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A FORTUNATE ACCIDENT. 

is a wonderful sight to see 

: the big war-ships cleaving 

their way through wave and 

tide without the application 

of any visible force—moving 

like phantom vessels, the 

observer knows not how or why, unless 

he has previously been made acquainted 

with some of the mysteries of the Archi- 

medean Screw. Now, it is concerning this 

self-same screw of Archimedes that we shall 

record the particulars of-an accident, and 

what came of it. 

  

  

THE SCREW PROPELLER. 

Once upon a time, and not a very long 

time ago either, there lived a gentleman 

somewhere in the county of Middlesex, by 

occupation a farmer, yet, curiously enough, 

endued with great love for things which 

do not concern farmers at all. Instead of 

filling his house and farm-yard with models 

of ploughs and carts and thrashing ma- 

chines, and other things which appertain 

to farming, this gentleman took a fancy to 

certain objects which people said did not 

concern him at all. One of his weaknesses 

was a hankering after models of ships; in 

  
                          
                                                    
        

  
            
  

          
    
  

                  
          
                          
        
  

            
    
          

    
              

  

    
    

POSITION OF SCREW. 

addition to which taste, he conceived a 

most unaccountable liking to screws. Any- 

thing like a screw brought before his eyes 

would rivet him as firmly to the spot as a 

tenpenny nail. A screw was a perpetual 

solace to him—especially a corkscrew ; yet 

he was not given to use the corkscrew for 

its usual purpose—to draw corks, but he 

applied it to the strangest purpose imagin- 

able ; he would sit boring a corkscrew into 

a basinful of water as if he would seemingly 

screw the water out, Then he would take 

up the model of a. little boat, look it over, 

and under, and everywhere ; after which he 

would throw down the model of the boat, 

and take to boring the water again with his 

corkscrew. 

“There’s a screw loose here,” we may   

fancy some neighbour muttering, when he 

called one fine day on our experimenter 

and caught him water-boring as usual. 

“ There’s a screw loose here ;” and we may 

guess the sage utterer of this remark com- 

passionately pressing the forefinger of his 

right hand to his forehead as an indication 

of the want in the cranium of his friend 

that prevailed there. 

Screws, screws, screws still continued to 

accumulate on the premises, and now the 

screws began te assume a peculiar modi- 

fication. ‘Their threads, instead of being 

rounded like the threads of an ordinary 

cork-screw, were flattened very much like 

the screw-thread of some new-fashioned 

; covk-screws we have seen, and also like the 

screw part of new-fashioned ramrods.


