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Parliament and the Army



Who  was to be master of England?—the Presbyterian Parliament, the Independent Army, the
Episcopalian King? From henceforth Parliament and the Army no longer worked harmoniously
together—they were rivals, and in their discord the King saw his best chance of
coming into his own.



But for the moment the Royalist cause was in sore straits. When Cromwell was occupied with
the storming of Basing, Charles was awaiting events at Newark. He soon, however, left that
town for the safer refuge of the Isle of Man. He returned to Oxford in November, still
unable to think out any course, vainly hoping to obtain help from abroad and to rally an
army once more to his standard. At the same time he was negotiating with the Scots, with
Parliament, and the Army. His love of intrigue and his inability to keep faith with one
party or another were a direct cause of his downfall. He decided that his best course for
the present was to place himself in the hands of the Scots, and he joined the Scottish
army at Southwell, May 5, 1646. It was a fateful and
fatal step on his part. He was badly treated—"barbarously," so he said—and he
was virtually a prisoner.



A week or so before this Cromwell, whose work in the field was over for the time, returned
to London. He took lodgings in Drury Lane, then a fashionable part of the town, and was
thus within easy walking or riding distance of Westminster. He attended the House and had
the satisfaction of being publicly thanked for his services in the war. It was also
arranged that, should terms be made with the King, Fairfax and Cromwell should be raised
to the peerage with substantial yearly grants in payment of their services. Cromwell had
not so far enriched himself by his exertions—rather the reverse. He had subscribed
generously toward the cost of putting down the rebellion in. Ireland, and he had had
besides heavy personal expenses. He was now voted an income of £500 a year.



The mass of the people was weary of the struggle and longed for a peaceable settlement.
They wanted to attend to their farms and fields, their shops and counting-houses, to marry
and give in marriage, to resume without shocks and alarms the pleasant intercourse of
daily life. When the country was in a state of such unrest few brides and bridegrooms
plighted
their troth at the altar—yet two of Cromwell's daughters had not been too greatly
over-burdened with anxiety to fall in love. Bridget, a girl of one and twenty, now the
eldest of the family since Robert and Oliver were dead, was betrothed to Henry Ireton, her
father's right-hand man, 'able with his pen and his sword,' who had made his reputation in
the war in spite of his bad luck at Naseby. She was her father's daughter in the
seriousness of her outlook on life and the deeply religious cast of her mind—a
fitting mate for the uncompromising Republican who was some twelve years her senior. Her
sister Elizabeth was a joyous, thoughtless girl, only sixteen at the time of her marriage
to Mr. Claypole, a youth of a good family in Northamptonshire. Cromwell's enemies often
charged him with ambition and a desire to exalt himself above his fellows, but in
assenting to the unions of his children these qualities are not shown, for they married
into the class to which they had always belonged.



A few months after the wedding Cromwell wrote to Bridget a letter characteristic of his
religious convictions. Few notes to his family are extant and probably he corresponded
little, preoccupied as he was with public affairs.



Nevertheless, family love was a strong trait in lis character. The letter is as follows:




DEAR DAUGHTER,—I write not to thy Husband; partly to avoid
trouble, for one line of mine begets many of his, which I doubt makes him sit up too late;
partly because I am myself indisposed at this time, having some other 'considerations.



"Your friends at Ely are well: your sister Claypole is, I trust in mercy, exercised with
some perplexed thoughts. She sees her own vanity and carnal mind; bewailing it: she seeks
after (as I hope also) what will satisfy. And thus to be a seeker is to be of the best
sect next to a finder; and such an one shall every faithful humble seeker be at the end.
Happy seeker, happy finder! Who ever tasted that the Lord is gracious, without some sense
of self, vanity, and badness? Who ever tasted that graciousness of His and could go less
in desire—less than pressing after full enjoyment? Dear Heart, press on; let not
husband, let not anything cool thy affections after Christ. I hope he will be an occasion
to inflame them. That which is best worthy of love in thy Husband is that of the image of
Christ he bears. Look on that, and love it best, and all the rest for that. I pray for
thee and him; do so for me.



"My service and dear affections to the General and Generaless. I hear she is very kind to
thee; it adds to all other obligations.



"I am, Thy dear Father,



"OLIVER CROMWELL."





In the closing months of 1646 public affairs were in a state of chaos. Charles had reason
bitterly to repent his surrender to the Scots, for they continually pressed him to sign
the Solemn League and Covenant as the price of their support. He stubbornly refused, for
he was ever loyal to his faith if not to his fellows. Parliament, though he was no less
King of Scotland than King of England, had no intention of allowing him to remain in the
hands of his northern subjects. Negotiations were opened with him at Newcastle, where the
Scottish army was now encamped, and he was asked to consent to drastic limitations of his
power. He was not yet desperate—France might come to his aid and he therefore gave
an evasive reply. Parliament now negotiated with his custodians. They signified their
willingness to return to their own country on payment of their expenses (some £400,000)
and to hand over the King, whose conversion to Presbyterianism was extremely remote, to
the English commissioners. Scotland has been
taunted with having sold her King, and though this is not exactly the case the monetary
transaction has an unpleasant touch about it. The Scots were canny enough to want part of
their money down before they packed their baggage, and Skippon was appointed to conduct
the convoy of waggons, bearing bags and chests of gold, to be counted by the thrifty Scots
at Newcastle ere the bargain was complete. With the clink of. the last coin the English
commissioners were free to escort the King southward once more. . His journey was a royal
progress and he was greeted with fervid loyalty by his subjects. Unfortunately for him,
Charles overestimated the value of the enthusiasm displayed, and it had its after-effects
in making a settlement with him impossible. Not far from the spot where he had first
raised the standard at Nottingham he was met by Sir Thomas Fairfax, who kissed his hand
and escorted him on horseback on the last stage of his journey to Holmby House in
Northamptonshire. He was now in the hands of Parliament. What of the army?



"We are full of faction and worse," Cromwell wrote to Fairfax, for there were all but
insuperable difficulties to be faced on every side. Parliament, jealous of the army and
aghast at the terrible expense of keeping up an armed
force, determined to disband half the infantry and to send out regiments to put down
rebellion in Ireland. But they had reckoned without the soldiery; who were well aware that
the defeat of the Royalist cause was due to their prowess in the field. The Irish
expedition did not appeal to them, and only one in ten volunteered to go. Then, too, they
had other cause for rebellion, for their pay was months in arrear, and only meagre
promises of payment were made. They also required assurance that none of their acts in the
late war should be brought up against them. With the sword in their hands they had good
authority to back them; if it were sheathed and they returned to their ploughshares, what
hope was there in argument and remonstrance? They chose agents—called 'Agitators' to
represent their grievances to Parliament, and a letter was sent to Cromwell and Skippon
urging their influence on behalf of the men they had so ably led to victory. Cromwell,
with Ireton, Fleetwood, and Skippon, went down to Saffron Walden to investigate their
grievances and to promise them eight weeks' arrears of pay, with a guarantee for the
balance due.



Cromwell and the other officers finally decided to throw in their lot with the army. He
had been expressly told that "if he would not forth
with come and head them, they would go their own way without him." His action averted
another revolution. The officers were anxious to put themselves right with the City of
London, and in a manifesto written from Royston, June 1647, they stated: "We have said
before and profess it now, we desire no alteration of the Civil Government.... We seek the
good of all." They had cause for anxiety in that the City of London Presbyterian to the
backbone—was no less hostile to the military than was Parliament itself. Cromwell
was beginning to pay the penalty of all public men in that he was now well hated by a
faction. "It is a miserable thing," he wrote, "to serve a Parliament to which, let a man
be never so faithful, if one pragmatical fellow amongst them rise and asperse him, he
shall never wipe it off." He even had reason to fear arrest.



He now resolved on a bold step: the King was the key to the situation and the King should
be under the protection of the army. Cornet Joyce, a tailor by trade, was sent to Holmby,
ostensibly to prevent Charles from being removed. Whether he was acting on Cromwell's
suggestion or not is unknown, but he knew what he was about. With an escort of five
hundred men he reached the castle at ten at night. Leaving them without, he burst into the
King's
bedchamber and explained his errand. The following morning the King inquired by whose
authority he was acting, and Joyce pointed to the troops in the courtyard. "As well
written a commission and with as fine a frontispiece as I have ever seen in my life,"
remarked His Majesty, and he gladly rode forth in their company, hoping that a change of
lodging might bring a change of luck.



Parliament and the City were apprehensive at this evidence of the army's determination to
take matters into its own hands. The alarm was increased by the fear that the army, which
was constantly changing its head-quarters, should march on London and enforce the demands
embodied in the 'Declaration of the Army.' One of these was that Parliament should fig a
date for its dissolution, another that eleven members known to be hostile should be
suspended for six months. The members in question prudently absented themselves, but the
City, incensed by this display of weakness, broke out into tumult. On July 26 many young
men and apprentices "came down to the House in a most rude and tumultuous manner; and
presented some particular Desires—Desires that the eleven may come back."



Tension was at its height when on August 3 the army entered the town, but sober counsel
prevailed and negotiations took place in the Earl of Holland's house in.
Kensington—that historic house which still stands. Parliament and the City
submitted.



Once more an attempt was made to come to terms with the King and he was asked to assent to
the 'Heads of the Proposals,' a document drawn up by Ireton, which, though curtailing his
power, was on the whole generous in its terms. Charles, upheld by the conviction of his
own importance, refused. '.'You cannot do without me," he said; "you will fall to ruin if
I do not sustain you." Unfortunately there was growing up in the country a party (known as
the Levellers) which was fully prepared to do without him. In a document called 'The
Agreement of the People' they proposed, as Cromwell said, "very great alterations of the
government of the kingdom—alterations of that government it hath been under ever
since it was a nation." While this was being hotly debated in Parliament—Cromwell
himself was against it, for he thought it would bring the kingdom to desolation—the
King escaped from Hampton Court. He was, however, only to find a drearier prison at
Carisbrooke Castle in the Isle of Wight.






Praise God Barebones



On  April 21, 1653, England was entirely without any form of government. A Council of State
was established which consisted of a dozen men with Cromwell at their head, since Vane
refused the post. A freely elected Parliament was out of the question, and as a temporary
expedient Cromwell decided to summon a Convention consisting of "divers persons fearing
God, and of approved Fidelity and Honesty." They were bidden to appear at the Council
Chamber in Whitehall in the beginning of July. They were for the most part the nominees of
Puritan ministers, without ,the slightest knowledge of Parliamentary business—virtue
alone was the qualification for statesmanship. One hundred and forty members were thus
chosen, Cromwell's son Henry among them. Fairfax declined to sit, but Blake and Monk
accepted, as did eighteen members of the Long Parliament. There was great surprise that so
many consented to come, and from such hands "to take upon them the supreme Authority of
the Nation: considering how little right Cromwell and his officers had to give it, or
these gentlemen to take it." It is interesting to
know that Irish and Scottish interests were represented by special nominees.



For the most part the members were men of some distinction, though one, Mr. Praise God
Barebones, rested his sole claim to notoriety on giving the assembly its nickname. The
members of the Convention soon after meeting declared they were a Parliament—and as
"The Little Parliament" the assembly is also known.



