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L enville Bert Redmond had never heard of the place until he received Joan's letter. But hereit was, a

tiny straggling village cuddied amongst the Ramapo hills of lower New Y ork State, only a few miles from
Tuxedo. There was a prim, white-painted church, a generd store with the inevitable gasoline pump at the
curb, and a dozen or so0 of weatherbeaten frame houses. That was dl. It was atypicd, dusty cross-roads
hamlet of the vintage of thirty years before, utterly isolated and gpart from the rushing life of the broad
concrete highway so short a distance away.

Bert stopped his ancient and battered flivwer a the corner where a group of overdled loungers was
gathered. Its asthmatic motor died with a despairing cough as he cut the ignition.

"Anyone tdl me where to find the Carmody place?’ he sang out.

No one answered, and for a moment there was no movement anongs his listeners. Then one of the
loungers, an old man with a stubble of gray beard, drew near and regarded him through thick spectacles.

"You an't amin' to go up there done, be you?' the old fdlow asked in athin cracked voice.

"Certanly. Why?' Bert caught a peculiar gleam in the watery old eyes that were enlarged so enormoudy
by the thick lenses. It was fear of the supernaturd thet lurked there, stark terror, dmogt.

"Don't you go up to the Carmody place, young fdler. They's queer doin's in the big house, is why. Blue
lights a night, an’' noises insde—an'—an' cracklin' like thunder overhead—"

"Aw shet up, Gramp!" Another of the idlers, a youngster with chubby features, and downy of lip and
chin, sauntered over from the group, interrupting the old man's discourse. "Dont ligen to him," he said to
Bert. "He's cracked a mite—been seein’ things The big house is up yonder on the hill. See, with the red
chimbley showin' through the trees. They's awindin' road down here a piece.”

Bert followed the pointing finger with suddenly anxious gaze. It was not an inviting spot, that tangle of
second-growth timber and underbrush that hid the big house on the londly hillsde; it might concedl amost
anything. And Joan Parker was there!

The one cdled Gramp was screeching invectives at the grinning bystanders. "You passd o' young idjitd"
he stormed. "l seen it, | tdl you. An—an' heard things, too, The devil hisdf is up there—an' his imps.
Wed oughtn't to let thisfdler go...."

Bert waited to hear no more. Unreasoning fear came to him that something was very much amiss up there
a the big house, and he started the flivver with a thunderous barrage of its exhaus.

The words of Joan's note were vivid in his mind: "Come to me, Bert, a the Carmody place in Lenville
Bdieve me, | need you." Only that, but it had been sufficient to bring young Redmond across three states
to this meedy town that wasn't even on the road maps.



Bert yanked the bouncing car into the winding road that led up the hill, and thought grimly of the quarrel
with Joan two years before. He had told her then, arrogantly, that sheld need him some day. But now
that his words had proved true the fact brought him no consolation nor the dightest dation. Joan was
therein thislondy spot, and she did need him. That was enough.

He attacked it in vain with hisfists.

He ran nervous fingers through his dready touded mop of sandy har—a habit he had when
disturbed—and nearly wrecked the car on agray boulder that encroached on one of the two ruts which,
together, had been termed a road.

Stupid, that quarrd of theirs. And how stubborn both had been! Joan had insgsted on going to the big city
to follow the career her brother had chosen for her. Chemidry, biology, laboratory work! Bert sniffed,
even now. But he had been equdly stubborn in his indstence that she marry him insteed and settle down
on the middle-Western fruit farm.

With a sudden twig, the road turned in at the entrance of a sadly neglected estate. The grounds of the
place were overrun with rank growths and the driveway was covered with weeds. The tumble-down
gables of a descrepit frame house peeped out through the trees. It was a rambling old building that once
hed been a manson—the "big housg" of the natives. A musly air of decay was upon it, and crazily askew
window shutters proclaimed deep-shrouded mydery within.

Bert drew up at the rickety porch and stopped the flivver with its usud shuddering jerk.

/ \sif his coming had been watched for through the stained glass of its windows, the door was flung

vidently open. A white-clad figure darted across the porch, but not before Bert had untangled the lean
ax feet of him from under the flivwer's whed and bounded up the steps.

"Joan!"
"Bet! |—I'm sorry.”
"Metoo." Swalowing hard, Bert Redmond held her close.

"But | won't go back to Indiana" The girl raised her chin and the old defiance was in her tearful gaze.



Bert stared. Joan was white and wan, a mere shadow of her old sdf. And she was trembling, hysterical.
"That'sdl right,” he whispered. "But tdl me now, what isit? What's wrong?"

With sudden vigor she was drawing him into the house. "It's Tom," she quavered. "I can't do a thing with
him; can't get him to leave here. And something terrible is about to happen, | know. | thought perhaps
you could help, even if—"

"Tom Parker here?' Bert was surprised that the fagtidious older brother should leave his comfortable city
quarters and lose himsdf in this God-forsaken place. "Sure, I'll help, desr—if | can.”

"You can; oh, I'm sure you can,” the girl went on tremuloudy. A spot of color flared in either cheek. "It's
his experiments. He came over from New York about a year ago and rented this old house. The city
laboratory wasn't secluded enough. And I've helped him until now in everything. But I'm frightened; he's
playing with dangerous forces. He doesn't understand—won't understand. But | saw...."

And then Joan Parker dumped into a high-backed chair that stood in the ancient pandled hdll. Soft waves
of her chestnut hair framed the pinched, terrified face, and wide eyes looked up a Bert, with the same
horror he had seen in those of the old fdlow the village. A surge of the old tenderness wdled up in him
and he wanted to take her in hisarms.

"Wait," she said, swiftly risng. "I'll let you judge for yoursdlf. Here—go into the laboratory and talk with
Tom."

