
        
            
                
            
        

 
   
    
 
   The Bloody Man
Ed Thomas
 
    
 
   The LORD hath returned upon thee all the blood of the house of Saul, in whose stead thou hast reigned; and the LORD hath delivered the kingdom into the hand of Absalom thy son: and, behold, thou art taken in thy mischief, because thou art a bloody man."
 
   2 Samuel 16:7-8.
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A note on Footnotes
 
    
 
   As you read this work, you may notice that there are rather a lot of footnotes. You don’t need to read them to understand what’s going on, as everything important is in the main narrative. However, as The Bloody Man is ultimately a speculative work examining how history might have gone differently, I felt it would be helpful to “show my working” and explain what actually happened for readers unfamiliar with the period. Hopefully you find them enlightening.  
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   



Foreword
 
    
 
   Alternative history doesn’t always have the best reputation; the Marxist historian E.P. Thompson once called counterfactuals "Geschichtswissenschlopff”, or unhistorical shit. His contemporary E.H. Carr was a little more indulgent, but just as dismissive; he thought the whole thing was “a mere parlour game”.
 
    
 
   Surveying the majority of the published alternative history genre, it’s difficult to dispute that Carr had a certain point. Works like Robert Harris’ Fatherland or Michael Chabon’s The Yiddish Policeman’s Union are excellent pieces of literature, but do not stand up to much historical scrutiny. This is completely understandable; complaining that Harris’ method of having Germany win the 2nd World War is rather implausible entirely misses the point of reading such a hugely entertaining thriller with an original setting.
 
    
 
   On the more academic end of the alternative history spectrum, the reader seems to be confronted with endless publications about the prospective German Invasion of Britain in 1940 or the American Civil War. These works are generally uninterested in much beyond establishing the desired counterfactual outcome; having expended considerable effort in asserting that a particular event ‘could’ have happened, they seldom explore its plausibility in any great detail, or probe deeply into what might happen next. 
 
    
 
   Does this mean then that alternative history is limited to being, at best, an interesting setting for a wider ranging work with no intrinsic value? I don’t think this has to be the case. While by its very nature alternative history is speculative, I believe it can fulfil a useful historiographical function by challenging popular narratives and the inevitability of various historical outcomes; in short, it can make us question accepted ‘truths’ and lazy assumptions. 
 
    
 
   We all have cognitive biases. One of the most powerful is hindsight bias, or “creeping determinism”. It’s the natural tendency of people to assume that because things have gone a certain way this was the only possible, or most likely, outcome. One famous experiment saw doctors asked to review regular chest radiographs from various patients. Some of the patients developed tumours; when doctors noticed them, they generally claimed that they had always suspected that the patients concerned were at risk, even though in reality there was no way for them to tell. 
 
    
 
   We do just the same with history; as the saying goes, “success has many fathers, failure is an orphan”. If a politician wins a shock election victory, we look for the underlying factors that made such a victory inevitable, often ignoring all the “obvious” factors that we might have pointed to had the other candidate won. If a much-loved celebrity is posthumously exposed as a monstrous criminal, we comfort ourselves by saying “we always knew he was a wrong-un”. We subcontract many of our views on past events to folk-memory, often established by long-dead propagandists with political and social agendas that have no relevance to us whatsoever. This is understandable; societies need myths, legends and narratives to bind them together. 
 
    
 
   Highly complex and often tragic events have always been stripped of their nuance and repackaged as part of a wider national myth. Whether it’s Dunkirk, or the American Revolution, or the Battle of Kosovo, or the Easter Rising, the 'popular' account almost always sands off the rough edges that might undermine the conclusion of the narrative. Perhaps one of the best examples of this in a British political context is Margaret Thatcher. We have a dual Thatcher Folk-Myth- one the one hand “The Iron Lady”, gloriously decisive, imperious and incapable of compromise, while on the other we have “Maggie Thatcher, Milk Snatcher”, bathing in the blood of miners. Yet when you look at either one of these constructions, many of the central ‘truths’ about them aren’t actually true at all. Thatcher the arch-defender of British sovereignty signed the Single European Act; Thatcher the hammer of the miners actually closed fewer pits than Callaghan and Wilson.
 
   
One of the reoccurring themes in my works is the examination, and deconstruction, of the popular image of historical figures, and the myths that surround them. I find it fascinating to try and produce circumstances where the same person is remembered in very different ways, often for precisely the same deeds. Oswald Mosley is popularly remembered as a ridiculous thug, but actually he was a highly original thinker who could have, but for his impatience, reached the highest levels of British politics. Equally, Winston Churchill was a ruthless, drunken boor who seldom had any settled convictions on anything and was proven wrong pretty much every time that he did, yet is regarded as one of the greatest Britons in history.
 
    
 
   National myths are created when it suits a large number of people for certain events to be remembered in a certain way. I think that Cromwell’s posthumous reputation is an excellent case study for this; so much of what we now think of the man, even three hundred years on, is as a result of a hugely impressive, and sustained, campaign of restoration-era propaganda. While Cromwell was alive he was lionised as ‘England’s Hercules’, a saviour of the nation from tyranny and a Great Man in the mould of Caesar; yet today he is generally remembered as a dour, intolerant thug who banned Christmas and music, committed genocide in Ireland and imposed a religious dictatorship on the British Isles. 
 
