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ΧΙΧ. THE VATICAN APOLLO .

On a bright and warm Sunday in

February, I was sitting near the

Apollo, whose saloon was from time

to time visited by groups of chatter-

ingRomans, and silent Englishmen.

The Romans wander through the

Museum as through a pleasure-gar-

den, and rarely pause to contemplate

a statue. The lower classes are at-

tracted only by the hall of animals

and monsters; and the peasantry,

when they return from Rome, relate

wondrous tales of the marble hares

and crabs they have seen in the Mu-

seum. Two shepherds from the

Starting

Abruzzi, who had just enjoyed this

delectable treat, openedadoor inmy

vicinity, and suddenly encountered

the outstretched arm
the outstretched arm and menacing

back in dismay, they took off their

hats, and gazed in silent wonder at

the towering deity from a respectful

distance in the adjoining saloon. Af-

ter standing thus for some time, one

of them pulled the other by the sleeve,

and said, Andiamo, andiamo, ci-

siamo smarriti. Questa è per il Papa

e pe' Cardinali."

"

THE MURDER HOLE.

AN ANCIENT LEGEND .

Ah, frantic Fear !

Isee, I see thee near;

Iknow thy hurried step, thyhagard eye !

Like thee I start, like thee disorder'd fly!

COLLINS.

In a remote district of countrybe-

longing to Lord Cassillis, between

Ayrshire and Galloway, about three

hundred years ago, a moor of appa-

rently boundless extent stretched se-

veral miles along the road, and wea-

ried the eye of the traveller by the

sameness and desolation of its appear-

ance ; not a tree varied the prospect

-not a shrub enlivened the eye by

its freshness-nor a native flower

bloomed to adorn this ungenial soil.

One " lonesome desert" reached the

horizon on every side, with nothing

to mark that any mortal had ever vi-

sited the scene before, except a few

rude huts that were scattered near its

centre; and a road, or rather path-

way, for those whom business or

necessity obliged to pass in that direc-

tion. At length, deserted as this wild

region had always been, it became

still more gloomy. Strange rumours

arose, that the path of unwary tra-

vellers had been beset on this " blast-

ed heath," and that treachery and

murder had intercepted the solitary

stranger as he traversed its dreary ex-

tent. When several persons, who

were known to have passedthat way,

mysteriouslydisappeared,the inquiries
of their relatives led to a strict and

anxious investigation; butthough the

officers ofjustice were sent to scourthe

country, and examine the inhabitants,

not a trace could be obtained of the

persons in question, nor of anyplace

ofconcealment which could be a re-

fuge for the lawless or desperate to

horde in. Yet, as inquiry became

stricter, and the disappearance of in-

dividuals more frequent, the simple

inhabitants of the neighbouring ham-

let were agitated bythe most fearful

apprehensions. Some declared that the

death-like stillness of the night was

often interrupted by sudden and pre-

ternatural cries of more than mortal

anguish, which seemed to arise in the

distance; and a shepherd one even-

ing, who had lost his way on the

moor, declared he had approached

three mysterious figures, who seemed

struggling against each other with su-

pernatural energy, till at length one

ofthem, with a frightful scream, sud-

denly sunk into the earth.

Gradually the inhabitants deserted

their dwellings on the heath, and set-

tled indistant quarters, till at length

but one of the cottages continued to

be inhabited by anold woman andher

two sons, who loudly lamented that

poverty chained them to this solitary

and mysterious spot. Travellers who

frequented this road now generally

did soingroups toprotect each other;

andifnight overtookthem, theyusual
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ly stopped at the humble cottage of

the old woman and her sons, where

cleanliness compensated for the want

of luxury, and where, over ablazing

fire of peat, the bolder spirits smiled

at the imaginary terrors of the road,

and the more timid trembled as they

listened to the tales of terror and af

fright with which their hosts enter-

tainedthem.

