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CHAPTER L
CONFLICTING THEORIES OF CROMWELL’S LIFE

N one of those stately old folio histories in which

our forefathers wrote the chronicles of England
more than a century since, it was the wont of our
dear old nurse, who supplied the place of a mother
to us, to permit us to 2ok when the rare occasion
came round on which we were rewarded because we
had behaved somewhat better than usual. But well
do we remember, as we looked at the full-length por-
traits of the kings, and from these full-length portraits
derived sometimes a better idea of the men than
from the pages of the letterpress—midway through
the book we came to a portrait that puzzled us: it
stood opposite the page headed, “Interregnum—
Commonwealth.” Yes, there stood a rough, robust
being, without a crown, and yet with a most ominous
hat upon his head, a broad-brimmed and steeple-
crowned hat, like that we had seen on the heads of
witches : and we could not but say to our old nurse,
“What does he here?” Our old nurse was a woman,
therefore a Royalist and Conservative. Moreover,

she was very old, and her memory touched the gen-
3



4 OLIVER CROMWELL.,

eration which had heard Cromwell talked about.
From her we gathered that the reason why this
broad-hatted person stood there, was because he was
a very badly-behaved character, and would on no
account be induced to take his hat off, even before
his king. We tried to make it out; the story was
very dark to us. But the son of our nurse was a
very fine and thoughtful man ; and when to him we
used to say, “ Why does he stand there with only a
hat on? Why has everybody else a crown, and he
no crown ?” then he would tell us that he believed
that there was more in his head beneath a hat than
in those of any of the other kings who wore a crown,
and that he was more king-like than all the kings.
Thus our historical apprehensions were. confused—as
many wiser heads have been—at the commencement
of our studies; and even from our very earliest days
we stumbled, and became perplexed, over the two
theories of Cromwell’s character.

For it may be, perhaps, asserted, that the variety of
opinion 'with reference to the character of Cromwell
is almost as diversified as ever, although the collec-
tion of his letters and speeches by Thomas Carlyle
has done so much to set him forth in a fair and
honourable light, for which even those most enthusi-
astic for the career he represented were scarcely pre-
pared. And it cannot be doubted that the estimate of
his character will always be formed, not merely from
sympathy with a certain set of opinions, but even
more from that strange, occult, and undefinable senti-
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ment which, arising from peculiarity of temperament,
becomes the creator of intellectual and even moral
appreciation. Hence there are those to whom, what-
ever may be the amount of evidence for his purity,
Cromwell can only be hateful ; while there are others,
again, to whom, even if certain flaws or faults of
character appear in him, he can only be admirable.
It is very interesting to notice the varied estimates
which have been formed of this great man, even
within the present, or within this and the immediately
preceding, generation.

ROBERT SOUTHEY, for instance, a pleasant and
venerable name in recent English letters, wrote a life
of Cromwell to sustain his theory of the great Pro-
tector’s character. To him Cromwell was “the most
fortunate and least flagitious of usurpers ; he gained
three kingdoms, the price which'he paid for them was
innocence and peace of mind. He left an imperish-
able name, so stained with reproach, that notwith-
standing the redeeming virtues which adorned him,
it were better for him to be forgotten than to be so
remembered, and in the world to come, but it is
not for us to anticipate the judgments, still less to
limit the mercy, of the All-merciful” And then he
continues, “ Let us repeat that there is no portion of
history in which it so behoves an Englishman to be
thoroughly versed as in that of Cromwell’s age.”
He says, indeed, that “Cromwell's good sense and
good nature would have led him to govern equitably
and mercifully, to promote literature, to cherish the
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arts, and to pour wine and oil into the wounds of the
nation ;” and he adds that “the dangers to which
he was exposed alone prevented him from carrying
out all his wishes.”1 To Southey, Cromwell was
hypocritical, always looking out for himself; he was
conscious of a guilty ambition, he knew that he was
doing wrong through the whole process of the struggle.
He felt that he was a traitor, he knew that monarchy,
aristocracy, and episcopacy were essential to the well-
being of the country; he overthrew them, and yet he
sought in some sense to retain their images, although
he had got rid of the things. He committed a great
crime, he attained to the possession of sovereign
power by means little less guilty than Macbeth ; but
he dared not take the crown, and he dared not confer
it upon the young Charles Stuart, because he knew
the young man would never forgive his father’s death,
and if he could he would be altogether unworthy to
wear his father’s crown. What would not Cromwell
have given, says Southey, whether he looked to this
world or the next, if his hands had been clean of the
king’s blood! Such, in brief, was the portrait it
pleased Robert Southey to portray,—such was his
theory of Cromwell’s life.

Of the life of Cromwell by JOHN FORSTER it is
more difficult to speak. He never withdrew his life
of Cromwell, never formally announced his dissent
from the doctrine and theory of Cromwell’s charactet

3 Southey’s “Life of Cromwell,” p. 77.
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contained in his “Lives of the Statesmen of the
Commonwealth.” We may fairly believe that this
doctrine is still held by multitudes whose general
opinions as to the Long Parliament, and the pos-
sibility of the establishment of a republic, are in
unison with Mr. Forster's. With Robert Southey,
Cromwell was a traitor to Charles I.; with Mr.
Forster, in his “ Lives of the Statesmen,” he was a
traitor to the cause of civil and religious liberty.
Cromwell commenced his career in earnest and faith-
ful love of liberty, certainly with a faithful determina-
tion, a sense of righteousness in his strong insubor-
dination against tyranny. He was a man of singular
intellect, sincerely religious, but his religious nature
was wrought upon by a temperament almost hypo-
chondriacal. His shrewdness soon enabled him to
see the probable issues of the struggle; his force of
character soon elevated him to be the foremost man
in it. Knowing, perhaps, nothing of Machiavelli, he
became far greater and more perfect than Machia-
velli himself, as a deep and designing deceiver, full of
contrivances. As his personal ambition grew more
and more within him, he grasped at the shadow of
personal authority ; but as he did so, and seemed to
become possessed of the power at which he aimed, the
means of government eluded him, or crumbled in his
grasp, and difficulties and perplexities accumulated
around him. The doctrine of Mr. Forster, in the work
to which we refer, appears to be that Cromwell was
not so much untrue to himself, considering the com-
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plicated weft of his character, as that he was untrue
to those great men, his friends, with whom he had
wrought, and untrue to those principles for which he
and they had struggled. He lived a life of torment,
not because he had killed the king, not because he
had been a traitor to the royal cause, but because he
had been a traitor to his friends and principles. The
day of death, therefore, to Cromwell was, not less
than his great days at Worcester and Dunbar, “his
fortunate day,” because it released his entangled
spirit from its cares. Such was Mr. Forster's Crom-
well, as portrayed in 1840.

Another, and a far inferior portrait, was attempted
some years since by M. GUIZOT, the ex-minister of
France. Judging from that great historian’s lectures
on the Civilization of Europe, it might have been
supposed he would have taken a broad and eminently
satisfactory view of the career of Cromwell. It is, in
fact, the least satisfactory; and he has contrived to
delineate a really inferior man, a great man, but
enamoured of the world’s substantial greatness. The
business of his life was to arrive at government and
to maintain himself in it; and all who threw any bar
or hindrance in his way were his enemies, and all
whom he could use to that end were his friends, and
they were his only friends. Hence, to substitute for
a weak House of Stuart a strong House of Cromwell
was the noblest aim of the Protectorate; and he
failed because, says M. Guizot, “ God does not grant
to the great men who have set on disorder the foun-
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dations of their greatness, the power to regulate at
their pleasure and for centuries, even according to
their better desires, the government of nations.”
Guizot does not refuse to pay his meed of homage
and justice to Cromwell ; but he seems to have been
unable to conceive a great idea of the Protector’s
ends. In his opinion Cromwell was thoroughly con-
scious of the weakness by which he was smitten as
the punishment of his own acts, and, feeling about in
all directions for some prop on which he could lean

for support, he selected liberty of conscience. Re-

signing the name of king, it was impossible for him
to retain kingly authority. He had arrived at a slip-
pery height, on which to stand still was impossible—
there was no alternative but to mount higher or fall;
and therefore he died in the fulness of his power,
though sorrowful—sorrowful “not only because he
must die, but also, and above all, because he must
die without having attained his true and final pur-
pose.” It is impossible not to perceive that M.
Guizot has, in his theory of Cromwell’s character,
delineated the Government, weak and selfish, of
Louis Philippe, of which, in its fall, he was the
minister. Men are usually unable to conceive a
loftier public ideal than their own realization ; and
such is the Cromwell of Guizot.

But in justice to Mr. John Forster, it must be said
that he reviewed in a very able paper, entitled,
“Cromwell, and the Civil Wars of England,” in the
Edinburgh Review, this delineation of M. Guizot, and
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sufficiently exhibited the unfaithfulness of the humili-
ating portrait ; for since his publication of the “Lives
of the Statesmen ” had appeared the great collection
and commentary of Carlyle, and it may be thought
that this publication sets the character of Cromwell
in a niche of honourable security and rest for ever.
“Suppose,” said Eliot Warburton, in his “Rupert
and the Cavaliers,” apologising for the shameless
perfidy revealed in the letters and correspondence
. of Charles I.—“ suppose all the letters of the crafty
Cromwell had been discovered, what a revelation we
should then have had!” Well, Cromwell’s letters have
all at length been discovered and bound together,
and their publication has been the best vindication of
the consistent integrity and healthful whole-hearted-
ness of the man. According to CARLYLE, the faith
of Cromwell never rested on any doubtful or insecure
foundations. Whoever else might forsake him, hope
and faith never deserted him. He never consented
to take part in any public affairs upon any compul- .
sion less strong than that of conscience. He was
guided by superior instinct and the practical good
sense of a man set apart by God to govern. He had
no premeditated plan or programme to which to
conform. On the other hand, his principles were
never to seek. He saw the drift of circumstances,
but he was nevertheless to guide them, to use and
control them, for the good of all. He had no personal
ambition ; he was distracted by no fear, dazzled by
no honour. Southey’s Cromwell was full of peni-
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tence for his treason against Charles. Forster's was
full of penitence for his treason against the repub-
_lican cause. Guizot’s Cromwell was full of sorrow on
account of his failure in clutching at sovereignty and
founding a dynasty. The real Cromwell, according
to Carlyle, has no penitence of any kind, no sorrow,
save for the sorrow and sin, the sad heirlooms of
our race. He was the great champion of the Puritan
cause, a sworn soldier to defend the rights of civil
and spiritual freedom; not to protect the interests
of a party, but, so far as he could, to throw a shield
over all; having only a zeal for what he honestly
believed to be God’s truth ; one of those rare souls who
could lay upon itself the lowliest and the loftiest
duties; a dutiful son; for a large part of his life
a quiet country gentleman; a tender husband, a
tender father; a daring political leader; a great
soldier ; a man who knew men, and who could, as in
his dealings with the subtle Mazarin, while preserv-
ing his own integrity, twist subtle statesmen to his
pleasure; at last a powerful sovereign, so living,
praying, dying ; no hypocrite, no traitor, but a cham-
pion and martyr of the Protestant and Puritanical
faith. Such is the Cromwell of Thomas Carlyle, and
such the Cromwell of the following pages. But thus
it is that the variety of opinion as to the character
and motives of this singular man seem to call from
time to time for such resettings as may enable
readers to obtain and form a clear idea for themselves
of his character.
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We cannot readily find the instance of another
personage in history whose acts and memory have
been the subjects of such conflicting theories as
those of Cromwell. The unphilosophical and para-
doxical verdict of Hume, the historian of England,
that he was a fanatical hypocrite, may now be dis-
missed ; we suppose that by all parties it is dis-
missed, with the contempt to which it is only
entitled, to the limbo to which it properly belongs,
with many other of the verdicts this writer ventured
to announce in his history. Hume's character as an
historian has not only been long since impeached,
but, by Mr. Brodie,! reliance upon its veracity has
been entirely destroyed; and even the Quarterly
Review many years since distinctly showed in how
many instances his prejudices have permitted him
to distort evidence, and even to garble documents.
And it was especially the case when writing con-
cerning Charles I. and Cromwell, that “he drew
upon his imagination for his facts, and prejudices
for his principles.” It is very remarkable, however,
that men, eminent for discrimination and judg-
ment, well read in the story of the times, and in
the interest of whose opinion it seemed the very

1 ¢« A History of the British Empire from the Accession of
Charles L to the Restoration, etc., etc. ; including a particular
examination of Mr. Hume’s statements relative to the character
of the English Government.” By George Brodie, Esq., Advo-
cate. 4 vols., 1822,
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memory of such a man as Cromwell was involved,
spoke of him and his actions with a kind of bated
breath, as if they feared to incur some penalty in
public opinion by too laudatory an utterance of his
name. We think of such writers as WILLIAM ORME,
the more than respectable author of the lives of
John Owen and Richard Baxter: he speaks of
Cromwell as one of whom it is difficult to speak
with candour and justice. He says that if “to un-
mingled praise he is by no means entitled, unquali-
fied censure is equally undeserved”; and he very
oddly goes on to remark, that “he did much to
promote the glory of his country; and if not a
religious man himself, he yet promoted religion in
others, and was eminently the friend of religious
liberty at home and abroad. If he did not always
act as he ought, it can scarcely be denied that few
men who have grasped the rod of power have used
it with so much moderation, and so generally for
the good of others, as Oliver Cromwell.” The tone
of HENRY ROGERS, in his life of John Howe,
is precisely the same. He admits that “ Cromwell
committed crimes” (!), but he “does not think that
his fanaticism actually perverted his moral judg-
ment”(!), although “he was quite conscious that they
were crimes which he had committed.” (!) And the
remarks of these two excellent writers occur in their
attempts to solve the singular mystery that Cromwell
was so unquestionably attached to men so eminently
holy as John Howe and John Owen, that he sought

-~
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their friendship, and would have them present with
him in his palace. ’
This tone of remark has been long since dropped ;
and among illustrious English writers, it is singular,
perhaps, that even many years before Carlyle’s
magnificent vindication, MACAULAY had, in his own
eloquent and glowing style, as dispassionately as
- heartily, set forth the character of the great Protector
in his blaze of eloquent language. He says: “The
ambition of Oliver was of no vulgar kind. He never
seems to have coveted despotic power. He, at first,
fought sincerely and manfully for the Parliament,
and never deserted it till it had deserted its duty.
But even when thus placed by violence at the head
of affairs, he did not assume unlimited power. He
gave the country a constitution far more perfect than
any which had, at that time, been known to the
world. For himself, he demanded indeed the first
place in the Commonwealth, but with powers scarcely
so great as those of a Dutch stadtholder or an
American president. He gave to Parliament a voice
in the appointment of ministers, and left it to the
whole legislative authority, not even reserving to
himself a veto on its enactments; and he did not
require that the chief magistracy should be here-
ditary in his family. Thus far, if the circumstances
of the time and the opportunities which he had for
aggrandising himself be fairly considered, he will
not lose by comparison with Washington and
Bolivar,” And our readers surely remember what
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ought to be a well-known passage, in which Macau-
lay prophesies that *“truth and merit concerning
Cromwell would at last prevail ; cowards, who had
trembled at the very sound of his name,—tools of
office, who had been proud of the honour of lacquey-
ing his coach, might insult him in loyal speeches and
addresses,—a fickle multitude might crowd to shout
and scoff round the gibbeted remains of the greatest
prince and soldier of the age; but when the Dutch
cannon startled an effeminate tyrant in his own
palace,—when the conquests which had been won by
the armies of Cromwell were sold to pamper the
harlots of Charles,—when Englishmen were sent to
ficht under foreign banners against the indepen-
dence of Europe and the Protestant religion, many
honest hearts swelled in secret at the thought of
one who had never suffered his country to be ill-used
by any but himself It must indeed have been
difficult for any Englishman to see the salaried
viceroy of France sauntering through his harem,
yawning and talking nonsense, or be-slobbering his
brother and his courtiers in a fit of maudlin affec-
tion, without a respectful and tender remembrance
of him before whose genius the young pride of Louis
and the veteran craft of Mazarin had stood rebuked,
—who had humbled Spain on the land and Holland
on the sea, and whose imperial voice had arrested
the sails of the Libyan pirates and the persecuting
fires of Rome. Even to the present day his character,
though constantly attacked and scarcely ever de-
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fended, is popular with the great body of our
countrymen.” These eloquent words of the great
essayist are simply true ; and in fact, the faith avowed
by Macaulay was endorsed and demonstrated by the
great vindication in the publication of the letters
and speeches by Thomas Carlyle; but we believe
that through all the years which have elapsed since
the great Protector died, there has been an instinctive
sense in the heart of the English people that his
name would be cleared from all mists and calumnies,
and know a brilliant resurrection ; while we suppose
it is true a thousandfold now, as compared with the
time when Macaulay penned his eulogy, that his
character is popular with the great body of our
countrymen.

And yet, is it now a less difficult thing to bring
before our readers with some vividness that strange
and surely wraith-like form of robust yet mysterious
majesty, which rises to our vision in the later twi-
light of English story? Like the patron saint of
England, St. George of Cappadocia—he of the dragon
—Cromwell seems a strangely mythic character. In
an age when real kings were dying or dead, and
sham kings were flying from their own weakness
beneath the outspread shadowy wings of Right
Divine ; when, out of the sea and scenery of confu-
sion, beasts rose and reigned, like hydras, seven-headed
and seven-horned ; when every man sought to do
what was right in his own eyes; when the prisons
were full of victims, when the churches were full of
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mummeries ;—there rose a wraith, unexpected, unpre-
cedented in the history of the nation, perhaps of the
world, and said, “ Well, then, you must settle your
account with me!” That quaint, broad-hatted majesty
of our old folio histories was, without a doubt, the
Pathfinder of his nation in that age. “Pray, Mr
Hampden,” said Sir Philip Warwick, when Cromwell
had been rather more forcible than usual, “who is
that sloven who spoke just now; for I see he is on
our side, by his speaking so warmly.” ¢ That sloven
whom you see before you, and who hath no ornament
in his speech—that sloven, I say, if we should ever
come to a breach with the king, which God forbid,—
that sloven, I say, will be, in that case, the greatest
man in England.” For he was a true Pathfinder.
He had a gift of simplicity as great as that finest
creation of the American novelist, and an insight of
wonderful power ; as one set down in the depth of a
wilderness, where there seems to be no way, and is
able to discover the thin, faint trail, and to detect the
burning eyes of the savage where no life seemed to
rustle beneath the tree. This was his gift : prescience
beyond the lot of mortals. This, like the scabbard
of the good sword Excalibur, was more to him than
the sword itself ; its hilt was armed with eyes.

Vain, then, is the employment to ask : Is this man
great ?—and vain to contest his sovereignty and his
grandeur. Very vain. You say, indeed, “What do
you here, farmer that you are; what do you here in

the gallery of kings?” Thus when we have climbed
C
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old Helvellyn, and had reached the height of its
three thousand feet, we found ourselves amidst a
sanhedrim of crows and choughs—a sublime council
of ravens; and they said to the old hill, “ Art thou
larger than we? See, we perch upon thee, and peck
on thee. Why art thou here?” Sublimely stood
the old mountain, the lightning-scathed crags in his
sides bearing testimony to the thunder-strokes of
ages, and seeming to say, “Let it suffice: I am
here” It is the same with Oliver. He rises in the
English story like a Helvellyn, or a sublime Peak of
Teneriffe, and says, “ Let it suffice: 7 am here !”

A few years since it would have sounded too bold
if a writer, in introducing the great hero of the
English Commonwealth to his readers, intimated his
determination to attempt, in defending him, to throw
new light round his position, to plead for his right to
a lofty place in human estimation, and to assert the
honesty and integrity of his manhood, and the value
and the worth of the great work he performed. To
say this now is almost a matter of supererogation.
The time has gone by when Oliver Cromwell needed
any man’s good word : the evidences of his life-long
consistency of purpose, the grandeur and durability
of his legislative genius surround us on all hands.
Gradually, from many quarters of a most opposite
kind, proof has been accumulating. The wisest, who
have been disposed to form an opinion adverse to
the great English Protector, have confessed them-
selves compelled to pause before pronouncing ; others,
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again, have ransacked the archives of state paper
offices, the heaps of dingy family letters and scrolls,
every shred of paper bearing Oliver's name that
could be brought to light has been produced; and
the result is, that no name, perhaps, in all history
stands forth so transparent and clear, so consistent
throughout. It is the most royal name in English
history, rivalling in its splendour that of Eliza-
beth, the Edwards, and the Henrys ; outshining the
proudest names of the Norman, the Plantagenet, or
the Tudor. .
Doubtless, as we have often heard, great men are
the out-births of their time ; there is a providence in
their appearance, they are not the product of chance ;
they come, God-appointed, to do their work among
men, and they are immortal till their work is done.
We should not, perhaps, speak so much of the abso-
lute greatness of the men of one age as compared
with the men of another; they are all equally fitted
to the task of the day. Let the man who most hates
the memory of Cromwell, ask not so much what the
land and the law were with him, as what they must
inevitably have been without him. Remove the lead-
ing man from any time, and you break the harmony
‘of the time, you destroy the work of that age ; for an
age cannot move without its great men,—they inspire
it, they urge it forward, they are its ptiests and its
prophets and its monarchs. The hero of a time,
therefore, is the history of a time; he is the focus
where influences are gathered, and from whence they
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shoot out. It has been said that all institutions are
the projected shadow of some great man, he has
absorbed all the light of his time in himself; perhaps
he has not created, yet now he throws forth light
from his name, clear, steady practical light, that shall
_travel over a century; his name shall be the synonym
of an epoch, and shall include all the events of that
age. Thus it is with Cromwell ; hence, very happily,
the time of the Commonwealth has been called the
Cromwelliad. :

But the sublime unconsciousness of this great
spirit is the most leading characteristic indication
of his greatness. The reader may remember what
Cardinal de Retz said: “M. de Bellivre,” said the
cardinal, “told me that he had seen and known
Cromwell in England. And he said to me one day,
that one never mounted so high as when one did
not know where one was going.” Whereupon says
the cardinal, “You know I have a great horror of
Cromwell ; but however great a man many think him,
I add to this horror comtempt, for if that be his
opinion, he seems to me to be a fool.” But Crom-
well was right. This is, indeed, in all things true
grandeur : the unconscious is alone complete. The
eminently tricky cardinal did not know the great
flights of an unconscious spirit, and how surely the
measure of the one is, in great souls, the height of
the other. No doubt Cromwell was amazed at the
lofty elevation to which he ascended ; for he com-
menced his public career without any plan ; he threw




CONFLICTING THEORIES OF CROMWELLS LIFE. 21

himself, and his fortunes, and his life, into the scale
against the king, and on the side of the people.
He was at that time a plain country yeoman. We
do not believe that he had any ambition other than
to serve the cause with a brave pure heart. Could
he, whose unnoticed days had been passed by a
farmer’s ingle, see gleaming before his eyes a crown,
which he might refuse? Could he, who had spent
his later years in following the plough, dream that
he should draw the sword, only to find himself at
last the greatest general of his own age, and one of
the greatest soldiers of any age? Well might he
say, “ One never mounts so high as when one does not
know where one is going” It is the sublime of
human philosophy and character to be able to say
this ; it is faith in Providence and in destiny alone
which can say this. When he first entered on the
struggle, his thought, no doubt, was to fulfil a duty
or two upon the field and in the senate, and then
go back to his farm. He little thought that he was
to be the umpire of the whole contest.

Certain it is that we are to seek for what Cromwell
was in after life, in those early days of his history.
Some writers, Guizot among the rest, have said that
he adopted theories of liberty of conscience, and so
forth, to suit his ambition and his success. Not he!
He was for years, before the breaking out of civil
war, substantially all that he was after. When he
entered upon his career of public life, he had no
principles to seek ; he had found them long since,
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and he acted upon them invariably. Nor can we
perceive that he adopted any new principles, or
expedients, through the whole of his future career.
Cromwell was all that we include in the term Puritan.
His whole public life was the result of that mental
experience by which his faith was moulded. In him
there was a profound reverence for the law of God.
He had an instinctive apprehension of order. To
disfranchise, to rout and put to flight the imbecilities
of anarchists ; such was his work. A sworn soldier
of the Decalogue was he. Say that he read with
keen vividness into men’s hearts and men’s purposes ;
well, he did so, as any man may do, by the light of
high intelligent principles within him. In many
things, we do not doubt, he much misinterpreted
texts of the Divine Book. Perhaps he was too much
a “Hebrew of the Hebrews.” Some do not see how
a man can be faithfully a Christian man and also
a soldier ; but if he will be a soldier, then we d¢
not see how he can fulfil a soldier’s duty better than
by looking into the Old Testament. We see plainly
that we skall not know Cromwell's charvacter and deeds
unless we acquaint ourselves with Cromwell's theology.
His theology made the life of his home in old
farmer days at St. Ives. His theology guided his
impressions of men and events. His theology went
with him to the army, and kindled there his heroism,
and, if you will, his enthusiasm. His theology ruled
his character in the senate and on the throne. It
was not merely his speech, but deep, far beneath his
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speech, lay his great thoughts of God; and unless
you understand his inner depth of vital conviction,
you will have no comprehension of the man. His
mind was fostered from the unseen springs of medi-
tation, and from reading in that literature, unques-
tionably the most glorious in magnificence and wealth
we have had. In our age we have little religious
literature : the mighty folios in which the Puritan
fathers taught have dwindled down to the thin tracts
in which our friend the Rev. Octavian Longcloth, or
his curate, the Rev. Dismal Darkman, mix their
acidulated milk and water for weak stomachs. Far
different was the theology of Cromwell and the
writers of Cromwell’s age. Manton, himself one of
the greatest of these writers, says Cromwell had a
large and well-selected library. Many of our most
famous pieces were then unwritten; but there were
some pieces of Smith, Caudray, Adams, Owen,
Goodwin, and Mede, and the earlier fathers, and
Calvin, and Hooker, and Herbert’'s lyrics. We
think such were the men with whom Cromwell
walked and mused, and whose writings shed light
into his soul.

