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L

I.»From.Vincennes TQ Notre Dame,

About thirty miles east of Vincennes, you come to a swiftly rising bit of ground
called Black Oak Ridge. In 1842, 1t was the site of a few bulldings--a small chapel,
two or three larger structures, a half-dozen scattered homes. It was called St.
Peterg. If you had been on the spot one early November day, looking down the road
towards Vincennes, you might have geen a figure on horseback, slowly riding up that
gteep hill. It was a wintry afternoon, with more snow on the ground than any early
gettler had ever segen 1In those parts. OSteam came from the horse's nostrils as he
plodded up the hill. The riding flgure wore a broad black hat. Around his throat
was & black woolen scarf, and from his shoulders there fell to the stlrrups a

heavy woolen cape.

As he drew near, you saw a face that was grim and cheerless, His deep black eyes
were without merrlment or Joy. It was the face of a very sad man., That afternoon
he had held converse with the Bishop of Vincennes., He had come away a dilsappointed
man.

If you could follow him as he rides toward the larger of the bulldings, you would
see the door open. A Brother would step cut. The conversatlion would be in French,
but yowu know French well, so you have no difflculty in followlng the thought.

"Hello, Father Sorin!" the Brother would say as he took the bridle,

"Eh, mon cher Frere! Are they all here?” asked Father Sorin,

"All except Brother Anselm.”
"When you put the horse asway, come back for I have something to tell all of you"

Follow the priest into the house. There are ten or twelve others there, all Brothers
of St. Joseph. They see that something has depressed thls prilest, and that 1ls very
unusual, Brother Vincent, who 1s older than Father Sorin, comes close to him and
agks:

"Refuged 2"

Father Sorin nods slowly: "Yes. Refused!" Then turning to all of them, Father Sorin
gays

"Now gether round me. I have something I must tell you," The door opens., It 1is
Brother Anselm and the other Brother who had put the horse away,

"You know, the good Blghop, he does not want us to bulld a college here. I know thils
1s a disappointment to you, as 1t 1s to me. We have had such a good start here, our
prosepsts seem so rich, and there ls good to be done.

“Nevertheless, the Bishop told me that if I had my heart on building a college, he
would give me land In the northern part of the state, near South Bend. We must not
think of this wlthout first praying. Me, I do not know what to do, It fllls me with
sorrow to abandon this proJject whet we have already started. And 1t 1ls already winter,
and to the north, the weather wlll be even more bltter. But 1f we are to have a

p 1t

college, we will have to go there.

No one apoke. OSome looked questioningly at the priest, others bowed thelr heads.
All were grave.

Then suppose you came back to this spot on the morning of the 16th of November. You
would be sure, from what you see, that Father Sorin had made a great declslon.
More about that tomorrow,
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