A MAGAZINE OF THE BIZARRE AND UNUSUAL

REGISTERED IN US. PATENT OFFICE

Volume 23 CONTENTS FOR JANUARY, 1934 Number 1

CoverDesign ______ . ___ M. Brundage
Hllustrating a scene in "The Red Knife of Hassan”
The Solitary Hunvers___________________________________ David H. Keller 3

A powerful story of the blood-freezing horror awaiting the men who were sent to a living
death in the crater of an extinct volcano

The Red Knifeof Hassan________________________________ Seabury Quinn 22
A 1hrill-tale of the Assassins of Syria—an exploit of Jules de Grandin

Place Names _________________ _________________ Katharine van der Veer 42
Verse

Invaders of the ¥ce World__________ o _____ Jack Williamson 43

A weird-scientific tale of the far-distant fusure, when the sun dims, and creatures spawned by
the frost make war upon the survivars of the buman race

Too Late ____ _____ o _ Alfred I. Tocke 58
Verse

A Phantom in the Sky_____________________ Dale Clatk 59
A strange tale of an aviator's weird experience in a doomed airplane

Rogues in the House_________________________________ Robert E. Howard 68
A swift-moving tale of the squatiing monstrosity that sat in the death-chambers of Nabonidus

The Weaver inthe Vaule . __________________________ Clark Ashton Smith 85
A story of the weird doom that came upon the searchers in the tombs of Chaon Gacca

The Vampire Master (conclusion)_______________________ Hugh Davidson 94
A novel of corpses that would not .rlay dead, and a gruesome horror in the New York hills

In the Trangle _____________-________________________ Howard Wandrei 109
A brief, strange tale about a weird beast and an old man in gray

Candles _____ o __ Dorothy Quick 113
Verse

Weird Story Reprint:

The Woman of the Wood_________________________________ A. Merritt 114

One of the most popular stories from WEIRD TALES of several years ago

The Eyrie 132
A chat with the readers

Possession Julius Long 136

A short bus intensely interesting weird tale

Puh]lelu.d monthly Ly tho Pnpulo.x Fiction Publishing Company, 2457 k&, Washington Street, Indianapolis, Ind. Hn-
tercd ag secontl-cluss matter March 20, 1923, at the post office at Indianapolis, Tnd., under the act of March 3, 1879.
gingle copies, 25 cents. Subscription, $3.00 a yoar In the Unlted States, §4.00 a year In Canada. English office:
Charles Lavell, 13, Serjeant's Inn, Fleet Street, E. C. 4, London, The publlzshers are not responsible for the loss
of unsollclted manuscripts, although every care will be taken of ~uch material while in thelr possession. The con-~
tents of thls magazine are fully protected by copyright and must not bo reproduccd either wholly or In part
without permission from the publishcers.

NOTE—All manuscripts and communications should be addresscd to the publlshers’ Chlcago nfllce at B40

North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Ill FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Lditor.
Copyvright, 1934, by the Popular Tlction Pullishing Comrpany. n@nu

COPYRIGHTED IN GREAT BRITAIN

S WEIRD TALES ISSUED 1st OF EACH MONTH .



(O

"An ice-blue, glistening spike was
driven with savage force against the

frail hull”

[ nvaders

/ of the Ice World

By JACK WILLIAMSON

An astounding tale of the far-distant future, when the sun grows wan,
and sentient creatures spawned by the frost make war
upon the survivors of the human race

1. Phantoms of the Frost

rl NHE Tower of the Kars lifted its

red and ancient bulk upon a rug-

ged mountain crest. Above it the
sky was for ever dark, save for the cold
far gleams of stars; for the sun had ages
since cooled to a black and ice-rimmed
sphere, robbing even the frozen moon of
its reflected radiance.

From the huge looming cylinder of the

tower fell steep and grim defiles, choked
with ghostly banks of the eternal snow.
Far below the gorges and precipitous
slopes of the isolated peak stretched bar-
ren, frosty plains that once had been
buried two miles beneath the Pacific, bro-
ken with the armored sheets of shallow
seas whose ice had not been thawed in
ten thousand years.

The world was black, a domain of
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cruel silent winter and endless night.
Cold constellations wheeled eternally
through a sky that no longer knew the
dawn. Snow lay ghostly white in the
starshine, from age to frigid age. That
dark, immutable sky was never clouded,
and the bitter air was still, for even the
wind had died with the passing sun.

From the upper apartments of the
tower, Fal-Kar was staring down through
a thick window of insulating crystal, at
the weird dark realm of unending win-
ter. A splendid specimen was he of the
hardy, resourceful remnant of humanity
that clung on upon a dead planet, defying
a nature turned grim destroyer.

Seven feet tall Fal-Kar stood; his form
mighty, though gracefully proportioned
—those survivors of the ages could have
been no weaklings. His straight, mag-
nificent body was covered with a very
short, smooth fur of golden brown; and
in the room, which was heated with the
precious fire of radium, he wore no cloth-
ing.

Save for his gigantic size and his gold-
en fur he differed little in appearance
from the men of the age when science
was born.  His eyes, though hypersensi-
tive that they might penetrate the perpet-
ual gloom, were not unduly large. Their
blue, sober keenness gave his rugged,
hairless face an air of iron determination.
But those blue eyes now were haunted.

From the lofty window Fal-Kar stared
down over snow-swept rugged slopes and
vast black plains, over seas that were
sheets of ice. He overlooked a world of
death, of desolation, of doom. Nothing
there was green. Nothing lived. Noth-
ing had moved or changed there in a
thousand centuries.

Yet it seemed sometimes to Fal-Kar
that living hostile forces lurked unseen
beyond the dark horizons. The cruel
menace of the frozen world sometimes

took life in his fancy, a brooding, alien
monster, that grasped at him with frozen
fingers of fear.

Fal-Kar's mind was haunted by phan-
toms of the frost, phantoms that seemed
to creep upon him, invisible on icy plain
and frozen sea and dark mountain range,
watching, waiting. Waiting until the
last man was dead, until they could rule
the world.

“You are brooding again, my son,” a
strong genial voice rang in the high cham-
ber. “You must forget those fancies.
We have work to do—and not long to
finish it!"”

FAL-KAR turned to look at his father,
who had just entered the metal-
walled room, snapping on the radium
light-tube that flooded it with warm,
pinkish radiance.

