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CHAPTER r.

^riERE was Hazlewood bom ? At Langdon

up leafless and drear a„d «hook their gri.zl«]arms forcbodin^lv all 'l.of „.;„ i • . ,

*=
"'''*^'

wl.- k ti ,
-^ ^'"''^ winter's night on

P«rcn, and l)y them ran a gravel nith

road. In he warm Spring days, crocuses will p.-pup round the grass plote, and the Virginia cir
cl.ng,ng t« the quaint brick house w'l put forth
tender bu^. Not .1.r off is the old NoJn
<Jureh w.h its mass, . an, tower. Round it isthe graveya,^, and, beyond, is a line of woodM r^ ,n a gentle slope until it forms the las^Moments over which the setting sun take, his
final survey of the earth. Sweet, hallowed mem-

r T ""„«-'--l'« thoughts in after
hfe. TLey are c^led up from time to time by odd
scraps of n,uszc, and the scents of flowe.., and the


