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IN REMEMBRANCE
OF THOSE WHO FELL

1st August to 31st October, 1914

August, 1914
14. Davy, George Constant Joseph Marie
14. Lindley, John
21. Gorrec, Fran�ois Marie
22. Poussin, Leon Pierre Marie Alexandre
22. Regnault, Alphonse Arsene Albert
23. Last, Walter G
23. Ryan, Patrick John
24. Briard, Ernest Felix Victor

24. Shiel, Alfred G
26. Sharp, William
28. Bowden-Smith, Walter Adrian Carnegie
28. Stevens, Reginald Walter Morton
29. Decourtit, Leopold Noel Marie
29. Le Borgne, Louis Fran�ois
29. Le Millin, Guillaume Marie
30. Aubin, Alfred Charles

September, 1914
01. Bechelet, Edmond Ren�
05. Le Bail, Alexandre
05. Le Mauviot, Albert Jules Constantin
05. Whitehead, William
06. Colas de Malmusse, Louis Marie Olivier
06. Reynolds, Francis Herbert
08. Hewat, Anthony Morris Coats
09. Farmer, Arthur George Charles
09. Hamon, Valentin Marie Pierre
09. Lelong, Jules Fran�ois Justin
09. Small, Arthur
11. Bulteau, Roger Jules Louis Paul
13. Mills, George Ernest
14. Bridou, Joseph
14. Brochard, Louis Jean
14. Edwards, John Arthur
14. Guilbert, Thomas Martin
14. King, John Joseph
14. Kirkby, John Sheerman
14. Le Marchant, Louis St Gratien

14. Walsh, William Edward
15. Sexton, Arthur
16. Durand, Jules Eugene
16. Mauger, Edward
16. Price, Charles Lempri�re
17. Marett, Edward Clarence  
22. Bazire, Auguste Noel
22. Hoffman, Francis Edward Charles
22. White, George Edward
24. Hewitt, Gordon Hughes
24. Maxwell, Peter Benson
25. Edmunds, Samuel Frank
25. Freeman, Alfred
27. Moreau, Fran�ois Alexandre CJ
27. Moreau, Jean Baptiste HF
28. Roberts, Frederick Fieldhouse
29. Mahy, James Le Page
30. O�Kerrins, G�rard Marie Charles
30. Paradis, Ernest Marie Louis
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IN REMEMBRANCE
OF THOSE WHO FELL

1st August to 31st October, 1914

October, 1914
01. Mainguy Raphael LJ
03. Booker, Frederick
03. Le Verdier, Auguste Adolphe Paul
04. Le Garsmeur, Yves Marie
05. Mobry, Louis Marie Fran�ois
05. Ozouf, Louis Jacques Joseph
07. Aldridge, Reginald John Petty
08. Le Hellidu, Noel Etienne
09. Guibout, Paul Alphonse Joseph
09. Tank, Charles Hellyer
12. Lennard, William Herbert
12. Ralph, Ernest
12. Tagg, Harold Arthur
13. Dumond, Alphonse
13. Hurley, Herbert George
13. Orchard, Clarence William
14. Efford, Cecil
18. Coutanche, Stanley Vernon
18. Lerat, Alfred Yves
18. O�Hanlon, Thomas A
18. Querotret, Peter
19. Carey, Leicester William Le Marchant 
19. Churchill, Charles David
19. Lydon, James
20. Lecky, Averell
21. Fairs, Walter
21. Lambie, James
22. Corbet, Louis Pierre 
22. Gruchy, Frank Le Maistre

22. Roberts, George
23. Bazire, L�on Paul Arsene
23. Jouguet, Harold Wilfred
23. Knight, Edward
24. Ashley, Ernest Arthur
24. Dunlop, Julian Silver Strickland
24. Le Mouton, Joseph
24. Stagg, George Frederick
25. Fefeu, Pierre Marie
25. Taylor, Cecil Albert
26. Du Feu, John Romeril
26. Hamon, Leon Fran�ois
26. Harding, Jack Maynard
26. Larner, George Henry
27. Howard, Percy Edgar Napier
27. Marquis, Clifford James
28, Legg, George F
30. Burnet, Auguste Pierre Marie
30. Joyce, Ralph
30. Broun, Ernest Scott
30. Cadoret, Joseph
30. Du Jardin, Adolphus
30. Dymond, Samuel James
30. Michel, Philip  
30. Noel, Charles Herbert Pallot
30. Warr, Charles
31. Crousaz, Cecil Francis
31. Vilbeau, Fran�ois Jean Marie
31. Yrand, Fran�ois Jean