Tro-Kar was tall as his mighty son;
and age had not much weakened his
great body, though the fine short fur that
covered him had all become silver. Like
his son’s, his eyes were blue; they twin-
kled with a good humor, an optimism,
that was indomitable.

“But Father, can’t you feel them?”
Fal-Kar demanded, with a fearful gesture
toward the window. ‘‘The phantoms of
the frost! Waiting out there in the fro-
zen night. Mocking at our labor. Laugh-
ing, while they wait for the last man to
die!”

Tro-Kar laughed; he seized his son’s
shoulders with strong, great hands, and
wheeled him from the window.

“Don’t give way to your imagination,
Fal-Kar,” he urged. "I know that the
shadow of vast peril is on us, and human-
ity. But one city left, of the four that
survived when I came first to the Tower
of the Kars. And even the radium mines
under the city of Zen are now exhaust-
ed, so that it must soon fall before the
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conquering cold, unless our work is done.
“Great, I realize, is the danger. But
all the more reason for effort! Enough
of giving way to dreams!”
"“You're right, Father. Forgive me!”
Fal-Kar laughed, and lifted the white
giant affectionately in his mighty arms.
“Yet we will cheat those specters of
their victory, and drive them from the
planet with the rays of our new atomic
sun!”

“Put it so if you will,” gasped the
older man, as Fal-Kar set him dowa.
“And now to the laboratory, my son, to
check your new electronic reactions.
They promise us much.”

Arm in arm, golden-brown giant and
silvered one, they walked from the room,
bearing upon their great shoulders the
hopes of humanity.

It was long since Fal-Kar had left the
lone surviving city of Zen, splendid me-
tropolis beneath the shimmering green
dome of its insulating Zone, to come to
this lonely mountain tower. He had
been only a youth, then, a weakling, ig-
norant of the great work of the Kars and
his own part in it.

But often he recalled the time—as he
recalled also the girl, Del-Ara, whom he
had left unwillingly behind at the shim-
mering ray-screens of the Zone.

His father had met him as he stepped
from the silvered shell of the little rocket-
driven sky-sled, at the base of the loom-
ing red tower. Without a word they
moved the light vehicle into the building,
through the massive valves that shut out
the cold. Both were shivering, then,
from their brief exposure; and they bent
over the glowing red coil of a radium
heater.

“This is the Tower of the Kars,” his
father boomed, speaking for the first
time. “Within it we have labored for
ten generations, my son, working at the

greatest task that men have ever attempt-
ed. It is not done. Nor will it be fin-
ished in my life. That, Fal-Kar, is why
I sent for you.”

“What's that, Father? 1 always have
wondered why you should imprison your-
self in this cold, lonely tower, when Zen
is so bright and so beautiful beneath her
glowing Zone.”

"“You will understand, my son. I want
you to work with me, and carry our task
on to completion after I am dead.”

"“You mean I must live in this gloomy
place?”

“Our laboratory is here, Fal-Kar. The
work is too dangerous to be carried on in
the city. And I must warn you, though
I am sorry, that you will not have much
time to visit Zen. Our labor will demand
all that is in you.”

“But I can’t leave Zen! I know a girl
there—Del-Ara is her name. She was
studying with me in the Hall of Science.
Father, she is a lovely being — if you
could see her!”

“I'm afraid our task will leave you no
time in youth for love, my son,” the
older man said slowly. “When you are
about to grow old, if you see that you
can not finish the task of the Kars, you
must have a son to carry on the work.
But is is far too soon for you to think of
that.”

“But Father,” Fal-Kar protested ur-
gently, “'I can’t give her up!” He took
Tro-Kar's arm. “'I know you are a scien-
tist. Science is wonderful, but life "’

“Wait, my son, until I have told you
what the task is, what it means to hu-
manity, to life.”

Young, then, and a little headstrong,
Fal-Kar looked across the gleaming red
coil at his father. He stared almost as at
a stranger, for he had lived with his
mother in Zen until she died in a rocket
liner that was lost in the ice-gripped
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mountains northward, and then in the
Hall of Science. His father he had seen
only briefly and rarely, when he came to
the city for equipment and supplies.
Impatiently, unwillingly, he listened.
“I KNow that Zen is bright and beaun-
tiful, my son, beneath the green,
glorious crown of her Zone. But that
beauty is frail. ‘The cruel talons of the
cold ever menace it, waiting to snatch

away her gay people if the Zone should
fall.

“You know, Fal-Kar” — the older
man’s voice had become deep and very
earnest—"'you know that we have drawn
upon the energy of radium to heat and
light our cities, to do all our work, for
the thousands of centuries since the sun
grew cold. But in the last few millennia
the supplies of radium have failed. One
by one the mines have been exhausted
and abandoned. Every deposit in the
crust of the planet has been worked out.
The radium is used up! The supply of
it that remains in Zen will not keep the
Zone burning even through your own
lifetime.”

“I had guessed that much, Father,” ad-
mitted Fal-Kar, “though the Six make a
secret of how much radium remains in
the vaults. But what can be done? We
can’t hope to stop the cold. We can’t re-
store the dead sun. Better to forget what
is inevitable, and enjoy the little time that
remains. Del-Ara and I have talked of
it.”

Tro-Kar smiled soberly, and leaned
across the glowing coil to set 2 great hand
on his son’s shoulder. _

“We can hope, my son! Many gen-
erations ago the house of Kar foresaw this
crisis. Our fathers set themselves the
task of meeting it. They built this moun-
tain laboratory; for ten generations we
Kars have labored here.”

“But the sun is dead, Father. ‘The heat
of the earth’s interior was long ago used
up. The wind and the tides have become
too feeble to serve us. Now the radium
is gone. What else is there? What can
we hope to do?”

“We have all about us, Fal-Kar, 2 more
powerful source of energy than any you
name. The atoms of every substance are
reservoirs of pure electricity. Tap them,
and we have means to warm and illumi-
nate the whole planet again — for all
time.”

“The atom, yes. But they taught us in
the Hall of Science that its locked ener-
gies can never be released.”

The great hand closed like a steel vise
on Fal-Kar's shoulder; his father’s voice
grew deeper with stiff determination.

