HARPERS
NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

No. CCCL—JUNE, 1875.—Vor. LI

OAVE AND BOOK, GREVE AU LAUCOU, JEREEY,

FHE severest gale that had blown for

several winters had lashed the shores
of Great Britain. The whole country was
covered with unwonted snows, and frozen
by cold very unusual there. Many wreeks
had oceurred, and the Channel had, as usu-
al, been swept by the tempest. A large
steamer had foundered in its waters, and
the costly breakwaters of Alderney and Jer-
sey had been greatly damaged. Hardly had

the waves yet gone down when the royal
mail packet Southampton steamed down the
Solent, past the Isle of Wight, at midnight,
for the Channel Islands, But on getting
out into the open sea we found the wind
piping up again, and a high sea dirvectly in
our teeth. Aeccordingly we put back, and
! lay till morning in Yarmouth Roads. The
wind moderating at daylight, we weighed
anchor and made a second attempt. All
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day it blew fresh, with quite “a lump of a
sea” on, but toward night Alderney hove in
sight, then the three light-houses warning
the mariner to give a wide berth to the Cask-
ets, one of the most dangerous and most
celebrated reefs in the Atlantic. On these
rocks was lost Prince William, the only son
of Henry I, after which event it is said the
king never smiled again. In later timés the
wrecks of a Russian line-of-battle ship, and
of the English man-of-war Fietory with 1100
men on board, have, among other wrecks,
given a melancholy celebrity to the Cask-
ots.  As we neared and passed this reef
the waves became greatly larger and more
broken, althongh the wind was less. This
was explained as caunsed by the tides and
counter-currents, which, owing to the very
irregular character of the adjoining coast
of Normandy and the numerous sunken
ledges surrounding the channel, combined
with the extraordinary rise and fall of the
tide to render navigation in this archipela-
go generally rough, and in the winter sea-
son hazardonus.

Picking her way carefully between the
various pitfalls which line the entrance to
St. Peter’s Port, the steamer moored along-
side the pier after night-fall. As I wound
my way up the steep winding streets to my
lodgings it seemed as if T had fallen upon
some old fortified rock town of the Middle
Ages, and the impression was not altogeth-
er confradicted by inspection of the place
by daylight. St Peter's Port has a popula-
tion of 16,000, females being in an excess of
nearly a third, as is also the case in Jersey.
It is built on a slope of considerable steep-
ness, rising two hundred feet above the sea,
and consists of the old and the new town.
The former faces the port, and is fronted by
a pleasant esplanade, ornamented with trees
and protected by a sea-wall. The port it-
self, originally Dbuilt by Edward I, is entire-

Iy artificial, and has been enlarged in later |
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years with great labor and expense. On a
rock at the end of one of the piers stands
Castle Cornet, a massive pile without much
beauty, but dating back, it is said, to the
Romans, and presenting various interesting
additions since then. It suffered greatly
three hundred years ago by the explosion
of its powder-magazine, which was struck
by lightning. On the esplanade is a really
very fine colossal bronze statne of Prince
Albert, and elose at hand is a bronze plate
stating that the Queen and her consort land-
ed on that spot in 1846. Immediately ad- -
Joining stands the parish church, as it is
called, one of the oldest buildings in the
group, and in some respects the one most
worthy of attention for architectural heau-
ty. The style is Flamboyant Gothie, and it
is enriched by beautitnl stained windows.
Wandering about the steep narrow lanes
radiating from this choice and venerable
relie of antiquity, one is astonished to find
such stern massiveness in the buildings,
such winding irregularity in the narrow
streets, and a steepness that necessitates
the most curions succession of long stair-
ways, with cross lanes meeting at the land-
ings leading up other narrower steps, all in
the most quaint and nnexpected manner.
The new town may be said to begin with
St. Paul’s Chapel, and extends back of the
old town north and south, generally more
level, and always pleasing. While in the
old town the houses are almost entirely of
sombre granite, in the new they are as uni-
versally stuccoed, and tinted of a soft cream
or brown tint. I think it wounld be difficult
within the same space to find elsewhere so
many charming streets and houses as in St.
Peter’s Port, giving an air of unostentatious
competence. On almost every one is paint-
ed either the family name or some pleasing
title in English or French, as “Merida Vil-
la,” or “ Bon Repos,” while-in front are lit-
tle garden-plots, neatly kept, or rows of

BT. PETER'S TORT, GUERNBEY,



THE CHANNEL ISLANDS.

