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The Mole Pirate
MURRAY LEI NSTER

The story of the Mole Pirate properly begins neither with Jack Hill, who built the Mdle, nor with
Durran, who stole it and used it to acquire nore |loot and do nore danmage than any other pirate
ever managed in an equal length of tine.

The records begin with a Ms. Frank P. Hohenstaufer, who appears only once in the entire affair
and wi th Professor Eisenstein who, whatever his prominence in history, vanishes with equa
promptness fromthis tale.

Real ly, the career of Durran as the Mole Pirate was sinply one |long battle between hinself, the
scientist-crimnal, and Jack HIl, the inventor we renenber as the man who nade the earth-pl ane
possi bl e. But the story does begin with Ms. Hohenstaufer, however briefly she remains init.
She was, it seems, washing dinner dishes on the screened-in back porch of her home in Wausakkee,
New York. It was three o' clock in the afternoon of June 16, 1935. The sun was hot. The radio in
the di ning roomdroned through a news bulletin, anmid sundry cracklings of sumrer static:

Pol i ce have found a hide-out they feel sure was used by Janes Durran, Anerica's Public Eneny No.

1, for at least two weeks. Durran, fornerly one of Anerica's greatest scientists, has been |iving
in the nost squalid surroundings, am d great privation, since be made his cynical statement of his
intention to renounce all ideas of norality and ethics for the so-called natural principle of
living for one's own satisfaction only. Durran's record to date shows that in six nmonths he has
been the cause of eight deaths - two believed to be nurders committed by him personally - and

twel ve robberies. His |oot has totalled nore than a hundred thousand dollars, but he lives in
condi tions of unbelievable squalidness.

Four nenbers of his gang, recently captured, have been sentenced to life inprisonment and are now
in Sing Sing prison-

Ms. Frank P. Hohenstaufer dried dishes and neditated piously. It was good that the government
requi red the broadcasters to enphasize the penalties dealt out to | awbreakers and not to talk
about crimnals until they were caught or nearly caught. It woul d make young nmen nore | aw abi di ng.
She | ooked conpl acently through the screening. The Al bany hi ghway soared past, not half a nile
fromher door. As she | ooked, a car slowed down and turned off to the county road. It di sappeared
fromview behind a clunp of trees.

M's. Hohenstaufer |ooked for it to reappear with a sensation of mld curiosity. But it did not. It
remai ned hi dden. For three, four, five mnutes there was no sign of it. Then it showed again,
sweepi ng back up on to the highway. Into | ow speed, racing in second - dodgi ng two heavy trucks
bound for Troy - and then into high, the car shot forward at its maxi mnum speed until it becane a
dwi ndl i ng speck in the distance.

Ms. Hohenstaufer blinked. That was her clunp of trees. These people, these tourists, had no
respect for other people's property. Maybe they cane to steal green stuff for a city apartnent;
maybe sone of the tiny pines and cedars that city people were making a fad of just now

I ndi gnantly, Ms. Hohenstaufer took off her apron. She marched the full half mle to the wood | ot
in the broiling sun, growi ng nore indignant as she marched. She saw the tyre tracks of the car. It
had crushed ruthlessly through the tender small growths which Ms. Hohenstaufer expected to sel

at the proper tine for transplanting. She followed the tracks, growi ng nore angry by the m nute.
Then she saw a man Iying on the ground. Hi s sandy-brown whiskers and white hair | ooked vaguely
famliar to her even at first glance, but then she grew horrified. He was bound hand and foot. He
was quite unconscious, and blood flowed froma nasty bl ackjack wound on his tenple. Ms.
Hohenst auf er squawked in di smay.

It was half an hour before the police cane. In that tinme Ms. Hohenstaufer had cut the ropes from
about the man's body. She had carried him herself, all the way back to the house. There she

tel ephoned for the police and a doctor and regarded her patient with extreme disfavour. He was
undoubt edly one of these criminals of whomthe radio chattered constantly.

She greeted the police with indignant protests against their allowing crinmnals to clutter Up the
wood | ots of |aw abiding people with their victins and acquai nt ances.

Then the officers saw her patient.

' Good Heaven!' said the first. '"It's Professor Eisenstein! Wiat the hell's happened to him?'
"Prof--' Ms. Hohenstaufer squeaked. 'The scientist ? The great scientist that all the papers
print pictures of?

"That's who,' said the cop. 'Here!l W got to get himfixed up so he can tell us -'

file:/lIF|/rah/Murray%20Leinster/Murray%?20Leinster%20-%20The%20Mole%20Pirate.txt (1 of 23) [7/1/03 1:59:32 AM]



file://IF|/rah/Murray%20L ei nster/M urray%20L einster%20-%20T he%20M ol e%20Pirate.txt

The patient's eyes opened vaguely. Hi s whiskers stirred. 'Durran,' said the injured man faintly,
"Durran, you verdammt fool, what is der idea ?

Then he | ooked bewi | dered.

The cops snapped phrases of explanation

"An' you were talkin' about Durran,' said one of the two feverishly. 'Did he sock you, professor

s

"To be sure.' The white-baked man blinked and said angrily: 'I came out of ny house and got in ny
car. | had an appointnent to visit der Anerican Electric |aboratories, where Jack Hll is going to
show of f a nobst remarkable infention today. And hal fway there, ny chauffeur turned around, and he
was not ny chauffeur. He was Durran, whom| knew. And he hit ne with a blackjack. | suppose he has
stolen ny car.'

"Right!' snapped the cop. 'Brady, you got it? Phone in an' give the alarm Durran's in Professor

Ei senstein's car, an' it's a blue Diessel, licence nunber is -
The ot her cop snapped into the tel ephone. Plugs clicked. A snoothly running organization noved
swiftly into action. Short radio waves carried a brisk, curt order into every police car in New
York, and to police-car headquarters in at least two adjoining States. In fifteen mnutes, by
actual timng, there were nore than two hundred police cars, at least a hundred traffic posts, and
even a few stray nmenbers of the general public feverishly on the | ookout for Professor

Ei senstein's blue Diessel, because it contained Anerica's Public Eneny No. 1.

And all that effort and all that searching was in vain; Because the blue Diessel was parked
outside the Arerican | Electric |aboratories, where Professor Eisenstein had an appoi nt rent, and
nobody thought of noticing it.

It was not until Professor Eisenstein's secretary was notified of his whereabouts and tel ephoned
an apol ogetic nessage to the laboratory that the blue D esel was noticed. The professor and Ms.
Hohenst auf er i nmedi ately vani shed fromthe tale of the Mdle Pirate. But in the nmeantime things had
happened.

Jack Hill was talking to reporters in the machi ne-shop section of the American El ectric

| aboratories. The | athes and nachine tools were covered over, for the nonent, and there were a
dozen or nore of folding chairs in view On the table before Jack there was a | arge sheet of white-
pai nted netal, on which stood a block of brass and a small but intricate contrivance of radio
tubes and the like. Behind hima wide curtain hid the farther wall.

"I'1l give you a part of the idea now,' said Jack. 'Professor Eisenstein is late, but | don't want
to start the apparatus until he gets here.'

"What's all this performance about, anyway?' demanded a man fromthe Mrror. 'Sonebody said you
had sone kind of gadget that made you able to wal k through walls.'

Td hate to tell you what | can do," returned Jack. 'You wouldn't believe me. |I'd rather show you
|'ve been experinmenting on a rather neglected aspect of the atom You know, of course, that the
atomis regarded today as a sort of miniature solar system a nucleus like a sun with a greater or
| esser nunber of electrons revolving around it |ike planets?

"Yeah.' The M nor man had appoi nted hi nsel f spokesnman. 'We know all that stuff.’

"CGood!' said Jack. 'Then we can tal k about magnets first. In ordinary iron the nol ecul es have
north and south poles, like all other nolecules, but they point in every possible direction

hel ter-skelter. They have magnetismin them but it isn't organized. Pointing haphazard, though
each one is a miniature magnet, in the mass they neutralize each other. It's only when the whol e
mass of iron is nagnetized that all the poles point in the same direction - or only when they all
point in the sane direction that it's magnetized. |Is that clear, too?

"Yeah! | hadda do an interview with Ei senstein once,' said the Mrror man. 'He said | had a brain
for that stuff.'

"Kind of him' observed Jack. 'Now |'ve been trying to carry the idea of organization a bit
further. Not only nol ecul es but atons have poles, and they point helter-skelter in every
direction, too. Suppose | got themall to point in one direction. Wat woul d happen then?

"You could wal k through walls?" hazarded the Mrror man

Jack grinned. 'Not so fast! Let's think it over first. An atomis a mniature solar system That
means it's practically flat. But with such flatnesses pointing in every direction - well, an

enl arged picture of any sort of nmatter would be just about |ike a dozen packs of cards being
poured from one basket to another and back again. They'd be fluttering every which way. You
couldn't swing a stick through those falling cards without hitting a lot of them'

"Not unless you were pretty good,' conceded the Mrror nan
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"But if you had the same nunber of cards falling, only in a neat and orderly fashion, every one
parallel, so they'd stack up all face down in the bottom basket. It's a standard card trick to
spring a pack of cards fromone hand to the other like that. You could swing a stick through that
bunch."’

"You night knock one of 'emaway,' said the Mrror nman cautiously, 'but you wouldn't ness up the
whol e works. They woul dn't bl ock up the whol e di stance between the baskets.

"Just so!' said Jack approvingly. 'Professor Eisenstein was right. You do have a head for this
stuff. Now the object of ny experinents has been to arrange the atoms in a solid object Iike the
second bunch of cards. They're flat. And it turns out that when they' re arranged that way, al
parallel, they block so small a proportion of the space they ordinarily close up, that they wll
pass right through ordinary matter with only the slightest of resistance. And that resistance
cones from just such accidental collisions as you suggested.'

There was a stirring at the door. The snowwhite hair and bushy, sandy whi skers of Professor

Ei senstein came into the room He beanmed at Jack and the reporters. He spoke separately to Gai
Kennedy, bendi ng over her hand. The girl |ooked at himqueerly. She was here because she intended
to marry Jack and wanted to share in this triunph.

Her father and half the higher-ups of Anerican Electric cane in after the professor. Gil's face
stiffened when her father's eyes fell upon her. He did not approve of Jack HIl.

"Ach, my young friend!' said Professor Eisenstein blandly.

A flash bulb flared as he shook hands with Jack. A news photographer changed plates in his canera
and abstractly envisioned the caption. It would be 'Eisenstein Congratul ates Youthful Anerican

Scientist', if this denonstration canme out all right, and 'Ei senstein Condoles' if it didn't.
"You go on with your explanation,' said Eisenstein cordially. 'l sit at your feet and listen
Presently | make an announcenment which will surprise eferybody.

He sat down benignly. Gail |ooked at him at her father, and back to Eisenstein. A nonent |ater

she appeared to be puzzled and uneasy. Her eyes renmai ned on Ei senstein.

"l had just explained to these gentlenen,' said Jack, 'the object of my experinmenting, the co-
ordi nati on of atom pol es and what m ght be expected to result. | think all of you are famliar
with the reasoning, since there's been a good deal of controversy about it. It was suggested that
any co-ordinated matter woul d collapse into sonething |ike neutronium Fortunately, it doesn't.'
He flung a switch and vacuum tubes gl owed. A curious, ghostly |ight appeared above the white-

pai nted sheet of nmetal on the table.

"The field of force,' he explained, 'which arranges the atons in any substance so that they al
poi nt the same way.'

He switched off the tubes. The light died. He picked up the block of brass that was on the table.
He placed it where the Iight had been

"l amgoing to co-ordinate all the atompoles in this piece of brass,' he observed. 'Around the
shop, here, the nen say that a thing treated in this way is dematerialized. Watch!'

He flung the switch again and as the eerie white light flared on, the solid nmass of brass seened
to glow of itself. Its surfaces ceased to reflect a brazen colour. They emtted the ghostly hue of
the field light. Then it seened that the block glowed within. The |ight seened to conme fromi nside
the block as well as fromits outer edge.

