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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

KING HENRY THE SIXTH

HUMPHREY, Duke of Gloucester, uncle to the King, and Protector
DUKE OF BEDFORD, uncle to the King, and Regent of France
DUKE OF EXETER, great-uncle to the King

BISHOP OF WINCHESTER, great-uncle to the King, afterwards Cardinal
DUKE OF SOMERSET

RICHARD PLANTAGENET, afterwards Duke of York

EARL OF WARWICK

EARL OF SALISBURY

EARL OF SUFFOLK

LORD TALBOYT, afterwards Earl of Shrewsbury

JOHN TALBOT, his son

EDMUND MORTIMER, Eatl of March

SIR JOHN FASTOLFE

SIR WILLIAM LUCY

SIR WILLIAM GLANSDALE

SIR THOMAS GARGRAVE

MAYOR OF LONDON

WOODVILE, Lieutenant of the Tower

VERNON, of the White Rose or York faction

BASSET, of the Red Rose or Lancaster faction

LAWYER

LEGATE

CHARLES, Dauphin, and afterwards King of France
REIGNIER, Duke of Anjou, and titular King of Naples

DUKE OF BURGUNDY

DUKE OF ALENCON

BASTARD OF ORLEANS

GOVERNOR OF PARIS



OSOBY

KRAL JINDRICH VL

HUMPHREY, vévoda z Glosteru, krdlav stryc a protektor
VEVODA Z BEDFORDU, krélav stryc a regent Francie
VEVODA Z EXETERU, krélav prastryc

BISKUP Z WINCHESTERU, kraluv prastryc, pozdéji kardinal
VEVODA ZE SOMERSETU

RICHARD PLANTAGENET, pozdéji vévoda z Yorku
HRABE Z WARWICKU

HRABE ZE SALISBURY

HRABE ZE SUFFOLKU

LORD TALBOYT, pozdéji hrabé ze Shrewsbury

JOHN TALBOT, jeho syn

EDMUND MORTIMER, hrabé z Marche

SIR JOHN FASTOLFE

SIR WILLIAM LUCY

SIR WILLIAM GLANSDALE

SIR THOMAS GARGRAVE

STAROSTA LONDYNA

WOODVILE, velitel Toweru

VERNON, na yorské strané Bilé raze

BASSET, na lancasterské strané Cervené ruze
PRAVNIK

LEGAT

KAREL, dauphin, pozdéji krdl Francie

REIGNIER, vévoda z Anjou, kral Neapole

VEVODA Z BURGUNDSKA

VEVODA Z ALENCONU

LEVOBOCEK ORLEANSKY

GUVERNER PARIZE



MASTER GUNNER of Orleans

HIS SON

GENERAL of the French forces in Bordeaux
FRENCH SERGEANT

PORTER

OLD SHEPHERD, father to Joan la Pucelle

MARGARET, daughter to Reignier, afterwards married to King Henry
COUNTESS OF AUVERGNE
JOAN LA PUCELLE commonly called Joan of Arc

Lords, two ambassadors, warders of the Tower, Mortimer’s Keepers,
fiends appearing to Joan la Pucelle, heralds, officers, soldiers, messengers,
and attendants

Scene: England and France
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KANONYR z Orleansu

JEHO SYN

VELITEL francouzskych sil v Bordeaux

FRANCOUZSKY SERZANT

VRATNY

STARY OVCAK, otec Jany z Arku

MARKETA, Reignierova dcera, pozdéji provdana za krale Jindficha
HRABENKA Z AUVERGNE

JANA Z ARKU, zndm4 jako Panna orleanskd

Pani, dva vyslanci, strdzni v Toweru, Mortimerovi strazci,
ddblové zjevujici se Panné orlednské, heroldi, straznici, vojaci, poslové
a slouzici

Mista déje: Anglie a Francie
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BEDFORD

GLOUCESTER

EXETER

ACT T.

SCENE 1.
WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

Dead March. Enter The Funeral Of King Henry the Fifth, attended
on by the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France; the Duke of Gloucester,

Protector; the Duke of Exeter, the Earl of Warwick, the Bishop of
Winchester, and the Duke of Somerset; heralds, etc.

Hung be the heavens with black, yield day to night!
Comets, importing change of times and states,
Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky,

And with them scourge the bad revolting stars

That have consented unto Henry’s death!

King Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long!
England ne’er lost a king of so much worth.

England ne’er had a king until his time.

Virtue he had, deserving to command:

His brandish’d sword did blind men with his beams;
His arms spread wider than a dragon’s wings;

His sparking eyes, replete with wrathful fire,

More dazzled and drove back his enemies

Than mid-day sun fierce bent against their faces.
What should I say? His deeds exceed all speech:

He ne’er lift up his hand but conquered.