Onegloomy and tempestuous night

in November, a pedlar-boy hastily
traversedthe moor. Terrified to find

himself involved in darkness amidst

its boundless wastes, a thousandfright-

ful traditions, connected with this

dreary scene, darted across his mind

-every blast, as it swept in hollow

gusts over the heath, seemed to teem

with the sighs of departed spirits-

and the birds, as they winged their

way above his head, appeared, with

loud and shrill cries, to warn him of

approaching danger. The whistle

with which hehe usually beguiled

weary pilgrimage died away into

silence, and he groped along with

tremblingand uncertain steps, which

sounded too loudly in his ears. The

promise of Scripture occurred to his

memory, and revived his courage.

" I will be unto thee as a rock in the

desert, and as anhiding-place in the

storm." Surely, thought he, though

alone, Iam notforsaken; and a prayer

for assistance hovered on his lips.

his

Alightnow.glimmered inthe dis-
tance which would lead him, he con-

jectured, to the cottage of the old

woman; and towards that he eagerly

benthis way, remembering as hehas

tened along, that when he had visited

it the year before, it was in company

with a large party of travellers, who

had beguiled the evening with those

tales of mystery which had so lately

filled his brain with images of terror.

He recollected, too, how anxiously the

oldwoman and her sons had endea-

voured to detain him when the other

travellers were departing; and now,

therefore,he confidently anticipated a

cordial and cheering reception. His

first call for admission obtained no vi-

sible marks of attention, but instantly

the greatest noise and confusion pre-

vailed within the cottage. They

think it is one of the supernatural

visitants ofwhom the old lady talks

somuch, thought the boy, approach-

ingawindow, where the light within

shewedhim all the inhabitants at their

several occupations; the old woman

was hastily scrubbing the stone floor,

and strewing it thickly over with sand,

while her two sons seemed with equal

haste to be thrusting something large

and heavy into an immense chest,

whichtheycarefullylocked. Theboy,

in a frolicsome mood, thoughtlessly

tapped at the window, when they all

instantly started up with consternation

so strongly depicted on their counte-

nances, that he shrunk back involun-
tarily with an undefined feeling of

apprehension ; but beforehe had time

to reflect a moment longer, one ofthe

men suddenly darted out at the door,

and seizing the boy roughly by the

shoulder, dragged him violently into

the cottage. " I am not what you

take me for," saidtheboy, attempting

to laugh, "but only the poor pedlar

who visited you lastyear.' "Areyou

alone?" inquired the old woman, in a

harshdeep tone, which made his heart

thrill with apprehension. " Yes,"

said theboy,"I am alone here; and

alas !" he added, with aburst of un-

controllable feeling, " I am alone in

the wide worldalso! Not a person ex-

ists who would assist me in distress,

or shed a single tear if I died this very

night." " Then you are welcome !"

said one of the men with a sneer,

while he cast aglance of peculiar ex-

pression at the other inhabitants ofthe

cottage.

Itwaswithashiverofapprehension,
rather than of cold, that the boy drew

towards the fire, and the looks which

the oldwoman andhersons exchanged,

madehim wish that he had preferred

the shelter of any one of the roofless

cottages which were scattered near,

rather than trust himself among per-

sons of such dubious aspect. Dreadful

surmises flitted across his brain; and

terrors which he could neither combat

nor examine imperceptibly stole into

his mind; but alone, and beyond the

reach of assistance, he resolved to

smother his suspicions, or at least not

increase thedangerby revealing them.

The room to which he retired for the

night had a confused and desolate as-

pect; the curtains seemed to have

been violently torn down from the

bed, and stillhung in tatters around

it-the table seemed tohave been bro-

ken by some violent concussion, and

the fragments of various pieces of fur-

niture lay scattered upon the floor.

The boy begged that a light might
9
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burn in his apartment till he was

asleep, and anxiously examined the

fastenings of the door; but they seem-

ed to have been wrenched asunder on

some former occasion, and were still

left rusty and broken.