Sir John Goodricke used to relate a remarkable
anecdote, which we should probably assign to the
siege of Knaresborough Castle, in 1644, and which
was told him when a boy, by a very old woman,
who had formerly attended his mother in the capacity
of midwife. “When Cromwell came to lodge in our
house, in Knaresborough,” said she, “I was then but
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a young girl. Having heard much talk about the
man, I looked at him with wonder. Being ordered
to take a pan of coals, and air his bed, I could not,
during the operation, forbear peeping over my
shoulder several times to observe this extraordinary
person, who was seated at the far side of the room
untying his garters. Having aired the bed, I went
out, and shutting the ‘door after me, stopped and
peeped through the keyhole, when I saw him rise
from his seat, advance to the bed, and fall on his
knees, in which attitude I left him for some time.
When returning again, I found him still at prayer;
and this was his custom every night so long as he
stayed at our house; from which I concluded he
must be a good man; and this opinion I always
maintained afterwards, though I heard him very
much blamed and exceedingly abused.”

No! we should say there would be no shaking
this woman’s faith in him. To her he would appear
as what he was—genuine and transparent. How
many of Cromwell’s maligners, how many of us
writers and readers, would stand the test of the
keyhole ?
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T cannot be an unimportant thing to glance at the

ancestry of a powerful man ; and that of Crom-
well is very curious, more like that of the Tudors,
whom he so much resembles, than like that of any
other royal name of England. He was descended
from a Celtic stock by his mother’'s side. He was
a ninth cousin of Charles I.! Elizabeth Steward,
- Mrs. Robert Cromwell, the mother of Oliver, was
descended from Alexander, the Lord High Steward
of Scotland—the ancestor of the whole family of the
Stewarts. This is one of the most singular coin-
cidences occurring in history ; but the family of
Cromwell’s father was from Wales. He was the
second son of Sir Henry Cromwell, himself eldest
son and heir to Sir Richard Williams, a/izs Cromwell,
who, as the issue of Morgan Williams, by his mar-
riage with a sister of Thomas, Lord Cromwell, Earl

1 For a stream of Cromwell’s ancestry, and proof of this, see
Forster's “Lives of British Statesmen,” vol. vi. pp. 35-307.
But more explicitly in “ The Cromwell Family - of Mark Noble
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of Essex, assumed—like his father—the name of
Cromwell. Morgan ap Williams is said to have
derived his family from a noble lineage, namely, that
of the Lords of Powys and Cardigan, who flourished
during the period of the conquest. But of this we
are not herald sufficient to declare the truth; how-
ever, all Welsh blood is royal or noble. The eleva-
tion of the Cromwell family is to be dated from the
introduction of Richard Williams to the Court of
Henry VIIL, by Thomas Cromwell, the son of
Walter Cromwell, some time a blacksmith, and after-
wards a brewer at Putney, in Surrey, and a great
favourite with the bluff old Hal. Richard Williams
appears to have been—and he was—one of the few
royal favourites who did not lose his head as the
penalty for his sovereign’s favouritism. We have an
account of a great tournament, held by King Harry,
where Richard acquitted himself right gallantly.
There the king knighted him, and presented him
with a diamond ring, exclaiming, “ Formerly thou
wast my Dick, but now thou art my Diamond,” and
bidding him for the future wear such a one in the
fore gamb of the demi-lion in his crest, instead of a
javelin as before. The arms of Sir Richard, with
this alteration, were ever afterwards borne by the
elder branch of the family ; and by Oliver himself,
on his assuming the Protectorship, though previously
he had borne the javelin. Henry himself, it will be
remembered, was of Welsh descent ; and he strongly
recommended it to the Welsh to adopt the mode of



ANCESTRY, FAMILY, AND EARLY DAYS. 29

most civilized nations, in taking family names, instead
of their manner of adding their father’s and, perhaps,
their grandfather’s name to their own Christian one,
as Morgan ap Williams, or Richard ap Morgan ap
Williams.

Great was the munificence, and large the posses-
sions of the Cromwell family. Our Oliver, indeed,
appears to have been poor enough for so great a
connection ; but his uncle, Sir Oliver, inherited all
the estates of his ancestor, Sir Richard; and these
included many of those wealthy monasteries and
nunneries for the escheatment and confiscation of
which Thomas Cromwell has become so famous,
constituting him Malleus Monachorum, the “Ham-
merer of Monasteries,” as Oliver has been called
Mallenus Monarchorum, or the “ Hammerer of Kings
and Thrones.”

Hinchinbrook, near Huntingdon, was the residence
of Sir Oliver. There, no doubt, he kept up a mag-
nificent old English cheer. Beneath his gateway he
received, and in his halls he entertained, three English
monarchs. Elizabeth, when she left the University of
Cambridge, paid him a visit ; King James I. was enter-
tained by him several times; as was also Charles I.
But the great festivity of his life was his reception of
James on his way to London from Edinburgh, when
he succeeded to the English throne. High feasting
days were those at Hinchinbrook House. The king
came in a kind of state; Sir Oliver entertained all
comers with the choicest viands and wines, and even
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the populace had free access to the cellars during His
Majesty’s stay. At his leaving Hinchinbrook, after
breakfast, on the 29th of April, he was pleased to
express his obligations to the baronet and his lady,
saying to the former, with his characteristic vulgarity,
“Marry, mon, thou has treated me better than any
one since I left Edinburgh;” and an old chronicler
remarks, “It is more than probable, better than ever
that prince was treated before or after;” for it is
said Sir Oliver at this time gave the greatest feast
that had been given to a king by a subject.

We shall not have occasion to refer to Sir Oliver
again throughout this biography, and therefore we
may close this notice of him by saying that he
continued throughout his life loyal to the cause of
king and cavalier. He obliged all his sons to serve
in the Royalist army, and was ever more obnoxious to
the Parliamentarian cause than any person in his
neighbourhood. At last he was obliged to sell his
seat of Hinchinbrook, and he retired to live in silence
and quiet in Ramsey, in the county of Huntingdon.
His whole estates were sequestrated, but spared
through the interposition and for the sake of his
illustrious nephew. He never, however, courted the
favour of Oliver, and no doubt was heartily ashamed
of him. The losses he sustained from his loyalty
were so great that, as the shades of the evening of
life closed round him, they found him deep in
pecuniary difficulties; and he is said to have been
buried, in the evening of the day on which he died,
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in the chancel of Ramsey church, in order to prevent
his body being seized for debt.!

But although we linger thus long upon the an-
cestry and relationships of Oliver (perhaps it may
be thought too long), it must not be supposed that
we do so from any foolish effort to disconnect him
from the ranks of toil and labour. The truth appears
to be that Mr. Robert Cromwell, the brother of Sir
Oliver, was by no means his brother’s equal in either
position or wealth. The honours of the family would
be, of course, reflected upon him, but his income
never exceeded, independently, £300 per annum, and
it is certain that he sought to increase his fortune
by engaging in trade. He appears to have been a
brewer, but he was also a justice of the peace for
Huntingdon. He represented the same town in
Parliament in the thirty-fifth of Elizabeth; and he
was one of the commissioners for draining the fens.
He appears to have been a plain and simple country
gentleman ; but it is probable his intercourse with
the world had enabled him to give to his son views
of men and things which might materially influence
his impressions in after life.

Oliver Cromwell, one of the most illustrious -cap-
tains on the field and legislators in the cabinet of
any age, was born at Huntingdon, April 25th, 1599.

! The reader may recall one of ‘the most charming of the
imaginary conversations of Walter Savage Landor as being
between old Sir Oliver and his nephew and namesake, beneath
the gateway of Ramsey Abbey.
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In the region of the Fens, then, our English hero
was reared ; a quiet, picturesque region, far removed
from any bold or exciting scenery. There, now as
then, the quiet waters of the winding Ouse pursue
their way amidst sedgy banks and stunted poplars
and willows; amidst fields not so well drained thea
as now, and amidst scenes farther removed than now
they seem from the noise of the great world. There
the mystery of life fell upon him; and in rambles
about Godmanchester, and Houghton, and Warbois,
and the Upper and Lower Hemingfords—all of them
at that time having the reputation of being witch-
haunted, and therefore under the atrocious visitations
of Matthew Hopkins—there, in these spots, Oliver
found his sport-places and play-grounds, and there,
no doubt, his young mind was haunted by strange
dreams. We need not keep our readers with narra-
tions as to how he was saved .from drowning by one
who wished afterwards that he had let him drown;
how he wrestled with little Charles, Prince of Wales,
as he came along that way with his father, James I,
and enjoyed the hospitality of old Sir Oliver Crom-
well, at Hinchinbrook ; how he was endangered and
saved, in his childhood, from death, by a monkey.

“His very infancy,” says Noble—“if we believe
what Mr. Audley, brother to the famous civilian, says
he heard some old men tell his grandfather—was
marked with a peculiar accident, that seemed to
threaten the existence of the future Protector: for his
grandfather, Sir Henry Cromwell, having sent for
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him to Hinchinbrook—near Huntingdon, the ancient
family seat—when an infant in arms, a monkey took
him from his cradle, and ran with him upon the lead
that covered the roofing of the house. Alarmed at
the danger Oliver was in, the family brought beds
to catch him upon, fearing the creature’s dropping
him down; but the sagacious animal brought the
‘Fortune of England’ down in safety ; so narrow an
escape had he, who was doomed to be the Conqueror
and Magistrate of three mighty nations, from the
paws of a monkey. He is also said to have been
once saved from drowning by a Mr. Johnson, Curate
of Cunnington; a fact more credible, perhaps, for
that the same worthy clergyman should at a future
period, when Oliver was marching at the head of his
troops through Huntingdon, have told him, that he
‘wished he had put him in, rather than have seen
him in arms against the king:’” the latter part of
which story is probably a loyal but fabulous append-
age tagged, after the Restoration, to the former.
Anecdotes of the first days of men who have
attained to any kind of command over their fellows
are frequently important ; they give a clue to the state
of opinion about them during their lifetime. It is
probable that most of such stories, although somewhat
inflated in their tone, may yet have a fundamental
substance of truth and dramatic propriety. Thus there
are a few tales told of our hero which do appear to
be, in no slight degree, illustrative of his after life;
and thus we should expect it to be. Manhood is
D



34 OLIVER CROMWELL.

- _ —

contained in boyhood ; do we not often echo the
words of our poet, “the child is father to the man”?
We cannot conceive Oliver inferior to his young
comrades, either in physical or mental prowess: he
was, beyond all doubt, a burly little Briton, with
large resources of strength; and from a shrewd com-
prehension of things, whether in sport or in school,
and a musing, dreamy, half poetic (in those days), all
enthusiastic temperament, was, no doubt, frequently
. carried far out of the reach of his playmates and
companions,. All childhoods are not cheerful, all
childhoods are not exempt from care. Strong and
sensitive natures are stamped with a wonderful
precocity ; even in their cradles the shadows of future
achievements, the prophecies of unperformed actions,
cross the path. Dim and undefined, like worlds not
realized, their destiny rises before them like a paint-
ing on the mist, even in the very earliest of their
years ; and Oliver was of that peculiar temperament,
that it seems necessary to believe that such a boy-
hood was his.

He went to Huntingdon Free Grammar School,
and the place we believe is still shown where he sat
and studied his first lessons. Heath, a scurrilous
sompiler of a life of Cromwell, who has been handed
down to future years by Carlyle under the patrony-
mic of “ Carrion Heath,” has, with a laudable zeal,
chronicled the number of dovecotes robbed by our
daring little Protector; with a meanness of malice
unequalled, he has recounted his adventures in break-
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ing into orchards, and other such juvenile offences.
For our part, we do not doubt both his capabilities
and disposition for such adventures.

More interesting will it be for us to notice the
various traditions that have come down to us of the
feats and appearances of those early days. Espe-
cially is it recorded that Charles I., when a child,
was with his father, the king, at Hinchinbrook House,
the seat of Sir Oliver, of whom we have made men-
tion above ; he was then Duke of York. And that
he should visit the old knight is very likely, as we
do know that many times the hospitable gates were
thrown open to the monarch and his family, either
going to or returning from the north to the English
capital. But upon this occasion the future monarch
and future Protector met, and engaged each other-in
childish sport, in which Charles got the worst of it.

For what fixed the attention of the lovers of prog-
nostications in that and succeeding ages, was that
“the youths had not been long together before
Charles and Oliver disagreed ; and, as the former
was then as weakly as the latter was strong, it was
no wonder that the royal visitant was worsted ; and
Oliver, even at this age, so little regarded dignity,
that he made the royal blood flow in copious streams
from the prince’s nose.” “This,” adds the author,
“ was looked upon as a bad presage for the king when
the civil wars commenced.”

Certainly there is nothing unlikely or improbable
in this anecdote. If Charles visited Hinchinbrook--



36 OLIVER CROMWELL.

and that he did frequently has all the certainty of
moral evidence,—he would surely meet young Oliver,
and he would certainly not be in his company long,
we may venture to assert, without a quarrel ; haughty
obstinacy and daring resolution—the weakness and
effeminacy of a child of the Court, and the sturdy
independence and strength of the little rustic farmer
—would easily produce the consequences indicated in
the story.

The same writer relates as “more certain,” and
what Oliver himself, he says, “often averred, when he
was at the height of his glory,” that, on a certain
night, in his childhood, he “saw a gigantic figure,
which came and opened the curtains of his bed, and
told him that he should be the greatest person in the
kingdom, but did not mention the word £ing; and,”
continues the reverend narrator, “ though he was told
of the folly as well as wickedness of such an assertion,
he persisted in it; for which he was flogged by Dr.
Beard, at the particular desire of his father; not-
withstanding which, he would sometimes repeat it to
his uncle Stewart, who told him it was traitorous to
relate it.” Different versions have been given of this
tale. It even finds a place, with much other serious
anti-monarchical matter, in what Lord Clarendon so
intemperately (as the great Fox observed) called
his “History of the Rebellion” ; but we dismiss it
for the moment, again to recur to the pages of that
indefatigable collector, Mark Noble.

For yet another incident recorded of these years
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is connected with the performance of a comedy called
“Lingua,” attributed to Anthony Brewer, and cele-
brating the contest of the five senses for the crown of
superiority, and discussing the pretentions of the
tongue to be admitted as a sixth sense. It is cer-
tainly a proof of the admitted superiority of Oliver
over his schoolfellows, that the principal character
was awarded to him; and truly there is something
remarkable in the coincidence of some of his imper-
sonations and the realities of his future life. In the
character of Tactus, or the sense of feeling, “ The
little actor came from his tiring-room upon the stage,
his head encircled with a chaplet of laurel. He
stumbled over a crown purposely laid there, and,
stooping down, he took it, and crowned himself. It is
said—but how likely that such things should be said !
—that he exhibited more than ordinary emotion as
he delivered the majestical words of the piece.” Nor
may we refuse to believe that his mind felt something
of the import of the words he uttered: all uncon-
scious as he was that he was uttering a prophecy
connected with his own life; and he would, perhaps,
recur to them when, in after years, he came, from a
pesition so lowly, to be so near to the neighbourhood
of a crown ; when the highest symbols of power were
brought to his Zouck, and his name, lauded in poetry
and oratory, alike by friends and parasites, was placed
on the level of the Casars and Alexanders, as
he strode on from height to height of pride and
power, '
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Oliver had a very stern schoolmaster, and whatever
may have been the necessity existing for it, Dr. Beard
is said to have visited upon him a severity of disci-
pline unusual even for those severe days.

Thus we obtain glimpses of his early life: thus it
comes before us. He was learning then,—learning in
many and various ways,—around the hearth at Hunt-
ingdon. By the winter fireside he would hear the
rumours from the great world of the Popish Gun-
powder Plot ; he was six years old when the news of
this would reach his father’s house. He was eleven
when Henry of Navarre, the defender of the Protest-
ants of France, was assassinated. Sir Walter Ra-
leigh, too, the intelligence of his death would be
noted ; and the quiet and glorious end of the fine
old martyr to Spanish gold and Spanish influence
would make some impression, even upon the quiet
dwellers of Huntingdonshire. We do not know his
playmates : of one we have caught a dim shadow, a
royal playmate, no match for our stubborn little hero.
Another we may fancy with him in the playground, his
cousin, John Hampden, five years older than Oliver;
kind, but firm, gentle, thoughtful, mild, he would tem-
per the fiercer spirit. They certainly knew each other
in those days, and played together. That surely is
a scene on which artist and poet may linger, the two
boys, John Hampden and Oliver Cromwell, together !
We attempt to follow them through their days of
youth, their sports of the field ; and strive to imagine
the two strong, stately men—warriors, legislators,
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représentatives of English mind and opinion, disput-
ants with a king—in their simple boyhood’s life.

We wonder at some things in Cromwell’s history,
We wonder that in his after years, while his soul was
so blessed by a large toleration, he so resolutely and
intolerantly hated Romanism. We must remember,
as we have already said, that when Oliver was six
years old there came to his father’s house in Hunting-
don the news of the Gunpowder Plot; we must re-
member that a feline Jesuitism was sneaking over the
whole of England, and round the courts of Europe and
through its kingdoms; we must remember that when he
was only eleven years old the brave Henry of Navarre
was murdered in the streets of Paris—fine defender
of Protestantism that he was! Pieces of news like
these were calculated to sting a boy’s memory, and
to remain there, and to leave a perpetual irritation.
Popery was to be hated then;—we now may afford
to forgive what Popery has done. In that day it did
not well comport with public safety to be so tranquil ;
so Oliver listened as a boy, and treasured these things
in his recollection, and when the time came—the day
of wrath—he heaped up the wrath, and sought to set
fire to the whole tawdry mass of error and corrup-
tion.

Let us pause for a moment or two upon the days of
Cromwell's boyhood ; those, as we have seen, were the
days when James I. was king; probably, as we have
said, the lad often saw him at the house of his uncle,
Sir Oliver ; the sight would not be likely to enhance
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his conceptions of the dignity of the sovereign, as
the tales he heard would be as little likely to increase
his respect for kingly power. It will not be out of
place here to devote a word or two to the delineation
of the person and character of the first of the English
Stewarts ; for with him, unquestionably, those troubles
began which Oliver, by-and-by, would be called upon
to settle.

There were many unfortunate circumstances which
combined to bring about the unhappy doom of
Charles I. He was unfortunate in his own nature,
in himself ; it was unhappy that one with a nature so
weak, and a will so strong, should be called upon to
face men and circumstances such as he found arrayed
against him. But we have always thought the most
unfortunate circumstance in the life of Charles to
have been that he was the son of his father. The
name of James I. has become, and speaking upon the
best authority is, synonymous with every sentiment
of contempt ; it is quite doubtful whether a single
feature of character, or a single incident in his his-
tory, can command unchallenged regard or respect:
that about him which does not provoke indignation,
excites laughter. His conduct as the sovereign
of his own country, of Scotland—before he suc-
ceeded to the throne of England—was such as to
awaken more than our suspicion, beyond doubt to
arouse our abhorrence. He has been handed down
through history as a great investigator of the mys-
teries of king-craft; but the record of the criminal
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trials of Scotland seems to show that he chiefly
exercised his sagacity among those mysteries for the
purpose of procuring vengeance on those monsters
of iniquity who had sneered at his person or under-
valued his abilities. Whenever his own person was
reflected on, he followed the delinquent like a panther
prowling for his prey ; and, as Pitcairn has shown in
his immense and invaluable work on the criminal
trials of Scotland, he never failed in pursuing his
victim to death. It is worth while to recite an in-
stance or two: On the third of August, 1596, John
Dickson, an Englishman, was indicted for uttering
calumnious and slanderous speeches against the king.
The amount of his offence was, that being drunk, he
had allowed a boat he was managing to come in the
way of one of the king’s ordnance vessels, when,
being called upon by Archibald Gairdenar, one of his
majesty’s cannoners, to give place to his majesty’s
ordnance, “he fyrst ansserit, that he would nocht
vyre his boit for king or kasard : and thairefter, maist
proudlie, arrogantlie, shlanderouslie, and calumni-
ouslie callit his majestie ane bastard king: and that
he was nocht worthie to be obeyit.” The jury found
him guilty, but qualified their verdict by admitting
his drunkenness ; but their qualification did not avail
—the poor fellow was hanged. Another case Mr.
Pitcairn gives, of John Fleming, of Cohburn Path,
who was indicted for uttering treasonable, blasphe-
mous, and damnable speeches against the king.
He appears to have lost a case in litigation ; and on
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being asked why he uttered blasphemous and horrible
words concerning the king, he made this scornful and
disdainful answer, “That were it not for the king and
his laws, he would not have lost his lands ; and there-
fore he cared not for the king, for hanging would be
the worst for it.” He spoke like a prophet, he was
hanged. But in 1609, Francis Tennant, merchant
and burgess of Edinburgh, was indicted for writing
slanderous words against the king, and he was sen-
tenced to be taken to the market cross of Edinburgh
and his tongue cut out at the root; then a paper
should be affixed to his brow, bearing “that he is
convict for forging and geveing out of certane vyld
and seditious parcellis, detracting us and our maist
nobill progenitouris ; and thairefter that he shall be
takyn to the gallous, and hangit, ay quhill he be
deid.” By a merciful decree this audacious sinner
was yet permitted to be hung with his tongue in his
head. Another remarkable instance concerns an
offender who had affixed upon one of the Colleges
of Oxford some seditious words reflecting on the
king, after he had attained to the English throne
The laws of England did not permit the hunting this
delinquent, one Thomas Rose, to death ; so the king
wrote to his faithful Privy Council of Scotland, in-
forming them of the most unhandsome restrictions
placed upon his kingly power, soliciting their advice,
and as the words had reflected upon the Scottish
king and the Scottish nation, expressing his wish
that the man should be tried in Scotland. To which

’
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from the Privy Council he received a gracious reply,
informing him that they would receive him, the
prisoner, and commit him to the Iron House (by
which name the cage was called in which desperate
prisoners were confined previous to their execution),
and continuing: “Qure opinioun is that he sal be
hanged at the Mercatt-Croce of Edinburghe, and his
heade affixt on one of the Portis. But in this we
submitt oure selffis to your maiesteis directioun ;
quhairunto we sall conforme our selffis” The poor
fellow was hung. James was a firm believer in the
divinity which doth hedge a king ; but it must seem
something surprising that, however Scotland might
bow down graciously to such follies, England should
yield as compliantly to his will. His reply to his
first counsellors upon his arrival in England is well
known: “Do I mak the Judges? do I mak the
Bishops? then, Godis wauns! I mak what likes me,
law and gospel” Commenting upon this, John
Forster, in his “ Statesmen of England,” says, “ He
was not an absolute fool, and little more can be said
of him.” It was the bluff Henry IV. of France who
affixed to him the soubriquet, with its sly insinuation,
that ‘“undoubtedly he was Solomon—zke son of
David” There was nothing in the appearance of
this person which carried the presence of sovereignty
along with the impudent arrogance of his audacious
will. A contemporary describes him when, at the’
age of thirty-seven, he came to the English throne:
“ He was of middle stature, more corpulent through
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his clothes than in his body, yet fat enough ; his eye
large, ever rolling after any stranger that came in
his presence, insomuch as many, for shame, left the
room as being out of countenance; his tongue was
too large for his mouth, and made him drink very
uncomely, as if eating his drink, which came out
into his cup at each side of his mouth ; his skin was
as soft as taffeta sarsenet, which felt so because he
never washed his hands, but rubbed his fingers’ ends
quite slightly with the wet end of a napkin ; his legs
were very weak, some have thought through some
foul play in his youth, and the weakness made him
ever leaning on other people’s shoulders, and his
walk was ever circular.”! The arbitary powers as-
sumed by this singular person can only have had
the effect of rousing the most vehement indignation
in the minds of the very many who in England, in
that day, were beginning to realize the folly and
emptiness of all merely titular claims to homage and
regard. On a cold October morning, in 1619, a great
crime was perpetrated, the influence of which was to
create one of the most bitter and invincible enemies
to the tactics and policy of the Stuarts, as repre-
sented either by James or Charles: that fine old
English gentleman, Sir Walter Raleigh, was brought
forth to the scaffold in Palace Yard. Perhaps the
reader is scarcely able to repress the feeling, even now,
of abhorrent indignation that such a miserable piece

