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ERIC'S GOOD NEWS 
,---------------

CHAPTER I. 

A NEW ACQUAINTANCE. 

SucH a sweet little face it was, 
with the curly golden brown hair 
clustering round the fair white 
brow, and the deep blue eyes with 
their gaze of wistful longing. The 
flush on the soft cheeks betokened 

· 'delicate health, and many a passer­
by noted pityingly the little figure 
leaning back in the cushioned 
.chair. 
· But Eric did not heed them ; 
his eyes were fixed on the ocean 
in front of him, and not even the 
joyous shouts of the children at 
play, as they built and demolished 
their sand castles and forts, seemed 
to attract him. 

His nurse was engrossed in a 
_book ; she was accustomed to her 
little charge's silent moods, and 
after settling his cushions and 
drawing him into the shade of the 
cliff, now composed herself a little 

farther off on some flat stones to 
enjoy an hour's quiet. 

"I wonder if it's as tired as I 
am, poor thing! " came at last 
from the little lips. 

A young man who was lazily 
reclining some few yards off now 
looked up sharply as he caught 
the words. 

" I wish it would be tired enough 
to keep still," he said. 

Eric turned his large blue eyes 
upon him. 

"It tries to be still, but when 
we are very, very tired we can't 
be." 

"We have not the strength left 
to resist the force that drives us; 
quite true, little chap." 

The child was silent for a minute, . 
then added softly,-

" I ,saw it asleep yesterdty; it 
was so still, just breathing a little, 
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and panting, at the edge. It 
couldn't help doing that; no one 
can be quite, quite still." 

The young man smiled, and the 
two drifted into a quiet, lazy kind 
of conversation, strange to hear 
between two such widely opposite 
characters. 

" It'.s a weary world, isn't it?,, 
asserted the child, with an old­
fashic;med gravity. "Nurse is very 

,, fond of saying it is, and I think so 
too." -

'' One soon gets to the end of 
it," remarked . the man with ' a 
bitter smile. 

" It is all the same, isn't it?­
except surprises, and I think I've 
finished them." 

" How long ago is that, little 
chap?" 

"My last toy from Paris, · I 
think. Father says · be won't 
bring me any more because I didn't 
feel it a surprise, and I don't care 
for things if they don't surprise 
me. I suppose I am too big for 
surprises now. Everything is 
always the same, isn't it ? " 

"Always, little philosophf3r, 
when you get accustomed tothem." 

" I wondered in one of my thinks 
to-day if I shall ever see anytbing­
very, very wonderful. It seems so 
long when nothing happens." 

" What would you like to see? " 
"Ab, I don't know; I shouldn't 

like it unless it was a surprise,­
sometbing that would make me­
make~ me different. I should like 
to feel quite, quite comfortable, 
you know. I mean in my heart. 
I suppose I mean happy. I should 
like that, wouldn't you?" 

" There is none of that kind of 
happiness in this world, unfor­
tunately." 

" Nurse says there is, but she 
isn't happy. I. think it is only in 
books and dreams, don't you? " 

"It is a fancy, not a fact; but 
you are rather too small to talk 
so." 

" I was almost happy once," 
and the child's eyes shone with a 
soft, glad light. 

" It was when I was a very 
little boy, and I went into the 
country to a farm, and I was very 
tired, and the woman there caught 
me up in her arms, and carried 
me into a long room all red with 
the fire. It was such a funny 
room, with plates and dishes all 
up the walls, and there were 
baked apples for supper, and pork, 
and a cat with a bell round its 
neck, and nurse said I must go to 
bed, but the woman said 'No,' 
and she cuddled me up against 
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her and said : ' Bless his darling 
little heart, he looks like a mother­
-less bairn as he is ! ' 

'' She was very fat and so£ t, 
you know, and I sat on her lap al_l 
the evening. She used• to tell me 
such beautiful stories-I have 
never heard them since-and 
father told me they weren't true; 
she said they were, . but I know 
better now.'' 

"Puss-in-Boots and Cinderella, 
h ?" e . 

"Oh! no, no I · Much more 
lovely. About a place up there! " 
and the small white fingers were 
raised -to the blue sky above. "I 
forget it; a kind of fairyland, all 
love and happiness, and something 
about a wonderful Man who came 
down here from it. She said He 
loved me, but I've forgotten now, 
and father said it wasn't worth 
remembering, only made up to 
amuse babies ! " 

There was a curious smile on 
the young man's lips. His was a 
restless, dissatisfied face, a face 
on which the traces of a misspent 
life and of blighted hopes had 
already left their marks. Though 
comparatively young in years, he 
was old in the ways of the world, 
for he had· lived, fast; and because 
he had ·exhausted all the resources 

of the world's pleasures, and bad 
been disappointed in love, he had 
now come to the conclu.sion that 
life was not worth living. 

He glanced at the innocent 
young face beside him, and then 
up into the unfathomable blue. 

" Not worth remembering ! " he 
muttered, "why, no-of a cer­
tainty not." 

A silence fell on them ; the boy's 
deep blue eyes were scanning his 
fresh acquaintance very closely. 

"I like you," he said quaintly 
at last, "because you talk to me 
as if you understood. Nurse says 
I'm discontented because _I am 
spoilt, and because I have every­
thing I want. Father says it is 
because I a~ ill, and not like 
other boys: but I don't want to 
be like other boys, they are so 
rough and noisy, an~ they never 
do anything but rush,about. They 
won't sit still and talk to me, and 
if they do they say I am 'queer,' 
and then they leave me. Do you 
think I am queer?" 

" You and I are in the same 
boat, old fellow ! We are tired of 
life, are we not? And those who 
are still enjoying it cannot under­
stand." 

"I want to ·.be happy," the boy 
said wistfully, as his eyes wand~red 
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over the blue ocean before him, 
"quite happy, right through, I 
mean. Do you think I ever shall 
be?" 

The young man made no reply, 
and at this moment the nurse 
came towards her little charge. · 

" It is time to be going home, 
Master Eric," she said, glancing at 
his fresh acquaintance as she spoke. 

The young man rose to his feet. 
" An only child? " he questioned, 
·as. he stood in the full strength 
and power of his manhood looking 
down at the frail little invalid. 

" Yes, sir - only son of Sir 
Edmund Wallace, who owns most 
of the property about here." 
· Her tone was dignified, and she 

stooped down to· arrange the 
cushions before she wheeled th.e 

little carriage away, adding as she 
did so,-

"His fathe:r: has just gone ~broad 
for a month or two, so he feels 
lonely, poor child ! " 

I 

But Eric shook his golden head. 
"No, I'm not lonely, and I hear 

very often from father. I . like 
letters, but talking is best ... Will 
you be here to-morrow, _sir? I 
don't know what your name is?" 