    
 
   Are either of these narratives true, and even if so, were they inevitable? I leave it for the reader to judge, but hopefully alternative history provides a useful means of exploring this question in a format which still retains some academic rigour, while avoiding the dryness of an essay. I hope that in the process it brings a fascinating corner of the 17th century to life; parlour games can be highly educational too.
 
    
 
   Our story begins late one spring evening in 1633… 
 
    
 
   



 
   



Prologue 
 
    
 
    
 
   Now the LORD had said unto Abram, Get thee out of thy country, and from thy kindred, and from thy father's house, unto a land that I will shew thee: And I will make of thee a great nation, and I will bless thee, and make thy name great; and thou shalt be a blessing.
 
   Genesis 12:1-2.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   St Ives,
 
   Huntingdonshire, May 1633
 
    
 
   Oliver Cromwell was drunk. That was what he had set out to accomplish that evening, and he was not a man who liked to fail in achieving his goals. Which, in its own way, was precisely the problem. When he had left his modest farmhouse just outside St Ives earlier that day, he had decided that the liberal application of ale was the only way to dull the pain of his complete failure in life.
 
    
 
   And what a failure it has been, he thought as he left the town behind him for the Ramsey road and fenland. Cromwell had never seen himself as a man of high ambition. Oh, his ancestor had been a Great Man, sure enough, but Cromwells before and after were generally content to be moderately prosperous landowners and gentlemen. 
 
    
 
   “Neither in wealth, nor obscurity,” he muttered to himself, remembering his father’s words. Yet I am not even capable of achieving this modest ambition, he thought bitterly, recalling the house and land in Huntingdon which he had been forced to sell, his subsequent exile in St Ives, and the prospect of his fall from the ranks of the gentry. From Chief Minister to penury in five generations. 
 
    
 
   What had he achieved in life? Precious little, he thought. Matriculation at Cambridge, but no degree. Attendance at Lincoln’s Inn, but never called to the Bar. Election to Parliament, briefly, with one badly-misjudged speech as all he had to show for the honour. A good wife though, he mused, smiling at the thought of Elizabeth, and seven children, six of whom still live. His smile vanished again. But what shall I leave them? A rented farmhouse and ballooning debts?  
 
    
 
   Inside the Dolphin, with its hearty fire and good company, the ale had seemed like an excellent way of staving off his melancholy. Outside in the lonely darkness of the Huntingdonshire countryside, it just seemed to magnify the misery. 
 
    
 
   Cromwell had never been a particularly religious man. Oh, he certainly believed, in an ill-defined sort of way. He prayed sometimes. He had even occasionally made vague resolutions to return to Sidney Sussex and talk to the redoubtable Dr Ward about Calvin and Knox. But the windy preaching of the Reverend Chicheley at All Saints, his parish church, had never inspired him to take that decisive step. 
 
    
 
   My spiritual life is as stunted as my worldly one, Cromwell thought, and the notion rocked him to the very core as only a drunken insight can. He stopped to piss- then, on impulse, knelt by the roadside instead, and looked up into the clear night sky. “I am a sinner, Lord,” he mumbled, feeling the approach of beery tears, “but I beg of you- give me a sign!”
 
    
 
   For a long moment, he waited in silence, the only sounds the distant noise from the town and the occasional scream of a fox. No heavenly figure appeared, and no voice came from the sky. Cromwell sighed deeply, his eyes misting, and made to get up. Just as he did so, something made him glance upwards. For the briefest of instants, a falling star flashed across the sky, moving from right to left. Westwards, Cromwell thought, and then suddenly the significance of what he had seen struck him and he fell back to the ground, tears streaming down his cheeks, his mouth reciting the Psalm his mother had taught him.
 
    
 
   “I love the Lord, because he hath heard my voice and my supplications. Because he hath inclined his ear unto me, therefore will I call upon him as long as I live.”
 
    
 
   He ran the rest of the way home, inebriation forgotten, only to find it dark and silent; Elizabeth had clearly given up on his return at a reasonable hour and retreated to bed. She will doubtless want to have words in the morning, Cromwell thought, but everything is changed now. He crept to his study, and, hands trembling, lit a candle. By its flickering light he opened a draw on his writing desk and plucked out the letter John Hampden had sent him the previous week. 
 
    
 
   Cromwell scanned the text, and then picked out the sentence that had lodged in his mind. “Judgement is coming to England,” his cousin had written, “yet while the country is brought to desolation, God hath prepared a place for refuge for many whom he meaneth to save.” 
 
    
 
   He put down the letter and scrabbled around on his desk for some paper, a quill and ink. Then, bent over his desk, still wearing his muddy boots and stinking of beer, he began to write. 
 
    
 
   “My Dear Cousin, 
 
    
 
   I was most greatly interested in your continuing words on the endeavours undertaken by The Viscount Saye, Lords Rich and Brooke, Messers Humfry, Pym, Pelham and your good self. As I have previously indicated, it hath long been my belief that these gentlemen are persons of great piety and estate, and that nothing could be a better or more honourable task than to help raise and support the plantation and settlement of the Connecticut River.
 
    
 
   England groaneth under her inhabitants. No longer will any man’s estate suffice him to keep sail with his equal, and he that doeth not must live in contempt. I now write to inform you, that I, by means that I will relate to you presently, and in the presence of God who is the searcher of all our hearts, have now elected to join willingly in the great work of which you write, and resolve to inhabit and continue my days in New England…”  
 
   


 
   



Chapter 1
 
    
 
    
 
   And they spake unto all the company of the children of Israel, saying, The land, which we passed through to search it, [is] an exceeding good land. If the LORD delight in us, then he will bring us into this land, and give it us; a land which floweth with milk and honey.
 