She pushed him forward and through a door that closed softly behind him. He was in a large room that
was cluttered with the mogt bewildering array of dectricd mechaniams he had ever seen. Joan had
remained outside.

T om Parker, his har grayer and forehead higher than when Bert had seen him lagt, rose from where

he was stooping over a work bench. He advanced, smiling, and his black eyes were dight with genuine
pleasure. Bert had anticipated a less cordid welcome.

"Albert Redmond!" exclaimed the older man. "Thisis a surprise. Glad to see you, boy, glad to see you."

He meant it, Tom did, and Bert wrung the extended hand heartily. Yet he dared not tdl of Joan's note.
The two men had aways been the very best of friends—except in the matter of Joan's future.

"You haven't changed much," Bert ventured.

Tom Parker laughed. "Not about Joan, if that is what you mean. She likes the work and will go far in it.
Why, Bert—"



"Saray, wat a minute" Bert Redmond's mien was solemn. "l saw her outsde, Tom, and was shocked.
Sheign't hersadf—doesn't look at dl well. Haven't you noticed, man?'

The older man sobered and a puzzled frown crossed his brow. "I have noticed, yes. But it's nonsense,
Bert, | swear it is She has been having dreams—worrying a lot, it seems. Guess I'll have to send her to
the doctor?"

"Dreams? Worry?' Bert thought of the old man cdled Gramp.

"Yes I'll tdl you dl about it—what we're working on here—and show you. It's no wonder she gets that
way, | guess. I've been a bit loony with the marvd of it mysdf a times. Come here”

Tom led him to an intricate gpparatus which bore some resemblance to a tdevison radio. There were
countless vacuum tubes and ther controls, tiny motors belted to dotted disks that would spin when
power was applied, and a double eyepiece.

"Before | let you look,” Tom was saying, "Il give you an idea of it, to prepare you. This is a mechanism
I've developed for a study of the less-understood dimensions. The results have more than judified my
expectations—they're asounding. Bert, we can actudly see into these redms that were hitherto
unexplored. We can examine a close range the life of these other planes. Think of it!"

"Life—plane—dimensons?' said Bert blankly. "Remember, | know very little about this science of
yours."

I
H aven't you read the news-paper accounts of Eingen's researches and of others who have
delved into the theory of rdaivity?"

"Saray! | read them, but they don't tdl me athing. It's over my head amile”

"W, ligen: this universe of ours—space and dl it contains—is a thing of five dimensons, a continuum
we have never begun to contemplate in its true complexity and immendty. There are three of its
dimensons with which we are familiar. Our normd senses perceive and understand them—Iength,
breadth and thickness. The fourth dimension, time, or, more properly, the time-space intervd, we have
only recently understood. And this fifth dimendon, Bert, is something no man on earth has delved

into—excepting mysdf.”

"You don't say." Bert was properly impressed; the old gleam of the enthusadic scientis was in Tom's
keen eyes.

"Surest thing. | have cdled this fifth dimendon the interva of oscillation, though the term is not precisaly
correct. It has to do with the arrangement, the speed and direction of movement, and the polarity of



protonic and eectronic energy charges of which matter is comprised. It upsets some of our old and
accepted naturd laws—onein particular. Bert, two objects can occupy the same space at the same time,
though only one is perceptible to our earthbound senses. Ther differently condituted atoms exigt in the
same location without interference—merdy vibrating in different planes. There are many such planes in
this fifth dimension of space, dl around us, some actudly inhabited. Each plane has a different atomic
dructure of metter, its own oscillation interva of the energy tha is matter, and a set of naurd laws
peculiar to itsdf. | can't begin to tdl you; in fact, I've explored only a fraction. But here—look!™

T om's ingrument set up a Soft purring at his touch of alever, and eery blue light flickered from behind

the double eyepiece, casting grotesque shadows on wals and calling, and paling to indgnificance the light
of day that filtered through the long-unwashed windows.

Bert squinted through the hooded twin lenses. At fird he was dazzled and confused by the rapidly
whirling light-images, but these quickly resolved into geometric figures, an inconceivable number of them,
extending off into limitless space in a huge arc, revolving and tumbling like the colored particles in an
old-fashioned kaeidoscope. Cubes, pyramids and cones of variegated hues. Swift-rushing spheres and
long dim cylinders of brilliant blue-white; gleaming disks of polished jet, spinning....

Abruptly the view gabilized, and clear-cut stationary objects sorang into being. An unbroken viga of
seamed chaky diffs beside an inky sea whose waters rose and fdl rhythmicaly yet did not break againg
the towering paisade. Wave-less, glass-smooth, these waters. A huge blood-red sun hanging low in a
leaden though cloudless sky, reflecting scintillating flecks of gold and purple brilliance from the ocean's
black surface.

At firg there was no Sgn of life to be seen. Then a mound was risng up from the sea near the diff, a huge
tortoiselike shape that stretched forth severd fla members which adhered to the vertical white wdl is if
held by suction disks. Ponderoudy the thing turned over and headed up from the inky depths, spewing
out from its concave under side an army of furry brown bipeds. Creatures with bloated torsos in which
head and body merged so closdly as to be indidinguishable one from the other, baanced precarioudy on
two spindly legs, and with long thin arms like tentacles, waving and cailing. Spiderlike beings ran out over
the smooth dark surface of the sea asiif it were solid ground.

11
\] upiter!” Bert looked up from the eyepiece, blinking into the triumphant grinning face of Tom

Parker. "You meen to tdl me these creatures are red?' he demanded. "Living here, dl around us, in
another plane where we can't see them without this machine of yours?'

"Surest thing. And thisis but one of many such planes™



"They can't get through, to our plane?
"Lord no, man, how could they?"

A sharp crackling ped of thunder rang out overhead and Tom Parker went suddenly white. Outside, the
sky was cloudless.

"And that—what's that?" Bert remembered the warning of the old man of the village, and Joan's obvious
fear.

