
THE DUNGEONS OF THE BLACK FOREST. ISI 
  

whereby we of modern days approach these 
dungeons, a room is reached where the 

guide lights lanterns and candles; and 

then daylight is left behind. Dark were 

the deeds enacted within those cells, hewn 

out of the solid rock far beneath the surface 

of the earth ; and as we stood in that which 

is said to have been the torture chamber, 

and looked upon the iron rings still fixed 
in the wall, it was fearful to think that 
many a frame of manly strength, ay, and 

doubtless of womanly beauty too, had been 
torn and tortured within the few square 

feet of that little cell, Heaven’s sunlight 
never entered there. Scarcely can we 
believe that they were human beings who 
could have listened to the screams of 

agony with which those grim stone walls 

must have resounded, and yet have steadily 

continued the torture their devilish engines 

and unearthly cruelty enabled them to in- 

flict. 

Standing there in the dim, flickering 
light of the lanterns, which just served to 

make the gloom more gloomy, our guide 

slowly and laboriously shut the massive 

stone door—a slab some twelve inches 

thick, and weighing from 1,500 to 2,000 

pounds. Slowly it yielded to his pressure, 

groaning on its now unused hinges ; and 

never shall I forget the thrill of horror 

which seized me as, with a sound betwixt 

a sigh and a groan, it went “home,” and 

only needed the iron bars outside to be 

adjusted to set at defiance all attempts at 

escape. 
Never have I had so vivid a realization 

of utter despair as, with that sound in 

my ears, and that sight before me, I 

thought of the poor prisoner listening 

to the echo of the retreating footsteps of 

those who had shut him in, and. of the 

frenzy that must have seized him at the 
awful silence around, and the consciousness 

that he was utterly beyond human help. 

But this is not all. Of the seven or 

eight dungeons, the largest was the hall 

of judgment; and the remains of the stone 

benches, on which those who called them- 

selves judges sat, and the subterranean 

passage by which they entered, still exist, 

although the latter is choked up. It is 

most unlikely that any of the unhappy 

creatures who had been immured in these 

dungeons, and had been there tortured, 

were ever permitted to see the sum again, 

or to tell their tale of horror to mothers 

and fathers, husbands and wives. But be 

this as it may, when judges and gaolers 

had done their pleasure upon all that was 

mortal of their victims, they sent their 

souls to the great account in a method 

strangely cruel—a method worthy of a 

Spanish Inquisition in the darkest days of 

Rome’s tyranny. The doom of the con- 

demned one was concealed from him; and, 

after being informed that he was to be set 

at liberty, he was bidden to kiss an image 

of the Virgin in a corner of the dungeon, 

and thank her for his deliverance. But 

before he reached the image, he crossed a 

trap-door, which, giving way beneath, him, 

precipitated him down another shaft. The 

fatal pit with its trap-door was called an 

oubliette, because those who were pre- 

cipitated down it were ovb/iés—never heard 

of more. 

But what was contained in the dark- 

ness of that abyss remained unknown until 

more modern days. A pet dog once tell 

down, and an attempt was made to ascertain 

what had become of him. An investiga- 

tion showed that the pit was many yards 

deep ; and the explorers found there “frag- 

ments of ponderous wheels, set round with 

rusty knives, with portions of bones, rags, 

and torn garments, adhering to them.”   
Tradition says that the unhappy prisoner 

fell upon a machine composed of many 

wheels, armed with lancets and teeth, and 

previously set in motion. 

But let us leave these gloomy chasms, all 

so silent now, yet haunted with terrible and 

heartrending memories.


