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Chapter 

One

It was the year 1525, and a beautiful October evening 
in the village of Weisslingen, Switzerland. As Regina 
Strahm stepped briskly through the dry, fallen leaves, 

she could hear the familiar tink-a-tink of cowbells floating 
down from the high mountainsides. It was milking time, and 
from each native pine chalet, weathered to a rich golden brown, 
a boy or girl with a milk can could be seen walking toward a 
neighboring farm outside the village. This evening Regina with 
her milk can was on her way to the Rheinhardt barn outside of 
Weisslingen.

Regina often sang and yodeled as she walked along the  
winding road to the farm. Her rosy cheeks and quick steps were 
proof of her love for the fresh mountain air and simple Swiss 
life. Regina was now seventeen, contented, cheerful, and unpre-
tentious, with a brightness about her blue eyes. As she walked 
along, a light evening breeze blew the soft blonde hair about her 
face and high forehead.

This evening Regina was not singing or yodeling. She did not 
see the rolling hills toward the north painted in rich autumn 
reds, golds, rusts, and deep blues, nor the pines and cedars which 
stood, majestic and black, forming an irregular horizon against 
the blue sky.

When she came to the little rustic wooden bridge, she stopped 
and watched the rushing water splash against the white stones 
and twist in little whirlpools.
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“Why do they do it, and who is right?” This question was 
constantly turning about in her mind. She had been a member 
of the Reformed Church at Weisslingen for almost as long as 
she could remember. It was the church of Ulrich Zwingli who 
lived in Zurich, eleven miles northwest. The government said 
everyone must be a member of the Reformed Church. Why were 
some disobedient to the church and to the government? Why 
were people being baptized again? Why must there be so much 
argument over what to believe? Since people were beginning to 
read the Bible, why must the disa greement be so great? Who 
really is right? Why is it dangerous to even so much as talk about 
who the heretics are and what they believe?

Regina wasn’t in the habit of loitering; so she hastened across 
the bridge and soon was near the Rheinhardt barn.

“I saw the young pastor from Kyburg go past the other day,” 
Rheinhardt spoke first. “Was he at your place?” he asked seri-
ously.

“He came to order material for a new suit,” said Regina.
“A new suit? I see. He chose the best woolen weaver in 

Weisslingen when he came to your father Friedrich Strahm. 
Your father is as thrifty and honest as your grandfather. If only 
more people were as kind and trustworthy as your father.”

“The suit the pastor ordered is to be his wedding suit,” Regina 
said quietly.

“You mean his own?” Rheinhardt asked quickly.
“That’s what Father said,” Regina replied.
“I thought perhaps the pastor came to question your father.” 

Rheinhardt looked sharply at Regina.
“Question my father?” Regina asked with a start. “My father 

is the most faithful member of the parish in Weisslingen. He’s 
troubled about this confusion just as you are. Why can’t some-
body do something about it?”

“I ask your pardon,” Rheinhardt answered with a smile and 
took the milk can from Regina’s trembling hand. “I should not 
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speak of these troubles to one so young. This Anabaptist doc-
trine has a way of spreading, but I know your father is faithful.”

“Thank you, Rheinhardt,” Regina said.
“But none of us know what to expect these days, with whole 

families suddenly becoming Anabaptists and disappearing over-
night. We never know who next might become a heretic. No 
one knows who next might be questioned by the pastor. When 
he passed here, he seemed quite friendly and bade me the time 
of day. So the young Pastor Hofmeier is going to get married.”

“He will be coming for the cloth next week,” Regina said as 
she stepped back to let each cow take its stall. “You seem to be as 
much surprised as Father was.”

“He’s not the first priest to marry, and I suppose many more 
will be doing the same. I think it is all right too.”

“He told Father that Pastor Zwingli encouraged him to get 
married,” Regina said.

Rheinhardt picked up the milking stool. “Then it must  
be all right,” he said. “I’ll fill your can first, Regina. Either I’m 
slow tonight, or you came early. Who will the bride be? Or is 
that a secret?”

