
454 THE PICTORIAL CABINET OF MARVELS. 
  

    
} sat one morning at breakfast 

li<@ in Naples, was in itself an 

event sufficient to excite my 

curiosity. Iwas for a time 
unable to account for the 

phenomenon. Summoning 
the aid of a Neapolitan, I in- 
quired what the cause of all 

the firing was. To which he 
replied, with a pitying look 
for my ignorance, “ Eccellenza, 

fl sangue, il miracolo.” The truth now 
dawned on me in full force: it was Saint- 

Januarius’ Day ; the liquefaction had taken 
place, and the occurrence of the yearly 
miracle was announced to the Neapolitan 
faithful by the salvo I had just heard. 
Knowing that the miracle would keep, and 
that the sight of the mysterious liquid, 
believed, on the testimony of its clerical 
guardians, to be human blood, and still more 
that of the saint in question, might be seen 
with equal advantage a couple of hours 
after the salute as at the moment of its 
being fired, I quietly finished my breakfast. 
Then from Santa Lucia I passed up by the 
Largo del Palazzo, and, taking a cab from 
the stand opposite the “Caffe di Europa,” 
fell into a carriage procession, which slowly 
proceeded along the right margin of the 
Strada Toledo. 

This street, narrow at best, becomes more 
then ever impassable on all occasions of 
popular excitement. The carriages are then 
always present in greater numbers; and this 
fact coupled with the practice of allowing 
newsmen and itinerant traders of all sorts 
to set up their standings along either side 
of the street, and even on the side-paths, 
makes a drive through the Via Toledo a very 
slow affair. As the train of carriages going 
up the street keeps the right side, and that 
coming down the left, there is not the dead- 

  

an occasional contre-temps when some horse 
in the middle of the long line takes it into 
his head not to proceed any farther, and by 
a sudden halt brings all the others behind 
him on their haunches, some of them getting 
contused noses in the operation. 

When a driver has been ordered to stop 
at any particular place, he usually gives 
notice of his intention by a violent cracking 
of his whip, a signal pretty generally under- 
stood amongst the confraternity. Thus he 
does not cause more than a moment’s delay, 
and, as the Neapolitan whips all drive well, 
the lost time is speedily recovered. I must 
not, however, omit to mention the very fre- 
quent falling of the horses, and the confusion 
occasioned thereby. The fact is, many 
of the one-horse cabs aredrawn by very 

wretched specimens of the equine race, 
animals whose sustenance has been princi- 

pally a rough, coarse, stalky grass, filling at 
the price, but containing little nourishment. 
Now, on a diet like this a horse will indeed 
for a time exist, but that it will constantly 

draw a cab at the same time is to expect 
too much ; and the consequence is, that the 
wretched brutes—examples of demonstra- 
tive anatomy, or-rather of anatomy not 

needing any demonstration—stumble . on 

the slippery pavement, and, finally falling 
from sheer weakness, in many instances die 

there ; though they are more frequently 

whipped by their inhuman drivers until, 
goaded beyond endurance, they make one 
or two convulsive struggles, and succeed in 
recovering their feet. To re-harness the 

jaded animal is the work of a few minutes, 
all unemployed coachmen near lending a 

hand ; and when this is finally accomplished, 
the harness, meanwhile, being tied in several 
places with pieces of cord, the route is once 

more pursued. I lately rode in one of 
‘these vehicles from the mole to the post- 

office, and scarcely had we started before 
locking and fouling each other that might } the driver came to a sudden halt, owing to 
otherwise be expected ; there is, however, | oneof thetraces becoming loose, Dismount-


