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Preface

History is a storyteller’s playground. It offers us possibilities 
that not only fire the imagination but also educate the mind. 

Each story is an opportunity to explore our past and the people 
who inhabited it. We tell these stories because they are invaluable 
resources that shape our own narratives as we journey through time. 
When I thought about writing another book, I knew two things 
for certain: I would draw from the well of history once more, and I 
would focus on the Reformation. 

The Reformation influenced so many facets of our modern world, 
from freedom of speech to the importance of civil and religious 
liberty. We would be poorer without the lessons this period of history 
offers us. I feel strongly that the stories of the Reformation need to 
be told in a way that makes them accessible to everyone, which is 
why I have combined my love of history with my love of storytelling 
in writing this book. 

The idea for this book began with three questions: How do our 
choices shape us and the communities we live in? How do the 
relationships in our lives lead to significant turning points? What 
did this look like within the context of the Reformation and the 
upheavals of the early modern world? The answers to these questions 
led to a book focused on discipleship and personal evangelism within 
the context of the Reformation.

The obvious examples were the well-known ones—for example, 
Luther, Zwingli and Calvin. But it was the less-told and less-known 
stories that touched my heart, and I knew I needed to bring them to 
life. I found the story of another runaway nun and her royal cousins 
who tried to force her return (and it made me wonder what it was 
about runaway nuns that I liked so much!). Then there was the story 
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of a young Huguenot preacher; the story of an unlikely friendship 
between an Italian princess and the brilliant daughter of a tutor; and 
another of the efforts of a boy king to reform his kingdom and the 
challenges he faced. These stories are drawn from every walk of life, 
but they have a common thread—the effective, life-changing power 
of discipleship and personal evangelism. 

Like the characters in my previous book, Sisters in Arms, the men 
and women in these stories were forced to dig deep for courage and 
cling to their faith. The Reformation was populated by so many 
brave, faith-filled individuals that you can’t write about it without 
highlighting these themes. But it is the focus on discipleship that 
makes this book unique. When we think of the Reformation, we 
usually think of it within the context of movements or individuals. 
Rarely do we scrutinise the interconnected web of personal networks 
and recognise a pattern. But the Reformation spread because those 
who were touched by it shared what they learned with others. It was 
that simple. 

Paul described it best when he wrote to Timothy: “And the things 
that you have heard from me among many witnesses, commit these 
to faithful men who will be able to teach others also” (2 Timothy 2:2). 

This book attempts to demonstrate how this principle was applied 
within the Reformation and how it may be applied within our own 
lives. 

Daniel 12:3  says: “Those who are wise shall shine like the brightness 
of the firmament, and those who turn many to righteousness like the 
stars forever and ever.”

Each individual in this book dared to teach others what they had 
learned. This simple act of courage made them tiny pinpricks of light 
against a vast backdrop of darkness. Their lives became as bright 
as the stars, guiding others away from false ideas about God and 
salvation into the brilliance of the gospel.

This book is an anthology of four stories from the German, 
French, Italian and English Reformations. As with Sisters in Arms, 
I have taken pains to stay true to the historical record. While I have 
used artistic license to tell each story, I have drawn on the historical 
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details of the period and the circumstances surrounding each of the 
characters to ensure as much historical accuracy as possible. Unlike 
my previous book, this anthology follows the stories of multiple 
characters within a single narrative.

The stories of Pierre Durand and Lavinia della Rovere were 
challenging to write because information about them is so scant. In 
Pierre Durand’s story (“Pretended Crimes”), the fictional characters 
François and Renée help to show the connection between the 
historical characters and portray the voices of the Huguenot 
community the Durands were a part of. While the characters in 
Lavinia’s story (“Constrained by Love”) are historical figures and 
their relationships and complexities are true to the historical record, 
the timeline of events has been slightly modified. 

You will notice that characters from Sisters in Arms make 
appearances throughout this book. This is not just because I have 
grown attached to them, but also because they were truly disciples of 
Jesus who discipled others. Their faithfulness made a difference to 
others and so did their testimonies. These connections are central to 
the book’s theme of sharing the gospel so that our lives might shine 
as bright as the stars. 

