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To Brad, Abby, and Simon: Life is the best with you in it.
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“I really never thought I’d be one of those adults who get up early to run before work.”

“Exercise is good for everyone. You’ll thank me later,” Cari Turnlyle told her husband, Bob Hursley.

“I doubt that,” Bob joked.

Cari grabbed her water bottle off the table and took a quick drink. He was sitting on the sofa, tying his shoes. She put her water bottle down and took her apartment key off her keyring.

“Ready?” she asked him as she slipped the key into her running belt.

“Is no an option?” he joked.

“Not really,” she laughed.

The air felt crisp, almost frosty when they stepped outside. Cari pulled her ear warmer down snugly over both ears. Her breath puffed out in small and quickly dissipating clouds.

“You said it was going to be above freezing out here,” Bob complained. “I can feel the cold seeping through my sneakers to my toes.”

“My phone said it was thirty-four degrees,” Cari assured him. “C’mon. Once we’re running, you won’t even notice. Plus, it was over fifty degrees outside yesterday. It’s basically spring!”

“I guarantee you, I will notice,” he promised.

He followed her down the stairs anyway. She smirked. Her phone had said thirty-four. It also said the wind chill made it feel more like twenty-five. 

“What’s so funny?” Bob asked her.

Cari hadn’t realized he could see her face. She looked over at him. He had on red running tights, royal blue shorts, and a neon green long-sleeved running shirt. On top of all that, his shoes were bright orange.

“You’re very...colorful today,” she said with a laugh.

“Just trying to look my best,” he said proudly. “Also, these are my warmest athletic clothes.”

“I’m glad it’s finally warm enough to run outside,” she said as she began to jog.

“Is it though?” he questioned her.

“Yes!” she exclaimed. “I’ve been wanting to run along the new trail behind your—our apartment complex. It leads to a lake, which looks really pretty in the photos the complex posted. Today is the first day it’s open!”

“How far away is this lake?” he asked. “I have to be to work at eight.”

“It’s 6:15. The sun is almost rising. It’s a beautiful day,” she said with encouragement.

“How far?” he asked again between breaths.

“Three miles,” she said with a big grin.

“Round trip?” he asked hopefully.

“Uh...to the lake,” she answered.

“SIX miles?!”

“I know you can do it. You’ve gone over four miles on the treadmill,” she reminded him.

“The apartment gym doesn’t come with a howling wind,” he said pointedly. “You’re going to owe me one for this.”

She laughed as they continued to jog along the trail. It felt like they were keeping a good pace. She checked her watch to confirm: 9:05 per mile. Decent. Bob didn’t sound winded or like he was straining, so they should be fine.

“Couldn’t we just drive to the lake like normal people?” Bob asked.

“We’re already a mile and a half in, Grumpy Goose,” she informed him. “The sun rising over the lake is supposed to be spectacular.”

“Not if you’re dead,” he joked. “Also, if it’s just open today, then how does anyone know what it looks like?”

“Fair question. Maybe the construction crew took photos,” she suggested. “You’re doing a great job.”

“I can hear cars passing us on the other side of these trees. Maybe one of them will give me a ride back to the apartment,” Bob said and raised his eyebrows. “Honestly, this seems like something you should have dragged Genevieve out to do with you.”

“I don’t want to see the sunrise over the lake with my friend. I want to see it with the man I love,” she rebuked him. “Now, stop whining and keep moving. We’re almost there.”

“I think there’s a shortcut across the lake back to the apartment. If the lake is still frozen, I vote we cross it,” he proposed.

“It’s definitely not frozen solid anymore. I read about it. It’s not very deep. It was warm enough yesterday; I bet it thawed out quite a bit,” she told him. “Bryson did a story on it. He said the lake is less than twelve feet deep. I can’t guarantee it’s thawed; the whole area was closed to citizens while they finished the construction and landscaping.”

“Even the car access?” he asked.

“I assume so. They put in some benches and tables and also built a parking lot for those who choose to drive,” she explained.

“It actually sounds very nice,” Bob admitted. “By the way, how was your dinner with your sister last night?”

“Amazing!” Cari exclaimed. “She made lamb burgers with a pesto sauce. We had pita bread...and a delicious Greek salad.”

“That’s quite the meal. Guess I know why Robby and I got to take the kids out for pizza,” he said with a grin.

“It was nice to have an evening with just the two of us. We weren’t close growing up...mostly because she’s so much older, but I’m glad we can make up for it now.”

