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“AS JORGE’S ENCHANTING PARTNER IN LIFE, as well as in tango, 

Beatriz, has unexpectedly, uh ...” Daniel, the evening’s Tango Fest host, 

glanced longingly at the ballroom exit, “... become indisposed, we are 

fortunate to have Antonia Blakeley, one of our favorite visiting 

instructors, step in at short notice. Please give them a big Seattle 

welcome!” 

Indisposed, my aspidistra, Antonia thought as the audience 

applauded. Beatriz seemed perfectly healthy to me; she nearly took 

Jorge’s face off with that slap. Did she catch him with some young chica? 

Or maybe the rumors are true that he’s dealing cocaine.  

Either way, Antonia didn’t want to clasp Jorge to her bosom, which 

was basically how you danced close embrace tango. But sweet, stressed-

out Daniel had begged, insisting that only she had the skill to follow the 

Argentine’s world-famous milonga, which wasn’t really true. Gonzalo, 

one of her favorite dance partners, had twisted the knife further, 

pointing out how bad it would be for the festival to end without a 

performance from their star attraction. And before she could strap on her 

stilettos, Jorge had brought his drink to her and Gonzalo’s table to tell 

her about the song he’d chosen.  

Antonia stepped onto the pista, conscious of how underdressed she 

must look in her yoga pants and camouflage mesh tee. Nothing as 

performance-worthy as Beatriz’ gold lamé costume with its cobweb of 

straps. Antonia smiled for the crowd of fellow dancers, many of whom 

she recognized from other festivals. She caught Daniel’s eye; he put his 

palms together Namaste style and mouthed Thank You. 

She’d met Daniel a few months back at her workshop on navigating 

in small spaces. Over beers he’d confided how his wife of twenty-one 

years had dragged him to tango classes to rekindle their marriage, then 
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promptly dumped him for the instructor. Since then he’d thrown his 

broken heart into the dance. Inspired by a recent pilgrimage to Buenos 

Aires, Daniel had faithfully transformed China Harbor restaurant into a 

traditional Argentine dance hall. He’d lined the perimeter of a worn but 

level oak dance floor with café tables, installed a DJ station in the 

northeast corner, and set up a bar along the north wall to offer courage, 

succor or replenishment, depending on how well you were doing at 

finding dance partners. He’d even sponsored Jorge and Beatriz’ tour. 

The result: over two hundred tango addicts had given up their 4th of July 

weekends to travel to Seattle to dance and, if fortune smiled, to die in 

each other’s arms.  

Not that they ever do, Antonia thought, hitching up her bra strap. 

The DJ queued up Milonga De Mis Amores, and the orchestra 

launched into a high-spirited introduction. Antonia walked deliberately 

towards Jorge, and he towards her, a pair of gunslingers facing off. 

Honoring convention, Jorge wore a dark suit and had slicked back his 

gray hair. They met in the middle of the floor. She swept her ponytail 

over her left shoulder in a dramatic motion for the audience’s benefit, 

but her real purpose was to keep her hair out of Jorge’s face so he’d be 

able to see where he was going. Jorge insinuated his right arm around 

her back and drew her close, until their sternums touched.  

She draped her left arm around his shoulders.  

He took her hand.  

The crowd went still.  

His muscles feel just like hemp climbing ropes, the ones they have in 

gym classes, Antonia thought, willing her body not to shrink from his. 

And he smells like mayonnaise. Yuck.  

She closed her eyes to better feel their connection. Some performers 

relied on choreography, but their dance by necessity would be 

improvised. He’d transmit the lead through his chest and she’d follow, 

mostly going backward, which somehow seemed fitting given that she 

didn’t want to be there.  

Jorge took her from her left foot to her right foot and back to feel her 

weight shifts, and when the moment was right, he led the salida, the 

“exit” step that initiated the dance. And they were off.  
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Jorge’s lead was immaculate. Precisely on the music, with the 

occasional syncopated step-step thrown in for spice.  

Beatriz should be in the spotlight, not me, Antonia thought. Opening 

her eyes, Antonia caught a flash of gold lamé and saw a petite, henna-

haired woman slinking back to her seat. Beatriz. That figured. She could 

have performed after all. 

