
THE POSTAL TELEGRAPH SERVICE. 139 
  

THE 

Xe ag M@ POSTAL TELEGRAPH SERVICE. 

REAT development 

of the telegraphic 
business of the 

felt since the ac- 
NS quisition of the 
ietegraphs by the State, and the 

department has become a 

prominent institution. Some 
little account, therefore, of the 

manner in which this system is 
worked may be interesting. 

The Central Telegraph Station is located 

in the new Post-office building, a vast 

structure, which has completely put its 

elder brother on the other side of the 
road out of countenance, On entering 

(says a recent visitor) a magnificent officer, 
all gorgeous in scarlet and gold, graciously 

condescends, on behalf of Her Majesty 

Queen Victoria, to examine our credentials, 

and to give us such directions as our be- 

nighted ignorance seems to him to require. 

In a mysterious chamber beneath the 

entrance-hall is the “ battery-room,” where 

is generated the electric currents for which 
all the wires are so many pathways, and all 

the instruments in the rooms we are about 

to visit but so many contrivances for di- 

recting and controlling. It extends right 

across the basement, a silent and rather 

gloomy-looking chamber, fitted up with 
tiers of shelves, on which the “Daniel” 

batterles—merely small earthenware jars, 

containing acids and slips of metal—are 

ranged. There are 24,000 of these small 

jars, or “cells,” as they are termed, and 

the shelves on which they stand are nearly 

three miles in length. The rooms would 

afford accommodation for nearly 40,000 

“cells.” 

Passing in from the entrance-hall, we 

find ourselves in a spacious corridor ex- 

tending all round the building, and com- 

    

    

  

  

municating with similar corridors on the 

floors above by a noble staircase at each 

end of the pile. On our left hand are the 

different offices; on the right are windows 

looking into a small open quadrangle, in 

the centre of which is a chimney-stack 

towering up to the height of a hundred 

and thirty feet. Down in this quadrangle 

there are two steami-engines, designed chiefly 

for pumping water from an artesian well, 

which is at present unfinished, though it 

has already reached a depth of four hun- 

dred feet. This well is intended to supply 

hydrants for the extinction of fire all over 

the building, as well as to meet the require- 

ments of the establishment in all other 

ways, including the supply of four large 

boilers beneath the engines, fed by “ me- 

chanical stokers.” The loads of coal are 

shot from the street into bunkers under- 

neath the building, and from these recep- 

tacles it is forced along a large tube by 

means of a screw, and so brought to the 

furnace mouths, where the mechanical fire- 

men take itin hand, and so nicely adjust 

the supply to the requirements of the fire 

that scarcely any of it is allowed to escape 

in the wasteful form of smoke. 

All this time we are laboriously climbing 

a broad stone staircase, winding by short 

flights round a central well, over which is a 

lantern, designed at once to afford a light 

to the staircase and thorough ventilation to 

one-half the entire building. If we had 

only been small enough we might have 

popped into one of the iron pneumatic 

tubes to be seen here and there about the 

corridors, and have shot up like a pea ina 

pea-shooter,. or, more correctly perhaps, 

might have been sucked up just as water 

is sucked into a water squirt. On another 

page we give an account of this useful 

adjunct of the telegraphic service. 

It is rather a bewildering place for a


