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    At the crossing of private conviction and public necessity, Laura Elizabeth Howe Richards tells of a young villager whose unshakable sense of purpose meets the brutal arithmetic of war and the wary machinery of power, tracing how courage, piety, and resolve can ignite a faltering realm while testing the limits of duty, gender, and authority, and inviting readers to consider how a solitary conscience, fortified by faith and sharpened by urgency, might speak into the clamor of councils and camps, not to eclipse reason but to quicken it, not to replace institutions but to summon them to their highest, most humane work.

Joan of Arc is a narrative biography that follows its subject through the landscapes and courts of fifteenth-century France during the later phases of the Hundred Years’ War. Written by American author Laura Elizabeth Howe Richards, whose body of work includes many books for young readers, it belongs to an accessible, character-centered tradition rather than to academic monograph. The book comes from around the turn of the twentieth century, when concise lives of exemplary figures circulated widely in schools and homes, and it shares the period’s preference for clear storytelling, moral emphasis, and brisk pacing while remaining grounded in recognizable historical scenes.

Richards begins with the peasant childhood in Domrémy and with stirrings of vocation, then moves to the perilous journey into the sphere of princes and commanders, where a teenager must win hearings, prove steadiness, and navigate a world of ceremony and suspicion. The narration is lucid and swift, favoring action, landscape, and character over digression. Its tone is earnest without stridency, reverent without closing questions, and attentive to how events look and feel to participants. Dialogue is sparing, summary deft, and transitions crafted to ease new readers into complex matters of allegiance, chivalry, and faith without sacrificing momentum.

Themes of courage and conscience thread every chapter, but they are braided with equally resonant questions about legitimacy, leadership, and national imagination. Richards shows how youth can be both liability and strength when institutions stall, and how persuasion, example, and persistence can move men of rank as surely as arms. The book keeps sight of the costs of war while honoring the vitality that hope brings to public life. Gender expectation, rural piety, and courtly politics intersect throughout, prompting readers to weigh where authority arises, how it is recognized, and why voices from the margins sometimes carry decisive force.

Although concise, the biography supplies enough texture to orient readers to villages, fortified towns, councils, and campaigns, sketching customs and hierarchies that shape each choice. The author distinguishes between what is widely recorded and what belongs to tradition, without belaboring disputes, and she lets the cadence of the story carry the weight of interpretation. Scenes unfold with visual clarity—banners, roads, river crossings, chapel thresholds—so that strategy and ceremony appear as parts of the same fabric of life. The effect is a portrait that values integrity and presence as much as accomplishment, inviting reflection rather than argument.

For contemporary readers, the book’s enduring power lies in its portrayal of moral imagination under pressure and in its insistence that ordinary origins do not foreclose public consequence. In an age concerned with youth leadership, women’s authority, and the ethics of conviction, this narrative offers a compelling case study in how personal calling intersects with civic duty. It also models a style of historical writing that is humane and accessible, useful for classrooms and intergenerational reading, and that encourages curiosity about sources and further study without demanding prior expertise or allegiance to a particular interpretive school.

Approached as an introduction rather than a final word, Joan of Arc offers an inviting doorway to deeper histories and diverse perspectives, while standing on its own as a vigorous life. Readers encounter a heroine at the outset of her public path, see stakes defined, allies and skeptics encountered, and a nation’s confidence stirred, yet the book preserves the openness appropriate to a first meeting. Its pages frame questions that later scholarship continues to debate, but they keep the focus on a young person’s clarity and courage, allowing the story’s humanity to resonate across time and circumstance.
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    Laura Elizabeth Howe Richards presents a biographical narrative of Joan of Arc that begins with the troubled state of France during the later phases of the Hundred Years’ War and the quiet rhythms of Joan’s rural childhood in Domrémy. Richards establishes the contrast between national turmoil and a household shaped by work, prayer, and a strong sense of duty. She introduces the central questions of the book: how conviction arises, how authority is recognized, and how an extraordinary mission can grow within ordinary life. From the outset, Joan’s steadfast character and compassion are foregrounded as foundations for the story that follows.

