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COSMIC DERELICT

By Neil R. Jones

INTRODUCTION

THE last chapter of Professor Jameson's life

came to a close in 1950. His was a strange,
secret will left in the hands of a nephew.
Douglas Jameson found that his uncle had built
a space rocket to carry his earthly remains into
the graveyard of space where it was the pro-

Professor Jameson and his immortal band of robot-
bodied Zoromes find a derelict space-ship—and in it
the deadliest, mind-destroying danger of their

careers!

fessor’s contention that organic matter suffered
no deterioration. The funeral rocket was to
become a satellite of the earth in the lonely
wastes between worlds. The Egyptian embalm-
ers, in the professor’s opinion, had merely
scratched the surface of an interesting experi-
ment. He expected to remain perfectly pre-
eerved until that far-flung age in the {future
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when the earth, its rotation slowed to™a stand-
still, one side forever facing the sun, eventually
fell back into the dulled brilliance of the flaming
body from which it had been hurled on its
career at worldbirth,

The wandering meteors provided the profes-
sor with his greatest problem. Automatic, radi-
um repulsion rays were finally built into the
rocket and equipped with sensitive detectors
and a system for transformation of sunlight
into energy.

Millions of years passed since the night the
professor’s nephew sent the cosmic coffin speed-
ing upon its endless journey. The professor’s
theories were vindicated, but his eventual an-
ticipations were interrupted. Fate stepped in
forty million years after. Space wanderers
from a distant world of another system, ever
on the move to explore new planetary systems
in a search for the unusual, found the profes-
sor's funeral rocket in the shadow of the dying
world, a lifeless, untenanted world which mem-
ories had even deserted long ago.

These space wanderers were mechanical, their
bodies made of metal. Only their brains were
organic, once situated in the skulls of an intel-
ligent race of flesh and blood creatures but
now transposed to coned heads of metal, gov-
erning a cubed body, four metal legs and six
metal tentacles. Shuttered, television eyes sur-
rounded the base of the coned head; while from
the apex, a single eye looked straight upward.

The Zoromes recalled to life Professor
Jameson’s brain and transposed it to one of
their mechanical bodies. He was offered the
opportunity of travelling with the machine men
on their exploration of eternal adventure. For
a time, a melancholia arising from the effects
of the desolate earth and its long gone civiliza-
tion depressed the freshly revived brain of the
professor, and he unwisely contemplated an end
to his weird situation. But between eternity and
death, he chose the former and embarked on an
amazing series of adventures.

Eternity, however, was not the definite heri-
tage of the Zoromes. In fact, it might well be
discarded as a literal term and be applied only
relatively. Immortality was theirs as long as
no damage was suffered by their metal heads.
Parts of their bodies when worn out were
replaced. Professor Jameson, known among his
metal comrades as 21MM392, had seen many
of his mechanical brethren die. He had verged
on that perilous eventuality himself a good
many times in his travels with the Zoromes, He

had also seen machine men created from living
subjects. There were 5ZQ35, 454ZQ2 and
92ZQ153 who had originally been Tripeds on
the planet of the double sun, and on a return to
the home world he had seen a female Zorome,
Princess Zora, become 119M-5, and her dead
lover 12W-62. It was with a new expedition
that the professor and 744U-21 had set forth
into a new territory of cosmic exploration not
yet related upon the record books of the home
world.

CHAPTER ONE

The Derelict’s Passengers

ITH a metal tentacle, Professor

Jameson pointed to the world in

the rear of their passage. At a
distance astern of less than twenty thou-
sand miles, the planet still loomed large
and commanding, occupying a large sec-
tion of the star-sprinkled sky within its
halo of atmosphere.

“It seems strange, 6W-438, that we
found no intelligent life on that world.”

“There are still three inner planets to
explore. We may yet find an intelligent
species in this system.”

“Life, even of low intelligence, is the
exception rather than the rule,” 744U-21
reminded them. “We have found life on
but seven worlds in the last twenty-eight
planetary systems we have visited, and all
but one of these worlds were divided up
among two systems. We did gather inter-
esting scientific data, however, in a good
many cases.”

“This system shows signs of being pe-
culiarly well adapted for life forms,” the
professor pointed out. “We may strike
something of interest among the inner
worlds.”

“First, we must explore this lone satel-
lite of the fourth world. It is strange that
there is but one moon among all five
worlds. Possibly, on closer approach to
the inner world, we shall see smaller ones
we missed through distant observation.”

The satellite in question.grew on their
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vision as the mother world behind grad-
ually dwindled. 20R-654 piloted the space
ship in a broad, sweeping curve around
the little moon. As detectors and divina-
tors of all kinds were trained upon the
little moon, Professor Jameson, by the
side of 744U-21, who was estimating the
satellite’s diameter and density, saw that
their earlier approximation of seventeen
hundred miles diameter was only slightly
in excess of the exact.

“There is a strong concentration of
metal at one spot we passed,” 65G-849
announced.

“Return that way and we shall seek it
out,” 744U-21 relayed to 20R-654 at the
controls. “Cruise closer to the surface.”

Close to the surface, in their parlance,
meant at an initial safe distance of several
miles above any possible spires of rock or
mountainous terrain rising up suddenly
from beyond the moon's close horizon.
They dropped gradually nearer the rough,
airless expanse of desolate surface and
slowed their speed as 65G-849 reported
stronger emanations. At one point, he re-
ported the metallic concentration to be
highly localized. Then the ship passed
beyond it, for the emanations diminished
in strength quite rapidly. 65G-849 made
a confusing report, however, as they re-
turned to the point of highest recording.
The radiations were weaker.

“We have strayed off the line to one
side or the other.”

“No, we were above the same topo-
graphical features both times.”

“Check your instruments again and
give specific directions to 20R-654."

This was done, and a startling discovery
was made.

“We are not over this metal concentra-
tion! We are under it!”

Surprise and interest was immediately
manifested by all thirty-eight machine
men.

“A sub-satellite!”

The mysterious object was quickly

found. It was small, they noticed, as the
ship maneuvered to sunward.

“Another space ship—smaller than
ours!”

“Signal it!”

“They do not receive anything, at least,
there is no response.”

“It is not under its own power. It is
drifting.”

“Abandoned, possibly.”

“Or its crew dead.”

“A derelict.”

“We shall soon learn,” said the pro-
fessor. “5Z2Q35, 19K-59 and I shall board
it, if we can effect an entrance without
help.”

THE three machine men put tempera-

ture equalizers over their metal heads
to protect their all-important brains from
the low temperature of space. They were
let out of an airlock from which they
drifted across to the derelict. On closer
examination, the professor saw that it was
a space ship, one of a crude fashioning,
as if its creators were still in the pioneer-
ing field of space flying. From experience,
he guessed that it was a degravitator type,
one of the slower methods of space travel.
For one thing, he could discover no rocket
exhausts.

