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A ;ery great question rises up here ; and that is, What is it to re.
ent

g You all know there are two kinds of money—the good, and the coun-
terfeit. And a man might have a house full of the counterfeit, and yet
he ceuld not be said to have any money. It would do him no good. So
there are two kinds of repentance. One is good, ond the other good for
nothing. ‘They may notseem very different, just as two pieces of money
may ook alike, while ong is guod, and will buy thisgs, and the other 18
guod for notling ; just as two uees may sland togeiher, and look alike,
while one produces goud frait, and the oiher rothuing but leaves. But
you want to know what it is 1o repent.  Let me ry to tell you.

A man, who is nuw a minisier of the gospel, gave me the following
account. I tell it 10 you in urder to shuw you what repemiance is. [
had one of the kindest and best of fuihers; and when 1 was a little white
headed boy, about six ycars old, he used to carry me to school before
him on his horse, to liclp mein iny hule plans, and always tried to make
me happy ; and Le never scemed so happy lumself as when making me
happy. When I was six years old, he came home, one day, very sick.
My mother too, was sick ; and thus nubody but my two sisters could take
care of my father. Inafew days lie was worse, very sick, and all the
physicians in the region were calied in to see lim. The next Sabbath
morning, early, he was evidently much worse. As ] went into the room,
he stretched out his hand to me and said, < My litde boy, I am very
sick. I wish you {o tuhe that paper un the staud, and run down to Mr. C’s,
and get me the medicine wriiten vnr that paper.” I took the paper, and
went to the apothiccary’s shiup, as | hud often done before. It was about
half a mile off'; bul when I got there, I found 1t shut; and as Mr. C.
lived a quarter of a mile farther off, | concluded not to go to find him.
I then set out for howe. On my way bach I contrived what to say. 1
knew how wicked it was to icll « lie, but one sin always leads to another.
On goingin to iy futher, I saw that he was in great paio; and though
pale and weak, 1 cuuld sve great drops of sweat stauding on s forehead
forced out by the pain. O, then I wassorry [ had not gone and found
the apothecary. At length he said to me, ¢ My son has got the medi-
cine, 1 hope, for [ am in great pain. I huog my head, and muttered, for
my conscience smote me.  “ No,sir, Mr. Carter says be has got none ?*
*Has got none ! Is this possible?”  He tlien cast a keen eye upon me,
and seeing my head hang, and probably suspecung my falsehood, said,
in the ruldest, hindest toue, * My little boy will see his father suffer
great pain for the want of that medicine!” | went out of the room,
and alone, and cried. I wu$ scon calied back. My brothers had come,
and were standing,—all the clildren were standing round his bed, and he
was committing my poor mother to their cure, and giving them his last
advice. I wasthe youngest; and when he la:d luis hand on my head,
and tuld me ¢that in a few hours [ chould have no father ; that he would
in a day or two be buried up; that 1 must now make God my father,
love him, obey him, and always do right, and speak the truth, because
the eye of God is alpays upon me’—it seemed as if I should sink ; and
when he laid his hand op my head again, and prayed for the blessing of
God the Redeemer W rest upon me, ‘soon to be a fatherless orphan,’ I