The first meeting was held on July 4,. 1653. Each person was given a ticket with his name
on his entrance. The members were seated round a table while Cromwell stood near the
window. To keep the assembly in the right note of godliness, Frederic Rouse, who had
written a second-rate .metrical version of the Psalms, was elected Speaker. When all was
in readiness Cromwell addressed the members in a remarkable speech, the main purport of
which was that they were summoned by God's will to do God's business, and that in doing it
they should above all be tolerant of ttther men's views. He spoke of "that series of
Providences wherein the Lord hath appeared, dispensing wonderful things to these nations
from the beginning of our troubles to this very day. . . . The King removed and brought to
justice and many great ones with him. The House of Peers laid aside. The House of Commons
itself the representative
of the people of England winnowed, sifted, and brought to a handful. . . . I think I may
say for myself and my fellow-officers, that we had rather desired and studied healing and
looking forward than to rake into sores and to look backward.



"Truly God hath called you to do this work, by, I think, as wonderful Providences as ever
passed upon the sons of men in so short a time. And truly, I think, taking the argument of
necessity for the Government must not fall; taking the appearance of the hand of God in
this thing—I think you would have been loath it should have been resigned into the
hands of wicked men and enemies!"



The assembly was convinced that it had instituted the Reign of the Saints on earth. It was
the first and only attempt to govern the country entirely by the precepts of the Bible, to
have Christianity in the saddle riding forth to redress human wrongs. But since politics,
lie other callings, requires special training, it was a government by amateurs, leavened
by a few old parliamentary hands. The members knew in a general way the reforms required,
but they failed to grasp the necessity of advancing slowly. The new brooms swept too
clean. The Church, property, law, and society were all to be set on a new and better
basis. Parliament reckoned without the vested interests that were imperiled.
Too much reform got on the nation's nerves. The members were charged with acting on a
design to ruin property with "enmity to knowledge and a blind and ignorant fanaticism."



"I am more troubled now by the knave than the fool," declared Cromwell, who grew alarmed
at their diligence and their one policy of "Overturn, Overturn!" By nature a Conservative,
in the stress of public affairs a practical politician—an opportunist, as we should
call him now—he knew that they were going too far and that "root and branch" reform
was impracticable.



He opened his mind freely in a letter to his new son-in-law, Lieutenant-General Fleetwood:



"Truly I never more needed all helps from my Christian friends than now! Fain would I have
my service accepted of the Saints, if the Lord will;—but it is not so. Being of
different judgments, and 'those' of each sort seeking most to propagate their own, that
spirit of kindness that is to them all, is hardly accepted of any. I hope I can say it, my
life has been a willing sacrifice—and I hope, for them all." For a moment he then
forgot his public preoccupations in the thought of his daughter and her newly born child:
"My love to thy dear Wife—whom indeed I entirely love, both naturally, and upon the
best account; and my blessing, if it be worth anything, upon thy little Babe."



The Barebones Parliament sat for five months. Carlyle, in his trenchant vein, declares
that "the farther it advanced toward real. Christianism in human affairs, the louder grew
the shrieks of Sham. Christianism." This is as it may be. The fact is that, unless
sanctity be allied to a rare genius for statesmanship, the children of this world are
wiser in politics than the children of light, since they understand men as they are and
not as they would have them be. At least these Saints had wisdom enough to know that they
did not carry the country with them. On December x,1653, it was moved that the sitting of
the Parliament was no longer for the good of the Commonwealth, and that the members should
deliver back to the Lord General Cromwell the powers they had received from him. A
minority dissented and remained in their seats. The Serjeant shouldered the mace, and,
accompanied by the Speaker and the majority, left the House and proceeded to Whitehall,
where Cromwell expressed—some said simulated—surprise and emotion when they
announced the formal resignation of their office. When this had been accepted a file of
soldiers, with a couple of colonels to lead them, turned out the sitting members.



The country was once more without a government, but the Council of' State, appointed
by the Little Parliament, had drawn up a written constitution known as the Instrument of
Government. By this it was settled that a new Parliament should be elected to consist of
four hundred members for England, with thirty apiece for Scotland and Ireland. A certain
property qualification was necessary to secure a vote, and Roman Catholics and Malignants,
as the Royalists were called, were to' be excluded from the franchise, the former
permanently, the latter temporarily. At the head of the government was to be a Lord
Protector with strictly limited powers—but they were those of a constitutional king.
He had the right to confer honors, to control the army and navy with the consent of
Parliament, to pardon offenders, and to give assent to Bills but should he withhold his
assent for twenty days, the Bill became law without his approval.



On the afternoon of December 16, 1653, Cromwell rode forth from Whitehall for the
installation. Before him went the Commissioners of the Great Seal, the judges and barons
fully robed, the Council of the Common-wealth, the Lord Mayor and Aldermen in official
attire. Lastly came the man of destiny, soberly clad in plain black velvet, a gold band
round his hat, accompanied by the officers of the army.



The ceremony took place in the Court of
Chancery, where a chair of state was the substitute for a throne. Cromwell stood uncovered
as the terms of the powers conferred upon him were read out. He signed the parchment and
took the oath to observe its conditions in face of them all. Then, formally seated, the
Commissioner approached and delivered up the Seal, to receive it again at his hands, and
the Lord Mayor went through the same ceremony with his cap and sword. When this was over
the procession reformed with the Lord Mayor in advance carrying the sword. It then wended
its way to Whitehall, through the crowds of eager sightseers who thronged the cobbled
streets.
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JOHN MILTON.


Heralds proclaimed the Lord Protector at the Old Exchange, the Palace Yard, and other
places. Whitehall, St James's, Somerset House, and Windsor were reserved for his official
use. The Lord Mayor and Common Council entertained him magnificently.



What was the Puritan Court like, with the frugal, homely Elizabeth Cromwell Her Highness
the Protectress as hostess? It was a decorous Court and only men and women of good
character could gain entrance there In this there was no distinction of persons. When
Christina, Queen of Sweden, the only child of the famous soldier Gustavus Adolphus, a lady
of
many adventures, expressed her intention of visiting England, Cromwell was distinctly
discouraging, for he feared the effect of her bad example.



The Cromwell family was not without its critics, and Mrs. Hutchinson, with a pen dipped in
dislike, is outspoken in her comments: "His wife and children were setting up for
principality, which suited no better with any of them than scarlet on the ape; only, to
speak the truth of himself, he had much natural greatness, and well became the place he
had usurped. His daughter Fleetwood was humbled, and not exalted with these things, but
the rest were insolent fools. Claypole, who married his daughter, and his son Henry, were
two debauched, ungodly cavaliers. Richard was a peasant in his nature, yet gentle and
virtuous, but became not greatness."



Cromwell's mother lived to see his rise to supreme power and in 1654 she died at the age
of ninety-four. A close tie had bound mother and son. She did not rejoice in his
greatness, for it gave her hourly fear that an assassin's shot would find its billet in
his breast. It was only by his daily and twice daily visits, in spite of all his business
preoccupation, that she was reassured. In her last conscious moment she was blessing him:
"My dear son, I leave my heart with thee. Good-night."





The Boy



In  the closing year of the sixteenth century, in the quiet little town of Huntingdon, Oliver
Cromwell first saw the light. He was born on April 25, 1599, and baptized at St John's
Church on the 9th of the same month and entered in the parish register as "son of Robert
Cromwell, gentleman, and of Elizabeth Cromwell, his wife.'"



Who were Robert and Elizabeth Cromwell? Many years afterward this son, speaking to one of
his Parliaments, described his social position in the words,. "I was by birth a gentleman,
living neither in any considerable height nor yet in obscurity."



Oliver had no reason to be ashamed of his ancestry on either side. His
great-grandfather—Richard Williams by name—was a Welshman, and here we have
the Celtic strain that fired Cromwell's more sluggish English blood. Richard Williams was
nephew of Thomas Cromwell, Wolsey's friend and Henry VIII's minister, known as 'the Hammer
of the Monks.' Uncle Thomas liked and advanced his kinsman, and Richard Williams
partly—in gratitude, no doubt, partly to insist on the
relationship—changed his surname to Cromwell. Thomas Cromwell was, as we know, like
Wolsey to sound "all the depths and shoals of honour," like Wolsey to learn the
wretchedness of the man who hangs on princes' favors. He it was who, for political
purposes, negotiated Henry VIII's marriage with Anne of Cleves. But the lady had been
flattered in her picture, and the King, who had expected a Venus, ungallantly dubbed her a
"Flemish mare." He had a short way with wives and a short way with ministers: Anne, his
fourth wife, was divorced and Thomas Cromwell paid "a long farewell to all his greatness"
on the scaffold.



Richard Cromwell, who was knighted at the tournament held in honour of the ill-starred
wedding, where his prowess attracted the attention of the royal bridegroom, did not share
in his kinsman's disgrace. He appeared at Court clad in black, though the monarch's
dislike of mourning was notorious. His boldness was forgiven and he enjoyed the sunshine
of princely favor to the end of his days. He had had his share of the spoil of the
monasteries, for the Benedictine convent of Hinchinbrook and the rich Benedictine abbey of
Ramsey, with their revenues and manors, had fallen to his lot.
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THE CHRISTENING.


It was a goodly heritage for his eldest son, Henry, who carried the fortunes of the
Cromwell
family a step farther, building himself a fine house at Hinchinbrook, where he might
entertain with lavish splendor. Great were the preparations for Queen Elizabeth's visit
when she was his guest on one of her royal progresses. The Queen dubbed him her knight,
and such was his generosity and public spirit that he was known as 'the Golden Knight' to
his friends and neighbors. When the Spanish Armada threatened England he trained
twenty-six horsemen at his own expense for the defense of the land against "the devilish
superstition of the Pope," as he put it.



In the course of time, when Henry was gathered to his fathers, his eldest son, Oliver,
inherited Hinchinbrook, and his second son, Robert, an estate in Huntingdon. His daughters
married well—one by her union with William Hampden became the mother of the patriot,
John Hampden. Robert found his mate in Elizabeth Lynn, a young widow, the daughter of
William Steward of Ely. The Stewards were people of good social standing, though there is
no foundation for the legend that they could trace their descent from the Stuart kings of
Scotland. They belonged to the landed gentry and farmed the cathedral tithes of Ely. Their
ancestor, the last Prior of Ely, changed his views in the nick of time when
the dissolution of the monasteries was making Roman Catholic prelates quake in their
shoes, and he remained in office as the first Protestant dean of Ely.



Robert and Elizabeth Cromwell lived in Huntingdon. They were comfortably off, for their
joint income of £360 a year would be worth something like £1200 nowadays. Four children
had been born to them before their second son, Oliver, came on the scene.



In later years many legends clustered round the childhood and boyhood of Oliver. They must
not be taken too seriously, since the earliest biographers saw his character through the
veil of their own prejudices. Until our own century justice has not been done to him. A
Royalist writer records that "he was of a cross and peevish disposition," but this opinion
was balanced by a more favorable observer, who declared that he had "a quick and lively
apprehension, a piercing and sagacious wit, and a solid judgment." The truth lies between
the two extremes. Throughout his life he was quick-tempered; as a boy he was certainty
high-spirited, and probably he was occasionally troublesome also. His parents had their
hands too full with the cares of their nine children to pay undue attention to this son,
who was followed by three sisters and a brother.
Gaps soon came in the family. Oliver was but a baby when his eldest sister, a little girl
of eight, died; he was old enough to realize the shadow of death when his eldest brother
died, and when his youngest brother survived his birth by only a few months.



It is related of Oliver that, in his infancy, he was taken to his uncle's house and laid
in a cradle, whereupon a monkey seized him and carried him up to the roof. The agonized
household held mattresses below him lest he should be dropped by his captor. Fortunately
when the monkey had had enough of his infant charge he brought him down in safety.



