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Peter Fereny's

DEATH CELL

By WILLIAM

HE mighty cathedral chimes
I tolled out the hour, mournfully,
majestically, and their reverbera-
tions spread over the sleeping city like
a soft blanket of sound before blending
into the silent darkness of the night.
—nine—ten—eleven!
Peter Fereny could see his whitening
knuckles on the dark, smooth bars and
could feel the hysteria that was mount-
ing in his breast. Eleven o’clock! In
.another hour the guards would be com-
ing for him and he would join them in
that long last walk from which he would
never return. Strapped to the chair
like a wild beast to await the blasting
bolt that would shatter forever the pro-
toplasm that was Peter Fereny. 4
He choked back a sob and jerked
his hands from
the bars and
jammed them
viciously into
the pockets of
his regulation
gray trousers.
His teeth bit
-painfully into
his lower lip
and he in-
creased the pressure until the agony
drove away his terror. Then he slumped
to his bunk, tasting the salty blood in
his mouth. He wouldn’t let himself go,
he vowed fiercely. He’d go out on his
own two feet and he’d go out smiling.

a doorway to

Fereny was doomed to die
in the electric chair. But in
his cell he heard a weird
voice—and found the key to
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He’d never give them the satisfaction of
seeing him funk out.

He smiled then, smiled at his tightly
clenched fists, his ruthless determina-
tion. For Peter Fereny was not the
ruthless type. He wasn’t a hard-eyed
gangster or killer, but merely a middle-
aged man who'd been convicted of a
murder. The fact that he hadn’t com-
mitted the murder, the fact that he’d
been deliberately framed, he thought
wearily, had little bearing on the case.
Law and Justice, he had discovered,
were two separate abstractions with lit-
tle in common.

He shook his head and tried to dis-
tract his thoughts for the old raging bit-
terness was welling within him. Framed
by his wife and his best friend! That
was thething
that had nearly
driven him
wild. They
wanted him out
of the way so
that they could
continue legally
and openly the
affair that they
had been carry-
ing on behind his back.

It wasn’t so much that he was going
to die—it was the thought of their de-
ceit, their greed, their dishonesty that
filled him with the wild, horribly im-
potent feeling of injustice.

another world
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He sighed then. It was not only
their betrayal that affected him, it was
the realization that the world itself, with
its breadlines, its wars, its hunger and
poverty and lying and greed was re-
flected in their actions.

Funny—he hadn’t noticed it before
—but now it was all too clear. He rose
from his bunk and began pacing the
narrow cell nervously. How much
longer? Forty-five minutes — thirty?
Instinctively his right hand clenched,
drew back and then pounded into his
left palm. Automatically, he repeated
the gesture but this time his fist tkudded
against a solid, kard substance!

A CRY of pain escaped him as he

rubbed his aching, stinging knuck-
les. He swallowed nervously and wiped
the perspiration from his forehead. Cau-
tiously he extended his hand in the di-
‘rection his fist had been traveling and
this time he felt a hard surface with
his fingers. His eyes widened incred-
ulously. His fingers were apparently
touching nothing but air, but under
them he could feel a hard, strangely for-
eign, invisible surface. He touched it
with his other hand, struggling to dis-
count the evidence of his eyes and to
believe the evidence of his sense of
touch.

Yes, there was something there! An
object of some sort, about eight inches
square, suspended by some means in
the middle of his cell. But what was
it? How had it gotten there? What
was the secret of its invisibility?

He staggered backward and collapsed
on his bunk, his reason frantically at-
tempting to answer the questions his
mind had raised.

Was he going crazy? Had—

“Oh, thank you very much for help-
ing us!”

Fereny scrambled to his feet, glaring
wildly about him. Someone—some-
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thing had whispered to him! Thanked
him! And the voice came from within
his cell!

“Oh, God,” he groaned. “I’'m going
mad, ’'m—"

“Don’t be alarmed.” The tiny whis-
pering voice caressed his ears. “You
can’t see us, but we’re right here with
you.”

Fereny clapped his hands over his
ears. He sank onto the bunk, a thin
stream of saliva drooling from his lips.
He could feel his mind tottering on the
brink of madness.

“Go away,” he moaned. “Leave me
alone. You’re not there, nothing’s there,
but go away.”

Fereny heard a laugh then, a tinkling,
silvery little laugh.

“We’re very sorry if we’ve frightened
you, but there’s really nothing to be
frightened about.”

Fereny pressed his hands tighter into
his ears but he could hear the voice as
if it were inside his head.

“You've helped us so very much that
we’d feel terrible if we thought you were
afraid of us. We've tried so long and
so often to come through that we’d just
about given up hope. As a matter of
fact we’re not really through yet. But
we’re very close and if youw'll just give
us one more little shove we can make
w2

Fereny straightened his eyes travel-
ing helplessly about the cell.

“Who are you?” he asked dazedly.

“Why, I'm surprised at you,” the
merry little voice continued, “I thought
yow'd figure that out. But since you
can’t I'll have to tell you. We're from
the fourth dimension.”

“T"HE fourth dimension?”
breathed incredulously.
why you can’t be.”
The tinkling laugh sounded again.
“Why can’t we?”

Fereny
‘(Why___
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“Because — because —” Fereny’s
voice died away. He was going mad!
Talking to himself. The next thing—

“We realize it’s quite a shock,” the
tiny voice rambled on gaily, “but you
might just as well get used to it now as
later. We've tried for years to get
through to the third dimension and
we’re more determined now than ever.
We built a relative dimensional corridor
and you opened the door for us. Not all
the way but you opened it a crack. We
can’t quite squeeze through but a few
more inches and we’ll be able to. You
will kelp us won’t you?”