1 Weldon’s character of King James, quoted in “Memoirs of
the Court of King James I.,” by Lucy Akin.
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of loathsome corruption as James should have been
able to order the death of so great and magnanimous
a man. It was on the 29th of October, when the
officers went into his room to tell him that all was
in readiness for his execution, they found him smok-
ing his last pipe and drinking his last cup of sack,
remarking to those who came to fetch him, that “it
was a good liquor, if a man might stay by it” He
said he was ready, and so they set forth. Young Sir
John Eliot was in the crowd, and saw him die, and
he never forgave that death ; and perhaps, the rather.
as it was the offering of cowardice to appease the
animosity of Spain. And in future years, when
Cromwell had to decide whether he should accept
an alliance with France or Spain, it was probably the
death of Raleigh, among other motives, which led him
to send torth Blake to pour his tempests of fire over
the Spanish colonies, and to avenge the outrages on
England so often perpetrated by that power, so hate-
ful and abominable to all English tastes and feeling.
There seems nothing in the character of James which
could ever have recommended him to English sym-
pathies, whether we regard his dealings with Church
or State, whether with matters of political principle
or finance. It is a singular trait of his character that
he affected to treat with contempt his illustrious pre.
decessor, Queen Elizabeth, and no doubt regarded
himself as far superior to her in all that constituted
the majesty of the sovereign, and all that could imply
power of dealing with statesmen. Many enormities
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of cruelty, which had fallen into hopeful disuse in her
reign, were called into existence again. He com-
menced a more severe persecution of the Puritans;
and many of his speeches, either to them or about
them, exhibit at once the low shrewdness and the des-
potic wilfulness of his character. In his speeches to
the Puritan champions, when they ventured to address
his majesty in petition for a revival of those meetings
which Elizabeth and her bishops had been at great
pains to suppress, he burst forth into most unkinglike
anger, and violent and abusive harshness. “If you
aimed at a Scotch Presbytery, it agrees as well with
monarchy as God and devil ; then Jack and Tom and
Will and Dick shall meet, and, at their pleasire,
censure me and my council” “My Lords the
bishops,” he said, putting his hand to his hat, “I
may thank you that these men plead thus for my
supremacy, they think they cannot make their party
good against you but by appealing unto it. But if
once you are out, and they in, I know what will
become of my supremacy ; for no bishop, no king! 1
have learned of what cut they have been who, preach-
ing before me since my coming into England, passed
over with silence my being supreme governor in
causes ecclesiastical.” Then turning to Dr. Reynolds,
“Well, Doctor, have you anything more to say?”
“No more, if it please your majesty.” “If this be
all your party hath to say, I will make them conform
themselves, or else harrie them out of the land, or
else do worse” Such was the indecent language
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" this man could indulge to gentlemen who came, with
the meekness of subjects, to urge upon the king the
claims of conscience. It was high time that this
family should receive some lessons as to the limita-
tion of royal prerogative. And as over the conscience
of his subjects, so he also entertained the same ideas
as to the rights of prerogative over their pockets,
He was reckless in his extravagance, he would listen
to no advice, his embarrassments increased daily ; he
did not like parliaments, and without parliaments
how could he obtain a parliamentary grant? So he
ordered the sheriffs of all the counties to demand of
all persons of substance, within their respective limits,
a free gift proportionate to the necessities of the
king ; the sheriffs also were ordered to take strict
cognizance of all persons who refused to contribute,
and the names of such given in to the Privy Council
were marked out for perpetual harrying and hostility
by the Court. He did not gain much by this obnox-
ious and arbitrary scheme—only about £50,000 it is
said ; but it lost him the confidence and the affection
of the entire nation. Such are some sufficient lines
indicating the character of the founder of the line of
the Stuarts in England ; in a word,it may be said he
inherited, in all their coarseness, the worst vices of
every member of his family. He was not without
some claim to the pretentions he made to learning,
but such learning as he possessed exhibited itself in
intolerable pedantry, and a foolish and offensive
parade of what amounted to a little more than
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grammatical precision. His works, such as they are, -
remind us of those personal pleasantries which
Weldon attaches to his person. His superstition
was dismal, grotesque, and dreadful ; and by his wild
ideas concerning witchcraft, and the possibility of
evil intercourse with another world, he aided in the
extension of dark and morbid ideas, and inaugurated
a succession of cruelties which, in their horrible
enormities of persecution, equalled almost anything
to which poor human nature had been subjected in
the enormities of the Inquisition, and which, alas!
furnished precedents for the continuance of the same
horrors through future years. On the whole, it is
scarcely too much to say that the reign of James I.
is for the most part a dark blot in the history of
our country. Whatever of lustre there may be is
derived from the last rays of the setting sun of the
age of Elizabeth, or the first streaks of dawn,
promising the morning glory, when the people,
wearied and worn out by the ignominy of oppres-
sion, should stand upon their feet prepared to enter
on the contest, and struggle for rights withheld so
long. The whole story of the reign, however, should
be distinctly remembered in order that the origin of
those ideas may be traced which wrought with such
fatal and tragic effect upon the character and career
of Charles. And such was the English monarch and
monarchy when Oliver Cromwell was a boy.

The schoolboy days are over, and we may follow
young Oliver to Cambridge ; he entered, as a fellow-
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commoner of Sidney Sussex College, on the Feast of
the Annunciation, the 23rd of April, 1616. Carlyle
has not failed to notice a remarkable event which
transpired on this day, and our readers shall have it
in his own words: “ Curious enough,” he says, *“ of all
days, on this same day, Shakespeare, as his stone
monument still testifies at Stratford-on-Avon, died :

“ Obiit Anno Domini 1616,
Atatis §3. Die 23 Apr.”

While Oliver Cromwell was entering himself of
Sidney Sussex College, William Shakespeare was
taking his farewell of this world. Oliver’s father
had, most likely, come with him; it is but twelve
miles from Huntingdon; you can go and come in a
day. Oliver's father saw him write in the album at
Cambridge ; at Stratford, Shakespeare’s Ann Hath-
away was weeping over his bed. The first world-
great thing that remains of English history, the
literature of Shakespeare, was ending; the second
world-great thing that remains of English history,
the armed Appeal of Puritanism to the invisible God
of heaven against many visible devils, on earth and
elsewhere, was, so to speak, beginning. They have
their exits and their entrances. And one people in
its time plays many parts.”!

But Cromwell’s study at Cambridge was brief
enough. In the month of June of the next year he

1 « Cromwell's Letters and Speeches,” vol. i. pp. 58, 59
E
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was called to the death-bed of his father; the wise,
kind counsellor and guide of his youth was gone.
Now he followed. him, as the chief mourner, to the
chancel of the -parish church of St. John’s, and
returned to the solitary hearth to comfort, as he best
might, his surviving parent. We do not know
whether he returned to Cambridge ; but it is pro-
bable that, if he returned, it was for a very short
time ; for he had now to prepare himself as quickly
as possible for the bustle and reality of active life, as
it would be necessary that he should take his place
as director and head of the family. His detractors
have been glad to make out a case for his ignorance
in all matters pertaining to polite and elegant litera-
ture, and perhaps it could scarcely be expected that
a youth whose studies closed in his seventeenth year
should be a finished scholar; but facts stubbornly
contend for the .furniture and polishment of his
understanding. He ever had a sincere respect for
men of learning, and patronized and elevated them,
and showed a disposition to honour literature in its
representatives. He was wont to converse in Latin
with the ambassadors he received, and, although
Bishop Burnet has made it an occasion of jest, not
one of the most learned of them speaks of his Latin
with any slight or contempt.

The monarchs and masters of mankind have
seldom been able to abide the scrutiny bestowed
upon thei: home and fireside. It is the most doubt-
ful of all tests by which to examine a man, and
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especially a great man—a man whom the world has
claimed, whose time and talents have been placed at.
the world’s disposal ; a man irritated by contending
factions, who has been compelled to appraise men,
and their motives, and frequently to appraise them
very lowly. When we follow such a man from the
camp, and the cabinet, and are able to behold a
fountain of freshness playing through the home-
thoughts of the man, to see a pegennial greenness
about his life, with his wife and children, we seem to
have applied the last test by which we attempt to
understand his character. Now, it might be thought
that Cromwell’s character had but little home-life in
it. Yet it never changes; it opens before us in his
youth, and a beautiful freshness and affection appears
to play about it until the close of his career.

There is something like an answer to the charges
of his early wildness and licentiousness in the fact
that he wedded such a woman as Elizabeth Boucher,
the daughter of a wealthy knight, possessed of
estates in Essex ; for the consent of such a wife is
almost a security for the character of her husband.

Truly affecting is the imaginary spectacle, so easily
conjured up, of Cromwell and his bride standing

. by the altar of St. Giles’s Church, Cripplegate, the

church which was, by-and-by, to receive the body
of his friend and secretary, John Milton. The soft
hand of Elizabeth—the rough, strong hand of
Oliver ; the hand holding that little one in its grasp
was to deal death-blows on battle-fields; it was to
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sign a monarch’s death-warrant ; it was to grasp the
truncheon of royalty and power; it was to fold the
purple. of sovereignty over the shoulders; it was
to wave back an offered crown! That frank but
strongly-lined face, so youthful, yet prematurely
thoughtful ; and that kind and gentle creature, face
to face before him—through what a crowd of varying
changes shall it sorrow and smile: in a lowly home-
stead, directing the work of maids and churls ; in a
palace and a court, among nobles and sagacious
statesmen ; and again, in silence and obscurity ; and
shining with the same equable lustre through all.
Beautiful Elizabeth Boucher ! so humble, and yet so
dignified. Those who knew her have not neglected
to inform us that she was an excellent housewife,
descending to the kitchen with as much propriety as
she ascended to her lofty station. How she shines
in contrast with Henrietta, the queen of Charles I.
Was she fitted to fill a throne? Her name must
not be included in the biographies of the queens
of England ; and yet, perhaps, not one among the
queens consort more truly deserves there a chronicle
than she.

A loving and beautiful wife; and Oliver appears
ever to advantage in connection. with all the
memories we have of her. It is given to us to see
something of their home during the period of about
ten years that Cromwell remained in quietude and
seclusion. The spectacle of that home, the interior
of it, is very amusing to Hume and sundry other
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historians ; for it would seem that there was prayer
there, and the singing of hymns and spiritual songs,
and the reading of Scripture, and comments, and
even preachings, thereon. All this, to a man of
Hume’s character was most laughable and inex-
pressibly comic. It was all a part of the conduct
of our “fanatical hypocrite,” who, however, Hume
thinks, must have lost very much, and “gone back
in worldly matters in consequence.” Now, with all
deference to Hume's clearer perceptions, hypocrites
do not usually like to lose by their religious pro-
fession ; to gain is a part of their policy and deter-
mination. We suspect, however, that Cromwell did
not lose. This is mere assumption without founda- -
tion: he would know, of all men, both how to be
“diligent in business and fervent in spirit.” And
Milton, in his account of him, leads us to altogether
another inference when he says, “ Being now arrived
to a mature and ripe age, all which time he spent as
a private person, noted for nothing so much as the
culture of pure religion and an integrity of life, /e
was grown rick at home, and had enlarged his hopes,
relying upon God and a great soul, in a quiet bosom,
for any the most exalted times.” That home at St.
Ives the late possessor of Cromwell’s house razed to
the ground, so that not one brick remained standing
on another. The man who razed Cromwell’s house
also razed his own: he died a beggar, and his only
daughter is now in the workhouse of St. Ives.
Cromwell married August 22nd, 1620. Before him
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there are yet thirty-eight years of life, Of these we
shall find that, during nearly twenty of them, as
Milton has said, “he nursed his great soul in silence,”
especially during the first ten years spent in Hunt-
ingdon.

It is not difficult to glance at the education of the
hero. To the superintendence of a brewery we may
be certain he added the superintendence of farms
and fields ; and about 1631 he removed from Hun-
tingdon, about five miles down the river Ouse, to
St. Ives, renting there a grazing farm. There he
probably spent about seven years of his life. If,
reader, thou hast ever walked, as we have done, by
the banks of that river, through the lovely little rural
villages of Houghton, and Hartford, and Heming-
ford, and Godmanchester, and the adjacent little
ruralities, be sure thou hast trodden through some
of the most remarkable scenery in England—in the
world. There ke was accustomed to walk to and fro.
Fancy, immediately at our bidding, presents him to
us, by the fireside of the old gabled farm-house, or
in the field attending to his farm affairs, mowing,
milking, marketing. We may think of Cromwell
standing in the market with his fellow-tradesmen,
and striding through those fields, and by those road-
sides, and by the course of the stream, then sedgy
and swampy enough. What thoughts came upon
him ; for was he not fighting there the same battle
Luther fought at Erfurth? He was vexed by fits of
strange black hypochondria. Dr\. Simcot, of Hun-
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tingdon, “in shadow of meaning, much meaning
expressions,” intimates to us how much he suffered.
He was oppressed with dreadful consciousness of sin
and defect. He groaned in spirit like Paul, like later
saints—Bunyan, for instance. A flat, level country is
it about St. Ives, and then probably much more like
the fen country of Norfolk than the quiet, lovely
seclusion its neighbourhood wears at the present day ;
but there, in the experience of this man, powers of
heaven, earth, and hell were struggling for master-
dom. The stunted willows and sedgy watercourses,
the flags and reeds, would often echo back the
mourning words, “Oh, wretched man that I am!”
‘What conception had he of the course lying before
him? What knowledge had he of the intentions of
Providence concerning him? Life lay before him all
in shadow. For fifteen years he appears to have
had no other concern than “to know Christ and the
power of His resurrection, and the fellowship of His
sufferings.” But, then, it would be scarcely other
than possible to hear, from news and scattered report,
how one and another of God’s faithful servants were
shut up in prison, fined, pilloried, and persecuted to
banishment and death, without additional anguish to
the severe torture of the mind crying for salvation;
nor would it be possible to hear of successive
tyrannic exactions and impositions, of libidinousness,
intemperance at Court and throughout the country,
without wonder, too, where all this should end. Men
called and ordained by God to great actions have
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strong presentiments and mental foreshadowings ;
and thus Cromwell would be probably visited by
mysterious intimations that he was, in some way, to
soive the mighty riddle of the kingdom’s salvation.
But how? What madness to dream it! How?

Nor must we forget that during these years Crom-
well had many times renewed the joys and anxieties
of a father ; indeed, all his children were born before
he emerged from the fen country into public life.
They were as follows :—

Robert, his first-born, baptized 13th October, 1621.

Oliver, baptized 6th of February, 1628. He was
kifled in battle early in the civil war. The Protector
alluded to him on his death-bed : “It went to my
heart like a dagger ; indeed it did.”

Bridget, baptized 4th of August, 1624. She was
married to Ireton, and after Ireton’s death to Fleet-
wood ; and died at Stoke Newington, near London,
1681. '

Richard, born 4th of October, 1626. Him Carlyle
calls “a poor idle triviality.”

Henry, baptized 2oth July, 1628.

Elizabeth, baptized 2nd July, 1629.

All the above children were born at Huntingdon ;
the following at St. Ives and Ely :—

James, baptized 8th January, 1631; died next
day.

Mary, baptized at Huntingdon, 3rd February, 1639.

Francis, baptized at Ely, 6th December, 1638.
“Preaching there, praying there, he passed his days
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solacing persecuted ministers, and sighing in the
bitterness of his soul.”

In all, five sons and four daughters ; of whom three
sons, and all the daughters, came to maturity at Ely;
for about 1638 Cromwell, probably, removed to Ely.
His uncle, Sir Thomas, resided there. His mother’s
relatives—those of them who were left—were there ;
and now his mother. herself removed there, probably
with the idea of there terminating her days in the
presence of first impressions and associations, The
time draws nigh for Oliver to leave his silence, his
lonely wanderings to and fro, his plannings, and his
doubtings. The storm is up in England, and Oliver
has become a marked man; he probably knows that
he will have to take a prominent part in the affairs
of the kingdom. Halt we awhile to reflect on this.
This obscure man, lone English farmer, untitled, un-
wealthy, no grace of manner to introduce himselfs
ungainly in speech and in action, unskilled in war,
unused to the arts of courts and the cabals of senates
and legislators—this man whose life had passed alto-
gether with farmers and religious-minded men—was,
at almost a bound, to leap to the highest place in the
people’s army, grasping the baton of the marshal
This man was to strike the successful blows on the
field, shivering to pieces the kingly power in the land
—himself was to assume the truncheon of the Dic-
tator ; was to sketch the outline of laws, of home and
foreign policy, which all succeeding legislators were
to attempt to embody and imitate; was to wring
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concessions to his power from the most haughty
monarchies of ancient feudal Europe, and to bear up,
in arms, England, fast dwindling into contempt, to
the very foremost place among the nations; was to
produce throughout the world homage to the Pro-
testant religion, making before his name the fame
and terror of Gustavus, of Henry IV., of Zisca, to
dwindle and look pale. And this with no prestige of
birth or education. Is it too much, then, to call him
the most royal actor England, if not the world, has
produced ? ,

Notice, also, that when he was at Cambridge he
won some money at gambling: £20, £50, £100. All
these sums now were returned as moneys upon no
principle his own. Here, too, is a letter of this
Huntingdon time, just before the busy world called
him away, giving a glimpse of the man:—

“To my beloved cousin, Mrs. St. Fohn, at William
Masham, his house, called Otes, in Essex—

_ Present these.
.“ELy,

“ 13tk October, 1638.
“DEAR COUSIN,—

“] thankfully acknowledge your love in
your kind remembrance of me upon this opportunity.
Alas! you too highly prize my' lines and my com-
pany. I may be ashamed to own your expressions,
considering how unprofitable I am, and the mean
tmprovement of my talent.
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“Yet to honour my God by declaring what He
« hath done for my soul, in this I am confident, and
I will be so. Truly, then, this I find, that He giveth
springs in a dry, barren wilderness, where no water
is. I live, you know where—in Meshec, which they
say means prolonging—in Kedar, which signifies
blackness ; yet the Lord forsaketh me not. Though
He do prolong, yet He will, I trust, bring me to His
tabernacle, to His resting-place. My soul is with the
congregation of the first-born; my body rests in
hope ; and if here I may honour my God, either by
doing or by suffering, I shall be most glad.

“Truly no poor creature hath more cause to put
himself forth in the cause of God than I. I have
had plentiful wages beforehand; aid I am sure I
shall never earn the least mite. The Lord accept me
in His Son, and give me to walk in the light, as He
is the light! He it is that enlighteneth our black-
ness, our darkness. I dare not say He hideth His
face from me. He giveth me to see light in His

"light. One beam in a dark place hath exceeding
much refreshment in it. Blessed be His name for
shining upon so dark a heart as mine! You know
what my manner of life hath been. Oh, I 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. Oh, the richness of His
mercy ! Praise Him for me—pray for me, that He
who hath begun a good work would perfect it in the
day of Christ.”
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Notice, also, that those latest years of James and
first years of Charles were the period when the cruel
persecution proceeding in England drove the first
emigrants away into the American wilderness, there
to found the old Massachusetts Colony; they left
their homes and country, willing to encounter the
privations and dangers of the distant wilderness,
hoping there to find a rest and refuge for outraged
religion and humanity. Those were the days com-
memorated by the Plymouth Rock,—the first settlers
in Salem, and the growth of Lynn. We refer to this
especially, because tradition says that on the 1st of
May, 1638, eight ships, bound for New England, and
filled with Puritan families, were arrested and inter-
rupted in the Thames by an order from the king,
and that among their passengers in one of those
vessels were Pym, Hampden, Cromwell, and Hazel-
rig. Mr. John Forster doubts this, but cannot dis-
prove it. Our own impression is that these master
patriots were probably on board ; that they did not
intend to desert their country, in whose existence
and future they had too large an interest, but that
they were on a voyage of discovery, partly to sym-
pathise with the exiles, and partly to obtain some
knowledge for future possibilities. The rumour
seems to be too extended to be altogether un-
founded.
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CHAPTER IIIL.
CROMWELL'S CONTEMPORARIES: SIR JOHN ELIOT.

E are desirous to set before our readers, not

only the character of Cromwell himself, but
of those contemporaries who also wrought out with
him ‘the work of national salvation; among these,
and especially those who may be termed the great
heralds and precursors of what may be called more
strictly the Cromwell period, no name is more emi-
nent than that of John Eliot. He is really the
Elijah of the Revolution, and his was the voice of
one crying in the wilderness, “ Prepare ye the way.”
His bold, courageous, and ardent spirit went before,
and he anticipated the great impeachments of Pym
and the great victories of Cromwell. It is only re-
cently that he has been restored to the high place in
popular regard and memory, from whence he had
passed almost into obscurity, until Mr. John Forster
first published his brief life, more than thirty years
since, in his “ Statesmen of the Commonwealth,” and
afterwards expanded the sketch into the two hand-
some volumes which now so pleasantly embalm the
name and memory, the words and works and suffer-
ings, we may add, the martyrdom, of John Elict. He

€3
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was born in 1590, a Cornishman, but on the banks
of the Tamar, in the town of St. Germains, which,
however, does not appear to have been more than a
poor little straggling village of fisherman. Travel-
ling on the Continent, he made the acquaintance of
the Duke of Buckingham, the favourite of James I
Perhaps the acquaintance was not very intimate or
very deep; it seems likely, however, that to it Eliot
owed his position of Vice-Admiral of Devon.
When, however, Eliot entered into public life, the
opinions and careers of the two men were so diver- -
gent, that it is probable that, by his great impeach-
ment of the Duke, Eliot would have taken away
his head had not Felton's lance anticipated the
headsman’s stroke.

Eliot entered Parliament in his twenty-fourth year
as member for the borough of St. Germains, and he
found himself in company with some of the men
whose names were to be allied with his own in work-
ing out the English redemption. John Hampden,
three or four years younger than Eliot, had not yet
finished his studies in the Inner Temple; but there
were Pym, Philips, Sir Edward Joel, Sir Edward
Sands, and Whitelock, and, amphibiously bowing
about, but scarcely giving a hint of the vast space
he was to fill by his power in the future, Sir Thomas
Wentworth, soon afterwards created Earl of Strafford.
Buckingham was the favourite,—the most unprinci-
pled of favourites,—but Lord High Admiral of
England. And here we are most likely to discover
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the cause of Eliot’s elevation to the Vice-Admiralty
of Devon. The Duke, probably, soon found that he
had made a mistake in the appointment of Eliot to
this post. The western coast was ravaged by pirates,
and Eliot does not appear to have understood that
it was quite possible for, perhaps almost expected
that, the admiral and the pirate, especially if he were
an English pirate, should understand each other.
Not only Turkish rovers swept round our seas, but
wild, lawless, dissolute Englishmen, bold bravadoes
capable of every crime, who, when they were wearied
and foiled in their adventures upon Spanish dollars
and doubloons, varied the pleasantry of their occu-
pation by more homely and less toilsome endeavours,
seizing our own merchant ships, surprising and
pouncing upon villages and small towns along the
coast, and, in innumerable ways, creating a fear and
a dread on the land and on the sea. What seems
most marvellous to us now, is that such men should
be frequently shielded and patronized by Govern
ment, or Government favourites, for their own ends
and purposes !