"Captain Graham," the young 
man said with a laugh. "Yes, 
_perhaps you will find me here to­
morrow." 

They parted, the young captain 
strolling away with a cigs,r in his 
mouth, and muttering, " Sir Ed­
mund Wallace, the great sceptic ! 
Ah, well ! I more than half be­
lieve he has right on his side." 

\ 
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CHAPTER II. 

A TALK WITH CAPTAIN GRAHAM. 

ANOTHER morning found this 
strange couple together, the young 
man, in spite of his cynical in­
difference to all around,_ becoming 
interested in the quaint, sweet 
speeches of Eric Wallace. 

" There is no one in the world 
that can manage the sea, is 

. there?" the little fellow saidt as 
he lay watching the rough waves 
dashing against the breakwater, 
and scattering _ themselves 1n 
showers of white foam upon all 
that came in their way. 

"No one," his friend replied. 
"Don't you know the story of the 
king who placed his chair on the 
sands when the tide was coming 
in, and forbade the waves to come 
any farther ? " 

"What a silly man!" 
"He wanted to teach his cour­

tiers a lesson, for they thought 
him divine." 

'·' What is divine? " 
"Being able to do everything." 

The answer was hesitatingly given. 
" I should like to be drivine. 

\ 

Do you know what I should like 
to do?" 

"No." 
" I should like to be able to sail 

away up there, to that white 
cloud, away from everybody and 
everything, and just lie down and 
wait till the sun sets, and then 
sail right into the glory." 

" What glory? " 
'' You have seen it-all the 

golden streaks and pink and red­
so lovely-_there must be some­
thing behin~ it all. Do· you read 

- fairy stories ? '' 
"I used to, I fancy." 
"Father won't let me read 

· many books ; he says my brain 
can't stand it. I am rather tired 
of fairies. What kind of books do 
you like ? Nurse reads novels, 
father reads science. Do you like 
reading ? '' . 

" I am busy reading the book of 
Nature at present, and-you." 

"Now that is nonsense; you 
can't read me ! " 

A diversion occurred here. 

,, 
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Eric's large retriever, who always 
accompanied his little master to 
the beach, and who had been gam­
boling about with other children, 
now appeared, after a swim in the 
sea, with some tattered leaves in 
his mouth, which he dutifully 
brought to the little invalid's 
couch and deposited. 

"Good Rex!" said the child, 
as he took it from him. "Rex 
always brings me things from the 
sea, but he knows I don't like old 
shoes and rubbish-he used to 
bring me those, but I taught him 
not to. This is part of a story­
book. Look ! I shall dry it and 
read it, only don't tell nurse ; she 
won't let me read anything now 
father is away, unless she looks 
through it first. She says it is as 
1nuch as her situation is worth ! " 

The boy was carefully smooth­
ing the wet leaves, and Captain 
Graham took it from him, say­
ing,-

" It is most likely trash, my 
boy. I shouldn't keep it." 
· But having looked at it, he gave 
it back to him with a curious 
smile, saying,-

" That can do you no harm, at 
all events." · 

"Oh, thank you! I like to read 
when nurse leaves me to get her 

tea. You see, I get tired of talk­
ing to Rex; he is generally with 
me. Why don't dogs talk, Cap­
tain Graham? We do." 

"We are a higher development 
of human nature," was the grave 
reply. 

" I don't think dogs get as tired 
as we do, do they? and they always 
seem happy. I should not mind 
being a dog.'' 

"Without a soul? " 
Eric's blue eyes were opened 

wide. 
" What is a soul ? Cook says 

sometimes, ' Bless my soul ! ' and 
I asked her what it was, and she 
laughed and said, 'A fish.' But I 
didn't believe her, · and I asked 
father, and he said some people 
thought they had souls, but science 
proved-I forget now. What do 
you call a souli? '' 

"We are getting into deep 
water; supposing we change the 
subject. When is your father 
coming back ? '' 

"Not for a long time. What is 
a soul, Captain Graham?" 

•" Upon my word I don't know. 
It is supposed to be the quality in 
us that makes us superior to the 
animals. Don't you feel yourself 
much more clever than Rex '? " 

" No ; the only difference is that 
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I can talk a,nd read, and he can't ; 
but then cook's father can't read, 
and nm:se told me sh~ 1'-..new some 
on~ who couldn't sptt~k. VVe 
aren't much alike in looks, are 
we?" 

Captain Graham threw his head 
back and laughed aloud. 

"Not much, rny boy, cer­

tainly I '' 
"Do you know I heard nurse's 

sister say once to her, when they · 
were talking about me and whether 
I should live to grow up, ' Poor 
little fellow, and his father thinks 
he will die like a dog ! ' How does 
a dog die, Captain Graham ? " 

" He comes to an end, goes out 
like a candle : and people say we 
do not." 

Eric's earnest gaze disconcerted 
the captain. 

" Tell me what you mean. How 
do we die?" 

"What does your father sar?" 
"He doesn't like me to talk 

about dying, but he said once it 
was going to sleep and never waking 
up. Is that what a dog does? " 

"I suppose so." 
Silence fell upon the pair ; both 

were looking out on the ocean, and 
both were thinking. 

At length, a deep sigh from Eric. 
"Well, I'm tired enough, any-

how. The time goes so slowly, 
antl everything is alwa,ys the same, 
it n.ever changes.'' 

"Life is not attractive to either 
of us, eh, my boy?'' 

Eric smoothed 011.t the pniges of 
the book he held in his band with­
out replying. 

" The-Gospel-according-to 
-St. Mark," he rea,d out slowly; 
"what a funny name ! What 1s 
'gospel,' Captain Graham?,. 

"It me0,ns 'Good News,' I 
believe. 

" Do yon think this is a true 
story?" 

~' I believe so." 
" Have you read it?" 

· "Yes, I used to read it when I 
was a little boy." 

" Is it only a story for little_ 
boys?" 

"A good many people read it. 
Look at the sea this morning, 
isn't it uproarious '? " 

Eric's blue eyes turned seaward. 
"Don't you think it gets angry 

sometimes? It is quite in a passion 
this morning, and no one can 
manage it. I should like to see 
some 0ne who could. It wants to 
g~t beyond the breakwater, and it 
can't. ·That's one thing that is 
able to stop it. It is no · good the 
waves making such a fuss and 
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noise, is it ? They never do any 
good by being so rough." 

"I think they enjoy it. 'Come 
along,' say they, 'let us upset this 
boat; it is such fun to see the men 
floundering about before th~y sink 
for ever ! And then let us frighten · 
the children and knock down those 
ridiculous sand forts they're build­
ing! If only we could get a little 
farther and sweep away every crea­
ture on the sands, what glorious 
fun it would be ! ' Don't you think 
they would like to have us, Eric? " 

" You make them out so cruel. 
They will be sorry for their rough­
ness 1soon, and then they'll ,try and 
go to sleep-that's when I like 
them best." 

