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Blueberry Pie

[Complete Mystery Noveletie]

By Thyra Samter Winslow

1

HE Laurence Martins were at

breakfast. It was a most

charming domestic scene. The

dining-room, though small, was
one-fourth of the Martin’s North
Side Chicago apartment.

The table of black enamel was set
daintily with a blue and white run-
ner and with blue and white Canton
china. In the center was a vase
holding four jonquils. The bluc and
gold cretonne curtains made the thin
March sunshine seem almost as gold
as Irma Martin's smooth bobbed
hair. The Martins had been married
just four months.

Irma Martin turned the toast in the
electric toaster at her elbow. She
poured coffce. Then, her hand
trembling a little, she picked up the
morning paper and started to read.
Martin was already scanning the
headlines of his own newspaper
which he would read more thor-
oughly on his way to the office. e
glanced at his wife.

“Trma,” he said, and then, as she
didn’t answer, “Irma.”

“Speak to me?”’ she looked over at
him.

“What's the matter,
asked. “You look pale.
lieve you slept well.
tossing.”

“You're a darling to worry,” she
smiled at him. “IU’s really nothing.
I was—a—a little restless. Not
sleeping makes mc pale, I suppose.”

He looked at her hand, holding the

paper.

dear?” he
I don’t be-
I hecard you

“Why, child, you're trembling.”

She got up, then, went over, put
an arm around his shoulder, her
cheek against his hair.

“You arc nice,” she said. “I think
it’s just nerves. But I'm lots better
than I was. You said so, too. You
watch—1I'll improve. I’m the nervous
sort—all my folks were, too.”

“What have you got to be nervous
about? A beautiful Spring day. ...
I honestly believe, Irma, if you didn’t
read the papers so much—got your
mind on other things—reading things
like this, now . . .” he pointed to a
glaring headline.

“I know, I shouldn’t have read it.
I suppose that was it. I'll forget it
in fifteen minutes. Tt does seem—
awful, though. I'm going downtown
with Lois Britton. We’re going to
look at bedroom curtains and slip-
pers.”

Martin looked at his paper again.

“That’ll be fine,” he said. “I can’t
blame you—reading a thing like this.
An awful thing. That was a terrible
murder. Glad the papers will be
through with it, now. How that
beast ever went on proclaiming his
innocence to the end—I see he did—
is more than I can figure out. I
don’t believe in capital punishment,
as a rule, but in a case like that—
when a man deliberately murders an
innocent little woman—electrocuting
is none too good for him. He de-
served all he got.”

“I—I suppose he did,” agrced Irma,

“Of course. You're the softest-
hearted little thing in the world, or
you wouldn’t be trembling, now. 1
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4 Blueberry Pie

ought to have kept the paper away
from you. Though I can’t blame you,
if a thing like this gets on your
nerves. You were in New York
when it all happened ?”

“No, it was just a few weeks after
I got there. | remember reading it
in the papers. Just coming from New
York and the woman having light
bobbed hair and all, I felt terribly
interested.”

“I suppose you did. That’s right,
you came here in July, didn’t you?
I bet you never thought, when you
left New York, that you'd meet the
man you were going to marry within
a month, did you?”’

“You bet I didn’t. Nor that I'd
marry him six months after I did
meet him. Marry in haste, you
know. . . . You sorry, yet?

“I should say not. Marrying you
is the one best thing I ever did, Irma.
You know that. Now sit down and
finish your toast. I'm late again.”

Irma went back to her seat across
the table. They talked about little
things, about Irma’s coming to Chi-
cago, when the aunt with whom she
had lived in New York had died, how
she just happened to pick out
Chicago because she had never been
West, how she had met Martin’s
cousin at the Y. W. C. A., where she
had taken a room, and how the
cousin and she had found a place to
live together and had gone job hunt-
ing, and how Irma had met Martin
a few weeks later, with “love at first
sight.” “ .. and here we are, with
a little apartment and married and
everything. . . .”

Martin looked at his watch. He
grabbed his paper, his hat and his
coat and said, cheerlully:

“Now put that awful murder case
out of your mind, won’t you?”’

“You bet I will.” Trma kissed him
and the door slammed.

But little Mrs. Martin did not put
the murder case out ol her mind.
She sat there, with the paper before
her and read over that awful head-
line:

DENNISON PAYS
PENALTY FOR CRIME
Electrocuted at Sing Sing Yesterday
For Murder of Irene Graham -

Then, under an Ossining date line,
followed the full details of the elec-
trocution, the crime and the trial.

Irma shuddered as she read the
story to the end, the last day of the
condemned an, the résumé of the
brutal deed. It was enough to make
anyomne shudder.

II

Tue details of the Dennison case
are well-known to the average Ameri-
can. For the average American is a
newspaper reader, and no reader of
newspapers could neglect the fruity
details of that tragedy. It contained
all of the clements that make news-
paper readers.

A fairly well-to-do young man of
around thirty, just before an an-
nouncement of his engagement to-a
young woman in his own social set
was to have been made, murders the
voung woman—hardly more than a
girl—with whom he had shared an
apartment for two years previous.
The details, the murder itself, the
plan to make the murder look as if a

“burglar had committed it, the little

things which the murderer could not
foresce. but which proved his guilt;
the trial, and now the electrocution,
were all spectacular, fascinating, in
a morhid, gruesome way.

