroughˆ the spirit, which has 
fifty times the strength and staying-power of brawn and muscle. The Napoleons are little, not 
big; and they work twenty hours in ˆout ofˆ the twenty-four, and come up fresh while ˆtheˆ 
big soldiers with little hearts faint around them with fatigue. We know what Joan of Arc 

ˆJeanneˆ was like, without asking— ˆinquiring,̂  merely by what she did. The artist should 
paint her spirit—then he could not fail to paint her body right. She would rise before us, then, 

ˆin such wise,̂  a vision to win us, not ̂ toˆ repel: a lithe ,̂ slenderˆ young slender figure, instinct 
with “the unbought grace of youth,” dear and bonny and ˆwhollŷ  lovable, the face beautiful, 
and transfigured with the light of that lustrous ˆher luminousˆ intellect and the fires of that 

ˆherˆ unquenchable spirit. ̂ “It was a miraculous thing,” said Guy de Laval, writing from Selles, 
“to see her and hear her.”ˆ

2. Taking into account, as I have suggested before, all the circumstances,
ˆ
—/ her origin, 

Insert this  
remark.
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youth, sex, illiteracy, early environment, and ̂ together withˆ the obstructing conditions under 
which she exploited ˆdemonstratedˆ her high gifts and made her conquests in the field and 

ˆno less thanˆ before the courts that tried her for her life,—/  she is by far the most extraordinary 
person the human race has ever ˆyetˆ produced./ ,̂ nor does there exist in any language so re-
markable a history as the official record of Jeanne d’Arc’s trial and rehabilitation.

3. I have studied the career of Jeanne d’Arc for years past; I have, moreover, written and 
published a story of her life: but I am ever ready, as now, to break another lance in honour of 
the Maid.̂

The Letter.

Dear Mr. X:
I find on my desk the first two pages of Miss Z’s Translation, with your emendations marked 

in them. Thank you for sending them.
I have examined the first page of my amended Introduction, and will begin, now, and jot 

down some notes upon your corrections. If I find any changes which shall not seem to me to 
be improvements, I will point out my reasons for thinking so. In this way I may chance to be 
helpful to you, and thus profit you, perhaps, as much as you have desired to profit me.

NOTES.

Section I. First Paragraph.
“Jeanne d’Arc.” This is rather cheaply pedantic, and is not in very good taste. Joan is not 

known by that name among plain people of our race and tongue. I notice that the name of the 
Deity occurs several times in the brief instalment of the Trials which you have favored me 
with; to be consistent, it will be necessary that you strike out “God” and put in “Dieu.” Do 
not neglect this.

First line. What is the trouble with “at the”? And why “Trial”? Has some uninstructed 
person deceived you into the notion that there was but one, instead of half a dozen?

Amongst. Wasn’t “among” good enough?
Next half-dozen Corrections. Have you failed to perceive that by taking the word “ both” out 

of its proper place you have made foolishness of the sentence? And don’t you see that your smug 
“of which” has turned that sentence into reporter’s English? “Quite.” Why do you intrude that 
shop-worn favorite of yours where there is nothing useful for it to do? Can’t you rest easy in 
your literary grave without it?

Next Sentence. You have made no improvement in it; did you change it merely to be chang-
ing something?

Second Paragraph. Now you have begun on my punctuation. Don’t you realize that you 
ought not to intrude your help in a delicate art like that, with your limitations? And do you 
think you have added just the right smear of polish to the closing clause of the sentence?

Second Paragraph. How do you know it was his “own” sword? It could have been a borrowed 