Note: Thanks go to Mark Bougourd for conceiving the idea for these pages. They will 
continue �for the duration�.  
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Hello All

All of a sudden it is August, 2014, the centenary of a large mobilisation of men, material, 
animals and whatever else was necessary to prosecute war, not least the financial engines 
to keep meeting, or deferring the bills. The British ��it would all be over by Christmas� was 
marginally better than �You will be home before the leaves have fallen from the trees!� as 
had been Kaiser Wilhelm II�s promise to his troops as they marched off to war in August, 
1914. Nations had embarked upon a massive commitment of resources to a war that they 
did not know the length of, the risks that it would entail, and whether they would achieve 
their hoped for outcome.

Coming back to today, we have already seen an almost equally large mobilisation take 
place, one of commemorative effort, which has seen just about every part of the British 
Isles, and much of the commonwealth besides, engaged in some form of ceremony, be it 
large or small. Events have similarly occurred in Europe, and will no doubt do so in the 
USA from 2017 onwards. All of this will continue for the next four to five years, and one 
wonders whether there will be the same degree of commitment throughout, albeit that it 
will surely be of a different nature.

For my part, as I write this, a few days before the Battle of Mons in centennial terms, I am 
already suffering from a form of war commemoration fatigue. A number of you will already 
know that I have an odd sense of humour, but I am not in any way being funny, for it does 
seem that the floodgates of ceremonies, information, memories and new book releases
have opened, and it is nigh impossible to intelligently digest everything that pops out. Yet,
having reprised the outputs of Channel TV and the two major Island newspapers, along 
with various Group member inputs, there has been a lot happening, some of it which this 
Journal has hopefully covered.

One may predict that events such as Jersey�s �Ceremony of Light� will be mercifully few 
and far between, but oddly, such events, although they can be hard work in preparation, 
are far easier to undertake because of the short �flash to bang� timescale. Their real benefit 
is in bringing participants and audience together to share a common purpose. The real 
trick then is to try and maintain that bonding and common purpose once the event is over 
when the flags and bunting have come down. It therefore prompts the question of whether 
the Group can now help out in that maintenance role.

Elsewhere in this Journal, the new books that have been produced by Liz Walton and Ian 
Ronayne are referred to. Having had a copy of Liz�s book for about a week, I have not yet 
read it, but would say that it is visually striking and that it deserves a wide audience. Not 
resting on her laurels, even now she may be writing her next book about her Aunt Ada! In 
the case of Ian�s book, I have yet to see the final article, though I had proof-read his drafts 
some time ago. So I am familiar with the basic content never mind the final word-crafting
and structure. Overall, the two books are chalk and cheese in style, content and, I would 
suggest, in their durability.

Explain? Liz�s book will continue to sell, sans change, until the cows come home! It is that 
sort of book for its contents will not very likely degrade in terms of historical fact or 
accuracy. Ian�s book is unique, and this is because he has set the historical benchmark for 
others to follow regarding Jersey. You look at most books today, you will see their authors 
refer to another author�s book and �lift� quotes. Very few books contain pure unadulterated 
virgin material, and, in its broadest sense, the Great War is not novel.
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The same cannot be said of �Jersey�s Great War�. The book does not provide a historic 
conclusion, rather that, because no other individual has written a comprehensive book on 
the subject previously, it should prompt further research and the emergence of hitherto 
unknown information. In a comparatively short time, say in three to five years, it may very 
likely be out of date. I keep telling Ian that he has not finished his work, he has only just 
started, and has produced an Aunt Sally!  