It was 5ZQ35 who found the means by
which entrance was effected. A round
port projected from one side of the faceted
ship. With the built-in heat ray in one
of his tentacles, a peculiar equipment car-
ried exclusively by the professor, the ma-
chine man patiently cut away the hinged
apparatus for opening the door. 19K-59
and 5ZQ-35 waited ; then assisted in lift-
ing and twisting out the tight-fitting cover
which was secured inside at one edge.
Again, Professor Jameson found it neces-
sary to use his heat ray, creeping part way
through the opening, his cubed body
jammed tightly between metal jaws before
his heat ray released the entrance hatch
entirely. As numerous mechanical eyes
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watched from the space ship of the Zoro-
mes, Professor Jameson disappeared in-
side the derelict, closely followed by his
two metal companions. Through telepathic
observation, they followed the discoveries
of the three.

Once inside. the rapid flow of mental
information centered about the mechanical
details of the space ship—until 19K-59
came across the first corpse. It lay
slumped before an instrument board.
Their initial impression was a four-legged
creature with a short body extending hori-
zontal rather than vertical, and an echo
of the machine men’s construction was
found in the four tentacles which now
drooped disconsolately in death. A long
neck grew from the center of the body,
supporting a head which the expert eyes
of the machine men readily recognized as
capable of generating an intelligence suf-
ficient to solve the mechanical details of
space flying. Two knoblike eyes were
filmed with thin lids. The creature’s ac-
coutrements, as was generally found uni-
versal, were designed more for practical
detail rather than adornment. Seven of
the creatures were found. How long they
had been dead, it was difficult to deter-
mine.

“Probably from one of the inner
worlds,” 6W-438 deduced. “They appear
to have known that death was coming.
They just sat there and waited for it.”

““The moon is inhospitable. They could
have found no help there if supplies or
fuel were needed, or if faulty mechanical
details were responsible for their drifting
like this.”

“Their faculty for making sounds is
subordinate to their faculty for under-
standing each other mentally, like we do,”
said the professor, examining one of them
closely. “As in most stages of civilized
advancement, their hearing is not very
strongly developed.”

“Let us see what 744U-2I says to re-
surrecting their brains to life in the coned

heads,” 5ZQ-35 suggested. “Then we
can learn their story.”

“It has been a long time since we dis-
covered a species to be advanced as far
as this,” Professor Jameson reminded
them. “If 744U-21 is agreeable, it might
prove well.”

More of the machine men transferred
from their own ship to the derelict. The
matter of attempting to bring the strange
creatures back to life was discussed, and
it was decided that if the first trial showed
good effects, the other six would be re-
called.

The selected corpse was taken aboard
the ship of the Zoromes and preparations
rapidly consummated for brain transposi-
tion and the resurgence of life forces,
whereafter the brain in its metal case
would call out various chemical necessi-
ties stored in the apex of the coned head
for its continuation, purification and re-
juvenation.

CHAPTER TWO

Resurrection

OTH 744U-21 and 6W-438 were mas-
ters in the art of resurrection and brain
transposition, and they immediately took
over. The fact that the subject’s brain ap-
peared to be excellently adapted to trans-
position precluded a great deal of pre-
liminary preparation and special trecat-
ment. Where the brain structure of the
subject was found at wide variance with
the brain structure of the Zoromes, the
metal heads, which had been constructed
for their own individual use, were given
detailed rearrangement of neuronic-im-
pulse transformers, distributing centers of
cerebral nutrition and eliminator conduc-
tors, to mention a few of the more common
and pressing necessities.
This done, and the brain properly en-
sconced in its new setting, the release of
a synthetic life force was consummated
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from attached apparatus, causing the need-
ed stimulation for the revived and con-
tinued functioning of a dormant brain.
It was a delieate and exacting business
which 744U-21 and 6W-438 undertook.
The machine men mentally probed the
brain for signs of returning consciousness,
watching for subconscious impulse deep
in the inner mind as a prelude to complete
recovery.

The appearance of the unmistakable
signs heartened them. Then followed a
chaotic preambulation of disconnected
thoughts. The machine men found that it
called for a distinct mental effort on their
parts to detect the thoughts of the crea-
ture’s brain, and Professor Jameson made
the observation that given complete com-
mand of their faculties, this species might
easily hide their thoughts from the mental
perceptions of the Zoromes if they chose
to do so.

As consciousness reasserted itself more
strongly, the mechanical eyes of the head
became focussed on the nearby machine
men and other objects. Disbelief and be-
wilderment were both reflected from the
brain. The Zoromes caught mental grasp-
ings at sanity, as if it were an elusive
quantity, and wonderment if this were a
post prelude to death, or an afterlife.
744U-21 impressed upon the creature’s
mind the facts concerning what must have
been his fate and how they had transposed
his brain and recalled it to life. Reitera-
tion of the facts was necessary, yet the
initial idea of death was soon realized,
for memory served in this eapacity. The
machine men discovered, through associate
thought, that something had gone wrong
with the space ship between planet and
moon, and that the moon had been the
destination to be reached.

W’HEN the ideas of what had happened

were clearly understood, the machine
men told the creature about themselves,
and they told him that he was like them.

From him, they learned that he was one
of an intelligent race of creatures who
lived on the third world. He and his six
companions had been upon a space expedi-
tion to the fourth world which they occa-
siomally visited.

“What were you going to do on the
moon?”’ 6W-438 asked.

Their informant seemed taken off bal-
ance momentarily, wondering how they
knew. He was told of the associate
thoughts of his which had been read.

“There is a terminal on the moon,”
he replied. “Others who waited for us
must also have died there.”

“Is the terminal airless? They, too,
may still be preserved if they are intact.”

“The moon is airless, and the atmos-
phere in the terminal must have soon
passed off after they died, for there must
be someone always to keep the machines
working.”

The creature expressed keen satisfac-
tion that his six companions were to be
resurrected and made into machine men.
He conjectured op what time had passed
since death had overtaken them. He was
stunned by the professor’s observation
that he had lain dead in space forty mil-
lion of his planet’s years before the ma-
chine men found him.

Movement, of the new machine man’s
mechanieal appendages was awkward at
first, but he soon mastered a smoother
control. His first act was to try and de-
termine the length of time he and his
companions had been dead. He went
about this by means of astronomical ob-
servations with the help of the Zoromes.
Careful measurements of star constella-
tions assured him that no such abyss of
time such as Professor Jameson had men-
tioned had elapsed since kis death. Solar
observation also checked this fact. He
next figured the positions of the five
planets and the single moon which he
assured the machine men was the only
satellite in the entire system. His figures
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eventually yielded the fact that he and his
companions had been dead either seven
of his planet’s revolutions around the
sun, eight hundred and ninety-one or else
two thousand fifty-three. Observations
of comparatively close stars precluded the
possibility of longer periods of time, and
it was considered almost beyond doubt
that the last mentioned period was also
doubtful.