“Me too,” Bob remarked. “I thought you said it was only three miles to this lake. I feel like we’ve been running for an hour.”

“Look, you can see it just ahead,” Cari said as the trail opened up from the wooded area to a grassy plain. The lake was about a quarter mile away.

The sun was almost fully over the horizon, and it was turning the sky pink, orange, and purple. They slowed to a stop.

“Wow,” Bob said breathlessly. “That’s incredible. I take it all back. This was a good idea.”

“Let’s take a selfie with the lake and the sun behind us,” Cari suggested and pulled out her phone. “They did a nice job with the landscaping. You can’t even see evidence of construction vehicle tracks along the edge of the water or next to the path. It’s so peaceful.”

“It’s all brand new. It’s lovely,” Bob agreed. “Let’s get a photo.”

They positioned themselves with the lake and sun over their shoulders. Cari held her phone up and adjusted the angle to get the best shot.

“Smile!” she commanded Bob.

“Cheese,” he said with a grin.

She pressed the button and heard the phone’s camera click. She took her hand down and touched the screen to see the photo.

“Not too bad, huh?” she asked and tilted the screen toward Bob.

He took the phone from her and smiled. “It’s really nice, Cari. Let’s take one more.”

He repositioned the phone and held it up for a second photo. Cari leaned into him and smiled. The reflection of the sun was shimmering on the surface of the lake. It almost looked like ripples from when someone tossed a pebble into the water. Bob shifted the screen a bit and then lowered the phone.

“Bob?”

She looked at him and saw he was frowning. He turned around to face the lake and broke into a run toward it.

“Bob?” Cari hollered as she hurried after him.

He stopped at the shoreline and shielded his eyes from the sun. Cari tried to follow his line of sight and squinted at the water’s surface. She saw the edge of a piece of driftwood or a log a few feet out. Actually, the more she squinted, the more it looked like something metal. Like a car bumper...?

“Hi, yes...uh...this is Bob Hursley. I need to report a vehicle partially submerged in a lake.”

* * * * *
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“ARE YOU SURE THIS IS the right way?” Steve questioned his partner, Marissa.

“That’s what the maps app is telling me,” Marissa replied. “Yeah, look. There’s a sign for the park. Just keep following this access road.”

Steve and Marissa were part of the state’s search and rescue team. More often than not, they were recovering victims who passed before any first responders could arrive. Occasionally, they got called on to recover evidence tossed into bodies of water. Today, it was a car in a lake.

“How long do you think the car has been in the lake?” Steve asked her.

“The lake has been frozen since what...November? At least for that long. The report said it was just a bumper peeking out of the water’s surface. I’m hoping it’s just a deserted car and not a car with the driver still around,” Marissa told him. She pointed. “I think I see our witnesses.”

“Dispatch said one of them is on the CSU team for Brenington. I bet it’s the dude. He looks like a science nerd,” Steve observed.

Marissa laughed and took a second look at her partner. “Did you put gel in your hair? Before we dive? That’s going to hurt under your swim cap.”

Steve fluttered his fingers along his light brown hair, letting the tips of the spikes bend slightly as he moved his hand across them. “I’ve got a lunch date. I’m hoping not to have to restyle my hair between now and then.”

Marissa shook her head. “Best of luck. Maybe we’ll get out there, hook the car, and have her out before your lovely locks get even slightly dampened.”

Steve nodded in agreement. “The water is going to be cold. I hope we can get the winch attached to the axle quickly. I’m already in my dive suit. I just need to strap on my flippers and my oxygen tank. I’ll get the winch fired up after I park.”

Marissa could see the edge of the bumper cresting the surface of the lake. “Do you want to be the lead diver?”

“Why don’t you get the cable secured onto the axle? I’ll dive deeper out and make sure the vehicle isn’t tangled up in any debris,” Steve proposed.

“Works for me,” Marissa responded.

Steve pulled the truck alongside the lake. He turned the wheel to position the truck so the back of it faced the lake. He drove slowly forward from the lake’s edge to allow space for the vehicle on the shoreline and then put it in park. “I sure hope the axle wasn’t damaged when it went into the water. We need to be gentle with it.”

“I always am,” Marissa assured him. “When’s Kirby getting here?”

“He was supposed to be right behind us,” Steve replied. “There he is.”

Marissa looked toward the entrance of the park and saw Kirby’s little two-door sedan coming up the drive. He was technically their boss, but a less-skilled diver, so he let them do most of the diving.

