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Chapter 1 
 

Two great Lessons  
 

It was the will of God that at the very gates of 
his revived Church there should be two great 
examples to serve as lessons for future generations.  

 
Luther and the German Reformation, declining 

the aid of the temporal power, rejecting the force of 
arms, and looking for victory only in the 
confession of truth, were destined to see their faith 
crowned with the most brilliant success; while 
Zwingle and the Swiss Reformation, stretching out 
their hands to the mighty ones of the earth, and 
grasping the sword, were fated to witness a 
horrible, cruel, and bloody catastrophe fall upon 
the Word of God — a catastrophe which threatened 
to engulf the evangelical cause in the most furious 
whirlpool. God is a jealous God, and gives not his 
glory to another; he claims to perform his own 
work himself, and to attain his ends sets other 
springs in motion than those of a skillful 
diplomacy.  
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We are far from forgetting that we are called 

upon to relate facts and not to discuss theories; but 
there is a principle which the history we are 
narrating sets forth in capital letters: it is that 
professed in the Gospel, where it says: THE 
WEAPONS OF OUR WARFARE ARE NOT 
CARNAL, BUT MIGHTY THROUGH GOD! In 
maintaining this truth we do not place ourselves on 
the ground of any particular school, but on that of 
universal conscience and of the Word of God.  

 
Of all carnal support that religion can invoke, 

there is none more injurious to it than arms and 
diplomacy. The latter throws it into tortuous ways; 
the 1505 former hurries it into paths of bloodshed; 
and religion, from whose brow has been torn the 
double wreath of truth and meekness, presents but 
a degraded and humiliated countenance that no 
person can, that no person desires to recognize.  

 
It was the very extension of the Reform in 

Switzerland that exposed it to the dangers under 
which it sunk. So long as it was concentrated at 
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Zurich, it continued a religious matter; but when it 
had gained Berne, Basle, Schaffhausen, St. Gall, 
Glaris, Appenzell, and numerous bailiwicks, it 
formed inter- cantonal relations; and — here was 
the error and misfortune — while the connection 
should have taken place between church and 
church, it was formed between state and state.  

 
As soon as spiritual and political matters 

became mingled together, the latter took the 
upperhand. Zwingle erelong thought it his duty to 
examine not only doctrinal, but also federal 
questions; and the illustrious reformer might be 
seen, unconscious of the snares beneath his feet, 
precipitating himself into a course strewn with 
rocks, at the end of which a cruel death awaited 
him.  

 
The primitive Swiss cantons had resigned the 

right of forming new alliances without the consent 
of all; but Zurich and Berne had reserved the 
power. Zwingle thought himself therefore quite at 
liberty to promote an alliance with the evangelical 
states. Constance was the first city that gave her 
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adhesion.  
 
But this christian co-burghery, which might 

become the germ of a new confederation, 
immediately raised up numerous adversaries 
against Zwingle, even among the partisans of the 
Reformation.  

 
There was yet time: Zwingle might withdraw 

from public affairs, and occupy himself entirely 
with those of the Gospel. But no one in Zurich had, 
like him, that application to labor, that correct, 
keen, and sure eye, so necessary for politicians. If 
he retired, the vessel of the state would be left 
without a pilot. Besides, he was convinced that 
political acts alone could save the Reform. He 
resolved, therefore, to be at one and the same time 
the man of the State and of the Church. The 
registers prove that in his later years he took part in 
the most important deliberations; and he was 
commissioned by the councils of his canton to 
write letters, compose 1506 proclamations, and 
draw up opinions. Already, before the dispute with 
Berne, looking upon war as possible, he had traced 
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out a very detailed plan of defense, the manuscript 
of which is still in existence. In 1528 he did still 
more; he showed in a remarkable paper, how the 
republic should act with regard to the empire, 
France, and other European states, and with respect 
to the several cantons and bailiwicks. Then, as if he 
had grown gray at the head of the Helvetic troops 
(and it is but just to remark that he had long lived 
among soldiers), he explained the advantages there 
would be in surprising the enemy; and described 
even the nature of the arms, and the manner of 
employing them. In truth, an important revolution 
was then taking place in the art of war. The pastor 
of Zurich is at once the head of the state and 
general of the army: this double — this triple part 
of the reformer was the ruin of the Reformation 
and of himself. Undoubtedly we must make 
allowances for the men of this age, who, being 
accustomed to see Rome wield two swords for so 
many centuries, did not understand that they must 
take up one and leave the other. We must admire 
the strength of that superior genius, which, while 
pursuing a political course, in which the greatest 
minds would have been absorbed, ceased not 
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however to display an indefatigable activity as 
pastor, preacher, divine, and author. We must 
acknowledge that the republican education of 
Zwingle had taught him to confound his country 
with his religion, and that there was in this great 
man enough to fill up many lives. We must 
appreciate that indomitable courage which, relying 
upon justice, feared not, at a time when Zurich had 
but one or two weak cities for allies, to confront the 
redoubtable forces of the empire and of the 
confederation; but we should also see in the great 
and terrible lesson that God gave him, a precept for 
all times and for every nation; and finally, 
understand what is so often forgotten, “that the 
kingdom of Christ is not of this world.” The 
Roman-catholic cantons, on hearing of the new 
alliances of the reformed, felt a violent indignation. 
William of Diesbach, deputy from Berne at the 
diet, was forced to submit to the keenest 
reproaches. The sitting, for a while interrupted, was 
resumed immediately after his departure. “They 
may try to patch up the old faith,” said the Bernese, 
as he withdrew, “it cannot, however, last any 
longer.” In truth, they patched away with all their 
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might, but with a sharp and envenomed needle that 
drew blood. Joseph Am Berg of Schwytz and 
Jacques Stocker of Zug, bailiffs of Thurgovia, 
behaved with cruelty towards all who were 
attached to the Gospel. They enforced against them 
fines, imprisonment, torture, the scourge, 
confiscation, and banishment: they cut out the 
ministers’ tongues, beheaded them, or condemned 
them to be burnt. At the same time they took away 
the Bibles and all the evangelical books; and if any 
poor Lutherans, fleeing from Austria, crossed the 
Rhine and that low valley where its calm waters 
flow between the Alps of the Tyrol and of 
Appenzell, — if these poor creatures, tracked by 
the lansquenets, came to seek a refuge in 
Switzerland, they were cruelly given up to their 
persecutors.  

 
The heavier lay the hands of the bailiffs on 

Thurgovia and the Rheinthal, the greater conquests 
did the Gospel make. The Bishop of Constance 
wrote to the Five Cantons, that if they did not act 
with firmness, all the country would embrace the 
Reform. In consequence of this, the cantons 
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convoked at Frauenfeld all the prelates, nobles, 
judges, and persons of note in the district; and a 
second meeting taking place six days after (6th 
December 1528) at Weinfeld, deputies from Berne 
and Zurich entreated the assembly to consider the 
honor of God above all things, and in no respect to 
care for the threats of the world. A great agitation 
followed upon this discourse. At last a majority 
called for the preaching of the Word of God; the 
people came to the same decision; and the 
Rheinthal, as well as Bremgarten, followed this 
example.  

 
What was to be done? The flood had become 

hourly more encroaching.  
 
Must then the Forest Cantons open their valleys 

to it at last? Religious antipathies put an end to 
national antipathies; and these proud mountaineers, 
directing their looks beyond the Rhine, thought of 
invoking the succor of Austria, which they had 
vanquished at Morgarten and at Sempach. The 
fanatical German party that had crushed the 
revolted Swabian peasants was all-powerful on the 
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frontiers. Letters were exchanged; messengers 
passed to and fro across the river; at last they took 
advantage of a wedding in high rank that was to 
take place at Feldkirch in Swabia, six leagues from 
Appenzell. On the 16th February 1529, the 
marriage-party, forming a brilliant cavalcade, in 
the midst of which the deputies of the Five Cantons 
were concealed, made their entry into Feldkirch, 
and Am Berg had an immediate interview with the 
Austrian governor. “The power of the enemies of 
our ancient faith had so increased,” said the Swiss, 
“that the friends of the Church can resist them no 
longer. We therefore turn our eyes to that 
illustrious prince who has saved in Germany the 
faith of our fathers.” This alliance was so very 
unnatural, that the Austrians had some difficulty in 
believing it to be sincere. “Take hostages,” said the 
Waldstettes, “write the articles of the treaty with 
your own hands; command and we will obey!” — 
“Very good!” replied the Austrians; “in two 
months you will find us again at Waldshut, and we 
will let you know our conditions.” A rumor of 
these negotiations which spread abroad excited 
great dissatisfaction, even in the partisans of Rome. 
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In no place did it burst out with greater force than 
in the council of Zug. The opposing parties were 
violently agitated; they stamped their feet, they 
started from their seats, and were nearly coming to 
blows; but hatred prevailed over patriotism.  

 
The deputies of the Forest Cantons appeared at 

Waldshut; they suspended the arms of their cantons 
by the side of those of the oppressors of 
Switzerland; decorated their hats with peacocks’ 
feathers (the badge of Austria), and laughed, drank, 
and chattered with the Imperialists. This strange 
alliance was at last concluded. “Whoever shall 
form new sects among the people,” it ran, “shall be 
punished with death; and, if need be, with the help 
of Austria. This power, in case of emergency, shall 
send into Switzerland six thousand foot soldiers, 
and four hundred horse, with all requisite artillery. 
If necessary, the reformed cantons shall be 
blockaded, and all provisions intercepted.” To the 
Romish cantons, then, belongs the initiative of this 
measure so much decried. Finally, Austria 
guaranteed to the Waldstettes the possession, not 
only of the common bailiwicks, but of all the 
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conquests that might be made on the left bank of 
the Rhine.  

 
Dejection and consternation immediately 

pervaded all Switzerland. This national complaint, 
which Bullinger has preserved, was sung in every 
direction: — Wail, Helvetians, wail, For the 
peacock’s plume of pride To the forest cantons’ 
savage bull In friendship is allied.  

 
All the cantons not included in this alliance, 

with the exception of Friburg, assembled in diet at 
Zurich, and resolved to send a deputation to their 
mountain confederates, with a view to 
reconciliation. The deputation, admitted at Schwytz 
in the presence of the people, was able to execute 
its mission without tumult. At Zug there was a cry 
of “No sermon! no sermon!” At Altorf the answer 
was: “Would to God that your new faith was buried 
for ever!” At Lucerne they received this haughty 
reply: “We shall know how to defend ourselves, 
our children, and our children’s children, from the 
poison of your rebellious priests.” It was at 
Unterwalden that the deputation met with the worst 
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reception. “We declare our alliance at an end,” said 
they. “It is we, — it is the other Waldstettes who 
are the real Swiss. We graciously admitted you into 
our confederation, and now you claim to become 
our masters! — The emperor, Austria, France, 
Savoy, and Valais will assist us!” The deputies 
retired in astonishment, shuddering as they passed 
before the house of the secretary of state, where 
they saw the arms of Zurich, Berne, Basle, and 
Strasburg hanging from a lofty gibbet.  

 
The deputation had scarcely returned to Zurich 

and made their report, when men’s minds were 
inflamed. Zwingle proposed to grant no peace to 
Unterwalden, if it would not renounce foreign 
service, the alliance with Austria, and the 
government of the common bailiwicks. “No! no!” 
said Berne, that had just stifled a civil war in its 
own canton, “let us not be so hasty. When the rays 
of the sun shine forth, each one wishes to set out; 
but as soon as it begins to rain, every man loses 
heart! The Word of God enjoins peace. It is not 
with pikes and lances that faith is made to enter the 
heart. For this reason, in the name of our Lord’s 
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sufferings, we entreat you to moderate your anger.” 
This christian exhortation would have succeeded, if 
the fearful news that reached Zurich, on the very 
day when the Bernese delivered their moderate 
speech, had not rendered it unavailing.  

 
On Saturday the 22nd May, Jacques Keyser, a 

pastor and father of a family in the neighborhood 
of the Greiffensee, after coasting the fertile shores 
of this little lake, crossed the rich pastures of the 
bailiwick of Gruningen, passed near the Teutonic 
house of Bubikon and the convent of Ruti, and 
reached that simple and wild district bathed by the 
upper part of Lake Zurich. Making his way to 
Oberkirk, a parish in the Gaster district, between 
the two lakes of Zurich and Wallenstadt, of which 
he had been nominated pastor, and where he was to 
preach on the morrow, he crossed on foot the 
lengthened and rounded flanks of the Buchberg, 
fronting the picturesque heights of the Ammon. He 
was confidently advancing into those woods which 
for many weeks he had often traversed without 
obstruction, when he was suddenly seized by six 
men, posted there to surprise him, and carried off 
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to Schwytz. “The bailiffs,” said they to the 
magistrates, “have ordered all innovating ministers 
to be brought before the tribunals: here is one that 
we bring you.” Although Zurich and Glaris 
interposed; although the government of Gaster, 
where Keyser had been taken, did not then belong 
to Schwytz; the landsgemeinde desired a victim, 
and on the 29th May they condemned the minister 
to be burnt alive. On being informed of his 
sentence, Keyser burst into tears. But when the 
hour of execution arrived, he walked cheerfully to 
death, freely confessed his faith, and gave thanks to 
the Lord even with his latest breath. “Go and tell 
them at Zurich how he thanks us!” said one of the 
Schwytz magistrates, with a sarcastic smile, to the 
Zurich deputies. Thus had a fresh martyr fallen 
under the hands of that formidable power that is 
“drunk with the blood of the saints.” The cup was 
full. The flames of Keyser’s pile became the signal 
of war.  

 
Exasperated Zurich uttered a cry that resounded 

through all the confederation. Zwingle above all 
called for energetic measures.  
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Everywhere, — in the streets, in the councils, 

and even in the pulpits, — he surpassed in daring 
even the most valiant captains. He spoke at Zurich, 
— he wrote to Berne. “Let us be firm, and fear not 
to take up arms,” said he. “This peace, which some 
desire so much, is not peace, but war: while the 
war that we call for is not war but peace. We thirst 
for no man’s blood, but we will clip the wings of 
the oligarchy. If we shun it, the truth of the Gospel 
and the ministers’ lives will never be secure among 
us.” Thus spoke Zwingle. In every part of Europe 
he beheld the mighty ones of the earth aiding one 
another to stifle the reviving animation of the 
Church; and he thought that without some decisive 
and energetic movement, Christianity, 
overwhelmed by so many blows, would soon fall 
back into its ancient slavery. Luther under similar 
circumstances arrested the swords ready to be 
crossed, and demanded that the Word of God alone 
should appear on the field of battle. Zwingle 
thought not thus. In his opinion war was not revolt, 
for Switzerland had no master. “Undoubtedly,” 
said he, “we must trust in God alone: but when He 
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gives us a just cause, we must also know how to 
defend it, and like Joshua and Gideon, shed blood 
in behalf of our country and our God.” If we adopt 
the principles of justice which govern the rulers of 
nations, the advice of Zwingle was judicious and 
irreproachable. It was the duty of the Swiss 
magistrates to defend the oppressed against the 
oppressor. But is not such language, which might 
have been suitable in the mouth of a magistrate, 
blamable in a minister of Christ? Perhaps Zwingle 
forgot his quality of pastor, and considered himself 
only as a citizen, consulted by his fellow-citizens; 
perhaps he wished to defend Switzerland, and not 
the Church, by his counsels; but it is a question if 
he ought ever to have forgotten the Church and his 
ministry. We think we may go even further; and 
while granting all that may be urged in favor of the 
contrary supposition, we may deny that the secular 
power ought ever to interfere with the sword to 
protect the faith.  

 
To accomplish his designs, the reformer needed 

even in Zurich the greatest unity. But there were 
many men in that city devoted to interests and 
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superstitions which were opposed to him. “How 
long,” he had exclaimed in the pulpit on the 1st 
December 1528, “how long will you support in the 
council these unbelievers, these impious men, who 
oppose the Word of God?” They had decided upon 
purging the council, as required by the reformer; 
they had examined the citizens individually; and 
then had excluded all the hostile members.   
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Chapter 2 
 

Free Preaching of the Gospel 
in Switzerland  

 
On Saturday the 15th June 1529, seven days 

after Keyser’s martyrdom, all Zurich was in 
commotion. The moment was come when 
Unterwalden should send a governor to the 
common bailiwicks; and the images, having been 
burnt in those districts, Unterwalden had sworn to 
take a signal revenge. Thus the consternation had 
become general. “Keyser’s pile,” thought they, 
“will be rekindled in all our villages.” Many of the 
inhabitants flocked to Zurich, and on their alarmed 
and agitated features, one might, in imagination, 
have seen reflected the flames that had just 
consumed the martyr.  

 
These unhappy people found a powerful 

advocate in Zwingle. The reformer imagined that 
he had at last attained the object he never ceased to 
pursue — the free preaching of the Gospel in 
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Switzerland. To inflict a final blow would, in his 
idea, suffice to bring this enterprise to a favorable 
issue.  

 
“Greedy pensioners,” said Zwingle to the 

Zurichers, “profit by the ignorance of the 
mountaineers to stir up these simple souls against 
the friends of the Gospel. Let us therefore be 
severe upon these haughty chiefs. The mildness of 
the lamb would only serve to render the wolf more 
ferocious. Let us propose to the Five Cantons to 
allow the free preaching of the Word of the Lord, 
to renounce their wicked alliances, and to punish 
the abettors of foreign service. As for the mass, 
idols, rites, and superstitions, let no one be forced 
to abandon them. It is for the Word of God alone to 
scatter with its powerful breath all this idle dust. Be 
firm, noble lords, and in despite of certain black 
horses, as black at Zurich as they are at Lucerne, 
but whose malice will never succeed in overturning 
the chariot of Reform, we shall clear this difficult 
pass, and arrive at the unity of Switzerland and at 
unity of faith.” Thus Zwingle, while calling for 
force against political abuses, asked only liberty for 
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the 1513 Gospel; but he desired a prompt 
intervention, in order that this liberty might be 
secured to it. Oecolampadius thought the same: “It 
is not a time for delay,” said he; “it is not a time for 
parsimony and pusillanimity! So long as the venom 
shall not be utterly removed from this adder in our 
bosoms we shall be exposed to the greatest 
dangers.” The council of Zurich, led away by the 
reformer, promised the bailiwicks to support 
religious liberty among them; and no sooner had 
they learnt that Anthony ab Acker of Unterwalden 
was proceeding to Baden with an army, than they 
ordered five hundred men to set out for Bremgarten 
with four pieces of artillery. This was the 5th June, 
and on the same evening the standard of Zurich 
waved over the convent of Mouri.  

 
The war of religion had begun. The horn of the 

Waldstettes re-echoed afar in the mountains: men 
were arming in every direction, and messengers 
were sent off in haste to invoke the assistance of 
the Valais and of Austria.  

 
Three days later (Tuesday the 8th June), six 
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hundred Zurichers, under the command of Jacques 
Werdmuller, set out for Rapperschwyl and the 
district of Gaster; and, on the morrow, four 
thousand men repaired to Cappel, under the 
command of the valiant Captain George Berguer, 
to whom Conrad Schmidt, pastor of Kussnacht, had 
been appointed chaplain.  

 
“We do not wish you to go to the war,” said 

Burgomaster Roust to Zwingle; “for the pope, the 
Archduke Ferdinand, the Romish cantons, the 
bishops, the abbots, and the prelates, hate you 
mortally. Stay with the council: we have need of 
you.” — “No!” replied Zwingle, who was 
unwilling to confide so important an enterprise to 
any one; “when my brethren expose their lives I 
will not remain quietly at home by my fireside. 
Besides, the army also requires a watchful eye, that 
looks continually around it.” Then, taking down his 
glittering halberd, which he had carried (as they 
say) at Marignan, and placing it on his shoulder, 
the reformer mounted his horse and set out with the 
army. The walls, towers, and battlements were 
covered with a crowd of old men, children, and 
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women, among whom was Anna, Zwingle’s wife.  
 
Zurich had called for the aid of Berne; but that 

city, whose inhabitants showed little disposition for 
a religious war, and which besides was not pleased 
at seeing the increasing influence of Zurich, 
replied, “Since Zurich 1514 has begun the war 
without us, let her finish it in like manner.” The 
evangelical states were disunited at the very 
moment of struggle.  

 
The Romish cantons did not act thus. It was 

Zug that issued the first summons; and the men of 
Uri, of Schwytz, and of Unterwalden had 
immediately begun to march. On the 8th June, the 
great banner floated before the townhouse of 
Lucerne, and on the next day the army set out to 
the sound of the antique horns that Lucerne 
pretended to have received from the Emperor 
Charlemagne.  

 
On the 10th June, the Zurichers, who were 

posted at Cappel, sent a herald at daybreak to Zug, 
who was commissioned, according to custom, to 
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denounce to the Five Cantons the rupture of the 
alliance. Immediately Zug was filled with cries and 
alarm. This canton, the smallest in Switzerland, not 
having yet received all the confederate contingents, 
was not in a condition to defend itself. The people 
ran to and fro, sent off messengers, and hastily 
prepared for battle; the warriors fitted on their 
armor, the women shed tears, and the children 
shrieked.  

 
Already the first division of the Zurich army, 

amounting to two thousand men, under the 
command of William Thoming, and stationed near 
the frontier below Cappel, was preparing to march, 
when they observed, in the direction of Baar, a 
horseman pressing the flanks of his steed, and 
galloping up as fast as the mountain which he had 
to ascend would permit.  

 
It was Aebli, landamman of Glaris. “The Five 

Cantons are prepared,” said he, as he arrived, “but I 
have prevailed upon them to halt, if you will do the 
same. For this reason I entreat my lords and the 
people of Zurich, for the love of God and the safety 
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of the confederation, to suspend their march at the 
present moment.” As he uttered these words, the 
brave Helvetian shed tears. “In a few hours,” 
continued he, “I shall be back again. I hope, with 
God’s grace, to obtain an honorable peace, and to 
prevent our cottages from being filled with widows 
and orphans.” Aebli was known to be an honorable 
man, friendly to the Gospel, and opposed to foreign 
service: his words, therefore, moved the Zurich 
captains, who resolved to halt. Zwingle alone, 
motionless and uneasy, beheld in his friend’s 
intervention the machinations of the adversary.  

 
Austria, occupied in repelling the Turks, and 

unable to succor the Five Cantons, had exhorted 
them to peace. This, in Zwingle’s opinion, was the 
1515 cause of the propositions brought to them by 
the Landamman of Glaris. So at the moment Aebli 
turned round to return to Zug, Zwingle, 
approaching him, said with earnestness, “Gossip 
landamman, you will render to God an account of 
all this. Our adversaries are caught in a sack: and 
hence they give you sweet words. By and by they 
will fall upon us unawares, and there will be none 
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to deliver us.” Prophetic words, whose fulfillment 
went beyond all foresight! “Dear gossip!” replied 
the landamman, “I have confidence in God that all 
will go well. Let each one do his best.” And he 
departed.  

 
The army, instead of advancing upon Zug, now 

began to erect tents along the edge of the forest and 
the brink of the torrent, a few paces from the 
sentinels of the Five Cantons; while Zwingle, 
seated in his tent, silent, sad, and in deep thought, 
anticipated some distressing news from hour to 
hour.  

 
He had not long to wait. The deputies of the 

Zurich council came to give reality to his fears. 
Berne, maintaining the character that it had so 
often filled as representative of the federal policy, 
declared that if Zurich or the cantons would not 
make peace, they would find means to compel 
them: this state at the same time convoked a diet at 
Arau, and sent five thousand men into the field, 
under the command of Sebastian Diesbach. 
Zwingle was struck with consternation.  
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Aebli’s message, supported by that of Berne, 

was sent back by the council to the army; for, 
according to the principles of the time, “wherever 
the banner waves, there is Zurich.” — “Let us not 
be staggered,” cried the reformer, ever decided and 
firm; “our destiny depends upon our courage; to-
day they beg and entreat, and in a month, when we 
have laid down our arms, they will crush us. Let us 
stand firm in God. Before all things, let us be just: 
peace will come after that.” But Zwingle, 
transformed to a statesman, began to lose the 
influence which he had gained as a servant of God. 
Many could not understand him, and asked if what 
they had heard was really the language of a 
minister of the Lord. “Ah!” said one of his friends, 
who perhaps knew him best, Oswald Myconius, 
“Zwingle certainly was an intrepid man in the 
midst of danger; but he always had a horror of 
blood, even of that of his most deadly enemies. The 
freedom of his country, the virtues of our 
forefathers, and, above all, the glory of 1516 
Christ, were the sole end of all his designs. — I 
speak the truth, as if in the presence of God.” adds 
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he.  
 
While Zurich was sending deputies to Arau, the 

two armies received reinforcements. The men of 
Thurgovia and St. Gall joined their banners to that 
of Zurich: the Valaisans and the men of St. 
Gothard united with the Romanist cantons. The 
advanced posts were in sight of each other at Thun, 
Leematt, and Goldesbrunnen, on the delightful 
slopes of the Albis.  

 
Never, perhaps, did Swiss cordiality shine forth 

brighter with its ancient lustre. The soldiers called 
to one another in a friendly manner, and shook 
hands, styling themselves confederates and 
brothers. “We shall not fight,” said they. “A storm 
is passing over our heads, but we will pray to God, 
and he will preserve us from every harm.” Scarcity 
afflicted the army of the Five Cantons, while 
abundance reigned in the camp of Zurich. Some 
young famishing Waldstettes one day passed the 
outposts: the Zurichers made them prisoners, 
conducted them to the camp, and then sent them 
back laden with provisions, with still greater good-
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nature than was shown by Henry IV at the siege of 
Paris. At another time, some warriors of the Five 
Cantons, having placed a bucket filled with milk on 
the frontier-line, cried out to the Zurichers that they 
had no bread. The latter came down immediately, 
and cut their bread into the enemies’ milk, upon 
which the soldiers of the two parties began with 
jokes to eat out of the same dish — some on this 
side, some on that. The Zurichers were delighted 
that, notwithstanding the prohibition of their 
priests, the Waldstettes ate with heretics. When one 
of the troop took a morsel that was on the side of 
his adversaries, the latter sportively struck him 
with their spoons, and said: “Do not cross the 
frontier!” Thus did these good Helvetians make 
war upon one another; and hence it was that the 
Burgomaster Sturm of Strasburg, one of the 
mediators, exclaimed: “You confederates are a 
singular people! When you are disunited, you live 
still in harmony with one another, and your ancient 
friendship never slumbers.” The most perfect order 
reigned in the camp of Zurich. Every day Zwingle, 
the commander Schmidt, Zink abbot of Cappel, or 
some other minister, preached among the soldiers. 
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No oath or dispute was heard; all disorderly 
women were turned out of the camp; prayers were 
offered up before and 1517 after every meal; and 
each man obeyed his chiefs. There were no dice, no 
cards, no games calculated to excite quarrels; but 
psalms, hymns, national songs, bodily exercise, 
wrestling, or pitching the stone, were the military 
recreations of the Zurichers. The spirit that 
animated the reformer had passed into the army.  

 
The assembly at Arau, transported to 

Steinhausen in the neighborhood of the two camps, 
decreed that each army should hear the complaints 
of the opposite party. The reception of the deputies 
of the Five Cantons by the Zurichers was tolerably 
calm; it was not so in the other camp.  

 
On the 15th June, fifty Zurichers, surrounded 

by a crowd of peasants, proceeded on horseback to 
the Waldstettes. The sound of the trumpet, the roll 
of the drum, and repeated salvos of artillery 
announced their arrival.  

 
Nearly twelve thousand men of the smaller 
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cantons, in good order, with uplifted heads and 
arrogant looks, were under arms. Escher of Zurich 
spoke first, and many persons from the rural 
districts enumerated their grievances after him, 
which the Waldstettes thought exaggerated. “When 
have we ever refused you the federal right?” asked 
they. “Yes, yes!” replied Funk, Zwingle’s friend; 
“we know how you exercise it. That pastor 
(Keyser) appealed to it, and you referred him — to 
the executioner!” “Funk, you would have done 
better to have held your tongue,” said one of his 
friends. But the words had slipped out: a dreadful 
tumult suddenly arose; all the army of the 
Waldstettes was in agitation; the most prudent 
begged the Zurichers to retire promptly, and 
protected their departure.  