The whol e thing took place in only the part of a second. A swift, smpoth, soundl ess gl owi ng of the
bl ock, which began at the outside and seened to nove inward - and cease. Then there was nothing
visible at all but the queer glowitself.

Jack turned off the field. The light vanished. But the metal block did not spring back into view.
Instead of a solid cube of polished brass there was the tenuous, misty outline of a cube. It

| ooked unsubstantial, fragile. It |ooked |like the ghost of a block of netal.

"It's still there,' said Jack, 'but you're |ooking past the edges of the atons, so it's very
nearly transparent. It's just as solid, inits way, as it ever was. It weighs as nuch. It conducts
electricity just as well. But it's in a state that isn't usual in nature, just as nmegnetismisn't

usual . The poles of its atons all point the same way. Now | ook!

He swept his hand through the m sty block. He lighted a match and held it in the mddle of the
phantom |t burned, where Jack had clained there was solid brass. A sceptical silence hung anmong
the reporters.

Then the Mrror man said: 'That's a good trick, but if it wasn't phony -
" What ?'

"If that brass were still there, an' it would pass through anything else, it'd slide right through
that sheet netal an' drop through the floor!"’

"Radi oactivity,' said Jack. 'The only exception. Wen coordi nated matter is bonbarded by

radi oactive particles, sone of the atons are knocked hal fway back to normal. This paint has

file:/lIF|/rah/Murray%20Leinster/Murray%?20Leinster%20-%20The%20Mole%20Pirate.txt (3 of 23) [7/1/03 1:59:32 AM]



file://IF|/rah/Murray%20L ei nster/M urray%20L einster%20-%20T he%20M ol e%20Pirate.txt

thoriumoxide in it and it's slightly radioactive. Cone here a nonent.'

The Mrror man went sceptically forward. He suddenly reached out and passed his hands through the
phant om bl ock.

"It's a phony!' he said firmy. You're trying' to put sonethin' over on us!

"Put on these gloves,' said Jack. 'They've been painted with nore of the sanme radi oactive paint.'
The Mrror man incredul ously obeyed. He reached again for the phantom bl ock. And he gasped.
Because his hands, encased in these gloves, touched sonething which was not only solid., but

heavy. He picked it up, held it high; and his face was a study in stupefaction and unwilling
belief. He staggered over to the nearest of his confreres.
"By cripesl' he said dazedly. 'It is real, even if you can't see it! Put y'hands on it!

The other reporter, who was seated at the table, put his hands right through the object he could
very dimy see. And to the Mrror nan the brass block was solid. It was heavy. He gasped agai n and
his hold rel axed. The phantom slipped fromhis fingers.

"Look out!’

The man gasped for the third tinme as the phantom obj ect dropped. And it |ooked so utterly
unsubstantial that the eye denied its weight. It should have floated down |ike gossamer, or so it
seemed. But it did fall with the forthrightness of sonething very heavy indeed.

The man who had just put his hand through it now instinctively held themout to catch it. He
cupped them in anticipation of sonething very fragile and |ight. The phantom struck his hands. It
went through them and he could not feel it. It reached his knees and penetrated them It dropped
to the floor and through it, and did not as nuch as stir the cloth of the seated man's trousers.

"That's gone,' said Jack dryly, "though | intended to reverse the process and bring it back to
normal. It's felling down toward the centre of the earth,, now, encountering just about as nuch
resistance fromearth and stone as if it were falling through air. | don't think any of us are

likely to see it again.'

Prof essor Ei senstein beamed. The Mrror man put his head in his hands. The other reporters babbl ed
together. Gail Kennedy | ooked, frequently and uneasily at Professor Eisenstein. 'A tel ephone rang
stridently sonewhere. Sonebody answered it, out of sight.

"Have | gone nuts ?' the Mrror man excl ai ned.

"I don't think so.' Jack assured him 'If you have, all the rest of us will be nuts, tooa in just
a noment. Because what |'ve showed you is just a preparation for this.'

He turned and pushed aside a curtain. It took nearly a mnute to clear the tiling behind it,
because the curtain hid a space all of forty feet |long, and nost of that space was filled with an
al t oget her - extraordi nary obj ect.

Whil e Jack thrust at the curtain a distant voice said, evidently into a tel ephone: ' Professor

Ei senstein's secretary? Yes, the prof-'

Noi se cut out the rest of it. Gail Kennedy |ooked puzzledly at Professor Eisenstein. He was
abruptly alert and feral. He was listening. H s eyes, which had been benign, becane quite
otherwi se. And Gail Kennedy suddenly | ooked as if she could not believe a thought which had come
to her and which she could not dism ss. She stared at Professor Eisenstein in sonething
approachi ng horror.

Jack turned again to his audience. He had cleared the Mole to view. It was a vessel of riveted
steel plates quite ten yards in I ength and about three yards high. There was a rough approxi mation
to torpedo shape, but the likeness was not carried far enough to keep it fromlooking nore like a
mlitary tank than anything el se.

Yet even that wasn't a fair description. There were neither tractor treads nor wheels. Instead
there was a narine screw propeller in the back and four others nounted vertically where wheels
shoul d have been. They nmade the Ml e into something it was quite inmpossible to classify.

It was plainly designed for travel, but in what nediumwas not clear. It did not seemfitted for
travel in any nediumat all. Yet the heavy gl ass windows and a carefully curved and fitted door

whi ch opened inward seened to inply that the nediumwas one in which a supply of air for breathing
woul d need to be carried al ong,

"Here's the ship,' said Jack curtly. Init the field of force | just generated is nade use of.
There's a generator of that field inside the ship, also a neans of alternating the gradually
weakening field to restore it to its normal condition. The process is the sanme as demmgneti zation
"l go inside the ship. | start the motors, and these screws try to revolve. They can't. | turn on
the force field and the ship becones |like that block of brass. It tries to drop down to the centre
of the earth as that block of brass did. But the screws revolve then. And they are coated with a
filmof radioactive natter somewhat thinner than the paint on this sheet of netal.

It's not radi oactive enough to keep them"solid". It's just enough so that they seemto work in a
medi um about like - like -
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' Mashed potatoes,’' put in Professor Eisenstein unexpectedly. 'Mich better than water for der
screws to work in.'

"Just so,' agreed Jack. 'And now, to save a lot of talk, I'll show you how it works.'

He opened the curved door

Prof essor Eisenstein got up and said blandly: '"May | cone ? | haff der nost inplicit confidence.'
Jack stared. Then he said gratefully: 'Thanks! O course you can cone'. To the others he added:
I"1'l put the ship through the same process as the block of brass, only I'll renmaterialize it.

Pl ease don't stand where I'mgoing to bring it back. The results would be very unpl easant.’

He ushered the white-haired scientist into the door. Gail Kennedy stood up and opened her nouth,
her features queerly twi sted. But before she could speak Jack was inside the Mole and the door had
cl osed behind him

There was a queer roaring noise out-of-doors. It sounded |ike the popping of many notorcycl es.
"But those in the nachine shop of the American Electric Co. paid no heed. They were giving strict
and exclusive attention to the ungainly netal shape before them

Sonmething runbled inside it. The screws stirred. Then a ghostly eerie |light seened to envelop it.
And in the fraction of a second the solid nass of netal shimrered into insubstantiality. It was
transparent - nore transparent than any glass. Only its outline could be seen, ghostly and

i mprobabl e.

The screws, for an instant, seened sonehow nore 'solid than the rest. They swept swiftly into
motion, into a blur which was like the nost airy of froth. The whole ship settled with a speed
whi ch suggested falling, until those screws took hold in the solid concrete of the floor

It was a phantom then, which renained steady for an instant. Then the tail propeller began to
revolve. And slowy, slowy, the apparition, the ghost, the utterly unreal outline, began to nove.
The tail propeller swept through the concrete of the floor. The whol e thing noved forward with a
qui ck gathering of speed which was exactly like a ship getting under way. It reached the wall it
went through it. And not one brick, not one grain of nortar, was disturbed. Stunned silence. Then
a startled babbling.

A news photographer wailed: 'I didn't flash it! I didn't flash it!"’

And then there was a sudden rush of figures at the doors - dark blue-clad figures with service
revol vers out and ready.

"Where's the man who calls hinself Professor Eisenstein? barked a police |ieutenant, staring
around. 'We want him'

The president of American Electric, no |less, stood up indignantly. 'Wat's all this about ?' he
dermanded furiously. 'Wat the devil -

"Durran!' snapped the cop. 'He knocked Professor Eisenstein on the head an hour ago. Stole his
car. One of your men here said Professor Eisenstein was right in here. That nust be Durran

hi nsel f! Wiere is he?

Then Gail Kennedy gave a little choked cry. And as she uttered the cry the shimering, ghostly
outline of the Mole rose up through the floor. Somebody |eaped to be away fromit. It went to the
end of the roomand out through the wall beyond. And again there was not a brick or a grain of
nortar disturbed.

"He's - in that!' said Gail, her throat constricted. 'Wth Jack! Hide! You policenen! Hide,

qui ckl y!'

And for long minutes there was incoherent argument with the police before the ghostly Mk appeared
again. Its pointed beak cane through the wall to the right. It was a waith. It was unreal. It was
not substance, as we know substance. It canme, slowing as it -cane, and checked itself by a
reversal of its tail propeller. It was still, a hair-raising spectacle to the policenen who had

not been prepared for such a sight.

And suddenly an eerie light seened to envelop it and fade, and its substance thickened and

t hi ckened. Its vertical screws, revolving freely in the concrete, found resistance to their
movenment . They clinbed upward, lifting the whole Ml e.

And then, as the eerie light grew very faint and died, the Mk becane actually solid. It becane
real, and it was a massive construction of riveted steel plates, unlike anything else that had
ever existed on earth. Its solidity came as a shock. The clang of its door as it opened broke a
silence of al nost superstitious intensity.

Jack Hill canme out. 'As you see.' he said quietly, "it works.' Gil darted forward to him
clutching himconvul sively. 'Jack!' she gasped. 'Professor Eisenstein! He's Durran! | thought he'd
kill you and take the Ml e.

Then a bl and voice cane fromthe open door of the earthship. 'In that case, | can drop both ny

accent and ny whi skers."
The man who had been taken for Eisenstein tugged at his face. The identifying sandy whi skers cane
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off. He flung away the white wig. He grinned at the nmen in the nachi ne shop

"As Professor Eisenstein,' he said amusedly, '|I prom sed an announcenent that would surprise
everybody; | nmake it now. |'m Durran.

A pistol barked savagely. He jerked backward and al nost cl osed the door. Through the renaining
crack he said nore anusedly still: 'l add that nmy mission here to-day was much nore successfu
than | expected. | hoped to gain useful information. |'ve got something much better, this
contrivance and instruction in its use gained on a trial trip. Au voir!'

The door slammed. Alnopst instantly a fusillade of shots poured upon the machine. But the eerie
white light enveloped it. It shinmered into a phantomwhich fell with a jerk. Then the vertica
screws caught it again and raised it back into view It did not cone all the way above the surface
of the ground, now. Only half its bulk appeared above the surface. Only the tip of the phantom
tail screw appeared above the concrete in which it suddenly began to revolve with a quite

i npossible freedom It noved forward - through the wall. It vani shed.
"And | showed himall about the thing!' said Jack Hill. "I even let himsteer it!"’
There were policenen outside the |aboratory. Durran was America's Public Eneny No. i. Wen a force

of unifornmed nmen swarned inside the | aboratory, another force took position outside, to surround
himin case he evaded the others nonentarily. These nen outside saw what | ooked |ike the ghost of
a prehistoric nonster swimmng across solid ground toward them Superstitious terror afflicted
some. Others did not believe their eyes. But a hoarse and raging voice fromthe |aboratory shouted
for themto shoot it.

They did. Their bullets went through it without affecting it in the least. It was not substance of
a sort that bullets could harm But as if they were annoying, like pin pricks, the phantom di ved.
It sank out of sight in the solid earth underfoot, still moving forward. Sonme of the policenen

t hought they could feel a slight vibration, as if of engi nes underground.

Durran vani shed in and with the Mole at sonething after four o' clock. At five, a notorist drove
shakenly to the hone of his famly physician. His nerves were badly frayed.

