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regular hours, told upon us, and often have I found

myself returning from five hours' work, chasing,

shooting, and pulling a boat, just as the boatswain's

mates were piping " stow hammocks !

" That I was

not singular, a constant discharge of guns through-

out the night well proved, and unhappy nights must

the ducks and dovekies have spent during our stay.

Not to shoot became, in the Arctic squadron, tan-

tamount to folly, although the proceeds of great con-

sumption of powder were but small; nevertheless,

stout men, who had not buttoned a gaiter since their

youth, were to be seen rivalling chamois-hunters in

the activity with which they stalked down the lady

ducks on their nests. Apoplexy was forgotten, the

tender wife's last injunction on the subject of dry

feet pitched to the winds, and rash men of five-and-

forty pulled and shot little birds, in leaky punts,

with all the energy of boys of fifteen.

Cold fingers, and a load of Flushing cloth on

one's back, are vile realities, otherwise I could have

given fancy her swing, and spent many an hour in

the " blest ideal," at the beautiful and novel scene

which lay around me on a lovely morning at one

o'clock. I had just crossed to the north side of an

island which faces Greenland, and passed a quiet

and secluded bay, at whose head the remains of a

deserted ruin told of the by-gone location of some


