THE INSTRUCTOR.

lhat it was some mysterious promptiog thac
urzed me to it ou that particular day. It wes
kieand dark but it was., 1
knew, the best time for secing my mother
Jane, s the hour approached at which my
father generatly closed the shop and went
abroad. Meantime, T wrapped my clonk
around me, and muffling the lower part of
my face inlits fulds, I walked upland down.
pazing fundly on my dar mother, who was
235 usual busied in the shop,  As ! stood inthe
dadow without the doory I could hear some of
ile customers, who were neighbors, inquiring

when 1 arrived,

fir me, and ttempting, in their own style
v oxmfart my mother, whose teirs tlowed at
wy wame. Fheg prophesicd that 1 would
son see my £y and return, unless, indeed.
[sliwld fall §ito the wiched ways of the great
utye and then there was no saying, &e. Al
lowrsers axeeud that 1t was eracl in my father
1o c.st me off for a fisst offence 3 bat here his
entrance from the back parlour susp2nded the
rusersationy and the gussips dispersed, one
of them saying as she pas.cd me in the dark-
wss, S ALl T d ubt he isa wild boy—no
good could hie be thivking of when he refused
the decent trade his father off:red himu’ 1
continued to hover necr the house until {
s my fatherclose the shop and go out. [
tan knocked gently, and making myself
Lown, wasscon claspad in my mother's arms
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TUL RED S¥A.

The setting of the sun from the spot where
westoudy was very ireautiful, although there
were neither groves nor vales on which the
sicking vays might linger, buta low & naked
I3ut this was not the case on the other
side of the s2a, to which nature had been more
bount:ful + the mountains were there bold and
ofiyy and the sun was sinking slowly behind
them. wlile his red Leams rested on their bro-
They were the same amidst
wiich the israLtes weve entangled in their
Ighty and the wilderness on the other sile
ting 1 sandy cxpanse. left the'w at the mercy
[their pursuers. It was the divine inteation,
uhtless. from the first, 'to destvoy the power
f Pirspt, as the route tywards the head of the
Red ®ea was equally diccet and unear and the
wert of Sio was then open to the fugitives
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shore.
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without either mountainor waves in the way.
The twilight soon rested on the silent sheet of
water, that was not broken by a single bark or
vessel from the ports below, as the brecze was
too faint to carry them through its uncertain
navigation, that ahounds with numerons shaals
and rocks. ‘The rugzed forms of the moura
taius opposite grew dim and indintinet. No
sonad brohe on the stillness of the boueh, on
which we now Jay down 1o rest, save the faint
murmur of the shallow water, and there was
little danger of intruders, for the place was ton
desert to tempt cither the wandering Bedowin
or the busy fisherman.  The hours fod almost
unpcreeived 5 the scene was full of intorest
and we could not help recalling :he description
of the fumous passage of this sea by the chasen
people, that has given rise to so many fruit.
less doubts and exphnations.  What a nable
subject for a painter that hour of darkness and
terror woull bey and the rushing of the hosts
through this wide gull! It would seem chat
the absurd idea of representing the waves
standing like 2 well on each side, had as weil
he abandonel.  Thisis giving a Lteral inici-
pretation to the evidently fizurative wordsof
Scripture 3 where it is sail that God ciused
the sea to go back all night by a strong east
wind and when the muaing dawaed, there
was prohably a wid. and vast cypanse from
which the watershal retired to sy ne distas co:

and that ¢the s2a returning to its strenpih in
the morning,” was th» rushing back of 2
impetuous and restless tide, inevitzhle but nat

instantanzons, foritis evideat the [ayvotians
turned and fi2d from its approsch. — Crane's
‘Teavels in the Fast.

MISCELLAWNS0TS,

FLIGHT OF TINE.

Nincty years hence uot asingle man or wo.
man pow twemy years of age will be akive.
Ninety years ? alas! how many of the hively
actors, at present on the stage of hie, wal
make their exit long ere ninety years, whait are
they ? ¢¢ A tale that is told !’ adream; ai
empty sound that passeth on the wings of the
wind away, and is forgotten. Years shorten
3s man advances in ages bka the degrees in
longritude, man's life d-clines as fie trave's tos
wards the frozen pole, until it dwindics to a
priat and vanishes forever. lsitpos "uthat



