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rather simply, “and pray what became of 

her?” 
“ Became of her !” continued the foremost 

of our guides, disengaging one of his hands 

from the Jadder and slapping it forcibly 

against his thigh as if to illustrate the manner 

ofthe catastrophe, ‘“‘she became a pancake!” 

As we descended farther from the surface, 

large masses of ice appeared covering the 

sides of the precipices. Ice is raised in the 

buckets with the ore and rubble of the mine. 

It has also accumulated in such quantities in 

some of the lower chambers, that there are 

places where it is fifteen fathoms thick, and 

no change of atmosphere above prevents its 

increase. This seems to militate against a 

notion, now becoming prevalent, that the 

temperature of the air in mines increases 

directly as the depth from the surface, owing 

to the increasing temperature of the earth 

under the same circumstances, and in the 

same ratio. But it is explained by the 

width of the aperture at the mouth of the 

mine, which admits a free passage of atmo- 

spheric air. 

In most of our Cornish mines, ice would 

not be preserved in a solid state at any 

considerable depth from the surface. 

After much fatigue, and no small share of 

apprehension, we at length reached the bot- 

tom of the mine. Here we had no sooner 

arrived than our conductors, taking each of us 

by the hand, hurried us along through regions 

of “thick ribbed ice” and darkness into a 

vaulted level through which we had to pass 

into the principal chamber of the mine. 

The noise of countless hammers, all in ve- 

hement action, increased as we crept along 

this level ; until at length, subduing every 

other sound, we could no longer hear each 

other speak, notwithstanding our utmost 

efforts to do so. 

Just at this moment we were ushered   

into a prodigious cavern whence the sound 

proceeded ; and here, amidst falling waters, 

tumbling rocks, steam, ice, and gunpowder, 

about fifteen miners were in the very height 

of their employment. The magnitude of 

the cavern, over all parts of which their 

labours were going on, was alone sufficient 

to prove that the iron ore is not deposited 

in veins, but in beds. Above, below, on 

every side, and in every nook of this fearful 

dungeon, glimmering tapers disclosed the 

grim and anxious countenances of the 

miners. They were now driving bolts of 

iron into the rocks, to bore cavities for the 

gunpowder for blasting. Scarcely had we 

recovered from the stupefaction occasioned 

by our first entrance into this pandemonium, 

when we beheld, close to us, hags more hor- 

rible than perhaps it is possible for any other 

female figures to exhibit, holding their dim 

quivering tapers to our faces and bellowing 

in our ears. One of the same sisterhood 

snatching a lighted splinter of deal, darted 

to the spot where we stood, with eyes in- 

flamed and distilling rheum, her hair clotted 

with mud, half-naked, and with such hide- 

ous yells as it is impossible to describe. If 

we could have heard what she said, we 

should not have comprehended a syllable ; 

but as several others, equally Gorgonian in 

their aspect, passed swiftly by us, hastening 

tumultuously towards the entrance, we began 

to perceive that if we remained longer in 

our present situation, Atropos might cut 

short the thread of ourexistence; for thenoise 

of the hammer had now ceased, and a tre- 

mendous blast was near the point of its 

explosion. We had scarcely retraced with 

all speed our steps along the level, and were 

beginning to ascend the ladder, than the 

full volume of the thunder reached us, and 

seemed to shake the earth itself with its 

terrible vibrations.” 

 


