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The Kiondyke craze that has turned the beads of
so many people in the past six months is a subject
nearer home, and perhaps of more iînmediate in-
terest. The mines may be a source of enrichmnent
to the publie treasury and to the Dominion at large,
but what of the mnen who go there? Probably about
one-fourth of the population of our country would
go to tbe Yukon to dig gold if they only could. Now,
that signifies a condition of affairs that is flot very
flattering to oar people. No mani, if he has
any manhood about him, would care to acquire
rnoney purely for its own sake, witbout some expres-
sion of personality in its acquirement, or the giving
an equivaient in return. E.g., few would like to pier-
formn the task tbat an old miser of Brockville once set
a tramp wbo was inquiring for work, viz., to roll a
large stone down a bill, then up, then down again,
&c., for a whole day. Now even tbough good pay
mnigbit be received for sncbi work few would uinder-
take it. And yet, that is wbat men are actually
doing iu this rush to the Kiondyke. They are not
men of a very higb type of character, rnost of them,
or they would try to earn a Iivelihood in some situa-
tion where their labors would be two-sided in their
resuit, first, and less important, the providing a
living for tbemselves, and second, the making
their lives useful to their fellow-men. The gold-
digger has but one objedt in view-self. Thle true
citizen bas a higber object-bis homle, bis city, bis
country.

In the literary world, the book ttiat seerris to have
niost promiinence of late is Hall Caine's "Christian."
Whether the criticisrns of the Christian lie bias
presented to us arnounit to mucîr or not will make
littie difference. The criticisms do not affect the
reading public x'ery ranch. The rnajority of people
begin such a boo0k for the story's sake. Wheni tbey
bave begun they find a book beautifiilly and attrac-
tively written. The sparkling vivacity of Glory's
letters and lier actions, the pure, sweet girlisb
vitality that frees ber tbonghts froni the low temp-
tations of the city, are the chief deligbt of the story.
John Stormn, the stern ascetic Chîristian, in bis
towering strength stands onit in strong contrast to
this girl from the " littie oilan," who is ail briglitness
and laughter and innocence arîd love. It is a love-
story after al], for iii the end we are led to see re-
ligion cannot and sbould not trarnple uipon this bond
of bomne and society-humnan love. But to leave
the book to its readers, it is worth thinking over,
how mncb literature of tbis class is read to-day. If
ail the late novels were as good as Hall Caine's it
would be a blessing to the purblie, for the consump-
tion of liglit literature of a second-rate character is
unparalleled. The reading of thîe great nmass of thîe

people consists of the journals and magazines,
Cosmnopolitan, Mursey, M'Clrrre's, etc., tbe Iatest
novels of Barrie, Hall Caine and a crowd of writers
less wortby of mention, together witb the daily
newspaper. Now, that is ail very well; we should
know the news of the world; there are ruany excel-
lent articles in the miagazines and journals on popu-
lar subjects, and certainly books by men like Hall
Carne, Barrie and McLaren sbonld not remain un-
read. But while that is so, we should note also
that the classics of Englisb literature, Shakespeare,
Milton, Browning, Carlyle, Ruskin, etc., are comn-
paratively unknown to the ordinary class of readers.
Reading of this heavier sort is left pretty inuch to
students and professors in the unîversities, ýiust as
Greek and Latin are given over to tbem. The edu-
cation thus acquired will, 1 fear, bear a poor coin-
parison to that of our grandfatbers, wbo could
quote Shakespeare and Milton by tire bour. And
tbe reason is not tbat wbat we read is not good, for
there is rnucb wholesomne sotund reading to be bad
(tbough indeed tbere is a correspondingly large
amouint of rubbish), but that we read su rnucb, read
s0 fast, and read only for pleasure and not for profit,
that the resuit is not/ring.

The trouble about people of our day and genera.
tion is that they want to know somnetbing about
everytbing-the latest novel, the latest play, the
Iatest rnecbanical invention, the latest discovery of
science-and, as a result, tbey know a little about
everything, and nothing about anytbing. They are
like a man standing on a tower looking over a large
city. He can see the wbole city, get gliropses of the
outside of factories, chnircnes and palaces; he can
even see the moveriients of the men away below;
i)nt of the real inner workings of any of tbese places
bc remains iri ignorance. Tbe new literature is
good in its way perbaps, but the result is a rather
sballow, sickly sentiruentaiism after ail.

But again. wlry should a miere rrovelist's concep-
tion of a Christian have sncb weight as to ronse the
comment it bas ? He is no great theologian or re-
ligions teacher. Wby then consîder bis ideas as
valuable in this litre of tirougbt ? It is a mark of the
age, and a good one too, that it is completely demo-
cratic, even in religion. No theological aristrocrat
bas tbe monopoly of saying what shall be the stand-
ard of a Christian and what shahl not. Tbe day
was when theologians had a field reserved to thirer-
seives iu whicb tirey coid utter their views and
their comrnands with a certain amnotnt of authority.
But tbat day is gone by. Neither Arcbbishop nor
Pope can force bis opinions on the public. And
that is well. Every mian is a theologian now. He
thinks ont bis own doctrilies, and recasts the religion