 
At length the treaty was concluded on the 26th 

June 1529. Zwingle did not obtain all he desired. 
Instead of the free preaching of the Word of God, 
the treaty stipulated only liberty of conscience; it 
declared that the common bailiwicks should 
pronounce for or against the Reform by a majority 
of votes. Without decreeing the abolition of foreign 
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pensions, it was recommended to the Romish 
cantons to renounce the alliance formed with 
Austria; the Five Cantons were to pay the expenses 
of the war, Murner to retract his insulting words, 
and an indemnity was secured to Keyser’s family. 
An incontrovertible success had just crowned the 
warlike demonstration of Zurich. The Five Cantons 
felt it. Gloomy, irritated, silently champing the 
1518 bit that had been placed in their mouths, their 
chiefs could not decide upon giving up the deed of 
their alliance with Austria. Zurich immediately 
recalled her troops, the mediators redoubled their 
solicitations, and the Bernese exclaimed: “If you 
do not deliver up this document, we will ourselves 
go in procession and tear it from your archives.” At 
last it was brought to Cappel on the 26th June, two 
hours after midnight. All the army was drawn out 
at eleven in the forenoon, and they began to read 
the treaty. The Zurichers looked with astonishment 
at its breadth and excessive length, and the nine 
seals which had been affixed, one of which was in 
gold. But scarcely had a few words been read, 
when Aebli, snatching the parchment, cried out: 
“Enough, enough!” — “Read it, read it!” said the 



 33 

Zurichers; “we desire to learn their treason!” But 
the Bailiff of Glaris replied boldly: “I would rather 
be cut in a thousand pieces than permit it.” Then 
dashing his knife into the parchment, he cut it in 
pieces in the presence of Zwingle and the soldiers, 
and threw the fragments to the secretary, who 
committed them to the flames. “The paper was not 
Swiss,” says Bullinger with sublime simplicity.  

 
The banners were immediately struck. The men 

of Unterwalden retired in anger; those of Schywtz 
swore they would for ever preserve their ancient 
faith; while the troops of Zurich returned in 
triumph to their homes. But the most opposite 
thoughts agitated Zwingle’s mind. “I hope,” said 
he, doing violence to his feelings, “that we bring 
back an honorable peace to our dwellings. It was 
not to shed blood that we set out. God has once 
again shown the great ones of the earth that they 
can do nothing against us.” Whenever he gave way 
to his natural disposition, a very different order of 
thoughts took possession of his mind. He was seen 
walking apart in deep dejection, and anticipating 
the most gloomy future. In vain did the people 
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surround him with joyful shouts. “This peace,” said 
he, “which you consider a triumph, you will soon 
repent of, striking your breasts.” It was at this time 
that, venting his sorrow, he composed, as he was 
descending the Albis, a celebrated hymn often 
repeated to the sound of music in the fields of 
Switzerland, among the burghers of the confederate 
cities, and even in the palaces of kings. The hymns 
of Luther and of Zwingle play the same part in the 
German and Swiss Reformation as the Psalms in 
that of France.  

 
Do thou direct thy chariot, Lord, And guide it 

at thy will; Without thy aid our strength is vain, 
And useless all our skill.  

 
Look down upon thy saints brought low, And 

prostrate laid beneath the foe.  
 
Beloved Pastor, who hast saved Our souls from 

death and sin, Uplift they voice, awake they sheep 
That slumbering lie within Thy fold, and curb with 
thy right hand, The rage of Satan’s furious band.  
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Send down thy peace, and banish strife, Let 
bitterness depart; Revive the spirit of the past In 
every Switzer’s heart: Then shall thy Church for 
ever sing The praises of her heavenly King.  

 
An edict, published in the name of the 

confederates, ordered the revival everywhere of the 
old friendship and brotherly concord; but decrees 
are powerless to work such miracles.  

 
This treaty of peace was nevertheless favorable 

to the Reform.  
 
Undoubtedly it met with a violent opposition in 

some places. The nuns of the vale of St Catherine 
in Thurgovia, deserted by their priests and excited 
by some noblemen beyond the Rhine, who styled 
them in their letters, “Chivalrous women of the 
house of God,” sang mass themselves, and 
appointed one of their number preacher to the 
convent. Certain deputies from the protestant 
cantons having had an interview with them, the 
abbess and three of the nuns secretly crossed the 
river by night, carrying with them the papers of the 
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monastery and the ornaments of the church. But 
such isolated resistance as this was unavailing. 
Already in 1529 Zwingle was able to hold a synod 
in Thurgovia, which organized the church there, 
and decreed that the property of the convents 
should be consecrated to the instruction of pious 
young men in sacred learning. Thus concord and 
peace seemed at last to be re-established in the 
confederation.   
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Chapter 3 
 

Conquests of Reform in 
Schaffhausen and Zurzack  

 
Whenever a conqueror abandons himself to his 

triumph, in that very confidence he often finds 
destruction. Zurich and Zwingle were to exemplify 
this mournful lesson of history. Taking advantage 
of the national peace, they redoubled their 
exertions for the triumph of the Gospel. This was a 
legitimate zeal, but it was not always wisely 
directed.  

 
To attain the unity of Switzerland by unity of 

faith was the object of the Zurichers; but they 
forgot that by desiring to force on a unity, it is 
broken to pieces, and that freedom is the only 
medium in which contrary elements can be 
dissolved, and a salutary union established. While 
Rome aims at unity by anathemas, imprisonment, 
and the stake, christian truth demands unity 
through liberty. And let us not fear that liberty, 
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expanding each individuality beyond measure, will 
produce by this means an infinite multiplicity. 
While we urge every mind to attach itself to the 
Word of God, we give it up to a power capable of 
restoring its diverging opinions to a wholesome 
unity.  

 
Zwingle at first signalized his victory by 

legitimate conquests. He advanced with courage. 
“His eye and his arm were everywhere.” “A few 
wretched mischief-makers,” says Salat, a Romanist 
chronicler, “penetrating into the Five Cantons, 
troubled men’s souls, distributed their frippery, 
scattered everywhere little poems, tracts, and 
testaments, and were continually repeating that the 
people ought not to believe the priests.” This was 
not all: while the Reform was destined to be 
confined around the lake of the Waldstettes to a 
few fruitless efforts, it made brilliant conquests 
among the cantons, — the allies and subjects of 
Switzerland; 1521 and all the blows there inflicted 
on the Papacy re-echoed among the lofty valleys of 
the primitive cantons, and filled them with affright. 
Nowhere had Popery shown itself more determined 
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than in the Swiss mountains. A mixture of Romish 
despotism and Helvetian roughness existed there. 
Rome was resolved to conquer all Switzerland, and 
yet she beheld her most important positions 
successively wrestled from her.  

 
On the 29th September 1529, the citizens of 

Schaffhausen removed the “great God” from the 
cathedral, to the deep regret of a small number of 
devotees whom the Roman worship still counted in 
this city; then they abolished the mass, and 
stretched out their hands to Zurich and to Berne.  

 
At Zurzack, near the confluence of the Rhine 

and the Aar, at the moment when the priest of the 
place, a man devoted to the ancient worship, was 
preaching with zeal, a person named Tufel (devil), 
raising his head, observed to him: “Sir, you are 
heaping insults on good men, and loading the pope 
and the saints of the Roman calendar with honor; 
pray where do we find that in the Holy Scriptures?” 
This question, put in a serious tone of voice, raised 
a sly smile on many faces, and the congregation 
with their eyes fixed on the pulpit awaited the 
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reply. The priest in astonishment and at his wit’s 
end, answered with a trembling voice: “Devil is thy 
name; thou actest like the devil, and thou art the 
devil! For this reason I will have nothing to do with 
thee.” He then hastily left the pulpit, and ran away 
as if Satan himself had been behind him. 
Immediately the images were torn down, and the 
mass abolished. The Romancatholics sought to 
console themselves by repeating everywhere: “At 
Zurzack it was the devil who introduced the 
Reformation.” The priests and warriors of the 
Forest Cantons beheld the overthrow of the Romish 
faith in countries that lay nearer to them. In the 
canton of Glaris, whence by the steep passes of the 
Klaus and the Pragel, the Reform might suddenly 
fall upon Uri and Schwytz, two men met fact to 
face. At Mollis, Fridolin Brunner who questioned 
himself every day by what means he could advance 
the cause of Christ, attacked the abuses of the 
Church with the energy of his friend Zwingle, and 
endeavored to spread among the people, who were 
passionately fond of war, the peace and charity of 
the Gospel. At Glaris, on he contrary, Valentine 
Tschudi studied with all the circumspection of his 
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friend Erasmus to preserve a just 1522 medium 
between Rome and the Reform. And although, in 
consequence of Fridolin’s preaching, the doctrines 
of purgatory, indulgences, meritorious works, and 
intercession of the saints, were looked at by the 
Glaronais as mere follies and fables, they still 
believed with Tschudi that the body and blood of 
Christ were substantially in the bread of the Lord’s 
Supper.  

 
At the same time a movement in opposition to 

the Reform was taking place in that high and 
savage valley, where the Linth, roaring at the foot 
of vast rocks with jagged crest — enormous 
citadels which seem built in the air, — bathes the 
villages of Schwanden and Ruti with its waters. 
The Romancatholics, alarmed at the progress of the 
Gospel, and wishing to save these mountains at 
least, had scattered with liberal hands the money 
they derived from their foreign pensions; and from 
that time violent hostility divided old friends, and 
men who appeared to have been won over to the 
Gospel basely sought for a pretext to conceal a 
disgraceful flight. “Peter and I,” wrote Rasdorfer, 
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pastor of Ruti, in despair, “are laboring in the 
vineyard, but alas! the grapes we gather are not 
employed for the sacrifice, and the very birds do 
not eat them. We fish, but after having toiled all 
night, we find that we have only caught leeches.  

 
Alas! we are casting pearls before dogs, and 

roses before swine!” The spirit of revolt against the 
Gospel soon descended from these valleys with the 
noisy waters of the Linth as far as Glaris and 
Mollis. “The council, as if it had been composed 
only of silly women, shifted its sails every day,” 
said Rasdorfer: “one day it will have the cowl, on 
the next it will not.” Glaris, like a leaf carried along 
on the bosom of one of its torrents, and which the 
waves and eddies drive in different directions, 
wavered, wheeled about, and was nearly 
swallowed up.  

 
But this crisis came to an end: the Gospel 

suddenly regained strength, and on Easter Monday 
1530, a general assembly of the people “put the 
mass and the altars to the vote.” A powerful party 
that relied upon the Five Cantons vainly opposed 
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the Reform. It was proclaimed, and its vanquished 
and disconcerted enemies were forced to content 
themselves, says Bullinger, with mysteriously 
concealing a few idols, which they reserved for 
better days.  

 
In the meanwhile, the Reform advanced in the 

exterior Rhodes of Appenzell, and in the district of 
Sargans. But what most exasperated 1523 the 
cantons that remained faithful to the Romish 
doctrines, was to see it pass the Alps and appear in 
Italy, in those beautiful districts round Lake 
Maggiore, where, near the embouchure of the 
Maggia, within the walls of Locarno, in the midst 
of laurels, pomegranates, and cypresses, flourished 
the noble families of Orelli, Muralto, Magoria, and 
Duni, and where floated since the sovereign 
standard of the cantons. “What!” said the 
Waldstettes, “is it not enough that Zurich and 
Zwingle infest Switzerland!  

 
They have the impudence to carry their 

pretended reform even into Italy, — even into the 
country of the pope!” Great irregularities prevailed 



 44 

there among the clergy: “Whoever wishes to be 
damned must become a priest,” was a common 
saying. But the Gospel succeeded in making its 
way even into that district. A monk of Como, 
Egidio a Porta, who had taken the cowl in 1511, 
against the wishes of his family, struggled for years 
in the Augustine convent, and nowhere found 
peace for his soul. Motionless, environed, as it 
appeared to him, with profound night, he cried 
aloud: “Lord, what wilt thou that I should do?” 
Erelong the monk of Como thought he heard these 
words in his heart: “Go to Ulrich Zwingle and he 
will tell thee.” He rose trembling with emotion. “It 
is you,” wrote he to Zwingle immediately, “but no! 
it is not you, it is God who, through you, will 
deliver me from the nets of the hunters.” ‘Translate 
the New Testament into Italian,” replied Zwingle, 
“I will undertake to get it printed at Zurich.” This is 
what the Reform did for Italy more than three 
centuries ago.  

 
Egidio therefore remained. He commenced 

translating the Gospel; but at one time he had to 
beg for the convent, at another to repeat his 
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“hours,” and then to accompany one of the fathers 
on his journeys. Everything that surrounded him 
increased his distress. He saw his country reduced 
to the greatest misery by desolating wars, — men 
formerly rich, holding out their hands for alms, — 
crowds of women driven by want to the most 
shameful degradation. He imagined that a great 
political deliverance could alone bring about the 
religious independence of his fellow-countrymen.  

 
On a sudden he thought that this happy hour 

was arrived. He perceived a band of Lutheran 
lansquenets descending the Alps. Their serried 
phalanxes, their threatening looks, were directed 
towards the banks of the Tiber. At their head 
marched Freundsberg, wearing a chain of gold 
around 1524 his neck, and saying: “If I reach Rome 
I will make use of it to hang the pope.” “God wills 
to save us,” wrote Egidio to Zwingle: “write to the 
constable; entreat him to deliver the people over 
whom he rules, — to take from the shaven crowns, 
whose God is their belly, the wealth which renders 
them so proud, — and to distribute it among the 
people who are dying of hunger. Then let each one 
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preach without fear the pure Word of the Lord. — 
The strength of antichrist is near its fall!” Thus, 
about the end of 1526, Egidio had already dreamed 
of the Reformation of Italy. From that time his 
letters cease: the monk disappeared. There can be 
no doubt that the arm of Rome was able to reach 
him, and that, like so many others, he was plunged 
into the gloomy dungeon of some convent.  

 
In the spring of 1530, a new epoch commenced 

for the Italian bailiwicks.  
 
Zurich appointed Jacques Werdmuller bailiff of 

Locarno; he was a grave man, respected by all, and 
who even in 1524 had kissed the feet of the pope; 
he had since then been won over to the Gospel, and 
had sat down at the feet of the Savior. “Go,” said 
Zurich, “and bear yourself like a Christian, and in 
all that concerns the Word of God conform to the 
ordinances.” Werdmuller met with nothing but 
darkness in every quarter.  

 
Yet, in the midst of this gloom, a feeble 

glimmering seemed to issue from a convent 
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situated on the delightful shores of Lake Maggiore. 
Among the Carmelites at Locarno was a monk 
named Fontana, skilled in the Holy Scriptures, and 
animated with the same spirit that had enlightened 
the monk of Como. The doctrine of salvation, 
“without money and without price,” which God 
proclaims in the Gospel, filled him with love and 
joy.  

 
“As long as I live,” said he, I will preach upon 

the Epistles of St. Paul;” for it was particularly in 
these epistles that he had found the truth.  

 
Two monks, of whose names we are ignorant, 

shared his sentiments.  
 
Fontana wrote a letter “to all the Church of 

Christ in Germany,” which was forwarded to 
Zwingle. We may imagine we hear that man of 
Macedonia, who appeared in a vision to Paul in the 
night, calling him to Europe, and saying, “Come 
over and help us.” — “O, trusty and wellbeloved of 
Christ Jesus,” cried the monk of Locarno to 
Germany, “remember Lazarus, the beggar, in the 
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Gospel — remember that humble Canaanitish 
woman, longing for the crumbs that fell from the 
Lord’s table! hungry as David, I have recourse to 
the show-bread placed upon the altar.  

 
A poor traveler devoured by thirst, I rush to the 

springs of living water.  
 
Plunged in darkness, bathed in tears, we cry to 

you who know the mysteries of God to send us by 
the hands of the munificent J. Werdmuller all the 
writings of the divine Zwingle, of the famous 
Luther, of the skillful Melancthon, of the mild 
Oecolampadius, of the ingenious Pomeranus, of the 
learned Lambert, of the elegant Brentz, of the 
penetrating Bucer, of the studious Leo, of the 
vigilant Hutten, and of the other illustrious doctors, 
if there are any more. Excellent princes, pivots of 
the Church, our holy mother, make haste to deliver 
from the slavery of Babylon a city of Lombardy 
that has not yet known the Gospel of Jesus Christ. 
We are but three who have combined together to 
fight on behalf of the truth; but it was beneath the 
blows of a small body of men, chosen by God, and 
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not by the thousands of Gideon, that Midian fell. 
Who knows if, from a small spark, God may not 
cause a great conflagration?” Thus three men on 
the banks of the Maggia hoped at that time to 
reform Italy. They uttered a call to which, for three 
centuries, the evangelical world has not replied. 
Zurich, however, in these days of its strength and 
of its faith, displayed a holy boldness, and dared 
extend her heretical arms beyond the Alps. Hence, 
Uri, Schwytz, Unterwalden, and all the Romanists 
of Switzerland gave vent to loud and terrible 
threats, swearing to arrest even in Zurich itself the 
course of these presumptuous invasions.  

 
But the Zurichers did not confine themselves to 

this: they gave the confederates more serious cause 
of fear by waging incessant war against the 
convents, — those centers of ultramontane 
fanaticism. The extensive monastery of Wettingen, 
around which roll the waters of the Limmat, and 
which, by its proximity to Zurich, was exposed 
more than any other to the breath of reform, was in 
violent commotion. On the 23rd August 1529, a 
great change took place; the monks ceased to sing 
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mass; they cut off each other’s beards, not without 
shedding a few tears; they laid down their frocks 
and their hoods, and clothed themselves in 
becoming secular dresses. Then, in astonishment at 
this metamorphosis, they listened devoutly to the 
sermon which Sebastian Benli of Zurich came and 
preached to them, and erelong employed 
themselves in propagating the Gospel, and in 
singing psalms in German. Thus Wettingen fell 
into the current of that river which seemed to be 
everywhere reviving the confederation. The 
cloister, ceasing to be a house for gaming, gluttony, 
and 1526 drunkenness, was changed into a school. 
Two monks alone in all the monastery remained 
faithful to the cowl.  

 
The commander of Mulinen, without troubling 

himself about the threats of the Romish cantons, 
earnestly pressed the commandery of St. John at 
Hitzkirch towards the Reformation. The question 
was put to the vote, and the majority declared in 
favor of the Word of God. “Ah!” said the 
commander, “I have been long pushing behind the 
chariot.” On the 4th September the commandery 
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was reformed. It was the same with that of 
Wadenswyl, with the convent of Pfeffers, and 
others besides. Even at Mury the majority declared 
for the Gospel; but the minority prevailed through 
the support of the Five Cantons. A new triumph, 
and one of greater value, was destined to indemnify 
the reform, and to raise the indignation of the 
Waldstettes to the highest pitch.  

 
The Abbot of St. Gall, by his wealth, by the 

number of his subjects, and the influence which he 
exercised in Switzerland, was one of the most 
formidable adversaries of the Gospel. In 1529, 
therefore, at the moment when the army of Zurich 
took the field against the Five Cantons, the Abbot 
Francis of Geisberg, in alarm and at the brink of 
death, caused himself to be hastily removed into 
the strong castle of Rohrschach, not thinking 
himself secure except within its walls. Four days 
after this, the illustrious Vadian, burgomaster of St. 
Gall, entered the convent, and announced the 
intention of the people to resume the use of their 
cathedral church, and to remove the images. The 
monks were astonished at such audacity, and 
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having in vain protested and cried for help, put 
their most precious effects in a place of safety, and 
fled to Einsidlen.  

 
Among these was Kilian Kouffi, head-steward 

of the abbey, a cunning and active monk, and, like 
Zwingle, a native of the Tockenburg. Knowing 
how important it was to find a successor to the 
abbot, before the news of his death was bruited 
abroad, he came to an understanding with those 
who waited on the prelate; and the latter dying on 
Tuesday in Holy Week, the meals were carried as 
usual into his chamber, and with downcast eyes 
and low voice the attendants answered every 
inquiry about his health. While this farce was going 
on round a dead body, the monks who had 
assembled at Einsidlen repaired in all haste to 
Rapperschwyl, in the territory of St.  

 
Gall, and there elected Kilian, who had so 

skillfully managed the affair. The 1527 new abbot 
went immediately to Rohrschach, and on Good 
Friday he there proclaimed his own election and 
the death of his predecessor. Zurich and Glaris 



 53 

declared they would not recognize him, unless he 
could prove by the Holy Scriptures that a monkish 
life was in conformity with the Gospel. “We are 
ready to protect the house of God,” said they; “and 
for this reason we require that it be consecrated 
anew to the Lord. But we do not forget that it is our 
duty also to protect the people. The free Church of 
Christ should raise its head in the bosom of a free 
people.” At the same time the ministers of St. Gall 
published forty-two theses, in which they asserted 
that convents were not “houses of God, but houses 
of the devil.” The abbot, supported by Lucerne and 
Schwytz, which with Zurich and Glaris exercised 
sovereign power in St. Gall, replied that he could 
not dispute about rights which he held from kings 
and emperors. The two natives of the Tockenburg, 
Zwingle and Kilian, were thus struggling around 
St. Gall, — the one claiming the people for the 
abbey, and the other the abbey for the people. The 
army of Zurich having approached Wyl, Kilian 
seized upon the treasures and muniments of the 
convent, and fled precipitately beyond the Rhine. 
As soon as peace was concluded, the crafty monk 
put on a secular dress, and crept mysteriously as far 
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as Einsidlen, whence on a sudden he made all 
Switzerland re-echo with his cries. Zurich in 
conjunction with Glaris replied by publishing a 
constitution, according to which a governor, 
“confirmed in the evangelical faith,” should preside 
over the district, with a council of twelve members, 
while the election of pastors was left to the 
parishes. Not long afterwards, the abbot, expelled 
and a fugitive, while crossing a river near 
Bregentz, fell from his horse, got entangled in his 
frock, and was drowned.  

 
Of the two combatants from the Tockenburg, it 

was Zwingle who gained the victory.  
 
The convent was put up to sale, and was 

purchased by the town of St.  
 
Gall, “with the exception,” says Bullinger, “of 

a detached building, called Hell, where the monks 
were left who had not embraced the Reform.” The 
time having arrived when the governor sent by 
Zurich was to give place to one from Lucerne, the 
people of St. Gall called upon the latter to swear to 
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their constitution. “A governor has never been 
known,” replied he, “to make an oath to peasants; it 
is the peasants who should make oath to the 
governor!” Upon this he retired: the Zurich 
governor remained, and 1528 the indignation of the 
Five Cantons against Zurich, which so daringly 
assisted the people of St. Gall in recovering their 
ancient liberties, rose to the highest paroxysm of 
anger.  

 
A few victories, however, consoled in some 

degree the partisans of Rome.  
 
Soleure was for a long time one of the most 

contested battle-fields. The citizens and the learned 
were in favor of Reform: the patricians and canons 
for Popery. Philip Grotz of Zug was preaching the 
Gospel there, and the council desiring to compel 
him to say mass, one hundred of the reformed 
appeared in the hall of assembly on the 13th 
September 1529, and with energy called for liberty 
of conscience. As Zurich and Berne supported this 
demand, their prayer was granted.  
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Upon this the most fanatical of the Roman-
catholics, exasperated at the concession, closed the 
gates of the city, pointed the guns, and made a 
show of expelling the friends of the Reform. The 
council prepared to punish these agitators, when 
the reformed, willing to set an example of christian 
moderation, declared they would forgive them. The 
Great Council then published throughout the 
canton that the dominion of conscience belonging 
to God alone, and faith being the free gift of His 
grace, each one might follow the religion which he 
thought best. Thirty-four parishes declared for the 
Reformation, and only two for the mass. Almost all 
the rural districts were in favor of the Gospel, but 
the majority in the city sided with the pope. Haller, 
whom the reformed of Soleure had sent for, 
arrived, and it was a day of triumph for them. It 
was in the middle of winter: “Today,” ironically 
observed one of the evangelical Christians, “the 
patron saint (St.  

 
Ours) will sweat!” And in truth — oh! 

wonderful! — drops of moisture fell from the holy 
image! It was simply a little holy water that had 
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frozen and then thawed. But the Romanists would 
listen to no raillery on so illustrious a prodigy, 
which may remind us of the blood of St. Januarius 
at Naples. All the city resounded with piteous cries, 
— the bells were tolled, — a general procession 
moved through the streets, — and high mass was 
sung in honor of the heavenly prince who had 
shown in so marvelous a manner the pangs he felt 
for his dearly beloved. “It is the fat minister of 
Berne (Haller) who is the cause of the saint’s 
alarm,” said the devout old woman. One of them 
declared that she would thrust a knife into his 
body; and certain Roman-catholics threatened to go 
to the Cordeliers’ church and murder the pastors 
who preached there. Upon this the reformed rushed 
to 1529 that church and demanded a public 
discussion: two hundred of their adversaries posted 
themselves at the same time in the church of St. 
Ours and refused all inquiry. Neither of the two 
parties was willing to be the first to abandon the 
camp in which it was entrenched. The senate, 
wishing to clear the two churches thus in a manner 
transformed into citadels, announced that at 
Martinmas, i.e. nine months later, a public 
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disputation should take place. But as the reformed 
found the delay too long, both parties remained for 
a whole week more under arms. Commerce was 
interrupted, — the public offices were closed, — 
messengers ran to and fro, — arrangements were 
proposed; — but the people were so stiffnecked, 
that no one would give way. The city was in a state 
of siege.  

 
At last all were agreed about the discussion, 

and the ministers committed four theses to writing, 
which the canons immediately attempted to refute.  

 
Nevertheless they judged it a still better plan to 

elude them. Nothing alarmed the Romanists so 
much as a disputation. “What need have we of 
any?” said they. “Do not the writings of the two 
parties declare their sentiments?” The conference 
was, therefore, put off until the following year. 
Many of the reformed, indignant at these delays, 
imprudently quitted the city; and the councils, 
charmed at this result, which they were far from 
expecting, hastily declared that the people should 
be free in the canton, but that in the city no one 
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should attack the mass. From that time the 
reformed were compelled every Sunday to leave 
Soleure and repair to the village of Zuchswyl to 
hear the Word of God. Thus Popery, defeated in so 
many places, triumphed in Soleure.  

 
Zurich and the other reformed cantons 

attentively watched these successes of their 
adversaries, and lent a fearful ear to the threats of 
the Romancatholics, who were continually 
announcing the intervention of the emperor; when 
on a sudden a report was heard that nine hundred 
Spaniards had entered the Grisons; that they were 
led by the Chatelain of Musso, recently invested 
with the title of marquis by Charles the Fifth; that 
the chatelain’s brother-in-law, Didier d’Embs, was 
also marching against the Swiss at the head of three 
thousand imperial lansquenets; and that the 
emperor himself was ready to support them with all 
his forces.  

 
The Grisons uttered a cry of alarm. The 

Waldstettes remained motionless; but all the 
reformed cantons assembled their troops, and 
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eleven thousand men began their march. The 
emperor and the Duke of Milan having 1530 soon 
after declared that they would not support the 
chatelain, this adventurer beheld his castle rased to 
the ground,and was compelled to retire to the banks 
of the Sesia giving guarantees of future tranquility; 
while the Swiss soldiers returned to their homes, 
fired with indignation against the Five Cantons, 
who by their inactivity had infringed the federal 
alliance.  

 
“Our prompt and energetic resistance,” said 

they, “has undoubtedly baffled their perfidious 
designs; but the reaction is only adjourned.  