This proved to be the last of the 
conversations Eric held with his 
friend for some days, for Captain 
Graham went up to London on 
business~ and it was not till a week 
later that he, sauntering along the 
sands, cigar in mouth, came upon 
the invalid carriage with its little 
occupant. 
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CHAPTER III. 

"IT IS ALL TRUE· I FEEL IT IS TRUE." 
' 

"lltJliLO ! . little ·chap! you are 
looking quite spry! Wh~t -have 
the doctors been doing to you ? '' 

Eric's weary wistfulness had 
indeed vanished, and there was a 
suppressed eagerness .aind -interest 
in his e~pressive little faice. 

He put his little finger to his 
lips in ~ quaint, old-fashioned 
way as he glanced at his nurse, 
then held out his haud to the 
captain. Looking up at his strong, 
st~lwart frame, be said very win­
somely,-

" Do you like me, Captain 
Grah1.1m?" 

" Who does not, you. young 
fisher?", 

" But do tell me ! are you fond 
of me?" 

Captain Graham laughed heartily 
as he gazed down at the boy. 

"What is coming, Eric?" Out 
with it! Do you know that I have 
strolled down on purpose to see 
you this morning ? Being one of 
the most selfish and lazy of human 
creatures, that says a good deal 

for your attractive power, let me 
tell you!" 

"I want you," Eric saiid softly 
as he stroked the hi;i,nd he was still 
holding,- "I wn.nt you to lift nie 

out of the carriage and carry me 
to that rock over there, aud let 
me sit on your knee, like father 
does. Only tell nurse you are 
going to do it first, or she will be 
coming after us: and I want to 
have a quite private talk with 
you! ' 1 

It did not take iong to carry eut 
this desire, and a~ Captain Graham 

, held the light little frame in his 
strong ainns, he said,-

" Why, Eric, a puff of wind 
, would blow you away!" 

'' I am not very heavy, am l? 
Now then, you must listen, ple3tse 
-because my mind seems so very 
full that I mu$t talk. I have 
wanted you so much. You see, I 
haven't let nurse see it-she doesn't 
know I have it, and you and I 
understand things together, don't 
we? You don't c~ll me discon-
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tented and peevish, because you 
feel like it yourself, don't you ? 
You know what I mean-you are 
unhappy and tired just like me, 
and we want things to be new, 
instead of old." 

" Just so, old philosopher ! Go 
ahead ! I'm listening ! " 

Eric's eyes grew brighter, and 
the pink flush deepened on his 
cheeks, as he drew carefully out 
of his pocket a little brown paper 
parcel. Opening it slowly, he dis­
closed to Captain Graham's amused 
gaze the few pages of the Testa­
ment he had taken home with 
him. 

" You said it was true, Captain 
I 

Graham," the child asserted with 
an emphatic nod,. " and it is won­
derful!' ' 

" Is it, my boy ? I am glad 
you have found it so." 

"But, Captain Graham, have 
you ever read it? Such a story, 
and such, oh ! such a good Man ! I 
love Him ! I cried when I was in 
bed last night because I didn't live 
when He did ! Oh ! if I only had ! 
if I only could have just seen Him! 
and there is such a lot I don't 
understand, and such a lot 1 want 
to ask yo?- about ! Do you know, 
He could do anything ? Fancy ! 
He was going to cross the sea one 

day with some men, and He was 
so very tired, He just put His 
head down and went fast to sleep, 
and the waves got rougher and 
rougher, and the water came into 
the boat, and still He was so tired 
He went on sleeping, and then 
the other men were so frightened 
that they woke Him up, and told 
Him He didn·t care for them 
whether they were drowned or 
not, and then what do you think 
He did ? He just stood up and 
looked, and saw the rough waves, 
and all the sea trying hard to tip 
the boat over, and He told it all 
to be still at once, and it was ! 
Wouldn't you like to have been 
there? And that isn't all; He 
j11st walked on the top of ~he 
waves another time, when the 
other men were all in a boat by 
themselves, and there was a storm 
-He went to them like that!" 

The boy's face was enthusiastic 
as he looked seaward, and stretch­
ing out his hand, he said as if to 
the ocean : '' No one can manage 
you now, but' you have been n1ade 
to be still once, and it was grand, 
grand! I should like to have 
seen you crushed under His feet ! 
Oh, Captain Graham, why did 
you never tell me about this 
wonderful Man before?" 

• 
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"Your father is right-you 

would be a, little enthusiast if 

" Captain · Graham paused, 

but Eric looked up earnestly. 
"Who is God, Captain Gra­

ham?,, _ 

" ·My boy, you are going into 

matters too deep for you-better 

give me that book and forget all 

about it," and the captain looked 

uneasy as he ran his fingers 

through the curly · golden hair 

resting against his shoulder. 
"But I m,,u,st know-forget it·! 

as if I could! And it is all true, 

I feel it · is true, and you said it 
was!" 

"Did I? I don't think I 

did." 
" Captain Gra,ham, isn't" · it 

true?" 
The startled look in the blue 

eyes, as they were raised in · all 

trustful innocence to his, stopped 

the denial already on the young 

man's lips. As yet, though the 

little faith he possessed had been 

nearly extinguished by his wilful 

acceptance of the doubts that had 

assailed him, there was in the 

depths of his heart the remem­

brance of a mother's faith and 

teaching, and of days gone by 

when he too had listened to the 

same old stories that were now 

absorbing the interest of the child 
on his knee. 

"It will be interesting to watch 

the influence of the teaching 

on him," he muttered, adding 
aloud,-

" Yes ; I will not say that it ia 
not true, Eric, to those who are 
able to accept it." 

"Then who is God, Captain 

Graham ? for this Man was His 
Son. " 

" God made the world, " the 

young man said reluctantly, " He 

made everything you see, and is 

still-so people say-ruling over 

all, though invisible to mortal 

eye. " 
"And is He alive somewhere ? " 

asked the child. 
"' He can never die." 
" Where is He ? " · 

"He is supposed - to be every­
where." 

"I don't understand-where is 

heaven? Up in the sky? Because 

it says Jesus was ' received up into 

heaven at the right hand of God'; 
I 
and I heard some one say once 

that it was a goo~ thing there was 

a heaven up there, and I asked 

father what it meant, but he said 

heaven was another word for sky. 

