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By Ralph E. Cropley. 

In the old days a whaling voyage 

used to last the best part of three 

vears. Judging from where the Essex, 

of New Bedford, was when a whale 

sank her on Nov. 13, 1820, we are led 

to conclude that she had put to sea at 

least two years before. 

Following the usual track cf New 

Bedford whalers, her skipper no doubt 

had first crosed the Atlantic toward 

the Azores, worked his way south and 

then headed east and up into the In- 

dian Ocean. Probably he had gone 

through the Strait of Halacca and, 

passing the Philippines, had kept east 

of Japan until he had reached the Sea 

of Okhotsk. After completing his 

catch there, he had probably worked 

down toward the Sandwich Islands and 

probably was cn his way southwest to- 

ward New Zealand when, on that un- 

lucky 13th of November the lookout | 

"shouted, “There she blows!” and three | 

boats with killing parties put off. 

The boat crews were at once lucky; 

each got its harpoon into a whale. The 

first mate's prize proved to be especial- 

ly frisky once it felt the lance. Raising 

its gigantic tail, it rolled from side to 

side until the surrounding sea was 

white with froth. Then down came a 

huge fluke on the gunwale of the boat, 

and so severe was the blow that the 

first mate had to cut loose from his 

catch and give all his attention to get- 

ting his damaged boat back to the Es- 

SeX. 

Only his remarkable seamanship en- 

abled him to save himself and his crew 

for the whale, which was of the largest 

variety and which evidently was the 

dam of a small whale that the men in 

the captain’s boat were capturing, 

made rushes at his boat and tried to 

crunch it in her massive jaws. Some- 

how ‘the boat reached the Essex, but 
the men had no sooner scrambled up 

the sides than the mother whale 

charged the ship. The blow was stag- 

gering. As the whale scraped under 

the bottom she knocked off part of the 
false keel just abreast of the main 

channels. All hands thought surely 

that the end had come, but the ship 

righted herself and continued on her 

course. 

But Madame Whale was not through. 

Coming up alongside, she tried, some- 

what to the amusement of the crew, 

to clasp the Essex in her jaws. The 

sailors hurled many harpoons into the 
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to do was to put to sea once more and 

try to reach the coast of South Ameri- 

ca. Three of the men decided that, 

rather than venture forth on such a 

long journey in an open boat, they 

would remain on the island. The rest 

set forth, and after a succession of 
misadventures, regarding which there 

seems to be no record, those who re- 

mained of the crew reached Valpar- 

aiso, where they found in port the 

United States frigate Macedonian. On 

learning that three American saliors 

were marooned on a barren island in 

the middle of the Pacific, Captain 

Downes, the commander, resolved to 

rescue them. At the expense of one 

thousand dollars, a large sum for 1820, 
he fitted out a Chilean schooner and 

sent her in search of the unfortunates. 

But after a month at sea; during which 

time storms drove her off her course, 

and eventually dismasted her, she 

limped back to Valparaiso. 

At that Captain Downes was for set- 

ting out in the frigate, but unfortunate- 

ly he did not have to go; for the cap- 

tain of the British ship Surrey, which 

was on the eve of sailing for Australia, ! 

agreed, for the sum of three hundred 

dollars, to run a bit out of his course 

and rescue the stranded sailors. - 

On Thursday, April 5, 1821, almost 

five months after the whale had wreck- 

ed the Essex, and four months after 

the boats had set out from the island 

for South America, the commander of 

the Surrey sighted an island that he 

thought might be the one on which the 

Americans were. As he came near it 

he discharged a signal gun. Looking 

through his telescope, he saw the three 

men for whom he was searching come 

from the woods and begin to wave 

frantically. The rescue was accom- 

plished with difficulty but with even- 

tual success.—Youth’s Companion. 
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  A Skirmish of Wits. 
The eminent painter, James McNeill 

Whistler, was as famous for his wit as 

about the quickness and sharpness of 

sics of anecdotage.” Sir Johnston 

less familiar in his Random Recollec- 

tions. 