"lt—it'sonly a physcd manifestation of the forces | use in obtaining visud connection, one of the things
that worries Joan. Yet | can't find any cause for darm....”

The scientist's voice droned on endlesdly, technicadly. But Bert knew there was something Tom did not
understand, something he was trying desperately to explain to himsdf.

Thunder rumbled once more, and Bert returned his eyes to the ingrument. Directly before him in the fidd
of vison a group of the spider men advanced over the pitchy sea with a curioudy constructed cage of
woven trangparent materid which they set down at a point so close by that it seemed he could touch it if
he stretched out his hand. The illuson of physcd nearness was perfect. The evil eyes of the creatures
were fastened upon him; tentacle arms uncoiled and reached forth as if to break down the barrier that
Separated them.

And then a scream penetrated his consciousness, wrenching him back to consderation of his immediate
surroundings. The laboratory door burst open and Joan, pae and disheveled, dashed into the room.

T om shouted, running forward to intercept her, and Bert saw what he had not seen before, a ten-foot

crde of blue-white meta set in the floor and illuminated by a shaft of light from a reflector on the caling
above Tom's machine.

"Joan—the force areal” Tom was ydling. "Keep avay!"
Tom had reached the distraught girl and was sruggling with her over on the far Sde of the disk.

There came a throbbing of the very air surrounding them, and Bert saw Tom and Joan on the other sde
of the force area, thar white faces indidinct and wavering asif blurred by heat waves rigang between. The
rumblings and cracklings overhead increased in intengty until the old house swayed and creaked with the
concussons. Hazy forms maeridized on the lighted disk—the cage of the transparent, woven
basket—dark spidery forms within. The creatures from that other plane!

"Joan! Tom!" Bert's voice was soundless as he tried to shout, and his muscles were paralyzed when he



attempted to hurl himsdf across to them. The blue-white light had spread and formed a huge bubble of
white brilliance, a transparent eagtic solid that flung him back when he attacked it in vain with hisfigs.

Within its confines he saw Joan and her brother scuffling with the spider men, tearing at the tentacle ams
that encircled them and drew them relentlesdy into the basket-weave cage. There was a tremendous
thump and the warping of the very universe about them dl. Bet Redmond, his body racked by
insupportable tortures, was hurled into the black abyss of infinity....

T his was not death nor was it a dream from which he would awaken. After that moment of mental

agony and ghaslly physicd pain, after a dizzying rush through inky nothingness, Bert knew suddenly that
he was very much dive. If he had logt consciousness at dl, it had been for no great length of time. And
yet there was this sense of strangeness in his surroundings, a feding that he had been transported over
some namdess gulf of space. He had dropped to his knees, but with the swift return of normad faculties
he jJumped to hisfeet.

A tdl stranger confronted him, a haf-nude giant with bronzed skin and of solemn visage. The stawart
build of him and the smooth contours of cheek and jaw proclaimed him a man not yet past middle age,
but his uncropped hair was white as the driven snow.

They stood in a spherica chamber of sivery metd, Bert and this giant, and the gentle vibration of
ddicatdy baanced machinery made itsdf fet in the ructure. Of Joan and Tom there was no Sgn.

"Where am |?' Bert demanded. "And where are my friends? Why am | with you, without them?'

Compassion was in the tdl stranger's gaze—and something more. The pain of a great sorrow filled the
brown eyes that looked down at Bert, and resgnation to a fate that was shrouded in ineffable mygery.

"Trus me" he said in a mdlow durring voice. "Where you are, you shdl soon learn. You are safe. And
your friendswill be located.”

"Wl be located! Don't you know where they are?' Bert laid hands on the big man's wrists and shook
him impatiently. The stranger was too cdm and unmoved in the face of this tremendous thing which had
come to pass.

"I know where they have been taken, yes. But there is no need of haste out here in infra-dimensond
space, for time stands ill. We will find it a smple matter to reach the plane of ther captors, the Bardeks,
within a few seconds after your friends arrive there. My plane segregator—this sphere—will accomplish
thisin due season.”



Srangely, Bert bdieved him. This talk of dimensons and planes and of the hdting of time was

incomprehengble, but somehow there was communicated to his own restless nature something of the
placid serenity of the white-haired stranger. He regarded the man more closdly, saw there was an dien
look about him that marked him as different and apart from the men of Earth. His sole garment was a
wide breech clout of dlvery suff that glinted with changing colors—hues foreign to nature on Earth. His
was a superhuman perfection of muscular development, and there was an indescribable mingling of
gentleness and sternnessin his demeanor. With a sart, Bert noted that his fingers were webbed, as were
his toes.

"Saay," Bert exclamed, "who are you, anyway?'

The stranger permitted himsdf the merest ghost of a amile "You may cdl me Wanderer," he said. "l am
the Wanderer of Infinity."

"Infinity! Y ou are not of my world?"

"But no."

"You speak my language.”

"It is one of many with which | am familiar.”

"I— don't understand." Bert Redmond was like a man in a trance, completdy under the spdl of his
amazing host's persondlity.

"It isgiven to few men, to undergand.” The Wanderer fdl slent, his ams folded across his broad chest.
And his great shoulders bowed as under the weight of centuries of mankind's cares. "Yet | would have
you understand, O Man-Called-Bert, for the tde is a Strange one and is heavy upon me"

It was uncanny that this Wanderer should address him by name. Bert thrilled to a new sense of awe.

"But," he objected, "my friends are in the hands of the spider men. You said we'd go to them. Good
Lord, man, I've got to do it!"

"You forget that time means nothing here. We will go to them in precise synchronism with the proper time
as exigent in that plane.”

T he Wanderer's intense gaze hdd Bert speechless, hypnotized. A swift dmming of the sphere's
diffused illumination came immediately, and darkness swept down like a blanket, thick and gifling. This



was no ordinary darkness, but utter absence of light—the tota obscurity of Erebus. And the hidden
motors throbbed with sudden new vigor.

