I should leave to kind posterity an account of what manner of cruelties were now
and again practised in this our German war: yea, and moreover testify by my own
example that such evils must often have been sent to us by the goodness of
Almighty God for our profit. For, gentle reader, who would ever have taught me
that there was a God in Heaven if these soldiers had not destroyed my dad's house?
... Our maid was so handled in the stable that she could not come out; which is a
shame to tell of. Our man they laid bound upon the ground, thrust a gag into his
mouth, and poured a pailful of filthy water into his body: and by this, which they
called a Swedish draught, they forced him to lead a party of them to another place
where they captured men and beasts ... And now they began: first to take the flints
out of their pistols and in place of them to jam the peasants' thumbs in and so to
torture the poor rogues as if they had been about the burning of witches: for one of
them they had taken they thrust into the baking oven and there lit a fire under him:
as for another, they put a cord round his head and so twisted it tight with a piece of
wood that the blood gushed from his mouth and nose and ears.
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