Itwas long ere the pedlar attempt-

ed to compose his agitated nerves to

rest; but at length his senses beganto

"steep themselves in forgetfulness,"
thoughhis imaginationremained pain-

fully active, and presented new scenes

of terror to his mind, with all the vi-

vidness of reality. He fancied him-

self again wandering on the heath,

which appeared to be peopled with

spectres, who all beckoned to him not

toenterthecottage, andashe approach-

ed it, theyvanished with ahollow and

despairing cry. The scene then chan-

ged, and he found himself again seat-

edbythe fire, where thecountenances
of the men scowled upon him with

the most terrifying malignity, and he

thought the old woman suddenly sei-

zed him by the arms, and pinioned

them to his side. Suddenly the boy

was startled from these agitated slum-

bers, by what sounded to him like a

cry ofdistress ; he was broad awake

inamoment, and sat up in bed, but

the noisewas not repeated, and he en-

deavoured to persuade himself it had

only been a continuation of the fear-

ful images which had disturbed hismages

rest, when, on glancing at the door,

he observed underneath it a broad red

stream of blood silently stealing its

course along the floor. Frantic with

alarm, it was but the work of amo-

ment to spring from his bed, and rush

to thedoor, through a chink of which,

his eye nearly dimmed with affright

he could watch unsuspected whatever

might be done in the adjoining room.

His fear vanished instantly when

he perceived that it was only a goat
that they had been slaughtering ; and
he was about to steal into his bed

again, ashamed of his groundless ap-

prehensions, when his ear was arrest-

edby a conversation which transfixed

him aghast with terror to the spot.

"This is an easierjob than youhad

yesterday," said theman whoheld the

goat. "I wish all the throats we've

cut were as easily and quietly done.

Did you ever hear such anoise as the

old gentleman madelast night ! It was

wellwe had no neighbour within a

dozen ofmiles, or they musthaveheard

his cries for help and mercy."

VOL. XXV.

" Don't speak of it," replied the

other; " I was never fond of blood-
shed."

"Ha! ha !" said the other, with a

sneer, "you say so, do you ?"

" I'do," answered the first, gloomi-

ly; " the Murder Hole is the thing for

me-that tells no tales-asingle scuf-

fle-asingle plunge-and the fellow's

deadand buriedtoyour handin amo-

ment. I would defy all the officers

in Christendom to discover any mis-

chief there."

"Ay, Nature did us a good turn

when she contrived such aplace as

that. Who that saw a hole in the

heath, filled with clear water, and so

small that the long grass meets over

the top ofit, would suppose that the

depth is unfathomable, and that it

conceals more than forty people who

havemettheirdeaths there?-itsucks
them in like a leech !"

"How doyou mean to dispatch the

lad in the next room ?" asked the old

woman in an under tone. The elder

son made her a sign to be silent, and

pointed towards the door where their

trembling auditor was concealed ;

while the other, with an expression

of brutal ferocity, passed his bloody

knife across his throat.

Thepedlar boy possessed abold and

daring spirit, which was now roused

to desperation; but in any open re-

sistance the odds were so completely

against him, that flight seemed his

best resource. Hegently stole to the

window, and having by one desperate

effort broke the rusty bolt by which

the casement had been fastened, helet

himself down without noise or diffi-

culty. This betokens good, thought

he, pausing an instant in dreadful he-

sitation what direction to take. This

momentary deliberation was fearfully

interrupted by the hoarse voice of the
men calling aloud, " The boy has fled

-let loose the blood-hound !" These

words sunk like adeath-knell on his

heart, for escape appeared now impos-

sible, and his nerves seemed to melt

away like wax in a furnace. Shall

I perish without a struggle ! thought

he, rousing himself to exertion, and,

helpless and terrified as a hare pursued

by its ruthless hunters, he fled across

the heath. Soon the baying of the

blood-hound broke the stillness of the

night, and the voice of its masters

sounded through the moor, as they en-

deavoured to accelerate its speed,-
2B
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panting and breathless the boy pur-

sued his hopeless career, but every

moment his pursuers seemed to gain

upon his failing steps. The hound

wasunimpeded by the darkness which

was to him so impenetrable, and its

noise rung louder and deeper on his

ear-while the lanterns which were

carried by the men gleamed near and

distinct upon his vision.

