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Writing this story has been a challenge for several reasons, all of which
have made it rewarding. I love history, I love faith, and I love seeing how
faith develops. I was trying to write something that was both true to his-
tory, and true to the conditionof people today. Mynation justwent through
presidential elections, and extreme people on both sides have said some
shameful things. While I do not believe that they should have been broad-
cast over the radio sometimes, I recognize that my country gives a man the
freedom to speak, no matter how ignorant the speech is. Overall, this is a
good thing.

Unfortunately, some of the extremists, on both sides, seem to feel that
the answer is prison for those who disagree with them. This is about the
most offensive thing I couldhere. The level of hostility in the voices brought
me back to the 17th centurywhenWilliam Pennwas a voice for freedom, he
said: “I dream of an England where an Englishman is free to think as he will
and say what he thinks,” Now, this England does not exist today, but it is
much closer than it was in Penn’s day. The fight of the early Quakers truly
matches the fight to live in a civil society that has room for argument. Hos-
tility, and personal attacks without addressing issues was not an example
of civil behavior.

I decided that I wanted to tell a story that fit the framework of its day.
The characters are fictional, but most of them have gravestones. I am one
of themanymillions who are descendant from people who came to the USA
in Penn’s navy. The Antelope had a ship-master, Edward Cook, but no pas-
senger list as it came from Belfast and was not an English boat. I populated
the ship with people who were know to be in Ireland before, and in Penn-
sylvania after. Many of these passengers are listed in genealogical forums
as being on Penn’s own ship, the Welcome, but that ship had a manifest.

Patrick is an invention ofmy own, The child, Grace exists only as a name
written on a piece of paper, some read it as Greer. If Grace lived, her descen-
dant are not known. Many of the other people on board were well know in
Pennsylvania, but are only found in name lists (such as witnessing wed-
dings) in the old country.

Edward Cook is an interesting man. He would have been in his later
60’s if he is the cook I guess him to be. Cook settled in Ireland after fighting
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in Cromwell’s own regiment, he was mentioned in Cromwell’s letters. He
had an active place in the friends meeting in Ireland, and I cannot find a
better Edward Cook for ship master. There was another Edward Coke (pro-
nounced Cook) who was a lawyer and a writer of legal tomes. I’ve seen sug-
gestions that Coke’s daughter married George Fell, George Fox’s stepson.
Coke would have been an interesting ship master, but he would have also
been dead. Cookwould havemade an interesting in-law for George Fox, but
I have seen no evidence that suggests changing the genealogies.

I find it interesting that the only Cook on board was Edward. This Ed-
ward Cook does not appear to be the immigrant that fathered the Quaker
Cooks in the US, or if he is he came independently of his children or grand-
children. I have found him and his wife mentioned, but no mention of his
children (if any) or the death of his wife, just a few lines in books that make
lists of prisoners, publications and other things. What we know is that Ed-
ward, after he left the service was a human rights activist who was willing
to stand up to soldiers mistreating an Irish citizen, even though he was not
Irish by birth, and even though it turn their attention to him.

Another difficulty in writing this is that I am a 21st century member
of the Society of Friends. I have some difficulty realizing how different
friends were in the 17th century. It surprised me when I realized that some
of the early friends were soldiers, and they wore their swords as long as
they could. It surprised me more when I learned that the first set of great
Quakers died a generation before the Society of Friends started seeking to
abolish the institution of slavery. Fox called slaves to do their work, and for
masters to treat them like human beings. Penn owned slaves, as did several
American Friends before the revolutionary war. It seems that they did not
seek a radical change in the social order that abolished the class system
just yet. Or, perhaps, they had to build a society where there was enough
freedom and humanity to recognize that one man owning another was not
consistent with their high view of humanity.

It is difficult forme to picture a society of friends, where Slaverywas not
yet condemned (and hardly considered, but at this point prison was more
likely than slavery), where the peace testimony is not yet codified (though
it is on the boat – but not for a good part of Edward’s story), and where the
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ruling voices, except for Fox were waiting to be established. Before tolera-
tion, theology was only a minor issue, the Quakers were a one issue group,
recognizing that something was fundamentally wrong with churches tak-
ing political sides in a war. The Quakers I know are those after Robert Bar-
clay, After toleration, and after they became respectable members of soci-
ety. The social view I know is afterWoolman, The theological view after the
disagreement between Hicks and the Orthodox, and later the disagreement
between Gurney and Wilbur. My bias is Gurneyite, but I am clever enough
to realize that Gurney was not influential in the early Religious society of
friends. I also realize that I must take much of the early literature, both
apologetic and anti-Quaker with very much salt. Any two person’s guesses
of this period are significantly different.
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Hope is powerful
It called some across the sea

Different maybe good
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Call me Patrick, everyone else does. In fact it is the name that I call myself,
and as far as I know I have no other name, unless it be foundling, street
urchin, or some other description. I do not know my family name, and I
know little of my family except that they were not part of my infancy.

The old ship-master looked down on the boy hiding among the stores.
Edward Cook was known among the crew to be a tender hearted man, but
it was not possible for the stow-away to realize this. Patrick did answer
the question though – he did not belong with the passengers, and he did
not belong back in Ireland either. Patrick was likely a war-orphan, and he
deserved better.

Cook smiles and says: “Patrick, do you know where you are, or where
you are going?”

Patrick replies: “No sir, I only know that I am sailing away from Ireland.
My past was taken from me, and the English invaders are certain to make
sure Ireland has no future. I do not know, but I am certain that it is better
than the place where I left.”

Cook frowned briefly, and said: “Do you know what happened to your
parents?”

Patrick answers: “No, I cannot remember them, I cannot recallmymoth-
ers face, nor her voice nomatter how hard I try. I do know that when some-
thing is stolen, when there is suffering or death – a soldier is behind it. I can
only imagine that they died becauseOliver Cromwell’s puritans killed them,
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even as they are still robbing our people.”1
Thewords appear to strike the good ship-master in theheart. He reaches

his hand to Patrick and says: ”Friend, I am sorry that war has taken somuch
from you. In those days, I was an officer in the Lord protector’s army, and
in those days I renounced war and devoted myself to peace. You are wel-
come to stay with us. We are going to join William Penn’s Holy Experiment
in America.”

Patrick’s face flushes with anger as he yells: “Damn you, may you, your
protector, your English King Charles, your colonies, and your English ship
rot in the deepest hell. May you receive those tortures that are reserved
for Judas the betrayer.” The child then proceeds to spit in the ship-master’s
face.

Cook, stepping back looks at Patrick saying: “Son, you have no family
to return to, and you want to run away from the only country you knew,
because the English have stole the future. You may not realize this, but the
English have stole the future of England as well. I spent my share of time
in prison, because I wrote a paper against the puritans sending soldiers to
collect tithes from Irish catholics. I came here to offer hope. Penn wants to
create a government where a person can think what he will – and say what
he thinks without fear. I invite you to join this great experiment – youmay
speak, but you may not spit in the ship-master’s face – Remember I have
the authority to put you off the Antelope anytime I see fit... let me lead you
to the other passengers, the larder is not a public space.”

Cook at this point grabbed a small barrel of saltedmeat, and askedPatrick
to carry a pile of rather hard bread. He lead Patrick from the larder into the
cargo space where the passengers were enduring the rocking of the boat.
There was the overpowering smell of humans packed as cargo – but the
smell was not so bad – it was the opportunity to stretch and find space...
seeing an empty cot, and having already eaten from the stores while hid-
ing, Patrick crawled in, giving no thought to his neighbors and slept a sleep
of exhaustion and confused dreams.

1This is a historical liberty, the ‘Confederate War’ ended some 20 years before Patrick
would have been born – however it was this liberation thatmade protestant Northern Ireland.
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The dreams come again – this time the voice of the ship-master comes as
well. Patrick sleeps with a troubled mind – disturbed because he cannot
figure out who he is, little details such as his mothers name, or his family
name are beyond him. The dreams are a point of unnamed fear, anger and
powerlessness.

It all starts with... it is difficult to say how or when it starts, settlers
had come onto the island for sometime. The vikings came, new noblemen
came from England, and others came. William Penn himself was born in
Ireland because his father, the Admiral, was granted land. For Patrick and
the dreams though, the few who came, or the raiders who came and left
were only background noise – for him it all started with Oliver Cromwell
back in 1644.

Soon it was more than a crown noble or two – the soldiers started to
come, just as the purified England and liberated them from the tyranny of
Charles I, Cromwell liberated the Irish from the catholics, and the royal-
ists. Of course that describes the population of Ireland. These people were
named rebels, their property was seized, and they were executed. The lib-
erated land was then filled by someone more loyal to the protectors cause,
a English puritan or a Scottish Presbyterian.

The land was made free to agree with the protector. There was liberty
to worship in the same way as they did in England. The winters became
bleak indeed, as the law saw fit to ban the bonfire before all saints day,
and any celebration of the Christmas season. There was freedom to sit in a
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stinking jail for a smile, giving gifts, and daring to wish a neighbor “Happy
Christmas.” This was a bloody, dark, dull period when it was bad to be Irish
in Ireland.

Young men fresh from Oxford continued to fill the formerly Catholic
pulpits. The former priest was cast out, jailed, tortured, and killedwhile the
new parson would send out the soldiers to collect the tithes. Tithes would
be collected, no matter the person’s religious views – and the amount was
set by the collector - not in proportion to what the person had. In this way,
the English continued to rob and starve the Irish. These efforts planted
seeds of hatred and revenge - a cycle of killing that may never be weeded
out.

Young Patrickwas born in this Ireland. Cromwell was no longer protec-
tor, Charles lightened England’s policy against the Irish – but this only led
to the cycle of revenge. The remaining Irish wanted to punish the settlers
for what Cromwell’s men did – the settlers wanted to protect themselves,
and they felt a need for revenge as well. Killing for politics and religion be-
came a way of life. Those who suffered most were forgotten and ignored –
leaving millions of pitiful stories that are now forgotten and buried. Many
times the name died before the body was buried, for an oppressed people
are not allowed a voice.

Poor Patrick had no mother or father, well of course he had both but
he remembered neither. He was Ireland, hungry with no past and no hope
for the future, the only thing he had for himself was anger. There was no
space or freedom for friendship, an oppressed people are not allowed to
have friends – the oppressor fears what the masses can do if they are al-
lowed to feel sympathy for one another instead of just anger for themselves.
A man may break himself, but a community could conquer.

The dreams started becoming disturbing visions – distant but growing
clear. Suddenly there was a woman’s voice calling out in the dream ‘Mercy,
in Christ’s name mercy’. Before the trembling woman there stood a man
shining in the sun – his hat shone like a mirror, his shirt was made of pol-
ished steel, and his sword came down on the frightenedwoman’s head. The
woman at this point collapsed at the soldier’s feet, next to a young man
bleeding on the ground. The shining man then yells out, and as he yells the
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air opens to show a dozen man dressed as he, “This homestead is clear, the
rebels holding it have been punished, which Irish traitors are next?”

As the dream continues the scene repeats again and again. The same
shining men, the same dead men, the same women screaming. The men
start to collect the dead and pile them on to be burned. The mound in-
creased in size until is matched the rolling hills, but there was hair instead
of grass, and bloody arms and legs stuck out instead of stones. The men be-
gan to scale the mound in order to add more bodies, this continued as the
sun set and rose again. The mound grew to where it stood over the houses,
the inns, and finally it stood above the height of the old oak trees. So many
body’s too many to count.

They finished theirwork, and the first soldier lit the pyre. Fire licked up
the bodies as if they were cured wood – The Scots and the English came to
the bonfire, they danced, they sang, they laughed. The festivities continued
until everyone lit their torch from the flame, took it home, and lit their
home fires from the bonfire in the dream.

With this disturbing image, Patrick wakes. He does now know who he
is, who is sharing the boat with him, or where they are going. All he knows
is that the ship master did not cast him off, but put him with the passen-
gers. Perhaps the ship-master was English, but he was not hateful, he was
more like a grandfather trying to be firm as he scolded. All Patrick knew is
wherever he was going, it was away from the nightmare that filled Ireland.
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Upon waking, Patrick looks up seeing two boys about his size looking over
him. John says: Myname is JohnMusgrave, this is Francis Sanders. Wewere
told that you are alone – we are too, we are indentured servants, but will
be free when we are grown up. If you have no-one, perhaps you can share
work with one of us. It is first-day, and they are rather strict about holding
a meeting for worship, You will join us. Francis then put down a bucket of
sea-brine he was holding, and a rag saying: “You may want to clean up as
best you can,” then pointing to a simple set of clothing he said “I think it
should fit” with that the two boys led Patrick to a private partition where
he could clean up as much as possible in the old boat.

After washing, John leads Patrick to a corner where there are benches
forming a triangle. On the hypotenuse sits two older men and a youngman
about 20. The women sit on one bench, three adult women, the oldest with
a one year old baby girl in her arms, one adolescent, and a nine year old.
The men sit on the other side, John and Francis sit with Patrick, besides
them are three young men, one slightly younger who will soon be forced
to learn the art of shaving, and a child. The group sits in silence, there is a
table in the center with a Bible for any who wants to look and read.

In the silence, Patrick notices that silence never really is quite silent.
Every sound becomes so very obvious. The sounds of the sea are overpow-
ering, Every timber on the ship seems to groan under the stress of the ever
changing sea. The sounds of the people breathing, the sounds of the baby
as she breaks silence.
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In these quiet times, the mind wonders and notices things. The best
description for a ship such as the Antelope is ‘nondescript.’ When people
spoke of their voyaging, they would simply say: ‘I sailed to America.’ Those
rare people who sailed often did not mention that they spent more time on
sea than on land, nor that sailing at the best times is mind numbing bore-
dom, and at other times is sheer terror. The passengers are cargo, packed
in a dark place, and god forbid that one need a surgeon, for no one wishes
to suffer under a physician. In such a place, the most notable thing about
the other passengers is each of them has a rather sharp odor, in the damp
darkness, it is difficult to notice shining blue eyes, or red hair. Being at sea
is a state of boredom.

The silence continues and Patrick’s mind continues to wander to the
obvious questions: Who are these people, even the names he knew were
strangers, why do they sit together and not speak – why is this important?
The silence becomes more and more jarring as he begins to wonder what it
is he is looking for, and what it is he’s running from. This question moves
to a simple: “Is there hope?”

The woman with a baby at this point stands and begins to speak:

The LORD ismy shepherd; I shall notwant. Hemakethme to lie
down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters.
He restorethmy soul: he leadethme in the paths of righteous-
ness for his name’s sake. Yea, though Iwalk through the valley
of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art withme;
thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. Thou preparest a table
before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou anointest
my head with oil; my cup runneth over. Surely goodness and
mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell
in the house of the LORD for ever.
These words speak to my condition. Though I have seen evil
and pain, though I walked through the valley of the shadow of
death, and have been left alone in this world with Jane, Grace
and Mary, I have what I need. I have eaten in the presence of
my enemies – but, through God’s mercy, I will soon eat with
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friends. There is hope – not only that there will be comfort
after a life of toil and suffering, but hope that life for me, and
for my children will be worthwhile. I have hope that God will
give me the strength to do good, and to do well.
Lord, Giveus yourprotection aswe continueour journey. Teach
us theways of peace and forgiveness, even as you forgavewhile
suffering. I know you taught us to pray ‘Forgive us as we For-
give’. Help teach us to forgive. Lord, we go to live a life of
peace, protect us from those who seek a life of war, prevent
the evil of the puritans from making its way into Pennsylva-
nia as it has infested Europe and the other colonies. Let us
establish part of your kingdom on this world so we can offer
hope, and peace to the wold. I know it is written that you have
planned good things for us – give us the wisdom to recognize
and do this good. Amen

And she stopped speaking and sat down once again. What passes for
silence again filled the ship. The ship continued to groan and creak, it seems
louder than before... and Patrick fell into thought – his hand touched the
Bible, and hewondered if he could find a Psalm that answered his feelings...
turning he found Psalm 137

1 By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down, yea, we wept,
when we remembered Zion. 2 We hanged our harps upon the
willows in the midst thereof. 3 For there they that carried us
away captive required of us a song; and they that wasted us
required of us mirth, saying, Sing us one of the songs of Zion.
4 How shall we sing the LORD’S song in a strange land? 5 If I
forget thee, O Jerusalem, letmy right hand forget her cunning.
6 If I do not remember thee, let my tongue cleave to the roof of
my mouth; if I prefer not Jerusalem above my chief joy. 7 Re-
member, O LORD, the children of Edom in the day of Jerusalem;
who said, Rase it, rase it, even to the foundation thereof. 8
O daughter of Babylon, who art to be destroyed; happy shall
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he be, that rewardeth thee as thou hast served us. 9 Happy
shall he be, that taketh and dasheth thy little ones against the
stones.

Patrick of course kept this passage and his thoughts to himself, but
thesewords seemed so just. Thehomelandwas lost, and thenew landwould
be strange, His eyes saw Belfast, and the North sea for the last time. He
would never again see the rolling green hills, never again see the cities, nor
the kind people who helped him survive. The little good he had in his life
was over, hopefully another goodwould come. The truth is, he did not wish
to see America – If a happy soldier would treat the Protestant invaders the
same way their soldiers treated the Irish, that would be good enough. Re-
venge is a happy thing, and proper revenge would remove each and every
invader from this world as their soldiers removed the former occupants.

As Patrickwas thinking, the ship-master EdwardCook stood and started
to speak:

The Lord brings Paul to my mind today. Paul gave us more
scripture than anyone else, by his ministry, the whole world
has received the gospel. It was a great thing for everyone that
Christ met Paul on the road to Damascus. Remember, before
Paul was a great persecutor. He held the coats for those who
murdered themartyr Stephan, later he traveled theworld look-
ing for Christians to kill. His hatred and evil was beyond any-
thing that I can imagine, or anything that I have seen – yet
Paul has become the greatest of the apostles.
Christ gave Paul his day of visitation on Damascus road. He
called to Paul, saying ‘Saul, why do you persecute me’. Paul
was then blind, but repentant and followed instructions to see
a Christian who would heal him. Paul shared his testimony
with the Christian community, and they overcame their fear
and accepted Paul as a brother. Christ changed the very iden-
tity of Paul from Saul themurderer to Paul the evangelist. Saul
had amission todestroywhathe could throughviolence, Changed
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Paul preached the gospel of Christ. Paul lived Christ’s gospel,
working to support his ownministry as he traveled andpreached.
Friends, the primitive churchwas called to forgive Paul, and to
accept him. We have a similar, difficult call. We must forgive,
though hate and anger is beginning to become more than a
view, but a culture. Christ transforms the heart, the whole
person into his own image, Just as Christ changes a sinner into
a righteous Christian, our views need to change as well. If we
are looking at thosemade in our Lord’s image, it is unworthy if
us to profane the image. In is unwise for us to limit God, if the
primitive church did not have Paul, it is difficult to imagine
what kind of Christianity could have survived.
Lord, teach us to forgive our enemies. I know we have been
called to pray for them, I know we are called to feed them if
they are hungry. Lord teach us to accept enemies as friends
when the day comes. Let us see you within them. Teach us
to recognize goodness and common ground. I thank you for
your forgiveness, that you change the heart and soul of sin-
ners into a pure and perfect heart. Lord I know that we have
become your righteousness, make us worthy to bear that po-
sition. Lord, I pray you light my path well, and give me the
strength and the well to do good in my life.

Edward at this point sat down, and everything turned silent again. The
silence lasted for about 15 minutes, then the three men sitting on the hy-
potenuse stood, shook one another’s hands, then the stepped outside the
meeting area. Themeeting ended... a nondescript andnearly inedible lunch
followed.
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While eating the tasteless heavy bread, the painfully salty meat, and the
lime Patrick wondered about what he just observed. There was so much
silence, when the people spoke there no one calling everyone towar, telling
the people which side God supported and the importance to strive against
Satan. Every person he heard speaking about God in the past spoke of God’s
wrath poured out, and the need to purify the land from those heretics. Both
the Protestant and the Catholic sides were calling to wipe out the other –
at times, people would try. The prayer rang in his mind “Teach us to to
accept enemies as friends”. How could an Irishman accept an Englishman,
or a Scott as a friend? Patrick also looked around and thought about all
these people. He wondered to himself who they were, how they came to be
here, and their hope for the future.

Patrick turned to Francis, and asked: “Why did we sit in silence, and
who was the woman who spoke first?”

Francis replied: “Her name is Anne Milcome. Her husband just died,
leaving the baby, Mary without a father. She has two other daughters that
you surely noticed, Jane and Grace. Her familywas given 50 acres – and I am
the man who will work and plant that land. When I am 16, I will be free to
findmy own fortune – but for now, just as Anne has no husband, and no son
– I have no father or mother. There was a fatal disagreement about tithes,
and the collector’s argument was somewhat sharper than my fathers. My
mother died of either grief or hunger. The Milcome’s gave me a home, and
hope for the future. It is a shame that Annemust see the dream alone... but
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God willing, we will be successful.
We sat in silence, because we believe that it helps a person tomeet God.

When the mind and the body is too busy, it is difficult to hear and under-
stand. We wait, we pray, and we listen. Sometimes a person shares when
he feels it is important. We believe that Christ gave light to every man, so
ever man is welcome to share the light.”

Patrick looked confused, and asked: “Howdoyouknowyour own thoughts
from God’s voice? What happens if a person speaks against God?”

Francis answered: “You saw the older men? Edward Cook has been
faithful for 30 years, we trust him. The otherman, Valentine Hollingsworth
is also trusted, he was asked by Penn himself to help administer the new
colony. These men know scripture, they know God, and they know man. If
one of us speaks out of line, one of the elders will correct and teach. Most
likely it will be Friend Edward, He is a new arrival in Ireland, but no one has
spoken as much for peace. A man who speaks truth to those who may give
harm for it will not fear speaking truth to a friend who respects him. He
spent much time in prison because he asked the soldiers to treat us civilly.
Once, he shamed a company because they stripped an unarmed Irishman.
They returned theman’s clothes, and actedmore honorably. I hear that his
life is many stories – perhaps, he will be willing to tell us a few.”

Patrick smiled at this thought. There must be a story that makes one
of Cromwell’s soldier into a man who would risk prison for the dignity of
an Irishman in his old age. There must be a story to a man who was part
of the cycle of hate and violence in his youth. There must be something
to a faith that changes a man’s heart from hatred to compassion. Patrick
answered: “Yes, there is time, we must ask him to tell the stories of his
youth. Stories wouldmake the trip somuch less dull – and it would be good
to know something who I am with.”

Francis went to the ship-master, saying: “Friend Edward, Patrick and
I wish you to tell the stories of your time as a soldier, and how you went
from those days to were you are now. The darkness, and the enclosed place
is dull, and stories would fill our mind”

Edward Cook smiled at the suggestion – “Tell me a story” just was not a
common request anymore. Bill Penn had once said that without freedom,
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there can be no friendship. In Ireland, Scotland, and England – all but the
Quakers had a reason to remember Edward as an enemy... whether it was
his time as a soldier for the Puritans, or his time defending the rights of
the Irish. Times were changing, Pennsylvania was about forgetting the old
arguments – it was time to be free, and tell the stories.

Edward then answered: “We are friends here, I will tell my stories. I
pray that our voyage will be profitable.”
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Time passed, the children waited anxiously for the first story – even the
adults were interested... Edward thought long and hard, knowing that the
voyagewould takemanyweeks. Where should the stories begin? With him,
with movements of people and ideas? A story is always more than a single
person, and the big ones are set in motion long before anything comes up...
what was it William Penn said... he wrote a paper about it some time ago,
Yes – Primitive Christianity Revived. Well if a person is going to tell a story, he
might as well start at the beginning.... and if story ends with a Holy Exper-
iment to build a community based on the revival of primitive Christianity,
then perhaps the place to start would be primitive Christianity. Edward
spent the day thinking of how to frame this tale... when it was time to be-
gan, he started at the beginning.

1 In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God,
and the Word was God. 2 The same was in the beginning with
God. 3 All things were made through him. Without him was
not anything made that has been made. 4 In him was life, and
the lifewas the light ofmen. 5 The light shines in the darkness,
and the darkness hasn’t overcome it. 6 There came aman, sent
from God, whose name was John. 7 The same came as a wit-
ness, that he might testify about the light, that all might be-
lieve through him. 8 He was not the light, but was sent that he
might testify about the light. 9 The true light that enlightens
everyone was coming into the world.

15



CHAPTER 5. 16

10 He was in the world, and the world was made through him,
and the world didn’t recognize him. 11 He came to his own,
and those who were his own didn’t receive him. 12 But as
many as received him, to them he gave the right to become
God’s children, to those who believe in his name: 13 who were
born not of blood, nor of the will of the flesh, nor of the will of
man, but of God. 14 The Word became flesh, and lived among
us. We saw his glory, such glory as of the one and only Son of
the Father, full of grace and truth.

Friends, the best place to start a story is at the beginning. My life has
been caught up in the history of religion and reform in our nation. I fought
in the war, because I was a Protestant, I surrendered my commission be-
cause I was convinced that the strategy was not the Christian way, then I
faced persecution through my life as I tried to live according to the truth.
The way the world sees Christianity has changed over the centuries. The
way we face disagreements has changed. For you to understand the path of
my life, you need to understand the path of Christianity.

Our islands have been a home to Christians from soon after Christ died.
The first Christians were Roman soldiers sent to occupy the Island. There
were but a small handful, but it is known that in Paul’s day, Christians were
found all over the Roman world, even inside the great persecutor Nero’s
own household. At this time, people still remembered the words of Jesus,
and of John – that the Christ came to give light to every man – and that
God looks not on the outside but on the heart. When a two Christians dis-
agreed about theology, they would argue with words. Some of the bigger
disagreements were even done on paper, but still with words.

The biggest arguments were of course about Jesus, was he man, or only
a vision of the Divine that was made visible? Was he just a man with special
grace and knowledge – or was he divine from the beginning. There were
important arguments about howaperson is saved (Is the source of salvation
Christ, or a person’s own deeds). The first to engage in these arguments
on paper were apostles such as Paul and Peter. After the first generation
died off, the apologists continued to debate, and try to understand the very
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nature of the Divine.
At times, arguments got so big that they had to call a big meeting of

leaders. Usuallywhen this happened, therewhere twopeople arguing, both
so far from one another that the Truth lay between them. Unfortunately,
many times they were stubborn, and would not stand aside when the body
decided that itwas time for the disagreement to end and accept that neither
had reached the truth of thematter. When this happened, the personswere
censored, and their obstinacy was remembered along with their names.

Before long, kings were converted, after kings the Emperor himself. As
this happened, Christianity became more than a faith, it became national
law. Arguments becamemore than a search for truth, they became debates
about policy. When a person lost the debate, what was once the words of
argument became legal action, torture and death. As the state and church
shared power – the clergy started claiming that they could offer or with-
hold Christ’s grace. They began to attempt to ration out the Light Christ
gave to every man. Whenever someone such as Wycliffe, or Huss, or an-
other who would point to people to God instead of man, the person would
be arrested and either drowned or burned alive. When the church married
power, discussion was no longer tolerated.

They became more and more greedy, and more and more abusive of
their powers until they became more interested in money than in Christ.
First Church offices were sold to the wealthy who were eager to buy power,
then tithes were introduced and collected much to the ruin of many fam-
ilies. Eventually, clergy pretended that they could sell the forgiveness of
sins and a place in heaven for money. This abuse was so great that there
was again a call for debate. A young monk, trained in Theology, and a pro-
fessor at the university of Wittenburg put up the announcement that there
needed to be a discussion about recent fund raising strategies – specifically
selling the forgiveness of sins for money. Luther listed 95 objections to the
new practice, and he he prepared for the discussion.