We mourn in black: why mourn we not in blood?
Henry is dead and never shall revive:
Upon a wooden coffin we attend,

And death’s dishonourable victory

We with our stately presence glorify,

Like captives bound to a triumphant car.
What! Shall we curse the planets of mishap
That plotted thus our glory’s overthrow?
Or shall we think the subtle-witted French
Conjurers and sorcerers, that afraid of him
By magic verses have contrived his end?
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BEDFORD

GLOSTER

EXETER

JEDNANTI 1.

SCENA 1.
WESTMINSTERSKE OPATSTVI.

Smutecni pochod. Prichdzi pobfebni pravod Krdle Jindficha V.,

v némz jsou Vévoda z Bedfordu, regent Francie; Vévoda
z Glosteru, protektor; Vévoda z Exeteru; Hrabé z Warwicku,
Biskup z Winchesteru; Vévoda ze Somersetu; heroldi a dalsi.

Oble¢ se, nebe, do ¢erni! Noc pozfi den.
Komety, véstici promény casd,

zbicujte zaticimi ohony

odbojné hvézdy, které zosnovaly

smrt anglického krale Jindficha!

Krél Jindfich Paty zemfel pfili§ mlad,
lepstho vlddce zemé nepoznala.

On byl tim pravym krdlem Anglie.

Mél viechny ctnosti rozeného vadce.
Kdy?z tasil me¢, blesk oslepil vse kolem.
Kdyz rozptdh paze, drak rozesttel ktidla.
Kdyz z odi jiskrnych mu blyskl hnév,
své nepftitele zprazil tak, Ze pfed nim
prchali jako pfed polednim Zdrem.

Co vic lIze fict? Ciny predcil véi chvélu.
Kamkoli vkro¢il, viude vitézil.

Zal half ¢erfl. Pro¢ netryské z néj krev?
Jindfich je mrtev a uz neobzZivne.

A my stojime nad dfevénou rakvi

jak zajatci za triumfdlnim vozem

a vzddvame svou piitomnosti hold
smrti za jeji zradné vitézstvi.

Na vic se nezmuzem neZ obvinovat
planety ze spiknuti proti ndm?

Nebo si namlouvat, Ze Francouzi

jsou carodéjové a zarfikdnim

pfivodili smrt nejlep$iho z nés?
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WINCHESTER He was a king bless’d of the King of kings.
Unto the French the dreadful judgement-day
So dreadful will not be as was his sight. 30
The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought:
The church’s prayers made him so prosperous.

GLOUCESTER The church! Where is it? Had not churchmen pray’d,
His thread of life had not so soon decay’d:
None do you like but an effeminate prince, 35
Whom, like a school-boy, you may over-awe.

WINCHESTER Gloucester, whate’er we like, thou art protector
And lookest to command the prince and realm.
Thy wife is proud; she holdeth thee in awe,
More than God or religious churchmen may. 40

GLOUCESTER Name not religion, for thou lovest the flesh,
And ne’er throughout the year to church thou go’st
Except it be to pray against thy foes.

BEDFORD Cease, cease these jars and rest your minds in peace:
Let’s to the altar. Heralds, wait on us: 45
Instead of gold, we’ll offer up our arms:

Since arms avail not now that Henry’s dead.

Posterity, await for wretched years,

When at their mothers’ moist eyes babes shall suck,
Our 1sle be made a nourish of salt tears, 50
And none but women left to wail the dead.

Henry the Fifth, thy ghost I invocate:

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils,

Combat with adverse planets in the heavens!

A far more glorious star thy soul will make 55
Than Julius Caesar or bright -

Enter a Messenger.

MESS. My honourable lords, health to you all!
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,
Of loss, of slaughter and discomfiture:
Guyenne, Champagne, Rheims, Orleans, 60
Paris, Guysors, Poitiers, are all quite lost.

BEDFORD What say’st thou, man, before dead Henry’s corse?

Speak softly, or the loss of those great towns
Will make him burst his lead and rise from death.

GLOUCESTER Is Paris lost? Is Rouen yielded up? 65
If Henry were recall’d to life again,
These news would cause him once more yield the ghost.
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WINCHESTER Byl to krdl pozehnany krilem krala

GLOSTER

a pro Francouze pravé prokleti.
Kam vtrhnul, v§echny obestiral dés,
kdyz jménem Piné vedl svaty boj
za pomoci cirkve a modliteb.
Cirkve? To ne! Vy jste si vymodlili,
ze pred¢asné odesel ze svéta.

Pro vés je dobry jenom slaby krél,
co se jak $koldk nechd ovlddat.

WINCHESTER Glostre, pro tebe jako protektora

GLOSTER

BEDFORD

POSEL

BEDFORD

GLOSTER

je dobré ovlddat kréle 1 zemi.

M4s pys$nou zenu. Té se bojis vic
nez Boha a vSech knézi dohromady.
Boha si do st neber. Slouzi§ télu

a do kostela za rok nepachnes,

leda se modlit za zmar nepfitel.