Step. Step. Step-step. Step. Antonia had settled into the rhythm 

when, with no apparent provocation, Jorge abruptly changed gears. He 

sped up. He slowed down. He sped up again.  

Jesus, what’s he doing? Antonia thought. 

Tick-tick-tick. Step. Step-step-step-step. Thank God the milonga’s 

only two and a half minutes, she thought, as they raced and stuttered 

around the floor. Sweat trickled down his cheek and onto hers, and she 

could feel his heart pounding erratically. 

Step.  

Step.  

Step. 

Step-a-step-a. Tick-tick-tick-tick. Step-a-step-a-step-a-step-a.  

They finished with a flourish, sweating and panting.  

The crowd went wild. They leapt to their feet. “Eso!” That’s it! 

“More! More! More!”  

Jorge released her and turned towards the crowd. He took her hand 

and raised it high. They bowed, hands clasped like Broadway actors, 

once for each side of the room. Then he kissed her cheek and invited the 

audience to applaud her. Finally, he took his accolades, bowing once, 

twice. Midway into his third bow, Jorge grunted, clutched his chest and 

toppled over.  

The crowd gasped. Antonia heard Beatriz shriek and scream out 

something in rapid Spanish. Everybody started talking and yelling. 

Holy mierda, he’s passed out, Antonia thought as she knelt by the 

Argentine’s side. “Jorge!” 

He didn’t answer. 

“Jorge!” She turned Jorge onto his back and placed her ear to his 

chest but she couldn’t hear his heartbeat. “Help!” 
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Her friend Gonzalo was first to reach them. He pressed his fingers 

against Jorge’s carotid artery. “Call for an ambulance. Not that it will do 

any good. Mira, he’s had a heart attack.” 

Muscles like hemp ropes. Hemp - pot - cocaine. The rumors about Jorge 

being a cocaine dealer must be true, Antonia thought. “It can’t be.” 

“I’m a doctor; I know a dead man when I see one. This is a matter for 

the authorities.” 

Antonia slipped her hand into Jorge’s outer jacket pocket. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Rifling his pockets, what does it look like? You saw him. The man 

was going 120 in a 50-mile an hour zone. He’d lost the music. He must 

have overdosed on something.” Antonia searched his jacket, but found 

only a starched handkerchief. No pills. No plastic McDonald’s spoons. 

No rolled up twenty dollar bills. 

“Have you no respect for the dead?” Gonzalo tried to stop her from 

putting her hand down Jorge’s pants pocket. She became aware of a 

fresh commotion coming from the entrance. Looking up she saw a white-

faced Daniel leading two paramedics towards them.  

The first paramedic asked, “What happened?” 

Antonia said, “He’s overdosed.” 

Gonzalo said, “He’s had a heart attack.” 

Antonia said, “Listen --” 

“We’ll take over, ma’am,” the second paramedic said. “If you’ll 

please go sit down.” 

Oh yeah, I’ll just take up needlepoint, Antonia thought. Up yours. 

Gonzalo said to her, “Why do you care how he died? You didn’t 

even know him.” 

“I don’t know. I just …” And suddenly Antonia flashed back to the 

night the police came to her house. Their house. She took a breath, 

forcing the air deep into her lungs. “The police will take the path of least 

resistance. And the innocent will suffer.”  

Daniel gripped her by the arm, inadvertently digging his fingernails 

into her skin. “Help me out here, Antonia. We need to keep everyone 

calm and give these guys a chance to do their jobs until the authorities 

get here.” 
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Antonia collected herself and helped Daniel settle the dancers back 

into their seats. The DJ had left her station and was ministering to 

Beatriz, who had worked herself into a crying jag. 

Antonia made her way over to the bar where a young man with 

multiple piercings and an Owl and the Pussycat tattoo was pouring 

glasses of water for the dancers. “Hey, did you by chance serve Jorge 

anything to drink or eat?” 

The bartender scratched his nose with the back of his hand. “The 

dead guy?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Nope.” 

“Are you sure? He smelled like he’d eaten something with 

mayonnaise in it. A sandwich?” 

“We don’t sell food. Just nuts.” 

“What about to drink?” 

“Nada.” 

“Jorge was drinking wine earlier. How did he get that if you didn’t 

serve him?” 

The bartender shrugged. “Daniel gave it to him.” 