“I don’t know,” Fereny said des-
perately, “I don’t know whether I'm
sane or not.”

“Oh you're same emough,” the little
voice said encouragingly “but you’re
just a little hard to convince. If yow'll
just open the door all the way we can
step right out and you can see for your-
self. We're only about half as big as
you but we’re easy enough to see.”

Fereny’s skepticism and distrust be-
gan to vanish. ;

“What makes you think I'll help
you?” he asked.

Again he heard the tinkling, tiny
laugh.

“You're fooling now. You've got to
help us.”

“Why?”” Fereny asked.

“Because we like you,” the little voice
said gaily, “and when you like someone
they can’t refuse your requests. That’s
the rule here.”

“What if you don’t like somebody?”
Fereny asked.

Again the laugh, tinkling in his ears.

“Silly,” the little voice chortled,
“everybody likes everybody kere.
That’s the rule too.”

“I may not be able to help you,”
Fereny said dubiously, “I’'m in jail,
y’know.”

“Where’s that?” the voice asked.

127

“It’s a place where we put bad peo-
ple,” Fereny found himself blushing as
he explained.

“Bad?” the little voice was puzzled.

“You know,” Fereny went on. “Peo-
ple who steal something that doesn’t
belong to them, or people who—who
kill someone—things like that.”

“But why should people do things
like that?” the little voice seemed sad-
dened. “Don’t the people there like
each other?”

“Not always,” Fereny said. “You
see the people here are a little different
than you. They fight and they steal
and sometimes one man will gain a
great amount of power and then he’ll
force people to act and believe and think
as he wants them to and if they don’t
he’ll kill them. Then we have other
things. Breadlines, hunger, poverty,
unemployment—"

“What are they?” the little voice in-
terrupted.

FERENY paused and then he said
slowly.

“They are the things that result when
people stop liking each other.” It
seemed very simple at that moment.

“But our system is so much simpler,”
the perplexed little voice said. “We
just like each other and we never have
any trouble. I'm sure we’ll be able to
show you people how to be a lot kappier
and save yourselves a lot of trouble.”

“That’s been tried before,” Fereny
said cynically.

“Why are you in jail?” the little
voice asked suddenly, “you’re kind.
You couldn’t kave hurt anyone.”

“I didn’t,” Fereny smiled. “But I'm
going to die in a few minutes.”

“And you didn’t do anything?” the
little voice was indignant.

“No,” Fereny said. “I didn’t hurt
a soul. But things work out that way
here sometimes.”



128

“Now listen,” the little voice was ex-
cited, “let us in and we’ll help you. It
isn't right that you should suffer for
something you didw't do. It's terrible.
There are many of us and we’ll help
vou. We'll help you with all our might.
We have to because we like you.”

Fereny looked up suddenly. Shad-
ows were moving slowly along the cor-
ridor toward his cell. Two shadows
topped with sharp visored caps and one
shadow with a tri-cornered hat. Fereny
knew they were coming. The guards
and the priest.

“You can’t help me,” he said quietly,
“but I appreciate your offer just the
same. You know I believe I like you
too.”

“It isn’t right,” the little voice was
anguished, “that you should be sacri-
ficed for something you didnw’t do. Now
listen closely. We can save you by
bringing you into the fourth dimension.
The door to our world is in the middle
of your cell. 1t’s the block you touched
a minute ago. When you raise it the
doorway will be opened and you can
save yourself.”

OR an instant Fereny was too

stunned to act and then he sprang
to his feet and clutched the invisible
block. It was wild and impossible, but
it was sufficient to fan the embers of
hope to a fiery, raging holocaust. His
fingers trembled as they clutched the
invisible door.

“What do I do?” he begged. “Please
tell me.”

“Just lift it up,” the little voice in-
structed him, “end it will destroy for-
ever the veil that has existed between
the two dimensions. Careful not to
push the cube down for that would close
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the door forever.”’

Fereny heard the slow, measured
steps approaching. He peered up for
an instant and he saw, silhouetted
against the end wall of the corridor, the
heavy, ominous shadow of the chair.

It symbolized in a flash the cruel,
vicious, greedy world from which he
was escaping. Suddenly Fereny paused,
realizing what he was about to do. He
was going to establish a contact be-
tween this world of the electric chair
and a world of such simplicity and kind-
ness and sympathy as he had never be-
lieved existed.

What would happen to the creatures
of such a world when they were brought
into a contact with the grasping greed
of the third dimension? Suddenly
Fereny smiled thinking of their simple
beautiful philosophy. To have that de-
stroyed would be far too dear a price
to pay for his own escape.

“Good bye,” he whispered. Then
he pressed down with all his strength
on the invisible object beneath his fin-
gers. For an instant there was a pres-
sure under his hands and then—noth-
ing. And Fereny knew the doorway
had been closed forever!

LATER AS THE lights dimmed and
flickered for the third time, a bulky
guard turned to his companion.

“Funny, ain’t it?” he whispered, “he
didn’t seem to mind. He was smiling
and beaming all the time I was strap-
ping him into the chair. Like he was
just going to meet his best friend. That’s
the way those guys get, though, stir
crazy. Take him—ifor the last hour in
his cell he don’t do nothin’ but sit there
and talk to himself. Now would a guy
in his right mind act like that?”
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