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				Praise for the Trisha Carson Mystery Series

			


			

				Dead Code

			


			

				"An immensely likable sleuth headlines this lively crime tale." – Kirkus Review 

			


			

				"Glenda Carroll creates a powerful portrait of not just another murder mystery, but an investigator still recovering from the last one." – Midwest Book Review, D. Donovan, Senior Reviewer

			


			

				"Dead Code is an exciting, fast-paced mystery with vivid scenery and very likable characters that readers will cheer for from start to finish." - San Francisco Book Review

			


			

				Drop Dead Red

			


			

				"A smart, steadfast gumshoe who, in her second book, continues to flourish...Carroll’s writing bounces off the page." Kirkus Reviews

			


			

				"Looking for a cool read after a hot weekend? Drop Dead Red is great fun, and intriguing - the theme is swimming, the murders are a mystery. Way to go, Glenda!" -- Lynn Sherr, New York Times Best Selling Author, " Sally Ride: America's First Woman in Space," "Swim" and former ABC correspondent for 20/20.

			


			

				"I loved your new book, Drop Dead Red. I've always enjoyed murder mysteries and yours was so well written. I kept thinking I knew who the culprit was but loved the surprise ending. I think that open water swimmers, triathletes, murder mystery fans...will enjoy your book." -- Lynne Cox, New York Times Best Selling Author, "Swimming to Antarctica."

			


			

				Dead in the Water

			


			

				Dead in the Water is....so well written you just can't put it down...If you're like me, you'll be trying to figure out who committed the murder while you're working out." -- Lynne Cox, New York Times Bestselling author, "Swimming to Antarctica," "Open Water Swimming Manual." 

			


			

				"Carroll combines a skill for mystery writing...with her sports journalism and Masters swimming background by nailing the details of what it's like to race in open water...I liked Carroll's characters immensely, but it was the story that kept me up late reading." -- Swimmer Magazine

			


			

				"(This) is a swim-centric mystery that will keep you turning pages while you think about your strokes. It's the first open-water-detective-novel that I know of, and it's great fun to read." -- Lynn Sherr, author of "Swim: Why We Love the Water." Sherr is a broadcast journalist and writer and was an award-winning correspondent for ABC News.

			


			

				"It is a great first novel for the author and the main character has secrets to be explored in future books. It is a fast read and will appeal to open water swimmers, athletes and mystery lovers." -- US Open Water Swimming Connection
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				Chapter 1

			


			

				“I really shouldn’t be here,” I complained to Lena as we drove up the long, pebbled driveway leading to an elegant home in an elegant community in Marin County. I never went to funerals. They made me itchy. That’s right, itchy. Within one block of the memorial, I broke out with a bumpy red rash that would probably last the whole day.

			


			

				“You were specifically invited. You have to be here,” said Lena.

			


			

				My eyes were on the parking valet who motioned for me to stop. “I never met the man who died. Andy Barlow? Who is … was … he?”

			


			

				“I didn’t know him either. C’mon, his son asked us to be here. We are paying our respects.”

			


			

				The last time I saw Harrison Barlow, the dead man’s son, dated back almost twelve years. Then, he was a geeky kid, eight years old, hardly talked. His clothes hung on him like wet rags and his hair stuck out of his scalp like porcupine quills. Lena, along with teaching kids to swim at the community pool, often gave private lessons to the affluent children in Marin County. Harrison was one of those.

			


			

				Now a college junior, he had been summoned back to Marin from his university in London, England, when his father died.

			


			

				“Didn’t you say Andy Barlow died in a boating accident?” I asked, scratching my neck.

			


			

				Lena shuddered. “The worst kind. A powerboat ran over him … His body was chewed up by the boat’s propeller.”

			


			

				My mouth flew open. “That’s terrible.”

			


			

				“That’s every open water swimmer’s nightmare,” Lena said, nodding.

			


			

				We walked up the front steps to a strikingly modern home spread out over one level, all glass and brick and angles. Guarding the immense doorway was a five-foot easel and a large photo of Andrew Barlow, with the words “Celebration of Life” at the top. The photo emitted confidence and contentment. He looked happy and very much alive.

			


			

				“Bet he didn’t look like that when they picked pieces of him out of the water,” I said.

			


			

				“Trisha, that’s disgusting,” my sister hissed under her breath. “This is a celebration of Andy’s life, so keep the snarkiness to yourself. I read in his obit that he was cremated, and his ashes were spread off the San Francisco waterfront in the Bay.”

			


			

				“His teeth are … were … really white,” I said, squinting as I leaned forward to examine the photo. “Bet he had some work done on his face.”

			


			

				“And how would you know that?” Lena asked skeptically.

			


			

				“Just a guess. Lee, look at the area around his ears and near his eyes. The skin looks stretched. Doesn’t it?”

			


			

				Lena sighed.

			


			

				“How old was he?” I asked.

			


			

				“Fifties, I think.”

			


			

				“He looks like a guy trying hard to stay young,” I said as we walked through the empty entry hall.

			


			

				For reasons I never understood, Lena received a last-minute invitation to this memorial. Why did Harrison want his former swim teacher to be here? And stranger still, why was I specifically asked to attend? I planned on going in, offering my condolences, then escaping to the car. I’d listen to the San Francisco Giants podcast until Lena came out.