Unfortunately for Luther, he was not aware that discussion that did not
seem immediately related to lines of authoritywould be treated in the same
way as laymen teaching that God could give his grace without a priest’s
help. Soon, he found his very life was in danger, however he was lucky to
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be German. There were many German princes who were uncomfortable
with the abuses of the church – so, they traded the pope for Luther. Luther
of course was not alone – others did the same in other places. Calvin rose at
the same time as Luther, he was deeply concerned that man was trying to
fill the place of God and he encouraged people to know and obey scripture.

Time passed, and the Protestants gained kings. The English King Henry
became Protestant so he could divorce his wife, Scotland followed Calvin
as did the Netherlands and the Swiss. Luther gained much power among
the German princes and the Scandinavians. There were wars between the
Protestants and the catholics in Europe, thenbetweenProtestants andother
Protestants in England. We who fought felt it was to preserve our right to
worship God ab best we knew how.

England had been divided between Protestant and Catholic. The Scots
were Protestant fully. When the English church cast off the pope, it ac-
cepted the King, who was not the highest authority. He killed his own bish-
ops and friends when they dared speak against him. There was no mean-
ingful reformation, so many of us were Puritans. We wanted to see the ref-
ormation of the English church completed. When we were discovered, our
names were marked, and our lives were limited. Our tithes went to sup-
port the unreformed church that was created to cater to the kings whims –
I fought in this war. I became a soldier to see my nation a free Christian na-
tion, and I resigned when I learned that war to control the religious view of
the government would not fix the problem. Even those who wanted a pure
church were corrupted when they gained power. Perhaps Charles or his
son James will make England Catholic, Perhaps there will be another war,
but whatever happens those in power still create tyranny because they lust
for power. My faith is no longer in governments or swords – but in Christ.

I know, I said I would tell my stories – but for tonight, youmust be satis-
fied with the story of myworld. Tomorrow, I will start to tell about myself.
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Tomorrow came. The day was yet another example why experienced pas-
sengers describe a voyagewith thewords ‘we sailed toAmerica’. TheNovem-
ber air was bitter cold. This wasmadeworse as the wind picked up, the rain
followed the wind. Between the wind and the rain, anyone who dared face
the air was deeply chilled. Patrick was clever enough to be ‘anyone’... the
cold water, the cold air took all the strength from him. He was amazed to
see the old ship-master working in the cold and the rain – keeping the ship
safe. How was it the old man was not affected? As the day calmed, Patrick
and the other young travelers waited for the stories.

The night came, and cook began his story. Our present conflict began
at least sixty years ago. It is the idea of rights. Back then, there was a leader
John Pym in Parliament who said:

The law is the boundary, themeasure, between the King’s pre-
rogative and the people’s liberty, but if these bounds are re-
moved, if the prerogative of the King overwhelm the liberty of
the people, it will be turned to tyranny, if liberty undermine
the prerogative, it will grow into anarchy.

Back in the time of James I, this was a new idea. James felt that kings “were
the authors and makers of the laws, and not the laws of the kings,” The
conflict betweenParliament and Jameswas of course inevitable. TheMagna
Carta of the past did limit the king though, You see Jameswas not thewisest
of men. He was a king before he was ever a man, somehow he got it into his
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head that everything he saw was rightfully his. The Magna Carta of course
recognized that only one body could raise taxes. James was foolish enough
to spend everything he had, and was not a wise manager of his lands. He
was forced to call on Parliament to raise taxes, and Parliament wanted to
make deals solidifying people’s rights and moderating Jame’s views on tho
Monarchy. With such a stalemate, and a king who was unwilling to budget,
there was a rather frustrating peace. Parliaments were short lived as they
did not pass tax bills according to the king’s whims. The last Parliament
was dissolved in 1611, and James jailed prominent members of Parliament.
He left instructions on how to rule to his son Charles.

It was in the time when Charles was made king, when the his father
died in 1625. King Charles from the very start would collect taxes without
Parliaments approval. He forbid books about common law, and the rights
of the people, and he took the rule of the nation to himself. Many believe
that he was a secret Catholic, because he married a Catholic woman, he
ordered that all the churches use the same form and his archbishop wrote
against Protestant doctrine. The king silenced the voice of the people –
and there was anger among all who were used to having a voice. Charles
maintained power by arresting people without charge, and torturing them,
and executing them. Hemanaged to stir up the anger ofmany of the people.

My parents were angry because they were fined when he said that they
did not offer services as knights during the coronation. He dug up some
edict given about a coronation six centuries ago, but we paid, it was the
type of angry that made my father talk fast and ignore his dinner, but not
the type to bring action. After this there were rumors all around town that
the kings enemies, and some people with no connection to himwhatsoever
had been disappearing. This type of news continued as I grew older. People
were boarding boats to the new world, one after another, not for the glory
of England, but to escape the English king. I knew nothing about having a
good and respected king.

Charles spent a decade of personal rule, perhaps a bit more, without
the help of Parliament. He found ways of taxing without calling it a tax,
showing more and more boldness as the years went by. It was surprising
that he was allowed to collect the tariffs he levied, but for some reason it
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was tolerated, then again silver is a petty reason to die... but, enough people
seem to die for it. Where was I – oh yes, Charles.

In 1637, Charles finally found the thing thatwould cause a public outcry.
One third of the English were rather outspoken about the Prayer Book, some
left, others became independents, many felt they could do best from the
inside. In 1637, something possessed him to require the Scottish church to
use the Prayer book. Riots started the first Sunday it was introduced. Dur-
ing worship, priests were cursed – They say people even threw their chairs,
there bibles, rocks, and whatever they could find. Riots are polarized, all
who are there when the riot starts are expected to choose sides. The ri-
ots were put down, and Charles was called to compromise. Charles did not
compromise, instead he raised an army, the best he could without the sup-
port of Parliament, andwithout funds and invaded Scotland in 39. He called
in every favor he had in England, Scotland, and Ireland, fought with petty
nobleman’s small and weak forces. Not surprisingly, the invasion failed.

After this failure, there was very little agreement on the terms of sur-
render. The Scots formed an assembly as Glasgow, and they dictated the
terms of Scottish rule. The Bishops that allowed the Prayer Book were re-
moved. All Anglicans in civil service jobs were removed, and being an An-
glican was made into a disqualified for any government position. The Scots
made it clear that they were independent. Charles, under the advice of his
allies called Parliament. At this point, the kingdoms were no longer united,
and all out war was in the air.

In 1640, the king called Parliament, hoping they would go to war. Even
at this point, there were several in Parliament that were ready to go to war,
such as my family’s own representative, John Pym. To the King’s chagrin
they were not ready to wage war with the Scots – but with the royalty. Par-
liament started a list of grievances over the abuses of personal rule. They
asked the people to list the grievances – and the people did. In less than a
month, Charles realized that these politicians were not interested in fund-
ing a war against the Scottish. Perhaps he realized that they would sooner
raise an army against Charles than against the Scots. Anyways, he shut
downParliament, and imprisoned the representatives, he called onhis fam-
ily, made a new noble and tried again.
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Again Charles was unsuccessful. Not only was he unsuccessful, but he
was seen as unreliable. The Scots were disgusted. You may know, this was
the King of Scotland waging war against his own people. His cousins were
lowland Scots with names such as Colonel David Barclay, famous for his
exploits in the European war. Anyways, Charles by family was as much, if
notmore, Scott than English. He showedhimself a traitor to his ownpeople,
and they would not trust him. The Scots insisted that they were allowed
to make a peace with the English people themselves. Charles, broke, and
unable to find another way to fight had no choice but to call Parliament
again.

This was not good for Charles. Parliament refused to disband, passed
laws to limit the power of the king, tried and executed members of the
Kings government, and passed laws claiming control over the military. Of
course the king did not recognize that any of this was valid, so he refused
his consent, decided to arrest members of Parliament for treason... failed,
and finally took theminority of Parliament that agreedwithhimandmoved
from London to Oxford. The Irish found this the perfect time to start a war
of independence, and it looked like war in England as well.

Parliament took control of the military. Charles renewed the draft, and
obtained the service of lords and vassals. All were getting ready for the con-
flict. Soon, everything would change. Charles would soon learn that a king
does not rule by divine right, but because the people give him permission
to rule. A government that fights against its own people cannot last long.

It was sixteen forty two. I am from a free family, I have some relatives of
note, but we are not important anymore. The name cook was given a black
mark in a past generation. My father, my mother, and my brothers were
Puritans. We believed in law, and freedom. These ideas were dangerous, so
the black mark was there. I was barred from every service imaginable, and
left to live a difficult life. As it was, as I was 16, I went to Cambridge and
settled. I was a newlywed, renting a small room, seeking to make my way
in the world when my life would become notable.

This is when he organized his Calvary unit, the great Oliver Cromwell.
Hewas a rather young 40 year old. He had a strong and determined face. His
Puritan faith was strong, he was known for defending John Liburne person-
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ally in Parliament. Parliament was strong, and needed an army. They stood
up to Charles, calling for liberty – and here was our member calling for vol-
unteers. When I learned that his unit was to be devout Christian, united
and serious – of course I joined. This was my opportunity to free England,
and to free myself so that perhaps I could have hope for the future.

The protector raised an army of 60 horsemen. I was made an officer,
and was given the company standard to hold when wewent into battle. We
were young, we were green, and we knew we were on God’s side, for God
could not have accepted Charles’s England. The best way we could describe
ourselves is that we all meant well, the Lord protector no less than the rest
of us.
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Wewere called in the autumn. I was young, and knew little of war. There is
something about learning to sleep in the snow, rain, or mud that will either
make or break a man’s constitution. At first, the wet and the cold from the
long rides, the bitter wind, and the whole terror of a soldiers life seemed
to get me. There is little more boring than learning to use a musket and
a sword from a horse. I made friends with the other horsemen. I remem-
ber practicing my sword strokes from my horse with James, slashing and
blocking. I was learning to protect not only myself, but my mount – for it
would be a sad day indeed if John, my horse, was injured. A horse can save
a man’s life, they are smart creatures that know aman well. For all its good
qualities, it is not natural for a horse to be brave. Fast movements, loud
noises, and the poor guy wants to dump all the weight on his back and run
to a safe place. John was no exception.

Before I even practiced with John, I had to put on by own armor, take
my own sword it hand, carry my own pack. In addition to my weight, I
carried my own weight again. The fall weather was cold, and the iron from
my breastplate pulled all the warmth from my body. It was impossible to
find any comfort in the weather. Cromwell was kind – he saw us untested
men, and with a smile said: “If God wills us fight, we must first learn to
walk”. Well, with the strange weight I felt he was right. I took two steps,
and tottered, but I did not fall. It is so awkward to walk with such aweight...
they say some people have the weight of the world, but for me the weight
of a uniform was more than enough.
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We spend the day marching around Cambridge. There was no attempt
to lift a sword, no attempt to do anything but walk. Walking was too much
for us – in day one, one by one, we fell to the ground. I was not the first
to fall, that was poor Thomas, but I could not march for 2 hours before my
legs could no longer hold the weight. Once I was on the ground, the shell of
the armor onmy back against the earth, the iron restricting mymovement
I could no more rise than a turtle turned on his back. I laid like this for
nearly an hour, too exhausted to think of fighting it. The snow kept falling
The cold from the snow felt like it was right on the back and chest. With
great effort, I turned myself over, and dragged myself back to camp with
my own hands.

When I arrived, I was cold, in pain, and exhausted. I was suffering
hunger and thirst. We were given stale bread to eat and water to drink,
because we needed to learn what it was like to eat short supplies. After we
ate, we were told to that we would be sleeping in the field, without remov-
ing the armor. Not one of us, except the protector was able to put up a tent,
so all of us laid down in the snow. By this point the snow had come up 6
inches. No matter how a man laid, he was freezing. Sleep perhaps was an
unlikely idea, but exhaustion forced the issue.

Cromwell, disappointed that his troop could hardly walk ordered yet
another march, before breakfast. At first, the commander talking seemed
to be part of the dream, but the walking continued. As the days continued,
we gained strength. We learned to walk, then to run, and finally to fight.
The body adjusted to the foul weather and we learned that if endurance is
the way of life a man learns to endure.

Just as I needed trained, John, and the other horses needed trained. We
gave them a pack so they would be used to the feel of the weight, We tied
them, and we practiced with our swords close to the hose, We took them to
the firing range and tied them down. Whenever the poor geldings started
we did our best to calm them down. A horses nerves is life and death, and
so this was my life.

Strangely enough, or perhaps not so strangely for a young man – the
first horse I rode in full armor was not John, but a wooden mock-up. I do
not remember my foolish words, but, in a moment of utter frustration in
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a training exercise, I expressed my frustration, and my hand went to my
sword. I am fortunate that the sword did not leave the scabbard, that scab-
bard saved me from death – however such a rash attitude was something I
needed to think about.

Cromwell ordered that a horse built from a stack of timbers. It was
four legs attached to a single board, and on the front was a fake head. I
was ordered to ride the horse that night, while I considered the civility of
my tongue. My hand was not mentioned, however I am certain that it was
considered. I was placed on the horse that evening, each of my legs were
weighted so ‘I would not fall off’, and people laughed as they noticedmydis-
comfort. It is rather painful to be suspended by a board between your legs
As I had the weight of iron armor, andmy legs were weighted so I could not
dismount, I felt my legs pulled, and whatever part of me that was against
the board crushed. If they had not weightedmy legs, I would have fallen off
at the first opportunity. Cromwell gave his order: “Cook, ride until dawn.”

It was a cold night. As I watched the sky turn pink as the sun was going
down, I sought a way to sit that was not pure agony. Unfortunately for me,
I had very few choices except to endure. One thing I can say, riding such a
horse makes it so you do not complain about the cold so much.

The sun set, and for the first time inmy life I was able to notice how the
stars moved. I remember looking at Orion, I remember noting how lovely
the stars are, but this night there were only two things a man could do, he
could focus on the pain, or see something else. I found the pole star, the
W of Cassiopeia, the dog star, the great and lesser bear, and as I searched
the sky, I noticed the stars shift. I knew that the ancients named one of the
stars in the lesser bear Polaris, but that night, I learned that she holds that
name because all the other stars move around her. The stars rotate just as
a clock would rotate. It is possible to see the stars and constellations spin
in their circle just as the sun and the moon spin.

The gray of the sunrise came, and at thismoment time started to freeze.
It is strange that when you know there is less than half an hour, that half
hour seems longer than the ten before it. The stars started to vanish one
by one until there was just the crescent moon remaining. The sky changed
from gray to orange, and the clouds were painted colors from orange to
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deep violet. The pain was unbearable, knowing there would be relief yet
feeling the pressure of the board betweenmy legs. The thought that Iwould
be relieved soon filled themind. Therewas nothing inmy head but the pain
as the sun rose.

Right as the sun peeped its welcome head above the ground, Cromwell,
Thomas, James, and some others who I forget came up to me. Cromwell
ordered them to “Remove my spurs”. They untied the weights on my legs
– and sure enough the Protector was right... as soon as the weights were
released, I fell off the horse, hard. It felt so good to fall off that horse though,
and wonderful to lay on the ground. Those who trained with me laughed
to see my pain. Lord Cromwell knelt down, looked me in the eye, and said:
“You rode the horse last night, today we all ride. At the end of the day – no
one will have rode as long, or as hard as you. Get of, and bring your horse
to the training field. You already are wearing your gear – saddle up, and do
not make me wait.” After saying this, Lord Cromwell went to the stables,
mounted his steed and rode away.

At this point, though hurting and exhausted, I was much stronger than
I was a month ago. Then, the weight of the armor would have kept me on
my back, now even though my legs no longer seemed to feel the ground,
even though pain was my best friend – I managed to put myself on my feet.
I said to myself: “Edward, put one foot in front of the other... watch what
you are doing, you can make it.” My legs eventually started to wake up.
Blood started flowing, and the first sense I had that things were getting
better was a new kind of burning pain. I could feel my legs, but the pain
was too great to make anything out – I still placed one foot in front of the
other. To this day, I cringe whenever I hear the expression ‘Ride the fence.’
I know the pain that riding something like a fence causes.

I reached the stable, still suffering greatly, but standing. I saddled my
horse, climbed the mounting stool, and mounded him. With great force of
will I commanded him with my legs and my reigns. With great difficulty I
attempted to hide the pain that scaledmy body every time the horse took a
step. Upon leaving the stable, I ordered the horse into a cantor and went to
the training field. I was, the last person there, not surprisingly, and not sur-
prisingly, I was called as a volunteer to showmy skills with a swordwhile on
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horseback. Needless to say, it was agony, however I managed to go through
the exercise.

We then rode together from Cambridge to the sea, right at the boarder
between Cambridge and Lincoln. After the hard ride, we broke for a meal
in a local inn in Spalding. The innkeeper was more glad to see us than the
other patrons, for six extra people taking ameal can drain the supply of ale.
While we were there, we saw that the local militia was also training, ready
to stand up to anything the king may send. We drank deep, we sang, and
we knew that very soon we would be ready. It felt wonderful to no longer
feel the bouncing of the horse. There was still pain, but it mattered less and
less.

After the meal, we rode hard home. We wanted to make it home before
sunset, or that is what Cromwell declared. We rode hard, and we arrived
home. Upon arrival, we were split into pairs, and put through sword drills.
We fought on horseback, seeing who could defeat the other. I went against
Thomas, and the fight was quite memorable. He struck at mewith his blunt
blade, and I blocked. My fight was mostly defensive – and he became a bit
too aggressive. He overreached his own balance – and he unseated himself.
His mount was not pleased, reared up, and moved away from the group.
Cromwell himself offered Thomas his hand, and pointed out: “The least
disciplined of my men can stay on his horse and fight. He can ride day and
night – perhaps you need better spurs to keep you on yourmount.” Thomas
was not amused, but remembered his laughter at my misfortune. He con-
gratulated me for my victory. Cromwell gave us all, at that time leave to
dismount. He spoke to all of us and said: “When we started, many of you
did not even know how to walk. Today, you showed me you can ride hard
and fight on horseback. Soon youwill be tested in battle. Youwill ride hard,
you will fight tired, and you will win, as long as we remain on God’s side.”

At this point, themilitarywas as follows: Localmilitias, nominally com-
manded by parliament at this time, though somewere loyal to the king. The
menwho servedminor lords, in general therewere royalist, andCromwell’s
little band. Training continued throughout the weeks until we could shoot,
and fight with the horses as partner. Soon, the difficulties of the field be-
came the normality of our every day life. We were professional soldiers
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with no other trade. This would become the newmodel of army, to replace
the amateurs. We professionals were soon to be tested.
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The ship-masterwished the childrengoodnight, andwent tohis cot. Patrick
thought back to the days on the streets. Edwards talk of his time as a soldier
sounded familiar. There were no shortage of royalist in Ireland, even these
days. There were no shortage of those who wanted independence. There
was no shortage of men training to fight, if a leader would come and offer
hope. He remembered listening to discussions between shopkeepers where
both had red faces.

John asked Patrick: “Can you read and write?” Patrick replied, “I can-
not.” so before sleep, John started to write on the timbers with a piece of
coal while saying: ”This is A...” If you can read, the whole world is opened.

After enough study, Patrick ask John, Is this colony in America Puritan.
John replied, “no, certainly not. The land was given to Admiral Penn’s son
by Charles II in memory of his service to Charles I. The Penns were also
granted land in Ireland as royalists. Faith has made it so that those that
politics made enemies should become friends. There are many who were
on both sides of the war among us, but we are at peace with each other.
Christ killed the conflict on the cross. He disarmed us with Peter, so we are
Friends.”

Patrick fell asleep with a story, and the alphabet swimming in his mind.
He fell asleep dreaming of a story that he heard told in church some time
ago.

Long ago, when the world was still Roman, and Christ had just
recently left the earth there was a man named Polycarp. Poly-
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carp was a student of the disciple John, the last of those who
knew the disciples. He lived long enough to see Christianity fill
much of the world. The government worried, for the Chris-
tians were not the same as the pagan Romans. They feared
that the very nature of the empire would change. The author-
ities decided the best they could do was to remove the heads,
the bishops. The oldest and most respected was a man named
Polycarp. Hewas known for his gentleness, and his knowledge
of God. He was able to discern truth from what was false.
Hewas arrested, in order to scatter thosewhowere calledChris-
tians, and to show them therewas nomercy. Tho soldiers took
the very old man to a public place, and said: “You need not
die, say Cesar is Lord, and sacrifice to Cesar and you are free.”
Polycarpwas of course unwilling to say therewas any Lord but
Christ – so he replied “Christ has been a good Lord to me for
86 years, I will not leave his service now.” They tied Polycarp
to a pole, above a pile of wood, lit the wood on fire.
Polycarp praised God, and prayed for those who behaved in
this way calling for forgiveness. A soldier, unable to tolerate
the prayer silenced him with the sword. It was said that the
wound was so great that the blood put out the flames. The
blood of the martyr may have extinguished the Roman flame,
but not the flame of Christ. Polycarp died after living to an old
age, and his death encouraged all Christians to courage. There
were many ready to take his place, even if it meant death.

Patrick thought about all of this – what is worth dying for? What is worth
fighting for, what is worth killing for? It seems that there has already been
an adventure, even though the eyes have not yet seen it. As hismind drifted
he fell asleep.
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Firstday had come once again. By this time Patrick accepted the fact that of
meeting, and did not need invited or waked to see it. Meeting is a strange
thing for a visitor. Several questions often enter the mind such as “When
does the service start”, or “Why is this man talking while everyone else
is trying to meditate.” Yet, there is something unique about the meeting.
Silence over time breaks down the barriers between a man and himself.
Those parts that are normally hidden come in direct view. Those things
that are only a distraction in day to day life get full attention. Often, God
can give ministry, even to a stranger, that no man can – for in the silence,
there is only a man’s soul, God, and the others in meeting. All seek to hear
and obey Christ.

Patrick’s anger frustration and sense of loss, yet not knowing what he
lost was eating at him. Blame was so easy when seeking survival during
the hungry days. Blame however always pointed to people never met, and
a time before he was born – or it did until the ship-master started telling
stories. It was strange to see that the monsters of his dreams were in the
end men that are capable of compassion. Patrick’s thoughts led to wonder
how this. Last night, he learned that people on the opposite side of the old
war were working together – both English it is true, but even themost Irish
people had some English or Scottish cousins. The silence continued until it
was broken by someone named for a Catholic Saint; perhaps some Green to
match the voice of the Orange, Valentine Hollingsworth.

Hollingsworth was just getting old enough for gray to touch his hair,
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Old enough to have adult children yet young enough to have an infant child.
Clearly his wife Anne was not his first wife, for she was hardly older than
his eldest daughter, perhaps ten years. The lucky old man had a young
wife, about 20 years younger than him – so as he entered old age, she would
still have the strength of her relative youth. The ship master was as old as
he was strong. He was clearly one of those men who had no intention of
surrendering to death before the day the angel of death visited.

As Patrickwas looking over thepeople in the room,ValentineHollingsworth
stood and began to speak.

9.1 Ministry of Valentine Hollingsworth

11 Wherefore remember, that ye being in time past Gentiles
in the flesh, who are called Uncircumcision by that which is
called the Circumcision in the flesh made by hands; 12 That at
that time ye were without Christ, being aliens from the com-
monwealth of Israel, and strangers from the covenants of promise,
having no hope, and without God in the world: 13 But now in
Christ Jesus ye who sometimes were far off are made nigh by
the blood of Christ. 14 For he is our peace, whohathmade both
one, and hath broken down the middle wall of partition be-
tween us; 15 Having abolished in his flesh the enmity, even the
law of commandments contained in ordinances; for tomake in
himself of twain onenewman, somakingpeace; 16And that he
might reconcile both unto God in one body by the cross, hav-
ing slain the enmity thereby: 17 And came and preached peace
to you which were afar off, and to them that were nigh. 18 For
through him we both have access by one Spirit unto the Fa-
ther. 19 Now therefore ye are no more strangers and foreign-
ers, but fellow citizens with the saints, and of the household
of God;

Friends, this passage speaks to our condition. Wedo see that the apostle
Paul wrote it to the new gentile Christian showing how he was now made
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part of the same community as the Hebrew Christians. Christ broke down
the wall, and killed the enmity in his flesh on the cross, making one Chris-
tian body. This is what we pray Godwill do for us, for our world has become
one of Christians killing Christians. The churches have been about support-
ing one political cause or one army over one another. Paul said one that in
Christ, we are not save and free, not Jew and gentile, not male and female
but one in Christ. We need to realize that we are not Orange, we are not
Green, we are Christians, Christ took away those things that divide us.

In the conflict that we leave behind, there are divisions of language,
race, methods of worship, and political loyalty. There are those who have
lived on the Island for centuries, and those who are newcomers. Where
we go, there will be even more races, as Germans, Dutchmen, Slavs, and
African Slaves will arrive. There will be Baptist, Friends, Catholics, Oriental
Christians, Anabaptists, all who seek to be part of the holy Experiment. Not
onlywill there be those on the boat, but the land is not quite empty. Wewell
have Indian neighbors. Penn not only obtained the land from the King, but
he bought it from the native population, promising we would live at peace
with one another and them. Our only hope with all these people is to find
how Christ has killed this conflict, even when it is clearly alive and well in
Europe.

We see that Paul tells us that the hostility is destroyed by the cross of
Christ. This cross means several things to us. First, it leads to the resur-
rection. In His death and resurrection, Christ redeemed and redefined hu-
manity. Hemade our life sacred as the divinity touched all that was human,
even the most shameful of deaths. Second, the Cross is humiliating – how-
ever Christ calls each and every one of us to take up our cross daily, and
deny ourselves. The source of all this fighting is pride. Those who fight
are sure God is on their side, but do not think to seek to be on the Prince
of Peace’s side. By accepting this humble sign of Christianity – our Lords
weakest moment, we accept the humility necessary to put the arguments
aside and confess that those made new in Jesus are fellow citizens in the
household of God. Last, the cross is an example to us. When on the cross,
Christ prayed for his enemies forgiveness. If we live by Jesus’ example, hop-
ing and praying that even the worst of men will find redemption and be
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made new, there will be no room left for conflict. We are going to live as
citizens not of Ireland, or Scotland, or Germany, or the United Provinces,
but of heaven. Wemust live at peace with our fellow citizens. May God give
us the strength to pray as he did: “Forgive us as we forgive them.” In this
prayer is the secret of peace – we must forgive. If our backs were beaten,
we must forgive. If we were held in prison, we must forgive. If our prop-
erty was seized by soldiers, we must forgive. Christ forgave, and we are
expected to forgive if we want a share in his forgiveness.

There was a good deal of silence, or the noises of the ship really. Patrick
was brought back to his question: “How can a man, or a people forgive the
evil that came?” Perhaps God is able to forgive, but it seems that man has
great difficulty finding forgiveness in his heart.

Edward and Valentine shook hands, and the meeting ended.
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After meeting, John continued with the reading lessons. Patrick proved he
was eager to learn – as time progressed, he was able to say the alphabet,
then copy the alphabet. The problem is that the alphabet is hardly even
the building blocks of reading. A letter by itself is not a full sound – so, John
went through the sounds with Patrick drilling him with them, and having
him write them down.

ab eb ib ob ub…
cab web bib lob sub…
ing, sing, wing, king

Over time, Patrick began to pick up the idea of sounds, and started to learn
short words such as ‘dog’. It was confusing to notice that there seemed no
consistency of spelling, no way of telling if a letter should be a y or an i
– however it became simpler when Patrick learned that such things were
held to be a matter of personal opinion. If you wrote the way something
sounded, everyone could understand, in most cases a y or an i did not mat-
ter. There were as many ways, if not more, of speaking than there were of
writing, so it was natural that a person was allowed to write with an accent.

