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lous, colossal, 

amazing, glorious ; 

but emphatically it 
is not beautiful. 
The Arsenal, 

strange to say, is 

the prettiest part of it. In 
summer, when the trees are 
out, its courts and esplanades 
would be almost rural if one 

could keep one’s eyes from the 

dingy brick around, and the rows of black 

cannon at one’s feet. 

After delivering your “ pass ” at the gates, 

a military guide will take you into the 

Royal Laboratory, where they make bullets, 

and fuzes, and gauges, and rockets, where 

they “squirt” lead and do five hundred 

things with five hundred lathes, which end- 

lessly rattle and revolve around. Here is a 

sanatorium for aching heads. The very 

roof seems to be in motion, so thick and so 

fast the bands spin round. Nine hundred 

men and boys are here at work in the lar- 

gest shed of Christendom; 4070 feet of 

shafts revolve with the motion of two pairs 

of large engines. In asmall apartment at 

the end, hydraulic presses squeeze out solid 

lead like wire, and men carry it rolled upon 
awheel to be cut and punched into bullets 

by machinery. Elsewhere are making the 
clay plugs, which have superseded box- 
wood, to expand the bullet. Machines of 
great ingenuity stamp out these little cups 
from clay dry and powdered, which is 

pressed to the hardness of stone. As the 

‘bullets come rolling down, bright as a silver 

cataract, at each of the hundred little tables, 

boys press in the plugs and others carry 

them off to realms inaccessible, where 

they are fitted in the cartridge cases. Here 
fuzes are being made, wooden and metal, 
time and percussion. There, rockets, long 

rolls of iron painted red, with flanges at the 

    

  

  

base, like aship’s screw. The gas escaping 

at discharge works upon these wings, 

causing the rocket to revolve. At another 

series ‘of lathes and whirling bands thin 

sheets of brass are being corrugated for 

powder cases. Everywhere is motion and 

bewildering busyness. About 4000 hands 

are employed in this branch alone, and two 

million cartridges are turned out per week. 
There is machinery set up sufficient for 
three million, and machines in store to 

furnish a quantity undetermined. 

Across the yard, in the building which 

was once Prince Rupert’s Palace, is the 

Pattern Room, or Museum, of the Labora- 

tory. To right of the entrance, in a fine 

apartment, shells of every size are ranged 

and neatly ticketed with their weight, cha- 

racter, and peculiarities. Here are the 
remains of the 800 pounder which pierced 

three 63-inch plates and ten inches of teak 
beyond. All the shells are displayed, first 

whole, next cut into sections, and lastly in 

fragments, to show their structure. In a 

small room, once Prince Rupert’s dining 

chamber, as tradition goes, are torpedoes 

of every kind, the long shining Whitehead, 

vastly improved on the inventor’s model, 

the stationary torpedoes like buoys, and 

that which travels parallel to a vessel’s 

course, as a fishing “otter” does. All of 

them are charged with gun-cotton, the 

Whitehead taking soolb. in its deadly skull. 

Accredited rumour has it that the sole use 

of this terrible invention was offered to the 

late Government for £15,000, and refused. 

It has cost us £40,000 now to obtain a 

share, which is likewise held by every naval 

Power in Europe, excepting Russia. 

The large yard about these buildings 

was full of round shell, uncharged, of course, 

not many months ago. Round shellis now 

as ancient as bows and arrows, and the 

Government has found an excellent store of 

iron waiting to be converted to better uses.