They exited the truck as Kirby parked his car in the visitor lot nearby. Steve left the truck running so they could use the truck’s battery to power the winch. He walked over to the couple standing nearby. The woman had brown curly hair in a low ponytail. The man looked tired. He had on a black beanie that covered all of his hair.

“You the folks who saw the bumper?” Steve asked them.

They nodded. The man stepped forward. “I’m Bob Hursley. I work for the Brenington CSU team. This is my wife, Cari.”

Marissa joined them. “I’m Marissa and this is my partner, Steve.”

“Nice to meet you,” the couple responded in unison.

“Hey, aren’t you that journalist? The one who works for the Beagle?” Marissa asked the woman.

“That’s me,” Cari responded. “You guys got here fast.”

“You’re our first call out since winter. We’ve been stuck on desk duty for months,” Steve explained. “It will be good to get out in the water again.”

“How does this work exactly?” Cari asked. “I’ve never seen a car pulled from a lake before.”

“I’m going to hook a cable from our winch onto the back axle of the vehicle. It has a split for two hooks to clamp onto the vehicle, and it’s powered by the truck,” Marissa explained. “Steve is going to dive further into the lake to check for any entanglements and make sure the vehicle rises from the surface easily. We have some airbags we can use to help lift it, if necessary, but we’re hoping it will pull out without any issues. Kirby—that’s our boss. He just arrived. He’ll operate the winches from the shore while we’re in the water. If we run into trouble, he’ll be available to help.”

“I’ll let you get to it,” Cari said with a nod.

Marissa walked back to the passenger side of the truck and pulled out hers and Steve’s oxygen tanks. She was hoping not to be underwater for too long, but it was a huge safety risk to dive without a tank. Steve joined her and she helped him get his tank secured to his back. She reached behind her head to pull the wetsuit’s swim cap over her cornrows. Her braids were about eighteen inches long and curled on the ends. It was a lot of hair to tuck into the cap, but she made it work. Once the cap was in place, she just needed to put on her face mask and she’d be ready to get in the water.

“It seems like this is going to be an easy in and out,” Steve remarked.

He helped her with her oxygen tank and then they walked to the rear of the truck. Marissa unfastened the clamp holding the hooks in place and gently eased out several feet of cable from the spool. She heard footsteps and turned to see Kirby. His red hair was sticking out in all directions from the cap of his red and yellow wetsuit. She wondered if he’d driven there with the hood on or if he’d tugged it into place while he walked over to them. Regardless, he looked a little comical. She always made sure to tuck her braids snugly inside her cap. She ran a hand over her head and felt the small braids under the fabric.

“Need a tank, boss?” she asked with a smile.

“I should probably put one on to be on the safe side,” Kirby answered.

The two of them walked back to the passenger side. Marissa pulled the third tank from the truck and handed it to Kirby. “I’ll be right back,” she said as she walked to the water’s edge.

The water was mostly still with a few ripples from the wind. She took out a digital thermometer and scanned the surface. Thirty-five degrees. She shivered. Luckily, their wetsuits were rated for temperatures down to freezing, though only for about twenty to thirty minutes. After that, they’d need to get out of the water and let the suits dry out before continuing with their mission. She rejoined the two men.

“Thirty-five degrees, Steve. Hope your hair holds up,” she said with a laugh.

He rolled his eyes, but smiled. “It’ll be fine. I’m going for a tousled look.”

“Then, I think you’re going to nail it,” she told him. “Did you get Kirby’s tank on for him?”

“I’m ready at a moment’s notice,” Kirby called out from the back of the truck.

Marissa picked up the two hooks and secured them to her wetsuit. “Ready, Steve?”

“Let’s do it,” Steve replied and walked to the shoreline. “I’m going to wade in to get a feel for the terrain first.”

Marissa tightened the strap on her flippers and joined him. “I’ll be right behind you. I’ll let you know once I’ve got both hooks clamped onto the axle.”

They secured their masks to their faces. Marissa opened the valve on her oxygen tank and took a few breaths to make sure she could breathe easily. She turned to Steve. He gave her the “ok” sign and she returned it.

“We’re going in, boss,” Marissa said into the mic in her mask.

“Roger that,” Kirby answered.

Marissa and Steve waded into the lake. She could feel the pebbles of the lake bed shift as she walked across them. When they reached the bumper, she signaled to Steve.