“You will find your world almost the
same as when you left it,” Professor
Jameson told him.

“The world—but not its civilization,”
the creature observed. ‘“Much can happen
in eight hundred years.”

“That would be about eleven hundred
of my earthly years, figuring your time
to mine.”

“There’s another way to figure this
problem if we can find two comets.”

This was found to be more difficult, due
to the obscure positions of the comets, but
they were figured in all three time posi-
tions and sought after by the powerful
glasses of the Zoromes. One comet could
be found in none of three spots, yet this
was blamed possibly upon a bright cluster
of stars which would have formed a back-
ground in case the comet lay in the seven
year spot.

“It has either been but seven years or
else the two thousand year juncture is
too far out in space to be seen.”

They looked for and finally discovered
the second comet—in its most difficult
position for observation, yet spectroscopic
analysis by the special telescopic eye of
4F-686 eventually proved it conclusively
for what it was.

“Seven years!” Professor Jameson ex-
claimed. “It is even possible, perhaps, that
those in the moon’s terminal still live on if
they had sufficient supplies.”

He from the third world expressed sad
negation. “It was because of a shortage
of supplies that we went to the fourth
world.”

CHAPTER THREE

Ytuemv’s Gratitude

HE machine men recalled to life the

remaining six brains and gave them
mechanical bodies. They were entirely
successful in all but one instance. One
of the brains suffered mental lapses and
occasional stoppage of impulse like that
of a cataleptic trance. Much was learned
about the civilization of the third world,
yet Professor Jameson became obsessed
with the idea that much information was
being withheld. These creatures were se-
cretive and were capable of holding a se-
cret from the probings of the machine men
even as the latter were capable of shut-
ting off their thoughts from others.

Through a mental association with cer-
tain sounds, the machine men learned
that he whom they had first brought back
to consciousness was articulately known
as Pfrengt.

The third world was Dmypr, and the
moon of the fourth world, Vroblz, was
known as Zrm.

“We, too, have attained a proficiency in
bringing the dead back to life,” said
Ytremv, “in the cases where irreparable
injury to a part of the body has not
been suffered, but brain transposition is
entirely out of our realm of possibility.”

“If those at the terminal are found as
perfectly preserved as we were, we can
bring them back to life again if we can
get them to Dmypr safely.”

“We can help you in that,” 744U-21
assured them.

The Jribpdls, as they called themselves,
were keenly interested in the space ship
and its operation, and they learned rapid-
ly. They were also interested in the
travels of the machine men, and they
learned how the Zoromes had lately freed
a race of feline men from oppressive,
scientific masters.

“But would it not have been better
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to have allowed the ascendancy of the in-
tellectuals for the eventual betterment of
the world ?”” argued Ytremv. Ytremv was
a leader among the Jribpdls, the machine
men had discovered.

“No,”»the professor replied. “In my
day as an organic entity, there was one of
us who lived almost a century before my
time and who rose to great prominence
among us. It was his contention that
all peoples are created equal and have the
same rights of life, liberty and the pursuit
of happiness.”

The Jribpdls dwelt on this thought to
great length, it was evident, although they
discussed it no further with Professor
Jameson, turning to new subjects of con-
versation.

All this time, during the brain trans-
positions, the space ship of the Zoromes
had been drifting about the satellite, Zrm,
along with the derelict. When it was de-
cided to visit the moon terminal, Ytremv
pointed the way. The terminal was quick-
ly reached, and the ship settled down
beside a curved knoll which was all of
the terminal which projected above the
surface of Zrm. Eleven Jribpdls had been
left below, the machine men were told.

“It will be necessary to take them to

»”

Dmypr in an airless chamber of the ship,
said the professor, “if you have hopes of
recalling them to life.”
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FIVE of the machine men accompanied

the metal Jribpdls into the subter-
ranean terminals. It was not necessary
for the machine men to don their tempera-
ture equalizers for stepping upon the sur-
face of the airless satellite, for the satellite
held a certain amount of solar heat which
it slowly radiated.

Here again, as in the derelict, Professor
Jameson looked upon the final gestures
and attitudes of life frozen in death. All
eleven Jribpdls were accounted for. Sev-
eral had died the easy way—in sleep.
Others, seeing ahead of them the drawn
out horrors of the inevitable, had gone
forth from their heated and air-filled
sanctum to meet death. These were found
in an antechamber, or airlock, slumped
over each other in a tangled heap. Still
others had followed routine up until the
end. They were found sitting at instru-
ment boards, ready to contact the space
ship which never came, which had drifted
helplessly into the attraction of Zrm.

What interested the Zoromes primarily,
however, were fixtures and scientific ap-
paratus in the terminal which they were
eager to have the Jribpdls explain to them.
Ytremv stepped over to one of the ma-
chines and gave it a quick examination
and adjustment. A sudden paralyzing
dizziness struck at the professor’s brain
but quickly passed.

“Did you feel that?” he-asked the
others.

“I felt nothing,”
“What do you mean?”

The remaining Zoromes regarded him
wonderingly. The thoughts of the
Jribpdls, however, were concentrated
among themselves, and their mental ra-
diations flew thick and fast.

“Something stabbed at my brain,”
Professor Jameson explained. “It was
somewhat of a coincidence. I thought it
had something to do with that machine
near Ytremv.”

But there was no further comment from

12W-62 replied.

the machine men of Zor on the unex-
plained phenomenon. The professor found
their brains strangely dulled and their
thoughts indistinctly blurred. Their metal
bodies had become strangely quiet, too.
He realized instinctively that they were
experiencing the same cerebral sensation
that he had just felt. And he knew, too,
that Ytremv at the controls of the machine
was responsible for these mental spasms.

“Ytremv!” Professor Jameson called in
alarm. “Stop what you are doing! What
is that machine?”

THE professor started for the machine,

but again the unnerving power
throbbed through his brain, rendering him
helpless, arresting his neuronic impulses
in static waves. His mental inclinations
became passive, yet he realized a ma-
levolent satisfaction among the seven
Jribpdls who in no way appeared to be
bothered by the emanations Ytremv had
unloosed. Their thoughts remained clear
and their faculty of motion ughindered.
Summoning his impaired concentrations
as best he could. the professor sent a call
of alarm and warning to those above in the
space ship.

“Beware the Jribpdls! They would
trap and render us helpless!”

“Useless!” Pirengt mocked the pro-
fessor. “Your thought concentrations
are of no avail!”