The account moves to Joan’s inward call to aid the dauphin, a resolve that faces doubt within her community and practical obstacles to action. Richards details her persistent appeals to local leaders, her journey to Vaucouleurs, and the gradual gathering of support that allows her to travel under escort. The narrative emphasizes prudence alongside courage: careful preparation, respect for custom, and a clear moral purpose. By tracing conversations, permissions, and formalities, Richards highlights the tension between personal conviction and established authority, showing how Joan’s integrity and steadiness begin to persuade those who initially questioned both her status and her aims.

At Chinon, Joan receives an audience with the dauphin, and the book recounts the careful examinations that follow, conducted by clerics and counselors who assess her character and intentions. Richards underscores the patience of these procedures and Joan’s composure throughout. Permission is eventually granted for her to accompany forces, and the narrative describes the provision of armor, a standard, and attendants. Joan sets conditions of conduct, calling for discipline and restraint. The emphasis falls on moral leadership as much as on military preparation, presenting a portrait of a guide whose influence rests on clarity of purpose and a faith that steadies others.

The march toward Orléans brings the biography into its most stirring scenes, with Richards portraying the besieged city’s anxiety and the morale of troops who look to Joan for resolve. Without dwelling on technicalities, the text shows how her presence shapes decisions, quickens effort, and encourages unity. Moments of danger are balanced with episodes of prayer and counsel, maintaining the book’s focus on character rather than spectacle. The eventual relief of the city is marked as a turning point in confidence and direction for the French cause, while the narrative remains attentive to the burdens of responsibility that accompany new acclaim.

Building on that momentum, the story follows subsequent operations along the Loire and the advance that opens the way to Reims. Richards explains the symbolic importance of consecrating royal authority in a moment when legitimacy is contested, and she observes the friction between Joan’s urgency and the calculated caution of advisors. The coronation represents consolidation rather than closure, and the book explores how success brings new dilemmas: where to press next, how to sustain unity, and whether opportunity will be seized. Joan’s counsel remains persistent and direct, even as political, regional, and personal interests complicate the path that seems clearest to her.

The narrative turns to setbacks and capture, presented with a calm attention to process rather than sensational detail. Richards traces the transfer of custody, the conditions of imprisonment, and the sequence of interrogations that place Joan before an ecclesiastical court aligned with her adversaries. The biography stresses issues of fairness, jurisdiction, and language, portraying a young woman navigating procedures designed to test and constrain her. Joan’s replies, as rendered by Richards, emphasize conscience and candor. The chapters dwell on endurance under pressure and the contested meanings of obedience and truth, leaving the ultimate outcome to the reader’s approach to the historical record.

In closing, Richards reflects on the memory Joan impressed on contemporaries and on later generations, presenting her as a figure whose courage, simplicity, and resolve illuminate a turbulent age. The book’s enduring appeal lies in its sober clarity: it contextualizes events, honors documented testimony, and keeps attention on the human face of leadership and faith. Without insisting on a single interpretation, it invites readers to consider how conviction can shape public life and how responsibility tests the spirit. The biography’s restraint and narrative poise help explain why Joan’s story continues to resonate as history, example, and challenge.
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    In the early fifteenth century, France was fractured by the Hundred Years' War (1337-1453) and an internal civil war between Armagnacs and Burgundians. The Treaty of Troyes (1420) disinherited the Dauphin, Charles of Valois, in favor of England's Henry V and his heir, leaving northern France under Anglo-Burgundian control. Local institutions - provincial towns, seigneurial lordships, and the Catholic Church - structured daily life. On the frontier of Champagne and Lorraine, villages like Domremy experienced raids and shifting allegiances. Royal legitimacy traditionally required an anointing at Reims, yet that cathedral lay behind enemy lines. This geopolitical and institutional landscape frames the world presented in Richards's biography.

By 1428-1429 the strategic city of Orleans, key to the Loire corridor, was under prolonged English siege. The Dauphin's court at Chinon lacked money, allies, and clear legitimacy after Troyes. Warfare mixed chivalric practice with evolving artillery and infantry tactics, while fortified bridges and bastilles encircled Orleans. The longstanding French ritual of sacre - anointing with the Sainte Ampoule at Reims - remained essential to asserting kingship. Military relief of Orleans and access to Reims thus held both practical and symbolic weight. Richards's narrative emphasizes this conjuncture, in which dramatic action could alter dynastic claims as much as battlefield positions.