“I’ll get the hooks secured to the axle and then we can check out the front of the vehicle together,” she said through the mic in her mask.

“Roger that,” Steve responded.

Marissa exhaled and kicked her feet up as she dove below the surface of the water. The axle wasn’t much deeper than the bumper. She grabbed onto the left hubcap to help pull herself toward the vehicle. She was glad the lake was mostly sedentary; she couldn’t feel much drag from a current in the shallow region of the waters. She shifted her position to face the axle and then gripped it with her left hand while freeing one hook with her right hand. She fastened the hook over the axle and made sure it was secure. Then she repeated the process with the second hook. She gave the cable a firm tug to make sure the hooks wouldn’t come free and then kicked her way back to the surface.

“Axle is ready for extraction,” she reported to both Steve and Kirby. “Let’s check out the front of the car.”

She and Steve surface swam to the approximate nose of the vehicle. Steve signaled to her and then dove underwater. She followed his lead.

“Kirby, we’ve got a body,” Steve said into the comms.

Marissa reached Steve. He was in front of the windshield and pointing at the interior. She looked and saw a man within the icy waters. He was slumped over the steering wheel. She wasn’t sure if it was the water skewing the colors or if his skin was actually grey. Regardless, it was clear to see he had been dead for some time.

“Is there anything blocking the car’s exit path?” Kirby asked.

Marissa signaled she’d go right and Steve should go left. She swam along the bottom edge of the vehicle and took out her waterproof flashlight from her pack. She could see a beam of light from Steve’s flashlight on the opposite side of the car. She swept the light along the bed of the lake and toward the shoreline. The route looked clear of vegetation and rocks.

“Clear on the driver’s side,” she said confidently.

“Clear on the passenger side as well. Give us a minute to position ourselves and then we can start up the winch,” Steve told Kirby. “Marissa, you guide the back left fender and I’ll stay near the front right.”

“Roger that,” Marissa confirmed.

She swam to the back fender and gripped it with her right hand and the hubcap with her left hand.

“Ready to lift,” she said into the comms.

“Ready from the front,” Steve said.

“Roger that. I’m turning on the winch,” Kirby told them.

Marissa could see the yellow cable begin to pull taut. The car shifted a bit as the winch worked to pull it free from the lake. She pushed along her side to help guide it through the water. The shore was only five or six feet away. It wouldn’t take long to float the vehicle over to solid ground.

After just a few seconds, her head was above water and the tires were touching the lake floor. She continued to gently guide the vehicle and heard Steve surface a few seconds later. The car blocked her view of him.

“I’m going to join you at the front in case we need to push together to get her out,” Marissa told Steve. “I’ll keep my hands along the left side of the car so it doesn’t swing wide.”

She heard a mic click in her ear, which was Steve’s way of confirming her message. She swam along the surface to the front of the car and avoided looking inside as she passed the dead driver. One look at the ghastly view was enough for her. She reached the front bumper and kept her eyes on the hood of the car. The winch was easily pulling the small sedan from the water; it didn’t really need any counterpressure from her and Steve. The back tires were on the shore now. They kicked their feet out behind them as they continued to help guide the vehicle out of the lake.

“Just a little bit further,” Kirby said into the comms.

The front tires cleared the lake’s surface. Water poured from inside the car onto the ground. Kirby kept the winch on until the vehicle was about four feet from the lake’s edge. Marissa removed her face mask and stepped out of the lake. Steve was already on the shore. Bob Hursley was on his phone, but the journalist woman was off to the side. Marissa couldn’t be sure, but the woman looked a bit queasy. Maybe she was new to seeing dead bodies. The woman took a few steps closer.

“Is there any way to estimate how long the vehicle was in the water?” Cari asked.

Steve and Marissa exchanged a glance. He nodded at Marissa to go ahead. She walked over to Cari.

“Walk with me while I get a towel and peel myself out of this wetsuit,” she requested.

“Oh, if you need to change out of your clothes, please do so. I can wait,” Cari replied.

“I have a swimsuit on under this. It should be dry. The wetsuit is pretty top-notch at keeping the water out,” Marissa told her. “I have other clothes to pull on over my swimwear in the truck.”

Cari followed Marissa to the passenger side of the large truck. Marissa pulled the door open as she unzipped the wetsuit. She unfastened the flippers and set them on the ground to dry out for a bit while she changed into her clothes. She was used to wearing her swimsuit under regular clothing. She could change into more normal undergarments at their office later.

