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SUNNY ISLES OF HAWAII.
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AM writing from the ‘‘Paradise of the
Pacific,”” the title fondly given by their

people to the Hawaiian Islands, and whose
truthfulness and fitness the visitor does not feel anxious to dis-
pute. How shall I make you see the perfect contrast between
our broad continent and our cold climate, and these narrow sea-
girt regions, with their mild and balmy air? This difference is set
in strange relief upon the journey thither. The railway trip
from Chicago to San
Francisco, although but
two-thirds the distance
from the Atlantic to the
Pacific, and notwith-
standing the speed and
comfort of the traveling
service appears inter-
minable, and makes the
dry land seem a vast
affair. Then the sail of
six and a half days from
the Golden Gate to
Honolulu, without a
sight or hint of land,
and with nothing but
a fleeting glimpse of a
passing sail, and the
sight of one seal and of
a few flying fish to interrupt the sameness of the deep, causes
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one to feel as if the whole earth were water, and the solid globe |

had been drowned and had disappeared from sight. One loses
faith in the existence of land, and almost expects to glide on for-
ever, ‘“as idle as a painted ship upon a painted ocean,’’ when
suddenly a line of substantial looking blue breaks the horizon.
The weary eyes rest delightedly upon something more stable than
the heaving waves, the dim outline settles into shape and shows
a smiling scene of lofty hills and sloping plains. :

These islands are entirely volcanic in their origin and nature,
- and their appearance everywhere betrays their fiery birth.
hills are mostly sharp and broken in their forms, showing that

| fruit should fall upon our heads.

they have stiffened from the earthquake shock and flow. Some
of them were but recently streams and floods of molten rock,
and still consist of black and barren lava on which no living or
verdant thing can grow. In other and more favored spots,
nature has repaired the ruin she has wrought; the rock has
crumbled and softened into soil, and grass and trees have thrown
their kindly warmth over the scene. The shores are bold and
rugged, and we wonder where we shall find a gate of entrance to
the land, when, all at once, we round a high, steep point, called
Diamond Head, and the beautiful bay of Honolulu opens just
before our sight.

The city lies upon a narrow plain along the shore. Behind it
rises a range of hills
not very high, but of
the most varied and at-
tractive shapes, form-
ing an exceedingly
beautiful and effective
backgrownd for the
town.

The houses are al-
most buried in a luxuri-
ance and splendor of
tropical verdure. All
trees and plants are
new and' - strange to
Northern eyes. Flow-
ers that we grow in
conservatories, and
fruits that we import
from the Sunny South,
here hang in freedom and abundance upon every side. We feel
like spreading our umbrellas for fear that cocoanuts and bread
We burst into exclamations of

| wonder and delight at countless vines and shrubs that clamber

soms everywhere around.

over roofs and fences and throw their brilliant foliage and blos-
Here is a solid sheet of bright ma-

| genta robing an entire tree; there a shower of the deepest

The |

orange shelters a veranda; yonder a curtain of golden orange
clothes a gable ; that stone wall to the right is completely draped
by the kind of cactus, which we call ‘¢ night-blooming cereus.”’
In the season it opens ten thousand blossoms in a single night,
and fills the air with fragrance. In my college days, we students