“He told Father it will be Catri Landwirt.”
“Well, Landwirt is a good name in these parts. It must be one 

of Caspar’s daughters. I’m really glad he didn’t come to question 
your father, Regina. I don’t want my good neighbors to become 
heretics. I could hardly wait to find out.”

Regina quickened her steps as she hurried homeward. It was 
difficult for her to understand how the strong ties of friendship and 
neighborliness between the people of her homeland could become 
so strained. They shared a common closeness to the mountains, a 
dependence on nature, a love for beauty, and an appreciation for 
each other. The Swiss were deeply religious and earnest.

But this evening Regina thought little of her home-
land—the fir-clad slopes that hemmed in lush valley  
pasturelands, and blue mirrors of Alpine lakes that  
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nestled peacefully between glittering snow peaks always point-
ing sharply heavenward.

At the top of the gentle slope which led from the lower edge 
of the garden to the back door of the Strahm cottage, Regina 
stopped abruptly. Then she ran quickly up the steps, and setting 
the milk can on the kitchen table, dashed through the house to 
the weaving shop adjoining the cottage.

“Father!” she called.
“Yes, Regina?” Friedrich Strahm looked up and smiled and 

then finished the left run of the shuttle.
“Father, you must stop your work and come outside to see 

something beautiful. You can see the Jungfrau if you come right 
now.”

Father Strahm got up immediately from his bench and fol-
lowed Regina to the back door. Between two clusters of pines on 
a hill in the far distance could be seen the snow capped Jungfrau 
glistening pinkish-white in the setting sun.

“Isn’t it beautiful, Father?” she exclaimed, clasping her fa ther’s 
arm.

“I have seldom seen the Jungfrau so clearly from here.”
“It’s fifty miles, isn’t it?”
“All of sixty. Call Mother. She must see this too.”
“She’s not here, Father.”
“Not here?”
“Didn’t she tell you she was going to take a fresh loaf of bread 

over to Granny Sankhaus this afternoon?” Regina asked.
“She told me, of course. But I thought she’d be back by this 

time. This view won’t last long. She should be coming.”
Friedrich Strahm and Regina stood quietly admiring the 

beauty of God’s handiwork. Suddenly he thrust his hands deep 
into his trouser pockets and said solemnly, “I only hope . . .” The 
sentence was not finished.

“Hope what, Father?” asked Regina, her large blue eyes look-
ing into her father’s.
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“I hope our future will be as bright as that,” he said.
“Our future? Father, why do you say that? You mean your 

future and my future? Do you really think it might not be?”
“Of course it will be,” he answered quickly. “We won’t al low 

ourselves to become confused about the heretics and what they 
believe. We must be more careful what we say to others—even 
to our friends. I do hope Mother is careful about what she tells 
Granny Sankhaus. I hope they didn’t talk about the Anabaptists.”

Regina glanced toward the distant Jungfrau only to see it 
almost hidden in the magic colors of the evening sunset.

“I must go back and work a while before it gets dark, but I’m 
glad you called me. It may be a long, long time until we see the 
Jungfrau again.”

Regina followed her father into the shop. For several minutes 
she stood beside the loom watching his face and the shuttle pass-
ing swiftly between his hands.

“I know I shouldn’t bother you when you’re so busy, Father,” 
she said hesitantly, “but why have you been so quiet and serious 
since the pastor from Kyburg was here to see you?”

“Since Heinrich Hofmeier was here?” Her father’s voice 
betrayed a note of concern. Every day Regina surprised him with 
new questions. As he rested his hands on the loom, he looked at 
his daughter.

“Yes. Mother noticed it too,” she said.
“That I looked serious?”
“Yes. Did he question you, Father?”
“Question me?” His forehead wrinkled.
“Yes.”
“What makes you ask?”
“Rheinhardt asked me when I went for the milk this evening.”
“Rheinhardt? Rheinhardt asked you if Hofmeier questioned 

me!”
Friedrich Strahm clutched both sides of the loom and rose 

halfway to his feet.