Marissa carefully removed the hood of the wetsuit from her braids. She gave her head a little shake to loosen them up and then shrugged out of the top portion of the wetsuit. Her University of Florida sweatshirt was in her go-bag behind the passenger seat. She unzipped the bag and took out the sweatshirt. It was fleece-lined and felt incredible against her skin.

“Your hair is beautiful,” Cari remarked from behind the passenger door.

Marissa turned her way and smiled. “Ah, thanks. It’s kind of my signature look. I love the curls at the ends of the braids.”

“So, uh, the vehicle? How long do you think it was in the lake?” Cari asked.

Marissa grinned. The journalist was ready to get down to business. “When we arrived, I didn’t see any tire tracks in the grass and dirt along the shoreline. Did you or your husband see any?”

The woman was silent for a few moments. Marissa stepped out of the wetsuit and laid it next to her flippers. She’d have to wash it anyway, so it didn’t matter if it got a little dirt on it now.

“No, there weren’t any tracks. We commented about how it all looked brand new. There weren’t tire tracks of any kind,” Cari told her.

“I would guess it went in well before winter then. Maybe early to mid-November,” Marissa replied. “It had to have gone in before the lake froze.”

“But the park was closed to visitors then. It wasn’t even really a park then. It was just a lake and greenspace,” Cari explained. “They completed the path recently and today is the first day it’s been open.”

“Well, this guy found his way in somehow. Maybe he was disoriented,” Marissa hypothesized.

“Why would the car float to the surface now? If it was buoyant, wouldn’t it have remained above the surface from the beginning?” Cari asked her.

“That’s the neat part,” Marissa said and then kind of regretted her words when she remembered the dead body. “When the car first went under, it more than likely filled with water almost completely. That includes the trunk. It became heavy enough to sink at some point. Then, as the temperature dropped, the water froze. When the ice thawed over the last few days, the car remained submerged. However, the volume of air within the car’s sealed compartments caused a buoyant force to lift the car as the external ice melted. It’s based on Archimedes’ buoyancy principle. We learned about it in dive training. The trapped air makes the car’s overall density less than that of the surrounding water.”

“Wow, that’s quite the science lesson. I wonder if Bob is familiar with Archimedes’ principle,” Cari mused. “So, the car has been underwater for around four months. I wonder who we found inside. Surely, someone has been missing him.”

“Cari?” Bob’s voice called out from behind the truck.

“Over here,” Cari answered.

“Dr. Green is coming out to assess the body. I don’t really want to be seen by my colleagues in this get-up, so I’m going to catch a ride with the divers’ boss back to the apartment. I’ll be back in thirty minutes or so, okay?” Bob explained.

Marissa stifled a laugh. She’d noticed the man’s brightly colored clothing, but hadn’t said anything.

“I’m going to stick around and wait for your people to arrive. I’ll call Ollaman and let him know I’ll be late getting to the office as I’m covering this story for now,” Cari told Bob.

“Love you,” Bob said quickly.

“Love you too, Bob,” Cari replied. “Uh, Marissa?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Marissa answered.

“Thanks for the info about the buoyancy. I appreciate it,” Cari said.

“Nice to meet you,” Marissa said as Cari walked away.

Steve opened the driver’s side door and looked at Marissa.

“You got out of your wetsuit quickly,” he commented.

“I don’t want to get frostbite, fool,” she responded as she tugged on her winter coat. “It sure is a lot colder here than in Gainesville. I’m not certain I’ll ever get used to the weather here.”

“Spoken like a true southerner,” Steve smirked as he shrugged out of his wetsuit. “Whew! It is cold out. Probably not forty degrees yet.”

She glanced his way and saw he was shirtless. “You didn’t wear a swim shirt under your wetsuit? Are you crazy?”

He grinned. “Maybe a little.”

“I heard CSU is coming out,” Marissa remarked.

“Police too,” Steve told her. “They don’t know if it’s a homicide or an accident yet, but they need to make their reports.”

“Speaking of reports, since you took the lead today, I guess that means you’re writing up our report, right?”
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The small park quickly became busy with activity. Cari watched as Dr. Green, the medical examiner, arrived with the departmental van. Two patrol officers used a crowbar to pry the passenger side door open while the dive team continued to pack up their tools and supplies. She took a few steps closer so she could hear some of their conversations.

“Why did he want us to open the passenger side door and not the driver’s door? Isn’t the body in the driver’s seat?” One patrolman asked the other.

