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CARRISBROOKE CASTLE. 

REMINISCENCES OF CHARLES I. AND 
HIS FAMILY. 

BY MRS. E. R. STEELE. 

Farr Ocean Isle! how enchanting are the 
visions that arise in my memory, of summer 
1 among th; es, or upon thy sea- 
bathed sli, while Motive these scenes of beau- 

when far away. : 
The Isle of Wight was called by the Britons 

Guicht, which meant , and from its 
name and conformation it is ap 3 to have 
been broken loose from the shore of England by 
some great convulsion of nature. To reach it 
we embarked in a small steamer at Southamp- 
ton, and sailed from an arm of the sea called 
Soul ‘Water, eight miles long and two 
broad, [Its shores are covered upon one side 
by farms and grounds, and among the latter 
are seen the ruined aisles and cloisters of Nent- 
ly Abbey. Upon the other shore those dark 
woods are the remains of the New Forest, so 
called by William the Conqueror; who, to form 
it, swept away houses, churches and villages 
for ninety miles in circumference. The game 
laws which still exist were instituted for this 
royal hunting ground. The office of bow-bear- 
er also still remains, the holder of which must 
swear he will ¢ be of behaviour to her 
"Majesty’s wild beasts.” The death of Willi- 
am’s son Rufus, and of his son Richard, 
inthis forest, were attributed by the superstiti- 
ous to Divine retribution. While upon this 
matter let hot cunning Canute be ‘forgotten, 
who gave that celebrated rebuke to his flatter- 
ers. Sailing out from the English coast, we 
‘find ourselves upon a channel from one to five 
miles broad, running between ‘the shore and 
the island. It was in this channel that the Roy- 
a war went down, with her 
crew of seven hundred souls. > 

In its outline the famed island of White re- 
sembles our Staten Island, but is larger, it be- 
ing twenty-two miles long by thirteen broad. 
The river Medina divides it through the centre. 
Our steamer steered for this river, which at its 
mouth has upon each side of it two towns of 
Fast and West Cowes. Norris Castle, and 
other lordly mansions adorned the coast. “At 
‘East Cowes we landed one fine day in June, 
and here also landed in the year 1647, upon a 
gloomy November day, the unfortunate king, 
Charles IL, after his escape from Hampton 
Court. The time had come when Cromwell or 
Charles must die. The party of the Republi- 
can was strongest and the King was imprisoned. 
He fled with three followers, and lost in storms 
and darkness wandered in the forests until 
a et them undecided where to turn. 
After a hurried consultation, Charles resolved 
to fly to the Isle of Wight and throw himself 
into Carisbrook Castle. Arrived at last at 
Southampton, Charles dispatched Sir John Ber- 
keley and Mr Ashburnham to discover tlie dis- 
cover the disposition of the governor toward 
him. At Carisbrook they informed the govern- 
or of the flight of Charles and his wish to 
come over to the Island. The governor, who 
was in the interest of the army, was thrown in- 
to great consternation at the strait in which he 
found himself. <Oh, gentlemen,” he exclaim- 
ed, pale with emotion, © you have undone me" 
by bringing the king here. If he is not in the 
island pray let him not come, for what between 
my duty to his majesty, and my gratitude for 
this fresh confidence on the one hand, and my 
observing my trust to the army on the other, I 
shail be confounded. 

¢ God be thanked! there is no harm done,’ 
said Sir John, ¢ his majesty did propose to con- 
fer a favor upon you, and one not inconsistent 
with your duty, as the army is pledged to the 
king unless it play traitor.” The governor un- 
certain how to act was unwilling to refuse the 
king, lest he should fall into worse hands; ‘and 
then what would the army and re say to 
me,” he said. After a great deal of undecision 
governor Hammond concluded to receive him. 
Having gained the governor's reluctant consent 
the two agents hesitated whether to carry him 
to the king; bat thinking it the best course to 
pursue, they accordingly all crossed over to the 
mainland, where at the house of Lord South- 
ampton they found the wanderer. 