It suddenly occurred to Professor
Jameson that the subterranean quarters
were thought proof and that those above
did not know the treachery which was
going on below. But Ytremv's informa-
tion dispelled this idea and gave rise to
a more alarming situation.

“The radiations rcach a long way, fully
one of your miles. Those in the ship are
as useless and helpless as you, only they
have no idea what has happened to them.
Our own brains are different than yours
and require a different frequency wave
to affect us.”
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The seven Frankenstein creations the
Zoromes had made went about examining
their dead organic brethren and seemed
satisfied with their condition. Professor
Jameson was aware that his companions
were more deeply afflicted by the disrupt-
ing power than he was, for he seemed
unable to communicate with their dazed
minds.

“Why are you doing this?” he de-
manded of the Jribpdls. “What madness
has overcome you?”

“No madness,” Ytremv replied. “We
want your ship so that we can return to
Dmypr, and we want no meddling out-
siders putting the affairs of our world in
what they think is proper order. About
you, here in this terminal, are the proper
rulers of Dmypr, including myself, who
were driven out of their world. We have
the means of conquering and ruling again.
Millions will effectively support us when
we return.

“We shall leave you here on Zrm. The
temperature of the moon is high enough
to keep your brains unaffected. Perhaps
some day when our work of conquest is
finished you shall be allowed to make
yourselves useful in our employ.”

The dazed professor did not catch the
exchange of thoughts between the metal
Jribpdis, but it was evident that they had
decided it best to take the machine men
of Zor out of the terminal. The Zoromes
were picked up and carried out upon the
moon’s surface where they were dumped
upon one side of their cubed bedies. The
professor found the eye in the apex of his
coned head pointing directly at the knoll
of the terminal, To one side lay the space
ship.

E watched the seven Jribpdls enter
the ship and return, each carrying
a machine man who was dropped un-
ceremoniously upon the ground. Five
such trips were made until all the machine
men of Zor lay in scattered profusion and

helplessness on the surface of the moon,
bodies piled togetber with legs projecting
at grotesque angles. The professor caught
the idea from the Jribpdls that the mind
disrupter affecting their brains was to be
left running on their return to Dmypr. No
chances were being taken with the re-
sourcefulness of the machine men despite
the fact that they were marooned on Zrm.
The Jribpdls wanted to find them easily
overcome when they returned, and not
organized for resistance or trickery. The
Jribpdls were too proficient in these
phases themselves to overlook the possi-
bility in others.

The professor saw 454ZQ2 lying a
short distance from him, while 22K-501
and 377X-80 were half supported in semi-
upright positions by the cubed body of
8L-404, The professor gradually felt his
mind growing more alert as he searched
the brains of his nearer companions and
found only weak, dazed queries. As his
own brain became clearer, those of his
companions became more blank.

The Jribpdls had done something to
the machine’s adjustment. The minds of
his fellow machine men had become more
deeply afflicted, while his own coma had
lifted somewhat. He found that he was
able to move, but he wisely remained
quiet. What had happened ? It did not take
the professor long to decide. Like the
Jribpdls, his earthly brain was on a vary-
ing frequency from that of the Zoromes,
although it was more closely allied to
them than the Jribpdl mentality. What
had happened, he reasoned, was the fact
that preparing to leave Zrm for Dmypr,
the Jribpdls had set the frequency dis-
turbance to a finer and more complete
control over the collective mentalities of
the Zoromes. From a partial effect over
the professor’s brain and a near total
clouding of the Zoromes, the new set-
ting had practically removed the profes-
sor’s mental impotence.

He saw the Jribpdis hurrying back and
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forth between the terminal and the space
ship. They were moving much of the
paraphernalia and apparatus of the ter-
minal into the space ship. Professor
Jameson was suddenly seized with the
inspiration to stow away on the ship and
wait for a chance. He tested movement
of his metal legs while the Jribpdls were
out of sight. Then he froze to inaction
as one of the new machine men 6W-438
and 744U-21 had created to their own
disaster appeared out of the terminal car-
rying a piece of mechanism in tentacles
he had not yet become accustomed to
using efficiently. It was Cnibml, the de-
fective brain transposition. Halfway to
the space ship, as the professor watched,
Cnibml stopped suddenly, while the ma-
chine he was carrying slid to the ground
from undirected tentacles. Cnibml had be-
come afflicted with another of his tem-
porary mental lapses.

With the speed of thought, an alter-
native, a desperate one, to the idea of
stowing away, flashed before the profes-
sor, and he acted upon it. He rose to his
feet and rushed upon Cnibml, seizing the
new machine man much in the same man-
ner as he and the other Jribpdls had
seized upon the Zoromes and cast them
out of their own space ship. Fearful that
another of the Jribpdls might issue from
the ship or terminal before his work was
accomplished, Professor Jameson carried
the machine man back to the position
where the Jribpdls had deposited him.
He assumed the old position with Cnibml
beside him. He was none too soon.
Pfrengt and Mnarspl, each carrying one
of the organic Jribpdls, issued from the
terminal and walked towards the ship.
They looked in surprise at the piece of
mechanism Cnibml had dropped and con-
tinued on into the ship.

The professor lost no further time.
Quickly, he pushed himself to a conve-
nient position beside Cnibml’s head.
Cnibml, coming slowly to his mental

faculties, became aware of a sensation of
heatagainst his metal coned head. Painand
bewilderment caused him to express alarm
which the professor quickly squelched
with further rapid application of his heat
ray. Cnibml was no more. Seeing no one
in sight, the professor placed the body
with the damaged head among the more
conglomerate heaps of machine men, roll-
ing the metal cube of 168P-75 over the
head to conceal it. Then he went and
leaned against the side of the space ship
where he remained motionless and waited.
Outwardly, his mind carried but one im-
pression. He was Cnibml, and his brain
was too confused to realize what had hap-
pened. It was in this position that Ytremv
and Pfrengt found him.

“There he is!”

“He’s coming out of it. Do you suppose
he will always be like this?”

“He may die some time in one of these
comas, or some time he may recover from
them entirely,” said Ytremv. “We cannot
put tog much dependence in his consist-
ency when we get back to Dmypr. We
must bear with these lapses.”

And so Professor Jameson was accepted
by the Jribpdls as one of them. They
found his memory also affected. He did
not recall a great deal of what he should
have remembered. At first, the profes-
sor’s mental lapses were frequent, but as
he learned more about the Jribpdls and
the world from which they came they
found cause to consider a marked im-
provement in his condition.

CHAPTER FOUR

The Mysterious Broadcaster

HE machine men of Zor were left
stranded on the moon, helpless under
the radiating spell of the machine which
darkened their brains and dissembled their
impulses. The Jribpdls, although unable
to handle the space ship skillfully, never-
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theless made good speed, and were more
than pleased with the quick transit they
could never have made with their de-
gravitator ship. Dmypr continued to
grow larger.