The first the public knew was on a
morning in July. The people in the
apartment building in the West Hun-



Blueberry Pie 5

dreds were told by their sense of
smell that something was wrong.
Horribly unpleasant, right from the
start. The janitor and then a plum-
ber visited several apartments,
found nothing. The plumber decided
the unpleasant odors came from an
apartment on the third floor. This
was occupied by a Mr. and Mrs.
Stuart Dennison. At least, they were
supposed to be Mr. and Mrs. Denni-
son, though the acquaintances of
Mrs. Dennison, who was a friendly.
little soul, knew that no marriage ex-
isted, that the girl was really named
Irene Graham. Realizing that the
irregular relations were but one of
the incidents of city living, the
neighbors thought none the less of
Miss Graham. On the contrary, their
own regular lives bored them, and
they rather welcomed her. She was
a pleasant, frank little thing, always
telling them little confidences, ask-
ing advice. Until just a few months
before, she had been awfully happy,
full of gay little stories. Since then,
she had been wistful, sad, because
Dennison was no longer kind to her.

‘When the plumber wanted admis-
sion into the Dennison apartment,
the janitor, a [ellow by the name of
Schmidt, told him that there was no
one at home, there. He, himself, had
been told by Mrs. Dennison that she
and Dennison were going away for a
vacation of several weeks. Mrs. Den-
nison had been quite excited over
going. In fact, Schmidt had brought
up from the basement two trunks and
several suitcases. One of the trunks
had left in the morning, a whole week
ago. He had seen it leave. The
other one had gone away later in the
day, and then Mrs. Dennison had had
it sent back from the station. She
had met him in the hall, he remem-
bered, and told him that the second
trunk had contained bedding which

they weren’t going to need, after all.
Mrs, Dennison had gone on up into
her apartment—had said that Denni-
son would come for her and they
were going to leave together, later.
No, he hadn’t seen them leave, but
there hadn’t been lights there since,
nor the noise of anyone walking
around. So they had evidently left
that night, as they had planned, and
not returned. He knew that. When
the plumber insisted, Schmidt handed
over his master’s key.

Half an hour later, excited tenants
were rushing to and fro, the most
daring of them even venturing into
the apartment. Someone telephoned
for the police. Three policemen ar-
rived within half an hour, asking
questions and ordering folks to be
silent, simultaneously. In the closet
of the bedroom of the apartment the
body of Ircne Graham had been -
found. She had been strangled with
a towel. She had been dead just
about one week. There was no sign
of any other occupant of the apart-
ment.

One trunk was in the apartment,
half full of bedding. An empty suit-
case stood nearby. The window of
the bedroom was partly open. The
window led to a fire-escape. The
drawers of the chiffonier and the
dressing-table were pulled out, their
contents scattered, chairs were over-
turned. [Evidently a struggle had
taken place.

At first glance, the police said that
a burglar had committed the crime.
But only at first glance.

Little things began to creep out.
After one day there was enough evi-
dence to hold Dennison. In three
months more he had been convicted.
Now his electrocution had followed.
To the end, as is frequently the case,
Dennison had pleaded innocence, but
there was not one single person in
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the city of New York, perhaps, who
believed him innocent of the crime
for which he paid with his life.

Those who looked into the affair
admitted that Dennison had planned
carefully enough to make it seem as
if a burglar had committed the crime.
There was the woman, bound,
gagged, dead, There was the win-
dow, on the fire-escape, by which the
thief could have entered and escaped,
There were the rifled drawers. Miss
Graham's jewelry—all but onc piece,
that is, and even a burglar might
have overlooked a small wrist-watch
—was gone. What more natural
than that a burglar should enter an
apartment, start rifling its contents,
see a young woman, struggle with
her, finally strangle her with a towel
and make his cscape?

Dennison had evidently left the
apartment for good the day the mur-
der was committed. He said he had
gone out a day or two before the
murder and had never returned, that,
when he left, he had planned not to
return. Several things pointed to the
fact that the murder was committed
on a Thursday evening, Miss Gra-
ham had planned to go away that
cvening. She was never seen alive
again. A letter was found in the
letter-box. It had been delivered the
next morning. It was fromh Denni-
son, and in it he told her he hoped
she would be as sensible as she had
seemed, when they parted. He en-
closed a check. Tt was a generous
check, his lawyers pointed out. Tt
could well afford to be, the district
attorney answered, when Dennison
knew his victim could never cash it.

Just at first, the thing did look as
if a burglar had donc it. Then, little
things—

Neighbors gave proof that helped
convict Dennison. Little Mrs. Peter-
son, who lived across the hall, had

been glad to tell her bit. Tt was the
first time Mrs. Peterson had ever got
into the lime-light, and she rather
gloried in it. She was a siender wo-
man with a thin nosc and rather
beady eyes.

Mrs. Peterson had been a friend
of Mrs. Dennison—Miss Graham,
that is, She had always liked her—

had known her for two vears. The
Dennisons—well, the two of them,

‘had been awfully happy for a long

time, happier than most married
couples. Then, a few months before,
things had changed. She had found
Miss Graham crying. Finally, Miss
Graham admitted that Dennison was
no longer king to her. He was cruel
—awfully cruel. He threatened to
leave her. He said he was in love
with another woman. Miss Graham
had done all she could, cooked the
things he liked best. She was a good
cook, a nice little woman, quiet, well-
bred, pretty, too, with short light
bobbed hair. Mrs. Peterson would
never forget how she looked—when
she saw her there, dead—her blonde,
bobbed hair—her poor stained fingers,
her little stained apron.

Yes, the quarreling had gone on
~—got worse all the time. Then a
couple of days before—before the
end, Miss Graham had ecried all the
time. But that morning, things had
changed. Miss Graham had come to
her, awfully happy, to say that Den-
nison and she had made up, that
they were going away on a two
week's vacation up in Westchester.
They’d have a lot of fun. The jani-
tor Dbrought up the trunks-—she
didn’'t know just when—Dennison’s
trunk and Miss Graham’s—of course,
the very one in the apartment. Miss
Graham and she had gone dowa at
the same time to answer the post-
man’s ring and later, Miss Graham
had called her in as she packed and
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she had stood and watched her. Miss
Graham had packed blankets for use
in the cottage—Miss Graham had
told about using a cottage belonging
to a member of Dennison’s firm. The
other trunk was packed, then. It
left early Thursday morning. Miss
Graham had gone out into the hall
with the boy, and coming back had
said she had told him to come later
for the other trunk.

