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darkness of this living tomb. Sallust spoke 
of the appearance of it in-his day, from the 
filth, the gloom, and the smell, as simply 
terrific. 

The height of the vault is about sixteen 
feet, its length thirty feet, and its breadth 
twenty-two feet. It is cased with huge 
masses of volcanic stone, arranged in 
courses, converging towards the roof, not 

on the principle of the arch, but extending 
horizontally to the centre, as we see in 
some of the Etruscantombs. This peculiar 
style of construction proves the very high 
antiquity of the chamber. It is especially 
interesting, to use the words of Freeman, 
“as showing that men were at this time 
making various attempts to bring stones, so 
as to overlap and support one another ; but 
the perfect arch, with its stones poised in 
mid-air by a law of mutual mechanical sup- 
port, had not yet rewarded their efforts.” 

Besides Jugurtha, several other notable 
prisoners were confined in this cell. It 
played the same part in Roman history 
which the Tower of London has done in 
our own. Here, by the orders of Cicero, 
were strangled Lentulus, Cetheeus, and one 
or two more of the accomplices of Catiline 
in his famous conspiracy. Here was 
murdered, under circumstances of great 
baseness, Vercingetorix, the young and 
gallant chief of the Gauls, whose bravery 
called forth the highest qualities of Julius 
Cesar’s military genius, and who, when 
success abandoned his arms, boldly gave 
himself up as an offering to appease the 
anger of the Romans. 

“From the Tullianum, or Prison of St, 
Peter,” says Dr. Macmillan, who recently 
visited the ruins in the Forum, “we were led 
through a tortuous subterraneous passage of 
Etruscan character, a hundred yards long, 
cut out of the rock. It was so low that we 
had to stoop all the way, and in some 
places almost to creep, and so narrow that a 
very stout person would have some difficulty 
in forcing himself through. The floor was 
here and there wet with the overflowing of 
neighbouring drains, which exhaled a noi- 
some stench ; and we had to pick our steps   

carefully through thick greasy mud, which 
on the slopes was very slippery and dis- 
agreeable. We followed each other in 
Indian file, stooping low, each with a wax 
taper burning dimly in the damp atmos- 
phere, and presenting a most picturesque 
appearance. This passage was discovered 
only a few years ago. Numerous passages 
of a similar nature are said to penetrate the 
volcanic rock on which the Capitol stands, 
in every direction, like the galleries of an 
ant’s nest. Some of these have been ex- 
posed, and others walled up. They con- 
nected the prison with the Cloaca, (which 
had its outlet in the river Tiber), and 
doubtless furnished means by which the 
bodies of criminals who had been executed 
might be secretly disposed of. The passage 
in question brought us to four other cham- 
bers, each darker and more dismal than the 
other, and partially filled with heaps of 
rubbish and masses of stone that had fallen 
from their own roofs and sides. At the top 
of each vault there was a man-hole for let- 
ting a prisoner down with cords into it. 

A visit to these six vaults of the Mamer- 
tine Prison gives one an idea that can never 
be forgotten of the cruelty and tyranny which 
underlay all the gorgeous despotism ot 
Rome, alike in the kingly, republican, and 
imperial periods. Some of the remains may 

still be seen of the Scalaa Gemone, the 

‘steps of sighs,’ down which the bodies ot 

those who were executed were thrown, to 
be exposed to the insults of the populace. 
The only circumstance that relieves the in- 
tolerable gloom of the associations of the 
prison is, that Neevius is said to have 
written two of his plays while he was con- 
fined in it for his attacks on the aristocracy: 
a circumstance which links it to the Tower 
of London, which has also its literary remi- 
niscences. 

After having been immured so long in 
such disagreeable physical darkness,—ap- 
propriate emblems of the deeds of horror 
committed in it, —we were truly glad to catch 
at last a faint glimmer of daylight shimmer- 
ing into the uppermost passage, and to 
emerge into the open sunshine.”


