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The hills stand mute in pensive grace

And bright before their southern face

The lake lies kissed by morning sun.

Yet valleys hide their secret springs in shadow,

Where new-born streams begin their downward run.

I walk with muffled step in dampened leaves,

Hear the silence of ancient trees

Forever tied to earth,

While heavenward their ever-reaching arms,

In patient prayer, await sweet spring’s rebirth.

A gliding doe in meek surprise

Stops to look with curious eyes,

And hears the unfamiliar sounds.

She watches for the unaccustomed movement,

Then, with flashing tail, is gone in startled bounds.

Alone; yet comforted from daily care,

I see creation lying there

a single bloom in rocky sod.

And in this wild and quiet place

I know the unsurpassed peace of God.