Daniel, hearing his name, joined them at the bar, smart phone in 

hand. “What is it?” 

The bartender said, “I told her you gave him and his friend a bottle 

of wine.” 

Antonia said, “I think Jorge may have overdosed on cocaine.” 

“You don’t eat or drink weasel dust,” the bartender informed her. 

“You rub it on your gums, snort, smoke or inject. Not that I recommend 

drugs of any kind,” he quickly added. “Your body is your temple. That’s 

why I went vegan.” 

If I were a mother I’d know all of this, Antonia thought. Nuts. “I 

don’t suppose either of you saw him stuffing something up his nose. 

Disguised as nasal spray, maybe?” 

Daniel glanced back at the room, probably checking to make sure his 

guests weren’t freaking out. It was typical of the man that he’d be more 

concerned about everyone else’s feelings, but most of the dancers were 

probably more shocked than saddened. Few of them had ever met Jorge 
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before. “I drove Jorge and Beatriz to the club,” he said. “He didn’t bring 

his cigarettes and he definitely didn’t snort anything in the car. I seated 

them at their table --”  

“-- and you served them a bottle of wine, yes.” Antonia wanted to 

preempt the long explanation of what he’d selected and why. All she 

needed to know was when and how Jorge could have poisoned himself.  

Daniel nodded. “Yes, we all had a glass. A Betz Syrah, 2001 --”  

“Did Jorge go outside at all?” 

“I know he didn’t leave the restaurant early in the evening because I 

was taking tickets at the door.” 

“Gonzalo and I had the table next to him and Beatriz, but I was 

dancing most of the time so I don’t know if he left the table. He could 

have.” 

“I know Beatriz did – she came to say hello.” Daniel blushed, and for 

a fleeting moment he looked younger than his forty-nine years. “Then he 

and Beatriz got into an argument over something, I don’t know what. I 

didn’t want people to see them fighting so I announced the fireworks 

early, and got everyone into the main dining room and onto the balcony. 

Then I came back to the ballroom to see if I could help, but by that point 

Jorge had followed Beatriz outside. He wasn’t out of my sight for more 

than a few minutes. Then he came back in and told me she refused to go 

on. That’s when I came for you.” 

Antonia said, “Leaving Jorge alone in the ballroom?”  

“Not technically,” the bartender interjected. “I can’t see the entrance 

from here -- pillar’s in the way. But I’d have noticed if he’d smoked 

anything.” With that, the bartender poured out a glass of red wine and 

set it in front of her. 

And I’d have smelled it, Antonia realized, gratefully accepting the 

stimulant. 

Daniel said, “Someone must have seen something.” 

“Let’s ask Erla,” Antonia said. “As the DJ, she had a bird’s eye 

view.” Antonia looked over to Jorge and Beatriz’ table, expecting to find 

Erla, but instead she saw Gonzalo handing Beatriz her evening clutch 

and helping her to her feet. Erla had returned to the DJ station and was 

tinkering with her equipment. Antonia waved her over. 
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Erla threw her arms around Antonia. “This is dreadful.” 

“I know,” Antonia said, hugging her. “Here, sit. Have some wine?” 

Erla nodded and clambered onto one of the bar stools, all elbows and 

knees. Someone had raised the house lights to full and the lanky 

Icelandic’s expression was even more stoic than usual.  

“How is Beatriz?” Daniel asked. 

Erla pulled her hair away from her face and twisted it into a knot. 

“She’s taking this hard. I don’t think she knows exactly what happened. 

Her English isn’t fluent. Thank goodness for Gonzalo.” 

Something’s wrong, Antonia thought. Daniel knows Beatriz better 

than anyone else here, and he’s the festival host. Why hasn’t he gone to 

comfort her?  

Her thoughts were interrupted by Rhonda, Jorge and Beatriz’ Seattle 

host, who had sashayed up to the bar. 

“Christ, what a mess,” Rhonda said, flapping her Spanish fan. She 

wore a fuschia dress that perfectly flattered her olive skin. “Of all the 

ways to go, right in the middle of a standing ovation. I need a drink.” 

She called out to the bartender. “Scotch please, lots of ice.” 

Antonia said, “Jorge and Beatriz were staying at your house, right?” 