At his fullest speed, the terrified

boy fell with violence over a heap of

stones, and having nothing on but his

shirt, he was severely cut in every

limb. With one wild cry to Heaven

for assistance, he continued prostrate

on the earth, bleeding, and nearly in-

sensible . The hoarse voices of the

men, and the still louder baying of

the dog, were now so near, that in-

stant destruction seemed inevitable,

-already he felt himself in their

fangs, and the bloody knife of the as-

sassin appeared to gleam before his

eyes, despair renewed his energy,

and oncemore, inanagonyof affright

that seemed verging towards madness,

he rushed forward so rapidly that ter-

ror seemed to have given wings to his

feet. Aloud cry nearthespothehad

left arose onhis ears without suspend

ing his flight. The hound had stop-

ped at the place where the Pedlar's

wounds bled so profusely, and deem-

ing the chase now over, it lay down

there, andcould not be induced topro-

ceed; in vain the men beat it with

franticviolence, and tried again toput

the hound on the scent,-the sight of

blood had satisfied the animal that its

work was done, and with dogged re-

solution it resisted every inducement

topursue thesame scent a secondtime.

Thepedlarboy in the meantime pau-

sednotinhis flight tillmorningdawn-

ed-and still as he fled, the noise of

steps seemed to pursue him, and the

cryofhis assassins still sounded in the

distance. Ten miles off he reached

a village, and spread instant alarm

throughout the neighbourhood-the
inhabitants were aroused with one

accord into atumult of indignation-

several ofthemhad lost sons, brothers,

or friends on the heath, and all united

in proceeding instantly to seize the
oldwoman and her sons, who were

nearly torn to pieces by their violence.

Three gibbets were immediately rai-

sedon the moor, andthewretched cul-

prits confessed before their execution

tothedestructionofnearly fiftyvictims

inthe MurderHolewhich they pointed

out, and near which they suffered

the penalty of their crimes. The bones

of several murdered persons were with

difficulty brought up from the abyss

into which they hadbeen thrust ; but

so narrow is the aperture, and so ex-

traordinary the depth, that all who

see it are inclined to coincide in the

tradition of the country people that

it is unfathomable. The scene ofthese

events still continues nearly as it was

300years ago. The remains of the old

cottage, with its blackened walls,

(haunted of course by a thousand

evil spirits,) and the extensive moor,

on which a more modern inn (if it

can be dignified with such an epithet)

resembles its predecessor in every

thing but the character of its inhabi

tants ; the landlord is deformed, but

possesses extraordinary genius ; he

hashimself manufactured a violin, on

which he plays with untaught skill,-

and if any discord be heard in the

house, or any murder committed in

it, this is his only instrument. His

daughter (who has never travelled be-

yond the heath) has inherited her

father's talent, and learnt allhis tales

of terror and superstition, which she

relates with infinite spirit ; but when

you are led by her across the heath

to drop a stone into that deep and

narrow gulf to which our story re-

lates, whenyou stand on its slippery

edge, and (parting the long grass with

which it is covered) gaze into its

mysterious depths, when she de-

scribes, with all the animation of an

eye- witness, the struggle ofthe victims

grasping the grass as a last hope of

preservation, and trying to drag in

their assassin as an expiring effort of

vengeance, when you are told that

for 300years the clear waters in this

diamond of the desert have remained

untasted by mortal lips, and that the

solitary traveller is still pursued at

night by the howling of the blood-

hound, it is then only that it is pos-

sible fully to appreciate the terrors of

THE MURDER HOLE .


