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  Prologue


Lily 
This morning heavy fog lifts off the water, which at sixty-three degrees Fahrenheit is still warmer than the air. Last year? I would have thought this was crazy, unthinkable and unfathomable. How could I? And why on earth? But now it’s my favorite place, my favorite time, my favorite thing. I look forward to it and then, when the morning has come and it’s time to go, I almost chicken out every time. It’s going to be so cold. But I can’t stand not to get in. I want to go. I slide carefully and oh so slowly into the pool, breathing out hard to fight the urge to gasp as the chill seems to burn my hands and feet. I swim hard for two lengths, surrounded by mist and trees as sunrise begins to make its way up over the old diving well. I change from freestyle to breaststroke just so I can watch it. From there the sensations are familiar, exhilarating. A spark of energy from deep inside gathers and intensifies, emanating outward until the pain subsides. Now the water is glorious. When I finally climb out, I feel no cold at all, only a sense of complete satisfaction, a subtle high. I don’t think it consciously, but I feel it: there is no place I’d rather be at this moment. Life is good.

      ***Margaret
The water is freezing, and Margaret’s heartbeat revs to its maximum. It is too much for her, and she is already out of breath as she gasps for oxygen under the pelting flow. 
“Tell me everything! I won’t leave until you tell me!” She hears the hysterical demand. 
There can be no secrets now; she must reveal all and save herself. But it’s too late. She can’t breathe, she can’t talk, she can’t answer. No! This can’t be happening! She tries to free her hands, to signal that she wants to speak, but she is unable to move at all. What else can I do? Will nothing stop this! Her mind rebels as the horror of it hits her: there will be no respite from the flood, and she will never breathe again. 






  
  Chapter 1
Eye of Horus Yoga Studio


It’s funny how the most mundane events can turn out to be cataclysmic, while a truly extraordinary occurrence barely makes a ripple. Today, for example, started out just a normal day, really, with no premonition whatsoever of what was to come. It’s early in October, but bright and warm, verging on hot, this midafternoon as I stand and survey the lunchtime assemblage. We can accommodate as many as eighteen, and I note with satisfaction that we’re almost full. 
My name is Lily Piper. I am twenty-five and a yoga instructor at an Eye of Horus studio in Bethesda, Maryland (one of the tonier suburbs of Washington, DC). For the past two years, I’ve been clawing my way back to a semblance of normalcy. Each day, when I venture forth and do my thing and it’s all okay, it’s like a tiny miracle. While true happiness still eludes me, I have at least found balance and a sense of peace. I think that I am on the path to wellness, and I keep at it even though, to be perfectly honest, something is still missing—something big, but I can’t put my finger on exactly what. I try not to dwell on that too much and instead take heart in knowing that I am healthy now, even fit, although not exactly what you’d expect in a yoga instructor. I’m short and stocky, perpetually fighting the extra pounds that come so easily and then refuse to budge. Hair that is currently short and curly is beginning to fall irritatingly over hazel eyes because I’m growing it out. When it’s longer, the curls turn into waves, which really shows off my one secret vanity: a few naturally caramel-colored strands that beautifully highlight what would otherwise be a rather ordinary head of light brown hair.
“Hello, everyone. Ready to begin? Let’s make a circle.” Anyone who’s ever been to other yoga studios will notice a difference at Eye of Horus right away. We usually start class in a circle. Everyone taps rhythmically with both hands just below the belly button. This is a simple exercise, but it warms the core and gently gets the blood pumping. I like it because we start the class looking at each other. When we see each other, we make a connection, albeit a subtle one. The more we make these connections, the more we strengthen our ability to connect to a higher and more universal energy. It takes barely a minute, and then we spread out into the room to begin our flow. We are still together, but are now solely focused on our own bodies. 