She snapped her fan shut. “He’s not. I threw that loser out this 

morning. Took his counterfeit Louis Vuitton bag and his pirated CDs 

and dumped everything out into the street.” 

You go girl, Antonia thought. 

“Jorge told me he and Beatriz had broken up, that they were still 

living as a couple for appearances’ sake, but they were just business 

partners. So we hooked up. You gotta admit he had what it took, even at 

his age. Then one night I heard them fighting.” 

“What about?” 

“Beatriz accused him of cheating on her, and using me to get to the 

U.S. You should have heard them yelling.” 

“In Argentina, infidelity’s a leisure pastime,” Antonia said, relieved 

the fighting had been confined to words. 

Rhonda slammed back her Scotch. “Not with me it isn’t. I should 

have known better. I am the biggest idiot west of the Cascades.” 
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Erla said, “I knew something terrible was going to happen. Uranus is 

moving into retrograde.” 

“What does that have to do with anything?” Antonia asked. 

“Uranus is the planet of revolution and reversals,” Erla intoned. 

“Don’t tell me you knew Jorge would die.” 

“The planetary influences are never that clear. But I had a feeling. I 

warned Daniel when we were in B.A. not to bring Jorge to the U.S. 

Everyone says he’s into drugs. Of course Daniel has a soft spot for 

Beatriz and their signs are highly compatible.” 

Ah ha, Antonia thought.  

“That’s not true,” Daniel protested, wiping his palms on the front of 

his shirt and blushing madly. 

Erla, in spite of her astrological forecasting ability, seemed unaware 

she’d put her foot in it. “Don’t you remember, in Buenos Aires, you 

asked me to read your --” 

“The police are here.” Daniel whirled abruptly and stalked away. 

Antonia turned and saw that, indeed, the police had arrived in the 

form of one nerdy looking uniformed officer who was probably 

calculating the fastest way to wrap up the case and get home to his Wii. 

Wii wii wii all the way home. “Wait!” She started out onto the dance floor 

and tried to flag down the officer to tell him about Jorge’s odd behavior 

on the pista, but he and Daniel passed right by her. 

This is ridiculous, Antonia thought. I’m the star witness, and they’re 

blowing me off.  

Well, in that case, I’ll just keep investigating.  

She sauntered back to her table, I’m just minding my own business, and 

sat down. She glanced to see whether the paramedics were looking, saw 

they weren’t, no surprise there, and scooted her chair around so it was 

between her table and the one where Jorge and Beatriz had passed the 

first part of the evening. Like the others, their table was covered with a 

white cloth and held a small vase with a single red rose and a votive 

candle. Next to the candle stood a hand lettered “Reserved” sign, the 

Betz Syrah bottle that Daniel had given the couple, and Jorge’s wine 

glass. The waiter hadn’t had a chance to clear yet. 
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Antonia casually laid her hand on the table: Bless you, my son. The 

paramedics paid her no attention. So far so good. She lifted the 

“Reserved” sign to see if Jorge had stowed anything under the folded 

cardboard. No evidence of anything that might have contained or 

conveyed cocaine. She trailed her fingers across the cloth. No 

conveniently spilled grains of powder.  

I should have started with the men’s room, she thought. That’s 

where I’d go if I wanted a moment alone with my drug of choice. She 

was about to get up when she spied an envelope on the floor, half 

hidden by the tablecloth.  

Pretending to take off her shoes, Antonia bent over and felt around 

under Jorge’s table until she could touch the edge of the envelope, but it 

was just out of reach. Abandoning her act, she dropped to her hands and 

knees, snatched her prize, and quickly scrambled back to her chair.  

The cheap white envelope was thank-you note size. It was sealed, 

but someone had torn off the bottom right corner, which had to mean 

something. Containing her excitement, Antonia tilted the envelope and 

tapped it. Out spilled irregular grains of what looked like off-white 

sugar.  

Ah HA.  

She leapt up and marched to the center of the floor. The paramedics 

were just standing around, probably waiting for permission to remove 

Jorge’s corpse, so it wasn’t really interrupting. “I think you should see 

this,” she said, in what she hoped was a modest tone. “The last of Jorge’s 

stash.” 

