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.

O Harp Of Mine

(Incantation)

Being an Introduction to the “Lone Long Trail”

O harp of mine, whose weird and magic strings,

Have er’st vibrated to my touch in fancy’s strain;

What tho my locks like snow that doth not melt,

What tho the shadows have behind me lengthened;

O wake, once more, mid fairy’s swishing wings

Thine inspiration in the years agone I felt,

Come once again, in rapture doubly strengthened.

Our Nation mourns, a dark pall hovers o’er,

Old Glory is half mast on land and sea;

The high, the low, the wealthy and the poor

True patriots are in tears, sad eyes are weeping.

The badge of death is draped on many a door,

A dirge-like moan creeps through the forest tree,

Our noble Roosevelt now in death is sleeping.

The Long, Long Trail

(Commemorative of the Life and Death of Col. Roosevelt)

Away among the foothills of the Rockies, in the west,

Where the golden sunset lingering sinks beyond the mountain’s crest;

Where wolf and mountain lion blend their weird, discordant cry,

And the night-bird, at the eventide, twitters his lullaby.

The cowboy on his broncho, rides toward the evening camp,

After he marks the welcome blaze, the eve is chill and damp.

His supper from the old chuck-box, with coffee steaming hot,

His bed upon the grassy sward, contented cowboy’s lot.

‘Mong strenuous scenes like this, I ween, the long, long trail began,

That was to lead into the light the world’s most famous man.

Camp after camp along the trail, his beacon watchfires shone,

Among the peers in every land he towered above, alone.

On Cuba’s Isle his saber gleamed, the foremost in the fray,

The cowboys under his command, Rough Riders won the day,

Laying his warrior weapons by, still up the trail he went,

His camp fire shone in council’s high – our nation’s President.

He halted not a obstacles, nor failure ever knew,

A leader whom the people loved, warm hearted, brave and true,

American in every sense, on high exalted plane,

We wonder will the world behold his like, his worth, again.

The long, long trail has reached the end, we bow us to the will

Of Him who rules high over all, and bids the waves be still;

His precepts and his words will live till time shall be no more,

His camp beyond e’en cast a gleam from that immortal shore.

