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"% industries this will add to the commercial importance of the
Broup, byt nothing can add to its charm as a holiday resort.

elon When one tires of the blue sky, the mapy;h_ued rainbows, the

wi Mous surf bathing on world famec_l Walklkl,. the murmur“of

“fi through the palms and the ravishing strains of Hawaiian

mgs“‘- floating on the soft breezes, he has only to escape to the

e Untains to see scenes of surpassing grandegr or stand on th’e

meg; of K!lauae to be overpowered by the sight of the world’s
est active volcano.

t}lrowl't s a might_y bowl of.molten lava, boiling up un(;easingly.
acre, Ing }_ng}_l in air showers like {nclteﬂ gold. All round its twelve
an tﬁf llqu}d ﬁ.re are the remains of a still greater crater, more
In | 8 ree miles in length and. with an area 'of thoqs.ands of acres.
ing yi this whple area was in active eruption, bmhng and seeth-
only it consuming heat. What th§s must have beex} like one can
the ki imly conjecture, as he stands in awed wonde!‘ In presence of
ess f:m? forces at work in the present crater. At mght. when dark-
SUrnishes a background for the intense heat and light and the
}mwls It up with lurid glow for miles around, one can easily see
godd € Ignorant natives picture this as the abode of Pele, a horrible
€38 whose glance means death.

all A_‘s You pull away, the docks are thronged with people of

ship tonaljties, you are laden with leis, the flower wreath of friend-

My and farewell, while the band plays some of the heartsearching

H., € of the olden days, ending with the Auld Lang Syne of
AWail, Aloha Oe.

twe ‘I:i? other land .!)ut Canada tempts me as my home, but after
L s to Hawaii, I have much sympathy with the words of
chy Wain: “No alien land in all the world has any defep, strong
besee h'or me, but that one; no other land could so longingly and
time hingly haunt me, sleeping and waking through half a life
blow. that has done. . . . . For me its balmy airs are always
bea ihg, s summer seas flashing in the sun, the pulsing of its surf
its o) " MY ear; I can see its garlanded crags, its leaping cascades,
like is]my Palms drowsing by the shore: its remote summits floating
Solitudznds above the cloudrack; I can feel thp spint of it.s wo'odlgmd
¢ bre ’h can hear the plash. of its brooks; in my nostrils still lives
ath of flowers that perished twenty years ago.”



