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12 THE ANCHOR.

kin lest the lord of the house think
thee unfaithful. piay T

And when you have acquired, then
give. One has what he gives, all else
has him. Genius i1s but another name
for generosity.

* * * * 5

Lead a hopeful and devoted life for
it 1s the sanctified life which answers
to its mission. Webster on his death-
bed was still alive. The pessimist
would have been almost dead.

You intend to become preacher,
lawyer, teacher or doctor. We can-
not make you a’preacher, lawyer,
teacher or doctor: we can only aid you.

You must be the making of yourself.

I.et the Bible be your text-book,
and pay especial attention to ycur
spiritual welfare, and thus will come
the day when from our institution
shall flow streams that shall make
glad the city of our God.”

At this juncture the President in-
troduced Mr. A. J. LLadd as Professor
of Pedagogy, and Mr. ]J. A. VanZwa-
luwenburg as Instructor in Scientific
Studies, and extended to them the
hand of cordial fellowship.

After the Doxology was sung the
students dispersed to the tune of the
college-yell.

Old Pin Hook.

REV. J. P. WINTER, '91., SOUTH BENT., (ND.

AM standing on a long, wooded
l bluff which rises precipitously
some seventy feet above the St. Joseph
river, two miles northwest of South
Bend, Ind. The river here almost
doubles on itself, making a sharp angle
around a low-lying, brush-covered
point known as Pin Hook. “Though
the river has a swift current it is quite
shallow for 1 see the mud and stones
at the bottom near the bluff. It is
dirty too, but not through any inher-
ent depravity, for the mills of the city
have polluted the water, and nature
makes at least a perfect mirror of th(;
murky stream, reflecting bushes and
trees along the shore. And sece! Just
now she is vitascoping every move-
ment of two little birds which are
skimming low over the water, occa-
sionally darting down to demolish
their life-like images. A small turtle
comes to the surface, stupidly flops
about and, as though conscious of the

summer heat, languidly drifts on its
side with the current and then lunges
out of sight. There is a humming of
insects in the air, some httle stir
among the foliage of the trees, the dis
tant barking of a dog and the gay
laughter and occasional protests of a
party of children who have driven a
dairy wagon out into the river some
distance below. Beyond the wooded
point lie beautiful fields of grain. A
few acres of shocked wheat 1s particu-
larly pleasing and restful to the eye,
for it lies like a deep-set picture in a
border of green. Just beyond and
above this deep border appear the
chimneys and spires and parts of the
white walls and black roof of St.
Mary's Academy, one mile away,—a
Catholic institution of some renown.
The atmosphere is clear. Five or six
clouds are visible,and as they lie there
seemingly anchored in the peaceful
blue, they strongly suggest a White
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Squadron of the skies.

To the simple beauty of the place is
added the charm of historical interest.
In this neighborhood there existed
from time immemorial one of the three
famous ‘‘portages” of the country be-
tween the Great l.akes and the Gulf,
the others being in lllinois and Wis-
consin. It was about five miles in
length and formed the path of the
Red men for countless ages. Over it
they carried their canoes from the St.
Joseph to the head waters of the Kan-
kakee which has its source about two
miles west of South Bend and fl ws
into the Illinois river. It was over
this portage that La Salle and his

party of explorers made their way in
the winter of 1679 on their first voy-
age of disco¥ery to the mouth of the
Mississippi. Though the exact spot
where he landed is not known,it must
have been in this neighborhood and
an effort is being made to mark the
place with an appropriate monument.
I am now looking down upon a shelv-
ing beach which could easily have
formed the beginning of the portage,
and the imagination loves to picture
things as they once were, with boats,
full of savages and intrepid explorers,
coming round the bend, turning
sharply inshore and grating on the
pebbly beach.

*Uncas.

HENRY KUIPER, “‘C.M

NI_Y a few scattered accounts

can give us a true view of the
Irdians as they are. Cooper has
gathered these accounts, and together
with his knowledge of them, has pict-
ured in vivid scenes their true great-
ness. In the ‘“*Mohicans™ he gives us
the hife of a Delaware prince, Uncas,
the hero of the book.

The author fitly introduces him in
the midst of an earnest discussion be-
tween Chingachgook and Hawkeye.
As the Indian finishes the touching
narrative of the misfortunes of his
tribe and family, his son appears with
the simple words, ¢‘Uncas is here!”
He does not leap to his father to tell
of his adventures, but an impressive
silence prevails.

Uncas, Le Cerf Agile, the nimble
deer, is a youth with an admirable
physique. In his face are indications

= oD Class character =sketch,

of both pride and purity. In killing
the deer he shows his skill with the
bow. His wonderful physical ability
saves his life in passing the two terri-
ble lines of tormentors—the gauntlet.
His first act of magnanimity is the
convincing of the other two foresters
that it is their duty to lead the party
to Henry. He next, at Glenn’s falls,
eagerly serves the sistcrs, and saves
Heyward’s life. From this last act
friendship springs up which lasts the
remainder of their lives. and gives us
a ghimpse of the Indian’s character.
In the nineteenth chapter we find
probably the most beautiful scene of
the whole book. Chingachgook and
Uncas have thrown aside their stoi-
cism, not their natures,and are father
and son. They laugh, chat and play
with social enjoyment. It is the
pleasure of nature. From the read-