He had seen sonething like a turtle, he said, swimring in the solid earth. It was larger than his
car, and it swam across a concrete road, in the concrete, directly before him It was a ghost, and
there were no ghosts. His nerves were upset, and he wanted treatnent which would keep himfrom
seeing anything |ike that again.

At five thirty, a nmotorist stopped at a filling station for gas and heard screans coning from
inside it. The proprietor was dead on the floor, shot. A col oured hel per was havi ng hysterics

besi de hi s body.

The hel per told what ought to have been a wholly inprobable story of a nonstrous engi ne which
appeared out of thin air, fromwhich a man energed and shot the filling-station proprietor. He
then took gas and lubricating oil, got back inside the nmonstrous thing of steel plates, and it
nmelted into thin air again and its ghost swam away.

These two stories were accidents. Durran's real intentions began to be outlined later on - at

ei ght o' clock, to be exact.

At that tinme - eight o clock, p.m Eastern Daylight Saving Time of June i6th - there were extra
editions of practically all newspapers on the streets, screamng in headlines of Durran's | atest
exploit. 'Durran Steals Mystery Invention.' 'Durran Escapes Under Fire." 'Durran Scores On Cops
Again.' 'Scientist-Criminal Turns Phantom

But on the whole, the theft of the Mdle was played down. The story of what the Mdle could do was
too inprobable to go in a news story. It was held over for the Sunday editions, when feature
witers could take space to expound it - if it were still true.

Most of the papers did not really believe in the Mdle, despite the inpassioned assertions of the
reporters who had been on the spot. And in a thousand police stations the official report of
Durran's |l atest exploit and the contrivance he now had at his disposal were subjects for argunent.
Mostly, the report was regarded with extrenme scepticism

More than one inquiry came to the originating office of that report, demanding confirmation. And
nore than one hard-headed police official did not bother to inquire, but indignantly reported that
a hoax was being put over by sonebody. The New York State Police - and half of them even, did not
quite believe it - were spending as nmuch effort trying to get the facts accepted as they were in
trying to devise sonme nethod of coping with the menace the Ml e now represent ed.

But none of this uncertainty and none of this indignation was to be found in the Wdgewood
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Arsenal, in Connecticut. Durran sinply wasn't thought of there. It was a seni-Federal, seni-State,
arsenal which did not manufacture arnms. It was a storage place with a stout captain of regulars
assigned to duty init, and a snall detail of soldiers who served practically as watchnmen. It was
an energency depot of weapons and ammunition, and the duty of its official caretaker was mainly
that of making out docunents in triplicate for some purpose unknown.

In that arsenal, at eight p.m, there was peace. The captain hi charge was seated at a desk in a
corner of the vast hall which had once been used for indoor close-order drill by a National Guard
organi zati on. He was making out a document in triplicate. Hi s pen scratched. He snoked | anguidly
on a fat cigar. Fromtine to tine he nopped his forehead, because it was hot.

There was utter quietness, utter peace. It was so still that it seened even the scratching of the
captain's pen aroused mnurmurous echoes. The captain sighed heavily. H's chair squeaked. That did
arouse echoes, which rang about the huge hall for seconds before they died away reluctantly.

Then there was another sound - the very ghost of a sound. Sonething inpal pabl e and tenuous rose
out of the floor. First a round snout, which was quite transparent After it a m sshapen huge bul k,
all of thirty feet |ong.

The whol e thing was unsubstantial, was unreal. It cane to a stop in the mddle of the vast open
space. It flared brightly and the glare against the walls made the captain start. He whirled in
his chair. Then his eyes w dened. Hi s nouth dropped open

The light was fading, and as it faded the ghost in the mddle of the ex-arnmoury grew solid. Noises
came fromit, which becanme | ouder and nore real. Then the light died

away conpletely and there was a huge thing of entirely substantial steel plates at rest. Huge
steel screws beneath it turned for a space, and wooden pl anks splintered and cracked. Then all was
still.

Dazedly, blankly Iike an automaton, the army captain got up and wal ked stiffly toward the thing

t hat had appeared before him Perhaps he had sonme wild thought of visitors from another world or
anot her di nension. As a curved steel door clanked open he went rigid. But the figure which stepped
out was a man, a tall man with a nmercil ess sort of amusenent on his face. He brought up a pistol
He fired it, quite ruthlessly and quite coolly.

The expl osi on echoed thunderously. It nmade a drumroll of sound as the echoes played about between
the walls and anong the rafters. The captain choked and nade absurd notions with his hands. He
col | apsed on the floor.

Then the nman fromthe solidified phantomset to work, very coolly and very swiftly.

When a corporal of the guard detail cane in anxiously sone few minutes |later, he saw a shi mering
somet hi ng sinking through the floor. He thought it was an optical illusion. It nade Ms hair stand
on end for an instant, but he forgot it when he saw his commandi ng officer |ying dead on the
floor.

He, and the other nmen of the guard, and later on the local police, too, found no sign of any way
by which an assassin could have got into the arsenal. They found the captain stretched on the
floor with a bullet in his heart and an expression of blank amazement on his face.

They found a case of | oaded hand grenades gone, several |ight nachine guns mssing, with druns of
ammuni tion for them and an assortnent of tear gas and a few |l ethal gas bonbs. Also a certain
anount of engi neers* stores had been taken, notably bl ocks of conpressed guncotton intended to be
used for denolition purposes.

(Y4

Sing Sing prison is forty nmiles fromthe Wedgewood Arsenal, and the Ml e turned up there at eleven
o' clock. Its speed was greater than that performance woul d indi cate however, and it is probable
that Durran stopped sonewhere to rest and possibly to investigate the Ml e's various mechani sms
nor e thoroughly.

It is clear that he had made his plans in detail between four in the afternoon® when he-stole the
Mol e, and eight at night when he raided the arsenal. To carry out his plans he needed hel p, and he
knew where to get it, and he had to nove fast to avoid being outguessed and having his men hidden
away from him

It was a bright, moonlit night. At eleven o' clock the high concrete walls of the prison gl owed

pal el y where the noonlight struck them and showed utterly black in shadow. Wiite arc |ights
glittered within the prison enclosures nmaking a nmisty white aura above the walls. The cell bl ocks
of course were dark, save where corridors reached to wi ndows and showed the faint illunination
within., The lights of OGssining twinkled in the distance, and a river steaner floated upstream out
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in the mddle of the Hudson River.

A guard, pacing the top of the wall, saw a vaguely noving thing outside. It was too dark for him
to see it clearly3 but he watched curiously. Something was novi ng, past question, but the
suspicion of Sing Sing guards is directed always toward the interior, not the outside, of the
prison.

The guard could make out only notion. Its line was clear. The guard fixed his eyes upon a whitish
stone on the ground and waited for it to be obscured. The noving thing, whatever it was, went
snoothly up to that stone. The guard wat ched.

But the novenent continued and it was past the whitish stone, and the stone was not hidden for
even an instant. The guard grew doubtful and even nore curious. The inexplicable thing was headed

straight for the base of the wall. He saw or felt it reach a spot directly bel ow him Mvenent
continued. Then there wasn't anything there at all. He called to the guard next to him

"Somet hin' funny,' he said uneasily. 'l saw sonethin3 novin', down on the ground, an' then it
wasn't there.

The other guard | ooked down, but on the inside of the wall, because it is toward the inside that a
prison guard bends all his alertness. He searched with his eyes.

"There it is!'

He pointed. Fromthe height of the wall and in the glare of the bright arc lights a nisty,
phant ol i ke shape could be seen. But it could be |ooked through. The floor of the exercise yard
was visible belowit.

"What the hell!' said the second guard.

"Y' guess we oughta nmake a report? It |ooks |ike a ghost!’

The second guard continued to stare. The phant om swam snoot hly across the open space. It reached
the outer wall of a cell block. It vanished, apparently into that wall

'Gosh!' said the second guard. 'That was a funny thing!'

"What was it? A ghost?

"Hell, no!" said the second guard, wi thout conviction. 'It was sone mst, maybe. A speck of fog or
sonmethin'. Y want to be kidded to death?

The first guard did not want to be kidded to death. He returned to his pacing back and forth.
Qui et ness again. A steaner out of sight on the river hooted disnmally. Sonmewhere a notor car bummed
along a distant road. Insects stridulated insistently. The crunch of feet on concrete. The
wai l i ng, plaintive cry of sone night bird. One mnute, two, five, ten nmnutes, with only such
sounds as guards upon a tall concrete wall will normally hear

Then a single, nmuted *pop* in a cell block. A small sound, but distinctive. Every guard in every
wat chi ng post heard it and gripped his rifle nore tightly. Every nman turned to face the sound.

Sil ence. Another nuted *pop*. Then the sudden snarling roar of a machine gun, unm stakable even
though it came froma cell block

An instant later., there was the shattering concussion of a hand grenade. dass in the cell block
broke out and went tinkling down the stone sides of the building. A neat row of w ndows gaped
glassless into the night. Then a nman screanmed, a high, shrill screamthat was not |ess horrible
from bei ng distant. Another shattering explosion. Yet another

Guards raced for the building. Then pandenoni um broke | oose. The guards on the wall stayed there
It was their job to check a break, if one cane, on the outer defences. But they saw running nen
with rifles nake for the cell block. They heard shouts, yells, howings of terror and of

exul tation alike. The cell building becane a nadhouse.

And then a series of detonations began which were thunderous in intensity and deliberate in

spaci ng, suggesting an i nhumanly col d- bl ooded destructiveness at work. After each expl osion cane
screans.

Then the men on the wall saw a phantom cone out of the cell building. It was feet above the |eve
of the exercise yard. It was unsubstantial and unreal. It was the waith of a nightmare.

Shi mrering, ghostly, inpossible, it careened out of the wall and toppled to the ground. It seemned
to bury itself- if a ghost can bury itself - before it came slowy into view again

Not one shot was fired at it. It was inpossible. It was a fignent of the imagination. It sinply
coul d not be.

The phant om swam across the exercise yard of Sing Sing prison. It noved steadily toward the

massi ve, monstrous outer wall of the prison. It reached that wall. It went into it. It vanished.
The guard who had first sensed novenent outside now | ooked down again, shivering a little. He
woul d not have known what the phantom of the Ml e was, even if he could have seen it clearly.

But he saw nothing. He did sense that sonething was noving down on the ground bel ow him but that
was all. A vague stirring noved soundl essly away fromthe prison walls and vani shed i nto darkness.
He did not shoot at it because he saw nothing to shoot at.
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That was his story after the whol e disturbance was ended, and he stuck to it. He wasn't believed,
of course. There were four prisoners mssing, twenty or thirty injured by explosions, three guards
dead and others hurt, and nearly one floor of the northeast cell block so badly wecked as
practically to be destroyed. A guard who said he saw sonet hi ng novi ng, but nothing to shoot at,
was not telling a plausible story. Four nmen, escaping, should have nade a nagnificent target in
the arc-lighted exercise yard.

It was not until the next day that a reasonable two was put to an incredible two and an inevitable
four was arrived at. The missing prisoners were pals of Durran's. The phantom seen by the guards,
the expl osives, the destruction, told all

Taken with the raid on the Wdgewood Arsenal, the uproar at Sing Sing made it perfectly clear that
Durran, in the Mdle, was a crimnal with an unparalleled opportunity to gratify his every inpul se.
And it seened likely that he intended to use his opportunity.

For the next three days there was no word of Durran or the Mle or any of the four nen he had
raided Sing Sing to rel ease.

Sonet hi ng had been pi eced together of what he did, of course. On the fifth, a radio store in
Newbur gh, New York, was |ooted of practically all its material for radio repairs, wire, tubes,
sockets, transformers, batteries - everything that goes into the naking of a radio receiver was
stolen. That sane night, too, fancy groceries in considerable quantity were taken fromthe town's
nost expensi ve food shop.

Next day, on the 18th, police surveillance of the wonen formerly bel oved by the rel eased prisoners
came to an abrupt end. The wonen vani shed. From sheer habit the police instituted the customary
search to find out who had taken them away fromtheir usual haunts. They di scovered not hing.

