
THE STORY OF ISAAC BROCK

CHAPTEE I.

OUR HERO'S HOME-GUERNSEY.
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nde at anchor. Its black and yellow, red and purpll
coast-hne, summer and winter, is awash with surf, burying
the protectmg reefs in a smother of foam. Between thesedrowned ndges of despair, which warn the toilers of the
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pierce the grim chasms of the cliffs.
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""^ *'" '''''' ''^"'' of Aldemey theteth of the Casquets cradle the skeleton of many a

stout sh,p whUe above the level of the sea the amethyst
peaks of Sarknse like phantom bergs. In the sunlighthe rambow-coloured slopes of Le Gouffre jut upwards ajumbl of glory. Exposed to the full fury of an Atlantic
gale, these islands arc well-nigh obliterated in drenchFrom where the red gables cluster on the heights of Fort
George, which overhang the harbour, to the thickets ofJerbourg, valley and plain, at the time we write of, were
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These are tumultuous latitudes. Sudden hurricanes,
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