Another legend records that at the same house of Hinchinbrook he first encountered the
prince with whom he was to come to a death-grapple in later years. Prince Charles,
journeying from Scotland to England, was the guest of Sir Oliver Cromwell, and little
Oliver, who was invited to meet him, so forgot what was due to Royalty that he fell to
fighting him. Prince Charles, who was a fragile child, had much the worst of it, and
retired from the struggle with a bleeding nose.



Other stories of Oliver's boyhood are not so hard to believe. He was, no doubt, like many
another lad, an 'apple dragon,' and may have been given to pigeon-stealing. The discipline
of schooldays would have quelled his childish spirits. He was sent to the free school at
Huntingdon, where Dr Thomas Beard, a stern Puritan, believed that sinners are not only
punished in the world to come, but that retribution dogs their footsteps in this world
also. He had written a book entitled The Theatre of God's Judgments Displayed, to
convince humanity at large of this fact, and he proved it to his scholars by a liberal use
of the rod.



It was said that once the schoolboys acted a play called The Five Senses. Oliver,
wreathed with laurel, was making for the stage when he stumbled against a property crown.
He straightway discarded his own headgear, crowned himself, and made a fine speech to his
schoolfellows.



At seventeen he left school, and was entered at Sidney Sussex College, Cambridge, on April
23, 1616. On the same day a great career was closed at Stratford-on-Avon, for
Shakespeare's worldly course was run.



Oliver once more came under a strongly Puritan influence, for the head of the college was
Dr Samuel Ward, a fine type of man, who had been one of the translators of the authorized
version of the Bible. He was a convinced Puritan, and his college was called by Archbishop
Laud a 'nursery' of Puritanism.



Oliver was essentially a man of action. In his college days he loved an outdoor life,
horse and field exercise, football, cudgels, and boisterous games, rather than severe
study. Nevertheless he profited by his academic course, becoming well read in 'Greek and
Latin story,' and proficient in mathematics and cosmography—studies he greatly
valued. Sir Walter Raleigh's History of the World was ever a favourite work with him, but
he was never bookish.



His college career was brought to an abrupt close when, in June 1617, his father died, and
as he was the only surviving son and his father's heir, he returned home. Ultimately, no
doubt, he was to take his sire's place as head of the family, but in the meantime his
mother did not consider him fully equipped for his part in life. Little could she foresee
what that part was to be! Her highest ambitions for her boy were that he should be an
upright country gentleman carrying on the good old traditions of the Cromwell family,
becoming eventually a Justice of the Peace and possibly a member of Parliament. With these
ideals in view she sent him to London to study law. Whether or not he entered one of the
Inns of Court is not definitely known, and though tradition says that he was a student of
Lincoln's Inn, there is no record of his name on the books.



He was now free from parents and school-masters, and it was said that he made use of his
liberty to sow his wild oats. A letter written many years afterward, when he was
thirty-nine, to his cousin, Mrs. St John, is quoted as evidence: "You know what my manner
of life hath been. Oh, I have lived in and loved darkness, and hated light; I was a chief,
the chief of sinners. This is true: I hated godliness, yet God had mercy on me." There is
this to be said on the other side. Cromwell became such a deeply religious man that he
judged his easy-going youth very harshly, and in all probability his tares grew but a
scanty crop.



In London Oliver made .the acquaintance of the Bourchiers: Sir James, .a wealthy merchant,
his wife, and their daughter Elizabeth, a comely girl but a year older than he was. They
had a fine town house on Tower Hill and a country home at Felstead in Essex. Oliver fell
in love with Elizabeth, and her parents did not look unfavorably on his suit. He was
betrothed to her, and when he was twenty-one they were married in the beautiful old church
of St Giles, Cripplegate, where we can still read in the parish register the entry which
records their union.






Civil War



The day after the King's departure the five members returned in triumph, and the House set to
work at once to inquire into the 'state of the kingdom.' The next few months were occupied
with fruitless negotiations between King and Parliament. The King was swayed by a double
policy that of the Queen, who advocated resort to arms, and that of the far shrewder Hyde,
who saw that the Commons, no less than the King, were bound by law. Hence, he advised his
royal master to accede in all demands made upon him that were sanctioned by law, and to
refuse, if convenient, every claim that was contrary to 'the known laws of the land.' This
policy won him many adherents among people of moderate views, since it made him, and net
the Commons, the advocate of the "ancient, equal, happy, well-poised, and never enough
commended constitution."



But it did not stave .off war. The King, though vacillating in judgment, was at times
trenchant in his replies to demands that were infringements of his royal prerogative. "By
God, not for an hour! You have asked that of me in this was never asked of a king, and
with
which I will not trust my wife and children"—so he answered when asked to surrender
the control of the Militia.



The Queen, as we have seen, went abroad to seek foreign alliances. As a safe landing-place
for foreign troops Charles decided to obtain possession of Hull. When on April 23, 1642,
he approached the town with a company of three hundred horsemen, an unwonted sight met his
eyes—the drawbridge was up, and the governor, Sir John Hotham, stood on the wall and
refused him admittance. These was nothing for it but to brand him as a traitor and ride
away. This act of defiance was the actual beginning of hostilities.
For the next few months both sides were making active preparations for war, and Cromwell
was one of the most assiduous in its organization. On July 15 he obtained the permission
of Parliament to allow the townsmen of Cambridge to raise two companies of volunteers, and
he sent down arms for the defense of the town. On August 15 he was on the spot himself,
seized the castle, and prevented the University plate, worth some £0,000, from being
carried off.



A little over a month later, on August QQ, Charles raised the royal standard on the castle
rock at Nottingham. As it blew free over the
motley crowd of soldiers, courtiers, and onlookers, cheers rent the air for the Royalist
cause. "God save King Charles and hang up the Roundheads!" cried the spectators.
(Roundheads was the nickname bestowed on the close-cropped Puritans, who started the
present fashion for men of wearing the hair short.) But the hearts of the crowd were heavy
within them. The beat of drum and the blare of trumpet did not drown their inward
misgiving. Rain drenched the royal banner as if the cause were bathed in tears, storm
wrenched it from its bearings, and it fell to the ground. "An ill omen!" whispered one to
another. The elders among them recalled that day some sixteen years before when the King
had been crowned. Had he not worn white, the emblem of innocence, rather than the royal
purple? Had not the preacher appointed for the occasion chosen for his text, "Be thou
faithful unto death and I will give thee a crown of life"?—an inauspicious message
for one who stood on the threshold, not of a new life, but of a new reign!



The more strenuous of the King's followers soon put aside these forebodings. All must be
ready for active service. His two nephews, Prince Rupert and Prince Maurice, both held
high command; the former, a gallant young man of two and twenty, was appointed general
of the horse. Some ten thousand men had flocked to the royal banner.



The Parliamentary army, under the Earl of Essex, Commander of the Forces, had chosen
Northampton as the rallying-point. Hither came, about 14,000 men, and 6000 more were
reckoned among their numbers, thus making their available force double that of the King's.
But at the outset at least the Royalists had the superiority in discipline and experience,
and to outward eye all the bravery and show were on their side. The gallant Cavaliers, the
Lords and gentlemen who formed the King's Life-guards, wore plumed calques over their
flowing locks, embroidered collars over their glittering cuirasses, gay scarves, golden
swords, and belts. The Guards of the Earl of Essex wore buff leather coats and
breeches—later the uniform of the whole Parliamentary army; Hampden's men were clad
in green, and the London trained bands in scarlet.



Though, for our present purpose, we can think of England at this time only as in two
different camps—Royalist and Roundhead—still, as a matter of fact, no small
number of people sat on the fence to await events. In order to be on the safe side men
would send one son to fight for the Parliament, another for the King. Some of the
nobility, according to
Clarendon, were entirely self-seeking: "Pembroke and Salisbury had rather the King and his
posterity should be destroyed than that Wilton should be taken from one and Hatfield the
other." Houses were divided and brother fought against brother, father against son.. And
though the name of Cromwell was destined for ever to be associated with this great
upheaval, the head of his house, Sir Oliver, and other of his kinsmen were ardent
Royalists. Speaking generally, we may say that the flower of the nobility, the larger
landowners, and a good proportion of wealthy tradesmen were for the Crown, while peers of
lesser degree, the smaller gentry, and the bulk of the merchants and traders were for
Parliament. This, and the geographical grouping—the North and West for the King, the
Eastern and home counties and most of the manufacturing towns, including the City of
London, for Parliament—is subject to modification, since many changed sides
according to the fortune of war.



The Parliamentary party had the whip-hand in respect to the command of money. In spite of
the heroic sacrifices of his followers, who melted down their plate and sold their jewels
to fill his exchequer, the King still suffered from chronic lack of supplies.



Before turning our attention to the campaign
it is as well to say a few words about the methods of warfare in the seventeenth century.
The discovery of gunpowder some , three centuries before and the invention of firearms had
revolutionized the art of war. Cap-a-pie armour had long disappeared from the battlefield,
since, apart from its terrible weight, plate-armour was not proof against bullets. But, as
we can see in portraits of the period, helmet and breastplate were still worn. Yet, since
the firearms of those days were clumsy and difficult to load, too much reliance was not
placed on the musketeers, and the pike-men had a full share of the work in a charge at
close quarters. The foot-soldiers had to yield pride of place to the cavalry, armed with
sword and pistol, for to them throughout the Civil War fell the largest share of the
honors of victory.
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PRINCE RUPERT AT EDGEHILL


Charles's plan of campaign was to march on London, and Essex determined to intercept him
on the road. The rival forces met at Edgehill in Warwickshire, where, on Sunday afternoon,
October 23, the first battle was fought. Cromwell received his baptism of fire that day,
and was honorably mentioned as having remained with his troop and fought to the finish.
Indeed, his valor and that of other leaders of the Parliamentary army turned what might
have been a Royalist
victory into an indecisive encounter in which both parties claimed the honors. The
practical advantages were, however, on the side of the King, who marched South, captured
Banbury and reached Oxford, where, since London remained hostile, he fixed his
head-quarters.



Cromwell had not missed the lesson of Edgehill. "Why was it that the Roundheads had not
given a better account of themselves?" he asked. It was about this time that he had a
conversation with Hampden that was to have momentous consequences, and in after years he
himself spoke of that interview:



"I was a person who, from my first employment, was suddenly preferred and lifted up from
lesser trusts to greater; from my first being a captain of a troop of horse. . . . I had a
very worthy friend then; and he was a very noble person, and I know his memory is very
grateful to all Mr. .John Hampden. At my first going out into this engagement, I saw our
men were beaten at every hand. . . . 'Your troops,' said I, 'are most of them old decayed
serving men, and tapsters, and such kind of fellows; and,' said I, 'their troops are
gentlemen's sons, younger sons, and persons of quality: do you think that the spirits of
such base mean fellows will ever be able to encounter gentlemen, that have honour and
courage and resolution
in them?' Truly did I represent to him in this manner conscientiously; and truly I did
tell him: 'You . must get men of a spirit: and take it not ill what I say, I know you will
not—of a spirit that is likely to go on as far as gentlemen will go: or else you
will be beaten still.' I told him so; I did truly. He was a wise and worthy person; and he
did think that I talked a good notion, but an impracticable one."



Cromwell's own training in military matters was almost wholly in practical experience, but
some of his biographers assert that he availed himself of the instruction of Captain
Dalbier, which stood him in good stead when he set to work to raise and to drill into
efficient soldiers "such men as had the fear of God before them, as made some conscience
of what they did men who are religious and godly."



The year 1642 wore to its close with no chance of settlement on either side, and the
balance of advantage was on the side of the King. Early in January 1643, Cromwell was in
the Eastern counties recruiting for the New Model Army.




