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buried in his hands, when the

guards came to take him to his own

trial that mdrning.

“This murder,” announced the-
s

Peoples’ ‘advocate to the twelve
evaluators, “this crime of taking
the life of our beloved Provinarch
Blogshak, this heinous deed—is the
most horrible thing that has hap-
pened in Niork in my lifetime. The
creature charged with this crime”
-—he pointed an accusing finger at
the prisoner’s box—“Jon Troy has
‘been psyched and has been ad-
judged integrated at a preliminary
_hearing, * Even his attorney”—here
-bowing ironically to a beady-eyed
little ‘man at " counsels’ table—
“waived the defense .of nonintegra-
tion.” o »

Poole continued ' to regard the
Peoples’ advocate with bitter weari-
ness, as though he had gone through
this a thousand times and knew
every word that each of them was
going to say. The prisoner seemed
oblivious to the advocate, the twelve
evaluators, the judge, and the
crowded courtroom. Troy’s mind
was blanked out. .The dozen or
so educated telepaths in the room
could detect only a deep beat of
sadness,

“I shall prove,” ‘continued the
inexorable advocate, “that this mon-
ster engaged -our late Provinarch
in conversation in a downtown bar,
surreptitionsly placed @ lethal dose
of skon in the Provinarch’s glass,
and that Troy and his wife—who,
incidentally, paid the extreme pen-
alty herself early this—"

“Objection !” eried Poole, spring-
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ing to his feet. The defendant,
not his wife, is now on trial.”

“Sustained,” declared the judge.
“The advocate may not.imply te
the evaluators that the possible guilt
of the present defendant is in any
way determined by the proven guilt
of any past defendant. The evalu-
ators must ignore that implication.
Proceed, advocate.”

“Thank you, your honor.”” He
turned again to the evaluators’ box .
and scanned them with a critical
eye. “I shall prove that the prisoner
and the late Mrs. Troy, after poison-
ing Provinarch Blogshak, carried
his corpse into their sedan, and that
they proceeded then to a deserted
arca on the outskirts of the city.
Unknown to them they were pur-
sued by four of the mayor’s body-
guards, who, alas, had been lured
aside at the” bar by Mrs. Troy.
Psychometric determinations taken
by the police laboratory will be
-offered to prove it was the prisoner’s
intention to dismember the corpse
and burn it to hinder the work of
the police in tracing the crime to
him. He had got only as far as
severing the head when the guards’
ship swooped up and hovered over-
head. He tried to run back to his
own ship, where his wife was wait-
ing, but the guards blanketed the
area with a low-voltage stun.”

The advocate paused. He was
not getting the reaction in the
evaluators he deserved, but he knew
the fanlt was not his. He was
puzzled; he would have to con-
clude quickly,

“Gentlemen,” he continued grave-
ly, “for this terrible thing, the
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body to the city outskirts and there
decapitated it?”

“I have already admitted that.”

The twelve evaluators, a selected
group of trained experts in the es-
timation of . probabilities, followed
this unusual procedure silentty.

“Then your honor, the prosecu-
tion rests” The advocate felt
dizzy, out of his depth. He felt he
had done all that was necessary
to condemn the prisoner. Yet Poole
seemed absolutely confident, almost
bored. P

“Do you have any witnesses, Mr.
Poole;” queried the judge.

“I will ask the loan of Dr, War-'

kon, if the Peoples’ advocate will
be so kind,” replicd the little man.

“I'm willing.” The advocate was
begmnmn to look harassed. - Dr.
Warkon ‘was -sworn in.

“Dr. Warkon, did not the psy-
chometer show that the prisoner in-
tended to kill Blogshak in the tavern
and decapitate him at the edge of
the city ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Was, in fact, the deceased dead
when he was carried the
hotel 3

“Ie lad cnough skon in him to
have kilted forty people.”

“Please answer the question.”

“Well, I don’t know. I presume
he was dead. As an expert, looking
at all the evidence, I.should say he
was dead. If he didn’t die in the
room, he was certainly dead a few
seconds later.”

“Did you feel his pulse at any
time, or make any examination 1o
determine the time of death?”