The older paramedic took the envelope, tipped it into his rubber-

gloved hand, saw a few off-white crystals drop into his palm and 

immediately said to the younger paramedic, “Stay with her,” and 

walked off in the direction of the main dining room. He returned with 

the police officer, and pointed at her. “This is the gal that found the 

meth.” 

Antonia blurted out, “Meth? Are you sure? Not cocaine?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” the officer said. “Where’d you find the envelope?” 

Okay, Antonia thought, maybe I was wrong about which drug it 

was, but that doesn’t make any difference. I was right about the 
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overdose. “Over here.” She led them to Jorge and Beatriz’ table and 

pointed to the spot on the floor where the envelope had lain. “I just 

happened to see it,” she lied. 

 The officer said to the paramedic, “Someone would have noticed if 

he’d pulled an envelope out of his pocket and sprinkled fairy dust into 

his wine. We got a probable homicide. Watch the table. Nobody touches 

the glass.” 

Holy moly, Antonia thought. Murdered? Only a handful of people 

knew Jorge well enough to want him dead. And I know them all. 

“Officer!” 

But the officer was already trotting away.  

Gonzalo and Beatriz, hovering at the edge of the dance floor, had 

been watching her interaction with the police officer. Antonia beckoned 

them over. 

“What’s going on?” Gonzalo asked. 

“The police think Jorge was murdered. I’m so sorry, Beatriz.” 

Beatriz’ posture collapsed. She literally seemed to crumple. She 

opened up her evening bag, brought out a tiny handkerchief, and 

dabbed unsuccessfully at a fresh stream of tears. “Imposible,” she wailed. 

“I’m sorry,” Antonia said, not knowing what else to do. It was one 

thing for Beatriz to lose her mate unexpectedly, but a completely 

different shock to learn he’d been murdered – unless of course Beatriz 

did it. God knows she probably had reason. Although why would 

Beatriz kill Jorge in the U.S. when she could have taken him out in the 

privacy of her own country? 

Daniel had been making the rounds with the dancers, but he must 

have noticed Beatriz’ distress because he quickly darted over. 

“Danielo.” Beatriz threw herself into his arms. 

He patted her back, a little awkwardly. “Excuse us,” he said to 

Antonia. “We’ll just be over at my table.” 

“Of course,” Antonia said. As soon as the couple moved out of 

earshot, she grabbed Gonzalo by his coat sleeve. “Did you get that? The 

police think somebody slipped Jorge an overdose of meth in his wine. 

Can you actually drink meth?” 

“Yes, but it would taste bitter.” 
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“That’s okay. Jorge smoked. He probably didn’t have any taste buds 

left. He’d just think the wine was overly tannic or something. You were 

with Beatriz when the policeman interviewed her. Did he ask if she saw 

Jorge take anything?” 

 “Yes; she didn’t.” 

“What are they going to do now, interrogate all two hundred of us? 

They’ll never find out who did it. This will destroy the community.” 

Gonzalo said, “Why don’t you trust the police?” 

“You have to ask that, as an Argentine?” By this point the officer had 

returned and was cordoning off Jorge’s table with yellow DO NOT PASS 

GO, DO NOT COLLECT $200 tape. “What if we work backwards from 

when Jorge started showing signs of poisoning? Can you estimate when 

he might have taken it?” 

Gonzalo led her back to their table and held out a chair for her. 

“What were his symptoms, exactly?” 

“Like a motor overheating. His heart rate revved up and he sweat. A 

lot.” Antonia reached behind her chair for her purse, rummaged around 

in it and finally located a piece of notepaper and a working pen. Across 

the top she wrote, what happened. “What time did Jorge collapse?” 

“At about eleven o’clock, I think.” 

Down the left hand margin Antonia listed the time in fifteen minute 

intervals, starting at eight o’clock and ending at eleven. “Okay, if we 

allow, what, two minutes for the standing ovation, and two and a half 

minutes for Milonga De Mis Amores, and we were about a minute into the 

song when he started to go crazy … right about when the bandoneon 

takes over … Nuts.” Antonia looked out to the dance floor and saw the 

paramedics were finally loading Jorge’s body onto a gurney, preparing 

to cart him away. 

“Let’s call it 10:55,” Gonzalo said. “A minute or two won’t matter. If 

you ingest meth it would take ten to thirty minutes, forty on the outside, 

for it to take effect, which means Jorge must have drunk it sometime 

between 10:15 and 10:45.” 