The Commonwealth



The King is dead! From Cheapside and at the appointed places the trumpets blare forth and the
heralds announce: "Whoever shall proclaim a new King Charles the Second or another,
without authority of Parliament in this nation, shall be a traitor and suffer death."



A week later the House of Commons was at work with a Bill to abolish the House of Lords
and the kingship. England was to be a Commonwealth, governed by "the supreme authority of
this nation, the representatives of this people in Parliament." A council of state,
consisting of forty-one members, was nominated, with Bradshaw as President, Cromwell and
Fairfax among its members, and John Milton as secretary for foreign tongues. Writs were to
run "in the name of the Keepers of the Liberties of England." The royal seal was broken up
and the seal of the Commonwealth was struck, bearing on one side the arms of England and
Scotland and on the other a representation of the House of Commons.



As a precaution against Royalist devotion it was ordered that all statues of the late King
should be removed. Not content with this the statue at the Royal Exchange was replaced by
an inscription, Exit Tyrannus Regum Ultimus, dated "the first year of freedom by God's
blessing restored." The following year Henrietta Maria's statue in Great Queen
Street—the highway named after her—was broken up.



Scotland in the meantime had asserted her independence by proclaiming Charles II King of
Great Britain, France, and Ireland. The Duke of Ormond upheld the Royalist banner in
Ireland, and assured Charles that, should he land there, he would be welcomed by
three-quarters of the population.



Cromwell was not so entirely immersed in public affairs as to be unmindful of his family.
A couple of days after the King's execution he was to be found corresponding about the
betrothal of his idle son Richard to Dorothy Mayor. Cromwell had no delusions as to his
son's capabilities or character, and he was anxious that his future bride should be a lady
of good disposition rather than that she should be of noble birth. Dorothy Mayor satisfied
his expectations and in a letter to his "very loving friend," Mr. Robinson, preacher at
Southampton, he wrote: "Upon your testimony of the Gentlewoman's worth, and the common
report of the piety of the family, I shall be willing to
entertain the renewing of the motion, upon such conditions as may be to mutual
satisfaction."



A few weeks later he wrote to the lady's father—"My very worthy friend Richard Mayor
Esquire" thanking him, for the kind reception given to his son "in the liberty given him
to wait upon your worthy daughter, the report of whose virtue and godliness has so great a
place in my heart, that I think fit not to neglect anything on my part which may
consummate a close of the business if God please to dispose the young ones' hearts
thereunto." The "young ones' hearts were in the right place, but a difference arose
between the two fathers as to the marriage portion. Cromwell was unable to give his son
the income derived from a very large share of the estate.



"I have two young daughters to bestow, if God give them life and opportunity. According to
your offer, I have nothing for them; nothing at all in hand. If my son die, what
consideration is there to me? And yet a jointure parted with 'on my side.' If she die,
there is 'on your side' little money parted with."



Such were the business-like methods of seventeenth-century parents in discussing their
children's unions! The lovers, happy in their
courtship, might at any time be parted by a parental decree. Both fathers meant to have
their own. way. "What you demand of me," Cromwell wrote again, "is very high in all
points. I am willing to settle as you desire in eve g: saving for maintenance £400 per
annum, £300 per annum."



At last all negotiations were concluded. Richard Cromwell and Dorothy Mayor were married
and settled down to an idyllic life in the country.



Cromwell's story once more is woven into the web of history. The young Commonwealth was
beset with difficulties without and within. His first task was to subjugate Ireland, hot
with unrest, a valuable recruiting ground for Royalism, a home of Roman Catholicism.



The Protestant settlement of Ulster in James I's reign had been affected by the
dispossession of the native Irish, who from time immemorial had lived on the land, and by
the making of grants of their estates to Englishmen. Every kind of legal quibble, every
unfair advantage, had been taken to effect this displacement. Bitter hatred of the
usurpers was the result. Strafford had ruled Ireland with an iron hand he was a tyrant but
allowed no lesser tyrants to hold sway—and when he was recalled in 1639 the
seething discontent in the country broke out into revolt. This led in 1641 to the terrible
massacre of the Ulster Protestants. To avenge this massacre and to restore order in
Ireland was the first task of the new Government.



Before Cromwell started on his new campaign there was trouble with the army at home. The
soldiers to see service in Ireland were chosen by a curious ceremony in Whitehall.
Fourteen regiments forgathered there, and, after a prayer had been offered up, fourteen
slips of paper were cut, seven bearing the word 'Ireland,' seven blank. A child was called
in to draw the lots and to present the strips to the officers commanding the regiments,
thus ensuring, so they fully believed, that "the whole disposition thereof was of the
Lord." The officers accepted their commands, but the men of a more worldly frame of mind
were unwilling to risk their lives once more until arrears had been paid. Mutiny broke out
in London, and one of the ringleaders was shot in St Paul's Churchyard as a warning to
others. His friends gave him a public funeral and it was attended by a great concourse of
people. It was an ill omen for the authority of the Commonwealth.



The changes and chances of this mortal life, greater than ever in such a time of
transition,
had made men's minds ferment with half-digested ideas. This was nowhere more apparent than
among the fighting men. The Levellers, led by one Everard, an ex-soldier inspired by a
vision, believed that the "time of deliverance was at hand; and God would bring his people
out of this slavery, and restore them to their freedom in enjoying the fruits and benefits
of the Earth." With this in view they appropriated some common land at St George's Hill in
Surrey, began to dig the ground and sow roots and beans, inviting any who wished to do so
to work with them, with the full assurance of meat, drink, clothes, and no money. When
they were brought before Cromwell they refused to uncover their heads because he was but
their fellow-creature. In this and in other ways their religion was the germ of Quakerism,
a sect which was to be founded a few years later by George Fox.



The Levellers were outdone in extravagance by a new sect which had arisen the Fifth
Monarchy men. The four monarchies of old Assyria, Persia, Greece, and Rome had passed
away, and the time was now ripe for the coming of the Fifth Monarchy that of Christ on
earth. All ordinary forms of government were to be abolished and the saints were to rule.



The leader of the Levellers was John Lilburn,
whom Cromwell had championed in early Parliamentary days, and who was now to be his
remorseless critic and opponent. Lilburn was very popular and his influence quickly
spread.



Open mutiny broke out in the provinces among the soldiers, who held these new prin..
ciples. Something was to be done instantly. Cromwell knew no half-measures. "I tell you,"
he said in the Council, "you have no other way to deal with these men but to break them in
pieces or they will break us." Accompanied by Fairfax he marched at top speed to
Salisbury. The rebels, hearing of his approach, had pressed on to Burford in Oxfordshire,
and, being very weary, had gone to bed. Cromwell and Fairfax, after a march of nearly
fifty miles, reached the town as the clocks were striking midnight. A shot or two and the
mutiny was quashed! The ringleaders were captured; three of them were executed in Burford
churchyard in the morning; a fourth, who expressed penitence, was pardoned. Cromwell, by
way of emphasizing the lesson, entered the church and addressed the men with such
eloquence that they wept. Levellers and Fifth Monarchy men were sufficiently discomfited
to be aware that the times were not yet ripe either for a return to the simplicity of the
Garden of Eden or for the second coming of Christ.



There was no further delay in recruiting for the Irish campaign. On July 10, 1649,
Cromwell left London, travelling in almost royal state in a coach drawn by six noble
Flanders horses, accompanied by many carriages, with an escort of eighty Lifeguardsmen,
all of them men of breeding. Passing through Windsor the cavalcade reached Bristol.
Several of Cromwell's letters to his friends are dated from this town, and among them is
one to Richard Mayor, who had the opportunity of being the wise counselor to Richard
Cromwell, a position which the father would have filled in times of peace. The father
knows the son's weakness, and is troubled by his feeble, irresolute nature: "I am very
glad to hear of your welfare, and that our children have so good leisure to make a journey
and to eat cherries it is very excusable in my daughter: I hope she may have a very good
pretence for it! I assure you, Sir, I wish her very well; and I believe she knows it. I
pray you tell her from me, I expect she writes often to me; by which I shall understand
how all your family doth, and she will be kept in some exercise. I have delivered my son
up to you; and I hope you will counsel him; he will need it, and indeed I believe he likes
well what you say, and will be advised by you. I wish he may be serious, the times require
it."



Once again he wrote to the same correspondent when "Aboard the John" at Milford Haven,
announcing to him the good news received from Ireland, where Lieutenant-General Jones, who
had been sent in advance, had gained an important victory over Ormond outside Dublin. It
was, he said, "an astonishing mercy so great and seasonable that indeed we are like them
that dreamed." He then reverted once more to private affairs and his deep concern for his
son: "I envy him not his contents; but I fear he should be swallowed up in them. I would
have him mind and understand business, read a little history, study the mathematics and
cosmography: these are good, with subordination to the things of God. Better than idleness
or mere outward worldly contents. These fit for public services for which a man is born."



To Richard in person he did not write, but by the same messenger he sent a letter of
tender solicitude to his daughter-in-law. "I desire you both to make it above all things
your business to seek the Lord: to be frequently calling upon Him that He would manifest
Himself ,to you in His Son; and be listening what returns He makes to you, for He will be
speaking in your ear and in your heart, if you attend thereunto. As for the pleasures
of this life, and outward business let that upon the bye."



For the next few months Cromwell had no call for tenderness. He went to Ireland as an
avenger of the Protestant massacre, as a General of the Commonwealth intent on the
recognition of the new government at the point of the sword.



He landed on August 15 with some 9000 men in 100 ships, and was received with enthusiasm
in Dublin, where great guns boomed his welcome. He addressed the cheering crowds from his
coach, speaking of the great work in front of him stern vengeance to be followed by the
peaceful settlement of the country. He also issued a proclamation forbidding the soldiery
to rob and pillage the country people unless in arms. After giving his men a fortnight's
rest he set out for Drogheda, into which town Ormond had thrown 3000 troops, English,
Royalists, and Irish Catholics, the flower of his . army. On September 3—a day to be
ever memorable in Cromwell's life—he reached the town and summoned it to surrender.
The governor refused. The following day the storm began. Twice the Cromwellian soldiers
were hurled back, but, leaping once more into the breach, they broke, with the fury of
battle on them, into the town. The governor stood
at bay on the Mill Mount with a human palisade of 300 men. He was persuaded to disarm, but
this did not save his soldiers, who were all put to the sword. Worse was to follow.
Cromwell gave orders that there should be no quarter. "Being in the heat of action I
forbade them to spare any that were in arms in the town; and, I think, that night they put
to the sword about 2000 men; divers of the officers and soldiers being fled over the
bridge into the other (the northern) part of the town, where about a hundred of them
possessed St Peter's Church steeple, some of the west gate, and others a strong round
tower next the gate called St Sunday's. These being summoned to yield to mercy, refused.
Whereupon I ordered the steeple of St Peter's Church to be fired, when one of them was
heard to say in the midst of the flames: 'God damn me, God confound me; I burn, I burn.' "



The following day two other towers surrendered. One showed fight but was compelled to
submit. As a punishment the officers were knocked on the head and a tenth of the soldiery
were put to death. The remainder, with the garrison from the second tower, were taken
prisoner and shipped to Barbados. To Cromwell it was retribution: "It is remarkable that
these people, at the first, set up the
Mass in some places of the town that had been monasteries; but afterward grew so insolent
that, the last Lord's Day before the storm, the Protestants were thrust out of the great
church called St Peter's, and they had public Mass there: and in this very place near 1000
of them were put to the sword, fleeing thither for safety. I believe all their friars were
knocked on the head promiscuously but two."