Looking around the room, it dawns on me that I know them all—their names, their levels of ability, even some of their quirks. When did this happen? I don’t remember exactly. I began as a student with some of them, and others came on board after I became an instructor, but it always felt like a struggle to remember each of their names. Now it seems so obvious, and this realization, too, feels satisfying. Progress has a way of being invisible except in rare moments like this one, when you encounter stark proof of improvement. I lead the class through exercises that open our hearts and inspire creativity, and I myself finish up feeling energized and primed for action, for adventure, for anything new and exciting. They say that if you’re open to it, opportunity will find you, but that always seemed so nebulous to me. I have to say, though, after today, I can’t help wondering.
At the end of each class, we invite everyone to come back into a circle for a cup of tea. We instructors prepare it ahead of time in one of those big thermoses with the spout, and we have a tray ready with small Japanese-style cups. Those who choose to stay park themselves on the floor in the middle of the room, sipping and chatting for just a few minutes. Once again, it is connective, a way to finish as a community, a group together, not individuals alone. 
In truth, most people head immediately back to the changing rooms to get on with the rest of their days, but there are always a few who stay. Sure enough, while the rest of the class bustles quickly out into the sunshine, this afternoon my four “regulars”—the ones who never skip the tea circle—congregate in our usual spot, waiting patiently for me to join them. These are the clients I feel I know best, so I guess in a way they’re my favorites. It’s always funny to me when I look back later at this tenuous beginning, but that’s the way it goes—you rarely know it was a beginning except in hindsight. 
I sit down in the space they’ve left for me, next to Miller Nguyen, who is short like me, with a hint of pudge beginning to spread over her forty-something frame. Miller is Vietnamese by birth and still speaks with a distinctive melodic accent. She always seems to be in a hurry and does not suffer fools, gladly or otherwise. I used to be terrified of her, but she has always been friendly to me and lately I’m finding her bluntness to be enlightening rather than intimidating. You know exactly where you stand with Miller. 
By now they’re all familiar with each other, so no one is shy, but even so it’s usually I who starts the conversation, breaking the ice by describing that day’s tea and why I chose it. The nuances among different types of tea is an interest of mine, so it’s an easy topic to share. Today, of course, is different. Today, Karen Ellsworth plunges right in. She’s the newest of the regulars, and although in her mid-thirties, she feels to me most like my kindred spirit. When Karen first came in, she was heavy and sluggish, but just six months after joining us, she has firmed up noticeably, and she’s had her sandy blond hair trimmed to sport youthful bangs and a bouncy ponytail. At the moment, she is clearly troubled, the sparkle missing from her eyes. 
“Something came up at work,” she says. “I keep trying to decide what the right thing to do is, but every time I look at it from a different angle, I change my mind. I don’t know if I’ve mentioned this before, but I’m an administrator at Austin Hill Hospital. I was reviewing paperwork from the morgue today, and I’m pretty sure we’ve performed an autopsy on someone we shouldn’t have.” 
The circle lets out a laugh. We’re not insensitive, but such a statement coming out of the blue does sound comical. She certainly has our attention, though, and she knows we’re not laughing at her or her dilemma.
Haisley, who is about my age and a graduate student, is the first to respond. She is slender and toned, pretty but with a little bit of geekiness that can come across as ditzy sometimes. It’s as if her brain is moving in a million directions that she doesn’t have time to explain before she makes some comment that, at first glance, doesn’t quite seem to make sense. Then again, sometimes she says exactly what I’m thinking.
“The person was dead, right? Don’t they autopsy everyone who dies at the hospital?” 
Miller adds, “Does it even matter? I mean, it’s not like operating on the wrong person. They can’t suffer, right?”
“No, that’s true, and in a way that’s my quandary.” Karen shakes her head ruefully. “Actually,” she turns toward Haisley, “not everyone gets autopsied. Suspicious deaths do, of course, but in cases where it’s clearly a death by natural causes, there usually isn’t one unless the family requests it. Even if for some reason the hospital wants to perform one, like for research or some community health scare, the family must give permission. A lot of families don’t want an autopsy to take place. They may have religious objections, or they want the body to be preserved for viewing at the funeral. They don’t really need a reason; it’s horrible for almost anyone to think of a loved one’s body being cut up.” 
