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 Chapter 1
 I rushed down the hall of the science center, checking the colorful labels on the side of each door. Professor Larkin hadn’t actually told me where to find his office. The biology department was spread out over three levels. Was I even on the right floor? I really needed this summer internship and showing up five minutes late for my interview was not a good way to start.
 Thankfully, I found the office without too much trouble. I quickly rapped on the closed door, glancing at my watch. Only two minutes late. Hopefully, Larkin’s clock was slow.
 “Come in!”
 I opened the door and stuck my head inside. “Professor Larkin? I’m Ellie Bassett. I’m here about the summer internship?”
 He nodded, gesturing toward one of the wooden armchairs in front of his desk. “Please, come in. Close the door.”
 I glanced around the room as I followed his instructions. His computer sat in one corner of a U-shaped desk so full of books and papers, I wasn’t sure how he could even find his keyboard. Behind him, a window overlooked the courtyard, with a glimpse of the Elver River down the hill. To my right, books were arranged in neat rows on their shelves. A quick glance at the titles showed they were mostly textbooks. Built into the wall on my left, above the professor’s head, were bookshelves filled with thinner books that seemed to focus on specific aspects of marine biology. Beneath the shelf, a grey bulletin board was covered with pictures of maps and what looked to be a kindergartner’s illustration of a dinosaur.
 Professor Larkin looked away from his computer as I took my seat. He was one of the younger members of the faculty, still working toward his tenure. His brown hair was just a little too long, swept to the side. Combined with the stubble around his chin and the oxford shirt, he looked ready to go sailing in a yacht, not give a ninety-minute lecture about the chemical makeup of water.
 He smiled at me, his teeth nearly pearlescent enough to reflect the sunlight. “Ellie. Glad to meet you. So, tell me. How did you learn about this internship?”
 I shrugged. “I saw a flier on the bulletin board near the biology lecture hall.”
 “And what do you know about the position?”
 “Nothing, really. I was hoping you could tell me more.”
 He nodded and leaned back in his chair, steepling his hands in front of him. “I have been commissioned to create bathymetric maps of the Elver River from the Connecticut border to Long Island Sound. I’m looking for two interns to perform that task for me this summer.”
 I held up my phone. “Do you mind if I write a few things down?”
 “By all means.”
 I typed bathymetric as Professor Larkin described the history of the river, focusing more on the indigenous people and early settlers than the water itself. I really had no idea what any of it had to do with marine biology, but I took notes until he was done. From what I gathered, he was looking for two people to kayak along the river all summer. And he was going to pay them for it. That was all I needed to know.
 He sent me that blinding smile again. “So, does that sound interesting to you?”
 I nodded. “Definitely.”
 “Great. So, a few quick questions. In your email, you mentioned you were a biology major. Pre-med?”
 “Ye—No.” At Professor Larkin’s raised eyebrows, I sighed. “I was pre-med, but my biology grades my first year weren’t that great and the advisor suggested maybe I consider something else. I’m still biology with a pre-med concentration, but I’m not sure what I’m going to do with it yet.”
 “So, what happened freshman year? Was it just the adjustment to college? Learning how to study?”
 I shook my head. “No. My other grades were fine. It’s just . . . I don’t want to speak ill of any professor.”
 “Our Introduction to Biology professors change every semester. I am not going to look to see which one you had three years ago. I promise, you can speak freely.”
 I gave a resigned sigh. “Well, so, you just told me all about the river and how most people think the Vikings named it, but it could have been the French or the English or even the indigenous tribes. On a test, if you asked How did the river get its name, I would expect that to be like, a short answer question. But, my biology teacher would make that multiple choice where Vikings was the right answer because it was what the majority of people thought, even though current research is suggesting it might be, whatever. A different answer.”
 Professor Larkin nodded. “I see. And have you done better in subsequent biology classes?”
 “Yeah. But, it took me too long in that first class to bring up my grades. And, well, I’m just not sure about medical school anymore.”
 “And, what about your boating skills?”
 “What about them?”
 He gave a small laugh. “Can you row a kayak?”
 “Oh. Yeah, sure.” I had no idea, but it looked easy enough.
 “And you can swim?”