“Well, no.”
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Now, thought the advocate,
comes the no corpse, no murder.
If he tries that, I've got him.

" But Poole was not to be pushed.

“Would you say the deceased was
dead when the prisoner’s ship
reached the city limits?”

“Absolutely "

“When you, as police investigator,
examined the scene of the decapi-
tation, what did you find >

“The place where the corpse had
lain was easily identified. Depres-
sions in the sand marked the back,
head, arms, and legs. The knife
was lying where " the prisoner
dropped it. Marks of landing gear
of the prisoner's ship were about
forty feet ‘away. T.ots of Dblood,
of course.”

“Where was the blood ?”

“About four feet away from the
head, straight out.”

Poole let the statement sink in,
then :

“Dr. Warkon. as a doctor of
medicine, do you realize the signifi-
cance of what you have just said?”

The witness gazed at his inquisi-
tor as though hypnotized. '‘Four
feet . . . jugular spurt—" he mut-
tered to no one. - He stared in won-
der, first at the withered, masklike
face before him, then at the advo-
cate, then at the judge. “Your
honor, the deceased’s heart was still
beating when the prisoner first ap-
plied the knife, “The poison didn’t
kill Wim !

An  excited huzz
through the - courtroom.

Poole turned to the judge. “Your
honor, I move fora summary judg-
ment of acquittal.”

resounded
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onds, owing to syncope. Does the
defense concede that?”

“Yes”

“The witness is then excused,”
ordered the judge.

The prisoner straightencd up.
Troy studied his attorney curiously.
The mysterious Poole with the
tantalizing face, the man so highly
recommended .by the League, had
let Ann go to her death with the
merest shadow of «u defense. And
now he seemed even to state the
prosecution’s case rather than de-
fend the prisoner.

Nowhere in the courtroom did
Troy see a Leaguc member. But
then, it would be follv for General
Blade to attempt his rescue.
would attract unwelcome attention
to the League,

He had been abandoned, and was
on his own. Many League officers
had been killed by Blogshak’s men,
bat rarely in the devitalizing cham-
ber. It was a point of honor to die
weapon in hand. His first step
would be to scize a blaster from one
of the guards, use the judge as a

shicld, and try to escape through-

the judge’s chambers. IIe would
wait until he was put on the stand.
It shouldn’t be long, considering
how Poole was cutting corners,

The advocate was conferring with
his assistants. “What's Poole up
to? one of them asked. “If he
is going on this far, why not get
him te admit all the facts constitut-
ing a prima Tacie case: Malice, 1u-
tent to kill, and all that?”

The advocate’s eyes gleamed. “]
think I know what he’s up to now,”
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That '

he exulted. “I belicve he's for-
gotten an elementary theorem of
criminal law. He’s going to admit
everything, then demand we pro-
duce Blogshak's corpse. He must
know it was stolen from the body-
guards when their ship landed at-
the port. No corpse, no murder,
he’ll say. But you don't need a .
corpse to prove murder. - We'll

hang him with his own rope!” He

arose and addressed the judge.

“May it please the court, the
prosecution would like to ask if the
defense will admit certain other
facts which I stand ready to prove.”

The judge frowned. “The pris-
oner pleaded not guilty. Therefore
the court will not permit any ad-
mission of the defense to the effect
that the prisoner did kill the de-
ceased, unless he wants to change
his plea.” He looked inquiringly
at Poole. ;

“I understand, your honor,” said
Poole. “May T hear what facts the
learned prosecutor wishes me to ac-
cede to?”

For a moment the prosecutor
studied his enigmatic antagonist
like a master swordsman.

“First, the prisoner administered
a lethal dose of skon to the deceased
with malice aforethought, and with
intent to kill. Do vou concede
thiat?

“Yes."

“And that the deceased collapsed
within a few seconds and was car-
ried from the room by the defendant
and his wife?”’

“We agree to that.”
“And that the prisoner carried the

13
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Province demands the life of Jon
Troy. ’Lhe monster must eater the
chamber tonight.,” He bowled to
the judge anu icturned to counsels’
table,

‘Lhe judge acknowledged the re-
tirement and turned to Poole. " Does
the defense wish to make an open-
ing statement P

“The defense reiterates its plea
of ‘not guilty’ and makes no other
statement,” grated the old man.