   Numbers 14: 7-8.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   (Taken from “Cromwell: New England’s Founding Father” by Martijn White, Oxford 1941)
 
    
 
   “Oliver Cromwell’s decision to emigrate to New England had many roots[1]. Famously, it was his final religious conversion, after years of wrestling with his faith, that provided the outward impetus for his migration. After struggling for so long with no direction to his life, he finally had been provided with a mission. John Hampden, in whom Cromwell often confided during this period, later wrote of his cousin that;
 
    
 
   “This great man is risen from a very low and afflicted condition; one that hath suffered very great troubles of the soul, lying a long time under sore terrors and temptations, and at the same time a very low condition for outward things; in this school of afflictions he was kept, till his will was broken into submission to the will of God, who hath revealed the task He hath set for him.”[2]
 
    
 
   Cromwell too saw his decision to emigrate in terms of fulfilling the will of God. In a letter to his cousin Elizabeth St. John around the time of his conversion, he wrote to her that; 
 
    
 
   “You know what my manner of life had been. Oh, I hath lived in and loved darkness and hated light; I was a chief, the chief of sinners. This is true. I hated godliness, yet God had mercy on me…. If now I may honour my God through the plantation of the New World, I will be most glad. For truly no poor creature hath more cause to put himself forth in the cause of his God than I have.”[3]
 
    
 
   Yet in truth, there was also little to keep Cromwell in England. His property was meagre and had largely already been liquidated in 1631, when he was forced to move from Huntingdon, and he had angered a number of powerful landowners by his persistence in championing local commoners whose land rights had been lost through the drainage of the fens[4]. There seemed little chance of Parliament being reconvened, and even if it were, his reduced status made him an unlikely candidate for election. On top of these personal troubles could be laid the state of the country. Like many of the other puritans who left England in the years before the Revolution, Cromwell had grown increasingly convinced that the nation had turned from the path of righteousness and the social gospel, largely because of the determination of King and Bishops to pursue policies that directly resulted in the corruption of the populace. 
 
    
 
   All of this meant, as he would later write, that “God had weaned me of my affection for England”. To Cromwell, America offered a new start, where the “chosen Godly could transform the New World into a bulwark against the Antichrist”[5]. Little surprise then, that having made his decision to migrate in the summer of 1633, he threw himself into the task. Cromwell spent the following eighteen months were investing much of his remaining fortune into the Saybrook Company, making arrangements for his family (it was decided that only Robert, his eldest, would travel, Elizabeth and the remaining children to return to the care of Cromwell’s father-in-law until it was possible for her to follow her husband across the Atlantic), and- most importantly of all, as it turned out- ingratiating himself with the proprietors of the new Colony…” 
 
    
 
    
 
   (Taken from “New England: A History” by Robert Talbot, Miskatonic University Press 1937)
 
    
 
   “In March 1635 the Proprietors of the Saybrook Company in London signed an agreement with Cromwell, whereby they appointed him “Governor of the River Connecticut in New England and all of the harbours and places adjoining”[6]. The Commission was initially only meant to last for two years, during which time Cromwell was expected to establish foundations for the new colony, much as John Endicott had done in Massachusetts; in the event, this responsibility would dominate the rest of his life.
 
    
 
   Why Oliver Cromwell, who was a man of limited means and little fame? A major part of the explanation for the election of an obscure East Anglian gentleman to lead the Saybrook Company lies in the perceived unimportance of the corporation. If Saybrook had been a larger, more important venture, Cromwell would never have been entrusted with the responsibilities offered him. The later significance of the colony has misled many as to how it was viewed at the time; given their attempts, along with the Earl of Warwick, to seize control of the East India Company, New England was not even Lords Saye and Brooke’s first priority. 
 
    
 
    Yet the other major factor in the appointment of Cromwell over other, better connected rivals was his cast-iron commitment to the Saybrook cause. The majority of those who were planning to go to the mouth of the Connecticut had liquidated their English assets and were intending a permanent move; it was no surprise that investors planning to migrate themselves looked for a Governor as dedicated as they were, who could persuade them that “the welfare of the plantation depends on my assistance, for I have assurance that my charge is of the Lord, and he hath called me to do this work”[7]. 
 
    
 
   The same, undoubtedly, could be said of John Winthrop the Younger, Cromwell’s principal, albeit friendly, competitor for the post[8]; unlike Cromwell, Winthrop had spent four years in New England, and so by the standards of the time was undoubtedly an expert in the region. But this very familiarity counted against him in the eyes of the Saybrook Company; did the Proprietors of the new colony really want their new venture governed by the son of the Governor of Massachusetts Bay? Confronted by the prospect of a cuckoo in the nest, the Saybrook investors decided that independence was the only option; and so went for the less distinguished, and in their view, more pliable man.[9]”
 
    
 
    
 
   (Taken from “Cromwell: New England’s founding Father” by Martijn White, Oxford 1941)
 
    
 
   “Sometime in May, probably the 10th, Cromwell and his eldest son Robert[10], along with the younger Winthrop, boarded the Angel Michael, a 150 ton carrack, at Portsmouth. After a final farewell to his wife and younger children, the anchor was weighed and Cromwell departed for the New World. Two months later, on July 14th 1635, the Angel Michael anchored at Boston. It had been an uneventful passage by the standards of the time, with largely calm seas and little in the way of incident. In his first letter home, Cromwell spoke of how he set foot ashore, and gave thanks;
 