It is reasonable to assune that the first two thefts, of radio parts and food, were preparatory
nmoves by Durran. The renoval of the wonen was a part of the process of naking the rel eased
prisoners contented.

Meanwhi |l e Durran seens to have used all his intelligence in the exam nation of the Mdle, and on
the 19th he was probably busy. Certainly on the 20th he was prepared for action on a larger scale
than before.

At nine thirty that night a thunderous, clanging uproar broke out in Newburgh. The outdoor alarm
gong of the First National Bank went off with a tremendous noise. Sinultaneously, the |ocal police
station received due warning of prowers at work inside the bank. It was not a | arge bank, but
even the little ones have nore than one burglar-alarmsysteminstall ed nowadays.

In less than five mnutes fromthe sounding of the alarm a patrol |oad of cops was on hand,
prepared to do battle with bank robbers. The bank doors were closed and | ocked. They were opened
frominside by a scared and bewi | dered wat chman. He had heard the gongs, too. H's own telltale
regi stered a di sturbance. But he could find no sign of anything wong.

Then bank officials tore up in a nmotor car. A third alarmsystemhad reported di sturbance to the
hone of the cashier. They crowded into the bank, to be faced by puzzled cops and nearly deaf ened
by the insistent, frantic clanging of the al arm gong out si de.

Sonebody managed to turn off the gong. It |looked as if a freak accident had set off every
protective device at once. The cops were rather sheepish, standing enbattled in the bank with
absolutely nothing to do. But there could be nothing wong.

The vault was cl osed and | ocked and obvi ously untouched. There were no thieves to rout, it seened,
so the question becane that of discovering and correcting the flawin all the protective devices.
The bank suddenly gl eaned |ight everywhere. A master switch turned on every light in the place
Then they saw the Mole. It was quite stationary. It was a huge, shimmering phantom its bow end
lost in the nmetal of the vault. Its tail, also, vanished into the side wall of the bank buil ding
Standing still as it was, it could be exanm ned with sone detail, and presently it was observed
that the four huge, vertical screws turned lazily, maintaining its position in spite of the
gravity pull which tried to drag it down to the centre of the earth.

Men shot at it. The bullets went harm essly through. They hacked at it with fire axes froma case
on the wall. The blows spent themsel ves on seemngly enpty air. The men drew back, regarding the
earth-ship helplessly. Then a mnor official of the bank, desperately daring, plunged first his
hand and then his whol e body into the phantom

He could feel no resistance to his novenents. The Mol e remai ned as transparent and as
unsubstantial as before. But, fromw thin, he could see waiths about him- machinery I|ike
gossamer, even nen, |ike ghosts.

One of those ghosts saw himand pointed at him Another ghost rocked back and forth, |aughing, and
the bank clerk was tornented by the suspicion that he heard a whispering thread of that Honeric

| aught er. Then one of the ghosts nmade an el aborate, nocking gesture of lifting a phantomcap in
greeting.
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A roar of rage brought the clerk out of the phantom Somebody had thought to put his ear to the
vault. And there was movenent within. Through the steel walls cane thunpings, crashings, bunps.
There were nmen at work within the nonstrous seal ed safe - nethodi cal hangi ngs, deliberate,

pur poseful thuds and cl anks.

"They're looting it!' panted the president of the bank, purple with rage. 'Looting it! And the
time lock's on, and we can't get in!

Sonething |i ke a dozen armed policenent and half a dozen bank officials stood hel pl essly by,
hearing the sounds fromw thin the vault. They went on for half an hour. Then the Ml e backed
confortably out of the vault wall, a ghost in being, went through the side wall of the bank, and
swam off into the utter unreachability of its peculiar state of existence.

When the tine |ocks pernitted the vault to be opened, the worst fears of the bank's officers were
realized. The contents of the vault had been leisurely sorted over. Currency, negotiable bonds,
the contents of the safe-deposit boxes - everything was gone. And the furnishings of the vault
wer e w eckage.

They went to Jack H Il next norning and found hi m haggard from four days and nights of work to
cope with the catastrophe whose ultimate possibilities he foresaw. He was in the nmachi ne shop of
the American El ectronic |aboratories again.

Gail Kennedy was with him trying to persuade himto stop and rest. The visitors were an
impressive lot. Police officials, banking potentates, and representatives of liability insurance
conpani es. They regarded Jack with profound hostility.

"M. HIIlI," said an em nent banker, in a voice that quivered with indignation, 'I suppose you
reali ze what you have done?
" Thor oughl y!

' Now what are you going to do about it? Every bank in the country is at the nercy of this Durran
through the hellish contrivance you made. No nan's property is safe.’

"Rat her nore inportant,' observed Jack, 'no man's life is safe, either, if Durran wants to kil
him'

"But how can this nmenace, this pirate, be handl ed?" Again the em nent banker spoke. As if of old
habit, his voice took on an oratorical intonation. 'Wen the arsenals of our governnent furnish
himw th expl osives, our prisons with nen, and the devil with ideas -'

"Oh, it's bad,' said Jack, 'It's very bad. But |I'mworking nowto stop it. I'd like to know if
he's changed the Ml e about any, though. Wat's he done?

They told hi mabout the Newburgh robbery - nmore than fifty thousand dollars in currency gone, the
contents of the safe deposit boxes -

'That doesn't help ne!' insisted Jack. 'The Mole is pretty big. As | built it, that robbery would
have been inpossible. It couldn't be materialized inside a bank vault. There'd be no room

So far they'd told himonly the results of the robbery. Now they told himthe details of their

hel pl essness while it went on

Jack nodded in satisfaction. 'l see! He's inproved the ship. But for those screws you saw revol ve,
the Mole would drop straight through the earth to its centre, as a block of brass did here. And,
of course, if a nman stepped out of the Mole while it was dematerialized, he'd drop too, w thout
sone device to hold himup.'

There were protests that nen had been heard at work inside the vault.

"l know,' agreed Jack. 'But they weren't phantons! Durran has fitted up an extra force-field
apparatus. He can naterialize a part of the Mle without materializing the whole. He drove the
ship so its bow stuck out into clear space inside the vault. Then he materialized that part, and
that part only.

"There were a couple of nen in it. They got out, gathered up their loot, and stored it in that
part of the ship, and then Durran dematerialized that part again so that it was |like the rest of
the ship. And then he swam away.'

"But what can we do to stop this - this ghastly perfornmance? demanded the banker agitatedly. 'He
can rob any bank in the country! He can steal any treasure, any security, any record!

"You can hide your treasures,' replied Jack nmeditatively. "Until he starts ki dnapping people and
forcing themto tell where valuables are, he'll be stopped. And - well - the screws of the ship
are coated with a thin filmof thoriumalloy. That is partly real in both states of existence. You
can make bull ets and bonbs of radioactive substances. Anything that's radioactive will find the
Mol e substantial You can puncture it with radi oactive bullets or shatter it with bonb fragments,
i f they happen to be radioactive, too.

"You suggest,' said the banker in al nbst hysterical indignation, 'that we shoot Durran with radi um
bul l ets? Think of the cost!'

"It's nore inportant to think of results, just now,' said Jack dryly. 'But thoriumw |l do instead
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of radium and that isn't too expensive to use in gas mantles. It'll be cheap enough

"l have, though, one really conforting thing to tell you. The Mle was built for underground
exploration, to find veins of mneral and for geol ogical study generally. It isn't designed for
the use to which Durran is putting it.

"And the entire resources of Anerican Electric are now put into the building of a new Ml e which
will be designed for offensive warfare underground. As soon as our new ship is conplete - and it
shoul d not be long, working as we are -we'll find the original Mle and destroy it.'

Gail Kennedy said sonmething to himin a | ow tone.

Jack nodded wearily. 'Sonething to keep Durran frommaterializing his ship even in part? Wy, yes!
My head's tired, Gail. | should have thought of that.'

He turned to the others. '|I have one pronising suggestion, due to Mss Kennedy. |'ve proved that
two solid bodies can occupy the sane space at the same tinme. But they can't, in the sane state. If
there is any matter nore solid than air where the Mole materializes, the sudden appearance of
extra material in the same space will cause an explosion. So you can stack bars of iron, and
grilles, and string wires inside your vaults. Make it inpossible for any part of the Mdle big
enough to hold a man and loot to materialize without including sone such extra matter. |If Durran
tries, he'll blowup the Mdle! It's worth trying, anyhow.'

He passed his hand wearily over his forehead when the indignation party went out of the

| aboratory. Gail smiled anxiously up at him

"I was stupid,' said Jack tiredly. 'l guess you're right, Gail. The new ship is taking formvery
nicely. The others can carry on without me. And nmy head's so tired I'll do better work if | rest.
Jack took a last |look at the partly conpleted ship that was to take the place of the Mle, in the
very spot where the Mol e had been. There was a great deal yet to be done to this new ship, but to
Jack it already | ooked pronising. He saw past the inconplete fram ng, the only partly assenbl ed
machi nery. He visualized the streamined vessel of the new design, nore heavily powered than the
Mol e.

Its sustaining screws worked on swivels and at full speed would not only sustain but help to
propel it. And there was armanent. A two-pounder gun with a spotter searchlight. Wen this ship
was denmaterialized, it would fire shells that would be utterly unsubstantial to anything but the
Mol e or radi oactive mnerals.

The spotter searchlight would enmit extraordinarily polarized |light, capable of penetrating stone
and rock in the state of matter Jack had di scovered. This ship should have no troubl e overtaking
and destroying the Mle.

"Funny,' said Jack suddenly. 'l never thought of it before. This ship's going to be fast. And we
could build faster ones yet. Planes, in fact. Earth-planes! They'd carry passengers. No storns. No
wind currents. Earth-plane ports in the centre of our biggest cities. Clinb in an earth-plane and
fly through the earth's core, beneath or through nountains and oceans. And they'd be fast!'

Gail smiled at him 'Good! You think about that instead of Durran for a while. But I'mgoing to
take you home and make you go to sleep.’

She did take hi mhone. She nade himprom se to rest at once. But, tired as he was, this new vision
of a mediumin which the commrerce of the world would be carried on in the future, kept hi mawake
for a long tine.

It seened that Jack had just dropped off to sleep when the strident ringing of a tel ephone beside
his bed got himheavily awake. He glanced at a clock. It was after midnight - one o'clock. He

pi cked up the phone.

"Hel | 0?'

"M. HII!" panted a voice at the other end of the wire. 'This's the gate watchman at the | ab
There's all hell |oose inside! Explosions! | sent for the cops, but it sounds |like Durran's back
Li sten!"’

Over the wire cane dull concussions. Then, the extraordinarily distinct sound of running feet, a
sl ammi ng door. A voice panted, and Jack caught the nessage before the watchman repeated it:

"The Mole's in there an' Durran is flinging bonmbs outta a tube in front. They turn to real as they
cone out. He's blown the new Mole to hell an' he's smashin' the [ab!'

Aterrific detonation seened al nbst to smash the tel ephone instrunent at the other end of the
Wre.

\l

It was stupidity, of course, that caused the destruction of the American El ectric experinenta
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| aboratories. Durran nade a thorough job of it. It seems that he stopped at a construction job in
Schenectady and | ooted the powder house of explosives to have plenty for his purpose. And it is
quite certain how he cane to know of the need to blow up the | aboratory.

Wthin an hour after Jack had reassured the commttee of bankers and police officials, the
newspapers had the whole story. To Jack the need of secrecy was so self evident that he had not

t hought of mentioning it. But to a banker the self evident necessity was to reassure the public so
there would be no runs on banks.

To police officials the self evident necessity was to make a public statenment neaning that they
had a clue and an arrest would foll ow shortly. To the newspapers and the broadcasters there was no
t hought of anything but hot news, to be passed on at once.

I n consequence, Jack's assurance and his description of a ship being built to hunt down and
destroy the Mole was given to the whole world. And with the world it went to Durran, too.

He acted i medi ately. He destroyed the | aboratory where the Nemesis of the Mdl e was preparing. And
he did nore. Wen Jack got to the scene of the disaster, fire roared anong the ruins. The new ship
was scrap iron. And plans, apparatus, formulas, everything the |aboratories had contained, were
gone.