 
Although the parchment of the Austrian 

alliance has been torn in pieces, the alliance itself 
still exists. The truth has freed us, but soon the 
imperial lansquenets will come and try to place us 
again under the yoke of slavery.” Thus in 
consequence of so many violent shocks, the two 
parties that divided Switzerland had attained the 
highest degree of irritation. The gulf that separated 
them widened daily. The clouds — the forerunners 
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of the tempest — drove swiftly along the 
mountains, and gathered threateningly above the 
valleys. Under these circumstances Zwingle and 
his friends thought it their duty to raise their 
voices, and if possible to avert the storm. In like 
manner Nicholas de Flue had in former days 
thrown himself between the hostile parties.  

 
On the 5th September 1530, the principal 

ministers of Zurich, Berne, Basle, and Strasburg, 
— Oecolampadius, Capito, Megander, Leo Juda, 
and Myconius, — were assembled at Zurich in 
Zwingle’s house. Desirous of taking a solemn step 
with the Five Cantons, they drew up an address 
that was presented to the Confederates at the 
meeting of the diet at Baden.  

 
However unfavorable the deputies were, as a 

body, to these heretical ministers, they nevertheless 
listened to this epistle, but not without signs of 
impatience and weariness. “You are aware, 
gracious lords, that concord increases the power of 
states, and that discord overthrows them.  
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You are yourselves a proof of the first of these 
truths. Setting out from a small beginning, you 
have, by a good understanding one with another, 
arrived at a great end. May God condescend to 
prevent you also from giving a striking proof of the 
second! Whence comes disunion, if not from 
selfishness? and how can we destroy this fatal 
passion, except by receiving from God the love of 
the common weal? For this reason we conjure you 
to allow the Word of God to be freely preached 
among you, as did your pious ancestors. When has 
there ever existed a government, even among the 
heathens, which saw not that the hand of God alone 
upholds a 1531 nation? Do not two drops of 
quicksilver unite so soon as you remove that which 
separates them? Away then with that which 
separates you from our cities, that is, the absence of 
the Word of God; and immediately the Almighty 
will unite us, as our fathers were united. Then 
placed in your mountains, as in the center of 
Christendom, you will be an example to it, its 
protection and its refuge; and after having passed 
through this vale of tears, being the terror of the 
wicked and the consolation of the faithful, you will 
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at last be established in eternal happiness.” Thus 
frankly did these men of God address their 
brothers, the Waldstettes.  

 
But their voice was not attended to. “The 

ministers sermon is rather long,” said some of the 
deputies yawning and stretching their arms, while 
others pretended to find in it new cause of 
complaint against the cities.  

 
This proceeding of the ministers was useless: 

the Waldstettes rejected the Word of God, which 
they had been entreated to admit; they rejected the 
hands that were extended towards them in the 
name of Jesus Christ. They called for the pope and 
not for the Gospel. All hope of reconciliation 
appeared lost.  

 
Some persons, however, had at that time a 

glimpse of what might have saved Switzerland and 
the Reformation, — the autonomy 
(selfgovernment) of the Church, and its 
independence of political interests. Had they been 
wise enough to decline the secular power to secure 
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the triumph of the Gospel, it is probable that 
harmony might have been gradually established in 
the Helvetic cantons, and that the Gospel would 
have conquered by its Divine strength. The power 
of the Word of God presented chances of success 
that were not afforded by pikes and muskets.  

 
The energy of faith, the influence of charity, 

would have proved a securer protection to 
Christians against the burning piles of the 
Waldstettes than diplomatists and men-at-arms. 
None of the reformers understood this so clearly as 
Oecolampadius. His handsome countenance, the 
serenity of his features, the mild expression of his 
eyes, his long and venerable beard, the spirituality 
of his expression, a certain dignity that inspired 
confidence and respect, gave him rather the air of 
an apostle than of a reformer. It was the power of 
the inner word that he particularly extolled; 
perhaps he even went too far in spiritualism. But, 
however that may be, if any man could have saved 
Reform from the misfortunes that were about to 
befall it — that man was he. In separating from the 
Papacy, he desired not to set up the magistracy in 



 65 

its stead. “The magistrate who should take away 
from the churches the authority that belongs to 
them,” wrote he to Zwingle, “would be more 
intolerable than Antichrist himself (i.e. the pope).” 
— “The hand of the magistrate strikes with the 
sword, but the hand of Christ heals. Christ has not 
said, — If thy brother will not hear thee, tell it to 
the magistrate, but — tell it to the Church. The 
functions of the State are distinct from those of the 
Church. The State is free to do many things which 
the purity of the Gospel condemns.” 
Oecolampadius saw how important it was that his 
convictions should prevail among the reformed.  

 
This man, so mild and so spiritual, feared not to 

stand forth boldly in defense of doctrines then so 
novel. He expounded them before a synodal 
assembly, and next developed them before the 
senate of Basle. It is a strange circumstance that 
these ideas, for a moment at least, were acceptable 
to Zwingle; but they displeased an assembly of the 
brethren to whom he communicated them; the 
politic Bucer above all feared that this 
independence of the Church would in some 
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measure check the exercise of the civil power. The 
exertions of Oecolampadius to constitute the 
Church were not, however, entirely unsuccessful. 
In February 1531, a diet of four reformed cantons 
(Basle, Zurich, Berne, and St. Gall), was held at 
Basle, in which it was agreed, that whenever any 
difficulty should arise with regard to doctrine or 
worship, an assembly of divines and laymen should 
be convoked, which should examine what the 
Word of God said on the matter. This resolution, 
by giving greater unity to the renovated Church, 
gave it also fresh strength.   
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Chapter 4 
 

Zwingle and  
the Christian State  

 
But it was too late to tread in this path which 

would have prevented so many disasters. The 
Reformation had already entered with all her sails 
set upon the stormy ocean of politics, and terrible 
misfortunes were gathering over her. The impulse 
communicated to the Reform came from another 
than Oecolampadius. Zwingle’s proud and piercing 
eyes, — his harsh features, — his bold step, — all 
proclaimed in him a resolute mind and the man of 
action. Nurtured in the exploits of the heroes of 
antiquity, he threw himself, to save Reform, in the 
footsteps of Demosthenes and Cato, rather than in 
those of St. John and St. Paul. His prompt and 
penetrating looks were turned to the right and to 
the left, — to the cabinets of kings and the councils 
of the people, while they should have been directed 
solely to God. We have already seen, that as early 
as 1527, Zwingle, observing how all the powers 
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were rising against the Reformation, had conceived 
the plan of a co-burghery or Christian State, which 
should unite all the friends of the Word of God in 
one holy and powerful league. This was so much 
the easier as Zwingle’s reformation had won over 
Strasburg, Augsburg, Ulm, Reutlingen, Lindau, 
Memmingen, and other towns of Upper Germany. 
Constance in December 1527, Berne in June 1528, 
St. Gall in November of the same year, Bienne in 
January 1529, Mulhausen in February, Basle in 
March, Schaffhausen in September, and Strasburg 
in December, entered into this alliance. This 
political phasis of Zwingle’s character is in the 
eyes of some persons his highest claim to glory; we 
do 1534 not hesitate to acknowledge it as his 
greatest fault. The reformer, deserting the paths of 
the apostles, allowed himself to be led astray by the 
perverse example of Popery. The primitive Church 
never opposed their persecutors but with the 
sentiments derived from the Gospel of peace. Faith 
was the only sword by which it vanquished the 
mighty ones of the earth. Zwingle felt clearly that 
by entering into the ways of worldly politicians, he 
was leaving those of a minister of Christ; he 
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therefore sought to justify himself.  
 
“No doubt, it is not by human strength,” said 

he, “it is by the strength of God alone that the 
Word of the Lord should be upheld. But God often 
makes use of men as instruments to succor men. 
Let us therefore unite, and from the sources of the 
Rhine to Strasburg let us form but one people and 
one alliance.” Zwingle played two parts at once — 
he was a reformer and a magistrate.  

 
But these are two characters that ought not 

more to be united than those of a minster and of a 
soldier. We will not altogether blame the soldiers 
and the magistrates; in forming leagues and 
drawing the sword, even for the sake of religion, 
they act according to their point of view, although 
it is not the same as ours; but we must decidedly 
blame the christian minister who becomes a 
diplomatist or a general.  

 
In October 1529, as we have already observed, 

Zwingle repaired to Marburg, whither he had been 
invited by Philip of Hesse; and while neither of 
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them had been able to come to an understanding 
with Luther, the landgrave and the Swiss reformer, 
animated by the same bold and enterprising spirit, 
soon agreed together.  

 
The two reformers differed not less in their 

political than in their religious system. Luther, 
brought up in the cloister and in monastic 
submission, was imbued in youth with the writings 
of the fathers of the Church; Zwingle, on the other 
hand, reared in the midst of Swiss liberty, had, 
during those early years which decide the course of 
all the rest, imbibed the history of the ancient 
republics. Thus, while Luther was a in favor of a 
passive obedience, Zwingle advocated resistance 
against tyrants.  

 
These two men were the faithful 

representatives of their respective nations. In the 
north of Germany, the princes and nobility were 
the essential part of the nation, and the people — 
strangers to all political liberty — had only to 
obey. Thus, at the epoch of the Reformation they 
were content to follow the voice of their doctors 
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and chiefs. In Switzerland, in the south of 
Germany, and on the Rhine, on the contrary, many 
cities, after long and violent struggles, had won 
civil liberty; and hence we find in almost every 
place the people taking a decided part in the 
Reform of the Church. There was good in this; but 
evil was close at hand.  

 
The reformers, themselves men of the people, 

who dared not act upon princes, might be tempted 
to hurry away the people. It was easier for the 
Reformation to unite with republics than with 
kings. This facility nearly proved its ruin. The 
Gospel was thus to learn that its alliance is in 
heaven.  

 
There was, however, one prince with whom the 

reformed party of the free states desired to be in 
union: this was Philip of Hesse. It was he who in 
great measure prompted Zwingle’s warlike 
projects. Zwingle desired to make him some return, 
and to introduce his new friend into the evangelical 
league. But Berne, watchful to avert anything that 
might irritate the emperor and its ancient 
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confederates, rejected this proposal, and thus 
excited a lively discontent in the “Christian State.” 
— “What!” cried they, “do the Bernese refuse an 
alliance that would be honorable for us, acceptable 
to Jesus Christ, and terrible to our adversaries?” 
(Ipsis et nobis honestius, ob religionis et caritatis 
causam, Christo gratius, ob conjunctas vires utilius, 
hostibusque terribilius. Zw. Epp. 2:481.) “The 
Bear,” said the high-spirited Zwingle, “is jealous of 
the Lion (Zurich); but there will be an end to all 
these artifices, and victory will remain with the 
bold.” It would appear, indeed, according to a letter 
in cipher, that the Bernese at last sided with 
Zwingle, requiring only that this alliance with a 
prince of the empire should not be made public.( 
Tantum recusaverunt aperte agere. Ibid. 487.  

 
This cipher 3 appears to indicate the Bernese.) 

Still Oecolampadius had not given way, and his 
meekness contended, although modesty, with the 
boldness of his impetuous friend. He was 
convinced that faith was destined to triumph only 
by the cordial union of all believers. A valuable 
relief occurred to reanimate his exertions. The 
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deputies of the christian co-burghery having 
assembled at Basle in 1530, the envoys from 
Strasburg endeavored to reconcile Luther and 
Zwingle.  

 
Oecolampadius wrote to Zwingle on the 

subject, begging him to hasten to Basle, and not 
show himself too unyielding. “To say that the body 
and blood of Christ are really in the Lord’s Supper, 
may appear to many too hard an expression,” said 
he, “but is it not softened, when it is added — 
spiritually and not bodily?” Zwingle was 
immovable. “It is to flatter Luther that you hold 
such language, and not to defend the truth. Edere 
est credere.” Nevertheless there were men present 
at the meeting, who were resolved upon energetic 
measures. Brotherly love was on the eve of 
triumphing: peace was to be obtained by union. 
The Elector of Saxony himself proposed a concord 
of all evangelical Christians, to which the Swiss 
cities were invited by the landgrave to accede. A 
report spread that Luther and Zwingle were about 
to make the same confession of faith. Zwingle, 
calling to mind the early professions of the Saxon 
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reformer, said one day at table before many 
witnesses, that Luther would not think so 
erroneously about the Eucharist, if he were not 
misled by Melancthon. The union of the whole of 
the Reformation seemed about to be concluded: it 
would have vanquished by its own weapons. But 
Luther soon proved that Zwingle was mistaken in 
his expectations. He required a written engagement 
by which Zwingle and Oecolampadius should 
adhere to his sentiments, and the negotiations were 
broken off in consequence. Concord having failed, 
there remained nothing but war. Oecolampadius 
must be silent, and Zwingle must act.  

 
And in truth from that hour Zwingle advanced 

more and more along that fatal path into which he 
was led by his character, his patriotism, and his 
early habits. Stunned by so many violent shocks, 
attacked by his enemies and by his brethren, he 
staggered, and his head grew dizzy. From this 
period the reformer almost entirely disappears, and 
we see in his place the politician, the great citizen, 
who beholding a formidable coalition preparing its 
chains for every nation, stands up energetically 
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against it. The emperor had just formed a close 
alliance with the pope. If his deadly schemes were 
not opposed it would be all over, in Zwingle’s 
opinion, with the Reformation, with religious and 
political liberty, and even with the confederation 
itself. “The emperor,” said he, “is stirring up friend 
against friend, enemy against enemy: and then he 
endeavors to raise out of this confusion the glory of 
the Papacy, and, above all, his own power. He 
excites the Chatelain of Musso against the Grisons 
— Duke George of Saxony against Duke John — 
the Bishop of Constance against the city — the 
Duke of Savoy against Berne — the Five Cantons 
against Zurich — and the bishops of the Rhine 
against the landgrave; then, when the confusion 
shall have become general, he will fall upon 
Germany, will offer himself as a mediator, and 
ensnare princes and cities by fine speeches, until he 
has them all under his feet. Alas! what discord, 
what disasters, under the pretense of re-establishing 
the empire and restoring religion!” Zwingle went 
farther. The reformer of a small town in 
Switzerland, rising to the most astonishing political 
conceptions, called for a European alliance against 
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such fatal designs. The son of a peasant of the 
Tockenburg held up his head against the heir of so 
many crowns. “That man must either be a traitor or 
a coward,” wrote he to a senator of Constance, 
“who is content to stretch and yawn, when he 
ought to be collecting men and arms on every side, 
to convince the emperor that in vain he strives to 
re-establish the Romish faith, to enslave the free 
cities, and to subdue the Helvetians.  

 
He showed us only six months ago how he 

would proceed. Today he will take one city in 
hand, tomorrow another; and so, step by step, until 
they are all reduced. Then their arms will be taken 
away, their treasures, their machines of war, and all 
their power......Arouse Lindau and all your 
neighbors; if they do not awake, public liberty will 
perish under the pretext of religion. We must place 
no confidence in the friendship of tyrants. 
Demosthenes teaches us that there is nothing so 
hateful in their eyes as ten ton poleon eleudexian. 
The emperor with one hand offers us bread, but in 
the other he conceals a stone.” And a few months 
later Zwingle wrote to his friends in Constance: 
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“Be bold; fear not the schemes of Charles. The 
razor will cut him who is sharpening it.” Away, 
then, with delay! Should they wait until Charles the 
Fifth claimed the ancient castle of Hapsburg? The 
papacy and the empire, it was said at Zurich, are so 
confounded together, that one cannot exist or 
perish without the other. Whoever rejects Popery 
should reject the empire, and whoever rejects the 
emperor should reject the pope.  

 
It appears that Zwingle’s thoughts even went 

beyond a simple resistance.  
 
When once the Gospel had ceased to be his 

principal study, there was nothing that could arrest 
him. “A single individual,” said he, “must not take 
it into his head to dethrone a tyrant; this would be a 
revolt, and the kingdom of God commands peace, 
righteousness, and joy. But if a whole people with 
common accord, or if the majority at least, rejects 
him, without committing any excess, it is God 
himself who acts.” Charles V was at that time a 
tyrant in Zwingle’s eyes; and the reformer hoped 
that Europe, awakening at length from its long 
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slumber, would be the hand of God to hurl him 
from his throne.  

 
Never since the time of Demosthenes and of 

the two Catos had the world seen a more energetic 
resistance to the power of its oppressors. Zwingle 
in a political point of view is one of the greatest 
characters of modern times: we must pay him this 
honor, which is, perhaps, for a minister of God, the 
greatest reproach. Everything was prepared in his 
mind to bring about a revolution that would have 
changed the history of Europe. He knew what he 
desired to substitute in place of the power he 
wished to overthrow. He had already cast his eyes 
upon the prince who was to wear the imperial 
crown instead of Charles. It was his friend the 
landgrave. “Most gracious prince,” wrote he on the 
2nd November 1529, “if I write to you as a child to 
a father, it is because I hope that God has chosen 
you for great events......I dare think, but I dare not 
speak of them .....However, we must bell the cat at 
last. ....All that I can do with my feeble means to 
manifest the truth, to save the universal Church, to 
augment your power and the power of those who 
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love God — with God’s help, I will do.” Thus was 
this great man led astray. It is the will of God that 
there be spots even in those who shine brightest in 
the eyes of the world, and that only one upon earth 
shall say — “Which of you convinceth me of sin?” 
We are now viewing the faults of the Reformation: 
they arise from the union of religion with politics. I 
could not take upon myself to pass them by; the 
recollection of the errors of our predecessors is 
perhaps the most useful legacy they have 
bequeathed to us.  

 
It appears that already at Marburg Zwingle and 

the landgrave had drawn out the first sketch of a 
general alliance against Charles V. The landgrave 
had undertaken to bring over the princes, Zwingle 
the free cities of Southern Germany and 
Switzerland. He went still further, and formed a 
plan of gaining over to this league the republics of 
Italy — the powerful Venice at least — that she 
might detain the emperor beyond the Alps, and 
prevent him from leading all his forces into 
Germany. Zwingle, who had earnestly pleaded 
against all foreign alliances, and proclaimed on so 
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many occasions that the only ally of the Swiss 
should be the arm of the Almighty, began now to 
look around for what he had condemned, and thus 
prepared the way for the terrible judgment that was 
about to strike his family, his country, and his 
Church.  

 
He had hardly returned from Marburg, and had 

made no official communication to the Great 
Council, when he obtained from the senate the 
nomination of an ambassador to Venice. Great 
men, after their first success, easily imagine that 
they can do everything. It was not a statesman who 
was charged with this mission, but one of 
Zwingle’s friends, who had accompanied him into 
Germany, to the court of the future chief of the new 
empire — the Greek professor, Rodolph Collins, a 
bold and skillful man, and who knew Italian. Thus 
the Reform stretched its hands to the Doge and the 
Procurator of St. Marc. The Bible was not enough 
for it — it must have the Golden Book: never did a 
greater humiliation befall God’s work.  

 
The opinion which Protestants then entertained 
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of Venice may, however, partly excuse Zwingle. 
There was in that city more independence of the 
pope, more freedom of thought, than in all the rest 
of Italy. Luther himself about this time wrote to 
Gabriel Zwilling, pastor at Torgau: “With what joy 
do I learn what you write to me concerning the 
Venetians. God be praised and glorified, for that 
they have received his Word!” Collins was 
admitted, on the 26th December, to an audience 
with the doge and senate, who looked with an air of 
astonishment at this schoolmaster, this strange 
ambassador, without attendants, and without 
parade. They could not even understand his 
credentials, in so singular a style were they drawn 
up, and Collins was forced to explain their 
meaning. “I am come to you,” said he, “in the 
name of the council of Zurich and of the cities of 
the christian co-burghery — free cities like Venice, 
and to which common interests should unite you. 
The power of the emperor is formidable to 
republics; he is aiming at a universal monarchy in 
Europe; if he succeeds, all the free states will 
perish. We must therefore check him.” The doge 
replied that the republic had just concluded an 



 82 

alliance with the emperor, and betrayed the distrust 
that so mysterious a mission excited in the 
Venetian senate. But afterwards, in a private 
conference, the doge, wishing to preserve a retreat 
on both sides, added, that Venice gratefully 
received the message from Zurich, and that a 
Venetian regiment, armed and paid by the republic 
itself, should be always ready to support the 
evangelical Swiss. The chancellor, covered with 
his purple robe, attended Collins to the door, and, 
at the very gates of the ducal palace, confirmed the 
promise of support. The moment the Reformation 
passed the magnificent porticos of St. Marc it was 
seized with giddiness; it could but stagger onwards 
to the abyss. They dismissed poor Collins by 
placing in his hands a present of twenty crowns. 
The rumor of these negotiations soon spread 
abroad, and the less suspicious, Capito for 
example, shook their heads, and could see in this 
pretended agreement nothing but he accustomed 
perfidy of Venice. This was not enough. The cause 
of the Reform was fated to drink the cup of 
degradation to the very dregs. Zwingle, seeing that 
his adversaries in the empire increased daily in 
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numbers and in power, gradually lost his ancient 
aversion for France; and, although there was now a 
greater obstacle than before between him and 
Francis I, — the blood of his brethren shed by that 
monarch, — he showed himself favorably disposed 
to a union that he had once so forcibly condemned.  

 
Lambert Maigret, a French general, who 

appears to have had some leaning to the Gospel — 
which is a slight excuse for Zwingle — entered 
into correspondence with the reformer, giving him 
to understand that the secret designs of Charles V 
called for an alliance between the King of France 
and the Swiss republics. “Apply yourself,” said this 
diplomatist to him in 1530, “to a work so agreeable 
to our Creator, and which, by God’s grace, will be 
very easy to your mightiness.” Zwingle was at first 
astonished at these overtures. “The King of 
France,” thought he, “cannot know which way to 
turn.” Twice he took no heed of this prayer; but the 
envoy of Francis I insisted that the reformer should 
communicate to him a plan of alliance. At the third 
attempt of the ambassador, the simple child of the 
Tockenburg mountains could no longer resist his 
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advances. If Charles V must fall, it cannot be 
without French assistance; and why should not the 
Reformation contract an alliance with Francis I, the 
object of which would be to establish a power in 
the empire that should in its turn oblige the king to 
tolerate the Reform in his own dominion? 
Everything seemed to meet the wishes of Zwingle; 
the fall of the tyrant was at hand, and he would 
drag the pope along with him. He communicated 
the general’s overtures to the secret council, and 
Collins set out, commissioned to bear the required 
project to the French ambassador. “In ancient 
times,” it ran, “no kings or people ever resisted the 
Roman empire with such firmness as those of 
France and Switzerland. Let us not degenerate 
from the virtues of our ancestors. His most 
Christian Majesty — all whose wishes are that the 
purity of the Gospel may remain undefiled — 
engages therefore to conclude an alliance with the 
christian co-burghery that shall be in accordance 
with the Divine law, and that shall be submitted to 
the censure of the evangelical theologians of 
Switzerland.” Then followed an outline of the 
different articles of the treaty.  
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Lanzerant, another of the king’s envoys, replied 

the same day (27th February) to this astonishing 
project of alliance about to be concluded between 
the reformed Swiss and the persecutor of the 
French reformed, under reserve of the censure of 
the theologians......This was not what France 
desired: it was Lombardy, and not the Gospel that 
the king wanted.  

 
For that purpose, he needed the support of all 

the Swiss. But an alliance which ranged the 
Romancatholic cantons against him, would not suit 
him.  

 
Being satisfied, therefore, for the present with 

knowing the sentiments of Zurich, the French 
envoys began to look coolly upon the reformer’s 
scheme. “The matters you have submitted to us are 
admirably drawn up,” said Lanzerant to the Swiss 
commissioner, “but I can scarcely understand 
them, no doubt because of the weakness of my 
mind......We must not put any seed into the ground, 
unless the soil be properly prepared for it.” Thus, 
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the Reform acquired nothing but shame from these 
propositions.  

 
Since it had forgotten these precepts of the 

Word of God: “Be ye not unequally yoked together 
with unbelievers!” how could it fail to meet with 
striking reverses? Already, Zwingle’s friends 
began to abandon him.  

 
The landgrave, who had pushed him into this 

diplomatic career, drew towards Luther, and sought 
to check the Swiss reformer, particularly after this 
saying of Erasmus had sounded in the ears of the 
great: “They ask us to open our gates, crying aloud 
— the Gospel! the Gospel!......Raise the cloak, and 
under its mysterious folds you will find — 
democracy.” While the Reform, by its culpable 
proceedings, was calling down the chastisement of 
Heaven, the Five Cantons, that were to be the 
instruments of its punishment, accelerated with 
their might those fatal days of anger and of 
vengeance. They were irritated at the progress of 
the Gospel throughout the confederation, while the 
peace they had signed became every day more 



 87 

irksome to them. “We shall have no repose,” said 
they, “until we have broken these bonds and 
regained our former liberty.” A general diet was 
convoked at Baden for the 8th January 1531. The 
Five Cantons then declared that if justice was not 
done to their grievances, particularly with respect 
to the abbey of St. Gall, they would no more 
appear in diet. “Confederates of Glaris, 
Schaffhausen, Friburg, Soleure, and Appenzell,” 
cried they, “aid us in making our ancient alliances 
respected, or we will ourselves contrive the means 
of checking this guilty violence; and may the Holy 
Trinity assist us in this work!” They did not 
confine themselves to threats. The treaty of peace 
had expressly forbidden all insulting language — 
“for fear,” it said, “that by insults and calumnies, 
discord should again be excited, and greater 
troubles than the former should arise.” Thus was 
concealed in the treaty itself the spark whence the 
conflagration was to proceed. In fact, to restrain the 
rude tongues of the Waldstettes was impossible. 
Two Zurichers, the aged prior Ravensbuhler, and 
the pensioner Gaspard Godli, who had been 
compelled to renounce, the one his convent, and 
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the other his pension, especially aroused the anger 
of the people against their native city. They used to 
say everywhere in these valleys, and with 
impunity, that the Zurichers were heretics; that 
there was not one of them who did not indulge in 
unnatural sins, and who was not a robber at the 
very least, that Zwingle was a thief, a murderer, 
and an arch-heretic; and that, on one occasion at 
Paris (where he had never been), he had committed 
a horrible offense, in which Leo Juda had been his 
pander. “I shall have no rest,” said a pensioner, 
“until I have thrust my sword up to the hilt in the 
heart of this impious wretch.” Old commanders of 
troops, who were feared by all on account of their 
unruly character; the satellites who followed in 
their train; insolent young people, sons of the first 
persons in the state, who thought everything lawful 
against miserable preachers and their stupid flocks; 
priests inflamed with hatred, and treading in the 
footsteps of these old captains and giddy young 
men, who seemed to take the pulpit of a church for 
the bench of a pot-house: all poured torrents of 
insults on the Reform and its adherents. “The 
townspeople,” exclaimed with one accord these 
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drunken soldiers and fanatic priests, “are heretics, 
soul-stealers, conscience-slayers, and Zwingle — 
that horrible man, who commits infamous sins — 
is the Lutheran God.” They went still further. 
Passing from words to deeds, the Five Cantons 
persecuted the poor people among them who loved 
the Word of God, flung them into prison, imposed 
fines upon them, brutally tormented them, and 
mercilessly expelled them from their country. The 
people of Schwytz did even worse. Not fearing to 
announce their sinister designs, they appeared at a 
landsgemeinde wearing pine-branches in their hats, 
in sign of war, and no one opposed them. “The 
Abbot of St. Gall,” said they, “is a prince of the 
empire, and holds his investiture from the emperor. 
Do they imagine that Charles V will not avenge 
him?” — “Have not these heretics,” said others, 
“dared to form a christian fraternity, as if old 
Switzerland was a heathen country?” Secret 
councils were continually held in one place or 
another. New alliances were sought with the 
Valais, the pope, and the emperor — blamable 
alliances, no doubt, but such as they might at least 
justify by the proverb: “Birds of a feather go 
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together;” which Zurich and Venice could not say.  
 
