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At the earnest solicitation of many dear
friends, I present this little volume of poems before
the public, not expecting it will bear the
test of severe criticism. I am not vain enough
to suppose that these little “Zephyrs” will
sweep over the spirit with the power of the
strong breezes, which are wafted to the soul
from the poems of a Longfellow or a Whittier.

Yet, although among the greater lights, the
lesser may not prevail, they may, perchance,
send out occasional gleams, which shall serve to
brighten the way for a few hearts.


KATE R. STILES.


May, 1879.
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Call them not dead, who leave the earthly for the heavenly state.

Theirs is a life more real than ours;

And, while we weep for them such bitter, bitter tears,

They come to us with words of light and cheer;

Bidding us wait in patience till our work on earth is done.

Then shall we join them in that higher life,

Where all which now seems full of deep, deep, mystery,

Shall be unfolded to our view; and we shall see

That all the discipline of our earth life was needed,

To fit our souls for knowledge infinitely greater, and far more glorious

Than mortal mind can e’er attain.
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Pretty little clover, with your flowers so fair,

Filling with their sweetness all the summer air;

Sad it is to see you crushed by careless feet,

Pretty little clover, with your blossoms sweet.




Grows the pretty clover everywhere we look;

All along the roadside—by the running brook.

Beautiful and fragrant, are these little flowers.

Ah! how we should miss them from this world of ours!




Pretty little clover—scorned because you grow

Without care or coaxing—making little show.

Yet your flowers are sweeter than the rose or pink;

Modest little clover—this is what I think.




There are many lives in this world of ours,

Crushed, and scorned, and slighted

Like these pretty flowers.

Throwing out their sweetness on the desert air,

Only seen by Him, who seeth everywhere.
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Let the wintry breezes blow!

What care we?

Cold or heat, rain, hail or snow;

Oh what care we?

Life is full of brightness still,

All may find it if they will,

Only say to every ill,

Oh what care we?




Oft our cup is upside down,

But what care we?

It will do no good to frown,

What care we?

Bravely bear it, as we should.

From the evil comes the good,

Grief’s but joy, misunderstood;

Then what care we?




Though the world may not approve us,

What care we?

There’s a Heaven of love above us;

Then what care we?

God is with His children ever;

Helping on each grand endeavor.

Fear not then: but answer ever,

Oh what care we?
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Beautiful lake, with thy silvery sheen,

Many a tale thou couldst tell I ween;

Tales of the years long since gone by,

When the wild deer and the wolf were nigh;

When over thy waters fair and blue,

The red man sailed in his birch canoe;

When no step but his was heard on thy shore

As he wandered thy wooded hillsides o’er.

Silvery lake, thou wert then, I trow,

Fair and beautiful as now.




Beautiful lake, art thou happier to-day,

As over thy waters, the young and gay

Float along in merry glee,

Caring little for what is to be

As they send their laughter thy waters o’er,

Till its echo resounds from shore to shore?

Are these sounds more sweet to thy listening ear

Than the red man’s cry thou was wont to hear?

Beautiful lake, tell me I pray

What dost thou think of life to-day?




Beautiful lake, so smooth and clear,

Thou hast caused the falling of many a tear;

For in thy dark and strong embrace

Lies many a well remembered face.

Only the Infinite and thou

Canst tell where rest these loved forms now;

But what matters it where the form may be

Since the spirit has risen unfettered and free?

This thou wert powerless to enfold,

Beautiful lake, in thy waters cold.




Beautiful lake, I love to sit

On thy banks, and watch the white sails flit

And hear the laugh and the merry song

Of happy hearts as they glide along;

Or at sunset’s hour, which is sweeter far,

Ere yet appears the evening star,

To watch the shadows come and go;

And gazing in thy depths below,

Each hill and vale, each shrub and tree,

Reflected in thy face to see.




Beautiful lake, thou art changeless; but we

Are not what we were, neither what we shall be,

From the first dawn of life, man is changing each day,

And thus will it be forever and aye;

For progression is part of the Infinite plan,

And has ever been, since creation began.

Oh, at life’s sunset hour, looking back o’er the past,

May reflections of beauty, be over it cast;

Even now as each hillside, and valley and tree,

Beautiful lake, are seen mirrored in thee.
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To-night, as in this pleasant home we meet,

The friends of former years once more to greet,

Memory is stirred; and, looking in each eye,

We scarce can feel so many years have glided by,

Since this dear friend and pastor, whom we love,

Pointed us to the paths which lead above.

As once again, we open memory’s book,

Giving the past a retrospective look,

Tenderly we turn the sacred pages o’er,

And read the record of the days of yore.

There have been changes in these homes since then,

For time is ever busy in the haunts of men,

And, mingling with the music of delight,

Are minor strains within our hearts to-night,

As we recall the voices hushed and still,

Of friends who rest on yonder churchyard hill,

Fathers and mothers who long since went o’er

The river we call death. From that near shore

We almost catch the greetings, as we stand;

And reaching over, clasp them by the hand.

But not the old alone, the young and gay,

Have vanished from our earthly homes away,

Their mission ended here, they find above

Some blessed service still, for those they love.

O, not in sadness would we view the past,

For over all a rainbow tint is cast;

The Hand that sends the sunshine and the rain,

Has on us each bestowed more joy than pain!

Were there no shadows in these lives of ours,

We could not fully prize the sunny hours.

Too much we’re prone to dwell upon the past!

The present is the moment! hold it fast!

There is no future—for all time is now;

Let us improve it;—while in faith we bow

To that which is, knowing it must be best;

Rejoice in what we see, and trust God for the rest.

So shall we each and every one—pastor and people,

Hear the words “Well done.”
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