Oh ! Captain Graham, I want to 

know such a lot of things-do be 
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quick and tell me ! And do you 
think Jesus is still alive ? Now, 
to-day? is He ? Because, do you 
know, it was so wonderful? He 
was killed-oh, such a dreadful 
story it is !-I . cried, and I cried, 
and I cried a.bout it, but I never 
thought it possible for such a 
happy end to come ; and after He 
was buried · He came alive again, 
and I shouldn't like Him to die 
again. Is He alive to-day ? Was 
this story written a very long time 
ago?" 

" You should ask one question 
at a time, my boy. And what 
an excitable little mortal it is! 
Why, you are quivering from 
head to foot! · Supposing we 
change the subject. Nothing in 
this world is worth such excite­
ment." 

" But this is about another 
world, and that's what I want to 
know. Is there another world? 
And how can yre get to it ? And 
is Jesus there? Oh ! Captain 
Graham, you might tell me if you 
know!,, 

The back of Eric's small hand 
was brushed hastily across his 
eyes, but it did not hide the tears 
already swelling up, and Captain 
Graham began to realise that the 
very depths of the child's soul had 

been stirred, and this was no li_ght 
matter with him. 

"Eric, I _will tell you what has 
been told me, my boy. Now 
listen ! ,, 

Slowly and haltingly, but gather­
ing strength from the intensity of 
longing and expectation from the 
blue eyes' upward ga.ze, Captain 
Graham told the child the old, old 
story. First a few words about the 
creation, then about sin entering 
the garden, and the plan of salva­
tion, and the future life for each 
believing soul, Eric now and then 
stopping him with eager questions, 
which required clearer explana­
tions. 

The time soon slipped away, 
and Eric's nurse appeared on the 
scene. 

" I am sure it is very kind of 
the gentleman to be troubled with 
you, Master Eric. It's rarely, sir, 
he takes to strangers so. He's 
such a child for keeping to him-

If ?" se . 
"Captain Graham, will you be 

here to-morrow? " 
"Per~aps I may." 
"My head is so full that I want 

to have one of my thinks now. 
But tnere\~ a lot more I want to 
understand." 

"Take care that little head 



doesn't burst! I fancy the brains 
inside ·are too big for it now." 

And as Capt~in Graham watched 
the little carriage being wheeled 
away, he drew himself up with a, 

stretch and a laugh, saying to 
himself,-

15 

" I think the world and bis wife 
would be slightly surprised if 
they had heard me holding forth 
this morning! It may be worth 
my while to take up preaching 
as a vocation-anything for a 
change!'' 
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CHAPTER I 1V. 

ERIC'S LETTER. 

IT was a very important little face 
that looked up into the captain's 
when next they met. 

"I have something to give you, 
Captain Graham; I wa~t you to 
address it for me and send it." 

" Is it a letter ? " 
"Yes; you may read it if you 

like first, in case I may not have 
written quite properly." . Very 
carefully and solemnly did Eric 
take an envelope out of his pocket, 
and placed it in the captain's 
hand, . and then, with grave 
scrutiny, his eyes rested on his 
friend's face as he turned it 
over and then commenced to 
read it. 

If Captain Graham was startled 
at its contents he did not show it; 
he certainly tugged the ends of 
his moustache, and raised his eye­
brows, as he looked at the name 
outside it, but as he read on a 
softer expression came into his 
face, and it was almost reverently 
that he folded up the short epistle 
w1th its shaky, childish hand-

writing and replaced it in the 
envelope. 

This was Eric's letter:-

" To Jesus Christ ·the Son of God. 

" DEAR JESUS,-

" I thought I would like to 
write to you to tell you that I 
love you. I wish I had known 
·about you before, but I am so 
glad you are still alive~ and I wish 
I was one of those children you 
took on your knee, because you 
were so kind. I want to ask you 
something, which is: will you let 
me come to heaven to see you? 
I don't know where it is, but per­
haps . you can send for me. I 
would , like to 9ome. My friend · 
Captain Graham says you died to 
save smners. I do not know 
what a sinner is~ but I will ask 

· him more about it. 
"~ think it was very wicked to 

kill you, but they could not do it 
quite; and I am very glad, and I 
hope you will answer this letter, 
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and tell me you have got it, and if 
I can see you soon. 

"I am, 
" Your loving 

"ERIC W .ALLACE." 

'Will it do, Captain Graham? 
Y will be able to send it to 
Hi , won't you? " 

E ic's tone was anx-ious. 
" o, my boy, I cannot do that. 

vVha bas become of your wise 
little ead to think of such ·a. 
thing? How is it to go?" 

Eric' ips-quivered. "I thought 
-I thou ht the telegraph wires­
or ballo s - or something - I 
thought u would know. Oh! 
Captain Gr ham, there 1nust be ai 

way to hea en! I do want Him 
to get my let er." 

, A quick so 
I 
was choked down, 

and the captai~, who had the boy 
on his knees, d\ew the curly head 

I 

and rested it against his shoulder 
as be said soothitlaly ,- · 

"Don't cry, Eric; you need 
never write letters-if you say 
your prayers it will do just as 
well." 

"Wha:;t is prayers?,, sobbed 

out poor Eric. 
" Well, talk to Him aie you do 

to me. He hears everything. He 
is God, vou know, and God is a 

Spirit. He is close to us now, 
though we cannot see Him, and 
you have only to speak to Hirn 
and He hears at once." 

" Like the fairie ? " and Eri 
raised bis wet eyes, hope dawning 
again in them. 

" Fairies I Oh ! you belie,e in 
them, do you? vVbat ni funny 
little bundle of curiosity you are ! 
Do you believe everything you 
read?" 

" Sometimes I believe in fairies, 
but not always; and I think they 
are silly, don't you'? But don't 
talk of fairies. Can Jesus hear 
what I say whenever I like to talk 
to Him ? Do you mean it really ? '' 

" Yes, I believe I-Ie can." 
Eric was silent for a minute, 

then his eyes fell on the letter. 
"And that's no good then,'' he 

said sorrowfully. " I had better 
tear it up." 

Captain Graham drew it out of 
the envelope again and re-read it 
-half in amusement, half in pity; 
and then suddenly a gust of wind 
swept past them a,nd seized the 
fluttering paper in its clutches, 
tossed it wildly in the air, and 
then carried it along triumphantly, 
until it was l~st to sight round 
the corner of the cliff. 

Eric watched it with parted lips 



IS Eric's Good N evvs 

and flushed cheeks; then, in a 
solemn whisper, he asserted,-

'' God has told the wind to blow 
it up to Him; so He does want to 
see it, doesn't He? " 

" It looks like it, certainly," was 
the reply. 

" I'm so glad, it took me so 
lon~ to write; and now, Captain 
Graham, what is a sinner?" 

"Anybody who sins-does bad 
things- is wicked. Anything wrong 
. . " 
IS a Sln. 