“"Others have tried and failed, my son.
But the Kars never fail. Ten generations
have we labored. And you are fortunate,
Fal-Kar. Nine of us have died with our
task unfinished. So, I foresaw long ago,
should 1. But you shall witness our tri-
umph!”’

“How can you know that?”

“You must!”” Great fingers dug into
Fal-Kar’s shoulder. “You must! For
the radium in the vaults of Zen will not
last out your life. The atom must be
conquered in your lifetime, to save Zen,
to save mankind. Even to save the girl
you spoke of—think of that! You will
do it, my son. The Kars can not fail.”

THAT meeting of father and son had
fallen far into the past. Fal-Kar had
learned much, changed much, since then.
In body and in spirit, he had grown. No
longer was he a youth, but a strong man,
driving with unfailing energy and resolu-
tion toward accomplishment of the task
the Kars had set themselves.

But even so he had not forgotten Del-
Ara. Sometimes, on the rare occasions
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when he drove his tiny radium-powered
sky-sled to Zen for supplies, he was with
her for a few joyous hours. Her beauty,
he thought, had increased with time, as
her lithe strong body developed beneath
its velvet, snow-white fur. She, too, had
found a work, attending the great gen-
erators of the Zone.

“Thus,” she told Fal-Kar, "I, too, can
serve the race until your great work is
done. It makes it easier to wait for you
until we may be together again.”

Fal-Kar had the great tower laboratory
now largely to himself; he had taken the
reins of the research in his own hands and
forged ahead beyond his father. Tro-
Kar had become little more than a gifted
assistant, most aiding his son by his cour-
age, his enthusiasm, his boundless faith in
the Kars.

The old man had so far relinquished
his active part in the ancient quest as to
erect an observatory upon the great roof
of the tower, and spend there many hours
studying the dead, dark moon which still
followed the freezing world, like a haunt-
ing specter.

Even in the intense absorption of his
labor, Fal-Kar saw that his father was
worried at what he saw upon the black
satellite, and demanded what it might be.

“The ancient task of the Kars is
enough to absorb all your faculties, my
son,”” was his answer. ‘“To share this
new problem would unwisely increase
your burden. You must leave it in my
hands.”

And Fal-Kar toiled on in the labora-
tory, fighting off the fears and gloomy
fancies that descended upon him with the
twilight of a dying world. Then came
the day when he swarmed up the metal
ladder to his father’s high observatory,
and burst eagerly into its instrument-
crowded dome.

“The phantoms of the frost are con-

quered!” he shouted, seizing Tro-Kar's
silvery shoulder to jerk him from the
ocular of a great telescope. "I have
checked the last reaction. You yourself
will see the atomic generator, Father.
The new sun! And soon!”

The old man remained wearily in his
seat, with Fal-Kar's eager hand resting
on his passive shoulder.

In the midst of his elation, Fal-Kar
was struck abruptly with the gravity of
his father’s expression, with the naked
dread haunting his blue eyes.

"“Why, Father,” he cried in sudden
concern. ““What troubles you? Is it you
who now fear the phantoms of the frost?
And when the labor of the Kars is done?”’

“But it is not done,” Tro-Kar said,
with slow solemnity. “Not until our
new sun flames above the mountain. And
it must be done very soon—or never!
Even now, perhaps, it is too late.”

“But, Father, what do you mean?”’

"'For a long time, my son,” the old man
whispered, "I have been studying the face
of our dead neighbor, the moon. I have
not let you concern yourself with what I
have seen. But it is a strange thing,
weird and fearful.”

“Tell me—what is it?"”

"“Wait, my son. I shall let you see it
with your own eyes. But it is something,
I believe, like your haunting phantoms of
the frost. Your subconscious mind, per-
haps, was warning you of the same things
that the telescope reveals—sinister en-
tities born of the cold on a frozen dead
world, to war against warmth and light
and the life we know."”

2. The Menace of the Moon

HIS mighty body was trembling a little
as Fal-Kar seated himself at the
eye-piece of the gigantic telescope from
which he had, a few moments ago, so
joyously pulled his father.
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The field of vision was a dark drcle
before his eye, sifted with diamond dust
of stars. Fingers quivering with the
dread that filled him, he adjusted the in-
strument; and the frozen moon crept into
the field, a dark blot against the gleam-
ing net of stars.

“I see nothing here to fear,” he said.
““The moon is black and dead, as it has
been since the sun went out.”

"Wait, Fal-Kar, until I increase the

power.

The dark, ominous disk swelled until
it filled almost the whole vast field. And
Fal-Kar saw abruptly that it was no long-
er completely black. Weird phosphores-
cent flickerings raced across its somber
face, evanescent gleams of icy blue and
frozen violet.

Strange changing lights of cold blue-
violet wove fantastic patterns upon the
surface of the somber satellite. They
flowed in rivers of chill radiance across
jagged lunar mountains. They condensed
into swirling balls of gelid flame above
abysmal craters. .

Whirling masses of frigid luminescence
gathered and thickened, and seemed to
leap away from the rugged face of the
moon.

"I do see something,” Fal-Kar breathed
at last. "Moving cold lights on the
moon. What are they? What do they
mean? They seem almost—/iving!”’

“They are living,” said Tro-Kar, “but
not as we live, it is true. You have seen
a new form of life, Fal-Kar, born of the
cold: living entities, made up of sub-
stances and forces that are alien to our
sort of life, hostile, destructive. They
belong to a new order of existence, risen
by the inevitable law of nature to people
the frozen planets of a dead universe.”

Fal-Kar sought to recover himself from
the momentary horror that had seized
him.

“Even so, Father, what is their threat
to us? The moon is far away. Soon, with
our new atomic sun flaming above the

tower, we shall be for ever secure from
the cold.”

“So I hoped, Fal-Kar, at first,” the old
man said, wearily. *‘But the new life has
not remained upon the moon. Since cold
is its nature, it finds the frozen dark
vacuum and the strange energies of in-
terplanetary space a bridge, as we always
found them an impassable barrier.”

“You mean,” Fal-Kar gasped incred-
ulously, “the things—the lights—that I
saw will be able to come across to the
earth?” )

“They are not only able to do it," his
father said heavily. *‘That I have long
known. Only today did I discover that
they have already done it.”

"Already!” cried Fal-Kar.
on the earth?”