			


			

				But my sister wouldn’t hear of it.

			


			

				A butler-type person popped out of a doorway. “This way please.” He handed us both a program, led us through the highly polished house, and pointed to the beveled glass doors leading out to the side lawn. “Please go through those doors and find a seat. They should be starting momentarily.”

			


			

				“Lena, my neck is one big itch. I won’t be able to sit through this. I need to leave.”

			


			

				“Suck it up,” Lena whispered. She looked over at me and her eyes grew to the size of dollar pancakes. “How did your neck get so red, so fast?”

			


			

				“I told you.” I desperately tried not to scratch.

			


			

				We passed a table with a guest book, a bucket of ice, an elaborate silver water pitcher, sparkling crystal glasses, and white linen napkins. I grabbed a handful of ice and wrapped it in a napkin, resting it on my neck and sighing in relief.

			


			

				The side yard resembled the setup for a garden wedding: rows of white chairs, a podium at the front with another large photo of the deceased. Off to the left, behind a tall iron fence, was the pool. It was a no-nonsense 3-lane, 25-yard competition pool complete with backstroke flags and a 36-inch timing clock on the pool deck. On the right side of the chairs were the rolling golden hills of northern California.

			


			

				“Was Andy a serious swimmer?” I asked.

			


			

				Lena shrugged. “Must have been with that kind of a setup.” She walked toward two seats in the second row, but I grabbed her arm and pulled her into the last row.

			


			

				“Here. I want to sit here so I can make a quick getaway.”

			


			

				Rock music from the sixties and seventies played quietly in the background.

			


			

				“I wish they’d turn the music up,” said Lena, absentmindedly pushing her ginger curls off her face.

			


			

				“Do you think the DJ takes requests?” I asked, hiding a smile.

			


			

				“Trisha, knock it off. It isn’t a club.”

			


			

				As the ice cubes dripped down my neck, I gazed around the room. Some of Marin’s finest were here. The mayors of San Rafael, Tiburon and San Anselmo, Larkspur, Ross, Corte Madera, and Sausalito sat together off to the right. Police chiefs in crisp uniforms sat behind them. And then came the local celebrities: musicians, artists, high-flying charity workers, movers and shakers in the LGBTQ+ community, and aging rock stars.

			


			

				“Isn’t that …?”

			


			

				I pulled her hand down. “Don’t point, Lee.” But I leaned forward and tried to see who she was looking at.

			


			

				The music faded away and Justine Barlow, the dead man’s wife, walked to the podium in stilettos and an expensive designer black dress that hugged her curves. Her stylish hair, prematurely white, was pulled back in a simple bun.

			


			

				She blotted away a few tears. “I welcome you all here today to celebrate the life of my wonderful husband and my best friend, Andrew. Andy was the loving father of our son Harrison, a caring and encouraging older brother to Martin, a wonderful uncle to Marty’s twins Dawson and Daria, and a devoted friend to all of you.”

			


			

				“Sounds like she’s reading from a dictionary,” I whispered to my sister. “I didn’t know the guy, but I could say something more original if the love of my life just died. Boring.”

			


			

				“Be quiet.”

			


			

				“Maybe he wasn’t the love of her life,” I said, elbowing Lena. “Bet she’s had work done too. What is it with this family?”

			


			

				Lena glared at me.

			


			

				Justine talked on and on. I looked around to try to keep myself awake. Off to the side beyond the pool, the two car valets were leaning against a Porsche, appreciating the smoothness of its lines.

			


			

				Justine stopped her talk with a tearful hiccup. She stretched her hand out to the front row. “Harrison, please come up and say a few words.”

			


			

				Almost imperceptibly, Harrison shook his head ‘no.’

			


			

				“Please. Your dad would have wanted it.”

			


			

				Harrison stayed glued to the chair, his back stiff. He glared at his mother, not moving. A man sitting next to him, I guessed his Uncle Martin, leaned over to whisper something in his ear. Daria leaned in her father’s direction to hear what he was saying. Dawson looked down at his sneakers. Harrison jerked as if he’d been pricked by a sharp knife. Red blotches flooded his ashen skin. He stood up rigidly and rushed in the opposite direction of the podium, past his uncle, his cousins, the guests, and the row in which Lena and I were seated.

			


			

				A melancholy gloom followed the young man like a dark cloud. Wearing a severe black shirt, vest, and pants didn’t help his image. I couldn’t decide if Harrison was a goth English major or a wannabe malnourished eighteenth century undertaker.

			


			

				Uncle Martin stood up and walked to the podium to comfort the crying mother. He put his arm around her shoulder and drew her close.

			


			

				“He’s overcome with grief,” Martin told the assembled guests. “I’d like to say a few words about my brother, and then there’ll be time for all of you to talk about your remembrances of Andy, who died too young.”

			


			

				I whispered to Lena. “I don’t need to be part of this.”

			


			

				Before Lena could grab my arm, I slipped out of my chair and moved toward the house. There is something to be said for making an escape in a solemn moment when talking is taboo.

			


			

				I shooed away the car valets and found my ratty vintage Honda stuffed between a white Mercedes convertible and a slick black Maserati. I planned on sitting here until Lena came out. Trying not to think about my itchy skin, I reached for the radio. The baseball podcast lacked pizazz. Instead, I switched to an easy listening station, closed my eyes, and hummed along with Otis Redding’s “Sittin’ on the Dock of the Bay.”

