Killeeshil Hill
I stroll across Killeeshil Hill
Sun shining brightly the air is still
 Blackbird’s song soft and clear
Fills the heart with summer cheer
Rabbits play among the fields
Darting, skipping and kicking their heels
Wildflower scent is on the breeze
Buds burst forth upon the trees
Bleating lambs call to their mums
In the wild cherry blossom the honey bee hums
Blue sky’s above no hint of cloud
Nature weaves her exquisite shroud
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