"Behald!" At the Wanderer's excdlamation the enclosng sphere became transparent and they were in the
midst of a dizzying maglstrom of flashing color. Brilliant geometric shapes, there were, whirling off into the
vasness of space; as Bet had seen them in Tom Parker's indrument. A gigantic arc of rushing
light-forms spanning the black guif of an unknown cosmos. And in the foreground directly under the
gphere was a bluewhite disk, horizontaly fixed—a subgtantid and familiar object, with hazy
surroundings likewise familiar.

"lan't thet the metd platform in my friend's laboratory?' asked Bert, marveing.

"Itisindeed.” The melow voice of the Wanderer was grave, and he lad a hand on Bert's am. "And for
0 long as it exids it conditutes a serious menace to your dvilization. It is a gateway to your world, a
means of contact with your plane of existence for those many vicious hordes that dwel in other planes of
the fifth dimension. Without it, the Bardeks had not been able to enter and effect the kidngping of your
friends. Oh, | tried so hard to warn them—~Parker and the girl—but could not do it intime."

A messure of understanding came to Bert Redmond. This was the thing Joan had feared and which Tom
Parker had neglected to consider. The forces which enabled the scientist to see into the mysterious
planes of this uncharted redm were likewise capable of providing physicd contact between the planes, or
actud travel from one to the other. Tom had not learned how to use the forces in this manner, but the
Bardeks had.

11
W e travel now dong a different set of coordinates, those of space-time” said the Wanderer.
"We go into the pagt, through eons of time as it is counted in your world.”

"Into the past,” Bert repeated. He stared foolihly a his host, whose eyes dlittered strangdly in the
flickering light.

"Yes, we go to my home—to wha was my home."

"To your home? Why?' Bert shrank before the anvful contorted face of the Wanderer. A spasm of
ferocity had crossed it on hislast words. Some fearful secret mugt be gnawing a the big man's vitds.

"Agan you mug trust me. To understand, it is necessary thet you see.”

The gentle whir of machinery rose to a piercing shriek as the Wanderer manipulated the tiny levers of a
control board that was set in the smooth transparent wal. And the rushing light-forms outside became a
blur a firg, then a solid stream of cold liquid fire into which they plunged at breakneck speed.



There was no perceptible mation of the sphere, however. It was the only object that seemed subgantid
and fixed in an intangible and meadly gyraiing universe. Its curved wal, though transparent, was solid,
comforting to the touch.

Sanding by his insrument board, the Wanderer was engrossed in a tabulation of mathemetical data he
was gpparently usng in setting the many control knobs before him. Platting their course through infinity!
His placid serenity of countenance had returned, but there was a new eagerness in his intense gaze and
his strong fingers trembled while he manipulated the tiny levers and dids.

Outsidethe apparently motionless sphere, a never-ending riot of color surged swiftly and slently by,

now swirling violently in great sweeping arcs of blinding magnificence, now changing character and
driving down from dizzying heights as a dimHit column of gray that might have been a blast of steam from
some huge inverted geyser of the cosmos. Always there were the intermittent black bands that flashed
awiftly across the brightness, momentarily darkening the sphere and then passing on into the limbo of this
strange rem between planes.

Abruptly then, like the turning of a page in some gigantic book, the swift-moving phantasmagoria svung
back into the blackness of the infinite and was gone. Before them Stretched a landscape of ralling hills
and fetile vdleys. Overhead, the skies were a deep blue, dmost violet, and twin suns shone down on the
scene. The sphere drifted dong a few hundred feet from the surface.

"Urtrarial" the Wanderer breathed reverently. His white head was bowed and his great hands clutched
the amdl rail of the control board.

In a daze of conflicting emotions, Bert watched as this land of peace and plenty dipped past beneath
them. This he knew, had been the home of Wanderer. In what past age or a how great a distance it was
from his own world, he could only imagine. But that the big man who cdled himsdf Wanderer loved this
country there was not the dightest doubt. It was a fetish with him, a past he was in duty bound to revist
time and again, and to mourn over.

Smooth broad lakes, there were, and glisening streams that ran their winding courses through well-kept
and productive farmlands. And scattered communities with orderly streets and spacious parks. Roads,
gretching endless ribbons of wide metdlic surface across the countryside. Long two-whedled vehidles
skimming over the roads with speed so grest the eye could scarcdly follow them. Fagpping-winged ships
of the air, flying high and low indl directions. A great city of magnificent dome-topped buildings looming
up suddenly at the horizon.

The sphere proceeded swiftly toward the city. Once a gregt ar liner, flapping huge gossamerlike wings,
drove directly toward them. Bert cried out in darm and ducked inginctively, but the ship passed through
them and on itsway. It was asif they did not exig in this spherical vehide of the dimensions.



11
W e are here only as onlookers" the Wanderer explained sadly, "and can have no maerid
exigence here. We can not enter this plane, for there is no gateway. Would that there were.”

Now they were over the city and the sphere came to rest above a spacious fla roof where there were
luxurious gardens and pools, and a amdl glass-domed observatory. A woman was seated by one of the
pools, a beautiful woman with long golden harr thet fdl in soft profuson over her ivory shoulders and
bosom. Two children, handsome stdwart boys of probably ten and twelve, romped with a domestic
animd which resembled a foxhound of Earth but had glossy short-haired fur and flippers like these of a
sedl. Suddenly these three took to the water and splashed with much vigor and joyful shouting.

The Wanderer gripped Bert's am with panful force. "My home™ he groaned. "Underdtand, Earthling?
Thiswas my home, these my wife and children—destroyed through my folly. Destroyed, | say, in ancient
days. And by my accursed hand—when the metal mongters came.”