Ecclesiastical authorities played decisive roles in wartime politics. The University of Paris, influential in theology and law, largely supported the Anglo-Burgundian regime. Pierre Cauchon, bishop of Beauvais and a Burgundian partisan, later presided over proceedings against Joan under English auspices at Rouen. Those proceedings followed the inquisitorial legal procedure of the medieval Church: formal articles, repeated interrogations under oath, assessments of orthodoxy, and expert consultations. The English civil power provided custody and pressure, while churchmen recorded and judged. Richards draws on this institutional context to explain how questions of doctrine, obedience, and attire could be weaponized within a political conflict.

Contemporary records, especially the trial transcripts, preserve Joan's own testimony that she experienced guidance from St. Michael the Archangel and the virgin martyrs St. Catherine and St. Margaret. Medieval lay piety accepted visionary experience within bounds set by clerical oversight, yet demanded proof of orthodoxy. Gender expectations were legally and theologically salient; cross-dressing could be construed as transgressive, and became a central charge. Symbols mattered: banners, oaths, and vows of virginity carried legal and spiritual meanings. Richards presents these elements through documented statements and eyewitness reports, situating personal devotion and public symbolism amid the era's norms rather than treating them as mere legend.

Political dynamics determined Joan's fate as much as theology. In 1430, during fighting near Compiegne, Burgundian forces captured her and later transferred custody to the English, who brought her to Rouen, their administrative center in Normandy. The ecclesiastical trial concluded with condemnation and execution in 1431. Two decades later, the papally authorized nullification proceedings (1455-1456) collected extensive testimony from clerics, soldiers, and townspeople, declared the earlier judgment void, and restored her reputation. Meanwhile, Charles VII consolidated the Valois monarchy, and by 1453 the war ended with France in control of nearly all its territory. These outcomes shape Richards's closing perspectives.

The nineteenth century transformed Joan's historiography. Scholars such as Jules Michelet popularized her as a figure of national renewal, while rigorous documentary work by Jules Quicherat published the Latin and French records of the trials (Proces, 1841-1849). These editions, along with municipal registers and letters, furnished reliable material for later biographers. Transcriptions of eyewitness depositions from the rehabilitation trial gave rare access to voices across the social spectrum. Richards's account reflects this turn toward primary sources, drawing on authenticated documents rather than romantic embellishment, and presenting a concise narrative built from the surviving record.

Laura Elizabeth Howe Richards, a New England writer of biographies and juvenile literature, wrote for readers seeking clear, morally framed lives. The daughter of reformers Julia Ward Howe and Samuel Gridley Howe, she brought a didactic but source-minded approach to subjects ranging from nurses to national leaders, later sharing a Pulitzer Prize for a biography of her mother. Her Joan of Arc adapts documentary materials for accessibility, emphasizing character, duty, and resilience without technical digression. Written in the late nineteenth century, it belongs to an Anglophone moment that included translations, school abridgments, and popular retellings designed for civic and moral education.

Richards's treatment mirrors late-nineteenth-century currents that prized exemplary lives as instruments of civic formation. In France's Third Republic, public ceremonies at Orleans elevated Joan as a unifying national symbol; in the United States and Britain, she figured in discussions of conscience, patriotism, and women's public roles. Richards participates in this didactic impulse while grounding her narrative in authenticated records. The book's restrained emphasis on faith, lawful authority, and perseverance reflects its era's respect for both piety and historical method. Subsequent developments - Joan's 1456 rehabilitation already central to the story, and her canonization in 1920 - confirmed the enduring, cross-confessional interest her life inspired.
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THE SOUL OF JEANNE D'ARC




She came not into the Presence as a martyred saint might come,

Crowned, white-robed and adoring, with very reverence dumb—

She stood as a straight young soldier, confident, gallant, strong[1q],

Who asks a boon of his captain in the sudden hush of the drum.




She said: "Now have I stayed too long in this my place of bliss,

With these glad dead that, comforted, forget what sorrow is

Upon that world whose stony stair they climbed to come to this.