Dost urazek a uklidnéte se.

Jdem k oltafi. Heroldi, vedte nés.
Namisto zlata obétujme zbrané.

Co s nimi, kdyz je Jindfich po smrti?
Cekaji nas ted trudné &asy, kdy

déti sdt budou misto mléka slzy,
jimiz nd$ ostrov bude zaplaven,

az zeny budou oplakdvat mrtvé.
Jindfichu Paty, kéz tvij duch dél dbd
o blaho Anglie zbavené svaru!
Vybojuj pro nds v nebi pfizen hvézd.
A duse tva kéz zafi jasnéji

nez hvézda Caesarova, ktery byl -
Vystoupi Posel.

Zdravim vis, velecténi panové.
Pfinasim smutné zpravy z Francie,
o pohromé a fezi, v niz jsme pfisli

o Rouen, Champagne, Remes, Orleans,

o Patiz, Guysors, Poitiers a dalsi.

To tikd$ nad mrtvolou Jindficha?
MI¢, nez ta slova o velikych ztritich
ho donuti rozbit rakev a vstat.

PafiZ je ztracena? Rouen se vzdal?

Kdyby vstal Jindfich z mrtvych, tyhle zpravy

by ho uvrhly zpatky do hrobu.

21

30

35

40

45

50

55

60

65



I/1

EXETER
MESS.

EXETER

BEDFORD

2. MESS.

EXETER

GLOUCESTER

BEDFORD

3. MESS.

How were they lost? What treachery was used?

No treachery; but want of men and money.
Amongst the soldiers this is muttered,

That here you maintain several factions,

And whilst a field should be dispatch’d and fought,
You are disputing of your generals:

One would have lingering wars with little cost;
Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings;

A third thinks, without expense at all,

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain’d.
Awake, awake, English nobility!

Let not sloth dim your honours new-begot:
Cropp’d are the flower-de-luces in your arms;
Of England’s coat one half is cut away.

Were our tears wanting to this funeral,
These tidings would call forth their flowing tides.

Me they concern; Regent I am of France.
Give me my steeled coat. I'll fight for France.
Away with these disgraceful wailing robes!
Wounds will I lend the French instead of eyes,
To weep their intermissive miseries.

Enter to them another Messenger.

Lords, view these letters full of bad mischance.
France is revolted from the English quite,

Except some petty towns of no import:

The Dauphin Charles is crowned king of Rheims;
The Bastard of Orleans with him is join’d;
Reignier, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part;

The Duke of Alencon flieth to his side.

The Dauphin crowned king! All fly to him!
O, whither shall we fly from this reproach?

We will not fly, but to our enemies’ throats.
Bedford, if thou be slack, I'll fight it out.

Gloucester, why doubt’st thou of my forwardness?
An army have | muster’d in my thoughts,
Wherewith already France is overrun.

Enter another Messenger.

My gracious lords, to add to your laments,
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry’s hearse,
[ must inform you of a dismal fight

Betwixt the stout Lord Talbot and the French.
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EXETER Kdo zradil Anglii? Kdo za to muze?
POSEL Ne zrada. Miélo vojdku a penéz.

Mezi vojsky se povidd, Ze se
zde svafi fada stran, a misto aby
Anglie vypravila armddu,
vy se tu prete, kdo ji povede.
Ten chce vést mensi nendkladnou viélku,
jiny chce udefit, v§ak nemd ¢im,
tfeti zas nechce zddné naklady
a spoléha se na diplomacii.
Probudte se, angli¢ti velmozi!
Z lenosti nepohibéte Francii!
Jen pulka zbyva z erbu Anglie,
kdyz mizi z néj francouzské lilie.
EXETER Jestli si vypld¢em pfi pohibu odi,
ty zpravy spusti nové proudy slz.
BEDFORD Jsem regent Francie. Mdm odpovédnost.

Chci zbroj a jit bojovat s Francouzi.
Odhodme rychle uffiukany smutek!
Af radéji oni krev ron{ z ran,
nez abychom my lkali kvali nim.
Vystoupi’ Druby posel.

2. POSEL Panové, pfindsim vam Spatné zpravy.
Francie nepatii uz Anglii
s vyjimkou nékolika mensich mést.
Princ Karel byl v Remesi korunovén.
S nim drzi levobocek orleansky
a Reignier, vévoda z Anjou. K nim
se pfidal 1 vévoda z Alengonu.

EXETER Z dauphina uz je krdl! Vsichni jdou s nim!
Kam obritit se pted tou potupou?

GLOSTER Musime se obrétit proti nim.
Nepujdes-li, Bedforde, pujdu sdm.

BEDFORD Chces$ zpochybnovat moje odhodlani?
Miém v hlavé plany, jak je rozdrtit,
ted uz to zbyva jenom udélat.