			


			

				Almost two hours later, a few people trickled out. In the doorway stood Justine and Martin. But no Harrison. They nodded solemnly at each mourner as they passed by. I strained to see Lena, but she didn’t emerge, at least not from the front door. The stream of mourners diminished to a trickle. Valets delivered extravagant cars to the guests, who slowly drove from the parking area into the street. Within fifteen minutes, everyone was gone.

			


			

				Still no Lena. I slid out of the front seat, moved to the front of the car, and leaned against the hood. From the corner of my eye, I caught a movement back by the pool. Turning to get a better look, I saw Lena and Harrison heads close together, talking intently. Finally, Lena pulled back, cupped Harrison’s face in her hands, and kissed him on the cheek. She patted his arm one more time and turned to walk toward the one car left.

			


			

				“Lena,” I called out and her head jerked up. She nodded, took a look back at Harrison now standing near the side door of the house, waved gently, and headed for the car.

			


			

				“How’s your rash?” she asked, slipping into the front seat.

			


			

				“Much better. Funerals do that to me. Remember at Aunt Anna’s wake?” I checked the car mirror and was relieved to see the redness fading away.

			


			

				“You were a mess.”

			


			

				“So, what were you and Harrison talking about?”

			


			

				“You won’t believe what he just told me,” said Lena.

			


			

				“Try me.”

			


			

				“He’s sure that his Uncle Martin killed his father.”

			


			

				“Seriously? He thinks his uncle murdered his dad??”

			


			

				Lena nodded.

			


			

				“And that his uncle was having a long-time affair with his mother.”

			


			

				“See. I told you. He wasn’t the love of her life. That’s ugly. Did the dad know?”

			


			

				“I don’t know. Now Harrison wants you to check it all out.”

			


			

				“Why me?”

			


			

				“Because you solve crimes.”

			


			

				“Have him call the police.”

			


			

				“He did. But his dad’s death was ruled an accident, and they aren’t interested in looking into it any further.”

			


			

				“Do you think the uncle killed his brother? For what reason? To be the main man in the mother’s life?”

			


			

				“I don’t know. Harrison wants you to investigate.”

			


			

				“I could talk to him, but I don’t think it will go anywhere.”

			


			

				“Please, I promised him you would,” said Lena.

			


			

				“Why’d you do that?”

			


			

				“Tomorrow. He wants to see you tomorrow. Around ten. At the Two Seagulls café down by the waterfront in Sausalito,” she continued, ignoring my question.

			


			

				“I don’t want to. Since you set this up, you tell him ‘no.’”

			


			

				“You tell him,” said Lena. “Look, it’s only a conversation. His father just died and he’s upset. He needs to talk. All you have to do is listen to him and smile reassuringly. I know you can do that.”

			


			

				“Yeah, I can. But I don’t want to.”

			


			

				I don’t know why Lena involved me in this mess. I glanced at her. She had dressed appropriately for the celebration of life ceremony. Trim black slacks, a white silk blouse. Her bouncy reddish curls were pulled sedately back behind her ears. I personally didn’t think the black stilettos fit in, but it had been agreed on by everyone in my extended family that I know little to nothing about fashion. I wore wear a dark green, long sleeve dress, totally inappropriate for early fall in the San Francisco Bay area. The afternoon temperature had reached eighty-five degrees, and sweat dripped down the back of my neck.

			


			

				“Can you tell me anything about Harrison or his family? There were some pretty impressive people at the ceremony today.”

			


			

				Lena pecked away at her phone, but then looked up.

			


			

				“I know about as much as you do. I haven’t seen him since before he went to college abroad. I think his father and uncle were partners. They had something to do with money. If I remember correctly, so did his mother. If she still works.”

			


			

				“Like banking?” I asked.

			


			

				“Investment stuff, I think.”

			


			

				“Based on who attended today, he was an A-lister in Marin.” I paused for a minute and squeezed my eyes shut. “Okay. What we know for sure is that the father had an accident in the Bay and is dead. What we’ve been told by Harrison is that he thinks his father was killed, and that his father’s brother was having an affair with the mother. We think, but aren’t sure, that the father and brother were partners in a financial-type firm. Did I leave anything out?”

			


			

				I opened one eye and looked at her. Lena shook her head.

			


			

				“That sounds positively Shakespearean,” I said.

			


			

				“How would you know anything about Shakespeare?” Lena asked.

			


			

				“Just because I didn’t complete a four-year college doesn’t mean I didn’t take any classes.”

			


			

				“And you chose Shakespeare?”

			


			

				“Well, it fit my schedule.”

			


			

				 

			


		




			

				Chapter 2

			


			

				The next day, I found Harrison prowling along the Sausalito waterfront. He paused at Schoonmaker Beach, a comfortable sandy beach sandwiched between two marinas with protected waters that paddleboarders and open water swimmers enjoyed. An overcast and windy day was the perfect backdrop for the tall, lanky young man draped in a black cape blowing in the breeze. He could be an extra for an eighteenth-century British movie standing on the dreary moors of the English coast instead of a California local. To me, he looked a little silly but I’ve seen weirder clothes in Marin.

			


			

				The desolate beach stretched down to the brownish-green water.

