
of stairs, loaded n1e into an old cart, took n1e down to the old swilnn1ing 

hole by the present ball grounds, and heartlessly threw n1e in. There 

I lay for weeks and weeks. With the returning sun1n1er can1e the 

boys to swin1, and I was found. The n1agnificent sun1 of five dollars 

was paid by the faculty for n1y recovery, and I was returned to the 

saIne old place on top of the 'old brick.' What a privilege, thought I; 
what a pleasure, what an opportunity to return good for evil! But 

just one. week fron1 that tin1e, those san1e fellows, in the san1e way, 

carted n1e away again, but this tin1e to the Colun1bus bridge. A 

beautiful oration' was del,ivered, an apropriate hyn1n was sung, a touch­

ing prayer was offered, and I was consigned again to a n1uddy and 

watery grave. Here I have been for, 10, these twenty-eight years. 

No one has disc.,overed n1e, and no has seen1ed to care for n1e, for the 

hoys got a new bell. I ts tones n1ay be n10re n1elodious, its voice n10re 

welcon1e, and its service true, but its purpose, its hope and its an1bition 

not nlore genuine than was n1ine. 

"Hic jace in pace.~' 

J UDCE HARVEY R. IZEELER. 
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