By the time the third world filled a
large part of the sky before them, Pro-
fessor Jameson had learned that he had
fallen in with political criminals who had
been exiled from Dmypr for planning
to overthrow the world government of
their species and rule as absolute tyrants.
He learned that their plot had failed
and they had barely escaped with their
lives in the fastest space ship at their
command. Paradoxically, they had among

= OR= Y

them many of the best scientific minds of
the planet, and this fact had figured large-
ly in their near success. A losing pursuit
of them had nevertheless crippled their
ship, and they had barely reached the
terminal on Zrm. Here, they had made
repairs and had stayed. But once their
food supplies threatened to run short, it
was necessary to make a trip to the nearby
world of Vroblz. They reached Vroblz
safely and were nearly back to the moon
when the ship gave out.

The professor learned that much of
their following on Dmypr was synthetic.
Besides the mental disrupters, the Jribpdls
possessed propaganda coordinators which
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worked on a principle along the same
lines as the other machines except that
they did not render the victims helpless.
There were only certain mental types
of Jribpdls, however, over which the prop-
aganda coordinators exercised control.

It was the plan of Ytremv and his
metal companions to visit an isolated out-
post where they would find friends and
the means of bringing back their dead
comrades of the moon’s terminal to sen-
tient consciousness and activity.

Professor Jameson found their destina-
tion to be a village on an island. They
landed at night so as to conceal the space
ship. Ytremv did not want publicity;
neither did he wish to scare his old friends
by appearing suddenly among them in the
weird entity of a machine man. All seven
machine men could not leave the ship, so
only four went, the professor among
them. They crept through the darkness,
sending thought waves ahead and pre-
paring their organic allies for what had
happened since they had fled from Dmypr
seven years ago. They also outlined glow-
ing prospects of eventual conquest. Even
so, the flesh and blood Jribpdls were
somewhat unnerved at first sight of the
machine men.

HEY were taken to laboratories

where Ytremv wished to get his plans
under way at once. One of the first steps
was to remove the dead Jribpdls from the
space ship and apply methods of resusci-
tation. It was in the laboratories that one
of Pfrengt’s metal feet crumbled to pieces
in the joint.

“That is strange,” said Ytremv. “One
of mine is about worn out and ready to
be replaced. We must be reshod. Go to
the supply room of the ship, Kfazc, and
bring new ones.”

“But I have tried,” said Kfazc, holding
up a worn foot. “I need two—or shall,
soon. These metal feet of ours seem a
defective lot.”

“Something to do with our walking
about Zrm, possibly,” offered Gmejd.

“I thought we had plenty of every-
thing in the way of new parts aboard the
ship,” said Pfrengt. “I investigated be-
fore we started. There is no shortage of
anything else?”

“Nomne,” Kfazc replied. “Only feet.”

“We must stay in good mechanical
condition in order to do all that we have
laid out ahead of us,” said Ytremv dec-
terminedly.

“Let us make a fast trip back to Zrn
and take feet from the bodies of the Zo-
romes?”’ the professor suggested to
Ytremv.

“That is a good idea,” Ytremv ap-
proved.

“Then let us start,” urged the pro-
fessor. “No time is to be lost.”

“Not you, Cnibml,” Ytremv checked
him. “Kfazc and Mnarspl will pick a
crew. I dare not trust so responsible a
task to you. Your brain transposition
is still defective, and you might suffer a
lapse at a crucial moment. Never fear,
there will be much for you to do here on
Dmypr.”

Ytremv was aware of the professor’s
ill-concealed disappointment, which he
misinterpreted, however, as the professor
knew he must.

The ship started back to Zrm in charge
of Kfazc and Mnarspl. Ytremv's veto of
Cnibm!’s going appeared vindicated when
the latter went into a coma shortly after
the space ship rose into the starlit night.

THE conspirators suddenly learned one

day that their secret was out—that
their presence and their intentions werc
being broadcast to an entire world over
the mental broadcasting units. A mys-
terious, dark-cloaked figure was the dis-
seminator of the unbelievable information,
The conspirators tuned in on one of his
revelations.

(Continued on page 96)
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“—and I solemnly tell you peoples of
the world that once again you are being
faced with a crisis such as you went
through more than seven years ago. These
self-centered, scientific fiends you con-
sidered dead are back again, ready to
play their same heartless game—to turn
your goverunient to their own ends, to
establish a tyrannous rule and bring su-
preme power into the hands of a chosen
few. They possess clever machines which
affect the brains of those who listened to
their propaganda years ago, and many of
such become their unwilling minions the
moment the revolt flares and these ma-
chines are set to working. More than
this, these enemies of society now have
seven formidable robots to do their bid-
ding. Beware of them.

“Listen to me. When the revolt comes,
everyone who is now giving me attention
rush to the aid of your government and
overwhelm those who blindly follow
the dictates of the machines trained upon
their brains. Beware also of forces—"

“A traitor!” exclaimed Ytremv fren-
ziedly. “One who knows all our plans!”

“What can we do?”

“We must start the revolt before Kfazc
and the others return. We must get it
under way before we are further blocked.
Have all five of our machine men here
at once. Have you seen Cnibml lately?”

“Yes,” replied Gmejd. “He was in one
of his comas, however.”

“Go and bring him, if he is able to
come. When I last saw him, he was not
right, either.”

The machine man left to perform his
errand. A hurried mental call brought
Ytremv and the others to Gmejd.

“Cnibml is dead!” Gmejd exclaimed,
pointing to the motionless machine man,
“We others have checked, and he -has
been like this since the ship left for Zrm1”
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THEY made a hasty examination. It
was Ytremv who first caught at the

truth and figured much more from it.

“He is not dead, for there is nothing
in the head to die! This is a, dummy, an
empty-headed machine. What’s more,
Cnibml was never among us since we
left Zrm. It was a Zorome posing as
Cnibml! I am certain of it, now that I
look back. He must have rigged up this
dummy aboard ship and brought it off in
the darkness when we landed ready to
use it in an emergency.”

“How did he escape the mental dis-
rupter ?”’

Ytremv had no reply for this and
stated as much. “He must have caused
our feet to corrode and wear—and de-
stroyed the stock of metal replacements!”

“But where is he now?”

“Aboard that ship stowed away to try
and rescue his friends back on Zrm.”

“Or else he is the mysterious broad-
caster I said Pfrengt.

“Either, but if he is doing the broad-
casting, we can set a trap and stop that
soon enough.”

The broadcasts, however, terminated
suddenly. Government officials broke in
upon one of them as the mysterious
broadcaster was carefully reiterating the
text of his usual theme with emphasis
upon what each individual should do when
the revolt came.