"But lo, a cry hath torn the peace wherein so long I stayed,

Like a trumpet's call at Heaven's wall from a herald unafraid,—

A million voices in one cry, 'Where is the Maid, the Maid?'




"I had forgot from too much joy that olden task of mine,

But I have heard a certain word shatter the chant divine,

Have watched a banner glow and grow before mine eyes for sign.




"I would return to that my land flung in the teeth of war,

I would cast down my robe and crown that pleasure me no more,

And don the armor that I knew, the valiant sword I bore.




"And angels militant shall fling the gates of Heaven wide,

And souls new-dead whose lives were shed like leaves on war's red tide

Shall cross their swords above our heads and cheer us as we ride.




"For with me goes that soldier saint, Saint Michael of the sword,

And I shall ride on his right side, a page beside his lord,

And men shall follow like swift blades to reap a sure reward.




"Grant that I answer this my call, yea, though the end may be

The naked shame, the biting flame, the last, long agony;

I would go singing down that road where fagots wait for me.




"Mine be the fire about my feet, the smoke above my head;

So might I glow, a torch to show the path my heroes tread;

My Captain! Oh, my Captain, let me go back!" she said.

—Theodosia Garrison.







In the fourth year of the Great War (1918), the sufferings of France, the immemorial battlefield of nations, were in all our hearts. We heard from time to time that France was "bled white"; that she had been injured past recovery; that she was dying. Students of History know better than this. France does not die[2q]. She bleeds; yes! she has bled, and stanched her wounds and gone gloriously on, and bled again, since the days when Gaul and Iberian, Kymrian and Phoenician, Hun and Goth, raged and fought to and fro over the patient fields of the "pleasant land." Ask Caesar and Vercingetorix, Attila and Theodoric, Clovis and Charles the Hammer, if France can die, and hear their shadowy laughter! Wave after wave, sea upon sea, of blood and carnage, sweep over her; she remains imperishable. The sun of her day of glory never sets[3q].

Her darkest day, perhaps, was that against which her brightest flower shines white. In telling, however briefly, the story of Joan the Maid, it is necessary to call back that day, in some ways so like our own; to see what was the soil from which that flower sprang in all its radiant purity.

The Hundred Years' War[1] prepared the soil; ploughed and harrowed, burned and pulverized: that war which began in 1340 with Edward III. of England's assuming the title of King of France and quartering the French arms with those of England; which ended in 1453 with the departure of the English from France, which they had meantime (in some part) ruled and harried. Their departure was due chiefly to the genius of a peasant girl of eighteen years.

France in the fifteenth century: what was it like?

King Charles VI. of France[2] (to go back no further) whose reign Sully, "our own good Maximilian," calls "the grave of good laws and good morals in France," was not yet twelve years old when (in 1380) his father, Charles V., died. His majority had been fixed at fourteen, and for two years he was to remain under the guardianship of his four uncles, the Dukes of Anjou, Berry, Burgundy and Bourbon. With the fourth, his mother's brother, we have no concern, for he made little trouble; the other three were instantly in dispute as to which should rule during the two years.

The struggle was a brief one; Philip of Burgundy, surnamed the Bold, was by far the ablest of the three. When the young king was crowned at Rheims (October 4th, 1380), Philip, without a word to anyone, sat him down at his nephew's side, thus asserting himself premier peer of France, a place which was to be held by him and his house for many a long day.

At seventeen, Charles was married (in the Cathedral of Amiens, the second jewel of France, where that of Rheims was the first) to Isabel of Bavaria, of infamous memory; and the first shadows began to darken around him.

The war with England was going on in a desultory fashion. Forty years had passed since Créçy. The Dukes of Lancaster and Gloucester, uncles and regents of Richard II., the young English king, were not the men to press matters, and Charles V. of France was wise enough to let well alone. The young king, however, and his Uncle Philip of Burgundy, thought it would be a fine thing to land in England with a powerful army, and return the bitter compliments paid by Edward III. "Across the Channel!" was the cry, and preparations were made on a grand scale. In September, 1386, thirteen hundred and eighty-seven vessels, large and small, were collected for the voyage; and Olivier de Clisson, Constable of France, built a wooden town which was to be transported to England and rebuilt after landing, "in such sort," says Froissart, "that the lords might lodge therein and retire at night, so as to be in safety from sudden awakenings, and sleep in security." Along the Flemish and Dutch coasts, vessels were loaded by torchlight with "hay in casks, biscuits in sacks, onions, peas, beans, barley, oats, candles, gaiters, shoes, boots, spurs, iron, nails, culinary utensils, and all things that can be used for the service of man."[1] The Flemings and Hollanders demanded instant payment and good prices. "If you want us and our service," they said, "pay us on the nail; otherwise we will be neutral."[2]