Later, Mrs. Peterson remembered,
the square trunk had gone, though
she had seen it come back, too. Miss
Graham had opened the door for it
and she had spoken to her, again.

“Just think,” she had said, “we
won’t need this trunk, after all.
There are plenty of blankets at the
lodge and as we have got a long
automobile trip at the other end,
there’s no use taking it. All that
bother for nothing.”

Mrs. Peterson had stepped into the
Dennison apartment for a moment.
Miss Graham had been—yes—she
had been baking blueberry pie. The
pie was just finished. Miss Graham
had said that blueberry pies were
Dennison's favorite dish—Miss Gra-
ham didn't care much for it, herself.
Dennison wouldn't have a home-
made one for a couple of weeks and
blueberries might be gone by the
time they got back, so Miss Graham
was making one for his dinner. She
didn't want to cut it, now, but she’d
bring Mrs. Peterson over a piece, la-
ter. Miss Graham had worn that little
gingham housedress, with the blue
apron over it—the clothes she had
been found dead in—and her fingers,
even then, had been stained with the
berries from the blueberry pie.

Mrs. Peterson mnever saw Miss
Graham again. Never, that is, while
she was alive. She had looked at the
body to identify it—if identification
were needed. She had seen the

bobbed blonde hair, the little, berry-
stained apron—the terrible berry-
stained fingers—after a whole week.
She had scen the pie again, too, there
on the kitchen table, with its one
piece missing.

Mrs. Peterson’s evidence was im-
portant. But there were other
things. The watch, [or one. An-
other neighbor, a Mrs. Grant, had
told, cagerly, about the watch. She,
too, had seen Miss Graham that very
Thursday—that afternoon. She, too,
had heard about the promised vaca-
tion. Miss Graham was coming in
and in the lower hall, they had
stopped and talked. Miss Graham’s
arms were full of bundles.

“I’m going to bake a pie,” she had
said.

Miss Graham had asked the time—
and mentioned that Mr. Dennison
was having her watch repaired—
would bring it home that niglit—she
was lost without it. Miss Graham
usually wore a small wrist watch—
yes, Mrs. Grant had seen it fre-
quently. Yes—the one they found on
the dressing table. Miss Graham
had glanced at her Dbare wrist, in-
stinctively, Mrs. Grant remembered.
She had said how she would have
hated to be away two weeks without
a watch. Mrs. Grant hadn't seen
Miss Graham again. DBut she had
seen the watch again—there on the
dressing table—and later in the
court-room. Yes—she had glanced at
the body with its tumbled light short
hair, its [amiliar little apron—a
terrible thing—you can’t tell what
your neighbors will do, these days—
Dennison had seemed like such a
nice fellow. . . .

Another neighbor testified—a fel-
low named Felix, who lived on the
floor above. The evening that the
police decided the murder had been
committed—Thursday—he had been
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coming upstairs to dinner about half-
past fives—he had left the office carly
—when he had heard furniture fall-
ing, heard a woman scream., Her
screams did not sound as if they were
those of a woman being attacked by
a stranger. On the contrary, he had
heard, distinctly, “Oh, God, what are
vou doing, Stuart!” and then “Oh,
Stuart—oh God!” He had told his
wife that, when he got upstairs.
They had decided it was a family
quarrel,” not serious enough for a
stranger to interfere. They had
talked about the Dennisons, what a
nice little thing she was, how she had
been crying, lately. Yes, he had seen
the body—mere curiosity, of course—
a gruesome sight. Of course he had
recognized it. He'd have known that
bobbed hair any place. Of course—
the state the body was in—he hadn't
looked long—but that was the least
—identifying the body—poor little
girl—it just shows—the wages of
sin—

The evidence hedged Dennison in,
closer and closer. If it hadn’t been
for Margaret Harrington, though, he
might have pulled out, somehow.

Margaret Harrington had been en-
gaged to be married to Stuart Denni-
son. She was ready to announce the
engagement. She had expected him
to call on her that Thursday evening.
He was to come about six and they
were going out to dinner. Deunison
arrived a little late and she had
noticed immediately something odd
about his actions. One thing, es-
pecially—his mouth and tecth were
stained blue—as if from blueberries.
She had teased him about it. He had
scemed nervous, and, instead of
laughing if off, hadn't even admitted
cating pie, but had changed the sub-
ject, quickly, instead. The evening
had passed as they had planned.

She had seen Dennison several

times during the week that followed.
He had seemed about as usual, but
nervous, too. Then, a weck later—
when Dennison was arrested—when
she had read that on the kitchen table
of his apartment had been found a
blueberry pie with a piece cut out of
it and the slice missing, she had felt
that to her had been given the last
link in the chain of evidence. So she
had gone to the district attorney with
her knowledge.

She had given up Dennison, of
course, as soon as she heard of the
murder. It was not only on account
of the murder that she had given
him up; it was on account of the
whole, ugly affair. He had never
told her about Miss Graham—about
another woman. * She might have for-
given him in the beginning, if he
had confessed. But to have kept on
with the other woman while he was
calling on her—making her think he
cared only for her. That seemed
quite as bad as the tragedy, itself.
So she had felt that she must not
shield her former sweetheart. Her
own conscience demanded that she
tell what she knew about the pie.

IIT

No one was surprised at the jury's
decision, at the judge’s sentence,
when the trial took place. Smug
citizens shook their heads with satis-
faction, young girls, about to err,
shuddered and chose less easy paths.
It worked out quite well, morally—
there was a crime—a motive—appre-
hension of the criminal—punishment.