I thoroughly enjoyed writing As Bright as the Stars, but I was 
challenged by it in equal measure. I was led to reflect on my own 
commitment to taking the gospel to a world that desperately needs 
it. This book is my attempt to highlight the necessity of personal 
evangelism and discipleship in the life of every believer. 

I pray it challenges and inspires you to experience Jesus’ love and 
share it, so your own life might be as bright as the stars. 

Sukeshinie Goonatilleke

Preface
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Sisters of Light
The Convent of Mary Magdalene the Penitent,  
Ducal Saxony, Germany
Autumn, 1522

Smuggling is best accomplished under cover of darkness. At least, 
that is what Ursula believed after a handful of such encounters. 

Pulling her cloak tighter around her shoulders, she hugged the stone 
walls of the cloister’s large, covered walkway, keeping her steps muted 
but hurried.

The rest of the sisters had sat down to supper after vespers, and 
she had discreetly absented herself. As far as she knew, no-one would 
come looking for her, which suited her purposes perfectly.

She reached the small, concealed portal that led from the 
cloister into the transept of the chapel, then paused to survey her 
surroundings. All was quiet. She turned the great iron ring set into 
the wood, and the door swung open on silent hinges, beckoning her 
into the interior of the cloister church.

The air was damp with cold, suffused with the smells of incense 
and candle wax. The light from the burning tapers cast a dim, golden 
glow around the altar and choir, drawing her towards their warmth. 
But she was not here in search of comfort or solace. She had more 
pressing matters to attend to.

Uttering a soft prayer for protection, she hurried towards the 
windows on the far side of the church—the side that faced the busy 
street outside the confining walls of the convent she called home. 
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For a moment, she envisioned ripping off her habit, hoisting herself 
through the window and melting into the night. Then she shook her 
head at her foolishness. She could no more be free than a caged bird 
could peck apart iron bars. 

When she reached the soaring stained-glass windows, she 
gripped the latch beneath the pane and tugged. The clasp creaked 
but remained unmoving. Grunting, she pulled harder, stumbling 
backwards when the lock swung open abruptly with a sharp squeal. 
Clutching her hand to her chest, Ursula surveyed her surroundings, 
her eyes darting to the shadowed entrance she had slipped through. 
She heard nothing.

Convinced she was alone, Ursula stood on tiptoe and pushed the 
heavy glass frame outward. A rush of cold air greeted her, laced with 
the sounds of life beyond the convent walls. She heard the creak of 
wagon wheels, the low hum of voices, the distant bark of a dog—all 
signs of life and hope. If she could not be free in body, then she was 
determined to be free in mind and heart. That was why she was here, 
under cover of darkness, slinking about like a thief. She was here to 
find freedom. And where better to discover it than within the pages 
of a book? Which is exactly what Katherine, her cousin Henry’s wife, 
had promised to send her tonight. Books, by the hand of Henry’s 
trusted steward, Rudolph.

But Rudolph was late. Ursula peered through the open window 
at the starry night, unable to see much beyond the heads of those 
who passed by. As a courier of books, Rudolph had proved himself 
to be both trustworthy and unobtrusive, so where was he tonight? 
Irritated, Ursula hunkered down against the wall, briskly rubbing 
her arms. She was tired and cold. Ready for a bowl of broth, then 
bed. She grimaced as she thought about the night ahead. She would 
only have a few hours of sleep before she was forced to wake up for 
night-time vigils. 

“My lady?” The whispered summons jerked her upright, sending 
her scrambling towards the window.

“Rudolph?” she croaked, peering up into the shadows.
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“Yes.” The upper part of his face appeared in the window, his eyes 
crinkling as he smiled. “I am sorry I’m late. I had to wait for the street 
to clear before I approached the window.”

Ursula felt some of her irritation dissipate when she heard this. 
Thank heavens the man had good sense and patience. It would not 
do for him to be seen engaging in a clandestine meeting with a nun 
at the window of the cloister church in the dead of night. 

“I have not been here long,” Ursula said, casting another furtive 
glance back towards the door. “Has Lady Katherine sent what she 
promised?”

“Yes,” Rudolph replied, hefting a large burlap sack through the 
open window.