Normally the circle disbands after finishing their tea, but this time everyone helps themselves to a second cup. We’re riveted on Karen, but I sense that she’s mostly thinking to herself even though she’s talking aloud to us. 
“We’re very careful. We log all arrivals; paperwork follows each body as it goes through our facility and then gets sent to a funeral home or wherever the family requests. The medical examiners are pretty busy, so an extra, unwarranted autopsy would only exacerbate the backlog. I mean, a mistake like this is really extraordinary. I don’t believe it’s ever happened before at our morgue, and I can’t quite see how it could happen at all. But I think maybe it did. The paperwork states that the person—it’s a woman named Margaret—suffered from COPD and congestive heart failure and died about midafternoon on Monday. There is no accompanying request for a postmortem by the family or any presiding doctor, and no permission form signed by the next of kin. But the record has a flag stating that the medical examiner’s report is pending, so he must have performed an autopsy. The family requested that the deceased be delivered to Yeates Funeral Home, but now we can’t release the body until the report is in.” 
Karen looks up at the ceiling, shuts her eyes, then brings them down to look at us. She sighs, but if that was an attempt to release tension, it doesn’t look like it worked. “I’m hoping the report will come in quickly and we can just send the body on with no one noticing the delay. But… should they know? Would it be upsetting for no reason? Or is it the right thing to do to tell the family? Suppose I just file the medical examiner’s report when it comes and have the body sent on. Am I kidding myself and making it complicated when really I just don’t want to let this screwup get known? Maybe they’ll sue. Maybe someone will get fired.”
We’re quiet for a minute, feeling sympathetic but not sure what to say. What a position. Redd is watching Karen, and I can see from his expression that it pains him to see her so upset. Redd is tall and thin with graying hair. In his sixties, he’s one of our oldest clients, quiet but popular. While he’s a bit of an anomaly among us because of his age, because he is male, and because he is African American, Redd himself is wonderfully unfazed by all of this, so comfortable is he in his own skin. 
“We can’t tell you what to do, Karen,” he says. “But we can sure tell how stressed this is making you. I’m thinking that old adage ‘The truth will set you free’ might be something to consider. If you have a boss, or if there is someone else in charge at the hospital, it will probably set your mind at ease to let that person know the truth. One step at a time, you know?”
The others debate the merits of this statement for a few minutes, but we don’t come to an absolute answer before we really do need to break up and be on our way. We all wonder about it, though, and want to know how it turned out. Karen doesn’t appear for the rest of the week, and our curiosity mounts. Also, I’m starting to worry about her, as she so rarely misses a class. I have a closer relationship with Karen than I do with any of the others, mainly because she was enjoying the classes so much she was considering going for instructor certification. Sometimes after class, she and I would sit in the reception area and talk about how she might approach the training, and occasionally we’d drift onto other topics too. We didn’t see each other outside the studio, but I started to think of her as a friend, and I have a feeling she’d say the same about me. Should I give her a call and check in on her? Maybe she’s sick; maybe there was a family emergency. I don’t want to intrude, but I don’t want to abandon her either. 
If I’m honest, I have to admit that what I really want to know is whether her absence is related to the hospital snafu that she described to us. Such a strange thing to happen, a puzzle to figure out, and one with high stakes for Karen and her job at the hospital. Did it all get resolved, or is Karen in trouble? I can’t stop thinking about it, and I’m not the only one. The other four of us keep asking the same questions whenever we see each other: “Have you heard from Karen? Did you ever find out what happened?”






  
  Chapter 2
A Surprise


Before I can decide what to do, Karen herself appears back in class. I see her talking to Redd rather animatedly before the start. Redd would be my choice too. He comes across as something of a wise professor—even-keeled, unflappable. I’m glad and relieved that Karen is back; I’m also dying to know how things turned out at the hospital. But this day’s tea circle is one of our larger crowds, and while Karen stays for it, she doesn’t speak. However, she, Redd, and Miller stay behind to help clear up. We always request a few volunteers to Swiffer the bamboo floors and wash the cups after each class. It’s helpful for us instructors, but it is also Eye of Horus philosophy that performing routine menial tasks is part of the practice, as it helps maintain mental equilibrium. Not so for today’s volunteers though. Today is more about assuaging Miller’s curiosity and defusing Karen’s palpable dismay. The two of them and Redd end up all together in our backroom kitchen, nattering away. They spill out the door to include me in the conversation. 