“I think he’s going to try to secure the body from the passenger side first. He doesn’t want the guy to fall out and cause some post-mortem injury,” the other explained.

“Smart.”

Cari heard the sound of tires on gravel and looked toward the entrance. Chris Luvenon, one of Bob’s co-workers, was pulling into the park. She waved, but he either didn’t see her or chose to ignore her. She turned her attention back to the vehicle and Dr. Green. The ME’s hair was poking out at odd angles from beneath his beanie. He had the passenger door open and seemed to be looking for some help. She knew better than to insert herself into the scene, so she held back and watched. Within a minute, Chris joined Dr. Green at the vehicle.

“Chris, snap on some gloves, will you? I need you to hold the victim’s arm and keep him upright while I get his right hand off the steering wheel,” Dr. Green instructed Chris.

“His hand is still on the steering wheel?” Chris asked.

“It’s zip-tied to it,” Dr. Green explained. “I’m going to clip the tie; there’s no chance of us recovering any partial prints from it at this point. I don’t want him to fall out.”

“So, this is definitely a homicide,” Chris remarked.

“Not necessarily. He could have cuffed himself to the steering wheel,” Dr. Green hypothesized.

“That sounds crazy,” Chris commented. “Who would do that?”

“Can you just hold his arm while I clip the plastic?” Dr. Green begged.

“Sorry. I’m on it.”

Chris pulled a pair of blue gloves from his pocket and tugged them onto his hands. He traded places with Dr. Green and leaned into the vehicle.

“Okay, I got him,” Chris hollered at Dr. Green.

The ME opened the driver’s side door and reached across the body with a pair of clippers. Cari couldn’t see inside the vehicle and wasn’t sure she wanted to anyway. Dr. Green didn’t immediately duck back out of the car. Cari wondered if he was trying to inspect the body for other signs of trauma or if he was getting a core temperature to determine the time of death. She didn’t know if there was any reason to take a body temperature at this point. She wasn’t very familiar with how bodies decompose, especially if they’ve been encased in ice for a few months. She figured the more the body warmed up, the faster the decay would happen. The thought made her stomach flip and she almost gagged. She shook her head and tried to mentally ward off the nausea building in her stomach. She’d never been queasy around a dead body before. Maybe it was because this one was older. The word “ripe” popped into her head and she gagged for real.

“Get it together, Turnlyle,” she said to herself and tried to focus on what was happening with the body.

Dr. Green said something to Chris, but the car muffled his words and Cari couldn’t hear him. She didn’t want to get in trouble by being too close, so she stayed put. Chris backed out of the passenger side of the vehicle and walked around to Dr. Green.

“Any injuries?”

“None that are apparent,” Dr. Green replied. “Grab the gurney and then let’s get him out of here.”

Chris walked over to the CSU van and opened the back doors. He unfolded a ramp from the interior and then reached inside to pull the gurney from the van. He removed a black body bag from the interior and unzipped it. Once the bag was secured to the gurney, he started to push it toward the sedan. The terrain caused the wheels to bounce awkwardly, but he was able to keep it mostly steady. Cari heard another car engine. Bob had returned. He quickly parked and joined Chris to help with the gurney.

“Ah, Mr. Hursley. Quick turnaround for you. Let’s see if we can move the seat back a bit. It should make it easier to get our victim free of the car,” Dr. Green explained.

Dr. Green bent down and ran his hand along the base of the seat. Bob took a step forward to see if he needed help, but Cari could see frustration on the man’s face.

“Electronic seat controls. The battery is dead, so they won’t work. It’s going to be a bit of a struggle,” Dr. Green reported. “Chris, go back to the passenger side. You can push while Bob pulls.”

“Let me get on some PPE first,” Bob requested. “I don’t want to get any of that on my clothing or shoes.”

Bob went back to the van and removed a package from the middle seats. He tore it open and pulled out a white protective suit. He quickly stepped into the suit and then grabbed a pair of blue booties to cover his shoes. He jogged back to the sedan.

“Ready,” Bob said.

Dr. Green stepped back and positioned the gurney close to the driver’s side. Chris resumed his position on the passenger side while Bob put his gloved hands on the corpse. Cari watched as Bob and Chris worked together to get the man free from the front seat. Once his torso was partially out of the car, Chris hurried around to Bob’s side. Chris secured the victim’s legs and together he and Bob lowered the man onto the gurney. The body was still partially frozen, so they had to put him on his side to get him into the body bag. Chris pulled out his cell phone and unlocked it with his face. He removed his right glove and touched the screen.