It dangled near Ursula’s head, and she reached for it, wrapping her 
hands around its comforting weight.

“Lady Katherine placed a letter inside,” he said. “When you are 
ready for more, send word by the same messenger.” With that, he 
took a step back, melting into the darkness as abruptly as he had 
appeared.

Ursula set the sack on the floor at her feet, pulled the heavy 
window closed, then wrestled the latch into place. When she 
crept out of the chapel into the colonnade of the cloister, darkness 
wrapped around her once more. She felt the suffocating weight of 
cloistered life pressing against her chest as it always did, making it 
hard to draw breath. Pushing against its oppressive presence, Ursula 
hefted the sack into her arms and turned towards the living quarters.

“Ursula!”
She jerked towards the voice, clutching the sack to her chest in panic.
“Over here!” the voice urged from her right, floating out of the 

shadowy recesses of the colonnade.
“Dorothea?” Ursula squinted in the darkness, trying to make out 

the nun’s features.
“Yes.” Scrambling from the shadows, Dorothea grabbed Ursula’s 

arm, then dragged her towards the steps leading to their rooms. 
“Where have you been? The prioress was looking for you!”

Sisters of Light
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Huffing out an exasperated breath, Ursula wrenched her arm free. 
“For heaven’s sake, Dorothea!” she whispered. “You nearly scared a 
decade off my life to tell me the prioress was looking for me? I told 
her that I was going to my cell to lie down.”

“And she went there looking for you. You can imagine her surprise 
when she didn’t find you!” Dorothea interjected, scurrying to keep up 
with Ursula as she climbed the stone steps.

“I will tell her I was at prayer in the chapel. It is half true.”
“And the other half ?” Dorothea took her arm again, her eyes fixed 

on the bulging sack she held.
Ursula regarded her for a moment, considering her response. Was 

it worth sharing her secrets with Dorothea? She had tried to keep to 
herself during her time here at the cloister. She came from a different 
world and felt ill at ease in her new home. Her grandfather had been 
the King of Bohemia, her father the Duke of Münsterberg. She had 
grown up surrounded by the opulence and culture of a royal court, 
doused in opportunity and filled to the brim with everything her 
heart desired—until it all fell apart. Then she had become nothing 
more than an orphaned cousin. Ultimately, the cloister had become 
her home. Her aunt, the Duchess of Saxony, had told her it was the 
best place for her, though she had not elaborated on her reasons. 
Ursula had vehemently disagreed, but her opinion mattered little. 
The cloister’s rules were designed to corral the occupants into an 
odd family of sorts. But Ursula did not need a new family, nor 
did she want one. The few familial connections she had left were 
sufficient to fill that space in her heart. No, she was not looking for 
companionship.

“Well?” Dorothea demanded, arching her brows in impatience as 
the silence between them lengthened uncomfortably. “Are you going 
to tell me or am I going to have to report your clandestine activities 
to the prioress?”

Ursula narrowed her eyes. “What clandestine activities?”
“Smuggling items into the monastery,” Dorothea smirked. “You 

are not as stealthy as you think you are.” 
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Ursula was seized with an impulse to shake Dorothea till her 
teeth rattled. Instead, she drew in a deep breath. Expelled it. Closed 
her eyes to weigh her options once more. It would not do for the 
prioress to find her tearing Dorothea’s hair out in the stairwell. Nor 
was Dorothea’s request wholly unreasonable. From all Ursula had 
observed, the other nun was trustworthy, and an ally would be useful. 
Perhaps Dorothea could fill that role. 

“My cousin Katherine has been sending me books,” Ursula finally 
admitted.

Dorothea grinned, her face alight with equal parts triumph and 
glee. “Will you share?” she asked.

“They do not leave my possession,” Ursula insisted. Then relenting, 
she added, “But you may come to my cell and read with me.”

Dorothea’s grin widened. “Lead the way,” she said without the 
slightest hesitation. 

L
The burlap sack was filled with treasure. Katherine had sent 

Ursula a Bible—in German.
“I’ve never seen one like it,” Dorothea breathed, touching the 

pages with reverent awe.
They were huddled on the small cot in Ursula’s cell, a taper 

burning on the small stool beside it. The riches in the sack were 
manifold—a selection of books written by Doctor Luther. But the 
Bible shone the brightest.