ivied elms; ivy also clings lovingly to the
surrounding walls. Every where one comes
across these cheerful, home-like streets, lead-
ing by easy degrees to pleasant inland views,
with a central spire surmounting come time-
worn ehapel of past ages, where still the vil-
lagers meet with undiminished devotion.
Not an unimportant addition to the pleas-
ure a stranger takes in rambling about St.
Peter’s Port is the physical beauty of those
he meets. We find here the pure Norman
race, the same as that which congquered
Britain, but, unlike that, scarcely mixed with
Saxon or any other foreign blood. The men
have a fresh, ruddy complexion, an honest,
frank, good-humored, but manly expression.
The women have a skin remarkably fair,
delicate, and clear, and features regular, ex-
pressive, and often beautiful. If but their
eyes were as brilliant and eloguent as those
of their sisters of Greece or America, they
would present a nearly perfect type of fe-
male beauty. And the children are, of
course, charming, and even when they run
out of the peasant houses in the remote dis-
tricts and beg the passer-by for “doubles,”
there is a witchery about them seldom found
in beggars elsewhere. Buf to speak of beg-
gars in Guernsey is almost absurd, for ex-
treme poverty is nearly unknown, while al-
most every ftiller of the land cultivates a
patrimony inherited from his ancestors for
many centuries, and it is diffienlt to find ev-
idences of squalor in the island. Even the
houses of the peasantry are neatly kept, and
a clean lace or cambrie c¢nrtain hides the
lower windows of the humblest cots, while
flowers and vines are trained on the win-
dow-seat during the winter season.

MALRKET-PLACE AT

MONUMENT TO PRINCE ALBERT, GUERNSEY.

The langnage is the old Norman French,
pure and simple, although the dialect of
Guernsey differs slightly from that of Jer-
sey. English is now spoken by the better
families, and often understood by those who
do not use it among themselves. Services
in many of the churches, and all proceed-

ings in the courts and Legislature, are in

ST. PETER'S TOLT, GUERNSEY.
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French. Strange as it may seem to many,
the islands are in their government very
nearly independent of Great Britain, to
which they owe a sort of fendal allegiance.
In the transaction of their own affairs they
are practically independent; and stranger
still, Jersey has a government and laws
of its own, while Guernsey, with the de-
pendencies of Sark and Alderney, is ruled
by still another code and Legislature. The
Legislature consists in each case of a Sen-
ate-house, composed of the bailiff, or chief
Jjustice, and the jurats, and the Assembly, in-
cluding a larger number, called the States,
and of less influence. The laws still smack
of the rough emergencies of the Middle
Ages, and arve sometimes quite arbitrary.
Any one who chooses to set up a claim as
creditor has a right, on his bare assertion, to
seize either the person or the property of
the alleged debtor, whether a native or a
stranger, and the debtor has no redress; on
the other hand, the sheriff can not enter a
house unless the door is opened voluntarily,
and, if he desires fo arrest a man or woman,
must somefimes resort to artifice to decoy
the vietim into his clutches, as, for example,
to send an ally into the house on some er-
rand, who can open the door when the sher-
iff knocks.

Notwithstanding this semi-independence,
and the fact that French is the popular and
official langnage, the Queen boasts no sub-
Jeets more loyal than these Normans of the
Isles. To question their loyalty is to inflict

insult almost amounting to injury. Some
of England’s most distingunished soldiers
and sailors have come from these islands,
where their names are cherished with pa-
triotic pride. More than this: it is the
common opinion here that instead of being
a fief of England, England herself owes her
allegiance to the lords of the Norman Isles.
For why: these islands are a part of Nor-
mandy, and were so when William of Nor-
mandy reduced Britain to subjection to Nor-
manrule During all the changes that have
happened in the succeeding centuries, they
alone have survived of the Norman territory,
and have preserved a remnant of that race
intact and unmixed which laid England at
its feet and has kept her subject ever since.
This is not so absurd, after all. It is quite
as reasonable for these little islands to be
lords paramount of England as for the com-
paratively small England to hold sway, as
onee she did, over the whole of North Amer-
ica, Hindostan, Australia, ete. ; and the aAPOS-
tolic succession of the Chureh is searcely as
clear as the descent of these Channel Island-
ers from the fellow-countrymen of William
the Conqueror and Richard Ceur de Lion.
It may be well to add here that one law ex-
ists in Guernsey advantageous to foreigners
residing within its limits: they are not snb-
Jeet to the payment of taxes unless holding
real estate in the island.