Such was Cromwell's vengeance. He never felt remorse. It was the righteous judgment of God
for past misdeeds and necessary to prevent future bloodshed. Historians have differed in
their verdict upon it. Carlyle has justified this barbarous revenge for a barbarous
massacre, but even in war time "an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth" is hardly
acceptable as an interpretation of God's will.



The massacre justified itself in this at least, that the news spread like wildfire and
struck terror into Irish hearts. Trim and Dundalk were abandoned, Ross opened its gates.
In September we find Cromwell at Wexford, a strongly garrisoned town with two thousand men
and a hundred cannon, protected on the water side by a couple of well-armed ships. The
sack of Wexford was but a repetition of the sack of Drogheda. Cromwell opened negotiations
with the governor and assured him that,
should he refuse to surrender, he would be guilty of shedding innocent blood. The governor
wrote spirited replies, and said that he would make no conditions but such as were
honourable to himself and his party. Cromwell would not consent to terms, and the governor
wrote once more: "I leave you to your better judgment, and myself to the assistance of the
Almighty."



In order to bring matters to a crisis ,Cromwell decided to concentrate his attention on
the taking of Wexford Castle. The castle was ultimately betrayed by a traitor within the
walls, and the Irish garrison withdrew into the town, hotly pursued by the Cromwellians,
who "ran violently upon the town with their leaders and stormed it. And when they were
come into the market-place, the enemy making a stiff resistance, our forces brake them;
and then put all to the sword that came in their way. Two boatfuls of the enemy,
attempting to escape, being oveiprest with numbers, sank; whereby were drowned near three
hundred of them. I believe, in all, there was lost of the enemy not many less than two
thousand; and I believe not twenty of yours from first to last of the siege." The soldiers
rejoiced in excellent booty, such as iron, hides, tallow, salt, pine, and
barrel-staves—somewhat heavy merchandise
that would require either immediate purchase or a special vessel to convey it to the
English ports.



Hostilities were suspended for a short time and the army went into winter quarters. Many
of the troops fell ill with dysentery and Cromwell himself was laid up with ague. When the
army took the field again town after town in central Ireland was taken. Clonmel was
captured after a stiff fight and heavy loss to the Common-wealth army; Waterford still
held ' out, and Cromwell was not able to remain to complete his work of subjugation.
Danger was threatening the Commonwealth from Scotland, and he was recalled to England.
Ireton remained behind as Deputy-Lieutenant.



Two years were to pass before Ireland was finally crushed Cromwell's fatal policy for the
unhappy land was as James I's had been, to dispossess the native Irish and to replace them
by Protestant settlers. As a first step in depopulation all who had been concerned in the
Protestant massacre were court-martialed and in most cases they were put to death. A
sadder fate befell the wives and children of Irish officers and soldiers who had left them
behind and enlisted in foreign service, for they were shipped to the West Indies and sold
as slaves.



The evicted Irish, driven from the homes where they had tilled their fertile fields from
generation to generation, were allowed to settle on a strip of desolate land in Connaught
between the Shannon and the sea. An order was issued that from May 1, 1654, all who were
found elsewhere were to be put to death. So barren and fruitless was their new inheritance
that one of the Parliamentary commissioners sent to investigate wrote that there was not
"water enough to drown a man, trees enough to hang a man, or earth enough to bury a man."



The race could not thus be stamped out. The new settlers intermarried with the conquered,
many of whom made terms with their supplanters. Seeds of hatred had been sown between
Irish Catholic and English Protestant which were to ripen to a full harvest in the time to
come. And to this day the Protector's name is associated with the bitter racial and
religious feud by the peasant's deepest oath, "the curse of Cromwell."
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Death of Cromwell



With  the dismissal of the second Parliament of the Protectorate the end, though none suspected
it, was in sight. For the last thirty years—he was now fifty-eight—Cromwell's
life had been devoted to the public weal, to political and religious freedom. He had
lived, he had worked, he had suffered, he had made mistakes—and small wonder that at
times he yearned to "have lived under my Woodside, to have kept a flock of sheep."
Retirement, however, was not for him, but his desire to be at rest was approaching its
fulfilment. As a soldier he had stood the rigours of many campaigns and had often been
ill. As a politician he had stood the mental strain of many a fight to preserve the
Common-wealth. It was time to lay down his arms. The iron hand was beginning to lose its
grip, the iron will could not triumph over physical infirmities for ever. "I look upon
this to be the great duty of my place," he had said to the two Houses of Parliament; "as
being set on a watch-tower to see what may be for the good of these nations." He was now
to be relieved of his post.



If the affairs of state were difficult and troublesome his own private affairs were
tragic. His youngest daughter, Frances Cromwell, had recently lost her husband, Robert
Rich, after four months of marriage; his well-loved daughter, Elizabeth Claypole, was
bereft of one of her sons and now herself lay dying at Hampton Court. "She had great
sufferings, great exercises of spirit," and her father's heart was wrung at the sight of
her distress. On August 6 she died. Cromwell fell ill a few days later and was confined to
his room. Once before, when he was mourning for his boy, he had turned, as he did now, to
St Paul's Epistle to the Philippians to read, "I can do all things through Christ which
strengtheneth me."



"This Scripture did once save my life," he said, "when my eldest son died, which went as a
dagger to my heart, indeed it did."



A low fever seized him and it turned to ague, but he still continued to attend to the
affairs of state and to transact necessary business. On August 20 George Fox went to
Hampton Court to plead with him once more for the sufferings of the Friends, and met the
Protector riding in the Park. "I saw and felt a waft of death go forth against him, and
when I came to him he looked like a dead man," he wrote in his Diary.



The news of Cromwell's illness spread throughout the country and fervent prayers went up
for his recovery. He himself confidently hoped that God, "who was far above nature," would
restore him to health. He raffled a little and the physicians ordered his removal to
Whitehall—his last journey. He grew gradually worse, but his mind, clear as ever,
was possessed with the thought of God's dealings with the human soul. "Is it possible to
fall from grace?" he asked a minister in attendance. He was reassured. "Then I am safe,
for I know that I was once in grace." His wife and children stood weeping round him and he
spoke words of counsel. "Love not the world. I say unto you it is no good that you should
love the world."



On August 30 a terrible storm broke over the country—prophetic to some of the
Protector's coming doom, to others of the release of a mighty soul. He was asked to name a
successor and murmured: "Richard." Whether Richard's name was the one he had written in
that sealed paper which could never be found at Hampton Court, none ever knew.



In his dying hour Cromwell prayed for the nation: "And I may, I will, come to Thee, for
Thy people. Thou hast made me, though very unworthy, a mean instrument to do them some
good, and Thee service; and many of them have set too high a value upon me, though others
wish and would be glad of my death; Lord, however Thou do dispose of me, continue and go
on to do good for them. Give them consistency of judgment, one heart, and mutual love; and
go on to deliver them, and with the work of reformation, and make the name of Christ
glorious in the world. Teach those who look too much upon Thy instruments to depend more
upon Thyself. Pardon such as desire to trample on the dust of a poor worm for they are Thy
people too. And pardon the folly of this short prayer—even for Jesus Christ's sake.
And give us a good night if it be Thy pleasure."



On September he spoke again of what was nearest to his heart: "I would be willing to live
to be further serviceable to God and His people: but my work is done." After a restless
night he was urged to take some nourishment. "It is not my design to drink or sleep; but
my design is to make what haste I can to be gone."



The sun rose on September 3, that fateful day of two gallant fights. It was evident to
those about him that the "one fight more, the best and the last," was all but over. At
four in the afternoon he lay dead.





Epilogue



For  nearly two centuries Cromwell's name and fame were to suffer detraction, then Carlyle was
to come forward and proclaim him with trumpet-blast a man of truth, the hero as King. "A
brave bad man," a hypocrite and fanatic—so he was judged by those whose vision was
clouded by the passions of the time. The verdict of posterity has been otherwise. The
courage and character which he demanded of his fighting men were in him. His inalienable
belief in God's direct intervention in human affairs was as rooted as Joan of Arc's.



As a soldier Cromwell ranks with the greatest; he was a general of genius, and he never
suffered defeat. As a statesman he does not hold so high a place. He was without political
foresight, an opportunist who solved the difficult problems of the age as they arose, and
hence laid himself open to a charge of inconsistency. The work he aspired to do, and in
some measure accomplished, was largely undone by the Restoration. Yet he had shaped the
destinies of a people.



His private life was without reproach. His tender love for wife and children is evident at
every turn.



Would he, if the shadows of death had not been gathering round him, have named Richard as
his successor? What hope could there have been that such a weakling could uphold the
Commonwealth?



The sequel is soon told. Parliament and the army once more strove for mastery and Richard
was but a cat's-paw between them. After a few months of nominal power he dissolved
Parliament, and his rule was over.



The time was ripe for Restoration, and the following year, on May 29, 1660, Charles II
entered London in triumph. The reign of the Puritans was at an end.



On the twelfth anniversary of the execution of Charles I the Royalists, baulked of their
revenge on the living, settled their accounts with the dead. The bodies of Cromwell,
Bradshaw, and Ireton were taken from their graves and drawn on sledges through Holborn to
Tyburn. There they hung upon the gallows till sunset, when they were cut down and
beheaded, the bodies flung into the pit beneath, the heads fixed on poles and set on
Westminster Hall for all to see.



Beneath the city's street Cromwell's body lies with the roar of mighty London ever booming
overhead.





The Fate of Charles Stuart



The King, now at his wits' end for his restoration, once more made terms with the Scots. He no
longer doubted that the 'Solemn League and Covenant' was the be-all and end-all with them,
just as his own faith was with him. Hence he promised to confirm it by Act of Parliament
provided that he and his household might be exempt from signing it. This led to the short
and sharp issue of the second Civil War. On April 11 the Scottish Parliament resolved that
the treaty between the two kingdoms had been broken, and that England should be forced to
establish Presbyterianism.



To outward seeming the Royalist cause was once more in the ascendant, and insurrections
had broken out in many parts of the country. Cromwell was sent to Wales to put down a
rising there, Lambert marched to the North to intercept the Scottish army when it crossed
the border, and Fairfax himself went to Essex and there laid siege to Colchester, which
was held by the Royalists. At the beginning of the year Parliament, weary of negotiations
that ended in nothing, had resolved by the vote on
'No Addresses' that it would have no further parleying with the King. The hopelessness of
any settlement with such an intriguer had converted Cromwell at length to this view, and
henceforth he held that "Parliament should govern and defend the kingdom by their own
power, and not teach the people any longer to expect safety and government from an
obstinate man whose heart God hath hardened."



He spent a couple of months in Wales, and the most important of his exploits was the siege
of Pembroke Castle, which made a stubborn resistance and surrendered only through
starvation. The besiegers were in little better plight, and were living for the most part
on bread and water.