“You are reported to be an enemy pos-
ing as our friend and advisor,” challenged
one of the officials. “Information has
reached us that you are one of the robots
you yourself have described. You are
reported to be spreading further propa-
ganda in a subtle manner so that these
machines will control even more victims
than before. Come, unveil and prove
yourself,”

“It is not true,” the cloaked figure
countered. “I am glad that you have
learned some of the truth of my assertions.
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Whoever you may find me to be, I am
your friend.”

An official stepped forward and snapped
away the cloak with a quick motien. . . .

CHAPTER FOUR

The Siege of the Citadel

CLOSE upon the heels of the murder-
ous killing by a machine man, the
revolt which the mysterious broadcaster
had warned about broke out in scattered
sections of the world. Government.build-
ings were seized, and law enforcement
groups demoralized. The small standing
armies were torn by internal dissension,
and the officers fought among themselves.

Meanwhile, the mysterious broadcaster
had been unveiled. Before the officials of
Dmypr stood a metal cubed body upheld
by four metal legs and carrying six ten-
tacles. A circle of television eyes regarded
the officials from a coned, metal head.

“You are one of the robots{”

“I am no robot.”

“Where is your control point?”

“In my head. I have a brain the same
as you, and it is not made of wheels and
bits of metal any more than yours.”

“You are one of the murderers !’

“I am not one of them, though it is
true that the murderers you mention are
made like I am. I am trying to save your
world from their domination. That is
why I have been giving out this infor-
mation.”

“More of their cleverness!” cried one
of the officials. “We must find all of these
machines and destroy them!”

“You must give up,” said the chief
spokesman. “Destructive forces are lev-
elled at you from all directions. Offer
no resistance. Do not try to kill. You
are in a trap which has been prepared
for you.”

The officials stood aside and motioned
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for the machine man to step through the
doorway by which they had entered. Out-
side the broadcast chamber, he found
himself the center of a group of purpose-
ful Jribpdls who held pointed rods di-
rected at him menacingly. He was told
to proceed under paip of destruction to
be unloosed upon him if he balked or
showed signs of resistance.

HE WAS taken across the city in an

airship and jailed. Besides being con-
fined in a strong cell, the machine man
was heavily chaimed, and a guard stood
outside a grilled opening and watched
him. It was not until the dawn of the
following day that the machine man was
brought forth for examination. He found
himself in a great audience hall, looked
upon curiously and in awe by government
officials and scientists of Dmypr.

“Who and what do you claim to be, if
not a robot of our enemies’ he was first
asked.

“I am a machine man with an organic
brain which once belonged to an intelli-
gent flesh and blood creature of another
world. In a broad point of view, I was
somewhat like yourselves.”

“How did you come to know Ytremv,
Xsmylx, Pfrengt and their associates? We
thought them dead several years ago.
Their space ship was reported destroyed
and lost.”

“They were dead. We brought their
brains back to life after transposing them
from their dead bodies to our machines.
We found seven of them in a derelict
floating about Zrm.”

“You resuscitated them so that they
might again harrass and threaten this
world with their evil, perverted genius?”’
the interrogator hurled wrathfully.

“We, as well as you, have come to
realize our mistake—but too late. The
conspirators overcame our brains with a
strange mechanism and we were left on
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Zrm while they stole our ship and came
here. Our space ship is a great many
times swifter than your degravitator
ships.”

“We know the mechanism of our ene-
mies well. It paralyzes mental conscious-
ness. But if you were left on Zrm, how
did you manage to get here?”

“I am 21MMJ392,” the machine man
replied, “and I am originally from a race
of creatures unlike the Zoromes both in
physical aspect and brain structure. Aside
from a preliminary affliction, I escaped the
static waves which overcame the mental-
ities of the other machine men. Their
complete helplessness called for a fre-
quency wave which left me unharmed. I
killed one of their number and posed in
his place. When we reached Dmypr, I
escaped and have been trying to head off
the revolt, or at least to insure its lack
of success.”

At this point, the speaker called for
an analytical study of the machine man
by scientific colleagues. They pronounced
the facts admitted by the machine man in
relation to his physical structure to be
true.

“We would know more about you and
your intentions,” the chief spokesman
summed up the general opinion. “ You will
be held but not destroyed,. while we wait
for further developments before taking
any action either with you or against
you.”

PROFESSOR Jameson was led back to
the locked cell where he had lan-
guished since the broadcasts had been
terminated. Again he was carefully
chained, and the guard was posted. No
chances were being taken with him, Cer-
tain members of the assembly had been
careful on that stipulation.

Yet that which was guarded against
happened. The guard was found with
several chains encumbering him. These
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had been burnt through from an appli-
cation of intense heat. The locks on the
various gates and grills were found to be
in a like condition. The machine man had
escaped. The sensational news was
greeted with mixed feelings. Many were
glad. Others were fearful, waiting for
him to strike.

Professor Jameson, escaping from the
bastille at night, skulked among the shad-
ows and carefully searched for an airship
or other means of getting out of the dan-
gerous neighborhood of his incarceration
where a coming search would certainly
be made when the alarm was raised that
he had escaped. In the graying dawn, he
found a hangar and broke inside. He
was glad to find a small craft of a type
with which he had familiarized himself
during his broadcasting tour of the
various large cities on Dmypr.

He rose into the sky and headed for
Tstzlrg, the great capital city where the
machine men of Dmypr held the citadel
and where the fighting was most intense.
The city of his captivity lay still in sight
behind when he became aware of pursuit
in the form of several large, growing dots
against the sky. He pushed his speed to
the limit and turned on the mental re-
ception. He found that his escape had
been discovered and that he was being
pursued with the object of preventing
him from joining his metal companions
in Tstzlrg where he was reported to be
heading.

With the speedy little airship, the pro-
fessor knew it would be but a short time
before he reached the capital city. Mean-
while, the pursuit gained steadily. They
were in firing distance by the time Tstzirg
loomed on the horizon, and whistling
sounds. sobbed through the atmosphere
close to the little airship, while yellow
puffs ahead and to each side marked ex-
plosions. Professor Jameson adopted a
swerving course.

101
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S HE neared the citadel, he noted an

absence of aircraft which became ex-
plicable when a barrage of projectiles
exploded all around him and sent the ship
into a dizzy spin. Those pursuing him,
though puzzled at this unfriendly act on
the part of the machine man’s allies, re-
tired and were followed by the anti-
aircraft fire which crippled one ship and
forced it to an emergency landing. The
professor caught glimpses of large forces
of Jribpdls, and combats raging in the
streets surrounded the citadel.