The ecelesiastical jurisdietion of the group
was for several centuries under the control
of the Bishop of Contances; but after the
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doectrines of the Reformation were univers-
ally accepted by the people, they were trans-
ferred to the diocese of the Bishop of Win-
chester, who is represented in each island
by a dean. The islanders arve, with few ex-
ceptions, good Protestants; churches and
chapels abound, and are generally well at-
tended. Puseyism and ritualism have, 80
far, made little progress here; the Low-
Church still continues popular, while the
Non-conformists of all the leading sects are
in a flourishing condition. Superstition is
gradually losing its hold, and much genuine
and intelligent piety doubtless exists in
some of these islands. But in the hamlets
most remote from town, and among the
older people, curious superstitions still ob-
tain belief.  On Christmas-night there are
some even in St. Peter's Port who will on no
account go to a well to draw water, Others
will not venture into a stable at midnight
lest they should surprise the cattle, asses,
and sheep on their knees worshiping the
infant Saviour. A photographer is some-
times regarded as dealing in the black-art,
and some refuse so far to compromise their
character as to allow themselves to be pho-
tographed. In Guernsey, at St. George, is
a well called “Holy Well,” still visited by
damsels, for on the surface of ifs waters
maidens are said to be able to see the face
of their future hushands. In Jersey, near
St. Clement’s, is the Witches' Rock, where, it
is said, the witches hold their Sabbath: the
belief in witeheraft is not entirely extinct
here. The marks on that rock are confi-
dently asserted to be the foot-prints made
by his Satanic majesty during the visits
which, it is to be feared, he malkes quite too
frequently in Jersey as well as elsewhere,
One of the first things the stranger hears
of, on coming to these islands, is the excln-
siveness of the upper class, their hauteur
and pride, and the contempt in which o
tradesman is held. If is stated that a gen-
tleman will be on very good terms with a
tradesman in his shop, but will not con-

descend to recognize him in the street, while
at balls the line is drawn with painful dis-
tinetness. On the other hand, it is said that
the distinetion between the “sixties” and
the “ forties,” as the two classes are termed,
is wearing away. For an exclusiveness so
much more pronounced than usunal even
in an English colony there was doubtless
some ground originally, arising from local
causes, which is now forgotten.

St. Sampson’s is the only other town of
any size in Guernsey after St. Peter's Port.
It is named after some mythical Irish saint
who came here in the sixth century. The
place is about two miles from the capital,
the road being by the sea, skirted with
houses on one side and a sea-wall on the
other, with here and there an old martello
tower or a bit of an ivied castle to relieve the
view, The port of St. Sampson’s is a good
one of its size. I counted as many as six-
teen vessels there, loading with granite for
England. The granite trade is the most im-
portant business of Guernsey. The church
of St. Sampson’s was consecrated in 1111,
It is the oldest building in the island, but
offers no architectural attractions. More
interesting are the Vale Castle adjoining
and the Druidie remains, Long before Rollo
the Norman visited and conquered these isl-
lands, long before St. Sampson and Julins
Cwsar, the Celt had braved these perilous
waters in his rude bark, and had scaled
these almost inaccessible shores. Here, in
those ages lost in the vague mists of unre-
corded antiquity, the Drunid practiced his
mysterious and bloody rites, and left nu-
merous dolmens and cromlechs to tell the
tale of a race that would otherwise have
passed away from fhese isles into the ut-
ter silence of oblivion. Many of these re-
markable vestiges have unfortunately been
destroyed ; of those which remain one of
the most interesting is at L’Aucresse Com-
mon, near St. Sampson’s. It is covered by
seven blocks, the largest estimated to weigh
thirty tons, and is seventeen feet long by ten

CROMLECH, GUEENBEY.
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HAUTEVILLE—VIOTOR HUGO'S LATE RESIDENCE IN GUERNSEY.

wide and four and a half feet thick, while
the whoie cromlech is forty-five feet long by
thirteen in width. Under the floor were
found one hundred and fifty urns, human
bones, amulets, and the like.

St. Sampson’s and the adjacent portion of
the little island are also interesting, as many
of the scenes of Victor Hugo's impossible
Toilers of the Sea ave laid there. There is
no foundation for the story, so far as I can
learn, but. it is very well told, and gives
incidentally vivid and often truthful de-
seriptions of the
scenery and peo-
ple, and should be
read by every one
contemplating a
visit to the islands,
Passing  through
the old part of St.
Peter's  Port, by
the markets, well
stocked with most
excellent fish, beef
of a very supe-
rior quality, and
fine  vegetables,
and proceeding in
the rear of Fort
. George, one comes
to Hauteville, for
many years the
residence of Vietor
Hngo. He is now
in Paris, but his

