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INTRODUCTION

Thanks to Jonathan Bacon, and to Glenn Lord, for bring-
ing THE GRIM LAND AND OTHERS to the admirers of Robert E.
Howard. It is unfortunate that Bob, himself, is not alive
to chat with those who never had the opportunity to meet
hin. The goose bumps would have gone up and down their
spines to have heard him chant his poems, or the poems of
anyone else for that matter, for he was, certainly at the
very first, primarily a poet. I tried to convince him of
this fact while we were in the company of another close
friend who was in complete agreement with me. Our efforts
were met with irritation and we moved on to another sub-
ject, but it is interesting to speculate on what would have

yet, people still bought all the new works of Stephen Vin-
cent Benet, and I think that the remarkable talent of
Robert E. Howard could have produced different results if
he had not finally abandoned himself to prose.

I was writing both poetry and prose before I met Bob,
but I took an English Literature course in the summer of
1925 while attending Daniel Baker College and the beauty of
the poetry, and the ability of the teacher, Miss Helen Post,
made an impact on me which is still present. The World War
1 poets of The United Kingdom were particularly impressive,
and I introduced them to Bob, who shared my enthus
What fine writers they were, and what a shame it is that so
many of them lost their lives in that kinfolks war which
should have never been fought.

While speaking of the course, let me mention Arthur
0'Shaughnessy who, in 1874, wrote his ODE, a poem which any
lover of verse will, without doubt, place among the top
lyrics of all time.

Though by no means the best poem in the book, T0 AN
EARTHBOUND-SOUL brings back so many memories of Bob, and
is about Francois Villon, like Bob so fascinating a charac-
ter that I cannot help comment on it. We talked often of
this father of modern French literature. T became ac-
quainted with him while a student in Coggin Ward School
when I ran on to a copy of Robert Louis Stevenson's master-
piece on Villon, A LODGING FOR THE NIGHT. Stevenson also
wrote FRANCOIS VILLON, STUDENT, POET, AND HOUSEBREAKER.
John Payne, in a 79 page introduction to my copy of The
Modern Library edition of Villon's POEMS, most of which he
translated, also gives some excellent treatment to the char-
acter and the times of this forerunner of Francois
Rabelais.

Somewhere--I have always thought that it was probably
in a copy of ADVENTURE issued during the mid-twenties--is
a poem about Villon. I have never read the poem--of that I
am certain--or it would have impressed itself on my memory,
but Bob had read it, and by some odd circumstance, had for-
gotten the name of the author and where it was published.
He did remenber one paragraph, which he loved to quote:




"Let it rest with the ages! mysteries,
And but recall the day

T was wont o go where the cannikins clinked,
Not caring who should pay

Haybs scasone can furnlah more infomation to FAVIISY
G e o this rime.
asked me to write a poem for this book, and

et him, to Bob, and to Francois, the poem has
been done in ballade style.

arried THE DEVIL'S WOODCHOPPER through three
pages and may have completed the story.
completion is now lost to all. My part starts with "He
motione: ard a chair, and I slumped tiredly into its
depths." As to how Bob would have finished it, I can only
say Quien Sabe

An

If he did, the

yway, good luck to the reader.

Tev).s Clyde Smith
Texas
Decenier 1975



THE DEVIL'S WOODCHOPP€R

("The Devil's
ed fragment by Robert s {1905-1535;4 The
A IR B,

close friend and correspondent to the late Howar

The completion is Copyright 1976 by Tevis Clyde Smith.)

I am sick with fear. A crawling horror has wound
its grisly serpent-shape into my brain, and I will never
know rest or peace again until I crawl like a wounded
beast into the silence of the dust. Through the day,
vague and horrific shadows lurk forever at the back of
my consciousness, to rush forth into terrible and
chaotic life in my dreams at night. Once sleep was a
grateful thing, a cool refuge from the tumoil of day
life; now it is a fear-haunted land through which I
flee gibbering, with the howling of nameless obscenities
in my ears and the flying tread of demonic feet forever
at my back.