Can the bonding and common purpose, referred to on the previous page, be combined 
with research. While a considerable amount of research has been carried by many Group 
members, there is always scope for more. As can be seen in �Website Workings�, there 
was a sizeable spike in the number of visits on the 4th August, so there were quite a few 
looking to see if grandfather was mentioned. We need to find a bridge between the 
ceremonial when everybody puts on their Sunday best and their medals, and the day-to-
day mundane effort that goes into establishing an ever-improving understanding about 
what happened to the Islands and the Islanders. For my part regarding this, I owe the 
Bailiff of Jersey�s Chief Officer a note, and I will put to him the idea of funding research. I 
would suggest that others do so with any ideas that they might have.   

There is money set aside for school visits to the battlefields, certainly by the States of 
Jersey, and while this of value, some of the budget could be used to support or encourage 
schoolchildren to undertake research without leaving the Islands. Alternatively, the 
research could directly feed into a related field trip for example. This is an area where 
there is scope for examination at least.

Turning to this Journal, I want to thank to the contributors, some of them first-timers as well 
as the regulars, of whom I have lost count! More by fluke than by any cunning plan of 
mine, a few have provided articles dealing with the first few months prior to and during the 
Great War. They may have set out a principle that could be maintained in Journals over 
the next few years. On that basis, I will look to produce an article on First Ypres based 
upon a talk I recently gave (and which I made a complete pig�s ear of!), but do not feel 
constrained if you have a non-1914 topic to write about.

The Front Cover

Few readers will have missed seeing pictures of the field of ceramic poppies in the Tower 
of London�s moat. Titled �Blood Swept Lands and Sea of Red�, it has been variously 
described as artwork, a sculptor and an installation. When complete in 1918, there will be 
nearly 890,000 poppies placed. Our photograph was taken by Roger Frisby during a 
recent visit to the Tower.    

The Imperial War Museum

The IWM reopened in July following its multi-million pound facelift. My daughter, with her 
husband and two children, visited it one weekday about ten days after it had opened, and 
found that, overall, it was impressive, but�! 

The new Great War galleries were extremely popular and this had resulted in managing 
visitor access to provide a comfortable and safe environment for those inside. As a result, 
there was an extremely lengthy queue. Anybody intending to visit may wish to consider 
this in the near future. Of course at the time of my daughter�s visit, it was during the 
summer school holiday period, so she never made it in!
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Guernsey goes to War: Through American Eyes
By Paul Dorey

In early July, 1914 a recently-retired American gentleman from San Francisco arrived with 
his family in Guernsey for a holiday. He was no doubt aware that an Austrian archduke 
had been assassinated a few days before, but can hardly have imagined that by the end of 
the month the Royal Guernsey Militia would be called up and the great powers of Europe 
would be mobilising for war. 

These were not just any American tourists, however. Captain John Leale (1850-1932), 
Master Mariner and veteran of 125,000 round trips on ferries across San Francisco Bay, 
had grown up on the Bridge at St. Sampson�s Harbour, a son of Henry and Hannah Leale 
and nephew of John Leale (1817-1885), founder of the �General and Furnishing 
Ironmonger� that later became Leale Ltd. As a child he had spent the �long twilight hours 
on the Bridge at St. Sampson�s watching (the) stone boats load, while the skipper told 
tales and the boy dreamed dreams�. At the age of 14 he was presented with an 
extraordinary opportunity to make those dreams of sea-going and adventure come true. 

Invited by his aunt and her sea captain husband, a Swedish-born California pioneer, young 
John left the Island to seek his fortune in the Golden State. Returning only once, in 1872,
for a few weeks (he became a naturalized US citizen in the same year), he then did not 
see the Island again for 42 years until the SS Roebuck came alongside the White Rock in 
the late afternoon of 3rd July, 1914. With him were his New York-born wife Fannie and their 
two daughters, Marion and Edith, in Europe for the first time in their lives, but eager to see 
for themselves this Island that had figured so frequently in their father�s yarns and to meet 
their Guernsey relatives for the first time � that tribe largely based in St. Sampson�s, whom 
Ebenezer Le Page refers to as the �Leales and the Birds and the Doreys and the Johns 

Leale�s on the Bridge at St. Sampson�s, where everything �from a needle to an anchor was sold�.



7

and such people, who was all well-to-do and relations of each other in one way or 
another.� Little did they know that they would end up staying a whole year, witnessing and 
recording the passing of an age and the onset of a cataclysmic war.