    
 
   “that God had put an end to our long journey, being 1,000 leagues, and that is 3,000 English miles, over one of the greatest seas of the world…for though we were in a ship with 50 passengers, besides 23 seamen, 10 cows and heifers, 3 suckling calves and 4 mares, yet not one (of) these died.”[11]
 
    
 
   Boston in the summer of 1635 was nothing much to look at; a motley collection of low timber huts and muddy streets clinging to the shores of the tree-lined Shawmut peninsula[12]. Yet it was the closest thing the New England had to civilisation, and the obvious base from which to strike out at the Connecticut valley. Oliver Cromwell spent his first night in the New World, and the weeks afterwards, as a guest at the mansion of the Governor of the Massachusetts Bay Colony, John Haynes[13].”
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Boston, 
 
   Massachusetts, July 1635
 
    
 
   John Haynes took a small sip of sack- specially brought out for the occasion- and appraised his visitor across the dinner table. He has hardly improved with age, he thought sourly, as he compared the new Governor of the Connecticut with the young thug he vaguely remembered from his studies in Cambridge. 
 
    
 
   The man sitting in front of Haynes was scruffily dressed in a suit that seemed to have been made by a bad country tailor, had not been washed recently, and had not been particularly well-cared for. Discourteous, Massachusetts’ Governor thought to himself, as he noticed a speck of blood on his guest’s neck-band from a careless shave. Cromwell was not especially tall, although he was broad; neither was he particularly handsome, especially after considering the warts that marked his cheek, chin and forehead. What he did have, however, was a sort of threatening masculinity; high cheek bones, heavy-lidded eyes, a thick neck and above all a ruddy complexion that made him look permanently on the verge of an angry outburst. The nose particularly fascinated Haynes. Very large, somehow it was even ruddier than the rest of his face. Probably the result of drink, he thought nastily, focusing on the feature at the expense of failing to spot the intelligence sparkling in Cromwell’s grey-green eyes.  
 
    
 
   The overall effect, thought Haynes, was that of a backwoods squire; a nobody thrust into a position of responsibility, he considered. That impression was only compounded when his guest spoke; his voice was a sharp rasp, earnest and seemingly quite humourless. 
 
    
 
   A tough, but a cunning tough, was his final conclusion, as Cromwell finished telling the tale of his voyage to Boston and began asking blunt, probing questions about the local natives. Haynes settled back into his chair with a sigh, as the servant brought the plate of corn porridge and venison. This is going to be a long meal, he thought. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   (Taken from “The History of Saybrook, 1635-1801” by Henry Armitage, Picador 1945)
 
    
 
   “Cromwell’s sojourn in Boston was quickly cut short. He was already uncomfortably aware of the fortified post established by the Dutch midway up the Connecticut Valley[14]; now, only a few weeks after his arrival in Boston, word reached New England of a prospective Dutch expedition to plant a fort at the mouth of the Connecticut. Appalled at the prospect of seeing his Colony snatched away from him, Cromwell acted with characteristic decisiveness, despatching a small canoe to the region containing 20 carpenters and other workmen, and led by two hired adventurers recommended by Winthrop, Edward Gibbons and Simon Willard[15]. Cromwell himself would follow on a few weeks later with the Younger Winthrop, six armed men, and two cannon, leaving his son in the care of his comrade’s father, with whom he had developed a friendship.
 
    
 
   Cromwell’s speed proved fortuitous. The advance party landed on the west bank near the mouth of the Connecticut, and, finding no sign of the Dutch, established a shore battery and a small fort. On August 16th, two days after the arrival of Cromwell and his reinforcements, a Dutch ship appeared off the estuary, but withdrew on seeing the English occupation[16]. A relieved Cromwell christened the Fort ‘Providence’[17], and sent messages back to Boston recounting his fortune.  As the summer began to fade, the settlement at Ft Providence already boasted a population in double figures; meanwhile, Sir Richard Saltonstall had dispatched twenty servants to establish a trading post a few miles up the river, in direct competition with the Plymouth traders already established there[18].
 
    
 
   Yet even as the Saybrook venture took its first steps, more rivals emerged that threatened to strangle the colony in its cradle. Before the first colonists had even departed England, in 1634 some residents of Watertown followed John Oldham along the old Indian trail and established a trading post on the Connecticut River that eventually evolved into the town of Wethersfield[19]. More settlers were coming, too. By the time Cromwell had built his fort at the mouth of the Connecticut, the rich lands of the valley were disputed between no less than five claimants; the Dutch, Plymouth Colony, Massachusetts Bay, the new residents, and the Saybrook proprietors.
 
    
 
   Fort Providence received a boost as the Saybrook Colony’s first summer drew to a close, for in September Henry Vane, the Reverend Hugh Peter, and a handful of colonists arrived in Massachusetts to challenge the rights of the river settlements to the land they had occupied[20]. The arrival of advocates for the new colony quickly bore some fruit, as in the depths of the New England winter John Haynes, the Colony’s Governor, was persuaded to establish a five-man commission to decide under whose jurisdiction the illegal settlements fell[21]. This development was welcome, but it soon became clear that legal proceedings in Boston were wholly insufficient to prevent the continued unauthorised settlement of the valley. While extra colonists for Ft Providence could be expected from England in the New Year, Cromwell soon recognised that only drastic action would prevent his new colony from being swamped by new arrivals from the rest of New England who cared little for the legalities of the Saybrook Grant. 
 
