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N Iceland, a desolate 

region of ice and 

snow, volcanic ac- 

tion is seen in full 

force. Here Hecla 

rages as of old ; and 

here hot fountains 

and springs bear witness to the 

incandescence of the earth’s 

. interior. In the crater of the 

volcano, called Krabla, there is a boiling 

caldron, or pool, which is one of the 

most remarkable curiosities of the island. 

Many travellers have visited and described 

it. 
At the bottom of a deep gully (says one) 

lay a circular pool of black liquid matter, at 

least three hundred feet in circumference, 

from the middle of which a vast column of 

the same black liquid was erupted with a 

loud thundering noise ; but being enveloped 

in smoke till within about three feet of the 

surface of the pool, I could not form any 

idea of the height to which it rose. 

From every circumstance connected with 

the vast hollow in which the pool is situated, 

I could not but regard it as the remains of 

the crater which, after having vomited im- 

mense quantities of volcanic matter, has 

loosened the adjacent parts of the mountain 

tosuch a degree that they have fallen m 

and left nothing but the boiling caldron to 

mark its site, and perpetuate in faint adum- 

brations the awful terrors of the scene. The 

surface of the pool may be about seven 

hundred feet below what appeared to be the 

highest peak of Kxabla, and about two hun- 

dred feet below the opposite height on 

which I stood. 

Having continued some minutes to dis- 

gorge its muddy contents, the violent fury 

of the spring evidently began to abate ; and, 

as the ground along the west side of the 

hollow seemed sufficiently solid, I got the 

guide to accompany me to the immediate 

precincts of the pool. On the northern 

  

margin rose a bank consisting of red bolus 

and sulphur, from which, as the wind blew 

from the same quarter, we had a fine view 

of the whole. Nearly about the centre of 

the pool is the aperture whence the vast body 

of water, sulphur, and bluish-black bolus, is 

thrown up, and which is equal in diameter 

to the column of water ejected from the 

Great Geyser at its strongest eruptions. 

The height of the jets varied greatly, 

rising on the first propulsions of the 

liquid to about twelve feet, and continuing 

to ascend, as it were by leaps, till they 

gained the highest point of elevation, which 

was upwards of thirty feet, when they again 

abated much more rapidly than they rose ; 

and after the spouting had ceased, the situ- 

ation of the aperture was rendered visible 

only by a gentle ebullition which distin- 

guished it from the general surface of the 

pool. During my stay, which was upwards 

of an hour, the eruptions took place every 

five minutes, and lasted about two minutes 

and a half. I was apprised of the approach 

of an eruption by a small jetter that broke 

forth from the same pool, a little to the east 

of the great one, and was evidently con- 

nected with it, as there was a continual 

bubbling in a direct line between them. 

None of its jets exceeded twelve feet, and 

generally they were about five. Another 

bubbling channel ran a little way to the 

north-west of the principal opening, but did 

not terminate in a jetter like the former. 

While the eruption continued, a number of 

fine silver waves were thrown round to the 

sides of the pool, which was lined with a 

dark blue bolus, left there on the subsidence 

of the waves. At the foot of the bank on 

which we stood were numerous small holes, 

whence a quantity of steam was unremitting- 

ly escaping with a loud hissing noise; and 

on the west side of the pool was a gentle 

declivity, where the water ran out and was 

conveyed through a long winding gully to 

the foot of the mountain. .


