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But no one takes it amiss; it is an imuernorial privilege of
Christmnas time.

We hurry frorn the flower market, w'here it seeins to have been.
showering roses, carnelias, pansies, mnignonette, and variegrated
japonicas for the Novena, to have a look at the tc'nfectioners'
-windowvs, and at the cotai and lava shops, Chiaia and Chiatarnone.
0f ail the beautiful sighits none surpass these. They are unique,
and in their Christmas dress, they are ravishing. As %ve wvend
our way back, bent on sight-seeing, the stireets have an air of
carnival. Even the animal creation shares in the gaiety. A. cow
that is beiug led along, with a buncli of dewy roses between her
hornu3, looks as if she is going to be an offering to Isis, instead of
yielding an offering of foainy milk at t>he doors; and even the
poor iIl-used donkey lias a gar1and of flowers fw5tened to his tait.

The din w'axes louder. The bray of the donkey, the noise and
indescribable grunt of his driver, tiie cries of the vendors, the
goat belis and the huddle of their wearers, trampling over unlucky
feet as they throng horneward througli the midst of carniages and
pedestrians, the mardi of a troop of soldiers-lovers of the
Mfadonna also-out in their gayesL uniform, with a deafening
baud of music, the chaffing, of the fac cliarged with catcring
for holiday dinners, the carniagý,es of the buyers of Cliristmas gifts
that choke the way, the crack of the vcttitrino's wbiip-altogýether
make a ;cene not to be forjotten. But thc climnax of confusion
is the prepâtration for Vigilia-the eve of Cbiristmas, 'wna grand£
solennite. We walk through Santa Brigidu, or the G~ran .fercato,
of the old city. Men, wvomen, and children, dogs, servants,
gentlemen, monkis, priests and soldiers, ail busy wvith eeis;

baraiungbuying, selling,, weighing, or carrying home eeis. Here
cornes a fishernian witl a basket on bis head, which is thrown
back with wvide open month, crying I'Uapitone," while a-longr and
slender eel comes twining, down, giving his visage the look of a
Medusa. IRe quietly puts it back witli bis hand, aiid fllling is
iungs, again vociferates with wider-open niouth, IlGapiton-e."
Women, girls, and boys are doing the same. Ail Places swim and
wriggaleand siide with eeis tili the Lime cornes for the feast. Friends
invite eadh other to eat capitone, and vie with one another in the
n umber of ways in whidh, tîey have them served, axnounting
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