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ihere, is a dear littie shallowv brook,-
And bore is a beautiful cliinbing vine;
How its glossy leaves in the sunbearns shine!"
And the glad child shouted iii artless xirth,

C >this is the pleasantest placýe on earth!>»

"Pee-deu-dee 1" sang the listening bird,
And the child looked up as the song lie hecard.
"'Pee-dee-dee !-ittle laughing boy,
Hast thou corne to the forest to share iny joy?
-Tîine is no selIfishi znd sealed-up hleart,
Wearied and warped by the.stern world's art;
Thine, is no spirit grown ccld and cuill
l3y the workings and warrings o£ carthly iii;
MI(lcoie, sweet child, with thiy (g uileless heart,
0f Nature's self thou a portion art !"
XViII it aye, be so ?-or wvill t.irne's dark ings
Dirn the perceptions of beautiful thingsr.,
Chilliîag the founitains of joy lu tlîec ?
But whaeit arn I thinking of ? 1'ee-dIee-dcee

Pce-dcee-dee! littie Ia-,ughing boy!
Iiast thon corne to the forest to share rny joy
O11 ! beautiful child, withi thy gruilele-ss hcart,
0f Nature's self thou a portion art;
And I wiII not think -%vhat thou yct inay'st bc
WVhcn years have, passed over thiee-Pc-dee-dee!
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