‘@Walks abount Losks.

KNEW a boy who would commence a sentence thus: I have 1ead
somewhere in an improving book.” That boy needed improving. We
are no more cailed upon always to read improving books than we are to cat
improving dinuers. It is all a matter of taste. In “The Inner House,”
Walter Bezant wants to be improving, and, like some improving preachers,.
isintolerably dull.  Yet I ought not to Llame him, for, wnen a fiiend read
his book, she said to me, © He must have heard you on the land of Homois.”
Now the Land of Homoia was a sermon, preached severel summers ago to
children and bushwhackers on the text “One star differeth from another
star in glory,” and teld hew alittle girl was trensported from the lap of
luxury to a region in which very commmon people possessed very common
things in common, and, after enduring all sorts of miseries st the hands and
from the lips of these levellers, awoke, in a new world, to a realization of the
utter falsity of all principles of human equality, for there, in a perfect state,
were prineipalities and powers, angels and archangels, seraphim and chern-
him, and the children’s guardions in the inner court ¢f heaven’s nobility who
always behold the face of the Father in heaven. It was preached in o
spirit of well meaning endeavor to Ining into discredit the teachings of a
local embryo socialist, and was fairly successful in its aim.  Mr. Besant's
aim is lower, for God, and his kews, and  the guvernment of heaven, have
little part in his bovk.  Seeking to diseredit modern science in its xelations
1o social lite, which he makes it to rule with & uniiorm rod of iren, he pro-
phetically hrings the world iuto a state of Homdeia er dreary menoteny, vut
of which it escapes, through @ daring young lady’s effurts on the minds of
her companions, intu the old realm of music and dancing, dressing, love
making and war. It ixtrue that the churehes are alse restored, but the
veasen for this is net very obwvivus.  Yet © The T mer House” isa staw that
shows which way the wind is bowing, for Mr. Besant goes with the wind,
and indicates 8 current of publie gpinivn hlow'ng c2ld upon the arreguunt
retensions of physical seience. Mr. Gruint Allen, in his novel that bears
the inelegant tile of < The Devil's Die)” and which {ells how a great inves-
tiggtor of disease germs sunght tu puisen his wite bt himselt fell 2 victim,
shows the compatibility of the highest attainments in physieal rescarch with
the most degruling passions of humnii v,
The mention of these novels s an evidense that the writer of Talks
about Beehs has hean agrecing with Huemee thai odadee et desipeee in loeo,




