
THE CHRISTAN.

A very great question rises up here ; and that is, What is it to re-
pent ?

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 ceild 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 not seen very different, just as two pieces of money
may look alhke, n le onu is guod, and soll buy things, and the other is
good for nothing ; just as two tneeb may stand togetier, and look alike,
while one produca guud fruit, and the other notuhng but leaves. But
you want to know l iat it is to repent. Let me try to tell you.

A man, who is nuw a mniîier of the gospel, gave me the following
account. I tell it To you in ordtr to show you what repentance is. "I
had one of the kindest and best of fLbers ; aid when 1 nas a lttle white
headed boy, about six 3 cars old, he used to carry me to school before
him on his horse, to lp j> me In ny huile plans, and aiiays tried to make
me happy ; and he neer siened so happy hîniseif as when makmng me
happy. Wlen I was six years old, he came home, one day, very sick.
My mother too, was sick; and tlus nobody but my two sisters could take
care of my father. In a few days lie was vorse, very sick, and all the
physicians in the region w ere called in to see him. The next Sabbath
miorinig, early, he mas evidently muchi worse. As I went into the room,
he stretched out his hand to me and said, ' My little boy, I am very
sick. I wish you to take that paper on the stand,and run down to Mr. C's.
and get me the medicine writteu on that paper.' I took the paper, and
went to the apothccary's shup, as I iad often done before. It was about
half a mile off; but w lien I gut there, I found it shut ; and as Mr. C.
lived a quarter of a mile fardher off, I concluded net to go to find him.
I then set out for home. On my way back I contrived what to say. I
knew how wickid it was to tcll a lie, but one sn always leads to another.
On go:ng in to iny father, I saw that he was in great' pain ; and though
pale and weak, I could see great drops of sweat standing on his forehead
forced out by the pain. Oh, then I was sorry I had not gone and found
the apothecary. At length he said to me, ' My son has got the med,-
cine, I hope, for I am mu great pain. I hung my head, and muttered, for
my conscience smote me. 'No, sir, Mr. Carter says he has got none?'
' Has got noue ! Is this possible ?' He tien cast a keen eye upon me,
and seeing my head hang, and probably suspectng my falsehood, said,
in the ruîldest, kindest toue, ' ily little boy will see his father sufer
great pain for the want of that medicine!' I went out of the ronm,
and alone, and cried. I %as scoa calied back. My brothers had comeb,
and were standing,-all the clildren were standing round his bed, and he
was committing my poor mother to their cure, and givmng them his last
advice. I was the youngest ; and when he laid bis hand on my head,
and told me 'tliat in a f1 i lhours I e bould have no father; that he would
in a day or two be buried up, tlat 1 must now make God my father,
love him, obey him, and always do right, and speak the truth, because
the e6e of God is altvays upon me'-it seemed as if I should snk ; and
when he lad his hand on my head agan, and prayed for the blessng of
God the Redeemer to rest upon me, ' soon to be a fatherless orphan,' I


