From Mark Twain’s Roughing It in the Sandwich Islands:
By the path it is half a mile from the Volcano House to the lookout house. After a hearty supper
we waited until it was thoroughly dark and then started to the crater. The first glance in that
direction revealed a scene of wild beauty. There was a heavy fog over the crater and it was
splendidly illuminated by the glare from the fires below. The illumination was two miles wide and
a mile high, perhaps; and if you ever, on a dark night and at a distance beheld the light from
thirty or forty blocks of distant buildings all on fire at once, reflected strongly against
overhanging clouds, you can form a fair idea of what this looked like.
The greater part of the vast floor of the desert under us was as black as ink, and apparently
smooth and level; but over a mile square of it was ringed and streaked and striped with a
thousand branching streams of liquid and gorgeously brilliant fire! It looked like a colossal
railroad map of the State of Massachusetts done in chain lightning on a midnight sky. Imagine it
- imagine a coal-black sky slivered into a tangled net-work of angry fire!
It was a long tramp, but an exciting one. We reached the North Lake between ten and eleven
o'clock, and sat down on a huge overhanging lava-shelf, tired but satisfied. The spectacle
presented was worth coming double the distance to see. Under us, and stretching away before
us, was a heaving sea of molten fire of seemingly limitless extent. The glare from it was so
blinding that it was some time before we could bear to look upon it steadily. It was like gazing at
the sun at noon-day, except that the glare was not quite so white. At unequal distances all
around the shores of the lake were nearly white-hot chimneys or hollow drums of lava, four or
five feet high, and up through them were bursting gorgeous sprays of lava-gouts and gem
spangles, some white, some red and some golden- a ceaseless bombardment, and one that
fascinated the eye with its unapproachable splendor. The more distant jets, sparkling up through
an intervening gossamer veil of vapor, seemed miles away; and the further the curving ranks of
fiery fountains receded, the more fairy-like and beautiful they appeared.
Now and then the surging bosom of the lake under our noses would calm down ominously and
seem to be gathering strength for an enterprise; and then all of a sudden a red dome of lava of
the bulk of an ordinary dwelling would heave itself aloft like an escaping balloon, then burst
asunder, and out of its heart would flit a pale-green film of vapor, and float upward and vanish in
the darkness--a released soul soaring homeward from captivity [ . . .]
The crashing plunge of the ruined dome into the lake again would send a world of seething
billows lashing against the shores and shaking the foundations of our perch. By and by, a
loosened mass of the hanging shelf we sat on rumbled into the lake, jarring the surroundings
like an earthquake and delivering a suggestion that may have been intended for a hint, and may
not. We did not wait to see.