Vystoupi Treti posel.
3. POSEL Vzicni panové, musim pfitizit
vaSemu zalu nad zesnulym kralem

a fict vdim o zoufalém boji, ktery
svedl chrabry lord Talbot s Francouzi.
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WINCHESTER What! Wherein Talbot overcame? Is’t so?

3. MESS.

BEDFORD

3. MESS.

O, no; wherein Lord Talbot was o’erthrown:

The circumstance Ill tell you more at large.

The tenth of August last this dreadful lord, 110
Retiring from the siege of Orleans,

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop.

By three and twenty thousand of the French

Was round encompassed and set upon.

No leisure had he to enrank his men; 115
He wanted pikes to set before his archers;

Instead whereof sharp stakes pluck’d out of hedges
They pitched in the ground confusedly,

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in.

More than three hours the fight continued; 120
Where valiant Talbot above human thought

Enacted wonders with his sword and lance:

Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand him;
Here, there, and everywhere, enraged he flew:

The French exclaim’d, the devil was in arms; 125
All the whole army stood agazed on him:

His soldiers spying his undaunted spirit

A Talbot! A Talbot! Cried out amain

And rush’d into the bowels of the battle.

Here had the conquest fully been seal’d up, 130
If Sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward:

He, being in the vaward, placed behind

With purpose to relieve and follow them,

Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke.

Hence grew the general wreck and massacre; 135
Enclosed were they with their enemies:

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin’s grace,

Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back,

Whom all France with their chief assembled strength
Durst not presume to look once in the face. 140

Is Talbot slain? Then I will slay myself,

For living idly here in pomp and ease,

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid,

Unto his dastard foemen is betray’d.

O no, he lives; but is took prisoner, 145

And Lord Scales with him and Lord Hungerford:
Most of the rest slaughter’d or took likewise.
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WINCHESTER Coze? Talbot snad zvitézil. Ci ne?
3. POSEL Ne. Lord Talbot byl v boji porazen.

BEDFORD

3. POSEL

Podrobné vim to celé vyli¢im.

Ten skvély muz se desitého srpna

u obléhaného Orleansu

s pouhymi Sesti tisici svych muzi
dostal do obkli¢eni Francouzu,
jejichz pocet byl tfiadvacet tisic.
Nestacil ani rozestavit vojsko

a hradbou z dfevct chranit ludistniky.
Namisto toho jen tak narychlo
zatloukli do zemé par kulu z plotq,
a snazili se tak odrazit jizdu.

Boj trval vice nez tf1 hodiny.
State¢ny Talbot délal nadlidské

divy svym mecem. Stovky Francouzu
odevzdal peklu. Nikdo na néj nemél.
Byl v8ude, jak ho hnala zufivost.
Francouzi fvali: ,,Proti ndm jde ddbel!”
a vydésené na néj zirali.

A nasi, strzeni tou odvahou,

volali: , Talbot! Talbot!“ a hned se
vrhali do té nejlitési sece.

Vsechno by bylo dobfe dopadlo,
kdyby John Fastolfe nebyl zbabélec.
Byl v tylu jako zdloha a mél
vystfidat umdlelé, jenomzZe utek,
aniz jedinkrat pozvedl svij mec.
Zkéza pak byla nevyhnutelna.
Francouzi nase skfipli a jeden
mizerny Valon, pro dauphintv dik,
zezadu vrazil do Talbota kopi,

kdyz Francie s celou svou armddou
si netroufla s nim utkat tvaii v tvéf.

Talbot je mrtev? Pak sdm rads$i zemfu,
nez abych dél zil v klidu, zatimco

nas nejvzacnéjsi bojovnik byl v nouzi
zrazen a predhozen v plen nepfiteli.
Ne, zije, ale byl vzat do zajeti.

A spolu s nim lord Scales a Hungerford
a dalsi, ktefi v boji nepadli.
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BEDFORD His ransom there is none but I shall pay:
I’ll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne:
His crown shall be the ransom of my friend; 150
Four of their lords I’ll change for one of ours.
Farewell, my masters; to my task will I;
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make,
To keep our great Saint George’s feast withal:
Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take, 155
Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake.
3. MESS. So you had need; for Orleans is besieged;
The English army is grown weak and faint:
The Earl of Salisbury craveth supply,
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 160
Since they, so few, watch such a multitude.
EXETER Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry sworn,
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly,
Or bring him in obedience to your yoke.
BEDFORD I do remember it; and here take my leave, 165
To go about my preparation.

Eaxut.
GLOUCESTER TI’ll to the Tower with all the haste I can,

To view the artillery and munition;
And then I will proclaim young Henry king.

Exit.

EXETER To Eltham will I, where the young king is, 170
Being ordain’d his special governor,

And for his safety there I’ll best devise.
Exit.

WINCHESTER Each hath his place and function to attend:
[ am left out; for me nothing remains.
But long I will not be Jack out of office: 175
The king from Eltham I intend to steal
And sit at chiefest stern of public weal.