Sir John Berkeley sought the king, who 
when he heard that the Governer was bound to 
the army wept and reproached Sir John Berke- 
ley for having put his life in peril. Berkeley 
endeavoured to re-assure Charles, by telling 
him Hammond had sworn to protect him. The 
king, however, still persisted in believing he 
should be made a risoner, as was indeed the 
case. © Atleast, your majesty is not obliged to 
go,’ said Sir John, ¢ and as to this governor I 
will soon rid you of him by a pionard in his 
side.’ The king, however, judging matters 
had gone too far to retract, received Ham- 
mond pleasantly, and the whole party crossed 
over to the island and landed at Cowes. They 

tomained there that night, and when Charles 
retired to his bed-room he found his bedstead 
was curiously carved in oak, having upon the 
head board, in gilt letters, ‘ REMEMBER THY 
xxp.’ The unhappy king torn from his 
throne and family, a houseless, friendless, wan- 
derer, saw in this a token of his Spproschiog 
doom, and kneeling down beside the bed pray- 
ed fervently. Wi wail and happier 
feelings did we leave , than those which 
prevailed with Charles and. his party as they 
set out for Newport. 

Every description of scenery may be found 
in this celebrated Island. We drove as if in an 
enchanting dream, through fairy vale and shady 
woodland, past pretty cottage and lofty castle, 
mounted the hill, commanding lovely 
views, and climbed the ocean cliff to gaze out 
over its Sontag waters. The lee gel 
presents a curious scenery. ere 
are the i tall, pointed rocks, stand- 
ing like sentinels before the Western shore. 
Brilliant sand is found here, lying like coloured 
ribons across the cliffs, and is used with gum 
to make curious painting. Freshwater Bay de- 
tained us a few days by its curious rocks and 
foaming serf. Those deep dark ravines or ca- 
ves, called chines, are worthy'a close inspec- 

so charm the tourist who seeks for beauty and 
grandeur, Newport, the capital, stands upon 
the Medina in the centre of the island, surroun- 
ded by a valley covered with farms and gardens 
hemmed in by gently rising ground, crowned 
with woods, pb pos Airco 8 seats, and coun- 
try mansions. It is a market house and spaci- 
ous grounds for market days. Some of the 
town is ancient, but there are modern streets, 
paved, and lighted with gas. The old church 
of St. Thomas aBecket, is an object of interest; 
it was built in 1172, and has a Norman tower 
with a short spire. As king Charles 
through this town, a prisoner, he excited much 
compassion ; for the island was much in his fa- 
vour, except the governors of the castles. A 
ow jum ly show: her sympathy came out 
and presented him with a damask rose. This 
blooming flower, shining among so much gloom 
the king accepted as a token for good, and 
thanking her warmly, seemed much affected. 
Charles was then carried to Carisbrooke castle, 
a mile from the city. 

THE GLEANER. 

It was a soft and perfumed day, when we 
stood before the castle, musing upon the “chance | 
and change,” which had brought this once pow- 
erful and stately edifice ta its present rumous 
state, and its lordly owners many of them to 
an unhappy end. Even in decay, Carisbrooke 
is an imposing objest, and its grand gateway, 

sat a long array of his enémies, Cromwell in the 
midst, having the arms of the commonwealth 
over his head. There he was sentenced to 
death. His last interview with his children 
was, according to Herbert, so touching, as to 
move his ed guard to tears. There were 
only two of his children in England, and they 
were under the care of the duke of Northum- 
berland, at Sion House. When they were 
brought into their unhappy father’s presence, 
the children fell upon their knees, weep- 
ing Bitterly and asked his blessing. The king 
raised them up, and seating the princess Eliza- 
beth upon his knee, gave her his last advice. 
He desired her, when she saw her brother 
James, duke ef York, to tell him their oldest 
brother Charles would be king after his father’s 
death; and he must not only regard him as his 
brother, but as his sovereign. is dying wish, 
he said, was that his children might love each 
other and forgive their enemies. He also bade 
her to tell her mother, he had never ceased to 
think of her, and to love her to the last. * Do 
not grieve for me my child,” he added, I die 
for the laws and liberties of the land, and for 
the Protestant religion.” He then gave her his 
blessing and sent it to her brothers and sister, 
and his remembrance to all who were dear to 
him. 

