….There, one night, I had an unusually vivid and rather unpleasant dream. I seemed to be standing on high ground – the upper slopes of some spur of a hill or mountain. The ground was of a curious white formation. Here and there in this were little fissures, and from these jets of vapour were spouting upward. In my dream I recognized the place as an island of which I had dreamed before --an island which was in imminent peril from a volcano.  And, when I saw the vapor spouting from the ground, I gasped:  'It's the island!  God Lord, the whole thing is going to blow up!'  For I had memories of reading about Krakatoa, where the sea, making its way into the heart of a volcano through a submarine crevice, flashed into steam, and blew the whole mountain to pieces…..
J. W. Dunne, An experiment with time, Hampton Roads Publishing Company, 2001 

First published in 1927