Gail ran up to himas he surveyed the wreckage. 'I'mso sorry, Jack!'

"It is pretty,' returned Jack sardonically. "Those dammed fools had to tip Durran to everything!
And he'll be on the | ookout now M guess is that he'll try to bunp nme off, because with
everything in the lab in flames, I'mthe only one with all the stuff in ny head to make anot her
Mol e possible. W've got to start building another one in secrecy. Better, half a dozen of them
He won't be able to destroy all of them before one's finished.

Gail's father cane up, scowing. 'This costs Anerican Electric better than a mllion,' he said
bitterly.

"I'1l give it back to you,' said Jack harshly. 'Listen to nme!’

Swiftly, tersely, he talked of a new transportation system which would be faster and safer than
any the world had ever known before, and wholly independent of weather or storns. 'And if that
doesn't make up for the damage,' he added savagely, 'here's another: W dig shafts for mnes, now.
We send nmen down underground. But Durran's found a way to materialise a part of the Mdle while

| eaving the rest a phantom |f he can do that, so can we, and the other way about too. 'Wy can't
we lower a tank with a field of force in it? Dematerialize it and lower it through rock and stone
to an ore bed as deep as we want to go - ten nmiles if necessary ? Then turn on the field force to
dematerialize the ore that's inside that tank

"The ore, being nmade phantomto the rest of the world, will be actual to the tank. And we can haul
tank and ore up to the surface as easily as they'd drop to the centre of the earth. Once above
ground we renaterialize both.'

Kennedy stared. Then his eyes flared triunphantly. 'That does it! You win, Jack! No matter how
much damage Durran does, that one trick pays for it and nore besides.'

Then Gail Kennedy screaned. A ghostly sonmething - eerie and unbelievable in the red firelight -
nmoved toward them ' The Mle!"’

In one instant Jack had Gail up in his arns. He sprinted toward the Ml e. He had seen a curious
ring of solidity, upheld in mid-air, silhouetted against the blazing |aboratory. And that woul d be
the tube he'd heard about, through which bonbs were dropped to becone 'real' as they energed.

Jack plunged past that bonb tube and the ghostly Mle. Once past. Durran would have to turn the
earth-ship to bring the tube to bear, and that would take time. In a straightaway pursuit it could
run himdown on foot. But nowit -

A hand grenade went off behind him Earth spattered him Something stung his leg, nunbing it. Warm
stuff flowed down it. Then he was at a car. He flung Gail inside, jamed on the starter, and
jerked it into first. The phantom of the Mle was turning. It cane toward himagain. And he shot
away at forty-five miles an hour which became fifty and then sixty as he got on to a dear straight
r oad.

"Your father,' said Jack coolly, as he pushed the car to a higher speed yet, 'may think I'ma

coward. But Durran has destroyed nearly or quite every record of how the Mdle was built. I'mthe
only man who can build another force-field generator without those destroyed draw ngs and fi gures.
| sinply have to save that know edge until | can get it down on paper.'

Then Gail said in a rather choked voice: 'I'mwondering about ny father.'

For answer, Jack swung right, left, right again. He drewto a stop before a drug store. He called
the gate watchman at the | aboratory fromthe phone booth. In seconds, Gail was talking to her

fat her.

'He says you did the right thing,' she reported an instant later. '"Durran did intend to get you.
But - nmy father thinks that if he saw that you picked me up, he may think that the best way to
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handl e you is to be able to threaten me. So |I'm forbidden to go home. Dad's going to get a fast
car and meet us. He's going to send nme away. You, too, nost likely. You're inportant.

Jack grunted. 'Wiere do we neet your father ?' he demanded.

When she told him he swung the car and headed that way.

They were three hundred niles away by dawn, and Jack flung hinself headlong into the tedious,
exacting work of drafting new plans frommenory, building a new force-field generator also from
menory, and of necessity for its construction deternmining all over again the constants needed for
the calculation of certain of its parts

He barely took time to eat and sleep, but in seven days he was ready to install new force-field
generators as fast as they could be built in the new and faster earth-ships already taking shape
in a dozen wi dely separated nachi ne shops.

Three of those days were taken up by the need to repeat work already done, the results of which
had been destroyed with the Anerican Electric |aboratory.

During that week, however, Durran progressed fromthe status of front-page news to a point where
he was practically all the news there was. For one day after the American Electric fire, there was
no report of his activity anywhere.

No authentic report, that is. A hysterical public reported the presence of the Ml e from sonething
i ke one hundred and fifty different points within a three-hundred-nile radius of its |ast

appear ance, and declared Durran busy at crines ranging fromthe setting of forest fires and

whol esal e ki dnappings to the robbery of a chicken coop in East Orange, New Jersey.

Actual ly Durran was still trying to reach and kill Jack Hill, as his solitary dangerous opponent.
He had materialized a part of the Mole in the cellar of the house next to Jack's home. He hoped
that Jack would return to his home, if only monentarily, to secure personal possessions or
records. Wth the Mle part phantomand part real in the cellar of the house next door, his

foll owers seized and bound and gagged the occupants of that house and watched confortably for
Jack's return.

He did not appear, though Durran waited for himfor twelve hours. At the end of that tinme he took
on board the nen who had been watching, dematerialized the Ml e, and noved away. But he left an

i ncendi ary bonb under Jack's house, and the firenmen who vainly fought the blaze it started

di scovered the hel pl essness and the sufferings of the people next door

Then the Mol e began its career - the part for which it is renenbered, at any rate. At dawn it was
sighted in Troy, crawling deliberately out of a national bank building. A policeman shot at it and
blew his whistle frantically. It swamindifferently for two bl ocks along the trolley tracks of
Troy's main street.

While twenty police nade frantic, hel pless gestures, it crawed into another bank. It remai ned
there for half an hour, its blunt nose thrust through the solid netal of a vault and its
sustaining screws turning lazily. Then it sank abruptly into the ground. Its exit fromtown was
unobserved. Both banks were | ooted.

At nine o'clock the Merchants' National Bank in Al bany was open for business. There were a few
nore than the normal nunber of customers inside. The Mol e swam through the walls and cane into
view. A stenographer saw it and screanmed. There was a sudden gl ow of eerie whitish light at its
snout .

A round ring of solid matter appeared, incredibly floating in md-air at the forefront of a
nonst er whi ch seened nade of the nost tenuous of fog. Sonething hard and round and quite solid
dribbled out of that ring. It fell to the floor and exploded into a blinding haze of tear gas.
More flares of eerie whitish light. Mre solidity appeared. Men got out and worked sw ftly.
Police charged in fromthe street and were met by nmachine-gun fire. A hand grenade foll owed. The
list of dead and injured was horrifying. Presently the Mole swam deliberately out into the street.
It passed through a trolley-car, in which wonen fainted. It turned into the town's greatest

jewel lery store. Another tear-gas bomb. Ten minutes, and it came out again. Crowds swarned about
the scene of excitement. The Modl e insolently noved upon and through the hel pl ess police.

And in Al bany Durran or one of his men committed a wholly causel ess atrocity. A hand grenade
dropped fromthe solidifying ring where the crowmd was thickest. There was no reason or excuse for
it. The hospitals of Al bany were crowded with injured, alike those directly nmangl ed by the grenade
and in the panic which followed its expl osion.

The Mol e went on, insolently and deliberately |ooting bank after bank before the eyes of the
police. There was no defence against it. Treasure |ocked in the bank vaults was but rmade nore
convenient for Durran's nmen. Left el sewhere, they drove out or blinded woul d-be defenders with
tear-gas and nachine-gun fire, with hand grenades always in reserve.

The Mol e stayed two hours and a half in Al bany. Its |loot was sonething over three-quarters of a
mllion dollars.
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It reached Poughkeepsie at dusk. But here it was expected. A radium paint concern supplied the
police with radi oactive material. Daubed on bullets, the paint did all that Jack Hill had

prom sed. A storm of paint-sneared | ead poured upon the m sty nonster at its first sighting.
Direct hits, instead of going harm essly through a phantom seened to encounter resistance. Sone
punctured the nearly invisible steel plates when fired at sufficiently close range. dancing hits -
gl anced. Several police were injured by ricochets.

The Mol e dived at the first sign of injury. In seconds its shinmering, unreal rounded back was
sinking into the pavenent, which stopped what bullets seenmed to penetrate rather than pass

harm essly through its inpal pable arnmour. Rather quaintly, too, the painted bullets seened |ikely
to be effective in an unexpected way.

Once having punctured the Mole's hull, it was of course as difficult for themto get out as to get
in. And they were 'real' in both the actual world and the strange universe of the Mle. They
caught at once in the pavenment and the hull and prevented the Ml e from sinking out of sight. For
m nutes, the Mole seened to be held fast. Then a terrific expl osion underground flung up the
street. A second, a third.

O herwi se unable to escape, Durran had materialized high explosives in the solid earth and set
them of f. He bl asted away the roadway in which the bullets were caught. They undoubtedly renai ned

i nside the hull, but when no |longer held fast by real matter, they could be gathered up and thrown
out si de one of the Ml e's phantom ports. The Mle went on, still underground.

For a tine, despite the terrific |osses fromthose blasts, the police of Poughkeepsie were al nost
jubilant. Renmenbering Jack Hill's statenment that violent explosions would cone of the

mat eri alization of one solid body inside of another, it was thought that the expl osions canme from
sone such occurrence.

But they were undeceived. A quarter of a mle away, the earth heaved up. Further, it heaved up
again. Durran took a terrible revenge for the attenpt at resistance. Wen he | eft Poughkeepsie the
shattered rains behind himwere a guarantee that no other city would ever attenpt the use of

radi oactive bullets against the Mdle. The casualty list in Poughkeepsie was six tines as |large as
that in Al bany. It shocked the worl d.

Next day, the Mole nmade no foray. And it was a strange fact that since the conplete ruthlessness
of the earth-ship's crew had been denonstrated, fewer hysterical reports of its presence were
made. At first, perhaps, those who fancied they saw it nade haste to tell the police in hopes of
its capture. Now, they sinply fled. But there is no verified report of any activity on Durran's
part the day after the Poughkeepsie tragedy.

The day after, it struck Peekskill and Yonkers. It was plainly heading for New York and such an
orgy of looting as no five men in the world had ever before engaged in. Another day of peace.

Then it invaded Brooklyn by way of Harlem evidently passing under the East River in its progress.
A night and day of whol esale looting, with the police standing helplessly by and as their only
effort at defence preventing crowds from gathering where they coul d be sl aughtered.

That was an ironic touch; that the police were so far frombeing able to counter Durran's crimna
actions that the utnost they could do was prevent himfrom bei ng annoyed whil e engaged i n robbery.
New York was still untouched. And then, after a day and a night of looting in Brooklyn, the
nmot or nan of a rush-hour Brooklyn subway express, slowing to a block signal in a tube under the
river, saw the phantom inpossible apparition of the Mdle lying across the tunnel. The only solid
thing about it was the materializing tube Durran had invented and install ed.

The nmotorman jammed on the air brakes and the cars behind himrilled with noise as the standing
passengers piled up in heaps. Then sonething cane out of the round ring of solidity held upright
by the phantom Mol e. Sonet hi ng which | ooked white and flat, with a long ribbon attached to it. A
light glowed in the materializing ring and shone down upon the dropped object. It was an envel ope,
aletter.

A guard, his teeth chattering, clinbed out of the front door and picked it up. It was addressed to
the mayor of Greater New York. Shivering, he clinbed back into the subway train.

The Mole stirred. The notorman and those crowded to the front wi ndows of the train could see
through it, beyond it. A round thing dribbled out of the materializing tube and fell between the
rails. Then there was a little flare of eerie |light and the naterializing tube vanished. The Ml e
swam serenely away through the solid walls of the tunnel. It was lost in the unexplored solidity
beneath the bed of the river

Then the round thing on the track flashed up. Tear gas filled all the tunnel. But the subway train
had to go forward. It could not go back. Filled with blinded, hysterical passengers, it pulled
into the first station on the Brooklyn side and its notorman nmade a ragged stop, judging only by
the glare that a station was at hand.