This was the case, just then, with one who had
obtained the most infamous distinction, Captain John
Nutt, one of the most daring sea-devils of that
lawless time. He was an untakable man, and he had
several pirate ships. He commenced his career as
gunner of a vessel in Dartmouth harbour bound for
the Newfoundland seas. Coming to Newfoundland,
he collected a crew of pleasant fellows like himself ;

F
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they seized a French ship, also a large Plymouth
ship, then a Flemish ship, and, with these gay rovers,
he pfayed off his depredations on the fishing craft of
the Newfoundland seas, and came back, too strong
for capture, to the western coasts of England. Ar-
rived there, this worthy played off new devilries:
he tempted men from the king’s service by the pro-
mises of higher wages, and—what alas ! might easily
be promised in those dreary days, more certain pay-
ment ; he hung about Torbay, laughed at threats,
scoffed at promises of pardon, although more than
one offer had been made conditionally. The whole
western country was in a state of dread, and muni-
cipalities poured their entreaties upon the Council
and upon Eliot in his office of Vice-Admiral. What
did it all avail? Capture seemed a mere dream, a
hopeless thing. Sometimes he touched the shore,
and, as was the wont with those bold fellows, when
he did so, he was fond of exhibiting himself in the
dress of the men he had plundered. The mind of
Eliot was moved at these things. Sir George Calvert,
a great Court favourite, had interests in Newfound-
land ; to him Nutt was necessary, and he appears to
have obtained pardons for the pirate. Copies of the
pardons were issued to Eliot,—it was his design to
make the pardons useless; he was bound on capturing
the pirate, but the pirate was too wary for the
admiral. At last he had recourse to negotiation ;
but even while the negotiation for submission was in
progress, Nutt made it still further unavailing by
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the capture of a rich Colchester ship with a cargo
of sugar and timber. Eliot immediately insisted that
this should be given up ; the daring pirate was in-
dignant at the command ; and now Eliot became yet
more crafty. But how remarkable is all this as illus-
trating the state of the times, that only the admiral
should have been in earnest to take the man, and he
had to represent to the Government how ill-deserved
pardon and grace to such a man would be; that
during the period of three months since the pardon
had been issued, this lively specimen of an ancient
British sailor had occupied his time in committing
depredations and spoils on the coast, in one week
had taken ten or twelve ships, and, while the pardon
was in negotiation, had seized the Colchester brig
with a freightage of £4,000! In the end, however,
Eliot did manage to get possession of him. He
seized Nutt’s ship, took down her sails, and put a
guard on board her, and then wrote to the Council,
waiting to hear in what way he was to deal with the
pirate and the men. The pirate was more powerful
than the admiral. Buccaneers, and especially such
a buccaneer as Nutt,—an immensely wealthy man, a
daring, resolute, and serviceable man—had friends
at Court, especially, as we have seen, a friend in
Calvert. It is marvellous to relate, that Nutt was
permitted to become the accuser of the admiral—the
admiral who had been first congratulated by Conway,
the Secretary of State, for his daring and magnani-
mous conduct, and who had been told by letter that
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he was to receive the king’s thanks and to kiss the
king’s hand in acknowledgment of his rescue of the
western counties and seas from Nutt's piracy, plun-
der, and murder. That admiral, our readers will
understand, for that very transaction of seizing that
pirate, the month following, lay in the Marshalsea
prison upon some frivolous pretences; whilst the
happy and blithe-hearted pirate and plunderer
stepped forth with a free and unconditional pardon,
to renew his pleasant adventures on the seas. Of
course there had to seem some pretext of law for
this ; but law, in the person of the Chief Justice, Sir
Henry Marten, soon shrivelled up all these pretexts.
Sir John Eliot, indeed, did escape from prison and
from all punishment, but not with such flying colours
as Nutt,—“that unlucky fellow, Captain Nutt,” as
Sir George Calvert called him,~poor penitent pirate!
Whatever Nutt said, what protestations he made, we
know not; a shaggy black dog like that making a
clean breast of it is a queer picture to us. “ This
poor man,” says Sir George, “is able to do the king
service if he be employed, and I do assure myself he
doth so detest his former course of life, he will never
enter on it again.” So the Vice-Admiral of Devon
was weighed in the scales against a freebooter of
the seas, and found wanting! The whole man seems
to come out in the indignant truthfulness running
through Sir John’s letter. Nay, the admiral was to
pay a fine of £100 to the pirate for his ship and
goods seized ; but here the admiral was tough. One
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of the officers writes to their lordships of the Govern-
ment, while Sir John continues in prison: “So may
it please your lordships, Sir John won't pay ; so that
your lordships’ order is very much slighted, and
nothing at all regarded.” He escaped from prison,
however, as the pirate escaped—by royal favour and
State protection—from the gallows Eliot had erected
for him.

This is not the last we hear of Mr. Nutt. That
penitent person achieved still greater fame than
before on the seas, and became, say the records,
the most incomparable nuisance in all his majesty’s
dominions. Nothing on the seas was safe from him.
At last, Captain Plumleigh was sent to the Irish seas
to seek him and to take him. Nutt met the captain
with twenty-seven Turks, gave the captain chase,
and, had he not fled into harbour, would have sunk
his ship. This encouraged the penitent pirate to still
further magnanimities; he struck at the very highest
game, and when Lord Wentworth sent over to
Ireland—to which country he was himself going as
the Lord-Lieutenant—a ship full of luggage, furni-
ture, wardrobe, plate, etc, essential to his station,
Nutt seized the whole. Wentworth was the intimate
friend and counsellor of the king, and also the inti-
mate friend of that Sir George Calvert who had
saved Nutt’s bull-neck from its legitimate twisting
some years before ; but, as we do not read that Nutt
made restitution when these little particulars were
discovered, perhaps he did not the less enjoy his
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prize. We believe he reached a happy and honoured
old age, and died comfortably, as a man deserved to
do who availed himself of the facilities afforded by
those times when “every man did that which was
right in his own eyes.”

This exercise of prerogative with which Eliot came
immediately into collision, would not be likely to
incline him to look patiently upon the successive
attempts of royal rapacity.

It was through Sir John Eliot, very eminently, that
the Commons and the Stuarts came at last to their
great rupture. James I. heartily desired alliance with
Spain by the marriage of the Prince of Wales with
the Infanta, and when the negotiations were broken
off, the nation manifested its hearty sympathy by a
great outburst of joy. Then came the contest with
the stubborn old king upon the privilege of debate
in Parliament. The king said the Parliament held
their liberties by toleration, not by right; and when
the House recorded its very different conviction in a
resolution on its journals, the imbecile old king came
up from Theobald’s in a passion, got together a
privy council, and six of the judges, sent for the
Commons’ journal, and even dared to tear out the
registry. He then instantly dissolved the House by
proclamation, and wound up the arduous labours of
the day by tumbling off his horse into the New
River. It was winter—December weather,—the ice

broke, so that nothing but his boots were seen, which
' mishap was a pretty diagram of that representative
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Stuart. Then came the coquetting with popery, and
the disastrous marriage of the Prince of Wales with
Henrietta Maria. Then also came James’s last Par-
liament of 1623—4, in which Eliot was member for
Newport. The intense Protestantism of the country
longed to interfere to help the Protestants of the
Continent, and especially to be at war with Spain.
“ Are we indeed poor?” asked Eliot, about this time
in a memorable debate in the House. “Be it so;
Spain is rich. We will make that our Indies. Break
with her, and we shall break with our necessities also.”
Supplies were voted to meet the necessities of the
coast-guard defence, as well as for warlike equip-
ments. Then bonfires blazed to the very doors of
the Spanish embassy, and all the world in the city
ran into debt for faggots and gallons of wine. * The
Spaniards,” said aristocratic Wentworth, afterwards
Strafford, “were insulted, to the great joy of all the
cobblers and other bigots and zealous brethren of
the town.” Still went on the game of imposition by
prerogative. Mischievous monopolies sprang into
existence. Large traders were beggared by the ac-
tions of the Government, and the merchant shipping
of the country had fallen away to an alarming extent.
Many of the exports most in demand had been
diminished more than half. The Government in
truth plundered its subjects and robbed itself.

The old king died, and his death was followed
by a sense of relief and hope. But the ‘new reign
brought no relief, and the hope was soon dissipated.
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At this time there existed in England many of the
same fearful indications which were the preludes of
the subsequent French Revolution ; while the people
were starving beneath the weight of oppression and
forced loans, so that for the first twelve years of the
reign of Charles I. scarcely any one dared to call his
property his own, and a morning never rose upon an
English family which was not dreaded as the possible °
herald of some new oppression, it is quite curious, and
moves to a natural indignation, to notice the enor-
mous sums expended by the king on diamonds, jewels,
and chains of gold, either for himself or for personal
presents. We read of £10,400 paid to one William
Rogers, a goldsmith; we read of £10,000 paid to
Philip Jacobson, a jeweller, for a ring, etc. ; we read of
£2,000 paid to Henry Garway, Esq., for one large
thick table diamond ; we read of £8,000 paid to Sir
Manrill Abbott for a diamond set in a collar of gold;
and in fact, there lie before us a long catalogue of
similar items, indicating the reckless extravagance of
the king. It is almost the anticipation of the story
of the diamond necklace with natural differences ; and
meantime, the people were crushed down beneath
cruel exactions to satisfy the cost of these playthings.
The great guide of State, Buckingham, continued the
game, and soon was manifested the same arbitrary
misrule. The Parliament pursued its way, determined
from session to session to maintain its strength and
its integrity. Meantime, early in the reign, the laws
against Puritan Dissent began to be pressed with eager
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severity, and Laud was active in his bad business of
superstitious bigotry.  Looking back upon these
times, they seem sad, black, and desolate ; the plague
ravaged the metropolis, the deaths averaging about
five thousand a week. The city was empty, grass
was growing in the street; and Lily, the astrologer,
going to prayers to St. Antholin’s, in Watling Street,
from a house over the Strand Bridge, between six and
seven in a summer morning of the month of July,
testifies that so few people were then alive, and the
streets so unfrequented, he met only three persons in
the way. And then came the debate on the Tonnage
and Poundage Bill, and the king and Buckingham
pursued their bad path. Sir Humphrey May, the
Chancellor, sought the mediation of the popular and
powerful member, Sir John Eliot, to attempt to bring
the Duke of Buckingham to a sense of reason. It
was a strange interview. He came to York House,
and found the duke with the duchess yet in bed ; but
notice having been given of his coming, the duchess
rose and withdrew to her cabinet, and he was let in.
“ Qurselves,” says Mr. Forster, “admitted also to this
strange interview, the curtain of the past is uplifted
for us at a critical time.”

“ Judging the present moment of time by what we
now know to have followed it, will it be too much to
saythat if Eliot could have prevailed with Buckingham,
and if the result had been that better understanding
between the Parliament and the Court which he de-
" sired to establish, the course of English history might
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have been changed. To Charles’s quarrel with his first
Parliament, Clarendon ascribes all the troubles of his
reign ; and now the good or the ill understanding,
publicly, is to date from this day. What privately is
to flow from its two hours’ conference, not only to the
men sitting in that bed-chamber of York House, but
to the royal master whom they would both have
served, will not have exhausted itself for many years.
It will not have closed when Buckingham’s wretched
death has come. When Eliot sinks beneath the
king's unrelenting persecution of his favourite’s
fiercest assailant, it will be working still. Not until
the harsh persecution of Eliot is remembered and put
forth in later years to justify the harshness dealt out
to an imprisoned king, will the cycle of wrong and
retribution be complete that this day begins.”

Eliot used what argument he could, and he has
told his own story of the interview, with the tremen-
dous discovery of Buckingham listening impatiently,
and then letting fall a hasty word, so that the whole
truth flashed upon him that the success of the Ton-
nage and Poundage Bill was not so much desired
as reasonable ground for quarrel. “The proposition
must proceed without consideration of success, where-
in was lodged this project merelie to be denied.”
“For the present,” Eliot concludes, “this observation
of Buckingham gave that gentleman [himself] some
wonder with astonishment; who with the seals of
privacie closed up those passages in silence; yet
thereon grounded his observations for the future, that
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noe respect of persons made him [Eliot] desert his
countrie.”

During the recess of 1625, Eliot travelled to the
West. As he passed along, news reached him of the
cruel mischief inflicted by Turkish pirates, who, from
under forts and castles left helpless and unguarded,
sprung on English ships. The western sea, with all
the villages lining its coasts, was entirely at their
mercy ; all trade was interrupted, and the number of
Christians captured to be sold into slavery during the
outrages of three months could not be less than
twelve hundred. There were wailings for fathers and
sons, for brothers, for husbands and wives. Mean-
time, the ships of the nation lay in harbour, men and
provisions on board, and Government careless of the
inflictions on its subjects. Eliot also first became
acquainted with the treason meditated against the
Protestants of Rochelle, for which the sums granted
by Parliament for the defence of Protestant interests
were diverted, to crush them. It is a story which
covers the Government of Charles I. with ignominy,
and renews feelings of bitter execration ; while yet
it is one of the proudest stories of English magnan-
imity. It scarcely needs to recite that tale, which
must be fresh in the recollections of all who are proud
of their country. The French Government was main-
taining a struggle against the Huguenots of Rochelle.
They were very unequal to the conflict, but they were
brave and determined. The free town of Rochelle
had become the stronghold of Protestantism, and
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Richelieu determined to crush it. He was scarcely
equal to the work ; the place was strong and import-
ant—it was, in fact, a kind of little republican Hanse
town. A clause in the marriage treaty of France with
England, on account of Charles and Henrietta Maria,
provided that eight ships — men-of-war—should be
placed by England at the disposal of France when
claimed. It was a rather prompt demand, but a
lucky thought induced Richelieu to ask for them now
to serve his purpose upon Rochelle. Upon this,
Buckingham and the king, entirely concealing their
purpose from the Council, pressed seven first-rate
merchantmen, and sent them to sea under the com-
mand of Captain Pennington, who had hoisted his
flag on board the Vanguard man-of-war.

Neither Pennington nor any of the captains knew
their destination; they expected they were to act
against Genoa, or against Italy. The thing was
far enough from their thoughts that they were to
act against Protestantism, and there was a specific
understanding that the ships promised were not to
engage in the civil wars of the French. Arrived in
the Downs, Pennington was scandalized to find that,
by an order from the Admiralty, he was placed
beneath the command of the French ambassador,
who was to exercise power over the whole fleet.
When Pennington discovered the deceit practised
upon him, and suspected that he was to be used
against the Rochellois, he wrote in piteous terms to
the ministers known to have influence with Bucking-
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ham, imploring mediation with the king and salvation
from the disgrace. Meantime, the men on board the
Vanguard and the other ships had discovered their
destination, and refused to fight against their brother
Protestants. They signed a round-robin, and placed
it, where they knew it would meet their commander’s
eye, between the leaves of his Bible. The brave and
pious sailor waited but a short time after receiving it ;
he brought back all his ships to the English coast.
Arrived there, he was deceived again by the assurance
that there was to be peace between the King of
France and the Huguenots ; so he once more sailed for
the Dieppe Roads, Conway, the Secretary, too, having
informed Pennington, from Buckingham, that the
command of the fleet was to be altogether the French
king’s, and Pennington was, according to his majesty’s
express pleasure, to obey entirely the command of
the Admiral of France. Again all these pretences
proved to be without foundation. The simple facts
cannot be impeached. There is extant a letter of
Buckingham, from Paris, to Charles, in which he says,
“The peace with them of this religion depends upon
the success of the fleet they [Richelieu] had from
your majesty and the Low Countries.” All attempts
are vain to screen the minister.and the king. There
was a scheme first to get the fleet into a French
harbour, and the false instructions to Pennington
were the commencement. Pennington wrote direct
to Buckingham, imploring his Grace to recall him,
adding that he would rather put his life at the king's
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mercy at home, than go forward in the business, and
that he rather desired to suffer in person than to
suffer dishonour. The answer to this letter was a
peremptory refusal of his prayer. The Duke mar-
velled that he, a captain, should, upon the instance of
his obedience being required, ask leave to withdraw !
Stills he was told not to fear the issue, for news of
peace between the French king and his subjects was
not far off Pennington once more sailed, but he
reached the Dieppe roads alone; the merchant cap-
tains refused to follow him! But as yet Government
officials had no conception of the intense religious
feelings, the passionate, Protestant zeal of the com-
mon people of England. The king and the chief
minister were insensible to it, and their insensibility
proved their ruin. There was soon a religious mutiny
on board the Vanguard; the crew could not believe
the ship was to be delivered up to the French, and it
was known that it would be employed against the
Huguenots. Pennington declared to the Secretary,
Nicholas, that his men were in such a rage that they
swore nothing should prevent their carrying away the
ship from the roads, and so indeed news came that
the Vanguard was under sail. The ship left the
roads in tempestuous weather, and returned to the
Downs. From the English coast Pennington makes
a manly and touching appeal : he relates what had
passed in the roads at Dieppe ; his crew had returned
without acquainting him—but he frankly adds that he
knew it, and had connived at it, otherwise they would
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never have done it; and he declares that he had
rather live on bread and water for the rest of his days
than be an actor in that business. The old artifices
were again employed. Peace was to be made with
the Protestants, and war declared with Spain and
Milan. “The king,” Pennington was told, “was
extremely offended with him,” and if he desired to
make his peace, he must obey punctually. Then the
royal warrant followed, formally requiring Pennington
to put his ship, the Vanguard, and all the other
seven ships, with their equipage, artillery, and ammu-
nition, into the service of his dear brother, the “ most
Christian king”; and in case of the refusal on the
part of crews, commanding him and the others to use
all means possible to compel obedience, “even to
the sinking of the ships.” “See you fail not,” are the
closing words of this decisive document, “ as you will
answer to the contrary at your utmost peril.”

For the third time Pennington took his Vanguard
into the French harbour, and with him went, with
desperate reluctance, the seven merchant ships. One
captain, Sir Fernando Gorges, broke through and
returned, learning that the destination of the fleet
was Rochelle. Pennington and the rest doggedly
obeyed the king’s warrant, and delivered up the ships
and their stores without their crews, Pennington de-
claring that he would rather be hanged in England
for disobedience, than fight himself or see his seamen
fight against their brother Protestants of France.
He quietly looked on while his crews deserted ; leav-

—
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ing every ship, including his own, to be manned by
Frenchmen, and came back to set himself right with
his countrymen. The Vanguard hastened away to ‘
Rochelle, and her cannons, no longer manned by
English crews, accomplished the object of the “mar-
tyr king” and “Defender of the Protestant Faith!”
—“opening fire against Rochelle, and mowing down
the Huguenots like grass.”

These were the sailors of those days, and this was
the English Government of those days. Surely there
was need of men like Eliot to attempt to mend this
wrong doing! Thus the money voted in subsidies
by the brave English House of Commons to defend
Protestantism in Europe, was squandered in the
treacherous attempt to crush it. Pennington, upon
his arrival in England, sent, from his place of con-
cealment, his papers to Eliot, that he might have at
once the means of vindicating him to Parliament,
which vindication would also be the impeachment
of the Government. After a brief recess, the House
reassembled, burdened with many grave causes of
grief. Puritans were being cruelly persecuted, Jesuits
were being pardoned and set at liberty, and the state
of the people everywhere demanded immediate con-
sideration, Prerogative was dancing a perfect maniac
dance through the country ; the dues of tonnage and
poundage were actually in the course of levy and col-
lection without any grant from Parliament, and the
parties of the Court and the people became more
decided and distinct. The demerits and defects of
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Buckingham, now especially, became daily more
_obvious, and roused in the minds of all noble
Englishmen growing indignation. We have already
spoken of the ascent of this man to power—it is
unlike anything in our history: he simply had the
grace and beauty of a woman, without a woman’s
-prescience and tact. He delighted in dependants
and suitors, never got beyond the Court, and could
not understand the people. He could not compre-
hend that the reign of favourites was passed, and the
reign of statesmen begun ; and that, as Eliot says,
“the old genius of the kingdom is re-awakening.”
Having very little of the statesman himself, he seems
to have looked with covetous eye and hand on the
gains of the buccaneer, whilst utterly unpossessed of
the buccaneer’s grasp and strength. He was fond of
a show of mystery, and kept it up, as Eliot says,
“with scarce a covering for his ears, supposing his
whole body under shadow.” The time was come when
his wild outrages on English liberty would be tolerated
no longer. In speaking of this Parliament, Phillipps,
one of its most accomplished orators, exclaimed,—

“ England is the last monarchy that yet retains her
liberties. Let them not perish now. Let not pos-
terity complain that we have done for them worse
than our fathers did for us. Their precedents are the
safest steps we tread in. Let us not now forsake
them, lest their fortunes forsake us. Wisdom and
counsel made Z%zem happy, and the like causes now
will have for us the like effects.”

G
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The whole House was, to quote the words of
Milton, “a grand shop of war ;” anvils and hammers
kept incessantly working to fashion out the plates
and instruments of armed justice in defence of be-
leaguered truth; and if the House were resolute to
maintain its rights, not less obstinate was the king.
Frequent were his messages to stay votes and cen-
sures, and this very Parliament was in this way dis-
solved. Its last debate was broken in upon while it
was engaged in drawing up a paper reminding the
king of his and the kingdom’s hazards,—a respectful,
obedient, and loyal paper, warning him of the danger
of holding counsel with those who would poison his
ear against it. While the Chairman was reading it,
and the House sitting in committee, the Black Rod
was heard at the door. The Speaker rose to resume
his chair, and admit the royal messenger. There was
a general shout, “No! no!” Other members rose to
prevent him. The protest was put to the vote, and
passed, and hastened to the king, who immediately
dissolved the House. These were daring doings for
a young king not yet crowned ; but he had Laud by
his side, to eke out the imbecility of Buckingham.
Parliament was dissolved. During the period of its
dissolution, Eliot was active in the work of his vice-
admiralty, engaged in the fitting out and sailing of
the fleet for the Cadiz expedition. The levying of
tonnage and poundage ‘still went on, although the
assent had been refused to the Bill which would have
made the levying legal; and Eliot’s father-in-law
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was pressed upon with special hardness to meet the
demands of one of the Privy Seals, a dangerous ap-
plication of an old expedient. We cannot give the
whole circumstances connected with the Sz Peter,
of Newhaven. We have described Buckingham as a
kind of courtly buccaneer ; he desired by his agents
to seize money and goods almost anywhere and any-
how. He laid a hand of rapacity on the men of
property at home, and he seized, without any legal
expedient, rich property on the sea. The St Pefer,
of Newhaven, was a French ship, with a cargo of
extraordinary value, and it was seized by the Lord
High Admiral under the pretence of her carrying
Spanish goods, her cargo being made the object of
plunder and extortion. It created an immense excite-
ment, for of course France instantly made sharp
reprisals. The ships of English merchants were
seized in French ports. Eliot, upon the meeting of
Parliament, took a very strong and decided position
upon this enormous transaction, denouncing not
only the wickedness but the impolicy of making an
enemy of a great nation, and the facts he brought
out in successive examinations were startling. The
St. Peter contained silver, gold, jewels to the value
of £40,000 sterling, and, without condemnation from
any judge or court, was stripped and carried up to
the Tower. The Duke’s conduct was not more
remarkable in the exhibition of this one great extor-
tion than were the minor extortions of his subordi-
nates. Upon the final decision of the court in



84 OLIVER CROMWELL.

favour of the ship, by which it was ordered to be
carried back and legally discharged, the favourite not
only dared to detain it in opposition to express ver-
dict, but it was proved that his subordinates had
attempted to sell to some of the Frenchmen who
were losers in the vessel their interest—as much as
£80 for £5. It was at the same time, too, that the
Duke won a perfect holocaust of obloquy for the
failure of the great Cadiz expedition ; in plain words, °
it was only an attempt to fill the king’s coffers by a

piratical raid on the wealth of Spain. The expedi-

tion consisted of ninety sail, large and small ships,

five thousand seamen and ten thousand soldiers.

The fleet sailed, but it failed, and there fell upon the

towns of the West of England a great disaster.

Hundreds of seamen and soldiers landed at Plymouth

in a dying state, and a thousand were said to have

perished at sea before they entered the harbour. For

months the appalling extent of the disaster showed

itself in every road and town on the western coast ;

above all in the streets of Plymouth, as the ships

came straggling back.

There was one living in the West at that time,
“Bottomless Bagge,” Sir James Bagge, and it is to
no other than Archbishop Laud that he must be
thankful for his characteristic patronymic. Did our
space permit, we should like to devote a page or two
to the development of the character of this worthy.
He was Buckingham’s choice, and a most worthy
agent for the West; he had a profound genius for
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servilities, meannesses, and rascalities of every kind ;
he was a man who could lick the blacking off a
great man’s boots, and swear that it was better than
port wine; it was he who offered the £5 to the
Frenchmen for their £80. We see in him the cur
constantly snapping round about the heels of Eliot,
and always with the same sinuous sanctity—his
fragrant name is an ointment poured forth, with a
large flavouring of asafeetida; a truculent rascal,
a genuine Barnacle, a great high-priest of the Cir-
cumlocutign Office, embodying in himself a prema-
ture aptitude of chicane and red tape, which might
make him a study even in these modern days. The
rascal does not seem to have got the worst of it.
Eliot was often imprisoned; Coke, Phillipps, and
other brave men, as we know, suffered, and that joy-
fully, the spoiling of their goods and their persons;
but “Bottomless Bagge,” with an admirable eel-like
slipperiness, always found himself on some comfort-
able couch of glittering mud. The character of the
man is well portrayed in Mr. Forster's “Life of
Eliot”: his peculations, his servilities, his smiling
face before, his stealthy hand behind the curtain, his
hints about his own family, his personal meritorious
demerits. He seems to have feathered himself well
from the failing of the Cadiz expedition: he vic-
tualled the ships, and one contemporary speaks of
his conduct in that matter as worthy of the halter.
But, bad as Bagge was, it was necessary to strike
higher. A cry of shame and indignation rose from
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the whole nation, and Eliot led up and organized the
Parliament to a charge upon Buckingham as the one
grand delinquent. The king interposed for his
favourite, and wrote an autograph letter to the
House, in reply to their demand for redresses before
they granted new supplies.

