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tory of the publication and translation of the Bible in English, 1525-
1611, is followed by a collection of original documents relating to
the same period. The book is a most valuable contribution to our
information on the subject, and will Le of permanent worth to all
students of the religious or political history of this period.

A PROFESSOR'S ESCAPADE.

Showing How a Professor May Unexpectedly Benefit the Public

An overworked and underpaid professor in Addison College,
I had come to the Cape of Caves for a month's rest. The Cape of
Caves is a projection on the shore of the Bay of Fundy, along
which stretches for miles a line of bold, red cliffs, towering high
above the sea. The highest tides in the world sweep up these shores,
and take their tribute of the land. Deep caverns reach far under-
neath the trodden ground, and within their forbidding darkness
the retiring waters make strange music. Local legend tells how
the pirate hero of the Atlantic, Captain Kidd, utilized the largest
of these as a treasure house; but disaster is said to attend all attempts
to recover the lost wealth. It is a fading belief that two fond lovers,
in the early days, seeking the pirate's gold to make them happy,
entered the great cavern, and never saw the light again: whence still
a race of sightless Calibans inhabit its recesses, feeble creatures that
wander forth on moonless nights to gather the dulse and jelly-fish
on which they subsist.

I took little interest in the incoherent folklore of the place;
but the situation delighted me. I hate an equable climate, and
here the weather was sufficiently varied to satisfy the most exacting.
The energy of youth revived within me as I paced along the grav-
elled beach, while out at sea the whitecaps rose and fell like tufts
of daises in a green hay-field. I was as wild as a boy when the
waves snarled like angered beasts, and I felt my hair lifted by the
gale, and my ears filled with the great voice of the waters.

My habit of strolling on the beach aroused the anxious inter-
est, of Mr. Knowling, the proprietor of the little hotel at which I


