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pity them, for pity was at least a human 
feeling, and a, momentary rest from the 
thrill of the new sensations inspired by the 
circumstances. The moon herself looked a 
wan, unfamiliar thing, not the same moon 
which floods the palm and mango groves of 
Hilo with light and tenderness. And those 
palm and mango groves, and lighted horaes, 
and seas, and ships, and cities, and faces of 
friends, and all familiar things, and the day 
before, and the years before, were as things 
in dreams, coming up out of a vanished 
past. And would there ever be another 
day, and would the earth ever be young 
and green again, and would men buy and 
sell and strive for gold, and should I ever 
with a human voice tell living human beings 
of the things of this midnight? How far 

‘it was from all the world ; uplifted above 
love, hate, and storms of passion, and war, 
and wreck of thrones, and dissonant clash 
of human thought, serene in the eternal 
solitudes ! 

Things had changed, as they change 
hourly in craters. The previous loud de- 
_tonations were probably connected with | 
the evolutions of some ‘blowing cones,’ 
which were now very fierce, and throwing 
up lava at the comparatively dead end of 
the crater. Lone stars of fire broke out 
frequently through the blackened crust. 
The molten river, flowing from the incan- 
descent lake, had advanced and broadened 
considerably. That lake itself, whose dia- 
meter has been estimated at 800 feet, was 
rose-red and self-illuminated, and the in- 
creased noise was owing to the increased 
force of the fire-fountain, which was playing 
regularly at a height of 300 feet, with the 
cross-fountains, like wheatsheaves, at its 
lower part. ‘These cross-fountains were the 
colour of a mixture of blood and fire, and 
the lower part of the perpendicular jets was 
the same; but as they rose and thinned, 
this colour passed into a vivid rose-red, and. 
the spray and splashes were as rubies and 
flames mingled. For ever falling in fiery 
masses and fiery foam, accompanied by a 
thunder-music of its own, companioned 
ouly by the soiemn stars, exhibiting no 
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other token of its glories to man than the 
reflection of its fires on mist and smoke, it 
burns for the Creator’s eye alone, No foot 
of mortal can approach it. 

Hours passed as I watched the indescri- 
bable glories of the fire-fountain, its beauty of 
form, and its radiant reflection on the pre- 
cipices, 800 feet high, which wall it in, and 
listened to its surges beating and the ebb 
and flow of its thunder-music.. ,Then a 
change occurred. The jets, which for long 
had been playing at a height of 300 feet, 
suddenly became quite low, and for a few 
seconds appeared as cones of fire wallowing 
in a sea of light; then, with a roar like the 
sound of gathering waters, nearly the whole 
surface of the lake was lifted up by the 
action of some powerful internal force, and 
rose three times, with its whole radiant mass, 
in one glorious upward burst, to a height, as 
estimated by the surrounding cliffs, of 600 
feet, while the earth trembled, and the 
moon and stars withdrew abashed into far- 
off space. After this the fire-fountain played 
as before. The cold had become intense, 
11 deg. of frost, and I crept back into the 
tent, those words occurring to me with a 
new meaning, ‘ Dwelling in the light which 
no man can approach unto.’” 

The base of these great volcanic moun- 
tains, thrown up from the depths of the 
ocean, covers an area in which the whole 
of Wales might be included. 

In 1855 the fourth recorded eruption of 
Mauna Loa occurred. ‘The lava flowed 
directly Hilo-wards, and for several months, 
‘spreading through the dense forests which 
belt the mountain, crept slowly shorewards, 
threatening this beautiful portion of Hawaii 
with the fate of the Cities of the Plain. For 
five months the inhabitants watched the 
inundation, which came a little nearer every 
day. Should they fly or not? Would their 
beautiful homes become a waste of jagged 
lava and black sand, like the neighbouring 
district of Puna, once as fair as Hilo? Such 
questions suggested themselves as they 
nightly watched the nearing glare, till the 
fiery waves met with obstacles which piled 
them up in hillocks eight miles from Hilo,