Patrick started to read, with the corrections of John for the first time in
his life.

In the beg in ing Godmad eh (no, that’smade) the hay vans (no
that’s heavens) and the ear, how do I say that (It is said Earth)
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These lessonswent on for some time, and Patrick began to read for him-
self. It was slow and laborious, and little could be understood – however, it
was easier to read from the Bible, as he had heard it read and sung so many
times before. Everyone goes to church, even street rats. To stay away is
a crime, and unfortunately there are worse things in life than rain, snow,
hunger, and streets. One suffers no less in confinement, they make no at-
tempt to protect someone from the elements, theymake no attempt at san-
itation. Nothing is better, and you are captive. Every Sunday, they would
sing the Psalms, they would read long passages of scripture and the min-
ister would speak for an hour, for a little while about the scripture lesson
then he would speak about politics and political duty. There was an hour-
glass that showed how much time the minister had to speak – and Patrick
remembered trying to keep his head up, so the usher would not poke him
with a stick. He remembered watching the sand pour through the hour-
glass as he waited to return to freedom. The Bible was not so bad, but the
Englishman who gave the sermon was hateful. Patrick remembered there
were stories that many people went to prison because of this man. Perhaps
God is good, but men trying to bring God’s rule to earth seem to do nothing
but evil.
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The time came for Edward to continue his story.
As we were training, the little war was not going well at all. We first

knew there would be a war when the the king became militant and par-
liament became protective of the nation’s military assets. In April of forty
two There was a small disagreement that included soldiers about the ar-
mory at Hull. In September at Powick Bridge, there was an all out battle,
however we were not prepared to fight in it. The news that Parliament lost
badly caused all of us to train harder. Near the end of October it appeared
that there would be a chance to prove ourselves. The Royalists were deter-
mined, Wewere ready to prove ourselves. The intelligence came that there
was a mass of troops forming in Warwickshrire. There were minor fights
just about everywhere. The local militias were choosing their side, and in
a partisan conflict, one party has to win before a community knows who
they support. There was fighting in just about every town, and among ev-
ery militia unit. Everyone knew that the battle was coming, both sides felt
that a victory was vital. Cromwell used to say that the end of war is peace,
and I believe he was referring to the bloody time when war is expected and
people take sides. If the Bard were now alive, this would have inspired a
new play, as this was his home county. Anyways, as troops were gathering,
we started riding. This was to be remembered as the start of the civil war.

I had become bitter cold. A strange thing is that while horses runmuch
faster than people, they do not run further, they require more rest in a day
than people do, so if you push them, there will be nothing left for the battle.
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It was necessary for us to arrive at the battle soon, for there was no doubt
that the troops were already gathering. We took the risk and pushed the
horses to their limits. We decided to try and make the trip in only three
days. Such a trip makes for sore men, and hungry horses, less than that is
not possible.

After riding harder and longer than we ever rode in our our anticipa-
tion and eagerness to prove ourselves almost made it difficult to rest. The
horses though demanded rest, so we rested – as the horses ate, we also ate,
andwe talked about the glorywewouldwin, and how keeping Charles from
returning to London would keep us from enduring another period of per-
sonal rule. The cold bit the flesh, it was amazing to think that anyonewould
fight in such weather, Iron is so cruel to flesh in the cold, the pain from the
vibration, the burning of the blood as the body fights not to freeze. The
body works so hard against the cold of the steel. We continued for two
more days, only to be disappointed at the end of it all. We arrived too late
to join battle, Parliament did not win, but they did not surrender either.
They fought one day, and the battle was indecisive. We arrived the sec-
ond day, after our allies decided they were too tired to fight, and too proud
to surrender. Cromwell complained that our soldiers who made it were a
bunch of old has-bens and the Crowns men were young nobles. He was dis-
appointed that we missed the battle, but we all knew that those who chase
war eventually find it.

Most of the men made it out of this battle unharmed, something like
1 out of 5 were struck down. Of that 1 out of five, two thirds of them re-
covered. The battle was short, indecisive, and overall a victory for Charles.
But, when I thought about it, I was not so disappointed as Cromwell. It was
bitter cold, and the idea of trading blows in the snow just does not appeal to
a man. There might be glory dying a cold death, but the pain of it is much
more on the soldiers mind in the short term.

We found what lodging we could. The horses were tired, we were tired,
and there was nothing to do but wait. We were in no place to chase down
Charles. Fortunately, this gave us a chance to remove the armor, enjoy the
warmth of a fire, some soup and bread. There was time to laugh, and to
wait for the next day.
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While at the inn, we learned that not everything was as bad as it could
have been. One of the young officersmanaged to capture the king’s banner.
That had to strike some fear into the bloody tyrant. We also started to admit
that a few score men would not have changed the balance of power. Both
armies were just too big. It was the weather that defeated both, not the
forces. The king might have been able to move south, but he was to meet
resistance.

As the royalist weremoving south to London, the took spoils and looted
the countryside. What they did not use, they laid waste to. This continued
until they met some of the old untrained conscripts that were the town
militias. Cromwell could not complain about the results at Aylesburry in
Buckingham Shire. They turned away Prince Ruppart, though they were
just recently formed. Thiswas the first victory that themilitiamen enjoyed.

The King and his nephew Rupert continued their path to London, and
fought the townmilitia at Brentford. Unfortunately, Parliament decimated
themilitia, and tookover 1/3 of themprisoner. Thedefeatwas total. Charles
captured the leaders, and were going to execute them for treason. For-
tunately, the King became pragmatic, and recognized that a prisoner ex-
change might be a better idea. I guess I am getting ahead of myself - that’s
the problem with the past – you can remember what happened next more
easily that you can remember where you were... lets see where am I.

Yes, The king made the biggest tactical error of the march. Brentford
is a suburb of London, and news travels fast. London had not yet taken
sides in the battle, and London would be a great asset or a great enemy.
The king decided to make an example of Brentford. He sacked and looted
the city. The people of London suddenly did not feel that the King was wel-
come there, for they did notwant to be looted. At this point, London turned
against King Charles and for the parliament. The little battle was lost, but
a greater battle for public support was won by parliament.

Cromwell’s cousin was in the last battle, the decisive one. Charles made
it to Turnham Green. His army has fought several battles, both against a
gathering of Parliamentarians and against townmilitias. He captured some
guns, and some supplies, but not as much as he had used. His force was
greatly weakened, and the force of London was not at all spent. Robert, the
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Earl of Essex commanded 25,000 troops, fully supplies, while Charles only
had half as many, at the end of their supply. In seeing that London was
an enemy. Charles had no choice but to run for his life. Charles did not
fight, but instead retreated to Oxford where he nursed his wounds. There
was peace until after Christmas. We returned home without tasting battle,
but we did not cease to train, for we knew that the king was willing to loot
farmers who never opposed him, and punish whole towns. We knew that
the king only loved the idea of his own power and not the people. Already,
Cromwell and we were starting to get the idea that a king is bad for liberty.
Aman cannot be freewhen anotherman chooses his destiny for him. A land
cannot be ruled by a man who has no accountability to anyone but himself,
and no desire but for his own good. We knew that by the end of the war,
there would likely no longer be a king.

We were trained, we were ready for battle. We did continue to train,
and stay battle ready, however the peace allowed us to rest. I was able to
get to know my wife as life started to calm down over the few months. Lu-
cretia was a worthy and noble woman. I spent what should have been my
honeymoon playing war with a bunch of guys, a professional soldier, not
knowing if I would be paid or executed for treason. I had started my way in
the world, but my future was uncertain. She was braver than I. She hoped
more than I, she hadmore faith than I.When I could not seemyway clearly,
she heldmyhand, looked intomy eyes and gaveme strength. Her blue eyes,
I was lost in those, also her golden curls. Finally, I was able to settle down
into being a husband, and starting a family. For now, everything seems to
have turned out well.

I spent the last of November and all of December at home. You likely
know that we were Puritan, so there was no Christmas, yet there was love,
therewas play, and therewas conversation. Theseweekswere the happiest
that I would see for some time. Thoughwe spend our campaign chasing the
action, all turned out as well as could be expected. Charles was isolated,
and he had gambled away his support. It would only be a matter of time
before the war would end and we would find the peace that comes at the
end. I was young, I was idealistic, I was in love. I had at hand everything
necessary to enjoy these things, my Lucretia, my comrades at arms, andmy
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holy cause. When I attended Church, theministerwould not stop preaching
Israel, and God calling them to destroy their enemies. We heard week after
week about how if God is for us, none can stand against us. We saw Charles
run away, we had no doubt that God was for us. We had no doubt that
God had called us to change the world, and to cleanse the church and the
kingdomof the sin that themonarchy brought into it. Wehad no doubt that
we were to cleanse the Catholic mass from the prayerbook, and complete
the reformation. We would purify the bishops, cleansing the church from
its head to its members. We would make England a city on the hill, so the
whole world could see how a people could rise up and create a nation that
serves God in spite of the godless actions of a heartless king.

At this, Edward begged leave of the children until another day. Patrick
thought about these battles, chasing a goal but not quite finding it, and how
someone could claim a land, and yet be so hostile to it. It seems strange
that people keep kings around! so much of history and starvation is the
misbehavior of them, if the whole land was starving the King would still
consume enough to feed an army.

Could a man live without a king? Pennsylvania it seems would have a
King, Charles II, but he would be far away. William Penn sounded like he
intended to rule as little as possible. Edwardmentioned Pym saying... what
was it? It was something about the law and tyranny and anarchy. Would
Pennsylvania be anarchy? Could the experiment survive? Perhaps these
things could be remembered some day like the stories – but, for now that
story is yet to be told. If only the stories of our lives were told before we
decided to get on the boat – decisions would be so much easier.

As Patrick was thinking random thoughts, he drifted to sleep.
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After a rather uneventful day, the ship continuing to sail west to America,
Edward continued his story.

Nineteen Forty two endedwell for the Parliament. The king abandoned
London and any hope he had of ruling London. Parliament was left free to
make whatever laws they would. They passed laws calling for the death of
the Papist priests, they called laws to tax all of England, and they started to
establish a functioning parliamentary government. Oliver Cromwell spend
the time after the fight consideringwhatwould benecessary towin thewar.
He realized from the king’s loss at London, and from the lackluster success
of the town militias that he not only needed a professional army, but he
needed one that had the moral high ground. For training, we practiced our
swords and our muskets, so we could shoot cavilers before they charged,
and slice up musketeers before they reloaded. We were trained to do what
needed to be done, whether it be the work of a musketeer or of a cavalry
man. Perhaps we did not shoot quite as straight, perhaps our charge was
not quite as deadly as the kings men, but our bullets killed horsemen, and
our swords killed musketeers. We were becoming a force to be reckoned
with.

Cromwell went through our numbers, and removed any from our force
that were not active in church and solid in faith. He was not willing to see
what would happen if we went raping, and stealing, and killing for the fun
of killing as soldiers do. In Cromwell’s mind, it needed to be impossible for
us to make the tactical error that Charles made in Brentford. In order to
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stay on his side, he needed us to demonstrate that we stayed on God’s side.
There was never a more sober, serious, or moral army than us. Literally, if
I had acted dishonorably to an enemy, to a comrade, or to my own family
I would have lost my commission. I was honored above my peers by being
chosen to hold the banner of Oliver Cromwell, wherever he went his honor,
and the honor of our unit was in my hands,

Charles spent pretty much the whole year in the west, while we were
in the East, near home. This was good for me, as I was able to spend most
of my nights sleeping in my own bed. The worry that filled my families
mind, wondering aboutmy safetywas relaxedwhen I ate breakfast at home.
Times were as good as one can expect.

Not everythingwas easy though. Parliament did pass laws, andwewere
supposed to enforce them. We lookedover Cambridgeshire, and theparts of
the Island East of us called East Angola. There were a fewmilitias that were
loyal to the king, and did not like paying tax to those they called traitors.
The handful of undisciplined men were defeated without much effort, and
basically it is the same description again and again.

East Angola is flat. If you are less than 10 miles from the sea, you can
see sea until it is 10 miles, for that is how far away the horizon is. It is a
bulbous Peninsula, so there is more beach than there is land touching the
rest of the Island. If one follows the shoreline, it forms a hook, digging into
the Island. There is no doubt that the hook gave the land the name. The
area is divided between Norfolk and Suffolk, which shows the Danes once
lived there just as well as them naming the land ’fishhook’ for the shape
of the coastline. There are good farms and fields there, not many people.
We are a band of men, trained to fight either gun or sword, depending on
need. This flexibility made it so we found ways to victory no matter what
the odds. In East Angola, the odds were very much in our favor. The cities
were small, and the loyalty to the crownwas never as great as the loyalty to
East Angola. The farmers there cared about their neighbors, not so much
about Charles. The King was good at making people angry – and it is not
that difficult to get allies in such a place. Among the armed men we met –
more volunteered than wanted to fight us.

The ruling to kill the Papist priests was the most difficult law to apply
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fairly. One difficulty was that the Prayer book, it the eyes of our area was
already too Papist, though thepriests and their followerswould deny it. An-
other difficulty is that usually it was not necessary. One or two priests were
proud to be Roman Catholic, and invited execution. They were hung from
the gallows, wearing there robes of office, then buried in a common grave
for criminals. The rest were mostly rumors. Someone would say there was
a Papist priest, wewould look, andwewould find that the Priest had fled the
area. As there was no priest, and his place was filled by one of our own, him
fleeing was just as effective as if he were dead. Sometimes, there would be a
rumor, and we would go to the church – Yes it was an old Catholic church,
most of the old churches are, but the priest would claim that he was not
Papist. When we attended his Sunday services, not only was he clearly not
Papist, but his sermon was in line with John Calvin. Perhaps, the rumors
were true, that he once was papist, but when it was clear that Parliament
was in control, his theology became Presbyterian. We have no quarrel with
Presbyterians, so he is left in peace. Perhaps a good priestwould not change
his theology so easily as some of those that everyone believed was Papist
apparently did, butwewerenot told to execute anyone for being pragmatic,
and complying with the rule of law.

There were those who did not like the new taxes at first – no one likes
taxes, but the people could see the reason why it is necessary to pay. There
were those rare people who forced us to be tax collectors and soldiers. We
did our best to be policemen, to punish them according to the law of the
land, and to take what was owed, without destroying the livelihood. It was
important to educate the public, not to make them turn against this holy
cause. Punishments could not be too harsh, and collection methods had to
be collections, not a pillaging that made the land unproductive. Punish-
ments had to be strong enough that the community, and the lawbreaker
would take it seriously. It might have been difficult, but we attempted as
best as we could. There are rights that an Englishman has under the law.
He has the right to face his accusers, and he has the right to have his case
decided by a jury. Those who were guilty needed to be punished so that the
people would know the law.

There were only a handful of offenders, but I can tell you what we did.
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I and Cromwell’s men went to the tax-evader’s home, we told him why we
were there, and asked him to settle accounts. Some of us were educated,
and if hewaswilling to settle accounts then and there, wewerewilling to at-
tempt an audit. For themost part, a compromisewas soon reached, perhaps
we did not collect as much as we would have if we wanted to push the is-
sue, still the goal was not to bleed people dry – it was to govern them. In the
end, if a government keeps the roads in order, the people are happy, if the
government milks the people dry while the land dies, the people become
angry. Parliament and Cromwell’s government was becoming popular, the
only problems in our area were with those who hate all governments, and
theyweremostly smart enough to fall in line. Here I am babbling again – oh
yes, people were reasonable even with taxes – they were happy, not about
the taxes, but because we spent the tax money to do the work of govern-
ment, and not as the late kings had spent it. Even financing the war, the
nation saw more road building than under the king in peace time – if his
tyranny could be called peace.

It did seem every month or so, someone would get the idea that he did
not have to pay taxes, when we visited he was unpleasant, and said he did
not recognize our authority. We would try to reason with him, and we
would try to negotiate with him. The worst of them had no reason, so the
only thing to do was to confine him, and take him before the magistrate.
He would spend the night in jail, a jury of his town folk would be called, we
would give our case, including what we thought he owed in taxes and why.
The man would say some royalist nonsense, call us traitors to the crown,
call the judge and the town traitors of the town, and become quite abusive
with his speech. The Jury would after very brief deliberation say that he
is guilty, not only of tax evasion, but of ill manors. The recognize him as
antisocial, and would find a punishment that involved public humiliation...
I saw several over the months, I can briefly tell you what I saw.

Onemanwas placed in a cage that was so small he could only lay curled
up. The cage was locked, a board was placed explaining his bad behavior,
and some cruel children would poke him with a stick. After the market day
was over, the cage was unlocked and he was free to return home. While
he was waiting the taxes were carefully collected, and an arbitrator made
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sure that only what was owed was taken. It was something to see him get
out. When you can’t move your legs for 4 hours, in January, cannot warm
yourself, it is rather undignified. I rather think he soiled himself during the
punishment andwas forced to sit in his own filth. The cagewas opened, and
he remained in for near a quarter hour. First he tried to stretch out his legs,
but he found it too difficult to unfold himself. He attempted to slide forward
to freedom, but until hewas able to tell his legs to stretch, therewas little he
could do. He moved his legs forward and squeezed himself outside slowly.
He started to pick himself up off the ground, but his arms collapsed under
him and he fell about two feet onto his face. A little stretching and the arms
and legs started tomove. He walked, under his own power the quarter mile
home, but I must say that for the first fifty yards, his walk were like the
clumsy attempts of an infant. We kept expecting to see him fall right on his
butt, just as an infant does.

Another town, wanting to make sure that every one knew that tax eva-
sion would not be tolerated ordered the mans hands in front of him. The
rope that tied his hands was about fifteen feet long, and the other end of
it was connected to a cart. The cart went to his home, and he watched as
the taxes and fines assessed were collected from what was on his property.
After the cart was loaded, he walked behind the cart back to town. A crier
was put on the cart, Yelling, “He did not obey the law, he ignored his duty.
He spoke to the justice of the peace with an abusive tongue, the jury named
him guilty – come and see the wages of his sin” He walked up and down ev-
ery street it the sameway aweaver brings thewool up and down the rows of
a loom. There was not a single personwho could havemissed the spectacle.
Some people abused him in turn, speaking harshly, throwing rotting food,
and perhaps some stones – but the biggest thing they threwwas shame. The
poor man was released as he finished his exhausting day – the walk took 6
hours, and in the last one, he did spend some time laying on the ground
being pulled – but he managed to get up and finish on his feet. Here is how
it happened, As you can imagine he was quite tired. The wagonmoved into
a street that was little more than muck, and he just could not keep up with
the ox. The cart kept going forward, as he was trying to keep moving for-
ward. The cart drug him through the muck while the crier continued to
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yell “See what happens to those who dare to speak abusively to the justice,
see what happens to those who refuse to pay taxes.” At the end, as I said,
he was walking – as he passed through the truly foul smelling muck, there
was some solid ground. The cart had to turn so he had time to put himself
back on his feet.

At the end of his walk the justice cut the bounds. Themans hair was full
of muck, his clothes looked like they were the backing of mud plaster. His
hands were swollen and bruised from the cords. He had a scratch that put
the slightest hint of pink into themud his shoulder, nothing serious if there
is no infection, just a light scratch like a child will get while playing. He
then trudged back home, his head lowered in shame – knowing the whole
townwouldmock him about this until the next person did somethingmore
embarrassing. Even then, his friends would talk about it just to annoy him.
The whole body was sore and tired. Home was just a mile away.

I must say, I felt for that man more than I felt for anyone in my life. I
had been rash and let my tongue fly before. I made threats before, I knew
the punishment for threats and not respecting authorities. I knew the body
soreness fromadeservedpunishment, evenonewhere therewas little or no
cruelty. I knew the shame of mockery, even now my comrades have men-
tioned the wooden horse, and how I looked when I dismounted. It seems
that some of them could see how I tried without success to find a comfort-
able way to sit on my horse, John the next day – cause the teased me about
theway I road to the boarder of East Angola. I knew that thismanwas going
to get the same talk fromhis friends and neighbors. I did not knowwhether
to laugh or cry when I thought about what they may say the next time he
showed his head in the pub. I smiled when I wondered if he would ever find
his clothing under all that mud.
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While we were securing the East, Charles was busy back at Oxford. Yes,
we defeated him soundly and left him running away, but we did not break
his confidence. The king has many powerful relatives, people who support
him, both foreign and domestic. While we were busy securing our position,
Charles was busy establishing his own. He was reinforced by his Scottish
cousins, by the Irish Royalists, and by some Continental Europeans, likely
relatives since it seems all the crown heads have married into each others
family. Seems there is hardly a war that happens that does not start as a
little petty argument between cousins about who got the biggest piece of
pie.

Well, Charles started fighting in his area in the west, and worked his
way north. His campaign grew in strength as it continued. While we were
busywith simple law enforcement, hewas busywith reconquest. Of course,
we did not join in this fighting, it seems pointless to chase someone all over
the country when he is at least a week ahead, better to try to keep peace
best we can at home. Anyways, there is no reason to trade towns back and
forth when it takes so much effort to keep and govern them. No one can
govern a war-zone, we were trying to keep the number of fronts as limited
as possible.

Anyways, Charles managed to spread his influence up north, from Not-
tingham Forest to the boarder of Scotland, and he held the northern coun-
ties and shires all the way to the east, this connected him with his Low-
land Scott allies. Having had some success the royalist formed a force they

49



CHAPTER 13. 50

called the Eastern Association, who marched south, expanding the influ-
ence of the crown wherever they went. It was only a matter of time before
wewould see action. News also came that hewas also fighting hisway south
in the west – hoping that one way or another he would make it to London.

Our time came as July was turning into August. The kings horses and
men had fought their way south until they reached our area. Lincolonshire,
East of Cambridge and North of Angolia was loyal to the crown, the Earl was
a royalist, and Charles saw this as a potential staging area. It was clear with
the enemy pushing towards us that it would be necessary to protect out
backside. We decided that we would push into Lincolonshire.

Lincolonshire is not so flat as Angolia, The river Trent flows there is
vitally navigable, and communicates with London. The river draws a line
between the north, and the south –the King was filling up the north. It was
clear that river towns were strategically vital – so we we needed to take
and hold this land, before Charles was established. We started had to take
Gainsborough. The town had formed a garrison loyal to the king, so it was
clear that therewould be a battle. One that was vital to win before the kings
men arrived. It was taken easily, and as soon as it was taken, the royalist
sent a troop to take it right back.

We rode into Lincolonshire to help defend Gainsborough. The royal
forces had already took their place on top foxby hill, it was clear that we
would have the disadvantage. Cromwell ordered us to charge them – so,
our horses ran up the hill. Though the charge was weak, though we fought
from below, somehow we pushed the enemy aside. We pushed them down
the hill into the river, and we slaughtered them. This was a strangely easy
battle – it was if God were on our side. We left the town in the incompe-
tent hands of the militia, and rushed east as soon as possible back to Hull.
Charles wasmarching on London again, and we had to stop that advance. It
took about 2 days, but we arrived before the battle. We were able to camp,
rest, and recover so that both we and our horses were ready for battle. This
was not a choice we liked to make, there was a force coming south to us,
and we knew that by consolidating in the west, the royalist would be able
to secure all of Lincolonshire. Our little defense was for nothing, still – we
had to protect London.
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In Yorkshire, the Kingsmenwere beginning to dominate. The last place
to hold before parliament had to withdraw south was Hull. This was the
path Charles followed from Oxford to London last year, so this would be
an opportunity for a more decisive battle. It was not winter, the cold was
in no way an issue, indeed the sun could heat the armor until it was nearly
burning hot, sweating in armor ismost uncomfortable, causes rashes... ok...
lets not talk about that. Anyways, now it was summer – but in some ways
it is better to be fainting from heat than cold. It seems there is never good
weather for a battle.

Well, the forces of parliament consolidated at Hull, leaving the bor-
der towns to defend themselves or to be occupied. Rumor tells us that the
Royal soldierswere cruel occupiers. They looted, destroyedwhat they came
across. They humiliated the people who lived there. Charles had a good
deal of people that were know as “men of quality” These men proved that
this quality was only in their own estimation of themselves. Their actions
were infamous. It is not honorable for soldiers to strip private citizens,
neither men or women – those that do find that when times change and
they stand before a citizen’s jury, that they are punished harshly. There
are times when even a jury thinks of revenge more than justice. The truth
is, that people often forget, sometimes a jurywill formwithout lawyers, and
without judges, declare aman guilty by reputation alone, and then proceed
to find a punishment for him. Men who would normally shun cruelty are
ready to torture. The anger of the people controls them, and each person
feels permission from the crowd to have his way, without remorse. Truly
Charles’s soldiers were fools, they set themselves up to discover the puni-
tive nature of vigilante justice.

When we arrived, we had to cross the river. We brought supplies with
us, and joinedwith the armies. Everyonewaswaiting for what was to come.
It took four days, but the Eastern Association came from Lincolonshire, the
Royalist troopsmet, and the last of our defenders had come. Both forces had
time to consolidate, so this would almost be like a dual writ large. We were
well rested, the royalist not so much rested. The battle began. The royalist
had some heavy guns, and they were formidable, but we had a large force
in a fortified city. The battle was not something that could be taken lightly
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by either side. This was most worrisome to us, for we knew that we did not
want a large royal force going South again, and we had two coming up to
the river in two places. One cannot be in two places at a time, but there
are times when it seems that only doing one thing in one place just isn’t
enough.

We had twowarships navigate the river, and they joined the battle, and
kept the supply line open, we could be supplied indefinitely without great
difficulty, so the royalists had no choice but to attack us or withdraw. Their
cannons fired, and they attacked us directly with horsemen. They didman-
age to capture some buildings at the edge of town, but nothing that was
worth their time. The counter attack from the city garrison was enough to
push them back. We then formed three forces, sailors, soldiers, militia men
attacked the royalist all together. We managed to capture some artillery
units, which would prove useful in the future, some prisoners of war, and
we managed to push them away from the city. There was three days worth
of fighting. I rode with my men – holding Cromwell’s banner, praying that
there would be success. Sometimes I wondered if this honor was not the
same as painting a target on my chest, and walking into a shooting range
unarmed – I could not easily or effectively fight while holding the banner,
and every enemy soldier was starting to hope they could take it from me.

Victory was clear, there was no need for us to keep defending Hull –
so, we took advantage of the ship and went back to Lincolonshire. While
we were gone, the royalist started attacking and taking towns. They were
attempting to take Winceby, and started out rather successfully. One of
them fired a musket at Cromwell, and took out the horse. This was about
theworstwe got, therewere littlemore than scratches – I donot thinkmore
than 60 out of five thousand were wounded. We overpowered them, there
were nearly 2 of us to every one of them. The men we fought panicked,
they ran more than fought – and we chased them and killed them when we
caught them. It is said that at least 50 of them were slaughtered, because
they were too panicked, and they pushed on a door that had to be pulled.
We decimated their force, and we took about 1/4 of them as prisoners of
war. Between Hull and Lincolonshire, we stopped both marches. Charles
still found London barred to him, not only that, but because we secured
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the river we were no longer held to marching or riding 3 or 4 days, the
boats were so much faster and never became tired. The line was clearly
drawn, and the Kings men could not cross the line. However, the King had
been most successful, the line was drawn for us as much as it was drawn
for him. He gained land and force, all we managed to do was to prove that
with hard work, the the force could be stopped – even if we had to run so
the same people could fight two separate advancing armies on the same
river. Fortunately, this stopping was not only on the march to London, but
the city militias started holding their own against the royalist. Without
reinforcements, sieges were broken and the king again had to regroup.