What did it matter that Stuart
Dennison repeated over and over
again the same story. He told it to
the district attorney. He told it to
his own lawyers. He told it to re-
porters. He secemed dazed, almost,
at the lack of response his story
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received. All he could do was to go
over and over his version of the
affair,

Stuart Dennison’s story was, to
say the lcast, amazing. That he
couldn’t prove anything seemed the
least amazing part of it. TFor Den-
nison maintained that he hadn’t been
near the apartment the day of the
murder. He couldn’t offer an alibi
for every moment of his time. He
had been in and out of his office and
his club. DBut he was always going
in and out. He had occupied his
room at his club. But then, he had
always kept a room there and used
it more or less. Most of the club
members had been away. Those who
had been at the club could not testify
when they had seen him. His story
was simple; too simple cven for those
who wanted to sympathize with him.
He hadn’t been near the apartment,
that was all. The watch? Yes, he
had given it to Miss Graham on a
previous Christmas.- To his knowl-
edge it had never been broken nor
mended. How could he prove that?
He couldn’t. IHe maintained that he
had left the apartment the evening
before—that Miss Graham definitely
knew that he was not going to re-
turn. He had packed his trunk
before he had gone—had sent for it.
It had been taken to his club as he
said. Vacation trip? He knew of no
vacation trip; had planned none. He
couldn’t understand Miss Graham
saying anything about that. The sec-
ond trunk—the same thing. ... The
little woman with the blonde bob-
bed hair, the one person who could
have proved him wrong—or right
—was buried long before the trial
began.

Dennison did explain about the
blueberry pie in a way—a peculiarly
ineffective way, everyone thought.
On the way to Miss Harrington’s he

had passed, he said, a small pastry
shop. In the window he had
seen some Dblueberry pie. It was
near dinnertime. He knew that. But
he was fond of blueberry pie. He had
gone into the pastry shop, eaten a
small picce of pie. Later, when Miss
Harrington had asked him, he had
been embarrassed, had denied eat-
ing the pie. He hadn’t remembered,
he explained, that his teeth and lips
would ook blue. At the pastry shop
no one remembered him nor the pie.
One waitress had gone—no one
knew her name—no one else knew
anything about it—so many people
came in to eat pie. . . . The pie in
the apartment? He had never seen
that, of course. . .. A burglar must
have come in—

The cold-blooded fact—that just
before or alter he had killed the wo-
man who had been everything to him
for two ycars—he had eaten a piece
of pie that she had baked as a sur-
prise for him, turned pcople against
Dennison more than any other one
fact of the tragedy. That much is
certain.

It was a clear case, as the district
attorney sketched it. The two, Den-
nison and Miss Graham had lived
together. e had fallen in love with
someone clse, had threatencd to leave
her. There had been scenes. Then,
he had promised her that things
would be better—had planned the va-
cation trip to prove it. He had
packed his trunk, had gone away.
Miss Graham, all cager {or his return,
had packed the big trunk, sent it
away, had probably telephoned ‘to
him, found out the trunk was not
aieceded, got a wagon to call for it
and bring it back, then had returned
and had baked the blueberry pie. Com-
ing in about five, on Thursday, Den-
nison had found her waiting. They
had quarreled. He had murdered
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her,
do so.
The deed done, he had tried to get
out of it, had disarranged things,
tumbled the dressing-table drawers
on the floor and bed, opened the win-
dow, taken the simple jewelry.
Somctime, during the hours he spent
there, he had taken the watch out of
his pocket, then had forgotten to

perhaps without meaning to

“steal” it. Before or after the mur-
der, he had eaten the pie. He had
thrust the body into the closet,

washed his hands, straightened his
hair—had left the apartment to call
on his fiancée, Miss Harrington. A
terrible, brutal deed. No wonder he
was electrocuted for the crime. No
wonder people shuddered as they
read, avidly, details of the affair. It
was brutal. It was ‘a remarkable
case, too. Perhaps it was most re-
markable, though, because it hap-
pened not to be truc in any particu-
lar.

v

It was over. When Irene woke
up, she realized that. When Denni-
son packed his trunk, the day before,
and told her that he was not going to
return, she knew that he would keep
his word. She hadn’t been able to
hold him. That was the truth of it.
Now he was going to marry a socicty
girl. Margaret Harrington! Irene
had seen Margaret Harrington’s pic-
ture, even—a Dbeautiful girl, really

beautiful.  There was absolutely
nothing Irene could do. Dennison
was gone.

“Buck up . .. be a good sport,”

Dennison had said, and, “you have
known for a long time this couldn’t
go on.” Things like that.

She had been a good sport. That
is, she had tried to laugh, tried to
pretend that it didn’t matter. It did

matter. It meant more than any-
thing clse in the world.

Not that the thing was unexpected.
From the first—from two ycars ago
when she had started—and come
to Dennison’s apartment—she had
known that the arrangement couldn't
last. But she had hoped—prayed—
that it would. She had even thought,
lots of times, that maybe Dennison
would marry her, that they could
settle down without this everlasting
subterfuge and this constant explana-
tion, have a home, really. Now Den-
nison was gone—was going to marry
someone else.

She really loved Dennison—had
loved him, that is. Why, she had
loved him from the first time she had
ever seen him there in McNally's.
She wondered how he had ever hap-
pened to notice her. He had never
been in a decpartment store since, as
far as she knew. He had come in,
that day, to match a bit of silk for
the head-dress of a Persian costume
for a charity play, and she had waited
on him. She had liked him, had
gladly broken a rule when he asked
her and had given him her address,
the address of that lonely little room
in that cheap rooming house on Lex-
ington Avenue.