The newspapers published extras, after that. The letter was a bl and conmuni cation from Durran. He
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was hol di ng New York to ransom He would snmash the subways and bridges, blast down the tal
bui |l di ngs by planting expl osives at their bases, and weck the water and power supply of the city
if his terms were not nmet. And his terns were staggering. He gave the city forty-eight hours in
which to agree to them And as if to give point to his threat, within an hour an alarmcane from
the Brooklyn Navy Yard. The Mble was there. Wien it left, it had seized enough hi gh explosives to
bl ast down hal f of New York.

It was not especially conforting to receive a reassuring broadcast fromthe Anerican Electric Co.
saying that a full dozen earth-ships, each faster, nore powerful, and nore heavily armed than the
original Mdle, would be conpleted in ten days nore. In that ten days, Durran woul d have ruined the
city.

VI |

O course they sent for Jack Hll. In the governor's mansion at Al bany he nmet with the mayor of
New York City, the governor of the State, and an array of financial and industrial nagnates who
woul d have been inpressive if they had not been so thoroughly panic-stricken

Gail Kennedy was there, too. She'd insisted on coning back with Jack, and she and her father - now
backi ng Jack strongly - provided noral support for himin the atnosphere of enbittered hatred that
filled the neeting.

"This is your fault!' said the mayor of New York furiously. The Anerican Electric Co. financed the
hi ghly unwi se experinments which have led to this grave nenace to our conmmonweal th, but you built
the piratical craft which now holds -'

Jack interrupted gently: 'You're talking nonsense. It may be good politics, but it's poor policy.
Do you want to know what you ought to do?

"That is what we have cone here for. How far are we going to avoid neeting these inp6ssible terns
Durran inposes on our city?

"Don't,' said Jack dryly. '"Pay him You'll get it back.'

" How?"

"He can store only so much in the Mle.' replied Jack nore dryly still. 'Even bank notes and
bullion. As a matter of fact, bullion costs himnoney to carry around. My guess is that he's
cached nost of his |loot, already. And ny further guess is that the sweethearts of his four nen
have a pretty good idea where that cache is. Wien Durran and his nen are killed - as they will be -
those four wonen will spend sonme of it before they're caught, but not particularly nuch.

Meanwhil e, we gain tinme until the new earth-ships are finished.

"But - millions and millions -' gasped a proni nent banker

"l have a suggestion to nake,' said Jack gently, 'about the paynent of that noney. | will not make
it inthis nob' - even in such an energency a rustle of indignation, a bristling, passed about the
assenbly - 'because | told an equally em nent group, sone days ago, about a ship under

construction to destroy the Mole. Wth really superlative fatheadedness, they told the world and
consequently Durran. That ship was pronptly blown up. So since you gentlenen can't be trusted to
hol d your tongues, 1'll keep nmy own counsel until you've decided to neet Durran's terns. Then ||
communi cate a suggestion to the person in charge of that payment. Not before!'’

Hi s idea was, of course, that bullion and even paper noney could be so inpregnated with

radi oactive material that when once taken on board the Mole it could not be noved through solidity
and woul d expose the Mole to attack. A duplication, on a larger scale, of the incident of the

radi oactive bullets in Poughkeepsie.

"l might even,' Jack added sardonically, 'say that it's very possible that Durran knows where this
meeting is taking place. If he does, and can make it here in tinme, we may be in a bad fix, anyhow,
you and | and all of us.

He swept his eyes about the gathering. Sone of the faces |ooked frightened sone | ooked indignant,
but none looted guilty. Jack felt reassured, which was a m stake. He did not realize that the sort
of man who bl abs a secret never feels guilty for having blabbed it. He feels only frightened,
sonetimes, for fear that it may be found out he has bl abbed.

And Jack did not quite realize how many nmen have their price. Bribery is of no service in
scientific research, and Jack's mnd sinply did not work in a fashion to understand it either as a
met hod or a tenptation.

"But do you realize that we're at the nercy of a pirate?' wailed a promnent Wall Street banker
"Every cent

"Wth the warning you've had,' Jack broke in, 'l rather suspect you' ve shi pped nost of your
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val uabl es out of the city. At a guess, Durran's been in a couple of bank vaults and found them
practically enpty. Hence this hol dup.

"OfF course!' snapped the mayor of New York. 'Mst of the cash in New York has been shipped out.
Most of the particularly valuable jewels, too. Even nine-tenths of the art treasures have gone!'

" Then there's nothing to be done -'

There was an indescribabl e noi se outside - a strangled squawk, as if sonebody saw sonething
utterly terrifying, A lesser politician turned a ghastly white. Then sonething cane through the
door. The door was cl osed, but the Thing cane through it. And suddenly whitish [ight flared, and a
round ring appeared in nmd-air.

The gathering of emnent figures in finance and politics becane a how ing, panic-stricken nob. A
rush of fear-crazed nmen bow ed Jack over. He struck out savagely and was on his feet again as
sonething flashed fromthe floor. Jack fought ruthlessly, lifting Gail above a crazy tangle of
struggling bodies. He thrust her feet first through a window to the terrace outside.

"CGo on!' he snapped. 'Get in a car and speed!’

"Cone with ne! Quick!' she cried.

But he | ooked about himanxiously. He saw Gail's father plunge through the phantom body of the
Mole; inits misty interior open the door of the .conference room and rush through to safety.
Then swirling gas fromthe expl oded bonb obliterated all sight.

Howl s of pure panic arose about him And Jack forced his way blindly through the wi ndow that had
meant safety for Gail and tried to funble his own way to some car with an unblinded driver. A
horde of sightless, squealing nen babbled and pushed. Crowded together, they had been bad enough
Opened out, now, they ran with flailing arms, hysterical with pure panic.

A fat nman bunped agai nst Jack, flinging himto one side. Sonmebody else struck crazily at him and
soneone careened heavily into him and he gave ground. Then, abruptly, there was sonething hard
and unyi el di ng agai nst his knees, and he toppl ed over.

He fell perhaps eight feet, down fromthe terrace outside the wi ndows of the governor's nansion
Branches | ashed at him and then he hit sonmething incredibly hard and solid. He felt a terrific
bl ow on his head

Along tine later, it seened, Jack heard the purring of machinery. He heard Gail's voice, urgent
and resol ute. Sonebody picked himup. The noise of nmachinery grew |l ouder. It roared cl ose beside
him He felt a sw mring notion.

Then, as he stirred vaguely, sonething hit himagain, and he passed into bl ank unconsci ousness.
When Jack opened his eyes again the noise of machinery still went on. There was again the
sensation of swimring, of a gentle rocking fromside to side. Hi s head ached intolerably. Then his
eyes cl eared.

He was inside the Mole. His hands and feet were tied fast. Durran grinned at him A rat-faced man
with a convict's shaven poll was at the controls. Two others were in sight about the engine. But
worst of all was the sight of Gail, very white, sitting in a crowmed corner of the Mle and
staring at vacancy.

VI

Through the wi ndows of the Ml e the outside world could be seen. One gl ance, and Jack knew. A
strange, harsh, reddish light outlined tall and unsubstantial columms reaching up to a roof of
shadows. The colums rose froma cl oudy, soft-seem ng vapour underfoot. Over all and through al
the reddi sh Iight showed.

The Mol e swam on, and the colums swept slowy past, inmobile despite their near transparency.
There was no sound fromw thout. The thudding runble of the gasoline engine; the whine of the
dynano and the separate driving nmotors -that was all. There was not even a noise as of a water
wash against the hull of the earth-ship. It swamon through an eerie, a phantomworld - and it was
al nost i npossi ble to believe.

Shadows even passed through the interior, through all its noving parts, through the human bei ngs
within it. They paid no heed. Those shadows were tree trunks, inpalpable to the dematerialized
state of the Mole as it was inpal pable to the normal worl d.

Durran grinned and said: 'You' re a very |ucky young nan.'

Jack opened his lips and cl osed them

*| said,' repeated Durran anusedly, 'you're a very lucky young man. You're alive.'

"l hardly imagine,' returned Jack evenly, 'that 1'll be alive very long."'

‘"It wasn't my intention to allowit,' conceded Durran. A nocking |light danced in his eyes. 'Mss
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Kennedy persuaded nme ot herw se. You are very fortunate to have so charming a girl so - shall |
say, loyal to you?'" He chuckl ed.

Jack was working on his bonds. Hopel ess! They had been tied by someone who knew how.

"You want to know,' he said slowy, 'where the other earth-ships are being built to destroy you.
That's why you brought ne in the MIle instead of sinply shooting ne.'

"You guess,' said Durran, 'with remarkabl e accuracy.'

"Set her free,' said Jack grimy, "and I'Il tell you where they are. OQtherwi se you can go to hell
There's no power on earth that could make ne tell while she's a prisoner.

"l disagree,' said Durran. Again his eyes nocked. 'l think we could nmake you tell us anything.
There are - er - nethods. But | shan't try. | pronised Mss Kennedy.'

Jack's eyes turned to (Jail. She stood up and cane over to him bracing herself against the
swayi ng novenents of the Mle. She was silent for a nonent. Then:

"1 told him Jack,' she said quietly. 'I - | wasn't blinded by the gas. You told nme to run, but | -
| waited to be sure you were safe. You - didn't conme outside. | didn't see you, anyway. So

started to go back to find you. And the Mdl e swam out and materialized on the lawn. | hid. Then
saw two nen get out and pick you up. | recognized you. And I ran -'

"She tried to fight us,' put in Durran blandly. 'And | recogni zed her, in turn. | had her showed

i nside the Mole, and of course we brought you in. W were very busy just about then, because there
were police running to shoot at us. You were unconscious. | dematerialized the Mole and started to
navi gate away. And M ss Kennedy had picked up a hand grenade and swore she'd pull the pin and bl ow
the lot of us to smthereens unless we rel eased you at once.'

Agai n Jack's eyes turned upon Grail. "Good girl!' he said grimy. 'I'malnost sorry that you
didn't go through with it.

"It was a stalemate,' said Durran as blandly as before. 'Because, as | pointed out, she'd do you
no good by blowing us all up. Finally we conpromi sed. | pronised to rel ease you, unharned, but not
her, if she'd put down the grenade, and if she told ne where the other earth-ships are being
built.'

"*Jack, | - | had to! Don't you see? He promised to - only hold ne for ransom
Durran nodded. 'That's all,' he said confortably. 'You, Hll, will be allowed to | eave the ship in
ten mnutes nore. In fact, I'Il insist onit.'

Jack searched his face. The nockery, the unholy anusenent in his eyes, denied the pronise of
safety. There was no doubting that.

"Do you nean,' he asked harshly, '"you're going to re-materialize the ship and put ne out on solid
ground, or do you nmean you're going to toss nme out of the door into that?

He nodded to the vapourous, unreal cloudiness which was the earth to those within the Ml e.

"No!' said Gail quickly. 'He was | aughing when he pronised to let you out. | nade himswear he
didn't nean to put you out of the ship so you'd - drop down to the centre of the earth. He said
you' d stay on top, all right.'

Durran | aughed agai n.

"Wl 1 ?' snapped Jack. 'What's the catch? And | tell you, Durran, no ransomyou can get for her is
as big as the one | can give you, of information you need! You turn her |oose instead of ne-'
"I'"lI'l let you decide,' said Durran blandly. 'You see, Hll, you gave advice on how to keep ne from
| ooting bank vaults by putting bars of iron about so | couldn't naterialize any part of the Mle
in a vault without including a bar and so blowing up the ship. The fools haven't taken your

advi ce, but | thought they woul d.

"So | prepared for it.'

" How?"

"I made a field-of-force generator a man could carry into a vault, dodging those bars. He could
dematerialize anything | wanted and bring it back without materializing the Mole inside at all and
even without the Mole's entering it. It's a good trick. | can take things out of a drawer or the
smal | est safe, now. A neat answer to your suggestion. My nmen can wal k about and pick up anything
they want.'

Agai n Jack nodded grimy at the cloudlike earth. 'No man can wal k about on that.'