One good thing, themore the kingsmen fought and took cities, the eas-
ier it was for us to keep them and collect taxes. There was something about
the infamy of the Kings bad behavior that strengthened our position in the
public eye. We were liberators, our law was gentle and just. Every time
the King campaigned, the city militias filled, and there were men begging
to become regular soldiers. Yes, the lines were being draws – and not as
there were in the start of the conflict, but sharp lines, safe lines. It was
quite possible that before long we could mount a campaign of our own in-
stead of trying to prevent an incursion. It is so easy to rule a land when you
are loved. We ended the summer with the chief city under our power, in
addition we had the main rivers, naval forces, the most wealthy and popu-
lous part of the Island. the king had been pushed into the mostly rural part
of England. He was using borrowed forces, and living on borrowed time.
He seemed unstoppable, but he did not conquer what he needed landwise,
not only that he thoroughly lost the battle of public opinion. Winter was
coming, 1643 was ending.

We were filled with hope as winter was coming. The king might have
had a good summer, but his luck turned the moment that he met us. There
were somewhomocked Cromwell and us, his men. They said wewere com-
monmen, playing noblemen. They said we were not men of quality. At this
point, Cromwell had to disagree. He praised our devotion, both to God and
to duty. He said that we were to be preferred over any other unit, we were
of the highest quality. At this point both the parliament and the Kings men
believed it. It appeared that Cromwell could not be in a losing battle. It ap-
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pearedwhen hewas there, ourmen did not die. There were few that argues
the evidence, that God was on our side. There was no doubt that the people
were on his side.

Edward cook continued to speak saying: “It is late, I just summarized
about a year of my life, and I am tired.” With that, he went over to his cot.
Patrick thought about the words suggesting that Cromwell was popular,
that people liked the gentleness of his rule. The picture was somuch differ-
ent than the experience remembered in Belfast. Could it be that Charles the
first was so evil? Could it be that perhaps they did mean well, and started
off better than they ended up? Good men have been turned to evil before –
if any men can be called good. This picture of history and experience was
exhausting. What was surprising. How is it possible to like a man, and not
to forgive him? Edward was so likable, yet he was everything Patrick had
learned to hate. He was kind, but he was a soldier in a unit that was leg-
endary for its cruelty. They even admitted that they would hunt and kill
priests in order to comply with a law that was a murderous as it was un-
just. As much as they were wanting to create freedom, even at this point
they were striping those who did not believe as they did of their rights and
their lives. The evil and ethic cleansing was yet to happen, but the seeds of
injustice that would grow into genocide had already sprouted. It appeared
that they were being nourished.

Patrick felt his head swimming as he had no idea what emotion to em-
brace. Therewas something seductive about the stories ofwar – even though
the violence and the behavior was criminal. These people truly believed
that they were right. They believed that the other side put everyone in
danger, and they believed they were right. Who does not dream of being
so very sure, knowing that you are right. Edward had changed, it was clear.
His behavior as a citizen and as the shipmaster showed he was no longer a
soldier. His compassion showed that his hardness wore off – yet in the im-
portant way, he was the same. He really believed in the holy experiment.
He was certain that it must be tried. He believed that it was possible for a
person to make peace with his neighbor.
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The war continued, Cromwell grew in power, and the king decreased in
power. As the lines of powermoved, there were just fewer and fewer places
that had a place for the king. Still, there were fivemore years of war in Eng-
land before everything would be consolidated. Charles desperately looked
for allies any where he could find them. The lowlanders pushed a little,
and were just as quickly beaten back. The Irish supported the crown, and
received independence, at least briefly. There literally was not enough. An
easy way to describe the change is that we were not defending anymore,
we were hunting.

In Ireland, there was a civil war. There were some who supported the
monarchy, others who supported independence. To say the least, this was
an opportunity to decide the future of the Irish people. One could say that
the independentswon, for Englandwas not in the state to rule. The Royalist
may have supported the king, but the king was not able to support himself.
It was only a matter of time until things would change and England would
cast off the tyranny of Charles I.

We pushed north to the border of Scotland cutting the support and iso-
lating the royalists, we pushedwest, and isolated themmore. Soon the king
was left with nothing but parts of the midlands. By 1645 in Northhampton-
shrire, we destroyed the Kings army. We captured not only the officers, but
the Kings personal effects including letters. We learned that we was seek-
ing an alliance with the Roman Catholic forces of Europe – that he hoped
the French and the Spaniards would overrun us and restore us to power. He
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called for an alliancewith the Irish Catholics as well –making promises that
we could no allow him to keep. Without an army, to speak of, and letters
intercepted the hunt continued. So far, we had prevented Charles from
moving against us, and now we were free to move against him. A better
chess player than he would have resigned at this point. Charles was ready
to attack us with his own bodyguard though – fortunately for him, they did
not allow. Charles would prove to be amazingly difficult to hunt down – it
seems amazing, but it is easier to secure victory than to actuallymaintain it.
The result was a politically stable south, a Parliamentarian north (mostly),
but the towns in the midlands would change hands quite often.

About this time, the people of the landwere starting to ask a lot of ques-
tions. As youmay have guessed, the Midlands were not very politically sta-
ble – the people would see the faction in power change without notice all
the time. The area filled with many philosophies, and ideas. Things there
were not nearly so clear cut as parliamentarian / royalist. Thereweremany
who had no faith in either side. Remember how I said that whenwe cleaned
a place of Papists (Really, they were just Anglicans, just like the Puritan
party), well often we would find none. The kings men would also purge a
place of Puritans, and he would fine a more acceptable priest there. Those
priest who survived the time in the midlands learned to change their the-
ology according to politics.

While the war was going on, there were several groups that formed
in the midlands. There were the levelers who wanted to bring everyone
down to the same level, and eliminate nobility. Therewere the fifthmonar-
chy men who were wanting Christ to finally establish a kingdom on earth.
These groups were dangerous to any government, because they wanted to
change the whole political order. One of the groups that was forming was
those who are called Quakers by others, but they called each other Friends.
The Friends were unique in several ways, most notably that they were not
seeking to overthrow any government. At first, there were Quaker Royal-
ists and there were Quaker Parliamentarians, but whatever their politics,
they did not see victory for one side the same as a victory for God.

During this time, in an area that was as royalist and they come, there
was a youngman, George Foxwhowas to be one of the defining forces inmy
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world... I did not meet him yet, but there he was in Leicestershire living in
the village of Fenny-Drayton. His father was a lay-leader in the Church, and
while he was just a common man, he was influential and was what people
with more than enough money like to call comfortable. All George’s life
as a child he was known to be serious, thoughtful, and hard-working, and
devoted to his faith. Everyone in his family noticed his good qualities, and
hoped that he would go to university and become a priest himself.

The times were not good for such dreams. Those priests who survived
were not the best example of their office, they still are not. George was in-
terested in Truth, but when he spoke with priests, he found politics, and
not Gods truth. It was clear that he would have to find his own way – so,
he took a position as a hireling shepherd, and he apprenticed with a shoe-
maker so he could have the skills necessary for an honest living. When he
spoke with a priest about spiritual matters, the priest may talk about smok-
ing, or George would discuss what he found in his reading with another
priest, only to learn that his study became someone else’s homily. He was
annoyed by the plagiarism, and was angered about the priests hypocrisy.

The pastoral life is full of empty time and space – there is much quiet.
Sheep need protection and guidance – but they do not need stared at. Sheep
tend to stay in the group. A person needs to be there to react, but most of
the time he is free to observe something other than the sheep themselves.
George took advantage of his pastoral life, and he read. His university edu-
cated friends can point out that his learning is eclectic, but he has a genius
that is his own. Eventually George had something he called an “opening”,
and he responded to a call to preach the gospel to whoever would here,
without expecting anything in return. As King Charles’s popularity shrank,
people started listening to Mr. Fox more and more. There was some worry
because he never really shared which side he was on. It was clear that
Cromwell would meet him, or his followers before everything was over –
we are not to that part of the story yet... but, George Fox was starting the
story of the Quakers while we were in the endgame. For now, he would be
having a lot of conversations about religion, and hewould settle in Notting-
hamshrire and make a name for himself, while he was there preparing the
nation for repentance, we were to continue hunting and we would make
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history. We meant well, and so did he... but, our his path and ours would
be, in the end, incompatible.

In 1646, the last places that Charles could hide were captured. On June
24, the royalist forces in Oxford surrendered, thus removing Charles’s de-
facto capital. Unfortunately, Charles himself managed to escape before the
surrender. These days, surrender was the rule of the campaign. We would
go to a stronghold, camp outside for a month or three, and there would be
a surrender, there were limited casualties, and as they could not get rein-
forcements, and we had a clear supply line it was just a matter of waiting
for the enemy to realize they were hungry. By 1647, George Joyce, a stan-
dard bearer just the same as me but for Fairfax got the honor of capturing
King Charles the first. Joyce trained with us and fought with us before he
transferred to Fairfaxes unit. He was skilled with cloth, and he was a brave
man.



15

After everything was cleaned up – we were learning that things were not
necessarily going as well as we could have hoped. Parliament was divided
into several factions, many people were full of ideas. The Puritans, inde-
pendents, and Presbyterians were not all sure that they trusted each other
– the relative peace that was enjoyed during the waiting game ended. The
war at this point was not about armies, it was in the streets – nearly every
street. One faction than another would claim control of the city. Each fac-
tion saw itself as the most right. Perhaps every side meant well, but it was
a bloody time, we were not going to take any chances.

Everyone knew where Charles was at this point, he was either under
the protection, or under guard of a parliamentary force. As Parliament had
now broken into factions – the king was taken into our custody (by Joyce).
He escorted Charles with a group of soldiers to a safer place. There were
rumors everywhere. Parliament was not sure what to do about the King,
Suddenly Scottish Presbyterians were royalists. There was war again as
it seemed that everyone had plans for the king. The sense of parliament
was that there were three parties, none with the majority. Two of the par-
ties wanted Charles restored to power, our party of course considered his
monarchy to be dangerous to liberty. The fighting continued everywhere,
this issue had to be resolved.

There was one final big looking battle to be fought, at Preston. Every
ally the king had left seemed to have come to meet for battle. They have a
saying, too many cooks spoil the broth. The Royalists, and the Scots who
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were afraid of what may come, and those who supported some sort of lim-
ited monarchy, and Charles after his power to harmwas taken away... they
met at battle. There was a whole committee of commanders, of different
loyalties and of different ambitions – not really allies, but meeting against
us. One thing we can say for them – they did outnumber us, but sometimes
there is no reason to count.

The ground was bog and river... the first set of men we met were Scots
crossing a bridge – we pushed them back into the river, and the river had a
tinge of red in it. Scottish blood flowed down the Darwin, we on the other
hand were hardly touched. Our musketeers shot straight, our pike men
were able to form a wall, and we were able, in a few hours time to earn
a safe rest. The night came, and we took a much needed sleep. For our
evenings work – we killed at least 1000, and we took 4000 prisoner. Not a
bad result for an evening’s work.

The enemy soldiers that remained did not sleep, but they ran. It rained
that night – but, by this time we were used to the weather, and a midsum-
mer’s rain can bring a much nicer day than one that is sunny. Well, the en-
emy trudged through the marsh, leaving their supplies behind – so when
we woke, we found a good deal of powder, seems the musketeers left it be-
hind. We took it gladly knowing that we had more than enough now, and
that the enemy would do without.

By the time we met with the English, they learned of the Scots ill luck,
called it a loss, and withdrew – suggesting that the Scots surrender. We did
take another thousand of them prisoner – but, they were stubborn. By the
time we finished sweeping the marsh, we killed another 4000. After this,
the Scots were not so enthusiastic about being allied with English royalists.
Newswent to Scotland that the soldiers were abandoned to their fate, while
those they were trying to support showed their courage though retreat.
The party issue was not resolved – but it was no longer an issue of who had
the strongest armies.

It was becoming clear that things were not so simple as defeating the
king and his men, that the divisions on these Islands were greater than
a single man. Cromwell had said that the “End of war is peace”, unfor-
tunately, though the war reached the object of dominance, it has not yet
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reached the end of peace. The war would have to be stepped up, for now it
was about the destiny of an empire.
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Parliament was in session. We were waiting to see who was in control – the
time had come when the battle was in debate. Parliament was divided to
say the least, but it was clear that the winning side wanted none of abso-
lute rule. They also had no desire for a republic - they wanted to form a
constitutional monarchy. Charles himself pointed out that England needed
both King and parliament so that there would be a balance of power, and
none would abuse it. As I heard this report, I was amazed. Is it possible
that these people were living in another world? Could they not remember
that Charles had no intention of letting commons do anything except raise
taxes? Could they have forgotten that he was willing to arrest his political
opponents in Parliament? Could they have forgotten that he had no inten-
tion of being checked himself. When the people chose sides, it seems that
they were in agreement – a weak king was what they wanted.

At this point, knowing that Charles loved power over his own people,
and would be willing to call in foreign troops to overthrow parliament,
there was a lot of discussion what should happen. Most of us seemed to
favor a republic. The place was already broken into shires and counties,
there was already a set of people, both traditional leaders of noble families
in the house of Lords, and those peoplewhodistinguished themselves in the
house of commons. The most populous part of England had already proved
that it was capable of self-government, and Charles proved over and over
again that he wasmore a hindrance than a help to good government. It was
clear, Charles had to go.

62



CHAPTER 16. 63

InDecember of 48, Colonel Thomas Pridewent to the house of commons
with some troops. The king had given his answers to the charges against
him, and Parliament agreed to consider his apology.1 Needless to say, the
king had his talents, one of them was manipulation. He made many mem-
bers of parliament want to take him back, and place him on the throne.
Parliament may like the idea of having power, but there were few who
were ready to start a republic. Needless to say, a the King appeared to have
enough support that Pride was uncomfortable leaving this parliament in
power. He felt that there should be a few visionaries, instead of a whole lot
that feared change.

Pride, a troop of soldiers, andmember of parliament ThomasGrey stood
at the door the following day. Pride held a list of names that were progres-
sive enough and republican enough to guide the nation forward beyond
the tyranny of a king. Grey was there to recognize the good names, and
also recognize those who were supporters of the royalist cause. The door
was opened to those who were republican, those who where royalist were
put in prison, and the moderates were turned away until they had offered
their loyalty to the republican cause. Of course, none of the members of
parliament were detained long, but those who’s attitude was not helpful
were not allowed to return.

We stayed in London, there were boarding houses not far away... Par-
liament knew we were there. Charles was safely on the Isle of Wright, im-
prisoned in Carisbrooke Castle awaiting his doom, and we were awaiting
his doom as well. There was little doubt to the outcome, for every obstacle
to success was removed. We were waiting and hoping to find the end of
war. Not surprisingly, Charles was impeached and would stand trial. Sur-
prisingly, only about half of the remaining parliament approved of the trial.
Yes, the king was not a good king, he had too much power, and he had no
loyalty to his subjects – however it is a new thing to put the head of gov-
ernment on trial – how would that work?

No one was surprised when the house of lords declared that the King
was not to come to trial – but, their power was stripped from them - the

1That is a defense
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people of the nation, not the elitewere to rule the new republic. No onewas
surprised when the King did not give his assent to this ruling. This created
some difficulty, there were some questions to the democracy, legality and
fairness of a elected government who’s choices were forced by themilitary.
The advantage was clear though, such a government would be able to end
the war, something that could never happen with the likes of Charles in
office.... Lords would be abolished in a few months, but for now they were
only ignored. A tribunal was formed, and in January the King was brought
before the tribunal. The king said: ”I would knowbywhat power I am called
hither. I would know by what authority, I mean lawful” He would not plea,
instead he kept arguing that there the court had no legal authority. He
pointed out that there was no legal precedent for the house of commons
to impeach, without kings approval, and against the will of the house of
lords. All who heard him were amazed, Charles spoke better, and more
convincingly than he had in his whole life.

The best speech in theworldwould not have savedhim. The fact that he
spoke against the court, and its authority instead of pleading on his behalf
did not work in his favor. The plea was entered as: ‘Guilty’, and Charles had
no opportunity to defend himself, he did not face his accusers. For some
weeks, the accusers did come, and they stated their evidence to the court,
so the court could be aware of the crimes. There was no lack of accusers,
and no lack of crimes. Every building burned, every murder, every rape,
every theft that was done by his solders in war against parliament. Every
act of intimidation, the whole of his personal rule, the atrocities of the star
chamber, the imprisoning of members of parliament. The surprise was not
the depth or level of accusations, but instead it was the brevity of them.
There was no doubt that he was guilty, for an innocent man will defend
himself, not accuse those who try him. No man, not even a king should be
above the law.

After the testimony was finished the court gave its verdict, on January
27

Upon serious and mature deliberation of the premises, and
considerationhadof thenotoriety of thematters of fact charged
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uponhimas aforesaid, this Court is in judgment and conscience
satisfied that he, the said Charles Stuart, is guilty of levying
war against the said Parliament and people, and maintaining
and continuing the same; forwhich in the said chargehe stands
accused, and by the general course of his government, coun-
sels, andpractices, before and since this Parliament began (which
havebeen and arenotorious andpublic, and the effectswhereof
remain abundantly upon record) this Court is fully satisfied
in their judgments and consciences, that he has been and is
guilty of the wicked designs and endeavors in the said charge
set forth; and that the said war hath been levied, maintained,
and continued by him as aforesaid, in prosecution, and for ac-
complishment of the said designs; and that he hath been and
is the occasioner, author, and continuer of the said unnatural,
cruel, and bloody wars, and therein guilty of high treason, and
of the murders, rapings, burnings, spoils, desolations, dam-
age, and mischief to this nation acted and committed in the
said war, and occasioned thereby. For all which treasons and
crimes this Court doth adjudge that he, the said Charles Stuart,
as a tyrant, traitor, murderer, and public enemy to the good
people of this nation, shall be put to death by the severing of
his head from his body.

After this verdict, parliament needed to act before they carried out the
execution, otherwise Charles the second would fill the office vacated by his
father. No doubt, the son would not take the sentence of his father lightly,
and there would be harsh revenge. It was necessary to eliminate the of-
fice of king all together so the nation would not have the son continue the
sins of the father. There is no place for a king. The house of Lords was also
removed - leaving only the commons. The law was, sole power of govern-
ment belongs to the house of commons. There is no house of lords, crowing
a king is treason, and the government is a Commonwealth.

The loose ends, slowly being tied up, there was an execution of Charles
the first. Now, there were several challenges, the first and most obvious
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was that no one wanted to execute him. The verdict was to sever the head
from the body, now this is not an easy thing to do, amanmust be strong and
true with his axe to cut cleanly, and no one wishes the necessity of multiple
strokes. Also, it is one thing to say that themanwho, to Europe, is the living
symbol of the nation should die, and it is quite another to kill himwith your
own hands. They found someone to do it – who, no one knows for he wore
a mask, did not speak, and did not give his name.

They build a wooden stage in front of Charles’s own palace, so that the
people in London could see him die in his own front yard. The building
where this happened is the only remaining part of this residence, the rest
burned. There was quite a crowd, both those who wanted him dead, and
thosewho felt that it was all unfair. Therewas littlewe could do butwatch –
the stage was set, there was Charles – his head placed on the block, a crowd,
and the large complex of buildings. Charles addressed the crowd saying:

I desire their liberty and freedom as much as anybody whom-
soever; but I must tell you that their liberty and freedom con-
sist in having of government, those laws by which their life
and their goods may be most their own. It is not for having
share in government, sirs; that is nothing pertaining to them;
a subject and a sovereign are clear different things. And there-
fore until they do that, I mean that you do put the people in
that liberty, as I say, certainly they will never enjoy them-
selves. Sirs, it was for this that now I am come here. If I would
have givenway to an arbitraryway, for tohave all laws changed
according to the power of the sword, I needed not to have
come here; and therefore I tell you (and I pray God it be not
laid to your charge) that I am the martyr of the people.

After this, he and the clergy man at the execution had a brief exchange,
though not so loud as it could me. As soon as this happened, the execu-
tioner capped his head, andmade sure that the kings hair was pulled under,
exposing his neck clearly. Before he died, Charles and the executioner ex-
changed some words – I did not hear them, but I saw the exchange. Charles
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pointed at the block, and questioned the executioner, the executioner re-
sponded. The whole picture was grave and pitiful, but the stage was set
and the scene was written. The actors were powerless to do anything but
stick with the script and finish the play. Charles, with more bravery than
I have ever seen from the man, held his head on the block and awaited the
blow. The axe came down quickly, and stuck into the block, it was swift,
powerful, and clean. One second the head was there, the next it was laying
on the ground next to the body. Suddenly the crowdwas rushing the stage.
It seemed that the people wanted to make souvenirs of blood soaked hand-
kerchiefs. A man picked up Charles’s head – showed it off to everyone who
was there. At this point, Charles and the monarchy were dead. The very
nature of Britain had changed.

My heart did not know whether to rejoice or to cry. Was this the peace
that was to end the war? I prayed that it would be. In the last moments,
therewas something noble about Charles, really therewas something noble
about him during the trial as well. Was he guilty? yes he was, there was no
doubt. Did he deserve death? Yes he did, more than most men who were
given death. There was still a doubt in the mind – was this justice? was this
a picture of the peace that was to come? This was more than an execution
– this was revenge. There was a cruelty that continued – death was not
enough. Why was death, and the end of the monarchy not enough?

Peace was not to come. Freedom was not to come. It took but a little
time for the course of events to answer my questions. All of our hopes, and
everything we fought for was doomed to be broken. The Stewart family
was not only royalty in England, but also in Scotland and in Ireland, and in
the colonies. It seems that we forgot the consequences of such decisions.
English parliament set up a government, but even those Irish catholics pre-
ferred an English king to an English parliament. Charles the second would
be named King of Scotland right away, and he would live as pretender to
the English throne. This trial and execution, which was forced by us – the
military, and arguably beyond the law was something that set the tone for
the next decade. The whole of Europe saw this as regicide, murder, and
viewed Cromwell with suspicion.

It is written, “those who live by the sword will die by the sword.” We
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know that Cromwell did not die of the sword, but his life was to be ruled by
fear of the sword. There were no lack of those people who wanted to kill
Cromwell, execute the members of parliament, wipe out those who stood
in judgment over Charles. Cromwell stated the goal of fighting when he
said “The end of war is peace”. The problem is that the end did not come.
The end did not justify the means, instead the means polluted the end, and
delayed it. No matter how noble the goal, the ignoble road leads to hell. It
turns out that was the road wewere on, and that is where wewere heading.
The war was not over – instead it was about to get worse. Cromwell and
parliament never saw peace, andwhile Cromwell lived no one saw freedom.
In fact, he would turn out to be worse than Charles was – though, we did
not know it yet.

I may not of rejoiced at the progression of events, but I was still loyal to
my commander. I was saddened at the harshness that was necessary. I was
disturbed when I learned that victory over one king only meant war with
the next. These days, Charles II became king the day Charles I lost his head,
in the long run, nothing came out of these wars but death and more death.
It was this day that I first saw things going beyond the necessity of a hard
situation and getting into malicious revenge. Anyways, England chose its
course, parliament ruled as follows:

Be it declared and enacted by this present Parliament and by
the Authoritie of the same That the People of England and
of all the Dominions and Territoryes thereunto belonging are
and shall be and are hereby constituted, made, established,
and confirmed to be a Commonwealth and free State And shall
from henceforth be Governed as a Commonwealth and Free
State by the supreame Authoritie of this Nation, the Represen-
tatives of the People in Parliament and by such as they shall
appoint and constitute as Officers and Ministers under them
for the good of the People and that without any King or House
of Lords.