 I nodded. “Of course.” So, maybe I wasn’t the best swimmer, but I planned on rowing with a life jacket and I knew how to paddle my way back to shore.
 “How do you feel about camping?”
 I smiled. “I love it. My family and I go every other weekend all summer.”
 “Fantastic. Now, let’s talk technology. Have you ever seen one of these before?”
 He passed me a tablet with buttons on the side. It wasn’t powered on and I had no idea how to do so. I hoped my technological ignorance wouldn’t hinder my prospects.
 I returned the device to him. “It looks like some sort of gaming system.”
 To my relief, he smiled. “It’s a chartplotter. It’s used to create the maps.” He pressed a button. When the screen lit up, he returned the tablet to me.
 “Do me a favor? Do you think you can find the feature to create a new map?”
 Typical professor. Giving me a pop quiz on my interview. I might as well walk out now. There was no way I was going to get this job. But, I would humor him.
 It took more time than I would have liked. After a few attempts, I grew resolute. I no longer cared about the job. I was not going to leave that office until I learned how to create a new map.
 Finally, I figured it out. With a proud smile, I returned the chartplotter and glanced at the clock. Although it had felt like hours, the process had taken only a few minutes.
 Professor Larkin nodded. “Very good. Thank you. Well, I’m interviewing a few more people during the week, but you should plan on hearing from me by Monday.”
 He reached across the table and shook my hand. Rising, I made my way to the door. I was about to turn the knob when Professor Larkin called out to me.
 “Oh, one more thing. What are your thoughts on Elver?”
 I shrugged. “It’s a nice river. Has a tendency to flood the Elver Ale every spring.”
 I was a little annoyed when he laughed. I wasn’t trying to be funny, but it seemed he was expecting a different answer. 
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 Kayleigh was sitting in our living room when I entered our apartment. “How was the interview?”
 Tossing my keys in the basket beside the front door, I shook my head. “Where’s that application for Barney’s Burgers?”
 “That bad, huh?”
 “You better brace yourself for the fact that I may not be able to save up enough for next year’s rent.” I sat in the chair opposite my roommate and recounted my afternoon. She laughed when I told her my response to Professor Larkin’s final question.
 I flopped back with a sigh. “You too? Why is that so funny?”
 Kayleigh shook her head. “Not uh. I’m not going to ruin the surprise for you. Come on. We’re going to be late, and I know what song I’m singing.”
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 Although technically the Elver Ale House was a restaurant, it was voted the number one bar in the area every year. The food and the beer were so cheap, it was always crowded.
 Especially on Thursdays. Karaoke night. Kayleigh and I had discovered this by accident on her twenty-first birthday, nearly four months ago, and had been visiting every week since.
 Kayleigh and I ordered drinks at the bar, greeting various classmates on our way. While my roommate debated with someone I had never met about the hidden meaning behind one of the books they were reading in Modern Lit, I scanned the room for a table while listening to a very off-key showtune.
 “Looking for someone?”
 I turned back to the bar. Kayleigh had been absorbed into the crowd, replaced by a guy I had seen in the hallways. I was pretty sure he was another biology major, but we had never actually met. He wore jeans and a shirt just tight enough to show off some impressive abdominal muscles. Like many of my classmates this semesters, he was sporting that unshaven look I found wildly attractive. White sunglasses sat in his buzzed hair, freeing his dark eyes to smile at me. I tried to find my voice.
 “Oh. Uh, no. I was just, uh, looking for a table.”
 “Well, in that case—” He took my hand, dragging me across the floor. While I was flattered by the attention, and hoping to get to know this guy a little better, I wasn’t sure how comfortable I was with his forwardness. I searched for Kayleigh as he brought me to to the back of the room, just far enough from the karaoke stage that I could hear myself think. 
 The guy gestured to an abandoned high top with several dirty plates and pint glasses stacked in the center. “This one just opened up.” He took a seat as a waitress came to clear the table.
 I bit my lower lip. “I don’t know. I’m here with a friend.”
 He pointed to an extra seat. “Your friend can join us.”
 “Fine.” Shaking my head, I sat across from him.
 “Clay.” He held up his drink.
 I clinked my glass to his bottle. “Ellie.”
 “So, what brings you here on this lovely evening?”
 “My roommate and I come for karaoke night every week.”