Captain John Leale died in 1932, but his daughter Marion published his memoirs in 1939, 
under the title �Recollections of a Tule Sailor: by Master Mariner John Leale (1850-1932), 
with interpolations by Marion Leale�. Marion Whitfield Leale (1882-1955) had graduated in 
law in 1904 from the University of California, and was a highly literate and sharp observer 
of all that she experienced in Guernsey during this time. She added in italics her own 
�interpolations� to the text of her father�s work, which adds to the interest of the book. The 
following quotations from the book, though lengthy, will be fascinating to those interested 
in life and conditions in Guernsey just before and after the onset of the Great War.

�GUERNSEY�1914

Ten days after my retirement, on the 9th June, 1914, the Leale family � all four � started 
for a trip to Europe. The Guernseyman was taking his American wife and two daughters 
back to his Island home. All happy to go, with no set time for return. We took the 9:20 pm
boat (again the �Newark�) for Oakland Pier, with every boat we met blowing a farewell 
salute, my wife weeping. The sentiment of it all was too much for her. We went north and 
across Canada by Canadian Pacific. 

(�) No other trip to England ever equals the first. The sighting of the Scilly Islands, wee 
black specs on the horizon ahead, and a few hours later the coast of England with its white 
banks, and a few hours later still the Eddystone Lighthouse � the excitement is so tense 
that it beggars description.

Captain John Leale and his �Recollections�, published after his death by his daughter, Marion.
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And then that first glimpse of the Hoe at Plymouth, whence the Pilgrims set sail, and in our 
case the tender which came out to meet us in the dark, bringing our little English cousin, 
Francis, in his cap and Eton jacket � so British!1

And oh! The first English lane, and the Devon River with Newton and Noss �carrying on� 
just as they were in Queen Elizabeth�s time, and the perfume of the wild roses in the 
hedges and the song of birds!

Perceptions come seldom to grown-ups but my first European trip was to be full of them, 
and being such, they were met with tense emotion.

We spent five happy days visiting at �Lealholm� and my cousins motored us through pretty 
much of glorious Devon and much of Cornwall. The thatched roofs, flowers in the copses, 
and hedges blooming with wild roses stepped out of story-book to reality. The word 
�adorable� overworked by my daughters was a source of amusement to their English 
cousins.

We went from Plymouth to Weymouth when we boarded the boat to Guernsey, an eighty-
mile journey across the Channel. We hove in sight of the Island about four pm, when I 
began to point out to my family old familiar places which I had not seen for forty-two years.

At last the �White Rock,� our 
landing place. I am trying to 
pick out relatives from the 
crowd on the pier. Almost the 
only clue I have is that I think I 
have found a group who have 
discovered four Americans. 

As soon as the gangway is out, 
the first man to step on board 
is my cousin John Leale of 
Guernsey2�no pass 
demanded, as he is one of the 
Jurats who govern the Island.
The other greeters awaited our 
disembarking. After a sorting of 
�who�s who,� we were rushed 

to four awaiting cars for a three-mile journey to the �Hawthorns�3 (John�s new home since 
my day), everybody talking, and I try to point out to my family, The Esplanade, Salarie, 
Castle Cornet, Banks, and at last St. Sampson�s, the place where I played marbles.

Cousin John�s family consisted of self and wife, one daughter and two sons�one son a 
minister and Cambridge graduate,4 the other in business with his father, the daughter busy 
in civic work. While his father lived, Cousin John�s home was in the same building with the 
shop on St. Sampson�s Bridge.

1 Francis Leo de Mouilpied Lawson (1906-1983), son of Francis Thomas B. Lawson and Louise (n�e Leale).
2 John Leale (1865-1928), owner of Leale Ltd. and Jurat of the Royal Court from 1907 to 1928.
3 Now named �Billingbear House�, on Bulwer Avenue. Three miles is something of an exaggeration.
4 Rev. John Leale (1892-1969).

