
THE EDITOR'S BOOK SHELF.

The Book Sheif is groaning under the burden of wo monthis' accumnu-
lations. During Deceniber and January we ivere ai le to kcep the wvay
cicar for new arrivais, but "The New Hebrides" crossed the tmack in
February and stopped ail other traffic. Since then the books have been
coming in like ice-fioes in spring, making a "jamn," traces of which wilI
remain until the Sun grows strong again. It is difficuit to know %Vhere to
hegin open.ations in crder that relief may be given. We strike a blow here
and one there, and then long for dynamite. But there are no literaiy
explosives correspondirig to those that %vould do heroic service in the
inatter of river-jains. Nothing but patient plodding, day and nighî,
thmough ail weathers, ivili overtake the lost vantage-ground and clear the
Sheif for the Spring arrivais.

First cornes Clark's Savonarola.* Not because il is the -wcightiest
book on the Sheif, or the most ilnpcrta-nt, or the one most likely to live. -

It possesses none of these ciainis to priority. It cornes firsî partly because
it is the work of a Canadian author, a Torontonian, and paitly because it
bas becn standing meek]y and uncompliiningly wiîing ils turn for well-
nigh îbree monîbs. It was in the niidst of the Christnias rush that we first
read ils titie-page, tien the preface, and then plunged int the history of
Italy in the fifieenth century and the biogrziphy of that hero, reformer,
martyr, prophet, fanntic, impostor-cail bum what you will-that out-
standing figure in Florentine history, Girolania Savonarola, from the lime
lie sawvli ght on St. Matthew's day, 1452, until, the lights and shadows of a
strangely eventful life behind, Florence, to, whoni he hiad been for years
prophet, priest and king, now surging in miurderous crowds, claniouring for
bis blood, lie crosscd the wooden bridge to the place of death and gave
his neck to the executioner, and, looking out over the sad spectacle-his
life a fiilurc and his death a shanie-in bis old propheit rble and with bis
last breath hc said 0O Florence 1 whaî hast thou done to-day ?

Ail this we rcad %vith enger interest, at limes forgetting '<bo cal my
bread,» while tbe book was new and frcsh. Had this report been calied
for then il inighit have been of greatcr value as an advcrtiseint. That
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