“I must let you know,” he continued, suddenly
letting loose the thought he could no longer mask or
control, “that I will not allow any of my servants
to be questioned amongst you, much less such as are
of eminent place and near unto me. . . . I see
you especially aim at the Duke of Buckingham. 1
wonder what hath so altered your affection towards
him? . . . What hath he done since the last Parlia-
ment of my father’s time, to alter and change your
minds? I wot not; but can assure you he hath not
meddled or done anything concerning the public, or
commonwealth, but by special directions and appoint-
ment, and as my servant. . . . I would you would
hasten for my supply, or else it will be worse for
yourselves ; for if any evil happen, I think I shall be
the last that shall feel it.”

Grandly Eliot remarked to the House, when the
letter of the king was read, “ We have had a repre-
sentation of great fear, but I hope it will not darken
our understandings.” The message of the king seems
only to have led Eliot to a piercing and most
eloquent analysis in the House of the nature of mon-
archy and kingly office. This speech produced an
immense excitement. The next day the mad-headed
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king called the Houses to attend him at Whitehall.
He told them he had “to give thanks to the Lords,
but none to the Commons, whose fault it was his pur-
pose to control.” He demanded supplies sufficient
and unconditional. If not granted, the House would
be dissolved. “Remember,” said the king, “that
Parliaments are altogether in my power for their call-
ing, sitting, and dissolution ; and therefore, as I find
the fruits of them good or evil, they are to continue
or not to be.” We can ourselves conceive how great
was the consternation which must have been pro-
duced by such a speech. The next day the House
met, sat with locked doors, placed the key in the
Speaker’s hands, and forbade any member to leave
the House, a practice then vety unusual. Then Eliot
rose, a resolute man, through whose lips how much
more kingly a soul expressed itself, than that of the
weak, pettish, and merely obstinate king! He said,
“The House met neither to do what the king should
command them, nor to abstain where he should for-
bid them, and therefore they should continue constant
to maintain their privileges, and not do either more
or less for what had been said to them.” And while
uttering these and like words, and moving a remon-
strance to the king, the House cried, “ Well spoken,
Sir John Eliot!” And then, of course, what should
follow but the impeachment of the duke ?

No doubt the speech .in which Buckingham was
impeached is a great speech. Probably nothing of
which we have any knowledge or recollection could
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have so expressed the natural indignation of the
House and of the whole enraged kingdom. Wrath
which had been gathering for years broke forth;
crimes patent to all knowledge, unblushing in their
effrontery, were pointed to and brought out into the
clear light of the parliamentary countenance ; nor did
the speaker hesitate for a moment in his dignified
career of accusation because he knew the impossi-
bility of delivering such a crimination and denun-
ciation without, in some measure, impeaching the
king, and placing himself, not only beneath royal dis-
pleasure, but within the reach of royal punishment.
All came in for condemnation: the Sz Peter, of
Newhaven ; the treason of Rochelle; the extortions
and exactions upon East Indian and other merchants.
“No right, no interest, may withstand him. Through
the powers of state and justice he has dared ever to
strike at his own ends. Your lordships have had
this sufficiently expressed in the case of the St
Peter, and by the ships at Dieppe” He then
advanced to the astounding illustration of the
personal aggrandizement of the man: “I am raised,”
he exclaimed, “ to observe a wonder—a wonder both
in policy and nature.”

“My lords, I have done. YOU SEE THE MAN!
What have been his actions, whom he is like, YOU
KNOw. I leave him to your judgments. This only
is conceived by us, the knights, citizens, and burgesses
of the Commons House of Parliament, that by him
came all our evils, in him we find the causes, and on
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him must be the remedies. To this end we are now
addressed to your lordships, in confidence of your
justice, to which some late examples and your
wisdoms invite us. We cannot doubt your lordships.
The greatness, the power, the practice of the whole
world, we know to be all inferior to your greater
judgments ; and from thence we take assurance. To
that, therefore, we now refer him; there to be
examined, there to be tried; and in due time from
thence we shall express such judgment as his cause
merits.”

The king’s wrath broke all bounds, and early the
next day Eliot was in the Tower. When a reference
by Eliot to Sejanus had been reported to the king,
he exclaimed, “Implicitly he must intend me for
Tiberius!” He hastened to the Lords. With
Buckingham by his side he vindicated himself and
his minister from the “vile and malicious calumnies
of the Commons.” The arrest of Eliot had been
swift and secret. Arrested in the House, still his
imprisonment, with that of Digges, was for a short
time unknown. When it did become known,
although Mr. Pym rose to counsel moderation, the
House would not hear him, “Rise! rise! rise!” was
shouted on all sides. “No business till we are righted
in our liberties.” It was the same the next day when
the Speaker attempted to proceed with the business
of the House. “Sit down, sit down!” was the
universal cry. “No business till we are righted in our
liberties!” Digges was instantly liberated, against
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him nothing could be alleged in comparison with the
high misdemeanours of Eliot. As he resumed his
seat, the House turned itself into a grand committee
concerning Sir John Eliot. His papers had been
seized, efforts were made to prove him the head of a
conspiracy,. and it was resolved to put him to the
question. So still in the Commons went on the
indignation, and in the Tower the examination, and
the Commons pertinaciously would attend to no
business, nor be quiet, until he was released. He was
released, and took his place again amidst the joyful
manifestations of his fellow members; rising directly
in his place, and requesting to hear what was charged
against him, that he might show by his answer
whether he was worthy to sit there. The poor king,
as in every movement of his political life, lost greatly

by this transaction ; and yet it produced so little good
) upon his own mind, that years after he was none the
less willing to jeopardise his position by attempting
to arrest Hampden and Pym. Clamour and debate
went on within the House, and men’s hearts failed
them for fear without. While the Remonstrance was
passing, a wild storm broke over London. Wind
and hail, rain, lightning and thunder, the like of it
was never known in the memory of living man: the
churchyard walls were broken down, the earth rent
and torn from the graves, revealing, so it is said, the
faces of the dead; supernatural shapes in the mist
hung brooding over the Thames, and the superstitious
saw misty shape and storm and tempest bearing on
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and beating against the house of the Duke of
Buckingham, its stairs and its walls. Storms were
moving towards York House too. The next day the
House was summoned by the king to hear the
commission of dissolution. The Commons knew
their crafty king. They had passed in haste their
remonstrance. The Speaker was instructed how to
act ; he approached the throne holding up the “ Great
Remonstrance” as he approached, and craved com-
pliance with its “humble petition for the removal of
that great person, the Duke of Buckingham, from
access to your royal presence.” Without a word the
dissolution followed. And even while the commission
was read, members were seen reading copies of this
which has been through all time called the “ Great
Remonstrance ;” and so the House, led on by Eliot,
had done its determined work. The Remonstrance
had been accomplished just in time; in a few days it
would be in the hands of the people, and would tell
why the king had once more so rudely dismissed his
Parliament.

For two years the king governed by prerogative,
and it may be supposed that the failure to punish
Eliot would not make the king and his minister the
more pleasant and affectionate in their feelings
towards the patriot. “ Bottomless Bagge > and Buck-
ingham, between them, devised a form of conspiracy
against Eliot. He still held his office of Vice-
Admiral, and an effort was made to get up a case
against him in connection with his office; and there
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was a draft of a paper of a peculiar kind, inquiring
“whether Sir John may not be sequestered in the
meantime ; ”’ in fact, whether he could not be struck
without the awkwardness of being heard. Eliot stood
between a Hamburgh merchantman and a gang of
Welsh pirates ; this again seemed to be in some way
an infraction of the Lord Admiral's designs and
ideas. Several cases are recited during this period
of the government by prerogative, in which * Bottom-
less Bagge’s ” foul play, and the vile connivance of the
Council are brought out conspicuously. “ Honesty
among them,” says Mr. Forster, “ was only a commo-
dity to deal in—too scarce to be wasted ; and to any
share of it such people as Sir John Eliot could have
no claim.” We next find Eliot, in those days of pre-
rogative, refusing the loan, the celebrated loan, of
which John Hampden said, “I could be content to
lend as well as others, but I should fear to draw
upon myself the curse in Magna Charta, which should -
be read twice a year, against those who infringe it.”
Eliot issued a public appeal through the West against
the loan, and grounded his resistance to it upon its
essentially unconstitutional character. Bagge, who in
addition to being a rascal, was an exceeding ass,
wrote to show that the much-vaunted Magna Charta,
which Eliot magnified, was a mere abortion; he
laughed at the Barons and their rebellious armies in
the meadows of Staines, and called their meeting
together “satanical,” and Eliot is “ satanical,” too, for
citing it. About this business Eliot found his way
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into the Gate-house. The nation raised a loud outcry
for a Parliament. It had been hoped that Eliot might
have been outlawed ; at any rate, it was hoped that
he might be excluded from a Parliament. Alas!
when he was released, it was only to be received with
rapture throughout Cornwall, and to be returned, not
as member for Newport, but as knight of the shire.
Thus the man most disaffected to the Duke and the
Court appeared with half the country at his heels in
the third Parliament of Charles I.; that ominous
Parliament, than which only another was more fear-
ful to the king. It met in March, 1628. Eliot was
then thirty-eight years old, and had only four more
years to live at all. How much to be done in those
four years! The king at once told his Commons
that he only called them together that they should
vote him sufficient supply. He trusted they would
not give way to the follies of particular men. The
“particular men,” however, entered the House with
the same resolution they exhibited two years before.
Eliot was one of the first speakers upon those grounds
of offence growing out of the resistance of Noncon-
formity to prelatical assumptions. How eloquent are
the following words, and how do their forcible ex-
pressions enlighten us on the character of the man!

“ Religion,” he proceeded, “is the chief virtue of a
man, devotion and religion ; and of devotion, prayer
and fasting are the chief charaéters. Let these be
corrupted in their use, the devotion is corrupt. If
the devotion be once tainted, the religion is impure.
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It then, denying the power of godliness, becomes but
an outward form; and, as it is concluded in the text,
a religion that is in vain. Of such religion in this
place, or at these times, I impeach no man. Let
their own consciences accuse them. Of such devotion
I make no judgment upon others, but leave them to
the Searcher of all hearts. This only for caution I
address to you: that if any of us have been guilty in
this kind, let us now here repent it. And let us re-
member that repentance is not in words. It is not a
‘Lord! Lord!’ that will carry us into heaven, but the
doing the will of our Father which is in heaven. And
to undo our country is not to do that will. It is not
that Father’s will that we should betray that mother.
Religion, repentance, prayer, these are not private
contracts to the public breach and prejudice. There
must be a sincerity in it all; a throughout integrity
and perfection, that our words and works be answer-
able. If our actions correspond not to our words,
our successes will not be better than our’ hearts.
When such near kindred differ, strangers may be at
odds; and the prevention of this evil is the chief
reason that I move for. Nor is it without cause that
this motion does proceed. If we reflect upon the
former passages of this place, much might be thence
collected to support the propriety of the caution.
But the desire is better, to reform errors than to re-
member them. My affections strive for the happiness
of this meeting, but it must be had from God. It is
His blessing though our crown. Let us for Him,
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therefore, in all sincerity expect it; and if any by
vain shadows would delude us, let us distinguish be-
tween true substances and those shadows. It is
religion, and not the name of religion, that must guide
us ; that in the truth thereof we may with all unity
be concordant : not turning it into subtlety and art,
playing with God as with the powers of men; but in
the sincerity of our souls doing that work we came
for. Which now I most humbly move, and pray for
that blessing from above.”

His attacks upon the illegalities of the last two
years were as brave as before: the state of maritime
affairs—the suspension and violation of statutes. With
much condemnation, however, a vote of five subsidies
was granted to the king; but the time when the col-
lection was to be made, or the Bill introduced, was
not mentioned. The House immovably resolved that
both were to depend on the good faith of the king.
It was the greatest grant ever made in Parliament.
The Secretary, on behalf of the king, proceeded to
thank the House, but coupled thanks of Buckingham
with thanks of the king. Sir John Eliot leaped up,
and taxed Mr. Secretary with intermingling a sub-
ject's speech with the/ king’s message: “in that
House they knew of no other distinction but that of
king and subjects.” Whereupon many of the House
made exclamation, “ Well spoken, Sir Jokn Eliot!”

There were, to our minds, some extraordinary sub-
jects of debate, especially on the king’s claim to
commit without cause shown on the face of the war-
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rant. “The greatest question,” exclaimed Pym,
“that ever was in this place or elsewhere!” Selden
and Coke both spoke upon it. “What,” answered
Coke, “shall I accept such law? Shall I have astate
of inheritance for life, or for years, in my land, and
shall I be a tenant at will, for my liberty! A free-
man to be a tenant at will for his freedom! There
is no such tenure in all Littleton.” We follow with
earnest interest those discussions in which Eliot took
so great and prominent a part, out of which came into
existence the immortal Petition of Rights. These are
great debates, greater debates are not recorded in
history. “Magna Charta is such a fellow,” said Coke,
“he will have no Sovereign.” The great charter of
the people’s liberties was upheld and strengthened
by the Petition of Rights.

And it is in the course of these debates that the
stately form of Wentworth, afterwards Earl of Straf-
ford, rises to the life. ~Wentworth’s was no vulgar
ambition ; there is little reason to think that any such
spirit, textured as his was, could have any hearty sym-
pathies with the people or with freedom. True, his
voice was also heard in favour of the great Petition of
Rights; but Mr. Forster has very distinctly brought
out the reason of this. He had been thwarted by
Buckingham, and the majestic and powerful man—to
whom, in the great gallery of statesmen, Buckingham
bore some such resemblance as a butterfly might bear
to an eagle—taught the favourite more rightly to
estimate his power. Wentworth had been refused the
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Presidentship of York. He became the most ardent
supporter of the Petition of Rights. He was insulted
by Buckingham. He revenged, in an instant and
remarkable manner, the insult. It was speedily
atoned, and as speedily forgiven; and then Went-
worth is before us with a cloud of eloquent words,
attempting to evaporate, or pour some haze round, an
apparent burst of indignant eloquence, when he found
himself on a previous night in company with the great
voices of the defenders of the people. It is a picture
on which we like to look—these two unquestionably
foremost men of their parties, Eliot and Wentworth,
in. their famous duel. Eliot rose immediately with
ease, to measure himself with his formidable antago-
nist. In a noble speech, he appealed to Wentworth
against Wentworth. There was no man in the House
better fitted to appreciate the singular dignity and
grandeur of Eliot’s spirit than this dark, majestic
complotter against the liberties of England. Eliot
printed himself ineffaceably on Wentworth’s mind ; and
twelve years later, when the mesh was almost woven,
he nerved himself for conflict—when Eliot was all
dust beneath the Tower Green, and hours of danger
were leaping rapidly upon himself—by calling up the
image of his old antagonist ; and no finer tribute was
‘offered to the memory of Eliot than Wentworth
uttered when he said, “ Sound or lame, I shall be with
you before the beginning of Parliament. I should not
fail, though Sir John Eliot were living” In the dis-
cussion on which we are now looking, Eliot obtained
I
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an ecasy victory over the dark, ambitious man, whose
day was hastening on, though not yet come. As we
read the story of his life, it stirs feelings of pride for
our country, and homage for the men who have glori-
fied and adorned it. We must pass over the strong
language and persistent remonstrances to the king on
the conduct of his minister. The report of the Com- 1
mittee of Trade was a lamentable one. The losses by
pirates continued to be amazing; two hundred and
forty-eight ships, of a hundred tons and upwards, had
been seized and lost between Dover and Newcastle.
Seamen were wronged by inadequate wages and un-
certain payment, and the want of hospitals for their
. reception was shown. As the events drive forward
through the House, what scenes those are which meet
us—a whole House in tears, and such a House!
Not a congregation of weak, feeble minds, but strong
sagacious lawyers, daring, resolute men, all aghast at
the desolation falling on the country. Speeches were
interdicted by messages from the king, until at last,
in response to a speech of the octogenarian Sir
Edward Coke, that “the author of all these miseries
was the Duke of Buckingham,” strange shouts arose
on every side, and a loud cry was heard of “The Duke,
the Duke! ’tis he, ’tis he!” In the midst of all, while.
Eliot was engaged in unwebbing the abominations
and the intricacies of the Court, death served his
adversaries a good turn. A heavy calamity fell upon
Eliot. We read on Friday, June 2oth, in the Com-
mons’ Journal, a notice, “ Sir John Eliot, in respect of
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the death of his wife, has leave to go down into the
country ;” and the impeachment of the great national
foe was set aside by another unexpected circumstance,
too, on the 23rd of August, this 1628. A man went
into “the church which stood by the conduit in Fleet
Street,” and left his name to be prayed for on the
Sunday following, as a man disordered in his mind ;
then he went to a cutler's shop on Tower Hill, and
bought a tenpenny dagger-knife, and upon a paper
which he pinned to the lining of his hat he wrote
the name “ John Felton,” afterwards the assassin of
Buckingham, and these words :—

“That man is cowardly, base, and deserveth not
- the name of a gentleman or soldier, that is not
willinge to sacrifice his life for the honor of his God,
his kinge, and his countrie. Lett noe man commend
me for doinge of it, but rather discommend them-
selves as the cause of it, for if God had not taken
away our hearts for our sinnes, he would not have
gone so longe unpunished.”

We shall soon be with Eliot in his last scenes.
He arrived in London for the last time on the 3oth
of December, 1628. Things were getting worse and
worse. We come at last to the scene of the 2gth of
March, 1629; then Eliot made his last speech.
Although the Speaker had the king’s command for
adjournment, Eliot continued to speak, Denzil,
Holles, and Valentine meantime holding the Speaker
in his chair. Amidst gathering excitement, he pre-
sented the Declaration drawn up by the Committee
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of Trade; the Speaker refused to receive it, the clerk
refused to read it. Against the call of the most
distinguished members, the Speaker still refused.
Still the Declaration was eventually read and put
to the vote, and the House was in an uproar.

In the history of the House of Commons, the
scene which was now acting stands upon the pages
-of .our great national story as not only one of the
most exciting and memorable, but one of the most
important. Eliot stands out as the chief actor in
that great scene. A messenger from the king came
down to the House, but sought in vain to obtain an
entrance ; amidst the din Eliot’s voice rose clear,
firm, and strong; he carried the Declaration by a
vast majority ; amidst the repeated knockings of the
Black Rod seeking admittance at the door, and with
prophetic pathos, he said, “ As for myself, I further
protest, as I am a gentleman, if my fortune be ever
again to meet in this honourable assembly, where
I now leave I will begin again anew.” A shout of
assent carried the Declaration against all illegal
taxation, and against all innovations in the religion
of the State. Then the doors were opened, and the
members rushed out, carrying away with them the
-king’s officers who were standing and waiting for
admission. It was the last time Eliot appeared in
Parliament. The next day he was a close prisoner
in the Tower, and from the grip of Charles he never
escaped again alive. There was not another Parlia-
ment for eleven years.
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Eliot was fined £2,000; he very likely increased
the spite of the king by taking precautions against
his pouncing upon this valuable little peculation ; he
said he had two cloaks, a few books, a few pair of
boots, and that was all his personal substance, and if
they could turn this into £2,000, much good might
it do them. So the sheriffs appointed to seize upon
his possessions in Cornwall, for the king, were obliged
to return a #zi4zl. He secured his property in trust
for his sons, and those he committed to the care of
John Hampden; and he directed his upholsterer to
do what could be done to make his cell comfortable in
the Tower, there he took up his residence, there he
spent the remainder of his days, there he wrote the
“Monarchy of Man,” which Mr. John Forster has
now made tolerably familiar to English readers, and
which shows the master of the eloquent tongue to
have been equally master of the eloquent pen and
eloquent prose, and whose stateliness places its writer
on the same level with the authors of “Areopagitica,”
and the first books of the “Ecclesiastical Polity.”
Our knowledge of Sir John Eliot has largely in-
increased since Disraeli the elder wrote his Com-
mentaries ; in fact, at that time, the story of Eliot
was almost a blank in our history. Disraeli said,
“The harshness of Charles towards Eliot, to me
indicates a. cause of offence either of a deeper dyc
or of a more personal nature than perhaps we have
yet discovered.” In fact, it was Disraeli’s desire to
show that the great affairs in which Eliot took part
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moved upon the wheels of private grudges, and such
private grudges are manifest enough in the conduct
of Charles, but not in that of Eliot; the most careful
investigation only shows how ardently patriotic and
pure were the motives of this great herald of the
Revolution. '
Through all the shuffling of judges, and the dodg-
ing of courtiers, and their “Bottomless Bagges,” we
cannot follow the imprisoned patriot’s history. When
a mean spirit gets a majestic one into its power, we
know what follows. A cat would care for a nightin-
gale, a tiger for an antelope, as little as Charles Stuart
cared for John Eliot, and their relations were very
similar. The pretexts for his detention were various
and singular. Then came hours of sickness—the
frame was broken down with cold and watching,
but the spirit was unbroken still. All his efforts to
obtain release were in vain, and the Tower finally
closed upon him. Eliot was dying of consumption,
Charles was repeatedly petitioned, but petitioned in
vain, to remit some portion of the cheerless dis-
comfort of his illegal imprisonment. He died the
27th of November, 1632. The king was petitioned
by Eliot’s son that he would permit the body of his
father to be carried to the ancestral vaults in Corn-
wall; the king coldly replied, “Let Sir John Eliot’s
body be buried in the church of the parish where
he died.” His dust lies in the chapel of the Tower.
How welcome the tidings were at Whitehall that the
great juror on the crimes of tyrants, the vindicator
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of the freedom of the people, had gone away, we can
well believe ; he would torment tyrants and traitors
and parasites and Stuarts no more. He died in his
forty-third year. And yet there are those even still
living, who maintain that the Revolution was un-
necessary, and call Charles an injured and martyred
king. Eliot was the great precursor who showed the
necessity for Cromwell ; was it not time that Crom-
well should come ?
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CHAPTER 1V.

CROMWELL, “THE LORD OF THE FENS,” AND FIRST
APPEARANCE IN PARLIAMENT.

ROM our discursive view of the times and charac-

ter of James and the earlier and obscure years

of the life of Cromwell, we now enter upon his more

public career. The first occasion of his appearance

in any service connected with the public, was upon

the attempt made by the needy Charles to wrest,.for

the purposes of his exchequer, from the Earl of Bed-

ford and the people, the fens which had been drained.

The case has been variously stated. The brief history
is somewhat as follows :—

In those days some millions of acres of the finest
plains in the counties of Cambridge, Huntingdon,
Northampton, and Lincoln, lay undrained. Several
years before the period to which we now refer, the
Earl of Oxford and other noblemen of that day had
proposed to drain large portions of them, and in fact
had done so. The Bedford Level, containing nearly
400,000 acres, had been completed, when it was found
necessary to call in other aid ; and a proposition was
made to the Crown, offering a fair proportion of the
land for its assistance and authority in the completion
of the whole.

107
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Until now all had gone on well; but hungry
Charles saw here an opportunity of gratifying his
cupidity. A number of commissioners came from
the king to Huntingdon; they, instructed by the
king’s own letter, proceceded to lay claim under
various pretexts, such as corrupt and servile ministers
know how to use, to 95,000 acres of land already
drained. Cromwell stepped upon the stage of action,
and the draining of the fens was entirely stopped.
Many writers affect to put a bad construction upon
this first public act of Cromwell’s; while, to any but
horny eyes, the reason of the whole business is most
obvious. :

“The Protector’s enemies would persuade us, that
his opposition to Charles’s interference arose out of
the popular objection, supported by him, to the pro-
ject itself ; and, that the end he proposed to himself,
and obtained, was its hindrance; forgetting, that if
his, or the general wish, had been to impede the
work, the time that would have been chosen for the
attempt would have been at the revival of the idea,
some seven or eight years previously, and not that,
when so large a portion of it was accomplished in
the completion (nearly) of the real Bedford Level
But the obvious utility of the undertaking would
alone render the idea of extended opposition to it,
grounded on its own merits, unlikely; and par-
ticularly as to Cromwell, from his known approbation
and encouragement afterwards afforded to all such
public-spirited schemes, and the thanks he actually
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received from William, the next Earl of Bedford,
for his promotion of this identical one. It is proper
to observe, that though the above-given account of
this whole transaction is from Nalson Cole, who as
“Register to the Corporation of Bedford Level,” was
doubtless generally well informed, yet that it differs
from that writer in stating the drainage of the Level
to have been nearly, and not fully, completed at the
time of the king's interposition. That it was not
then fully completed appears from an Act, muck
Sorwarded by Cromwell, in 1649, which runs: “And
whereas Francis, late Earl of Bedford, did undertake
the said work, and had ninety-five thousand acres,
parcel of the said great level, decreed and set forth,
in the thirteenth of the late King Charles, in recom-
pense thereof; and he and his participators, and
their heirs and assigns had made a good progress
therein.” !

