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We should be glad to quote the descrip- 
tions of fires by night and day in the vast 
crater of the famous volcano of Kilauea, in 

Hawaii (of which we give Miss Bird’s 
account on another page), When Mrs. 
Brassey says, “Once I slipped, and my 
foot sank through the thin crust; sparks 
issued from the ground, and the stick on 
which I leant caught fire before I could 
fairly recover myself,” she gives an idea 
of the violence of the volcanic agencies. 

Twice, as she tells us, she fainted on her re- 
turn to the hotel, not to speak of repeatedly 
collapsing ; so that we are not surprised to 
hear that she had on this occasion.to submit 
to finish the trying expedition in a chair. 
They had a narrow escape, too, from being | 

victims of a tragedy. Keeping Christmas 
next day at the “Volcano House,” she was 
admiring the grandeur of the spectacle from 
the windows, when the pillar of fire she was 
watching suddenly dimmed and disappeared. 
“At the same moment a river of glowing 
lava issued from the side of the bank we 
had climbed with so much difficulty yester- 
day, and slowly, but surely, overflowed the 
ground we had walked over.” 

One of the most sensational of the various 
spectacles they witnessed in Polynesia was 
at Hilo, in the same island of Hawaii. 
They had been marvelling at the feats of 
the swimmers in the surf, but these proved 
comparatively tame when contrasted with 
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what succeeded. We have heard of the jump- 
ing feats of the Persians, but nothing except 
Sam Patch’s exploits at Niagara can come 
up to the very remarkable performances 
which these Hawaiians seemed to take as a 
matter of course, and to us, at least, they are 
new. Two men took a run and made a 
spring off the precipice, 100 feet in height, 
clearing a projecting cliff 20 feet below, turn- 
ing a somersault in mid-air, alighting in the 
water of the pool at the bottom, and emerg- 
ing on the opposite bank as if nothing par- 
ticular had happened. 

We wish we could linger with Mrs. 
Brassey in that enchanted Paradise of the 
Sandwich Isles, where the only traces of 
the primzeval curse seem to be the intense 
heat and the abominable insects ; or that 
we had the leisure to accompany her on 
her homeward voyage by Japan and China, 
through the Straits of Malacca to Ceylon, 
and thence up the Red Sea to the Suez 
Canal. The latter stages of this journey, 
remote as some of them are, are more 
within the beaten routes of tourists, and 
merchants, and officers on service. But 
the whole of the book is nearly equally 
delightful. You have but to dip in it at 
random, and you are sure to find something 
entertaining; and we are only inclined to 
regret that in the course of her circumnavi- 
gation Mrs. Brassey should have skimmed 
the cream of the world. 

  

    

  
    

  
  

    

                                                                                                                                                                          
                  
                

    

 