“Let’s start from the beginning. Just before 9:30, Jorge and Beatriz 

fight. Beatriz leaves. Daniel starts the fireworks-watching early. 

Everyone is on the balcony except for Jorge, who has followed Beatriz to 
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the parking lot, and Daniel, who is trying to help them patch things up. 

Later, Daniel comes onto the balcony to ask me to dance with Jorge, 

which I deeply regret doing. You know he smelled like mayonnaise?”  

“He did? That’s a sign of prolonged meth use.” 

“So the police got that one right. You know, if Beatriz wanted him 

dead she could have just let him keep using - he’d do the job himself.” 

“Antonia.” 

“I’m just sayin’.” Antonia saw the police officer had finished 

examining Jorge’s table and was headed towards Daniel and Beatriz, 

notebook in hand. “What time did Daniel come for us?” 

“A few minutes before the fireworks ended, which was at 10:25. 

Let’s say 10:15, give or take a few minutes.” 

“And the performances started at 10:30. Daniel introduced the first 

couple, and they demonstrated a vals, Desde el Alma, which runs about 

three minutes. Jorge joined us right after it finished, I remember. Then 

came Jalousie - I always think of Murder on the Orient Express when I 

hear that song; the heiress dancing ballroom tango with the husband 

who later murders her, taking unnecessarily large steps – while they’re 

dancing, I mean, not while –” 

 “That’s too late.” Gonzalo pointed to the timeline. “The important 

window is between 10:15, around the time Daniel came to get us, and 

10:33, when Jorge came over to our table to plan your dance.”  

Antonia drew a line under 10:15 and another under 10:33. “Then 

Beatriz is out. She left before the fireworks and didn’t return until Jorge 

and I were performing. I saw her myself. I’m glad it’s not Beatriz.” 

“So who does that leave?” 

“The only other people here who actually knew Jorge were Daniel, 

Rhonda and Erla. Rhonda could have wanted revenge.” Antonia quickly 

filled Gonzalo in on what Rhonda had told her at the bar. “She might 

have arranged to run into Jorge right after the fireworks while everyone 

was coming back from the balcony.” 

 “Daniel’s the most likely suspect, if you look at the timeline. He 

could have given Jorge something when they were alone in the ballroom 

during the fireworks, discussing how to replace Beatriz. 
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“I know,” Antonia admitted. “But something about that scenario 

doesn’t feel right. Why bring Jorge to the U.S., at great expense, only to 

poison him?” With Jorge out of the way, Antonia thought uneasily, 

maybe Daniel thinks he’s got a chance with Beatriz. If Erla is telling the 

truth. She met Jorge in Buenos Aires. For all anyone knows, she could 

have a loved one who died from meth, and decided the stars were 

propitious to take out a hit on the nearest dealer.  

“Mira. Something’s happening.”  

Antonia turned and saw the police officer had Daniel by the arm and 

was walking him to the door. “They’re taking him in. They’re making a 

huge mistake. He didn’t do it.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“Daniel would never have counted on everyone going to watch the 

fireworks. Someone would have stayed on the floor.” She leapt up from 

the table and called out, “You’ve got the wrong man!”  

The police officer paused and turned, keeping a strong grip on 

Daniel. Everyone stared.  

Antonia ran to the center of the pista as fast as her high heels could 

carry her. I don’t know who did it, she thought, but I know when, and I 

know how, more or less, and if I don’t act now Daniel will go to jail for 

something he didn’t do. I’m just going to have to bluff my way through 

and force the murderer to confess.  

“Look,” she said, “we worked out the timeline. Maybe you think 

Daniel poisoned Jorge when we were all out on the balcony watching the 

fireworks. But there was a much better psychological moment when the 

murderer could count on being unobserved, and that was during the 

first performance. Nobody would have missed that. Desde el Alma runs 

about three minutes. Jorge was sitting at his table.” Antonia strolled over 

to Rhonda’s table. “Plenty of time for someone,” she locked eyes with 

Rhonda, “to sneak from a neighboring table …” 

Rhonda sniffed and folded her arms across her chest.  