Sweetheart,” he said, * you will forget all 
this.” 

¢ No,” exclaimed Elizabeth, weeping bitterly, 
*1 shall never forget itas long asl live. Iwill 
write it down and be sure to remember it!’ 

Charles then gave her some jewels, and when 
she arose, placed the little duke upon his knee. 

¢ Sweetheart!” he said, ¢ they will cut off thy 
father’s head!” The child looked wistfully in 
bis father’s face. ¢ Mark, child what I say; 
they will cut of my head and make thee pe 
haps a king. But you must not be made a king 
as long as your brothers Charles and James are 
alive. They will cut offtheir heads when they 
catch them, and cut off thy head at last; and 
therefore I charge you not to be made. a king 
by them.’ 
The boy replied: 
¢ He would be torn in pieces first!’ which an- 

and towers, and its gray walls festooned with = swer well pleased the king. 
ivy, crowning the grassy eminence on which it | 
stands! The date of this castle is uncertain, 
Roman, Saxon, and Norman remains are found 
itit. Among the former is shown a well in the 
churchyard, said to be three hundred feet deep. 
The followers of Charles were sent away and 
he was kept a close prisoner. Many plans 
were formed for his rescue. His son Charles, 
while coming with some ships of war to release 
his father was forced to return to Holland. One 
night the king was suddenly awakened by the 
beat of a drum, he knew that an insurrection 
had taken place in his favor, but, the island be- 
ing in the power of Cromwell, the attempt did 
pot succeed. There were but few indeed who 
cared to befriend the fallen monarch; for in his 

sperity Charles had driven them reckless- 
y from him in his insincerity and indgeisiop. 
It was the misfortune of Charles Stuart to have 
been at the helm during the time of much com- 
rant mmc religion, a by 
tion ly authority was requi the 
times, and the spirit of Chiizles waphot phd to 
the emergency; refused to bend and was 
crushed. As a private gentleman, he had abi- 
lities and qualities to render him estimable. 
A window is shown in Carisbrooke castle 

from which the king endeavoured to escape. 
Friends were near with relays of horses, and 
everything arranged, when it was found that 
he was too large to pass through the bars. Af- 
ter much straining he was forced to relinquish 
the attempt. children of Charles were 
here sent to him. He had once before seen’ 
them while.at a village near Reading. Crom- 
well who was em shed tears at the affect- 
ing meeting. princess Elizabeth, was a 
fine girl of thirteen; the duke of Gloucester, 
nine; the duke of York, fourteen. Charles 
then, as always, exdeavoured to instill virtuous 
principles into the hearts of his children. He 
conjared them, whatever misfortunes might be- 
fall the Church of England, to be constant to 
their faith. The princess, he eajoined always 
to be obedient to her mother and brother 
Charles after his death, and never to marry un- 
less with the queen’s consent. Alas, the young 
girl lived not long enough to obey these pre- 
septs. The duke of York was cha to make 
his escape as soon as possible. This he did 
soon after, when in London, by quietly sli 
ping from the apartment without hat or cloib, 
and he then fled toa friend of his family, by 
whose means he reached Holland, and sought 
the protection of his sister Mary, the princess 
of Orange. After a few months Charles was 
carried to Newport, where, in the old gruy 
stone school house, still standing, he signed the 
treaty with the Parliament, called the treaty 
of Newport. The spirit of Charles Stuart, in- 
stead of falling with his fortunes, rose the bhigh- 
er in adversity. Never has he appeared so 
well, as upon the last trying events of his life. 

