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ficent Being, whose temple is the Earth, and whose

are the *' cattle upon a thousand hills/^

Having made his way again to the banks of the

stream, and found a spot sheltered by alder and

poplar trees, he bathed and made his morning

toilet; after which he returned towards the en-

campment, his body refreshed by his bathe, and his

mind attuned to high and inspiring thoughts by

the meditation in which he had been engaged.

As he strolled leisurely along, he observed a spot

where the trees were larger, and the shade ap-

parently more dense than the other portions of

the valley ; and, being anxious to make himself

acquainted with all the localities in the neigh-

bourhood of his new home, he followed a small

beaten path, which, after sundry windings among

the alders, brought him to an open space screened

on three sides by the bushes, and bounded on the

fourth by the stream. Reginald cast his eyes

around this pleasant and secluded spot, until they

rested upon an object that rivetted them irresisti-

bly. It was a female figure seated at the root of

an ancient poplar, over a low branch of which one

arm was carelessly thrown, while with the other

she held a book, which she was reading with such

fixed attention as to be altogether unconscious of

ReginaWs approach. Her complexion was dark,

but clear i id delicate, and the rich brown hair

which fell over her neck and shoulders, still damp
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