			


			

				“Harrison?” I called from the edge of the parking lot that straddled the beach. He didn’t turn around. I called again. Louder. “Harrison.” This time he looked in my direction, nodded, but made no move toward me.

			


			

				I held my zip up camouflage hoodie tight around my head as I trudged over. The wind picked up sharp grains of sand and sent them flying in my direction.

			


			

				“How about we find a place inside?” I asked as I approached him from behind. He didn’t comment. I pulled the hoodie tighter and shielded my face from the sand with my hand.

			


			

				“Harrison, can we…”

			


			

				“I like the brisk air. It reminds me of England,” he said, staring out at the Richardson Bay channel.

			


			

				“Yeah, Lena told me that’s where you go to school.” The wind whipped his cape across my face and I pulled it down.

			


			

				“Please,” I said, tugging at it again after another gust sent the cape airborne. “We won’t be able to talk like this. Or at least I won’t.”

			


			

				He finally looked over at me and sighed. “Okay. There’s a café at the end of that dock,” he said with a slight British accent.

			


			

				I walked next to him in silence. He never looked my way or even acknowledged that I was there. When we reached the café, he pulled open the door and walked in ahead of me. I scrambled after him right before the door shut in my face. I tugged on his arm and pointed him to a table overlooking the marina.

			


			

				He remained quiet. His coffee came. He ducked his head and took a sip. I squirmed around in the chair, not sure what to do or what to say.

			


			

				Finally, I blurted out awkwardly, “I’m so sorry about your father. It must have been quite a shock.”

			


			

				No answer. The clumsy silence grew.

			


			

				“What are you studying at university?”

			


			

				“Theater,” Harrison said. “I’m at King’s College in London studying Shakespeare. And performing. I auditioned for a part in Hamlet, and then I was called home.”

			


			

				“That’s too bad,” I said. “So sorry about all of this. A terrible reason to come back to California.”

			


			

				Harrison looked out the large glass window at the boats bobbing around in the marina. He remained silent.

			


			

				I cleared my throat and began. “Why did you want to see me? I don’t know you. Haven’t seen you since Lena was teaching you how to swim. I don’t know your family or anything about your father.”

			


			

				Harrison leaned back on his chair until he was balancing on the back two legs. The dark clothes and cape hid the young man underneath and contrasted sharply with his pale skin and blond hair pulled back in a ponytail. Yet there was something about his broad face and shoulders that belonged on a poster advertising the beach lifestyle. Change the cape out for a wetsuit and a surfboard, and he morphed into a classic local surfer. I had trouble seeing him as a great Shakespearean actor.

			


			

				“Quick question. Do you surf? I know there’s surfing in England.”

			


			

				“Used to” was all he said. “Off the northern California coast and sometimes in Hawaii. But that was a long time ago.” He paused, eased the chair down on all four legs, and leaned forward. “Here’s the deal. My father is dead, and I think that he was murdered.”

			


			

				“Why do you think that?”

			


			

				“He told me.”

			


			

				“What? Your father? I thought he was dead.”

			


			

				“Before he died. We were talking when I was at school and he mentioned that Uncle Marty wanted to take complete control of the business. He wanted my father out, and my dad said he seemed willing to do anything to make that happen.”

			


			

				“Even murder?”

			


			

				“I think so. Yes.” As he spoke, his intense dark brown eyes glistened.

			


			

				“Isn’t that a big jump? From wanting to buy out his partner—I’m assuming that’s what he had in mind—to killing him?”

			


			

				“I thought I knew my uncle. But I don’t. He’s a twit.”

			


			

				“Excuse me?”

			


			

				“English expression for scumbag.”

			


			

				“What did your father and uncle do?” I asked. Based on the house I saw at the memorial service, whatever they did brought in the bucks.

			


			

				“They were financiers. They managed money. Banks from all over the world, hedge funds, charities, universities, and people, famous people, like actors, sports stars.”

			


			

				I sat there with my mouth open. These two brothers and their families must be worth billions of dollars.

			


			

				“And these investments were successful,” boasted Harrison. “Everyone earned money. People were very happy with them. But I think my uncle got greedy. He didn’t want to share the profits with my father anymore.”

			


			

				“Harrison, do you have any evidence that your father was killed? Did he often swim in San Francisco Bay? It’s a pretty cold place to swim, from what Lena has told me.”

			


			

				“He’d been thinking of doing a swim across Lake Tahoe, and he wanted to get in as many long swims as he could before the water really cooled down and he had to put on a wetsuit.”

			


			

				“How long is the Tahoe swim?”

			


			

				“If he swam the width, it would be twelve miles.”

			


			

				“That’s a long way to go,” I said.

			


			

				“But that was only part of his goal. He was determined to swim the length, which is twenty-one miles and change.”

			


			

				“Seriously?”

			


			

				“For the last couple of years, he’s been talking—dreaming, actually—of taking on the California Triple Crown of Marathon Swimming: the Catalina Channel, Santa Barbara Channel, and the length of Lake Tahoe. He wanted to do the width of Tahoe next summer.”

			


			

				“Sounds like he’s been swimming in open water for quite some time.”

			


			

				“He started swimming in the Bay last year.”

			


			

				“Just last year?” I asked. Was his father as out of touch with reality as his son? From what I knew, no one would tackle a swim across Lake Tahoe with so little practice time in the water.

