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 Derrain was an artist, and this murder was a work of art! There might be clues, but 
they’d prove nothing. Not one thing! 
 

ERRAIN lay sleepless beside the 
snoring man. It was time. But the 
subtle light tones blending with the 

blue-black of the night just before dawn held 
him a moment. Then he rose, moved from the 
bedroom soundlessly, walked across the 
cabin’s main room to the opposite door. He 
turned the knob stealthily, peered in. The even 
sounds of deep sleep were all that broke the 
silence. Both women were asleep. They 
should be, with the sleeping powders he’d put 
into their nightcaps. 
 He had meant to go at once, but she 
was so beautiful there in the hushed shadows. 
He stood scarcely breathing, his dark eyes 
riveted to her, his sensitive fingers moving 
unconsciously as though seeking to grasp the 
shape of his thoughts. For a moment he was 

aware of her only as an artist, and not as the 
man. And then from back of him in the other 
bedroom, came the honking snore of the other 
man, and Derrain’s hands suddenly tensed like 
talons. The thought of that man in connection 
with Fredi made Derrain seethe. It was like a 
vulgar brat slinging ink on a picture of the 
Madonna. But the man was her husband. 
 Derrain had wanted her. In his way he 
had worshiped Fredi. He had painted her, tried 
with desperation to catch the beauty. And he 
had made love to her in other ways—in 
poetry, with flowers, in every gentle way an 
artist could. His tense desire for her, the 
almost reverent way he had courted her had 
seemed to awe her. And then Brockley, the 
man snoring in there. He had come crashing 
into the scene, blatant and forceful, with the 
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sweep of a Wagner opera. Fredi had eloped 
with him. All the world knew Brockley had 
married her for money. Even Fredi knew that. 
Now. 
 There was another woman sleeping 
there, but only one existed really. The other, 
Mildred, had been brought along—a girl for 
good old Derrain, Brockley said. And she 
fitted into Derrain’s plans, although he 
despised her. She would witness the—
accident. She, an unprejudiced party, would 
witness it. 
 Derrain had no sympathy for 
murderers who killed for money or power or 
fear. For these were ugly things, and their ugly 
perpetrators deserved to hang. But for such 
beauty as Fredi’s— 
 He looked at her again. Her face was 
soft in repose, like a child’s. That amazing 
blonde hair, subdued in this soft light, lay 
about her face in generous profusion. Derrain 
would paint her like this one day. Just like 
this. One round brown arm lay outside the 
covers with an undefinable sort of charm. He 
would capture it. And he would paint her in 
the sun, with the light catching up unexpected 
little shoots of red from her hair. He would 
immortalize her through his brush, catching 
the thousand delicate nuances of the poetry of 
her body in motion. The exquisite form of her 
legs and feet and hands; the color tone of flesh 
that was vital from the sun, that glowed 
seeming to give back some of the sun’s 
warmth ... and this was the wife of a pig! 
 
DERRAIN dosed the door, stepped lightly 
back across the main room. He went to his 
bed, peeled out of pajamas, slipped hurriedly 
into his bathing suit. He tapped Brockley on 
the shoulder. The man stirred, shifted position 
and resumed his even snoring. 
 “Brockley,” Derrain whispered 
urgently, shaking his shoulder. “Wake up!” 
 “Wha—what—you up?” 
 “Quiet! Don’t wake the girls.” 

 Brockley’s eyes blinked open and he 
stared at Derrain. 
 “What is it?” 
 “Prowlers. I got up, started out for a 
swim,” he whispered, making his voice tense 
with excitement. “I saw them and scared them 
back into the woods. But they’re still lurking 
about.” 
 Still half asleep Brockley swung bare 
feet to the floor, probed for the slippers there, 
and slid into them. Derrain regarded the 
frowzy figure in his garish yellow pajamas 
with distaste. Derrain slipped a hand under his 
arm, urged him to his feet. 
 He steered him through the main room 
on tiptoe. They went out, across the screened 
porch. Brockley blinked as Derrain unhooked 
the screen door. 
 “Thought you said you were out,” he 
grumbled sleepily. 
 Fleeting fear crossed Derrain’s face. “I 
was. I used the back.” 
 Brockley yawned and shook his head. 
 “Oh!” he exclaimed. “Oh, my head! I 
need a bracer, fella. How much did I drink 
anyway?” 
 “Shh-h-h—don’t wake the girls,” he 
said impatiently. “Isolated as this place is I 
don’t feel right about anyone prowling 
around—not with the girls here—” 
 Brockley nodded, followed down the 
wooden steps to the little wooden dock at 
which a rowboat was tied. He yawned again, 
looked at the faintly blurred surface of the 
little lake as a small breeze rippled it. He 
rubbed his eye suddenly. 
 “Uhg—I’m dizzy—I need a shot!” 
 “Nonsense.” 
 Derrain led him onto the little footpath 
that cut along the woods-lined shore. 
Derrain’s was the only cabin. The lake and 
grounds were privately owned by the people 
he leased from. 
 He had the spot all picked, and he was 
keeping a sharp watch. Then when they were 
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about a city block from the cabin he saw the 
spot. He stopped abruptly. 
 “Look,” he said in a hoarse whisper. 
“Up in there. I saw a movement. You go along 
the path. I’ll cut back into the woods—” 
 “We should have a gun—” 
 “No—just tramps—but we want to 
scare them away—” 
 Brockley went forward cautiously. 
Derrain bent quickly. The things he had 
hidden here last night were in a stack just off 
the path. He caught up one of the sheets, all 
ready for use. It was folded in one long thick 
band about six inches wide. Derrain 
approached Brockley stealthily from the rear. 
He felt his breath coming fast, and he could 
hear the beat of his heart. Then, for one icy 
moment his heart seemed to stop. Brockley 
paused, and Derrain could see his body 
hunching as though he were listening. Then he 
moved on. 
 Derrain snapped into action. Grasping 
both ends of the sheet like a skipping rope he 
flung it forward over Brockley’s head. 
 
