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    \\ NE of the most interesting 

il relics of Regal Rome is the 
old Mamertine Prison, con- 

structed byAncus Martius, and 

described by Livy and Sallust. 

Walls builtof enormous blocks 

of stone form a cell, cold and 

dark and damp. But in the 

floor is asmall opening lead- 

ing down into a yet more 

horrible dungeon.  Sallust 

speaks of it as “a place about 

ten feet deep, surrounded by walls, with a 

vaulted roof of stone above it. The filth 

and darkness and stench make it indeed 

terrible.” Here the African king Jugurtha 

was starved to death, the accomplices of 

Catiline were strangled, and Sejanus, the 

son-in-law of Tiberius, was executed. Tra- 

dition affirms that yet more illustrious 

sufferers were confined here. In this state 

prison it is said that the apostles Peter and 

Paul were immured. Of this, however, 

there is no evidence; but the papal le- 

gends which so often invest even a probable 
tradition with incredible marvels, are not 

wanting here. An indentation in the wall 

of the staircase is pointed out as having 

been made by the head of St. Peter when 

forcibly struck against it by the inhuman 
gaoler ; and a spring of water which rises 
from the floor is declared to have burst 
miraculously from the rock for the baptism 

of his two guards, Processus and Martinia- 

nus, though, unfortunately for this tradition, 

the fountain is described by Plutarch as exist- 
ing in the time of Jugurtha’s imprisonment. 
Indeed there is every reason to believe 

that this chamber was originally a well- 
house or a subterranean cistern for collect- 
ing water at the foot of the Capitol, from 
which circumstance it derived its name of 
Tullianum, from 7¢wd/éus, the old Etruscan 
word for spring, and not from Servius Tul- 
lius, who was erroneously supposed to have 
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built it. The whole chamber in primitive 
times was filled with water, and the hole in 

the roof was used for drawing it out. Not 
withstanding its sacred reputation, the water 
tastes very much like ordinary water, being 

very cool and fresh, with a slight medicinai 
taste. A rugged hollow in the wall of the 
staircase is pointed out as the print of St. 
Peter’s head in the hard stone, said to have 
been produced as he stumbled and fell 

against it coming down the stair a chained 
prisoner. It requires no small amount of 
devotional credulity to recognise the like. 

ness, or to believe the story. 

But there is no need for having recourse 
to such ecclesiastical legends in order to 
produce a solemn impression in this cham- 

ber. Its classical associations are sufficient 
of themselves to powerfully affect .the 

imagination. There is no reason to doubt 
the common belief that this is the identical 
cell in which the famous Jugurtha was 

starved to death. The romantic history ot 
this African king is familiar to all readers 
of Sallust, who gives a masterly account 

of the Jugurthine war. When finally defeat 

ed, after having long defied the Roman 

army, his person was taken possession of by 

treachery, and carried in chains to Rome, 
where he adorned the triumphal procession 
of his conqueror Marius, and was finally 

cast into this cell, perishing there of cold 
and hunger. What a terrible ending to the 

career of a fierce, free soldier, who had 

spent his life on horseback in the boundless 

sultry deserts of Western Africa! The tem- 

perature of the place is exceedingly damp 

and chill. Jugurtha himself, when stripped 

of his clothes by the greedy executioners, 

and let down into it from the hole in the 

roof, exclaimed with grim humour, “By 

Hercules, how cold your bath is !” 
A more hideous and heart-breaking dur- 

geon it is impossible to imagine, Not 4 

ray of light can penetrate the profound