He had come to see her, then. The
six months that followed had been
the happiest she had ever known. She
had been in New York for over a
year, cver since her aunt died in Fer-
risville, and nothing had happened to
her, nothing that is, but long hours
of work or longer and wearier hours
of searching for work. The men she
had met had been stupid, impossible
creatures, mostly friends or brothers
of the girls who worked next to her.
Then she had met Dennison and he
had altered everything.

She remembered, now, those first
six months she had known him. He
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used to call for her in his neat little
car, after work. The Jlast half hour
in the store she would spend surrep-
titiously arranging her hair, powder-
ing her face, applying her lip stick,
though she didn’t make up a great
deal, those days. At twenly-one one
doesn’t need artifices. Then they’d
go to funny little restaurants Den-
nison knew about, Italian places
where you'd get awfully good things,
little French places, a Swiss restau-
rant uptown. Sometimes, Dennison

,would take her home, then, if you
can call a rooming house home.
Sometimes, they’d go to the theatre.
Then, Dennison had an accident with
the car and sold it. After a few
weeks there would creep into his
talk the desire to be with her when
no one was around, his want to “have
her to himself.”

“How can I talk to you,” he’d say,
“in a movie theatre or in restaurants
or parks. Am [ never to have a min-
ute of you to mysel{?”

It seemed not. Then he suggested
his apartment. Until then, it seemed,
Dennison had shared an apartment
with another chap.
man had lelt New York.

. “You’d fecl more at home up there,”
Dennison had told her. He’d beg her
to come up, fix him a cup of tea, be
comfortable, where he could hold her
hand if he felt Tike it.

She had hesitated—she had been a
simple little thing, then. She had
gone, of course. They would get din-
ner, together, after that, bringing in
a hot roasted chicken and crisp [ried
potatoes {rom a rotisserie and pre-
paring a salad, themselves. Dennison
could make a couple of salad dress-
ings. They would buy French pas-
try and make coffee. LEvenings were
happy, though always over them
hung the fact that Irene had to hurry
away, had to be up early the next

Now the other’

morning, was afraid of kisses that
frightened her.

“Why do you want to go? Den-
nison would ask. “You know I love
you. Can't you let me take care of
you? 1 hate to think that my girl
has got to go to a horrid little room,
when she could stay here with e,
instead. T don’t want my girl to work
all day.

That was it—his girl. She had
cared for him. She knew that. With
his arms around her, the soft

lamnps, the pot of hot coffee, the occa-
sional cocktail, it hadn’t been easy to
go.
One night it began to rain. She
could have got a taxi, of course. She
had gone home in taxis, other nights.
But Dennison’s arms were around
her, his lips pressed to hers. She
was comfortably drowsy and awfully
happy and young.

The next day she went back to her
room, packed the square trunk, told
her landlady she was going to share
an apartment with another girl. She
gave up her position at McNally’s.
Two years ago. . . .

Dennison had been all she had
drcamed he would be, that first year,
tender, affectionate, thoughtful. Then
little things began to creep in . .. he
would object to things she’d say, to
the way she laughed. He corrected
errors of speech rather impatiently.
But even then, he was good.

It wasn’t until this last year that he
didn’t come home, every evening. He
took a room at his club. It was
lonely, then. If she had been an-
other girl—another sort—Irene felt
she might have gone with other men.
She didn’t. She stayed in the apart-
ment, waited. Dennison was no
longer Lhoughtful nor affectionate.
ITe found fault, didn't like the way
she did things. She tried hard to
arrange the table daintily, pored over



12 Blueberry Pie

cook-books, spent hours preparing
foods he was especially fond of.

Then he told her about Margaret
Harrington. He was going to marry
Miss Harrington—a suitable match
in every way. Irene should have
known this wouldn’t last—he had
been fond of her, of course—he would
do what he could.

Then, Irene knew she hated him.
She knew that all the love she had
had for him had disappeared—had
turned into one huge hatred. She
wanted to get even. She wanted to
leap at him, pound him with her fists
... why...kill him, even. That was
it—kill him! She remembered some-
thing she had read—in the Bible she
thought it was—"“Hell hath no fury
like a woman scorned.” She thought
that was it. Well, he had scorned
her. She wanted to get even.

A%

Now, Dennison was gone. Lying
in bed, now, Irene thought of him.
How could she get even. Of course
—she could kill him. DBut she’d be
found out—sent to the electric chair.
She might get off, of course—most
women did—but she mightn't be
Jucky., The chair! She shuddered.
Somcone had told her, once, that a
few hours before a person was elec-
trocuted, he was doped so that when
the time ecame he was scarcely con-
scious of what was happening. That
was the reason cowards appeared
brave at their death, her informant
had said. Maybe that was true. She
didn’t know. Even so, she didn't
want to be electrocuted. She’d be
found out, of course, il she killed Den-
nison—or if she killed Miss Har-
rington.  Anyhow, it wasn't Miss
Harrington she wanted to get rid of,
after all. 1Miss Harrington was just
a part of a game, as she was part of a

game. No, definitely, it was Denni-
son, She must get even. Kill him?
She knew she couldn't actually kill
him, though, at that.

How could she, a poor, friendless
little thing, get even with anyone.
She didn’t have any influence of any
sort. She had lived so entirely for
Dennison, these two years, that she
hadn’t kept up with her acquaintances
from the store, even. The only people
she ever talked to were the neighbors.
They couldn’t do anything to help her.
She felt helpless, trapped. She must
do something.

She thought of killing herself. She
couldn’t quite do that, wasn’t brave
enough. Why should she die, any-
how? She was teo young to die, not
twenty-three, yet. No, she wanted to
live—she wanted to live and get even
—to kill Dennison.