“Do you think Doctor Luther translated it?” Dorothea asked, 
when Ursula remained mute.

“The woman who brings cheese told me that Doctor Luther was 
kidnapped as he returned home from the Diet at Worms,” Ursula 
answered, her gaze still locked on the thick vellum pages before 
her. “I don’t see how he could have translated the Bible in such a 
circumstance.”

Sisters of Light
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Dorothea waved a dismissive hand and tsked. “That is old news. 
He was taken to Wartburg, where he has been in hiding for nearly a 
year. Master Philip told me.”

“The barber?” Ursula clarified.
“Yes,” Dorothea nodded. “When he can, he shares news while he 

butchers my hair.” Shuddering, she touched the smooth white planes 
of the habit which hid her shorn head.

Ursula thought of her own hair. It had been rich and thick, coiled 
in neat braids around her head when she first came to the convent. 
Then, in one fell swoop, it was gone.

“It is only the New Testament,” Dorothea mused, breaking into 
Ursula’s internal monologue.

“That is enough for now.” Ursula fingered the pamphlets that lay 
scattered on her bed. “Where shall we begin?”

“Do you not feel like a rebel even contemplating this step?” 
Dorothea breathed. “Studying the writings of the heretic Luther?” 

Ursula gave a disgruntled sigh. “Well, is that not what you wanted? 
You threatened to turn me over to the prioress if I refused to include 
you in my clandestine activities. Surely you were not simply driven 
by morbid curiosity.”

Dorothea grinned. “I was wondering if you had a severed head in 
your sack,” she teased, then quickly sobered. “I do want to know more 
about these new teachings,” she admitted quietly, then paused. “Did 
you hear about the riots?”

Ursula nodded. “Mobs of violent peasants looking to take back 
what they believe is rightfully theirs.” 

“They are more like common hooligans, looting and plundering 
shrines and churches. Hiding behind a veneer of piety as they do it.” 
Dorothea’s lips curled in disgust. “Philip says they believe that they 
are doing Doctor Luther’s work.”

“What does Doctor Luther say?” 
Dorothea shrugged. “Nobody knows. He hasn’t been seen in so long 

that people are beginning to wonder if he is even alive. Perhaps he 
agrees with them. After all, he has turned Christendom upside down 
with his calls for reform. What if he thinks this is the way to do it?”
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“Through violence and fanaticism?” Ursula shook her head. “That 
does not sound like the man who writes these books.”

“Perhaps this is what he means when he talks about freedom,” 
Dorothea countered. 

“How would you know what he talks about?” Ursula queried, 
surprised by how much this young nun seemed to know. 

Dorothea smiled mysteriously. “People tell me things.” 
“Who?” Ursula pressed, narrowing her eyes. 
“The boy who brings us wood also takes wood to the book binder 

down the street,” Dorothea informed her. 
“You have conversations with the wood boy?” 
“I have conversations with anyone who is willing to speak to me. 

Heaven knows there’s a dearth of good conversation here. Besides, 
after Philip shared snippets of what he had heard, I wanted to know 
more. The wood boy says that they have been smuggling Doctor 
Luther’s work across the border from Wittenburg into Ducal 
Saxony.” 

“But how could he possibly know what any of it says?” Ursula 
wondered. 

“He asked the book binder to read it to him. Doctor Luther’s work 
is everywhere, Ursula. Everyone has heard about it. It is all anyone 
can speak of. Regardless of whether they agree with him, his name 
is on every tongue—especially now, with all the rioting.” Dorothea 
paused. “So, do you think this is what he means when he speaks of 
freedom?”

“Anarchy?” Ursula shook her head again. “No, anarchy isn’t 
freedom.”

“Then what is freedom?” Dorothea asked, her face earnest. 
“Doctor Luther calls for the church to reform. He says the church 
has been taken captive.” She picked up one of the small pamphlets 
on the bed and waved it in Ursula’s face. The title was provocative to 
say the least: The Babylonian Captivity of the Church. “If he believes 
the church has been taken captive by Babylon or—heaven forbid—is 
Babylon itself, then how can we be free unless it is by force?”