“The medical examiner called me the day after I told you guys about the accidental autopsy,” Karen explains to bring me up to speed. “In fact, I was about to call him myself and tell him about the accident, and just, you know… maybe see if he’d help me out. I mean, I’m responsible for the paperwork, so he might blame me for being the one who wasted his time, but I’ve talked to him before; he’s super nice. His name is Benjamin Benton, but, not surprisingly, everyone calls him Dr. Ben.” She’s rambling a little, and I’m starting to wonder where all this is going. But it’s interesting, too, like watching big drama on TV—you’re invested because you know the characters, but you’re safe because none of it is your problem. 
“Before I had a chance to say anything, he told me that his report was in, and that he’d deemed it a homicide by drowning.”
Redd whistles. “Whoo boy. Didn’t you say this death was due to natural causes? Nothing suspicious, so there was no need for an autopsy? And now that they did this autopsy, they’re saying it’s a murder? Mm mm mm.” He shakes his head. “That’s messed up.” 
“Is he really sure?” I add. “Did you see the report? How is he so sure? This does sound pretty messed up.”
“Oh my God,” says Karen, squinching her eyes shut and reliving the horror. “I couldn’t believe it. I mean—how could this be? Here I was, thinking it might all just wash out, or at least that we just deal with it quietly, and then that call. Even over the phone, Dr. Ben could tell something was wrong.” 
Haisley suddenly appears. I didn’t know it, but she lives in the apartment complex just down the street from the studio. Miller, apparently, did know this and texted her to let her know that Karen had shown up and was talking. The things you find out. I had no idea Miller and Haisley knew each other so well, or that Miller even had Haisley’s phone number. Turns out Miller has everyone’s phone number. She’s an inveterate networker (gossip?) and collects contact information like virtual challenge awards. I still can’t decide if that is more creepy or more entrepreneurially astute, but it does come in handy sometimes.
“I just blurted out, asking him if he was sure we were talking about the right body. That was probably the rudest thing I could have done, and he could have taken serious umbrage, but all he did was ask me why the question. He was so nice, I, well, I told him everything.”
“Ah ha!” says Redd with a nod.
“Oh, good,” and “Oh no!” say Haisley and Miller, respectively, at the same time. This gets us laughing, and Karen wobbles her head side to side as if agreeing with them both.
“I did. I told him the family didn’t know about the autopsy and the hospital didn’t know it was done by accident. There wasn’t a whiff of suspicious death or any reason to think Margaret’s passing wasn’t completely natural. I guess I was kind of hoping he would help me de-escalate the situation [her words, very administrative sounding to me, but a lot of us revert to job-speak when we’re thinking and talking about our jobs], or maybe I was just hoping it would turn out to be the wrong body. But of course, it wasn’t. Oh yeah. Dr. Ben’s turn to be stunned.”
“So … what happened? What did he do?” asks Miller.
“At first he was completely taken aback. But he was still pretty calm and asked if maybe I could come down to his office so we could talk this through. He didn’t get angry; he just had me go over everything I knew again as he pulled up the paperwork to make certain we really were talking about the same body. It sure was. Her name is Margaret Crawford, and the number on her tag matched the one for a body reported to be a suspicious death, but her description did not. You should have seen his face—white as a sheet, huge eyes—but he didn’t freak out or anything. He went back to the morgue and checked all the bodies and their paperwork. She had the wrong tag.”
“What? How? What does that mean? What happened?” This basically came from all of us, a discordant chorus. 