All dominions and territories: Scotland, Ireland, the colonies in the new
world, the colonies in both the east and west indies, without being asked,



CHAPTER 16. 69

were in that one stoke of a penunder a newgovernment. All the peoplewho
once enjoyed political power with their wealth because the vast lands they
owned were suddenly left without a voice. Parliament was, not elected by
the people spread over the nation, but was hand picked by the military. In
effect, at this point the only power in Britain was the military, and this was
not something to be happy about. Perhaps things would be better – per-
haps... The mind spun going over the course of events over and over again.
The mind was not at ease – hope was starting to turn into doubt. With this
act, parliament guaranteedwar. Simply the act namedonly oneparliament,
and only one commonwealth. The kingdoms of England and Scotland may
have been united under one common king, but there was no concevable
way that a scott would accept an English parlement. Scotts would decend
on the English in mass! There was no way that Irish Catholcs, or those An-
glicans who were given Irish lands by the king would accept Puritian dom-
inated rule. Current English law declared that to be a Papist priest was a
capital crime, could Catholic Ireland accept the rule of parlement? No –
there would be war. Europeans would dance in the streets with joy the
day Cromwell died. He would be rememered in Ireland as the greatest evil
that ever visited them. The sad thing is – what breaks my heart is that we
meant well – however hell was to follow... and I would be part of it for soon
Cromwell would settle me in Ireland.
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My dear wife:
It seems that my winter is in London. One war has ended, as
you may have heard, but it is clear that another will begin. I
do not knowwhere to beign, except that I wish more than any
thing in theworld that I could gohomeand live in peace. Itwas
noble enough to fight those who looted and robbed the cities.
It was not so bad to hunt them so they could face justice and
the war could end - however, Justice seems to need a little too
much help, and sometimes I fear that my role may put me on
the wrong side. So far, we have been cautious on the field of
battle, still the politics of it makes me uneasy.
There is no king, we are rulled by parlement... or we are rulled
by what remains of parlemnant. Our member is of course in
power, but it seems that there are political tests to enter. There
are no plans to restore representation to all of England, mis-
strust still runs far too deep. I am frightened that this means
that there cannot be peace, who would be loyal to a govern-
ment when their voice is silenced? The general feeling and
tone of voices are fear and anger. There is talk of revenge.
Oliver Cromwell thought that the execution was the only way
to end the war – we tried negotiation before, and it just did
not work... we learned that the king had more allies. Now we
are learning that perhaps even if there is a symbol a causemay
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be stronger than the symbol. The king is dead, but the war it
seems may have become worse instead of better.
The younger Charles Stewart is very much alive. Intellegance
tells us that he was crowned king of Scottland, and that he
secured the allegence of Ireland, both of the English royal-
ists who settled in Ulster, and the catholic confederation. One
might think that this is strange, for when Charles I was still
alive, the Catholics were murdering the English who settled
there, trying to drive the royalists away. Now, the Catholic
union has raised amilitary force, and invited the Charles’smil-
itary to command their units, it is clear that there are plans to
march on us and establish Charles II as king. I fear, when the
Catholic masses come, they will treat the Englishman here no
differently than the Englishman inUlster. Now, those English-
men were royalist settlers in Ulster, but the Irish catholics,
knowing that there was not force to protect those landhold-
ers decended on them and killed everyman, woman, and child
in some communities. There were just a few there, but they
were murdered without mercy, and without provication. Par-
lement is suggesting that there will be a campaign to elimi-
nate this threat before it reaches us. Many think that Irelands
church can be purified, just as the chuches of Scottland and
England were, I am not so optimistic, because I am not sure
how purified our own church is. Perhaps, while the church
is filled with sinful men, it will never be pure - and there are
none without sin.
In seems the world is filling with prophets, so many people
think it is the end of the world. There is already talk of licens-
ing speech, and removing dangerous speech. It seems that the
freedom that I was fighting for is not available yet, I wonder
if I will live to see it. I know that some people are danger-
ous, and others are mad – but I wonder if any government can
have the resources to poliece madness. Even more, I wonder
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what would happen if the government changed again – would
I find mysely imprisioned for my faith too? Everyone is afraid
of the next war, and I am wondering if I will survive to see
home again. When I fought in England, it was easy, we fought
soldier to soldier. The kings tactics set him up to where even
the areas that supported him the most were in no way willing
to fight for him. We fought Germands, and Scotts as much as
we fought Englishmen. THose Englishmen we fought looked
down on the common folk - In Ireland, the common folk and
the noblemen have formed an aliance. This will not be easy,
and without God’s help, it will not be just. I pray that God will
have mercy on our souls.
There is good news in all of this, for now the war is over, the
people talking are only talking, and you know how long politi-
cians and generals can talk. As long as there are not a buch of
scottsmen marching on us, or Irishmen sailing there really is
no reason to stay here. I will be at liberty to take leave until
something is decided. I will see you soon after you recieve this
letter. With luck, there will be a nice safe quiet span, and I will
be able to findwork ploughing and planting aswe get ready for
the next year. War really does seem to bring hunger, it will be
good to see if we can make next year a better year. I cannot
wait to see our neighbors, even old Bill – I hope he is still alive,
I do remember how grumpy he could be – but, I have missed
him. Sometimes I think I learned a little bit of his pessimism –
you know, the way that whenever there was hope that things
would change for the better? He would reply “It is the same
as it has been my whole life – everything is always the same,
it will be the same as before. When there is change, it is al-
ways for the worse – but in time, all returns to normal.” I hope
he lives long enough to see that he is wrong – that sometimes
change is good. I hope I live so long as well. I cannot wait to
see you too. So much time has passed that I wonder if I will
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know you!, but I know that given a choice I will hold you, and
you will holdme – and I do not want to let go of you – not even
if I am pulled onto a boat. I want to be with you again, and this
time forever. Lucrita, I miss you.
There are concerns about my pay - there is really not enough
gold to go around, andnowwouldnot be the time to tax. Charles
really bled us dry, the people are just too poor. Parlement is
talking about giving us land grants instead of gold. I know that
this will not be too bad of a trade, it would be nice to have a
tie to some land and really be able to settle. Money is fleeting,
spent in a short time, but land remains to give a livelyhood to
grandchildren. Perhaps we will go to Massettcutus, perhaps
to an island in the West Indies. I have heard that Barbados is a
nice place, though it would be a shame to go so far from home.
There are rumors that some land may be opened up in Ulster.
Thousands of English royalists died in the massecures, and if
war happens there, land will open up. There is already empty
land, and there is a need for a garison, for there is no peace
there. I am not sure that I want to be paid with war zone land
however. I’m afraid that it will leave me, and my family, part
of the fight for as long as we hold the land. The thing about
revenge is that it keeps going back and forth. People take re-
venge on others who did them no harm, not knowing how to
take this revenge for the past, and more and more people get
involved. I do not know, but it seems that settling there – even
more than putting on this red coat and fighting for the English
people, will be like drawing a target on my back. Perhaps, we
should pray that if my pay comes in land it will be in the new
world – away from the wars.
I guess the big issue now is surviving. Charles II has allies in
Europe as well as in Ireland. If we believe what we hear, sev-
eral members of parlement, Cromwell, and others – basically
everyone involved in Charles’s trial aremarked to die. I do not
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know if the royalty are angry because their cousin died, or be-
cause they are afraid that they may lose their power and their
heads as well. My guess is the latter, but it is not a comforting
thought to know that wemay not live to see peace or freedom.
The best hope right now ismartial law, andwhile that remains
– I remain a soldier. I have been a soldier long enough, I wish
to be anything else, a farmer, a tradesman, anything else at
all. Most of all, I hope to have the oppertunity to be a lov-
ing husband, a devoted father, and a good friend – and I hope
that seveal decades will pass before that is said about me. Too
many ofmy fellow soldiers were descibed that way – when the
truth is that they died before their children knew them – and
the wife lived the life of a widow while they were alive. I cry
many nights as I realize that thewar hasmademade you alone
in this world, living a widows life even though I still breathe.
I Pray that God grants us peace soon my love, please pray the
same – for the sake of everyone.
Edward London – Feburary 8, 1649
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August 1949

All too soon, it was time to board the boat for Dublin. Yes, I was able to
spend the spring and the early summer in home – enjoying the flat lands,
the bright sky. For several months, there was very little worry in life...
almost normality. Work was honest, pay was honest, there were no sol-
diers. By this point it was clear that Charle’s men had fled to Ireland. There
were a few parlementarian outposts, well I guess there was only one now,
Dublin. The Catholic confederation invited Charles’s men to Ireland, and
they placed his generals in command of the Irish troups. They attacked
and defeated all but one of our garisons – Parlement ordeded that wewould
retake what was lost, and defeat them before they crossed the channel and
overran England as well. Wewere called to war once again, it was expected,
but once a sane man gets his first taste of battle, the more time that passes
beteen battles the better.

We sailed to Dublin in order to give relief to a friendly garison there.
They were being attacked by a force twice their size, and thus they had the
goal of holding the place so we could land – and our goal was to recapture
the lost ground. Unfortunately, like all intelegence it came too late. Need-
less to say, just because you can’t make the current battle does not mean
that you do not travel to it. There is always a next battle... we just did not
know if we would be reenforcements, or if we would be there to avenge
the fallen. What we did know is that our intellegence suggested it would
be vengence. Our garison was outnumbered 2 to 1, and that was our last
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position on the whole island.
Now Dublin is an English city, has been for as long as anyone can re-

member, there was a time when it was held by the Danes, but it is not, and
never has been Irish.... or not as Dublin anyways. Dublin was the center,
and today, the last of English Ireland. Several of the other major cities have
a similar history. The Irish Celts have limited freedom in an English city,
the language of the city is English, and there is a need to keep public order.
For those Celts, there is an ’Irishtown’ outside the English cities.

We sailed, and the voyage was eneventful. There was talk about what
we would do when we landed, we were surprized and unprepared for what
we found. We when we came to port, we were welcomed by Michael Jones,
which was something we hardly dared to hope. We expected that wewould
have to figure out how to land fighting, the port unwilling to recieve us.
There was no battle to be seen, only a friendly face, and a full unit ready to
guard us as we landed our 35 ships.

When asked Jones let us know that it ended four days earlier, that God
himself defeated the royalists, for though the royalists had twice as many
men, they were defeated completely. We disembarked, and took our sup-
plies to the garason in Dublin – and Michael Jones told us of the attack:

James Buttler was commanding the troops against us. We had
five thousand men, he had at least ten thousand. He was ad-
vancing on us. They camped about 5 miles outside of town,
and several of them decided to claim the ruins of an ancient
castle. About a fortnight ago, I decided that it would be best
to attack them before they attacked us. We may be weaker in
number, but with care – we would be able to choose our en-
gagement, perhaps by pestering them and slowing their ad-
vance, we could keep the space you needed to come. We did
not hope to win – we just hoped to hold.
All five thousand of our men attacked those ruins. We ap-
proached the walls, went around the walls and we attacked.
The poor souls did not seem to understand that there was a
battle going on – it was as if the Lord struck them with con-
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fusion. They did not fight so much as stager away – they re-
treated to the main camp, and we chased and killed quite a
few. Suddenly there were men runnig to us, and men runnig
away. Therewas no discipline, and no order – justmadness. In
the madness, four thousand of their forces died, while I stand
herewith four thousand eighty sevenmen out ofmy five thou-
sand. Butler recognized that God seemed to be against him
– whoever was send to us died, so he ordered a retreat. We
chased them down, and we captured all of their supplies, all of
their artilary, and another twenty five hundred of their men
as prisoners. Three fourths of their unit is dead, or prisoners,
our supplies are refreshed, our port is clear, and now we have
an attack force, twenty thousand men strong, vetern soldiers
whoproved themselves against the armies of King Charles. We
thank God to see you.

Cromwell listened to the story, and replied: “This is a great mercy from
God, I thank him that he gave you victory and he gave us this port. This
is the start of a great conquest, as God opened the gate, there is no doubt
he wishes us to follow the path. There can be no safety, and no peace until
these royalist are conquered.”

A total of onehundred twelve ships landed in theharbor. wewere about
eighteen thousand, all strong. Our new information suggested that we had
no active oposition, that our enemy fled in terror, beyond a strategic with-
draw, to hoping that the towns militias would be able to take care of them-
selves – of course, there were other concerns than James Butler, there were
many people whe needed to get their due.

Ireland, the last refuge of the royalist, where all the royalist armies re-
grouped. Where the scottsmen and the remainging Englishmen came, this
was to be a piched battle if there ever was one, whoever lost Ireland would
be crippled greatly – and there was no doubt who was going to lose. Look-
ing at the map, there are a whole row of port-towns running to the North
on the coast. These towns are of course held by royalists. All supplies must
come from the sea – we are in no position to forage, so if we do not take and
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hold the coast, we will be befeated by hunger and illness, This makes the
path quite clear.

Even with all the surprising good news, there was more to come. We
learned that the city of Dery, in Ulster province supported the parlement.
Ulster was full of royalists and scotts, many of the royalists settled there
centuries ago – that settlement started in thedays ofWilliam the conqueror,
the scotts came because Charles the second was making his stand, and the
scotts were standing with him. Is is a dreadful thing to have a war because
another country thinks there is a personal union. Perhaps, there will not
be peace until that union is more than personal, but political as well. Every
waywe look at it, there is nothing to do but follow the coast north, and start
destorying what remains of the royalist cause.

Cromwell and Jones huddle over amap, Jones points out the cities, they
talk obout the landscape, andwhichEnglish commanders have forceswhere.
Austin, definately a targetwas limping aroundDrogheda, which is just about
as perfet a port as one could hope for. The land makes a cup shape, so that
the sea is protected. The town is almost five hundered years old, yet an-
other English city, established by William the Conqueror... now held by
one of the King’s men who is known everywhere for his cruelty. Austin
was commander of the outpost at reading. His military command was re-
membered by all the people who suffered robbery, and beating, and inpris-
onment and torture. He fought, was wounded, and was made governor of
Oxford – the King’s own capitol for the time of thewar. Again, that timewas
filled with abuse. It seems that he finds executions amusing, it also seems
that he finds punishment more importiant than truth. There is no doubt
that Austinmust die – either he will die at the hands of someone who needs
revenge, or he will die at the hannds of a parlemet sanctioned judge. The
charges of murder and of treason apply to him quite well.

We talked, we prayed, and we hoped. Hope comes so easy when it is
clear that the enemies are delivered before our feet. The kings comman-
der in chief beaten completely, but not captured. Austin just a couple days
march from justice – another port, capturedwith austin. The Scotts and the
royalists – well this would not be easy in any way, but if God is on your side,
who can be against you. We really did believe that we had God on our side.
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I will admit that I had my doubts – the beheading of a king is something to
shake amans faith in the cause, but when there is so much impossibly good
luck – one really wants to believe. Soon it would be time to march.
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Drogheda

The marching and riding began eventually. We waited for nearly a month
before wemarched, establishing our position and preparing for another at-
tack. Now, there was no attack, just sweet silence. We had time to consol-
idate units, become familiar with local inteligence, and to secure a supply
line. Every day, it was more andmore clear that this was right – everything
was going as well as could be expected. When we marched, we brought
about two thirds our force in men, and eleven guns that threw 48 pound
balls.

We followed the eastern coast of Ireland north from Dublin for about
thirty five miles, we appeared a whole city moving together, and given
a chance – we could have taken a city just for ouselves. We arrived at
Drogheda on September the 10th – at which point Cromwell send a letter
to the commander of the royalist garison:

Sir, having brought the army of the Parliament of England be-
fore this place, to reduce it to obedience, I thought fit to sum-
mon you to deliver the same intomy hands to their use. If this
be refused, you will have no cause to blame me. I expect your
answer and remain your servant, —O. Cromwell

After this letterwas sent, therewas nothing to do but towait and to rest.
We waited, eagerly – wondering what would happed – and we fell asleep.
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The morning came quickly. The sun poped up over the water, the air
cool and we were ready to begin. As it was clear that there was no surren-
der, the canon were loaded and the match lit. There canon went off like
thunder, and we watched as there were breaches opened in the town walls.
There was an opening for an attack. Cromwell gave his orders: “The righ-
teous judgement of God on those barbourous wreches, who have imbued
their hands with so much inocent blood. Men, spare noone who holds a
gun, or carries a sword, let no Papist priest live. Wemust make an example
of Austin.” Our orders were clear – we were to be God’s agents of justice,
justice for the masecures in Ireland a few years back – justice for Austin,
who came up here from England after terrorizing English villiages. If he
were in England his life would be forfit. It was a pitty that the only thing he
lost when his horse threw him was his leg.

We rushed forward – there was no time for a siege, we would have to
do a direct assult. We needed the port so that we would have sea access
to North East Ireland. There were other ports that needed secured as well,
rushing into a walled city is dangerous at best, but we had no choice – this
would be messy and a hard fight. We had cannon, we had warships in the
harbor supporitng us and we were ready.

Our first charge was unsucessful... we lost a handful of men – maybe
100 or so – but we were unable to make it to the city walls. We had to re-
treat back to the river Boyne, to the south of the city and look for another
oppertunity, unfortunately when life is about hurry, you do not wait for an
opertunity as much as search for it – so we charged again - The men were
too much for us – it is so much easier to hold a breached wall than it is to
enter it – we lost at least another fify. Fortunately, we had canon, and arti-
lary will put a hole in a wall of flesh the same as it will put a hole in a wall
of stone.

About one in the afternoon, wemade a third charge. Again the fighting
was fierce. Again, men fell – but this time, out momentem was not stopped
– we managed to somehow make a hole it the human plug and enter the
city. Once the area was open, those who first entered acted as gatekeepers
and allowed us all to enter one after another. Our orders were clear, find
the priests and armed men – and kill every one of them. The city needed
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purged of all royalists in arms, and all papist priests, as it was the papists
who changed thier politics to support Charles. We entered.

Aswe rushed in – thosewho survived started running in the streets. Our
men chasedwhoeverwe saw running, and cut himdown to the groundwith
the sword. The streets were littered with the bodies. A priest was kneeling
over a bloody royalist, saying: “Pie Jesu qui tollis peccatta mundi donna eis re-
quiem”, at which point a sword came down on his neck, and the priest died
over the dead soul he was praying for. We continues, busting into build-
ings, searching everywhere. We did not attack those who had no part in
the fight – but any who held a weapon died, any who wore armour died –
only those who were not marked as enemies were left alive – and there was
no shortage of people who would take up a weapon, and die.

One group of English soldiers found a place to barracade themselves, a
norman tower on the north wall, the opisite side of the city from what we
entered. A battering ram is suffeciantly frightening to anyone – the rythmic
thump on the door, the sound of the creaking nails, the sound of the wood
cracking as it weakens – then the next thump comes. The vibrations are
sent through the walls, and the message is clear, it is the sound of Death
himself knocking at the door. Well, they noticed, as the door was breaking,
that death was not in the mood to wait – so one of them called out that he
surrendered and would open the door. They all put down their weapons,
and they came out to us, and our swords cut them down just as effectively,
andmuchmore easily than if theywouldhavewaited for their time to come.

Another bunchof soldiers decided to take sanctuary at thepapist church,
called St. Peters. We did not violate sanctuary, nor did we delay the justice
that God had for them – we collected brush and staw, and whatever would
burn - placed it around the church walls, and started the building on fire.
The doors remained closed, and those inside were introduced to a tempral
inferno before being judged to endure the fire that never ceases. Perhaps, I
should say that it used to be called St Peters, for that St Peters is nowburned
and the rubble is removed, it is gone just as the men inside.

Ourmen chased downAustin, whowas a dangerous enemy back in Eng-
land. He was known for being harsh, and even his own unit despised him –
hovever, usually he saw success, so hewould rise in power, according to the
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incompetence of his peers, who were promoted ahead of him. The mixture
of a competent enemy, and a cruel governer angered those of our men who
were from the midlands, and knew of Austin’s terror. Those who has a sis-
ter who was raped by one of his soldiers, or a cousin’s farm burned. When
he was in charge of the military at Oxford, it is said that he personally beat
the civilian mayor. There was a desire to see Austin die, and many wonder-
ing why God allowed him to live. It was easy to recognize Sir Arthur Austin,
He was an older professional soldier – hardened in every sense of the word.
His body, and his heart were hard. His face, his eyes were hardened. He
knew anger, and violence better than he knew trust and friendship. He was
a mercenary that served the Russians, the poles, the and the Danes. He was
a Catholic who fought on the side of Gustavus Adolphus of Sweden, after
fighting on the side of the catholic Poles. The main quality he was known
for is that he loved money – and he would get it any way that he could,

Austin was governor of the port in Austin, he controled this city that
was the sea-gate to Ulster, he also had tight connections with the head
of the royalist forces – at this point, he was as close to that head as we
could get. Well this Austin did agree to surrender, after seeing that him
city was entered, seeing the flames consuming the church, and the fires
spread through the city, seeing the walls beaten down, the dead in the
street. Austin the hard, lecherous mercinary, surendered while he was
standing on the brigde. Of course his surrender was accepted – he was led
off the bridge, then a man took his sword, and removed Sir Austin’s peg
leg. While Austin was stuggling on the ground, he swung it down staight
into Austins head. Austin tried to fight back – but his leg came down on the
head again, and he stopped moving. The leg smashed into the head again
and again, crack, crack, stap, until there was very little head remaining, it
was busted open, and the brains and blood were splattered. The corpse was
in such a condition that no one could possibly recognize it. After they were
ceritan that anymore revengemust belong to God alone, they becameprac-
tical and searched the clothing – and even the leg itself for any money that
Austin may have had with him, leaving him dead. After looting the body, it
was time to find any others who may not have escaped.

The killing continued, there were maybe four thousand dead. Though
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the orders were to accept no surrender, to give no quarter – though, we
were ordered to be God’s judgement on the English monarchist who were
so vile in England, and the Irish confederates who massicured before they
joined this cause. Even though Cromwell wanted this to be an example –
known to all Ireland, so that theywould fear us whenwe came, and bemore
reasonable when asked for surrender – in spite of this, we showed mercy.
We had ships, and one of them could carry cargo, even human cargo. We
loaded up those we did not slay onto one of our ships, and he set sail for
Barbados. We knew that workers for the sugar cain plantaitons would be
useful – for sugar, and for rum, and the cargowe sendwould fetch us a good
price – likely we would take the pay in goods, perhaps rum - that would
fetch an even better price than carrying back gold for the slaves.

The city was emptied, the port open to our ships, and we were ready
to rebuild a garison, and hold the town. Now Parlement was connected to
Northern Ireland, there was a walled city that had been here since it was
built by the vikings, and a good port, better than the port at Dublin. All was
looking up, andwe rebuilt the city as best we couldwhile Cromwell thought
and planned his next campaign.
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The Catholic Confedericy decided that a good way to raise money was to
tax, and to encourage pircay. The pirates in the north sea would pay 10%
of what they stole when raiding the shipping lanes. We secured two ports,
and set up supply lines, so the safety of the shipping lanes was vital. The
privateers had their base inWexford, and itwas important to elimiate them,
both because of the damage they did – and because of the revenew they
brought to the enemy. There were no fewer that 80 pirates operating out
of Wexford, under the protection of the conferderation. The royalist also
entered the city – giving additional protection to those who searched the
sea for boats under parlement’s flag to plunder.

The pirates sat to plunder those boates heading to Dublin. The plunedr
continued, without end, the privateers disrupting trade, that the confed-
erates would allow such behavior is amazing, for the theft and destruction
was piracy not only against the English, but against the Irish people as well
– for if trade were prevented, they were not given the tools necessary to
enrich themselves.

By this time,many of the privateers had be executed by being drowed in
the sea, put into the ocean with hands tied, and thus taken away from their
life of looting and stealing. But, if the Enlglish would capture a privateer
boat, and execute the attackers by sinking the men instead of the ship, the
others were angry, and taking English prisoners would put them in town
and make demands, to be met upon the lives of the prisoners. This battle
was inevitable.
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Wexfordwas aCatholic only townaswell – all non-catholciswerepurged
frome the town earlier in the decade, eighty of them died while they were
being removed. The anger thatwas focusedherewas deep, and itwas hoped
that the town would surreder, but no matter what, the privateers would be
removed.

Upon ariving, we took the high ground, and for 9 days. We had guns,
we had manymore men than they, it was just a matter of gaining their sur-
render. Unfortunately, the town governor was unwilling to accept realistic
terms. He demanded that the priveteers be allowed to find a new base of
opperations, and continue as the were. He demanded that the garason be
allowed to leave, and unite with another unit, fully supplied. Basically he
demanded that they surrender in such a way as to be better off after than
before. Of course, Cromwell would not give such generous terms, so we
fired the guns, and kept firing untill there were good sized breeches in the
walls. Sinnott at this point was willing to talk again.

The neiotiatins ran from the 2nd to the 11th. We knew as well as Sin-
nott did that while he was talking, English solders were coming to join
him. While we were waiting, his forces where increased fourfold. Finally
Cromwell accepted that the time for talking was over – he gave a written
ultimatum.

Sir, I have had the patience to persuse your propositions; to
which Imight have returned an answerwith somedisdain. But
to be short I shall give the soldiers and non-commissioned of-
ficers quarter for life and leave to go to their several habita-
tions......and as for the inhabitants, I shall engage myself that
no violence shall be offered to their goods, and that I shall pro-
tect their town from plunder

At this point, Captian Stafford, atWexfordCastle, withhis English troops
decided itwas best to surreder, and Sinnott remained unmoveable. I did not
hear the order, but someone must have – we all charged, and assulted the
walls. The city-garison chose not to defend the walls, but instead they fled.
As they ran, they tasted the edge of the sword, or fell with bullets in th back.
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We ran them across the river, and the river took quite a few of them. The
river even took Sinnot.

As there was no surrender, the town was looted. Their pirates looted
us, we looted them. We took all the gold we could cary and everything that
seemed to have value. What we did not take, we burned – the bonefire was
bright, and burned from the shipyard throughout the town.

Surprizingly Cromwell was angry –there was no useable port, no town,
andwinterwas coming. He sawhow thiswould havemade a perfect shelter,
a perfect port, and a perfect garison – the people could have remained, not
seening much of a difference, but instead the place was neither good for
army, nor for ships, nor even for civilians. Those who lived were stuck as
refugees. The refugees did ask that we rebuild the city, fill the garison, and
rebuild the docks – get the ships running again. In the end, a citizen only
wants the governer to make sure he can travel, work, and live. Keep the
roads up, keep the docks open and the people will be happy enough.

He told us that we greatly inconvenienced him, parlement, and the
cause. He pointed at the ruins, he pointed at the burning of the shipyards,
and asked what use this wreck was. We were really ashamed of ourselves –
he also pointed out that this time, there was not so much need to destroy,
only the privateers really needed taken out, but we took out everything –
there was no longer a Wexford to resettle.

When Cromwell spoke of our conduct the in the future, he said of this
battle: “they were made with their blood to answer for the cruelties they
had exercised upon diverse poor Protestants”. He spoke of the privateers
that were no longer raiding every ship that came off the norther cost of
Scottland, or the midlands.

Fortunately, the ancient city was resettled, but not before the winter
was ended. The peaple who were of the area lived there once agian, and
the strange language that they spoke – one that was understandable to a
midlander’s ears like mine, but was archaic to say the least. When they
spoke, it sounded like the intellegable words of a dutchman sometimes, and
at other times like a person speaking Scotts with awholely different accent.
If you could not read Chauser, you could not pretend to understand the
language. chapter
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Wexford left in ruins, and winter coming fast, there was nothing to do
but plan the nextmove. Itwould either be to attack another city, or to retun
to Dublin and wait for the spring. Our forces divided, there were several
towns to consider. We continued to follow the coast south, and came to
Waterford. Waterford is a very catholic city, millitantly catholic - and this
millitant view goes all the way to the bishops. Here, bishops were known
to meet together, and use the power of the church to control politics, and
they saw us as the enemy.

We arrived in october, and Waterford was a place where there were
clearly criminals to punish. The masacures of 1642 were all too fresh in
the mind, we were ready to deal out vengence – and as this was a political
stronghold, this place was as guilty as any other.

Waterford was a good place to hold, it was again a port, but more than
that it was where two navicable rivers empty to sea. A persan who controls
this city has a supply line that follows the three sisters, the Suir the nore
and the Barrow. This city was the connection between the Ossory region,
and the rest of the world. These may not be the longest of rivers, but they
fan out, and give transport to a good deal of land. Enough port towns, and
the victory would be complete.

Our attack on the fortifications were not successful. We were unable to
tranport siege breaking weapons, such as heavy guns – it was Noveber, and
our luck was foul.

The strategy was to take Duncannon, which is nothing more than a lit-
tle villiage built up a hill facing the sea. Sailors live there, and there is a
lighthouse, and a beach were people enjoy the sun and the water. Well, we
were going to take this, so we could move some canon, and attack the real
goal, but the local militia held us back.

The milita was commanded by one EdwardWogan, he came to England
to fight for parlement aganst the king, and rose in the ranks – the thing
about him is that he never beaten. He was one of our best, and now we
were losing to him.

Since we could not take the costland we needed, there ws nothing to
do but dig holes, and run these holes together into trenches. Eventually
we managed to take some coast land, but not from Wogan, and bring in
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a few guns, but it was difficult. In the cold december rain, we moved for-
ward slowly. Wewatched as half ourmenwere imobilized by sickness, soon
the sickness was so bad that Cromwell surrendered to that enemy, and we
retreatet somewhere where we could suffer in relitive peace, and inside
protected from the December air, and those rains.

A full half of our troops died, including Michal Jones, the man who held
Dublin for us, and Henry Ireton also died. Ireton was a great parlentarian,
he signed Charles’s death warent, and was involed in every aspect of the
war, he would be missed. Jones was a new addition to our forces. He and
his men were on the side of the King when they were in England, but now
he realized that he did not wish to be on the side of those catholics who
murdered and siezed property back in the beigning of the decade.

Both these men will be sorely missed, one because of his loyalty, the
other because of his usefullness, and his ability to change with the times.
To lose somanymen, andwithout any results just suffering illness is simply
intollerable – but, for the end of 1649, that was the nature of things, illness
and death.

The goal of obtaining Waterford was obtained, during the Summer of
1650, in August, if I recall. Duncannon also surrenedered, however it was
hardly something one can call a victory - any isolated city will surrended
if cut off from the world long enough, but our plans victory plans were
not based on prolonged sieges. This was not what we had in mind at all.
More importantly, the victory was not really ours, we left the city after the
first siege, the final honor belonged to Henry Ireton. News tells us that
the armies that defeated them in the end were hunger and illness, and that
these armies were not playing favorites – both sides were dying fast. They
were cut off by sea, by river, and by land, Ireton was in no position to stay,
so he gave the most generous terms of surrenender possible, the people
were allowed to evacuate the city, leaving the artilary and privateer’s ships
behind.
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While a new armywas besiegingWaterford, andwewere spending thewin-
ter fighting illness. Our strength was greatly reduced, but we were not de-
feated. When spring came, we were ready to fight again. We left in defeat,
and decided to leave Waterford and Duncannon for something easier. It
was a blow to leave the privateers operating, though a navy could reduce
their effectiveness. It was a shame that those who were politically respon-
sible for the killings back in 1642 were left unpunished, but, reports tell us
that they were punished most harshly, for the black death visited the city
after we left and hundreds died daily. God’s wrath emptied the city more
effectivly than any commander could.

Well, we were moving forward, again following the coastline west (we
already opened up the sea-gate to Northern Ireland), One after another, the
towns fell to us, soon we controlled the sea, the rivers, and by extention
the land. There was little difficulty, supplies were easy, so we began to go
inland.

