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A Brief Weird Story Is

DREAM JUSTICE

By E.W. MAYO

HE strange circumstances suf-

I rounding the death of Edward
Martin were never fully revealed

to the public. It was thought by most

people that he died of causes unknown,
even to the doctors.

But the following I found in his diary;
and although there is no way of proving
the truth or untruth of it, I nevertheless
am inclined to think it explains his death
more satisfactorily than any other reason
given:

Feb. 7—Last night I had a dream—a
dream that was only too true. I dreamed
that a murder I had committed ‘three
years ago, which I thought had been suc-
cessfully covered up, had been brought to
light. The evidence against me was so
forceful that I confessed.
taken to the county jail, where I was
charged with murder in the first degree.
At this point I awoke and found myself
wet with perspiration. Why, although the
facrs concerning the murder are true, I
should have a dream of this sort, I can't
explain.

Feb. 8—My dream was continued last
night. This time it seemed to cover a
period of some weeks. I was convicted
and sentenced to die in the electric chair
August 20. After my sentence was
passed I again awoke to find myself in a
cold sweat. I was extremely nervous to-
day and am hoping I won’t have another
of these foolish dreams. The murder is
completely covered up, I'm sure, and I
was never suspected, so there is no need
to be afraid or worried even if I do dream
of it. Bue still I would like an explana-
tion for it.

I was then

Feb. 9—It was awful last night. Time
passed quickly and it was only three days
before the day set for my electrocution
when I awoke. It really seemed as if I
had spent those long weeks in my cell,
waiting and waiting. Today I was really
worried, and my friends wanted to know
what was wrong with me.

Feb. 10— Two more days—and
then——2 1 can’t get away from it, I
dream and dream—it is terrible. I even
plotted an escape from prison last night—
but failed. The thing preys on my mind
all the time now—day and night. I can’t
eat, I can’t do anything—I look and act
msane; my friends demand to know what
the trouble is—but I don’t dare tell them
—they couldn’t help me. No one can
help me—if only I could get away from
those cursed, those infernal dreams!

Fe¢b, 11—One more day. Last night
(Continued on next page)
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was a repetition of the one before. I
dida’'t go out today—I was afraid- my
friends might hear me talking and mut-
tering to myself. I seem to be out of my
head—I feel weak and can hardly think
at all. I only dread what tonight will
bring.

Feb. 12—Tonight at 12—I'm doomed
to go then, But I think I have a way to
fool them—TI won’t go to sleep—I'll stay
up and awake until after 12—maybe that
will end it all—maybe the spell will be
broken then and I shall be saved. TI'll
drink coffee—black coffee—lots of it—
that will keep me awake.

10 p. m.—So far I've been able to keep
awake—but I'm getting a little drowsy—
I guess I need more black coffee.

11 p. m—T'm so tired and sleepy I can
hardly hold my head up—maybe I need
a lictle fresh air—going to open a win-
dow. Just another hour or more and then
—if I can only hold out till then!

11:55 p. m—1I can barely write—I al-
most went under that time—a few more
minutes—I can’t—I can’'t—my eyes—I
can’t hold them open—I'm going—I'm
going

* . L] » » *® L J

Such were the contents of the late Ed-
ward Martin's diary. '

And what was found when his bed-
room door was forced?

His dead body, slumped down in a big
armchair, with peculiar marks on his
wrists and ankles—marks that weren't
explained at that time—or ever.
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