The king was all impatience to embark, and hung about his ship all day. "I am very eager to be off!" he would say. "I think I shall be a good sailor, for the sea does me no harm." One would have thought he was sailing round the world, instead of across the British Channel. Unfortunately for the would-be navigator, the Duke of Berry, for whom he was waiting, was not eager to be off: did not want to go at all, in fact; answered Charles's urgent letters with advice "not to take any trouble, but to amuse himself, for the matter would probably terminate otherwise than was imagined."[3] In mid-October, when the autumn storms were due, Uncle Berry appeared, and was met by reproaches. "But for you, uncle," exclaimed Charles, "I should have been in England by this time. If anyone goes," he added, "I will."

But no one went.

"'One day when it was calm,' says the monk of St. Denis, 'the king, completely armed, went with his uncles aboard of the royal vessel; but the wind did not permit them to get more than two miles out to sea, but drove them back to the shore they had just left in spite of the sailors' efforts. The king, who saw with deep displeasure his hopes thus frustrated, had orders given to his troops to go back, and at his departure, left, by the advice of his barons, some men-of-war to unload the fleet, and place it in a place of safety as soon as possible. But the enemy gave them no time to execute the order. As soon as the calm allowed the English to set sail, they bore down on the French, burned or took in tow to their own ports the most part of the fleet, carried off the supplies, and found two thousands casks full of wine, which sufficed a long while for the wants of England.'"[3]

Charles decided to let England alone for a while, and turned his thoughts elsewhere. He would visit Paris; he would make a Royal Progress through his dominions, would show himself king indeed, free from avuncular trammels. So said, so done. Paris received him with open arms; the king was good and gentle; people liked to see him passing along the street. He abated certain taxes, restored certain liberties; hopes and gratulations were in the air. He lodged in his palace at St. Paul, that home of luxury and tragedy, with "its great ordered library, its carved reading-desks, its carefully painted books, and the perfumed silence that turns reading into a feast of all the senses,"[4] that palace "made for a time in which arms had passed from a game to a kind of cruel pageantry, and in which the search for beauty had ended in excess, and had made the decoration of life no longer ancillary to the main purpose of living, but an unconnected and insufficient end of itself."[4]

In this palace of his own building, Charles V. had died. Here his son grew up, handsome, amiable, flighty; here he brought his bride in the splendor of her then unsullied youth; here was born the prince for whom the Maid of France was to recover a lost kingdom.

After frolicking awhile with his good people of Paris, Charles started once more on his travels, and for six months wandered happily and expensively through his kingdom.

"When the king stopped anywhere, there were wanted for his own table, and for the maintenance of his following, six oxen, eighty sheep, thirty calves, seven hundred chickens, two hundred pigeons, and many other things besides. The expenses for the king were set down at two hundred and thirty livres a day, without counting the presents which the large towns felt bound to make him."[5]