There was a buzz around the
advocates’ end of the table. An
alert defense with a weak case al-
ways opened to the evaluators.
Who was this Poole? What did he
have? Had they missed a point?
The prosecution was commitied
now. They’d have to start with
their witnesses.

The advocate arose, “The prosz-
cution offers as witness ‘Mr. Fon-
stile.”

“Mr, Fonstile!” called the clerk.

A burly, resentful-looking man
biundered his way from the benches
and walked up to the witness box
and was sworn in.

Poole was on his feet. “May it
vlease the court!” he croaked.

The judge eyed him in surprise,
Mr.

“Have you an objection,
L’oole?”
“No objection, your honor,”

rasped the little man, without ex-

pression. “I would only like to say -

that the testimony of this witness,
the bartender in the Shawn Hotel,
is ‘probably offered by my opponent
to prove facts which the defense
readily admits, namely, that the wit-
ness observed Mrs. Troy entice the
four bodyguards of the deceased
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to another part of the roow, that
~the present decendant surreptitions-
1y placed a powder in the wine of
the deceased, that the deceased

* drank the wine and coliapsed, and

was carried out of the room by the
defendant, followed by his wife.”
He howed to the judge and sat
down,

The judge was nonplussed. “Mr.
Poole, do you understand that you
are responsible for the defense of
this prisoner, and that he is charged
with a capital offense ¥

“That is my understanding, your
honor,”

“Then if prosecution is agree-
able, and wishes t elicit no further
evidence from the witness, he will
be excused.”

The advocate looked puzzled, but
called the next witness, Dr. War-
kon, of the Provincial Police Labor-
atory. Again Poole was on his
feet This time the whole court
eyed him expectantly. Even Troy
stared at him in fascination.

“May it please the court,” came
the now-familiar monotone, “the
witness called by the opposition
probably expects to testify that the
deceased’s finger prints were found
on ‘the wineglass in question, that
traces of deceased’s saliva were
identified in the liquid content of
the glass, and that a certain quan-
tity of skon was found in the wine
remaining in the glass.”

“And one other point, Mr.
Poole,” added the Peoples’ advocate.
“Dr. Warkon was going to testify
that death .from skon poisoning
normally occurs within thirty sec-
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“Your honor”’—there was a ghost
of a smile flitting about the prim,

tired mouth—"“to be guilty of a’

crime, a man must intend to com-
mit a crime. There must be a mens
rea, as the classic expression goes.
The act and the intent must coin-
cide. Here they did not. Jon Troy
intended to kill the Provinarch in
the bar of the Shawn Hotel. He
gave him poison, but Blogshak
didn't dic of it. Certainly up to
the time the knife was thrust into
Blogshal's throat, Troy may have
been guilty of assault and kidnap-
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by fine or imprisonment, but not
death.”

Troy’s mind was whirling, This
incredible, dusty little man had
freed him,

“But Troy’s a murderer!”
shouted the advocate, his face white.
“Sophisms can't restore a life!”

“The court does mnot recognizc
the advocate!” said the judge harsh-
ly. “Cut those remarks from the
record,” he directed the scanning
clerk. “This court is guided by the
principles of common law descended
from ancient England. The learned
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bowl; the muffled clatter was aud-
ible throughout the room. He felt
his fingers close on one. His hands
were -perspiring ireely. With an
effort he forced himself to drop it.
He chose another, and looked at
Poole. The latter was irowning.
Troy could not bring his hand out
of the bowl. His right arm seemed
partially paralyzed. He dropped
the ball and rolled the mass around
again. Poole was now smiling.
Troy hesitated a moment, then
picked a ball irom the center of the
howl It felt slightly moist. He
pulled it out, looked at it grmmly,
and held it up -for all to see.