Sisters of Light
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“I do not think he is a revolutionary,” Ursula said, biting her lip. 
“But perhaps he seeks to redirect our attention? To turn us away from 
the dogma of the church to seek answers in God’s Word instead?” 
She placed her hand on the Bible, running her fingers along its 
printed planes.

“Where do we begin then?” Dorothea asked, staring at the pile of 
literature on the bed.

“Here,” Ursula replied, picking up a pamphlet on the book 
of Romans. “Doctor Luther began his journey with the book of 
Romans. I think ours should begin in the same place.”

“The just shall live by faith,” Dorothea repeated softly. “Yes . . .” 
“Freedom is more than casting off physical restraint,” Ursula 

mused. “Our minds can be as confined as our bodies, sometimes 
more so. As the Scripture says, ‘If the Son therefore shall make you 
free, ye shall be free indeed.’ Perfect freedom is found in Christ.”

Dorothea watched her in silence, her dark eyes searching Ursula’s 
face for a moment, before she finally blurted out, “I want Margaretha 
to join us.” 

“What?” Ursula demanded, eyes wide. 
“Why not?” Dorothea challenged. “What is one more person? It 

isn’t as though we are raising a mob to set off a riot of our own.”
Ursula opened her mouth to speak but words failed her. She had 

intended to do this alone, without any interruptions or inquisitions. 
Yet here was Dorothea bouncing on her cot like a stray dog, begging 
her to share her treats. Ursula raised her eyes to the thatched 
roof above their heads, scrutinising the weathered beams as she 
contemplated Dorothea’s suggestion. She was tempted to refuse it. 
Continuing this journey in solitude would be easier than shouldering 
the weight of an entire company. She was formulating a polite refusal 
when it occurred to her that this might be an opportunity. 

Ursula had been raised by women who gave of themselves. When 
she was a child, she had often watched her grandmother, the Queen, 
giving alms to the poor or pleading the cause of those in need. Her 
mother, the Duchess, had engaged in the same work. It was the duty 
of the consort to alleviate the burdens of the people her husband ruled. 
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Ursula had expected to marry well and immerse herself in these same 
duties. Instead, she was confined within a cloister where she was forced 
to focus only on herself. The paradox was jarring and frustrating—not 
to mention dangerous. She had learned that self-absorption breeds 
melancholy as the heat of summer breeds the plague. 

She lowered her gaze to Dorothea’s face, wondering if she was 
being offered an opportunity shift her focus outside of herself. Could 
she still emulate the example of her mother and grandmother despite 
the difference in their circumstances? Could she offer spiritual 
comfort instead of material comfort? 

Dorothea regarded Ursula like a petitioner before a judge, waiting 
to hear her verdict. 

“Very well,” she finally agreed. “You may invite Margaretha 
and . . . anyone else you choose.” 

Dorothea’s eyes went wide. “Anyone else I choose?” she whispered. 
Ursula nodded. “Be discreet for we do not want to arouse suspicion. 

But if there are others who might benefit from a gathering such as 
this, then there is no need to exclude them.” 

Dorothea uttered a small squeal, clapping her hands in delight 
like a small child who had just been gifted a plaything. “You will 
not regret it, Ursula!” She rose hurriedly from Ursula’s cot, as though 
preparing to gather every willing nun in the cloister that very instant.

Ursula watched her leave, a knot of trepidation tightening her 
chest. For better or for worse, she was now committed to this course, 
and she prayed, most fervently, that Dorothea was right—that she 
would not regret her actions.

Freudenstein Castle, Freiberg, Ducal Saxony, Germany
Autumn, 1522
Troublesome relatives were proliferating in Henry’s life. As if his 
brother didn’t give him enough grief, he was now forced to add his 
cousin Ursula to the ever-widening pool. Henry ran a hand down his 
face and sighed. In truth, it was not just Ursula giving him a bad case 
of indigestion. It was his wife Katherine as well.