T mansion remains fur-
nished as he left it,,
in a manner high-

| ly characteristic of
the distinguished au-
thor.  Keeping on
in a southerly diree-
tion, one comes to
the sonth side of the
island, to the artiss
or scientific student
searching for studies
in geology or erus-
taceology by far
the most interesting
part of Guernsey.
As Guernsey is tri-
angular in form, and
only nine and a half
miles on its longest
side, much the pleas-
antest way to see its
beauties is on foot.
The sonthern coast
is indented with sev-
eral small but ex-
ceedingly beautiful
bays, presenting a
great vaviety of gra-
nitic forms, often al-
most voleanic in gro-

| tesqueness of shape, the cliffs rising some-
times over three hundred feet, often per-
pendicnlarly, from the silvery beaches of
soft white sand at their base. ~ Wild caverns
are hollowed into the sides of the cliffs,
and rivaolets, under the sylvan covert of
many varieties of vines and shrubs, descend
from the platean above to these bays. Le

Moulin Huet Bay, Ieart Point, Petit Bot Bay,

the Gouffre, Gull Rock, Pleinmont, are in

turn the favorites of the enthusiast who vis-
lifs them; but the stern, precipitous, thun-

GUARD-HOUSE DESCRIBED 1IN ‘* TOILERS OF THE 8EA,”
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der-scarred Titanie elifts of Pleinmont seem-
ed to me the grandest place for a sea-view in
Guernsey, and one of the finest to be found
any where. Near the brow of these preci-
pices Victor Hugo lays the scene of some of
the most striking passagesin his book. The
small guard-house, which he represents to
have been haunted, and makes the rendez-
vous of smugglers, stands there still, entire-
ly alone on the cliff.

In plain sight from Guernsey in good
weather, twenty miles from land to land, in
an east-southeast divection, lies the island
of Jersey, twelve miles long and seven wide,
in area nearly twice the size of Guernsey.
St. Helier's, the chief town, contains over
30,000 inhabifants, and is sitnated on fhe
bay of St. Aubin, a most. beautiful sheet of
water, skirted by a level sand beach, flank-
ed by high slopes and cliffs, and ornament-
ed on the opposite side by the charming lit-
tle town of St. Aubin. The approach fo St.
Helier's from Guernsey is around the south-
western angle of the island, bristling with
reefs, showing their teeth to the mariner in
a most threatening manner. Of these the
most formidable is the Corbidre, or * Sailors’
Dread,” the haunt of innumerable corbitres,
or sea-crows, A light-honse has recently
been erected on the highest point, but it is
a most formidable foe, as the writer can tes-
tify from personal observation, having pass-
ed it twice, in a heavy gale of wind from the
southeast, mueh neaver than was agreeable.
It must be owned that few spots present a
finer opportunity for studying the effect of

TUR CORBIERE

a raging sea on a rugged shore. The un-.
der-tow meeting the waves formed by the

wind, and again affected by the diverse cnr-

rents and tides, which here rise forty feet,

produces off the Corbiere, as off the Caskets,
waves of extraordinary height, grandeur,

and fury.

The entrance to the port is very danger-
ous, owing to the reefs that skirt the chan-
nel and extend miles to the eastward. The
harbor is almost entively artificial. On the
left, on entering the mole, is a high rock
surmounted by the remains of a hermitage
many centuries old. Sf. Helier, Hilary, or
Hilarius, was one of those shadowy Irish
saints whose apocryphal adventures serve
to adorn the saints’ calendar with a species
of pious Arabian Nights tales. From what
is said of the good people of St. Helier's, one
might infer that they had made the mistake
of spelling his name Hilarious, and suited
their lives to the name. To eschew the
world, the flesh, and the devil is not enough
the custom in this insular Paris. Just north-
ward of the Hermitage, on a rock of some
height, stands Elizabeth Castle, a rather
picturesque pile, of which a portion once
formed an abbey. The town is not very
pleasing mnear sthe port, the streets being
narrow and dark, but it rambles up on high-
er ground, and gradually assumes a more
cheerful and inviting aspect. The shop
windows often make a display of wares
quite metropolitan. The markets are well
worth a visit, and the market-women some-
times dress in a costume slightly peculiar,

AND LIGHT-LOUSE, JERSEY.
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MOUNT ORGUELL

the only noticeable local costume in the isl-
ands.  Generally the people of these islands
dress and wear their hair with excellent
taste, combining the English common-sense
ideas of comfort with a certain French grace-
fulness that one too often fails to see in Bn-
sland.