The SS Roebuck, which so impressed the Leales with its �most modern 
style�.
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About the time Uncle John died, Guernsey was in the transition stage of business, that is 
from exporting of granite to horticulture development under glass. It seems almost a 
provision of favoured Providence that just as the decline (of granite) set in, there were �in 
our midst� those pioneers ready and alert to develop the Island�s horticulture under glass 
and thus lay the foundation for the biggest industry the Island had ever known. John, being 
in full command, was equal to the situation. He imported his glass by the ship-load, 
likewise boilers and piping for heating. He built a small foundry and in addition became 
representative of the Standard and Shell Oil companies. He dropped the grocery 
department. It is now the Leale Limited.5

I found Cousin John holding a unique position in the community for although in trade, he 
had been several years a Jurat. This honorary position is held for life and given by vote of 
the people. He was personally a court of appeal for any Islander and held a peculiar corner 
in their affections. The Shop now required the whole building and he had therefore built the 
�Hawthorns,� a beautiful home with its three acres of ground by the sea. 

(�) There were also my cousins, John�s two sisters,6 and their families and some of my 
old school-mates. All seem to have prospered. Practically all were interested in 
greenhouses or had stock in them, for Guernsey had become the greenhouse of Covent 
Garden by this time. Two and three steamers a day leave Guernsey for the English market 

5 Leale Ltd. is now the �Friends of Citizens Advice Charity Shop� on the north end of the Bridge.
6 Clara, who was married to Arthur Dorey, and Elise, married to Arthur�s brother Philemon Dorey. Both of these Doreys were well-known 
growers in St. Sampson�s. Arthur owned the Belgrave vineries, and was Ebenezer Le Page�s boss in the famous novel. He was 
appointed Jurat in 1922. Philemon (P. F. Dorey & Sons) owned the Fountain Vinery.

Jurat Leale�s home, �The Hawthorns�, where young Jack and Roy taught Captain Leale billiards.
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with tomatoes, grapes, melons, figs and flowers in their varying seasons, all of which are 
grown beneath glass. It may sound like coals to Newcastle but they even export bulbs to 
Holland, which bulbs in turn are exported from there as Holland-grown.

I could hardly believe that the pictures in the Den at home were actually coming to life 
before my very eyes, and yet there they were�Hocart�s Mill and Abraham�s Bosom, St. 
Sampson�s Harbor, The Hawthorns, Delancey Hill; finally Castle Cornet, the White Rock, 
St. Peter Port with Victoria Tower protectingly rising on the hill above. All four of us were 
so excited that we were sick with emotion. Dad was pale above his black beard and the 
American trio were weak-kneed. St. Peter Port with its Esplanade along its lovely grey 
Guernsey granite bulkhead, mellowed by age, was a gem of Norman architecture as we 
approached it from the Channel. Mother had warned us not to be too disappointed if we 
found that Dad had exaggerated Guernsey, explaining that it would be quite natural if love 
had colored his memory, but after that first glimpse, she acknowledged that she need not 
have feared. There could be no exaggeration!

This is no moment to overwhelm the log of the �tule sailor� of California by a description of 
his Guernsey birthplace, but that could be easily done, so much is there to tell of this dear 
isle. I simply must speak however of a few of my first impressions.

First of these was the steamer �Roebuck,� which had brought us across the Channel. I had 
heard that Guernsey did not change, and coupled with that I recalled the story of the 
resistance to the first steamer when the motto of the day was �If it was good enough for my 
father it is good enough for us,� and I knew that the first boat had been described as 
�desecrating the air with black and poisonous smoke and using coal needed for other 
purposes.� None of us, not even Dad who thought he knew all about Guernsey, was 
prepared then for the first-class packet which was carrying us across the Channel in most 
modern style. (I was to learn of many incongruities in the next fortnight, ancient opposite 
modern).

The next astonishment, although I should have been prepared for it, was the language I 
heard at the White Rock � sometimes Guernsey-French and sometimes English, and I 
was fascinated by the quaint fishing-boats on the harbor and the high granite carts we 
passed with their drivers walking beside the horse, directing by calls �wak� (right) and 
�bidaway� (left).

But I was yet to see Guernsey.

The next day was Saturday and by ten o�clock we were on our way to the Market. Along 
Les Banques and the Esplanade we sped with our left-hand driving, on past the White 
Rock and the blue Yacht Harbor with modern craft bobbing peacefully at anchor. And then 
at the foot of High Street we stopped, for motors are not allowed on Market Days in the 
narrow, winding streets of town, and even boys on �bikes� make slow headway.

