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      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 professor'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 embalmers, in the professor's opinion, had merely scratched the surface of an interesting experiment. He expected to remain perfectly preserved until that far-flung age in the future when the earth, its rotation slowed to a standstill, 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 professor with his greatest problem. Automatic, radium 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 speeding upon its endless journey. The professor's theories were vindicated, but his eventual anticipations 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 professor's funeral rocket in the shadow of the dying world, a lifeless, untenanted world which memories 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 intelligent race of flesh and blood creatures but now transposed to coned heads of metal, governing a cubed body, four metal legs and six metal tentacles. Shuttered, television eyes surrounded 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 civilization 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 heritage 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 92ZQ1S3 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




     




    With a metal tentacle, Professor Jameson pointed to the world in the rear of their passage. At a distance astern of less than twenty thousand miles, the planet still loomed large and commanding, occupying a large section 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 interesting scientific data, however, in a good many cases."




     




    "This system shows signs of being peculiarly 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 satellite 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 vision as the mother world behind gradually dwindled. 20R-654 piloted the space ship in a broad, sweeping curve around the little moon. As detectors and divinators 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 reported 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 returned 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 topographical features both times."
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