Cllsan]mninalselslisi i lalotl

tory, normal experience, and common knowledge has been

e lumgpont e e ompbvantdat gyt gl
of reality over a red abyss from which echo the bellow-
ings of nameless monsters

A seeningly trivial occurrence ushered in the
horror which now haunts me. It was the strange behavior
of the young blond man on the moors. You who have
traversed the wild Galloway fens will remember the
savage, desolate appearance of much of the landscape.
As twilight shuts down with a chill wind creeping in

but powerfully felt. You seem suddenly transported
back into a darker age, and you look to see the huge
shadowy bulk of the hairy mammoth loom against the
sullen red of the dying day - to see bent, man-like
SEotesques creep £rom the tall grasses, with hatchets
ctfering gripped in misshapen hands.

t such an hour, in such a setting, I atood and
ludd‘nly my reveries were interrupted.

o

light, was a tall, strongly-built young man, who
hurried along, head down in a preoccupied manner.
swung his hat in his hand, and even in the gathering
dusk his hair showed like a mass of gold.

He who came down the trail to meet him was a figure
comon enough to these parts, and one which fitted the
prineval quality of the scene well. A stocky,
elderly man he was, a typical moor-man, bent
gnarled from hard work. On his shambling shoulders
he bore a bundle of faggots, and though I could
not see him plainly in the twilight, I knew his




type. He was one of that dark, black-eyed race
50 often met with in the British h Isles, especialy
in the wilds of Wales and Sco
Ao (656 o an wich vose  Slosn each other,
and the moor-man stepped out of the trail to let
the other pass. The blond man's head jerked up,
wood

ment at the other's actions - then from the lips of

the blond there burst a terrible and desperate scream,
s of a man who has trodden upon an unseen serpent.

He lurched frantically aside, and fled across the fen,
still shrieking, while the moor-man eyed him for a
moment as if in bewilderment; then, with a shrug of

his burdened shoulders, passed on with the stolid
Lot Sz Cles BT Ed Bl st ok

"The blond man was taking a course which would pass
me some yards to the right. I made mo move to inter-
cept him, but as he neared me, he saw me and halted
suddeny, his eyes glaring at'me wildly throwgh the
gloom. 1 spoke to hi

"Nol" he cried out in desperation. "Stand where
you arel Approach me and I'll tear out your throat
with my bare hands! Are you a man? Noi No, not

"There's nobody
here but me and an old woodchopper who wouldn't hurt

he anyway.
He laughed wildly. "Woodchopper? Aye - he
wood all day - wood for the fires of Hell! You say he
is gone?"
"You can see for yourself. There he is just
£adog (wiey {dnto tha darkness."
T don't want to see,” he cried in a strange
passion. "I can't trust my eyes
He came close to me and stared with Fierce
intentzess into my face.
it were not for your blue eyes, I'd knock out
your brulna," he shouted.
azted end stepped back, convinced that I was
deallng B
"What have my eyes to do with it?"

Bealthy Hint ves & desthly p
think I an mad, prs four" he said ey,
and before T ould mawes, “Come, let's ot
here. The moors are no place for men such as we."
Deeply interested, I followed him, and with a long
nervous stride he led the way back across the fens,
increasing his speed as night gathered, until we were
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almost running, and I had much ado to keep up with him,
in spite of my hardened sinews. Only when the little
village grew up before us, with the slow rumble of the

fixed on the small host of twinkling lights before us.
I could have sworn a heavy sigh of relief escaped him
2s we entered the outskirts of the village.

word passed between us until we had reached the inn
where my strange guide, speaking to no one, led the way
upstairs.

Opening a door, he lighted a room and motioned me
to enter, after which he closed the door and locked it.
A casual glance showed me the room was plainly furnished,
but lined with book-laden shelves. The room interested
me less than the man, but at close range, there was
nothing of the maniac in his manner.

He motioned me toward a chair, and I slumped tiredly
into its depths. I had already taken the pack off my
shoulders, and deposited ny meager belongings in a comer
of the room, an action which took all my strengtn, as I was
completely worn out from my day's walk, and especially from
the nerve wracking ordeal hich had followed the occurrence
on the fen.

"I'11 rest just a moment, or two," I said, "and then
I'11 go down stairs and see if I can get a room for the
night. You had better go with me--a few drinks will do us
both geod, and I suppose that you, as well as I, need some-
thing to eat.”

“You are welcome to stay here with me," said the young

“Thanks, but I'm xentlass as hell, and snore a lot.
1'd disturb you. Let's go downstairs, and see what we can
£ind," I answered.

We went to the first floor, and I met the landlord, a
man named MacDougall. He had one room left, a downstairs

We

for Scotch instead of Bourbon, though the lamb fries were
excellent and more than satisfied the urge I had for a
beefsteak in the beginning.