Exeunt.
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BEDFORD Vykupné za néj nikdy nepfijmou.
J4 jim ho ddm. Strhnu dauphina z trinu
a pritele tak nejlip vyplatim. 150
Za jejich ¢tyfi chei jednoho z nas.
Loudim se, pani, budu ted mit prici.
Rozpoutdm ohnostroj ve Francii,
abych oslavil den svatého Jiri.
S deseti tisici vojaky v zemi 155
Evropa zazije zemétreseni.

3. POSEL Je nacase. Orleans musi padnout.
Anglickd vojska jsou uz vysilend.
Hrabé Salisbury zdd4 o pomoc.
Vojaci se mu boufi, kdyz jich ma 160
tak malo ¢elit mocné presile.
EXETER Vzpomerte, co jste pfisahali, pani,

ze bud’ dauphina zneskodnite, nebo
ho prtivlecete v poutech k potrestini.

BEDFORD Nezapomindm na to. Proto jdu 165
a za¢nu okamzité s pfipravami.
Odejde.

GLOSTER A ja zatim pospisim do Toweru.
Prohlédnu tam stav dél a munice
a Jindficha prohldsim za krale.
Odejde.

EXETER Ja jdu za mladym kridlem do Elthamu. 170
Byl jsem urceny jeho poru¢nikem,
zodpovédnym za jeho bezpelnost.

Odeyde.
WINCHESTER Vsichni maji néjaky cil a dkol,

kromé mé, na néhoz nic nezbylo.

Nebudu ale skikat, jak kdo piska. 175
Krile jim z Elthamu odloudim

a sam se stanu vladcem nejvy$sim.

Odejdou.
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CHARLES

ALENCON

REIGNIER

CHARLES

CHARLES

REIGNIER

ALENCON

SCENE 2.
FRANCE. BEFORE ORLEANS.

Sound a flourish. Enter Charles, Alengon, and Reignier,
marching with drum and soldiers.

Mars his true moving, even as in the heavens

So in the earth, to this day is not known:

Late did he shine upon the English side;

Now we are victors; upon us he smiles.

What towns of any moment but we have?

At pleasure here we lie near Orleans;

Otherwhiles the famish’d English, like pale ghosts,
Faintly besiege us one hour in a month.

They want their porridge and their fat bull-beeves:
Either they must be dieted like mules

And have their provender tied to their mouths
Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice.

Let’s raise the siege: why live we idly here?
Talbot 1s taken, whom we wont to fear:
Remaineth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury;
And he may well in fretting spend his gall,
Nor men nor money hath he to make war.

Sound, sound alarum! We will rush on them.
Now for the honour of the forlorn French!
Him I forgive my death that killeth me
When he sees me go back one foot or fly.

Exeunt.

Here alarum; they are beaten back by the English with great loss.
Enter Charles, Alencon, and Reignier.

Who ever saw the like? What men have I!

Dogs! Cowards! Dastards! I would ne’er have fled,
But that they left me ’midst my enemies.

Salisbury is a desperate homicide;

He fighteth as one weary of his life.

The other lords, like lions wanting food,
Do rush upon us as their hungry prey.

Froissart, a countryman of ours, records,
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred,
During the time Edward the Third did reign.
More truly now may this be verified;

For none but Samsons and Goliases
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KAREL

ALENCON

REIGNIER

KAREL

KAREL

REIGNIER

ALENCON

SCENA 2.
FRANCIE. PRED ORLEANSEM.

Fanfdra. Vystoupi Karel, Alencon a Reignier.
Pochoduji s bubny a vojskem.

Je zdhadou, jak ovliviiuje Mars
déni na zemi nebo na nebi.

Diiv podporoval Angli¢any, nyni
se sméje na nds, ktefi vitézime.
Midame uz vSechna dulezitd mésta

a nyni bojujeme o Orleans.

A hladové ptizraky Anglicant

se snazi tu a tam nds odrazit.
Chybi jim jejich slanina a kase.

Ti, pokud nejsou krmeni jak mezci
se zvancem zradla pofdd u huby,
jsou vyzdabli jak utopené mysi.
Zaatoc¢ime. Pro¢ marnime Cas?
Talbot je zajaty, ten budil respekt,
a zustal jen bldznivy Salisbury,
ktery se vzteky uzira, Ze nem4
dost vojakl a penéz na valleni.
Zatrubte na zte¢! Vyrazime na né.
Musime navratit Cest Francii!

Kdo uvidi mé o krok ustoupit,
muze mé zabit. Md mé pozehndni.
Odejdou.

Bitevni viava. Utok Francouzii je tvrdé odraZen s jejich velkymi
ztrdtami. Vystoupi Karel, Alencon a Reignier.
Kdo to kdy vidél? To jsou vojaci?
Zbabéli psi. Kdybych neztstal sdim
mezi Angliny, neutekl bych.
Salisbury je strasny zabijdk.

