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OAN was bomn st Domremy, France, on Jasuary
J 6, 1413, which was meny, many years ago. This
m-muﬂdd-ﬁqwﬁ-hmolﬂ
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seives kings of Frasie for nearly o hundred years.
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the Dyuphin, though his resl name wes Charles, The
people of England ssid thet be was not the son of the
King, ond g0 had, no right to the throne of France,
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stones. ’ul-ul'b-thrml’ebudhhn.
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ing, and with black eyes. but she did mot take part
hersel! in them.
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her lover beneath its branches. Here the children of
&nn’llmmnhl’nﬁuﬂwmﬂdhn;pﬂuﬂld
flowers on the boughs.of the tree: Joan, however, liked
Mttrtophuuﬁdmmﬁ&.lhh-du'mh
in the village church,

Though Joan could rin _faster than the other
gtrhmdboyn.mdbatm-bn&qmmh
preferred to be quiet. Nobody eould sew end spin
better than Joan did, and she wey very often found
praying in church alone. She often left other children
while at phy.uﬂmﬂp.ﬂohﬂypm-bm
she would kneel and ask God to have pity on ber be-
loved country, France. The services in churdb, the sing-
ing and music made her very happy. Al the sound of
thedmrchbelhmthﬁdd!chwddhﬂmhu
knees spd pray. Any money she might have was spent
nuhnubheuidtn&amdﬂd.udfw&pd

of men's souls.
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grew to be very beautiful, and ey bair wes raven
black.

One day she and the other girls and boys were
Mamtmumdm Joan was easily
thﬁnm:mdnmewruming.lchﬂd.wkom
looking on, cried, “Joan, you are flying. Your feet
sre not touching the ground.” After the race’ Joan
hdamﬁmteem\g.uiiduddm!hwwwhmdw
wes. Then the beard s young man’s voice near ber
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she obeyed its bidding % onee. She found, bowever,
that ber nother had not sent for ber. As she twned
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cloud appeared before -her, and she beard & voice euy:

aGo:rmov. and - save ; France ; from : Engs
aad®
She,was very much afriid, bt the voice ssid:
“Do-not be afraid. ; Be o good girl and” go:to
chureh, and save France.”

Sbe ssid: “1 am only « little girl, and T cannot

ride, or lead the soudiers into battles;” but the voice
quyh;lgﬂnwdqﬁnthnldmmuﬂmuh
before the soldiérs and lead them to victory.

. after this Joad beard other voices, and saw shin-
ing figures of the samts in heaven, and when they left
vﬂﬂplbiﬂtﬂy.with eyes lifted to heaven. - She

told ber friends about what she saw and besrd, and '
scemed very happy.

IME went on, and Joan lived at bome in ber
village. Every day the voices told her to save
Franee: to drive awsy the English. She used to cry,

snd suy !
 «Oh! T cannct. People-would think me either

wicked or mad.”

In the meantime, the Dauphin, the rightful prince

of France, fell into greater and grester misfortune,
and finally only the town of Orleans remained true to
bim. In Tact, everywhere the English were overcom-
ing the French.

Joan, who was fer away in Domremy, heard of
the danger which threatened Orleans. The voices at
lest said:

“Go, dsughter of God, to Robert de Baudricourt,
the commander of the French army, and ask him to
send you to the Dauphin, to whom say, ‘I bave come

to save France.'"”
Josn had an uncle who lived near Vancouleurs.

She went to him and told him she must go to the Dau-
phin, and that first she must ask Robert de Baudricourt
to send her to him.
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Y T ER und, of course, was much astonished, but,
a3 he believed in ber, he took bar to Robést,

Robert laughed at her, adil told Joan's wndle to
take her away and box her eare. » Joan then said:

“If you do not, a-terrible misfortune will befall
ouir country on the 12th of February, for so the voices
have told me.”

But Robert said to hert

“Go back to your home; my ciild.”

When the 12th of February eame, bowever,©
wands of Joan came true: - the English defeated the
French in s great battle. < Robert de Baudricourt him-

aelfmforcadnﬂtrthintobﬂkvcin.lun.aﬂ he !
st ber with. soldiers o Chinon, where tbe Douphtd ' .
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FTER riding for several days, Joan and her
companions reached Chinon, and she was taken
to the castle. :

Joan went straight up to & man plainly dressed
who stood among a great mumber of magnificent
courtiers dressed in silk and gold embroideries. Kneel-
ing on one knee, she said:

“Fair sir, you are the Dauphin to whom fam bid .

to come.”

But this men pointed- to-&_knight very richly
dressed, and said:

“That is the king.”

“No, fair sir,” sasid Joan, "t is-2o you that § am
m.

The Dauphin, for he it -'was to whom she spoke, ’

was greatly surprised at this, for Joan had never seen
bim before. He consented to talk alone with her,

and no one has ever known what they said to each

OAN rode & horse better than any one in France,
and was most skilled in aiming cannon. So

great a genersl was she that the English were defeated | |

aguin and again; in far*, her army never lost.

She was so good that her enemies could not find
anything against ber. Finally they poisoned the mind
of the king, who deserted her and allowed her to be

cruelly killed.

The story of Joan of Are, or the Maid of Orleans,
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true it is, and wonderful, too; the more so because Joan _':-". .',- :'
was only 17 when she first led the French into vie~|
torious battle aguinst the English,
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