0dd as it may sound, there are two Lilli-
putian railroads in Jersey, starting from St.
Helier’s, one running five miles to Govey,
called the Eastern Railway, limited; the
other also extending about five miles, to St.
Aubin. The latter cost a large amount, and
swamped two or three local banks, produ-
cing much business prostration, and still
further reducing the value of loeal curren-
cy. They seem to have been horrowing les-
sons from the United States in this igland ;
paper money is issued in the most reckless
manner, and much enterprise, in the form of
hollow bubbles of speculation, has enriched
a few and impoverished many ; but the law,
mindful of the claims of the sufferers and
what it owes to the defense of society, has
made an example of some of the leading of-
fenders, from which we, in turn, can take a
lesson from the island of Jersey. Consider-
able shipping is owned at St. Helier’s, em-
ployed in foreign commerce or in the cod-
lisheries.

After St. Helier's, or rather before it in
interest among the objects to attract the
visitor to Jersey, is Mount Orgneil Castle,
at the village of Govey, on the eastern coast.
It is now dismantled, and oceupied only by
i warder, but this malkes it all the more af-
tractive. Perched on a rock washed by the
waves, the highest parapet of the venerable
pile is 270 feet above the sea. Built of
stone the same as the rocks on which it is
founded, it looks in many parts almost like
a portion of the cliff. Setting aside the le-
gends about Julius Cwesar, who is made re-
sponsible for the parentage of half the cas-
tles in Europe, there is no doubt that Mount
Orgueil was oceupied, if not built, by Rollo,
the grandsire of William the Congueror,

CASTLE, JERBEY.

whose esentcheon is still quite distinet over
the main enfrance fo the keep, The erypt
under the chapel, with a marble statue of
the Virgin and Child,is in good preservation.
Also the apartments ocenpied by Charles 11.
while seeking an asylum in this island,
which remained faithful to the house of
Stuart. These apartments have unfortu-
nately been modernized recently for bar-
racks, although untenanted at present.
The guard-room where military courts were
held is gone, but the adjoining cell where
eriminals were execnted remains, with ves-
tiges of a secret staircase which communi-
cated with the keep and the sally-port,
The dungeon is a ghastly place, but the
most interesting spot in the castle is the
dark, dismal cell, some six feet by four, with
but a small loop-hiole over the sea, where
Prynne, the Puritan, was contfined for three
years. He had ample time to compose po-
efry or philosophics in these close quarters,
although the scene was not altogether con-
genial to tranquil meditation. That rheu-
matism, megrims, and misanthropy did not
quite corrode his bones or his intellect is
evident from the fact that he did try to
write verse, as shown by the following dog-
gerel lines, besides certain moral disquisi-
tions: -

“Mount Orgunefl Castle is a lofty pile,
Within the eastern part of Jersey Isle,
Seated upon a rock full large and high,
Close by the sea-shore, next to Normandie,
Near to a sandy bay, where boats do ride
Within a peere, safe from 'both wind and tide,” ete.

From the battlements rusty chains still
hang, by which criminals in those rough
ages were suspended alive.

The view from the top commands the const
of Normandy and Brittany, including the
Cathedral of Coutances on clear days, and,
besides a prospect of the landscape of Jer-
sey, gives one an idea of the dangers which
beset the mariner in these waters. Seylla
and Charyhdis weve very trifling affairs coza-
pared with the chevaux-de-frise of rocks
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under and above water which encircle these
islands. If the sailor escapes the Caskets,
the labyrinthine snares of the Little Russel
are ready to trip him, or, if sailing for Jer-
sey or St. Malo, the 8t. Roguier or the Han-
ways lie in wait for him, or the Paternos-
ters, so terrible that they are thus called,
perhaps, because there is nothing left to him
who encounters their savage blows but to
say his prayers. Escaping these, he still has
the Corbiere or La Couchiére to avoid, and
is not yef past dangers, for by no means
the least savage yet lie near his path—the
Chausseys, and the terrible Minquieres,
fronting the coast of France many miles,
like a picket-gnard; and the most awful
and solitary of all, the Douvres, like an ad-
vanced post in the ocean, solemn and im-
placable. The coast of Jersey is also every
where dangerous of approach, and rises in
many places over three hundred feet on the
northern side. Many very bold, striking eclifis
are to be seen there, many rocks of remarlk-
able form and size. The Jersey granite is
considerably warmer in color than that of
Guernsey, which renders its eliffs slightly
less stern, and more in harmony with the
vivid green of the surges that lash their
feet and fill their vast caverns with the
dread thunders of the storm. Boulet Bay,
Gréve de Leeq, Gréve au Lancon, Cape
Grosnez, the Pinnacle, or La Pule, at L'Etoce,
are o few of the many points deserving the
investigation and the enthusiasm of the
tourist, the naturalist, and the artist. St

THE PINNACLE,

Brelade's Church is the oldest building in
the island, and guite picturesque.

