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MY HILLS.

W*vK your theatre, and hail,.Hp your shop, and show, and ball,^'-.th.n your city-wall.;
''

0"'y let me have my hills, _
My lone and silent hills

^here Nature, inn,, 3/,,^
i'ours ever out and fill.

Her chalice
y>\t.\, delight •

Whisp'ring all the while,
^"h a winsome smile.
Such promise in my ear,
As mortals seldom hear'
^'or here no chancel-rail

.No jealous screen or vail'

Divides me from my God;
But. on this mossy sod

.With the blue dome above
And the green world below
I ^^, I hear, I know
I feel that God is Love!
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