"“They are. More, they have found
Zen. And hating light and warmth and
our kind of life as they must, they are a
menace, my son, A peril beyond concep-
tion.”

“But what are they?
like?”

“I don’t know. But like nothing we
are familiar with, certainly. They are
formed of chemical combinations that
can exist only at the low temperatures of
a dead world. Their alien forms of be-
ing will seem strange to us, my son, per-
haps incredible. And they may attack
us with forces beyond our experience.
Unless the new sun is burning very soon,
Fal-Kar, the long tale of humanity is
ended. How soon can it be ready?”

Strained eagerness was in theold man’s
tones; as Fal-Kar considered, he cried
again, ""How soon?”

“The formul® are simple, Father,”
Fal-Kar said at last. *'I shall ask you to
derive them for me; you can do it in a

W.T—8

“Already

What are they
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day. But we must have power to inaug-
urate the process, more power than can
be supplied by our own generators.”

““Then we are lost,” Tro-Kar breathed
in dismay.

“No,” smiled Fal-Kar, grimly. “While
you are deriving the formule and setting
up the other.apparatus, I shall go to Zen
and bring back one of the great radium
cells that are used to maintain the Zone.”

"It is a time of danger,”” Tro-Kar ob-
jected. *And the Six have none too much
radium. They are not likely to let you
take a cell; they never thought highly of
this quest of the Kars. Their own sden-
tists ever said we were mad to attempt
to unlock the atom.”

I shall bring back the cell,” Fal-Kar
promised grimly, rising from the tel-
escope.

His father smiled fondly, and em-
braced him.

“You are a Kar, my son. You can not
fail! But you must set out at once. And
hasten. Already the invaders make travel
perilous. Remember, the fate of human-
ity rests with you. And that of your love-
ly Del-Ara! And the odds are against
you! Hasten!”

3. Creatures of Cold

FAL-KAR and his father opened the
mighty valves in the base of the red,
andent tower, dragged the slender bright
shell of the sky-sled out upon the frost-
rimed platform. Quickly, in the piercing
chill of the motionless, bitter air, they em-
braced. Then the white giant ran back
into the tower, and Fal-Kar slipped
swiftly within the torpedo-shaped frail
hull of crystal and argent metal.

The door sealed and the heater coil
glowing red at his feet, he touched the
controls. Golden flame leapt backward
and downward from the radium-activated
rockets; and the silvery shell lifted from

W.T—4

the platform to soar away across crag-
walled gorges and ghostly slopes of snow.

The sky was a black bowl inverted.
The stars burned in it, living points,
bright and diamond-hard. The galaxy
was a streak of silver fire spilled across
its velvet darkness. And against a white
star-cloud hung the moon, a blot somber-
ly and ominously dark.

The voice of the rockets was a shrilling
scream; and trails of golden flame hung
in the darkness behind the hurtling sky-
sled, as it flashed across the lower snow-
swept slopes of the lofty peak on which
the tower stood, across deserts of star-lit
frost beyond, and over ghostly flat ice-
plains that were seas.

Fal-Kar drove toward the far city of
Zen. This flight he had made many
times, on his brief visits to the city.
Every dark rock and leprous patch of
snow was familiar to him. . . . And he
saw abruptly, with wonder and heart-
stilling dread, that the grim landscape
ahead had changed, as it had not changed
in centuries of centuries.

A forest had sprung up on the dark
ice-plains before him, such a forest as no
man had imagined. Its growths were
spiked, sword-like things, rather than
trees, branching crazily. They were more
gigantic than anything that ever had
grown upon the planet, lifting the points
of their bright spears thousands of feet,
to Fal-Kar's customary level of flight.

The forest glittered. The jagged
blades of its uncanny growths shimmered
as if formed of frozen pale light. They
were like sharp crystals condensed from
some fluid of pure cold; ice-blue and
chill violet.

Even as Fal-Kar steered the frail sky-
sled toward it, slanting upward to avoid
its glistening spears, the forest altered.
It grew.

Keen bright crystalline blades stabbed
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with startling abruptness from parent

stalks. ‘Thin arrows of frozen radiance,
violet-blue, broke from the spiked tangle,
darted away above the luminous mass, en-
dued with incomprehensible powers of
motion.

Fal-Kar watched one shimmering crys-
tal arrow that plunged down athwart his
path and drove into the dark soil below.
For a moment it stood there unchanged,
a shaft of pale, icy radiance, itself a hun-
dred feet in height.

Then it grew like a plant taking root
in the frozen planet. Sword-like branch-
es were thrust out from it, abruptly, at
fantastic angles. Soon it was a veritable
tree of weird shimmering blades; its de-
velopment was uncannily, incredibly
swift.

This, Fal-Kar knew, was the invading
life from the moon; the life of cold and
darkness, whose incomprehensible ad-
vance could be checked only by the new
sun of atomic energy that the Kars had
labored so long to create above the moun-
tain. Its development on earth must
have begun when some such shaft struck
the planct after a flight across the inter-
planetary void.

He was staggered by the vastness and
strangeness of the alien forest, by the
weird and unsuspected powers of the in-
vaders. His mind shrank from thought
of the obstacles yet to be overcome before
the new atomic sun could stop the ad-
vance of this astounding lunar life.

Numbed with dread as much as with
the pitiless cold that was creeping even
into the sealed hull of the sky-sled, Fal-
Kar drove upward at a higher angle, ac-
celerating the rocket-feed until the song
of the motors was a deafening bellow.

Then the invading entities from the
moon demonstrated their awareness and
their enmity.

Fal-Kar had been flying amply high to

clear the forest. Now a new towering
wall of palely shimmering glass-like
spears was thrust suddenly up before him.

Desperately he fought to avoid them,
but an ice-blue, glistening spike was
driven with savage force against the frail
hull of the sky-sled. Its thin metal was
caved in; a crystal panel shattered.

Fal-Kar flung the vehicle up; he cleared
the menacing wall. But already he was
shivering before the blast of frigid air
that poured through the broken panel.

In moments he was beyond the spiked
bright forest.

Before him lay the frosty deserts and
smooth ice-plains that stretched away to
unseen Zen. The spreading area covered
by the invading life was behind. But he
had not escaped.

Bright arrows came after him.