The Valaisans at first refused their support: 

they preferred remaining neuter; but on a sudden 
their fanaticism was inflamed. A sheet of paper 
was found on an altar — such at least was the 
report circulated in their valleys — in which Zurich 
and Berne were accused of preaching that to 
commit an offense against nature is a smaller crime 
than to hear mass! Who had placed this mysterious 
paper on the altar? Came it from man?  

 
Did it fall from heaven?......They know not; but 

however that might be, it was copied, circulated, 
and read everywhere; and the effects of this fable, 
invented by some villain, says Zwingle, was such 
that Valais immediately granted the support it had 
at first refused. The Waldstettes, proud of their 
strength, then closed their ranks; their fierce eyes 
menaced the heretical cantons; and the winds bore 
from their mountains to their neighbors of the 
towns a formidable clang of arms.  

 
At the sight of these alarming manifestations 
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the evangelical cities were in commotion. They 
first assembled at Basle in February 1531, then at 
Zurich in March. “What is to be done?” said the 
deputies from Zurich, after setting forth their 
grievances; “how can we punish these infamous 
calumnies, and force these threatening arms to 
fall?” — “We understand,” replied Berne, “that 
you would have recourse to violence; but think of 
these secret and formidable alliances that are 
forming with the pope, the emperor, the King of 
France, with so many princes, in a word with all 
the priests’ party, to accelerate our ruin; — think 
on the innocence of so many pious souls in the 
Five Cantons, who deplore these perfidious 
machinations; — think how easy it is to begin a 
war, but that no one can tell when it will end.” Sad 
foreboding! which a catastrophe, beyond all human 
foresight, accomplished but too soon. “Let us 
therefore send a deputation to the Five Cantons,” 
continued Berne; “let us call upon them to punish 
these infamous calumnies in accordance with the 
treaty; and if they refuse, let us break off all 
intercourse with them.” — “What will be the use of 
this mission?” asked Basle. “Do we not know the 
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brutality of this people? And is it not to be feared 
that the rough treatment to which our deputies will 
be exposed, may make the matter worse? Let us 
rather convoke a general diet.” Schaffhausen and 
St. Gall having concurred in this opinion, Berne 
summoned a diet at Baden for the 10th April, at 
which deputies from all the cantons were 
assembled.  

 
Many of the principal men among the 

Waldstettes disapproved of the violence of the 
retired soldiers and of the monks. They saw that 
these continually repeated insults would injure 
their cause. “The insults of which you complain,” 
said they to the diet, “afflict us no less than you.  

 
We shall know how to punish them, and we 

have already done so. But there are violent men on 
both sides. The other day a man of Basle having 
met on the highroad a person who was coming 
from Berne, and having learnt that he was going to 
Lucerne: — ‘To go from Berne to Lucerne,’ 
exclaimed he, ‘is passing from a father to an arrant 
knave!’“ The mediating cantons invited the two 
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parties to banish every cause of discord.  
 
But the war of the Chatelain of Musso having 

then broken out, Zwingle and Zurich, who saw in it 
the first act of a vast conspiracy, destined to stifle 
the Reform in every place, called their allies 
together. “We must waver no longer,” said 
Zwingle; “the rupture of the alliance on the part of 
the Five Cantons, and the unheard-of insults with 
which they load us, impose upon us the obligation 
of marching against our enemies, before the 
emperor, who is still detained by the Turks, shall 
have expelled the landgrave, seized upon 
Strasburg, and subjugated even ourselves.” All the 
blood of the ancient Swiss seemed to boil in the 
man’s veins; and while Uri, Schwytz, and 
Unterwalden basely kissed the hand of Austria, this 
Zuricher — the greatest Helvetian of the age — 
faithful to the memory of old Switzerland, but not 
so to holier traditions, followed in the glorious 
steps of Stauffacher and Winkelried.  

 
The warlike tone of Zurich alarmed its 

confederates. Basle proposed a summons, and then, 
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in case of refusal, the rupture of the alliance.  
 
Schaffhausen and St. Gall were frightened even 

at this step: “The mountaineers, so proud, 
indomitable, and exasperated,” said they, “will 
accept with joy the dissolution of the 
confederation, and then shall we be more 
advanced?” Such was the posture of affairs, when, 
to the great astonishment of all, deputies from Uri 
and Schwytz made their appearance. They were 
coldly received; the cup of honor was not offered 
to them; and they had to walk, according to their 
own account, in the midst of the insulting cries of 
the people. They unsuccessfully endeavored to 
excuse their conduct. “We have long been waiting, 
was the cold reply of the diet, “to see your actions 
and your words agree.” The men of Schwytz and of 
Uri returned in sadness to their homes; and the 
assembly broke up, full of sorrow and distress.  

 
Zwingle beheld with pain the deputies of the 

evangelical towns separating without having come 
to any decision. He no longer desired only a 
reformation of the Church; he wished for a 
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transformation in the confederacy; and it was this 
latter reform that he now was preaching from the 
pulpit, according to what we learn from Bullinger. 
He was not the only person who desired it. For a 
long time the inhabitants of the most populous and 
powerful towns of Switzerland had complained 
that the Waldstettes, whose contingent of men and 
money was much below theirs, had an equal share 
in the deliberations of the diet, and in the fruits of 
their victories. This had been the cause of division 
after the Burgundian war.  

 
The Five Cantons, by means of their adherents, 

had the majority. Now Zwingle thought that the 
reins of Switzerland should be placed in the hands 
of the great cities, and, above all, in those of the 
powerful cantons of Berne and Zurich. New times, 
in his opinion, called for new forms. It was not 
sufficient to dismiss from every public office the 
pensioners of foreign princes, and substitute pious 
men in their place; the federal compact must be 
remodelled, and settled upon a more equitable 
basis. A national constituent assembly would 
doubtless have responded to his wishes.  
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These discourses, which were rather those of a 

tribune of the people than of a minister of Jesus 
Christ, hastened on the terrible catastrophe.  

 
And indeed the animated words of the patriot 

reformer passed from the church where they had 
been delivered into the councils and the halls of the 
guilds, into the streets and the fields. The burning 
words that fell from this man’s lips kindled the 
hearts of his fellow-citizens. The electric spark, 
escaping with noise and commotion, was felt even 
in the most distant cottage. The ancient traditions 
of wisdom and prudence seemed forgotten.  

 
Public opinion declared itself energetically. On 

the 29th and 30th April, a number of horsemen 
rode hastily out of Zurich; they were envoys from 
the council, commissioned to remind all the allied 
cities of the encroachment of the Five Cantons, and 
to call for a prompt and definitive decision. 
Reaching their several destinations, the messengers 
recapitulated the grievances. “Take care,” said they 
in conclusion; “great dangers are impending over 
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all of us. The emperor and King Ferdinand are 
making vast preparations; they are about to enter 
Switzerland with large sums of money, and with a 
numerous army.” Zurich joined actions to words. 
This state, being resolved to make every exertion to 
establish the free preaching of the Gospel in those 
bailiwicks where it shared the sovereignty with the 
Romancatholic cantons, desired to interfere by 
force wherever negotiations could not prevail. The 
federal rights, it must be confessed, were trampled 
under foot at St. Gall, in Thurgovia, in the 
Rheinthal; and Zurich substituted arbitrary 
decisions in their place, that excited the indignation 
of the Waldstettes to the highest degree. Thus the 
number of enemies to the Reform kept increasing; 
the tone of the Five Cantons became daily more 
threatening, and the inhabitants of the canton of 
Zurich, whom their business called into the 
mountains, were loaded with insults, and 
sometimes badly treated. These violent 
proceedings excited in turn the anger of the 
reformed cantons.  

 
Zwingle traversed Thurgovia, St. Gall, and the 
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Tockenburg, everywhere organizing synods, taking 
part in their proceedings, and preaching before 
excited and enthusiastic crowds. In all parts he met 
with confidence and respect. At St. Gall an 
immense crowd assembled under his windows, and 
a concert of voices and instruments expressed the 
public gratitude in harmonious songs. “Let us not 
abandon ourselves,” he repeated continually, “and 
all will go well.” It was resolved that a meeting 
should be held at Arau on the 12th May, to 
deliberate on a posture of affairs that daily became 
more critical. This meeting was to be the beginning 
of sorrows.   
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Chapter 5 
 

Diet of Arau  
 

Zwingle’s scheme with regard to the 
establishment of a new Helvetian constitution did 
not prevail in the diet of Arau. Perhaps it was 
thought better to see the result of the crisis. Perhaps 
a more christian, a more federal view — the hope 
of procuring the unity of Switzerland by unity of 
faith — occupied men’s minds more than the pre-
eminence of the cities. In truth, if a certain number 
of cantons remained with the pope, the unity of the 
confederation was destroyed, it might be for ever. 
But if all the confederation was brought over to the 
same faith, the ancient Helvetic unity would be 
established on the strongest and surest foundation. 
Now was the time for acting — or never; and there 
must be no fear of employing a violent remedy to 
restore the whole body to health.  

 
Nevertheless, the allies shrank back at the 

thought of restoring religious liberty or political 
unity by means of arms; and to escape from the 
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difficulties in which the confederation was placed, 
they sought a middle course between war and 
peace. “There is no doubt,” said the deputies from 
Berne, “that the behavior of the cantons with 
regard to the Word of God fully authorizes an 
armed intervention; but the perils that threaten us 
on the side of Italy and the empire — the danger of 
arousing the lion from his slumber — the general 
want and misery that afflict our people — the rich 
harvests that will soon cover our fields, and which 
the war would infallibly destroy — the great 
number of pious men among the Waldstettes, and 
whose innocent blood would flow along with that 
of the guilty: — all these motives enjoin us to leave 
the sword in the scabbard. Let us rather close our 
markets against the Five Cantons; let us refuse 
them corn, salt, wine, steel, and iron; we shall thus 
impart authority to the friends of peace among 
them, and innocent blood with be spared.” The 
meeting separated forthwith to carry this 
intermediate proposition to the different 
evangelical cantons; and on the 15th May again 
assembled at Zurich.  
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Convinced that the means apparently the most 
violent were nevertheless both the surest and the 
most humane, Zurich resisted the Bernese 
proposition with all its might. “By accepting this 
proposition,” said they, “we sacrifice the 
advantages that we now possess, and we give the 
Five Cantons time to arm themselves, and to fall 
upon us first. Let us take care that the emperor does 
not then assail us on one side, while our ancient 
confederates attack us on the other; a just war is 
not in opposition to the Word of God; but this is 
contrary to — taking the bread from the mouths of 
the innocent as well as the guilty; straitening by 
hunger the sick, the aged, pregnant women, 
children, and all who are deeply afflicted by the 
injustice of the Waldstettes. We should beware of 
exciting by this means the anger of the poor, and 
transforming into enemies many who at the present 
time are our friends and our brothers!” We must 
acknowledge that this language, which was 
Zwingle’s, contained much truth. But the other 
cantons, and Berne in particular, were immovable. 
“When we have once shed the blood of our 
brothers,” said they, “we shall never be able to 
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restore life to those who have lost it; while, from 
the moment the Waldstettes have given us 
satisfaction, we shall be able to put an end to all 
these severe measures. We are resolved not to 
begin the war.” There were no means of running 
counter to such a declaration. The Zurichers 
consented to refuse supplies to the Waldstettes; but 
it was with hearts full of anguish, as if they had 
foreseen all that this deplorable measure would 
cost them. It was agreed that the severe step that 
was now about to be taken should not be suspended 
except by common consent, and that, as it would 
create great exasperation, each one should hold 
himself prepared to repel the attacks of the enemy. 
Zurich and Berne were commissioned to notify this 
determination to the Five Cantons; and Zurich, 
discharging its task with promptitude, immediately 
forwarded an order to every bailiwick to suspend 
all communication with the Waldstettes, 
commanding them at the same time to abstain from 
ill- usage and hostile language. Thus the 
Reformation, becoming imprudently mixed up with 
political combinations, marched from fault to fault; 
it pretended to preach the Gospel to the poor, and 
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was now about to refuse them bread!  
 
On the Sunday following — it was Whitsunday 

— the resolution was published from the pulpits. 
Zwingle walked towards his, where an immense 
crowd was waiting from him. The piercing eye of 
this great man easily discovered the dangers of the 
measure in a political point of view, and his 
christian heart deeply felt all its cruelty. His soul 
was overburdened, his eyes downcast. If at this 
moment the true character of a minister of the 
Gospel had awoke within him; — if Zwingle with 
his powerful voice had called on the people to 
humiliation before God, to forgiveness to 
trespasses, and to prayer; safety might yet have 
dawned on “broken-hearted” Switzerland. But it 
was not so. More and more the Christian 
disappears in the reformer, and the citizen alone 
remains; but in that character he soars far above all, 
and his policy is undoubtedly the most skillful. He 
saw clearly that every delay may ruin Zurich; and 
after having made his way through the 
congregation, and closed the book of the Prince of 
Peace, he hesitated not to attack the resolution 
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which he had just communicated to the people, and 
on the very festival of the Holy Ghost to preach 
war. “He who fears not to call his adversary a 
criminal,” said he in his usual forcible language, 
“must be ready to follow the word with a blow.  

 
If he does not strike, he will be stricken. Men 

of Zurich! you deny food to the Five Cantons, as to 
evil doers; well! let the blow follow the threat, 
rather than reduce poor innocent creatures to 
starvation. If, by not taking the offensive, you 
appear to believe that there is not sufficient reason 
for punishing the Waldstettes, and yet you refuse 
them food and drink, you will force them by this 
line of conduct to take up arms, to raise their 
hands, and to inflict punishment upon you. This is 
the fate that awaits you.” These words of the 
eloquent reformer moved the whole assembly.  

 
Zwingle’s politic mind already so influenced 

and misled all the people, that there were few souls 
christian enough to feel how strange it was, that on 
the very day when they were celebrating the 
outpouring of the Spirit of peace and love upon the 
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Christian Church, the mouth of a minister of God 
should utter a provocation to war. They looked at 
this sermon only in a political point of view: “It is a 
seditious discourse; it is an excitement to civil 
war!” said some. “No,” replied others, “it is the 
language that the safety of the state requires!” All 
Zurich was agitated. “Zurich has too much fire,” 
said Berne. “Berne has too much cunning,” replied 
Zurich. Zwingle’s gloomy prophecy was too soon 
to be fulfilled!  

 
No sooner had the reformed cantons 

communicated this pitiless decree to the 
Waldstettes than they hastened its execution; and 
Zurich showed the greatest strictness respecting it. 
Not only the markets of Zurich and of Berne, but 
also those of the free bailiwicks of St. Gall, of the 
Tockenburg, of the district of Sargans and of the 
valley of the Rhine, a country partly under the 
sovereignty of the Waldstettes, were shut against 
the Five Cantons. A formidable power had 
suddenly encompassed with barrenness, famine, 
and death the noble founders of Helvetian liberty. 
Uri, Schwytz, Unterwalden, Zug, and Lucerne, 
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were, as it seemed, in the midst of a vast desert. 
Their own subjects, thought they at least, the 
communes that have taken the oath of allegiance to 
them, would range themselves on their side!  

 
But no; Bremgarten, and even Mellingen, 

refused all succor. Their last hope was in Wesen 
and the Gastal. Neither Berne nor Zurich had 
anything to do there; Schwytz and Glaris alone 
ruled over them; but the power of their enemies 
had penetrated everywhere. A majority of thirteen 
votes had declared in favor of Zurich at the 
landsgemeinde of Glaris; and Glaris closed the 
gates of Wesen and of the Gastal against Schwytz. 
In vain did Berne itself cry out: “How can you 
compel subjects to refuse supplies to their lords?” 
In vain did Schwytz raise its voice in indignation; 
Zurich immediately sent to Wesen — gunpowder 
and bullets. It was upon Zurich, therefore, that fell 
all the odium of a measure which that city had at 
first so earnestly combated. At Arau, at 
Bremgarten, at Mellingen, in the free bailiwicks, 
were several carriages laden with provisions for the 
Waldstettes. They were stopped, unloaded, and 
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upset: with them barricades were erected on the 
roads leading to Lucerne, Schwytz, and Zug.  

 
Already a year of dearth had made provisions 

scarce in the Five Cantons; — already had a 
frightful epidemic, the Sweating Sickness, 
scattered everywhere despondency and death: but 
now the hand of man was joined to the hand of 
God; the evil increased, and the poor inhabitants of 
these mountains beheld unheard-of calamities 
approach with hasty steps. No more bread for their 
children — no more wine to revive their exhausted 
strength — no more salt for their flocks and herds! 
Everything failed them that man requires for 
subsistence. One could not see such things, and be 
a man, without feeling his heart wrung. In the 
confederate cities, and out of Switzerland, 
numerous voices were raised against this 
implacable measure. What good can result from it? 
Did not St. Paul write to the Romans: “If thine 
enemy hunger, feed him; if he thirst, give him 
drink: for in so doing thou shalt heap coals of fire 
on his head?” And when the magistrates wished to 
convince certain refractory communes of the utility 
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of the measure: “We desire no religious war,” cried 
they. “If the Waldstettes will not believe in God, let 
them stick to the devil!” But it was especially in 
the Five Cantons that earnest complaints were 
heard. The most pacific individuals, and even the 
secret partisans of the Reform, seeing famine 
invade their habitations, felt the deepest 
indignation.  

 
The enemies of Zurich skillfully took 

advantage of this disposition; they fostered these 
murmurs; and soon the cry of anger and distress re-
echoed from all the mountains. In vain did Berne 
represent to the Waldstettes that it is more cruel to 
refuse men the nourishment of the soul than to cut 
off that of the body. “God,” replied these 
mountaineers in their despair, “God causes the 
fruits of the earth to grow freely for all men!” They 
were not content with groaning in their cottages, 
and venting their indignation in the councils; they 
filled all Switzerland with complaints and menaces. 
“They wish to employ famine to tear us from our 
ancient faith; they wish to deprive our wives and 
our children bread, that they may take from us the 
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liberty we derive from our forefathers. When did 
such things ever take place in the bosom of the 
confederation? Did we not see, in the last war, the 
confederates with arms in their hands, and who 
were ready to draw the sword, eating together from 
the same dish? They tear in pieces old friendships 
— they trample our ancient manners under foot — 
they violate treaties — they break alliances......We 
invoke the charters of our ancestors. Help! 
help!......Wise men of our people, give us your 
advice, and all you who know how to handle the 
sling and the sword, come and maintain with us the 
sacred possessions, for which our fathers, delivered 
from the yoke of the stranger, united their arms and 
their hearts.” At the same time the Five Cantons 
sent into Alsace, Brisgau, and Swabia, to obtain 
salt, wine, and bread; but the administration of the 
cities was implacable; the orders were everywhere 
given and everywhere strictly executed. Zurich and 
the other allied cantons intercepted all 
communication, and sent back to Germany the 
supplies that had been forwarded to their brethren. 
The Five Cantons were like a vast fortress, all the 
issues from which are closely guarded by watchful 
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sentinels. The afflicted Waldstettes, on beholding 
themselves alone with famine between their lakes 
and their mountains, had recourse to the 
observances of their worship. All sports, dances, 
and every kind of amusement were interdicted; 
prayers were directed to be offered up; and long 
processions covered the roads of Einsidlen and 
other resorts of pilgrims. They assumed the belt, 
and staff, and arms of the brotherhood to which 
they each belonged; each man carried a chaplet in 
his hands, and repeated paternosters; the mountains 
and the valleys re-echoed with their plaintive 
hymns. But the Waldstettes did still more: they 
grasped their swords — they sharpened the points 
of their halberds — they brandished their weapons 
in the direction of Zurich and of Berne, and 
exclaimed with rage: “They block up their roads, 
but we will open them with our right arms!” No 
one replied to this cry of despair; but there is a just 
Judge in heaven to whom vengeance belongs, and 
who will soon reply in a terrible manner, by 
punishing those misguided persons, who, forgetful 
of christian mercy, and making an impious mixture 
of political and religious matters, pretend to secure 
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the triumph of the Gospel by famine and by armed 
men.  

 
Some attempts, however, were made to arrange 

matters; but these very efforts proved a great 
humiliation for Switzerland and for the Reform. It 
was not the ministers of the Gospel, it was France 
— more than once an occasion of discord to 
Switzerland — that offered to restore peace. Every 
proceeding calculated to increase its influence 
among the cantons was of service to its policy. On 
the 14th May, Maigret and Dangertin (the latter of 
whom had received the Gospel truth, and 
consequently did not dare return to France), after 
some allusions to the spirit which Zurich had 
shown in this affair — a spirit little in accordance 
with the Gospel — said to the council: “The king 
our master has sent you two gentlemen to consult 
on the means of preserving concord among you. If 
war and tumult invade Switzerland, all the society 
of the Helvetians will be destroyed, and whichever 
party is the conqueror, he will be as much ruined as 
the other.” Zurich having replied that if the Five 
Cantons would allow the free preaching of the 
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Word of God, the reconciliation would be easy, the 
French secretly sounded the Waldstettes, whose 
answer was: “We will never permit the preaching 
of the Word of God as the people of Zurich 
understand it.” These more or less interested 
exertions of the foreigners having failed, a general 
diet became the only chance of safety that 
remained for Switzerland. One was accordingly 
convoked at Bremgarten. It was opened in presence 
of deputies from France, from the Duke of Milan, 
from the Countess of Neufchatel, from the Grisons, 
Valais, Thurgovia, and the district of Sargans; and 
met on five different occasions, — on the 14th and 
20th June, on the 9th July, and the 10th and 23rd 
August. The chronicler Bullinger, who was pastor 
of Bremgarten, delivered an oration at the opening, 
in which he earnestly exhorted the confederates to 
union and peace.  

 
A gleam of hope for a moment cheered 

Switzerland. The blockade had become less strict; 
friendship and good neighborhood had prevailed in 
many places over the decrees of the state. Unusual 
roads had been opened across the wildest 
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mountains to convey supplies to the Waldstettes.  
 
Provisions were concealed in bales of 

merchandise; and while Lucerne imprisoned and 
tortured its own citizens, who were found with the 
pamphlets of the Zurichers, Berne punished but 
slightly the peasants who had been discovered 
bearing food for Unterwalden and Lucerne; and 
Glaris shut its eyes on the frequent violation of its 
orders. The voice of charity, that had been 
momentarily stifled, pleaded with fresh energy the 
cause of heir confederates before the reformed 
cantons.  

 
But the Five Cantons were inflexible. “We will 

not listen to any proposition before the raising of 
the blockade,” said they. “We will not raise it,” 
replied Berne and Zurich, “before the Gospel is 
allowed to be freely preached, not only in the 
common bailiwicks, but also in the Five Cantons.” 
This was undoubtedly going too far, even 
according to the natural law and the principles of 
the confederation. The councils of Zurich might 
considered it their duty to have recourse to war for 
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maintaining liberty of conscience in the common 
bailiwicks; but it was unjust — it was a usurpation, 
to constrain the Five Cantons in a matter that 
concerned their own territory. Nevertheless the 
mediators succeeded, not without much trouble, in 
drawing up a plan of conciliation that seemed to 
harmonize with the wishes of both parties. The 
conference was broken up, and this project was 
hastily transmitted to the different states for their 
ratification.  

 
The diet met a few days after; but the Five 

Cantons persisted in their demand, without yielding 
in any one point. In vain did Zurich and Berne 
represent to them, that, by persecuting the 
reformed, the cantons violated the treaty of peace; 
in vain did the mediators exhaust their strength in 
warnings and entreaties. The parties appeared at 
one time to approximate, and then on a sudden they 
were more distant and more irritated than ever.  

 
The Waldstettes at last broke up the third 

conference by declaring, that far from opposing the 
evangelical truth, they would maintain it, as it had 
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been taught by the Redeemer, by his holy apostles, 
by the four doctors, and by their holy mother, the 
Church — a declaration that seemed a bitter irony 
to the deputies from Zurich and Berne. 
Nevertheless Berne, turning towards Zurich as they 
were separating, observed: “Beware of too much 
violence, even should they attack you!” This 
exhortation was unnecessary. The strength of 
Zurich had passed away. The first appearance of 
the Reformation and of the reformers had been 
greeted with joy. The people, who groaned under a 
twofold slavery, believed they saw the dawn of 
liberty. But their minds, abandoned for ages to 
superstition and ignorance, being unable 
immediately to realize the hopes they had 
conceived, a spirit of discontent soon spread 
among the masses. The change by which Zwingle, 
ceasing to be a man of the Gospel, became the man 
of the State, took away from the people the 
enthusiasm necessary to resist the terrible attacks 
they would have to sustain. The enemies of the 
Reform had a fair chance against it, so soon as its 
friends abandoned the position that gave them 
strength. Besides, Christians could not have 
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recourse to famine and to war to secure the triumph 
of the Gospel, without their consciences becoming 
troubled. The Zurichers “walked not in the Spirit, 
but in the flesh; now, the works of the flesh are 
hatred, variance, emulations, wrath, strife, 
seditions.” The danger without was increasing, 
while within, hope, union, and courage were far 
from being augmented: men saw on the contrary 
the gradual disappearance of that harmony and 
lively faith which had been the strength of the 
Reform. The Reformation had grasped the sword, 
and that very sword pierced its heart.  

 
Occasions of discord were multiplied in Zurich. 

By the advice of Zwingle, the number of nobles 
was diminished in the two councils, because of 
their opposition to the Gospel; and this measure 
spread discontent among the most honorable 
families of the canton. The millers and bakers were 
placed under certain regulations, which the dearth 
rendered necessary, and a great part of the 
townspeople attributed this proceeding to the 
sermons of the reformer, and became irritated 
against him. Rodolph Lavater, bailiff of Kibourg, 
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was appointed captain-general, and the officers 
who were of longer standing than he were 
offended. Many who had been formerly the most 
distinguished by their zeal for the Reform, now 
openly opposed the cause they had supported. The 
ardor with which the ministers of peace demanded 
war spread in every quarter a smothered 
dissatisfaction, and many persons gave vent to their 
indignation. This unnatural confusion of Church 
and State, which had corrupted Christianity after 
the age of Constantine, was hurrying on the ruin of 
the Reformation. The majority of the Great 
Council, ever ready to adopt important and salutary 
resolutions, was destroyed. The old magistrates, 
who were still at the head of affairs, allowed 
themselves to be carried away by feelings of 
jealously against men whose non-official influence 
prevailed over theirs. All those who hated the 
doctrine of the Gospel, whether from love of the 
world or from love to the pope, boldly raised their 
heads in Zurich. The partisans of the monks, the 
friends of foreign service, the malcontents of every 
class, coalesced in pointing our Zwingle as the 
author of all the sufferings of the people.  
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Zwingle was heart-broken. He saw that Zurich 

and the Reformation were hastening to their ruin, 
and he could not check them. How could he do so, 
since, without suspecting it, he had been the 
principal accomplice in these disasters? What was 
to be done? Should the pilot remain in the ship 
which he is no longer permitted to save? There was 
but one means of safety for Zurich and for 
Zwingle. He should have retired from the political 
stage, and fallen back on that kingdom which is not 
of this world; he should, like Moses, have kept his 
hands and his heart night and day raised towards 
heaven, and energetically preached repentance, 
faith, and peace. But religious and political matters 
were united in the mind of this great man by such 
old and dear ties, that it was impossible for him to 
distinguish their line of separation. This confusion 
had become his dominant idea; the Christian and 
the citizen were for him one and the same 
character; and hence it resulted, that all resources 
of the state — even cannons and arquebuses — 
were to be placed at the service of the Truth. When 
one peculiar idea thus seizes upon a man, we see a 
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false conscience formed within him, which 
approves of many things condemned by the Word 
of the Lord.  