Dennison was gone—never to come
back. The rent for the apartment
would have to be paid in a few days.
She couldn’t even keep on living
there. She had a little money,
though—. What could she do?

She got up, went to the door, found
the newspaper there, brought it in,
sat on the edge of the bed reading it.

She glanced at the usual headlines;
politics, world affairs. They didn’t
interest her. She turned to the inside
pages, listlessly. 'What did anything
matter to her?

Little scandals, divorces, deaths.
She read them all, all seeing. What
was this? She read a small item:

Woman Takes Gas
Miss Grace Trummer, about twenty-five
years old, a pretty little blonde seamstress,
committed suicide at a rooming house in
Sireet, last night, by inhaling gas. Miss
Trummer lclt no reason for the deed, and,
as far as is known, she had no relatives—

Irene dropped the paper on the bed.
There, that was a way out—gas. She
could do that—could end things that
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way. What il she did? That
wouldn’t hurt Dennison. Ile’d be
glad she was out of the way, really.
If she could be found dead! If Den-
nison could be Llamed! That would
be something. He would be electro-
cuted for her murder! Of course!
That would he clever!

In her mind, now, she went over
the whole thing—how she could kill
nerself—and leave little evidences
about, so that it would look as if
Dennison had killed her. She’d have
to be careful, ol course. Why, of
course. She would have to make it
look as if Dennison had planned to
make it look like suicide or burglary!
Burglary would be best. Dennison
would die! She laughed almost wildly
over that. She dressed and laughed
all the while. She {elt sort of funny.
Was she mad? She didn’t think she
was. Of course not. Yes, that’s the
way she’d do things.

But—then she would be dead. She
didn’t want to be dead. She wouldn’t
know about Dennison. She had to
know. No, that wouldn’t do either.
She wanted to live. She was too
young to die. She must get even
with Dennison!

That woman who had died—a
blonde woman, too, nearly her age.
She wondered about her.

Then the thought came to Irene. It
came to her, suddenly. It enveloped
her, lelt her weak, dizzy. Could she
get that body? If that body could be
found—here—instead of hers!

The woman had no relatives—
surely that would be easy enough.
She would try. That was it. She
could do her best. It was the only
way--a way {o get even. ...

Her heart started to sing in a wild
way, a way it hadn’t sung for a year
—more than that. If she could—ii
she could fix things so that it would
look as if Dennison. ., . .

She thought it over. If things went
right! If not ... well, she'd have to
take some chances, anyhow,

A ring at the door-bell. She
trembled. The mail man. She went
downstairs, a plan alrcagly fonnulated
in her mind. She met Mrs. Peterson
in the hall, started right in on the plag
—talked with her . . . the vacation
. . . a holiday with Dennison.

She telcphoned to Schmidt to bring
her trunk up. IHe brought it and the
bags up almost immediately. She
talked with him eagerly, nervously.

Another ring at the bell. It was
the man for Dennison’s trunk. She
trembled as the man took it out. Mrs.
Peterson, again. Dennison’s trunk
gone. )

She finished dressing, went out, the
clipping about the woman suicide in
her purse.

Mrs. Peterson’s door was still open.
That prying little woman. She’d
keep on talking—prepare her—in case
things went all right.

VI

Sue hurried out of the apartment
building, took a subway train, went
to the address mentioned in the news
story. It was a cheap rooming
house. She hurried up the stone
stairs, remembering to sniffle a bit.

A weary looking woman with red
eyes answered the door.

Irene’s voice trembled.  She really
was nervous.

“T—TI read in the paper just now—"
she began.

“Yes?' the woman looked at her,
suspiciously.

“My sister—her name—she disap-
peared drom home. T just happened
to be here, visiting in New York—
she could sew—she was blonde—like
me. . . ."”

The woman’s expression changed.
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“Your sister?” she asked sadly, but
with a certain eager curjosity.

“Yes—I—I think so,” said Irene.
"“Is—she—the body—here?”

“No,” said the woman. “They came
last night—took her right down to
the morgue. You can see her down
there.”

Irene hesitated. Her mind leaped
on.
“I—I—we want to take the body
home—if it is my sister,” said Irene.
Then,

“Do you know what I could do—
how to get it?” She started to cry.

“It’s too bad,” said the woman. “I’'m
Mrs. Figg. She’s rented a room of
me for over six months, now. Never
talked much of herself. And yester-
day morning—come in, dearie. . . .”

Irene went in, saw the cheap little
room of the other woman, listened to
stories of her. No one cared [or her.
It seemed the woman was herself, in
a way. That didn’t matter. She
wanted—the body.

“I’ll go, now—to the morgue,” she
said.

“I'll go with you, if you like,
dearie,” Mrs. Figg volunteered. Irene
shivered a little more at that. Then
she nodded. After all, she didn't
know how to get a body at the
morgue. With this woman, who be-
lieved her story. . ..

She sat, quiet, while the woman
dressed. They took a cross-town car.
The morgue. . . .

It "was a big, gloomy building,
smelling of disinfectants, clean, sol-
cmn.

They went into a bare room, with
wooden chairs about. A man asked
questions. Irene sobbed. Mrs. Figg
answered. The woman had died—no
post-mortem had been neccessary.
Irenc suddenly remembered those.
What if there had hecn. Ilow would
she have got out of this?

Yes, they could see the body. If
Irene could identify it there would
be no objection to her taking it away.
She must get an undertaker, of
course—she could sign, authorizing
him—he could take it to his shop, em-
balm the body—have it shipped to her
home out of town. . . .

Irene didn’t want an undertaker or
embalming. All she wanted was that
body, untouched, in her apartmenr,
without a coffin, without anything—
that body. She must get it. What

could she do? She must get it. Her
mind raced on.
Well, she’d do her best. A new

cunning seemed to come to her. If
things would only go on. . . .

