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Messrs Lewis and Brewer's Contract at the Box Tunnel (Part 2)
A visit to the works is full of interest: to the geologist it affords a real treat, while to him who only contemplates the wonderful results arising from a combination of science and properly-applied labour, it is a source of high gratification. In its present unfinished state, however, it is not particularly attractive to the mere sight-seer especially when the disagreements attendant on a descent into, and an exploration of, the tunnel, are taken into account. These notwithstanding the facilities afforded to the visitor by Messrs Lewis and Brewer - to who the writer of this notice begs to return his acknowledgements for their polite attention - are considerable.
The descent by shaft number 7 which is 136 feet deep is effected on a platform, without any railings or other security on the sides, attached to a broad, flat rope wound and unwound by a steam engine and is attended with no inconvenience (if the idea of a fall from giddiness, or from the breaking of the rope, be not allowed to intrude) except the hard bump with which your arrival at the bottom is announced to you. On stepping from the platform and escaping from the water which constantly drops from the aperture above, you find yourself in a temperature which, should the day be hot and dry, is agreeably cool, but in an atmosphere rendered oppressive and unpleasant by the want of free circulation of air and the smell and smoke of gunpowder. 
The works are being carried out on each way from this shaft and which every way you go the same appearances meet you. The dim, dark vault, filled with clouds of vapour, saved from utter and black darkness by the feeble light of candles, which are stuck upon the sides of the excavation, and placed on trucks or other things used in carrying on the works; those which in your immediate neighbourhood emit a dull red light are seen gradually diminishing in size and effect, till they appear like small red dots and are then lost in the dark void.
Taking a candle in your hand, you pick your way through the pools of water, over the temporary rails, among blocks of stone and the huge chains attached to the machinery which every now and then impede your way, happy and lucky if no impediment, unobserved in the dull uncertain light, should arrest your progress by causing you to measure your length on the wet and rugged floor. 
Presently your attention is excited by a strange light before you, the perfect darkness above is broken by a faint grey streak, which at first scarcely perceptible, soon assumes a stronger hue; you proceed till you find yourself and your companions standing under an opening from above in an uncertain and unearthly light looking like lated (belated) ghosts just returning from a visit to the abode of man and hastening to their dark and dreary homes. This opening is an air shaft and is made to ventilate the tunnel. 

Pursuing your onward course, examining by the way the appearance of the works, and admiring the solid walls which nature has provided, you note every now and then a beautiful rill (small brook), clear as crystal, issuing from some fissures in the rock, trickling down the sides of the tunnel and helping to form one of the many pools and streams with which the floor yet abounds. Nor during this time have your ears been idle, the sounds of the pick, the shovel and the hammer, have fallen upon them indistinctly; but as you advance they increase, and the hum of distant voices is heard. 
The faint illumination, before only just sufficient to make darkness visible, now becomes stronger, and the lights which had been placed chiefly in line along the walls become more frequent, they dot the whole of the opening, being pretty thickly planted from the floor to the roof. The cause for this is soon apparent, as you advance a busy scene opens before you, gangs of men are at work on all sides, and the tunnel, which to this point had been cut to its full dimensions, suddenly contracts; you leave the level of the floor, and scrambling up among the workmen, stepping sometimes on the solid rock, at others on loose fragments, you wind your way slowly and with difficulty. Having been informed that a shot is about to be fired at the further extremity, you stop to listen and to judge of its effect. The match is applied, the explosion follows, and a concussion such as probably you never felt before takes place, the solid rock appears to shake and the reverberation of the sound and shock is sensibly and fearfully experienced; another and another follow; and with a slight stretch of the imagination you might fancy yourself in the midst of a thunder cloud with heaven's artillery booming around.
You pursue your rugged path and having arrived at that part where the junction was made between the two cuttings, you have the opportunity of examining the roof and the solid bed of rock of which it is formed; and of appreciating the skill which enabled the engineers to keep a true course under all the difficulties of such a work. 

After traversing a considerable space within the reach of the roof, you find yourself among a gang of labourers who are working from the other end, and having arrived at the shaft at the Chippenham end of the tunnel, you step upon the platform, the word is given, and you are once more elevated to the surface of the earth, glad to breathe the pure air, and full of wonder at the skill, enterprise and industry of your fellow men.