A couple of drams of Scotch each with the lamb fries,
and some hot tea put both of us in a livelier mood, though
my companion, who had identified himself as Stuart Minnus,
seemed unable to completely shed his manner of concern. He
was a writer, he stated, asking me if I had paid any parti-
cular attention to his library. I admitted that I had been
too weary. He hinted that he had stumbled onto many dark
bits of dencnology and had secrets no man should have-—
secrets for which he knew he would pay the price.

nnus suddenly became silent, "I had S
in this grim knowledge for which I know my life
* Bis matter of fact manner made cold chills
climb up and down my spine. I offered him the crucifix

Completion Copyright 1976 by Tevis Clyde Smith.




suspended from my neck, but he refused. "I'll not take

y chance for survival," he said, in a
determined manner. "Bolt your door tonight, and if the
woodcutter, or anyone else, male or female, manages to get
into your room tear the crucifix from your neck, and hold
it in front of their face, praying God's help as you do so.
Remember, do as I say! Do not forget, for I am sure
you will be confronted with powers of evil before this night
is past.”

Minnus insisted on paying our bill. We had several
more drams of Scotch before parting for the night. At the
very last, worried, I offered to spend the night in Minnus'
Tom. Tvo might be ahle & vard off mny danger, Lf such
He shook his head. "I've involved you too much
um.ay, he said, shaking hands, and turning to ascend the
narrow stairway.

I'11 go up with you and get my pack,” I said.

"I placed that in your room while you were eating,"
said MacDougall, the innkeeper. "Come on, and I'll show you
to your quarters."

Upon reaching my room, I asked Macbougall to come into
the zota with me. T related the incidents to Bin. He ap-
peared unimpressed.

"Let me explain Minnus," he said. "He reads things no
man should read. He's saturated with legends and supersti-

the constabulary, but it does no good. They think of him--
everybody does--as needing to turn his attention to other
forms of writing. And--I'm not sure, myself, but some think
he is on cocaine. I hope he isn't. He has enough prablems
without a vice of that kind."

I thanked MacDougall. He left the room, and I not only
o e door, but also barred it by wedging a
chair under the knob. I then turned my attention to the
windows, lowering and locking them. I left the light on,
and slipped into bed while reviewing the events of the day
and night with complete uneasiness.

I could not sleep. Several hours passed. And then,
out of nowhere, appeared the most beautiful woman I have
ever seen. She was blonde and blueeyed, her enticing frame
unencunbered by clothing. She was a woman that no man
could resist. She moved toward the bed as if to join me.
And then Minnus' words of advice came back to me.
jumped from the other side of the bed, lifting the crucifix
froa wy ahirt as T 34 so, praylng to God in o dry, arosk-

voice. unded the bed, walking toward her, holding
e o e disappeared as
quickly as she had appeared.

T slipped the crucifix from around my neck, holding it
in front of me with one hand, working hurriedly to open the
oor with the other, for it, like the windows, was still
secure. And then, crucifix in hand, held face high in
front, I ran toward the lobby, somehow finding voice to
scream for MacDougall, who appeared disgruntled and in his
night clothes.

"It makes no difference to me how you feel," I managed







tolay (pzinlcorincesiutue el b ais andlzract frc
to check with m

T Faced up the stairs. The landlord followed reluc
tantly. Upon reaching Minnus' room, I began pounding on

door, and shouting loudly which produced no results, I
demanded that the door be battered down. MacDougall, less
EespEr sl N el IS U sraloa L] gt

e door flew open.

nat.hinq before or since.
place, stacked like firewood, lay the unclad and
body of Stuart Minnus, while cloven hoofmarks from the vic-
tin's own blood ended at the window which, like those in my
own room, was still locked from the inside.




BALLADE OF
SOME HOWRRD HEROES

(To Jonathan Bacon)
By Tevis Clyde Smith

Solomon Kane, with slash and thrust,
ch.ked his enemy through the chest

fought on the fen in a wintry gust,
pzevmq his art the very best
The tyrant had met with years of jest
Which turned at last to a pang of fear
As his head bounced off with a frozen leer.

Beep wakvorn uhoinasislners Sust,
Put his enemies to rest

As they struggled thog HET R
Ending each man who proved a pest,

Ridding his kingdom in his quest,

Finishing one who paused to jeer

As his head bounced off with a frozen leer.

Turlough 0'Brien, in battle lust,
Put his fos to a varrior's test,
Making his victim feel as trusse
(Although he came for battle arassem

2 his head nounced off with a frozen leer.

