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THE LOVE OF AZALEA

CHAPTER I

IT was drowsy in the little mission clnirch,

and the gentle mellitiuous voice of the

young preacher increased rather than dis-

pelled the sleepy peacefulness. Tiie church,

if such it could be styled, was well filled.

The people of Sanyo knew it for the cool-

est of retreats. They drifted aimlessly in

and out of the church, making no pretense

of either understanding or appreciating the

proceedings. It was a curious congrega-

tion, one which, innocentl" enough, never