Wherever he went, he heard tales of the bad government of his uncles; listened, promised amendment; those uncles remaining the while at home in much disquiet of mind. As the event turned out, their anxiety was needless. Charles's tragic fate was even then closing about him, and the power was soon to be in their hands again. In June, 1392, Olivier de Clisson was waylaid after banqueting with the king at St. Paul, stabbed by Peter de Craon, a cousin of the Duke of Brittany, and left for dead. The news coming suddenly to the king threw him into great agitation; the sight of his servant and friend, bathed in blood, added to his discomposure. He vowed revenge and declared instant war on the Duke of Brittany. In vain the other uncles sought to quiet his fury; his only reply was to summon them and his troops to Le Mans, and start with them on the fatal march to Brittany. It was in the great forest of Le Mans that the curse of the Valois, long foreshadowed, if men had had eyes to see, came upon the unhappy king. The heat was excessive; he was clad in heavy, clinging velvets and satins. He was twice startled, first by the appearance of a white-clad madman, who, springing out of the woods, grasped his horse by the bridle, crying, "Go no further! Thou art betrayed!" then by a sudden clash of steel, lance on helmet of a page overcome by the heat. At this harsh sound, the king was seen to shudder and crouch for an instant; then, drawing his sword and rising in his stirrups, he set spurs to his horse, crying, "Forward upon these traitors! They would deliver me up to the enemy!" He charged upon his terrified followers, who scattered in all directions. Several were wounded, and more than one actually killed by the king in his frenzy. None dared approach him; he rode furiously hither and thither, shouting and slashing, till when utterly exhausted, his chamberlain, William de Martel, was able to come up behind and throw his arms round the panting body. Charles was disarmed, lifted from his horse, laid on the ground. His brother and uncles hastened to him, but he did not recognize them; his eyes were set, and he spoke no word.

"'We must go back to Le Mans,' said the Dukes of Berry and Burgundy; 'here is an end of the trip to Brittany.'

"On the way they fell in with a wagon drawn by oxen: in this they laid the King of France, having bound him for fear of a renewal of his frenzy, and so took him back, motionless and speechless, to the town."[6]

Thus began the agony which was to endure for thirty long years. There were lucid intervals, in which the poor king would beg pardon of all he might have injured in his frenzy: would ask to have his hunting-knife taken away, and cry to those about him, "If any of you, by I know not what witchcraft, be guilty of my sufferings, I adjure him in the name of Jesus Christ, to torment me no more, and to put an end to me forthwith without making me linger so."[7]

He did not know his false, beautiful wife, but was in terror of her. "What woman is this?" he would say. "What does she want? Save me from her!"[7]

At first every care was given him; but in 1405, we find the poor soul being "fed like a dog, and allowed to fall ravenously upon his food. For five whole months he had not a change of clothes."[8] Finally someone was roused to shame and remorse at the piteous sight; he was washed, shaved, and decently clothed. It took twelve men to accomplish the task, but directly it was done, the poor soul became quiet, and even recognized some of those about him. Seeing Juvenal des Ursins, the Provost of Paris, he said, "Juvenal, let us not waste our time!"—surely one of the most piteous of recorded utterances.

The gleams of reason were few and feeble. In one of them, the king (in 1402) put the government of the realm into the hands of his brother, Louis, Duke of Orleans: Burgundy took fire at once, and the fight was on, a fight which only our own day can parallel.

We can but glance briefly at some of its principal features. In 1404 Philip the Bold of Burgundy (to whom we might apply Philip de Comines' verdict on Louis XI: "in fine, for a prince, not so bad!") died, and his son John the Fearless ruled in his stead. His reign began auspiciously. He inclined to push the war with England; he went out of his way to visit his cousin of Orleans. The two princes dined together with the Duke of Berry; took the holy communion together, parted with mutual vows of friendship. Paris was edified, and hoped for days of joyful peace. A few nights after, as Orleans was returning from dining with Queen Isabel, about eight in the evening, singing and playing with his glove, he was set upon by a band of armed men, emissaries of Burgundy, and literally hacked to pieces. Now all was confusion. The poor king was told to be angry, and was furious: sentenced Burgundy to all manner of penances, and banished him for twenty years. Unfortunately, Burgundy was at the moment preparing to enter Paris as a conqueror. Learning this, King, Queen, Dauphin and Court fled to Tours, and Burgundy found no one in Paris to conquer. This was awkward; the king's suffering person was still a necessary adjunct toward ruling the kingdom. Burgundy made overtures; begged pardon; prayed "my lord of Orleans and my lords his brothers to banish from their hearts all hatred and vengeance." The king was bidden to forgive my lord of Burgundy, and obeyed. A treaty was made; peace was declared; the king returned, and all Paris went out to meet him, shouting, "Noël!"

This was in 1409; that same year, Charles of Orleans, son of the murdered duke, lost his wife, Isabel of France, daughter of the king. A year later he married Bonne d'Armagnac, daughter of Bernard of that name, a Count of Southern France, bold, ambitious, unscrupulous. Count Bernard instantly took command of the Orleanist party, in the name of his son-in-law. He vowed revenge on Burgundy for the murder of Duke Louis, and called upon all good and true men to join his standard; thenceforward the party took his name, and Burgundian and Armagnac arrayed themselves against each other.