'' Nurse says telling lies and 
hiding things is wrong. I expect 
I'm a sinner-I have been hiding 

• this story of Jesus from nurse ; 1s 
that wrong? " 

" I expect so." 
"Are you a sinner? I mean, 

have you ever been one when you 
were a little boy like me?" 

" We are all sinners, Eric. The 
bigger the man the bigger the 
sinner, I believe. Yes, I am a 
pretty big sinner, I expect." 

"I'm so glaff, " said Eric cheer­
fully ; ' ' then Jesus died for you 
and me. I don't quite know what 
that means; but it's something 
good, didn't you say ? Tell me 
again why He died~" 

"Upon my word, Eric, I can't 
explain it. Your book tells you." 

" It 's rather difficult to under-

stand, Captaip. Graham, and you 
did tell me about it yesterday, 
Tell me again." 

" Well, I believe if He had not 
died we couldn't have gone to 
heaven, and now we can." 

" When can we? " 
"When we die." 

/ 

" But I have heard they . put 
people in the ground. How can 
they go to heaven?" 

'' That is only their bodies. We 
are supposed to have souls that 
leave our bodies, and that; part of 
us goes to heaven." 

" It's beautiful I " exclaimed. 
Eric with shining eyes ; '' and 
now tell me what heaven is like?" 

"I , don't know "-a gleam of 
humour shot into i;he captain's 
eye-" I have never been there, 
you see." 

"But you told me yesterday a 
lot about it." 

"Oh, that was what the Bible 
tells us about it." 

" The Bible? That is what 
father told me wasn't, fit for little 
boys. Go on - tell me about 
heaven." 

"It is a kind of ·fairyland, Eric: 
all goodness and happiness, and 
everybody and everything quite 
perfect. No worries, no bills or 
duns for money, no deceivers, 
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othing_ hollow or sham, no hypo-
risies and pretences, nothing to 
ar one's enjoyment." 
" And-Jesus there ? " broke iL 

child's voice softly; "that 
be best of all. If He would 
me up in His arms I should 

ite, quite happy for ever. Do 
you hink He would ? " 

"I\think He might." 
"B\t why couldn't we have 

gone o heaven without Jesus 
dying? That's what I don't 

understa d." 
" Beca se God could not let a 

sinner enter heaven. He said we 

must be p~~ished for sin, and that 
was separation from Him for ever ; 

and then Jesus Christ said, as He 

was not a sinner, He could be 

p~isbed instead of us ; so He 
came down from heaven and lived 

a gqod life here, to show us how 

we ought to live. When He died 

it is supposed that He bore all our 

sins on Him then, and so God 
forgave us." 

" And now you and I are going 
to heaven." 

"I don't know about that." 

" But you said we were sinners. 
We are, aren't we?." 

"A good many sinners will be 
. ' 

shut out of heaven, Eric-so people 

$ay. " 

"Why?" 
"I am a bad hand at this, my 

boy. Don't you think we ha e 

had enough of it?'' 
"But," objected Eric, his lower 

lip drooping pitifully, " I don't 
want to be shut out of heaven, 

Captain Graham, and I don't 

understand you. · You change 

round. You said Jesus died to 
let us go to heaven-why can't 

we go?" 
" So you can- and you are 

pretty sure to get there, too ! " 

"Then you can, too, can't 

you?" 
"If I wanted to, I suppose I 

could." 
"But don't you want to?" 
"I have not thought about i-t.'' 
Eric looked puzzled, but he had 

faith in his captain, and felt sure, 

if his words at times were difficult 

to understand, it waS" because he 

was grown up, and knew a great 

deal more than himself. 
" My doctor is coming to see 

me to-morrow," he said, after a 

long pause; "he comes fron1 

London every two or three months 

to see me; so I shan't be here 

to-morrow morning. He is very 

kind, but he does poke me about 

so, and always goes away saying, 

' You must rouse yourself, my 
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boy ! ' As if he hadn't roused 
me enough by all his pokes and 
shakings ! ' ' 

"What does he think he can 
do for you ? " 

"He told father once there was 
no reason why I shouldn't live to 
be a strong man; He said I 
wanted to be roused and amused, 
and then father took me round 
the world in his yacht, but I was 
no better after, and I got tired of 
that before I had got half round ! " 

"You are hard to :please, young­
ster ! ''· 

" Not now I shouldn't be, Cap­
tain Graham, that tired feeling 
has nearly gone ; only I wish I 
understood more about the things 
in my Good News." 

A still longer interval now 
elapsed before Eric met his friend 
again. The weather proved 
stormy, and the beach was de­
serted by all save those who 
considered themselves impervious / 
to wind and rain. 

Captain Graham grew r0'Stless 

. as he paced up and down in his­
comfortable quarters at the Royal 
Hotel. 

"I have stayed here long enough. 
Thank goodness my leave is nearly 
out! Any kind of work will be 
better than this ; and yet how 
sick I am of our set of fellows ! 
I have half a mind to sell out, but --­
what on earth should I do with 
myself then ! t _ cannot imagine 
what is keeping me here, unle~s 
it is that child. He ought to be 
put in a book. T4e correct thi{!g 
is · for him to die, I suppose, but 
he seems_ to have . taken a . n~w 
lease of . life-. I can .fancy . his 
father's wrath when he comes 
home and discovers, what subject 
is engrossing his thbughts. Shall 
I be held up as his teacher, . I 
wonder?'' 

And this tho:ught was so ludi­
crous that . Captain Graham in­
dulged in a hearty laugh; yet 
there was a hollowness in his 
mirth, and a heavy sigh quickly · 
followed. 
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· CHAPTER V. 

"I HAVE SUCH A LOT TO TELL YOU." 

"BROUGHTON MANOR." 

" My DEAR FRIEND,-

" I want you to come and 
see me. Nurse said you would 
not be troubled, but I know you 
will. I can't go out because it is 
raining so. I am very happy, and 
I have written to father and told 
him all about it. Nurse has been 
very angry, but she says she's only 
angry because father will be angry. 
I' dob't know what she mearis, 
and I want you to tell me·. Come 
soon, please. Doctor Parker has 
told me a lot more: 

" Your dear friend 
" ERIC w ALLA.CE." 

This was the note handed to 
Captain Graham as he. was at 
luncheon a day or two afterwards, 
and an hour after found the captain 
swinging along in his mackintosh 
towards Broughton Manor, a large 
bag of hot-house grapes protruding 
from one pocket, and a packet of 
French bon-bons in the other. 

He found Eric on a couch in a 

luxuriously-furnished room, over­
looking the fine old park that 
surrounded the manor. 

Eric's face lighted up as he held 
out his little hand to his visitor. 