We started to take the south of Ireland, Munster province in the spring
and summer of 1650. We encountered some resistance as we went inland
and attacked the town of Clomnel. Everything should have been easy, we
had at least three vetern soldiers to one of their soldiers. Granted, these
soldiers were battle hardened, they fought the kings men in Ulster, and
they had come to the very opisite side of the island to face us, still, our men
had been campaigning as long as those commanded by Black Hugh O’Neill.

O’Neill was a mercenary, he had connections to both the Spanish em-
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pire, and to Ireland, and he fought in the wars of Europe. He also managed
to outsmart us. Granted our strategy was risky, but what had to be done
had to be done. England was no longer safe from the royalists, we made it
so that they could not safely base their attacks from Ireland, but Charles II’s
men were already abandoning Ireland (thus making the conquest easier),
and moving to Scottland and Northern England. Soon we would return,
but not before establishing a strong base of opperations, and simplifying
the work necessary to put an end to the rebelion.

As before, we fired the guns at the walls, using the canon to make a
new entrence for our soldiers. O’Neill saw the entrence, and had every able
bodied man dig holes and build hills to slow down our advance. Our plan
was to break into the city, and simply open the main gate, their plan was to
kill whoever tried.

They lined up the city’s two canon at the end of this area. The earth-
work went into the city, making a shape not unlike the letter V. We had to
enter this area to enter the breach, slowed down by the disturbed earth.
When we entered, the canons, that were loaded with chain were fired, the
chain flew, and mowed down every bit of flesh in the area, hore or man.
Any who were still moving after the canon fired found that a musket ball
was more than enough.

The soldiers entered the breach again, and again, and again. Each time
the results were the same, all who charged the hole in the wall died. Soon,
it was not just trenches and earthwork, movement was slowed by trying to
clime over the hunderds of horses, and over two thousand men. It is not
a simple matter to cross a pile of about a thousand men, eventually, even
Cromwell’s comand justwas not enough. Hewas very insistant thatwekeep
attacking, but the sight of all those bodies was too much.

Finally, us Ironsides dismounted. The infantry were not willing to cross
the bodies, so we did. For three hours we fought as best we could – many
of us died too, many more than O’Neil’s men, but we had to win this one.
Though we lost more men than they had, we still had enough to conquer
the city. When night fell, we went to camp until morning.

That night, O’Neill and his Ulster men abandoned the city to its fate.
He ran away to Waterford, the last Confederate stronghold outside of Con-
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nacht, where we suffered our last defeat – but, Waterford would fall quite
soon.

In the morning, the mayor of Clomnel came to us under a flag of truce.
He asked for terms of surrender. Cromwell offeredhisword that the civilian
poplulation would not be harmed, and that they would respect the people’s
property. Entering the city, there was the people, near the breach, a cou-
ple canons, some hastily built brickwork, and about two thousand bodies,
many of them less than whole, but there was not a soldier anywhere to be
found. Cromwell cursed, for he was not ready to make peace with O’Neil,
but one cannot blame a town because a millitary commander abandons it.
At this point, the city of Clomnel was a garison for palmentary troops. We
controlled the Eastern seacoast, from north to south, and we were starting
to control sothern territory. Supplies, regonal urban centers, transportion,
and the ecconomy were in our hands. At this point, we clearly had a solid
foothold in Sothern Ireland. The North would take time. (Later memory
tells us that it would take another two years. The people of Clomnel did
fare well, much better then the others.

The alliance between the Catholic Confederacy and King Charles II, at
this point fell apart. Many of the soldiers were just as unhappy about the
imediate rule of an English general for the English king as they were for the
parlement. It was not so popular to fight in the civil war, for an institu-
tion that collonized, opperessed, and took land. In Cork, the Irish Catholic
confederation and the Royalist English began to fight against one anothe.
There is a saying: “the enemy of my enemy is my friend”, and this gave us
the honor of having both sides as friends. Munster by necessity would fall.

In may, Charles II ended the alliance with the Irish confederates, end-
ing the need for war in Ireland. The English soldiers, with few exceptions
surrendered to Cromwell. Many of them joined the Parlement’s army, and
would either hold Ireland, or return to England. Charles, seeing that the
Irish would be no help signed a treaty with the Scotts, saying that if they
overwhelmed England, and put him on the English throne, he would unify
the church of Britian, and make it Presbyterian. For those royalist who
stayed, the Irish Catholics saw no reason to help them, they were no less
dangerous than Cromwells men. Cromwell at this point went back to Eng-



CHAPTER 21. 93

land, and left Ireland in Henry Treton’s capable hands. Though we were
leaving, and were there as soldiers only a about one year, even now people
born after Cromwell diedwill say in anger: malacht Cromail ort, or Cromwell’s
curse to you.
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We returned to England in May. Charles II had rallied his allies in Scott-
land, and was ready for an all out attack of England. We were successful at
eliminating the Irish threat, but even if we were not, this was something
we could not ignore.

Oddly enough, the same Scotts that opposed the father supported the
son, for Charles II offered them every concession. The treaty of Bredamade
Charles accepted by the most millitant of the presbyterians, and odious to
everyone else. It was clear that he would fight his way to the throne, with-
out any regard for the English, for neither the independent, nor the An-
glicans wished to be made calvinist Presbyterians. The war turned, now
England as a whole supported Parlement, and the Scotts were there as con-
querers. Cromwell went to Scottland to face his former allies.

Before the fighting had started, Cromwell was allowed to address the
General assembly of the church of Scotland. He asked them to consider that
maybe, just maybe they were mistaken about some things. The assembly
did not like the suggestion, and they saw no reason to doubt their own faith
– so, the allience was formed, and the England was at war with Scotland,
with the Scottish King Charles fighting to conquer England.

Our supplies were limited at best, a better description would be fail-
ing. We were not in any way ready for battle, out time in Ireland spent our
strength, but sometimes a man does not choose his situation. We were in
Scotland, and we were at war.

We started to withdraw to Dunbar, not too far from Edinborough, and
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close to the sea and defendable – so we would be able to resuply. We were
weakened in every way, Half our men died in Ireland. Our plan was to re-
treat, resuply, and conquer. For the most part, we were left alone, but a
somewhat larger, and much better supplied force attempted to cut us off
on the way to Dunbar. Most inconvienent, but if an army has to fight, the
fight happens if we are ready or not.

While we were traveling to the sea, a scottish force pursued us. They
managed to pass us and arived at our destination first. Cromwell noticed
the flanking, and thought that it was possible that the Scotts did not know
our strenght. He felt the best thing to dowould be to catch themby surprise
and attack them – perhaps we had enough for just this battle.

We were outnumbered by a long shot, but every one of our men were
veterns, many of the scotts were quite green. We had a chance. At night,
our men noticed the shape of the camp, we were able to guess that they
wanted to attack us, and out flank us so we could be surrounded. We broke
into sections, one small section for each of theres, then a third to out flank
the right side. When the sun rose, we attacked, the first thing we, or they
did that morning was fight.

They were surprised to see us. They managed to hold our people who
attakcked them back, as they had many more men than we did, but they
had no idea what was coming next. The hevy weight on their right pushed,
and broke through their line. The green soldiers seeing that the line did not
hold ran, eventually they all ran. We came out of this battle without losing
any strenght, and ready to rearm, they lost a few thousand. We took ten
thousand of them prisoner, almost our own number, however many of the
prisoners died in transport. Those who survived were sold to plantation
owners in the new world.
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Unfortunately it was not so easy as conquering armies in Scottland, just
as it was not so easy for them as cutting off their enemies. The Scotts
marched into England, with thier King and attempted to begin their con-
quest. Charles himself felt that the battle needed to go down into England,
so that he could establish his position as king. Needless to say, this would
set back his cause for some time.

This move was anticipated, and Parlement set up a rather large mili-
tia, they were trained, and ready for action, nearly 14000 Londoners moved
north to defend England. Cromwell’s armies withdrew from Scottland, or
at least most of us did, the lest skilled of us stayed behind as they could be
more effective by being a somewhat annoying distraction that by joining a
epic battle, it would be fair to say that just about everyone met there.

King Charles arived a Worchester before we did, however he and his
men waited before doing anything. Whether they were waiting for us to
arrive, or more stragglers, or just resting cannot be guessed. Whatever he
waswaiting for, it really did notmatter – nomatter what, he could not have
won. One does not establish public acceptence through armies – we did
not in Ireland, and Charles II would not in England. Though his supporters
argued that he was the king, the people, the parlement, and the army did
not recognize this. Public opinion would bar him from the kingdom – his
men were disapointed as they found that they were not supported is what
was before the most monarchist territory in all of England.

Wewere building bridges, litterally, wewere putting floats on the river,

96



CHAPTER 23. 97

and placing a temporary bridge across, and waiting to face Charles him-
self. Between our vetern soldiers, and our militia men, we outnumbered
the kings men 2 to 1. We were quite used to fighting were we were in the
minority, but these vollunteers were untested, so we did not yet know how
many of themwereworth counting, then again, we did not knowhowmany
of Chales Stewart’s men were worth counting.

The battle was a big battle, the Monarchist did fight, Charles attempted
to draft all fighting age Englishmen, assuming that they would recognize
his royalty. He was somewhat disapointed in seenig that the Englishmen
did not come, but he commanded a foriegn invading army. Charles was
attempting a millitary coup, but misjudged public opinion. Perhaps he did
not know the anger his father earned, or the popularity that parlement and
the army enjoyed. This is not too surprising, popular opinion is rarely a
concern amoung those who believe that it is their divine right to rule.

We took advantage of our numarical strength, and we had men scat-
tered everywhere. The royalists could overwhelm one of our groups, but
there were others to give aid, and still others to capture those who ran
away. Though it was the biggest battle, a man could look far and wide and
not find a red coat worn by one of the corpses. The victory was nearly com-
plete. The royalists did run, and they were captured - some by militia men,
some by the regular army, and some by citizens. We took over 10000 pris-
oners, and these Scotts were purchesed as laborers in the new world, both
New Endlanders and people in the Caribian colonies. The Scotts became
quite docile, likely when they understood that even those Charles hoped to
draft opposed the royalist cause.

Though we combed the whole area, we failed to capture the one person
we wanted to make prisoner. Charles had vanished and eluded parlement,
army, and people. We do not know how he managed, but we have some
ideas how we would have managed. There were secret tunnlels all over
Aylesbury, for example, between the pub, the churches, and homes made
so that people could move and hide in secret, these were built for our use,
most likely the royalists knew about some built for thier’s.

We also learned about a device some Catholic families used called a
‘priest hole’ This was no more thas a hole, a man could not move in it. The
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hole was inside a wall, or under the floor – and a person would be burried
alive in the hole, with no chance of anyone finding it. If those who hid the
priest in his hole were killed, then there would be no one to dig him out,
and be would quickly die without food, air, or light, a prospect even worse
than dying a prisoner. If there would be a fire, as there often was, then the
death would be somewhat faster, though I do not suppose being broiled in
such a furnace and without anyone knowing where to look for the bones is
a better fate. We have no idea how many priest, or men, died while hiding
like rats in such holes – but we know that many were dug. Charles hid well
to escape – he must have used holes and tunnles.

Well within two months time, Charles was safely in France, safe from
us, andwewere also safe fromhim. The pretenderwas not able to rule Scot-
tland, and no longer had any claims on England – the war was finished. All
that was left was for the British to decide how to form a government with-
out the personal union that the English and the Scottish people endured.

The Scotts were given 30 seats in the English parlement, and a unified
government was formed - there was a little bit of argument, but in the end,
it was done. There was to be religious tolleration in all of England and
Scottland, unless one was too papist, so both Roman Catholics and Epis-
capalians were not accepted. The Church of Scottland had a strogng group
that doubted the wisdom of such wide tolleration, but even that was ac-
cepted. The war period was one where there was a good deal of illness, and
no shortage of deaths, however as Cromwell said: “The end ofwar is peace”.
With any luck, he was about to achieve his end.
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With peace, there was the realisation that the government could not pay
their bills. It is true that a parliment can raise taxes, however, there is a
limit to howmuch can be raised through taxes. The was was long term, and
expensive – and professional soldiers, I no less than the others want paid.
Therewas not a surpluss of gold tomake this payment. While there was not
a surpluss of gold, Parlement did find itself with a good deal of land, some
in Scottland, and very much in Ireland. From the south west to the north
east, the land was emptied. The lands of royalists and of Roman Catholics
were siezed. Those known to have taken up arms were generally executed,
many others were resettled. The majority of Ireland was emptied, parts
of Scottland were also empited. With this demographic change, Parlement
did have real wealth that they could use to raise funds, or to pay people off.
Many of us were payed in land in place of money, I was given an estate in
sothern Ireland where I could settle.

Cromwell was raised in power to the Lord Protector. He was king in all
but name, but it was not so happy a rule as he might have hoped. The fac-
tions that filled society during the war were no less there now. There were
Levelers, who would tear down fences, and were angry that the Protector
did not redistribute the land and wealth of the English enough. There were
the Diggers, who were a lot like the levelers, but a bit more violent. Life
could be a challeng when there were so many anarchist. As you can imag-
ine, there was some deep concern what to do.

Parlement decided the best thing to do was to greatly expand the num-
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ber of people who needed to give the loyalty oath, that way those who
wanted to overthrow the government, be it for Charles, or due to a hatred
of all government would be unable to sign such a form honestly. The law
made it so those who did not sign would be given a new place to sleep, al-
biet with somewhat limited freedom. A clear headwould have realized that
there was not enough prison space in all of Europe for the number of polit-
ical prisoners that they would have to deal with, however polititions often
are ruled by passions other than sanity and logic. Anyways, they passed the
law, all males in England had to sign the loyalty oath and prove that they
supported the Comonwealth, all who did not were to be jailed.

There were also a good deal of people who were unwilling to give the
loyalty Oath, there were some who maintained nutrality, even in the face
of prison, even if offered generous terms to prove what side they were on.
It was a difficult period, because the oaths truly meant nothing, neither an
ally nor an enemy took them seriously. George Foxwas arrested for not giv-
ing an oath, and he asked the judge if he swore such an oath – of course the
judge did, both to Charles I, and to Cromwell it turns out. Fox pointed out
that he swore an oath to niether, nor did he fight for either cause. This did
not keep the man from prison – but, that story was passed around. Clever
men do enjoy those rare times when another person prooves himself to
have a sharp witt. I must say though that when Cromwell was made pro-
tector, he showed his wisdom by ending the stupid imprisonment of people
who did not offer the oath. I do not know what it was…but I will continue
to tell about Fox.

While he was in prison, his Friends lobbied for his release. One Friend,
who’s name I forget offered to take the man’s place in the dungeon for a
while – of course this is insanity, there is no law that supports is, however
when the story came to Cromwell he was deeply touched. He said to us,
with tears in his eyes: “If it were me who was imprisoned, as I could likely
had been if thewarswent differently, would any of youmake the same offer
for me.” It was, a rhetorical question, but likey not. We respected him, we
obeyed him, we trusted him, we would die for him – but, our loyalty was
that of a soldier, once the war was over, our duty would end.

Anyways, Cromwell had a new challenge, eventually he became King all
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in name though, and eventually we were resettled in Ireland. I was given a
piece of land and a home in Cork county. I and my wife took the land, and
settled, I remained part of the local militia, however I was no longer a sol-
dier, primarily I was a landholder and a farmer. I dug the ground, planted
Turnips and foodstuff just like any other planter – I was finally free to cre-
ate and raise a family. Many of our unit settled, somemarried Irish women,
it was forbidden but it happened - strangely enough many of us – myself
included slowly became more and more Irish, even though so many of our
neighbors were English and Scottsmen – for Ireland was opened up to any
who wanted to help fill the places that were emptied by civil war, recon-
quest, executions, and the aweful bubonic plegue. Thoughmany of us filled
Ireland, the same things took a toll on Scottland and England. The world
was being emptied these years.

While I was in Ireland, seveal of my neighbors were also alumni of the
Ironsides. We formed a civilian friendship, ate together, and enjoyed the
peace and prosperity that was came to our lives. Oliver Cromwell’s son was
made the Governor of Ireland, and while thigs were not necessarily peace-
ful, things were not so bad as a hot war. We enjoyed freedom beyond what
we ever had known in the past.

I really did change during this point in time, I no longer fought as a way
of life, instead I had time and quiet for thought, reflection, and prayer. Life
was no longer about chain of command, but instead about living. I was,
for the first time, a husband Lucreta and I could be together without me
being called away to the next battle. Soon I’d learn that the world is not
peacefull – only God offers peace, and most people do not choose to live
by those rules, Christ knows that my youth was not peaceful, but my new
home would bring the oppertunity to learn.
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By the time Cromwell’s son in law, the Lord deputy of Ireland Charles Fleet-
wood came to visit Bandon, where I settled, I was doing quite well for my-
self. I had become the land agent for the Earl of Cork. Granted, a land agent
is not always themostwelcome person - but, it is someonewho gets tomeet
a lot of people. Anyways, I kept some books and collected rents, so I had the
oppertunity of meeting and getting to know the Irish people as well as the
English who setteled. Funny thing is if you sieze land from one land owner,
and give it to another, the people who have no land just switch landlords.

It was amusing, the royalists had the lands taken, and given to someone
else, many were killed. My employer, the Earl Richard Boyle, was a royalist
who gavematerial goods to supply Charles I. He gave a princely sum in cash,
and supplied horses. He served in parlement, though he was excluded due
to his loyaltes when it came time to deal with the king. Well, he did leave,
and he paid a large amount of money to the commonwealth – then, the
commonweath reinstatedhis title and lands, on the condition that hewould
take them back. So, I was the manager for the estates of the Earl, which is
more than an old soldier can expect from life.

Anyways, it was 1655, Ireland’s wars were over, Cromwell was the Pro-
tector, and Scottlandwas if not happy about the situation at least theywere
at peace. Cromwell was walking the tight line at home between freedom
and control, parlement was disolved, and one might argue that the protec-
tor was not so harsh as the people, but he was harsh enough. While he was
protector the prisons were full, Europe was a danger, because we were a
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danger – no king wanted to lose their head. He had an argument with the
Dutch, and there were many both home and abroad who wanted him dead.
I know that it took an act of God for people to forgive me for my role in the
past – still, my past was not held against me.

My life and my ideas were ready for a change, I saw that my boss the
Earl was a not my enemy. I saw that the Irish Catholics were people who
prayed to God, whether or not their faith was reformed. My heart became
a lot more libral as I grew into amanwho could accept peace. My heart was
ready for what would come.

A man by the name of Francis Howgill came to Cork, he was an English-
man, from themidlands, he knew that clever and interesting troublemaker
George Fox. Well, when he came to preach, I offered himmyhospitality. On
firstday, he preached the gospel at out public-worship house, and after that
I invited those who wanted to come to a special house meeting at my own
house. I was very interested in hearing what he had to say.

Christ gave an interesting message that is recorded as the Sermon on
the Mount. So many assume that Jesus could not have meant these things,
to love ones enemies, to bless those who curse, that we must forgive if we
were to expect God to forgive us. We listened to the truth that Chist came
to establish the Kingdom of heaven - that Christians were to be loyal to
Christ’s rule – and that as we follow the prince of peace, who took away the
occasion of war, we should live at peace with every man. We listened and
we learned about how man was made in the image of God, and how God
wants to bring salvation to every man. As a man who fought and killed in
God’s name, it was a liberating truth to realize that I was wrong…that God’s
kingdom was not of this world, but we could be of His kingdom now. I was
ready to throw in my lot with these people – and I am still with them.

Anyways, there were me, my wife, several of my fellow soldiers that
served in the war, the prebyterian Bishop’s wife – much to her husband’s
annoymen, but she continued to worship with the Friends, and they re-
mained married, though there were some interesting arguments between
them – seems that a churchman can be embaressed if there is not unity of
opinion in So many assume that Jesus could not have meant these things,
to love ones enemies, to bless those who curse, that we must forgive if we
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were to expect God to forgive us. We listened to the truth that Chist came
to establish the Kingdom of heaven - that Christians were to be loyal to
Christ’s rule – and that as we follow the prince of peace, who took away the
occasion of war, we should live at peace with every man. We listened and
we learned about how man was made in the image of God, and how God
wants to bring salvation to every man. As a man who fought and killed in
God’s name, it was a liberating truth to realize that I was wrong…that God’s
kingdom was not of this world, but we could be of His kingdom now. I was
ready to throw in my lot with these people – and I am still with them.

Anyways, there were me, my wife, several of my fellow soldiers that
served in the war, the prebyterian Bishop’s wife – much to her husband’s
annoymen, but she continued to worship with the Friends, and they re-
mained married, though there were some interesting arguments between
them – seems that a churchman can be embaressed if there is not unity of
opinion in his house.

Anyways, my life and my ideas were changed, me and about a score of
others in town. I was a Friend, devoted to respecting the divine image in
all people, devoted to being honest, and doing right to all people, both my
boss and his tennents. I was learning to love, put others ahead of myself as
Christ commanded, these ideals would shape my future, and would test my
courage no less than my time as a soldier did.



26

OnSaturday, yes, though Iwas largely unknown to the Friends, though I had
come with some recomendation – it is good to be known, and between my
name sounding very much like that of a most august member of Parlement
in the time of King James, that and that I was known amoung the Protector’s
men, and because there was something that Cromwell liked about many
of the Quakers. There were a handfull who served with him, though he
could not get the loyalty of the sect. News of friends of friends, and there is
some talk. There is little secret that I was not always comfortable with the
Christianity of my time, it seemed too tied to politics, and I wondered how
much a king could protect the truth, there was something attractive about
the Quakers for a somewhat disgruntled Puritian turned Independant.

Well, on Saturday, Iwas invited to travelwith EdwardBurrough, Francis
Howgil, who’s sermon I just heard, and James Sicklemore. We went to the
city of Limerick on Saturday, and on Sundaymorning wewent into another
public worshiphouse. Burrough started to speak, but he was put out of the
building. He mounted his horse, and started preaching in the streets. A
good number of people came to hear him preach, others came to run him
out of town. It is interesting to hear a message given in such a way, there is
little a man can do except say a few words that can be taken by themselves,
and can be held in the mind. Howgil said “Look to Jesus Chist, who gave a
measure of light to everyone.”

There was not going to be formal meetings, or anything organized for
seveal more years, but there were several who just from a few words be-
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came currious, but it was the same in England, seekers would hear, have
intrest, and share with one another as they struggled to grow in Christ –
but organization would have to come later. For now, we were just inter-
ested in finding truth, and the message that Christ gave a measure of light
to every man suggested that we would be able to find something more full-
filling than the politically charged gosple we usually heard.

The years of the protectorate were some of the most peaceful that I
have known, I know, that few in Ireland remember Cromwell kindly, how-
ever, they were the years when there was not war followed by war. For all
of Cromwell’s bad points, he was not so insecure that he felt that his ene-
mies had to be kept down, and imprisoned. As I said, I collected rents for a
royalist. In general. Many of the royalists were given their lands back, and
they were left to live in peace after the war was over. The loyalty oath that
at one time was tendered to just about everyone was retired. Somehow he
aceepted that he did not have to remain in power forever. I believe that his
ability to bemoremoderate than his advisors, and his predicessors, and his
successors is par of the reason that he died in bed – but, there aremanywho
would point out that his illness was God’s punishment for his bloody hands
and his cruel actions. My feelings is – both is true, he was a hard man, in a
world of hard men. He tried to be better than his nature.

Well, anyways, about Limerick. It was there that we were joined by
SusannaWorth, who’s husbandwould become Bishop. It was there that the
initial membership of the Dublinmeetingwere first aquaintedwith friends,
and it was through these little trips that it became clear that Friends would
organize in Ireland. I became known as a Quaker, as did several others who
served with me. At this point, we did not see a reason to leave the millitia,
in fact there was a lot that would happed before things became clear and
stable.

While it mattered little to me at the moment, it was very important to
what would happen in our development, Admiral William Penn had settled
it Cork as well. He had a young son William Jr., born during first civil war,
now about 10. Penn was studying here in Ireland and becoming part of
the community. In…oh four or five years he would become aquainted with
us – but for now he was a little lordling becoming something more. The
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things that were happening now were starting waves that will build the
very future. Debts that the English owe theAdmiral Penn arewhat is paying
for this experment. Well, we lived as best we could – I learned and I read
my Bible. I became known as one of Cromwells men that joined with the
Quakers, and I developed a good reputation.

About Burrow and Howgil: They were quite popular in Munster and
Cork. I liked them, they had several who were ready to follow them, and
this made some people angry and scared. They were not here for very long
before they were arrested by Sargent Edward Mortimer. These men were
marched to Dublin, under guard, and Henry Cromwell, the Lord Governer
sent them back to England.

When they were marched to Dublin, they appealed, suggesting that
their treatment was not approprate since they were freeborn, broke no
laws, and did not disturb the public peace. Cromwell listened to their ap-
peal, and he heard some more testemony on their behalf. Henry was not
impressed, and the charges were turned into begging and vagrency, with
a penalty of deportation. The men protested that they did not once beg,
that they did not require the support of anyone there. This argument, un-
fortunately achieved nothing. Henry Cromwell was more concerned with
keeping his position than to practice justice. It did come to his attention
that I had turned Quaker, and I was an officer in his father’s own unit, so he
wrote a letter to his father to ask advice. Well, what happened was growth,
and a few more such runnins.

Edward Burroughs said of his imprisonment in a letter:

I am now a prisioner for Christ’s sake, and for his truth’s sake,
through the cruelty ofmenwhohate the Lord andhis servants,
but I am perfectly well in the Lord knowing that this shall be
for the furtherance of the gospel of Christ. The presence of
the Lord be amoung you all, and his eternal power give you
victory over all your enemies, Amen.

Soon Burroughs was deported. I turns out that Henry was not so much
opposed to the visiting Quakers as he was afraid of the local authorities.
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Burroughs went on after this to write a paper about the state of the pro-
tistant church in Ireland, titled “A discovery of the idol dumb shepherds of
Ireland, and a lamitation over their starved and strayed flocks.” While I am
the first to say that this paperwas an acurate description, I will also say that
such observations angered the most corrupt of people who came here, not
to expand the kingdomof Christ, but their own pockets. Irelandwas a place
where young preachers came, and claimed to pastor over a catholic area –
and theywould use the soldiers to collect their tithes from non-protistants.
The same preachers who behaved this way were those who saw the first
Quakers here expelled – and they are also those who made us so eager to
hear that Christ offered light to every man – and more importantly we did
not have to look to evil menwith lives full of darkness in order to find Light
and Truth.

I really am getting ahead of myself – it was easy to tell about the soldier
days, that story is over, but these days start the current story – and I do not
know whether I should just skip ahead to after the protector dies, to tell
stories that are taking place in England, to tell my story, or what. Suddenly,
I ammixed up in the same story that Hollingsworth, and Loe, and Penn are
in. It is difficult to keep my mind in the period of the past when I had to
repent of all that I believed in, when my heart is in the future. There is no
place for nastalgia in my life, however when I look back there is regret and
retrospection. Luckily God is merciful, and is able to forgive all the evil a
soldier with good intentions can do.