) the formation of this treaty, the king 
displayed so much knowledge of law and di- 
vinity, and du d his v } so ably, 
that the earl of Sailsbury observed to Sir Philip 
Warwick, who attended upon Charles: 
a a king is wonderfully improved of 

¢ No, my lord, he was pa ed always #0; but your 

t description, the trial and death of the king wi 
out a sentfnent of . and the king with- 

He then gave him also some jewels, and kis- 
sed them while tears rolled down his cheeks, 
and prayed the Almighty to bless them. As 
they were leaving the apartment, he again cal- 
led them, embraced and kissed them fondly, 
and bade them adieu forever. To this fearful 
scaffold, Charles went with the same humility, 
Christian firmness and trust as had borne him 
through his sorrowing downfall. ¢ I go from a 
corruptible, to an incorruptible crown,” were 
his last words. That he was receivéd, and his 
errors forgiven, let us hope. He 1s considered 
by the English Church as a martyr for his faith, 
and on the 30th January, the anniversary of 
his execution, a service is held called King 
Charles the Martyr's day. Whilewe were in 
London, we visited the spot where the King 
was beheaded. It was before the palace of 
Whitehall, but a small part of which now re- 
mains. Hew stands a statue of James, Duke 
of York, whoh with a sad ex ion, points to 
the spot where fell his father’s head. 
The children of Charles were sent by Crom- 

well into confinement at Carisbrooke Castle, 
before which we have been lingering all this 
time, looking back to the past history of its 
royal inmates. Elizabeth was a fine child, of 
a good heart, with talents and abilities above 
her years; but the terrific events which had 
passed around her had blasted her young life, 
and in a year after her father’s execution, the 
vp little princess died at the age of fourteen. 
he was buried privately in the church of St. 

Thomas a Becket, at Newport, whose spire we 
can just see thro the fine old trees. No 
nd no carved sepulchral monument in 

Vestminister, awaited this daughter of a royal 
house. Upon a plain stone, which covered the 
spot where they laid her, were chisseled her 
letters E. 8. Afterwards, however, when her - 
brother Charles ascended the throne, a brass 
plate took the place of the stone, with a more 
elaborate inscription. No fairer resti place 
could they give thee, sweet princess, than in 
the centre of this fairy island. Tn its fate it 
bears a resemblance to thee, for like thee it 
was torn by rude storms from its parents side, 
and left asa prey to the cruel winds and the 
waves. Farewell to the elysian Isle; and fare- 
well to the fair princess who rests in thy bo- 
som. 
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From the Snow Flake. 

DEATH OF A CHILD. 

BY T. 8. ARTHUR. 
Tre death of a child, to those in no wa 

connected with it either by relationship or pivd 
ly intercourse, 1s a thing of little moment—a 
circumstance scarce noted but how different is 
such dn event to those who have grown famili- 
ar with the little prattler; to those who have 
begun to listen, even in memory, for the music 
of its happy voice. 

In the oily where I once resided, was a 
dear child who had won his way into every 
heart. Ten of us there were—but of these six wuly claimed relationship—the rest of ue. wars strangers and sojourners, But words cannot tell how dear to us was that sweet child. He was our te when in the house, and claim ed many of our most v . 
ois hd The fre t thoughts when we 

happy in the possession ~ femer Bi ial; 

that lordly chamber, Westminister (io) os en though sensible persons, found it almost 
he had #0 ofteu sat in- state, he " cml” ips wh ho | ireso me expressi- 

ons of fondues for, and interest in, the little 

stifled, in his bosom. The former vw” 23 
to weep. rks was 100 Po 
low of fearful relief. - The breathing of the litle sSCuRy 
quicker and fainter, but hoe hie fram® 
ly. Each respiration convu the at £51 
estorted his pono oH But when he Hig, 

the struggle was painful. ” 