Prince, it is best that you stop and think,
And lend to Conan a friendly e

Seating him to good food and drink,
Instead of curling your lip to sneer,
Remenbering your ally on the brink

As his head bounced off with a frozen leer.

Copyzight 1975 by Tevis Clyde smith
AlL Rights Reserved









NECTAR

When I stand at the gates of Paradise
I will wipe my brow and

“"It's a long path and a dusty path
The path I have walked today.

"It's a hot path and a dry path
From Hell to Paradise -

Oh Peter, my boy, have ye never now
A bit of a bottle on ice?"

"patrick, me lad, I've saved ye wan,
It's thirsty ye'd be, I knew!"

And he'll fetch me a bottle black and cold,
Of the paradisal brew.

oh, a bottle black and beaded cold,
d the liquid amber and clear,
With the sparkling foam and the right sharp tang -
And I'11 drink his health in the beer

And when I pass through the Golden Gates
I'11 see
“"Judas & Co.
"Liquors and Ales and Wines"!

Lined each side of the silver streets,

Gemmed with many a star,

With flaming moons for electric lights -
Each building in heaven a bar!




THE GRIM LAND

From Sonora to Del Rio is a hundred barren miles

Where the sotol weave and shimmer in the sun -

Like a horde of rearing serpents swaying down the bare
defiles

When the scarlet, silver webs of dawn are spun.

There are little 'dobe ranchoes brooding far along the sky,
On the sullen dreary bosoms of the hills;
Not a wolf to break the quiet, not a desert bird to fly
Wnere the silence is so utter that it thrills.
With an eery sense of vastness, with a curious sense of age,
| And the ghosts of eons gone uprear and glide
‘ L.\ke a horde of drifting shadows gleaming through the wilted

ey are riding where of old they used to ride.

Muleteer and caballero, with their plunder and their slaves -
Oh, the clink of ghostly stirrups in the

Oh, the soundless flying clatter of the Conchaul tutat

‘ braves,

Oh, the echo of the spur and hoof and horn.

Maybe, in the heat of evening, comes a wind from Mexico

Hear and understand the grisly tales it tells

Guunt fand stark and bare and mocking rise the everlasting
clif;
Like a row of sullen giants hewn of stone,
Till the traveller, mazed with silence, thinks to look on
hieroglyphs,
’ Thinks to see a carven Pharach on his throne.

once thmse sullen hills were beaches and they saw the ocean
fle
In the misty ages never known of

And they wait in brooding silence till the everlasting sea
Comes foaming forth to claim her own again.







THE GODS OFf
THE JUNGLE DRUMS j

Mutter of drums, jungle drums! :
Over the bay their murmur comes; .
The dark waves ruffle unto their beat

s over the water on unseen feet,
Eery and phantom, spectre fleet,

They glide and float, each ghostly note -
Eyes in the shadows that gleam and gloat -
The gods of the jungle drums.

A SPURC~IN



Spears will flash in the crimson dawn
- Boom! boom! - say the hidden drums -
Boats will leap from the dusky shore
Steered by Satan's own yelling spawn.

Then red assegai and flying oar

And the battle yell and the war horn's roar
Will drown the sound of the drums.

Pires will gleam in the kraal tonight -
Boom! boom! - say the jungle drums -
Crinson and fierce their leaping light

Red as the spears that swept the fight.

There will the warriors boast their might
And shout their fame as about the flame

They leap in a dance that fiends would shame.

For the cooking pots are brimming o'er
And the red-stained war-spears clash no more;
Stilled is the giant war conch's roar;

And the drums held sway as they did before -
The magical jungle drums




DE OLE RIVER OX

De ole river-ox come over de ridge!
Whoom!  Whoom!
He bellow, he roar, he fling his head,
He tear up de reeds where de mud-flats spread!
He low, and he plunge and he butt de bridge.
He shake he horns at de gnat an' midge,

he kick up de spray an' spume.

De ole river-ox on a big rampage!
Whoom!  Whoom!

He lash his tail and he stomp his hoofs
An' he splash de spray on de niggers' roofs.
He roar an' he prance wid a marvelous rage
An' he try uproot de landin' stage!

An' he whirls de banks like a flume.

De ole river-ox come up to de sea!
Wnoom!  Whoom!
He catch de boats in his yellow horns
And he tromp 'em down just like he scorns.
He stomp de ocean an' low an' roar
An' drive de ships way up on de shore.
An' shouts in de flyin' spume.