“I’m going to see if we can identify the guy from his prints. I know he’s still a little icy, but we might get lucky,” Chris said to Bob.

He took out another glove from inside his white protective suit and snapped it onto his hand. Then he grabbed the victim’s right hand and pressed the thumb onto his phone screen. He released the hand. Bob tucked it into the body bag and zipped it closed. Bob wheeled the gurney back to the van and pushed it up the ramp while Chris continued to stare at his phone screen.

Once the body was securely in the bag, Cari inched forward so she would be certain to hear the man’s name if Chris said it aloud.

“Got a hit,” Chris said, his voice slightly lower than before. “Evan Turanski of Brenington.”

“Okay, show’s over,” Dr. Green announced. He turned to Chris and Bob. “I’ll get the body back to the lab, but I won’t have time to get to the autopsy today. I’m teaching a lecture at Onore this afternoon and I need to get my presentation polished. You two process the car before the tow truck arrives. Hopefully, our audience will get back to their own lives now that the body is leaving the scene.”

Cari smirked. She wasn’t the only bystander watching the morning’s events play out. Several people had gathered once the car started getting pulled from the lake. A group of five people was standing together at the end of the trail about fifteen feet from where Cari stood. Though she and Bob had been alone when the bumper first surfaced, she wondered if any of them had seen anything she missed. It couldn’t hurt to interview them. She decided to talk to Bob first.

Dr. Green helped the two CSU staff members get the gurney into the van and then got into the driver’s seat. Chris and Bob returned to the sedan. Cari waited until Dr. Green drove away before approaching them.

“So, what’s next?” she asked Bob.

Chris spun around. “You’re still here?”

She smiled. “Of course. It’s not every day a car with a body in it surfaces at a lake.”

Bob took her aside. “We’re going to check the car’s interior for any other identification or belongings. We don’t know if the man just mistakenly drove into the lake or if something more sinister happened.”

Cari looked at the license plate. She had taken a picture of it as soon as it had surfaced from the lake. She could use LexisNexis to tie the vehicle to its owner since she had the full plate number. More than likely, it was Evan Turanski’s car, but there was a chance it belonged to someone else. She walked back to the path where the rest of the onlookers had gathered. Two women were chatting with each other while the other three people stood in silence. She walked up to the women.

“Crazy morning, huh?” she said to the closer woman.

The woman had long brown hair under a red knit hat. Her black, puffy coat looked like it was keeping the chill of the wind out well. The two women turned to look at Cari.

“Hi, sorry to interrupt. I’m Cari. Have you been watching long?” she asked the brown-haired woman.

“We got here right as they got the car to the shoreline. I’ve never seen a car extracted from a lake before. It’s fascinating. I can’t believe there was a body inside. Did it smell bad?” the woman asked Cari. “Oh, sorry. You introduced yourself and I completely ignored it. I’m Renee and this is my cousin Piper.”

Piper was about six inches shorter than her cousin who Cari estimated was around five feet eight or nine inches tall. She had light brown hair in a pixie cut. The ends of her hair were poking out from her neon pink beanie, which matched her puffy coat. Piper shook Cari’s hand before she spoke.

“Oh! You’re the journalist, right? I’ve seen you on TV! Are you on assignment?” Piper asked excitedly.

Cari grinned. “Actually, you just reminded me. I need to call my boss and tell him I’m going to be late this morning. I’ll do it in a bit. Have you come to the park before today?”

The cousins exchanged a glance. Before they could speak, a man behind them spoke up.

“It just opened today. No one was supposed to be out here while the construction guys were working,” the man said pointedly.

Cari had read the notice from their apartment management company and knew he was right. Still, she knew not everyone obeyed every rule put before them. She looked away from the man and back to the cousins.

“Well, yeah, you weren’t supposed to come out here, but if you came after dark, you wouldn’t get caught,” Piper said and raised her eyebrows in a conspiratorial manner. “We only did it a few times. We wanted to see how much progress they were making.”

“You could have gotten hurt or fallen into the lake. That’s an unfair liability to the construction crew,” the man argued.

“Okay, but we didn’t, so it’s fine,” Renee told him.

“Did you ever see other people...exploring before today?” Cari asked Renee and Piper.

“Not on the trail. They had the gate locked. You
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