Sisters of Light
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Whistling to his hound, Henry trudged towards the tree line on 
the far side of his large estate. The morning sun was peeking over the 
forested grove, gilding the towering oaks and firs with golden light. 
The mist, which curled around his legs in the open field, would soon 
be burned off. The day held a great deal of promise, Henry mused, 
surveying the wide expanse of sky overhead. He just wished his 
mood matched the scene before him.

His brother had written to him. Again. This time to warn him 
of what was taking place in Electoral Saxony, just across the border 
from their own Saxon lands.

“Henry!”
His head whipped around at the familiar voice. His wife was 

riding towards him through the dissipating fog.
“What are you doing awake at this hour of the day?” he asked 

when she reined up in front of him.
She dismounted her horse in a single lithe move and held the reins 

out to him, while leaning down to pat his eager dog. “I wanted to get 
some fresh air,” she said, her frosted breath clouding before her. She 
looked up at him, scrutinising his face. “And you?”

“I needed to think after I received George’s letter last evening,” he 
replied, guiding them both towards the woods.

“I noticed it upset you,” Katherine ventured cautiously.
“You needn’t worry,” he said. “He didn’t write to tell me off.”
Relief flickered over her face, causing Henry to narrow his eyes. 

“What have you done?” he asked, suspicion taking root.
She hesitated, then capitulated, rolling her eyes. “I sent Ursula 

more books.”
“Oh, Kat! No!” Henry moaned, clamping a hand over his eyes.
“She asked for more,” Katherine argued.
“Just because she asked for more, it doesn’t mean you had to oblige 

her!” 
They reached the tree line, where he paused to loop the horse’s 

reins around a low-hanging branch. He then offered his wife his arm, 
ushering her into the cool confines of the forest, where they walked 
among the trees.
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When the silence lengthened between them, Henry blew out an 
exasperated breath, “What did you send her?”

Katherine moistened her lips, cast him a sidelong glance, then 
said, “Just a few of Herr Doctor’s books . . . and a Bible.”

Henry shook his head. “Doctor Luther’s books?” he clarified.
Katherine gave a tiny nod.
“And his translation of the Bible?”
When she nodded again, Henry could not suppress the groan that 

escaped his lips. “Kat! You smuggled forbidden books to a nun! We 
are already in enough trouble with my brother as it is, without you 
adding insult to injury!”

“I do not see what the trouble is,” she said, raising her chin in 
defiance. “Ursula is our cousin. We are well within our rights to offer 
her small comforts.”

“Small comforts like money or clothing,” Henry interjected, “not 
heretical literature that will only exacerbate her wild imaginings!”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake, she does not have wild imaginings!” 
Katherine retorted.

“She does! You know she does! She is always imagining what it 
would be like to be free of that cloister, when it is the best place on 
earth for her to be.”

“And who are you or I to make such a decision for her?” 
“My mother made that decision for her when she came of age. 

Who are you or I to dispute that?” 
Katherine clamped her jaws together, her features taut. Henry 

blew out a sigh, assessing the situation. “My love,” he cajoled, “we 
cannot align ourselves with this new thinking. Especially not when 
my brother is so vehemently opposed to it. He is the head of our 
house, the ruler of Ducal Saxony. We must respect his authority.”

“You mean he pays our bills,” Katherine said, arching her eyebrow. 
“And he who pays the piper . . .”

“Oh, don’t be crass.”
“But it is true, isn’t it? If you were the Duke of Saxony, we could 

do as we pleased. Send a hundred German Bibles to every convent 
in the realm and no-one would object.”

Sisters of Light
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“Well, I’m not duke, my brother is, and I must do as he says.”
“Even if it means going against your conscience?” Katherine 

challenged.
“Are we talking about your conscience or mine?” Henry countered. 

“For I have not made a single decision about Luther and his writings, 
but it is plain to see that you have.”

They lapsed into a tense silence, punctuated only by the chatter of 
squirrels and the chirp of birds. Finally, Katherine spoke. “I believe 
in what Doctor Luther preaches with my whole heart,” she said, her 
voice tremulous and low.

“He has been banned as a heretic by the Emperor,” Henry pointed 
out. “The Edict of Worms calls on all Catholic kings and citizens to 
apprehend him on sight.”