"Ch, yes, a man can! You'll see! The sane trick as the sustaining screws that hold this ship up, a
thin coating of thorium | nade snowshoes, my dear fellow, on the same principle. Franmes covered
with cloth, which is painted with radioactive paint. W are going to get a pair of those snow
shoes for you. Earth-shoes would be a better nanme. Wth them upon your feet you can wal k wherever
you |ike. You can assuredly stay on top of the ground, even in your present state of
dematerialization. Take nmy word for it - you can!

Jack' s eyes burned.

Gail stared, and then cried desperately: 'But - but you're cheating! He'd starve! And - and only
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as long as he kept nmoving. You're cheating! You'd be killing himas surely and - nore horribly
than if you just flung himout to drop.'

"But,' said Durran, and chuckled, 'l amholding to the strict letter of nmy bargain. | confess it
seens to ne an excellent joke. You have five mnutes nore, Hll, before you begin your interesting

wal k, unless you wish Mss Kennedy to have that freedominstead. How about it?

Jack said grimy: 'Supposing you observe the proprieties and | et a condemmed man have a little

i ndul gence. | want to talk to Gail. O ear out!’

Again Durran chuckled. "And I'lIl do even that, instead of spending ny tine naking just conplaints
about the manner in which you constructed the ship for ne. My dear Hill, do you know that is is
necessary to run the sustaining screws ten revolutions a mnute faster than at the begi nni ng? Wy
is that?

' Repeated dematerializations,' snapped Jack. 'C ear out!’

He waited, his jaw set. Durran noved away, anused. It could not matter what Jack and Gail might
say to each other. In five mnutes nore, Jack would be nore utterly alone and nore irrevocably
dooned than any other man since time began. And Gail would remain in the Mle.

The cl oudy shapes in the harsh red light without canme to an end. The shadow of a house appeared,
and beyond it a low and | evel nist nore tenuous than that of earth. It would be the water of a

| ake.

The Mol e swam snoothly up to the house. Then it seenmed to glow in every particle with a strange
white light, which gradually di m nished and died. And as it dininished, the world w thout becane
nmore solid. Wien it ended, the shadow house becane a bungal ow. The cl oudy earth was covered with
green grass. The light was vastly brighter. And this normal, natural world | ooked infinitely

desi rabl e.

The rat-faced man got out of the ship and went casually into the house. Squeals of delight cane
out. Wonen appeared, five of them And they were pretty wonen, in their fashion. But Jack | ooked
fromthemto Gail and ground his teeth. The sight was too bitter.

The rat-faced man cane back, carrying two cloth-covered franes which were nothing nmore or |ess
than snowshoes of entirely famliar pattern, with painted canvas stoutly sewed to the rawhide
webbi ng. He had told the wonen sonething. They |aughed shrilly. He cane into the Mol e again. Again
the flash of eerie, whitish Iight. The Ml e swam on snoothly.

And then Durran threw a switch and reversed the tail screw. The noving procession of shadows in a
worl d of harsh red light slowed down and stopped.

Durran opened the door of the Mble. 'And now | keep ny prom se,' he said blandly. 'You are free to
go. In fact, if you don't go you'll be thrown out.

Two nmen kept guns trained upon Jack as a third cut | oose his hands. He put on the strange devices
for walking in a world which was all vapour, all shadows, w thout substance or reality. To fight
was not only hopeless, it would please Durran. And Jack had no hope, but he would not admit it. He
pretended a confidence he did not feel, sinply to make things easier for Gail.

"I'll see you later, Durran,' he said without intonation. 'I"'minclined to think you won't harm
Gai |, because | know what ransomyou'll want. But 1'Il see you later!"’

He stepped grinly out of the door. The stuff underfoot was soft and yielding and springy, but it
seermed to give slowy fromhis weight. Actually, that was the thinly coated cloth sinking through
t he substance of the ground. |If Jack stood still, he knew, he would sink down and down as into a
qui cksand. The earth was semisolid only to the devices upon his feet. To his body it was thin as
air. If he stunbled, he woul d hang head down, sw nging, and ultimtely he woul d sink.

And then -

But he stood, balancing hinself in a world all harsh red |light and unreal shadows, with his weight
resting upon the appearance of vapour. In all this universe only the Ml e seened real, because
only the Mol e was unreal where this world was actual

Durran stood at a wi ndow and | aughed at him The door closed. The Mol e swam away. Presently it was
lost to sight amid the shadows of innunerable phantomtrees. Jack was al one as no nan had ever
been al one before. He wal ked upon vapour, and about himwere only ghosts.

I X

The silence was ear-cracking. Silence, in the nornmal world, is a conpound of mnute noises, each
one of which contributes to a blended inpression of quiet Here there was an absol ute absence of
sound. It was startling. It was bew |l dering. There was constantly a shocked i npression of one's
own deaf ness.
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Stranger still, of course, was the |andscape. It was |like a nadman's dream The sun was visibl e,
to be sure, but as a ball of red so dark that it was al most purple. The unearthly |ight which
filled this place was far down the scale, nearly in the infra-red. It was the darkest tint the
human eye could see. Init, the trees were nore than nerely transl ucent.

Jack was seeing by rays which normally are bl anketed out by the visible spectrum The trees seened
so tenuous, so infinitely fragile that their inmmobility was not credible even when Jack saw it.
And their branches went away to threads and their foliage stopped so little of the strange faint
light that it seemed that overhead there was only the faintest of mist. Jack saw stars shining
dully in an al nost-bl ack sky.

He had stopped, rather grimy, to orient hinmself. Now he essayed to nove. And the ungainly things
strapped to his feet were fast in the earth below him That earth seenmed vapour, to be sure. But
there was radi oactive paint upon these weird earth-shoes. That worked the miracle.

The flying al pha particles fromthat paint bonbarded the dematerialized substance which alone in
the world was real to Jack. The effect was 'that of tenmporary, partial materialization, so that
the substance of the earth-shoes was partly 'real' in both states of matter

Yet it was only partly 'real' so that it could still penetrate reality. But it did so slowy.
Jack's earth-shoes had sunk a little, a very little, into the ground. But they would rise no nore
easily than they sank.

He felt a flash of panic, as a nan m ght be expected to feel with a quicksand tugging at his |egs.
Then he forced hinself to coolness. H s feet had sunk perhaps six inches into the earth. He could
not lift them But he could slide themforward. He did. And the turned-up toes of the snowshoes
hel ped, and a little later he strode forward through the inpossible, a man wal ki ng upon a cl oud,

t hrough shadows, beneath a sky and sun which did not seem of earth. He wal ked and noved, in fact,
upon a world which had becone itself a ghost in a universe that was phant om

It was nightmarish, of course. It was worse than any nightnmare. It was |like insanity cone true.
And always, if he stood still, he would sink into the nightmare and strangle in the inpal pabl e

cl oud which was the earth itself, and at last fall dizzily, twisting alittle, down into the
eternal fires which burned sullenly perhaps fifty, perhaps a hundred mles below him But to think
of that caused verti go.

Jack headed east, holding a tight |eash upon hinself |est the panic which always clawed at him
shoul d seize his brain. There would be human beings to eastward. True, he would be a ghost to

them and they to him but still - He forced hinself to note all things with a careful attention.
That way woul d cone accustonedness.
He suddenly realized that there were no snells in this strange universe. Again, |ike sounds, a man

is normally unaware of tiny odours in the air he breathes. But their absence was strange. The air
seenmed strangely flat. It had the insipid flavour of boiled and hence tastel ess water

Then he saw sonething noving. His heart |eaped for ah instant. But this noving thing was itself a
shadow. He watched it intently. It was a rabbit. He could | ook through its flesh and see the
distinctly articul ated, phantom bones within its mstlike body. Strangely, it seened to see him
too. It |eaped nmadly away. And Jack realized that, just as the rabbit seemed ghostlike to him he
woul d seem a ghost to it. Even nore of a waith and less visible, actually, because of the
brighter light in the world of reality, whereby objects behind his no |longer 'nmaterial' body would
be so nuch nore distinct.

He went on, without hope, but refusing to give way until he nust. In this world of inpalpable
things there was no solid space on which he mght rest. These was no food he could eat. There was
no water he could lift to his lips or swallow. And he knew all this and trudged doggedly eastward,
for no conceivable reason, for hour after hour. If he had any reason for his travail, it was that
he could die without yielding to the panic Durran undoubtedly expected of him

It was a ghastly journey. The earth-shoes upon his feet, clunmsy and unaccustoned; the unearthly
reddi sh i ght about him the vaporous-seening surface on which he wal ked; the know edge of and the
i nsi stent naggi ng feeling of an abyss below him He had no faintest idea of attaining to safety by
this exertion. He knew the conditions under which hope might exist, and they were practically

i mpossi ble. Wthout food or water or rest, with no neans of communi cating w th any human bei ng,
with his |oudest shout in the ear of a nman but the faintest thread of a whisper - because he was a
ghost - A ghost!

Once he passed through a tiny country village. He saw ghosts about him l|iving in phantom houses,
engaged i n unreal tasks. He was unseen by humans, but dogs barked at him frightened, terrified,
the hackles at the top of their necks raised and bristling. Their barks were the faintest of

whi spers. He went on because their uproar nade a phantom baby wake and wail soundl essly.

On - on.

He strode on for hours, desperately, watching w thout hope for sonething which m ght give hope.
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The dark-eyed, nearly purple, sun sank |ow. He had energed fromthe phantom woods | ong since and
now pl odded across a vaporous open space which was featurel ess and unmeani ng. The cl oudi ness rose
above his earth-shoes, now. It was probably a growing crop of wheat or rye, unseeable save as

m st. Ever and again he turned to | ook his |ast upon the sun. And very suddenly it vani shed and
all this unreal world was dark

There were infinitely faint reddish lights in the sky overhead - stars. He stood upon a vapour
that he could not see and that was not tangible to his hands. In all the world there was/riot one
solid thing besides his body and the ungainly objects upon his feet. He was exhausted. He was weak
wi th hunger and thirst and half nad with the knowl edge of doom upon himand that inpending drop
down into the snouldering fires that burn eternally at the centre of the earth.

Two small red glows, like fireflies, swept through the blackness froma spot to the right of him
They noved al nost before himand vani shed abruptly. He plodded on. Two others. They were nearer
Agai n they vani shed when before him A curious tail of nickering flame seemed to follow them He
was al nost too weary even to be curious. But sonewhere in his brain a voice said: 'Mtor cars.
That tail of flane is the exhaust. It's hot enough to give off infra-red, and that's what you see
by.'

He pl odded on. Sooner or |ater he would stagger fromthe exhaustion that crept upon him H's
muscl es woul d refuse to obey him He would stunble. He would fall -

Then he saw a row of dimred specks. They did not nove. He regarded themdully. They would be the
electric bulbs of a filling-station sign. He turned and noved drearily toward them He would die,
at |east, near human beings he could not even signal to. He was very tired indeed. Presently the
dimred specks stretched in the three sides of a rectangle above his head. That was the roof of
the service cover. And the lights were probably very bright ones, because he made out very faintly
i ndeed the phantomof the filling station itself. He wal ked through the walls of that phantom A
brighter reddish gl ow shone there - a round ring of Iight. No; two round rings of light. He
regarded them apathetically. He was too tired to think clearly. He found hinmself reaching out his
hand. He touched one of the rings of light. It burned him It was, actually, the gasoline burner
of a hot-dog boiler.

"Curious,' he said dully to hinself. '"In theory, if it burned nme, | nust have affected the flane.
And if there is a nman near by - but there nmust be - | could signal to himif we both knew dots and
dashes."

Then he shrugged hopel essly. His finger hurt. It was severely scorched, but there was not enough
light to see. He made a hel pl ess gesture with his scorched hand - and the burned finger touched
sonet hi ng solid.

For a nonent he was dazed. Sheer shock nade himdizzy. He touched the thing again. It was hot and
scorched his burned finger. It was inpal pable to the unburned ones.

Jack gasped. 'I feel - | feel a stove!

Then he panted to himself, all alone in the unthinkable universe of his own di scovery.

