Twilight Reveries – A Book of Poems

by Scott Cummins (The Pilgrim Bard), Author of “Musings of The Pilgrim Bard”,  “Shadows and Sunshine”, “The Spy” and other Poems.  Printed, published in 1923, Alva, Oklahoma. These are some of the poems written by The Pilgrim Bard around 1922 and before.

Scott Cummins wrote in Twilight Reveries –

“To The Press… 

Of Oklahoma and Kansas, 

This little volume is respectfully dedicated, 

But for them all the world would be chaos and night, 

And Angels be weeping and sad tears at the sight.

May God bless the press with its halo of light,

Teaching mortals to live. 

· The Author”

Stories About A Good Little Boy

My object in writing this truthful epistle, is to put a quietus on the old proverbial saying, “All the good die young.”  As I have no other good little boy with whom I am so well acquainted as my individual self, you will kindly exonerate me from the stigmatizing charge of egotism, for I am aware of the fact that there are others of the same ilk, thousands of them who like myself have outlived their three score and ten and are still willing to verify my statement, that all good children do not die young, so much by way of preamble.

When I was a “Wee Bairn” my mother carried me astride of her hip as she busied herself about the household duties in the little cabin, and whenever she put me down I would squall equal to a panther.  The spring house was perhaps two or three hundred feet from the house and down hill, and it was a severe task on my mother while taking care of the milk and doing the churning and keeping her darling from squawking.  But my dear father came to the rescue, for besides being a great hunter, as well as dispenser of the gospel, he was a genius pure and simple.  From the nearby timber he procured a hollow log, which he cut the proper length, and split the top off and smoothed it down until it made quite a snug cradle, to which the good little boy became greatly attached, and as long as the crude cradle was kept in motion the good little boy was sweetly serene and quiet, but when the motion ceased hell broke loose on the Wapsi.  Again my father’s ingenuity came to the rescue.  He cut a long thong (string) from a  deer’s skin, of which he had an abundance.  

The string reached from the cradle on the puncheon floor in the cabin to the milk house, and my mother could keep the cradle in motion while going about her work, thus a mystery was solved, and the good little baby boy kept quiet and serene. My mother had a sweet voice and when she wanted me to go to sleep she would sing a sweet little lullaby like this:

Sleep on, sleep on, thou cherub fair and bright,

Sleep on, may angels guard thy couch tonight;

Sleep on and may the smile that wreathes thy brow

Be ever bright and beautiful as now.

Lullaby, -- lullaby, -- lullaby.

I shall not attempt to follow this good little boy through all the devious ways of his youthful career.  It would be trying indeed on the reader.  I will briefly touch some of the more important events, leaving the reader full scope for conclusions.  After the cradle had been abandoned, and I was three years of age, my playmates were mostly little Mosquoqui Indians, they were greatly attached to me, and I to them, I made them wash their faces and comb their coal black natty hair.  Sometimes I would change clothes with them and my mother would have to take a second look to see which one of the kids I was.

There was a strange legend whispered among the neighbors that Cono, the aged chief of the Mosquoquies had brought me to my mother when I was but a small baby, before the cradle episode, already alluded to.  One remark that an old lady made to my mother when I was so young that it was not supposed that I would know anything about the conversation made a lasting impression on my mind.  Addressing mother, whom she always called by her given name, she said, “Mary Ann, I believe you think more of that little copper colored scamp than you do of your own children.”  As I recollect, my mother made her no answer, changing the subject at once.  I have only this to say, if my mother, the only mother I ever knew, was not the mother who gave me birth, she will be exalted to the seventh Heaven for genuine philanthropy, and it makes no difference to me if I had a dozen mothers, if they all loved me as did my dear old mother who has gone to join the angels.

I will herewith append the remaining stanzas of her lullaby song:

Play on, play on, ye happy crowds of youth,

Yet mingle with your joys one solemn truth,

That life is real though bright and fair

And storms may darken earth and air,

Youth is frail, -- youth is frail, -- youth is frail.

Toil on vain man in search of wealth and fame,

Toil on through life, to gain a glorious name,

When hope is wrecked upon misfortune’s sea,

Then turn and seek for immortality.

Man must die, -- man must die, -- man must die.

Our life is but a tale, a dance, a dream,

A little wave that frets and murmurs by,

Our hopes like bubbles floating on the stream,

Born with a breath, yet broken by a sigh.

Lullaby, --lullaby, -- lullaby.