“And yet your cousin Frederick offers him shelter.”
“At the peril of his life.”
Katherine shook her head dismissively. “I hardly think the 

Emperor will lay a finger on Prince Frederick. He is too important a 
figure in the political arena for him to even try.”

This was true, and it was a sore spot between the two ruling houses 
of Saxony. The Elector of Saxony had true power, retaining the right 
to cast a vote in the election of the emperor. The Duke of Saxony, 
on the other hand, was a much smaller piece on the chessboard of 
German imperial politics. Henry’s brother George was duke, and 
Henry, who had once been his heir, had now been relegated to the 
role of dutiful younger brother by the birth of his nephew. Even if by 
some miracle Henry did inherit the duchy, his powers would be more 
limited than those of his cousin Frederick across the border.

“Henry, do you never wonder about eternity and salvation?” 
Katherine asked suddenly.

“I go to mass like any other man,” he answered, “and make 
confession regularly.”

“But what if none of those things had any merit? What if they 
were nothing more than rituals that draw us away from the true 
source of salvation?”

“You are treading on dangerous ground, Katherine,” Henry warned.
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“Why? Because the Emperor and the Pope call Luther a heretic? I 
would rather know what God has to say about him than what anyone 
else does.”

Henry blew out a breath. “Kat—” he began, but she interrupted 
him.

“Ursula needs this message as much as I do.”
Henry studied his wife. “Why?”
“Because she is hungry to find freedom of heart and soul. Only 

Christ can offer her that. Not seclusion or monastic living.”
“And you think Doctor Luther has found the secret to this 

freedom?” Henry pressed.
“He has,” Katherine agreed.
Henry shook his head. “How? By saying that all good works lack 

merit?”
“By saying that only Christ can save. He can save us from ourselves, 

so we can find true freedom from sin and dead works.” Katherine 
paused, grabbed his hands and gazed into his eyes, her expression 
earnest, her grip firm. “Henry, this is the truth, and we must support 
it here in Freiberg as much as we are able.”

Henry swallowed. When his wife got that gleam in her eyes, she 
was nigh unstoppable. “But my brother . . .” he protested weakly.

“Will not be troubled by what he does not know,” Katherine 
finished.

Henry let his head fall forward in defeat. “What is it you want to 
do, Kat?” he asked, finally raising his head to look her in the eyes.

She grinned, excitement radiating from her entire being. “I heard 
that Ursula’s convent needs a chaplain, and I know just the man.”

The Convent of Mary Magdalene the Penitent,  
Ducal Saxony, Germany
Winter, 1522
As a rule, Anna Kerulin never engaged in suspicious behaviour. 
But every rule has its exception, and she was seizing that exception 
today. That is what she told herself as she crouched beneath the 

Sisters of Light
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As Bright as the Stars

Thought questions
1.	 Why did Ursula’s conversion impact the lives of so many 

within the convent?
2.	 What impact did Katherine of Mecklenburg have on 

Ursula?
3.	 What does their relationship teach us about the importance 

of spiritual friends?
4.	 Why did it take Anna so long to make a firm decision in 

favour of the Reformation? What lessons can we learn from 
her journey? 

5.	 Why was it important for Ursula to tell her story? 
6.	 Henry’s decision to embrace the Reformation led to the 

transformation of an entire territory. How can we have an 
impact on our own spheres of influence? 



Sukeshinie Goonatilleke is a writer, speaker and trainer, who 
works on projects ranging from television scriptwriting for 
Christian media ministries to producing Bible study and 
Christian history resources. She is author of Sisters in Arms: 
Courageous Women of the Reformation (Signs Publishing, 2020).

When she isn’t researching or writing, Sukeshinie is 
homeschooling her children, actively involved in her local 
church, baking or curled up with a good book. She lives in 
Melbourne, Australia with her husband and two daughters. 



https://adventistbookcentre.com.au/sisters-in-arms.html?utm_campaign=sample&utm_source=PDF


End of product sample 

This product is available at: 

AdventistBookCentre.com.au 

https://www.adventistbookcentre.com.au/?utm_campaign=sample&utm_source=PDF
https://www.adventistbookcentre.com.au/?utm_campaign=sample&utm_source=PDF