The interior of the island is altogether he-
lied by its coast scenery, for it is highly rus-
tie and idyllie, intersected every where by
winding lanes almost concealed by hedges,
and banks abonnding in ferns, mosses, and
thick -embowering vines and shrmbs, So
very winding and intricate, in fact, are the
rural lanes of Jersey that a cause is assigned
forit: the island was in early ages infested
by pirates, who carried off the people as well
as their goods to that degree that, in order
to mislead the freebooters and make it easi-
er to cut them off before they could reach
the sea, paths were twisted into a species
of labyrinth. These lanes are, however,
gradually being replaced by more direct
roads, and many of the old avenues of trees
are falling before the axe of improvement or
necessity.

Twenty miles in a northeasterly direc-
tion from Gnernsey lies Alderney, called by
the Normans Aurigny, in most respects the
least interesting of the group, although the
abruptness with which its elevated table-
land plunges into the'ocean presents some
very striking scenes.  But the table-land it-
self is generally flat and bare, and the fown
of St. Anne's offers few points of interest.
The island is but three miles and a half long.
It claims our attention, however, on two ac-
counts. On its northwestern side is Braye
Harbor, celebrated for the breakwater or
mole which the English government has

JERBEY.
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been building for many years at an enor-
mous expense as a naval station and harbor
of refuge, to offset the corresponding port
of Cherbourg in Normandy, and enable the
English to command the Channel. This
breakwater has, very sfrangely, been con-
structed in a most blundering manuer, at
least in its form, so that it presents itself to
the sea in such a way that it often suffers
serious damage, and will eventually have to
be altered. Alderney is also known for the
breed of cows which bears its name, These

are so called probably hecause the first ones
exported were from that island, althongh
now very few that are sold as Alderney cows
are direetly from there, Those of that hreed
actually exported from these islands are
generally from Jersey, where the eattle are
much the same as those of Alderney, small,
with tapering heads, and of a delicate fawn-
color. The Guernsey cow is esteemed by
some even more highly than the Alderney ;
it is rather larger, and more of a red, brin-
dled,in color. The cows are milked three

VRAICKING.
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CEEUX HARBOR, SARK.

times daily, and the milk is chnrned with-
out skimming ; one pound of butter a day is
by no means an uncommon yield for a good
cow. The cow cabbage is made to reach a
size so large that the leaves are used to wrap
the butter in for market, while the stalks
are varnished and armed with ferrules and
extensively used at St. Helier's for canes.
The covrs are very carefully coddled. The
orass they feed on is highly enriched by the
vraic, a species of sea-weed gathered from
the reefs at low tide. There are two vraie
harvests appointed by the government, one
in the spring, the other in August, although
it is gathered at other times in small quan-
tities. All hands tarn out in the scason
with boats and carts, frequently at night,
and it is a very lively, picturesgqne oceupa-
tion, thongh often attended with risk and
loss of life from the overloading of boats or
sudden rising of the tide. The cows are al-
ways tethered when feeding ; they eati less
in this way, really giving more mill than if
glutted with food, and while they are crop-
ping the grass on one side of a field, it has
time to spring up on the other side. When
they have done eating, they are at once re-
moved from the sun into the shade.

other breeds by strong and arbitrary laws
very earefully enforced. No catile are al-
lowed to enter the islands except for slaugh-
ter within a cerfain number of days, with
the exception of oxen for draught.
Opposite the eastern coast of Guernsey
are the islands Herm and Jethou, about
three miles distant from St. Peter's Port.
The former is a mile and a half long, high,
and in some places very bold, and possesses

withal a sand beach abounding to a very !