“Just ’path that!” whispered the
jail warden reverently to the mght
custanhan,

“You know I can’t telepath,”

said the latter grumpily. *“What
are they saying?”
“Not a word all ni:ht. They

seem to he taking a symposium of
the hest piano convertos since maybe
the twentieth century. Was Chopin
twentieth or twenty-first?  Any-
how, they're up to the twenty-third
now, with Darnoval. Troy repro-
duces the orchestra and his wife
does the piano. You'd think she
had fifty years to live instead of
five minutes.”

“Both seem nice people,” rumi-
nated the custodian. “If they hadn’t
Lilled the Provinarch, maybe they’d
have become famous ’pathic musi-
cians. She had a lousy lawyer.
She could have got off with ten

vears sleep if he'd half tried.” He
pushed some papers across the
desk, “I've bhad the chamber
10

checked. Want to look over the

- readings ?”

The warden scanned them  rap-
idly. ‘“Potential difference, eight
million; drain rate, ninety vital
units/minute; estimated period of
consgiousness, thirty seconds; es-
timated durance to nonrecovery
point, four minutes; estimated
durance- to legal death, five min-
utes,” He initialed the front sheet.
“That’s fine. When I was younger
they called it the ‘vitality drain
chamber” Drain rate was only
two v.u./min. Took an hour to
drain them to unconsciousness.
Pretty hard on the condemned
people.  Well, T'd better go offi-
ciate.”

When Jon and Ann Troy finished
the Darnoval concerto they were
silent for a few moments, exchang-
ing simply a flow of wordless, un-
fathomable perceptions between
their cells. Troy was unable to
disguise a steady bheat of gloom.
“We'll have to go along with Poole's
plan,” he ’pathed, “though I con-
fess 1 don’t know what his idea is.
Take your capsule now.”

His mind registered the motor
impulses of her medulla as she re-
moved the pill from its concealment
under her armpit and swallowed it.
Troy then perceived her awareness
of her cell door opening, of grim
men and women about her. Motion
down corridors. Then the room.
A clanging of doors. A titanic
effort to hold their fading contact.
One last despairing communion,
loving, “tender. &

Then nothing.

He was still sitting with his face
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The [.cgal spokesinau arose again,
“Major Troyv’s objections are in
some degree merited. We don't
know who Mr. Poole is, [Ilis mind
is absolutely impenetrable to tele-
pathic probes. His fingerprint and
eye vein patterns arc a little ob-
scure. Our attepts at identifica-
tion”"—he laughed sheepishly—"al-
ways key out to yourself, major.
An obvious impossibility. Seo far
as the world is concerned, Dr.
Poole is an old man who might
have been born yesterday! All we
know of him is his willingness to
co-operate with us to the best of
his abilitv—which, I can assure
you, is tremendous. The catasyn-
thesizer has established his sympa-
thetic attitude heyond doubt. Don’t

forget, too, that he could be charged

as a principal in this assassination
and devitalized himself. On the
whole, he is our man. If our killers
are caught, we must use him.”

Troy turned and studied the little
lawyer with narrowing eyes; Poole’s
face seemed oddly familiar. The
old man returned the gaze sardoni-
cally, with a faint suggestion of a
smile.

“Time is growing short, major,”
urged the Assassination chairman,
“The Poole matter has alrecady re-
ceived the attention of qualified
League investigators. It is not a
proper matter for discussion at this
time. If you are satisfied with the
arrangements, will you and Mrs.
Troy pleasc assemble the childless
married couples on your list? The
men can draw lots from the fish
bow! on the side table. The red

TIMB TRATD

ball decides.”
pectantly.

Still standing, Troy looked down
at the woman in the adjacent seat.
Her lips were half-parted, her black
eves somber pools as she looked 1p
at her husband.

“Well, Ann?” he telepathed,

Her eves seemed to look through
him and far beyond. “He will
make you draw the red ball, Jos,”
she murmured, trancelike. “Then
he will die. and T will die. But Jon
Troy will never die. Never die.
Never die. Nev—"

“Wake up, Ann!” Troy shook
her' by the shoulder. To the puz-
zled faces about them, he explained
quickly, “My wife is something of
a secress.” Ile ’pathed again:
*“Who is hef”

Ann Troy brushed the black hair
from her brow slowly. “It’s all
confused. He is someone in this
room—" She started to get up.