THE RORD TO YESTERDAY

The dust is deep along the trail,
Yet stars gleam on the way;

It knows no worldly hill nor vale,
The Road to Yesterday.

On phantom steeds, pale-starlight shod,
Shapes of the shadows stray,

And many a dreamer's foot has trod
The Road to Yesterday.

He needs no whip nor spur nor goad

That runs to Yesterday.

Din kings ride there and planets blaze
And shddows flit for aye

Where gleams along the Age's haze
The Road to Yesterday.



THE RDVENTURER

Dusk on sea; the fading twilight shifts'
The night wind bears the ocean's whisper dim -

Wind, make the green leaves dance above me here
And idly swing my silken hammock - so;

Now, on that glimmering molten silver mere
Send the long ripples wavering to and fro.

And let your moon-white tresses touch my face
And let me know your slim-armed, cool embrace
While to my dreamy soul you whisper low.

Dream - aye, I've dreamed since last night left her tower

Moon-silvered deserts or the star-weird snow;

I float o'er seas where ships are purple shells,

I hear the tinkle of the camel bells

That waft down Cairo's streets when dawn winds blow.

South Seas! I watch when dusky twilight comes
| Making vague gods of ancient, sea-set trees.
‘ The world path beckons - loud the mystic drums -
Here at my hand the magic golden keys
That fit the doors of Romance, Wonder, strange
Dim gossamer adventures; seas and stars.
Why, I have roamed the far Moon Mountain range
| When sunset minted gold in shimmering bars.
AlL eager eyed I've sailed from ports of Spain
And watched the flashing topaz of the Main
When dawn was flinging witch fire on the spars.

I am content in dreams to roam my £ill

The vagrant, drifting sport of wind and tide,
Slave of the greater freedom, venture's thrill;
Here every magic ship on which I ride.

Gold, green, blue, red, a priceless treasure trove,
More wealth than ever pirate dared to dre

Hoon-dappled leaves are murmuring in the wind
ch whispers tales. Lo, Tyre is just behind,
‘ Through seas of dawn I sail, Romance ab






TO AN
€RRTHBOUND SOUL

villen, Villon, your name is stone
carve

For one blood-stained moidore.

And you would give your soul to live
And rape and starve and str

And drain the cup, and steal to sup,
s when you were alive.

You'd sell your blood for Paris mud
And wine-stained tavern benches,
And roofs a-leak and brothel reek,
And slattern, bold-eyed wenches.

Villon, Villon, 'twas little known,

hour fierce and sharp
That feon the sope your hands vould grope
To clutch a silver harp.

They little knew, who roared at you,
red and mocking eyes,

The gallows stair you mounted there

Was steps to Paradise.

But marble skies and canopies

Are not for Villon

You'd sell your soul to Satan's coal
For Paris den a

aive
To 1ive and roar and rob and whore
s when you were alive.









THE OUTCAST

Forth from the purple and feasts of the palace
Out through the sombre, dim wilds I must fare;

The spring of the wilderness now is my chalice,
My viands, the spoils of the faun and the hare.

My raiment, the pelts of the wolf and the lion,

My fareways, the paths where the green forests wave,
My comrades, the panther, the anclered deer's scion,
My castle, the heights of a crag-frowning ci

Friend of my youth, though the king seek to slay me,
briving me ever £rom voodland end B1L

Though swords smite me down h torturers flay me,
My love for thes, friend, shall abide with me stills



TODRY

© dromed of & weman straight us & spest,
Eres like a grey steel swort

 dromed of 2 venan undefuned
By calture’s cold do

Fierce in hor

asion, never tamed,
heare of stel and fire. g










hampared my indolent girth.




A PIRATE REMEMBERS

From the scarlet shadows they come to me,
Shades of the dust-dead past,

Like drifting fogs of the restless sea
From the silent Nameless Vast.

Ghostly and grey in the dying day
Their spectral ranks are massed.

With their lank, dank hair, and their eery stare,
Fanton and fiend and ghost -

Skeletons limned in a haunted sky,

Footfalls light where the dim bats fly,

Stealthy shadows - yet none but T
An ‘ware of the weird host.

Their light tread whispers on every hand
When I walk through the shadows' rack

And I hear the mumble of fleshless jaws
In the dark behind my back.

Red shades of many a buccaneer
Whose bones rust in the sea,
Grisly phantoms who gape and leer
That died on the gallows t;
Roal syl syjbeatal ikt clate refrain:
are, thou shalt be.
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