The |
breed is preserved from intermixture with |

unusual degree with shells of great variety
and beauty. It ischiefly valuable, however,
at present as a resort for sportsmen. Two
or three honses are on the island, including
a hotel, mnch resorted to in summer. Jethou
is close at hand, but is much smaller, and
tenanted chiefly by rabbits. Beyond these
islands, a little more to the southward, and
only seven miles from Guernsey, is Sark, one
of the smallest, most curious, most interest-
ing, most elusive, most desolate, most beau-
tiful, most dangerous, most sublime, of the
Atlantic islands. The old legend-makers,
who have sung such weird tales of phan-
tom islands, now appearing close at hand,
then vanishing like enchantment, must have
drawn their inspiration from watching Sark
from Guernsey. On some days it is so dis-
tinet and looks so near that elifls and houses
and even men can be distinguished with the
naked eye, and the soft play of light and
shade and color on the rocks. The next day
one shall look in the same direction, and he
will discern with difficulty the faint hazy
outline of what seems an island forty miles
away. The approach to the island is almost
always hazardous, and except in the best
weather no boat can land or leave, owing to
the maelstrom-like velocity and turbulence
of the tides, which rush raging in all direc-
tions around the shore, and fill the hollow
caves with melancholy dirges, as for the
many wrecked on that merciless coast. The
late Seigneur of Sark was lost off Point Nez,
and the present Seigneur and his family
have had an escape bordering on the mirac-
ulous. Sometimes, even in summer, weeks
wiil pass without the possibility of commu-
nicating with the island. In winter one
must depend entirely on Sark boats, of sev-
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en or eight tons burden, strong and weath-
erly. In summer a small steamer plies in
good weather between Guernsey and Sark,
but it can not enter the port, which is doubt-
less the smallest in Europe. It is formed
by a breakwater thrown across a miniature
bay ealled the Crenx. A little heach ex-
tends around the base of the vertical cliffs,

BAIK.

and the interior of the island is only reach-
ed by an artificial opening actnally pierced
through the surrounding wall of granite.
Sark is about three miles and a half long,
and is divided into Great and Little Sark,
the latter being a small peninsula at the
southern end, united to the main portion by
a curtain of rock some two hundred yards

THE ANTELETS, EARK.
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long, called the Coupé. It is three hundred | or San Marino to be the smallest state in
feet above the sea, on one side literally ver- | Europe must awake from their delusion,
tical, on the other nearly so. The path at | Sark has, by the last census, only 546 in-
the top is not over five feet wide. It is said | habitants, and is practically an independ-
one person who lived on Little Sark never | ent state, owing only a feudal allegiance to
dared during a lifetime to cross over the | Great Britain by way of Guernsey. Traees
Coupé. Another old fellow, who used to |of the Druids exist, showing their early oc-
like to take his grog of an evening in Great | cupation of the island. In the Dark Ages
Sark, would, on returning to Little Sark at | it was the haunt of pirates, who from this
night, walk several times over a log that | almost inaccessible eyrie swooped down on
lay near the Coupé. If the result was sat- | ships passing the Channel. After they were
isfactory to his equilibrium, he would then | exterminated, the French held Sark some
venture to reel across the Coupé. The cliffs | time, but in the reign of Elizabeth it was
surrounding the island furnish an inex- | taken by a very ingenious stratagem, of
haustible supply of the grand, the wild, the [ which only a brief recital can be given here.
picturesque. The rocks are clothed with | It seems a galley anchored off the island
highly colored vines and lichens ; the mag- | under pretense of being a trader whose cap-
nificent caves, seemingly the abode of sea- | tain—of course a good Christian—had died
fairies, teem with varied and beautiful sub- | on the voyage. To consign so pious a man
marine vegetation and diverse forms of life, | to the deep seemed a grafuitous sin, when
shell-fish, mollusea, alge, and the like. Our | Sark was so near at hand. Wounld the gar-
limits forbid more than allusion to such |rison allow his comrades to land the coffin
spots as the Antelets, the Crenx du Derri- | and bury him in consecrated ground? They
ble, D’Ixcart Bay, efe. would go ashore unarmed, and would allow

The interior of the island is devoted to | themselves to be searched on landing. This
agriculture and pasturage, and although not | was; after due deliberation, granted. The
generally wooded, and destitute of streams, | coffin was landed, and in solemn procession
presents many choice bits of rural under- | borne into the church. The door was then
wood. The avenue leading to the Seigneu- | elosed suddenly, and before the French conld
rie is exceedingly beantiful, and the build- | discover the object of this maneuvre, the
ing itself is a very pleasing object. The | coffin, which was filled with arms, was bro-
huts of the peasantry are often of the most | kken open, and arming themselves, the sailors
massive construction, having walls six feet | rushed out and eut down the French right
thick. and left. In their panic some threw them-

Those who suppose Monaco, or Andorra, | selves from the clifts, the rest surrendered.

OREUX DU DERBILLE, SARK.
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NATURAL BRIDGE, PONT-DU-MOULLN, BARK.

Sinee that time Sark has continued under
the English flag.

The Seigneur is fendal lord of the island,
and shares the government with the other
land-holders, about forty in all. The worthy
pastor,a Swiss, Mr. Canchmeyer, has not been
off the island for thirty-seven years.