He flew above the citadel in the face
of intense fire, looking for a landing. Sev-
eral projectiles struck the ship, and it
started falling. Another hit it. More
whistled past. Desperately, the professor
tried bringing it eut of its spinning drop
as he had done before, but this time there
was no possibility. It was incapable of
of further flight. The citadel expanded
rapidly in his mechanical vision, and then
came the crash on a low roof of the huge
structure. Professor Jameson suffered a
bent leg and was terrifically shaken up,
but he never lost consciousnes for even
a split second. He was out of the wreckage
as quickly as he could manage and hur-
rying across the roof to a hatch.

Professor Jameson seized a bewildered
Jribpdl he came across and held the luck-

“less creature in a painful grip as he ex-

torted what he wanted to know in regards
to the citadel and its arrangement. Mo-
mentarily, the Jribpdl was stunned by the
uncommon behavior of what he believed to
be one of his own leaders.

Learning what he wished to know, Pro-
fessor Jameson dropped the terrified
Jribpdl and followed a mentally sketched
route to the upper levels of the citadel.

The professor found the chamber he
was looking for, where the propaganda
coordinators and mind disrupters were
located. He found several organic Jribpdls
overlooking a battery of the propaganda
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coordinators. Word had now flashed
through the citadel of his presence, and
he was no longer mistaken for one of
the mechanical Jribpdls. Opposition was
given him, but he dispatched it ruthlessly,
and those who did not succumb to the
heat ray were glad to escape. One of
them, struck on the head by a metal
tentacle, fell stunned.

Professor Jameson was glad to find
several mind disrupters. The Jribpdls
were unable to use these in the conquest
of Dmypr at this stage of the fighting
due to the fact that they had no personal
protection against the common frequency
necessary. It was not like turning their
power on the machine men of Zor.

CHAPTER FIVE

Castaways on the Moon

THE professor rapidly set to work

manipulating the various controls of
a mind disrupter in an effort to find the
mental frequency of the Jribpdls and para-
lyze their mental faculties. He knew that
it would work upon both factions if he
could only discover the right combina-
tions. All fighting within a mile of the
citadel, as well as in the citadel itself,
would freeze into immobility.

The Jribpdl who had been stunned was
recovering from his unconscious state,
and the professor watched him, examining
his mental processes for a hint of success.
Then suddenly he received the mental
shock he had first felt in the terminal on
Zrm, and he almost lost the faculty of
motion. It was a dangerous business. He
managed to twist a dial, and the feeling of
helplessness passed off. He was on the
right track. The professor continued to
slowly exercise the controls. Once more,
he passed his own wave frequency. He
heard running feet.

An explosion against the wall beyond
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the professor warned him of his peril. He
saw one of the long rods poking its dan-
gerous length through a doorway. Or-
ganic Jribpdls were massing outside. The
one Professor Jameson had stunned with
a blow from his tentacle suddenly acquired
motion and resolve. He staggered to his
feet and ran for the doorway. But he
never reached it. He stopped suddenly,
swaying a moment before he fell, as if
struck by an explosive missile from an
excited and irresponsible compatriot in
the doorway. But there had been no mis-
take. Professor Jameson realized this as
he watched the mind of the Jribpdl cloud
and knew that at last he had hit upon the
right mental frequency. Another explo-
sion roared about his head and something
took him by the shoulder and hurled him
violently to the floor. He recovered his
feet rapidly to be prepared for any emer-
gency. The Jridbpdls in the doorway were
succumbing, however, to the waves of
mental static, and they fell helplessly
mong the weapons they had brought to
blast the machine mien into submission.

PROFESSOR JAMESON lost no

time. He raced through the galleries
and chambers of the citadel. Jribpdls lay
motionless on all sides. He knew that in
the nearby vicinity of the citadel both
friends and foes were likewise stricken.
The problem of consolidating the advan-
tages must fall to him alone. He knew
that he must remove the heads of the
mechanical Jribpdls or otherwise incapac-
itate them. The rest of the conspirators
must be locked up. He finally discovered
a broad storeroom capable of being shut
off from the rest of the citadel. Rapidly
and tirelessly, he commenced carrying
inert Jribpdls into the great storeroom,
all the while seeking Ytremv and his three
metal companions. But they were evident-
ly on the upper levels, held by the grip
of the mind disrupter.
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The professor decided to search for
them. For one thing, the storeroom was
becoming filled, and additional space was
necessary to confine the rest of the
Jribpdls. Then too, the professor was
commencing to wonder how many of
these Jribpdls he was carrying into the
storeroom were unwilling victims of the
propaganda coordinators. These machines
were located in the same room as the mind
disrupters, and Professor Jameson had
a mind to destroy these without™ further
delay. It would be well to check on the
mind disrupter, too.

In reaching the chamber of the ma-
chines, the professor searched the various
levels on the way up. He found more of
the organic Jribpdls but none of the ma-
chine men. He wondered if they had fled
the citadel, but the idea did not seem to
fit the circumstances. They must be on
the higher levels, above that of the ma-
chines. He found the mind disrupter
working smoothly. He had also discovered
more jail space for the remaining Jribpdls
in the citadel. But first he meant to destroy
the propaganda coordinators, for their ef-
fect was far reaching. Then, he meant
to hunt down the mechanical Jribpdls,

With heat ray and kicking mental feet,
Professor Jameson quickly reduced the
machines to fused and broken parts. His
attention was absorbed in this work when
he heard a clicking noise foreign to the
sounds made by himself. He turned rapid-
ly as the eyes on one side of his head
-ccaught a movement in the doorway where
organic enemies had lately sought to de-
stroy him. The machine men rushed down
upon him, and he was overpowered before
he had a chance to use his heat ray. An-
other came through the doorway upon the
heels of the first three, leaving the pro-
fessor subdued and wondering what means
“of nullification and self protection Ytremv
and his machine men had found against
the mind disrupters.

193
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THE Zorome 454ZQ2, aboard the space

ship on Zrm, became stricken with a
sudden throbbing of his brain which
passed off into a dulling influence render-
ing him helpless. He called out meatally
in alarm ; then became aware, as his senses
reeled, that others in the ship about him
were similarly affected. He lost all con-
sciousness. When he came to his senses
again, he was laying on the surface of the
moon. He saw the mechanical Jribpdls
carrying his companions out of the ship as
he had probably been carried. His con-
fused brain debated on the treachery
which must have occurred. He did not
know how it had been done, but he gath-
ered the malevolent intention of the
Jribpdls. To one side of him lay a tangle
of machine men partly piled on each other.
On the other side of him, he recognized
21MM392. Helplessly, he watched the
last sachine man brought out of the ship,
and then came an endless procession car-
rying apparatus and dead Jridpdls out of
the terminal and into the space ship.