The man led the way down a row
of narrow stairs into a big room, with
walls of white tile, clean, like a
kitchen. There were huge drawers
in the walls—drawers that pulled
out. . ..

“Here,” said the man, and pulled
out a drawer, a long drawer with a
woman on it—a dead woman. Was
that the woman? She looked, cov-
ered her eyes. A dead woman—a
woman she had never seen before—a
blonde woman with a sad, thin face—
not like hers—and yet—in a way—if
there was enough time before the
body was found. . ..

She glanced at Mrs. Figg through
her fingers. She had to be sure that
this was the woman—that they were
not testing her.

Mrs. Figg nodded.

“The poor, poor thing,” she said.

“Yes,” said Irene, “that—that’s my
sister—two years older than I am—
and she'd dead—all alone . . .” she
sobbed. They were real tears, now.
She was thoroughly frightened.

The man turned away. He was ac-
customed to scenes,

They went up the narrow stairs.
Another man filled out a blank slip,
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gave it to Irene, told her the details
about getting an undertaker.

She and Mrs. Figg walked out of
the morgue. Another step was fin-
ished. She couldn’t fail, now! What
should she do?

Irene was sobbing again.

“I wonder,” she said, “if—if I dare
ask you another favor. Could I bring
her—the body—to you? Could she
be embalmed there? I could go out
and buy her a new dress—so—that,
when we got her home ..., TI'll get
something right away. I can’t bear
to think of her in an undertaking
shop. She wouldn’t be in your house
very long. T’ll have my trunk sent
there, too, with some things in it. [
live in the country—I’ve been here a
week—I’ll go right home with—with

her. To think that Grace. . . .
“That’'s all right, dearie, don't
carry on,” said Mrs. Figg. “Of

course, if it would make you feel any
better—have it sent right out. . . .,”

They stopped at an undertakers,
near the morgue. The undertaker, it
seemed, preferred embalming the
body right there—get it ready for
. shipment., But, of course, if the
lady—

Irene bought a coffin, paid in ad-
vance for that and the embalming—
asked the undertaker to send the body at
once and come later in the afternoon
for the embalming, when she’d have
the clothes there. He promised. Yes,
that would be all right—the body
had been on ice in the morgue.

Irene left Mrs. Figg. She wanted
to get the dress and to have her
trunk sent, she said. She thanked
that good lady again and again—in a
little while she’d be back.

VII

ANoTHER subway ride. In her own
apartment, Irene threw a couple of

blankets into the big trunk, moved
it into the hall, so that the express-
man could get it if she were not there,
spoke to Mrs. Peterson again. That
woman! Still, if she were careful, it
might work out all right.

Irene went to a corner express of-
fice and gave an order for the trunk
to be called for at once and delivered
to Mrs. Figg's.

The subway again. A block from
Mrs. Figg's, she passed another un-
dertaker’s establishment, and this
gave her a new inspiration. She went
in, She told the man a story that he
accepted, though she was quite afraid
he wouldn’t. She had bought a cof-
fin for her sister, she said. The body
was to arrive there—just a block
away—quite soon. Now, her brother
had bought a better coffin. Would
the wundertaker buy the one—give
her something for it. She told him
what she had paid. He offered five
dollars. She agreed, told him to call
later—she would step in and let him
know. It was taking a big chance.
She had to get rid of the coffin if she
could—had to keep Mrs. Figg from
getting suspicious. Well, she was
trusting to luck, anyhow—one thing
more or less.

At Mrs. Figg’s, again. Neither the
body nor the trunk had come. Irene
sat there in that poor room, her
handkerchief over her eyes. The
trunk came first. It was put into the
room. She paid the express man,
didn’t open the trunk. The body
came a little later, in the poor, cheap
coffin. The man opened tlhe coffin.
She asked him to. She was afraid
she wouldn’t know how. She said
she wanted another look at her sister.

Mrs. Figg came into the room, went
out again. Irene closed the door,
locked it——she wanted to be alone
with—with the dead.

She opened the trunk, worked hur-
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riedly. Nervously, tears streaming
down her face, her teeth clenched, she
managed, somehow, to get the stiff
body out of the coffin and into the
trunk. She locked the trunk again,
closed the coffin. That was done.
She sunk- exhausted, ill, on a chair.
She couldn’t stop, now. What next?

She left the house. She hailed a
passing express wagon. She had a
trunk to go away. Could the driver
take it at once? He thought he could.

Mrs. Figg was not in sight. That
saved some explaining. She watched
the man as he moved the trunk out of
the house onto the ‘wagon. She gave
him the address of her apartment,

stood looking at him until he drove

off.

Irene stopped at the undertaker’s
again, the one on the corner. She
told him to get the coffin now, at
once. Yes, she would come back for
the money, later. She couldn’t, of
course—but that. . . .

She went into a drug-store, oppo-
site, called up Mrs, Figg. She had
got the tclephone number from the
telephone in the hall

“I'm—I'm sending for—for the
body, after all,” she explained. “The
man is on the way. I—I couldn’t
stand to have things done there, alter
all. Tl write a note. Thank
you....”

She hung up the receiver dizzily.
That was done. If the undertaker
could only get the empty collin out
without Mrs. Figg suspecting—con-
necting things. . .. Mrs. Figg might
wonder.  Even so—she’d never do
anything, if the coffin was taken away.
Well, there was nothing she could do
about it. o

She took a taxicaly, this time.. She
was too weak for the subway. She
sat there, on the edge of the seat, her
fingers clenched.

She stopped the taxi on the corner,

got out. She had left her watch at
home. She wondered about the time.
The wagon would be slow—he had
two other trunks to deliver, she knew.
She must do something to kill time—
until the trunk came—until dark,
cven.