 
This was now Zwingle’s condition. War 

appeared to him legitimate and desirable; and if 
that was refused, he had only to withdraw from 
public life: he was for everything or nothing. He 
therefore, on the 26th July, appeared before the 
Great Council with dimmed eyes and disconsolate 
heart: “For eleven years,” said he, “I have been 
preaching the Gospel among you, and have warned 
you faithfully and paternally of the woes that are 
hanging over you; but no attention has been paid to 
my words; the friends of foreign alliances, the 
enemies of the Gospel, are elected to the council, 
and while you refuse to follow my advice, I am 
made responsible for every misfortune. I cannot 
accept such a position, and I ask for my 
dismission.” The reformer retired bathed in tears.  

 
The council shuddered as they heard these 

words. All the old feelings of respect which they 
had so long entertained for Zwingle were revived; 
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to lose him now was to ruin Zurich. The 
burgomaster and the other magistrates received 
orders to persuade him to recall his fatal resolution.  

 
The conference took place on the same day; 

Zwingle asked time for consideration. For three 
days and three nights he sought the road that he 
should follow. Seeing the dark storm that was 
collecting from all quarters, he considered whether 
he ought to leave Zurich and seek refuge on the 
lofty hills of the Tockenburg, where he had been 
reared, at a time when his country and his Church 
were on the point of being assailed and beaten 
down by their enemies, like corn by the hailstorm. 
He groaned and cried to the Lord. He would have 
put away the cup of bitterness that was presented to 
his soul, but could not gather up the resolution. At 
length the sacrifice was accomplished, and the 
victim was placed shuddering upon the altar. Three 
days after the first conference, Zwingle reappeared 
in the council: “I will stay with you,” said he, “and 
I will labor for the public safety — until death!” 
From this moment he displayed new zeal. On the 
one hand, he endeavored to revive harmony and 
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courage in Zurich; on the other, he set about 
arousing and exciting the allied cities to increase 
and concentrate all the forces of the Reformation. 
Faithful to the political vocation he imagined to 
have received from God himself — persuaded that 
it was in the doubts and want of energy of the 
Bernese that he must look for the cause of all the 
evil, the reformer repaired to Bremgarten with 
Collins and Steiner, during the fourth conference of 
the diet, although he incurred great danger in the 
attempt. He arrived secretly by night, and having 
entered the house of his friend and disciple, 
Bullinger, he invited the deputies of Berne (J. J. de 
Watteville and Im Hag) to meet him there with the 
greatest secrecy, and prayed them in the most 
solemn tone earnestly to reflect upon the dangers 
of the Reform. “I fear,” said he, “that in 
consequence of our unbelief, this business will not 
succeed. By refusing supplies to the Five Cantons, 
we have begun a work that will be fatal to us. What 
is to be done? Withdraw the prohibition? The 
cantons will then be more insolent and haughty 
than ever. Enforce it? They will take the offensive, 
and if their attack succeed you will behold our 
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fields red with the blood of the believers, the 
doctrine of truth cast down, the Church of Christ 
laid waste, all social relations overthrown, our 
adversaries more hardened and irritated against the 
Gospel, and crowds of priests and monks again 
filling our rural districts, streets, and 
temples......And yet,” added Zwingle, after a few 
instants of emotion and silence, “that also will have 
an end.” The Bernese were filled with agitation by 
the solemn voice of the reformer. “We see,” replied 
they, “all that is to be feared for our common 
cause, and we will employ every care to prevent 
such great disasters.” — “I who write these things 
was present and heard them,” adds Bullinger. It 
was feared that if the presence of Zwingle at 
Bremgarten became known to the deputies of the 
Five Cantons, they would not restrain their 
violence.  

 
During this nocturnal conference three of the 

town-councillors were stationed as sentinels in 
front of Bullinger’s house. Before daybreak, the 
reformer and his two friends, accompanied by 
Bullinger and the three councillors, passed through 
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the deserted streets leading to the gate on the road 
to Zurich. Three different times Zwingle took leave 
of Bullinger, who was erelong to be his successor. 
His mind was filled with a presentiment of his 
approaching death; he could not tear himself from 
that young friend whose face he was never to see 
again; he blessed him amidst floods of tears. “O 
my dear Henry!” said he, “may God protect you! 
Be faithful to our Lord Jesus Christ and to his 
Church.” At length they separated; out at that very 
moment, says Bullinger, a mysterious personage, 
clad in a robe as white as snow, suddenly appeared, 
and after frightening the soldiers who guarded the 
gate, plunged suddenly into the water, and 
vanished.  

 
Bullinger, Zwingle, and their friends did not 

perceive it; Bullinger himself sought for it all 
around, but to nor purpose; still the sentinels 
persisted in the reality of this frightful apparition. 
Bullinger in great agitation returned in darkness 
and in silence to his house. His mind involuntarily 
compared the departure of Zwingle and the white 
phantom; and he shuddered at the frightful omen 
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which the thought of the specter impressed upon 
his mind.  

 
Sufferings of another kind pursued Zwingle to 

Zurich. He had thought that by consenting to 
remain at the head of affairs, he would recover all 
his ancient influence. But he was deceived: the 
people desired to see him there, and yet they would 
not follow him. The Zurichers daily became more 
and more indisposed towards the war which they 
had at first demanded, and identified themselves 
with the passive system of Berne. Zwingle 
remained for some time stupefied and motionless 
before this inert mass, which his most vigorous 
exertions could not move. But soon discovering in 
every quarter of the horizon the prophetic signs, 
precursors of the storm about to burst upon the ship 
of which he was the pilot, he uttered cries of 
anguish, and showed the signal of distress. “I see,” 
exclaimed he one day to the people from the pulpit, 
whither he had gone to give utterance to his 
gloomy forebodings, — “I see that the most 
faithful warnings cannot save you; you will not 
punish the pensioners of the foreigner......They 
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have too firm a support among us! A chain is 
prepared — behold it entire — it unrolls link after 
link, — soon will they bind me to it, and more than 
one pious Zuricher with me......It is against me they 
are enraged! I am ready; I submit to the Lord’s 
will. But these people shall never be my 
masters......As for thee, O Zurich, they will give 
thee thy reward; they will strike thee on the head. 
Thou willest it. Thou refusest to punish them; well! 
it is they who will punish thee. But God will not 
the less preserve his Word, and their haughtiness 
shall come to an end.” Such was Zwingle’s cry of 
agony; but the immobility of death alone replied. 
The hearts of the Zurichers were so hardened that 
the sharpest arrows of the reformer could not 
pierce them, and they fell at his feet blunted and 
useless.  

 
But events were pressing on, and justified all 

his fears. The Five Cantons had rejected every 
proposition that had been made to them. “why do 
you talk of punishing a few wrongs?” they had 
replied to the mediators; “it is a question of quite 
another kind. Do you not require that we should 
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receive back among us the heretics whom we have 
banished, and tolerate no other priests than those 
who preach conformable to the Word of God? We 
know what that means. No — no — we will not 
abandon the religion of our fathers; and if we must 
see our wives and our children deprived of food, 
our hands will know how to conquer what is 
refused to us: to that we pledge our bodies — our 
goods — our lives.” It was with this threatening 
language that the deputies quitted the diet of 
Bremgarten. They had proudly shaken the folds of 
their mantles, and war had fallen from them.  

 
The terror was general, and the alarmed 

citizens beheld everywhere frightful portents, 
terrific signs, apparently foreboding the most 
horrible events. It was not only the white phantom 
that had appeared at Bremgarten at Zwingle’s side; 
the most fearful omens, passing from mouth to 
mouth, filled the people with their most gloomy 
presentiments. The history of these phenomena, 
however strange it may appear, characterizes the 
period of which we write. We do not create the 
times: it is our simple duty to paint them as they 
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really were.  
 
On the 26th July, a widow chancing to be alone 

before her house, in the village of Castelenschloss, 
suddenly beheld a frightful spectacle — blood 
springing from the earth all around her. She rushed 
in alarm into the cottage......but, oh horrible! blood 
is flowing everywhere — from the wainscot and 
from the stones; — it falls in a stream from a basin 
on a shelf, and even the child’s cradle overflows 
with it. The woman imagines that the invisible 
hand of an assassin has been at work, and rushes in 
distraction out of doors, crying murder! murder! 
The villagers and the monks of a neighboring 
convent assemble at the noise — the succeed in 
partly effacing the bloody stains; but a little later in 
the day, the other inhabitants of the house, sitting 
down in terror to eat their evening meal under the 
projecting eaves, suddenly discover blood bubbling 
up in a pond — blood flowing from the loft — 
blood covering all the walls of the house.  

 
Blood — blood — everywhere blood! The 

bailiff of Schenkenberg and the pastor of Dalheim 
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arrive — inquire into the matter — and 
immediately report it to the lords of Berne and to 
Zwingle.  

 
Scarcely had this horrible recital — the 

particulars of which are faithfully preserved in 
Latin and in German — filled all minds with the 
idea of a horrible butchery, than in the western 
quarter of the heavens there appeared a frightful 
comet, whose immense train of a pale yellow color 
turned towards the south. At the time of its setting, 
this apparition shone in the sky like the fire of a 
furnace. One night — on the 15th August as it 
would appear — Zwingle and George Muller, 
former abbot of Wettingen, being together in the 
cemetery of the cathedral, both fixed their eyes 
upon this terrific meteor. “This ominous globe,” 
said Zwingle, “is come to light the path that leads 
to my grave. It will be at the cost of my life and of 
many good men with me. Although I am rather 
shortsighted, I foresee great calamities in the 
future. The truth and the Church will mourn; but 
Christ will never forsake us.” It was not only at 
Zurich that this flaming star spread consternation. 
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Vadian being one night on an eminence in the 
neighborhood of St. Gall, surrounded by his friends 
and disciples, after having explained to them the 
names of he stars and the miracles of the Creator, 
stopped before this comet, which denounced the 
anger of God; and the famous Theophrastus 
declared that it foreboded not only great bloodshed, 
but most especially the death of learned and 
illustrious men. This mysterious phenomenon 
prolonged its frightful visitation until the 3rd 
September.  

 
When once the noise of these omens was 

spread abroad, men could no longer contain 
themselves. Their imaginations were excited; they 
heaped fright upon fright: each place had its 
terrors. Two banners waving in the clouds had been 
seen on the mountain of the Brunig; at Zug a 
buckler had appeared in the heavens; on the banks 
of the Reuss, reiterated explosions were heard 
during the night; on the lake of the Four Cantons, 
ships with aerial combatants careered about in 
every direction. War — war; — blood — blood! — 
these were the general cries.  
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In the midst of all this agitation, Zwingle alone 

seemed tranquil. He rejected none of these 
presentiments, but contemplated them with 
calmness. “A heart that fears God,” said he, “cares 
not for the threats of the world. To forward the 
designs of God, whatever may happen, — this is 
his task. A carrier who has a long road to go must 
make up his mind to wear his wagon and his gear 
during the journey. If he carry his merchandise to 
the appointed spot, that is enough for him. We are 
the wagon and the gear of God. There is not one of 
the articles that is not worn, twisted, or broken; but 
our great Driver will not the less accomplish by our 
means his vast designs. Is it not to those who fall 
upon the field of battle that the noblest crown 
belongs? Take courage, then, in the midst of all 
these dangers, through which the cause of Jesus 
Christ must pass. Be of good cheer! although we 
should never here below see its triumphs with out 
own eyes. The Judge of the combat beholds us, and 
it is he who confers the crown. Others will enjoy 
upon earth the fruits of our labors; while we, 
already in heaven, shall enjoy an eternal reward.” 
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Thus spoke Zwingle, as he advanced calmly 
towards the threatening noise of the tempest, 
which, by its repeated flashes and sudden 
explosions, foreboded death.   
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Chapter 6 
 

The Five Cantons  
decide for War 

 
The Five Cantons, assembled in diet at 

Lucerne, appeared full of determination, and war 
was decided upon. “We will call upon the cities to 
respect our alliances,” said they, “and if they 
refuse, we will enter the common bailiwicks by 
force to procure provisions, and unite our banners 
in Zug to attack the enemy.” The Waldstettes were 
not alone. The nuncio, being solicited by his 
Lucerne friends, had required that auxiliary troops, 
paid by the pope, should be put in motion towards 
Switzerland, and he announced their near arrival.  

 
These resolutions carried terror into 

Switzerland; the mediating cantons met again at 
Arau, and drew up a plan that should leave the 
religious question just as it had been settled by the 
treaty of 1529. Deputies immediately bore these 
propositions to the different councils. Lucerne 
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haughtily rejected them. “Tell those who sent you,” 
was the reply, “that we do not acknowledge them 
as our school-masters. We would rather die than 
yield the least thing to the prejudice of our faith.” 
The mediators returned to Arau, trembling and 
discouraged. This useless attempt increased the 
disagreement among the reformed, and gave the 
Waldstettes still greater confidence. Zurich, so 
decided for the reception of the Gospel, now 
became daily more irresolute! The members of the 
council distrusted each other; the people felt no 
interest in this war; and Zwingle, notwithstanding 
his unshaken faith in the justice of his cause, had 
no hope for the struggle that was about to take 
place. Berne, on its side, did not cease to entreat 
Zurich to avoid precipitation. “Do not let us expose 
ourselves to the reproach of too much haste, as in 
1529,” was the general remark in Zurich. “We have 
sure friends in the midst of the Waldstettes; let us 
wait until they announce to us, as they have 
promised, some real danger.” It was soon believed 
that these temporizers were right. In fact the 
alarming news ceased. That constant rumor of war, 
which incessantly came from the Waldstettes, 
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discontinued. There were no more alarms — no 
more fears! Deceitful omen! Over the mountains 
and valleys of Switzerland hangs that gloomy and 
mysterious silence, the forerunner of the tempest.  

 
While they were sleeping at Zurich, the 

Waldstettes were preparing to conquer their rights 
by force of arms. The chiefs, closely united to each 
other by common interests and dangers, found a 
powerful support in the indignation of the people. 
In a diet of the Five Cantons, held at Brunnen on 
the banks of the Lake of Lucerne, opposite Grutli, 
the alliances of the confederation were read; and 
the deputies, having been summoned to declare by 
their votes whether they thought the war just and 
lawful, all hands were raised with a shudder. 
Immediately the Waldstettes had prepared their 
attack with the profoundest mystery. All the passes 
had been guarded — all communication between 
Zurich and the Five Cantons had been rendered 
impossible. The friends upon whom the Zurichers 
had reckoned on the banks of the Lakes Lucerne 
and Zug, and who had promised them intelligence, 
were like prisoners in their mountains. The terrible 
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avalanche was about to slip from the icy summits 
of the mountain, and to roll into the valleys, even 
to the gates of Zurich, overthrowing everything in 
its passage, without the least forewarning of its fall. 
The mediators had returned discouraged to their 
cantons. A spirit of imprudence and of error — sad 
forerunner of the fall of republics as well as of 
kings — had spread over the whole city of Zurich. 
The council had at first given orders to call out the 
militia; then, deceived by the silence of the 
Waldstettes, it had imprudently revoked the decree, 
and Lavater, the commander of the army, had 
retired in discontent to Rybourg, and indignantly 
thrown far from him that sword which they had 
commanded him to leave in the scabbard. Thus the 
winds were about to be unchained from the 
mountains; the waters of the great deep, aroused by 
a terrible earthquake, were about to open; and yet 
the vessel of the state, sadly abandoned, sported up 
and down with indifference over a frightful gulf, — 
its yards struck, its sails loose and motionless — 
without compass or crew — without pilot, watch, 
or helm.  
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Whatever were the exertions of the Waldstettes, 
they could not entirely stifle the rumor of war, 
which from chalet to chalet called all their citizens 
to arms. God permitted a cry of alarm — a single 
one, it is true — to resound in the ears of the 
people of Zurich. On the 4th October, a little boy, 
who knew not what he was doing, succeeded in 
crossing the frontier of Zug, and presented himself 
with two loaves at the gate of the reformed 
monastery of Cappel, situated in the farthest limits 
of the cantons of Zurich. He was led to the abbot, 
to whom the child gave the loaves without saying a 
word. The superior, with whom there chanced to be 
at that time a councillor from Zurich, Henry Peyer, 
sent by his government, turned pale at the sight. “If 
the Five Cantons intend entering by force of arms 
into the free bailiwicks,” had said these two 
Zurichers to one of their friends of Zug, “you will 
send your son to us with one loaf; but you will give 
him two if they are marching at once upon the 
bailiwicks and upon Zurich.” The abbot and the 
councillor wrote with all speed to Zurich. “Be upon 
your guard! take up arms,” said they; but no credit 
was attached to this information. The council were 
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at that time occupied in taking measures to prevent 
the supplies that had arrived from Alsace from 
entering the cantons. Zwingle himself, who had 
never ceased to announce war, did not believe it. 
“These pensioners are really clever fellows,” said 
the reformer.  

 
“Their preparations may be after all nothing but 

a French manoeuvre.” He was deceived — that 
were a reality. Four days were to accomplish the 
ruin of Zurich. Let us retrace in succession the 
history of these disastrous moments.  

 
On Sunday, 8th October, a messenger appeared 

at Zurich, and demanded, in the name of the Five 
Cantons, letters of perpetual alliance. The majority 
saw in this step nothing but a trick; but Zwingle 
began to discern the thunderbolt in the black cloud 
that was drawing near. He was in the pulpit: it was 
the last time he was destined to appear in it; and as 
if he had seen the formidable specter of Rome rise 
frightfully above the Alps, calling upon him and 
upon his people to abandon faith: — “No — no!” 
cried he, “never will I deny my Redeemer!” At the 
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same moment a messenger arrived in haste from 
Mulinen, commander of the Knights-hospitallers of 
St. John at Hitzkylch. “On Friday, 6th October,” 
said he to the councils of Zurich, “the people of 
Lucerne planted their banner in the Great Square. 
Two men that I sent to Lucerne have been thrown 
into prison. Tomorrow morning, Monday, 9th 
October, the Five Cantons will enter the bailiwicks. 
Already the country-people, frightened and 
fugitive, are running to us in crowds.” — “It is an 
idle story,” said the councils. Nevertheless they 
recalled commander-in-chief Lavater, who sent off 
a trusty man, nephew of James Winckler, with 
orders to repair to Cappel, and if possible as far as 
Zug, to reconnoiter the arrangements of the 
cantons.  

 
The Waldstettes were in reality assembling 

round the banner of Lucerne.  
 
The people of this canton; the men of Schwytz, 

Uri, Zug, and Unterwalden; refugees from Zurich 
and Berne, with a few Italians, formed the main 
body of the army, which had been raised to invade 
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the free bailiwicks. Two manifestoes were 
published — one addressed to the cantons, the 
other to foreign princes and nations.  

 
The Five Cantons energetically set forth the 

attacks made upon the treaties, the discord sown 
throughout the confederation, and finally the 
refusal to sell them provisions — a refusal whose 
only aim was (according to them) to excite the 
people against the magistrates, and to establish the 
Reform by force. “It is not true,” added they, “that 
— as they are continually crying out — we oppose 
the preaching of the truth and the reading of the 
Bible. As obedient members of the Church, we 
desire to receive all that our holy mother receives. 
But we reject the books and the innovations of 
Zwingle and his companions.” Hardly had the 
messengers charged with these manifestoes 
departed, before the first division of the army 
began to march, and arrived in the evening in the 
free bailiwicks. The soldiers having entered the 
deserted churches, and seen the images of the 
saints removed and the altars broken, their anger 
was kindled; they spread like a torrent over the 
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whole country, pillaged everything they met with, 
and were particularly enraged against the houses of 
the pastors, where they destroyed the furniture with 
oaths and maledictions. At the same time the 
division that was to form the main army marched 
upon Zug, thence to move upon Zurich.  

 
Cappel, at three leagues from Zurich, and about 

a league from Zug, was the first place they would 
reach in the Zurich territory, after crossing the 
frontier of the Five Cantons. Near the Albis, 
between two hills of similar height, the Granges on 
the north, and the Ifelsberg on the south, in the 
midst of delightful pastures, stood the ancient and 
wealthy convent of the Cistercians, in whose 
church were the tombs of many ancient and noble 
families of these districts. The Abbot Wolfgang 
Joner, a just and pious man, a great friend of the 
arts and letters, and a distinguished preacher, had 
reformed his convent in 1527. Full of compassion, 
rich in good works, particularly towards the poor of 
the canton of Zug and the free bailiwicks, he was 
held in great honor throughout the whole country. 
He predicted what would be the termination of the 
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war; yet as soon as danger approached, he spared 
no labor to serve his country.  

 
It was on Sunday night that the abbot received 

positive intelligence of the preparations at Zug. He 
paced up and down his cell with hasty steps; sleep 
fled from his eyes; he drew near his lamp, and 
addressing his intimate friend, Peter Simmler, who 
succeeded him and who was then residing at 
Kylchberg, a village on the borders of the lake, and 
about a league from the town, he hastily wrote 
these words: “The great anxiety and trouble which 
agitate me prevent me from busying myself with 
the management of the house, and induce me to 
write to you all that is preparing. The time is 
come......the scourge of God appears. ....After many 
journeys and inquiries, we have learned that the 
Five Cantons will march today (Monday) to seize 
upon Hitzkylch, while the main army assembles its 
banners at Baar, between Zug and Cappel. Those 
from the valley of the Adige and the Italians will 
arrive today or tomorrow.” This letter, through 
some unforeseen circumstance, did not reach 
Zurich till the evening.  
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Meanwhile the messenger whom Lavater had 

sent — the nephew of J.  
 
Winckler — creeping on his belly, gliding 

unperceived past the sentinels, and clinging to the 
shrubs that overhung the precipices, had succeeded 
in making his way where no road had been cleared. 
On arriving near Zug, he had discovered with 
alarm the banner and the militia hastening from all 
sides at beat of drum: then traversing again these 
unknown passes, he had returned to Zurich with 
this information. It was high time that the bandage 
should fall from the eyes of the Zurichers; but the 
delusion was to endure until the end. The council 
which was called together met in small number. 
“The Five Cantons,” said they, “are making a little 
noise to frighten us, and to make us raise the 
blockade.” The council, however, decided on 
sending Colonel Rodolph Dumysen and Ulrich 
Funck to Cappel, to see what was going on; and 
each one, tranquillized by this unmeaning step, 
retired to rest.  

 



 143 

They did not slumber long. Every hour brought 
fresh messengers of alarm to Zurich.  

 
“The banners of four cantons are assembled at 

Zug,” said they.  
 
“They are only waiting for Uri. The people of 

the free bailiwicks are flocking to Cappel, and 
demanding arms......Help! help!” Before the break 
of the day the council was again assembled, and it 
ordered the convocation of the Two Hundred. An 
old man, whose hair had grown gray on the 
battlefield and in the council of the state — the 
banneret John Schweitzer — raising his head 
enfeebled by age, and darting the last beam, as it 
were, from his eyes, exclaimed, “Now — at this 
very moment, in God’s name, send an advanced-
guard to Cappel, and let the army, promptly 
collecting round the banner, follow it 
immediately.” He said no more; but the charm was 
not yet broken. “The peasants of the free 
bailiwicks,” said some, “we know to be hasty, and 
easily carried away.  

 



 144 

They make the matter greater than it really is. 
The wisest plan is to wait for the report of the 
councillors.” In Zurich there was no longer either 
arm to defend or head to advise.  

 
It was seven in the morning, and the assembly 

was still sitting, when Rodolph Gwerb, pastor of 
Rifferschwyl, near Cappel, arrived in haste.  

 
“The people of the lordship of Knonau,” said 

he, “are crowding round the convent, and loudly 
calling for chiefs and for aid. The enemy is 
approaching. Will our lords of Zurich (say they) 
abandon themselves, and us with them? Do they 
wish to give us up to slaughter?” The pastor, who 
had witnessed these mournful scenes, spoke with 
animation. The councillors, whose infatuation was 
to be prolonged to the last, were offended at his 
message. “They want to make us act imprudently,” 
replied they, turning in their arm-chairs.  

 
They had scarcely ceased speaking before a 

new messenger appeared, wearing on his features 
the marks of the greatest terror: it was Schwytzer, 
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landlord of the “Beech Tree” on Mount Albis. “My 
lords Dumysen and Funck,” said he, “have sent me 
to you will al speed to announce to the council that 
the Five Cantons have seized upon Hitzkylch, and 
that they are now collecting all their troops at Baar. 
My lords remain in the bailiwicks to aid the 
frightened inhabitants.” This time the most 
confident turned pale. Terror, so long restrained, 
passed like a flash of lightning through every heart. 
Hitzkylch was in the power of the enemy, and the 
war was begun.  

 
It was resolved to expedite to Cappel a flying 

camp of six hundred men with six guns; but the 
command was intrusted to George Godli, whose 
brother was in the army of the Five Cantons, and 
he was enjoined to keep on the defensive. Godli 
and his troops had just left the city, when the 
captain general Lavater, summoning into the hall 
of the Smaller Council the old banneret 
Schweitzer, William Toning, caption of the 
arquebusiers, J. Dennikon, captain of the artillery, 
Zwingle, and some others, said to them, “Let us 
deliberate promptly on the means of saving the 
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canton and the city. Let the tocsin immediately call 
out all the citizens.” The captaingeneral feared that 
the councils would shrink at this proceeding, and 
he wished to raise the landsturm by the simple 
advice of the chiefs of the army and of Zwingle. 
“We cannot take it upon ourselves,” said they; the 
two councils are still sitting; let us lay this 
proposition before them.” They hastened towards 
the place of meeting; but, fatal mischance! there 
were only a few members of the Smaller Council 
on the benches. “The consent of the Two Hundred 
is necessary,” said they. Again a new delay, and 
the enemy were on their march. Two hours after 
noon the Great Council met again, but only to 
make long and useless speeches. At length the 
resolution was taken, and at seven in the evening 
the tocsin began to sound in all the country 
districts. Treason united with this dilatoriness, and 
persons who pretended to be envoys from Zurich 
stopped the landsturm in many places, as being 
contrary to the opinion of the council. A great 
number of citizens went to sleep again.  

 
It was a fearful night. The thick darkness — a 
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violent storm — the alarmbell ringing from every 
steeple — the people running to arms — the noise 
of swords and guns — the sound of trumpets and 
of drums, combined with the roaring of the 
tempest, the distrust, discontent, and even treason, 
which spread affliction in every quarter — the sobs 
of women and of children — the cries which 
accompanied many a heart-rending adieu — an 
earthquake which occurred about nine o’clock at 
night, as if nature herself 1570 had shuddered at 
the blood that was about to be spilt, and which 
violently shook the mountains and the valleys: all 
increased the terrors of this fatal night, — a night 
to be followed by a still more fatal day.  

 
While these events were passing, the Zurichers 

encamped on the heights of Cappel to the number 
of about one thousand men, fixed their eyes on Zug 
and upon the lake, attentively watching every 
movement. On a sudden, a little before night, they 
perceived a few barks filled with soldiers coming 
from the side of Arth, and rowing across the lake 
towards Zug. Their number increases — one boat 
follows another — soon they distinctly hear the 
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bellowing of the Bull (the horn) of Uri, and discern 
the banner. The barks draw near Zug; they are 
moored to the shore, which is lined with an 
immense crowd. The warriors of Uri and the 
arquebusiers of the Adige spring up and leap on 
shore, where they are received with acclamations, 
and take up their quarters for the night: behold the 
enemies assembled! The council are informed with 
all speed.  

 
The agitation was still greater at Zurich than at 

Cappel: the confusion was increased by 
uncertainty. The enemy attacking them on different 
sides at once, they knew not where to carry 
assistance. Two hours after midnight five hundred 
men with four guns quitted the city for Bremgarten, 
and three or four hundred men with five guns for 
Wadenschwyl. They turned to the right and to the 
left, while the enemy was in front.  

 
Alarmed at its own weakness, the council 

resolved to apply without delay to the cities of the 
christian co-burghery. “As this revolt,” wrote they, 
“has no other origin than he Word of God, we 
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entreat you once — twice — thrice, as loudly, as 
seriously, as firmly, and as earnestly, as our ancient 
alliances and our christian co-burghery permit and 
command us to do — to set forth without delay 
with all your forces. Haste! haste! haste! Act as 
promptly as possible — the danger is yours as well 
as ours.” Thus spake Zurich; but it was already too 
late.  