			


			

				“He was a very ambitious man,” Harrison said with a sad smile. “Look where it got him. I think that’s why he’s dead.”

			


			

				“Because he wanted to swim? I don’t understand.”

			


			

				“According to what Dad told me, Uncle Marty wasn’t happy about all the time he spent in the Bay. But Dad said he had found his passion. He felt he didn’t need to work as much anymore. He had all the money he and Mom and I needed. But Uncle Marty was greedy. He wanted more.”

			


			

				“Let me backtrack for a minute. The swim where he died was a training swim? He was in the water before whatever happened, happened? He didn’t have a heart attack and fall overboard?” Something didn’t make sense. Didn’t Lena tell me he had a heart attack? Maybe it happened in the water? Or could he have lost consciousness while swimming?

			


			

				“Heart attack? Where’d you hear that? No. Normally, my uncle was on the Nereus and followed Dad while he swam around the Bay.”

			


			

				“The what?” I asked.

			


			

				“The boat’s name is the Nereus. She’s named after the Greek sea god known for his wisdom.”

			


			

				“And you think on this particular swim, your uncle ran over him?”

			


			

				“One hundred percent sure. Nobody was there but the two of them. Dad in the water, somewhere off Angel Island, and Uncle Marty on the boat. Two went out alive; one came back dead. In pieces. What would you think?”

			


			

				Harrison’s eyes darkened and took on a deep glow. He leaned across the table until his nose almost touched mine. I jerked backwards, ramming the chair behind me. My heart thrashed inside my chest and I gripped the tabletop, turning my knuckles white.

			


			

				“Sounds so gruesome. Your uncle must have panicked,” I said softly, trying to calm him and me down. “Do you know how the accident happened? Did he accidently put the boat in reverse and back over him?” I picked up a glass of water, took a small sip and stared at him over the rim.

			


			

				“How would I know? I wasn’t there,” Harrison snorted. He leaned back and I exhaled silently.

			


			

				“What about the Coast Guard? Did he call them? There’s a station right under the north tower of the Golden Gate Bridge, not far from where this happened.”

			


			

				“I don’t know.”

			


			

				“Did the boat have a radio?”

			


			

				“Of course it did.”

			


			

				“Harrison, are you sure that it was just the two of them? That your uncle was the person driving the boat?”

			


			

				Harrison wouldn’t look at me. Then his gaze found mine. “Absolutely. He was the one on the boat. Who else could it be?”

			


			

				“You mean, you don’t know for sure it was your uncle’s fault? Why would you want to blame him for this when you don’t even know if he was on the boat?”

			


			

				He pitched forward toward me again, his face inches away from mine. His voice intensified. “Why? He’s been fucking my mother. That’s why. He wanted my dad out of the picture so he could have my mother and their business all to himself.”

			


			

				An older couple sitting at the table next to us stiffened.

			


			

				“Harrison,” I whispered, “keep your voice down.”

			


			

				He sat back and crossed his arms.

			


			

				“I know you’re upset about your father. But this sounds—and I hate to say it—like you need to find someone to blame. What you’re saying is….”

			


			

				“That’s what Dad told me the last time I talked to him. And I believed him.”

			


			

				A red flush crept up Harrison’s neck and bloomed across his face. He shoved back his chair and leapt to his feet. I compelled my hand not to recoil, reached across the table and casually rested my palm on his arm.

			


			

				“Hold on,” I said. “You asked me to meet you today. Why?”

			


			

				“Isn’t it clear?” he asked, sitting back down. His voice dropped to a whisper. “I want you to prove my uncle killed my father. The police aren’t interested. I’ve talked to some people and they said you can do this. Can you?”

			


			

				“That’s hard to say, but I appreciate the offer.”

			


			

				“I have a lot of money. I can pay you.”

			


			

				My Achilles heel. Money. I never had enough. Right now, I was barely working. My car needed repairs and my bank account was as empty as a desert well in a drought.

			


			

				“Let me think about it, okay?”

			


			

				Harrison nodded.

			


			

				“But I need to tell you, if I decide to investigate your dad’s death, I have to search out everything. If I find that someone else is responsible, or that maybe no one was responsible, that it was an accident, that’s what I’ll report.”

			


			

				He reluctantly agreed and then stood up. “I know that my uncle is the one. This is the truth, whether you believe it or not,” he said and headed for the door, his dark cape streaming behind him.

			


			

				When I slid back into my old Honda in the parking lot, I sat there for a few minutes watching my hands tremble. As my heart rate tumbled toward normal, I reran the conversation in my head. Harrison seemed so sure of what happened to his dad. To me, it sounded like bad blood between the families, or at least between the adult brothers. I’d like to know more about that conversation between Harrison and his father. Since Harrison tilted toward the dramatic, did he misinterpret what his father said?

			


			

				Then there was the bit about his uncle having an affair with his mother. Not that it couldn’t be true but come on … really? Harrison and his theatrics. I pulled out my tablet and opened a new file, which I named “Andy Barlow Propeller Death.” I put down what I knew about the boating accident. Then I started an ecard for those connected: Harrison, Andy Barlow, Marty Barlow, and Justine Barlow. What information I knew about each one, I put on the card and then looked it over.

			


			

				“This tells me nothing,” I thought, shaking my head.

			


			

				I had to admit the murder angle was unique. A man chewed up by a boat propeller in San Francisco Bay. You don’t hear that every day. And potentially mangled by his brother? It intrigued me. In fact, the whole family intrigued me.