“I don’t know how yet; that will be a whole separate investigation. But somehow she ended up with the number tag of a suspicious death, while that person’s body ended up with Margaret’s. Thank God the other body was still there when we had this conversation. So while, yes, there was this whole hullabaloo going on at the hospital, they were still able to perform the autopsy on the real suspicious death. It had nearly been sent to the funeral parlor for cremation as Margaret. That would have been … jeez … I don’t even know. What’s a word worse than ‘horrendous’? As it is, this is a calamity for the hospital, but that would have been beyond disastrous …” At this, Karen closes her eyes and brings her fists to her forehead, a classic pose of someone in the throes of imagining the worst. For an instant, it strikes me as interesting that we all perform this same mannerism when catastrophe strikes. Why? How did we learn it? But just as quickly, I’m back, listening intently again to Karen. 
“Even after all this, Dr. Ben isn’t changing his report. He’s convinced that her death was not of natural causes. When he first examined the body, he concluded death by homicidal drowning. He’s standing by that.”






  
  Chapter 3
The Iguana


“Any of you feel like going over to the Iguana? I’m thinking an adult beverage would go down pretty good right now,” says Redd. 
The Tijuana Iguana is a bar and grill in the same shopping center as our studio. It’s fine as far as it goes—standard bar fare, fun-ish decor, caters to the lunch and happy hour crowd. Its greatest attraction is its proximity, although Redd’s suggestion was pretty unusual. In fact, I’ve never been to the Iguana or anywhere else with any class members. Normally everyone is hurrying home, or to pick up kids, or walk the dog, or whatever. But it suddenly seems very appealing to me, and clearly, I’m not alone.
“I’d love to!” says Karen immediately. 
“Sure, why not,” says Miller.
“I have to get to class,” says Haisley, somewhat unhappily pointing to the backpack lying at her feet.
“Maybe next time,” sympathizes Miller. “I just have to let my husband know.” Karen and Redd are already on it for themselves, one on the phone, the other texting. I give Haisley a rueful grin and promise to catch her up soon. The rest of us collect our things and head out the door and down the sidewalk. We’re already inside, scoping out where to sit, when Haisley comes rushing in. “I changed my mind!” she says, laughing. “I’m officially skipping class in favor of drunkenness and debauchery!” We cheer her decision, find a table, and give our order. Turns out they have a pretty good happy hour deal. 
“So tell us more,” Miller starts in. “Why homicide? And what are they doing now?”
“This is such a mess,” Karen answers. “Of course, Margaret Crawford’s family is confused and aghast; they’re threatening to sue, calling us incompetent, wondering if the report is yet another mistake. And of course, the hospital is horrified at the possibility of a lawsuit, but they’re also bending over backward to be helpful to the police, since that original suspicious death was mislabeled and nearly destroyed without being examined. Speaking of which, it’s kind of ironic; in the end, that one was ruled an accidental death, not a homicide. So … we’re kinda sorta in the clear for that one. I mean, at least in this case there won’t be a criminal investigation that gets thrown out and the bad guys go free because we don’t know what we’re doing. The Margaret thing is another whole can of worms, though.” She stops talking as our order arrives, drinks get distributed, and appetizers are placed on the table. We all take little plates and start helping ourselves, passing the apps around. 
“Margaret’s family is kind of interesting,” Karen continues, just before taking a bite of a hot wing.
“To Margaret!” says Redd, and we toast. “Now, why do you say the family is interesting?”
“She was divorced, with one grown son with disabilities. Her sister flew in to organize the funeral and close out the estate, and she’s been our main contact. I’m not sure what’s wrong with the son exactly. His name is Nico, and he can talk and engage, but you can just tell he’s not fully operating on an adult mental level. He also has severe epilepsy and has issues with balance, so he wears a bicycle helmet everywhere he goes and walks with a cane even though he’s only in his twenties. He lives in a special-needs housing development called Sherwood Independent Living, so he’s in a group house with other adults with disabilities and a house captain. The house captain—a guy named Geoff—has been helpful. He’s very patient, as Nico’s questions tend to be a little bizarre, but Geoff seems to have a knack for bringing him back to earth and getting to what he’s really asking and why.” Here, Karen pauses for a few more bites and a sip before continuing.
