THE CAT-MEN OF AEMT

A New Professor
Jameson Story
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INTRODUCTION

ROFESSOR JAMESON'S death was a

quiet and expected one, and the professor

had no fear of its coming. But, though

he philosophically yielded life’s mysteri-
ous equation to the inevitable, he drew the line
at the dissolution of his Earthly remains. He
sought for immunity from the eternal law of
dust to dust.

His coffin was the funeral rocket he had built
and which his nephew, faithful to Professor
Jameson’s death-bed instructions, shot into space
with radium propulsion. As the professor had
planned, his rocket became a satellite of the
Earth, a cosmic coffin in the graveyard of space.

Forty million years fled by as the rocket satel-
lite revolved about an aging world, moving ever
nearer the sun, while all life upon it gradually
passed into eternity.

This was how wanderers in a space ship from
a distant star found the Earth. And they also
found the funeral rocket still upon 1ts endless
orbit. They found the professor's body intact,
prescrved by the cold and the vacuum of space.

The wandering Zoromes had found semi-im-
mortality through the transposition of their
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brains into machines. They did not die, though
they could be killed by the destruction of the
metal cone which housed their organic brains.
And, in the shadow of the dying world, they
transplanted Professor Jameson’s brain to one of
their own metal bodies.

The machine men were space wanderers, seek-
ing the unusual and adventurous from system t0
system. Professor Jameson became one of them,
and embarked with them upon their eternal
Argosy. He became known as 21MM392, and
participated in all of their adventures, as did the
other planetarians to whom the Zoromes gave
the boon of near-deathlessness.

CHAPTER ONE

Abduction

1 E HAVE seen no intelligent life
on this world yet,” the professor
remarked, “but still there seems to be



Professor Jameson and the other metal Titans of his band of Zoromes
return to free the industrious race of Moeps from the oppression of
the tyrannous Aemts,

manifestation of mind force, thoughts close
to us which are partly veiled.”

“It grows stronger up here,” said 6W-
438.

29G-75 bent over the edge of the pro-
jecting rampart and looked into the valley
far below. The space ship was many miles
down the valley and lost to sight. 119M-5
was first to reach the plateau to which
they were climbing and loosed a mental
exclamation,

“What is it?” asked the professor,
scrambling up beside him and staring at
a metal spheroid which glinted back the
rays of the sun.

“Spaceship or aircraft of some kind.”

All four were now on the plateau, sur-
prised to find this striking example of
dvilization on what they had come to con-
sider an uncivilized world.

“Dare we go any closer ?” 29G-75 sug-
gested.

“If any intelligent creatures inside had

sinister aims against us, they would prob-
ably have executed them already while we
stood watching.”

Professor Jameson suited this thought
with a slow, deliberate approach. As the
machine men came nearer, they saw that
two metal doors were swung open, as if
whoever had left the ship had not re-
turned. A sense of emptiness and lone-
liness pervaded the exterior of the craft.
The four Zoromes stood and peered in
through the doorways. Strange mechan-
isms and strange objects met their inquis-
itive sight, but they saw nothing living.

“I shall go inside,” the professor de-
cided. ““Stay out here until we are sure
everything is all right.”

Professor Jameson stepped inside, his
eyes moving restlessly from one mechan-
ical feature to another, but he paused for
no detailed examinations. He was first
going to find out if any living creatures
were on board. He made his way from

43



chamber to chamber. He saw all manner
of bizarre objects, suggesting an advanced
intelligence, but he saw no life on board
ship. He told his metal companions as
much, and they came aboard and joined
him,

“Suppose the owners return and find
us here?” 119M-5 suggested. “We have
no idea what they are like, what weapons
they carry or what their attitude towards
us will be.

“Outside evidence shows that the ship
has not been here very long,” said 29G-75.
“I examined it quite well, and there are
signs on the rock of its recent descent.”

“We shall have to look outside occa-
sionally for their return and be ready to
appraise them of our friendly interest.”

“What is this?” 6W-438 asked. “An
airship or a ship of space?”

“Space, I am almost certain by now,”
the professor replied. “Everything seems
to be arranged to close up tightly. That
is the one unfailing sign.”