Gonzalo cried out, “Wait! You’ve got the wrong --” 

Antonia drifted towards the DJ station. “-- or slip away from her 

post.” Antonia stared at Erla, but got nothing but an offended look. She 

was going to have to go all the way – pretend to drink from Jorge’s glass 
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and see who jumped. Jorge’s table was coming into range. Five feet 

away, four, three ... “The murderer used the envelope as a funnel to pour 

the meth into Jorge’s glass. It was the perfect moment.”  

Antonia paused. “Imagine. The lights are low, except for one 

floodlight illuminating the dance floor. The music comes on. The dancers 

start off walking arm in arm, side by side, in time to the music, like 

they’re taking the air in a country garden and have all the time in the 

world. The man takes her in his arms. She’s perfectly on her axis. You 

can see he’s barely holding her. She looks into his eyes. He looks into 

hers. The music is tender and quiet, just the violins and the piano, each 

taking their turn. He leads backward ochos, and her feet trace figure 

eights across the floor, as delicate as a painter’s brush strokes. He leads a 

series of forward ochos, and she steps on the ONE. ONE-two-three, ONE-

two-three, switching direction, switching direction. The music turns 

tender. It’s just the violins now, then the piano, then the bandoneon, each 

taking the melody in turn, like old friends finishing each other’s 

sentences. One final yearning, plaintive note hangs in the air. Then the 

violin and the piano answer, the pace quickens and the music turns more 

passionate. Now the orchestra is playing at full throttle, louder, faster, 

insistent. He sweeps her off her feet. He’s spinning her. She’s flying. You 

can see the chiffon in her dress trail behind her. He sets her down lightly. 

They bow.”  

Oh well, Antonia thought, here goes nothing. “And Jorge drinks.”  

Antonia made a dash for Jorge’s table, but when she got there she 

saw the police had taken the glass. So she pivoted and grabbed the half 

empty wine glass from her table. It wasn’t the poisoned glass but it 

would have to do. Bottoms up, she thought, as she downed the rest.  

Beatriz shrieked. “No! No toques ese!” 

Meth tastes bitter. Instinctively, Antonia spit, spewing wine all over 

the tablecloth. She grabbed her water, swigged the remains, swooshed, 

and spat everything back into her goblet. Holy mierda, Antonia thought. 

I totally forgot. When Jorge joined us at our table to talk about his 

upcoming performance, he brought his glass of wine.  

Antonia held up the glass. “This is the poisoned vessel,” she 

announced, as if she’d known it all along.  
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Beatriz, realizing she’d given herself away, slumped to the floor. 

“Era yo,” she said. The police officer took Beatriz gently by the arm and 

helped her to her feet. 

Daniel said, “Don’t say anything, Beatriz. Not until I get you a 

lawyer. I’ll stand by you.” 

The police officer led Beatriz away. 

Daniel took the floor. He mopped his face with his handkerchief, and 

to Antonia it seemed he was fighting back tears. “Everybody, may I have 

your attention please?” The crowd quieted down. “I’m going to the 

police station with Beatriz.” His voice broke. “But you came here to 

dance. For anyone who wishes to remain, we will finish the evening’s 

program. Drinks are on the house.” He signaled Erla.  

Erla combed her hair behind her ears and bent solemnly over her 

controls, and soon the haunting melody of Canaro’s La Melodia de 

Nuestres Adios filled the room.  

But nobody wanted to dance. Slowly, the dancers packed up their 

shoes in their drawstring bags, and gradually the ballroom emptied. 

Gonzalo extended his hand to Antonia. “I guess it’s just us.” She 

took it and allowed him to escort her to the pista. They embraced. His 

body felt like a comfortable couch, with springs and cushions in all the 

right places. And he smelled of aftershave. All as it should be. 

He started with a simple walk.  

“It wasn’t the infidelity that set Beatriz off,” she said, as they circled 

the floor. “It was the green card. After everything she put up with, Jorge 

was going to leave her.”  

“Mm-mm.” 

“Beatriz dosed her own glass and switched it with his before she 

picked the fight. She came back during the first performance to plant the 

envelope. She couldn’t do it earlier. The wait staff might have picked it 

up. She wanted us to find the envelope under Jorge’s table. But she 

didn’t count on ME.” She threw in a voleo, uninvited, just because she felt 

like it. 