“Sit down, dear,” said Troy
gently. “If I'm to draw the red
ball, I may as well cut this short.”
He slid past her into the aisle.
strode to the side table, and thrust
his hand into the hole in the box
sitting there.

Livery eye was on him.

His hand hit the invisible fish
bowl with its dozen-odd plastic
balls. Inside the bowl, he touched
the little spheres at random whilc
he studied the people in the rooni.
All old {riends, except—Poole.
That tantalizing face. Poole was
now staring like the rest, except
that beads of sweat were forming
on his forehead.

Troy swirled the halls around the

He eved Troy ex-
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neutron- loss through the surfaces
to the neutron-genera-
yolume. Hence the in-
ivity of the large ura-
y water pile. The prob-
lem of extracting the enormous
energy generation from the pile,
not the energy capability of the pile
itself, ‘is stumbling block.

It is Jiterally true that, if you
can ahsorb the heat generated at an
unlimited rate, any pile capable of
functioning at all can generate heat
at any rate you name. The mini-
mum size required for a function-
able pile is incredibly small. For
example, the figures on energy-re-
lease of the Bikini hombs show that
approximately three pounds of U-
235 or Plutonium-239 actually fis-
sioned. The published figures on
efficiency of fission in the bombs
indicate those three pounds repre-
sented about ten per cent of the
total. Be conscrvative, and say
fifty pounds of U-235 were re-
quired. Because of the startlingly
high density of the metal, a cube
4.25 inches on a side contains just
about fifty pounds of uranium.

1t’s a little difficult to use atomic
bombs to run power plants, but you
can dissolve that uranium in heavy
water, converting it to a controlled
reaction. The usable heavy-water
pile using enriched uranium—natu-
ral uranium with added U-235 or
Pu-239—can be smaller and lighter
than an automobile storage battery.
Atomically, it is capable of releasing
1,000,000,000,000 horsepower. We
haven't the slightest notion of how
any such immense energy genera-
tion could be absorbed from any

[

such small source fast enough to
prevent the heavy-water from
simply vanishing in a puff of heavy-
steam, - leaving a dried crust of
uranium salts in the dry tank—and
automatically” stopping the reaction
completely.

Our atomic engines w111 be big,
not hecause the atomic requirements
forcé that on s, but because we
can’t absorh and utilize energy fast
enough in small equipment. Atoms
are too concentrated for us.

And, of course, in this discussion
of the atomic energy rclease me-
chanism, we have overlooked two
other items that are very important’
practical considerations, but not
properly atomic problems. One is
the little item that human beings
don’t function long, or well, in .a
dense field of gamma ray and neu-
tron radiation. The fish tank pile
will work, but no man near it will—
or live, either. There must be thick,
multi-layer shielding for human
safety. (Although robots, of course,
wouldn’t mind the working condi-
tions around an unshielded pile.)

The second item of major prac-
tical importance is that, even after
the heat cnergy is extracted from
the pile, we will be faced with the
normal problemh of converting heat.
into useful mechanical or other
energy. The fish tank may supply
1,000,000 horsepower, but_we don't
have a fish tank-size steam turbine
that will yield that much power.
So we're back to the old problem;
we need a new type of engine, not
just a new way of hitching our old
engines to the atom. "
The Editor.
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THE ATOMIC SECRET

Most of the great things of sa-
ence are ultimately reduced to
physically simple devices. Fifty
years of extremely difficult research,
topped off by the Manhattan Proj-
ect, has reduced the sécret of re-
leasing atomic energy to a degree
of ultimate simplicity almost un-
realized. Literally and actually, the
release of atomic energy requires
only that pure natural uranium be
dissolved in heavy water. The unit
need be only about the size of a
household bread box. It is inher-
ently capable of releasing energy
at any rate whatsoever—from a
milliwatt to a million megawatts, so
long as you can devise means for
carrying away the energy as it is
generated,

And that is the full secret of re-
leasing atomic cnergy—- a small fish
tank of heavy water, with a few
pounds of natural uranium in solu-
tion. There is no need to separate
the uranjum isotopes. There is no
need for elaborate design of ura-
nium slugs and graphite spacing.
Just dissolve the pure uranium salt
in pure heavy water,

