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  No Simple Farm Girl




  by Cooper Baltis




   




  Part One




  Joan’s hair was cut short and her face was dirty. She looked almost exactly like a farm boy. In fact, out of the fifty French soldiers travelling with her, not one of them knew that the youngest soldier in their group was actually a teenage girl.




  ‘Up ahead,’ one of the French soldiers said. Joan followed his finger to a small English outpost. She could see the top of the English flag above one of the buildings. They were in enemy territory. They were near a town called Chinon, where Prince Charles, the leader of the French army, had his headquarters. The group of soldiers quickly retreated.




  ‘Do you think they saw us?’ Joan asked in her lowest voice.




  ‘No, Jean,’ Commander Remy said. ‘If they had seen us, they would have attacked us by now.’




  ‘So what are we going to do now?’ a fat soldier called Lucas asked.




  ‘We will split into three groups and attack them from three different sides. My group will go up the middle. This will be the most dangerous route because we will arrive at the outpost first. The second group will approach from the left and the third will approach from the right. So, who will join me in the middle group?’




  Only four of the soldiers, including Joan, raised their hands. Remy shouted at the other soldiers. ‘Are you men or boys? Our youngest soldier, Jean, volunteers for the most dangerous job while the rest of you behave like cowards. How old are you again, Jean?’




  ‘I’m sixteen,’ Joan answered. She had told them her name was Jean because it was close to the name Joan. She tried not to make eye contact with any of the soldiers as she answered; she wanted to remain as hidden as possible. They would be angry if they found out she was a teenage girl.




  Commander Remy stared at the other soldiers. ‘Sixteen and braver than a man twice his age! Now I will ask again... who will come up the middle with me?’




  A few more soldiers raised their hands. There were ten now, including Commander Remy, which meant that twenty would come from the left and twenty would come from the right.




  Remy sighed. ‘That’s better. It still isn’t the number I was hoping for, but I suppose you can’t teach bravery. All right, get into your groups. We will move quietly this time,’ he said, turning his horse towards the English outpost. ‘We will attack first, followed by the left side and then the right side. Does everyone understand?’




  The soldiers nodded. Remy took off towards the English outpost followed by Joan and eight other men. Joan rode second in line, ready for whatever lay ahead. She had secretly been training with swords all her life, something not many people knew about her. She had known since she was thirteen that she would be a soldier and that she would fight for France against the English.




  It had started with a series of dreams she had in the spring of 1425, three years before. In her dreams, Joan had been told by mysterious spirits to join the French army and lead them to victory over the English. So far, she was doing her best to make the dream come true.




  ‘Prepare to attack!’ Remy cried.




  Joan leaned forward on her horse, determined to be the first to strike. She saw the English cavalry galloping towards them. The English had their swords out, ready for battle. Joan pulled her sword from its sheath, the sword was nearly as long as she was, and pointed it at the enemy.




   




  Part Two




  Horses galloped all around her and dust exploded in the air. Turning left, Joan jabbed her sword into one of the English soldiers. She screamed ferociously as she pulled her sword out. The soldier fell forward onto the ground. Another soldier charged at Joan, aiming his sword at her head. She ducked just in time.




  ‘Be careful!’ Remy cried, stopping his horse. An English soldier lunged at him. Joan charged at the enemy soldier with her sword out in front of her. The man fell to the ground and his horse fell on top of him.




  ‘Good, Jean!’ Remy shouted over the noise of the battle.




  She heard the sound of more horses charging towards them. It sounded like the deep rumble of thunder. There were at least forty of them. They were outnumbered four to one.




  ‘Where’s the left flank?’ Remy shouted, looking to the west.




  Joan galloped forward on her horse to greet the English cavalry alone. She held her giant sword high in the air. The sun reflected off the blade, temporarily blinding the first soldier she encountered. Within seconds, Joan had cut the man down from his horse. She switched the sword to her other hand, something she had practiced doing back in her village.




  She heard more horses galloping towards them. Knowing that the left flank had arrived, Joan turned right, leading four of the English soldiers away from the battle. Her plan was to lead the four English soldiers to the right flank, which contained twenty French soldiers. She looked over her shoulder and noticed that one of the English soldiers was quickly catching up with her.




  Joan held her sword at her side with her left hand. At exactly the right moment, she pulled the reins and ducked at the same time. The English soldier’s sword narrowly missed Joan’s face. At the same time, she thrust her sword backwards, straight into the soldier’s stomach.




  The right flank came galloping towards Joan, and the three English soldiers who had been chasing her stopped and rode back the way they had come. Joan joined the right flank and turned back towards the battlefield. Suddenly, arrows started to rain down on them. Soldiers were falling to the ground around her.