! voice of indescribable 

He was just three years old, when he wa! 
suddenly taken with symptoms of that er 
disease the croup. In the silent midnigh od 
parents were startled from his sleep by hi 
and difficult breathing. A bet. bn | was imme 
diately prepared, and antimonial wine 

istod, but Pw good purpose; and, ere awd: 
an experienced physisian had been summoned 
to the house. No relief could be obtained 
however, for many hours, and that 1 
but a slight abatement of the alarming 
toms. But little was eaten by any af be 
breakfast table next rv 
anxiety were upon every face. EB 
ehangid since the day before! Then wowe® : 
happy with our little playmate—now we wh IF 
low and ominous words and together, 
about softly, as if we feared to wake & sloe 

r. 
P When we again assembled at the dinoe” 
hour, hope had not yet dawned upon the prs 
of the anxious parents. One by one we 
ered in the sick chamber to look upon 08 Pi 
sant companion, now struggling with Pi ope 
subdued by sickness. For a moment ovel 
would brighten as each familiar face beating 
him, but ead be. ; 
look, as if he our aid in es 
How ardently did he long to bestow | 

aid, and how humbled in spirit hr 
we turned away from his bed side, 
though his rebuke went with us for not 
ing him from the hands of his Lrg of 

The day were on heavily po Jost 
us who was absent on business, and 
evening came, of 

“* How is little Willie?" asked, esgel 
his mother who was the first that met "ge 
entered. She looked at me a moment dow? 
she spoke, evidently struggling to ri 
her felings, and thea said, i 
with wet eyes :— 

ol 

*“ He is no better.” ness 
Softly I entered the chamber, the quick 

which was broken only by theload, choot 
bored breathing of the child. health 
was our little friend! The rose 
faded from his cheek—the gladness 
young bright eye, nor was he suffering, F 
violence of the disease alone. Wes opr 
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i cines had prostrated his system, ¥/5 cg burst 
ling the malady, and a large blister "the 
the skin from his breast without MOPCE;ps 
spoiler from his vigorous hold. 1 whis oe not 
name as I bent over him, but tr s 

—1 spoke in a louder tone, but Sarnest cl 
my voice. Even to his mother's e950 py s 
Willie! dear Willie!”* ho apswered 20 
look, a word, or motion. The first woes 
The night passed heavily. 27" sede 

that greeted my ears in the at of 
my roam, was the hoarse, oes otal 
child. It sounded through the BOW Cog 
distinct, from the hali-opened 
chamber. H 

Another day passed, and ano" 
then we were called to se€ 
heart beats with a troubled, at 
even now, while I thot 
throat had becohie so oa ing *° 
was almost impossible. He 18Y 1 "og 
grasping before us, and we The 
smooth hi pes ling, aod * 
supported the head a moveds oot 
er stood looking on apparently TU ued, 
there was a tempest of feeling cond 
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an itsel body sath 
how sti , how lovely was he in 
like a Sabbath rest after a Woe 

in. z 
Nd down in spirit W¢ 
from the chamber of death. 
done that our delight was taken 
hearts stricken sorrow! How 
describe the agony of the 
It cannot be told. t was Keen, 
who sustained her in her 

sweetness 

even from the inner temple of her, 
* He is not dead, but sleopeih- 
touching is the silent, subdued, Fo 
of a istian mother, than not 0 
of one whose sorrow looks. 1 Hj 
solf. Never shall 1 forget W Tle WIE 
bent over the coffin of her dear 
kissed his cold forehead, lips 
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threshold, that I did not miss 
ear listened for a well knowh up? 
sound never more fell sweetly 

ed parents; but they ond the vel! [La 
tian omg oe beyoih heir 180! 

seeing, a ory 

in the company of of colostial ang® 

THE MAN. 
BY W. HM. oe 

weeds o’er ran the garcess 
Ee woods usarped the fielite 
Fornathing but weeds and | 
The idle land would vi€ ng— 

Maat Tag A bo A Man v 

Ciide oad—t11 will amend his 
If a son of Adam can’ 
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