The Church on the Hill.
Upon a pleasant upland height 


By white-washed village crowned,

A pretty rural church gleams bright


Within its gravelled ground;

Above fresh greenwood circling wide


Towers high the steepled bell

That hails the listening countryside


With haunting, holy knell.

In this old church down ages long,


As elders passed away,

Have cycling generations young


Been taught and trained to pray;

And when came Sunday’s sacred hour


-The morning Mass-time dear –

They knelt, through shine and shade and show’r


In reverent worship here.

And here in riper years they pledged, 


With benisons benign,

Their marriage vows, so wisely hedged


With stern decrees divine.

And ‘twas in this old cherished church


Their babes held first alight

The precious Faith’s effulgent torch


In blest baptismal rite.

And when at length life’s latest day


Had found perforce its close, 

E’re ope’d the tomb ‘twas here they lay


In last farewell repose.

And still it chimes the stated hours


Perched high on upland mound,

And on its well-loved children show’rs


Abundant blessings round.