“The sister’s name is Alice Munney. She’s feisty, and she’s the one adding the firepower. That is, she hasn’t hired a lawyer yet—at least not that we’ve heard from—but she did go storming to the chief administrator about the autopsy, threatening to sue and wanting the body left in peace. But then when she heard the medical examiner wasn’t backing down from homicide, I have to say she quieted down. Maybe she’s thinking that her sister was murdered and she wants the killer to be found, or maybe she’s involved and is worried. I can’t tell; everything I hear is secondhand, as the family deals directly with our chief administrator at this point. Damage control, you know?”
“Hm,” says Miller. “Maybe she wanted to rush this through and now she’s afraid someone is onto her so she’s lying low!”
“Could be.” I nod. “But anyone would be angry about an unrequested autopsy, especially since you said she flew in from out of town, right? She probably wanted to settle as many affairs for Nico as possible and get home quickly, so at a minimum this is probably an unwanted delay for her. Then, when she learned her sister was actually murdered, the fact that she’s making less fuss about the autopsy could mean she’s not so angry about that anymore. Maybe she wants Margaret to be avenged.” I’m thinking about my best friend, Tessa. My guardian angel, my salvation when I was at rock bottom, Tessa is the closest thing I have to a big sister. I would want her to rest in peace; I would be defensive about her body being cut open and measured and mauled because of some administrative accident. But if it turned out someone had murdered her … just the thought brings my hackles up, and I’m ready to fight. No way would I want anyone to take her life and get away with it. I’d want them to pay, all right.
“Yeah, yeah.” Miller snags the remains of the zucchini fries. “But you say her son is disabled? Maybe the sister thought she could take advantage and steal Margaret’s money or something.” 
Miller comes across as a little cynical, and maybe she is, but mostly she is just very outspoken. If it enters her head, she says it out loud—good or bad. She once told me, “You sure don’t look like a yoga instructor, but you’re good at this! I come to your classes whenever I can. They’re really different.” I remember feeling flattered, affronted, and bemused all at the same time. But ultimately, it was this frankness that really made me warm to her. I think she’s honest and she’s bold. Also, she probably doesn’t mean to be, but I find her very funny.
“Maybe she thinks it’s the son who did it; his name is Nico, right? Maybe he’s not just disabled, maybe he’s, like, a dual personality or something and has a violent side! Maybe she wants to protect him.” This contribution is from Haisley.
“What I want to know,” interjects Redd, “is why Dr. Ben thinks this wasn’t just a natural causes death, and are the police taking it on?”
“That’s getting interesting too,” Karen starts in again. The appetizers are gone, but we’ve all ordered a second round of drinks. I’m not a big drinker, and for some reason I don’t think the others are either, although I don’t know them well enough to say. But happy hour three-dollar beer and five-dollar house wine—that’s quite compelling. It feels so cozy, as if we’re all in on something together. No doubt about it, I’m starting to feel the pull of socializing again after a very long dry spell. Enjoy it, I tell myself. This is probably therapeutic for me.
“I think I told you guys before that I know Dr. Ben a little from around the hospital—he’s nice, he’s friendly, and he’s always in the line early for taco Tuesday lunch day, as am I. So, we’ve talked, and he always seems so mild-mannered. But I’m starting to think he has some ‘umph’ to him too.”
“Umph?” Haisley looks at me, probably because we’re the closest in age. “Is that some kind of old-timey slang?”
“Umph,” says Karen. “Spirit! Guts! Fortitude! Something. Maybe it’s a sense of justice, but he doesn’t want someone to get away with murder. He’s getting questions and pushback, and he’s always calm, but he won’t let his findings get discounted.
“He’s taken to stopping at my table when he sees me in the cafeteria, I think just to talk to someone who is in the know but not in a position of authority—at least, not someone who is determined to convince him what to do, one way or the other.”
