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The descending wire-ropes stretch from 

them as thick: as gossamers on an autumn 

meadow. The’system is as demoralising as 

itis ruinous. The owner cannot be ubi- 

quitous ; if he is with his washing-cradle, his 

servants in the pit steal his most valuable 

stones and secrete them. Forty per cent. 

of the diamonds discovered are supposed to 

be lost in this way. The sides fall in from 

the strain of so much weight on the brink. 

A company working the mine systematically, 

with a couple of steam engines, could pro- 

duce the same results with a tenth of the 

labour, and so obviously is the interest of the 

claim-owners in making the change, that if 

left to themselves they would form into a 

company to-morrow. The Government, 

however, forbids it; for the natural reason 

that the vagabond pcpulation, the army of 

gamblers, keepers of saloons and drink 

shops, would disappear ; a single magistrate 

would then suffice for peace and order, and 

the Governor and his staff and the £100,000 

a year which is now raised and spent out of 

the produce of the pit, would disappear 

together.” 

A more recent writer describes the Koppe 

diamond mine as follows :—‘ Fancy two 

hundred cabs or Cape carts running to and 

fro in Kimberley, which was five years ago a   desert ; a large theatre, where they are 

now acting Shakespeare’s plays; and two 

churches, well attended, in which the rolling 

peals of the organ are heard! But the 

great wonder is the ‘ Koppie’ (diamond 

mine). The first discernible glimpse of the 

‘Koppie’ is obtained from Rothschild’s 

mart. (they are the largest auctioneers on 

the fields), which appears to be surrounded 

by clusters of scaffolding poles. Onnearing 

che busy scene I was met by a continuous   3tream of carts laden with the blue stuff, as 

it is called, in which nature has deposited 

those glittering and precious gems. A few 

minutes after I stood on the brink, gazing 

with wonder and deep interest into the busy 

vortex beneath, where, at a depth of from 

200 to 270 feet could be seen a multitude 

of Kaffirs at work. On the north and south   sides, at the top, in a serried row, are the ; 

‘whins, ‘worked by horses and steam 

machinery, to which are connected the wire 

tramways which are fixed at the bottom of 

the mine, while trucks and buckets unceas- 

ingly ascend and descend along them. On 

arriving at the platform, on the edge of 

which a rod, hooked on to the trucks, self 

acting, deposits its contents, and at the 

bottom, as soon as the trucks are filled, a 

bell is pulled, when at once the machinery 

is set going. The number of these iron 

wire lines upon which the trucks travél is 

all but innumerable, and resemble greatly 

the films of a spider’s web. Your impres- 

sion when first looking at the mine is that 

it is nearly round; but its form is oblong, 

narrowing at the bottom like a funnel, but 

more gradually. Below the ground is par- 

celled off into apparently small blocks. At 

present a great many of the claims near the 

reef are covered, through its having given 

way. This, so soon as the mining board 

get their powerful machinery at work, will 

soon be remedied. On looking at the 

immense basin, and remembering that the 

whole of the ground excavated has been 

removed by buckets, you can then feebly 

recognise what an enormous amount of 

labour has been expended upon it. At six 

o’clock p.m., the bells at some of the engine- 

houses ring, giving out the welcome sum- 

mons that the work of the day is finished ; 

a few minutes after which, dense lines, like 

ants, appear clambering up the steep sides 

of the mine. These streams of ‘human life 

continue for nearly an hour, and it’s only 

then that an outsider can form an idea of 

the number of hands employed,—about 

3,009 occasionally. Whilst looking into the 

mine a truck appears like a large bucket, in 

which some venturesome diggers are seated, 

travelling, as it were, in mid air. After the 

workmen have left, the firing of the fuses 

for blasting commences, and a series of 

reports, accompanied by showers of débris, 

like miniature volcanoes, is the result. The 

blue stuff, after reaching the platform, is 

taken away to the washing ground, where 

it lies exposed to the sun, and after being 

watered, crumbles to pieces; and it is ther


