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THE MIRACLE OF ST, JANUARIUS. 

ing, he commenced a rather discursive 
search after the tongue of a buckle that had 
fallen out, and, this found, it was quickly 
adjusted. I supposed we were now at length 
all right ; but a fallacious hope it proved, as 
the same accident again occurred shortly 
after, and necessitated a fresh delay; after 
which we, with some difficulty and no little 
apprehension, reached the desired goal in 
time to anticipate the departure of the 
Marseilles mail-bags. But I fear some 
impatient reader will be inclined all this 
time to regard me as being as discursive 
in my account of the miracle as the poor 
cabman was in his search after the missing 
buckle-tongue. 

After some twenty minutes we reached 
the square open space opposite the Jesuits’ 
College, a building now much more use- 
fully employed for the public as a military 
hospital. Passing this, it was the work of a 
few seconds to enter an archway on the 
same side, and thence to dive into a series 
of narrow, dirty streets, bounded on either 
hand by tall, gloomy houses. And now, as 
but little variety presented itself, I shall take 
the liberty of hastening at once over the 

intervening space, and suppose myself 
arrived at the entrance of the Chiesa di San 
Gennaro, a spacious edifice, the approach to 

which is bya flight of stone steps. The en- 
trance is lofty,andthe interior of vast extent. 
Large as this church is, it annually witnesses 
the assemblage of vast crowds on the rgth 

of September, to witness the exhibition of 
the liquefied blood of the patron saint .of 
Naples. 

In one such crowd I was soon absorbed, 
pressing, like those around me, eagerly to 
the front, in order to have a good view of 

the evidences of this so-called stupendous 
miracle. A short time spent in the throng 
sufficed to show me the utter hopelessness 

_of making my way to the front ;so as soon 
as this fact had painfully impressed itself 
upon me, I withdrew. Skirting the outside 
border of the assemblage, I soon neared 
the eastern extremity of the building, where 
I found a sentry of the National Guard 
posted, in charge of an iron wicket opening   

into the chancel, a space preserved for the 
Neapolitan éte. On representing to the 
functionary in question that I was a foreigner, 
he at once communicated with the officer of 
the guard, who then kindly gave permission 
to me and a few other Englishmen to enter. 
The gate was immediately closed after us, 
and we were safe from all the unpleasant 
consequences of being held fast in the centre 
of a continental crowd. 

Pavging for a moment to survey the scene 
that now met my downward gaze—for I was 
standing on a platform raised within the 
chancel—I beheld a mixed multitude 
densely packed on either side of a barrier of 
rope, which, being tightly drawn, left a clear 
space isled off in the centre, to and fro in 
which were persons passing, as they either 
went towards or returned from a group of 
priests standing at the extreme end. Per- 
ceiving at once by this, as well as by the 
direction thither of the eyes of the multitude 
on either side, that the chief attraction, and 
in all probability the miracle itself, was there 
being exhibited, I resolved to descend from — 
my eminence and make my way towards 
the spot whither all eyes were so eagerly 
turned. Leaving the chancel, I proceeded 
downwards and onwards till I at length 
reached the clerical group above men- 
tioned. 

The most remarkable figures amongst 
them were two priests, one of whom held 
a lighted wax, candle (for what purpose will 
be mentioned presently), and the other a 
pyx, something similar to those in use for 
holding the consecrated wafer. The pyx 
in question, however, was formed with the 
usual radiating border of silver, whilst its 
centre was hollow, and covered with a 
crystal front and back. In the interior of 
this pyx were fixed two bottles; the one 
long and finger-shaped, the other in form 
like that of a flattened globe, or modern 
scent-flask. In each of these was a dark- 
reddish liquid, apparently of a thick con- 
sistency, the fluidity of which was proved 
by the priest who held it tilting the pyx 
from time to time on either side, his com- 
panion meanwhile holding the wax candle