Bije se, jako by uz nechtél zit.

[ dalsi jako lvi po tydnu pustu

se na nas vrhli jako na kofist.
Froissart piSe, ze kdyz v Anglii
vladl krdl Edward Tteti, zemé byla
lihni véle¢niku, jako byl Roland.
To plati dodnes. V poli byli sami
Samsonové a Golidsové.
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CHARLES
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CHARLES
BASTARD

CHARLES

REIGNIER
JOAN

It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten!
Lean, raw-boned rascals! Who would e’er suppose
They had such courage and audacity?

Let’s leave this town; for they are hare-brain’d slaves,

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager:
Of old I know them; rather with their teeth
The walls they’ll tear down than forsake the siege.

[ think, by some odd gimmors or device
Their arms are set like clocks, stiff to strike on;
Else ne’er could they hold out so as they do.
By my consent, we’ll even let them alone.

Be it so.

Enter the Bastard of Orleans.

Where’s the Prince Dauphin? I have news for him.
Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us.

Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer appall’d:
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence?
Be not dismay’d, for succor is at hand:

A holy maid hither with me I bring,

Which by a vision sent to her from heaven
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege

And drive the English forth the bounds of France.
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath,

Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome:

What’s past and what’s to come she can descry.
Speak, shall I call her in? Believe my words,

For they are certain and unfallible.

Go, call her in.
Exit Bastard of Orleans.

But first, to try her skill,
Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place:
Question her proudly; let thy looks be stern:
By this means shall we sound what skill she hath.

Enter the Bastard of Orleans, with Joan La Pucelle.
Fair maid, 1s’t thou wilt do these wondrous feats?

Reignier, is’t thou that thinkest to beguile me?
Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from behind;
[ know thee well, though never seen before.

Be not amazed, there’s nothing hid from me:
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REIGNIER
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KAREL
LEVOBOCEK

KAREL

REIGNIER
JANA

A jak se byji! Jeden zvlidne deset!
Vyzabli kostlivci! Kde se v nich bere
ta jejich odvaha a bojovnost?

Meésto jim nechme. Cim jsou hladovéjsi,
tim urputnéji umi bojovat.

J4 je zndm dobfe. Radsi svymi zuby
rozkou$ou hradby, nez by ustoupili.
Jako by v sobé méli zvldstni stroj,
co pohani je jako hodiny,

ze dokdzou se bez umdleni bit.
Souhlasim s tim nechat je na pokoji.

Tak budiz.

Vystoupi Levobocek orlednsky.
Kde je dauphin? Nesu mu dobrou zpravu.
Levobocek orlednsky. Bud' vitan.
Tvaris se smutné. A jsi cely bledy.
To té tak zdrtil nezdafeny utok?
Neztricej hlavu, pomoc uz je zde.
Ptivadim divku, jez je predurcena
vidénim seslanym ji pfimo z nebe
skoncit to nekoneéné obléhdni
a vyhnat Angli¢any z Francie.
M4 v sobé véstecky dar, ktery predéi
schopnosti 1 deviti fimskych Sibyl.
Vi v§echno o tom, co bylo a bude.
Muzu ji zavolat? V&f mi, Ze fikdm
jen a jen jistojistou Cistou pravdu.
Zavolej ji.
Odejde Levobocek orlednsky.

Nejdfiv ji vyzkousime.
Reigniere, vymén si se mnou misto.
Py$né se tvaf a vyzpovidej ji.
Uvidime, jaké m4 schopnosti.
Vystoupi Levobocek orlednsky s Janou, Pannou orlednskou.
Krésko, pry dokdzes tzasné véci.
Reigniere, co to tu na mé hrajes?
Kde je dauphin? Neschovavej se vzadu.
[ kdyZ té nezndm, pozndviam té dobfe.
Nediv se, ale mné nic neujde.
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JOAN
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In private will I talk with thee apart.
Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile.

She takes upon her bravely at first dash.

Dauphin, [ am by birth a shepherd’s daughter,
My wit untrain’d in any kind of art.

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleased
To shine on my contemptible estate:

Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs,

And to sun’s parching heat display’d my cheeks,
God’s mother deigned to appear to me

And in a vision full of majesty

Will’d me to leave my base vocation

And free my country from calamity:

Her aid she promised and assured success:

In complete glory she reveal’d herself;

And, whereas I was black and swart before,
With those clear rays which she infused on me
That beauty am I bless’d with which you see.
Ask me what question thou canst possible,
And I will answer unpremeditated:

My courage try by combat, if thou darest,
And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex.
Resolve on this, thou shalt be fortunate,

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate.

Thou hast astonish’d me with thy high terms:
Only this proof I'll of thy valour make,

In single combat thou shalt buckle with me,
And if thou vanquishest, thy words are true;
Otherwise I renounce all confidence.