Right here I have scratched what I originally wrote of that first Market Day to insert in its 
place what I have since found�Mother�s description in her diary. I cannot do so well with 
my own pen, and although it may be a bit longer than I would now write, I know it to be a 
perfect description of one of the quaintest spots left undisturbed in this moving world, and 
so I risk its length!
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�How shall I write of The Market Place, so thoroughly foreign, so typically Guernsey, so 
absolutely fascinating. To begin with everyone goes to market on Saturday morning, and 
at ten o�clock on that memorable first day in Guernsey, that unique 4th of July, we were 
only too happy to start forth, each provided with a little wicker-basket, quite in line with the 
traditions we have had quoted to us for lo! these many years. The one touch of modernity 
which seemed a little out of place was the motor-car in which we were whisked to the 
market-steps, but that was most comfortable and we readily forgave the innovation, and 
forgot all about it, when we turned up the narrow little hill street, passed the venerable old 
Town Church, and alighted at the foot of broad stone-steps, with handrail in the middle. At 
the top of the steps, opened out the market-square, and facing it stood the fine substantial 
structure which now houses most of the stalls, all of which, of course, formally (sic) stood 
about the square. On the top of the stairs stood a few donkey-carts and an old man 
grinding out a Salvation Army hymn from a wheezy old hurdy-gurdy, and at the foot of the 
steps, wonder of wonders sat the very old scissors-grinder-man who had ground scissors 
and knives in the very same old spot since Jack was a boy. (A few days later Jack 
entrusted his knife to him and it hasn�t cut since, but that�s another story.) We threaded our 
way between the carts and the multitude of men, women, children and baskets to the door 
of the market and then walked into the dream of our imaginations. 

Every tradition was fulfilled save the costumes of the market-women�and the head-gear 
of many suggested even those. The butter, in golden pats (one, two and three pounds) 
and wrapped in the cabbage-leaves was there. The string-beans laid side by side counted, 
no doubt, and tied in neat little bunches, were there. The peas all shelled and sold by the 
pint-cup were there. The peaches, each wrapped in a bit of white waddling and another 
little wrapping of paper and laid oh! so carefully, twelve in a box and not one touching 
another, were there. Black currants, white currants and red currants were there, and 
raspberries, white and red, and flowers and grasses and all sorts of vegetables, fruit, to 
say nothing of dairy produce and delicatessen of various kinds. All these attractions were 
arranged most temptingly in little stalls which line the sides of two long halls so to speak, 
the one at right angles to the other, and each of the many stalls presided over by two or 
three women, many of them very old and all very quaint-looking. Over each stall a number 
and a name, Mrs Priaulx, Mrs Jeffreys, Mrs Falla, etc., and many of those names had 
been there decades, I had almost said centuries. Each stall seemed more temptingly 
arrayed than the last, and from hot-house grapes on their beautiful leaves to the 
commonest bunch of green onions or dried herbs, each thing seemed washed and 
polished and groomed for the occasion, but the various mixtures of sorts were funny. 

Pampas plumes stood side by side with stacks of golden carrots, huge bunches of sweet 
lavender jostled cabbages quite as huge but not so fragrant. Tight little bouquets caught 
the eye, in one case composed of calla-lilies and forget-me-nots with a few marigolds 
tucked in here and there which reminds me of another legend fulfilled. The soup-
vegetables were tied in little bunches ready for the pot and two or three marigold blossoms 
were in each bunch. Crossing the transverse passage which runs from street to street, we 
entered the fish-market, a much more wonderful sight to us than the other section. Stalls, 
numbers, names, women, arrangements quite the same, but in a hall fully as large as the 
first one, nothing but fish! Fish in the most marvelous variety, size, shape, and quantity, 
and the whole place spotlessly clean and actually fragrant! All the shell-fish alive�crabs, 
lobsters, shrimps, crawfish�brown, wriggling, �all trying to escape,� as Edith says; and it 
certainly was most laughable and interesting to see the fish mongers, men and women, 
poking them about or packing them into the baskets, without fear or favor, while the 
customers themselves thought nothing of a wriggling claw waving here and there from a 
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basket green with cabbage-leaves or bright with flowers. I never saw so many fish except 
in Tahiti, and I never anywhere saw a more tempting market. The market-place more than 
fulfils our anticipations and even all traditions as I have said except the one of the quaint 
old costumes and the knitting! On Saturdays every stall is open and the occupants remain 
in their places until all their wares are disposed of�sometimes late into the night.

