For the Right Honourable Lieutenant-General Fleetwood, Commander-inChief of the Forces in Ireland: These.
'Cockpit,' ____ ____ 1652.'
DEAR CHARLES,
I thank you for your loving Letter. The same hopes and desires, upon your
planting into my Family were much the same in me that you express in yours
towards me. However, the dispensation of the Lord is, to have it otherwise for
the present; and therein I desire to acquiesce;-not being out of hope that it
may lie in His good pleasure, in His time, to give us the mutual comfort of our
relation: the want whereof He is able abundantly to supply by His own
presence; which indeed makes up all defects, and is the comfort of all our
comforts and enjoyments.
Salute your dear Wife from me. Bid her beware of a bondage spirit. Fear is
the natural issue of such a spirit;-the antidote is, Love. The voice of Fear is: If
I had done this; if I had avoided that, how well it had been with me!-I know this
hath been her vain reasoning: 'poor Biddy!'
Love argueth in this wise: What a Christ have I; what a Father is and through
Him! What a Name hath my Father: Merciful, gracious, long-suffering,
abundant in goodness and truth; forgiving iniquity, transgression and sin.
What a Nature hath my Father: He is LOVE;-free in it, unchangeable, infinite!
What a Covenant between Him and Christ,-for all the Seed, for every one:
wherein He undertakes all, and the poor Soul nothing. The new covenant is
Grace,-to or upon the Soul: to which it, 'the Soul' is passive and receptive: I'll
do away their sins; I'll write my Law, &c.; I'll put it in their hearts: they shall
never depart from me, &c.
This commends the Love of God: it's Christ dying for men without strength, for
men whilst sinners, whilst enemies. And shall we seek for the root of our
comforts within us,-What God hath done, what He is to us in Christ, 'this' is
the root of our comfort; in this is stability; in us is weakness. Acts of
obedience are not perfect, and therefore yield not perfect Grace. Faith as an
act, yields it not; but 'only' as it carries us into Him, who is our perfect rest and
peace; in whom we are accounted of, and received by, the Father,-even as
Christ himself! This is our high calling. Rest we here, and here only.
Commend me to Harry Cromwell: I pray for him, That he may thrive, and
improve in the knowledge and love of Christ. Commend me to all the Officers.
My prayers indeed are daily for them. Wish them to beware of bitterness of
spirit; and of all things uncomely for the Gospel. The Lord give you
abundance of wisdom, and faith, and patience. Take heed also of your
natural inclination to compliance.
Pray for me. I commit you to the Lord, and rest,
Your loving father,

OLIVER CROMWELL.