“You had the wrong glass, my dear. The one the police took from 

Jorge’s table was his original one.” 

“Never mind, my plan worked. I knew Daniel was innocent.”  
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“You’re leaning.” 

Funny, Antonia thought. That never happens. She rebalanced her 

weight over her axis. “I’m feeling strangely electric.” Antonia closed her 

eyes, tuning in again to Gonzalo’s body. Through her chest she could feel 

all the way down to his feet, which made her feel grounded and safe. She 

sighed contentedly. “You asked before, why I had to prove how Jorge 

died.” 

“Mmm.” 

 “When I was married my ex-husband used to beat me. One night 

the police came to the house and were all ready to slap the cuffs on him, 

but once they learned his name, and who his family was, suddenly they 

were saying, maybe you should go for marriage counseling. They 

refused to help. I guess I have a problem with trust.” She stumbled. “I’m 

feeling a teensy bit electric. Am I high? I’m high, aren’t I?” 

“Give it time.” Gonzalo drew her closer. “Either way, tango is the 

antidote.” 



 
 

TO MY READERS 

 
China Harbor is a real restaurant, and they actually do host a July 4th 

tango event, so it’s all the more important that you know that this is a 

work of fiction, and any similarities to people living, dead or dying is 

purely accidental. But there is a real milonga there every Monday night – 

check it out!  

 

Death of a Tango Dancer originally appeared in the King County 

Library Foundation’s Take Time to Read Program. Thanks to Chapple 

Langemack from KCLS for originally suggesting this project, and to 

Lynne Heitman, who kindly commented on early drafts. And a special 

thanks to my team at Booktrope for bringing this story to you: Laura 

Bastian, Kate Burkett, Loretta Matson, and Cathy Shaw. 

 

Click here to listen to the soundtracks used in the story. 
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EXCERPT FROM DEAD ON HER FEET 

 

Antonia returns (who could stop her?) 

 

Antonia’s adventures continue in Dead on Her Feet, the first full-length 

book in my tango mystery series.  

 

 

Here’s an excerpt: 

PROLOGUE 

Chattahoochee River National Recreation Area, Atlanta 

THE ELEGANTLY SUITED ANTIQUES DEALER stood on a slab of 

bedrock jutting out into the Chattahoochee River and gazed out at 

Devil’s Race Course Shoals. The water level had been unseasonably low 



 

 
 

that July so he had been able to walk out practically into the middle of 

the channel without wetting his dress shoes. 

In a few minutes the sun would set and the park would officially 

close. The water enthusiasts would pull their rafts from the rapids and 

the hikers would turn back on their trails to return to their cars and 

eventually, reluctantly, to civilization. Thunder rumbled in the distance. 

Getting out into nature, far removed from his normal milieu, 

normally helped him to clear his mind, but the Argentina business was 

different. Shameful. What should he do? Calling in the police was out of 

the question. He tried to play out the alternatives, weighing the 

consequences of each. 

The thunder grew louder. 

He pulled his cell phone out of his jacket pocket and dialed a 

number he knew better than to call but the unaccustomed wine he’d 

drunk at dinner overrode his better judgment. The phone rang five 

times. Finally a message came on instructing him to leave his name. 

He said, “I need to talk to you. It’s important. Pick up. Pick up.” 

He rambled into the phone at length as darkness fell, failing to notice 

that the river had begun to rise. 

 

Buy Dead on Her Feet now! 
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Tulip Season by Bharti Kirchner (Mystery) Mitra searches for her best 

friend, a domestic-violence counselor, who has disappeared from her 

Seattle home. Following the trail, Mitra is lured to India and lands in a 

web of life-threatening intrigue where she can't be sure of Kareena's 

safety—or her own. 

The Old Cape Teapot by Barbara Eppich Struna (Historical Fiction) 

Nancy Caldwell returns in this second novel in a series of adventures. 

When she finds an old map on Antigua, it leads her on a journey across 

Cape Cod filled with danger and lost treasure. 

Flipka by JT Twissel (Fiction) A story of secrets and the search for truth. 

Return to Sender by Mindy S. Halleck (Historical Thriler) A Korean-

war-hero turned apathetic Catholic Priest and a religious fanatic serial 

killer collide with destiny in small town Manzanita Oregon. 
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