" Radi oactivity knocks sone of the atons |oose fromtheir co-ordination. Fire, heat, ought to do
the sane thing. Especially if it caused chem cal change - as it does when it scorches ny skin.
Heat demmgnetizes steel, too. It ought to -it ought to materialize -

He held his hand savagely to the flane. It was agony. It was tornent. He scorched it all over
going sick frompain. And then he groped. He felt a wall. He funbled, and funbled -

The forty-eight hours given to the Gty of New York would expire at four p.pm At alittle after
three, Jack got rather stiffly out of a motorcycle side car at the isolated spot in New Jersey
where the city's ransomwas to be paid. The State trooper who'd brought himroared his machi ne
away. Gail's father nodded to Jack, his face grey and drawn.

"I heard you were released,' he said jerkily, '"and that Gail was all right when you were turned

| oose. "’

"She was all right,' said Jack conmposedly. 'But | wasn't turned |l oose in the way you nean. You're
here to deliver the city's ranson?’

Kennedy nodded and licked his lips. '|I asked for the job,' he said desperately. '|I hope to see
Gail and nmake terns with Durran for her rel ease, too, you see.
"He'l | ask,' said Jack, 'for one of the new earth-ships. That's the price. I'mfairly sure.'

"He blew up four of themyesterday,' said Kennedy bitterly. 'They couldn't be noved as you wired
they had to be. One was got away. He'll get the rest to-norrow, probably.

Jack nodded. He got out a cigarette and lighted it. His fingers quivered |like tuning forks.
"Listen!'" he said suddenly.

He told Gail's father just how Gail had desperately bought his life by telling where the new earth-
ships were being built.' He told how Durran had cheated on the contract, anusedly, while holding
to the strict letter of his agreement. He told of his horrible journey in that world which was not

file:/lIF|/rah/Murray%20Leinster/Murray%?20Leinster%20-%20The%20Mole%20Pirate.txt (20 of 23) [7/1/03 1:59:32 AM]



file://IF|/rah/Murray%20L ei nster/M urray%20L einster%20-%20T he%20M ol e%20Pirate.txt

reality, and of the accidental discovery that the scorching of his own flesh would destroy the

effect of the force field upon it, just as heat will destroy the nagneti smof a bar of steel
"I scorched nmy hand pretty thoroughly,' he finished, 'and felt around. | found the desk where the
hot - dog man bal anced up accounts. | found his pencil and wote a nessage to him telling who | was

and how | cane to be there. Then | attracted his attention by pounding his inkwell on the top of
his desk.'

"Luckily, he wasn't just superstitious. He tried to find out what was happeni ng. The radio
broadcast had told about my being carried away in the Mle. The hot-dog man took a chance. He put
his stove down on the floor, and | bal anced myself on one of those earth-shoes and scorched the
sol es of ny own | eather shoes. | tried them And the heat had re-naterialized the bottom|ayer of
t he | eat her.

"l could stand on the floor of the hot-dog stand! At last | had some hope to cling to!

"Then | scorched the earth-shoes, too. The hot-dog man coul d see them then. And they woul dn't
sink through the floor at all. He believed ne. | tore off bits of canvas that had been scorched.
He could see them too, and so could |I. He put one over his ear as |I'd told himto, in witing.
One side was renmaterialized by the heat. The other wasn't quite scorched and was real to ne.

"I shouted at it. My voice vibrated nmy side of the cloth, and that nmade his side vibrate. In a
little while he nade ne hear him too, in the same way. W had to scream at each ot her, though
with the hand I'd scorched | could touch him It nearly scared himto death the first tinme | did
it. Then he tel ephoned for ne. And I lay down on the earth-shoes on the floor, and waited. The
brought a force-field outfit and re-materialized ne.

"I nearly keeled over when | saw the world actual about nme again.'’

Kennedy |istened. He had to. But his thoughts were with Gail

"But Gail-'

"Look at my hands.' said Jack jerkily. He held themout. They quivered. 'I found out sonething
Durran doesn't know. It's a showdown. Either we get Gail back when Durran turns up, or - there's
no hope for her at all.

"What's the matter?

"Durran's dooned,' said Jack unsteadily. 'He doesn't knowit. | do. He told ne he was having to
run the sustaining screws ten revolutions a mnute faster than at the beginning. And Gail's in the
Mol e. You see what that neans?'

"No. What's happened?

' The sustaining screws hold the Mble up,' replied Jack, puffing nervously, 'because they're coated
with thorium If it wasn't for that and their novenent, the ship would drop |ike a stone. And the
thoriumplating is wearing off. Durran doesn't realize it, but the Mole's travelled a | ong way.
When he's run it a certain time |onger, so nmuch of the plating will have worn off that no speed
will enable the sustaining screws to hold the ship up. So we've got to get Gail out of the Mle to-
day.' His eyes net the other's evenly.

Kennedy's face was grey and drawn. It went greyer yet. 'Wat are you going to do?'

"Ransom her,' replied Jack. 'If Durran sees nme here, he won't go away |l eaving ne alive. | hope
he'll be curious enough to ask ne how | escaped. Then | can talk to him Did you see a plane sweep
| ow across this place early this norning?

Kennedy shook his head.

"It was supposed to dust the ground all about here,' said Jack jerkily. 'Like they dust crops by
pl ane. That's part of the trick. | have the rest in ny pocket. Were's the ransomfor New York?
Kennedy gestured toward half a dozen suitcases. 'Full of currency,' he said indifferently. 'State
troopers all around us in aring a couple of mles across. Durran's been | ooking over the place,
we may be sure. He's probably watching us now.'

Jack nodded. He flung his cigarette away and |ighted anot her

"I've only about as long as it takes Durran to get here,' he said unsteadily, 'before | get bunped

off. I"'mhoping - I"mpraying | get Gail dear. Only one chance, and that a thin one. But Durran
goes, and | think | go with him'
"But what are you going to do?" demanded Kennedy desperately. 'Wat -' Then he stopped.

The Mole, a phantom was rising out of the ground not a dozen yards away. It canme fully into view,
and the whitish, eerie light of the force field played upon it, dimnishing. As it dimnished, the
Mol e solidified. And as it solidified the screws found the earth in which they worked becom ng
more and nore solid and they slowed and then finally stopped for the increased resistance.

The door opened. The ugly nuzzle of a nachine gun peered out.

"I've scouted pretty thoroughly,' said the voice of Durran harshly, '"and there's no trap here.
hope you didn't plan to have ne bonbed fromthe air, Kennedy. |'ve got your daughter with ne.'
"N-no,' said Kennedy. He swallowed. 'l - | arranged to neet you so | could nmake ternms for her
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ransom Can | speak to her?
A pause.
Durran | aughed. 'Wiy not? Go out, ny dear, and talk to him | can take you back any tine | please -

Hi s voice broke off short. He'd recogni zed Jack

"Hell o, Durran,' said Jack coolly. '"You didn't Iike the last bargain | nade with you. But it stil
stands as an offered ransomfor Gail.

Gail stepped out of the Mble, deathly white, and suddenly ran into her father's arns. She sobbed
in sheer relief as she dung to him '"Jack isn't dead!’

"Talk to you later, Gil,' said Jack evenly. '"I'mgoing to make a bargain for you to stay with
your father.

Durran found his voice again. 'The devil!' he said, shaken. 'l thought you were roasted | ong ago,
HI1l! 1"l rmake sure you' re dead before | leave this tine!'

"Perhaps," said Jack. 'l offered you information, while | was in the Mdle, in exchange for Gail's
safety. Kill nme and you don't get it. It's about - this.'

He took a flat package, about the size of a tobacco tin, out of his pocket. The ugly nuzzle of the
machi ne gun swung and covered hi maccurately.

You' re covered,' said Durran. '"Wat's the trick?

"You can't dematerialize within a certain distance of one of these contrivances,' said Jack
"They're being turned out in quantity. The result is that if you materialize anywhere these things
have been planted, you can't get away and are subject to attack. I'Il trade full information, and
come with you to give it, for Gail's release. Maybe you can beat them | doubt it. But you can
work out a detector for them if you know how they work.'

"That's inpossible!" snapped Durran

"So is the Mole.' submtted Jack. 'You can't dematerialize your ship right now Isn't the secret
of that trick worth Gail's rel ease?

A pause.

Durran's voi ce sounded suspidous. "If it's true. That m ght be a bonmb, though. You stay where you
are. l'mgoing to test it out. This machine gun stays trained on you. | turn on the force field.
If you lie, | can materialize again fast enough to kill you.'

"But you can't dematerialize,' said Jack. He snmiled faintly. 'You're inside the range of this
thing.'

Only a grunt cane frominside the Mole. Sonething runbled within. The sustaining screws stirred
Instantly the ship flashed into the state of co-ordinated atons, they would whir swiftly, | ooking
like the nost tenuous of froth but sustaining the whole weight of the earth-ship.

"If you dare nove,5 said Durran harshly, "I'Il kill all three of you!'

Then the Mole flared with eerie, whitish light. It became a phantom

And it dropped with a headlong sw ftness at one and the sane instant. One instant there was the
Mol e, all solid, riveted, bullet-scarred plates of steel. Next instant there was a gl owing outline
which fell as it glowed. Then there was nothing. No phantom No outline. Nothing.

Jack smled very, very faintly. 'l think,' he said softly, '"that's that!"’

Gail stared at him 'Jack! Were's the Ml e?

Jack said rather grimy: 'The thoriumplating on the sustaining screws has been wearing thin. So
this norning | had a plane fly low over this place Durran had appointed. It dusted all the top of
the ground with crystals of phosphoric acid. There's been rain lately, and the ground is noist.
The acid made a strong solution in all the top soil. And the Ml e cane swi nmng through that soil
As long as it was de-materialized, of course, the acid did nothing. But when the Mle

materi alized, the phosphoric acid dissolved off the remaining thin plating of thoriumfromthe
screws. And | persuaded Durran to dematerialize - and there was nothing to hold the ship up. It

fell through earth and stone. It's still falling. We'll never see Durran again.'

Gail said, absurdly: 'Jack! The Mdl e you built! It's gone!'’

"Yes,' said Jack. "And | expected to be init. |I was sure Durran would nmake nme cone in, but he was
afraid that "contrivance" was a bonb. It was, and |'ve another in ny pocket. Wth you outside of
the Mole and ne inside with two bonbs - | told your father Durran would go. He - had to be
finished."'

But he | ooked rather sick. The Mole would still be falling - toward those snoul dering interna

fires to which Durran had doomed hi m once.

Then, quite suddenly, the ground trenbled. A distant, nuted, racking sound cane fromfar, far
underground. It ceased.

"That - that ends it,' said Jack. 'Durran knew what he was falling to. He was clever. He probably
even figured out what | did. So be blew up the ship rather than wait. I'mrather glad of that.'
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Silence! Little rustling noises of |eaves and grass in the w nd.

Then Kennedy said fiercely: 'That's done with, then! Durran's finished! And we'll get back to
wor k! You, Jack, you'll be needed to explain that earth-plane idea. W'Il| have under-ocean
passenger service to Europe within a year. W'l|l have fleets of earth-planes noving through
solidity, safer than aeroplanes or ships could be. And we'll be mining ten and twenty niles deep
with those m ne cages you tal ked about -'

But Gail let go of her father's hands. She wal ked over to Jack and into his arnmns.

"My father thinks you' ve made good, Jack,' she told him 'Now, you tell himthere's something very
inportant to be attended to before you do any nore work on those nasty earth-ships!"’

Jack pressed her cl ose.

"Yes; there is. Do you mnd attending a wedding this afternoon, sir?" he asked Kennedy.

"Not at all,' replied Kennedy with a grimace. 'You two stay here a nmonment while | get those State
police. Watch these bags, if you can. The ransomfor New York is in them It's got to be taken
back. "

file:/lIF|/rah/Murray%20Leinster/Murray%?20Leinster%20-%20The%20Mole%20Pirate.txt (23 of 23) [7/1/03 1:59:32 AM]



	Local Disk
	file:///F|/rah/Murray%20Leinster/Murray%20Leinster%20-%20The%20Mole%20Pirate.txt