Even Mr. Forster puts a forced construction upon
Cromwell’s opposition to the king ; for he roused up
the country, and the draining now became impossible.
His name was sounded to and fro as a second Here-
ward. He was long after, and is to this day, called

“the Lord of the Fens” Why was this? There
could be nothing in the mere fact of opposing the
making the watery wastes habitable calculated to
arouse so stormy an opposition, The thing was most
desirable ; but, to drain them so—to give additional

! "Thomas Cromwells  Life of Cromwell,” pp. 70, 71;
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power to the bad Crown—nay, to consent to the
dishonest forfeiture of the lands of the men who
laboured first at this desirable scheme! Here was
the cause !—the claim of the king is unjust! It is
not wise nor right that the king should have power
here. Resist him and his commissioners. Cromwell
did ; as Hampden said, “ He set well at the mark,”
defeated monarch and commissioners; and, after
acquiring no small degree of notice and fame, he
retired again into obscurity and silence.

Not long! His days of silence and quiet were now
well-nigh over. Charles was compelled to “ summon
a Parliament,” he wanted money ; he only wanted a
Parliament to help him to get it ;—it was long since
a Parliament had met. Parliament, when it met,
determined that there were other things to which
to attend besides granting the king money ; that
ominous short Parliament was a memorable one, and
contained in it many memorable men, Knolles,
Hampden, Eliot, Selden, and Cromwell as member
for Huntingdon. This appearance of our hero was
but ‘for a very brief period, but it would introduce
him to the most noticeable men of the popular interest.
Forster has drawn a portrait in which there is great
mingled power, freedom, and truth; it is an imagin-
ary sketch of Oliver’s first appearance in Parliament,
in company with his cousin, John Hampden.

“Let us suppose,” says he, “that he and Hampden
entered the House together at .the momentous
opening of that famous Parliament,—two men
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already linked together by the bonds of counsel
and friendship, yet more than by those of family,
but presenting how strange a contrast to each other
in all things save the greatness of their genius. The
one of exquisite mild deportment, of ever civil and
affable manners, with a countenance that at once
expressed the dignity of his intellect, and the sweet-
ness of his nature; and even in his dress, arranged
with scrupulous nicety and care, announcing the
refinement of his mind. The other, a figure of no
mean mark, but oh, how unlike that! His gait
clownish, his dress ill-made and slovenly, his manners
coarse and abrupt, and face such as men look on
with a vague feeling of admiration and dislike! The
features cut, as it were, out of a piece of gnarled and
knotty oak; the nose large and red; the cheeks
coarse, warted, wrinkled, and sallow; the eyebrows
huge and shaggy, but, glistening from beneath them,
eyes full of depth and meaning, and, when turned to
the gaze, pierced through and through the gazer;
above these, again, a noble forehead, whence, on
either side, an open flow of hair ‘round from his
parted forelock manly hangs,’ clustering; and over
all, and pervading all, that undefinable aspect of
greatness, alluded to by the poet Dryden when he
spoke of the face of Cromwell as one that

. ¢ did imprint an awe,
And naturally all souls to his did bow,

As wands of divination downward draw,

And point to beds where sovereign gold doth grow.’
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Imagine, then, these two extraordinary men, now
for the first time together passing along the crowded
lobbies of that most famous assembly,—Hampden
greeting his friends as he passes, stopping now and
then, perhaps, to introduce his country kinsmen to
the few whose curiosity had miastered the first
emotion inspired by the singular stranger, but push-
ing directly forward towards a knot of active and
eager faces that are clustered round a little spot near
the bar of the House, on the right of the Speaker’s
_chair, in the midst of which stand Sir John Eliot,
Sir Robert Philips, and Pym. The crowd made way
for Hampden—the central figures of that group
receive him amongst them with deference and glad-
ness—he introduces his cousin Cromwell—and,
among the great spirits whom that little spot con-
tains, the clownish figure, the awkward gait, the
slovenly dress, pass utterly unheeded ; for in his first
few words they have discovered the fervour, and
perhaps suspected the greatness, of this accession to
their cause.”

The brief interruption to Cromwell’s silent life, his
return for the borough of Huntingdon, was, as we
have seen and said, the only one, until he took his
seat in the fourth Parliament of Charles I. for Cam-
bridge. His election was most obstinately contested,
and he was returned at last by the majority of a
single vote ; his antagonist was Cleaveland, the poet.
“That vote,” exclaimed Cleaveland, “hath ruined
both Church and kingdom.”
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One is inclined to inquire, what then had been the
consequence had Cromwell not been returned ; yet,
perhaps, the consequence had not been materially
different, for the Parliamentary duties appear to have
sat very lightly upon him. He spoke but seldom, and
briefly ; it was without, in the world, amongst the
people in decided action, that he appeared greatest.
The particulars of him at this time are very full. A
Royalist contemporary, Sir Philip Warwick, writes
thus: “The first time I ever took notice of him, was
in the beginning of the Parliament held in November,
1640, when I vainly thought myself a courtly young
gentleman (for we courtiers valued ourselves much
upon our good clothes). I came into the House one
morning, well clad, and perceived a gentleman speak-
ing whom I knew not, very ordinarily apparelled ; for
it was a plain cloth suit, which seemed to have been
made by an ill country tailor; his linen was plain, and
not very clean; and I remember a speck or two of
blood upon his little band, which was not much
larger than his collar ; his hat was without a hat-
band. His stature was of a good size ; sword stuck
close to his side ; his countenance swollen and red-
dish ; his voice sharp and untuneable; and Ais
eloquence jfull of fervour—for the subject matter
would not bear much of reason, it being in behalf
of a servant of Mr. Prynne’s, who had dispersed libels
against the Queen for her dancing, and such like
innocent and courtly sports; and he aggravated the
imprisonment of this man by the council table to

1
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that height, that one would have believed the very
Government itself had been in great danger by it.
I sincerely profess it lessened my reverence unto that
great council, for ke was very much hearkened unto.
And yet I lived to see this very gentleman, whom,
out of no ill will to him, I thus describe, by multi-
plied good success, and by real but usurped power
(having had a better tailor, and more converse among
good company) in my own eye, when for six weeks
together I was a prisoner in his sergeant’s hands,
and daily waited at Whitehall, appear'of a great and
majestic deportment and comely presence.” !

This description of Cromwell’s negligence in the
article of dress is corroborated by the story we
have already told that Lord Digby, one day going
down' the stairs of the Parliament House with Hamp-
den, and inquiring of the latter, not knowing Oliver
personally, who “that sloven” was—“ That sloven,”
replied Hampden, “whom you see before you, that
sloven, 1 say, if we should ever come to a breach with
the king, which God forbid !—in such a case, I say,
that s/oven will be the greatest man in England.”

And to quote once more: a passage from one of
Dr. South’s sermons will give us a hint of the general
estimation of the appearance of the future Protector ;
that same South, by the bye, who wrote a fine Latin
culogy upon the “bankrupt, beggarly fellow ” at the
time Cromwell was Chancellor of Oxford and Magis-

! See “ Memoirs of Sir Philip Warwick.”
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trate of Great Britain. “ Who,” said that conscien-
tious divine, “ who that had beheld such a dankrupt
beggarly fellow as Cromwell, first entering the Parlia-
ment House, with a tkreadbare torn coat and a greasy
hat (and perhaps neither of them paid for), could
have suspected that in the course of so few years he
should by the murder of one king and the banish-
ment of another, ascend the throne, be invested with
royal robes, and want nothing of the state of a king
but the changing of his hat into a crown.” “‘Odds
fish, Lory!’ exclaimed the laughing Charles, when
he heard this from the divine who had panegyrised
the living Protector ; ¢ odds fish, man! your chaplain
must be a bishop. Put me in mind of him at the
next vacancy. O, glorious time for the Church!
Oh, golden age for the Profligate and the Slave!”1
There, then, you see him in the House, that
famous Long Parliament—the most remarkable
Parliament ever summoned to sit in the history of
the English nation. By this time, you may be sure,
Cromwell and Hampden were the two most noted
men of the popular party: the one the defeater of
the king in the lordship of the fens, and the other a
still more celebrated man from his supposed defeat
by the king in the affair of the ship-money, an unjust
subsidy levied by the king, and stoutly challenged by
John Hampden on behalf of all England.  There
was need for action; the king had extended the

i Forster.
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forests of the country, at the same time he cut down
from the forest land the trees, and thus destroyed the
store of the country’s shipping. By the gross illegal
seizure of ship-money, he secured. to himself £700,000
per annum, while our seas were left unguarded, and
"Turkish pirates ranged them uncontrolled. Charles
was determined to govern by prerogative, and not
by Parliament. He sold privileges for every unjust
exaction. A patent for the manufacture of soap was
sold ; a very sad affliction indeed, for, in addition to
the costly price from the existence of the monopoly
for which £10,000 had been paid, the linen had been
burnt, and the flesh as well, in the washing ; so that
the city of London was visited by an insurrection of
women, and the Lord Mayor was reprimanded by
the king because he gave them his sympathy. Every
item almost was taxed. Hackney coaches were pro-
hibited because sedan chairs appeared for the first
time,—Sir Sanders Duncombe having purchased
from the king the right to carry people up and
down in them. We cannot catalogue all the profit-
able items of little tyranny. It was an exasperating
time. -

" And in that Long Parliament, what things were
to pass before Cromwell’s eye before the last decisive
steps were taken! How must even his energetic mind
have received new and invigorating impulses from
finding himself surrounded by so many brave and
daring companions. Scarcely, indeed, had the Parlia-
ment met, before it proceeded to impeach Strafford,
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that mighty master-stroke, by which the powerful
oppressor was in a moment cast down,—a prisoner
in the hands of the people whose liberties he had so
repeatedly outraged, and so daringly and contemp-
tuously scoffed at and insulted—a prisoner, until
liberated only by the hands of the executioner.
Daring indeed were the deeds of this Parliament:
“ A Bill was proposed,” says Guizot, in his summary
“History of the English Revolution,” “ January 19th
1641, which prescribed the calling a Parliament
‘every three years, at most.” If the king did not
convoke one, twelve peers, assembled in Westmin-
ster, might summon one without his co-operation ;
in default of this, the sheriffs and municipal officers
were to proceed with the elections. If the sheriffs
neglected to see to it, the citizens had a right to
assemble and elect representatives. No Parliament
could be dissolved or adjourned without the consent
of the two Houses, till fifty days after its meeting ;
and to the Houses alone belonged the choice of their
respective Speakers. At the first news of this Bill,
the king quitted the silence in which he had shut
himself up, and assembling both Houses at Whitehall,
January 23rd, said : ‘I like to have frequent Parlia-
ments, as the best means to preserve that right
understanding between me and my subjects which I
so earnestly desire. But to give power to sheriffs
and constables, and I know not whom, to do my
office, that I cannot yield to’” The House only saw
in these words a new motive to press forward the
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adoption of the Bill. None dared counsel the king to
refuse it ; he yielded, but in doing so, thought it due
to his dignity to show the extent of his displeasure.
He said, ‘I do not know for what you can ask, that
I can hereafter make any question to yield unto you ;
so far, truly, I have had no encouragement to oblige
you, for you have gone on in that which concerns
yourselves, and not those things which merely con-
cern the strength of this kingdom. You have taken
the government almost to pieces, and I may say, it
is almost off its hinges. A skilful watchmaker, to
make clean his watch will take it asunder, and when
it is put together again it will go all the better, so
that he leaves not out one pin of it. Now, as I have -
done my part, you know what to do on yours.’—Feb.
16th, 1641.

“The Houses passed a vote of thanks to the king,
and forthwith proceeded in the work of reform,
demanding, in successive motions, the abolition of
the Star Camber, of the North Court, of the Eccle-
siastic Court of High Commission, and of all extra-
ordinary tribunals.”

Charles found that the dismissal of his previous
Parliament was one of the most ill-judged actions of
his life. In this Long Parliament the same men
were brought together, all of them who possessed
any influence or power ; but whereas they came first
prepared to conciliate and deal with the king gene-
rously and loyally, they came now prepared to trim
down to the utmost all his prerogatives, and to ex-



“THE LORD OF THE FENS.’ 119

tend and assert to the utmost the power of the people.
It was the great battle-time of liberty and absolutism
—the trial of monarchy and democracy. The king,
beyond all question, pushed and urged his power
to extremes, and so hurried the popular party on
far beyond their original intention and design. We
have the famous “Remonstrance of the state of the
kingdom,” which, after a debate, stormy beyond all
precedent, was carried through the House by the
small and little satisfactory majority of zzze,; only
this remonstrance was a direct elevation of the de-
mocratic over the aristocratic interests of the country.
It was ordered to be printed and published, with the
concurrence of the upper House, and was, in fact, an
appeal to the people against the king. But this,
which so many have deprecated as wickedly unloyal
and traitorous, was called for by the conduct of the
king, who, during his absence in Scotland, in the
time of its preparation, was known to be attempting
to curb the power of the Parliament by the raising of
a northern army. A

The Grand Remonstrance has been but little under-
stood. Yet what more natural, what more necessary,
than the Remonstrance ? It was the solemn call of
the powerful spirits of the legislature to the king and
to the nation to consider. The principles of the
Remonstrance are now well known. It is a solemn
catalogue of the evils and the tyranny beneath which
the people groaned. Speaking of the taxes, Sir
John Culpepper, a Royalist, says, “The taxes, like
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the frogs of Egypt, have gotten possession of our
dwellings, and we have scarcely a room free from
them. They sip in our cup, they dip in our dish,
they sit by our fire; we find them in the dye vat,
washing bowl, and powdering box; they share with
the butler in the pantry, they have marked us from
head to foot, they will not bate us a pin.” The
sovereign was bent on every illegal means of rais-
ing money. Yet the Long Parliament, after a very
imperious speech from the king, voted him five sub-
sidies, £350,000. It was an enormous sum for those
days. Surely such men deserved some confidence.
But the king would not halt on his grasping and
suicidal way.

At this juncture the bishops precipitated matters
by their unwise “ Protestation,” addressed, by twelve
of their number, to the Upper House, a protestation
which the peers themselves, in a conference they held
upon the matter, declared to contain “matters of
dangerous consequence, extending to the deep en-
trenching upon the fundamental privileges and being
of parliaments.” As to the bishops themselves, the
Commons accused them of high treason, and on the
next day ten of them were sent to the Tower, the
two others, in regard to their great age, being com-
mitted to the custody of the Black Rod.

Rapidly now came on the tug of war. The king
issued a declaration in reply to the Remonstrance.
He sent the Attorney-General to the House of Lords
to impeach one of the popular members, Lord
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Kimbolton, together with Hampden, Pym, and three
other members of the Lower House; and, as if
determined that no act of his should be wanting to
justify the opposition of his enemies, he went next
day to the House of Commons, attended by despera-
does—*“ soldiers of fortune”—armed with partizan,
pistol, and sword, to seize the members denounced.
This scene has been so often described, that it were
quite a work of supererogation to describe it again
here. Let 3ll be summed up in a word. Reconcilia-
tion between the king and the Parliament was now
impossible. The privileges of the House had been
violated in a manner in which no monarch had dared
to violate them before. And sucZ a Parliament!—
men of the most distinguished courage and intelli-
gence in the kingdom. The members he sought
had escaped through the window. They fled in
haste to the city. Thither the mest distinguished
members of the House followed them. They were
protected by the Common Council from the king,
who ‘himself followed them to the city, demanding
their bodies; but in vain. He was his own officer,
both of military and police; but as he went along,
the growls of “Privilege, privilege—privilege of Par-
liament,” greeted him everywhere. One of the crowd,
bolder than the rest, approached his carriage, shout-
ing, “ To your tents, O Israel!” The king had given
the last drop to fill up the measure of contempt with
which he was regarded. He had struggled with his
Parliament, and he was unsuccessful. Here was a
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hint for such men to act upon; and petitions from
all parts of the land poured in, from vast bodies of
the people, declaring their intention to stand by the
Parliament: from counties, cities, towns, parishes,
trades ; the porters petitioned ; the waternen (water-
rats, Charles called them) petitioned. @ And we
may gather the state of domestic confusion from the
fact that the women petitioned. The mind of the
country was roused against the monarch. Mean-
time, the exiled members were brought back in
triumph to the House, amidst the pealing of martial °
music, flags waving from the mast-heads of all the
vessels on the river, the masts covered with shouting
sailors, and the long procession of city barges—for
at that day most great triumphal processions took
place on the Thames; and while the five members
stepped into the House, the House rising to receive
them, Charles fled to Hampton Court, nor did he see
his palace at Whitehall again until he beheld it as a
prisoner, and stepped from its banqueting-house to
a scaffold.

We have no idea, in these pages, of presenting to
the reader a history of the times; but in this running
stream of incident he will be able to gather the
description of the platform preparing for the deeds of
Cromwell. Of course the House was emboldened by
its triumph. It no doubt judged that Charles, by his
ignorance and his injudiciousness, had made himself
unfit to guide the affairs of the nation, and the de-
mands of the House were therefore now proportioned
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to their triumphs. They demanded the keeping of
the Tower and all the principal fortresses of the king-
dom. They demanded the choosing and control of
the militia, the army and navy then being so called.
And upon the king’s refusal, the House conferred
upon themselves the powers they had desired. He
issued a proclamation against them, which was in
turn declared to be void in law. The king now
left Hampton Court, proceeding towards York. He
appeared before Hull, hoping by surprise to obtain
possession of a large quantity of military stores de-
posited there. Thus the king begun the work of
insurrection. The Parliament, in anticipation of the
king’s design, directed the several counties to array,
train, and muster the people, as in cases of domestic
insurrection. And the king retorted upon the Par-
liament by issuing a proclamation for suppressing the
rebellion ; and shortly after, coming to Nottingham,
he there erected his standard, August 25th, 1642,
in the midst of a loud storm, which, as none failed
to notice, blew it down the same evening. Thus he
began the Civil War. Cromwell, at this time, was
forty-three years of age.

It is not clear that even yet Charles suspected the
dangers his rashness so persistently invoked. The
reader has, perhaps, heard how, once upon a time,
a London exquisite descended into a coal mine on a
voyage of exploration and discovery ; he saw every-
thing—Davy lamps, blind horses, trucks of coal roll-
ing along subterrancan tramways. Seated on a cask



124 OLIVER CROMWELL.

to rest himself, he proceeded to question the swarthy
miner, who was his conductor, concerning many
things, and especially about the operation of blasting.
“And whereabouts, my man,” condescendingly said
he, “whereabouts do you keep your powder?’
“Please, sir,” replied the swart one, “you're a-sittin’

“onit!” Charles was in a world to him all dark and

subterranean, and sitting on a powder-mine, of the
existence of which he had no knowledge, although
it was beneath his throne,



EPISODE.

V.

CROMWELLS CONTEMPORARIES:
JOHN PYM.



Digitized by GOOg[€



CHAPTER V.
CROMWELL’S CONTEMPORARIES: JOHN PYM.,

AS in a great picture, while some central character
stands in the foreground,and is evidently under-
stood to be the towering and commanding spirit
around whom ultimately all the inferior characters
revolve, yet nearer or more remote, more conspicuous
or more dimly seen, a number of persons take their
place on the canvas; so in the life of Cromwell there
were precursors, heralds, men with whom he laboured,
men who passed away, and left him, lonely, to me-
ditate upon what they had done, and to take his own
course as to what he must do. Lord Beaconsfield
once said of Sir Robert Peel, that he was the greatest
member of Parliament that ever lived. It was an
amazing estimate, and in the memory of such men
as Walpole, and the elder and the younger Pitt, not
to mention more recent names, it must be regarded
as an astonishing exaggeration ; but there was a man
during the vexed years of which we are writing of
whom this might most truly be said. John Pym is,
probably, the name of the greatest member of Parlia-
ment that ever lived ; “King Pym” they called him
in his own time, and indeed he looks, among the cir-
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cumstances of his age, like the monarch of the scene..
Like all of those men whom Charles managed to
make his enemies, Pym was a gentleman, born of a
good old family in Somersetshire, in the year 1584 ;
he studied at Oxford in Pembroke College, but like
Hampden and Vane and Cromwell, he left his Uni-
versity without taking his degree. Milton was almost
the only exception, he took his B.A. and his M.A.
Pym was very early distinguished for his eloquence
and knowledge of common law ; he soon took his
seat in Parliament, serving in those held during the
close of the reign of James I, and all those held in
the reign of Charles I. It is true, that which has
been so often said, that no business was too large,
and none too small, for him. As one after another
the men appear before our eyes with whom Charles I.
arrayed himself in conflict, one cannot but feel pity
for the king: in every way he seems so small and
they appear so great. Of them all, to some Pym has
seemed the greatest ; and after his life of conflict, “he
was buried,” says Lord Bulwer Lytton, “at West-
minster, améngst the monuments of kings feebler
and less despotic than himself.” It is said that he,
too, in the earlier period of his career, was one of those
who despaired of his country, and with Cromwell,
Hampden, and others, desired to embark for America ;
the tradition is, as our readers doubtless know, that
the ships in which they were about to sail were
detained by order of Council. However this might
be, it was Pym who at last, in the Long Parliament,
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attempted the great work of reformation ; and Lord
Clarendon recites a conversation he had with Pym in
Westminster Hall, apparently in the early days of
the Long Parliament, in which Pym said, “ They
must now be of another temper than they were the
last Parliament ; that they must not only sweep the
House clean below, but must pull down all the cob-
webs which hung in the top and corners, that they
might not breed dust and so make a foul House here-
after; that they now had an opportunity to make
their country happy by removing all grievances, and
pulling up the causes of them by the roots, if all men
would do their duties.”

This Parliament met; it was long, many years,
since Parliament had assembled last. What gaps Pym
would notice in the lines of his early friends who had
sat there when the House then assembled. The ven-
erable Coke was dead; Sir John Eliot had died in
prison, a martyr to the cause of which they had both
been champions; Sir Thomas Wentworth, who had
started in life with the same party, had fallen away—
he was an apostate, he was now the Earl of Strafford,
regarded as a fallen spirit, and as the deadliest, the
most powerful and dangerous enemy of those who
had been the friends of his youth. All these cir-
cumstances would add, if anything were needed to
add, intensity and vehemence to his convictions and
his determinations. It was Pym who commenced in
this Parliament, and rapidly pushed on, the discussion
of the grievances which oppressed the country; and

K
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on the 7th of November, the first day on which the
House attended to business, it was Pym who made a
long and elaborate speech, classing the grievances
under privilege of Parliament, Religion, and Liberty
of the Subject. On the 11th he made a sudden
motion to the House with reference to that which
had come to his knowledge of the imperious actions
of Strafford both in England and in Ireland ; and
while at this very moment a message came from the
Lords concerning a treaty with the Scots, and desir-
ing a meeting of a Committee of both Houses that
afternoon, it was at the instance of Pym a message
was returned to the Lords that the House had taken
into consideration their message, but that they were
in agitation upon weighty and important business,
that they could not give them the meeting they de-
sired on that afternoon, but they would shortly send
an answer by messengers of their own. And messen-
gers they shortly sent, Pym himself being the chief,
who was chosen to carry up on that very day the
impeachment of Strafford for high treason. Dr.
Southey calls the impeachment and the death of
Strafford one of the deadly sins of the Long Parlia-
ment. The question may be asked, then, Why was
Strafford impeached? Why did he suffer death? In
one word, because he advised the king to resist his
subjects, and to be so independent of and paramount
over law, as to call in the aid of Irish forces, or any
forces, to subdue his country: a dreadful counsel
which, when we remember, we cannot but marvel at
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the apologists for its baseness. He, without doubt,
advised the king that he was now absolved from all
rule of Government, and entitled to supply himself
out of the estates of his subjects without their con-
sent. Did space permit, we ought to devote a more
lengthy episode to the life and career of Strafford ;
he was a great man, but he was no match for Pym,
As to the wisdom of his death, we shall forbear to
express an opinion; he might have been banished,
but everywhere, whilst he lived, he must have been
dangerous.! Upon all this we need only dwell for
the purpose of pointing out how Pym was the ani-
mating spirit in those transactions which brought
about such tremendous results. It was after this that
the king, no doubt attempting the dangerous work of
reprisals and revenge, attempted to attach Pym and
the other members for. high treason. -The attempt
failed most miserably ; but it should be remembered
that when Pym commenced even his more aggressive
career he was a moderate man. The king urged these
men along, by his unwisdom and imprudence, on the
course they were compelled to take; and thus Pym
was rapidly carried along in a course of action far
outstripping the theoretical opinions he professed to
hold. He insisted originally on the sanctity of the
Constitution, and he laboured to maintain it; but,

! Those who would prosecute these studies further, should
read Dr. John Stoughton’s volumes of the “ History of the
Church under the Civil Wars.” They are delightful reading,
but he sums up against the policy of Strafford’s death.
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when circumstances are thrown into vehement agita-
tion and strife, it becomes impossible to regulate
action by that calm and quiet settlement of affairs
dictated either in the stillness of the study, or‘when
events flow along imperturbed by the excitements
and passions of great party strife,
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CHAPTER VL
THE TRAINING OF THE IRONSIDES.

