
LHE SALT MINES OF HALL. 

T Hall, in the Tyrol, are 
enormous salt mines, 
a graphic description 
of which is given in 
Inglis’s Tour in that 

district :— 
“Tn the interior, as well as 

outside, Hall bears upon its 
front the appearance of great 

antiquity. Gloomy old houses flank narrow 
winding streets; scarcely one modern 
building is to be seen; the ancient wall- 
towers and little gates yet remain, as well 
as the deep ditch, and recall to mind the 
wars of early times, of which Hall was so 
often the scene. It is scarcely possible to 
conceive a more horrible abode than Hall; 
it is constantly enveloped in a dense atmo- 
sphere of smoke, which not only darkens the 
air and blackens the houses, but throws a 
dinginess over the dresses of the people and 
makes them appear of a sootier and duskier 
race. 

After breakfast I proceeded to visit the 
mines, clothed in a suitable dress; and 
with a staff in my hand, and preceded by 
flambeaux, I followed my conductor into 
the mine. The visit commences with a 
descent of 300 steps, when one may fairly 
believe himself in the bowels of the moun- 
tain, 

Tis a strange empire one finds in these 
dismal abodes; life is a different thing 
when sunlight is withdrawn, and there is an 
icy feeling falls upon the heart, as well as 
on the senses, when we look around these 
dismal galleries and dark walls, dimly lighted 
by a few ineffectual flambeaux that convey 
truly the idea of ‘darkness visible,’ and 
scan the dark subterranean lakes, whose 
extent and profundity the eye cannot guess 
but by a plunge of a fragment of the roof 
and the dim glimmer of the lights, and 
hear the distant stroke of the miner’s axe 
far in the interior of the caverns. 
more do we feel the difference between the 

    

And still |   
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world above and regions such as these 
when we reach the solitary miner in some 
vast cavern with his single candle, striking 
his axe ever and ever into the dull wall. But 
along with these feelings, astonishment 
and admiration are engendered at the 
power of man, whose perseverance has 
hollowed out the mountain, and with seem- 
ingly feeble instruments—his hammer, arms, 
and little axe—has waged war with the co- 
lossal works of nature. The results are, 
indeed, almost incredible. No fewer than 
forty-eight caverns have been formed, each 
from one to two acres in size. One of the 
galleries is three leagues in length. I was” 
assured that to travel all the galleries, six 
whole days would be required. The man- 
ner of proceeding is thus: when these sub- 
terraneous caverns are formed, the miners 
detach fragments of the native salt from the 
roofs and walls; and when the cavern is 
sufficiently filled with these, pure water is 
let in, which dissolves the salt, and the water 
thus impregnated is conveyed by the con- 
duits from the mines to the manufactories 
of Hall. 

When I visited the mines, some of 
these caverns were dry, and the miners 
were employed in them; others were salt 
lakes, in which the more silent operation 
was going on. Occasionally a distant 
hollow sound is heard approaching nearer 
and nearer, which one easily mistakes for 
the rushing of water ; this is occasioned by 
the little chariots which carry away rubbish 
to the mouth of the mine; the path is a 
railroad, and the little chariots fly along it 
with a frightful rapidity. When the sound 
is heard approaching, it is necessary to 
retire into one of the niches that are formed 
in the wall, and the young miners, seated in 

front of their chariots, seem as they pass by, 
like gnomes directing their infernal cars. 

The number of miners employed is 3¢0, 
and the pittance of wages which they re- 
ceive is miserable. They are paid according