Well, anyways, those who opened our hearts so we could hear the truth
were goneback to England, not of their freewill. Wewerenot exactly ready,
or able to holdmeetings, but wewere somewhat biased against the order of
things – remember, I joined Henry’s father because I thought he was fight-
ing for a man’s freedom to worship as he belived was right. Most of us were
independents, and here Henry was not governing but being ruled by the
whims of the presbyterians – and not even the parlementarians, but in-
stead the lazyest and most worthless that they had to offer. How such men
made it through Cambridge is a testement to the eroding standards of the-
olgical education. Perhaps, it is because they were trained in a time when
the politics of the day determined a man’s theology of the day.
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As I said, those of us who heard the first really did not know what to do.
Fortunatly, no sooner than the men were banished, a young woman, oddly
enough the same woman who lobbied the governer to free them, came to
Cork to continue their ministry. She had her own difficulties in even ariv-
ing. When she sailed for Ireland, therewas a rather nasty storm. The sailors
were a bit superstitious and they decided that it must be God’s judgement
of Barbra Blaugdone. The sailors decided the best thing they could do was
to sacrifice her to the sea, in hope that it would clear up – just as it did for
the sailors who casted Jonah overboard.

Barbra was of course not a willing participant in this plan, so she ap-
pealed to the shipmaster, pointing out that as it was his duty to keep the
passegers safe, he would be held responsilble if the crew murdered a pas-
senger. Needless to say, the shipmaster was somewhat more concerned
about the certianty of death by magistrate that the possibility of death by
foul weather, so he ordered the seamen to stand down.

The ship’s priest was terrified of this storm, andwas unable to givemin-
istry to the crewor the passengers. Itwas Sunday, and therewas a gooddeal
of fear, and concern because there was no blessing, no prayer, no scripture
reading, no nothing. One thing we can say about Barbra is she is a brave
woman who is willing to step up when something needs done. Well, she
gave them a few words of encouragement, and she said a prayer for them,
and that God would protect them for the voyage. Well, the voyage ended in
Dublin, it was not necessary to cast away cargo, the boat was still whole and
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undamaged – as were the people. The Shipmaster noticed that they faired
quite well for the storm – as it was the kind of storm that usually brings a
good deal of damage – in fact, it was the wost storm he weathered without
losing something or someone.

When she went in to petition Henry Cromwell for her friends, though it
turned out that shewas too late, they decided itwould be a good idea to play
a trick on her, and cause her to make a fool of herself. As she was waiting
to speak with Henry, a group of poeple came out, all but one of them had
hats in had, the one had his head covered. One of them asked her if she
had a petition to bring to the Lord Lutenant, Barbra replied that she did,
and she would speak with him when she saw him, noting that he was not
in this group. When asked, she could only say that she felt that they were
attempting to decieve her, so she waited.

After waiting, eventually Henry came out and sat, ready to listen to the
petition. Barbra stood, and began to speak. She continued speaking for
someminutes, mostly pointing out the injustice of Edward and Francis. She
also spoke about the state of Ireland, and the need for the Gospel of Christ,
and not the opertunistic young preachers who were looking for a position,
and not for God’s kingdom. Cromwell consulted his religious advisor, Har-
rison, and Harrison recognized the validity of Barbra’s concerns. He saw
that there were no shortage of opertunists. Barbra was given a good deal
of freedom – and Cromwell decided to spend some time thinking about ev-
erything instead of taking his normal recreation. A man hears about Joan
of Arc seeing clearly enough to know the real ruler from the false one, but
actually seeing it done is a little diconcernig. I can imagine what was going
through his mind that night: “Witch, or prophet?” Either way, it was clear
that there would be Quakers in Ireland.

THe woman did have a knack for figuring such stuff out. For example,
there was a murder, or there was a man who was to inherit land from his
brother, if there was evidence that he was dead. Well, the brother accused
an innkeeper of the murder, and said that the body could be found bricked
up at the inn, sure enough, therewas amurder - and as the inkeeper had the
body, the inkeeper was the primary suspect. The poor man, and his family
were imprisoned for this crime, the system of justice that prefers punishing
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the inocent over letting the guilty go free is insane, especially when it is so
easy to be condemed to a fatal punishment. Well, Barbra went to the man’s
brother, pointed out that he was just as, if not more guilty than anyone else
in his brother’smurder. There is something about that woman, for theman
confesed to her and also to the priest and the judge.

The judge still condemned the innkeeper to death, thoughhe had a con-
fession of guilt. Barbra wrote a letter to the judge saying that God would
judge thosewhopervert justice, and knowingly condemn the innocent. The
judge then died in his sleep, andwithout surprisemany people thought that
this was prophecy, orwitchcraft – I do not really know if she told the future,
I only know she told the truth in a rather hard way. If the Judge had lived
another 10 years, hewould still have been under God’s judement in the end.
There was still a lot of fear, for Barbra seemed to know things. People did
not know whether to fear her ability to curse, or to be happy that she saw
evil and spoke out for the common person. In the end, fear won out, and
even her former friends shied away from her. Slowly she found hersely less
and less effective as those she was hoping to reach became more and more
afraid to be associated with her, whether it was because they feared the au-
thorities would mark them as pollitically dangerous if they associated with
her, or if it was because they were afraid that she was dangerous is beyond
my ability to guess.

While she was with us, she was quite contriversial. Every time she
spoke, there were people to hear her. Some agreed, some were angry. She
slept in every jail in Cork County, it seems. To be fair to the authorities, they
were not always agaist her – though they did not like howmanydistubances
that seemed to follow her. Not long after a butcher decided that she needed
mutilated, and he fetched his cleaver to do it. The butcher was held back,
and kept from this foolishness, and the soldiers rescued Barbra, but they
were not amused. She somehow managed to show up in their reports far
too many times. Rumors spead that perhaps she was a witch, and she had
little choise but to return to her home is Bristol. These were the days when
the Quakers still attracted the radical fringes, before we had a Robert Bar-
clay to stabilize our faith, or a William Penn to remind us of the need for
moderation, or even our monthly, quarterly and yearly meetings so that
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there could be unity and endorsement. The Friends were still unorganized,
spirited, and unpredictable. These days are quite tame in comparison.
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1656

Most likely what started bringing the Quakers into a more respectable po-
sition was tolleration. When personal expression is considered just cause
for rather harsh treatment, there is little effort to control anyone. Any-
ways, during the civil war, there was no organization, no call for peace, and
nothing tying the band of preachers together. George Fox, and some oth-
ers were respected, even held to be of the same cloth, but there was not a
formal organisation until after the civil war was over and society calmed
down.

Cromwell, unhappy with the sectarian nature of parliment and how
they attempted to force Presbyterian viewsoneverybodypersonally changed
this law, after disolving parlement. He passed a law saying that people
would not be imprisioned for their religious views if they recognized Christ,
God as the creator, and the authority of scripture. He personally requested
the release of some imprisoned Quakers in England, and he offered George
Fox a leadership position in the army – which George, of course, refused.

I of course am from Sothern Ireland, however the first Quakers in Ire-
land were there a little before I arrived. There were some in Northern Ire-
land, in Lurgan back as early as 54. William Edmondson, another member
of the army, took land just the same as I did, but in Ulster instead of Cork.
He was a merchant and an importer of goods, so he would travel between
England and Ireland, selling goods.

On one of these trips, Edmondson heard the preaching of James Naylor
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– another rather interesting character. Naylor was a captivating speaker,
he really caught people’s attention. Hewas, quite possibly, themost natural
leader in the little band of Friends – peoplewanted to follow him. The prob-
lem was, not many people are strong enough to protect themselves from
their supporters – Naylor, though he was a gifted speaker and preacher,
though he was powerful with words – even on paper, well he also eventu-
ally failed…and after some prison time, and after having his tongue burned
through with a hot iron was a brokenman. But, yes – William heard Naylor
speak while he was on a buisness trip, and was facinated by what he heard.
There is someting powerful about being invited to wait in silence before
God, and to be taught by Christ. When Edmondson returned home, he held
a Friends meeting in his own home. He became a powerful minister who
traveled everywhere, even the new world. At first, he was a convert who
held meetings in his own home just as I did a couple years later. In 1656
he started feeling that God was directing him to take a more active role in
ministry, so he he closed down his shop, started a newmeeting (though not
in my area) – still this is the point William started making choices based on
his faith. It seems, that at first it was because he was not comfortable with
his life as an importer.

At this point, Quakers became somewhatmore tollerated, due toCromwell’s
order to tollerate. Friends were howerever at this point no longer trusted
in the army – seems that they realized that the leaders such as Fox were
not sympathetic to the millitary – so those friends in the army were put
out. This was a period filled with debate both on paper and in person, it
was a mentally stimulating time.

Unfortunatly, everything is about what happens in England. There was
an attitude there that the Quakers might be dangous, as I said, they began
to but us out of themilitary – which was a bad sign as our first set in Ireland
was members of the army. People in power felt threatened by these new
people who were loyal to none by Christ, Prisons started filling in England,
because some judges decided that it was a criminal offence to be associated
with Quakers, this was in spite of the fact that there was neither a law, nor a
policy at this point. Still, things continued to move forward, and our num-
bers grew, and we grew into a people. Of course, given a few more years,
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I would have left on my own – but, I was one of those put out. The bad
thing about being put out of the army is that I had pay due me, that I still
have not recieved – this was a common pracitece. In fact, this is a pracitice
of the kings as well, it seems that governments are quite eager to collect
taxes, but are quite slow to pay bills – the best way to go bankrupt is to pro-
vide a service for the government and need for them to pay you what they
promised.

Well, William Edmondson began to travel and preach, and the Friends
were spread over Ireland. The more Friends there were, the greater fear
there was amoung the authorities. Poor Edmonson was eventually hunted,
so that he feared even using bridges. He would cross the river away from
the bridge, even in the winter – and even this precaution was not enough.
He became quite ill, for one time when he pulled this trick, he was put into
the dungeon in his wet clothing. This time was both promising, and it was
frustrating. There was the fact of a law that promised freedom, and the
experience of oppression. Seems that a good law does not moderate the
practice of an evil judge.

Well, in this period, Edmondson preached in my area, more Friends
such as Thomas Loe, Richard Roper, and William Waller. I even traveled
a little, and spoke in Dublin. The days of Cromwell had their benifits to say
the very least. It would be fair to say that the man had a lot of expectia-
tions – people do not go to war, and change a government in order to leave
things the same – and he failed to abolish the system of tithes, which were
applied in such a way as to encourage coppuption and theft. There was talk
of abolishing the system, however the government could not figure out how
to support the state-church without a mandentory collection. This system
was of course abused in Ireland.

Yes, I spoke in Dublin, I also spent some time in Newcastle Prison in
Dublin. I was a former soldier, speaking to the people of Dublin, calling on
them to listen to the voice of Christ, and I was placed in custody. I was
in prison, because I was not a licensed preacher, they started requiring li-
censes so that the could control what was said, and it resulted in filling the
prisons, Well, I wrote a letter to the judges comparing and contrasting lo-
cal rule to the rule of Moses. You see, there was a time when Moses was a



CHAPTER 28. 1656 116

ruler, and there were a number of people who God caused to preach. There
were seventy in the camp, and many people would listen to them. Several
of Moses’s aids were afraid that this would reduce his command over the
people, for Moses was the one who talked to God. Moses however, being
the one who truly did talk to God corrected those who were jealous for his
sake – he said to them: “I wish thewhole of our people were prophets”. I let
them know that Moses put God above himself, and that they were attempt-
ing to control God’s light. Several others were also arrested, my wife was
imprisoned for the crime of speaking – and she was forbidden any visitors.
Of course, this what was considdered tolleration and protection. When the
government was against us – things were worse. I did what I could though,
I spoke and I wrote, and I pointed out to the leaders that they were not fol-
lowing the law, which was to let those who believed that Jesus was lord,
God was creator, and the Bible was true, to leave them in peace and now
imprison them for their beliefs.

The prisons, oh that is something that is truly an injustice. I do not
know what is more injust, the prisons, or the practice of humiliation, or
the fact that a judge does not wish to offer justice. Judges mocking those
ahead of them, not allowing them to face their accusers, there were even
incedents where a judge may tell the jury how to rule. Judges were known
to invent laws never passed, and just find excuses for punishment. Some of
the punishments were strange - Evan Davis, from where I lived in Bradon,
was tied to a horse, his head facing the horses tail, and the horse was run
out of town. Now, of course that is dangerous as it is undignified, but any
harm that comes was not directly done by the magistrate. A war-widdow
was arrested at a friend’s meeting, Her name was Sarrah Bennett, and her
charge was that she was a begger. She was not a begger – and even if she
were, the blame would rest on the state – for her livelyhood was sacrificed
for the commonwealth. The injustice had grown to the point that aman, or
a woman would be put in prison for a quiet peaceful meeting on personal
property. The Commonwealth had become persecuters.
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<++> By this time, the law that a man would not be imprisoned for what he
believed was, if not repealed, it was ignored. The judges had decided that
it was to be illegal to be a Quaker. Fox and Cromwell had a couple of talks,
but there was not agreement – and Cromwell was becoming a little scared.
He was a king without a crown, and he had many factions disagreeing on
what the shape of the commonwealth should be. He did what he knew how
to do, he kept peace through force.

The result of this was that a man could be fined and imprisoned for
nothing more than having a guest in his own home. Richard Pierce of Lim-
erick was fined for having a man called Brown as a guest. He refused to
pay the fine, as there was no reason for it – so the soldiers came and looted
his property. John Brown, who was visiting on buisness, actually to collect
some accounts recievable as he was a buisness man, was forcefully run out
of town for religious reasons, though consindering that his purpose for be-
ing there was about money, one is tempted to think he was run out so to
avoid paying a bill.

Richard was a pharmacist, as well as being a friend, and hemade his liv-
ing by having a Pharmacutical shop. Because of his faith, some of the physi-
cians avoided using his buisness, however this was not enough for them.
Eventually they began to plot on how they could either ruin his buisness,
or have him expelled from the town. As you may have read, Jesus said in
his sermon on the mount “Swear not at all”. Richard followed that com-
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mand, and when there was an oppertunity to not swear, it brought the end
of his buisness and expultion from town. Richard became poor Richard, for
his livelyhood was destroyed without leaving him the means to build up a
buisness again.

One thing that seems interesting about the number of cases, the Quak-
ers targeted tended to be merchants, and when they were turned out of
town or imprisoned, their merchandice was seized, whether it was food, or
drugs, or salt, or goods, theywere siezed. There seems so little justice when
life is so much about robbery.

Back in England, Cromwell was sick, dying even. There was talk of
restoring the crown and there was a lot of insanity going on. Cromwell
did see Fox before he died, and fox reported that he looked like he already
had one foot in the grave. His body was failing him.

He caught malaria, and that was weakening him greatly. He also had
something very wrong in his kidneys, his body grew more and more pale,
andmore andmoremorbid. The stench of rotting fleshwaswith him. parts
of him were dying, and by the fall all of him died.

Richard, oliver’s son took his position, but Oliver’s soldiers never had
followedRichard. Wehardly followedHenry, so he had no connection to us.
He never served in parlement, so there was no loyalty to Richard from the
parlementarians either. It was clear that there was noone to rule. George
Monck took power over Richard, and restored parlement – all of parlement.

By the end of Cromwell’s life, the love people had for him was starting
to disolve. He had become more and more crazy – he disolved parlement,
he fought wars in Europe. The day he died, they danced in the streets of
amsterdam. The Irish celebrated, and there were some English who smiled.
He meant well, but he succumed to paranoia.

Monck was a republican, he was against absolute rule, either by a king
in name, or a king in fact. It was important to him that parlement was re-
stored. Parlement had quite enough of the Cromwell’s, so they sent an invi-
tiation to Charles II to return to England offering him the thrown. Charles
accepted. He wrote his terms from Breda in the Netherlands1. In the terms,

1Historians will say he wrote them in Brussles, part of the Spanish Netherlands, and
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Charles promised to leave the parlement in power, and it promised toller-
ation.

Upon his return, his father’s judges were executed. Every man who
signed a piece of paper related to the trial or executionwas executed. Oliver
Cromwell was dug up, the head removed from the rest of the corpse, and
the corpse itself was thrown into a dunghill and the head made into a tro-
phy. If you ever have the misfortune to enter London, you can see the skull
on a pole in front of Westminster hall. It is quite the tourist attraction.

Richard is still alive. Charles did not think it was necesary to punish
the son for the behavior of the father. His daughter’s bones were also left
undisturbed, though the bones of her husbandwere ripped appart, the body
was hung and hewas put on display as well. (If you recall, he died in Ireland
while we were all ill).

marked them as Breda, as the English were at war with the Spanish
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America, Mass

<++> Sometimes, there is nothing but bad news. For generations, people
were able to go to the Americas, It was a place where the poor could find
land andmake a life. It was a placewhere independents could practice their
faith. The stories that came back said that it was rough, but there was hope
there.

One of the colonies was calledMassachettsus. Massachettsuswas rulled
by someone called Cotton Mathner, it was rulled by the puritians. There
was some news that came from the place, disturbing news.

The best way to descibe what happened in the Puritian colony, that was
settled generations ago by the Mayflower was insanity. Many people came
so they couldworshipwithout fear of political disadvantage. My family had
the P on their name, so it was easy to understand why they went there.

Well, theywerenot the only oneswhowent to thenewworld. Catholics,
baptist, independents, andothersmoved to thenewworld andmadehomes.
There was much fear as the communities. They made one community af-
ter another, some open other less open. Mathner, and others were afraid.
They were afraid that things might change, that there maybe a people who
were not puritian. Whether a person was a baptist, an independent, or a
Catholic the person was called a Witch.

Amoung the first part of their bad behavior was sending an old woman
out to die, simply because of what she believed, or did not believe. Likely
this was not where it began, but Anne Hutchinson was the first “Quaker”
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they claimed to have punished. Oddly enough, this was backwhile Charles I
was still King, and before therewere any Friends in England. When they ex-
plained the necessity of punishing and killing the Quakers, theymentioned
Anne Hutchinson, and they also mentioned the witchcraft of Rode Island.
Of course, Friends did start to go to the Americas, many of us to live in the
freedom of Rode Island. Some to bring Christ to the red Indians, some just
to settle somewhere else, and some to preach Christ to such a people as
those who lived in places like Boston.

Well, as they watched Rode Island fill with people, mostly Baptists and
independents, theyworried. Therewas a good and strongmeeting inProviedence,
and there were friends who felt a call to share the gospel with their neigh-
bors.

When they came, the women would be stripped naked, and tested to
see if they were witches. Somewould be striped naked, tied behind a horse,
drug on the ground from town to town – and in each town forced to stand
and be publically whipped. Many were branded, and still wear the scar-
let letter on their flesh. The cruelty that people experience in places like
Massechetus are unmatched anywhere else in the world. The goal is humil-
iation, and humiliation can often advance to death. Whatever the punish-
ment was though, striping the person naked, publically was an important
part of it.

Well Cotton and his people were convinced that the whole world was
full of witches, there are sufficient rumors that they killed a good deal of
their own churchmembers, but they started passing laws about Friends ba-
sically as soon as they heard of us. At first, the bad behavior was the same
bad behavior that they gave everyone. When there was a name, things be-
came worse. They passed laws saying that if any friends would come in to
the colony,

Well Cotton and his people were convinced that the whole world was
full of witches, there are sufficient rumors that they killed a good deal of
their own churchmembers, but they started passing laws about Friends ba-
sically as soon as they heard of us. At first, the bad behavior was the same
bad behavior that they gave everyone. When there was a name, things be-
came worse. They passed laws saying that if any friends would come in
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to the colony. The penalty for a shipmaster who landed with a Quaker on
boardwas that hewas to be imprisoned until the Quaker was gone. Quakers
were to have their ears cut off, and their tongues drilled throughwith a hot
iron.

Those who did not attend the state churchwere striped naked and pub-
lically whipped for for non-attendence. Those who attended another ser-
vice were drug from one town to another, and whipped in one town after
another as an example. As I said, it was they were not a kind people, it was
a bad place to be. A bad place, even for a presbyteran or a puritian. Either
way, the rule of law was fear.

Well, it became intollerable. Eventually, in 1656, they did banish those
who came aboard the Speedwell. In 57, there were several who came into
boston on the Woodhouse. Some others entered into the Dutch colony of
New amsterdam. The Friends who visited Massechettts were whipped, and
mutilated, ears cut off – just as the law said. The law also said that if any
resident were Quaken, they would be killed, if they did not recant.

On an october day of 1659 they began to hang friends untill they were
dead. They hung men and women. Fortunately, Charles II felt that it was
necessary to showmore tollerence, and he ordered them to stop the killing.
The collonists wrote books to say that thier behavior was necessary, ram-
bling books that described a landwhere there were witches causing trouble
and making curses in every villiage.

The Puritians of America did follow the king’s wishes though – even
though they did not wish to – they changed the punishment of hanging
to the punishment of being tied behing a cart, and dragged from town to
town, and being publically whipped in each place. It was no less cruel than
the hanging, though a man was more likely to survive.

I know, it is difficult to believe that we go to the Americas for new hope,
and a new life – but it is an interesting place to go for an experment. In
1620, Massechetsus was an experment, and it showed the same thing that
Cromwell showed - that a purified Engilsh church rulling society and con-
troling parlement does not create a land where man is free. Fortunately,
this is not the only land there. There is the land of the Dutch, there is
Maryland where the Catholics live, the Baptists have settled Rode Island,
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and have invited others to live amoung them. Some places were settled for
money, there is no shortage of experments. Ours is to see if it is possible to
make a land where a man has the freedom to speak and think for himself,
even if he is very wrong.

Penn has decided that this collony will be very different. New Amster-
dam is Dutch, The English colonies are English, the Spanish land is Spanish,
and the French have their lands. Penn feels that we need to be able to build
a place where men can live together in peace. He has offered his invitaiton,
not only to us, but also to Germans, to Dutchmen, to the French, and to any
who wants to be part. We will not be the majority, for there will be many
German Baptists, several Moravians, a good deal of Mennonites, and per-
haps some who have no clear belief. The rule is that none will be harmed –
We will see if it is possible for men to have different oppinions and live in
peace. This will not be the first holy experment, but, God willing this one
will be successful.
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1660

<++> By 1660, we were unwelcome in my hometown. As I told you, I had
been a connection between the different communities – I collected rent for
one of the landholders and administered his estate. This positionmay have
wonme allies, but those allies were not stronger than opponents. The short
of the story is that Quakers were not welcome anywhere in Cork, and there
were laws to remove us. They passed laws saying that there were to be
no meetings, and rumors that a meeting might happen were held as cause
enough for house arrest.

One Miles Gray decided to preach in the streets, and he was beaten by
one of the army. He was hit with a stave until the stave broke, then he was
beat in the chest with the but end of it, after attempitng to batter him to
death, he was placed in prison, and held with the hardened criminals for a
year. These things were happening again and again – there was very little
I could do. Those things that I could do, I did do – for I spend my time in
Newgate prison. I was arrested right in meeting, as a good dozen others,
several of them women.

If you value your health, or your life you do not enter a Irish prison, the
guards and the wardens do not care about either our lives or our health.
For the winter, the fire that heats the building is vented through windows
in the dungeon, so that we have no shortage of smoke, but a great shortage
of heat. Breathing is a challange, if a man can find enough light that he
should be able to read, he cannot because the smoke is too thick to see the
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paper.
They do not feed thier prisoners. Family and friends bring food when

they come to visit. In most cases, the guards are not so cruel as to prevent
food from coming in, but they are never so generous as to be the ones to
give it. There have been caseswhen foodwas prevented as an act of cruelty,
or there have been rumors. I do not know whether to believe them or not,
but I do know that if a murderer, or a thief has behaved so badly that he
no longer has friends or family to keep him fed, then he will not live long
enough to hang. We would share our food though, we even visited and
brought food to the prison at times, because we knew there were men in
there, whether guilty or not. There is a compassion that comes when you
share misfortune. In a time of injustice, it is difficult to accept the excuse
that it is justice.

The noise, oh the noise of a prison is quite possibly worse than the
stench, or the smoke. Every gate that is slamed echos throughout the place.
If a man is whipped, whether for punishment, or for entertainment, then
we get to hear the strokes, whack, one, whack two, whack three. We get
to hear the screams, the whimpers, and then those turning into silence as
the poor man loses the strength to cry out, then the presence of mind to
even whimper. Even after he has passed out, you hear the wipping, wack
thirty nine wack, fourty, wack fourty one. One time, I counted at least five
hundred strokes. The man they were wipping stopped crying out by fifty,
he was unconscious longer than he was conscious, but they continued to
beat him.

Not only did we suffer smoke, and the noise, both of the building it-
self and the torture that happened there, but we also suffered from the fact
that there was no sanitiion. Yes, food was brought in, but waste was not re-
moved. There was not even permisson to clean. It is true, sometimes filth
would move from an upper level to a lower level, but it would not leave
the building, neither the rare scrap of food left unconsumed, nor the mass
of waste that came after food was eaten. The muck that went through our
bodies went above my ancles. It was not possible to lay down to sleep with-
out being smothered it it - a person had to find a way to sleep standing, or
a corner to sit in. A prison is a place to catch illness, frostbite, to be baked,



CHAPTER 31. 1660 126

or to catch plague. It would be better to be a vegabound for real, which is
what they called us.

Edward at this point pulled down his couler and showed that there was
a red scar, two lines, about a fifteen degree angle, the lines two inches long,
and meeting together, like a triangle but without the top. Edward pointed
to the scar, and said: “They gave this tomewith a hot iron, they branded us
like cattle, thismarkwas to show that wewere Vegabonds, even though ev-
ery one of us had a home, and a trade. They branded us criminals, while ig-
noring those who were commiting the same crime, if one can call poverty a
crime. There are enoughpoor in theworld, why aperson should be branded
and imprisoned for poverty is a mystery beyond what I hope to know.

Charles promised everyone that he would give tollerence. It is difficult
to judge where this tollerence was – however it is also difficult to judge
whether we suffered from a lack of the King’s tollerence (we do), or if it
was a reaction to his being more tollerent to the Catholics of Ireland than
those who lived on the plantations. Charles started returning land to some
who’s land was siezed. Not all the new landholders were happy about that
deal – it is likely that we suffered from that.

Friends were at this point starting to organize. Well, the start was in
56, when dear George and James Nayler had a bit of an argument – I was,
I’m afraid, on Nayler’s side, we were a bit rough then – but, we’ve calmed
down. Well, Starting in 56, but really starting to take shape in the early
60’s, the friends started organizing. Fox thought it was important to make
monthly and quarterly meetings, so that the group could moderate the in-
dividual, and keep a rule over us. The system was fully built by 1668, with
regularmeetings and control, but by 1666 therewas a central discipline and
control. We were called Quakers in the 1650’s, but in the 1660’s we joined
together and became unified by the end.

This joining together was difficult. John Story, one of our most promi-
nateministerswas deeply against the organization into a…regulated church.
He was also against the establishment of women’s meetings for buisness,
and of authority moving from the individuals to london. There was a lot
of fear that this control would kill the spirit that spread Quakerism – and,
perhaps they are right – back then, I wondered if there would be any of my
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neighbors who would not one day be convinced, today, I know that this is
not what will happen.

Anyways, we changed – A good way to put it is that we became re-
spectable. Another way to put it is we were organized out of a diverse
group. Amoung those who became Friends were seekers, radical Baptists of
several sorts, Ranters, Levelers, Diggers, Cromwell’s old soldiers, Catholics
who found it safer to be a Quaker than a Catholic (mostly priests), some
royalst Scottish prebeterians oddly enough. Fox found a unity where be-
fore there was conflict – he found the truth that Chist killed this conflict
in his flesh, and he united those of us that were once divided. Sometimes,
when I remember those days, I wonder if the Quakers before organization
joined together remembering the insane days, when we suffered for each
other. I know these days, there is a denial that the Ranters who joined the
movement before organization have any part of it. This denial has become
true. There is no longer a place for that past…and, I must say that my heart
agrees.

It is easy to be nastalgic for the time when people preached freely in
every way, before elders were chosen to judge ministry, before ministers
were recorded, before traveling minutes were writted, before a committee
read books to see if they were acceptable for publication.