"I knew you would come. I 
have missed you sol I have such 
a lot to tell you! There is father's 
easy-chair there-it 's a very com­
fortable one, and I d_~m't mind your 
sitting in it, though I never let 
any one else, not even my doctor." 

Captain Graham seated himself 
with a smile, then brought out his 
gifts·, and Eric's face brightened 
again. 

"You are a kind friend," he said 
quaintly, as he held out both 
hands for the parcels. " Do you 
know, you are the first visitor I've 
had here-all for myself !-and we 
will just be like two gentlemen 
together. First we will have a 
talk, and then we will have the 
wine in-like father does- or do 
you like whiskey? and I have 
asked Simmonds--that's our old 
butler-to -go and buy some very 

• 
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best cigars and bring in on a tray 
for you. I dare say you won~t 
mi:n.d smoking alone -1 shan't 
smoke till I~m a man, but I shall 
like to see .you-just like father's 
friends-they always like a good 
cigar before they go." 

" Thank you/' said Captain 
Graham gravely, though bis eyes 
twinkled in spite of himself, " that 
will be very pleasant. Now, what 
have you been doing with yours~lf 
during this stormy weather.- Been· 
moped to death, eh?"- · 

" Oh no, no !. Why, Captain 
Graham," here Eric le~nt forward 

· impr!3ssively,_ his blue eyes glisten­
ing with emotion, "I have been 
learning to know Jesus. Would 
you like to hear ? ,, 

Captain Graham leant back in 
his chair and cr9ss(?d hjs legs. 

"v_ery much, Eric," was his 
answer. 

" Well, it was my doctor who 
helped me. When he came to 
poke n1e about, I said to him, 
'Isn't it a pity, do.ctor, that Jesus 
isn't here to make me well without 
any poking ? I · wonder if you 
know about Him ? ' And then 
he said he did, and he sat down 
and told me a lot-just the same 
as you did ; and he told me just to · 
speak to -Him as if He were stand-

ing- by my -chair, because He was 
really there, only I couldn't -see· 
Him. And then he knelt down-.on 
the carpet just here, .between yo~ 
and me, and he spoke to : Him 
himself; and then he' asked me if . 
I WQUld like to speak to Him, so 
after a few ~inutes I :did. - I -felt . 
rather shy, you know, at-first." 

"And what did you· say, <my 
boy? •i 

'' I said~ 'T\1y dear Je~ms, I ·hop~· 
you'll excuse mes speaking -to -you,­
because I know you,Te a ·wonder.ful 
p~rson~ but my Good N~wa.,. tells­
me you're so kind ·to children that · 
I know you'll - lisfa:m -to me. ·· I 
want to thank you -- so much ·for 
dying for me, and I am glad to 
find out that I am a sinner, because 
you are fond-of sinners. I don't ·· 
kJlOW you very well yet, but I do 
love you. Will you please be my 
friend, and will you talk to me 
when · I'm feeling uncomfortable 
and lonely?' I think that was 
all I said to Him-I remembered 
Him that I had sent Him a letter, 
and asked Him if He liked it. . I 
think that was all." 

"And what happened then?" 
" Well, then my doctor told me 

a lot more. Fancy ! I can ask 
the Lord Jesus for anything · I · 
want, and if it is_ good for me He 
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will give it to me! I suppose you . 
know that, don't you, Captain 
Graham?" 

"Yes,. I suppose I do." 
' " But isn't it_ lovely? And I've 

asked Him such heaps and heaps 
of things ! And he has answered 
some already. I asked Him to 
give Sarah's mother some washing 
-Sarah is one of the housemaids 
who's very good to me, and her 
mother is so badly off she can't 
get meat more than on Sundays­
and He sent her a lady yesterday 
who gave her some-Sarah told 
me this morning ; and I've asked 
Him to find our black kitten and ' 
send her home, and not to let 

. father be angry, as nurse says he 
will be ; and I asked Him to make 
you come and see me to-day­
nurse said you would not be 
bothered-and then I told Him 
about cook, who will send me . up 
rice puddings for dinner, and says 
they're good for little boys, when 
she knows I don't like them. 
I asked Jesus to ;make the rice 
bad, so that she couldn't cook it; 
and then I remembered Simmonds' 
nephew, who has broken his leg 
and has had to leave off being .a 
sailor, and his yaung lady, Sim­
monds says, won't look at him, 
so I've asked · Him to make her 

kinder. I can't tell you all. I 
talk and I talk to Hin1, and the 
best of all is, that He is ne er 
tired of listening, my doctor 
says, and then He is always with 
me." 

"And how did your doctor find 
you, Eric-better?" 

"Yes, much better. He says I 
have found the medicine that 
would make me well at last. I 
don't know quite what he meant, 
do you?" 

"I think he may have meant 
you had found something to in­
terest you, my boy." 

"Well, I don't ·feel tired inside 
now. This is the very biggest 
surprise I have ever had. I wish 
some one had told me about it 
before. And then, Captain Gra­
ham, I find that I can do things 
that please Jesus. He likes rue 
to be patient, and not tell nurse 
she is a cross-patch, and not throw 
my medicines away when they are 
nasty. He wants me to grow up 
as much like Him as I can be ; 
and of course you know this gives 
me a lot to do, because I have to 
stop and think yery often ,before I 
do things. I used to try to be 
good because nurse said I ought, 
but I know now it makes Him 
sorry and grieved, and I don't 



24 Eric's Good N e,vs 

want to ®ke Him sorry, I do 
love Elim so ! " 

Eric leant baek on his cushions 
with a sigh of happiness as _he 
paused for breath, whilst Captaiin 
Grahatn gazed thoughtfully out of 
the window. 

"It seems to me, Erio, that you 
have learnt all you can learn, and 
more than most in this world. I 
have something else in my pocket 
for you. I am leaving in a week's 
time ; I have to go back to my 
regiment; so I thought I would 
give you a complete copy of your. 
Good News, as you call it. If 
your father doesn't like it he must 
take it from yon when b.e comes 
back. You have got· something in 
your he.ad now that he will not be 
able to take away very easily, and 
if it makes your life happi~r it 
would be cruelty to ~eprive you 
of it. Tell your nurse that I gave 
it' to you, and that, as things are, 
she bJ:1d best let you have it." 

Captain Graham placed a New 
Testaiment in the little fellow's 
hand, It was a hands01ne copy, 
bound in Russian leather, and 
when Eric knew what it was his 
face grew perfectly radia_nt. 

