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It was Palm Sunday. But there were no triumphant shouts in the city of Valenciennes on 

this day in 1567. No songs of celebration rang through her streets. The Word was preached. It 

was preached in boldness and in truth by one of her faithful pastors, Guido de Brés. But that was 

the only sound that went forth at this moment in Valenciennes. An eerie stillness crouched 

outside the sanctuary of the town. 

It was not always so. How busily the city had thrived in the truth! With joy the citizens 

embraced the newly-found doctrines of the Reformation. They loved it. They came by the 

thousands in open fields to hear the faithful preaching of the Word. 

But there were kings and regents who would not allow this. They hated it. They sent 

soldiers to surround the city and lay siege to it. They sent canons in readiness to break down her 

gates and walls. For weeks in advance the preparations were made, and the people of 

Valenciennes were held hostage in their own city while they waited for deliverance that did not 

come. 

But the king and his regent especially hated their preacher, Guido de Brés. He was the 

same Guido de Brés who wrote the Belgic Confession of Faith. He was the same Guido de Brés 

who evaded his captors countless times before, and who was so hated that they burned a fake 

person made of wood and straw—wishing it was him! Now this same Guido de Brés preached 

the comforting Word of the Scriptures to his nervous and fearful flock in Valenciennes. 

Boom! Bang! The sermon was interrupted by the sound of crashing cannon balls and war. 

The attack on the city had begun! The steeple bells played a mournful Psalm while the noise and 

destruction ensued. In three hours it was over and all was quiet again. Valenciennes was 

overcome. 

Would de Brés evade his captors one more time? He and four others had a plan. Be let 

down from the wall…meet in the woods…hire a boat—but they were recognized and caught. 

Their captors could not contain their joy! No, they made sure the faithful pastor would never 

escape again. 

Guido de Brés died with a confession of courage and grace upon his lips. A confession as 

strong and sure as the Confession of Faith he had written for all of us to embrace. As he was led 

away to his death he said to his fellow-prisoners, “I have been condemned to death for the 

doctrine of the Son of God. Praise be to Him. I am happy. I never dared to think that God would 

do me such an honor.” 
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