‘What could she do?
bake a pie. Of course. She stopped
in mt the grocer’s. She saw some
blueberries, bought some of them. A
blueberry pie—Denniscn’s favorite
pie. Why not? It would look so
domestic.

‘With the bundles in her arm, she
came into the apartment building.
She met Mrs. Grant and talked with
her. She thought of the watch—put
that in. That was a good bit!

She put on her housedress and an
apron. She got to work with the pie.
It was comforting, working in the
dough. The pie was finished—in the
oven—when the trunk—the body—
came. When it was safely in the
apartment she sat down, trembling.

It had worked out! She had the
body! Here—now! ~If only things
kept on. . ..

Mrs. Peterson in the hall! She
showed her the pie—promised her a
picce, later. What a fool!

Schmidt, the janitor, passed.
talked to him, too.

She was alonc in the apartment—
with the trunk. Irene was afraid of
corpses. She had never touched one
except a few minutes ago. She
opened the trunk. She had to stop,
start again. She was quite ill. But,
before she was through, the strange
woman had clipped blonde hair, in-
stead of her former long tresses, and
was dressed in Irene’s own clothes.
That was done!

She shivered. Was she going to
be caught? She prayed to her God,
a God she had rather neglected dur-
ing the past years. Her prayers

Why, she'd

She
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“were sincere enough. Why couldn’t
she get away with it? Dennison—
Dennison would get what was com-
ing to him—if things went right.

That was over. She could get
ready, now. Irenc started to change
her clothes. She looked at her fingers
and her apron, stained with blueber-
ries.  Yes—it had to be done.  She
dressed the corpse in her own house-
dress, her own berry-stained apron.
Then, her fingers wet with berry
juice, she stained the fingers of the
dead woman. Now, she covered the
face, knotted a towel around the
throat, thrust the body into the closet
of her bedroom.  She heard a noise
in the hall. She sat in a chair, shud-
dered, for half an hour before she
dared move or wash her hands. She
washed them thoroughly, then. She
was afraid you caught things from
dead people.

Irene cooled herself under a shower,

. made rather a careful toilet. It was
after five o’clock. There was some-
thing else to do, now,

She heard someone in the hall. She
hoped it was someone she knew—but
not too well. It was a man’s step—a
man coming home.

She threw a chair against a wall,
pushed a table, kicked another chair,
said, "“Oh, God, Stuart,” threw an-
other chair.

That was done.

She adjusted the window, packed
her bag—not forgetting a little
bundle of things she would destroy,
later. She took her jewelry. She put
her wrist watch on the dressing-table,
to one side, so it wouldn’t be too
noticeable, She hated to lose it.
Still, with her other things. She had
been economical. She could sell her
jewelry later. She could get a job,
maybe meet some young man, marry,
even.. Why not? Women did worse
things than she did and got married.

B.M.—Aug.—2

Worse? Well, she hadn’t been so
bad—so really bad—if things would
work out. . ..

She turncd the dressing-table draw-
ers out, disarranged the other
things.

She sat at the window behind the
white curtain, watched the traffic.
She couldn’t be seen, she knew. She
couldn’t light a light. She was
hungry. She couldn’t go out for fear
of mecting someone, until dark. She
hated the apartment—mecemories—the
closet. . . .

She tiptoed around. Yes—every-
thing was right. She repacked her
bag to make sure. She could take
only a few things so it would look as
if all of her things were there. No
one knew just what she had. The bit
of paper in the corner of it—the wo-
man’s hair—her clothes—she touched
it gingerly. She could get rid of that
casily enough.

Yes—the signs of disorder—the
window, The police wouldn’t think
it was a burglar—they were just
clever enough for that—yet, she hoped,
not too clever. . . .

She felt around, felt the familiar
things. She could see a little from
the strcet lamp, outside—. It was
nearly time to go. Dennison—would
things come out the way she had
planned? The apartment! The
closet! Did she dare? Dare? She
had to, now. There was nothing else
to do. She started in to sob, kneel-
ing at the side of her bed.

“Oh, Stuart,” shc sobbed, “come
back to me, come back to me. Oh
God. . . .”

She could leave, now. She could
get a ticket, go on to Chicago. That
would be best. She didn’t know any-
one in Chicago. It was surprising
how few people she knew any
place. In Chicago, she’d go to the
Y. W. C. A, take a new name, find
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a position, even let her hair grow,
maybe.

A new name? Any name. She'd
think one up. Only she mustn’t
change her initials. That would be
bad luck, unless she got married.
Any name but Irene Graham. ., . .,

She pinned on her hat. She could
go, now. She was hungry. She went
into the kitchen. Where, in the dim
light, she saw the pie she had made.
Why not take a piece? She didn’t
care much for blueberry pie. She
wondered, now, why she had both-
ered—how she had had the nerve to
make it. Why not eat a piece, as
long as it was there. They might
blame a neighbor—the police, any-
one. She cut a piece of pie, ate it.
It was good pie. Too good for what
it was made for. To think of all the

pies she had made during the two
Stuart—she had
Well, he'd
She’d

years, for Dennison.
loved him—really had.
get what was coming to him.

forget it all—these two years—
Stuart Dennison—the apartment—
the—inside the closet. . ..

She opened the front door, care-
fully. There was no onc in sight
She closed the door after her, quietly,
and, suitcase in hand, went out to
catch her train.

VIII

THeE newspaper dropped from
Irma Martin's fingers. So—it was
over. Really over. Dennison was
dead. He had “paid for his crime
with his life,” as the newspapers had
said.

Mrs. Martin shuddered. She must
get over being so nervous. She knew
that. She stood up, began to gather
together the blue and white break-
fast dishes. Tunny! She laughed, a
bit mirthlessly, to herself. TFunny,
that she had happened to eat that
piece of blueberry pie.