HE moved fast then as the sheet dropped 
down the front of Brockley, to about waist 
level. He pulled backward viciously, lifting 
one foot and bracing it in the center of the 
other man’s back. Derrain made a quick knot 
of the sheet ends, pulled them tight around 
Brockley. His arms fought against the binding, 
but Derrain, pulling from in back, tightened 
the knot, pinning the man’s arms to his sides. 
Derrain made an extra knot for safety. 
 Brockley began to yell. Derrain, his 
face suddenly contorted, crooked a foot 
around Brockley’s ankles, struck him with the 
flats of both hands on the upper body. 
Brockley tripped and fell to the ground. 
 Working feverishly now Derrain found 
the folded pillow slip in his cache. He skirted 
clear of the kicking legs, bent over Brockley’s 
head. Brockley was cursing him at the top of 
his lungs. Derrain jammed the pillow case 

against his mouth, caught the ends and tied 
them behind his head. 
 For a moment he knelt, listening 
quietly. There was only the scuffing sound of 
Brockley’s body flailing about, and the tiny 
lap of the lake water in back of him. Abruptly 
Derrain jerked, fell on his side and rolled 
away from Brockley. The man had half 
somersaulted backward, his legs open scissors. 
They had almost locked around Derrain’s 
body. 
 Derrain ran to the cache, brought out 
the other sheet. He made a sort of lariat of its 
folded length and stood looking down at 
Brockley. The man’s face was bursting with 
color and the eyes were black and glittering 
with fury. The sweat was rolling off Derrain’s 
face as he crouched, the sheet lariat in 
readiness. He got it around the kicking legs, 
first having to tighten it about the man’s 
thighs. Then, kneeling briefly across 
Brockley’s feet he slipped the noose down, 
yanked it tight on the ankles. There would be 
no bruises from a broad binding like this. 
Rope or wire would have left marks. 
 He tested the bonds across the center 
of Brockley’s body. They held his arms tight. 
The man’s hands convulsed like the claws of a 
trapped crawfish, trying to reach Derrain. 
Derrain dragged him to the water. Brockley 
fought, somehow twisting around and getting 
one hand on the trunk of a young birch that 
leaned out from the bank over the water. But 
Derrain had got him in, and he looked down at 
him now, writhing and twisting in mortal 
terror. He might have gained his feet, but 
Derrain had thought of that. This same tree 
that had saved his life so briefly was going to 
make Derrain’s job easier. He clung to the 
overhanging birch, swung out till his feet were 
over Brockley’s body. He let his weight down, 
forced Brockley’s body under. In a few 
minutes there was no struggle. 
 Derrain trotted back along the path to 
the cabin. It took but a moment inside to 
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ascertain the girls were asleep. Derrain went 
down the steps, waded into the water. He 
untied the rowboat, pulled it around to the 
head of the little wooden dock. He felt 
underwater, found the submerged iron pipe 
that had been used to tie up boats before the 
dock was built. Now Derrain maneuvered the 
back of the rowboat so that it floated just 
above the pipe which was about three inches 
under water at this season. Catching a grip on 
the back of the boat with both hands he 
jumped up, coming down with his full weight 
against the boat. It dipped and he heard it 
crunch against the pipe. It made only a faint 
seepage. Derrain repeated the operation. The 
hole was large enough now. 
 Derrain got aboard, rowed swiftly to 
where Brockley lay drowned in the water. 
This was the hardest part, getting him into the 
boat. He bent over, caught the man under the 
arms. He pulled up with all his strength, and 
the inert figure came out of the water, his 
upper body doubling into the boat. 
 
