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THREE POEMS OF ROBERT E. HOWARD

Rohert E, Howard iz one of the mastoers
of weird fiction and vet is one Who has hecn
sadly neeclected bvy the makers of antholocies
and the memorv of fantasy historians, "hat
the resson for this can be has never heen
clear,..1lt mor he, we hope it is, nure
oversicht - -

Howard, horn in FTexas 1in 19068, dicd hv
his ovn hand Junc 11,1036, In those thirty
vears he hnd scghieved the pleudits of the
world of meird enthuninstg, had eniored the
resrect of saeh men as H,P,Lovesraft, Clark
Ashton Smith, and that ~roun. His death wng
a sreat choek to n~ll.

We naprint hervowith threc noems whish
epneared in the non-nrofes2innal nress,

The two "Voircs of the Nioht" an-cared in
the lone defunct ' Fantnsv Fan', the thind
was punlished in "The Phentasrarh" con
Aypust 1940,



VOICES OF THE NIGHT

1. The Voices Waken Memory

The h1lind hlack shadows reach inhuman arms

To draw me into darkness once arain: -
The broodins nisht wind hints of nameless harms,
And dewn the shadowed hill a vasue refrain g
Bears half-rememhered chosts to haunt mv soul,
Like far-off neiching of t“e ni~htmare's foal.

‘But let me fix mv phantom~shadowed eves

Hard on the stars--nale points of silver lishte--
Here ts the bhorderland-<here reason lieg-- )
There,visions, grvnhons,Nothina, and the Ni~ht,
Down, down, red snecters, déwn, and rack me not}
Out, wolves of hell! Oh Goﬁ mv nulses thrums 4
The nisht grovs fierce and h1ind and red and hot’,
And nearer sti1ll a ~rim insistent drum,

I will not look into the shedows--Nol

Tre stars shall orip and hold mv frantie’raze--
But even-in the stars black vislons ~row,

And drasons writhe with iron eves ahlare,

Oh Gpds that raised mv hlindness with wour nu-se,
‘And let me see the hbrrid shapes hemldnd -

All ocutward veils that eloak the universe,

The' loathsnme “emons8nells that “ind and »lind.’
Since even the stars are soisome,-foul and fell,
Let me elut deep with memorv dreams of Hell,



2. Eahel

Now in the Bloom the pulsins drums reneat,
And 2ll the ni~ht 1s filled with evil smund:
I hear the throb-ines of inhuman feet

On marble stairs that silence loecks asround,

I see hlack temples loom arainst the nirht,

With tentacles like serments writhed afar,

And wavineg in a dusly dracon 1lisht

Great moths whose wines unholv tapers shar,

Red memorv on memory, tier on tier,

Builds up a tower, time and space to spang

Throu~h world on world I rise, and sphére on
anhere,

To star<ahot sulfs of lunacy and fear=--

Black secreamine ases never dreamed hv man,

Was this vour plan, foul spawn of cosmié mire,
To freerze mv soul to stone and iev fire,

To carve me-in the moon that sll mankind

May know 1ts race is futile, week and Hlind--
A ‘horror-hlasted statue in the skv,

Tyiat does not live and nevermore can die?



SONG AT MIDNIGHT

I heard an 0ld #ihhet that nrowned a “apre hill
Creakine a sone in the midni~ht chill:
And I shivered to hear that ~rialv refrain
That moaned in the nirht throurh the foe

and the rain,

?Oh where are the men who came to me

Jﬂnd danced all ni~ht on the 23lléws tree?
lGallant and peasant,man and maid,

”Manv have walked in that lone parade. ‘

7 My chains are hroken and red with rust.

My wmood 1s scaled with the moldv orust.

"Have men forsotten their debt to me,

"That thev come no more to the rallows tﬂ@e’“

The drear wind moaned for & dark refrain,

ﬁnd’a raven called in the drfftine rain:

,Oh,Mcre are the feasts that avatted me
Lone,lone aro on the eihhet tree?"

% slow-vorm spoke from the sallows faot:
Death 1s spoils for a eror to loot.
"The winds and the rain thev worked their
. will, 4
The kites and the ravens have had thelr 413,
|But last of all when the chains »roke “ree,
"The fruit of the ~allows csme tn me,’
Men and their works, so swiftlv past,
"Come to a feast for the worms at last,’
'Here I have onawed on this mirrov ro~d,
lﬂhoro nov I gnaw on this erumhline wood,
For men and thelr works‘are a feast FOr mee-
"The hones,and the nonsc, and the sallows tree,"