There was madnessin the Wanderer's glassy stare, the madness of a tortured soul within. Bert began to
fear him.

"We should leave," he said. "Why torment yoursdf with such memories? My friends...."

"Have patience, Earthling. Don't you understand that | sinned and am therefore condemned to this
torment? Can't you see that | must unburden my soul of its ages-old load, that 1 mugt revisit the scene of
my crime, that others mugt see and know? It is part of my punishment, and you, perforce, must bear
witness. Moreover, it isto help your friends and your world that 1 bring you here. Behold!"

/ \ man was coming out of the observatory, a tdl man with bronzed skin and raven locks. It was the
Wanderer himsdlf, the Wanderer of the past, as he had been in the days of his youth and happiness.

Thewoman by the pool had risen from her seat and was advancing eagerly toward her mate. Bert saw
that the men hardly glanced in her direction, so intent was he upon an object over which he stood. The
object was a shimmering bowl some eight or ten feet across, which was mounted on a tripod near the
observatory, and over whose metdlic surface a queer bluish light was playing.

It was a wordless pantomime, the ensuing scene, and Bert watched in amazement. This woman of
another race, another age, another plane, was pleading with her man. Sobbing soundlessy, wretchedly.
And the man was unheeding, impatient with her demongtrations. He shoved her aside as she attempted to
interfere with his manipulations of some e aborate mechanicd contrivance at the side of the bowl.



And then there was a sudden roaring vibration, a flash of light legping from the bowl, and the
materidization of a spherica vessd that swalowed up the man and vanished in the sheft of light like a
moath in the flame of a candle.

At Bert's sde, the Wanderer was a grim and slent figure, misy and unred when compared with those
materid, emotion-torn beings of the rooftop. The woman, swooning, had wilted over the rim of the bowl,
and the two boys with their strange amphibious pet splashed out from the pool and came running to her,
wide-eyed and dripping.

The Wanderer touched a lever and again there was the sensation as of a great page turned across the
vastness of the universe. All was hazy and indistinct outside the sphere that held them, with a rushing blur
of dmly gray light-forms. Beneseth them remained only the bright outline of the bowl, an object distinct
and red and fixed in space.

"It wasthus | left my loved ones,”" the Wanderer said hallowly. "In fanatical devotion to my science, but in
blind disregard of those things which redly mattered. Observe, O Man-Called-Bert, that the bowl is ill
exigent in infra-dimensond space—the gateway | left open to Urtraria. So it remained while |, fool thet |
was, explored those planes of the fifth dimension that were dl around us though we saw and fdt them
not. Only | had seen, even as your friend Tom has seen. And, like him, | heeded not the menace of the
things | had witnessed. We go now to the plane of the metd mongters. Behold!"

T he sphere shuddered to the increased power of its hidden motors and another huge page seemed to

turn dowly over, lurching Sckeningly as it came to rest in the new and materid plane of existence. Here,
Bert understood now, the structure of matter was entirdly different. Atoms were comprised of protons
and eectrons whirling at different velocities and in different orbits—possbly some of the eectrons in
reverse direction to those of the aomic structure of matter in Urtraria. And these coexisted with those
others in the same relative pogtion in time and in space. Ages before, the thing had happened, and he
was seeing it now.

They werein the midst of aforest of conica spires whose sides were of dark glittering suff that reminded
Bert of the crystds of carborundum before pulverizing for commercid use. A myriad of deep colors were
reflected from the sharply pointed piles in the light of a great cold moon that hung low in the heavens
above them.

In the hf light down there between the circular bases of the cones, weird creatures were moving. Like
great earthworms they moved, duggishly and with writhing contortions of ther many-jointed bodies.
Long cylindrical things with gligening gray hide, like armor plate and with fearsome heads that reared
upward occasondly to reved the sngle flaning eye and massive iron jaws each contained. There were
riveted joints and levers, wheds and gears that moved as the creatures moved; darting lights that flashed
forth from trunnion-mounted cases like the searchlights of a battleship of Earth; great swiveled arms with
grappling hooks attached. They were mechanicd contrivances—the metd mongters of which the
Wanderer had spoken. Whether their brains were comprised of active living cdls or whether they were



cold, cdculaing machines of metdlic parts, Bert was never to know.

"See, the gateway,” the Wanderer was saying. "They are invedigating. It is the beginning of the end of
Urtraria—dl asit occurred in the dim and distant past.”

He gripped Bert's arm, pointing a trembling finger, and his face was a terrible thing to see in the eery light
of thelr sphere.

/ \ sharply outlined circle of blue-white gppeared down there in the midgt of the squirming mongters.

The sphere drifted lower and Bert was able to see that a complicated machine was being trundled out
from an arched doorway in the base of one of the conical dwdlings. It was moved to the edge of the light
crcle which was the bowl on that rooftop of Urtraria The same bowl! A force area like that used by
Tom Parker, an area exigent in many planes of the fifth dimensgon smultaneoudy, an area where the
various components of wave motion merged and became as one. The gateway between planed!

The machine of the metal monsters was provided with a huge lens and a reflector, and these were trained
on the bowl. Whedls and levers of the machine moved swiftly. There came an orange light from within
that was focused upon lens and reflector to strike down and mingle with the cold light of the bowl. A
dartling transformation ensued, for the entire area within view was encompassed with a milky diffused
brightness in which two worlds seemed to intermingle and fuse. There were the rooftops of the dty in
Urtraria and its magnificent domes, a transparent yet substantia redlity superimposed upon the gloomy
aty of cones of the metd mongters.

"Jupiter!" Bert breathed. "They're going through!”

"They are, Eathling. More accurately, they did—thousands of them; millions" Even as the Wanderer
spoke, the metal monsters were wriggling through between the two planes, their enormous bodies moving
with menacing deliberation.