According to Dr. Ben, Karen tells us, a homicidal drowning is largely determined by circumstances surrounding the death, such as previous threats or abuse, a big new life insurance policy—stuff like that—and by the absence of obvious natural causes rather than the types of things that turn up in an autopsy. He confessed that he took special care with Margaret only because she was tagged as a suspicious death; he assumed that meant that there were other factors that indicated something was amiss, and someone wanted to see whether an autopsy could confirm that suspicion. 
“So it’s a little bit chicken-eggy how he made his determination,” says Karen, taking another break to sip more wine.
We’re quiet, also enjoying our drinks but engrossed in the details as Karen tells us more of what she learned from Dr. Ben. It turns out that while Margaret did have COPD and indications of heart failure, these did not appear to him advanced enough to have caused her death now. While either of these diseases could have eventually progressed enough to cause her demise, that was not at all likely to happen this year, and maybe not even this decade. So what else could have caused her death? During the autopsy, Dr. Ben found a bruise near the top of her head, a little to one side and covered by her hair. It was in the shape of a circle with faint dots inside, like a drain. Karen stops here and peers at us as if over imaginary glasses.
“That’s a pretty strange bruise, but it’s what would happen if someone grabbed you by the neck and pushed your head down into a bathtub. Dr. Ben said that if you turned on the faucet full blast, it wouldn’t even require a lot of water to accumulate; you could drown in the flow.”
I glance over at Miller, who mouths “Oh, man,” and then at Redd, who is again shaking his head sadly.  
“Doesn’t sound good,” he says.
“No, it doesn’t,” agrees Karen, “and he found other things that back up that scenario.” She tells us Margaret had froth inside her mouth and nostrils, water came out of her mouth when Dr. Ben pushed on her abdomen, and her lungs were abnormally distended. These, he told her, are what one would expect to see in a drowning victim, not someone who just died naturally.
“Uh huh,” Redd says, nodding. “So that’s conclusive?”
Karen shakes her head. “Not completely. There’s almost no such thing as conclusive autopsy evidence of homicide by drowning. But Dr. Ben told me that he was convinced there’s something here, since it’s so rare to see all these things together. He also told me that the only way to ensure further investigation was to write ‘homicide’ in the report. He says that to prove it, and then hopefully find out who did it and get them convicted, there has to be a real police investigation, and he thinks that needs to happen. That’s why he’s not backing down on his conclusion. Like I said, he’s a quiet but determined defender of justice.” Karen says this last sentence with a smile and her eyebrows raised meaningfully at us. I interpret this as approbation for Dr. Ben’s stance, mixed with wonderment that he’s putting himself on the line in this way.
Karen’s phone buzzes, and after glancing down at the message she looks back at us and shrugs. “This was really nice, but I’d better get going. My daughter wants to know what’s for dinner and when is it.” 
As Karen gathers her things, Miller says, “Tell us more next class!” 
Redd follows that with, “Oh yeah! Keep us informed! This is getting interesting!” 
Soon after Karen’s departure, we all start to make our moves to leave. Haisley and I are the last ones out the door, and she turns to me with a joyful smile and says, “This was really nice. So much better than taking notes in class. We should do it again! For us uninvolved observers, Karen’s little mystery is the best entertainment in town. I hope we do learn more.” I grin and nod back. I think so too.
I’m not callous, but now that I know Karen is fine and still has her job, I have to admit that I leave the Iguana filled with a general sense of bonhomie and good cheer rather than anything akin to sadness, and certainly not unease. Of course, I can’t help thinking about Margaret on the way home. What was she like in life, and does she have someone to fight for her now? That fleeting notion from the Iguana has stuck with me—that I would be outraged if I found out that someone had murdered Tessa. My mind shifts back and forth between Tessa and Margaret, my emotions merging them together. I would want to know who and why, and I would want that person to spend the rest of his life regretting such an abomination. Yes, I would be there for her after death if necessary. Tessa gave me a restart at life; she opened the door to a way for me to heal and guided me through it. Guiding, I should say, as she has never stopped.
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Sleuth /slub/ noun
1. A person who investigates crimes
Synnnymx: detective, investigator, private eye
2. (rare, collective) A group of bears