With great interest, they examined the
mechanical details of the ship. Some of it
they readily understood while other parts
were of a nature entirely unknown to
them in their travels, and they tried to
reason out as much of it as they could.
It was a space ship, but one of inferior
efficiency to that of the Zoromes., A sud-
den crash of metal against metal brought
them to alarmed attention,

“What was that?”

Professor Jameson pointed to a short,
thick cylinder of metal on the floor. “It
fell off that table over there,” he said.
“We must have started it rolling.”

“T feel uneasy here,” 119M-5 radiated.

“That’s strange,” Professor Jameson
mentally observed. “I could have sworn
that I had seen this door slightly ajar
when we came in. Now, it is closed.”

MMEDIATELY, 6W-438 strode to
the metal door by which they had en-
tered. It was securely fastened. With

curled tentacle, he wrung the handle, but
without success.

“We’re locked in!”

“These doors seem to close automati-
cally.”

“The others did not close!”

“Wait—listen!”’

Again they sensed vague, mental radi-
ations which now seemed bolder and pos-
sessed of intangible satisfaction and ela-
tion, The machine iuen becam sudderly
aware of a motion to the ship, and they
rushed and crowded to the ports. The
world beneath them was falling away.
Soon, they saw the planet’s curvature,
and then night and daylight merged in
space. The sun shone brightly against
the star-sprinkled blackness. Momentarily
stunned, they watched the world they had
left become a round ball which gradual-
ly grew smaller.

“We’ve been trapped!” the professor
exclaimed. “We were lured here!”

“Where were the things which are now
running the ship?”

“This may be operated by remote con-
trol—Dby another ship not far away. There
are the weak traces of intelligent minds
we have sensed, and—"

“And which are now strong and clear,
you creatures of reasoning metal,” came
an unveiled, mental radiation. “As for
being remote, we have been here all the
time, guarding our thoughts well after
you entered the ship. It was one of us
who carelessly knocked off the cylinder
and alarmed you. We are invisible.”

“And are we prisoners?” Professor
Jameson asked.

“You may consider yourselves as such.”

“Where are we going ?”

“To another world of a nearby system.
We are leaving this sun and its planets.
There is a bright, yellow star shining
ahead. That is where we are going, 10
an inner world of its system.”

“What do you want with us?”

“We want to learn more about you.
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We want to take you back to our home
world and exhibit you.”

“But must we go as prisoners?”’ the
professor deplored. “We shall be only
too glad to visit your world and consort
with a species of intelligence capable of
having mastered space navigation.”

“We shall remain the masters,” came
the cold reply.

Y MENTAL conversation with their
captors through the walls separating
them, the machine men learned more about
the home world of the Aemts, as they
later lcarned these creatures were called
by a subjugated race of vocal articulation.
The Aemts, like the machine men, con-
versed entirely on the wings of thought.
Their home world was mostly water. It
was smaller than earth’s moon, the pro-
fessor learned, but was dense.
They had the power of invisibility.
Periods of time were marked off among

the invisible Aemts by the usual habits
of flesh and blood such as eating and sleep-
ing, and these facts were apprehended by
the machine men. The Aemts kept them
close prisoners.

The growing star became a sun, and a
blue, gibbous orb swelled steadily upon
the interested sight of the four Zoromes.
As the world of the Aemts filled the sky,
they saw it as a vast ball of water until
the island continent rolled slowly out of
night’s shadow into early day. A part of
the 1sland was mountainous, the rest of
it was green and level. A small, gray
splotch in the lowlands grew into a city
as they dropped groundward, a city of tall,
cylindrical buildings, linked together by
aerial cables at various levels on which
sped weird vehicular traffic. Aircraft plied
the air lanes above the city.

The ship dropped upon a building whose
parapets loomed so high that the ship was
enclosed by a tall circular wall. The door

OLD MR. BOSTON says:

/lasre 1his Oelicious.

Orfterent GIN with
e langy Flavor

AWELCOME change, this gin that's different and delicious—my
‘ Orange Flavored Gin. You’'ll enjoy the luscious taste of sun-
kissed oranges . . . the richness and vigor of its full 70 proof. Drink

b ta you would Dry.Gin. A handy drinking cup tops each pint bottle.

(LD MR.BOSTON ORANGE 7=~ GIN

Ben-Burk, Inc., Boston, Mass.

ORA&GE}{

FLAVOHIE O