Three days before this happened that is, on July 8—a Scottish army under the Marquis
of Hamilton had crossed the border. Directly Cromwell's work in the West was accomplished
he was free to go North and join forces with Major-General Lambert. It was a sorry army he
brought with him, for his men were worn out with the ardours of the Welsh campaign and
seemed fitter for a hospital than a battle-field. On August 12 he joined Lambert, and the
combined Roundhead host of some 8000 was greatly outnumbered by the 21,000 under Hamilton.
The enemy was marching South to
London, and Cromwell, whose one idea was to be up and at them, upon deliberate advice
decided to put his army between them and Scotland, thus barring their passage North to
seek reinforcements. He hastened on until he reached Preston, and here he first came on
the enemy moving, almost strolling, southward in loose order. "We were about four miles
from Preston, and thereupon we advanced with the whole army: the enemy being drawn out on
a moor betwixt us and 'the town, the armies on both sides engaged; and after a very sharp
dispute continuing for three or four hours, it pleased God to enable us to give them a
defeat." The importance of this attack was that, though it still left Hamilton the
advantage in numbers, it cut the Scottish army in two; one detachment then moved North and
the other South, to be pursued and taken by the Roundheads in a series of sharp convicts
in the course of the two following days, during which time it was 'one long chase and
carnage.' Cromwell pursued the northern detachment and a serious engagement took place
near Wigan. "They drew off again and recovered Wigan before we could attempt anything upon
them. We lay that night in the field close by them, being very dirty and weary, and having
marched twelve miles on such ground as I never rode in all my
life, the day being very wet. . . . We could not engage the enemy until we came within
three miles of Warrington." Here the Scottish force was badly beaten. Among the mortally
wounded on the other side was Colonel Thornhaugh, to whom in her Memoirs, Mrs. Hutchinson
pays tribute when she declares that "a man of greater courage and integrity fell not, nor
fought not, in this glorious cause."



Ten thousand prisoners were taken, but the loss in dead and wounded was not estimated.
Hamilton was among the fugitives, but he was caught and the following year paid penalty on
the scaffold. The Scottish army was no more.



The victory of Preston disheartened the besieged in Colchester and the garrison
surrendered. Two of the leaders, Sir Charles Lucas and Sir George Lisle, gave themselves
up to mercy and were shot. Such is war.



Cromwell remained in the North to take Berwick and Carlisle, and he crossed the Tweed to
impress Scotland with the fact that he believed the soldiery sent forth to fight were
innocent of any interest in the matter.



Colonel Hammond, the King's gaoler at Carisbrooke, became most disheartened at the course
of affairs and wrote on this subject to Cromwell. His letter in reply is one of the
most remarkable that has come down to us, for it is full of tenderness, and breathes in
every line his inalienable trust in God. "Let us look into Providences," he said; "surely
they mean somewhat. They hang so together, have been so constant, so clear, unclouded."



By the time that young Colonel Hammond received this missive his august prisoner was no
longer in his custody, for the heads of the army, resolving to keep him in even closer
captivity, had taken him to Hurst Castle, a desolate building on the Hampshire coast. "You
could not have chosen a worse," murmured the monarch with foreboding when told of his
destination.



With the laurels of victory green on his brow Cromwell returned to London. Here events had
been progressing with lightning speed. The decision to have no further intercourse with
the King had been overruled, and Parliament re-opened negotiations with him in September.



The history of the next few weeks might be told in a series of glaring headlines, for
every day had a fresh sensation. The army, indignant at Parliament's attempt at a
settlement with Charles, was for drastic action. Once more it had shed its
blood—only to find the settlement of the country as far off as ever. Any agreement
between the Presbyterians and the Royalists would mean it had been shed in vain,
and the independence of its religious faith would be at stake. Strafford and Laud had paid
the penalty of the country's misgovernment with their lives; the third victim had yet to
come to judgment. What had been whispered in corners was now to be proclaimed on the
house-tops. The resolution was put into words in a meeting of the army held at Windsor:
"If ever the Lord brought us back again in peace, to call Charles Stuart, the man of
blood, to an account for the blood he had shed against the Lord's cause and the people in
these poor nations." In the 'Remonstrance of the Army,' drawn up by Ireton, his trial and
execution were demanded. The Remonstrance was laid before the House, but it was set aside,
and by the decision of the majority further negotiations were opened with the King. The
leaders of the army now determined on drastic action. To dissolve Parliament at such a
moment was impossible, but it could be purged of Presbyterians. "We shall know," said
Vane, "who is on the side of the King and who on the side of the people."



The 'army marched to London, and at seven in the morning on December 6, Colonel Pride with
a regiment of soldiers reached Westminster. He held in his hand a list of offending
members who were to be barred entrance.



"By what right do you act?" one asked.



"By the right of the sword," was the reply.



In all one hundred and forty members were expelled, and some of them were lodged for the
night in a tavern with the ominous sign-post of Hell. From that time forward the Long
Parliament ceased to exist in all but name. Cromwell, though he was not a party to this
act of military despotism, yet approved of it.



The 'Rump,' as this mutilated assembly was afterward called, now proceeded to business,
and nominated one hundred and thirty-five commissioners to try the King for treason in
that he had levied war against Parliament. The House of Lords rejected the Bill, and the
Commons therefore decided to dispense with their approval. "The people," they asserted,
"are, under God, the original of all just power." Unfortunately for the relevance of this
assertion, the assembly was in no way representative of the people.



Half of the appointed commissioners refused to take part or lot in the trial of the
King—among these were Fairfax, whose wife dissuaded him, Vane, the friend of Milton,
a man of high intellectual powers, a pure patriot if ever there was one, and Algernon
Sidney, who declared that "the King could be tried by no court, and that by such a court
as that no man could be tried."



Cromwell interrupted him in anger: "I tell you," he said, "we will cut off his head with
the crown upon it."



"I cannot stop you," replied Sidney, "but I will . keep myself clean from having any hand
in this business."



Charles had been removed from Hurst Castle. to Windsor and thence to St James's to await
events. His trial was practically a court-martial, and such courts, by a curious irony of
fate, had been expressly condemned by the Petition of Right.
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"MY MASTERS, HE IS COME, HE IS COME."


All was now ready for the last act but one of the tragedy of Charles I. The commissioners,
seated in the Painted Chamber, were discussing the final stages of procedure on the
morning of January 20, 1649, when a messenger brought tidings that the King was
disembarking at the river-side. Cromwell rushed to the window and it was noticed that he
had turned deathly pale as he gazed for a moment without. Then, facing his colleagues, his
harsh voice scarcely under control, he cried: "My masters, he is come, he is come, and now
we are doing that great work that the whole nation will be full of. Therefore I desire you
to resolve here what answer we shall give the King when he comes before us, for the first
question he will ask us will be by what authority and commission do
we try him?" After a moment's silence one of the members replied: "In the name of the
Commons in Parliament assembled and all the good. people of England."



That same afternoon Westminster Hall was the stage of the most significant scene in our
constitutional history. At one end a platform had been erected, and here, tier above tier,
sat the King's accusers, Cromwell among them. Serjeant Bradshaw, a shrewd lawyer who had
been chosen President, was the central figure. Charles sat, his head covered, facing his
judges, his back to the throng of spectators. As he listened, seemingly indifferent, to
the indictment, his mind must have wandered back to that scene which took place eight
years earlier, when he had abandoned his friend in like peril of death. He denied the
authority of the court and refused to plead since a king could be tried by no earthly
tribunal. He stood, he said, for the freedom and liberty of the people of England. The
proceedings were constantly interrupted by the audience who, beside themselves with
excitement, were shouting each other down with cries of "Justice!" and "God save your
Majesty!" After five days' trial the King was condemned to death, and the second to sign
the warrant was Oliver Cromwell. Such was his conviction that
Charles must die that it is said he held the pen and forced the hand of one commissioner
who showed hesitation in appending his signature to the parchment.



On the day appointed for his execution the King left St James's Palace at ten in the
morning, with Colonel Tomlinson and an escort of foot for his guard, Bishop Juxon for his
consoler, and friends to bear him company. On reaching Whitehall he was offered
refreshment, but he refused all but a glass of wine and a piece of bread. As the clock
struck twelve he was brought through the Banqueting Hall to the scaffold draped with
black. There lay the axe and block, and there stood two masked executioners. He addressed
a few words to those around him, since his voice could not carry to the thronging
multitude below:



"For the people I desire their liberty and freedom as much as anybody whomsoever. ... If I
would have given way to have all changed according to. the power of the sword, I needed
not to have come here; and therefore I tell you (and I pray God it be not laid to your
charge) that I am a martyr of the people."



His last words, as recorded in the old chronicle, were with Dr Juxon.



The King: "I have a good cause and a gracious God on my side."



Dr Juxon: "There is but one stage more, this stage is turbulent and troublesome; it is a
short one, but you may consider it will soon carry you a very great way, it will carry you
from Earth to Heaven, and there you shall find a great deal of cordial joy and comfort."



The King: "I go from a corruptible to an incorruptible crown where no disturbance can be."



Dr Juxon: "You are exchanged from a temporal to an eternal crown, a good exchange."



The King arranged his hair under his cap, presented his order of the Knight of the Garter
to the Bishop, murmured "Remember," and knelt at the block, bowing his head in prayer. A
moment later he gave the signal. With one blow the head was severed, and the weeping
multitude groaned in pity as it was held up to their view.



That night, as the coffined body lay in Whitehall, Cromwell stood and gazed upon the
features of the man against whom he had fought so well. "The King was a goodly man and
might have lived for many years," he murmured. Then, taking a last farewell, he was heard
to mutter: "Stern necessity!"






New Foes Arise



The  Puritans gave to English literature one of its greatest names—that of John Milton.
As we have seen, he devoted himself to the service of the State. He was inspired by the
events of the time to dedicate to Cromwell one of his magnificent sonnets:





	Cromwell, our chief of men, who through a cloud 


	Not of war only, but detractions rude,


	Guided by faith and matchless fortitude,


	To peace and truth thy glorious way hast ploughed, 


	And on the neck of crowned Fortune proud


	Hast reared God's trophies, and His work pursued,


	While Darwen stream, with blood of Scots imbrued, 


	And Dunbar field, resounds thy praises loud,


	And Worcester's laureate wreath. Yet much remains 


	To conquer still: Peace hath her victories 


	No less renowned than War. New foes arise


	Threat'ning to bind our souls with secular chains: 


	Help us to save free conscience from the paw 


	Of hireling wolves, whose gospel is their maw.








Such was Cromwell's task. Before he set to work to accomplish it—and much more
beside—he was to receive full tribute of gratitude for his services to the
Commonwealth. Nine
days after his victory at Worcester he was welcomed on the outskirts of London by the
Speaker and other members of the House of Commons, civic dignitaries, and Puritan
gentlemen of standing, anxious to do him honour and to escort him to the capital. Eager
sightseers lined the roadways waiting to cheer the vietQrious general in his hour of
triumph. The Life-guards passed, their accoutrements glittering in the autumn sunshine;
the soberly clad Puritan gentlemen rode by with dignified mien; then came the city troops
and the Speaker in his coach, followed by three hundred equipages. The cavalcade rolled
on—but where was the hero of the hour? He had passed all but unnoticed, having taken
refuge in the Speaker's carriage. Worn out with the toils of war, he had felt unequal to a
public demonstration.



As he peered forth at the country-folk and townsfolk, men, women, and children, one
remarked to him: "What a crowd has come to see your Lordship's triumph!"



"Yes, but if it were to see me hanged, how many more would there be!" was the ironic
reply.



The guns in St James's Park boomed their welcome; cheer upon cheer greeted his
arrival—he was home once more!



To each member of the deputation he presented a horse and a couple of Scotsmen—the
latter strikes a curious note to modern ears! Few had the humanity to release their
captives, who were afterward held up to ransom or sold as slaves to the colonies.
Parliament voted the General four thousand pounds and the royal palace of Hampton Court as
a residence, thus linking up his fortunes with that of his first known kinsman, Thomas
Cromwell, for Hampton Court had been built and presented to the King by Thomas Cromwell's
patron, Cardinal Wolsey. The City rendered homage to the victor by inviting him to a
banquet at Merchant Taylor's Hall.