The graphite pile cannot be as
simple ; heavy hydrogen is the most
perfect of ail moderators, so effi-
cfent that elaborate spacing arrange-

THRE ATOMIC SECRET

ments are not needed. ‘L'he oxygen
in the heavy water has almost zero
neutron absorption, and is a fair
moderator itself. Heavy water is
the only moderator that can make
natural uranium release its atomic
energy in a chain fission reaction in
an homogeneous rteactor; graphite,
being less efficient as a moderator.
must be used in a nonhomogeneous
—ie, scattcred-lumps type—re-
actor,

But while the release of atomic
energy has been reduced to the ul-
timate simplicity, the problem of
harnessing atomic energy to pro-
duce something other than pure heat
is not so simply solved.

Our parlor fish tank-size heavy-
water uranium solution is capable
of releasing energy at a million
megawatt rate; no heat-transfer
system known to, or imagined by
man can absorb any such immense
amount of power from so small a
volume. Yet so inordinately cffi-
cient is the heavy-water moderator
that if a natural uranium solution
is made with a size of, say, fiftcen
feet on a side, the reactivity would
be uncontroliable unless the solution
were  diluted below  optimum
strength. The larger a volume of
uranium-moderator is used, the less
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man, without a trial, went against
his grain. He sighed and rapped
on the table.

- “As a result of Blogshak’s mis-
appropriation of funds voted to
fight the epidemic,” he announced,
“the death toll this morning reached
over one hundred thousand. Does
the Assassination Subcommittee
have a recommendation ?”

A thin-lipped man rose from the
gathering. “The Provinarch ig-
nored our warning,” he said rapidly.
“This subcommittee, as you all
know, some days ago set an arbi-
trary limit of one hundred thousand
deaths, Therefore this subcommit-
tee now recommends that its plan
for killing the Provinarch be
adopted at once. Tonight is very
favorable for our plan, which, in-
cidentally, requires a married
couple. We have thoroughly cata-
synthesized the four bodyguards
who will be with him on this shift
and have provided irresistible scent
and sensory stimuli for the woman.
The probability for its success inso-
far as assassination is concerned is
about seventy-eight per cent; the
probability of escape of our killers
is sixty-two per cent. We regard
these probabilities as favorable. The
Legal Subcommittee will take it
Afrom there.”

Another man arose. “We have
retained Mr, Poole, who is with us
tonight.” He nodded gravely to a
withered little man beside him.
“Although Mr. Poole has been a
member of the bar but a short time,
and although his pre-legal life—
some seventy years of it—remains
a mystery which he does not ex-

plain, our catasynthesis laboratory
indicates that his legal knowledge
is profound. More important, his
persuasive powers, tested with a
trial group of twelve professional
evaluators, sort of a rehearsal for
a possible trial, border on hypnosis.
He has also suggested an excellent
method of disposing of the corpse
to render identification difficult.
According to Mr. Poole, if the
assassinators are caught, the proba-
bility of escaping the devitalizing
chamber is fifty-three per cent.”

“Mr. Chairman!”

General Blade turned toward the
new speaker, who stood quictly
several rows away. The man seemed
to reflect a gray inconspicuousness,
relicved only by a gorgeous rose-
bud in his lapel. Gray suit, gray
eyes, graying temples. On closer
examination, one detected an edge
of flashing blue in the grayness.
The eyes no longer seemed softly
unobtrusive, but icy, and the firm
mouth and jutting chin seemed
polished steel. General Blade had
ohserved this phenomenon dozens
of times, but he never tired of it.

“You have the floor, Major
Troy,” he said.

“I, and perhaps other League
officers, would like to know more
about Mr. Poole,” came the quiet,
famtly metallic voice. “He is not
a member of the League, and yet
Legal and Assassination welcome
him in their councils. I think we
should be provided some assurance
that he has no associations with
the Provinarch’s administration.
One traitor could sell the lives of
all of us.”

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION
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With interest in aviation

on the increase agm.'n

...you will want to read of the latest de-
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