UT before this time Cromwell had foreseen the
destinies of the contest, and from among the
freeholders and their sons in his own neighbourhood
he formed his immortal troop of Ironsides, those men
who in many a well-fought field turned the tide of
conflict, men who “jeopardized their lives on the
high places of the field.” These men were peculiarly
moulded ; their training was even more religious
than military ; they were men of position and char-
acter. Oliver f eached to them, prayed with them,
directed their vi.ion to all the desperate and difficult
embroilments of the times. These men were Puritans
all; Independents; men who, however painful it may
be to our more Christian notions, used their Bible as
a matchlock, and relieved their guard by revolving
texts of Holy Writ, and refreshed their courage by
draughts from God’s Book.
Oliver said, at a later time, he saw that all the
cavaliers were a dissipated, godless race of men;
there could be no hope for success but in religious

and godly men. He allied the cause of Puritanism
135
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to such an enthusiasm, such a blaze of martial glory,
that indeed they could be no other than irresistible.
They grasped the sword of the Spirit, the Word of
God ; they held communion with the skies, these
men. What! shall we compare Tancreds, and Ivan-
hoes, and Red Cross Knights with these realities,
this band of Puritan Havelocks? Not soldiers of a
tournament were they ; in very deed fighting against
“ principalities, and powers, and spiritual wickedness
in high places;” theirs was a piety exasperated to en-
thusiasm, and blazing at last into warlike vehemence!
Then the Civil War was up in earnest, and Oliver
soon found work. Since the last civil wars, the battles
of the Roses, several generations had passed away, and
England had grown in wealth and power ; but widely
different were the interests represented by the two
contests to the mind: this was the struggle, indeed,
with the last faint life of feudalism. In some sort the
contest of the city and the castle was represented
even by the Wars of the Roses ; but much more here,
and hence over the whole land soon passed the echoes
of strife. Old villages that had slept quietly for
centuries beneath the shadow of the church spire or
tower; old halls, famous for the good cheer and
merry songs of roisterihg Christmas time; fields,
spreading wide with the rich herbage, and green
meadow-land,—all these were dyed with blood. The
river that had for ages crept lazily along through the
woodland became choked with the bodies of the dead
and crimsoned with the blood of the slain. Winding
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round many a graceful bend of the road, where
nature had touched the scene with tenderness, the
Roundhead, clad in iron, saw the waving plume of
Cavalier. Soon the two straggling parties were
locked in deadly conflict, and the spot became
memorable for ages for the blood shed in a skirmish
which could not be dignified by the name of a battle.
Throughout the land family ties were severed ; every-
where “a man’s foes were of his own household.”
“0ld armour came down from a thousand old walls,
and clanked upon the anvil of every village smithy;”
“boot and saddle!” was the order of the day and
night ; every buff coat, and every piece of steel that
could turn, or deal a blow, became of value. Even
the leng-bow, the brown bill, and cross-bow, resumed
their almost forgotten use; rude spears, and common
staves, and Danish clubs assumed the rank of
weapons. The trumpets of the Cavaliers rang out
fearlessly through the half of England, and thrilled
the spirits of the people with the cries of loyalty ;
responded to by the shrill blast of the Roundhead,
and the cry of Zberty. “Those,” says Carlyle, “ were
the most confused months England ever saw;” in
every shire, in every parish, in court-houses, ale-
houses, churches, and markets, wheresoever men were
gathered together. England was, with sorrowful
confusion in every fibre, tearing itself into hostile
halves, to carry on the voting by pike and bullet
henceforth. The spirit of war stalked forth; many
times we find the record of men who slew an enemy,
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and found a parent in the corpse they were about to
spoil. The face of nature became changed, and
peaceful homesteads and quiet villages assumed a
rough, hostile look ; and the old familiar scene rang
with the fatal, fascinating bugle-notes of war. Every
house of strength became a fortress, and every house-
hold a garrison.

Romance and poetry have woven gay garlands and
sung highly wrought and glowing melodies around
the achievements of knighthood and chivalry; but
romance and poetry shrink back startled and appalled
before the deeds of the mighty Puritan heroes, the
Ironsides of Cromwell, a race of Artegals, or Men
in Iron. The carnal mind of the succeeding century
has succeeded in defacing the features and soiling
the fair fame of the knighthood of Puritanism ; but
do you not think that the soldiers of the Cross may
deserve words as eloquent, and song as soul-kindling,
as those which echoed around the rabble rout of the
strange Red Cross knights of Norman feudalism? -

While all these events were passing, we can very
well believe that the clear eye of Cromwell saw
where it must all shortly terminate; that, in fact,
there was nothing for it but a battle-field ; and he
was amongst the most prompt and decisive of all the
actors. His genius was too bold, too clear-sighted, to
shine in the mazes of debate and the labyrinths of
legal technicality. The battles against the king,
with lawyers and verbal hair-splitters, were best
fought by Pym and Hampden ; but, outside in the

\
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affairs of the camp, and in that legislation that
depends on a swift, clear eye and a strong, rapid-
arm—Cromwell was the man! He distributed arms
in the town of Cambridge, which he represented. He
raised a troop of horse out of that county and
Huntingdonshire; and, as soon as he received his
commission as captain, he began his career of con-
quest. It is believed that here he struck the first
severe blows at the Royal party; for he seized the
magazine of Cambridge for the use of the Parlia-
ment; and by stopping a quantity of plate on its
way from the University to the king at York, he
cut off the expected supplies. He utterly prevented
the raising of a force for the king in the eastern
counties ; and arrested the High Sheriff of Hertford-
shire at the very moment the latter was about to
publish the proclamation of the king, declaring “the
Parliament commanders all traitors!” The discipline
of his troops, their bravery, and their sobriety, have
been the admiration of men ever since.

It was about this time that the appellations of
“Cavalier ” and “ Roundhead ” came into general use
to denote the opposite parties. The former, it is well
known, designated the king’s friends; and of the
origin of the latter, Mrs. Hutchinson gives the follow-
ing account :—

“When Puritanism grew into a faction, the zealots
distinguished themselves, both men and women, by
several affections of habit, looks, and words, which,
had it been a real declension of vanity, and embracing
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of sobriety in all those things, had been most com-
mendable in them. :

“ Among other affected habits, few of the Puritans,
what degree soever they were of, wore their hair long
enough to cover their ears; and the ministers and
many others cut it close round their heads, with so
many little peaks, as was something ridiculous to
behold. From this custom of wearing their hair,
that name of ‘Roundhead’ became the scornful term
given to the whole Parliament party; whose army
indeed marched out so, but as if they had been sent
out only till their hair was grown. Two or three
years afterwards, however,” she continues (the custom,
it may be presumed, having declined), “any stranger
that had seen them would have inquired the reason
of that name.”

These explanations have been introduced here
because it has been usual to give the epithet “ Round-
head ” to Cromwell’s soldiers on account of the shape
of the helmet. Nothing can be more erroneous.
The more usual term given to these soldiers imme-
diately beneath Cromwell's own command, was
“Ironsides.” It is very important to notice the train-
ing of these men, for they again and again turned
the tide of battle. They were not ordinary men;
they were mostly freeholders, or freeholders’ sons,—
men who thought as Cromwell thought, and over
whom he had acquired an influence, from their re-
siding in his neighbourhood. To all of them the
Civil War was no light game ; it was a great reality ;
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it was a battle, not for carnal so much as spiritual
things, and they went forth and fought therefor.
Hence, “I was,” says Cromwell, “a person that,
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; and I did
labour (as well as I could) to discharge my trust, and
God helped me as it pleased Him, and I did truly
and plainly, and then in a way of foolish simplicity
(as it was judged by very great and wise men, and
good men, too), desire to make my instruments to
help me in this work; and I will deal plainly with
you. 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 their men were
beaten at every hand ; I did indeed, and desired him
that he would make some additions to my Lord
Essex’s army of some new regiments, and I told him
I would be serviceable to him in bringing such men
in as I thought had a spirit that would do something
in the work. This is very true that I tell you, God
knows I lie not; ‘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
and mean fellows will be ever able to encounter
gentlemen, that have honour and courage and resolu-
tion in them?’ Truly, I presented him in this
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manner conscientiously, and truly did I tell him,
‘You must get men of 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
I am sure 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; truly I told him I could do some-
what in it; I did so; and truly I must needs say
that to you (impart it to what you please), I raised
such men as had.the fear of God before them, and
made some conscience of what they did, and from
that day forward, I must say to you, they were never
beaten, and wherever they engaged against the
enemy, they beat continually.”?

How decisive a proof is this of Cromwell’s genius,
this enlisting the religious enthusiasm of the country on
the side of the Parliament; thus fronting the idea of
lofty birth with Divine ancestry,—loyalty to the king,
with loyalty to God,—immense possessions, with heir-
ship to a Divine inheritance,—and obedience to the
laws and prerogative of the monarch, with obedience
to those truths unengraven on the “tables of stone,”
but written by the Divine Spirit on “the fleshly table
of the heart,” in the heroism of discipline, and faith,
and prayer.

“As for Noll Cromwell,” said the editor of a news-
paper of the day (the then celebrated Marchmont

1 See “ Cromwell’s Letters and Speeches.”
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Needham), with to the full as much truth as intended
sarcasm, “ he is gone forth in the might of his spirit,
with all his train of disciples; every one of whom is
as David, a man of war and a prophet ; gifted men
all, that resolve to do their work better than any of
the sons of Levi” “At his first entrance into the
wars,” observes the Reliquie Baxteriana, “ being but
captain of horse, he had especial care to get religsous
men into his troop ; these men were of greater under-
standing than common soldiers, and therefore were
more apprehensive of the importance and conse-
quences of the war. By this means, indeed, he sped
better than he expected. Hereupon he got a com-
mission to take some care of the associated counties ;
where he brought his troop into a double regiment
of fourteen full troops, and all these as full of
religious men as he could get; these, having more
than ordinary wit and resolution, had more than
ordinary success.”

But Cromwell himself has given to us the history
of these immortal troops; he tells us how he saw that
the Parliamentarians must have been beaten unless
a better race of men could be raised,—men who
would match the high notions of chivalry and loyalty,
and overreach them with a nobler and worthier feel-
ing. Cromwell plainly saw that, even in battles, it
is not brute force that masters, but invincible honour
and integrity, and faith in the purity and truth of the
cause,

“ But, not contenting himself with the mere posses-
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sion of religion in his men, ‘he used them daily to
look after, feed, and dress their horses; taught them
to clean and keep their arms bright, and have them
ready for service ; to choose the best armour, and arm
themselves to the best advantage.” Upon fitting occa-
sions, and in order to inure their bodies to the service
of the field, he also made them sleep together upon
the bare ground ; and one day, before they actually
met the enemy, tried their courage by a stratagem.
Leading them into a pretended ambuscade, he caused
his seeming discovery of danger to be attended with all
the ‘noise, pomp, and circumstance’ of a surrounding
foe. Terrified at which, about twenty of the troop
turned their backs and fled; and these he directly
dismissed, desiring them, however, to leave their
horses for such as would fight the Lord’s battles in
their stead. Thus trained, when the contest really
ensued, Cromwell’'s horse ‘excelled all their fellow-
soldiers in feats of war, and obtained more victories
over the enemy.” And if they excelled them in
courage, so did they also in civility, order, and dis-
cipline. Thé Court journal, indeed, the Mercurius
Auwlicus, charged them with many cruelties and ex-
cesses, of which every circumstance proves the mali-
ciousness and falsehood. For, while a very large
number of the king’s party, in sober truth, gave them-
selves up to every species of debauchery in their own
persons, and to all manner of spoliation of the peace-
able inhabitants, of whom they speedily became the
terror and detestation, another contemporary print
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justly said of Cromwell’s soldiers, * No man swears,
but he pays his twelve-pence ; if he be drunk, he is
set in the stocks, or worse; if one calls the other
Roundhead, he is cashiered; insomuch, that the
counties where they come leap for joy of them, and
come in and join them. How happy were it if all
the forces were thus disciplined.’”

Nor will the reader fail to notice the practical eye,
the fiery sincerity of this man.

“He told them,” says Forster, “that he would not
seek to perplex #kem (since other officers, he had
heard, instructed their troops in the nice legal fictions
of their civil superiors in Parliament) with such and
such phrases as fighting for £ing and Parliament ; it
was for the Parliament alone they were now marching
into military service; for himself, he declared that if
he met King Charles in the body of the enemy,
he would as soon discharge his pistol upon him as
upon any private man; and for any soldier pre-
sent, therefore, who was troubled with a conscience
that might not let him do the like, he advised him to
quit the service he was engaged in. A terrible shout
of determined zeal announced no deserter on that
score, and on marched Cromwell and his Ironsides—
then the seed, and soon after the flower, of that
astonishing army, which even Lord Clarendon could
describe as ‘one to which victory was entailed, and
which, humbly speaking, could hardly fail of conquest
whithersoever led—an army whose order and dis-
cipline, whose sobriety and manners, whose courage

L
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and success, made it famous and terrible all over the
world.’”

Can our readers conceive these men? The writer
is very desirous that they should do so; for they
were the genius of the army. Let them be compared
with Rupert and his soldiers. Prince Rupert, called
also “Prince Robber ”—called also “The Son of
Plunder.” We shall dwell at length upon this chief
captain of Charles’s army presently. These patrony-
mics suggest very different reflections from those in
which we have just indulged in reference to the
Ironsides. Wherever the Cavaliers went, they were
a scourge and a curse. In Gloucester, in Wilts, what
histories have we of them and their depredations.
They were, for the most part apparently, an undis-
ciplined rabble, without bravery or determination, if
we except their officers ; and we shall see, from the
course of the history, that Rupert was a madcap
prince, and his imprudence the worst enemy Charles
had, next to his own.

There is nothing more remarkable, in the course
of this civil war, than the fact that men who had
just come from the market and the plough, should
meet the Cavaliers on their own ground and defeat
them. The Royalists prided themselves on their
military character ; war was their trade and their
boast ; swordsmen, they professed to be skilled in
all the discipline and practice of the field. It was
their ancestral character ; it was the crest and crown
of their feudalism, and, defeated in war, they had
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nothing further to boast of ~How was it? The
history we have given in some degree explains it; but
the principal reason, after all, is found in the higher
faith. Look at the watchwords of the two armies
as they rushed on to conflict: “Truth and Peace!”
“God is with us!”. “The Lord of Hosts!” such
mottoes contrast favourably with “The King and
Queen Mary!” “Hey! for Cavaliers!” or even that
of “The Covenant!” These men charged in battle
as if beneath the eye of God; to them it was no
play, but business ; they knew that they rushed on,
many of them, to their death, but they heeded not,
for their spirit's eye caught visions of waiting cha-
riots of fire, and horses of fire, hovering round the
field ; and they advanced to the conflict, mingling
with the roar of musketry and the clash of steel the
sound of psalms and spiritual songs.

How little have thesg men been known. The
novelist has delighted in decorating the tombs of
their antagonists, but has cared little for them.
Romance has spread its canvas, and Poetry her
colours, to celebrate the deeds of Rupert and his
merry men. Has it been ignorance? or that dis-
position of the human spirit which refuses to see
the lofty piety and determined heroism of a religious
soul? Looked at from that point of view from which
most men would regard them, the Puritans, and the
soldiers who fought the battles for them, must seem
to be fanatics ; for they believed steadily in another
world, and lived and fought perpetually as beneath
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its influence. Of course every one individually was
not suck an one ; but we judge of things by wholes—
“by their fruit ye shall know them.” What was their
general character? It is not wonderful that we detect
in them some exaggeration—a lofty spiritual pride,
inflation of speech, hardness, insensibility to human
passion. The school in which they were trained was
a very severe one; their rules were binding by a
most impressive authority. Let the man who would
judge them, look at them not from the delineations
of Sir Walter Scott, or James, but from the period in
which they lived, from the circumstances by which their
characters were fashioned and made, and to the men
to whom they looked as leaders; or let him take the
chronicles of the time, and he will be at no loss to
spell out the glory of their name, “their enemies
themselves being judges” We have already said
romance has had it all its own way in depicting
the Royalist and the Cavalier; to them have been
given all the glow of the novelist, all the charm of the
poet. We are just now beginning to do justice to
the usages and manners of Puritan households, with
which sweetness and romance, domestic tenderness
and grace have been supposed to be incompatible ; yet
Puritan womanhood is one of the fairest of types,
and far lovelier to the true artist'’s eye than any of
the luscious lips and dainty love-locks which shed
their meretricious charms over the canvases of Sir
Peter Lely. We like to imagine those old country
houses, the manors and mansions, up and down
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whose staircases of polished oak, Puritan wives and
maidens were handed by wealthy husbands and am-
bitious lovers. It is singular to realize the regular
family worship there; the presence of superstitious
belief when men and women believed themselves to
be nearer to a universe of invisible and mysterious
influences than they do now; and stories and tra-
ditions of witchcraft and apparitions haunted the
houses. The houses of those times were certainly
romantic, and tenanted by a noteworthy race, even
though, stepping from the household into the church,
our sentiments are somewhat shocked by the un-
decorated service the Puritans loved to follow; and
its chancels and aisles presenting the staid and un-
ornamented appearance of those we know in Geneva,
or Zurich, or Berne, only that no choir or organ was
permitted to aid the song.
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CHAPTER VIIL
CROMWELL'S CONTEMPORARIES : JOHN HAMPDEN.

MONG the great names, shining with a very
conspicuous lustre during this period of civil
conflict, perhaps no name has commanded since a
more universal interest, and even homage, than that
of Cromwell's cousin, John Hampden. He was the
representative of an ancient and highly honourable
. county family in Buckinghamshire; for centuries
they had taken their name from their habitation,
Great Hampden, in that county. William Hampden
married the aunt of the Protector, Cromwell ; he was
the father of the patriot. The history of this Elizabeth
Cromwell was a singular one: her husband died in
the year 1597, she continued a widow until her death,
sixty-seven years after, and she was buried in Great
Hampden Church, 1664-5, having lived to the great
age of ninety. It is surely affecting to think of the
singular revolutions through which this lady passed ;
her years extended through the reigns of six sover-
eigns. She saw the great line of the Tudors expire,
with her royal namesake Elizabeth; she saw the
British sceptre united with that of the Scottish
beneath James I. ; she saw the trembling sceptre in

153



154 OLIVER CROMWELL.

the hand of Charles I, and beheld it wrested by the
people from that weak and impolitic hand ; she saw
those men who had overawed the king, and con-
ducted him to the scaffold, compelled to bow before,
and see their sovereignty shivered to pieces in the
presence of, her mighty nephew as he ascended the
Protector’s throne ; she saw his power bequeathed to
his incapable son, her great-nephew, Richard; and
she beheld him driven into private life by the men
of “the Rump” of the Long Parliament, whom her
illustrious nephew had packed about their business ;
she saw those very men who had been so ignomini-
ously deposed, those self-restored republicans, revive
the monarchy by the restoration of Charles II. to the
throne, so inaugurating the most disgraceful and
shameful reign which desecrates the annals of our
country’s history.

What an affecting succession of national vicissi-
tudes! Shehad two sons : Richard was the youngest,
he survived his brother, dying in 1659. He appears
to have been of the same patriotic faith and practice,
but probably a comparatively weak man ; he was one
of the Council of Richard Cromwell. 7%e Hampden
was John. This youth received the natural training
of an English gentleman of those days at a school
in Thame. In 1609 he entered as a commoner at
Magdalen College, Oxford, where certainly his attain-
ments must have obtained for him some reputation ;
for it is a remarkable fact that he was chosen by
Laud apparently, then master of St. John's, to write
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the gratulations of Qxford upon the marriage of the
Elector Palatine with the 'Princess Elizabeth, the
marriage which gave birth to Prince Rupert, who led
the troops at Chalgrove Field, on which Hampden
was slain! Hampden married in 1619, and his
marriage seems to have been singularly happy; but
he did not retain his wife long. He first represented
the old borough of Grampound, in the eighteenth
year of the reign of King James I.; then he repre-
sented Wendover, in the two Parliaments in the first
and third years of the reign of Charles L. ; but in the
fifteenth and sixteenth years of the same reign he
sat for the county of Buckinghamshire. His family
was so eminent,—it traced itself in unbroken line from
the earliest Saxon times, and derived even its name
and possessions from Edward the Confessor,—that it
is not singular that his mother was very desirous that
he should increase the family dignity by attaining to
that to which it would have been easy to attain, the
peerage. This was before the great troubles set in.
Hampden seems to have had no ambition of this
kind, and saw clearly that the sphere in which he
could most effectively serVe his country was the
House of Commons; and, in his rank as a country
gentleman, he was perhaps equal in the several
particulars of wealth, lineage, and intelligence to any
commoner there. To the impressions of the present
writer the character of Hampden seems to shine out
with singular clearness, but many writers have
affected to charge him with the indulgence of am-
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sitious rather than patriotic motives in the great
itruggle. This arises from the fact of the deep secre-
tiveness of his character, a characteristic in which he
was perhaps the equal of his mighty cousin, and,
indeed, had he been preserved to the close of the
war, the course of events after might have been
different. He had far more practical sagacity, a far
profounder knowledge of what the nation needed,
than either Sir Harry Vane, Algernon Sidney, or
Bradshaw. He was not an extreme man; he was
probably, no more than Cromwell, a dreaming,
theoretical republican. He desired to save the king-
dom from the doom of intolerant and arbitrary
government in Church and State ; and as an upright
member of Parliament, he threw himself at once into
the struggle. He may be almost spoken of as cer-
tainly one of the very first who stood forward, with
resolution and courage, as the champion of liberty,
defying the sovereign in law, and denying his right
to levy ship-money. He stood in the pathway of
exorbitant power ; he refused to pay a tax—trifling to
him—because it was levied by the king without the
consent of Parliament. He appealed to the laws, and
he brought the question to a trial.

The Long Parliament has been called the fatal
Parliament. It protected itself at once against disso-
lution by resolving that it would only be dissolved
by its own act; for it had been abundantly proved
that “with Charles no Parliament could be safe,
much less useful to the country, that did not begin
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by taking the whole power of Government into its
own hands.”! To this Parliament Hampden's was a
double return, for Wendover and for his own county of
Buckinghamshire. He elected to sit for the latter; and
it soon became very clear that this Parliament repre-
sented the indignation of a whole people thoroughly
"determined to redress long existing and grievous
wrongs. We have sufficiently referred to this in
preceding pages. Hampden was not a fierce or fiery
spirit ; indeed, both Hampden himself, and the men
by whom he was surrounded, were characters not very
easily read. Charles was as unequal to a conflict
with them as a child. They had to deal with a man,
the son of one who esteemed himself to be a specially
adroit master in dissimulation, and who had certainly
left to his son, as a legacy, his lessons and experi-
ences in king-craft. We have seen that with Charles
it was impossible to be clear or true; dissimulation
was the weapon by which he had sought to circum-
vent the tactics of the great leaders. They were com-
pelled to use the same weapons, and they vanquished
him. Hume, speaking of Hampden and Sir Harry
Vane, and including, of course, Cromwell, says, “Their
discourse was polluted with mysterious jargon, and
full of the lowest and most vulgar hypocrisy.” The
hypocrisy which Hume charges on Hampden and
his fellow-workers, amounts to no more than that
they were men thoroughly determined not to be

1 Lord Nugent’s “Life of John Hampden.”
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circumvented, and to knock away the entire scaffold-
ing which went to the support of arbitrary and illegal
power ; and they illustrated this at once, in resolving
on the indissolubility of their own Parliament, and the
impeachment which led to the death of Strafford.
Inevitably the sword was unsheathed in the nation.
May, in his “ History of the Long Parliament,” says,
“The fire when once kindled cast forth, through
every corner of the land, not only sparks but devour-
ing flames ; insomuch that the kingdom of England
was divided into more seats of war than counties,
nor had she more fields than skirmishes, nor cities
than sieges ; and almost all the palaces of lords, and
other great houses, were turned everywhere into gar-
risons of war. Throughout England sad spectacles
were seen of plundering and firing villages ; and the
fields, otherwise waste and desolate, were rich only,
and terribly glorious, in camps and armies.”