Hissing in easy flight, like living,
sportive javelins shaped of blue-violet
flame frozen into needle-shaped crystals,
they pursued him, darted curiously about
the crippled sky-sled, drove toward it
menacingly.

Even with the rocket-motors open to
the full, Fal-Kar could not distance them.
Easily they kept pace, arching in smooth
flight above him, racing with him chal-
lengingly.

Half frozen by the blast of cold
through the shattered window, he saw
that he must play at the deadly game of
the invaders.

When the next keen blue lance darted
at him, he dived to meet it until collision
appeared unavoidable, then cut in his for-
ward rocket battery, in the nose of the
sky-sled. Bright golden flame roared out
ahead of him; the plunging dive was
abruptly checked, and yellow fire wrapped
the thin lance of cold.

The blue arrow was consumed. Like
an icicle thrust into a furnace, it dissolved
in a wraith of dissipating vapor.
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Clenching his chattering teeth, Fal-Kar
crouched his trembling body over the con-
trols and drove at another of his weird
pursuers. It swerved, fled from him with
a speed the sky-sled could not equal. The
invaders had leatned his power. With
the heat of the flaming rocket-blast he
oould protect himself; but plainly he was
helpless to inflict any further injury upon
the enemy.

He turned again and flew toward Zen.

The glittering arrows followed, cut
daringly near him, arched tantalizingly
above him, plainly mocking him, tempt-
ing him to pursue them, yet never again
venturing within range of his incan-
descent rocket-jets.

Intense cold invaded the slender hull.
His breath swirled out in clouds of ice
crystals, freezing on his thin golden fur,
frosting the observation panels so that he
could hardly see. The numbing ache of
cold crept up his limbs; his stiff hands
could scarcely move the controls.

Ever the fleeting arrows of chill-blue
crystal came mockingly nearer—keen
bright blades of frozen light. He knew
they were laughing at him, waiting for
him to freeze and die.

“The phantoms of the frost,” he mut-
tered through stif cold lips. “They
laugh, and wait. But they wait in vain.
The Kars never fail.”

Still he drove on, until the bright Zone
above Zen rose like the limb of 2 warm
green sun above the dead ice-fields,
against a black, star-dusted sky.

The bright arrows made a final taunt-
ing plunge at his crippled flyer, and then
hung safely back beyond the Zone, mock-
ing, waiting. . . .

4, When the Zone Fell

FAL-KAR could never recall how he
drove the sky-sled through the green
insulating ray-screens of the Zone and

landed it safely in the gardens of Zen.
His memory held nothing from the turn-
ing back of the enigmatic flying arrows
to his awakening on a couch in the roof-
gardens of Zen.

He sat up, beneath a gay light awning,
and looked upon the brilliant wonders of
Zen, last outpost of a dwindling human-
ity.
Warm air breathed about him, fragrant
with the scent of blooms. Green masses
of hypertrophied shrubs and vines sur-
rounded his couch, riotous with vivid
flowers and heavy with huge ripening
fruits, red and golden.

Beyond the garden railing he saw the
towers of Zen, graceful slim spires of
white metal and many-hued crystal, ter-
raced and crowned with brilliant gardens.

All above was the shimmering green
of the Zone, flooding the dark sky with
supernal light, the city’s only shield
against universal cold. A frail thing, the
Zone looked, so sheer that the chill bright
stars shone through it. Yet, Fal-Kar
knew, for many ages that thin dome of
vibration was all that had kept the fair
slender towers and vivid gardens of Zen
beyond the hungry talons of eternal win-
ter.

A few moments he sat there, memory
slowly returning. He had no sense of ill-
being; his mighty body, with its marvel-
ous capacity for recuperation, had recov-
ered from the exhaustion and exposure
of his flight to Zen; he was conscious that
he had slept long, far more deeply than
usual.

A few moments he sat there; then he
was on his feet in abrupt alarm.

This glory of Zen faced deadly peril!
Unthinkable, incredible invaders from the
moon menaced it with the alien energies
of their life of cold. Upon him rested
the burden of saving it. And he had
been asleep! Vital time was gone!
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Every muscle tense in the magnificent
body beneath his sleek, golden-brown
fur, he ran across the roof-garden, peered
anxiously over the bright metal railing
into the street below.

And his first illusion of the quiet peace
of Zen was shattered.

Of white metal and gayly colored crys-
tal, the walls of the building fell beneath
him for many stories, to broad garden-
spaces. Those gardens, so bright with
bloom and ripening fruit when Fal-Kar
last had seen them, were now torn and
trampled by panic-stricken multitudes.

Shouting thousands were streaming
across them, blind, aimless, mad with the
desperation of terror. Behind the fugi-
tives, vivid vegetation was a trampled
ruin. Their cries reached Fal-Kar's ears,
mingled in a ragged wail of fear.

“What—what has happened?”’ he mut-
tered, leaning over the rail in motionless
surprize and alarm. *‘Already .

"It is a frozen horror, come out of the
dark wastes to destroy us.”

THERE was no panic, no terror in the
cool, familiar voice that spoke be-
side him. Fal-Kar turned, in glad sur-
prize, and saw Del-Ara.

She was standing close to him, staring
down at the terrorized throngs, her small
strong hands unconsciously tearing the
petals from a huge red flower. Not so-tall
as mighty Fal-Kar, she was lithely slen-
der. The smooth velvet fur on her body
was snow-white; against it the long hair
of her head fell in a golden cascade. The
eyes in her white, clear face, sober, sor-
rowful as she looked slowly up again at
Fal-Kar, were warmly brown.

“Del-Ara!” he gasped. And he whis-
pered again, "Del-Ara!”

He strode to her and picked her up in
his golden mighty arms. Her white
arms went clingingly around his great

shoulders; for a little time the two were
pressed heart to heart. Then she slipped
quickly away from him.

"I came to wake you, Fal-Kar.” Some-
thing strange and new was in her voice.
“Your sleep was so peaceful . . . I did
not like to disturb it with such dreadful
tidings. . . . You had been very cold
and tired. . . . But the need is urgent!”

She smiled seriously, and patted his
great shoulder. He tried to take her
back into his arms, but she held herself
away.