On the rooftops back in Urtraria could be seen the frantic, fleang forms of humanlike beings—the
Wanderer's people.

There was a sharp dick from the control pand and the scene was blotted out by the familiar maze of
geometric shapes, the whirling, dancing light-forms that rushed medly past over the vast arch which

spanned infinity.
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W here were you at the time?" asked Bert. Awed by what he had seen and with pity in his heart

for the man who had unwittingly let loose the horde of metd mongters on his own loved ones and his own
land, he stared at the Wanderer.

The big man was standing with face averted, hands dutching therail of the control pand desperately. "1?"
he whispered. "l was roaming the planes, exploring, experimenting, immersed in the pursuits that went
with my insatiable thirst for scientific data and the broadening of my knowledge of this complex universe
of ours. Forgetting my responsihilities. Unknowing, unsuspecting.”

"You returned—to your home?"
"Too lae | returned. You shdl see; we return now by the same route | then followed.”

"No!" Bert shouted, suddenly panicky at thought of what might be happening to Joan and Tomin the land
of the Bardeks. "No, Wanderer—tell me, but don't show me. | can imagine. Seeing those loathsome big
worms of iron and sted, | can wel visudize what they did. Come now, have a heart, man; take me to my
friends before...."

"Ahh!" The Wanderer looked up and a benign look came to take the place of the pain and horror which
hed contorted his features. "It iswdl, O Man-Caled-Bert. | shdl do as you request, for | now see that
my misson has been wel accomplished. We go to your friends, and fear you not that we shdl arive too
late”

"Y our—your misson?' Bert cdmed immediatdy under the spell of the Wanderer's new mood.

"My misson throughout eternity, Earthling—can't you sense it? Forever and ever | ghdl roam
infracdimensond space, watching and waiting for evidence that a Smilar catastrophe might be visted on
another land where warm-blooded thinking humans of smilar mold to my own may be living out their
short lives of happiness or near-happiness. Never agan shdl so great a cdamity come to mankind
anywhereif it be within the Wanderer's power to prevent it. And that iswhy | snatched you up from your
friend's laboratory. That iswhy | have shown to you the—"

"Me, why me?' Bert exclamed.
"Attend, O Earthling, and you shdl hear."

The myderious intangibilities of the cosmos whirled by unheeded by ether as the Wanderer's tde
unfolded.
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W hen | returned,” he said, "the gateway was closed forever. | could not reenter my own plane

of exisence. The metd mongters had taken possession; they had found a better and richer land then thar
own, and when they had completed their migration they destroyed the generator of my force area. They
hed shut me out; but | could vist Urtraria—as an outsider, as awraith—and | saw what they had done. |
saw the desolation and the blackness of my once far land. | saw that—that none of my own kind
remained. All, dl were gone.

"For atimemy reason deserted me and | roamed infra-dimensiond space a madman, self-condemned to
the outer realms where there is no red materid existence, no human companionship, no love, no comfort.
When reason returned, | set mysdf to the task of vigting other planes where beings of my own kind might
be found and | soon learned that it was impossble to do thisin the body. To these people | was a ghodly
vidtant, if they sensed my presence at dl, for my roamings between planes had dtered the characteristics
of aomic structure of my being. | could no longer adapt mysdf to materid existence in these planes of the
fifth dimendon. The orbits of dectronsin the atoms comprisng my substance had become fixed in a new
and outcast oscillation interval. | had remained away too long. | was an outcast, a wanderer—the
Wanderer of Infinity.”

There was slence in the sphere for a space, save only for the gentle whirring of the motors. Then the
Wanderer continued:

"Neverthdess, | roamed these planes as a nonexigent vistor in o far as ther peoples were concerned. |
learned their languages and came to think of them as my own, and | found that many of their scentific
workers were experimenting aong lines smilar to those which had brought disaster to Urtraria. | swore a
mighty oath to spend my lifetime in warning them, in warding off a repetition of so terrible a mistake as |
hed made. On saverd occasions | have succeeded.

"And then | found that my lifetime was to be for dl eternity. In the outer relmstime stands 4ill, as | have
told you, and in the plane of existence which was now mine—an extramateria plane—I had no prospect
of aging or of death. My vow, therefore, isfor so long as our universe may endure instead of for merdy a
lifetime. For this| am duly thankful, for | shal miss nothing until the end of time.

" visted planes where other mongers, as clever and as vicious as the meta ones who devastated
Urtraria, were bending every effort of their sciences toward obtaining actua contact with other planes of
the fifth dimenson. And | learned that such contact was utterly impossble of atanment without a
gateway in the relm to which they wished to pass—a gateway such as | had provided for the meta
mongters and such as that which your friend Tom Parker has provided for the Bardeks, or spider men, as
you term them.

"Inintrardimensiond space | saw the glow of Tom Parker's force area and | made my way to your world
quickly. But Tom could not get my warning: he was too stubbornly and deeply engrossed in the work he
was engaged in. The gifl Joan was dightly more susceptible, and | believe she was beginning to sense my
telepathic messages when she sent for you. Still and dl, 1 had begun to give up hope when you came on
the scene. | took you away just as the spider men succeeded in capturing your friends, and now my hope
has revived. | fed sure that my warning shdl not have been invain."

"But," objected Bert, "youve warned me, not the scientig of my world who is able to prevent the



thing—"

"Yes, you," the Wanderer broke in. "It is better so. This Tom Parker is a zed ot even as was |—a men of
science thinking only of his own discoveries. | am not sure he would discontinue his experiments even
were he to receive my wamning in dl its horrible details. But you, O Man-Called-Bert, through your love
of hissister and by your influence over him, will be able to do what | can not do mysdf: bring about the
dedtruction of this apparatus of his impress upon him the grave necessity of discontinuing his
investigations. You can do it, and you done, now that you fully understand.”

"Saray! You're putting it up to me entirely?"