[ am prepared. Here is my keen-edged sword,
Deck’d with five flower-de-luces on each side;
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The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine’s churchyard,

Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth.
Then come, o’ God’s name; I fear no woman.
And while I live, I'll ne’er fly from a man.
Here they fight, and Joan La Pucelle overcomes.

Stay, stay thy hands! Thou art an Amazon
And fightest with the sword of Deborah.

Christ’s mother helps me, else I were too weak.

Whoe’er helps thee, ’tis thou that must help me:
Impatiently I burn with thy desire;
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JANA A j4 pted Zddnym muZem neustoupim.

KAREL

JANA
KAREL

Chci s tebou chvili mluvit o samoté.
Pianové, prosim, raCte ustoupit.

Jde na nis zhurta, to se musi nechat.

Dauphine, jsem jen dcera ov¢éka,
jsem nevzdéland a nic neumim.
Nebi se zachtélo mé osvitit

a zvednout z mého ubohého stavu.
Kdyz pésla jsem sva jehndtka a tvife
mi hoftely ve spalujicim slunci,
zjevila se mi bohorodicka,

v puvabné, majestitni vidiné,

a kdzala, at vzddm se hrubé prace

a zachranim svou zemi pred zkdzou.
Slibila, Ze mi pfi tom pomuze.
Zjevila se mi v plné nddhefe,

a jak jsem predtim byla oskliv,
paprsky, kterymi mé ozérila,

mé okraslila tak, jak mé ted vidis.
Kdyz se mé zeptas na cokoli, hned

ti na vSechno ddm spravnou odpovéd.

Vyzkousej; moji smélost a um v boji,
a zjistis, jak své druzky prevysuji.
VEf mi, ze pfinese ti $tésti, kdyz

mi vést tu vilku s tebou dovolis.
Tva sebechvéla mi vyrdzi dech.
Vyzkous$im si té, a kdyz dokdzes

mé porazit v souboji, uvétim,

ze mluvi$ pravdu. Pokud prohrajes,
nebudu uz ti nikdy v nicem véfit.
Jsem pfipravena. Tady je m®j meé

s péti liliemi na kazdé strané.

Nasla jsem ho ve starém zeleze

v Touraine na Katefinském hibitové.

Pojdme. Zddné Zenské se nebojim.

Potykaji se v souboji a_Jana zvitézi.

Dost, to uz staci! Ty jsi Amazonka
a tvyy me¢ bude jisté kouzelny.

Panenka Marie mi pom4aha.

At kdokoli, ty musi$§ pomoct mné.
Jsem piemozeny touhou po tobé.

33

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

105



172

JOAN

CHARLES
REIGNIER
ALENCON

REIGNIER
ALENCON

REIGNIER
JOAN

CHARLES

JOAN

CHARLES
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My heart and hands thou hast at once subdued.
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so,

Let me thy servant and not sovereign be:

"Tis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus.

I must not yield to any rites of love,

For my profession’s sacred from above:
When I have chased all thy foes from hence,
Then will I think upon a recompense.

Meantime look gracious on thy prostrate thrall.
My lord, methinks, is very long in talk.

Doubtless he shrives this woman to her smock;
Else ne’er could he so long protract his speech.

Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no mean?
He may mean more than we poor men do know:
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These women are shrewd tempters with their tongues.

My lord, where are you? What devise you on?
Shall we give over Orleans, or no?

Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants!
Fight till the last gasp; [ will be your guard.

What she says I'll confirm: we’ll fight it out.

Assign’d am I to be the English scourge.
This night the siege assuredly I’ll raise:
Expect Saint Martin’s summer, halcyon days,
Since I have entered into these wars.

Glory is like a circle in the water,

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself

Till by broad spreading it disperse to nought.
With Henry’s death the English circle ends;
Dispersed are the glories it included.

Now am I like that proud insulting ship
Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once.

Was Mahomet inspired with a dove?

Thou with an eagle art inspired then.

Helen, the mother of great Constantine,

Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like thee.
Bright star of Venus, fall’n down on the earth,
How may I reverently worship thee enough?

Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege.

Woman, do what thou canst to save our honours;
Drive them from Orleans and be immortalized.
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REIGNIER

Vyhrélas nade mnou 1 nad mym srdcem.

M4 drahd Jano! Tak se jmenujes?
Chci byt tvym sluhou a ne vladafem.
Francouzsky dauphin té o to moc prosi.

Na ldsku nesmim ani pomyslit.

Mdm svaté poslani. Za nim chci jit.
Az odtud nepftitele vyzenu,

bude ¢as pomyslet na odménu.
Mezitim budu zcela ve tvych sluzbéch.
O ¢em se s ni bavi tak urputné?

Ztejmé se ji chce dostat pod sukné,
jinak by s ni byl ddvno hotovy.
Vyrusime ho? Zfejmé nezna miru.
Vymluvila mu do hlavy diru.

