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which shaves the solid metal in rbands, 

inches broad and _ half-an-inch thick some- 

times. This is the gun-boring room, where 

giant skeletons lie tossed about like masts 

in a shipbuilder’s yard, or like fossil mon- 

sters on the coast of a palzocrystic sea. 

Outside there are more of them, finished 

and ready for their work, a terrible show. 

But it is enough to watch three grand 

operations—rolling the bar, coiling it into 
gun shape, and welding it beneath the 4o- 
ton hammer. ‘To see the first of these one 

visits the Rolling Sheds, where two huge 

engines, of marvellous flexibility inreversing, 
drive four pair of massive rollers, destined 

to squeeze an unlicked mass of iron into 

shape. In the furnaces all round rough 

Jayers of plate iron, ten inches broad and 

deep, eight feet long, are softening and 
fusing into one another. The door rises, and 

from the glowing cave within a white-hot 
carcass slides upon the truck pushed for- 

ward to receive it. A dozen men cheerily 

run it to the largest roller, and thrust the 

end within its grip. The engines give a 
louder snort, perhaps, but that is all. A 
rain of fire spurts about—the bar vanishes 

in those black jaws. It comes out on the 

other side, reduced one-third of its diameter, 

and proportionately increased in length 
Another truck catches it, wheels it round 

with a laugh and a cheer from those big 

fellows at the shafts. Clash! The engines 

are reversed, and it passes under the next 

machine, and cores out longer and thinner 
still, to enter the third roller, and pass back 

by the fourth. So they make a bar of 
wrought iron, and the visitor departs to see 

the bar transformed into a coil. 
At another vast shed, full of furnaces, 

huge hammers, and machines, this operation 
is performed. The wealth of England 
enables her to make the finest of weapons. 

To others she can leave the bronze and the 
compositions, which are not best for can- 

non-founding, but are cheapest. All nations 
would use wrought iron if they could afford 
it, but we alone do use it. Our guns are 
made of a bar such as that just described, 
coiled spirally, and welded into a solid mass 

  

  
  

by the hammer. In this building the coiling 

is effected. These red-hot furnaces contain - 

a straight bar ; at a word the door is slightly 

raised, and with huge nippers its- head is 

seized by loops made for the purpose. A 

steam winch draws out the glowing mass 

and brings it to a horizontal capstan fixed 

before the door. A water hose is turned 

upon the loop, and whilst it blackens under 

the chill a stalwart smith, wielding a great 

sledge hammer, fixes the loop upon a nut 

projecting from the capstan wheel. Then 

the machine revolves with resistless force, 

curling the white-hot metal round and round 

upon its “drum,” neatly and smoothly as a 

gitl winds riband. So the coil is formed, 

whether for the breech piece, or the body 

of the gun, or forits “jacket.” This, again, 

is cooled, and after awhile re-fired for weld- 

ing under the hammers. 

The “great heat” they call this last 

operation of the furnace, and it is per- 

formed close by the Nasmyth hammer of 

forty tons sheer weight—if it be a piece 

worthy to be treated by that giant of ma- 

chines. It rises in the midst to a height of 

forty feet, and they tell you there is depth as 

great under the iron flooring. Between 

two massive shafts the hammer is suspended 

—a solid block, which driven from above 

by steam and gathering impetus as it falls, 

strikes with a force of many hundred tons. 

A word of warning is given, and those who 

have no business in the arena are sent. 

hastily to rear, some in an es¢rade, or railed 

platform, others’to the entrance. On that 

estrade, so they tell you, every monarch of 

Europe has watched such an operation as 

we are about to see—with mingled feelings 

one may suspect. It occurs to the visitor 

that foreign potentates are flattered by a 

show of drapery, a carpet, or flags, at least, 

to hide the very plain and simple forms of 

dirty brick and dirty wood which he surveys; 

but the attendant assures him. that he 

“don’t recollect any difference much.” 

Woolwich is a place of business, and it 
proudly refuses affectation of elegance. If 

crowned heads wish to see wonders, it can 

accommodate them; but if they long for