 
At break of day the banner was raised before 

the town-house; instead of flaunting proudly in the 
wind, it hung drooping down the staff — a sad 
omen that filled many minds with fear. Lavater 
took up his station under this standard; but a long 
period elapsed before a few hundred soldiers could 
be got together. In the square and in all the city 
disorder and confusion prevailed. The troops, 
fatigued by a hasty march or by long waiting, were 
faint and discouraged.  

 
At ten o’clock, only men were under arms. The 

selfish, the lukewarm, the friends of Rome and of 
the foreign pensioners, had remained at home.  

 



 150 

A few old men who had more courage than 
strength — several members of the two councils 
who were devoted to the holy cause of God’s Word 
— many ministers of the Church who desired to 
live and die with the Reform — the boldest of the 
townspeople and a certain number of peasants, 
especially those from the neighborhood of the city 
— such were the defenders who, wanting that 
moral force so necessary for victory, incompletely 
armed, and without uniform, crowded in disorder 
around the banner of Zurich.  

 
The army should have numbered at least 4000 

men; they waited still; the usual oath had not been 
administered; and yet courier after courier arrived, 
breathless and in disorder, announcing the terrible 
danger that threatened Zurich. All this disorderly 
crowd was violently agitated — they no longer 
waited for the commands of their chiefs, and many 
without taking the oath had rushed through the 
gates. About 200 men thus set out in confusion.  

 
All those who remained prepared to depart.  
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Zwingle was now seen issuing from a house 
before which a caparisoned horse was stamping 
impatiently: it was his own. His look was firm, but 
dimmed by sorrow. He parted from his wife, his 
children, and his numerous friends, without 
deceiving himself, and with a bruised heart. He 
observed the thick waterspout, which, driven by a 
terrible wind, advanced whirling towards him. 
Alas! he had himself called up this hurricane by 
quitting the atmosphere of the Gospel of peace, and 
throwing himself into the midst of political 
passions. He was convinced that he would be its 
first victim. Fifteen days before the attack of the 
Waldstettes, he had said from the pulpit: “I know 
the meaning of all this: I am the person specially 
pointed at. All this comes to pass — in order that I 
may die.” The council according to an ancient 
custom, had called upon him to accompany the 
army as its chaplain. Zwingle did not hesitate. He 
prepared himself without surprise and without 
anger, — with the calmness of a Christian who 
places himself confidently in the hands of his God. 
If the cause of Reform was doomed to perish, he 
was ready to perish with it.  
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Surrounded by his weeping wife and friends — 

by his children who clung to his garments to detain 
him, he quitted that house where he had tasted so 
much happiness. At the moment that his hand was 
upon his horse, just as he was about to mount, the 
animal violently started back several paces, and 
when he was at last in the saddle, it refused for a 
time to move, rearing and prancing backwards, like 
that horse which the greatest captain of modern 
times had mounted as he was about to cross the 
Niemen. Many in Zurich at that time thought with 
the soldier of the Grand Army when he saw 
Napoleon on the ground: “It is a bad omen! a 
Roman would go back!” Zwingle having at last 
mastered his horse, gave the reins, applied the spur, 
started forward, and disappeared.  

 
At eleven o’clock the flag was struck, and all 

who remained in the square — about 500 men — 
began their march along with it. The greater part 
were torn with difficulty from the arms of their 
families, and walked sad and silent, as if they were 
going to the scaffold instead of battle. There was 
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no order — no plan; the men were isolated and 
scattered, some running before, some after the 
colors, their extreme confusion presenting a fearful 
appearance; so much so, that those who remained 
behind — the women, the children, and the old 
men, filled with gloomy forebodings, beat their 
breasts as they saw them pass, and many years 
after, the remembrance of this day of tumult and 
sadness drew this groan from Oswald Myconius: 
“Whenever I recall it to mind, it is as if a sword 
pierced my heart.” Zwingle, armed according to the 
usage of the chaplains of the confederation, rode 
mournfully behind this distracted multitude.  

 
Myconius, when he saw him, was nigh fainting. 

Zwingle disappeared, and Oswald remained behind 
to weep.  

 
He did not shed tears alone; in all quarters were 

heard lamentations, and every house was changed 
into a house of prayer. In the midst of this universal 
sorrow, one woman remained silent; her only cry 
was a bitter heart, her only language the mild and 
suppliant eye of faith: — this was Anna, Zwingle’s 
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wife. She had seen her husband depart — her son, 
her brother, a great number of intimate friends and 
near relations, whose approaching death she 
foreboded. But her soul, strong as that of her 
husband, offered to God the sacrifice of her holiest 
affections. Gradually the defenders of Zurich 
precipitated their march, and the tumult died away 
in the distance.   
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Chapter 7 
 

The Scene of War 
 

This night, which was so stormy in Zurich, had 
not been calmer among the inhabitants of Cappel. 
They had received the most alarming reports one 
after another. It was necessary to take up a position 
that would allow the troops assembled round the 
convent to resist the enemy’s attack until the 
arrival of the reinforcements that were expected 
from the city. they cast their eyes on a small hill, 
which lying to the north towards Zurich, and 
traversed by the highroad, presented an uneven but 
sufficiently extensive surface. A deep ditch that 
surrounded it on three sides defended the 
approaches; but a small bridge, that was the only 
issue on the side of Zurich, rendered a precipitate 
retreat very dangerous. On the southwest was a 
wood of beech-trees; on the south, in the direction 
of Zug, was the highroad and a marshy valley. 
“Lead us to the Granges,” cried all the soldiers. 
They were conducted thither. The artillery was 
stationed near some ruins. The line of battle was 
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drawn up on the side of the monastery and of Zug, 
and sentinels were placed at the foot of the slope.  

 
Meantime, the signal was given at Zug and 

Baar; the drums beat: the soldiers of the Five 
Cantons took up their arms. A universal feeling of 
joy animated them. The churches were opened, the 
bells rang, and the serried ranks of the cantons 
entered the cathedral of St. Oswald, where mass 
was celebrated and the Host offered up for the sins 
of the people. All the army began their march at 
nine o’clock, with banners flying. The avoyer John 
Golder commanded the contingent of Lucerne; the 
landamman James Troguer, that of Uri; the 
landamman Rychmuth, a mortal enemy of the 
Reformation, that of Schwytz; the landamman 
Zellger, that of Unterwalden; and Oswald Dooss 
that of Zug. Eight thousand men marched in order 
of battle: all the picked men of the Five Cantons 
were there. Fresh and active after a quiet night, and 
having only one short league to cross before 
reaching the enemy, these haughty Waldstettes 
advanced with a firm and regular step under the 
command of their chiefs.  
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On reaching the common meadow of Zug, they 

halted to take the oath: every hand was upraised to 
heaven, and all swore to avenge themselves.  

 
They were about to resume their march, when 

some aged men made signs to them to stop. 
“Comrades,” said they, “we have long offended 
God. Our blasphemies, our oaths, our wars, our 
revenge, our pride, our drunkenness, our adulteries, 
the gold of the stranger to whom our hands have 
been extended, and all the disorders in which we 
have indulged, have so provoked his anger, that if 
he should punish us today, we should only receive 
the desert of our crimes.” The emotion of the chiefs 
had passed into the ranks. All the army bent the 
knee in the midst of the plain; deep silence 
prevailed, and every soldier, with bended head, 
crossed himself devoutly, and repeated in a low 
voice five paters, as many aves, and the credo. One 
might have said that they were for a time in the 
midst of a vast and stilly desert. Suddenly the noise 
of an immense crowd was again heard.  

 



 158 

The army rose up. “Soldiers,” said the captains, 
“you know the cause of this war. Bear your wives 
and your children continually before your eyes.” 
Then the chief usher (grand sautier) of Lucerne, 
wearing the colors of the canton, approached the 
chiefs of the army: they placed in his hands the 
declaration of war, dated on that very day, and 
sealed with the arms of Zug. He then set off on 
horseback, preceded by a trumpeter, to carry this 
paper to the commander of the Zurichers.  

 
It was eleven in the morning. The Zurichers 

soon discovered the enemy’s army, and cast a 
sorrowful glance on the small force they were able 
to oppose to it. Every minute the danger increased. 
All bent their knees, their eyes were raised to 
heaven, and every Zuricher uttered a cry from the 
bottom of his heart, praying for deliverance from 
God. As soon as the prayer was ended, they got 
ready for battle. There were at that time about 
twelve hundred men under arms.  

 
At noon the trumpet of the Five Cantons 

sounded not far from the advanced posts. Godli, 
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having collected the members of the two councils 
who happened to be with the army, as well as the 
commissioned and noncommissioned officers, and 
having ranged them in a circle, ordered the 
secretary Rheinhard to read the declaration of 
which the Sautier of Lucerne was the bearer. After 
the reading, Godli opened a council of war. “We 
are few in number, and the forces of our 
adversaries are great,” said Landolt, bailiff of 
Marpac, “but I will here await the enemy in the 
name of God.” “Wait!” cried the captain of the 
halberdiers, Rodolph Zigler: “impossible! let us 
rather take advantage of the ditch that cuts the road 
to effect our retreat, and let us everywhere raise a 
levee en masse.” This was in truth the only means 
of safety. But Rudi Gallmann, considering every 
step backwards as an act of cowardice, cried out, 
stamping his feet forcibly on the earth, and casting 
a fiery glance around him, “Here — here shall be 
my grave!” — “It is now too late to retire with 
honor,” said other officers.  

 
“This day is in the hands of God. Let us suffer 

whatever he lays upon us.” It was put to the vote.  
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The members of the council had scarcely raised 

their hands in token of assent, when a great noise 
was heard around them. “The captain! the captain!” 
cried the soldier from the outposts who arrived in 
haste.  

 
“Silence, silence!” replied the ushers driving 

him back; “they are holding a council!” — “It is no 
longer time to hold a council,” replied the soldier.  

 
“Conduct me immediately to the 

captain.”......”Our sentinels are falling back,” cried 
he with an agitated voice, as he arrived before 
Godli. “The enemy is there — they are advancing 
through the forest with all their forces and with 
great tumult.” He had not ceased speaking before 
the sentinels, who were in truth retiring on all 
sides, ran up, and the army of the Five Cantons was 
soon seen climbing the slope of Ifelsberg in face of 
the Granges, and pointing their guns. The leaders 
of the Waldstettes were examining the position, 
and seeking to discover by what means their army 
could reach that of Zurich. The Zurichers were 
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asking themselves the same question. The nature of 
the ground prevented the Waldstettes from passing 
below the convent, but they could arrive by another 
quarter. Ulrich Bruder, under-bailiff of Husen in 
the canton of Zurich, fixed his anxious look on the 
beech-wood. “It is thence that the enemy will fall 
upon us!” “Axes — axes!” immediately cried 
several voices: “Let us cut down the trees! Godli, 
the abbot, and several others were opposed to this: 
“If we stop up the wood, by throwing down the 
trees, we shall ourselves be unable to work our 
guns in that direction,” said they. — “Well! at least 
let us place some arquebusiers in that quarter.” — 
“We are already so small a number,” replied the 
captain, “that it will be imprudent to divide the 
forces.” Neither wisdom nor courage were to save 
Zurich. They once more invoked the help of God, 
and waited in expectation.  

 
At one o’clock the Five Cantons fired the first 

gun: the ball passing over the convent fell below 
the Granges; a second passed over the line of 
battle; a third struck a hedge close to the ruins. The 
Zurichers, seeing the battle was begun, replied with 
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courage; but the slowness and awkwardness with 
which the artillery was served in those days 
prevented any great loss being inflicted on either 
side. When the enemy perceived this, they ordered 
their advanced guard to descend from Ifelsberg and 
to reach the Granges through the meadow; and 
soon the whole army of the cantons advanced in 
this direction, but with difficulty and over bad 
roads. Some arquebusiers of Zurich came and 
announced the disorder of the cantons. “Brave 
Zurichers,” cried Rudi Gallmann, “if we attack 
them now, it is all over with them.” At these words 
some of the soldiers prepared to enter the wood on 
the left, to fall upon the disheartened Waldstettes. 
But Godli perceiving this movement, cried out: 
“Where are you going? — do you not know that 
we have agreed not to separate?” He then ordered 
the skirmishers to be recalled, so that the wood 
remained entirely open to the enemy. They were 
satisfied with discharging a few random shots from 
time to time to prevent the cantons from 
establishing themselves there.  

 
The firing of the artillery continued until three 
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o’clock, and announced far and wide, even to 
Bremgarten and Zurich, that the battle had begun.  

 
In the meanwhile the great banner of Zurich 

and all those who surrounded it, among whom was 
Zwingle, came advancing in disorder towards the 
Albis. For a year past the gaiety of the reformer 
had entirely disappeared: he was grave, 
melancholy, easily moved, having a weight on his 
heart that seemed to crush it. Often would he throw 
himself weeping at the feet of his Master, and seek 
in prayer the strength of which he stood in need. 
No one had ever observed in him any irritation; on 
the contrary, he had received with mildness the 
counsels that had been offered, and had remained 
tenderly attached to men whose convictions were 
not the same as his own. He was now advancing 
mournfully along the road to Cappel; and John 
Maaler of Winterthour, who was riding a few paces 
behind him, heard his groans and signs, 
intermingled with fervent prayers. If any one spoke 
to him, he was found firm and strong in the peace 
that proceeds from faith; but he did not conceal his 
conviction that he should never see his family or 
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church again. Thus advanced the forces of Zurich. 
A woeful march! resembling rather a funeral 
procession than an army going to battle.  

 
As they approached they saw express after 

express galloping along the road from Cappel, 
begging the Zurichers to hasten to the defense of 
their brothers. At Adliswyl, having passed the 
bridge under which flow the impetuous waters of 
the Sihl, and traversed the village through the midst 
of women, children, and old men, who, standing 
before their cottages, looked with sadness on this 
disorderly troop, they began to ascend the Albis. 
They were about half-way from Cappel when the 
first cannonshot was heard.  

 
They stop, they listen: a second, a third 

succeeds..........There is no longer any doubt. The 
glory, the very existence of the republic are 
endangered, and they are not present to defend it! 
The blood curdles in their veins. On a sudden they 
arouse, and each one begins to run to the support of 
his brothers. But the road over the Albis was much 
steeper than it is in our days. The badly harnessed 
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artillery could not ascend it; the old men and 
citizens, little habituated to marching, and covered 
with weighty armor, advanced with difficulty: and 
yet they formed the greater portion of the troops. 
They were seen stopping one after another, panting 
and exhausted, along the sides of the road near the 
thickets and ravines of the Albis, leaning against a 
beech or an ash tree, and looking with dispirited 
eyes to the summit of the mountain covered with 
thick pines.  

 
They resumed their march, however; the 

horsemen and the most intrepid of the foot-soldiers 
hastened onwards, and having reached the “Beech 
Tree,” on the top of the mountain, halted to take 
counsel.  

 
What a prospect then extended before their 

eyes! Zurich, the lake and its smiling shores — 
those orchards, those fertile fields, those vine-clad 
hills, almost the whole of the canton. Alas! soon, 
perhaps, to be devastated by the forest-bands.  

 
Scarcely had these noble-minded men begun to 
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deliberate, when fresh messengers from Cappel 
appeared before them, exclaiming, “Hasten 
forwards!” At these words many of the Zurichers 
prepared to gallop towards the enemy. Toning, the 
captain of the arquebusiers, stopped them. “My 
good friends,” cried he to them, “against such great 
forces what can we do alone? Let us wait here until 
our people are assembled, and then let us fall upon 
the enemy with the whole army.” — “Yes, if we 
had an army,” bitterly replied the captain-general, 
who, in despair of saving the republic, thought only 
of dying with glory; “but we have only a banner 
and no soldiers.” — “How can we stay calmly 
upon these heights,” said Zwingle, “while we heart 
the shots that are fired at our fellow-citizens? In the 
name of God I will march towards my brother 
warriors, prepared to die in order to save them.” — 
“And I too,” added the aged banneret Schweitzer. 
“As for you,” continued he, turning with a 
contemptuous look towards Toning, “wait till you 
are a little recovered.” — “I am quite as much 
refreshed as you,” replied Toning, the color 
mantling on his face, “and you shall soon see 
whether I cannot fight.” All hastened their steps 
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towards the field of battle.  
 
The descent was rapid; they plunged into the 

woods, passed through the village of Husen, and at 
length arrived near the Granges. It was three 
o’clock when the banner crossed the narrow bridge 
that led thither; and there were so few soldiers 
round it that every one trembled as he beheld this 
venerated standard thus exposed to the attacks of 
so formidable an enemy. The army of the Cantons 
was at that moment deploying before the eyes of 
the new-comers. Zwingle gazed upon this terrible 
spectacle.  

 
Behold, then, these phalanxes of soldiers! — a 

few minutes more, and the labors of eleven years 
will be destroyed perhaps for ever!......  

 
A citizen of Zurich, one Leonard Bourkhard, 

who was ill-disposed towards the reformer, said to 
him in a harsh tone, “Well, Master Ulrich, what do 
you say about this business? Are the radishes salt 
enough?...who will eat them now?” “I,” replied 
Zwingle, “and many a brave man who is here in the 
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hands of God; for we are his in life and in death.” 
— “And I too — I will help to eat them,” resumed 
Bourkhard immediately, ashamed of his brutality, 
— “I will risk my life for them.” And he did so, 
and many others with him, adds the chronicle.  

 
It was four o’clock; the sun was sinking 

rapidly; the Waldstettes did not advance, and the 
Zurichers began to think that the attack would be 
put off till the morrow. In fact, the chiefs of the 
Five Cantons seeing the great banner of Zurich 
arrive, the night near at hand, and the impossibility 
of crossing under the fire of the Zurichers the 
marsh and the ditch that separated the combatants, 
were looking for a place in which their troops 
might pass the night. “If at this moment any 
mediators had appeared,” says Bullinger, “their 
proposals would have been accepted.” The 
soldiers, observing the hesitation of their chiefs, 
began to murmur loudly. “The big ones abandon 
us,” said one. “The captains fear to bite the fox’s 
tail,” said another. “Not to attack them,” cried they 
all, “is to ruin our cause.” During this time a daring 
man was preparing the skillful maneuver that was 
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to decide the fate of the day. A warrior of Uri, John 
Jauch, formerly bailiff of Sargans, a good 
marksman and experienced soldier, having taken a 
few men with him, moved towards the right of the 
army of the Five Cantons, crept into the midst of 
the clump of beech-trees that, by forming a 
semicircle to the east, unite the hill of Ifelsberg to 
that of the Granges, found the wood empty, arrived 
to within a few paces of the Zurichers, and there, 
hidden behind the trees, remarked unperceived the 
smallness of their numbers, and their want of 
caution. Then, stealthily retiring, he went to the 
chiefs at the very moment the discontent was on he 
point of bursting out. “Now is the time to attack the 
enemy,” cried he.  

 
“Dear gossip,” replied Troguer, captain-in-

chief of Uri, “you do not mean to say that we 
should set to work at so late an hour; besides, the 
men are preparing their quarters, and everybody 
knows what it cost our fathers at Naples and 
Marignan for having commenced the attack a little 
before night.  
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And then it is Innocent’s day, and our ancestors 
have never given battle on a feast-day.” — “Don’t 
think about the Innocents of the calendar,” replied 
Jauch, “but let us rather remember the innocents 
that we have left in our cottages.” Gaspard Godli of 
Zurich, brother of the commander of the Granges, 
added his entreaties to those of the warrior of Uri. 
“We must either beat the Zurichers tonight,” said 
he, “or be beaten by them tomorrow. Take your 
choice.” All was unavailing; the chiefs were 
inflexible, and the army prepared to take up its 
quarters. Upon this the warrior of Uri, 
understanding like his fellow-countryman Tell that 
great evils require great remedies, drew his sword 
and cried: “Let all true confederates follow me.” 
Then hastily leaping to his saddle, he spurred his 
horse into the forest; and immediately 
arquebusiers, soldiers from the Adige, and many 
other warriors of the Five Cantons, especially from 
Unterwalden — in all about 300 men, rushed into 
the wood after him. At this sight Jauch no longer 
doubted of the victory of the Waldstettes. He 
dismounted and fell upon his knees, “for,” says 
Tschudi, “he was a man who feared God.” All his 
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followers did the same, and together invoked the 
aid of God, of his holy mother, and of all the 
heavenly host. They then advanced; but soon the 
warrior of Uri, wishing to expose no one but 
himself, halted his troops, and glided from tree to 
tree to the verge of the wood. Observing that the 
enemy was as incautious as every, he rejoined his 
arquebusiers, led them stealthily forward, and 
posted them silently behind the trees of the forest, 
enjoining them to take their aim so as not to miss 
their men. During this time the chiefs of the Five 
Cantons, foreseeing that this rash man was about to 
bring on the action, decided against their will, and 
collected their soldiers around the banners.   
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Chapter 8 
 

Unforeseen Change  
 

The Zurichers, fearing that the enemy would 
seize upon the road that led to their capital, were 
then directing part of their troops and their guns to 
a low hill by which it was commanded. At the very 
moment that the invisible arquebusiers stationed 
among the beech-trees were taking their aim, this 
detachment passed near the little wood. The 
deepest silence prevailed in this solitude: each one 
posted there picked out the man he desired to bring 
down, and Jauch exclaimed: “In the name of the 
Holy Trinity — of God the Father, the Son, and the 
Holy Ghost — of the Holy Mother of God, and of 
all the heavenly host — fire!” At the word the 
deadly balls issued from the wood, and a 
murderous carnage in the ranks of Zurich followed 
this terrible discharge. The battle, which had begun 
four hours ago, and which had never appeared to 
be a serious attack, now underwent an unforeseen 
change. The sword was not again to be returned to 
the scabbard until it had been bathed in torrents of 
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blood. Those of the Zurichers who had not fallen at 
this first discharge, lay flat on the ground, so that 
the balls passed over their heads; but they soon 
sprang up, saying: “Shall we allow ourselves to be 
butchered? No! let us rather attack the enemy!” 
Lavater seized a lance, and rushing into the 
foremost rank exclaimed: “Soldiers, uphold the 
honor of God and of our lords, and behave like 
brave men!” Zwingle, silent and collected, like 
nature before the bursting of the tempest, was there 
also halberd in hand. “Master Ulrich,” said Bernard 
Sprungli, “speak to the people and encourage them.  

 
“Warriors!” said Zwingle, “fear nothing. If we 

are this day to be defeated, still our cause is good. 
Commend yourselves to God!” The Zurichers 
quickly turned the artillery they were dragging to 
another quarter, and pointed it against the wood; 
but their bullets, instead of striking the enemy, only 
reached the top of the trees, and tore off a few 
branches that fell upon the skirmishers. Rychmuth, 
the landamman of Schwytz, came up at a gallop to 
recall the volunteers; but seeing the battle begun, 
he ordered the whole army to advance. 
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Immediately the five banners moved forward.  
 
But already Jauch’s skirmishers, rushing from 

among the trees, had fallen impetuously upon the 
Zurichers, charging with their long and pointed 
halberds. “Heretics! sacrilegists!” cried they, “we 
have you at last!” — “Man-sellers, idolaters, 
impious papists!” replied the Zurichers, “is it really 
you?” At first a shower of stones fell from both 
parties and wounded several; immediately they 
came to close quarters. The resistance of the 
Zurichers was terrible. Each struck with the sword 
or with the halberd: at last the soldiers of the Five 
Cantons were driven back in disorder. The 
Zurichers advanced, but in so doing lost the 
advantages of their position, and got entangled in 
the marsh. Some Romancatholic historians pretend 
that this flight of their troops was a stratagem to 
draw the Zurichers into the snare. In the mean time 
the army of the Five Cantons hastened through the 
wood.  

 
Burning with courage and with anger, they 

eagerly quickened their steps; from the midst of the 
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beechtrees there resounded a confused and savage 
noise — a frightful murmur; the ground shook; one 
might have imagined that the forest was uttering a 
horrible roar, or that witches were holding their 
nocturnal revels in its dark recesses. In vain did the 
bravest of the Zurichers offer an intrepid 
resistance: The Waldstettes had the advantage in 
every quarter. “They are surrounding us,” cried 
some. “Our men are fleeing,” said others. A man 
from the canton of Zug, mingling with the 
Zurichers, and pretending to be of their party, 
exclaimed: “Fly, fly, brave Zurichers, you are 
betrayed!” Thus everything is against Zurich. Even 
the hand of Him who is the disposer of battles 
turned against this people.  

 
Thus was it also in times of old that God 

frequently chastised his own people of Israel by the 
Assyrian sword. A panic-terror seized upon the 
bravest, and the disorder spread everywhere with 
frightful rapidity.  

 
In the mean while the aged Schweitzer had 

raised the great banner with a firm hand, and all the 
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picked men of Zurich were drawn up around it; but 
soon their ranks were thinned. John Kammli, 
charged with the defense of the standard, having 
observed the small number of combatants that 
remained upon a the field of battle, said to the 
banneret: “Let us lower the banner, my lord, and 
save it, for our people are flying shamefully.” — 
“Warriors, remain firm,” replied the aged banneret, 
whom no danger had ever shaken. The disorder 
augmented — the number of fugitives increased 
every minute; the old man stood fast, amazed and 
immovable as an aged oak beaten by a frightful 
hurricane. He received unflinchingly the blows that 
fell upon him, and alone resisted the terrible storm. 
Kammli seized him by the arm: “My lord,” said he 
again, “lower the banner, or else we shall lose it: 
there is no more glory to be reaped here!” The 
banneret, who was already mortally wounded, 
exclaimed: “Alas! must the city of Zurich be so 
punished!” Then, dragged off by Kammli, who 
held him by the arm, he retreated as far as the 
ditch. The weight of years, and the wounds with 
which he was covered, did not permit him to cross 
it. He fell in the mire at the bottom, still holding the 
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glorious standard, whose folds dropped on the 
other bank.  

 
The enemy ran up with loud shouts, being 

attracted by the colors of Zurich, as the bull by the 
gladiator’s flag. Kammli seeing this, unhesitatingly 
leaped to the bottom of the ditch, and laid hold of 
the stiff and dying hands of his chief, in order to 
preserve the precious ensign, which they tightly 
grasped. But it was in vain: the hands of the aged 
Schweitzer would not loose the standard. “My lord 
banneret!” cried this faithful servant, “it is no 
longer in your power to defend it.” The hands of 
the banneret, already stiffened in death, still 
refused; upon which Kammli violently tore away 
the sacred standard, leaped upon the other bank, 
and rushed with his treasurer far from the steps of 
the enemy. The last Zurichers at this moment 
reached the ditch; they fell one after another upon 
the expiring banneret, and thus hastened his death.  

