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THE WONDERFUL VOLCANO OF HAWAII, 

OR, 

“THE HOUSE OF EVERLASTING FIRE.” 

    

  

    

GB , 
Fall the phenomena in-nature 

fitted to excite awe and 

wonder, perhaps none exert 

; “so commanding an influence 

QD or inspire such profound feel- 

Ce ing as volcanoes. Science has 

not yet been able to throw 

much light upon their causes, and the 

fear with which they were looked upon 

ages ago still to a great extent takes pos- 

session of the on-looker. We can view 

with different feelings from our forefathers 

some of the other manifestations of power 

in nature. Their causes are to some extent 

known, and their forces may even be gauged 

and turned to advantage by man. But no 

one has yet discovered the hidden process 

by which volcanoes come into play, and we 

can still only conjecture what the forces are 

which lie beneath them. 

Perhaps the most wonderful of active 

volcanoes is that of Mauna Loa, in the 

island of Hawaii, the largest of the Sand- 

wich group. The interior of the island 

forms a plateau from 3,000 to 4,000 feet 

higa, and is almost entirely covered by 

thick forests, partly roamed over by herds 

of wild cattle. Above the plateau rise 

three volcanic peaks, still active, the loftiest 

being 14,000 feet high. Mauna Loa is one of 

these. A most animated and vivid account 

of a recent visit is given by the adventurous 

Miss Isabella Bird in her recently published 

book: on “The Hawaiian Archipelago.” 

The chapter is entitled, “Alone upon 

Mauna Loa.” 
“It was a strange thing to sleep on a 

lava-bed at a height of nearly 14,000 feet, 

far away from the nearest dwelling, ‘in a 

region rarely visited by man,’ hearing all 

the time the roar, clash, and thunder, of the 

mightiest volcano in the world. It seemed 

all a wild dream, as that majestic sound 
  

hunger, and thirst, 

moved on. There were two loud reports, 

followed by a prolonged crash, occasioned 

by parts of the crater walls giving way ; 

vibrating rumblings, as if of earthquakes ; 

and then a louder surging of the fiery ocean, 

and a series of most imposing detonations. 

Creeping over the sleeping forms, which 

never stirred, even though I had to kneel 

upon one of the natives while I untied the 

flap of the tent, I crept cautiously into the 

crevasse in which the snow-water was then 

hard frozen, and out upon the projecting 

ledge. The four hours in which we had 

previously watched the volcano had passed 

like one; but the lonely hours which fol- 

lowed might have been two minutes or a 

year, for time was obliterated. 

Coldly the Pole-star shivered above the . 

frozen summit, and a blue moon, nearly 

full, withdrew her faded light into infinite 

space. The Southern Cross had set. Two 

peaks below the Pole-star, sharply defined 

against the sky, were the only signs of any 

other world than the world of fire and 

mystery around. It was light, broadly, 

vividly, light ; the sun himself, one would 

have thought, might look pale beside it. 

But such alight! The white duck of the 

tent was rosy, and all the crater walls and 

the dull-grey ridges which lie around were 

z vivid rose-red. 
All Hawaii was sleeping. Our Hilo 

friends looked out the last thing, saw the 

glare, and probably wondered how we were 

‘getting on,’ high up among the stars. 

Mine were the only mortal eyes which saw 

what is perhaps the grandest spectacle on 

earth. Once or twice I felt so overwhelmed 

by the very sublimity of the loneliness that 

I turned to the six animals which stood 

shivering. in the north wind without any 

consciousness other than that of cold, 

It was a relief even to