“Wait until I have told you!” she
gasped. “'Zen is attacked—beleaguered
by strange invaders. A wall of shining
spears—a weird, incredible forest of them
—-has grown up while you slept, outside
the Zone. The things—the invaders—are
attacking the Zone!”

“Attacking theZone!” Fal-Karstepped
back in amazement. ““How?"

“No one knows. A new life has risen
against us, a life of strange and mighty
energies. Some force it commands that
is tearing down the Zone. We can do
nothing to stop it. I told the Six that
you might save us. None in Zen can
equal the learning of the Kars.”

She smiled at him proudly.

"You must come with me to the gen-
erators of the Zone. Perhaps you can
understand the weapon our enemies are
using. I knzow you can!

“The case is desperate, Fal-Kar. Al-
ready our generators are strained to the
limit of their power; they must soon bum
out unless we slow them down. And the
attacking forces, whatever they may be,
are growing steadily stronger. Very soon,
unless yox will aid us, the Zone must fall.

“Here is your sky-sled. I have re-
paired it for you. Come with me!”

“But I can't!” cried Fal-Kar. "I must
lose no time; already I have been delayed
too long. I came for a radium cell. The
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ancient work of the Kars is done, but for
power to set flaming the new sun of
atomic energy. I came to get one of the
great radium cells that maintain the Zone;
I must take it to my father.”

“You can’t do that,” insisted Del-Ara.
“You can't leave Zen. The city is
walled with living spears, guarded by
flying crystals of the new cold life. Nor
will the Six let you take one of the pre-
cious cells. Every one is required to
maintain the Zone against the attack of
the invaders. And you muast help!”

“Very well; I shall try. But I must
soon obtain a cell and take it to our tower.
My father is waiting there, alone.”

*“This way. The sky-sled.”

Eagerly Del-Ara took his arm.

The bright torpedo-shape of the rocket-
vehicle, repaired, lay on the roof behind
a copse of shrubbery. They slipped into
its glistening hull. Fal-Kar stepped again
to the familiar controls; screaming motors
jetted golden flame and the trim flyer
lifted above the roof-garden.

“That way.” Del-Ara pointed with a
smooth white arm. '‘The Tower of the
Zone. The generators are on its roof.”

The lofty, many-hued buildings and
the broad bright gardens of Zen dropped
beneath them, as the sky-sled soared
toward the arching green rays of the
shimmering Zone. Cold stars burned
through the frail, supernal wonder of it;
the dark rocks and snow-fields of the ice
world beyond were visible through it,
weirdly tinged with green.

Now Fal-Kar could see the invaders.
He let the sky-sled drift aimlessly while
he stared at them.

A towering wall of crystal swords
rimmed the city, safely back from the
Zone, A tangled forest of colossal keen
blades, violet and ice-blue, rising in an
impenetrable barrier. A thick mass of
gleaming, frosty crystalline spokes, mov-

ing, advancing, thrusting out new blades
with uncanny abruptness.

Above that titanic luminescent jungle
flew radiant arrows of violet-blue, dart-
ing, wheeling, spinning. They dived at
the fragile Zone, arched swiftly above it,
sportive, mocking, waiting. . . . The in-
vading new life triumphant, but waiting
for the inevitable death of the old.

“"Phantoms . . . phantoms of the for-

est . . . waiting for the last of us to
die. . . .” i

Fal-Kar breathed the words through
clenched teeth, and shuddered as he stood
at the steering-dial.

Del-Ara cried out suddenly; her small
fingers dug into his shoulder.

*“The Zone! The Zone! You are too
late, Fal-Kar. The Zone has failed!”

Fal-Kar saw that the splendid dome of
green radiance above the city appeared
suddenly unstable. It was flickering.
Great rents came in it, irregular patches
of black, that widened and closed and
opened again, ever more frequent, ever
larger.

SETTING the nose of the flyer toward
the central great tower, Fal-Kar
opened the rockets wide. Golden fire
shrieked back from the exhausts; the sky-
sled plunged toward the generators of
the Zone.

“"Hurry!” urged Del-Ara, strong small
fingers sunk into his shoulder. '‘The in-
vaders are piercing the Zone.”

Before them the green wall flickered,
faded. From the black sky the stars burst
through with new brilliance. The wall
of blue-violet spiked forest marched
closer across the ghostly ice-plains with-
out. Fal-Kar saw cold, shimmering
lances diving at the momentary opening.
Then the green dome was whole again;
the diving lances of frosty crystal wheeled
and darted back, waiting. . . .
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“They are generating an interfering
wave,” muttered Fal-Kar. **When syn-
chronized with the vibrations of the Zone
it annihilates them, tears down the bar-
rier. If we are in time, if the generators
could be retuned ’

The Zone flickered again.

Moving patches of black came in it,
spread. Cold, immutable, the far stars
shone through. The bright, spiked for-
est again crept forward, thrusting out new
titanic blades toward the doomed city.
And again the flying arrows dived.

A moment the Zone grew stronger.
Then it flickered, vanished; mangled rib-
bons of green light came back, went out.
And the Zone was gone.

With a groan of despair, Fal-Kar shut
off the driving motors, let the sky-sled
wheel above the fallen city.

Cruel cold stars leered down upon
naked Zen from a sky gone utterly black.
The icy fingers of ultimate winter closed
upon the last outpost of man, White
snow was frozen from the humid air that
had been prisoned under the Zone; its
flurries wrapped the darkened necropolis
in ghostly shrouds.

The frozen blue-violet wall of the in-
vaders tightened again, an inexorable
ring of shimmering, crystal death.

Down upon defenseless gardens rained
the flying arrows. ‘They stabbed into the
soil, remained standing for moments as
titanic, monolithic shafts of chill radi-
ance. Then sharp bright crystalline
blades stabbed out from them with crash-
ing abruptness; they grew crazily into fan-
tastic trees of insane and alien life.

Shuddering with horror, Fal-Kar
watched the people of Zen, huddling
together against the sudden blast of
descending cold, crowding vainly into
buildings. Bright lances impaled them.
Strange blades grew twistedly into build-
ings after them. . . .

Buildings collapsed before the advanc-
ing forest, pushed over by its inexorable
mass, their ruins buried under shimmet-
ing, spiky tangles.

Zen was overcome with incredible
swiftness. For a little time Fal-Kar and
Del-Ara watched the movements of the
panic-stricken people, struggling des-
perately, madly, pitifully, to escape a
universal doom. But the Zone had been
the whole defense of Zen; with it had
gone all hope.