Whistler, he says, frequented the 

Beefsteak Club a great deal and was 

Though a good     
for his art. There are scores of stories! 

his tongue, many of which are “clas- 

Torbes-Robertson tells some that are 

Stranded in India. 
The English aviators who tried to 

fly round the world two years ago had 

many misfortunes before their final 

wreck in the Indian Ocean. One night 

in Sibi. just over the borders of Balu- 

chistan,—so we learn from Maj. W. T. 

Blake in Flying Round the World,— 

they had a miserable rest owing to 

mosquitoes, sand flies and fleas and the 

terrific heat. They decided therefore 

to push on at daylight to Quetta eight 

miles away in the mountains. The 

morning was misty; as soon as they 

got into the air they found that they 

could not see landmarks and so re- 

turned to the field at once. On landing 

they broke the undercarriage and the 

tail skid of their machine. | 
To say, writes Major Blake, that we 

were anncyed, is to put it mildly. We | 

had no petrol; we had no facilities for | 

repairing the broken undercarriage, 

and we were miles away from help. 

The only thing to do was to telephone 

through to Quetta to ask for a mechanic 

and the necessary supplies to be sent 

down to us. Luckily the railway 

authorities had a telephone along the 

line from Sibi, so that with compara- 

tively little delay I managed to speak 

to an officer of the R.A.F. stationed up 

in the hills. He promised to send a 

break-down party with the things we 

needed. 
All that morning we worked. The 

temperature greatly increased until it 

equalled the previous day’s heat of 119 

deg. and then went on climbing until 

it touched 121 deg. in the shade. We 

kept as far as possible in the shade 

thrown by the wings of the machine, 
moving the aeroplane rcund as the sun 

moved, so that the shadow always fell 

about the undercarriage where we 

were working; moreover, we, were 

wearing huge topees and thick .spine 

pads. At intervals during the day na-| 
tives brought large boxes of ice and 

dozens of bottles of soda water from 

the station. 2 

We endured another night of terrific 

heat and sand flies. We arose before 

dawn the following morning, and soon 

afterward the break-down party ar- 

rived, having had a rough journey from 

Quetta. Despite their fatigue they at 

once started to work on our machine 

and by lunch time had it ready for ser- 

vice. 
Again the heat was intense; the ther- 

mometer steadily climber until it 

reached 123 deg. in the shade and 

about 170 deg. in the sun—a tempera- 

ture in which it is almost impossible 

for Europeans to live. We filled cur   
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It Was Once 

It is a big jump from a plece of wood 

to a sheet of paper, but this page prob- 

ably started its journey paperwards as 

the trunk of a tree in some northern 

forest. 

You see, to-day, the forests of Nor- 

way, Sweden, Canada, and the United 

States furnish the bulk of the world’s 

paper-makng material. 

A sheet of paper is a sheet of vege- 

table fibres matted together, dyed, and 

surfaced according to requirements. 

And it is from woed that the fibrous 

part of the paper is obtained. 

The wood-pulp, as it is called, is 

made in this manner. The trees are 

cut into logs, about two feet long, split 

and the bark and knots carefully re- 

moved. 

The logs are ground up by revolving 

stone wheels, water being supplied to 

keep them cool, and to mix with the 

wood to form the pulp. 

This pulp contains all the impurities 

after the first grinding, so it is strained 

through a wire sieve, which allows the 

finer pulp to pass. 

* * * & 

The good pulp, still containing im- 

purities, is now subjected to a refining 

process in a machine resembling two 

huge grindstones placed one on top of 

the other, - 

The top stone revolves, and the pulp 

is fed through a-hole in this, being fine- 

ly ground between the two stones. 

Our “tree” is now ready to take on 

its first appearance in the form of a 
“sheet.” 

