
The year was 1429, and the Hundred Years’ War was raging. The Dauphin, the 
rightful king of France, had been denied his throne, his hereditary lands torn from 
him. His enemies schemed to crown the English king as monarch of both England 
and France. Only a few French strongholds remained loyal. Hope was trickling 
away . . .

But outside the besieged town of Orleans, a seventeen-year-old girl from 
Domrémy, her white and gold banner flying, would lead the French army to an 
improbable victory over their English oppressors. “What God commands must be 
right,” she declared.
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Who was this astonishing young woman? How did she accomplish the feats that 
military experts called impossible? And what would become of her—and of her 
heroic quest for peace?
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July  
1428 . . .

Fortunately,  
Mont Saint-Michel  

has resisted!

St. Michael  
will give courage to 

the defenders!

 And  
confidence to  
its guardians!

The kingdom  
of France is in 
bad shape . . .

Because  
of this war,  

dragging on for 
100 years!



But the Mont  
will hold out! And we’ll go  

on pilgrimage there when the 
war is over.

It’s a good hope, Joan. But the  
English have been invading Normandy 

for 5 years now.

And their allies, 
the Burgundian 
traitors, have  

come to pillage our 
land as far  
as Lorraine.

All over France, 
people like us are 
seeking refuge!

At last!  
Neufchateau!

Have  
courage, 

Mother. We’ll 
return to 
Domrémy!!!

Alas,  
our fields are ruined, our 

animals killed!

    But God hasn’t    
abandoned  

Fr . . . The  
Burgundians! 

Quick! Close the 
gates!

Joan! 
Jacques!

Mother!!



Isabelle! Wait!  
Hold the  

drawbridge!

Wow!  
Just in 
time!

Too late!

Thieves! Traitors! 

Long 
live King 
Charles 

VII!

Long live 
the king of 
Bourges!

Long live 
the Duke of 
Burgundy!!

Long  
life to  

Henry VI,  
King of 

England and 
France!

Long live Vergy!

Long  
live Bed-
ford!!!*

What misery!  
Will this war 

never be  
over?

My grandmother was 
born during this war, and 

my mother . . . How long 
can it last?

* The regent (acting head of state) for the young king of England, Henry VI, then 7 years old.



Here’s Cousin  
Durand Laxart . . .

We’re trapped  
here, but the town 
of Vaucouleurs is 
our true refuge!

But Vaucouleurs  
has been besieged for 
a month by Vergy, who 

governs Champagne for 
the English.

How long can Vaucouleurs hold out?

I must  
go back to  
find Lord  
Robert de 

Baudricourt.

What other 
fortresses remain 
loyal to the true 

French king?

         The true king?  
   You mean the  

deposed Dauphin,  
   hiding at Chinon?*

Bah! His last  
supporters are at 
Orleans and Mont 

Saint-Michel.

Dear Bishop Cauchon! How’ve  
you been since we saw you in London? 
It’s been 6 years! We’ve finally gotten 
you the bishop’s palace you’ve wanted!

* “Dauphin” is the title given to the heir to the French throne.

Four months later, 
at Beauvais . . .



You’ve  
used your  

authority as bishop 
to impose taxes on 
Normandy and on 
Champagne. You’re 
an important ally 
for the crown of 

England!

And of  
France! Because  

our mad French King  
Charles VI was forced to  

disinherit his son, the  
Dauphin, in favor of King 
Henry V of England, the  
next English king will  

also rule France.

Yes! And it’s  
thanks to you  

that the Treaty of  
Troyes, assuring this, 
was signed on May 21, 

1420! You and your 
nephew Jean de Rynel 

managed it  
very cleverly.

Not only did  
Charles VI give his 

daughter in
marriage to Henry V, 

but he promised to hand 
over France to England 

after his death! This 
is what England has 

dreamed of for  
100 years!

It all would  
have gone as 
planned, but  
Henry V died 

young—at only  
36!

And  
Charles VI  
died only 2 

months later. 
More bad  

luck!

    So, there  
was no corona- 
tion for the English 
king—or for his son, 
who was only 10  
months old!

Patience,  
Lord Talbot. It’s been 
7 years. Nothing can 

prevent the next 
coronation.

King  
Henry’s young  

son is waiting. His 
uncle, the Duke of 
Bedford, promises 

that his coronation  
as a “dual” king  

will take  
place.



But that’s 
precisely the 

trouble!!!

We can’t let the 
Dauphin Charles 
be restored as 
France’s ruler!

He’s been  
renounced by his own 
parents. His followers 

are decreasing, and he’s 
losing his lands!

But two strong-
holds are still 

loyal to him.

Since October we’ve been  
besieging the first one, Orleans. 
Capturing it would give us access 

to our territories: Normandy  
and Aquitaine.

Orleans will  
surrender soon, just 
as La Hire was forced 
to hand over Rouen 

and Vitry to us, Bishop 
Cauchon!

And the other one . . . Mont Saint-
Michel?? . . . 

hmm!

The fortress is encircled and 
starved. It can no longer help the 

Dauphin. He is at our mercy.



We’re spreading the rumor that  
he really isn’t the king’s son . . .  
His mother was supposedly Isa-
belle of Baveria, but that was  

officially renounced at  
Troyes.

Ha ha ha!  
Mehun-Sur-Yèvre!  

Who cares? As long  
as there’s no coro-
nation, he’s king of 

nothing!

You’ve  
negotiated  

the surrender  
of several  

fortresses. We’d 
like to finish  

this one  
off . . .

The people  
of the Mont don’t 
negotiate! They’re 
fools who prefer 
to die of hunger. 

They think God will 
protect them!

Still, the Dauphin claimed the title of 
King of France at Mehun-Sur-Yèvre.

God is on our side—just as he made  
it known when Henry V landed on the 

coast of Normandy in 1415 with his  
1,400 ships . . .

God sent me to 
conquer France  

       and drive away  
            its evils!

The next month, he crushed 
the French at Agincourt.  

A good sign!



3 months 
later,  

February, 
1429 . . .

Cousin Durand, 
we’re finally  

here at  
Vaucouleurs!

I’ve promised my  
parents I’ll work with 

the women here.

Thanks for 
your help. We’re 
very grateful!

But now  
I must speak  
to the lord  

of this brave 
city, still 

resisting the 
Burgundians.

I’ve come  
to you, Robert  

de Baudricourt, on 
behalf of my Lord, 
to send word to 
the Dauphin that 
he has held out 

well . . .

. . . and  
that he won’t 
have to wait 
much longer, 

because the Lord 
will give him  
help before  
Lent is half  

over.

And who 
is your 
Lord?

The 
King of 
Heaven!