Very soon human movement ceased.
The lunar life had spread over the city
like the flood of a shimmering dark sea;
only the shattered wrecks of a few build-
ings rose above it, like lonely vaults of
the departed human race.

Del-Ara’s hand relaxed its hard grasp

-upon Fal-Kar's shoulder.

“The Zone is gone!” shelwhispered, in
strange, shrill tones. “And Zen is dead,
for ever. The invaders and the cold have

”»”

won.
She burst into sobbing, hysterical
laughter.

“We are the last alive!
man!”’

The last of

5. Darkness of Doom

FAL-KAR drove the sky-sled once more
toward the Tower of the Zone. It
was a mighty building of metal and
bright crystal. Gigantic mechanisms
loomed upon its roof, under the dark
sky—the generators of the Zone. They
were deserted, now, still for ever. Frost
had already touched them with ghostly
white.

Beside the building had stabbed down
one of the blue-violet arrows. From it a
tree of mad frozen life had sprung up,
shooting out jagged keen blades, palely
radiant. And the tide of the crystal sea
had flowed against it; the great towes
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rose dark and lonely above the eldritch
radiance of the lunar jungle.

"The radium cells?”’ Fal-Kar demand-
ed. "They are in the tower?”

Beside him Del-Ara was laughing
wildly, helplessly; she ignored his ques-
tion.

"“Tell me,” he repeated.
the radium cells?”’

“Why think—why think about them?”’
she gasped through sobbing laughter.
“The cells can do us no good. Zen is
gone. The invaders have won. We are
the last—the last!”’

“Stop laughing, Del-Ara! Tell me!”

She was shaking again with hysteria.
He seized her slender white shoulder
with one great hand, shook her.

“Tell me! You must tell me. Zen is
gone, but the work of the Kars can yet be
finished. I am going to take the cell to
our tower, and set the new sun to flaming
above the mountain. I am going to end
the darkness and the cold and these mon-
sters from the moon.”

She looked at him. Madness and fear
faded out of her eyes; they were clear
again, warmly brown. The trembling
of her white body ceased and she drew
closer against him.

“Yes,” she whispered, “the work of
the Kars will yet be finished. And hope
for mankind is not gone, while we are
alive.”

He smiled at her, drew her slim form
close as he stood at the controls.

“Brave Del-Ara! We are not con-
quered. Hope is slender enough, but we
shall fight. Where is the cell?”

“In the vault beneath the tower’s foun-
dation,” she whispered, and added softly,
"We shall fight—together. And to-
gether we shall die—or live—for man-
kind!"” .

Almost vertically, Fal-Kar brought the
sky-sled down into the coldly shimmer-

“Whete are

ing tangle of jagged crystal growth about
the base of the tower. He cut in the bow
tubes, and a bellowing rush of flame
flared before the rocket vehicle, checking
its downward plunge. Like frost before
a torch, the alien line was disintegrated
by the roaring flame.

The sky-sled came to rest on the little
space the blast had cleared. Del-Ara
opened the door; the two sprang out.

Cold met them like a palpable barrier;
they shrank from it, shivered, gasping for
breath in the frigid air. Weird fearful
radiance of the dread forest shone upon
them. Glittering crystal blades were
thrust toward them quickly, closing up
the tiny open space.

“This way!” gasped Del-Ara through
chattering teeth.

She turned a lever; a massive door
opened in the metal wall which had thus
far withsteod the terrific pressure of the
invading forest. Beyond lay a flight of
steps. She led the way down, through
another thick door, and into a long dim
vault that was lined with the square black
masses of the precious radium cells.

With an eager cry, Fal-Kar was upon
one in an instant, reading the gages to
determine its condition, then furiously
working to unfasten the connections that
held it in place. In moments he had torn
it free. Muscles cracked in his mighty
body as he lifted it to his shoulders and
staggered up the stair, Del-Ara running
ahead of him.

HE cell was a burden for four men,

yet he reached the upper door with

it, white clouds puffing into the frigid air

from his laboring lungs. But on the

threshold he staggered, stumbled, fell

with his precious load to the frosty
ground.

The sky-sled was but yards away. Fal-

Kar dragged himself to his feet, tugged



56 WEIRD TALES

at the heavy cell with numb, dead hands.

With silent, fearful quickness, a yard-
broad lance of ice-blue glittering crystal
stabbed across between the two and the
tiny vehicle. Weird violet radiance flick-
ered about them as the swiftly advanc-
ing lunar life shut out the ebon, wintry

The heavy cell slipped from Fal-Kar’s
numb hands. He knew, freezing and ex-
hausted as he was, that he could not
lift the priceless thing across this keen-
edged barrier.

Then Del-Ara’s white form leapt for-
ward ahead of him. - With a lithe bound
she cleared the titanic menacing blade,
and ran into the sky-sled. Fal-Kar saw
her touch the controls, and hot golden
flame jetted screaming from the reaction
motors, fore and aft. Their balanced
pressure, forward and backward, held the
trembling vehicle stationary, while lick-
ing tongues of yellow fire once more de-
voured the nearest crystal blades.

Warmed a little by the reverberation
of the heat that had swept the ragged
blade from before him, Fal-Kar lifted the
great square mass of the cell again, toiled
to the sky-sled with it as Del-Ara shut
off the motors. He thrust it aside, fell
over, and lay there, gasping, only half
aware that the girl was closing the door
and sending the vehicle screaming up-
ward.

The glowing red coil of the heater
warmed him; he was soon beside her at
the controls.

Over a strange world they flew, toward
the mountain lahoratory.

The invading lunar life had spread in-
deed with fearful swiftness. Frosty, rug-
ged deserts, flat ice-plains, grim black
mountains—all had been conquered by
it. Fal-Kar saw beneath him a new and
unfamiliar world, a-shimmer with the
blue-violet light of the weird invaders.

Indeed the life of cold had conquered.
Beneath the frozen dark dome of the im-
mutable sky, the radiant crystal forest
stretched from horizon to black horizon.
Zen was gone; the last human city —
dead! Winter and datkness and the
weird spawn of the cold moon held the
planet in their inevitable grasp..