"Nearly s0, and there is no dternative. | bdieve | have not migudged you; you will not fall, of that | am
certain. For the sake of your own kind, for the love of Joan Parker—you will not fal. And for me—for
this smdl measure of atonement it is permitted that | make or hep to make possble—"

"No, I'll not fail. Take me to them, quick.” Bert grinned underdandingly as the Wanderer sraightened his
broad shoulders and extended his hand.

There was no lack of substantidity in the mighty grip of those dosing fingers

/ \gain the sphere's invishble motors increased speed, and again the dizzying kaleidoscope of color
swept past them more furioudy.

"We will nhow overtake them—your friends" sad the Wanderer, "in the very act of passng between
planes.”

"Overtake them...." Bert mumbled. "I don't get it at dl, thistime traveling. It's over my head amile”

"It isnt time trave redly," explained the Wanderer. "We are mardy dosng up the time-space intervd,
moving to the precise spot in the universe where your friend's |aboratory existed at the moment of contact
between planes with your world and that of the Bardeks. We dhdl reach there a few seconds after the
actud capture.”

"No chance of missng?' Bert watched the Wanderer as he consulted his mathemeaticd data and made
new adjustments of the controls.

"Not the dightest; it is calculated to a nicety. We could, if we wished, stop just short of the exact time
and would see the re-occurrence of their capture. But only as unseen observers—you can not enter the
plane as a materid being during your own actud past, for your entity would then be duplicated. Of
course, | can not enter in any case. But, moving on to the ingant after the event, as we shdl do, you may
enter ether plane as a materid being or move between the two planes at will by means of the gateway



provided by Tom Parker's force area. Do you not now understand the manner in which you will be
enabled to carry out the required procedure?’

"H-hmm!" Bert wasn't sure at dl. "But this moving through time" he asked hdplesdy, "and the change
from one plane of oscillaion to another—they're al mixed up—what have they to do with each other?!

"All five dimengons of our universe are definitdy interrelated and dependent one upon the other for the
exigence of matter in any form whatsoever. Y ou see—but here we are.”

T he motors dowed down and a titanic page seemed to turn over in the cosmos with a vanishing blaze

of magnificence. Directly beneath them glowed the disk of blue-white light that was Tom's force area.
The sphere swooped down within its influence and came to rest.

"Make hagte" the Wanderer said. "I shdl be here in the gateway though you see me not. Bring them
here, speedily.”

On the one sde Bert saw familiar objects in Tom's laboratory, on the other sde the white diff and the
pitchy sea of the Bardek redm. And the cage of basket-weave between, with his friends ingde sruggling
with the spider men. It was the indant after the capture.

"Joan! Tom!" Bert shouted.

A sde of the sphere had opened and he plunged through and into the Bardek plane—to the inky surface
of the sea, fully expecting to snk inits forbidding depths. But the suff was an eagtic solid, oringy under
hisfeet and bearing him up as would an air-inflated cushion. He threw himsdf upon the cage and tore &t it
with hisfingers.

The whimpering screams of the spider men were in his ears, and he saw from the corner of his eye that
other of the tortoisdike mounds were risng up out of the viscid black depths, dozens of them, and that
hundreds of the Bardeks were dosng in on him from dl directions. Weapons were in thar hands, and a
huge engine of warfare like a caterpillar tractor was skimming over the sea from the diff wall with a grest
grinding and dlanking of its mechanisms.

But the cage was pulling gpart in his clutches asif made of reeds. With Joan in one endirding arm he was
battling the spider men, driving swift short-arm jabs into their soft bloated bodies with devadating effect.
And Tom, recovering from the firgt surprise of his capture, was doing a good job himsdf, his flaling aams
scattering the Bardeks like ningpins. The Wanderer and his sphere, both doomed to materiad existence
only in infracdimengond space, had vanished from sight.

A bedlam rose up from the reinforcing hordes as they came in to enter the force area. But Bert sensed
the guiding touch of the Wanderer's unseen hand, heard his placid voice urging him, and, in a sngle wild



legp was ingde the sphere with the girl.

With Joan sfey in the Wanderer's care, he rushed out again for Tom. Then followed a nightmare of
battling those twining tentacles and the puffy crowding bodies of the spider men. Wredtling tactics and
swinging fiss were dl that the two Earthlings had to rely upon, but, between them, they managed to fight
off ahdf score of the Bardeks and work their way back into the glowing force area.

"It'sno use" Tom gasped. "We can't get back.”
"Sure we can. Weve a friend—here—in the force area.”

Tom Parker staggered: his strength was giving out. "No, no, Bert," he moaned, "I can't. You go on.
Leave me here"

"Not on your life" Bert swung him up bodily into the sphere as he contacted with the invisble metd of its
hull. Kicking off the nearest of the spider men, he clambered in after the scientist.

T he tableau then presented in the sphere's interior was to remain forever imprinted on Bert's memory,

though it was only a momentary flash in his consciousness at the time: the Wanderer, cdm and erect at
the control pand, his benign countenance dight with satisfaction; Tom Parker, pulling himsdf to his fed,
dutching at the big man's free arm, his mouth opened in astonishment; Joan, seated a the Wanderer's
feet with awed and reverent eyes upturned.

There is no passing directly between the planes. One mugt have the force area as a gateway, and,
besides, amedium such as the cage of the Bardeks, the orange light of the metd mongters, or the sphere
of the Wanderer. Bert knew this indinctively as the sphere darkened and the flashing light-forms |eaped
across the blackness.

The motors screamed in rigng crescendo as their speed increased. Then, abruptly, the sound broke off
into deathly slence as the limit of audibility was passed. Agang the brilliant background of swift color
changes and geometric light-shgpes that so quickly merged into the familiar blur, Bert saw his
companions as dm wraithlike forms. He moved toward Joan, groping.