He saw one of the new machine men
pause and become immobile. He recog-
nized the Jribpdl who had been unfor-
tunate to have constituted a poor subject
for brain transposition. 454ZQ2’s hazy
mind became mildly bewildered as he saw
21MM392 suddenly rise and attack the
quiescent machine man. No, he was car-
rying him back where the rest of the ma-
chine men lay. Then 454ZQ2 witnessed
the quick end to Cnibml from the pro-
fesosr’s heat ray—and 21MMJ392’s sub-
sequent masquerade as the defective
machine man. While his affected mind
pondered these matters in his helpless con-
dition, the space ship left, disappearing
among the stars and bound for the third
world of the system.

454ZQ2’s dulled brain eventually
caught the significance of the professor’s
act. He knew that whatever force held
him and the others had escaped the earthly
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brain of the professor and that the ma-
chine man was taking all the advantage
offered from the fortunate circumstances.
Then it suddenly occurred to him that
he was different, too, from the other Zo-
romes. So were 5ZQ35 and 92ZQ153.
They had originally been Tripeds on the
planet of the double sun. He noted, too,
that none of the other machine men
around him were capable of thought. With
a gradual growing mental power, he con-
centrated his faculties upon them. Their
minds were blanks. He sent out a weak
call to 5ZQ35 and 92ZQ153 but received
no reply. Either they were unconscious,
like the others, or else their perceptive
faculties were too dulled to hear him. He
finally relaxed into a coma.

The great world of Vroblz went
through half its phase like a diminshing
lamp in the starlit sky hefore 454ZZQ2
caught a faint message from 52Q35. They
talked over the situation, and 454ZQ2
told him about 21MMJ392's escapade. As
5Z(Q)35's mental radiations grew plainer,
92Z0153 entered the conversation. The
latter was wedged beneath several Zo-
romes piled in haphazard positions atop
him.

“Whatever holds us this way is in that
terminal,” said 5ZQ35. “Did they leave
someone here?”

“We are alone. They all left—all ex-
cept the one 21MM392 killed.”

“If we could only reach that terminal.”

454ZQ2 made a great effort to move,
but found he had not even neuronic im-
pulse to wiggle a tentacle tip, but he re-
mained hopeful. All three machine men
who had once been Tripedes were gaining
in mental clarity.

WHEN Gmejd and Mnarsp! heard the
frantic alarms from their organic
brethren in the ship and on the moon’s
surface, they rushed out to find a bewil-
dering and desperate situation. The ma-
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chine men of Zor who had lain so
helplessly on the ground were swarming
into the ship. The Jribpdls outside the
ship were dying as their ripped space
suits let out their air and heat upon the
cosmic wastgs of Zrm. As the two ma-
chine men stood dumbfounded, they were
rushed to the ground by fully a dozen
Zoromes who quickly took them to pieces,
tossing their heads unceremoniously into
the ship and losing little time in getting
under way to Dmypr.

“We can thank you, 454ZQ2, for crawl-
ing so slowly but surely to the terminal
and stopping that devilish machine,”
744U-21 praised the one time Triped.

“The strategy of pretending we were
still helpless when the ship came back
was somebody else’s idea,” 454ZQ2 re-
turned.

““Let us hope that nothing has happened



to 2IMM392 on Dmypr,” said 6W-438.
“If I know him, he will do all he can to
defeat Ytremv and the revolt.”

“We can only wait and see.”

“If anything has happened, we may not
be too late to help him.”

“Or avenge him.”

Under control of 20R-654, the space
ship of the Zoromes sped to Dmypr at a
rate far transcending the satisfied efforts
of its recent operators. On reaching the
third world the machine men did not even
land but captured an airship out of the
sky. From its occupants, whom they took
aboard and who proved to be loyal defen-
ders of the government, they learned of
the fight going on at the world’s capital.

When they reached Tstzlrg, they found
a strange phenomenon in the vicinity of
the great citadel. For a mile around in
every direction, it was a city of death.
Beyond that circle, fighting raged back
and forth, but no living creature in that

area moved. Cautiously, 744U-21 placed
a landing force of ten Zoromes on the
roof of the citadel headed by 6W-438.
Rising once more into the sky, ready to
protect the landing party from above, the
machine men made a strange discovery.
The three Jribpdls they had taken aboard
from the airship were dead. It had hap-
pened since they had entered the strangely
quiet zone of the citadel. An examination
by 27E-24 contradicted the accepted con-
dition of death.

“They are under the same power of
mental paralysis that we were on Zrin!”

“The mind disruptive force again!
In the citadel, probably! That is why
everything is so quiet about its vicinity !”

“It is attuned to the frequency of the
Jribpdls.”

“But it may easily be turned on us by
changing the frequency! Cruise higher,
20R-654, so that we shall be sure to be
above its zone of operation!”
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DESCENDING from the highest point
of the citadel, the ten Zoromes hunted
carefully through the different levels, plae-
ing a guard upon their thoughts and
staying on the alert for signs of the me-
chanical Jribpdls. It was the fortune of
29G-75, 377X-80, 160P-75 and 57L-426
to discover the first machine man. He was
bending over amid a litter of mechanism
when they silently rushed him. It was in
the struggle to separate the machine man's
mechanical parts from each other that
29G-75 made a startling discovery.

“21MM3921”

“29G-75! I thought you were Ytremy
and his machine men! You were so sec-
retive—and so sudden!”

“We thought you were one of them!”

29G-75 radiated his discovery to the
rest of the machine men in the citadel and
urged them to look carefully on the higher
levels for the mechanical conspirators.
Spreading out in a careful, detailed search,
the Zoromes soon found them. 12W-62
and 41C-98 discovered a small chamber
where the four machine men had hidden
themselves when they felt the first warn-
ings from Professor Jameson's search for
the right mental frequency. They had no
mind to be found helpless, and there had
been little time for them in which to act.

“There is much for us to do,” said the
professor. “The revolt is doomed, now.
We must reach a broadcaster, a powerful
one. Then wWe must strike with the space
ship at points necessary. All propaganda
coordinators must be detected and put out
of operation.”

The work of the machine men was rapid
and efficient. The threat of the conspira-.
tors was removed, and the machine men
made amends for their unfortunate mis-
take ‘in creating machine men from ene-
miesto the welfare of Dmypr. They helped.
the peaceful and intelligent Jribpdis a long:
way upon the path of scientific progress.

When they left’ the system of five
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worlds, six coned, metal heads were left
behind in the citadel at Tstzlrg. Six im-
mortal brains lived on in the metal heads,
but all connections of the heads necessary
to direct metal bodies and limbs had been
carefully removed. The six living brains
were undying prisoners, and from their
mechanical eyes they looked upon gener-
ation after generation of organic Jribpdls
who had heard of their strange, legendary
adventure and had come to look upon
them in awe.

THE END
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