    
 
   As a result, after spending his first New England winter in Ft Providence- “so cold as some had their fingers frozen and in some danger to be lost”- Cromwell and three companions struck upstream to visit the new settlements and hopefully secure their allegiance.”
 
    
 
    
 
   (Taken from “Cromwell’s mission to the Upper Connecticut” by Samuel Akers in the Journal of New England History, January 1947)
 
     
 
   “The Connecticut River in March 1636 was a cold, forbidding and potentially dangerous place. The native population was disturbed, the majority of local inhabitants having been killed by an epidemic around a year before, and the survivors had been scattered by clashes between the Mohegan and Pequot tribes[22]. In addition, while the winter cold had moderated somewhat, the snow was still heavy and food was hard to find. Supplies were so low in Ft Providence that the expedition left as much as to stave off starvation as for its stated diplomatic aim; as it was, Cromwell and his men only ate well after surprising a group of Mattabessett Indians somewhere in the vicinity of modern Betchworth[23], forcing them to flee after a brief skirmish, and appropriating their food. 
 
    
 
   The following day (March 25th, according to Lion Gardiner’s[24] journal) the expedition rounded a bend in the river and found, about ten miles south of Wethersfield, an abandoned Indian village. Realising that this was the first place that a bridge could practically be placed across the river[25], Cromwell announced that he would direct the next group of colonists to arrive to settle the spot; this directly led to the foundation of Broughton later that year…
 
    
 
   The expedition arrived in Wethersfield two days later, much to the shock of the settlement’s inhabitants, who had only barely survived the winter themselves and were not expecting visitors. It seems quite likely that the colonists were also intimidated, not just by the hard-bitten Gardiner, but by Cromwell’s stubborn determination to absorb Wethersfield into the Saybrook Colony. Armed with an array of patents, the arrivals firmly stated (entirely prematurely, given that the Commission established to rule on the matter would not report for another year) that the settlement rightfully fell under the authority of the Lords Saye and Brooke, and that the colonists must either recognise this authority or vacate the region. The proposal was accepted quickly; after debating the proposition for just over a day, the men of Wethersfield were swayed by the rhetoric of John Seeley[26], who argued for incorporation, quite possibly on the basis that it was the quickest way to be rid of Cromwell’s expedition. 
 
    
 
   With Wethersfield annexed, Cromwell’s expedition proceeded north upriver, past the brooding Dutch fortification that stood where Newtown now lies (Gardiner records that both he and Cromwell made sketches of the defences for later reference) to the new Plymouth Colony trading post at Windsor. Here, he received a less deferential reception; the Windsorians, having spent most of the autumn and winter feuding with the Saltonstall traders across the river, allegedly pelted Cromwell’s men with mud and manure until they beat a hasty retreat…”
 
    
 
    
 
   (Taken from “The History of Saybrook, 1635-1801” by Henry Armitage, Picador 1945)
 
    
 
   “By 1637, the Saybrook Colony was properly established; Fort Providence had become a thriving community and entrepôt, and the arrival of a shipload of colonists to settle Broughton, upriver, extended the Colony’s control into the interior. Tentative outposts were placed further afield too; Lion Gardiner led a small group of men westwards to the mouth of the Quinnipiac River to found the town of Bideford[27], while Warwick[28], named after the proprietor and settled by Ulstermen from County Down[29], represented the first English presence on Long Island. Saybrook was no longer a single fort clinging to the New England coast; it was now a loose collection of communities which desperately needed central direction and governance. Yet everything that had been done in the two years since the foundation of Ft Providence was provisional. Oliver Cromwell’s task had merely been to prepare the ground for the promised arrival of the Proprietors, who were actively preparing to emigrate; when they arrived, the regular governance of the Colony could begin.
 
    
 
   The Proprietors had been quite clear to Cromwell as to what sort of Government he was to establish. Authority would be divided as in England, between an upper house of “gentlemen of the country” and a lower house of representatives of the freedmen. The Governor would be chosen from the members of the upper house. So far, this was not too different from what was already being practiced in Massachusetts Bay. But puritan peers such as the Proprietors, though willing to recognise lesser men as fellow saints, were not willing to allow such men to determine through annual elections whether the Colony’s leadership needed renewal. Instead, they stipulated that the upper house had to be hereditary, and that; 
 
    
 
   “Lord Viscount Saye and Sele, the Lord Brooke… and other such gentlemen of approved sincerity and worth as they, before their personal remove, shall take into their number, should be admitted for them and their heirs, gentlemen of the country.”[30]  
 
    
 
   There was a second difference from the established practice of the Bay. Not only were magistrates to hold office for life, but the Proprietors also chose not to limit the franchise to church members, as occurred in Massachusetts. This progressivism worried many in Boston, but satisfied the commercial calculations of the Proprietors; such a provision would allow Saybrook to attract many Colonists who might not wish to settle in stricter circumstances further east[31]. 
 
    
 
   In the summer of 1636, as Cromwell, ever with his eye on his vulnerable northern flank, decided to move his base of operations- and the Colony’s capital- upriver to Broughton. By this point, it seemed that he had all but completed the job he had been despatched to achieve. Saybrook was firmly rooted into the Connecticut soil, colonists were arriving every month, and all that now remained was for the Proprietors themselves to cast off their final commitments in England and cross the Atlantic to assume the leadership of the great venture. For a time, their arrival seemed imminent; Henry Lawrence had written in August stressing that the peers were so determined to settle on the Connecticut that “nothing but a plain impossibility could divert us from that place”[32]. 
 