Sam vis, co svede Zenskd vymluvnost.

Pane, co bude? Jak se rozhodneme?
Déme jim Orleans, anebo ne?
Urcité ne! Zbabélci! Bijte se

do posledniho dechu! Povedu vis.
S tim souhlasim. Musime bojovat.

Jsem urcena byt metlou Angli¢ant.
Dnesni noc osvobodim Orleans.

Pak piijde babi 1éto, krdsné dny,
protoze ja vstupuji do vialky.

Slava je jako kruhy na vodé,

které se zvétSuji a zvétsuji,

az rozplynou se v nic. Smrt Jindficha
byla pro Angli¢any posledni kruh,

se kterym kondi vSechna jejich moc.
Jé jsem ted jako ta povéstnd lod,

co nesla Caesara a jeho $tésti.
Mohamed mél pry rddcem hrdlicku.
Tvym rddcem je spis orel. Vyrovnds se
Konstantinové matce Helené

anebo dceram svétce Filipa.

Jako by Venuse se snesla na zem!

Na tvoji chvélu je to vsechno milo!

Dost zdrzovéani. Pojdme bojovat!

Dévce, snaz se zachranit nasi Cest.
Zazen je pry¢ a tva je vé¢na slava.
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GLOUCESTER

WOODVILE

GLOUCESTER

SERVINGMEN

Presently we’ll try. Come, let’s away about it:
No prophet will I trust, if she prove false. 150

Exeunt.

SCENE 3.
LONDON. BEFORE THE TOWER.

Enter Gloucester, with his servingmen in blue coats.

[ am come to survey the Tower this day:
Since Henry’s death, I fear, there is conveyance.
Where be these warders, that they wait not here?
Open the gates; ’tis Gloucester that calls.

(Within) Who's there that knocks so imperiously? 5
It is the noble Duke of Gloucester.

(Within) Whoe’er he be, you may not be let in.

Villains, answer you so the lord protector?

(Within) The Lord protect him! So we answer him:
We do no otherwise than we are will’d. 10

Who willed you? Or whose will stands but mine?
There’s none protector of the realm but I.
Break up the gates, I’ll be your warrantize.

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms?

Gloucester’s men rush at the Tower Gates,
and Wooduvile the Lieutenant speaks within

What noise is this? What traitors have we here? 15

Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I hear?
Open the gates; here’s Gloucester that would enter.

Have patience, noble duke; I may not open;

The Cardinal of Winchester forbids:

From him I have express commandment 20
That thou nor none of thine shall be let in.

Faint-hearted Woodpvile, prizest him ’fore me?

Arrogant Winchester, that haughty prelate,

Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne’er could brook?
Thou art no friend to God or to the king: 25
Open the gates, or I'll shut thee out shortly.

Open the gates unto the lord protector,
Or we’ll burst them open, if that you come not quickly.
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GLOSTER
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Zkusme to! Pojdme! Do boje se ddme.
UZ neuvétim v nic, kdyz ona zklame. 150

Odejdou.

SCENA 3.
LONDYN. PRED TOWEREM.

WVystoupi Gloster se svymi slouZicimi v modrych livreyich.

Pfichdzim na inspekci Toweru.

Od Jindfichovy smrti je tu chaos.
Kde jsou straZcové? Nikdo nehlida?
Otevite branu. Mluvi s vami Gloster.

(Za scénon) Kdo se sem dobyva jak do svého? 5
Pfichédzi vzneseny vévoda z Glostru.

(Za scénon) At je to kdokoli, sem dovnitf nesmi.

Lotfi! U brany je pan protektor.

(Za scénon) Tak at tam zistane! My mame piikaz
nikoho do Toweru nepoustét. 10

Kdo vdm ho dal? J4 tady porou¢im!

V téhle zemi jsem ja lord protektor.
Vylomte brinu, na mou zodpovédnost!
Ti pacholci si budou ze mé stiilet?

Glosterovi slouzici lomcugi s brdanou.
Zevnitr se ozve Wooduvile, velitel Toweru.

Co je tu za hluk? Kdo tu déld rozbroj? 15

Velitel Toweru Woodvile? Jste to vy?
Otevite branu. Gloster chce jit dovnitt.

Bohuzel, vzicny vévodo. To nesmim.

Pan biskup Winchester mi piikdzal,

Ze nesmim vpoustét dovnitf ani vis, 20
ani nikoho z vasi rodiny.

GLOSTER Jemu chces ddvat pfednost pfede mnou?

SLOUZICI

Zpupnému preldtovi, kterého

nemohl Jindfich Pity ani vystat?

To neni sluzba Bohu ani kréli. 25
Otevfti, nez té odtud vytdhnu.

Pustte ddl lorda protektora dfiv,
nez vdm tu brinu vylomime z pantu!
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