When all due honour had been paid to him, Cromwell had to get into harness once more. What
was now to be the settlement of the country? What was to be the outcome of the Civil War
in England, the triumphs in Ireland and Scotland? At present the Government was in the
hands of what was virtually an oligarchy, the remnant of the Long Parliament, consisting
of men who had once been elected and who had remained in office in spite of the many
changes that had taken place. This arrangement could not go on for ever. A meeting was
held at Speaker Lenthall's house in chancery Lane to which representatives of
Parliament and the Army were invited, to discuss the future settlement of the nation, "the
old King being dead, and his son being defeated." Two solutions were suggested—one
that the country should be an absolute Republic, the other that there should be a "mixture
of monarchy." As Whitlocke put it: "The laws of England are so interwoven with the power
and practice of monarchy, that to settle a Government without something of monarchy in it
would make so great an alteration in the proceedings of our law, that you will scarce have
time to rectify it, nor can we well foresee the inconveniences which will arise thereby."



Whitlocke's solution was to invite the King's third son, the Duke of York, who was too
young to have any prejudices, to accept the throne on conditions. Cromwell fully saw that
"that would be a business of more than ordinary difficulty," though he believed that a
settlement with somewhat of monarchical power in it would be most effectual.



Was it already in Cromwell's mind what had been whispered abroad: "This man will make
himself our King "?



Meantime, awaiting the tide of events, the country was ruled by the Council of State
appointed by the House of Commons, consisting
of members of Parliament and officers of the army. Cromwell was the leading spirit on the
Council, and for the next nineteen months he was busily occupied with the question of what
was to be the final form of government for the nation. One thing was certain in the minds
of the Army party clamouring for reform, and that was that the Long Parliament must be
dissolved. Unfortunately the members of the Long Parliament did not agree with this view.
Cromwell urged that the question should be put to the vote. It was carried with the bare
majority of two, and then with the restriction that the dissolution should not take place
for three years. A spurt of activity overtook the threatened members. An Amnesty Bill,
under which Royalists who had not taken part in the battle or Worcester need no longer
fear punishment for actions during the Civil War, was passed. It was carried largely owing
to Cromwell's insistence, but though it was a wise measure and made for peace, his part in
it was misinterpreted by his enemies as an attempt to make for himself many new friends.
There was much work for Parliament to do; the political union of Scotland with England.
was debated, as were long-needed legal and social reforms and a settlement of the system
of Church government, which was in a state of chaos. Parliament was
anxious to distract public attention by naval exploits, and all reforms were at a
standstill when the country became involved in the Dutch war, which was fostered by Vane.
To Cromwell especially, and to the army as a whole, the war was hateful, both because it
was a conflict between two Protestant powers who should have been allies and because it
laid an extra burden of expense on the impoverished country.
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CROMWELL RIDEST THROUGH LONDON.


Hostilities finally broke out over the Navigation Act—passed expressly to damage
Dutch commerce, since it aimed a blow at their carrying trade. It prohibited the
importation of foreign goods to England in any but the vessel of the country where they
were produced. Monk, who had seen much service, and Blake, the greatest naval commander of
the Common-wealth, were to meet on the seas the renowned Dutch admirals, Reuter and Van
Tromp—and to meet their match! For Blake's defeat by Van Tromp off Dungeness in 1652
was not fully revenged until the February of the following year, when in a three days'
engagement he defeated the Dutch fleet off Portland. The ultimate success on the seas,
both over the Dutch and in putting down Royalist privateers, raised the prestige of the
Commonwealth in the eyes of Europe, but it did not serve to
keep the members of the Long Parliament in office.



Cromwell's home life had not been without its sorrows. His son-in-law, Ireton, had died in
Ireland three months after Worcester, worn out by the fatigues and anxieties of his
position. Bridget was a widow, and though she soon consoled herself by marrying her
husband's future successor, Fleetwood, her father felt the loss for himself and for her
very deeply. Some thought that had Ireton lived he would have exercised a restraining
influence over Cromwell, and his ambition would have been checked by the stern virtue of
the younger man. However that may be, not long after Ireton's death Cromwell's mind, still
possessed by thoughts of the future of the country, had come to a definite decision.



Walking one November day of 1652 in St James's Park, with Whitlocke as his companion, he
sounded him. They conversed together on the present dangers of the State. Whitlocke laid
the fault on the arrogance of the army, Cromwell on the self-seeking, greedy and
unscrupulous members of Parliament. Both agreed that the Commonwealth itself was in danger
from all these internal feuds. Suddenly Cromwell sprang upon his companion what had been
in his mind all the time: "What if
a man should take upon him to be King?" Whitlocke soberly pointed out grave objections,
and urged that the only possible King was Charles Stuart. "My Lord General did not in
words express any anger but only by looks and carriage."



For some months past repeated conferences had taken place between army officers and
members of Parliament, and at last a Bill for a "New Representative"—that is a newly
elected body of men was before the House.



A meeting took place at Cromwell's rooms on April 19, 1653. Sir Henry Vane discussed the
question as to whether the sitting members should remain in office during the next
Parliament and should have a right to veto any elected representative whom they considered
undesirable. As a matter of fact, neither Parliament nor the Army dared risk anything
approaching a general election: some form of scrutiny would be necessary, even with a
restricted franchise, for neither Roman Catholics nor Royalists would be electors. Vane's
proposal would have meant that the Long Parliament would be reinforced by a few new men
and that all the present evils would continue. Cromwell's solution was that they should
"devolve their trust to some well-affected men, such as had an interest in the nation."



The conference broke up and was summoned to meet again on the morrow for further
discussion. Next morning, when Cromwell was attending his business at Whitehall, he was
informed by a messenger that the House was sitting and was occupied in pushing through a
Bill at top speed which would keep the present members in office. He did not believe it at
first, and it was not until two further messengers confirmed the tidings that he made
ready for instant action. Since the Commons had broken faith with the army council, he
would take the law into his own hands. Clad as he was in his plain morning dress—a
black suit with worsted stockings accompanied by Lambert and other officers, with a band
of musketeers, he rode down to the House. In gloomy silence he took his seat and listened
to Vane, who was addressing the Commons. For a quarter of an hour he waited, then Vane sat
down and the Speaker was about to put to the vote the question "that this Bill shall
pass?"



Cromwell beckoned to Harrison and muttered to him: "This is the time I must do it."



"Sir, the work is very great and dangerous," Harrison replied; "therefore I desire you
seriously to consider of it before you engage in it."



"You say well," was the curt response.



Cromwell then rose in his place, uncovered his head, and spoke out all that was in his
heart. His first words were conciliatory in appearance but ironic in intention. He praised
the members for the care and pains they had taken for the public good. Then suddenly all
urbanity forsook him and his harsh, strident voice rang out in bitter upbraiding for
"their injustice, delays of justice, and self-interest."



"It is a strange language this; unusual within the walls of Parliament and from one we
have so highly honored, and one . . ."



"Come, come," thundered Cromwell, "we have had enough of this. I will put an end to your
prating."



Crushing his hat on his head, he stepped out upon the floor of the House, stamping his
feet in anger. "It is not fit that you should sit here any longer! You have sat too long
here for any good you have been doing lately. You shall now give place to better men."



The musketeers entered at his word of command to Harrison, and all the time he blazed out
at the outraged members like a quick-firing gun.



"You call yourself a Parliament, you are no Parliament. I say you are no Parliament: some
of you are drunkards "—and his eye pierced an unfortunate member who was known to
be self-indulgent. Still more contemptuous phrases were hurled at other sinners whose
private record would not bear scrutiny. They quivered under the lash of his tongue.



Vane's voice was heard in the general uproar. "This is not honest," he said; "yea, it is
against morality and honesty."



"Oh, Sir Henry Vane, Sir Henry Vane," broke in Cromwell, "the Lord deliver me from Sir
Henry Vane.... Corrupt unjust persons scandalous to the profession of the Gospel; how can
you be a Parliament for God's people? Depart, I say, and let us have done with you. In the
name of God go."



"Take away that bauble!" he commanded, as he caught sight of the mace lying on the
Speaker's table.



"Fetch him down," he went on, as his glance fell on the Speaker himself. Lenthall stood
his ground but was removed, and other members gradually dispersed.



Cromwell fired a parting shot: "It is you who have forced me to do this. I have sought the
Lord day and night that He would rather slay me than put me upon the doing of this work."
He snatched the obnoxious Bill from the clerk, seized the records, cleared the House,
locked the door, and, putting the key in his pocket, returned to Whitehall.



In the afternoon he attended the Council of State. Since it had been created by Parliament
it no longer had any sanction. The members were sitting. "If you are met here as private
persons," he informed them, "you shall not be disturbed; but if as a Council of State,
this is no place for you; and since you cannot but know what was done in the House this
morning, so take notice that the Parliament is dissolved."



Bradshaw, who. was in the chair, would not thus be dismissed.



"We have heard what you did at the House in the morning," he said, "and before many hours
all England will hear it; but, Sir, you are mistaken to think that the Parliament is
dissolved; for no power under Heaven can dissolve them but themselves; therefore take you
notice of that."



Bradshaw was the only man whose speech would qualify Cromwell's later statement: "We did
not hear a dog bark at their going."





Foreign Policy



He  once more joined us to the continent—sang the poet Marvell of Cromwell's
achievements abroad. Even Clarendon was able to say that his greatness at home was
eclipsed by his greatness abroad.



The Protector had a threefold aim in his relation with foreign states: to spread
Protestantism, forming if possible an alliance of all Protestant Powers; to extend English
commerce; to prevent the restoration of the Stuarts by foreign interference.



The Dutch War, instituted largely for commercial purposes, has already been mentioned, as
has Cromwell's disapproval of it. In the first Parliament of his Protectorate he was able
to announce peace with the Dutch, and England's supremacy at sea was established. This was
followed by treaties signed with the northern Protestant states of Sweden and Denmark.
And, over and above this, a commercial treaty was concluded with Catholic Portugal,
allowing England to trade with her colonies.



For a time the Commonwealth was on good terms with Spain and an affiance between the two
countries was discussed. The Protector's terms, however, were unreasonable,
for not only did he demand the right to trade with the Spanish-American colonies, but he
desired the assurance that English residents in Spain should be allowed to worship as they
pleased. The demands were rejected, and war with Spain followed. In 1655 Admiral Penn and
General Venables, with a fleet of thirty-eight ships, were sent out to the West Indies
with the object of taking Hispaniola (Haiti). They sailed to the island and attempted to
take the capital of San Domingo, but disastrously failed. The expedition was ill-equipped
and ill-managed, and the soldiers suffered terribly from thirst and bad food. English
prestige was partially restored by the capture of Jamaica.



Blake's glory was not dimmed by this campaign, for he had been previously sent out, under
secret orders, to the Mediterranean, to avenge injuries to English commerce or insults to
the English flag. He successfully bombarded Tunis and destroyed the fortifications. When
the war with Spain broke out he hovered round the Spanish coast to attempt the capture of
her treasure-ships. His most brilliant exploit was at Santa Cruz, off Teneriffe, where he
captured the entire Spanish Plate fleet without losing one of his own ships. It was also
his last exploit, for on the journey home he was stricken with a mortal illness. His
prayer to
stand once more on English soil was unanswered, for he died within sight of Plymouth Sound
on August 7, 1657.





	Laden with spoil of the South, 


	fulfilled with the glory of achievement,


	And freshly crowned with never dying fame, 


	Sweeping by shores where the names 


	are the names of the victories of England,


	Across the Bay the squadron homeward came.