 
Kammli, however, having received a wound 

from a gunshot, his march was retarded, and soon 
the Waldstettes surrounded him with their swords. 
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The Zuricher, holding the banner in one hand, and 
his sword in the other, defended himself bravely. 
One of the Waldstettes caught hold of the staff — 
another seized the flag itself and tore it. Kammli 
with one blow of his sword cut down the former, 
and striking around him, called out: “To the rescue, 
brave Zurichers! save the honor and the banner of 
our lords.” The assailants increased in number, and 
the warrior was about to fall, when Adam Naeff of 
Wollenwyd rushed up sword in hand, and the head 
of the Waldstette who had torn the colors rolled 
upon the plain, and his blood gushed out upon the 
flag of Zurich. Dumysen, member of the Smaller 
Council, supported Naeff with his halberd, and 
both dealt such lusty blows, that they succeeded in 
disengaging the standard-bearer. He, although 
dangerously wounded, sprang forward, holding the 
blood-stained folds of the banner in one hand, 
which he carried off hastily, dragging the staff 
behind him. With fierce look and fiery eye, he thus 
passed, sword in hand, through the midst of friends 
and enemies: he crossed plains, woods, and 
marshes, everywhere leaving traces of his blood, 
which flowed from numerous wounds. Two of his 
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enemies, one from Schwytz, the other from Zug — 
were particularly eager in his pursuit. “Heretic! 
villain!” cried they, “surrender and give us the 
banner.” — “You shall have my life first,” replied 
the Zuricher. Then the two hostile soldiers, who 
were embarrassed by their cuirasses, stopped a 
moment to take them off. Kammli took advantage 
of this to get in advance: he ran; Huber, Dumysen, 
and Dantzler of Naenikon were at his side. They all 
four thus arrived near Husen, halfway up the Albis. 
They had still to climb the steepest part of the 
mountain. Huber fell covered with wounds. 
Dumysen, the colonel-general, who had fought as a 
private soldier, almost reached the church of 
Husen, and there he dropped lifeless: and two of 
his sons, in the flower of youth, soon lay stretched 
on the battle-field that had drunk their father’s 
blood.  

 
Kammli took a few steps farther; but halted 

erelong, exhausted and panting, near a hedge that 
he would have to clear, and discovered his two 
enemies and other Waldstettes running from all 
sides, like birds of prey, towards the wavering 
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standard of Zurich. The strength of Kammli was 
sinking rapidly, his eyes grew dim, thick darkness 
surrounded him: a hand of lead fastened him to the 
ground. Then, mustering all his expiring strength, 
he flung the standard on the other side of the 
hedge, exclaiming: “Is there any brave Zuricher 
near me? Let him preserve the banner and the 
honor of our lords! As for me, I can do no more!” 
Then casting a last look to heaven, he added: “May 
God be my helper!” He fell exhausted by this last 
effort. Dantzler, who came up, flung away his 
sword, sprung over the hedge, seized the banner, 
and cried, “With the aid of God, I will carry it off.” 
He then rapidly climbed the Albis, and at last 
placed the ancient standard of Zurich in safety. 
God, on whom these warriors fixed all their hopes, 
had heard their prayers, but the noblest blood of the 
republic had been spilt.  

 
The enemy were victorious at all points. The 

soldiers of the Five Cantons, and particularly those 
of Unterwalden long hardened in the wars of the 
Milanese, showed themselves more merciless 
towards their confederates than they had ever been 
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towards foreigners. At the beginning of the battle, 
Godli had taken flight, and soon after he quitted 
Zurich for ever. Lavater, the captain-general, after 
having fought valiantly, had fallen into the ditch.  

 
He was dragged out by a soldier and escaped.  
 
The most distinguished men of Zurich fell one 

after another under the blows of the Waldstettes. 
Rudi Gallman found the glorious tomb he had 
wished for, and his two brothers stretched beside 
him left their father’s house desolate. Toning, 
captain of the arquebusiers, died for his country as 
he had foretold. All the pride of the population of 
Zurich, seven members of the Smaller Council, 
nineteen members of the Two Hundred, sixty-five 
citizens of the town, four hundred and seventeen 
from the rural districts: the father in the midst of 
his children, — the son surrounded by his brothers, 
— lay on the field.  

 
Gerold Meyer of Knonau, son of Anna 

Zwingle, at that time twenty-two years of age, and 
already a member of the council of Two Hundred, 
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— a husband and a father, — had rushed into the 
foremost ranks with all the impetuosity of youth. 
“Surrender, and your life shall be spared,” cried 
some of the warriors of the Five Cantons, who 
desired to save him. “It is better for me to die with 
honor than to yield with disgrace,” replied the son 
of Anna, and immediately struck by a mortal blow, 
he fell and expired not far from the castle of his 
ancestors.  

 
The ministers were those who paid 

proportionally the greatest tribute on this bloody 
day. The sword that was at work on the heights of 
Cappel thirsted for their blood: twenty-five of them 
fell beneath its stroke. The Waldstettes trembled 
with rage whenever they discovered one of these 
heretical preachers, and sacrificed him with 
enthusiasm, as a chosen victim to the Virgin and 
the saints. There has, perhaps, never been any 
battle in which so many men of the Word of God 
have bitten the dust. Almost everywhere the 
pastors had marched at the head of their flocks. 
One might have said that Cappel was an assembly 
of christian churches rather than an army of Swiss 
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companies. The Abbot Joner, receiving a mortal 
wound near the ditch, expired in sight of his own 
monastery. The people of Zug, in pursuit of the 
enemy, uttered a cry of anguish as they passed his 
body, remembering all the good he had done them. 
Schmidt of Kussnacht, stationed on the field of 
battle in the midst of his parishioners, fell 
surrounded by forty of their bodies. Geroldsek, 
John Haller, and many other pastors, at the head of 
their flocks, suddenly met in a terrible and 
unforeseen manner the Lord whom they had 
preached.  

 
But the death of one individual far surpassed all 

others. Zwingle was at the post of danger, the 
helmet on his head, the sword hanging at his side, 
the battle-axe in his hand. Scarcely had the action 
begun, when, stooping to console a dying man, 
says J.J. Hottinger, a stone hurled by the vigorous 
arm of a Waldstette struck him on the head and 
closed his lips. Yet Zwingle arose, when two other 
blows which hit him successively on the leg, threw 
him down again. Twice more he stands up; but a 
fourth time he receives a thrust from a lance, he 
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staggers, and sinking beneath so many wounds, 
falls on his knees. Does not the darkness that is 
spreading around him announce a still thicker 
darkness that is about to cover the Church?  

 
Zwingle turns away from such sad thoughts; 

once more he uplifts that head which had been so 
bold, and gazing with calm eye upon the trickling 
blood, exclaims: “What matters this misfortune? 
They may indeed kill the body, but they cannot kill 
the soul!” These were his last words.  

 
He had scarcely uttered them ere he fell 

backwards. There, under a tree (Zwingle’s Pear-
tree), in a meadow, he remained lying on his back, 
with clasped hands, and eyes upturned to heaven. 
While the bravest were pursuing the scattered 
soldiers of Zurich, the stragglers of the Five 
Cantons had pounced like hungry ravens on the 
field of battle. Torch in hand, these wretches 
prowled among the dead, casting looks of irritation 
around them, and lighting up the features of their 
expiring victims by the dull glimmering of these 
funeral torches. They turned over the bodies of the 
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wounded and the dead; they tortured and stripped 
them. If they found any who were still sensible, 
they cried out, “Call upon the saints and confess to 
our priests!” If the Zurichers, faithful to their creed, 
rejected these cruel invitations, these men, who 
were as cowardly as they were fanatical, pierced 
them with their lances, or 1587 dashed out their 
brains with the but-ends of their arquebuses. The 
Romancatholic historian, Salat of Lucerne, makes a 
boast of this. “They were left to die like infidel 
dogs, or were slain with the sword or the spear, that 
they might go so much the quicker to the devil, 
with whose help they had fought so desperately.” If 
any of the soldiers of the Five Cantons recognized 
a Zuricher against whom they had any grudge, with 
dry eyes, disdainful mouth, and features changed 
by anger, they drew near the unhappy creature, 
writhing in the agonies of death, and said: “Well! 
had your heretical faith preserved you? Ah ha! it 
was pretty clearly seen today who had the true 
faith......Today we have dragged your Gospel in the 
mud, and you too, even you are covered with your 
own blood. God, the Virgin, and the saints have 
punished you.” Scarcely had they uttered these 
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words before they plunged their swords into their 
enemy’s bosom. “Mass or death!” was their 
watchword.  

 
Thus triumphed the Waldstettes; but the pious 

Zurichers who expired on the field of battle called 
to mind that they had for God one who has said: “If 
ye endure chastening, God dealeth with you as with 
sons; for what son is he whom the father chasteneth 
not?” — “Though he slay me, yet will I trust in 
him.” It is in the furnace of trial that the God of the 
Gospel conceals the pure gold of his most precious 
blessings. This punishment was necessary to turn 
aside the Church of Zurich from the “broad ways” 
of the world, and lead it back to the “narrow ways” 
of the Spirit and the life. In a political history, a 
defeat like that of Cappel would be styled a great 
misfortune; but in a history of the Church of Jesus 
Christ, such a blow, inflicted by the hand of the 
Father himself, ought rather to be called a great 
blessing.  

 
Meanwhile Zwingle lay extended under the 

tree, near the road by which the mass of the people 
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was passing. The shouts of the victors, the groans 
of the dying, those flickering torches borne from 
corpse to corpse, Zurich humbled, the cause of 
Reform lost, — all cried aloud to him that God 
punishes his servants when they have recourse to 
the arm of man. If the German reformer had been 
able to approach Zwingle at this solemn moment, 
and pronounce those oft-repeated words: 
“Christians fight not with sword and arquebuse, but 
with sufferings and with the cross,” Zwingle would 
have stretched out his dying hand, and said, 
“Amen!” Two of the soldiers who were prowling 
over the field of battle, having come near the 
reformer without recognizing him, “Do you wish 
for a priest to confess yourself?” asked they. 
Zwingle, without speaking (for he had not 
strength), made signs in the negative. “If you 
cannot speak,” replied the soldiers, “at least think 
in thy heart of the Mother of God, and call upon 
the saints!” Zwingle again shook his head, and kept 
his eyes still fixed on heaven. Upon this the 
irritated soldiers began to curse him.  

 
“No doubt,” said they, “you are one of the 
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heretics of the city!” One of them, being curious to 
know who it was, stooped down and turned 
Zwingle’s head in the direction of a fire that had 
been lighted near the spot.  

 
The soldier immediately let him fall to the 

ground. “I think,” said he, surprised and amazed, “I 
think it is Zwingle!” At this moment Captain 
Fockinger of Unterwalden a veteran and a 
pensioner, drew near: he had heard the first words 
of the soldier. “Zwingle!” exclaimed he; “that vile 
heretic Zwingle! that rascal, that traitor!” Then 
raising his sword, so long sold to the stranger, he 
struck the dying Christian on the throat, exclaiming 
in a violent passion, “Die, obstinate heretic!” 
Yielding under this last blow, the reformer gave up 
the ghost: he was doomed to perish by the sword of 
a mercenary. “Precious in the sight of the Lord is 
the death of his saints.” The soldiers ran to other 
victims. All did not show the same barbarity. The 
night was cold; a thick hoar-frost covered the fields 
and the bodies of the dying . The protestant 
historian, Bullinger, informs us that some 
Waldstettes gently raised the wounded in their 
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arms, bound up their wounds, and carried them to 
the fires lighted on the field of battle. “Ah!” cried 
they, “why have the Swiss thus slaughtered one 
another!” The main body of the army had remained 
on the field of battle near the standards. The 
soldiers conversed around the fires, interrupted 
from time to time by the cries of the dying. During 
this time the chiefs assembled in the convent sent 
messengers to carry the news of their signal victory 
to the confederate cantons, and to the Roman-
catholic powers of Germany.  

 
At length the day appeared. The Waldstettes 

spread over the field of battle, running here and 
there, stopping, contemplating, struck with surprise 
at the sight of their most formidable enemies 
stretched lifeless on the plain; but sometimes also 
shedding tears s they gazed on corpses which 
reminded them of old and sacred ties of friendship. 
At length they reached the pear-tree under which 
Zwingle lay dead, and an immense crowd collected 
around it. His countenance still beamed with 
expression and with life. “He has the look,” said 
Bartholomew Stocker of Zug, who had loved him, 
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“he has the look of a living rather than of a dead 
man. Such was he when he kindled the people by 
the fire of his eloquence.” All eyes were fixed upon 
the corpse. John Schonbrunner, formerly canon of 
Zurich, who had retired to Zug at the epoch of the 
Reformation, could not restrain his tears: 
“Whatever may have been thy creed,” said he, “I 
know, Zwingle, that thou hast been a loyal 
confederate! May thy soul rest with God!” But the 
pensioners of the foreigner, on whom Zwingle had 
never ceased to make war, required that the body 
of the heretic should be dismembered, and a 
portion sent to each of the Five Cantons. “Peace be 
to the dead! and God alone be their judge!” 
exclaimed the avoyer Golder and the landamman 
Thoss of Zug. Cries of fury answered their appeal, 
and compelled them to retire. Immediately the 
drums beat to muster; the dead body was tried, and 
it was decreed that it should be quartered for 
treason against the confederation, and then burnt 
for heresy. The executioner of Lucerne carried out 
the sentence. Flames consumed Zwingle’s 
disjointed members; the ashes of swine were 
mingled with his; and a lawless multitude rushing 
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upon his remains flung them to the four winds of 
heaven. Zwingle was dead. A great light had been 
extinguished in the Church of God. Mighty by the 
Word as were the other reformers, he had been 
more so than they in action; but this very power 
had been his weakness, and he had fallen under the 
weight of his own strength. Zwingle was not 
fortyeight years old when he died. If the might of 
God always accompanied the might of man, what 
would he not have done for the Reformation in 
Switzerland, and even in the empire! But he had 
wielded an arm that God had forbidden; the helmet 
had covered his head, and he had grasped the 
halberd. His more devoted friends were themselves 
astonished, and exclaimed: “We know not what to 
say!......a bishop in arms!” The bolt had furrowed 
the cloud, the blow had reached the reformer, and 
his body was no more than a hand full of dust in 
the palm of a soldier.   
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Chapter 9 
 

Consternation in Zurich  
 

Frightful darkness hung over Zurich during the 
night that followed the afflicting day of Cappel. It 
was seven in the evening when the first news of the 
disaster arrived......Vague but alarming reports 
spread at first with the rapidity of lightning. It was 
known that a terrible blow had been inflicted, but 
not of what kind; soon a few wounded men, who 
arrived from the field of battle, cleared up the 
frightful mystery. “Then,” said Bullinger, whom 
we shall allow to speak, “there arose suddenly a 
loud and horrible cry of lamentation and tears, 
bewailing and groaning.” The consternation was so 
much the greater because no one had expected such 
a disaster. “There is not enough for a breakfast,” 
had said some haughty worldly men; “With one 
blow we shall be masters of the Five Chalets,” had 
said another; and an older soldier added with 
disdainful sneer, “We shall soon have scattered 
these five dunghills.” The christian portion, 
convinced that Zurich was fighting in a good cause, 
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had not doubted that victory would be on the side 
of truth.......Thus their first stupefaction was 
succeeded by a violent outburst of rage. With blind 
fury the mob accused all their chiefs, and loaded 
with insults even those who had defended their 
country at the price of their blood. An immense 
crowd — agitated, pale, and bewildered, filled all 
the streets of the city. They met, they questioned, 
and replied; they questioned again, and the answer 
could not be heard, for the shouts of the people 
interrupted or drowned the voice of the speakers. 
The councillors who had remained in Zurich 
repaired in haste to the town-hall. The people, who 
had already assembled there in crowds, looked on 
with threatening eyes. Accusations of treason burst 
from every mouth, and the patricians were pointed 
out to the general indignation. They must have 
victims.  

 
“Before going to fight against the enemy on the 

frontiers,” said the mob, “we should defend 
ourselves against those who are within our walls.” 
Sorrow and fear excited the minds of all. That 
savage instinct of the populace, which in great 
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calamities leads them, like a wild beast, to thirst for 
blood, was violently aroused. A hand from the 
midst of the crowd points out the council-hall, and 
a harsh and piercing voice exclaims: “Let us chop 
off the heads of some of the men who sit in these 
halls, and let their blood ascend to heaven, to beg 
for mercy in behalf of those whom they have 
slain.” But this fury is nothing in comparison with 
that which broke out against the ministers, against 
Zwingle, and all those Christians who were the 
cause (say they) of the ruin of the country. 
Fortunately the sword of the Waldstettes had 
withdrawn them from the rage of their fellow-
citizens; nevertheless, there still remained some 
who could pay for the others. Leo Juda, whom 
Zwingle’s death was about to raise to the head of 
religious affairs, had scarcely recovered from a 
serious illness; it was on him they rushed. They 
threatened, they pursued him; a few worthy 
citizens carried him off and hid in their houses. The 
rage of these madmen was not appeased: they 
continued shouting that atonement must be made 
for the slaughter at Cappel, by a still more frightful 
slaughter within the very walls of the city. But God 
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placed a curb in the mouths of these infuriate 
beasts of prey, and subdued them.  

 
On a sudden, grief succeeded to rage, and sobs 

choked the utterance of the most furious. All those 
whose relatives had marched to Cappel, imagined 
that they were among the number of the victims. 
Old men, women, and children went forth in the 
darkness by the glimmering light of torches, with 
haggard eyes and hurried steps; and as soon as 
some wounded man arrived, they questioned him 
with trembling voice about those whom they were 
seeking. Some replied: “I saw him fall close by my 
side.” — “He was surrounded by so many 
enemies,” said others, “that there was no chance of 
safety for him.” At these words the distracted 
family dropped their torches, and filled the air with 
shrieks and groans.  

 
Anna Zwingle had heard from her house the 

repeated discharges of artillery. As wife and 
mother, she had passed in expectation many long 
hours of anguish, offering fervent prayers to 
heaven. At length the most terrible accounts, one 
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after another, burst upon her.  
 
In the midst of those whose cries of despair re-

echoed along the road to Cappel, was Oswald 
Myconius, who inquired with anxiety what had 
become of his friend. Soon he heard one of the 
unfortunate wretches who had escaped from the 
massacre, relating to those around him that 
Zwingle had fallen! .....Zwingle is no more! 
Zwingle is dead! The cry was repeated: it ran 
through Zurich with the rapidity of lightning, and 
at length reached the unhappy widow. Anna fell on 
her knees. But the loss of her husband was not 
enough: God had inflicted other blows. Messengers 
following each other at short intervals announced 
to her the death of her son Gerold of Knonau, of 
her brother the bailiff of Reinhard, of her son-inlaw 
Antony Wirz, of John Lutschi the husband of her 
dear sister, as well as of all her most intimate 
friends. This woman remained alone — alone with 
her God; alone with her young children, who, as 
they saw her tears, wept also, and threw themselves 
disconsolate into their mother’s arms.  
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On a sudden the alarm-bell rang. The council, 
distracted by the most contrary opinions, had at last 
resolved to summon all the citizens towards the 
Albis. But the sound of the tocsin re-echoing 
through the darkness, the lamentable stories of the 
wounded, and the distressful groans of bereaved 
families, still further increased the tumult. A 
numerous and disorderly troop of citizens rushed 
along the road to Cappel. Among them was the 
Valaisan, Thomas Plater. Here he met with a man 
that had but one hand, — there with others who 
supported their wounded and bleeding heads with 
both hands; — further still was a soldier whose 
bowels protruded from his body. In front of these 
unhappy creatures peasants were walking with 
lighted torches, for the night was very dark. Plater 
wished to return; but he could not, for sentinels 
placed on the bridge over the Sihl allowed persons 
to quit Zurich, but permitted no one to re-enter.  

 
On the morrow the news of the disgraceful 

treatment of Zwingle’s corpse aroused all the anger 
of Zurich; and his friends, uplifting their 
tearbedimmed eyes, exclaimed: “These men may 
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fall upon his body; they may kindle their piles, and 
brand his innocent life......but he lives — this 
invincible hero lives in eternity, and leaves behind 
him an immortal monument of glory that no flames 
can destroy. God, for whose honor he has labored, 
even at the price of his blood, will make his 
memory eternal.” “And I,” adds Leo Juda, “I, upon 
whom he has heaped so many blessings, will 
endeavor, after so many others, to defend his 
renown and to extol his virtues.” Thus Zurich 
consecrated to Zwingle a funeral oration of tears 
and sighs, of gratitude and cries of anguish. Never 
was there a funeral speech more eloquent!  

 
Zurich rallied her forces. John Steiner had 

collected on the Albis some scattered fragments of 
the army for the defense of the pass: they 
bivouacked around their fires on the summit of the 
mountain, and all were in disorder. Plater, 
benumbed with cold (it is himself who gives us the 
account), had drawn off his boots to warm his feet 
at the watchfire. On a sudden an alarm was given, 
the troop was hastily drawn up, and, while Plater 
was getting ready, a trumpeter, who had escaped 
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from the battle, seized his halberd. Plater took it 
back, and stationed himself in the ranks; before 
him stood the trumpeter, without hat or shoes, and 
armed with a long pole. Such was the army of 
Zurich.  

 
The chief captain Lavater rejoined the army at 

daybreak. Gradually the allies came up; 1500 
Grisons, under the orders of the captain-general 
Frey of Zurich, 1500 Thurgovians, 600 
Tockenburgers, and other auxiliaries besides, soon 
formed an army of 12,000 men. All, even children, 
ran to arms. The council gave orders that these 
young folks should be sent back to share in the 
domestic duties with the women.  

 
Another reverse erelong augmented the 

desolation of the Reformed party.  
 
While the troops of Berne, Zurich, Basle, and 

Bienne, amounting to 24,000 men, were 
assembling at Bremgarten, the Five Cantons 
entrenched themselves at Baar, near Zug. But 
Zwingle was wanting to the Reformed army, and 



 200 

he would have been the only man capable of 
inspiring them with courage. A gust of wind having 
thrown down a few fir-trees in the forests where 
the Zurichers were encamped, and caused the death 
of some of their soldiers, they failed not to see in 
this the signal of fresh reverses.  

 
Nevertheless, Frey called loudly for battle; but 

the Bernese commandant Diesbach refused. Upon 
this the Zurich captain set off in the night of the 
23rd October at the head of 4000 men of Zurich, 
Schaffhausen, Basle, and St. Gall; and, while the 
Bernese were sleeping quietly, he turned the 
Waldstettes, drove their outposts beyond the Sihl, 
and took his station on the heights that overlook the 
Goubel. His imprudent soldiers, believing victory 
to be certain, proudly waved their banners, and 
then sunk into a heavy sleep. The Waldstettes had 
observed all. On the 24th October, at two in the 
morning, by a bright moonlight, they quitted their 
camp in profound silence, leaving their fires 
burning, and wearing white shirts over their dresses 
that they might recognize one another in the 
obscurity. Their 1594 watchword was “Mary, the 
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mother of God.” They glided stealthily into a pine 
forest, near which the Reformed troops were 
encamped. The man stationed at the advanced 
guard of the Zurichers having perceived the enemy, 
ran up to the fires to arouse their friends, but they 
had scarcely reached the third fire before the 
Waldstettes appeared, uttering a frightful shout. 
“Har...Har...Har...Har!...Where are these impious 
heretics?......Har...Har...Har...Har!” The army of 
the cities at first made a vigorous resistance, and 
many of the white shirts fell covered with blood; 
but this did not continue long. The bravest, with the 
valiant Frey at their head, having bitten the dust, 
the rout became general, and 800 men were left on 
the field of battle.  

 
In the midst of these afflictions the Bernese 

remained stubborn and motionless. Francis Kolb, 
who, notwithstanding his advanced age, had 
accompanied the Bernese contingent as chaplain, 
reproached in a sermon the negligence and 
cowardice of his party. “Your ancestors,” said he, 
“would have swum across the Rhine, and you — 
this little stream stops you! They went to battle for 
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a word, and you, even the Gospel cannot move. For 
us it only remains to commit our cause to God.” 
Many voices were raised against the imprudent old 
man, but others took up his defense; and the 
captain, James May, being as indignant as the aged 
chaplain at the delays of his fellow-citizens, drew 
his sword, and thrusting it into the folds of the 
Bernese banner, pricked the bear that was 
represented on it, and cried out in the presence of 
the whole army, “You knave, will you not show 
your claws?” But the bear remained motionless.  

 
The whole of the Reformation was 

compromised. Scarcely had Ferdinand received 
intelligence of the death of the arch-heretic 
Zwingle, and of the defeat at Cappel, then with an 
exclamation of joy, he forwarded these good news 
to his brother the Emperor Charles the Fifth, 
saying, “this is the first of the victories destined to 
restore the faith.” After the defeat at the Goubel, he 
wrote again, saying that if the emperor were not so 
near at hand, he would not hesitate, however weak 
he might be, to rush forward in person, sword in 
hand, to terminate so righteous an enterprise.  
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“Remember,” said he, “that you are the first 

prince in Christendom, and that you will never 
have a better opportunity of covering yourself with 
glory. Assist the cantons with your troops; the 
German sects will perish, when they are no longer 
supported by heretical Switzerland.” — “The more 
I reflect,” replied Charles, “the more I am pleased 
with your advice.  

 
The imperial dignity with which I am invested, 

the protection that I owe to Christendom and to 
public order, in a word, the safety of the house of 
Austria, — everything appeals to me!” Already 
about two thousand Italian soldiers, sent by the 
pope and commanded by the Genoese De l’Isola, 
had unfolded their seven standards, and united near 
Zug with the army of the Five Cantons. Auxiliary 
troops, diplomatic negotiations, and even 
missionaries to convert the heretics, were not 
spared. The Bishop of Veroli arrived in 
Switzerland in order to bring back the Lutherans to 
the Roman faith by means of his friends and of his 
money. The Roman politicians hailed the victory at 
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Cappel as the signal of the restoration of the papal 
authority, not only in Switzerland, but throughout 
the whole of Christendom. At last this 
presumptuous Reformation was about to be 
repressed. Instead of the great deliverance of which 
Zwingle had dreamt, the imperial eagle let loose by 
the Papacy was about to pounce on all Europe, and 
strangle it in its talons. The cause of liberty had 
perished on the Albis.  

 
But the hopes of the Papists were vain: the 

cause of the Gospel, although humbled at this 
moment, was destined finally to gain a glorious 
victory. A cloud may hide the sun for a time; but 
the cloud passes and the sun reappears. Jesus Christ 
is always the same, and the gates of hell may 
triumph on the battlefield, but cannot prevail 
against his Church.  

 
Nevertheless everything seemed advancing 

towards a grand catastrophe.  
 
The Tockenburgers made peace and retired. 

The Thurgovians followed them; and next the 
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people of Gaster. The evangelical army was thus 
gradually disbanded. The severity of the season 
was joined to these dissensions. Continual storms 
of wind and rain drove the soldiers to their homes.  

 
Upon this the Five Cantons with the 

undisciplined bands of the Italian general Isola 
threw themselves on the left bank of the Lake of 
Zurich. The alarm-bell was rung on every side; the 
peasants retired in crowds into the city, with their 
weeping wives, their frightened children, and their 
cattle that filled the air with sullen lowings. A 
report too was circulated that the enemy intended 
laying siege to Zurich. The country-people in alarm 
declared that if the city refused to make terms, they 
would treat on their own account.  

 
The peace party prevailed in the council; 

deputies were elected to negotiate. “Above all 
things, preserve the Gospel, and then our honor, as 
far as may be possible!” Such were their 
instructions. On the 16th November, the deputies 
from Zurich arrived in a meadow situated near the 
frontier, on the banks of the Sihl, in which the 
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representatives of the Five Cantons awaited them. 
They proceeded to the deliberations. “In the name 
of the most honorable, holy, and divine Trinity,” 
began the treaty, “Firstly, we the people of Zurich 
bind ourselves and agree to leave our trusty and 
well-beloved confederates of the Five Cantons, 
their wellbeloved co-burghers of the Valais, and all 
their adherents lay and ecclesiastic, in their true 
and indubitable christian faith, renouncing all evil 
intention, wiles, and stratagems. And, on our side, 
we of the Five Cantons, agree to leave our 
confederates of Zurich and their allies in 
possession of their faith.” At the same time, 
Rapperschwyl, Gaster, Wesen, Bremgarten, 
Mellingen, and the common bailiwicks, were 
abandoned to the Five Cantons.  

 
Zurich had preserved its faith; and that was all. 