" You're very good to me ; I 
don't know what I shall do when 
you're gone. I wish you wouldn't 

go. You see, you, know all abQ1,1t 
tb~se things, and we oin talk 
about therp. together; I sha.H hiv~ 
nobody if you go. My I doctor 
isn't coming down to see me for a 
long time. Would you be v~ty 
angry if I just aii:;k the Lor<;! 
Jesus to make you stay? " 

H I think you h~d better not, 
Eric. Look ! I do think the 
weather is breaking! There is 
the sun again. Won't you be 
glad to .be dcwn on the beach to­
morrow if it is fine? " 

"Yes," said Eric contentedly, 
as he fingered his new treasure, 
" tind I bo:pe you will meet me 
there ; will you ? " 

"Very like1y; but I think I 
must be go.in.g now." 

q Wait 1;1, moment. Will you 
ring thait bell, please? I can't 
get up." 

And the:n when a solemn old 
butler appeared, bearing wine and 
cigars; Eric, with all the gravity 
of an old man, offered them to his 
friend, and Captain_ Graham ac­
cepted them with equal gravity, 
though he found that a difficult 
taisk, when Eric, with a· wave of 
his little hand towarda him, ad­
dressed the butler as follows,-

,, This is my friend, Simmonds. 
You haven't seen him before. He 
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is a very old friend now, and a 
very nice one. I like him better 
than the friends you and nurse try 
to find for me ; but then I chose 
him myself-at least, we did it to­
gether, didn't we, Captain Gra-
h ') ,1 am. 

"That we certainly did, Eric." 
"And,' Simmonds, Captain 

Graham has brought me the most 
beautiful Good News that you 
ever saw, with a lot more in it 
than mine has; and it's Captain 
Graham, you know, that has made 
me happy at last, so you ought to 
thank him. You were always 
saying you wished I wouldn't be 

so miserable. He tol~ me all . 
about Jesus first." 

The old butler smiled benign­
antly on the child. 

'' He does look wond~rfully 
better, sir, excuse me," and then 
noiselessly he slipped out of the 
room; and after a few minutes 
Captain Graham took his leave. 

As he tramped back to the town 
his thoughts were busy. 

"It is a wonderful thing for 
satisfying a child's soul," he said 
to himself. "I wonder if it wiE 
last, and if by any possibility­
granted that I could believe in it 
-whether it would satisfy mine!., 

CHAPTER , VI. 

ERIC'S GOOD NEWS. 

THE weather broke, and there 
were very few mornings that did 
not find the young soldier on the 
beach by the side of his little 
friend. Sometimes Eric would 
ask to have a chapter read out of 
his Testament, and then would 
follow an earnest discussion; at 
least, if the earnestness was only on 
the child's side, Captain Graham 
did not let him see it, and the 
.questions and deductions that 
sprang up struck the captain as 
startingly fresh and conclusive. 

But the last morni!lg came, and 
Eric's bright little face grew very 
sad when the time of parting drew 
near. 

" Will you write to me some­
times, Captain Graham'? I shall 
be thinking of you so often." 

'' I promise to send you a Line 
now and then, my boy." 

"And, Captain Graham, I've 
been very puzzled lately-I can' t 
make it out-and l' m so sorry." 

Here Eric paused, gazed wist­
fully up at. the face of his friend 
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and then shook his head very 
sorrowfully. 

"What is up now? " enquired 
Captain Graham in an amused 
tone. 

Eric slipped his little hand into 
the strong one that was laid on 
his shoulder. 

" I wonder why you are so un­
happy, if you have known all 
about Jesus. I should never have 
been if I had known before, and 
yet you were just as tired and 
unhappy as I was." 

"It isn't so fresh to me as it is 
to you, Eric." 

The captain's tone was hesi­
tating; he could not bear that the 
boy's faith in himself should be 
shaken, and yet truth compelled 
him to undeceive bim. 

" I had forgotten all about these 
things, my boy. They don't touch 
me as they do you. It is my own 
fault, I suppose. You know much 
more about them already than I 
ever did." 

"Why," said Eric with operi 
eyes, "you have to_ld me all your­
self ! And you have explained all 
the hard things so beautifully. 
Why, Captain Graham, if it hadn't 
been for you I should never have 
known about Jesus." 

"It isn't the knowing ~bo-qt 

Him, Eric ; all we professing 
Christians have the head know­
ledge, but the majority in our 
country are not much the better 
for it. Don't puzzle your little 
head over me. You are a, happy 
little soul in your belief, keep so, 
and when you pray to your new 
Friend don't forget me." 

Eric nodded brightly. "He 
knows all about you, Captain 
Graham, I have told Him every­
thing. · I will . ask Him to make 
you happier. He is sure to do it. 
Oh ! must y~u go ? Oh ! Captain 
Graham!" 

And though it was on the beach, 
the young soldier was not ashamed 

· to stoop down and have two 
little clinging arms ~ound his 
neck, and two little · quivering 
lips pressed tightly against his 
bronzed cheek. 

"Good-bye. I'll try not to miss 
you. I don't mind disappoint­
ments so much now, but I shan't 
never, never forget. you ! " 

Poor little Eric's ungrammatical 
sentence rang in the captain's ears 
as he walked away: "I shan't 
never, never forget you," and he 
grimly wondered what his brother 
officers would say if they knew in 
whose_ society the latter part of 
his lefl!V~ h~~ QE?~n spent , 
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"Ah! well!" he muttered, "I 
envy that child's faith and happi­
ness, and more than half feel in­
dined to follow his example. It 
is not a religion he has got hold 
of, but a real Person-it makes a 
vast difference, I fancy ! '' 

Captain Graham rejoined his 
regiment, and his life went on in 
the old way. Yet he looked for­
ward ·with a strange pleasure to 
the letters that arrived from Eric, 
and vainly endeavoured to stifle 
the uneasy, restless longings in 
his own heart. It was after re­
ceiving one of these quaint epistles 

• 
one evening that the young man 
retired to his room with a fixed 
purpose . in his mind-that of 

settling, once for all, whether there 
was anything in this religion for 
him, or whether it was only suit­
able for innocent children and 
weak, credulous women. 

" I cannot stand the worry of 
it inuch longer," was his angry 
thought. "I cannot imagine why 
it has taken such a hold on me­
do" what I will, I can get no rest 
from it, night or day! " 

An4 then again he spread the 
child's· letter before him. 