    
 
   Unfortunately though, the plain impossible intervened. Perhaps the liquidation of estates preparatory to emigration was too obvious; perhaps the King’s agents became aware of so many country gentlemen suddenly renting short-term accommodation in London. Either way, at the critical time the English authorities firmly clamped down on the planned exodus. A new Privy Council proclamation issued in April 1637 and reissued the following year prohibited emigration to New England without a license[33]. Not all the arrivals were put off; George Fenwick and the Reverend Hugh Peter arrived in the summer of 1636 and a trickle of others, including Edward Hopkins, Sir Matthew Boynton and Henry Lawrence[34] arrived over the next year or so. But the Peers were unable to escape the notice of the English authorities in the way that their lesser colleagues could. Even as Saybrook flourished, the dream of an aristocratic autocracy on the banks of the Connecticut was dashed.
 
    
 
   The Crown’s actions were a bitter blow to Saybrook, although it is easy to imagine that Governor Cromwell slept a little easier at night without the prospect of the Proprietors’ autocratic rule being imposed. Yet these trials were as nothing as to those which would test the colony in its second winter, as the clouds of war threatened Saybrook for the first time…”  


 
   



Map 1: Colonial New England, 1620-1640
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Chapter 2
 
    
 
    
 
   And she said unto the men, I know that the LORD hath given you the land, and that your terror is fallen upon us, and that all the inhabitants of the land faint because of you.
 
   Joshua 2:10.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   (Taken from “New England: A History” by Robert Talbot, Miskatonic University Press 1937)
 
    
 
   “European expansion into the Connecticut River valley had created a tinderbox, and by 1637 this tinderbox was set to catch alight. The five European claimants were not the only ones who disputed control over the region; native society was also in a state of turmoil as the previously dominant Pequot tribe found its grip over the villages of the river gradually slipping away. As early as 1631, local natives had sent emissaries to Massachusetts Bay seeking an alliance with the English against the Pequots. Around the same time, the Mohegan group, which had previously been subject to the larger tribe, split away, its leader, Uncas, asserting his right to be sachem (chief) over both groups. The Pequots were also under pressure from the east, and in 1634 the Narragansett tribe began to contest their ownership of a tract of land around present-day Salisbury[35]. Both sides sought English support against their enemies, offering trade inducements but also exaggerating the martial prowess of their foes in order to worry the colonists. Neither Englishmen nor native was quite sure who spoke for the other side.
 
    
 
   Relations between the Pequots and the English had already soured. In 1634, an attempt by Pequot leaders to negotiate an alliance with the Massachusetts Bay authorities foundered on their failure to hand over the murderers of the rogue privateer John Stone[36]. While a vague treaty of cooperation was signed, subsequent contact only encouraged the magistrates to conclude, as John Winthrop put it, that the Pequots were “a very false people”. The Pequots’ enemies took full advantage of this suspicion. In June 1636 Jonathan Brewster wrote from the trading post at Windsor to Oliver Cromwell in Broughton, warning the Saybrook Governor of reports that the Pequots were planning to attack the English along the river. Brewster also claimed to have learned that the murder of Stone was a premeditated ambush, not an act of self-defence; in fact, these warnings appear to have been fed to him by the Mohegan sachem Uncas as a means of poisoning Anglo-Pequot relations, but Brewster does not seem to have realised that he was being manipulated[37]. Though William Pynchon, who was trading further up the river at Wickford[38] sent Cromwell a letter specifically disavowing the claims, Cromwell was sufficiently worried to order the training and drilling of men in each Saybrook settlement, thus increasing tensions still higher.
 
    
 
   The New England colonists certainly had reason to feel uneasy in the summer of 1636. Around a dozen Englishmen had been murdered by the natives in the past few years, and none of the killers had ever been turned over or punished. Fears were heightened by recollections of the ‘Great Massacre’ of 1622 in Virginia, where the Powhattans had launched an unexpected attack on the English and wiped out a third of the population. This alone was reason enough to worry about rumoured plans for attacks on other settlements. In the end, two events served as the final straw. In August, John Winthrop the Younger took a shallop from Ft Providence to trade with the Pequot, only to be forced to withdraw when openly threatened with violence; then the mutilated body of Isaac Allerton[39], along with his ship, was found on the shores of Fisher’s Island, in the very heart of Pequot territory. The Pequots quickly acted to deflect suspicion from themselves, claiming (possibly accurately) that the killing had been done by tributaries of the Narragansetts, but were not believed. 
 
    
 
   As the news spread down the coast towards Massachusetts Bay, Oliver Cromwell had reason to feel particularly vulnerable. As the primary focus of English settlement in the area, it was clear that any attack from the Pequots would fall squarely on the Saybrook colonists[40], and that while reinforcements from the colonies further east would come, it was doubtful whether the newly established settlements on the river could survive a long war, with the risk of starvation that this would entail. Accordingly, the Saybrook Governor elected, with his usual decisiveness, to launch a pre-emptive strike against the enemy[41]…”  
 
    
 
    
 
   (Taken from “The History of Saybrook, 1635-1801” by Henry Armitage, Picador 1945)
 
    
 
   “It seems likely that Cromwell’s decision was influenced by his burgeoning correspondence with Myles Standish[42], the long-time military commander of the Plymouth Colony. Standish had been a long-time advocate of such punishment actions against the natives, and had conducted a series of raids based on this philosophy during the formative years of settlement in the 1620s. Whatever his inspiration, however, on August 25th 1636, Oliver Cromwell sent messages to all the Saybrook settlements asking them to send as many men as they were able to spare for military service. He also wrote to John Winthrop, who by this point had been reinstalled as the Governor of Massachusetts Bay[43], warning him- but pointedly not seeking his opinion- about his plan to march on the Pequot before they were in a position to strike. 
 