After our purchases were made, we sauntered along the Commercial Arcade, High Street, 
and to the top of Smith Street, intensely interested with the crowd of rich and poor, old and 
young, men, women, children, most with a basket, all intent upon the same errand; all 
coming, sooner or later, to the market-place. The sidewalks are a farce and the streets are 
really more used by pedestrians than by vehicles. There are sidewalks on some of the 
streets, but they are very narrow and uneven in width, often curving off to nothing, and 
leaving the street for your use, willy nilly.�

Of course we Americans were a curiosity on that first Market Day, for the town knew 
immediately of our arrival the day before, and our accents were �too wonderful.� On the 

other hand their Franco-Norman 
dialect, so interesting to philologists, 
was utter Greek to us. Being 
�different� had its advantage 
however, for we were allowed to ask 
questions (and when we enquired for 
Guernsey �g�che,� we were 
immediately taken into the fold). 
Everyone graciously helped us with 
the complicated change, which 
certainly cried out for help, French 
silver, English pounds, shillings and 
pence, Guernsey doubles with a few 
Jersey coppers thrown in�a liberal 
education for an American, this 
mixture of exchange.

And then came that first Saturday afternoon � that first drive through miles and miles of 
lovely winding lanes (over 500 miles of road thread this wee island which is only twenty-
five by forty miles), the turfed banks with hawthorn and gorse brushing the sides of the 
motor which sometimes had to back if it met another, (for lanes were made for cow and 
man, not modern equipage), the views from cragged cliffs to sheltered beaches (Saint�s 
Bay, Petit Bot), the deep blue waters of the Channel with its currents swift and strong, the 
water-lanes, the picturesque Guernsey granite hedges around the fields, the hay piled on 
stone supports in the tiny fields and an arched stone well standing here and there, the 
sweet hedged-in farms (rarely more than five or six acres), and the quaint stone farm-
houses, with thatched or tiled roofs and inside the greenbed and the dressers displaying 
luster and pewter-ware.

And soon the first visit to �Aunt Hannah�s� home in Hauteville,7 with outside its sweet view 
of St. Peter Port from the terrace, and inside its high-boy and feather bed and wonderful 
old furniture, some of which �Grandma Leale�8 had described to us.

7 Hannah-Jane White, n�e Leale, who lived at �Brighton Villa�.
8 Hannah Leale, n�e Atthowe, Henry Leale�s wife.

The Fish Market, pre-World War I.
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And then contrasting all this �ancient,� yet strangely not incongruous, were the miles and 
miles or modern glass-houses, the up-to-date English hotel, the latest model English and 
French automobiles and the Yacht Harbor with smartest of craft.

We were to love it all, and the English blood in my sister�s veins and mine responded 
instinctively to the pride with which the Captain brought his American family �home to 
Guernsey� for the first time�in that July of 1914.

VICTOR HUGO FETES

Our arrival in Guernsey was on the 3rd July, 1914 and on the 7th and 8th were the Victor 
Hugo f�tes. These were to celebrate the unveiling of a statue of the great writer and the 
acceptance by the French Government of the Victor Hugo home, Hauteville House�the 
latter the gift of the Hugo family. (Author�s Note: Hauteville House was the home of the 
author during his exile in Guernsey. Here he wrote Les Miserables, Toilers of the Sea, and 
others of his books). For these f�tes official representatives came over from France in two 
French cruisers and a special boat arrived from France chartered by the Victor Hugo 
Society. I recall having seen the great writer when I was a boy.

(�) This great event so soon after their arrival gave my family its first opportunity of 
seeing the old-country way of celebrating �on holiday.� But it turned out that this first 
European trip of theirs was to be a unique experience all the way, for in less than a month, 
France was sending vessels to Guernsey to transport her reserves back home, for war 
had been declared between France and Germany.

French Minister for Public Instruction Mr Augagneur, giving a speech at the inauguration of the statue of Victor 
Hugo in Candie Gardens, on the 7th July, 1914.




































































