. . . . 
"MY. DEAR, DEAR PRIEND,-

" I was so happy to get your 

nice letter, and I like heairing 
about the bugles eind the soldiers 
and your clever horse. I'm getting 
well so fast that my doctor wrote 
and said perhaps I could ride on a 
pony soon, instead of being drawn 
in my carriage. I should like that. 
My dear father is very ill. He 
has never written to me since I 
wrote to him and told him what a 
Good News I had found. He wrote 
to nurse and told her not to scold 
me, for I would forget it all ver., 
soon. I don't understand what he 
means, do you ? He has got a 

fever in Africa. I am asking the 
Lord Jesus to make him better 
and send him back quick. My dear 
captain, aren't you more happy 
now '? I get happier every day. 
I tell Jesus about you, and I feel 
that He is sorry for you too. He 
likes people to be happy, my Good 
News says. Have you told Him 
what's the matter with you? I 
expect you have, but there is 
nothing He can't do, is there? 
The wonderfullest thing He ,has 
done for me. was finding my knife. 
I lost it, and it's got my name on, 
and father gave it to me, and I 
have lost it for months, and when 
I knew He would give me any­
thing I wanted, I asked him to 
find my k~ife. I tol:d nurse I 
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should get it, but she laughed, 
and yest~rday Rex brought it to 
me in his mouth; h'e had found it 
in a heap of dry leaves in the 
garden. It was kind of Jesus to 
tell Rex where it was. He knows 
how fond he is of finding things. 
Rex was so pleased, and so was I. 
I must not write any more, nurse 
says. 

" Your lovin friend 
"Eric." 

"Have I told Him what is the 
matter with me? Of course I 
have not . . I don't know jt myself. 
If this Book is true, I shall never 
be at rest till I have done so. And 
I do believe the truth of it in my 
soul, only how to set to work is 
the difficulty. Eric slipped into 
it easily enough. If one were a 

child again it would be e~sy, but 
as I am not--,, 

Captain Graham here · started~ 
He had a Bible in his hand, and 
had been carelessly scanning its 
pages, but now here before him 
were these words, and they burnt 
themselves into his very soul · as 
he gazed: 

'' Except ye he converted, and 
become as little children, ye shall 
not enter in to the kingdom of 
heaven." 

'' Whosoever therefore shall 
humble himself as this little ·child, 
the same is greatest in the king-
dom of heaven." • 

Long did he ponder. When 
midnight came it found· Captain 
Graham on his knees. 

"Lord, I ·b~lieve; help Thou 
my unbelief! " 

CHAPTER VII. 

HIS FATHER'S LETTER. 

"MY DEAR FRIEND,-

" I am in trouble, and I have 
been crying all day, my dear, dear 
father is dead, and I shall not see 
him till I go to heaven. Nurse 
heard it yesterday, and my doctor 
came to see me to-day, and my 
aunt, who I don't know at all, 
because ~he said my fa.ther asked 

her not to see me, only she was 
with him• when he died, because 
he was coming back, and he did 
not die till he landed at Plymouth. 
My aunt knows all about Jesus, 
and she loves Him like you and I 
do, and I am so glad you- are quite 
happy now. My aunt gave .me a 
part of dear father's letter that 
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he hc1iJ begun to write to me, but 
he could not finish it. And he 
told her to take me to live with 
her, or els~ she was to come and 
live with me, so she has come here 
because I don't want to go away. 
My aunt says I can send you 
father's letter. I told her next 
to f.ather I loved you, and she said 
yo_u would like to see it, and she 
told n1e you would understand 
father's letter best if you saw 
mine ·that I wrote to him, which 
he kept under his pillow and gave 
to my aunt when she came away 
from him. I don't quite under­
stand, but I send them both, and 
will you come and see me ? I am 
really quite unhappy to have dear 
father die, but I have told the 
Lord Jesus, and I sit quiet and 
He comforts me. 

" Your loving friend 
"ERIC." 

This was Eric's letter to 
father:-

"MY DARLING FATHER,-

" I have a lot to tell you to-day, 
and you will be so glad to know 

am happy at last. I have found 
the wonderfullest book, which 
means Good News, and it is all 
true. It came from the sea, and 

Rex brought it in his mouth, and 
Captain Graham told me a lot 
more. I wish I could tell you 
what's in it, but I can't write so 
much. There's a wonderful Man, 
so good and kind, in it. I loved 
Him when I read about Him, and 
He really was alive once, only He 
was killed, but He came alive 
again because no one had any 
business to kill Him. He was 
God, and He went up to heaven 
in the sky, but He bas not only 
stayed the~~ He goes all about 
the world still, only we can't see 
Him, and He loves everybody, 
and He loves me and He loves 
you. His name is the Lord 
Jesus; have you heard of Him, 
dear father ? because you never 
told me. My captain told me all 
about it : how He died because 
He wanted us to go to a beautiful 
place in the sky, and we could not 
have gone there if He hadn't ; He 
iidn't mind how much He was 
hurt as long as He could make 
us happy by being hurt Himself; 
and He likes us to speak to Him, 
and He always hears, and Dr. 
Parker says He will give me any­
thing I ask for if it's good for me. 
My Good News _ says He likes 
sinners, and I have found that I 
am a sinner,. and so is niy captain. 



30 Eric's Good News 

Are you a sinner, d·ear father? I 
hope you are, because Jesus died 
for sinners. It was so lovely to 
have Jesus to talk to now. I tell 
Him all, and I never feel lonely 
no more, and He loves me, I feel 
He does. Nurse says you will 
be angry ; you won't be, will 
you ? She never tells me why. 
Her niece's daughter has got a 
husband. He is our keeper's son. 
Simmons says she's a wonderful 
smart girl. Rex killed a little 
chicken yesterday. Bob beat him, 
and he came crying to me. Is a 
dog a sinner, dear father? I hope 
you will write me a nice long 
letter and come back soon. , 

'' Your own loving son 
I "E . " nc. 

The father's letter was this :­

MY DE.A.REST LITTLE SoN ,-
" I have been waiting to write 

to you a long time, and I have 
torn up three letters, and your 
aunt has refused to send another, 
so I must begin again. Your 
poor old father is very ill, Eric, 
and I am afraid you will never 
see him again. I received your 
last letter, and have read it many, 
many times. I am so glad to 
hear fI:om Dr. Parker that my 
boy is in better health and spirits. 

I hope you will grow up a strong 
man yet, able to manage your life 
better than your father has done ; 
for, Eric, I feel I -have made a 
mess of mine. One does not 
realize it till one is brought upon 
a dying bed. 

" Yes-believe in what and in 
whom you please, Eric; may it 
make you happier than my creeds 
have made me ! I never talked to 
you about the things that are 
filling your little head at present 
simply because-there! I will 
write no more. Think gently of 
me, and when you pray remember 
me in your prayers. One thing I 
lay upon you as a . command ; 
burn every single book. in my 
library and every MS. you find, 
all my leUers, ·an my notes-spare 

·none. 
" Good-bye, my little son. Your 

aunt-" 
(" N.B. Your father is too weak 

to finish this, Eric. I-your aunt­
will come and tell you all. 

"FLORENCE WALL.A.CE.") 

Captain Graham read these 
letters in his room. 

"Poor little chap! I wonder ii 
his father 1ound the light at last ! 
Ah ! Eric, if that were so, you will 
have brought two wanderers into 
the kingdom of heaven." 

• 
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