    
 
   The prospect of a raid into Pequot territory was not a popular one within Saybrook. While many of the newcomers, particularly Vane and Lawrence, were enthusiastic proponents of the scheme, the residents of Broughton and Wethersfield, who were highly vulnerable to native raiding, were appalled at the idea. Even veterans such as Lion Gardiner and John Seeley were deeply nervous at such a risky move[44]. Yet Cromwell swept all objections aside. He was the Governor, and had been granted unlimited power by the Proprietors. 
 
    
 
   On Monday September 14th 1636, The Saybrugian[45] raiding force of 102 men- about a third of the male population of the Colony, plus the impressed crew of two ships that had put in at Broughton- began their march into Pequot territory. At their head, using two of the handful of horses present in New England, rode Cromwell and Gardiner, in full armour. There were two fortified Pequot villages, one at Mystic, the other at Weinshauks[46]. Sassacus, the Pequot sachem, was thought to be at the latter, so the column targeted its efforts there. In the early morning of the 22nd, Cromwell launched his attack. Part of the Saybrugian force, under Cromwell, moved into the village from one of two entrances, while Gardiner’s detachment waited outside the palisade to mop up those who fled. The Pequots, surprised, put up a fierce resistance, and finding himself completely outnumbered and in danger of getting lost amongst the maze of wigwams within the palisade, Gardiner elected to pull back and set fire to the village.
 
    
 
   The result was a massacre[47]. As the inferno spread and the Pequots, howling in terror, tried to escape, the English ruthlessly cut and shot them down. As many as seven or eight hundred Pequots were killed, amongst them Sassacus and many of his warriors, but the majority of them women, children and the elderly. Six Englishman were killed and twelve wounded, a significant casualty rate for such a small force. His victorious force low on powder, shot and food, Cromwell quickly made his way west, fighting off a shadowing force of several hundred Pequots in a series of vicious skirmishes…”
 
    
 
    
 
   (Taken from “New England: A History” by Robert Talbot, Miskatonic University Press 1937) 
 
    
 
   At first, it seemed as if Cromwell’s coup had merely poked a stick into the hornet’s nest. Almost immediately after the raid, native attacks disrupted attempts to bring in the harvest at Ft Providence, and in late September Wethersfield was attacked, killing four women, one man, and slaughtering many of the settlement’s cattle. Yet in truth the spirit of the Pequots had been broken by the horrendous losses at Weinshauks. Just as importantly, the demonstration of English power swayed other tribes to the English cause. The Narragansetts, who had been pondering launching a war of their own, swiftly renewed their treaties with the settlers[48], and further west, the Mohegan enthusiastically launched attacks against their former masters, raiding and pillaging those Pequot settlements that escaped the English onslaught. In November, a force led by John Endicott from Massachusetts caught the remaining Pequot trying to escape north into Pennacook territory. Many were killed, and the rest surrendered; the survivors of the Pequot nation ended their days as slaves, either for the neighbouring native tribes or in the faraway Caribbean[49]. 
 
    
 
   By the end of the war, Cromwell’s military prowess, distinctive appearance and ruthless savagery had earnt him a terrifying reputation amongst the natives of the region; as fleeing Pequots spread tales of the ruddy-faced Englishman singing psalms as he rode into battle to slaughter his enemies with fire and the sword, the new Governor of the Saybrook Colony became known by a new, and ominous name; ‘Musqiskisuq’, ‘The Bloody-faced one’[50]. It was an appellation that Cromwell would not only earn many times over, but also trade upon, in the years to come…”
 
    
 
    
 
   (Taken from “Cromwell: New England’s founding Father” by Martijn White, Oxford 1941)
 
    
 
   “Despite his uncompromising reputation, it is surprisingly difficult to determine Cromwell’s personal attitudes towards the natives, as distinct from the actions he took, as he saw it, to protect his colony. His first encounter with a member of one of the local tribes was in Boston, a few days after his arrival in the New World, when Chickabot, the sachem of the Massachusetts tribe, visited the town. Cromwell’s comment that the chief “was in English clothes, and so the Governor set him at his own table”, is instructive; he was willing to treat the sachem as an equal, but only because he conformed to English standards of civility[51]. 
 
    
 
   It is quite clear, however, that Cromwell neither sought nor found any merit in native beliefs and customs. Indeed, his default position was that New England was an Arcadia, rudely disturbed by the vicious actions of the native population who therefore deserved firm correction at best, and outright punishment at worst. As his expedition to Weinshauks left Broughton, for example, he told his men that they were Israelites about to extirpate the idolatrous inhabitants of Canaan[52]. Yet this did not necessarily translate to hatred of the natives themselves. They were merely, he later wrote, “a seduced and ignorant people”; his detestation was reserved for their leaders, “a parcel of rogues”, who had led their innocent, if stupid, peoples astray[53]. 
 
