RARNATH
| -
! The Sick Father and the Little Boy's
Falsehood.

A minister of the Gospel gives the
" following account of an incident in
i his early lite :—

w [ had one of the kindest and best
dof tathers; and when 1 was aditde
i white-headed boy about six yrars old,
e used to carry me to school before
 hun on his horse, to help me in wny
1 little plans, and always seemed trying
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i to make me huppy.  When | way six
 years ofd he came home oue day very
Vil My mother, too, was ill, aud thus
i nobody but my two sisters could take
" eare of my father.  In a few days he
. was worse, very ill, and all the doc-
" ore near us were called in to see
U him. The next Sabbath morning he
. wag evidently much worse. As 1
'weni into the room he stretched out
/his hand to me and said, * My little
. boy, I am very sick. 1 wish you to
' tuke that paper on the stand and run
.down to Mr CJs, and get me the
. medicine ritten on that paper. I
litook the paper and went to the
 apothecary’s shop, as I had often done
‘ before. It was about half a mile off’;
"but when [ got there I found it shut,
and as Mr C. lived a quarter of a mile
farther off; [ concluded not to go to
find bim. I then set out for home.
On my way back I contrived what to
#y. I knew how wicked it was to
tell a lie, but one sin always leads to
another.  On going in to my father, 1
saw that he was in great pain; and
though pale and weak, 1 could see
great drops of sweat standing on his
lrehead, forced out by the pain. Oh
then I was sorry 1 had not Sone and
kund the apothecary. At length he
aid to me, ¢ My son has got the
edicine, 1 hope, for I am in great
0’ I hung my head and muttered,
r my conscience smote mg, ¢ No,
r Mr Carter says he has gof'none v
38 got none ! Is this possible ¥
¢ then cast a keen cyc upon me,
seeing my head haug, and pro-
bly suspecting my falsehoced, said iu
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(the mildest, kindest tone, * My Little

oy will see dis fother suffer gieat pain

for the want of that medicinel” |

rwent ont of the room to a place where

[ could be aloue, and eried. 1 was

soon called back., My brothers had

come, and were standing—all the

children were standing round his bed,

tand he was committing my poor.
mother to their care, and giving them .
his last advice. 1 was the youngost,

and when he Jaid his hand upon my |
head and told me “that in a few hours:
I should have no father ;—that he
would in a day or two be l)uricd;——z
that [ must uow make God my father,
love him, ohey bhim, and always do’
right and speak the truth, because the
eye of God is always upon me;® it]
seemed as if T shonld sink: and when !
he laid his hand on my head again,
and prayed for the blessing of God
the Redeemer to rest upon me, ¢soon
to be a fatherless orphan,” I dared not
look at him, I felt so guilty. Soh-
bing, I rushed fror his bed-side, and .
thought I wished I could die. ‘'They
soon told me he could not speak. O, ,
how much would T have given to go
in and teil him. that 1 had told a lie,
and ask him once more to lay his
hand on my head and torgive me ! 1
crept in once more, and heard the
iminister pray for ‘the dying man.
O how my heart ached! I snatched
my hat, and ran te the apothecary’s
house and got the medicine. 1 ran
home with all my might, and ran in,
and ran up to my father’s bed-side, to
confess my sin, crying ou, ‘O here,
father! but I was hushed:
and I then saw that he was pale, and
that all in the room were weeping.
My dear father wus dead!  And the
last thing cver | spoke to him was ¢o’
tell him « lie? 1 sobbed as if my

heart would break ; for his kindness, :
his tender looks, and iy own sin, all
rushed upon my mind. And as I,
gazed upon his cold pale face,and
saw his eyes shut, and his lips closed,
could 1 help thinking of his last words,
€My litde boy will see his father’