DERRAIN straddled the face-down figure, 
wrapped his hands under the dead man’s 
stomach, and lifted. It took several lifts, but 
finally he was in. Derrain waded ashore, got 
the last item of his cache, Brockley’s bathing 
trunks. His pajamas were dirty from being 
dragged. It was but a matter of moments to 
unbind the man, change the pajamas for the 
trunks. Derrain took the sheets and pillow case 
and the pajamas back into the woods, buried 
them, covering the spot with leaves. 
 He had to hurry now. The boat was 
beginning to fill with water. He hopped in, 
rowed back toward the cabin. When he was 
near enough, he got out, shoved the craft with 
its dead cargo out toward the middle of the 
lake. It would be visible from the cabin. 
 Derrain slipped to the back of the 
cabin, where bathing suits and towels adorned 
a clothesline. He got out of his wet suit, wrung 
it almost dry, absorbing additional moisture in 

a Turkish towel. Then drying himself he re-
entered the cabin. In his bedroom he put on 
his pajamas. Once again he went to the girls’ 
bedroom. Fredi and Mildred were fast asleep. 
Good. The sleeping powders had been potent. 
 Derrain stood on the porch smoking as 
he watched the sinking boat. When the top 
came close enough to the surface of the lake 
he hastened back into the cabin. He picked up 
the alarm, twisted the alarm hand back slowly 
till it rested at six. The bell started to sound, 
clamorously. He smiled, let it ring a few 
seconds. 
 “Wake up. Wake up!” he cried. He 
crossed to the bedroom door, began to bang on 
it. “Thought you sleepyheads were going 
fishing. Come on. Come on.” 
 There were stirrings from inside. 
 “Hello,” Fredi called. “Who is the 
noisy one?” 
 How he loved that voice. And now—
now she would be his. She had told him how 
unhappy she was with her marriage, how she 
had begged for a divorce, and been laughed at. 
And she had told him that she loved him, 
Derrain! Nothing stood between them, now. 
 He bent, looked out on the lake. The 
boat was riding low. And they must see it go 
down. They must bear witness. 
 “Where’s Brockley,” he yelled 
suddenly. “I don’t see him. Fredi, do you 
know about him? He was very drunk last 
night. Where could he be?” 
 The pair of them came out. Fredi 
pulling a chenille robe over a wispy pink 
nightgown, her eyes clear blue as an autumn 
sky. He had known she would be delectable in 
the mornings. Mildred squinted, her face 
puffy. 
 Just in time, Derrain turned toward the 
lake. 
 It was Mildred who shouted. 
 “Look—look—a boat out there—it’s 
sinking!” 
 “Why—good Lord,” he exclaimed. 
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“Can he swim, Fredi?” 
 “If—if he’s sober—” 
 They ran out of the house, down the 
steps. At the lake’s edge they stopped. The 
back of the boat, heavy with water, and 
Brockley’s body suddenly sank from view. 
They had a dazed moment of seeing the prow 
nose up, then slice noiselessly under the 
surface. Derrain was already in the water. 
Swimming out to save Brockley! 
 It took ten minutes to find Brockley, 
and by that time it was too late even to try 
artificial respiration. 
 
TT had all gone well. How could it have gone 
any other way, Derrain thought? 
 It was late afternoon, and the sheriff 
and coroner had done their work. The girls 
were packing. They would go back to the city, 
and there would be the funeral, and a decent 
wait—Fredi’s eyes told him she was his, and 
she was already beginning to cling to him, to 
murmur appreciation of his gentle 
understanding. 
 The sheriff’s car suddenly appeared 
around the turn of the isolated roadway. He 
got out followed by two deputies. 
 “We come for another look. Too many 
funny things,” he said, eyeing Derrain queerly. 

 “But—but we all saw him drown.” 
 “He drowned all right. There was 
water in his left heart, the coroner says. But 
we figure it was funny there wasn’t no water 
in his stomach or lungs.” 
 Derrain remembered. Lifting him by 
the stomach. Getting him in the boat. Why it 
had been like artificial respiration. He hadn’t 
thought of that. And with the gag he hadn’t 
noticed the water come out. 
 “Yes,” the sheriff went on. “We figure 
he might ’a sort of been helped to drown, 
seein’ as there was birch bark under his nails. 
Though he don’t seem to have been slugged 
none, does seem he might have been tied up 
some way that didn’t show. Anyhow me and 
the boys will look about a little along the 
shore, and maybe we’ll find where he really 
done his drownin’. Cause there’s mighty few 
trees out there in the middle of the lake.” 
 “But who would kill my husband?” 
 “Your boy friend might, ma’am. He 
looks awful soulful at you.” 
 “We’re in love,” Fredi said, her head 
up defiantly. “But Derrain had no reason to 
kill my husband. Last night I offered my 
husband a large settlement if he would grant 
me a divorce. And he agreed.” 

 


