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of her tenderness, and never once put into words the fearful

thought which lay deep in her heart—** What will become

of me when he is gone ? " But Oliver had this same anxious

boding, and he managed that night to tell his wife that if

God, in mercy, called him on the sudden, Israel SwafFham

had his last words and advices for her,—words that would

then be from Oliver in heaven to Elizabeth on earth.

They spoke of their old, free, happy life ; of their sons and

daughters both here and there, and mingled for the last

time their tears and prayers together.

" Let us trust yet in God, dear Oliver," she said, as they

rose from their knees ; " is He not sufficient ?

"

" Trust in God !
" he cried. " Who else is there in the

heaven above, or in the earth beneath ? And as our John

Milton says—
" '

. . . if this truth fidl.

The pillared firmament ii rottenoeu.

And earth's base built on stubble.'

Trust in God ! Indeed I do ! God has not yet spoken

His last word to Elizabeth and Oliver Cromwell." Then
he drew her close to his heart, kissed her fondly, and said,

almost with sobs, ** My dearest, if I go the way of all the

earth first, thou wilt never forget me ?

"

"How could I forget thee? How could I? Not in

my life days ! Not in my eternal days ! Heart of my
heart! My good, brave, true husband, Elizabeth will

never foi^et thee, never cease to love thee and honour

thee, while the Everlasting One is thy God and my God."

The next day he went to his desk and began to write,

but speedily and urgently called for Israel SwafFham.

When he answered the call, Oliver was in great physical

agony, but he took some papers from a drawer and said,

" When I am no longer here, Israel, give these to my wife.