  She saw the group of archers in the distance, about twenty in all, and began riding her horse towards them. ‘Faster!’ Joan cried, hoping that their speed would be able to stop the arrows from hitting any more men. ‘To the archers!’ she screamed to the French men around her. None of the men questioned whether or not they should be taking orders from a teenage boy.




  More deadly arrows flew at Joan and the French soldiers. Joan soon realized that if they didn’t get to the archers quickly, they would have no chance.




  ‘Aaaah!’ She felt something pierce her skin, as if a giant bee had stung her. She looked down to see an arrow sticking out of her leg. The pain only made her more determined to get to the line of archers. She ducked her head even lower and charged as fast as she could, the pain driving her on.




  She reached one of the English archers as he was pulling back his arrow. Crack! She snapped his bow in half with her sword and sent the archer to his knees.




  ‘Back to the battle!’ Joan cried to the other French soldiers once they had killed the entire line of archers. The men followed her orders, no one commented on the arrow that was sticking out of her leg, and no one questioned the authority of the sixteen year old soldier.




   




  Part Three




  By the time night came, the French soldiers were in the former English outpost enjoying the spoils of war, which included a few barrels of wine and two large pigs. The English had lost the battle.




  ‘Take off your armor and have a drink with us,’ Commander Remy said to Joan. She was sitting on a rock, looking down at her injured leg. It was bandaged now, but it hurt to walk. He raised his cup to her. ‘You did really well in the fight today. It’s too bad that we don’t have more soldiers like you.’




  ‘Good job, boy! I saw how you took out those archers back there,’ Lucas said. He slapped her on the back. ‘You probably saved a dozen lives, maybe more. To Jean!’ He lifted his cup of wine.




  ‘To Jean!’ Remy repeated. Some of the other soldiers raised their cups.




  ‘Come on, Jean,’ Lucas said. ‘Take off your armor and relax with us. The pigs will be ready in about twenty minutes.’ He sniffed the air. ‘It smells so good, doesn’t it?’




  ‘Yes it does,’ Joan agreed.




  ‘Take off your armor and join us,’ Lucas said. He squeezed his hand a little too hard around the back of her neck. Joan responded by hitting him in the stomach with her elbow. Before he could react, she pointed her sword directly at his neck.




  ‘Relax, Jean!’ Commander Remy said. He placed his hand on the hilt of his sword. ‘Put your sword away, the battle is over!’




  Joan looked from Lucas to Remy. She put her sword away and sat back down. ‘I’m sorry,’ she apologized, not to Lucas, but to Remy.




  ‘It’s fine,’ Commander Remy said.




  Lucas clearly didn’t think it was fine. ‘Where did you say you were from again, boy?’ he asked, holding his stomach.




  ‘I’m from Domremy,’ she said. This fact was true. Most people hadn’t heard of the village; Joan figured it didn’t hurt to tell the truth.




  ‘Domremy…’ Lucas crossed his arms in front of his chest. He took a step towards her. She could now smell wine on his breath. ‘If I hadn’t moved from Domremy, I would have been a farmer all my life. Domremy is a farming town. There aren’t many boys your age who can fight in Domremy,’ he said. ‘And if there were, I would know about them.’




  ‘How do you know there aren’t any boys that can fight?’ Joan laughed nervously.




  He took another step closer to her. ‘What did you say your name was again?’




  ‘Jean.’ She slowly began moving her hand to her sword.




  ‘What’s happening here?’ Commander Remy asked, stepping between them.




  A few French soldiers gathered around to see what was happening. The only sound Joan could hear now was her heart beating inside her chest.




  Lucas spat into the fire. ‘I don’t believe Jean is who he says he is.’




  ‘What do you mean, Lucas?’ Remy asked. More soldiers gathered around them.




  ‘Tell him to take off his armor, Commander. I think he might be a she. I think she may be nothing more than a simple farm girl from Domremy!’




  ‘Say that again and I will cut out your tongue!’ Joan drew her sword.




  ‘Put your sword away, Jean,’ Remy said, still between the two of them. Joan didn’t listen to the commander. She held her sword in front of her, ready for whatever might happen next.




  ‘Tell him, Commander, tell him to take off his armor,’ Lucas said.




  One of the soldiers behind Lucas agreed. ‘Yes, tell him to take off his armor. If he really is a boy, then it shouldn’t be a problem for him.’




  ‘I will fight any of you like a man.’ Joan pointed her sword at the other soldiers. ‘And I will win.’
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