32

1661

The year of geneal imprisonment ended, but there was a new chalenge the
loyalty oath. In other words, the prisons were to be emptied and they were
to be filled again. This is sort of normal in these parts.

We know we suffered from the oath of loyalty. After the civil war,
Charles wanted to know that people would not fight against him. The same
poeple swore loyalty to the king that swore opposition to him some years
before, but for some strange reason this was held to be good enough. The
rule came in 1661.

As I wrote in a letter to Edward Burroughs, my, at this point, fellow
prisoner, but in general my fellow laborer.

Have lately been at Dublin with Codte and the Chancellor, who
have sent an Order to all the Counties where our Friends are
in Prison, that they be all forth with set at Liberty, over the
wholeNation, if they be in only uponAccount of their Religion,
so that, I think, most Friends may be released speedily; but
they thinkwe shall not long remain so: For the Bishops thrust-
ing themselves into the Parliament and Councils, and Places in
Civil Employment, have already very much darkned the Mag-
istrates of this Nation, so that I think after a little while they
may do any Thing with them but Good. And a Bill is passed
bothHouses of Parliament, thatNone shall be permitted to live
in any City or Town Corporate, but such as will take the Oath
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of Allegiance and Supremacy, and the Bill is now carried to the
King by some of the Members in this Parliament, to be signed,
and if the King doth it, we expect all to be put out accordingly.
So I thought it convenient to acquaint thee therewith, that if
the Parliament do it, though ’designedly against the Papists,
yet the Act will take hold on us, and it is our Desire, if thou
judge it meet, that this Matter be laid before the King, before
he sign the Bill.
Edward Cook

Anyways, what happened is they traded one reason to hold us for an-
other, for we refused to swear, because Christ commanded against it. There
were petitions made to the King and Parlement, but they all failed, so in a
very short time the prisons were emptied and they were filled again. It
must have been inconvienent to search for men to lock up, it certianly did
not enrich the nation. With all this insanity, we lived in a world where a
Britton was a bankrupt. The world was insane.

In this time, we became a major leading group in Brittish religious life.
We were the first of the Independents, though, of course, we never sur-
rpassed the state-religion parties we lead the Free Church movement in
numbers and in people – at least in England. When we traveled abroad, we
foundmany who were friendly to our ideas, and entered into dialogue with
us, however they did not join with us, but instead remained of themselves.
You will likely meet many of them, Penn invited many from Europe.

A good deal of good came out of the imprisonments. I know, this is
difficult to see, but it is vere much true. Remember, I told you about the
change that came in the 1660’s, well in order for that change to come, we
had to meet together, and we had to talk. It was necessary for us to exam-
ine ourselves, and each other – not all our deeds were blameless, even the
best of us wrote papers that stated a point or two foolishly. Prison time
gave a whole lot of us time to have very useful meetings for worship, and
to conduct buisness.

Remember, I mentoned Naylor - he was the spiritual mentor of the first
Friendswho came to visit Ireland. I amhis spiritual Grandchild. Well, he did
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a little passion play, oh a few years before the general imprisonment…and it
angered a lot of people. He came into town on a donkey, with people crying
hosanna, and the refference was clear. He was arrested, they burned a hole
right through his tongue and they brandede him. Those who arrested him
saw him as the chief of the Quakers, and, he might have been – there was
no formal organization, leadership, or anything yet at that point.

Fox saw Naylor in prison, and while Naylor attempted to greet Fox, Fox
was not willing to speak with Naylor, In fact, Fox was quit stern, as he can
be. At this point, he started wondering about how he could prevent this
from happening again. Prison made this all possible, men who would be
too busy traveling woud be forced together.

The tendancy to put a bunch of political prisoners togerther is also a
bit dangerous for the state. The poor maigstrates have n idea how many
converts we had who were convined during our meetings in the dungeon.

Even more important is that while we were being imprisoned, and suf-
fering hostilities, we had all the time in theworld towrite. Action orriented
menwhowouldnormally never have stopped to pick up the Pen turned into
menwhowrote prolifically. If you bother Valentine, for example, I imagine
that there is a volume ofmanuscripts, he likely will show it toWilliam Penn
when we land, and they discuss the future of the collony…where was I, the
mind does wonder.

Well, things were better, and they were worse - and we were growing
as a society. Things were being set in motion for the future. Our greatest
leaders wrote when they could not speak, and the writing was volumous.
They had the space and time to debate with one another, and correct one
another. The King saw fit to hold us together, making every major prison a
meeting house. God saw fit to bring us together.
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1662 and following

In 1662, things became hostile. The king at first did not trust us, we were
not Independents, or baptist (and thus republicans,) nor were we Presbyte-
rians, and thus royalist – we were an unknown. The Kings advisors, seeing
our patience in facing prisonwarnedhim thatwewould overthrow the gov-
ernment if given the oppertunity. Considering this, they made laws saying
that it was illegal for us to attend meeting. The law said that if more than
five met together for worship, and they were not state sponsored, that the
wholemeeting could be imprisoned. This had the result of filling theprison,
and oddly enough filling the meetinghouse.

As wewere growing together, Colonel Cunningham, a soldier, a Presby-
terian semmitarian, and a man of parlement, and a truely cruel and hateful
manbecame influential in parlement. His legal opinion, andhe debated it at
length was that it “was lawful to put the Quakers to death as false prophets
and witches.” In 1663, Ireland became dangerous in exactly the same way
as Massetchetsus was in the American collonies. Fortunately for us, there
was a good deal of hatred and mistrust to this governer. He was hateful
to all, and everyone was more than happy to return the curtocy. He was
suspected in a plot, and this suspicion doublessly shortened his life.

The collection of tythes was increased in ernest, so our property was
siezed. This bad behavior was not directed to us any more that it was di-
rected at the people of Ireland, but this does not mean that we only got our
fair share. Preachers would tell their congregation it they “owed us any
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Thing, they need not pay it; or if they knockt us on the Head, the Lawwould
hear them out.” To encourage such abusive behavior was hardly necessary,
for many of us were already missing the front set of teeth – after blooding
someone’s nuckles with them. What is most unfortunate is that this was
true. Abuse on the streets was ignored just as it was in prison.

This injustice, again was a turn arround for us in public opinion. As
cruel as leaders are, the hatefulness is not universal. Our neighbors – a big
cooperate our, started offering help. They offered to trade for us, and allow
us to maintain our livelyhood away from those who would assult and rob
us. Seems that if you do your neighbor no harm, and show kindness, that
even if he disagrees with you he returns kindness with kindness. The end
result is that our numbers and our reputation increased. Injustice can fill
politics, and not reach the people, perhaps this means that things will be
better when the people have a closer tie to their political life.

The Anglican prelate of Ireland heard of this abuse, he heard that even
priests were suggesting these behaviors. He expressed his disgust that any
person who claimed to be God’s servant should do such injustice in God’s
name. He ordered this behavior to stop – and he invited the Friends to
submit grievences to him if such behavior continued. Our reputation with
the govenment at this point was starting to grow, we were not free, but
they were begining to see us as maybe being reasonable. A good way to
describe the pattern is that for a moment we have hope, Fox and others
tell the king’s men that we are no threat, and they believe us. We have
had some troublewith someunfortunate associations though, that problem
grew weaker over time as we built a system to oversee those who spoke on
behalf of friends…but, such things take time to build, and they do change
everything.

Whatever reason they may have seen in us, our property is still taken
from us, we still enter the jail at some one’s whim. Recently, there has been
a jailor that likes to starve Quakers, and will put a person who brings food
into the stocks. We have Friends with the reputation to talk to the king’s
face, there have been promises that things will get better, and the better
the get on paper, the crueler they become in fact, because there are some
who oppress only so they can stay in power. Fortunately for us all, one
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of those who had the ear of the King was William Penn Jr, the son of the
great Admral Penn. In a very real way, the story of Penn is the story of this
journey.

When we arrive, we will not be alone, as you know, there are at least 70
other boats, Penn is on the Welcome. You may also know that there were
Friends who settled in Maryland, because not every part of the Americas
are hostile. Reports say that the Friends in the America’s are fairly unified.
Well, Fox himself visited the Americas, and he set up meetings of buisness,
just as we have done here. The Yearly meeting in Maryland was up and
functioning before the one in London. We have friends, and we are not
alone.
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The most important of our little group it turns out is William Penn. He’s
younger, but he has something that the rest of us did not have, connections.
Whenour greatest leadersmanaged to gain audience and conversationwith
national leaders, they had little reason to listen.

He came from a military family, new nobility, and with debt and access
to the King. Perhaps, for the moment, I should call him Junior, though no
one does these days, as I tell you what matters of the history of William
Penn Sr, the Admiral.

He was made Admiral by Parlement in 1647, commanding the fleet in
the Irish seas, he became a political prisoner in 48, because some suspected
him of being a royalist at a time when parlement was clearly against the
king. The new admiral was imprisoned, but was released and reassigned to
fight the Dutch

Admiral Penn fought Dutchmen during cromwells war with the Dutch.
After fighting the Dutch in the sea surrounding the British Islands, he was
sent to fight in the seas near the newworld. Some would say that Pen was a
roundhead, because he fought under the rule of the Parlement, but he was
no republican – he was simply a English soldier who took commands from
his government. In his American campaign, he was directly responsible
for inceasing English influence, and establishing English territory in the
Caribian Islands, this is something that of course annoyed the Spaniards
greatly.

Penn was impisoned again, somewhere in this period he began com-
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municating with royalists and Charles II about the possibility of restoring
the monarchy. I do not know what his politics were at the time, but he did
manage to make both sides question where his loyalties were.

The admiral was awardedwith land here in Cork County. He settled and
raised his family in Ireland, andhewas for themost part, a respected citizen
of Ireland. There weremoments of political turmoil when someone tried to
make a claim to the Admiral’s land, but this was not sucessfull. He was hon-
ored and respected by the English government, both King and parlement.
When Parlement reconvined, I was shocked, and yet not surplised to learn
that the majority was royalist and not republican. Many people considered
the Republican experment a failure when Oliver failed to bring the changes
that his army fought for. His son spent political capitol he never earned,
and brought people to feel that the new ways may not have been better.

The votewas taken, and the kingwas invited back to rule, themonarchy
was restored. The Admiral William Penn was chosen to escort and protect
Charles II, the admiral managed to convince the King that he intended to be
loyal to the restoration government, and he maintained his position. The
admiral grew in influence to become Sir William Penn, though there were
some who tried to have his lands taken from him, in stead of decreasing
with the change in government he increased. It likely did not hurt that
Penn changed thenameof his personal boat toRoyal Charles from theNaseby.
You see, the boat was an 80 gun ship of the line, one of the strongest boats
in the Comonwealth’s fleet. It was given the name of one of Cromwell’s
battles, where Charles I actually was able to see the very heart of his army
die. Before taking Charles II back to London, the ships name showed the
change of minds in England. Penn was a man who followed orders, unlike
the late Cromwell who changed the government to one that would do as
he wished. Though many could not see it – Penn was loyal to something
greater than a faction, he was loyal to his nation. Penn was made a knight,
and had some access to royalty.

The Royal Charles saw service aganst the Dutch, with Penn appointed
Captian of the Fleet. Captian of the fleet is kind of an acting rear admi-
ral rank. It is a battlefield designation, that has the rights, privledges, and
payment of an admiral, but it vanishes when the campaign is over. He was
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under the direct comand of James, Duke of York, Charles II’s son, crown
prince of England and Scotland. The Admiral also wrote the book on Brit-
tish naval tactics. In his time of the Navy, Charles over extended himself,
and the government could not afford to pay the Sailor’s wages. By this time,
the Admiral had seen a good deal of success, so he paid his sailors out of his
own resoures instead of letting them go unpaid. The king and the govern-
ment recognized the debt, but never found the funds to repay it. At the end
of his life, the government still owed him at least a king’s randsom.
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YoungWilliam Penn really knew nothing of royal rule when he was a child.
He was born during the Civil war, lived a life with his father away at sea,
in his youngest days, he lived in London, which was in morbid decay. The
filth and the social envirnment caused his family to choose rural life, and
they moved to Essex.

Penn was schooled in Oxford, but met with the Quakers, specifically
Thomas Loe at his familie’s Irish estate, where they finally settled. There
was something about what the Friend’s taught that greatly inspired Penn,
but he was also a little cadet, wearing armor, uniform and sword. Young
PennattendedCharles’s corenationwithhis father, hewas quitewell known,
and became a principled scholor. Likely he became interested in people’s
freedom of thought when one of his teachers was fired for unorthodox
ideas. Penn was amoung the students that protested this, and the students
were expelled and fined. He went to Paris to complete his schooling, and
he became his father’s corrier during the war. The Penns both went to sea,
and the younger William would be the one to report to the King. Young
Penn was later a soldier who fought for the king against the Irish rebellion,
surprisingly it was Elder Penn, the millitary commander, who encouraged
Penn to think carefully before becoming a professional soldier.

One quite interesting thing about Penn, he is a rather serious, very prin-
cipled man. He will not throw away his beliefs to be pragmatic, he will side
with anyone he thinks is wronged. Well, he happedened to hear Loe speak,
and he started to attend a Quakermeeting near his home in Cork. themeet-
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ing was raided, and Penn was arested. He was quite literally convinced by
being accused. He could not see the justice, so he sided, as alwayswith those
who’s liberties were taken away, and he writes a letter to the President of
Munster province explaining how unjust such behavior is.

The Admiral of course is rather unhappy about this recent develop-
ment. A good description of the Admiral is more flexable and pragmatic
than his son. The father points out that young William has the family his-
tory, the skill, and the attitude necessary to be successful at royal court
politics, that he could influence the nation with his wit, his charm, and his
respectability. There was much yelling about how choosing the wrong bat-
tles could wreck this oppertunity.

Young William pointed out that he had been interested in the Friends
since he was a child. He had heard Loe speak, and he was interested in
hearing and knowing more. The father offered to pray for the son, that he
never speak to Quakers again, and the son offered to jump out the nearest
window to avoid the prayer.

Penn did turn Quaker, slowly his dress became more and more plain,
though what is plain for an aristocrat trying to be plain is extravigent for
an average man. Eventually he stopped wearing his sword, showing that
he no longer held on to his position as cavileer. He became known to all
the leading Quakers, young Penn was one of a new generation of noble,
powerful Friends (along with David and Robert Barclay of Scottland). As
he was changing, he became reclusive, studious, and…managed to keep a
relationship with his father, though the Admiral was disapointed.

Penn became an author, writing at first some rather difficult and acca-
demic papers that could be read in a rather unfortunate way. One of these,
“sandy foundation shaken” attacked speculative scholastic theology. This
paper was enough to get him landed in prison, in the tower of London, and
was popularly called: “That horrid and abominable piece against the Holy
Trinity” The time in the tower, though it seperated him from his books,
gave him time to produce the first draft of No Cross No Crown, as well as an
apologetic paper called “Innocency with her open face” which suggested
that “Sandy foundation shaken” was misunderstood by its readers – this
may be true, for I do not have the education to understand it. Fortunately,
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his speech became more plain quickly, and less abstract theories about ab-
stract theorizing. No cross no Crown was a rather good book, it tells a man
how to live a just life – and it tells how the luxury of a few is paid for by the
toil of the many poor.

Elder Penn was kind enough to visit his son in prison. Father and son
did fight, this stubbroness was to say the least a disapointment, and a dan-
ger, however though the Admiral’s enemies said differently about him, he
was not a petty man, or at least not when it came to his son. In all things,
he was a dutiful, and worried father. YoungWilliam wrote more and more,
he became interested in theology, philosophy of good government, and the
ideas of living a good life. Even in his 20’s he showed a depth that the great-
est thinkers never obtain, and he showed a willingness to ask the danger-
ous questions, which resulted in more prison time. Even with the younger
man’s choise, father and son maintained a relationship. He was in prison,
but there was no trial, and no charges were brought up. Though he was
told what he had to do for freedom, there was no intention to say that he
actually blasphemed. The paper was too cleverly written to actually show
the authors religious views, the best they could do is say that he published
without a license, and you can’t hold someone forever for that…so they held
him without charges and without trial as if he were a danger to king and
country.

This devotion is remarkable, because the son was held in the Tower of
London. The Tower of London has a long history as a prison, dating back
to the time of William the conquerer. The tower really was not intended
to be a prison, but it held people who were considered too good to be held
prisoner with more common people. It was a fortress complex, and had
some apartments that were quite comfortable as well as holding a prison
ward. Penn was not given a comfortable apartment. His paper angered the
Bishop, who was determined that he would die there, or publically admit
the error of his ways. Penn’s friends were not allowed to speak with him,
he was isolated. Only family and the Bishop could visit him. To his father,
Penn shared his determination to stay instead of being conquered in this
way. To the Bishop he would say: “the Tower was the worst argument in
the world to convince me; for whoever was in the wrong, those who used
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force for religion never could be in the right”. When our Friend William
was released – it was by the request of James, the Duke of York.

After younger William was released, his father sent him to Ireland to
manage the Irish property, Penn also started a relationship with the Pen-
nington family by showing a deep intrest in Isaac Pennington’s step daugh-
ter. At this point, William Penn has met, and is forming relationships with
all the major Quaker leaders, he was a research assistant to George Whit-
head in a little religious debate, he talked with George fox about matters
of conscience, and living at peace, and now he was planning to join with
the Pennington family. Penns time in Ireland has mostly been described,
and I did not know about it. You see, when all the Quakers were released,
Penn had lobied the Irish lords, using his position and his respect to do so
– unfortunately, this only lasted a few months, as they after the law mak-
ing it illegal to be a quaker was removed, it was replaced by a law forbiding
any group of five or more from meeting under pretence of worship, unless
members of an established church. They chose a number so small that they
could arrest a family for praying before supper! Anyways, it became a bad
time to be a Baptist, or a Friend, or anything except the newly reestablished
Anglican.
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Penn returned to England, and spend some timewith his father – The admi-
ral was not as strong as he used to be. In fact, the good Lord only gave him a
few more months in this world. Penn, of course, was soon to discover new
trouble. He was, at this time, a well known friend, and habitually attended
meeting. Upon arival, the frinds found a the meetinghouse locked by lo-
cal authorities, so many of the friends decided the best thing to do was to
sit outside and continue to hold the meeting. Some of those who observed
themeeting were not Friends, nor friendly. Themeeting was broke up, and
bothe Penn, and William Mead were arrested for preaching in the street
without a license, and disturbing the peace. About 300 people attended
this outdoor meeting, but the trial just named William Penn, Gentleman,
and William Mead, linen draper.

The trial was to be one of the most important of our time, it truly an-
gered Penn, and the people. We won the war of popular opinion through
this trial. From start to finish the trial ignored all principles of justice. It
started with a complex document of charges, and a call for “how do you
plee”. Penn requested a written copy of the charges, as he had no repre-
sentation and “could not reasonably be expected to recal them verbatum”.
The court, unlike any other, refused this simple act. Penndemanded a guar-
entee that he would be allowed to defend himself – this was given so he and
Mead plead not guilty.

The court held Penn and Mead, they required them to report for trial,
however the court heard everyone else first. Penn andMead were required
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to observe every criminal trial as their own was delayed. This behavior
continued for over a week, exausting and confusing the defendents. For-
tunately for William Penn, the term Gentleman was correctly applied. His
familywas new to landedGentry, but Penn studied at Oxford, and in Europe.
He studied the theories of law and politics, so he had a general understand-
ing even though the laws of England at this time changed so quickly that
even a specialist could not keep up. Well, over time, they finally called Penn
and Mead to the bar.

Penn andMead approchedwith their heads bare, and the judge ordered
that a officer of the court should put on their hats. Youmay know, a Quaker
does not show special honor to anyone, so this was a trap. The judge or-
dered that the be fined for contempt of court - because they did not remove
their hats for the King’s court. Penn argued that he did pay respect to the
court, and did not feel it would be respectful to remove the hat that the
court ordered put upon his head. Penn asked that if the hats were consid-
ered an offence, that the bench should pay the fine.

When a witness was called, a John Cook, no relation, he was asked what
he heard, and he answered, likely honestly, that he could not hear anything
due to the sounds of a street. He claimed to hear Penn’s voice but he was
unable to make out any words…or he saw Penn speaking, or something. He
was asked if he saw Mead, but he could not identify Mead. The judge asked
Mead is he were there, and Mead gave the answer:

It is a maxim in your own law, ’Nemo tenetur accusare seip-
sum,’ which if it be not true Latin, I am sure it is true English,
’That no man is bound to accuse himself.’ And why dost thou
offer to insnare me with such a question? Doth not this shew
thy malice? Is this like unto a judge, that ought to be counsel
for the prisoner at the bar?

Penn then asked upon what law they were charged, and the court ap-
pealed to “Common Law”. Penn asked if he could see this “Common Law”,
and of course he was not allowed, for the Common law is not written but
understood by the practice of juries. The Court recorder said that it was
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not realistic to expect him to dig through court history and find the reli-
vant precident – to which Penn replied. “If it be so common, it should no
be so hard to produce” Again, Penn was asked to plee, and he said that it
would be impossible for a jury to judge if the law were broken if the law in
question were not produced. The court was not willing to play by written
rules though. The court told Penn that they were using “Lex non scripta”,
the unwritten law, that they had studied for thirty years. Penn continued
to protest that a person cannot be found guilty of non-existant rules. The
court then silenced him, though Penn protested: “ I have asked but one
question, and you have not answered me ; though the rights and privileges
of every Englishman be concerned in it.”

They locked Penn in a closet, and then decided that the Frinds were
guilty of rioting. Mead quoted Edward Coke, saying that a riot is were a
group of people physically attack another man, or damage property, and
pointed out that the gathering was peaceful - there was no incident. They
were placed in the “hole”, so that they could not be heard – because, no
matter what was said against them the court was unable to appeal to any
law that was broken.

The jury was sent to deliberate the case, and when the court reassem-
bled, the Jury declaired the defendants not guilty on all charges, except
that Penn spoke in Church street. The Jury was unable to see how speaking
in the street was a crime – they saw no evidence of unlawful assembly or
rioting, only that Penn spoke words, content unknown, in church street,
Mead was not guilty on all counts. As there was no crime, the court de-
cided to imprison the jury untill they supplied a reasonable verdict, they
did not and were held for three days, without food, and without bathroom
facilities. The jury would not change their verdict – the court kept insisting
that “not guilty is no verdict”. Finally, both Penn, and the jurry were both
imprisoned, for contempt of court.

The result of this was great public anger. Before long, Penn and the Jury
were freed, the rights of a jury to give a verdict of “not guilty”was guenteed,
so that justice became more likely. This is likely a case that will never be
forgotten, for such treatment of a jury is not something that people forget.

Young William Penn wanted to go to his father, the man’s health was
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failing, but he saw this as important to the nation so he wrote to his father:

They have so overshot themsleves (the court), that the gen-
erality of people much detest them. I intreat thee not to pur-
chase my liberty. They will repent their proceedings. I am
now a prisoner notoriously against law. I desire the Lord God,
in fervent prayer, to strengthen and support thee, and anchor
thymind in the thoughts of the immuable blessed state, which
is over all perishing concerns.

Penn was lucky enough to be released befor his father died – so he was
at his fathers death bed. William was right, the public was outraged at
the treatment of a jury, such treatment meant that all the promises in the
Magna Carte were being ignored. There are a lot of rumors that the pro-
cess of releasing William were hastened by allies – the Penn family remain
friendly with the crown – prehaps James wrote a note? Anyways Penn was
released, he and his father were able to spend the end of his father’s illness
together, andwhen the illness ended, on the 16th of september, ourWilliam
became a very wealthy man, one who continued with his connections.

Penn, like the rest of us spends a good deal of time in prison, whether
for the loyalty oath, or for an excuse. He spends the next few years though
traveling in Europe, and around the world. He becomes well known to Fox,
to Barclay, and to Charles’s family in his own right. There is not enough
time to tell stories I really do not know – my contact with Penn is limited,
I was busy writing papers about the unfair treatment of the Irish, and call-
ing for justice here…and spending time in Prison – Irish prisons killed my
wife and left me alone, but I made the attempt. Anyways, Penn became ev-
erything his father dreamed of – respected, and able to influence king and
parlement, though this growth was slow. James, the Duke of York became
a powerful ally, and made religious freedom his own cause – in this cause,
he consulted Penn.

Finally Penn, in 1680 gets the idea that he can form a great experment,
all he needs is land to make a free community. He writes Charles II in June,
and my March of 1681, the King gives William Penn a land that the crown
calls Pennsylvania in the new world. This brings us were we are now – we
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made preparation. I was chosen to run the ship from Belfast, because I was
an officer, had been on the water before, and because I could stand up for
myself…seems that people were impressed when they heard that some sol-
diers ordered an Irishman stripped – and I said: “This is shameful behavior
for soldiers to strip a civilian – I should know, I was a soldier in the war,
for all the things we did we never were so disrespectful to a civilian. Think,
one day, you will no longer be a soldier and no longer be protected – if you
behave this way to those without power, then if you ever become power-
less they will use your model as a way to treat you.” It did work, they were
embarressed enough to release the poor man. Well, anyways, the plan was
made, Penn commissioned 70 boats, and here we are – soon we will be in
Pennsylvania.

Pennsylvania was once Scandanavian, so there are some Sweeds there,
then it was part of the New Netherlands, but the Dutch sold all of the New
Netherlands to England after thewar, whenAdmiral Pennwas so successful
- the price was quite low, but the peace let the Dutch maintain their South
American territory. Penn has invited not only Friends to settle, but all who
want to be part of a government where a man can think what he will, and
say what he thinks.
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Epilogue

TheAntelope landed December 9, 1682. Patrick, last name unknown did not
arrive, butwas buried at sea after severe pneumonia. ValentineHollingsworth
became part of the legislature, and became very well known. James Atkin-
son became William Penn’s manager, in charge of collecting rents. Those
who landed became, except for Grace, who’s name is only found in a single
hand written letter, became the ancestors of a large portion of our popula-
tion. In some ways the great experiment was a success, in others a failure.

William Penn was a man of idles, but he was not a practical man. He
funded Pennsylvania out of his own purse, without collecting taxes. He
asked James not to press too hard about rents, and he learned that many
who settled on land that William himself owned were not so eager to pay
rent when they learned thatWilliamwould not press the issue. Penn wrote
some good books, but he spent all of his money, and died bankrupt.

In England, James II established toleration. William, who followed him
maintained the policy, and as Quakers found freedom in England, they de-
creased. After the last of the great leaders died, many of the less great
leaders became Anglican, as did many of the younger Friends. The con-
flict ended, many no longer saw the reason – however the Religious society
of friends would remain and be influential in such matters as the abolition
of slavery.

In Pennsylvania, Penn finally suffered from a stroke, and died with his
mind scrambled. His son left the Quakers to become an Anglican, and he
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ruled Pennsylvania as a crown colony. He passed anti-catholic laws, and
later anti-Quaker laws. Those friends of the still Quaker colonies of East
Jersey andDelaware remained, butmany of those of Pennsylvaniamoved to
Ohio, the Carolinas, and Virginia. William Penn’s Quakers and their ideals
became important in settling what would become the United States.

Edward Cook sailed back to Ireland, and returned to his home. It is said
of him that he was faithful until the day that he died, but, no one seems to
have written down which day that was. There is no doubt that there was
more turmoil in Ireland as Edward became more and more elderly.

William Penn’s charter of Pennsylvania, and his other writings greatly
influenced the ideals that formed the government of the United States.
Here, a government was formed where man can think as he will, and say
what he thinks, this is guaranteed by the constitution. In spite of setbacks,
those that came to Pennsylvania to do good did quite well.
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