			


			

				I jotted down my next steps.

			


			

				A trip to the marina.

			


			

				Check with the Coast Guard to see if they could—maybe would was the better word—tell me about the accident.

			


			

				Talk to both families.

			


			

				My phone pinged. It was Lena.

			


			

				Lena: Well?

			


			

				Me: Well, what?

			


			

				Lena: Harrison? Did u meet?

			


			

				Me: Yeah. Weird guy. Too intense for me. And a little scary. But I feel sorry for him.

			


			

				I watched as a couple walked to a nearby pier, pulling a wagon full of boating gear. They unlocked the gate to the ramp and proceeded down to the end of the dock. My only experience on a boat was when I helped Jon, my sweetheart, move a sailboat from Marin County to the Berkeley Marina. It had been a spectacular evening, and that’s when Jon became boyfriend material.

			


			

				Sausalito gleamed in the morning sun. The wind blew itself out and the high fog retreated behind the Marin headlands. Fall was San Francisco Bay’s summer, complete with warm weather, dazzling Pacific Ocean sunsets, and cloudless nights. Further out, two swimmers with bright orange safety floats streaming behind them swam for the entrance that led into the bay. Although I had swum in lakes and rivers, I stayed away from bay swimming unless forced to. Even sixty-five degrees seemed too cold for me. I read that half the people who died from drowning really died from hypothermia. Once they hit cold water, their bodies turned into life-sized popsicles as their extremities began to shut down. Inadvertently, I shivered, then switched on the ignition and turned the car heater up to toast.

			


			

				 

			


		




			

				Chapter 3

			


			

				Before I headed home, I drove over to the small marina under the north tower of the Golden Gate Bridge and parked. It was positioned in the quiet, protected waters of Horseshoe Cove, right around the point from the Pacific Ocean. I couldn’t imagine the Barlows keeping their large, expensive yacht here at Travis Small Boat Marina. The original locals, the Coast Miwok tribes, paddled their tule reed canoes in these waters. Centuries later, it morphed into a no-frills harbor where anglers and recreational boaters docked, not at all like the luxury marinas found in nearby Sausalito.

			


			

				I took the last exit in Marin before the freeway headed for the Golden Gate Bridge to San Francisco and drove down the twisting road to the marina’s parking lot. On the side nearest the bridge, the small Coast Guard station that recovered Andy Barlow’s body sat buttoned up against the breeze flowing in from the Pacific. Training must be done for the day since their large motorboats rested secured to the docks. These rescue boats head out to the Pacific Ocean in storms and high seas to aid boats of all sizes. And they also have the grim task of picking up bodies, whether it be forlorn people who jump off the Golden Gate Bridge or sailors who fall overboard. A small white house behind a picket fence harbored their offices. Inside the yard, a young ensign tossed a stuffed rabbit to an obsessed black lab who sprinted in all directions.

			


			

				“Excuse me,” I said with my sweetest smile.

			


			

				“Ma’am,” he answered with a salute.

			


			

				“Can I ask you a question?”

			


			

				He walked over to the fence, followed by the happy dog.

			


			

				“I’m pretty sure a large powerboat was towed in here after an accident. Not too long ago. Evidently, a guy was swimming in the Bay and somehow got chewed up by the boat’s propellers. Were you around when that happened?”

			


			

				The ensign tossed the rabbit one more time and paused. “I heard about that. I wasn’t on duty that day. From what I understand, it was grisly. Nasty. The thing is, rescue vessels weren’t that far away. They were coming back from a training exercise off of Ocean Beach. But they weren’t in time to help the poor guy.”

			


			

				“Is this kind of thing typical?”

			


			

				“Well, we’re trained for water rescue. We’re the busiest search and rescue station on the Pacific Coast. It’s not unusual to pick up a dead body, but one that’s been mutilated … not so common.”

			


			

				“Did anyone mention who was on board?”

			


			

				He shook his head. The dog, now back at the fence, stood up and tried to give me his rabbit.

			


			

				“Did you know the guy?” the ensign asked.

			


			

				“Not really. His son asked me to look into it.”

			


			

				“Are you a cop or a private investigator?”

			


			

				“No. Only a friend of the family.”

			


			

				“The police and the Coast Guard declared it an accident.”

			


			

				“So I heard. Hey, look.” I pointed to the marina entrance.

			


			

				Swimming into the small harbor was a man wearing a lime green swim cap and pulling a bright orange buoy behind him, heading straight toward the beach. An eighteen-foot inflatable powerboat followed him from a safe distance. The two people on the boat waved to him and motioned that they were going to dock.

			


			

				“Do you often get swimmers off this beach?” I asked.

			


			

				“This is the last hurrah. The Bay will start to get colder by the end of the month. Open water swimmers like to get their last licks in.”

			


			

				I waved to the ensign and moved quickly down to the beach, where a small group huddled together. A woman wrapped a towel around the swimmer, and a short dark-haired man threw a swimmer’s parka over his shoulders.

			


			

				“Hi,” I called out, but they were engrossed in warming the shivering man up.

			


			

				“Let’s get you out of your suit,” said his friend.

			


			

				I backed up a fair distance to give them some privacy. The two people on the inflatable walked down the sandy beach in my direction. They nodded.