Now comes a third great period of Hampden’s life ;
for his life consists of three stages. First, when his
mind was maturing its wishes and intentions, when
he felt the dishonour and the distress of the country
so much that it is said he meditated with Cromwell
embarking for America ; then came the second period,
when he stood forth the bold and earnest counsellor,
attempting to avert by his wisdom the overt acts of
despotism on the one side, and the possibility of
rebellion, so-called, on the other; then came the third
period, when, under the woody brows of the Chiltern
Hills, he sought to marshal the militia of his native
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county. With prodigious activity, unceasingly he
laboured, and sought to form the union of the six
associated midland counties. As might be expected
from his character, he was mighty in organization,
and he deserves the principal honour, perhaps, of
having brought all those counties to act as one com-
pacted machine. He gathered all his green-coats
together, and formed them into a company which
told with immense effect on the issues of the war.
But he was one of the first who felh. It was on
Sunday morning, the 18th of June, 1643, being in the
second year of the war, he received a mortal wound
in a skirmish on Chalgrove Field. It was near to the
scenery of his school-boy life, Thame. It is a tradi-
tion that he was seen first moving in the direction of
his father-in-law’s house at Pyrton. Thither he was
wont to go, when a youth, courting his first wife,
whom he had very tenderly loved ; from that house
he had married her. It was thought that thither he
would, had it been possible, have gone to die. But
Rupert’s cavalry were covering the plain between ; so
he rode back across the grounds of Hazeley, on his
way to Thame. He paused at the brook which
divides the parishes ; he was afraid to dismount, as he
felt the impossibility of remounting if he alighted.
He summoned a momentary strength, cleared the
leap ; he was over, reaching Thame in great pain, and
almost fainting. He found shelter in the house of one
Ezekiel Brown, and six days after, having suffered
cruelly, almost without intermission, he died; but
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during those days he wrote, 6r dictated, letters of
advice to the Parliament, whose affairs had not, as
yet, reached that state of prosperity which they pre-
sently attained. Then, like the religious man he was,
he disposed himself solemnly for death; he received
the Lord’s Supper shortly before he died ; he avowed
his dislike, indeed, to the government of the Church
of England,—that of course,—but his faith in her
great doctrines ; he died murmuring in prayer, “ Lord
Jesus!” he exclaimed in the last agony, “receive
my soul! O Lord, save my country! O Lord, be
merciful to——,” but the prayer was unfinished, in
that second the noble spirit passed away. Of course
he was buried in his own parish church of Great
Hampden, there his dust lies in the chancel. His
soldiers followed their great leader to the grave bare-
headed, with reversed arms and mufled drums; as
they marched they sung the ninetieth Psalm, “that
lofty and melancholy Psalm,” says Lord Mataulay,
“in which the fragility of human life is contrasted with
the immutability of Him to whom a thousand years
are but as yesterday when it is passed, or as a watch
in the night.” The great storm of war which rolled
over the country had removed Hampden from his old
house, and all the scenes of his early felicity. He
never resided in Buckinghamshire after his second
marriage ; his Parliamentary duties compelled a resi-
dence in London, and he chose what was then the
charming suburban retreat of Gray's Inn Lane. But
the mansion, the ancestral home of his early days.
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still stands. From its seclusion, it is little known;
but it stands upon a spot.of singular beauty, from
whence it commands a view of several counties. It re-
poses among green glades, and is enclosed within the
shadowy stillness of old woods of box, juniper, and
beech lining the avenues which lead to the old house
of manifold architectures, blending the ancient Nor-
man with the style of the Tudor, and mingling with
these the innovations of later periods. It has been
thought' that the purity of Hampden’s character
might be -seen in the fact that a spirit so quiet and
so unambitious could forsake the stillness of so holy
and beautiful a retreat, to mingle his voice amidst the
crafts and collisions of Parliament, or the wild shock
of warfare. The story of Hampden’s life insensibly
draws us to Samuel Rogers’ charming picture of the
patriot in “Human Life,” and by Hampden’s tomb
we may well recur to the lines :(—
““Then was the drama ended. Not till then,

So full of chance and change the lives of men,

Could we pronounce him happy. Then secure

From pain, from grief, and all that we endure,

He slept in peace—say, rather, soared to Heaven,

Upborne from earth by Him to whom ’tis given

In His right hand to hold the golden key

That opes the portals of Eternity.

‘When by a good man’s grave I muse alone,

Methinks an angel sits upon the stone,

And, with a voice inspiring joy not fear,

Says, pointing upward, ¢ Know, he is not here !’”1

1 It almost shocks the sensibilities, even. of not very sensitive
persons, to know that from mere motives of curiosity the body

M
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of the great patriot was, many years since, exhumed. Hamp-
den’s body was dragged from its dread abode, apparently for
no other reason than to settle the cause of his death, which by
many persons had been assigned to the bursting of his own
pistol ; the pistol had been a present to him from Sir Robert
Pye, his son-in-law, and tradition had said that when Sir Robert
visited his father-in-law, in his last illness, Hampden said to
" him, *“ Ah! Robin, your unhappy present has been my ruin!”
It is certain that he met his death on the field as a brave man
might, in the performance of his duty, and it certainly seems
an idle and very insignificant reason, for the settlement of
such a question, to have vexed and disturbed the repose of the
sacred and venerable dead. However, it was done, and a
copious account of the disentombment was inserted in the
Gentleman’s Magazsine for August, 1828, It was Lord Nugent
who conducted the examination, and he removed and unrolled
the shroud from his venerable ancestor. The coffin was lifted
~ from the vault and placed on tressels in the centre of the
church. The examination does not appear to have resulted in
any very distinctly satisfactory elucidations ; but those who are
interested in such matters may find a ghastly description of the
appearance of the patriot after his long sepulture, if they turn
back to the volume to which we have already given a reference.
The author of the present work may be permitted to express
his amazement that hands professing to be moved by réverence
could engage in such an unseemly and self-imposed task.
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CHAPTER VIIL
CROMWELL : THE BATTLE OF MARSTON MOOR.

T was on the field of Marston that the military
genius of Cromwell first shone conspicuously.
Marston Moor, seven miles from York. How came
that battle to be fought at all? The old city of York
is a venerable city ; crowned with its tiara of proud
towers, she stands, like an old queen, on the banks of
the Quse. And she has witnessed memorable things
in the course of her history,—for she has a defined
history approaching two thousand years,—but not one
more memorable than that great fight in which, for
the first time, the genius of Cromwell rose triumphant
and complete upon the field. York, the old city, was
" in possession of the Royalists ; and so weak were they,
that it seemed the Roundheads, who lay encamped
before the city, must soon find an entrance there. But
just then the fiery Rupert came plunging across the
Lancashire hills, after his cruel massacre at Bolton.
He had with him 20,000 of the flower of the Royalist
and Cavalier army ; and the Puritan forces drew out
from York to Marston Moor. Had Rupert contented
himself with relieving and succouring York, the whole

tide of conflict might have been different ; but he did
. 165
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not know the strength of his foes. Charles, indeed,
had written to him, “If York be lost, I shall esteem
my crown to be little less [than lost].” There, outside
of the city, lay the Royalist army,—lay the protecting
host of Rupert ; and there, yonder, along the moor,
the armies of the Parliament. It was a calm sum-
mer evening, on the second of July, 1644. We can
scarcely even now think that Rupert, in all his thought-
lessness, could have wished to hazard a battle when
the advantages, so decidedly his own, could only have
been jeoparded and risked by conflict ; and yet, let
us recollect that the letter of Charles to him was
carried by him on his heart, to the day of his death,
as his warrant for that well-fought, fatal field ; and as
we have said, he did not know the strength of that
army of yeomen and volunteers ; above all, he did not
know Cromwell. The evening of the day closed in
gloom, the heavens were covered with clouds, thick,
black, murky masses swept over the sky. Hymns of
triumph rose from the ranks of the Roundheads and
the Parliament, while Prince Rupert would have a’
sermon preached before him and the army; and his
chaplain took a text, which seemed to challenge the
issue of the morrow, from Joshua: “ The Lord God of
gods, the Lord God of gods,.He knoweth, and Israel
he shall know ; if it be rebellion, or in transgression
against the Lord, save us not this day.” Still, dark
and gloomy, and more gloomy, fell the evening;
thunder muttered along the heavens, and the forked
flame glanced on the mighty mass of iron-clad men.
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Between the two armies lay a drain, On the opposite
bank to the Royalist forces,in the centre, stood Leven
and Fairfax, the commanders of the Parliament; on
the left yonder, Cromwell and his Ironsides. Rupert
had, with wild, furious, characteristic energy,fallen upon
the centre, and his life-guards had scattered and routed
them, so that amidst the storm of shot, the maddening
shouts, the thundering hoof, pursuing and pursued,
they swept across yonder field, cutting down remorse-
lessly all, scattering the whole host like leaves before
the storm-wind. Goring, the other Royalist general,
was not idle; his desperadoes charged on, and with
wild, tumultuous rout they hewed down the fugitives
by scores. Two-thirds of the field were gained for
Rupert and for Charles. Lord Fairfax was defeated.
He fled through the field, through the hosts of the
Cavaliers, who supposed him to be some Royalist
general ; he posted on to Cawood Castle, arrived there,
and in the almost or entirely deserted house he un-
booted and unsaddled himself, and went like a wise
old soldier to bed. But amidst all that rout, the car-
nage and flying confusion, ONE man held back his
troops. Cromwell, there to the left, when he saw how
the whole Royalist force attacked the centre, re-
strained the fiery impatience of his Ironsides ; he drew
them off still farther to the left; his eye blazed all on
fire, till the moment he uttered his short, sharp pas-
sionate word to the troops, “ CHARGE, IN THE NAME
OF THE MosT HIGH!” Beneath the clouds, beneath
the storm, beneath the night heavens flying along, he
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scattered the whole mass. We know it was wondrous
“to se¢ him in those moods of highly-wrought enthu-
siasm ; and his watchword always struck along the
ranks, “Truth and Peace!” he thundered along the
lines ; “Truth and Peace!” in answer to the Royalist
cries of “God and the King!” “ Upon them—upon
them!” That hitherto almost unknown man, and his
immortal hosts of Puritans, poured upon the Cavaliers.
The air was alive with artillery. Cromwell seized
the very guns of the Royalists, and turned them upon
themselves. Thus, when the Royalists returned from
the scattering the one wing of their foes, they found
the ground occupied by victors. The fight was
fought again, but fought in vain ; in vain was Rupert's
rallying cry, “ For God and for the King!” Through
the black and stormy night was seen the gleaming
steel of other hostile lines. The Cavaliers were scat-
tered far and wide over the plain—over the country ;
while amidst the fire, thousands of the dead lying
there, and the shattered carriages, Rupert made the
last effort of flying from the field to York ; across the
bean-field, over the heath, the agonized young fiery-
heart made his way. And there, amidst the gather-
ing silence, and amidst the groans of the dying, rises
the magnificent military genius of Cromwell !
Marston Moor was the first most decided collision
of the hostile armies. We have given in a few touches
a concise and succinct account of this great and
momentous conflict; but, even in so brief a life of
Cromwell as the present, it ought not to be so hastily



THE BATTLE OF MARSTON MOOR. 169

dismissed. A graphic pencil might employ itself in
a description of the fine old city, besieged for three
months, where provisions were growing scarce, and
in whose beautiful minster that day—it was a Sabbath-
day—alffecting accents had given tender pathos to the
liturgies imploring aid from Heaven. It would be no
difficult task to realize and describe the streets of the
ancient and magnificent city as they were on that day,
and if Rupert had been wise, it seems as if the city
might have been relieved and Cromwell’s great oppor-
tunity lost; but the two vast ironclad masses lay out
beyond there—nearly fifty thousand men, all natives
of the same soil—stretching away almost to Tadcas-
ter—skirting Bramham Moor, upon which, ages before
Mother Shipton had prophesied that a great battle
would be fought,—a prophecy which, in this instance, .
received very creditable approximation to fulfilment.
It was, as we have said, on the 2nd of July, 1644,
The day wore on while successive movements and
" counter movements took place. Scarcely a shot had
been fired. 'When both armies were completely drawn
up, it was after five in the evening, and nearly another
hour and a half passed with little more than a few
cannon shots. The lazy and nonchalant Newcastle
considered all was over for that day, and had retired
to his carriage, to prepare himself by rest for whatever
might betide on the morrow. Even Rupert and
Cromwell are believed to have expected that their
armies would pass the night on the field. Itwasa
bright summer evening, closing apparently in storm ;
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there was -light enough still for the work of des-
truction to proceed, and that mighty host—46,000
men, children of one race, subjects of one king—to
mingle in bloody strife, and lay thousands at rest,.“ to
sleep the sleep that knows no waking,” on that fatal
night in July, on Long Marston Moor. It has been
surmised, with considerable probability, that a stray
cannon, shot, which proved fatal to young Walton,
Oliver Cromwell’s nephew, by rousing in him every
slumbering feeling of wrath and indignation, mainly
contributed to bring on the general engagement.
Certain it is that he was the first to arrange his men
for decisive attack. We suppose it was during the
period of inaction, in the evening, that Prince. Rupert
examined a stray prisoner whom his party had taken,
as to who were the leaders of the opposing army ; the
man answered, “ General Leven, Lord Fairfax, and
Sir Thomas Fairfax,” “Is Cromwell there?” ex-
claimed the Prince, interrupting him ; and being an-
swered that he was, “Will they fight?” said he; “if
they will, they shall have fighting enough.” Then
the prisoner was released, and going back to his own
army told the generals what had passed, and Crom-
well that the Prince had asked for him in particular,
and had said, “They should have fighting enough.”
“And,” exclaimed Cromwell, “if it please God, so
they shall!”

It was, then, within a quarter to seven on that even-
ing of July, when the vast army, that spread along
the wide area of Marston Moor, began to be stirred
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by rapid movements to the front. Along a consider-
able part of the ground that lay immediately between
the advanced posts of the Parliamentary forces, there
ran a broad and deep ditch, which served to protect
either party from sudden surprise.” Towards this, it
has been said by some that a body of Cromwell’s
cavalry was seen to move rapidly from the rear,
followed by a part of the infantry. Prince. Rupert
met this promptly by bringing up a body of muske-
teers, who opened on them a murderous fire as they
formed in front of the ditch which proteted Rupert’s
musketeers from the cavalry, while a range of batteries
advantageously planted on a height to the rear, kept
up an incessant cannonading on the whole line.

It was the first meeting of Cromwell and Rupert.
And on Cromwell, as we have seen, descends the
glory of the victory. His eye detected the move-
ments in the Royalist army. He and his Ironsides
(first named Ironsides on this famous field) broke the
cavalry of General Goring. The Scots, indeed, had
been defeated by Rupert early in the battle. He
poured upon them a torrent of irresistible fire. But
while he was confident that the field was won, the
Ironsides again poured over Rupert’s own cavalry,
and swept them from the field.

The victory was complete, the Royalist army was
entirely broken and dispersed; fifteen hundred of
their number remained prisoners. The whole of their
arms and artillery, their tents, baggage, and military
chest remained the spoils of the victors. Prince
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Rupert’'s own standard, and more than a hundred
others, had fallen into their hands; and York, which
Rupert had entered only three days before in defiance
of their arms, now lay at their mercy. A strange and
fearful scene spread out beneath the sky on that
summer, now dark with midnight storm, on Long
Marston Moor. Five thousand men lay dead or
dying there ; born of the same lineage, and subjects
of one king, who had yet fallen by one another’s
hands. It was the bloodiest battle of the whole war,
and irretrievably ruined the king’s hopes in the north.

Long after midnight, Rupert and Newcastle re-
entered York. They exchanged messages without
meeting, Rupert intimating his intention of departing
southward on the following morning with as many of
the horse and foot as he had "kept together; and
Newcastle returning word that he intended imme-
diately to go to the sea-side, and embark for the
Continent—a desertion rendered justifiable when we
remember that his advice had been contemptuously
slighted, and his command superseded by the rash
nephew of Charles, acting under the king’s orders.
Each kept his word, and in a fortnight thereafter .
York was in possession of their opponents.

Many representatives of noble houses lay stretched
stark and cold on the dreadful field. The eminent
Roman Catholic family of Townley, of Burnley,
in Lancashire, have a tradition of the day. Mary,
daughter of Sir Francis Trapper, had married Charles
Townley ; he was one of those killed in this battle.



THE BATTLE OF MARSTON MOOR. 173

During the engagement, his wife was with her father

at Knaresborough, there she heard of her husband’s
" fate, and came upon the field the next morning to
search for his body, while the attendants of the camp
were stripping and burying the dead. Here she was
accosted by a general officer, to whom she told her
melancholy story ; he heard her with great tender-
ness, but he earnestly implored her to leave a scene
not only so distressing to witness, but where she
might also herself be insulted. She complied, and he
called for a trooper, mounted her on horseback in
the trooper’s company, and sent her back in safety
to Knaresborough. Inquiring of the trooper, on the
way, the name of the officer to whom she had been
indebted, she learned that it was Cromwell! This
story is preserved in the archives of the Townley
family. She survived, a widow, until 1690 ; died at
Townley, and was buried at Buinley at the age of
ninety-one.

And here is a letter from Cromwell, full of tender-
ness. The strong man could weep with those who
wept. And you notice, although he had turned on
that field the fortunes of England, he makes no men-
tion of himself, nor any mention of a severe wound he
had received in the neck. D’Aubigné says it bears
indubitable marks of a soldier’s bluntness, but also of
the sympathy of a child of God. In Oliver these two
elements, were never far apart. It was addressed to
his brother-in-law, Colonel Valentine Walton, the
husband of his younger sister Margaret, and contained
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the account of the victory, and of his own son’s being
among the slain, the same whose fate, it is thought,
by rousing Oliver to the charging point, brought on
the general engagement.

' “sth Fuly, 1644.
“DEAR SIR,—

“It’s our duty to sympathise in all mercies, and
to praise the Lord together in all chastisements or
trials, so that we may sorrow together.

“Truly England and the Church of God hath had
a great favour from the Lord, in this great victory
given unto us, such as the like never was since this
‘war began. It had all the evidence of an absolute
victory, obtained, by the Lord’s blessing, upon the
godless party principally. We never charged but
we routed the enemy. The left wing, which I com-
manded, being our own horse, saving a few Scots in
our rear, beat all the prince’s horse. God made them
as stubble to our swords. We charged their regiments
of foot with our horse, and routed all we charged.
The particulars I cannot relate now ; but I believe, of
twenty thousand, the prince hath not four thousand
left. Give glory, all the glory, to God.

“ Sir, God hath taken away your eldest son by a
cannon shot. It brake his leg. We were necessitated”
to have it cut off, whereof he died.

“ Sir, you know my own trials this way ; but the
Lord supported me in this—that the Lord tqok him?
into the happiness we all pant for, and live for.

} His own son, Oliver, who had been killed not long before.
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There is your precious child full of glory, never to
know sin or sorrow any more. He was a gallant
young man, exceedingly gracious. God give you
His comfort. Before his death he was so full of com-
fort, that to Frank Russel and myself he could not
express it—* it was so great above his pain.’ This he
said to us. Indeed it was admirable. A little after
he said, one thing lay upon his spirit. I asked him
what that was? He told me it was, that God had
not suffered him to be any more the executioner of
His enemies. At his fall, his horse being killed with
the bullet, and, as I am informed, three horses more,
I am told he bid them open to the right and left, that
he might see the rogues run. Truly he was exceed-
ingly beloved in the army, of all that knew him. But
few knew him, for he was a precious young man, fit
for God. You have cause to bless the Lord. Heis a
glorious saint in heaven, wherein you ought exceed-
ingly to rejoice. Let this drink up your sorrow, seeing
these are not feigned words to comfort you, but the
thing is so real and undoubted a truth. You may do
all things by the strength of Christ, Seek that, and
you shall easily bear your trial. Let this public
mercy to the Church of God make you to forget your
private sorrow. The Lord be your strength; so
prays—

“Your truly faithful and loving brother

“ OLIVER CROMWELL.

“My love to your daughter, and my cousin Percival,

sister Desbrow, and all friends with you.”
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Thus ended the battle of Marston Moor. It was
the most decisive blow Charles had yet received ; but
far from being so decisive now as it might have been.
We have again to notice the indecision of the gene-
rals, Earls Manchester and Essex. Nearly half the
kingdom was in the possession of the Parliamentary
party. The reasons for this vacillation it may be
now well to notice. The nobility—it began ere this
time to appear,—notwithstanding they had very
generally come into the earlier measures of opposition
to Charles’s government, both from their old heredi-
tary jealousy of the Crown, and unusual oppressions
and neglects ever since the accession of Henry VII,
were every day becoming more convinced that they
had unwittingly contributed to place the people,
under the guidance of their Commons’ House, upon
such a footing of equality with themselves as had
already engendered rivalry, and threatened master-
ship. They had now, therefore, every disposition
possible to coalesce with the Scots in entering into a
peace with the king that should at once secure him
in the possession of his “just power and greatness,”
and confirm in themselves those privileges of rank
"and birth whose best support, next to that of legi-
timate popular freedom, they saw to be legitimate
monarchical prerogative. But they went much far-
ther ; for the Earls of Essex and Manchester, who
had been entrusted with the command of the Parlia-
ment’s forces, and who might be said to be the
representatives of the great body of the nobles with
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the army, had seemed, since the battle of Marston
Moor, to neutralize the efforts of their soldiers, as
though they were unwilling to make the popular
cause too eminent; and, though not actually to
allow themselves to be beaten by the king, to make
little advantage of his failures, and occasionally even
to permit him to avail himself of a drawn battle, or a
positive defeat, as though it had been to him a vic-
tory. Owing to these causes, it had become apparent
that the Parliament, instead of approaching the state
of things they so much desired, and by which they
had once hoped effectually to give law to their sove-
reign, were even yet losing ground in the contest.
Essex endured a complete and total failure. He
allowed himself to be pushed on to the west, until
disbanding his troops, he took boat from Plymouth,
and escaped to London, where, however, he was well
received by the Parliament. Meantime Cromwell
and Manchester were together in Berkshire, and
Manchester had certainly met with precisely the
same success but for Cromwell.” As it was, the latter
could only partially secure the success of the Parlia-
ment, because compelled to act under the command
of the Earl. Newbury had already been the scene of
one contest; its neighbourhood was destined to be
the scene of another. It might have been decisive.
Cromwell saw this, and he implored Manchester to
allow him to make an effort to prostrate the king;
but the Earl refused. It was a golden opportunity,
this, for retrieving all the losses of Essex, and finishing
N
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the campaign gloriously,—so gloriously began by the
battle of Marston Moor. The event of this skirmish,
too, convinces us that had Charles more frequently
commanded in person, he would more frequently
have been victor

It was a moonlight night following the fight of
Donnington. The ground all round was strewed with
dead bodies; and the day closed, leaving it in pos-
session of the Royalists. They occupied a central
position, well fortified by nature and by art:

“« It was a moonlight night which followed, and
anxious thoughts occupied both camps of the despe-
rate strife that must decide the morrow. Suddenly
the penetrating and sleepless eye of Cromwell saw
the Royalists move. It was so. Charles having
utterly lost his left position, had despaired of the
poor chance that remained to him in the face of such
a foe. His army were now busy in that moonlight,
conveying into the castle by a circuitous route their
guns and heavy stores ; while behind, battalion after
battalion was noiselessly quitting its ground, and
marching off as silently in the direction of Oxford.
Over and over again Cromwell entreated Manchester
to suffer him to make a forward movement with his
cavalry. At that critical moment he would have
prostrated Charles. Manchester refused. A show
was made next morning of pursuit, but of course
without effect. Charles, with all his material and

' prisoners, had effected a clear escape. Nor was this
all. While the Castle of Donnington remained un-
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molested amidst the dreadful dissensions which from
this event raged through the Parliamentarian camp,
the king, having been reinforced by Rupert and an
excellent troop of horse, returned twelve days after,
assumed the offensive in the face of his now inactive
conquerors, carried off all his cannon and heavy
stores from out of the castle, coolly and uninterrupt-
edly fell back again, and marched unmolested into
Oxford.”

And so thus unsuccessfully ended the work which
was begun so successfully at Marston Moor. Well
might Cromwell thereupon say, “ There will never be
a good time in England till we have done with
lords | ” Manchester and Cromwell came to a quarrel
after this second Newbury fight. Their opposition
was very marked.

“They in fact come to a quarrel here,” says Carlyle,
“these two, and much else that was represented by
them came to a quarrel : Presbytery and Indepen-
dency, to wit. Manchester was reported to have said,
if they lost this army pursuing'the king, they had no
other. The king might hang them. To Cromwell
and the thorough-going party it had become very
clear that high Essexes and Manchesters, of limited
notions and large estates and anxieties—who, besides
their fear of being beaten utterly, and forfeited and
‘hanged,” were afraid of beating the king too well
—would never end this cause in a good way.”

Again we have arrived at a pausing point, where
the reader may look round him and notice the
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scenery, and reconnoitre the state of parties, and the
three great personalities meeting him here, Presby-.
terianism, Independency, and Cromwell. We have
seen that the Scots marched into England to the aid
of the Parliament. We shall now see that they desired,
in the subversion of Episcopacy; the elevation of
Presbyterianism. Meantime there had arisen a large
party, representing at that time, indeed, the mind of
England—INDEPENDENTS, who thought with Milton
that presbyter was only priest writ large, who con-
tinued to plead for the right of private judgment and
universal toleration in religion, setting the will of
individual churches as the rule and ordinance in
church matters. Of this large party, Cromwell was
the representative ; of the other, the Earls we have
mentioned, as the generals of the Parliamentary army,
may be regarded as the representatives in the camp.
There were, therefore, two deterring motives prevent-
ing them from aiming at entire success. As mem-
bers of the House of Peers, they feared lest they
should raise up too formidable a rival in the Com-
mons ; and they saw, or seemed to see, in the Pres-
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