As regards the elimate of the Channel Isl-

BEIGNEUR'S HOUSE, BARK.

ands, it is noticeable that it varies in all.
They occupy different positions in the at-
mospheric current, although so near togeth-
er. Jersey is, on the whole, warmer than
Guernsey, but more damp, consequently
more relaxing. (Guernsey is more equable,
slightly warmer in winter, and cooler in
summer. From October to January the
most rain falls, Al-
though snow is rave,
it oceasionally falls
to a depth of two or
three inches. The
climate of Guernsey
is said, on good au-
thority, to be the
most equable in Eu-
rope, and for social
reasons is also the
most to be recom-
mended for a resi-
dence. The saline
matter in the air,
common to small
islands, makes the
dampness less re-
laxing than might
be supposed. Alder-
ney and Sark enjoy
an air more brac-
ing, more dry, than
that of the other isl-
ands, and are resort-
ed to from Guernsey
and Jersey by those
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whose systems have become enervated by
too long residence there, The Channel Isl-
ands can be safely recommended to con-
sumptives who need to escape our east
winds or sudden summer changes of heat
and cold, and are especially favorable from
April to September, inclusive. For rheu-
matic or neuralgic patients their perma-
nent advantages are more doubtful, al-
though good, perhaps, for a short time, by
way of change.

Hotels of various grades are found in all
the towns and near many of the points of
interest on the coast. Several are excel-
lently suited fo these who desire good fare
well served, with absence of ostentation or
the noisy reveling of the bar-room. Bree's
Stopford House at St. Helier’s, Gardner’s
Ol Government House at St. Peter’s Port,
Gavey's at Surk, are undoubtedly the best.
The expense of living is not as moderate as
formerly. The late French war hastened a
rise in prices, gradnally becoming inevita-
ble, and the cost of good board will average
little, if any, less than in England or at most
resorts for invalids, Carriage-hire still con-
tinues reasonable.

The islands are reached by good boats run-

ning from Southampton five times a weel,
and from Weymouth twice weekly in win-
ter, oftener in summer. Those who desire
to shorten the sea journey should go by way
of Weymouth ; it is the shortest by several
hours, although the Southampton line is ev-
ery where, with inconceivable impudence,
advertised as being the most direct. A
glance at the chart exposes the lie at once.
In the winter season—and at any time, in
fact—heavy weather is to be looked for;
but the boats are strong, the passage is nusu-
ally performed in eight to twelve hours, and
the possibility of its being a rough one does
not deter many from resorting to the isl-
ands for health, pleasure, art, or scientific in-
vestigation, especially, however, in summer.
We can heartily and truthfully recommend
the invalid and pleasure-seeker to give them
a trial—with a bif of advice on a point not
always regarded by persons culpably fool-
hardy or totally ignorant of boat-sailing,
especially in these very dangerous waters:
never set out in a boat here, or undertake
to go to Sark or any of the islands, if the
boatmen are reluctant to try it, or if you
are advised by the natives to wait for a
change of weather.

ERIC'S FUNERAL.

Tirep ? Yes, a liftle, T believe.

I'm not so very strong,

And older than I was, my dear: I'm sure if won't be long

Before my turn comes.

Life is sweet, but surely sweeter far,

Where we will find our faded youth, beyond the morning-star.

I've been to Eric’s funeral
To think that he is gone!

my old friend Eric Gray.
Al, well! how peaceful like to-day

He looked as there he lay at rest, in narrow coffined space,
The snow-white lilies on his breast, the death-white on his face!

I mind him years and years ago.

A half-remembered dream,

A feather-flake of falling snow that melts upon a stream,

To me has yesterday become.

My memory fails with age,

But all that filled my early home is like a pictured page.

1 saw him first at father's house.

They held the meeting there

On Wednesday evenings, and the church convened for praise and prayer;
The old and yonng together sat, and lifted up the psalm
In tones that seemed the phrase to fit, with blending cadence calm.

Not men of many words were they; grave-browed and stern and strong;
Yet on Predestination they would argue lound and long,

With keenest blades of logie, and with hammer blows of will,

The while the women listened there, in acquiescence still.

“Society” was what they called the Presbyterian band

Of earnest-hearted follkk who tried to keep the Lord’s command,
Though hard as iron it might press, and blight their lives with pain,
Who took earth’s joy with thankfulness, and patient bore its bane.

Once more I see, throngh years of gloom, the candles burning bright,
The row of chairs around the room, the table covered white,

The Bible opened at “the place,” and father waiting there,

A light npon his reverent face, and on his silver hair.