In that strange landscape covered with
gleaming tangles of blue-violet spikes,
Fal-Kar scarcely recognized the mountain
of his fathers. It was buried to the sum-
mit with the alien blades—a mountain
of frozen, blue-violet flame,

Above it, against the hard black sky,
wheeled by thousands the shining lances,
the flying crystal arrows of the invading
life. In a bright, fearful swarm, they
swirled about the ancient red tower of
the Kars.

The sky-sled swept down; and Fal-
Kar’s heart constricted with alarm.

The tower was dark. The sea of glit-
tering jungle had broken over it; only
the high dome of Tro-Kar’s observatory
remained completely visible. And the
wide crystal windows of the upper stories
were shattered; stabbing blades had en-
tered them.

The invaders, Fal-Kar knew with fatal,
numbing certainty, had broken into the
tower, destroyed his father, seized the
great work of the Kars. The darkness of
those broken windows was the darkness
of doom; the darkness of victorious and
unending winter now reigning unbroken
throughout the planet.

6. The Conquest of Cold.

UMBED with the shock of grief and

horror, Fal-Kar stared down at the
dark ancient tower of his fathers, while
his hands automatically kept the aimless
sky-sled wheeling. In silent sympathy
Del-Ara moved close to his side; her
small hand caressed his shoulder tenderly.
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The bright uncanny forest grew higher
about the tower; jagged keen blades were
thrust from the upper windows, as if they
had found some dread nourishment with-
in.

Fal-Kar shook himself suddenly, burst
from his grief-stricken daze into desper-
ate activity.

“"We still live!” he cried. “And the
equipment in the tower was not delicate;
it may not be completely wrecked. We
must not sutrender now! The Kars can
not fail—so my father always said. And
we must not fail him.”

He drove the sky-sled downward,
plunging recklessly into the pale, glisten-
ing jungle of lunar life. Once more he
cut in the bow tubes, and enormous hun-
gty tongues of golden fire licked from the
motors at either end of the narrow hull,
consuming the crystalline growth.

Held between two terrific forces that
struggled to move her in opposite direc-
tions, the frail vehicle trembled and spun.
With cold, deadly efficiency, Fal-Kar
fought the controls. He made the sky-
sled perform feats for which it had never
been designed. He bathed the mountain-
top and the dark tower in flame until they
were clear of the eldritch lunar invaders.
He played roaring torrents of flame
through the broken windows. Then he
landed at the base of the tower.

Del-Ara flung open the door; and the
air of the ice world struck them again,
like a frigid wall. Fal-Kar lifted the
huge cell and staggered toward the tow-
er’s entrance. Frost crackled beneath his
feet. Stars burned cold and distant in
the ebon sky; and strange lights flickered
over the snow, from the creeping lunar
forest that was swiftly closing up the
wound cut by the searing rocket jets.

Within the great door they found Tro-
Kar.

The invaders must have fed upon him,

for certain elements had been robbed
from his collapsed and distorted body.
Jagged blades had cut it to red ribbons;
now it was frozen to the hardness of iron.

But the remains of one hand were still
locked about the ends of two insulated
cables, which ran up the stairs in the di-
rection of the laboratory. At a glance
Fal-Kar knew them to be the power leads
of the atomic generator.

“My father is dead,” he whispered
slowly. “But before he died he had
all prepared for us. He even brought the
ends of the cables down here, ready to
attach to the new cell. Always he told
me that the Kars do not fail.”

A moment longer he stood above the
red, stiff corpse. Leaden ache of cold was
seizing his fingers, creeping up his arms.
The frosty air seemed to burn his lungs;
he could hardly breathe. He was shiv-
ering, and his skin felt like stiff, dead
armor, contracting mercilessly about him.

With numb hands he began to fasten
the cables to the great cell.

Del-Ara, looking from the door into
the violet-lit night of the ice world,
gasped something voicelessly, and made
an imperative gesture of warning. She
tried to close the massive valve.

A crystalline, glistening blade burst the
heavy door open again, flinging the girl
back against the wall, where she lay
quietly. The keen edge of it grazed Fal-
Kar's breast. Thick blood started slug-
gishly and froze on his golden-brown fur.
He was shaken by a chill of unendurable
cold that seemed to pierce his very heart.
His hands were useless; he was sudden-
ly blind.

He bent under the titanic bright spear
that had stabbed into the room. ~With
stiff, aching lips he found the last con-
nection, and tightened it with his teeth.
Then he slumped down beside the thick
black radium cell. . . .
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Fal-Kar was conscious again; he
stretched his painful body, and sat up.
He saw that he was still in the tower of
the Kars, just within the great open valve,
beside the squat bulk of the radium cell.
And he was warm again.

Beyond the open door was a square of
sky, not black as it had been for centuries
of centuries, but deeply and freshly blue.
Strong light streamed through the open-
ing, and a delightful warm breeze blew
upon him. He sat there until he heard a
glad laugh, and looked up to see Del-
Ara in the doorway, framed against the
new blue of the sky, slenderly lovely.

“Come, Fal-Kar,” she cried joyously.
“See your new sun! It flames above the
tower. And the invaders are gone!”

She ran to him solicitously as he got to
his feet. Arm in arm they walked out
upon the summit of the mountain, at the
base of the ancient red tower. Upward
they looked, into a sky that was softly
blue.

Above the massive tower reached up a
pallid finger of radiance, a ray of pure

force, vibrant, a little unsteady, almost in-
visible but faintly green. And far above,
at the end of the greenish shaft, burned
a huge warm orb of golden light, the
globe of the new sun, whose fires were
fed upon illimitable atomic energy.

The eldritch gleaming tangles of the
lunar life were gone from the broad val-
leys and vast plains below the mountain.
White frost was melting to reveal streaks
of rich black soil; silvery streams, ice-
locked for millenia, were flowing again.

Arm linked in arm, Fal-Kar and Del-
Ara stood on the crest of the mountain,
looking down on a world now all their
own. .

“Now the naked soil is black and the
streams are swift muddy torrents,” Fal-
Kar said at last. “But soon green will
cover the black, and the cleared streams
will be bordered with flowers. Winter
and night are conquered. Spring and
dawn are here again, to endure for ever.”

“Dawn and spring,” softly murmured
Del-Ara. "For the world. For us. And
our children.”