	There lay the Sound and the Island 


	with green leaves down beside the water,


	The town, the Hoe, the masts, with sunset fired—


	Dreams! ay dreams of the dead! 


	for the great heart faltered on the threshold,


	And darkness took the land his soul desired.'


	Henry Newbolt, The Death of Admiral Blake








Spain, as we have seen, had failed to secure the friendship of the Commonwealth, but
France, then swayed by the, astute Italian, Cardinal Mazarin, who had kept a watchful eye
on the rise of Cromwell, was more fortunate. Spain was a declining Power: France, as a
result of the Thirty Years War, in which many of the continental nations had been
embroiled, was growing in wealth and power.



While Cromwell was debating in his mind the most profitable course to take, England and
all Protestant Europe rang with horror at the news of the persecution of the Vaudois
peasantry.
These inoffensive villagers, Protestant to the core, failing to be converted to
Catholicism by the command of the Duke of Savoy, were ruthlessly expelled from their
homes, and if they showed any resistance were massacred.



Cromwell's noble and generous spirit was roused to the utmost by this atrocity. He
received the news with tears. Immediately he headed a subscription-list for the sufferers
with a magnificent donation of £000, and ordered a day of humiliation and prayer, with
house-to-house collections on behalf of the victims. Their cause was pleaded in sober
letters to Protestant states and in passionate verse by Milton:





	Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughtered saints, whose bones 


	Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold; 


	Even them who kept Thy Truth so pure of old,


	When all our fathers worshipped stocks and stones,


	Forget not: in Thy Book record their groans 


	Who were Thy sheep, and in their ancient fold 


	Slain by the bloody Piemoritese that rolled


	Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans


	The vales redoubled to the hills, and they


	To Heav'n. Their martyred blood and ashes sow


	O'er all th' Italian fields, where still doth sway 


	The triple tyrant: that from these may grow


	A hundredfold, who, having learnt Thy Way, 


	Early may fly the Babylonian woe.








Cromwell made his understanding with France, then at war with Spain, dependent on her
willingness
to redress this cruel wrong and compel the Duke of Savoy to cease from persecution.



Mazarin consented, and Cromwell signed the Treaty of Paris on March 9.3, 1657. In it he
agreed to help France against Spain in the Netherlands, and to send 6000 men and vessels
of the fleet to assist in the capture of Gravelines. The French General Turenne remarked
on the fine quality of Cromwell's Ironsides, veterans who had seen long
service—there were none finer in. Europe, he declared:



As a reward for her successful assistance England gained a footing on the Continent in the
cession of Mardyke and Dunkirk. The young Louis XIV sent an embassy to Cromwell, bearing
the royal gift of a magnificent jewelled sword. All was well abroad except for the fear of
Spain's assistance in the restoration of the Stuarts. But the cost of the war and other
financial difficulties pressed heavily at home.
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Healing and Settling



Nine  months were to pass before the new Parliament met. In the interval the Protector, with the
Council of State, passed eighty-two ordinances, which had the force of law. The three main
subjects dealt with were Church Government, Law, and Manners.



How was the State Church to be governed? What toleration was to be shown to those outside
the pale? Cromwell, whose broad-mindedness grew with years, would have had toleration for
all. He would have permitted Mohammedans to worship in their own way rather than that one
of God's children should be persecuted for conscience' sake. .Roman Catholics and Jews he
would have .left free to exercise their religion in seclusion but public feeling was
against him. The State Church was to be Puritan in its widest sense. Independents,
Baptists, and Presbyterians were all entitled to officiate provided they convinced a
committee of Triers that they were men with the grace of God in them, of holy unblameable
conversation, and fit to preach the Gospel. Inefficient ministers were expelled from their
livings. The
Prayer Book was forbidden, and the churches were closed to Episcopalians, who were
permitted to worship only in private.



. Simpler processes of law, so that it should be "plain and less chargeable to the
people," were ordained. It was even set down that all cases should be settled on the day
of hearing. The ordinance was unpopular with the lawyers, who declared that they would not
accept it; moreover, it was unpractical. Cromwell was far in advance of his time in his
attempt to reform criminal law. He would have abolished the death penalty for anything but
murder—yet it was not until the middle of the nineteenth century that this piece of
humane legislation was put upon the statute book.



The narrowest form of Puritanism came out when the Council passed ordinances restricting
the pleasures of the people. Maypoles had been pulled down, by order, ten years earlier;
plays and playhouses had long been banned. Bear-baiting, cock-fighting, and
duelling—for which, it is true, nothing can be said—had all been suppressed.
Horse-racing was forbidden for six months, but only in order to prevent the meetings from
being used as a cloak for Royalist gatherings. Drunkenness and swearing were to be
severely punished; minstrels and fiddlers who brought music to the countryside were to
be dealt with as vagrants—why it is hard to tell. The strict keeping of the Lord's
Day was to be observed; on that day inns and alehouses were closed, and, as travelling was
looked upon as a godless pursuit, an order from a justice was necessary before one took a
journey on Sunday. Even so innocent a recreation as walking might be regarded as "vain and
profane" and treated accordingly. In spite of all these rules, until the Major-Generals
(of whom we shall hear later) descended upon the country to act as policemen, with a
watchful eye on. lawbreakers, judges were lenient and juries refused to convict. Had it
not been so, England would have been very moral—and very miserable!



Cromwell was always greatly interested in education. In some ways it was a cheaper luxury
then than it is now—for example, in the seventeenth century tuition at Eton cost
only £1 a term. Cromwell suggested the institution of a college at Durham, but the scheme
was stopped at the Restoration and the city had to wait for nearly two hundred years
before it owned its university. He was Chancellor of the University of oxford, and during
his Protectorate the older universities flourished, producing many men of learning.



On Sunday, September 3, 1654—Cromwell's
auspicious day—he met the first Parliament of his Protectorate. The state opening
took place on the following day, when the Protector rode in state to Westminster Abbey,
accompanied by his son Henry, Lambert, and a full retinue. After the service and a sermon
the members adjourned to the Painted Chamber. Here Cromwell, in one of his memorable
speeches, harangued them on the past and the future.



"You are met here," he said, "on the greatest occasion that, I believe, England ever saw;
having upon your shoulders the interests of three great nations with the territories
belonging to them;—and truly, I believe I may say it without any hyperbole, you have
upon your shoulders the interests of all the Christian people in the world."



Once more he reverted to God's dealings with the Commonwealth, saying that the only direct
parallel to it in all history was when God brought Israel out of Egypt, "by many signs and
wonders toward a place of peace." Cromwell, with his instinct for law and order, had
little sympathy with the Levellers, the Socialists of his day. "Did not that Levelling
principle tend to the reducing of all to an equality. . . . What was the purport of it,
but to make the tenant as liberal a for
tune as the landlord . . .  The men of that principle, after they had served their own
turns, would then have cried up property and interest fast enough." He reviewed what had
already been done for the "Healing and Settling" of the country, the satisfactory relation
of the Commonwealth with foreign states, the conclusion of the Dutch War. But there was
much yet to do. "It's one of the great ends of calling this parliament, that the Ship of
the Commonwealth may be brought into a safe harbour; which, I assure you, it will not be,
without your counsel and advice."



The members had no sooner taken their places in the House than they began to discuss "by
what authority they came hither, and whether .that which had convened them had a lawful
power to that purpose." Cromwell was sorely tried, for if time were to be wasted in
discussing their position there would be no end to it. They promised to accept him as
Protector for five years. This would not do: certain fundamentals must be accepted. Once
more Cromwell decided to coerce the House by what was virtually martial law. The Lord
Mayor was bidden to guard the City; Westminster Hall was surrounded by soldiers, the doors
of the House were locked. The astonished members, barred entrance, were
summoned to meet the Protector at the Painted Chamber. He was deeply moved. His position
had been called in question, and he felt that he had never sought it.



"I called not myself to this place," he said; "I say again, I called not myself to this
place! Of that God is witness—and I have many witnesses who, I do believe, could lay
down their lives bearing witness to the truth of that... . If my calling be from God, and
my testimony from the People—God and the People shall take it from me." At the end
of the wars, he told them, he had hoped to return to private life: "I begged to be
dismissed of my charge; I begged it again and again—and God be the Judge between me
and all men if I lie in this matter." After the dissolution of the Little Parliament he
had had unlimited power. When the Council of State framed a constitution, he was told that
unless he would undertake the Government there would be no settlement. He had not received
anything which put him into a higher capacity than before; but his power was limited and
he could not act without the consent of a Council. Was not their very presence in the
House of Commons, brought thither by Writs directed to the several Sheriffs, a proof that
they had accepted the Instrument of Government? "It was understood that I
was the Protector and the authority that called you. That I was in the possession of the
Government by a right from God and man."



He then went on to insist on four fundamentals which the members must accept: the
Government was to be by a single Person and a Parliament; Parliaments were not to make
themselves perpetual; liberty of conscience should be respected: the Protector and
Parliament were to have joint power over the militia.



Only such as would sign the parchment containing these stipulations might re-enter the
House. One hundred members signed in an hour—three hundred in all. Bradshaw,
Haselrig and other Republicans refused.



The Purge did not make much difference and Parliament continued discussions which were
contrary to the agreement. After bearing with it for the requisite five months the
Protector dismissed it on January 23, 1655.



For the next eighteen months the country was under military law and Cromwell was a despot.
His difficulties were great. As he wrote to Fleetwood: "The wretched jealousies that are
amongst us, and the spirit of calumny turn all into gall and wormwood."



England was divided into ten districts, and over each of these was set a Major-General,
who had to keep order, shut down alehouses,
see that Sunday was observed in the very letter of the law, repress Levellers and other
enemies of the Commonwealth, control the local militia, and levy heavy burdens on the
Royalists for its upkeep.



Little wonder that plots against the Protector's life were rife, that Royalist hopes were
high! Cromwell kept himself well informed, and his knowledge of conspiracies at home and
abroad was almost uncanny. Scattered Royalist risings took place in England, and one under
Penruddock gave a good deal of trouble, but it was finally crushed, the leader was
apprehended, and with fourteen of his followers he paid forfeit with his life.



Other more innocent persons suffered a worse fate. The Quaker movement was in its infancy,
and one, James Nayler, at the head of a body of eight men and women, singing as they rode
through Bristol town, "Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God of Sabaoth," was arrested by the local
Major-General and sent on trial to London. Here he was sentenced, as a blasphemer, "To
stand in the pillory two hours at Westminster, to be whipped by the hangman through the
streets from Westminster to the Old Exchange, and there to stand in the pillory two hours
more, and that his tongue be bored through with a hot iron, and that he be stigmatized in
the forehead
with the letter B." As if this were not sufficient penalty even for the most extravagant
opinions, he was to be returned to Bristol, there to be compelled to ride through the
city, with his face to the horse's tail, and publicly whipped at the Market Place. When
all these barbarities had been executed he was to be returned to London and imprisoned at
Bridewell.



Nayler was a foolish extremist, but all the early Quakers suffered persecution. Their
founder, George Fox, when he had been seized by the soldiers, appealed to the Protector.
He has recorded in his Diary how he had much discourse with Cromwell and explained to him
what he and the Friends—as the members of the new sect were called had been led to
think concerning Christ and his apostles. "That is very good; that is true," agreed the
Protector. "Other persons coming in, persons of quality so called, I drew back; lingered;
and then was for retiring: he caught me by the hand and with moist beaming eyes said:
'Come again to my house! If thou and I were but an hour a day together we should be nearer
one to the other. I wish no more harm to thee than I do to my own soul.' "




