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the sufferers thus describes it: “In an instant 
the sea moaned and retired hundreds of 
yards into the bay, leaving all the shore ’ 
exposed. I saw the whole surface of the 
sea rise, as if a mountain side, actually 
standing up. Another shock, accompanied 
with a fearful roar, now took place. I 
called to my companions to run for their 
lives on to the pampa. Too late! With a 
horrid crash the sea was on us, and at one 
sweep dashed what was Iquique on to the 
pampa. I lost my companions, and in an 
instant was fighting with the dark water. 
The mighty wave surged, and roared, and 
leaped. The cries of human beings and   animals were dreadful. I knew no more until 

FOOTPRINT S “ON “THE 

EING in rather a serious mood, I 
strolled alone across the hill, 

_ and belield the sunset. It was 
% indescribably magnificent. I 

felt cheered, and sat awhile looking at it. 
At last my eyes fell upon the pathway 

at my feet. It was thickly marked with 
footprints of people passing to and fro. 
I saw there the heavy footmark of the 
labouring man, perhaps coming home from 
a hard day’s work, picturing to himself the 
bright fireside, his smiling wife, and happy 
children hastening to meet him. 

I saw the small soft print of a little child 
hurrying to school, dreading the teacher’s 
anger, if perchance he happens to be late. 

I saw a woman’s tread, heavier maybe 
with a mother’s care of providing for her 
children, and in making both ends meet. 
And then my fancy led me away, and I saw 
the Jad, with a light footstep, having never 
a care in his breast, thinking to himself of 
the bright and happy time when he will 
shine in the world and be great. And 
then I saw the man who had seen more of 
the world, and found how hard it was, and 
was content to go on quietly without being 
_famed as he-had at one time hoped. 

  
  Then I saw the man, disappointed and 

I found myself on the pampa, and all dark 
around me. In the morning I found Iquique 
gone, all but a few houses round the church,” 

From the information which has now 
been collected from all parts of the world, 
it appears that there is probably no large 
section of the earth’s surface wholly free from 
earthquakes. Some countries are much 
more subject to them than others ; certain 
districts are liable to frequent sharp and 
occasionally destructive shocks; others only 
experience gentle tremors at wide intervals. 
It would seem, however, that hardly a day 
passes without a concussion of some kind 
being observed in one or more parts of the 
globe. 

SAND.—A REVERIE. 
wearied, who fad reached the top of the 
ladder, and had not found it altogether what 
he had hoped it would have been. ‘The 
thousand cares and troubles which weighed 
daily upon him bent his shoulders, and 
made him look older than he really was. 

Next I saw the old weathersvorn pilgrim — 
leaning on his staff; he had fought his way 
manfully through this world, and was look- 
ing forward with a longing confidence to 
the next. 

And I thought how sadly wandering my 
footprints would look on the sands of 
time. How few of us could say with the 
humble confidence of the apostle, “‘I have 
fought a good fight, I have finished my 
course, I have képt the faith ; henceforth 
there is laid up for me a crown of righteous- 
ness, which the Lord, the righteous Judge, 
shall give me at that day: and not to me 
only, but unto all them also that love His 
appearing.” Then I awoke from my reverie. 

“Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time, 

Footprints that perhaps another, 
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, 

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 
Seeing, shall take heart again.”