 “This is a weekly thing? Note to self: stay away from Elver Ale on Thursdays.”
 I giggled. “It’s not so bad. There’s this one guy, I think he’s a history professor. Does a great job with children’s songs.”
 Clay groaned. “Seriously?”
 “No. I mean, like, songs from children’s movies.”
 Clay sent me an unconvinced smile, pointing to my glass. “That smells good. What is it?”
 “It’s called el cafecito. Coffee liqueur, rum, and I have no idea what else.” I took a large swig.
 “You might want to slow down on that.”
 I shook my head. “I just had the worst job interview ever. I’m treating myself to an extra drink tonight. And a big plate of nachos.”
 “That’s too bad. About the interview. The nachos actually sound like a good idea. Be right back.”
 He disappeared into the crowd before I could say anything. I drained my glass and contemplated another. While I was still deciding, Kayleigh joined me.
 “Found you. Okay. I put my name in.”
 “Great. What’re you singing?”
 “It’s a sur—” 
 Kayleigh cut herself off when Clay returned to his seat, passing me a glass of the same cocktail I had just downed. She sent me a look that clearly asked what was going on. I smiled and gestured across the table.
 “Clay, this is my roommate, Kayleigh. Kayleigh, this is Clay.”
 “Nice to meet you.” He sent her a smile, but I noticed he didn’t offer to clink glasses with her. I tried not to read too much into it. “Did you have a horrible interview as well?”
 Kayleigh smiled. “No. I’m interning at the same publishing house I did last year. How about you? Do you have a job lined up for the summer?”
 Clay smiled. “Almost. Talked to one of my professors yesterday. He more or less offered me a job working with him on his research project. He just has to finish the interviews and make everything final.”
 “That’s great.”
 A waitress approached with a plate of nachos as the song ended. The emcee took the microphone. 
 “Kayleigh Roberts?”
 “Ooh. I’m up. It was nice to meet you. I’ll catch up with you later, Elle.”
 With a wink in my direction, Kayleigh hopped off her stool and melted into the crowd. A moment later, she was standing in the front of the room, singing a song I didn’t recognize.
 “Your friend’s pretty good.” Clay gestured to the front of the room with a nacho.
 I nodded, but didn’t respond. Kayleigh usually liked to sing pop hits, but this was some sort of Halloween song about monsters. I had no idea if she was on key, but everyone clapped loudly when she was done, so I assumed she did a good job.
 “Hey. I need to hit the men’s room. Save my seat.”
 I turned my attention back to Clay, who was already leaving the table. 
 “Huh? Yeah. Sure.” 
 As I watched him head off to the men’s room, my eyes landed on some of the black and white photographs decorating the walls. Since the restaurant was located next door to the university’s boat launch, there were many images of the school’s rowing teams from the past hundred or so years. Mixed among them were pictures of fishing vessels and the old steamers used to transport goods up and down the river ages ago. 
 However, the faded article just behind Clay’s seat was the one that caught my eye. The cartoon dinosaur was nearly identical to the one I had seen on Professor Larkin’s wall. But, that wasn’t what drew my attention. It was the headline.
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 Chapter 2
 Despite three years at Elver University, I had never stepped foot in the school pool. I hadn’t even been aware there was one until my sophomore year boyfriend mentioned he was on the swim team. Since we were only together a few weeks, I never had a chance to attend one of his meets.
 I reached the fitness center with plenty of time before I was expected to meet Professor Larkin. I smiled at the person behind the desk as I scanned my ID.
 “Hi. I’m looking for the pool, but I’m not sure how to get there.”
 The girl glanced up from the book she was highlighting to point behind me. “It’s about a mile up Cross Street, near the tennis courts. You can park in Lot Q.” Her voice and expression were so deadpan, that for a moment I almost believed her.
 I smiled. “That’s funny.”
 She raised her eyebrows. “What is?”
 “Never mind.” I shook my head as I quickly made my way to the locker room. Sitting on a bench, I pulled up a campus map on my phone and quickly scanned for the pool. The girl at the desk wasn’t lying. The natatorium was almost a mile away.
 I raced out of the building to the bus stop. The campus shuttle was just pulling away. Groaning, I headed toward the pool on foot. One mile uphill was going to make me late for my first day at work.
 I
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