Then came the tremendous thump, the swinging of a colossal page across the void, the warping of the
veary universe about them, the physicd torture and the swift rush through Stygian inkiness....

"Farewdl." A sngle word, whispered like a benediction in the Wanderer's mdlow voice, was in Bert's
consciousness. He knew that ther benefactor had dipped away into the myderious regions of
intracdimensond space.



Ras'ng himsdf dowly and dazedly from where he had been flung, he saw they were in Tom's

|aboratory. Joan lay over there white and ill, a pitiful crumpled hegp. Panicky, Bert crossed to her. His
trembling fingers found her pulse; a sobbing breath of rdief escaped hislips. She had merdy swooned.

Tom Parker, exhausted from his efforts in that other plane and with the very foundations of his being
wrenched by the passage through the fifth dimengon, was unable to rise. Only semiconscious, his eyes
were glazed with pain, and incoherent moaning sounds came from his white lips when he attempted to

speak.

Bert's mind was dearing rgpidly. That diabolica machine of Tom's was Hill operating, the drone of its
motors being the only sound in the laboratory as the inventor closed his mouth grimly and made a
desperate effort to raise his head. But Bert had seen shapes maeridizing on the lighted disk that was the
gateway between planes and he rushed to the controls of the ingrument. That darting lever must be
shifted without delay.

"Dont!" Tom Parker had found his voice, his frantic warning was a hoarse whisling gasp. He had
sruggled to his knees. "It will kill you, Bert. Those things in the force area—partly through—the reaction
will destroy the machine and dl of usif you turn it off. Don't, | say!"

"What then?" Bert fdl back appalled. Hazly, the sted prow of a war machine was forming itsdf on the
metd disk; caerpillar treads moved like ghosilly shadows benesth. It was the vanguard of the Bardek
hordes!

"Can't do it that way!" Tom had gotten to his feet and was sumbling toward the force area. "Only one
way—during the change of osdllation periods. Must mingle other atoms with those before they gabilize
inour plane. Mugt locdize annihilaing force. Mus—"

Wha was the fool doing? He'd be in the force area in another moment. Bert thrust forward to intercept
him; saw that Joan had regained consciousness and was Stting erect, swaying weekly. Her eyes widened
with horror as they took in the scene and she screamed once despairingly and was on her fedt, tottering.

"Back!" Tom Parker ydled, wheding. "Save yourselves"

B ert lunged toward him but was too late. Tom had dready burgt into the force area and cast himsdf

upon the semitrangparent tank of the spider men. A blast of searing heat radiated from the disk and the
motors of Tom's mechine groaned as they dowed down under a tremendous overload.



Joan cried out in awful despair and moved to follow, but her knees gave way beneath her. Moaning and
shuddering, she dumped into Bert's arms and he drew her back from the avful heat of the force area.

Then, horrified, they watched as Tom Parker mdted into the misy shape of the Bardek war machine,
Swiftly his body merged with the half-substance of the tank and became an integrd part of the mass. For
ahorrible ingant Tom, too, was transparent—a ghost shape writhing in a ghostly throbbing mechanism of
another world. His own atomic structure mingled with that of the dien thing and yet, for a moment, he
retained his Earthly form. His lean face was peaceful in desth, satisfied, like the Wanderer's when they
hed last seen him.

A terrific thunderclap rent the ar and a column of flame roared up from the force area. Tom's apparatus
glowed to ingtant white heset, then melted down into Szzing liquid metd and glass. The laboratory was in
sudden twilight gloom, save for the tongue of fire that licked up from the force area to the pandled celing.
On the meta disk, now glowing redly, was no vighle thing. The gateway was closed forever.

Wha more feaful cadamity might have befalen had the machine been switched off instead, Bert

was never to know. Nor did he know how he reached his parked flivwer with Joan alimp sobbing bundle
in his arms. He only knew that Tom Parker's sacrifice had saved them, had undoubtedly prevented a
horrible invason of Earth; and that the efforts of the Wanderer had not been invain.

The old house was burning furioudy when he dimbed in under the whed of his car. He held Joan very
close and watched that blazing funerd pyre in wordless sorrow as the bereaved girl dropped her head to
his shoulder.

A group of men came up the winding road, a sraggling group, running—the loungers from the village. In
the forefront was the beardless youth who had directed Bert, and, bringing up the rear, limping and
scurrying, was the old man they had caled Gramp. He was puffing prodigioudy when the others gathered
around the car, demanding information.

And the old felow with the thick spectacles taked them dl down.

"What'd | tdl you?' he screeched. "Didn't | say they was queer doin's up here? Didn't | say the devil was
here with hisimps—an' the thunder? You're apassd o' idjitslike | said—"

The roar of Bert's garting motor drowned out the rest, but the old fdlow was 4ill gedticulating and
dancing about when they clattered off down the winding road to Lenville



/ \ nhour later Joan had fdlen adeep, exhausted.

Night had fdlen and, as mile after mile of smooth concrete unrolled benegth the flivwer's wheds, Bert
gave himsdf over to thoughts he had not dared to entertain in nearly two years. They'd be happy, he and
Joan, and thered be no further argument. If she dill objected to living on the fruit farm, that could be
managed easlly. They'd livein Indiangpolis and held buy a new car, a good one, to run back and forth. If,
when her grief for Tom had lessened, she wanted to go on with laboratory work and such—well, that
was easy, too. Only there would be no foaling around with this dimensond stuff—shed had enough of
that, he knew.

He drew her close with his free aam and his thoughts shifted—moved far out in infracdimensond space
to dwdl upon the man of the past who had caled himsdf Wanderer of Infinity. He who would go on and
on until the end of time, until the end of dl things, watching over the many worlds and planes. Warning
peoples of humanlike mold and emotions wherever they might dwell. Helping them. Atoning throughout
infinity. Suffering.
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