Retrospect

[From a book of poems “Twilight Reveries” 
by Scott Cummins “The Pilgrim Bard” – Alva, Oklahoma 1923]

Backward turn backward, O time in your flight,

Shove the man with the plow and the hoe out of sight;

Let the buffalo grass grow luxuriant again,

Let the buffalo roam undisturbed o’er the plain.

Let the deer drink his fill from the spring in the shade,

And the antelope glide over hilltop and glade;

Let the old loafer wolf give a long dismal yell,

And a bevy of coyotes raise regular Hell.

E’en the blanketed Indian with tomahawk and bow,

I would welcome all gladly as long, long ago;

Ah woe to the hunter, and woe to his cause,

Civilization comes in with her taxes and laws.

I hear Father Time with a grumble and groan,

Saying damn to the odds, let the bygones alone;

Ah well, Daddy Time, you pernicious old bore,

You will not turn back to the bygones of yore.

But won’t you turn back just a few leaves I pray,

And give us a glimpse of the cattle man’s day;

When the long horns in myriads roamed over the plain,

And the cow puncher followed mid sunshine and rain?

And show us the chuck wagon pulled into camp,

And the smoky old lantern that served as a lamp;

And the cook with sleeves up, as he stood by the fire,

And watch his sour dough gods rise higher and higher

And sliced his sow-belly and placed in the pan,

And pounded his coffee with pin in a can;

And tumbled it into a three-gallon pot,

And set on the fire where it kept steaming hot.

And the old water gravy, all thickened complete,

Well seasoned with hunger ‘twas luscious to eat;

All ready and waiting the dutch oven stands,

Full of sour-dough biscuit, a plenty on hands.

Ah presto, the cowboys have pulled into camp,

By the light of the fire and the old smoky lamp;

All save the night herders, unsaddled and free,

The weary old bronchos are turned on the lea.

Now supper, each man with his plate and his cup,

The biscuit and coffee come hot steaming up;

Talk of tables all laden with knickknacks and stuff,

The fare of the cowboy, though simple and rough,

Needs no pepsin tonic to make it digest,

And no nightmare comes hither to trouble his rest;

Now reclining and smoking, they visit a while,

Some smoke pipes and some “cigs,” each one of his style.

Soon on Nature’s carpet their blankets are spread,

And all calmly sleep as do four in a bed.

‘Till the “joker,” the star that all cow-punchers know,

Means saddle up lads and get ready to go.

So you won’t turn back?  Durn the odds if I care,

And I won’t sing a line of fine crops everywhere.

I have drawn a true picture of long, long ago,

With no county paupers, and no tale of woe;

And if any present has taken offense,

Please go the devil and seek recompense.