Now indeed, the evil time came upon France. She was cut literally in twain by the opposing factions. The hatred between them was not only traditional, but racial. Burgundy gathered under his banner all the northern people, those who spoke the langue d'oil[4]; in the south, where the langue d'oc was spoken, Gascon and Provençal flocked to the standard of Armagnac. Backward and forward over terrified France raged the ferocious soldiery. Count Bernard was a brutal savage, but he was a great captain. The Albrets and many another proud clan were ready to fight under his banner; the cause did not specially matter, so long as fighting and plunder were to be had. Among them, they formed the first infantry of France. Wherever they marched, terror ran before them. They summoned the peasantry to bind on the white cross of Armagnac; he who refused lost arm, leg, or life itself, on the spot. This method of recruiting proved eminently successful, and the Count soon had a goodly army.

John the Fearless of Burgundy ("who," says a French writer, "might better have been called John the Pitiless, since the only fear he was without was that of God") was hardly less ferocious than his enemy. In one battle he slew some thousands of unarmed citizens: in another he massacred twenty-five thousand Armagnacs at one stroke. One would really think it had been the twentieth century instead of the fifteenth.

Burgundy, cunning as well as ferocious, won over to his side first Queen Isabel, false as she was fair and frail; then the Kings of Sicily and Spain. Still seeking popularity, he besieged Calais, but was driven off by the English; finally he took possession of Paris and the king, and ruled both for a time with success and satisfaction.

Both parties did homage to Henry IV. of England (1399-1413), who took the provinces they offered and kept his own counsel.

By and by there was trouble in Paris; the Butchers, a devout body, who carried axe or cleaver in one hand and rosary in the other, were scandalized by the dissolute habits of Louis the Dauphin and his followers; took it upon themselves to mend matters. They turned axe and cleaver upon the young courtiers; slew, tortured, imprisoned, at their will, with psalms and canticles on their lips. Moreover, encouraged by Burgundy, their friend and patron, they preached daily to the Dauphin, and a Carmelite monk of their following reproved him by the hour together. Bored and enraged, young Louis wrote to the Armagnacs, begging them to deliver him. They rushed with joyous ferocity to the rescue. The Butchers were dispersed; Burgundy was forced to flee from Paris, leaving the jealously guarded person of the king in the hands of the enemy. The Orleanist princes entered Paris in triumph; everybody, everything, from the Dauphin himself to the images of Virgin and saints, was draped in the white scarf of the Armagnacs.

In 1414 a peace was patched up: it was agreed that neither the white scarf nor Burgundy's cross should be worn. Nothing special was said about the murdering, which seems to have gone on none the less, albeit less openly.

In 1413 Henry (IV.) of Lancaster died, and Henry (V.) of Monmouth reigned in his stead. The day of desultory warfare was over. Unhappy France, bleeding at every pore from the blows of her own children, must now face the might of England, led by one of the world's greatest captains. Torn by factions, weakened by loss of blood, ridden first by one furious free-booter and then another, what chance had she? Trembling, her people asked the question: the answer was Agincourt[3].
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[6] Guizot, III, p. 27.




[7] Guizot, III, p. 28.




[8] Guizot, III, p. 29.







CHAPTER II THE LION AND THE LILIES
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"Fair stood the wind for France."—Michael Drayton.

I yield to no one in my love and admiration for Henry V. in his nobler aspects, but I am not writing his story now. He came to France, not as the debonair and joyous prince of our affections, but as a conqueror; came, he told the unhappy French, as the instrument of God, to punish them for their sins. The phrase may have sounded less mocking then than it does to-day. France knew all about the sins; she had suffered under them, almost to death; it seemed hard that she must bear the punishment too.

Neither John of Burgundy nor Bernard of Armagnac was at Agincourt. They hovered apart, two great eagles—or vultures, shall













"Serviteur plus de vous, Merencolie,

Je ne serez car trop fort y travaille!"



















CHAPTER III DOMRÉMY
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