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In the foundry near by, we see these antique 

shells being cleft in two by a hammer and 

a wedge, to be re-melted. And we also 

see them reappear in modern shape, or in 

the more deadly Palliser. This workshop 

is full day and night, with never a rest. 

The famous working man who dwelt in 

“‘Podgers’s Birth-Place” would be uncom- 

fortable here, for his burly fellows get no din- 

ner hour. They begin to work at six a.m., 
and never cease till four p.m., when the shift 

arrives; of such importance is it to work 
out the furnaces when they are once heated. 

Why smelting sheds should always 
look ruinous is a question. At Woolwich 
they boast their own a picture of neatness, 
and perhaps it may be in comparison. 

There are certainly no holes in the roof, 

nor are the blackened pillars chipped and 
burnt out of shape as at other works. But 

there is the same out-at-elbows look ina 
smaller degree. Probably the men do not 

notice their surroundings, toiling as they do 
in a lurid glare of burning furnaces, red-hot 

moulds, with twilight beyond the radius. 

The casting of the great Palliser shell 

draws most attention. By an open furnace 

stand: the moulds, solidly fixed upright in 
the ground. The material is sand com- 
pressed, with a hollow cone of iron at the 

base. The molten metal is poured in, and 

that which fills the cone chills rapidly, 

whilst that in sand takes a much longer 

time. In-the result the point becomes so 

hard as to pierce like steel, and the body of 

the shell so brittle that with the tremendous 

impact it explodes in a shower of fragments. 

This is the great but simple discovery of 

Major Palliser. They are making shells 
for the 25-ton, the 35-ton, and the 80-ton 

guns in this foundry, and a fine sight it is. 

The flame-white metal smoothly rolling 

from the furnaces, the iron trollies carrying 

it about, the crane moving swiftly and 

silently from one to another, the burly 

smiths feeding their moulds, aflare with 

red light behind, dark before ; the clank 

of iron instruments on the iron floor, the 

roll of heavy wheels and clang of distant 

hammers—all these sights and sounds of 

  

  

been described a 

they affect one 

Pandemonium have 

thousand times, but 

scarcely the less. 
In the next building finished work is 

stored—rows, piles, heaps of sheii of every 

size, wide-mouthed, gaping for their fuze, 

wickedly pointed, lying flat, stacked in rows, 

suspended. with chains in air. The 

place is full of shining machinery, always 

on the move. Dirty giants in wooden 

shoes and paper caps tinker endlessly with 

bars and. hammers, or drag trollies full of 

metal white-hot. The shells are every size, 

from that huge fellow preparing for the 

Inflexible to the little nine-pounder of the 

smallest field-piece. Upon a monster roll 

of iron, four feet high, to fit the chamber of 

the 80-ton gun, some man, with an eye for 

contrast, has balanced the least ofall, scarce 

six inches long. 
From this enormous shed one passes into 

the gun-room. It chances to be almost 

deserted for the moment, and the huge 

things lie in silent majesty. As the visitor 

at such a time passes up the vast museum 

he cannot but fancy himself surrounded 

with the forms of awful creatures alive 

before the Flood. No drawings can give a 

true idea of size in this case, nor will figures 

help one. A man must see for himself, 

and shudder. Two 8o-ton guns lie upon 

their platforms at the end of the room, with 

the machines, hardly less gigantic, which 

rest awhile from the operation of boring 

them. Along the room smaller monsters 

are arranged, of 38, 35, and 25 tons. 

“Jackets,” belonging to them, yet unfitted, 

stand like small towers on end. If we say 

that the 80-ton gun is 27 ft. long, 6 ft. 

diameter at the jacket, and throws a 

shell weighing 1700 lb., we really give 

measurements quite useless to convey 

a sense of its magnitude; the awful 

thing must be seen. In a shed near 

by they are planing the “jacket” or 

breech-strengthening of one of these guns. 

As it comes from the casting it is rough and 

‘incorrect in form, and here we see it being 

reduced to symmetry. ‘The enormous mass 

revolves slowly against a plane of steel,