			


			

				“How long were you out?” I asked them.

			


			

				“Four hours.”

			


			

				“Seriously? No wonder he’s cold.”

			


			

				The swimmer had donned gray sweats, a black knit cap, gloves, and boots. He held a warm drink in his hands. He looked over at me and said, “I’m warming myself up from the inside out.”

			


			

				His helpers on the beach and the boaters that followed him started chatting about best ways to handle the currents in the Bay and keep their swimmer moving forward.

			


			

				“Are you interested in open water swimming?” he asked.

			


			

				“Not four hours’ worth.” I paused. “Do you know other swimmers that use this beach?”

			


			

				“A few,” he said. Water dripped from his hair down across his face. He pulled a towel snug around his neck and patted his bright red cheeks.

			


			

				“A man, Andy Barlow, was training for a Lake Tahoe swim a month or so ago and he had a terrible accident in the Bay. The boat following ran him over.”

			


			

				“Yeah, I heard about that.” The swimmer hunched his shoulders up to his ears and shivered. “Very disturbing.”

			


			

				“Did you know him?”

			


			

				“Slightly. He was very ambitious. I felt he was in over his head. All hat, no cattle.”

			


			

				“Excuse me?”

			


			

				“He talked a good game. Knew all the terminology. Liked to swim, I’ll give him that. But he was looking for shortcuts to get himself ready. And there aren’t any shortcuts. You have to put in the work. Train. Swim for hours at a time.”

			


			

				“That’s what you’re doing?”

			


			

				“I’m trying,” he said, “but I know my limitations, I don’t think Barlow knew his.”

			


			

				The swimmer in front of me started to shiver again.

			


			

				“Well, thanks for talking to me.”

			


			

				“Gotta go get warm,” he said to his crew. They quickly led him up the beach toward the parking lot.

			


			

				“Yeah. Go get warm,” I repeated quietly. I didn’t get a chance to say goodbye. Once he was in a van, I walked past the Coast Guard boat docks on my way to the other side of the harbor. There, a curvy narrow road reached over a hill for a great view of Angel Island, Alcatraz Island, and the piers and skyscrapers about two and half miles across the bay in San Francisco. A few shapeless fishermen sat on the retaining wall, crouched over, lost in thought.

			


			

				That swimmer did not think too much of Andy Barlow. Not sure that has anything to do with his death, but if both Barlow brothers were neophytes when it came to water and water sports, an accident wasn’t out of the question.

			


			

				Off to my right stood the massive burnt-orange base of the Golden Gate Bridge. I studied the mile and a half long span with its two sky-high towers. From this angle, they resembled the tallest goalposts I’d ever seen. I tried to imagine a placekicker booting a football from the San Francisco Bay over the Bridge to the Pacific Ocean. That silly image replaced the one I had of Barlow’s arms, legs, fingers, and toes floating with the current.

			


			

				As I walked back to my car, I noticed two men at the far end of Travis Small Boat Marina. Trekking down the pier, their arms were filled with boat gear, the dock swaying and splashing beneath their feet. As they opened the locked gate and moved up the wooden plank to the parking lot, I stopped.

			


			

				“Excuse me,” I said. Lost in conversation, they didn’t hear me. “Excuse me,” I called out again. They both looked my way. “I’m trying to find a boat.”

			


			

				The taller sailor in a dark blue knit cap laughed. “Any particular one? There’s plenty here.”

			


			

				“Do you want to buy one?” said the shorter man wearing a faded red waterproof jacket.

			


			

				“You can have mine,” said the other man. “I’ll sell it to you. Cheap.”

			


			

				Both men laughed.

			


			

				“I don’t have the money for a boat,” I said.

			


			

				“Nor do I,” said the cap-wearing mariner and shook his head. Kindly brown eyes looked at me.

			


			

				“Come on guys,” I said to myself. I needed to help them stick to the point.

			


			

				“This is a boat owned by Andrew Barlow. I think he and his brother, Marty, often take it out.”

			


			

				“Barlow? I don’t know the name. Are they fishermen?”

			


			

				“No. One is … was … a bay swimmer. There was an accident.”

			


			

				The sailor in the faded red jacket snapped his fingers as he remembered the incident.

			


			

				“Oh yeah. About a month ago. The Coast Guard towed in a boat and a body. Was that this Barlow guy?”

			


			

				“Might be,” I said.

			


			

				“I was repairing the engine on a friend’s powerboat when the Coasties showed up. Big commotion. There was an ambulance waiting at the Coast Guard dock. The EMTs went up with a stretcher and carried someone in what looked like a body bag out to the ambulance,” said the same man.

			


			

				“Was there anyone else on the boat?”

			


			

				“I couldn’t tell,” said the taller sailor. “Lots of people moving around. Whole thing was tragic. On our way to the parking lot, we stopped by the pier and asked what happened. One of the Coasties said it was a terrible accident. The body was ground up like horse meat. The conversation was cut short when their superior officer walked over. That’s all I know.”

			


			

				“Did that boat have a slip in this marina?” I asked.

			


			

				“I don’t think so. But I’m pretty sure it used to stop here on occasion and pick people up. I remember seeing it. Sometimes they had teenagers aboard. No adults as far as I could tell. They’d pick up other kids. I got kinda worried about their boat skills, but the boy at the helm, just a teenager, knew what he was doing. It’s a real nice boat. Fancy. Expensive,” said the taller man. “Sorry, but I gotta go. Need to pick up some parts at Pacific Boat Works.”