The refined pulp is passed over a 

wire gauze cylinder on to a felt con- 

veyor which passes it to a pair of steel 

rollers, the top one taking up the end 

of the web of pulp and gradually wind- 
ing it upon itself. 

When the necessary thickness has 

been attained, the pulp is taken off the 

roller, opened out and dried. In this 

state it is termed “half stuff boards.” 
hy 

Part of a Tree. 

But paper made solely from this me 

chanical wood-pulp—to use its trade 

name—would be too coarse and im 

pure, and would quickly discolor and 

turn brittle. It is therefore invariably 

mixed with a finer grade of pulp which 

has been chemically prepared. 

The better quality, instead of being 

ground, is cut into small pieces, and 

boiled in a solution of sulphite of soda, 

in huge vats. 

The boiling process extracts the ims 

purities of the wood, and breaks it up 

into pulp which is then drained off, 

washed and made into “half stuft 
boards” as already described. 

* * * * 

To produce an even surface the cor: 

rect proportions of the ‘half stuff 
boards” are loaded with china clay and 

so on; and to ensure a white color a 

solution of blue is introduced into the 

machine. Sizing material is also add- 

ed. This prevents the oil in the print- 

ing ink running when the paper is 

printed on. 

We are well on our way now to the 

finished sheet of paper. 

The pulp is strained carefully and 

conveyed to the paper-making mac 

chine, running on to an endless belt of 

wire mesh, about forty feet long by 3 

eight feet wide. The 
This belt, now coated with a wet: 

sheet of pulp, is supported by brass 

rollers, moisture being extracted from 

the pulp by suction. The pulp sheet 

next passes under a roller which ren 

ders the surface smooth. At this point 

the wire belt makes its return journey 

under the rollers and further moisture 

still is extracted from the damp sheet 

of pulp as it passes over some steams 
heated cylinders. 

As the paper comes from the last 

drying cylinder it is wound upon reels, 

which contain in some cases, miles and 

miles of paper. 

In this reeled condition it is cut to a 

required width—ready for use. 

  
    
  

A Bargain in Millinery. 
Here is a story of a family who are 

chronic borrowers. 

One Sunday morning when Mr. Bor- 

rower wished to shave he sent one of 

the numerous small Borrowers to Mr. 

Jones. 

“Daddy is shaving this morning, and 

his razor is dull,” sald the child. “He 

3 

while she is resting. But I'll tell you 
what I will do: I'll let you wear my 
hat.” 

Miss Borrower left, too furious to be 
articulate. But the next afternoon, 
when she knew Mr. Gray was not at 
home, she called again for the hat; and 
this time Mrs. Gray gave it to her. It 

; was presented with gracious courtesy 
and accepted as a matter of course. 
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It was readily seen that the Essex 

could no longer afford shelter to her 
og crew. Her decks were awash, and | 

there was no dry place aboard her. | 

Salvaging what food he could, the skip- | 

per ordered all hands into the long- | 

boats. For somes time, hoping that an-' 

other whaler would come on the ! 

grounds, >= men remained by the 

abandoned wreck; but at last, when | 

no help came, the beats stcod away to | 

the south. The men hcped to reach! 

ome one of the groups cf islands that | - 

= dot the southwestern Pacific, but the 

winds were unfaverable. 

I'he official record of the catastrophe 

says that for thirty days the boats con- 

tinued to beat about and were carried 

eastward toward the middle of the Pa- 
cific, where islands are few and scat- 
tered. On the thirtieth day they reach- 

ed an island that prebably was one of 
those rocky, barren bits of land be- 

tween the group known as the Society 

Islands and Valparaiso, Chile. 

The island offered the shipwrecked 
sailors scarcely any nourishment, and 
the captain decided that the only thing 

  

    

  

  

  
    
  

    
One of the finest hunting and fishing districts in the world is said to be in the district of Gaspe Bay, a sheltered bit of water on the northeast 

end of Gaspe Peninsula.   
     