    
 
   As was shown on many occasions, Cromwell was perfectly capable of treating with natives, even befriending them, so long as they behaved in what he perceived to be an honourable manner; but ultimately, were they to act viciously, he was firmly of the belief that a swift, hard, terrible punishment was the best way to ensure that such transgressions would never be repeated. In a letter to John Winthrop, possibly written even as he surveyed the corpse-strewn ruins of Weinshauks, Cromwell remarked that;
 
    
 
   “Sometimes the Scripture declareth women and children must perish with their parents… We had sufficient light from the word of God for our proceedings. This is a righteous judgement of God upon these barbarous wretches, who have imbued their hands with so much innocent blood… That it will tend to prevent the effusion of blood for the future, is satisfactory grounds for such action, which otherwise cannot but work remorse or regret.”[54]
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Boston, 
 
   Massachusetts, April 1637
 
    
 
   It was a chilly spring morning, and the nine most influential men in New England- or at least the Godly part of it- had gathered at the mansion of the Governor of Massachusetts to discuss the common issues facing their Colonies. The recent war with the Pequots and the dispersal and sale of the surviving members of the tribe, took up the bulk of the initial discussion. But the issue that Oliver Cromwell cared about most was the conclusion of the Commissioners appointed to assess the status of the Connecticut valley settlements. 
 
    
 
   Eventually Richard Bellingham, the lead Commissioner, stood to speak. “After considerable deliberation,” he pronounced, “the Commissioners have agreed that the entire Connecticut Valley, insofar as it falls within the original land grant, should be placed under the legal control and authority of the Saybrook Colony.”
 
    
 
   There was a general exaltation of breath, as the Saybrugian representatives showed their relief and William Bradford of Plymouth, whose colony stood to lose their trading post on the river, frowned in disappointment. Presently, Henry Vane nodded with satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “That is an excellent decision, Master Bellingham,” he said. 
 
    
 
   Oliver Cromwell, sitting next to him, kept his own counsel. Eventually, he leant forward and inclined his head. “This is indeed a welcome development,” he said, carefully, “but while it shall please the Proprietors to have it confirmed that Windsor and Newtown are rightfully the possession of the Saybrook Colony- as we have long contended- I can discern one ambiguity.”
 
    
 
   He looked up at the Commissioners. “I note that your judgement as presented does not touch on the matter of Wickford, whose position by the rapids has the potential to command the entire river. What say you on this point?”
 
    
 
   Thomas Dudley, who had hoped that the issue would not be raised, pursed his lips. “The Commissioners did not consider the matter of Wickford,” he said carefully, “for therein lies a further dispute- does it rightly lie in the Saybrook tract, or within the authority of Massachusetts Bay?”
 
    
 
   Henry Vane bristled. “The position of the Proprietors is quite clear,” he said. “Wickford is a vital part of the Saybrook Grant, and, as the Viscount Saye and Sele has stated, he would hope that the Bay authorities would recognise this fact considering the support he has tendered in London for the extension of the Massachusetts Bay Colony’s oversight north, beyond the Merrimack to Northam and the other towns of the Upper Plantation. It is a perfectly fair arrangement.”
 
    
 
   The elder John Winthrop nodded, uneasily. “This is quite true, Master Vane, and we are grateful for His Lordship’s support in this matter. But William Pynchon has written to me asserting that his settlement is within the bounds of the Massachusetts Bay Grant, and moreover, that his fellow settlers are quite content with the present arrangements.”
 
    
 
   Cromwell considered the point for a second. “You are indeed correct that the exact position of Wickford is in doubt. However, my surveyor, John Seeley of Wethersfield, is firmly of the view that the settlement lies south of the boundary of three miles beyond the Charles River that is granted by the Bay’s Colonial Charter. I have engaged him in a study to find out the real truth of the matter. Please, my friend, let me be quite clear. It is my firm belief that Wickford has been illegally established on land rightfully belonging to the Saybrook proprietors, and if necessary I shall exercise powers of eviction!”
 
    
 
   The younger Winthrop, seeing the need to change the subject, cleared his throat. “Whilst we are all together and speaking of illegal settlements, what do we propose to do about the heretic Roger Williams and his ‘Providence Plantation’?”
 
    
 
   There was a general shudder around the table. “I hear that he has Anabaptists settled with him,” Henry Vane said, appalled. “Anabaptists! It sickens me to the stomach!”
 
    
 
   The elder Winthrop grimaced. “I agree, Master Vane. It flies in the face of all our attempts to establish a Godly community here in the New World. But I fear we must be practical, difficult though it may be in the face of such provocation. Roger Williams has powerful allies amongst the Narragansett. Any attempt to remove him, laudable though it may be, would risk war- and I fear that such a struggle would be far harder than our recent strife with the Pequot.”
 
    
 
   Cromwell narrowed his eyes. “The Narragansett are indeed a tougher proposition than the Pequot, but that is a nettle that sooner or later we must grasp. They will only grow stronger. Why give them time to cultivate alliances with the other tribes when we can strike them now and remove the problem for good? That way we are rid of both them and the heretics they shelter.”
 
    
 
   John Endicott gave an emphatic nod. “Master Cromwell is correct,” he said, “bring on the war! The Narragansett almost joined the Pequot-“
 
    
 
   “and might have done so were it not for Williams’ diplomacy,“ Winthrop Snr interjected. 
 
    
 
   “-which only shows his dangerous influence on them!“ Endicott shot back, before continuing. “We must face facts. Between our three colonies lies a powerful and
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