The treaty having been read and approved of, the 
plenipotentiaries got off their horses, fell upon their 
knees and called upon the name of God. Then the 
new captaingeneral of the Zurichers, Escher, a 
hasty and eloquent old man, rising up, said as he 
turned towards the Waldstettes: “God be praised 
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that I can again call you my well-beloved 
confederates!” and approaching them, he shook 
hands successively with Golder, Hug, Troguer, 
Rychmuth, Marquart, Zellger, and Thoss, the 
terrible victors at Cappel. All eyes were filled with 
tears. Each took with trembling hand the bottle 
suspended at his side, and offered a draught to one 
of the chiefs of the opposite party. Shortly after a 
similar treaty was concluded with Berne.   
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Chapter 10 
 

Restoration of Popery at 
Bremgarten and 
Rapperschwyl 

 
The restoration of Popery immediately 

commenced in Switzerland, and Rome showed 
herself everywhere proud, exacting, and ambitious.  

 
After the battle of Cappel, the Romish minority 

at Glaris had resumed the upperhand. It marched 
with Schwytz against Wesen and the district of the 
Gaster. On the eve of the invasion, at midnight, 
twelve deputies came and threw themselves at the 
feet of the Schwytzer chiefs, who were satisfied 
with confiscating the national banners of these two 
districts, with suppressing their tribunals, annulling 
their ancient liberties, and condemning some to 
banishment, and others to pay a heavy fine. Next 
the mass, the altars, and images were everywhere 
re-established, and exist until the present day. Such 
was the pardon of Schwytz!  
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It was especially on Bremgarten, Mellingen, 

and the free bailiwicks that the cantons proposed to 
inflict a terrible vengeance. Berne having recalled 
its army, Mutschli, the avoyer of Bremgarten, 
followed Diesbach as far as Arau. In vain did the 
former remind the Bernese that it was only 
according to the orders of Berne and Zurich that 
Bremgarten had blockaded the Five Cantons. 
“Bend to circumstances,” replied the general. On 
this the wretched Mutschli, turning away from the 
pitiless Bernese, exclaimed, “The prophet Jeremiah 
has well said, — Cursed be he that trusteth in 
man!” The Swiss and Italian bands entered 
furiously into these flourishing districts 
brandishing their weapons, inflicting heavy fines 
on all the inhabitants, compelling the Gospel 
ministers to flee, and restoring everywhere at the 
point of the sword, mass, idols, and altars.  

 
On the other side of the lake the misfortune was 

still greater. On the 18th November, while the 
Reformed of Rapperschwyl were sleeping 
peacefully in reliance on the treaties, an army from 



 210 

Schwytz silently passed the wooden bridge nearly 
2000 feet long which crosses the lake, and was 
admitted into the city by the Romish party. On a 
sudden the Reformed awoke at the loud pealing of 
the bells, and the tumultuous voices of the 
Catholics: the greater part quitted the city. One of 
them, however, by name Michael Wohlgemuth, 
barricaded his house, placed arquebuses at every 
window, and repelled the attack. The exasperated 
enemy brought up some heavy pieces of artillery, 
besieged this extemporaneous citadel in regular 
form, and Wohlgemuth was soon taken and put to 
death in the midst of horrible tortures.  

 
Nowhere had the struggle been more violent 

than at Soleure; the two parties were drawn up in 
battlearray on each side of the Aar, and the 
Romanists had already discharged one ball against 
the opposite bank, another was about to follow, 
when the avoyer Wenge, throwing himself on the 
mouth of the cannon, cried out earnestly: “Fellow-
citizens, let there be no bloodshed, or else let me be 
your first victim!” The astonished multitude 
dropped their arms; but seventy evangelical 
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families were obliged to emigrate, and Soleure 
returned under the papal yoke.  

 
The deserted cells of St. Gall, Muri, Einsidlen, 

Wettingen, Rheinau, St. Catherine, Hermetschwyll 
and Guadenthall witnessed the triumphant return of 
Benedictines, Franciscans, Dominicans, and all the 
Romish militia; priests and monks, intoxicated with 
their victory, overran country and town, and 
prepared for new conquests.  

 
The wind of adversity was blowing with fury: 

the evangelical churches fell one after another, like 
the pines in the forest whose fall before the battle 
of the Goubel had raised such gloomy 
presentiments. The Five Cantons, full of gratitude 
to the Virgin, made a solemn pilgrimage to her 
temple at Einsidlen. The chaplains celebrated anew 
their mysteries in this desolated sanctuary; the 
abbot, who had no monks, sent a number of youths 
into Swabia to be trained up in the rules of the 
order, and this famous chapel, which Zwingle’s 
voice had converted into a sanctuary for the Word, 
became for Switzerland, what it has remained until 
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this day, the center of the power and of the 
intrigues of the Papacy.  

 
But this was not enough. At the very time that 

these flourishing churches were falling to the 
ground, the Reform witnessed the extinction of its 
brightest lights. A blow from a stone had slain the 
energetic Zwingle on the field of battle, and the 
rebound reached the pacific Oecolampadius at 
Basle, in the midst of a life that was wholly 
evangelical. The death of his friend, the severe 
judgments with which they pursued his memory, 
the terror that had suddenly taken the place of the 
hopes he had entertained of the future — all these 
sorrows rent the heart of Oecolampadius, and soon 
his head and his life inclined sadly to the tomb. 
“Alas!” cried he, “that Zwingle, whom I have so 
long regarded as my right arm, has fallen under the 
blows of cruel enemies!” He recovered, however, 
sufficient energy to defend the memory of his 
brother. “It was not,” said he, “on the heads of the 
most guilty that the wrath of Pilate and the tower of 
Siloam fell. The judgment began in the house of 
God; our presumption has been punished; let our 
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trust be placed now on the Lord alone, and this will 
be an inestimable gain.” Oecolampadius declined 
the call of Zurich to take the place of Zwingle. “My 
post is here,” said he, as he looked upon Basle, He 
was not destined to hold it long. Illness fell upon 
him in addition to so many afflictions; the plague 
was in the city; a violent inflammation attacked 
him, and erelong a tranquil scene succeeded the 
tumult of Cappel. A peaceful death calmed the 
agitated hearts of the faithful, and replaced by 
sweet and heavenly emotions the terror and distress 
with which a horrible disaster had filled them.  

 
On hearing of the danger of Oecolampadius, all 

the city was plunged into mourning; a crowd of 
men of every age and of every rank rushed to his 
house. “Rejoice,” said the reformer with a meek 
look, “I am going to a place of everlasting joy.” He 
then commemorated the death of our Lord with his 
wife, his relations, and domestics, who shed floods 
of tears. “This supper,” said the dying man, “is a 
sign of my real faith in Jesus Christ my 
Redeemer.” On the morrow he sent for his 
colleagues: “My brethren,” said he, “the Lord is 
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there; he calls me away. Oh! my brethren, what a 
black cloud is appearing on the horizon — what a 
tempest is approaching! Be steadfast: the Lord will 
preserve his own.” He then held out his hand, and 
all these faithful ministers clasped it with 
veneration.  

 
On the 23rd November, he called his children 

around him, the eldest of whom was barely three 
years old. “Eusebius, Irene, Alethea,” said he to 
them, as he took their little hands, “love God who 
is your Father.” Their mother having promised for 
them, the children retired with the blessing of the 
dying Lord. The night that followed this scene was 
his last. All the pastors were around his bed: “What 
is the news?” asked Oecolampadius of a friend 
who came in. “Nothing,” was the reply. “Well,” 
said the faithful disciple of Jesus, “I will tell you 
something new.” His friends awaited in 
astonishment. “In a short time I shall be with the 
Lord Jesus.” One of his friends now asking him if 
he was incommoded by the light, he replied, 
putting his hand on his heart: “There is light 
enough here.” The day began to break; he repeated 
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in a feeble voice the 51st Psalm: Have mercy upon 
me, O Lord, according to they loving kindness. 
Then remaining silent, as if he wished to recover 
strength, he said, “Lord Jesus, help me!” The ten 
pastors fell on their knees around his bed with 
uplifted hands; at this moment the sun rose, and 
darted his earliest rays on a scene of sorrow so 
great and so afflicting with which the Church of 
God was again stricken.  

 
The death of this servant of the Lord was like 

his life, full of light and peace. Oecolampadius was 
in an especial degree the christian spiritualist and 
biblical divine. The importance he attached to the 
study of the books of the Old Testament imprinted 
one of its most essential characters on the reformed 
theology. Considered as a man of action, his 
moderation and meekness placed him in the second 
rank. Had he been able to exert more of this 
peaceful spirit over Zwingle, great misfortunes 
might perhaps have been avoided. But like all men 
of meek disposition, his peaceful character yielded 
too much to the energetic will of the minister of 
Zurich; and he thus renounced, in part at least, the 
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legitimate influence that he might have exercised 
over the Reformer of Switzerland and of the 
Church.  

 
Zwingle and Oecolampadius had fallen. There 

was a great void and great sorrow in the Church of 
Christ. Dissensions vanished before these two 
graves, and nothing could be seen but tears. Luther 
himself was moved. On receiving the news of these 
two deaths, he called to mind the days he had 
passed with Zwingle and Oecolampadius at 
Marburg; and the blow inflicted on him by their 
sudden decease was such, that many years after he 
said to Bullinger: “Their death filled me with such 
intense sorrow, that I was near dying myself.” The 
youthful Henry Bullinger, threatened with the 
scaffold, had been compelled to flee from 
Bremgarten, his native town, with his aged father, 
his colleagues, and sixty of the principal 
inhabitants, who abandoned their houses to be 
pillaged by the Waldstettes. Three days after this, 
he was preaching in the cathedral of Zurich: “No! 
Zwingle is not dead!” exclaimed Myconius; “or, 
like the phoenix, he has risen again from his 



 217 

ashes.” Bullinger was unanimously chosen to 
succeed the great Reformer. He adopted Zwingle’s 
orphan children, Wilhelm, Regula, and Ulrich, and 
endeavored to supply the place of their father. This 
young man, scarcely twenty-eight years of age, and 
who presided forty years with wisdom and blessing 
over this church, was everywhere greeted as the 
apostle of Switzerland. Yet as the sea roars long 
after the violent tempest has subsided, so the 
people of Zurich were still in commotion. Many 
were agitated from on high. They came to 
themselves; they acknowledged their error; the 
weapons of their warfare had been carnal; they 
were now of a contrite and humble spirit; they 
arose and went to their Father and confessed their 
sin.  

 
In those days there was great mourning in 

Zurich. Some, however, stood up with pride, 
protested by the mouth of their ministers against 
the work of the diplomatists, and boldly 
stigmatized the shameful compact. “If the 
shepherds sleep, the dogs must bark,” exclaimed 
Leo Juda in the cathedral of Zurich. “My duty is to 
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give warning of the evil they are about to do to my 
Master’s house.” Nothing could equal the sorrow 
of this city, except the exultation of the 
Waldstettes. The noise of drums and fifes, the 
firing of guns, the ringing of bells, had long 
resounded on the banks of their lakes, and even to 
their highest valleys. Now the noise was less, but 
the effect greater. The Five Cantons, in close 
alliance with Friburg and Soleure, formed a 
perpetual league for the defense of the ancient 
christian faith with the Bishop of Sion and the 
tithings of the Valais; and henceforward carried 
their measures in the federal affairs with boldness. 
But a deep conviction was formed at that period in 
the hearts of the Swiss Reformed. “Faith comes 
from God,” said they; “its success does not depend 
on the life or death of a man. Let our adversaries 
boast of our ruin, we will boast only in the Cross.” 
— “God reigns,” wrote Berne to Zurich, “and he 
will not permit the bark to founder.” This 
conviction was of more avail than the victory of 
Cappel.  

 
Thus the Reformation, that had deviated from 
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the right path, was driven back by the very 
violence of the assault into its primitive course, 
having no other power than the Word of God. An 
inconceivable infatuation had taken possession of 
the friends of the Bible. They had forgotten that 
our warfare is not carnal; and had appealed to arms 
and to battle. But God reigns; he punishes the 
churches and the people who turn aside from his 
ways. We have taken a few stones, and piled them 
as a monument on the battle-field of Cappel, in 
order to remind the Church of the great lesson 
which this terrible catastrophe teaches. As we bid 
farewell to this sad scene, we inscribe on these 
monumental stones, on the one side, these words 
from God’s Book: “Some trust in chariots, and 
some in horses: but we will remember the name of 
the Lord our God. They are brought down and 
fallen: but we are risen and stand upright.” And on 
the other, this declaration of the Head of the 
Church: “My kingdom is not of this world.” If, 
from the ashes of the martyrs at Cappel, a voice 
could be heard, it would be in these very words of 
the Bible that these noble confessors would 
address, after three centuries, the Christians of our 
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days. That the Church has no other king than Jesus 
Christ; that she ought not to meddle with the policy 
of the world, derive from it her inspiration, and call 
for its swords, its prisons, its treasures; that she will 
conquer by the spiritual powers which God has 
deposited in her bosom, and, above all, by the reign 
of her adorable Head; that she must not expect 
upon earth thrones and mortal triumphs; but that 
her march resembles that of her King, from the 
manger to the cross, and from the cross to the 
crown: — such is the lesson to be read on the 
blood-stained page that has crept into our simple 
and evangelical narrative. But if God teaches his 
people great lessons, he also gives them great 
deliverances. The bolt had fallen from heaven. The 
Reformation seemed to be little better than a 
lifeless body cumbering the ground, and whose 
dissevered limbs were about to be reduced to ashes. 
But God raises up the dead. New and more 
glorious destinies were awaiting the Gospel of 
Jesus Christ at the foot of the Alps. At the south-
western extremity of Switzerland, in a great valley 
which the white giant of the mountains points out 
from afar; on the banks of the Leman lake, at the 
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spot where the Rhone, clear and blue as the sky 
above it, rolls its majestic waters; on a small hill 
that the foot of Caesar had once trod, and on which 
the steps of another conqueror, of a Gaul, of a 
Picardine, were destined erelong to leave their 
ineffaceable and glorious traces, stood an ancient 
city, as yet covered with the dense shadows of 
Popery; but which God was about to raise to be a 
beacon to the Church, and a bulwark to 
Christendom.  

 
PREFACE TO VOLUME FIVE In the four 

previous volumes the author has described the 
origin and essential development of the 
Reformation of the Sixteenth Century on the 
Continent; he has now to relate the history of the 
Reformation in England.  

 
The notes will direct the reader to the principal 

sources whence the author has derived his 
information. Most of them are well known; some, 
however, had not been previously explored, among 
which are the later volumes of the State Papers 
published by order of Government, by a 
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Commission of which the illustrious Sir Robert 
Peel was the first president. Three successive 
Home Secretaries, Sir James Graham, Sir George 
Grey, and the Honorable Mr. S. H. Walpole, have 
presented the author with copies of the several 
volumes of this great and important collection: in 
some instances they were communicated to him as 
soon as printed, which was the case in particular 
with the seventh volume, of which he has made 
much use. He takes this opportunity of expressing 
his sincere gratitude to these noble friends of 
literature.  

 
The History of the Reformation of the 

Sixteenth Century was received with cordiality on 
the Continent, but it has had a far greater number 
of readers in the British dominions and in the 
United States. The author looks upon the relations 
which this work had established between him and 
many distant Christians, as a precious reward for 
his labors. Will the present volume be received in 
those countries as favorably as the others? A 
foreigner relating to the Anglo-Saxon race the 
history of their Reformation is at a certain 
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disadvantage; and although the author would rather 
have referred his readers to works, whether of old 
or recent date, by native writers, all of them more 
competent than himself to accomplish this task, he 
did not think it becoming him to shrink from the 
undertaking.  

 
At no period is it possible to omit the history of 

the Reformation in England from a general history 
of the Reformation of the Sixteenth Century; at the 
present crisis it is less possible than ever.  

 
In the first place, the English Reformation has 

been, and still is, calumniated by writers of 
different parties, who look upon it as nothing more 
than an external political transformation, and who 
thus ignore its spiritual nature. History has taught 
the author that it was essentially a religious 
transformation, and that we must seek for it in men 
of faith, and not, as is usually done, solely in the 
caprices of the prince, the ambition of the nobility, 
and the servility of the prelates. A faithful recital of 
this great renovation will perhaps show us that 
beyond and without the measure of Henry VIII 
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there was something — everything, so to speak — 
for therein was the essence of the Reformation, that 
which makes it a divine and imperishable work.  

 
A second motive forced the author to 

acknowledge the necessity of a true History of the 
English Reformation. An active party in the 
Episcopalian Church is reviving with zeal, 
perseverance, and talent, the principles of Roman-
catholicism, and striving to impose them on the 
Reformed Church of England, and incessantly 
attacking the foundations of evangelical 
Christianity. A number of young men in the 
universities, seduced by that deceitful mirage 
which some of their teachers have placed before 
their eyes, are launching out into clerical and 
superstitious theories, and running the risk of 
falling, sooner or later, as so many have done 
already, into the everyawning gulf of Popery. We 
must therefore call to mind the reforming 
principles which were proclaimed from the very 
commencement of this great transformation.  

 
The new position which the Romish court is 
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taking in England, and its insolent aggressions, are 
a third consideration which seems to demonstrate 
to us the present importance of this history. It is 
good to call to mind that the primitive Christianity 
of Great Britain perseveringly repelled the invasion 
of the popedom, and that after the definitive victory 
of this foreign power, the noblest voices among 
kings, lords, priests, and people, boldly protested 
against it. It is good to show that, while the word of 
God recovered its inalienable rights in Britain, in 
the sixteenth century, the popedom, agitated by 
wholly political interests, broke of itself the chain 
with which it had so long bound England. — We 
shall see in this volume the English government 
fortifying itself, for instance under Edward III, 
against the invasions of Rome. It has been 
pretended in our days, and by others besides ultra-
montanists, that the papacy is a purely spiritual 
power, and ought to be opposed by spiritual arms 
only. If the first part of this argument were true, no 
one would be readier than ourselves to adopt the 
conclusion. God forbid that any protestant state 
should ever refuse the completest liberty to the 
Roman-catholic doctrines. We certainly wish for 
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reciprocity; we desire that ultra-montanism should 
no longer throw into prison the humble believers 
who seek consolation for themselves, and for their 
friends, in Holy Scripture. But though a deplorable 
fanaticism should still continue to transplant into 
the nineteenth century the mournful tragedies of 
the Middle Ages, we should persist in demanding 
the fullest liberty, not only of conscience, but of 
worship, for Roman-catholics in protestant states. 
We should ask it in the name of justice, whose 
immutable laws the injustice of our adversaries can 
never make us forget; we should ask it on behalf of 
the final triumph of truth; for if our demands 
proved unavailing, perhaps with God’s help it 
might be otherwise with our example. When two 
worlds meet face to face, in one of which light 
abounds, and in the other darkness, it is the 
darkness that should disappear before the light, and 
not the light fly from before the darkness. We 
might go farther than this: far from constraining the 
English catholics in anything, we would rather 
desire to help them to be freer than they are, and to 
aid them in recovering the rights of which the 
Roman bishop robbed them in times posterior to 



 227 

the establishment of the papacy; for instance, the 
election of bishops and pastors, which belongs to 
the clergy and the people. Indeed, Cyprian, writing 
to a bishop of Rome (Cornelius), demanded three 
elements to secure the legitimacy of episcopal 
election: “The call of God, the voice of the people, 
and the consent of the cobishops.” And the council 
of Rome, in 1080, said: “Let the clergy and the 
people, with the consent of the apostolic see or of 
their metropolitan, elect their bishop.” In our days, 
— days distinguished by great liberty, — shall the 
church be less free than it was in the Middle Ages?  

 
But if we do not fear to claim for Roman-

catholics the rights of the church of the first ages, 
and a greater liberty than what they now possess, 
even in the very seat of the popedom, are we 
therefore to say that the state, whether under 
Edward III or in later times, should oppose no 
barrier against Romish aggressions? If it is the very 
life and soul of popery to pass beyond the 
boundaries of religion, and enter into the field of 
policy, why should it be thought strange for the 
state to defend itself, when attacked upon its own 
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ground? Can the state have no need of precautions 
against a power which has pretended to be 
paramount over England, which gave its crown to a 
French monarch, which obtained an oath of 
vassalage from an English king, and which lays 
down as its first dogma its infallibility and 
immutability?  

 
And it was not only under Edward III and 

throughout the Middle Ages that Rome encroached 
on royalty; it has happened in modern times also.  

 
M. Mignet has recently brought to light some 

remarkable facts. On the 28th of June, a letter from 
Saint Pius V was presented to the catholic king 
Philip II by an agent just arrived from Rome. “Our 
dear son, Robert Ridolfi,” says the writer, “will 
explain (God willing) to your majesty certain 
matters which concern not a little the honor of 
Almighty God......We conjure your majesty to take 
into your serious consideration the matter which he 
will lay before you, and to furnish him with all the 
means your majesty may judge most proper for its 
execution.” The pope’s “dear son,” accordingly, 
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explained to the duke of Feria, who was 
commissioned by Philip to receive his 
communication, “that it was proposed to kill queen 
Elizabeth; that the attempt would not be made in 
London, because it was the seat of heresy, but 
during one of her journeys; and that a certain James 
G — — — would undertake it.” The same day the 
council met and deliberated on Elizabeth’s 
assassination. Philip declared his willingness to 
undertake the foul deed recommended by his 
holiness; but as it would be an expensive business, 
his ministers hinted to the nuncio that the pope 
ought to furnish the money. This horrible but 
instructive recital will be found with all its details 
in the Histoire de Marie Stuart, by M. Mignet, vol. 
2:p. 159, etc. It is true that these things took place 
in the sixteenth century; but the Romish church has 
canonized this priestly murderer, an honor 
conferred on a very small number of popes, and the 
canonization took place in the eighteenth century. 
This is not a very distant date.  

 
And these theories, so calculated to trouble 

nations, are still to be met with in the nineteenth 
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century. At this very moment there are writers 
asserting principles under cover of which the pope 
may interfere in affairs of state.  

 
The kings of Europe, terrified by the deplorable 

outbreaks of 1848, appear almost everywhere ready 
to support the court of Rome by arms; and 
ultramontanism takes advantage of this to proclaim 
once more, “that the popedom is above the 
monarchy; that it is the duty of the inferior (the 
king) to obey the superior; that it is the duty of the 
superior (the pope) to depose the sovereigns who 
abuse their power, and to condemn the subjects 
who resist it; and, finally, that this public law of 
Christian Europe, abolished by the ambition of 
sovereigns or the insubordination of peoples, 
should be revived.” Such are the theories now 
professed not only by priests but by influential 
laymen. To this opinion belong, at the present hour, 
all the zeal and enthusiasm of Romanism, and this 
alone we are bound to acknowledge is consistent 
with the principles of popery. And accordingly it is 
to be feared that this party will triumph, unless we 
oppose it with all the forces of the human 
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understanding, of religious and political liberty, 
and above all, of the word of God. The most 
distinguished organ of public opinion in France, 
alarmed by the progress of these ultramontane 
doctrines, said not long ago of this party: “In its 
eyes there exists but one real authority in the 
world, that of the pope. All questions, not only 
religious but moral and political, are amenable to 
one tribunal, supreme and infallible, the pope’s. 
The pope has the right to absolve subjects of their 
oath of fidelity; subjects have the right to take up 
arms against their prince when he rebels against the 
decisions of the holy see.  

 
This is the social and political theory of the 

Middle Ages.” Since the popedom asserts claims 
both spiritual and temporal, the church and the 
state ought to resist it, each in its own sphere, and 
with its peculiar arms: the church (by which I mean 
the believers), solely with Holy Scripture; the state 
with such institutions as are calculated to secure its 
independence. What! the church is bound to defend 
what belongs to the church, and the state is not to 
defend what belongs to the state? If robbers should 
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endeavor to plunder two houses, would it be just 
and charitable for one neighbor to say to the other, 
“I must defend my house, but you must let yours be 
stripped?” If the pope desires to have the 
immaculate conception of the Virgin, or any other 
religious doctrine, preached, let the fullest liberty 
be granted him, and let him build as many churches 
as he pleases to do it in: we claim this in the 
plainest language. But if the pope, like Saint Pius, 
desires to kill the Queen of England, or at least (for 
no pope in our days, were he even saint enough to 
be canonized, would conceive such and idea), if the 
pope desires to infringe in any way on the rights of 
the state, then let the state resist him with tried 
wisdom and unshaken firmness. Let us beware of 
an ultra-spiritualism which forgets the lessons of 
history, and overlooks the rights of kings and 
peoples.  

 
When it is found among theologians, it is an 

error; in statesmen, it is a danger.  
 
Finally, and this consideration revives our 

hopes, there is a fourth motive which gives at this 
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time a particular importance to the history we are 
about to relate. The Reformation is now entering 
upon a new phasis. The movement of the sixteenth 
century had died away during the seventeenth and 
eighteenth, and it was often to churches which had 
lost every spark of life that the historian had then to 
recount the narrative of this great revival.  

 
This is the case no longer. After three centuries, 

a new and a greater movement is succeeding that 
which we describe in these volumes. The principles 
of the religious regeneration, which God 
accomplished three hundred years ago, are now 
carried to the end of the world with the greatest 
energy. The task of the sixteenth century lives 
again in the nineteenth, but more emancipated from 
the temporal power, more spiritual, more general; 
and it is the Anglo-Saxon race that God chiefly 
employs for the accomplishment of this universal 
work. The English Reformation acquires therefore, 
in our days, a special importance. If the 
Reformation of Germany was the foundation of the 
building, that of England was its crowning stone.  
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The work begun in the age of the apostles, 
renewed in the times of the reformers, should be 
resumed in our days with a holy enthusiasm; and 
this work is very simple and very beautiful, for it 
consists in establishing the throne of Jesus Christ 
both in the church and on earth.  

 
Evangelical faith does not place on the throne 

of the church either human reason or religious 
conscientiousness, as some would have it; but it 
sets thereon Jesus Christ, who is both the 
knowledge taught and the doctor who teaches it; 
who explains his word by the word, and by the 
light of his Holy Spirit; who by it bears witness to 
the truth, that is to say, to his redemption, and 
teaches the essential laws which should regulate 
the inner life of his disciples. Evangelical faith 
appeals to the understanding, to the heart, and to 
the will of every Christian, only to impose on them 
the duty to submit to the divine authority of Christ, 
to listen, believe, love, comprehend, and act, as 
God requires.  

 
Evangelical faith does not place on the throne 
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of the church the civil power, or the secular 
magistrate; but it sets thereon Jesus Christ, who has 
said, I am King: who imparts to his subjects the 
principle of life, who establishes his kingdom here 
on earth, and preserves and develops it; and who, 
directing all mortal events, is now making the 
progressive conquest of the world, until he shall 
exercise in person his divine authority in the 
kingdom of his glory.  

 
Finally, evangelical faith does not place on the 

throne of the church priests, councils, doctors, or 
their traditions, — or that vice-God (veri Dei vicem 
gerit in terris, as the Romish gloss has it), that 
infallible pontiff, who, reviving the errors of the 
pagans, ascribes salvation to the forms of worship 
and to the meritorious works of men. It sets thereon 
Jesus Christ, the great High-priest of his people, 
the Godman, who, by an act of his free love, bore 
in our stead, in his atoning sacrifice, the penalty of 
sin; — who has taken away the curse from our 
heads, and thus become the creator of a new race.  

 
Such is the essential work of that Christianity, 
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which the apostolic age transmitted to the 
reformers, and which it now transmits to the 
Christians of the nineteenth century.  

 
While the thoughts of great numbers are led 

astray in the midst of ceremonies, priests, human 
lucubrations, pontifical fables, and philosophic 
reveries, and are driven to and fro in the dust of 
this world, evangelical faith rises even to heaven, 
and falls prostrate before Him who sitteth on the 
throne.  

 
The Reformation is Jesus Christ.  
 
“Lord, to whom shall we go, if not unto thee?” 

Let others follow the devices of their imaginations, 
or prostrate themselves before traditional 
superstitions, or kiss the feet of a sinful man......O 
King of glory, we desire but Thee alone!  

 
Eaux-Vives, Geneva, March 1853.   

 