			


			

				“Thanks,” I said. I sat down on a wooden bench and watched as the men walked over to a black truck. The choppy water in San Francisco Bay swirled around the base of the north tower as the wind picked up. I pulled my hoodie closer and crossed my arms for warmth. The clanking of the rigging against the masts beat out a military tattoo complete with sounds of a fife and drum.

			


			

				So, was there anyone on the boat besides Andy? He couldn’t set a course into the Nereus, put it on automatic pilot, jump in the water, and swim beside the boat, could he? Maybe he was tethered to the boat? That might be an explanation for how the boat backed over him. The boater mentioned teenagers. Harrison’s cousins were high schoolers, but were they sailors? Why would one or both of them purposely run over their uncle? According to Harrison, he knew—just knew—that his Uncle Marty went out with his dad and then killed him while he was swimming. I wondered if Marty was that good of a boater that he could make murder look like an accident.

			


			

				I felt that Andy’s connection with reality had begun to slip. Swimming and not bringing in new clients were one thing. But attempting a marathon swim like the length or width of Lake Tahoe with little open water experience was nuts … so said the swimmer I talked to. While Marty attempted to keep their business moving forward, Andy swam and swam and swam. If I was Marty, I’d want control of their financial planning organization too. But would I kill for it?

			


			

				A fishing boat slowed down as it entered the marina and cruised to its slip. Outside in the central bay, the wind continued building and pushed the small waves into white caps. A gloomy gray fog sunk over the boat harbor. Waves slapped against the retaining wall, flinging cold spray into the air soaking the fishermen. I shivered. Who in their right mind would go out swimming on a day like today?

			


			

				 

			


		




			

				Chapter 4

			


			

				We were sitting at Lena’s kitchen table. I propped my feet up on my sister’s lap and she promptly pushed them to the floor. Across from me sat Dr. T or Terrell Robinson, MD. an emergency room doctor in San Francisco, who was regaling us with strange cases that came into the ER in autumn. Lena and Dr. T’s son, Timothy or Little T, sat securely on his dad’s knee chewing on a set of multi-colored plastic keys

			


			

				“You know that fall is the best weather in the Bay Area. The sun is warm, and that means people are outside more than ever. And they overdo. There are so many sports injuries—cyclists, runners, you name it,” said T.

			


			

				“The Bay is the warmest right now,” said Lena. “I should get you out for a swim.”

			


			

				“What does ‘warmest’ mean to you?” I asked her.

			


			

				“Well, it can get up to sixty-five, sixty-six degrees. Warmer still in some places on a low tide.”

			


			

				“No thank you.”

			


			

				“You’re such a wimp,” she said.

			


			

				I ignored my sister and watched a mobile that was shifting around in the afternoon breeze outside the kitchen window. Transparent glass letters of the alphabet reflected in the sunshine in every font and color imaginable. My sister was a graphic artist in addition to being well known in the national swimming community. Her forte was creating websites for the aquatic world.

			


			

				I couldn’t take my eyes off the slow moving, revolving letters. My mind slid back to the conversation with Harrison.

			


			

				“You know what Harrison said?”

			


			

				Lena and Dr. T stopped talking to each other and looked at me.

			


			

				“What?” they said in unison.

			


			

				“That he really wasn’t positive that his uncle was driving the boat that killed his father.”

			


			

				“When did he change his mind?” asked Lena.

			


			

				“Based on things he brought up, it was always an assumption. Nothing more.”

			


			

				Little T fussed, threw the keys on the floor and stuck his fist in his mouth. “Teething,” Lena said. She walked over to the refrigerator, pulled out a blue pacifier, and rubbed it on his gums. Then left it in his mouth.

			


			

				Little T looked like a miniature version of his dad: caramel skin and jet black eyes with his mom’s mop of reddish curls. The bigger T was a product of a white mom who wasn’t sure Lena was the right woman for her son and a sweetheart of a Black dad who owned a body shop south of San Francisco. Both grandparents’ doubts about my sister melted away when she produced Little T who, in general, was a happy guy who loved his Aunt Trisha.

			


			

				“It’s amazing what quiets him down,” said Lena.

			


			

				“What do you remember about Harrison when you were teaching him to swim?”

			


			

				Lena closed her eyes for a second. “I’ve been thinking about that. Usually he was quiet and obedient, until he wasn’t.”

			


			

				“What does that mean?” Terrel asked.

			


			

				“Well, I remember this one time … he was frustrated, maybe angry. He stood at the edge of their pool, his skinny arms crossed over his chest, and said, ‘I’m not swimming today.’ His mother was nowhere around.”

			


			

				“That doesn’t sound so strange,” I said.

			


			

				“It happens all the time. But there was something odd about this silent little boy. I said that was fine and I asked him to pick something he’d rather do. He gave me the sweetest smile and asked how long I could hold my breath and would I show him. I didn’t think too much about it, so I jumped in. I dove down to the bottom and managed to sit there for about a minute. As I came back up, Harrison swam down toward me. I can still see that silly smile on his face. He put his feet on shoulders, then his hands on my head, pushing me down. I easily threw him off and took a few strokes to the side of the pool to catch my breath.
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