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INTRODUCTION


The sound of breaking glass. A scream. A shot. Then … silence. Blood, fingerprints, a bullet, a skull, fire debris, a hair, shoeprints—enter the wonderful world of forensic science. A world of searching to find clues, collecting that which others cannot see, testing to find answers to seemingly impossible questions, and testifying to juries so that justice will be served. A world where curiosity, love of a puzzle, and gathering information are basic. The books in this series will take you to this world.


The CSI Effect


The TV show CSI: Crime Scene Investigator became so widely popular that CSI: Miami and CSI: NY followed. This forensic interest spilled over into Bones (anthropology); Crossing Jordan and Dr. G (medical examiners); New Detectives and Forensic Files, which cover all the forensic disciplines. Almost every modern detective story now involves forensic science. Many fiction books are written, some by forensic scientists such as Kathy Reichs (anthropology) and Ken Goddard (criminalistics and crime scene), as well as textbooks such as Criminalistics by Richard Saferstein. Other crime fiction authors are Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (Sherlock Holmes), Thomas Harris (Red Dragon), Agatha Christie (Hercule Poirot) and Ellis Peters, whose hero is a monk, Cadfael, an ex-Crusader who solves crimes. The list goes on and on—and I encourage you to read them all!


The spotlight on forensic science has had good and bad effects, however. Because the books and TV shows are so enjoyable, the limits of science have been blurred to make the plots more interesting. Often when students are intrigued by the TV shows and want to learn more, they have a rude awakening. The crime scene investigators on TV do the work of many professionals, including police officers, medical examiners, forensic laboratory scientists, anthropologists, and entomologists, to mention just a few. And all this in addition to processing crime scenes! Fictional instruments give test results at warp speed, and crimes are solved in forty-two minutes. Because of the overwhelming popularity of these shows, juries now expect forensic evidence in every case.


The books in this series will take you to both old and new forensic sciences, perhaps tweaking your interest in a career. If so, take courses in chemistry, biology, math, English, public speaking, and drama. Get a summer job in a forensic laboratory, courthouse, law enforcement agency, or an archeological dig. Seek internships and summer jobs (even unpaid). Skills in microscopy, instrumentation, and logical thinking will help you. Curiosity is a definite plus. You must read and understand procedures; take good notes; calculate answers; and prepare solutions. Public speaking and/or drama courses will make you a better speaker and a better expert witness. The ability to write clear, understandable reports aimed at nonscientists is a must. Salaries vary across the country and from agency to agency. You will never get rich, but you will have a satisfying, interesting career.


So come with me into this wonderful world called forensic science. You will be intrigued and entertained. These books are awesome!


—Carla M. Noziglia MS, FAAFS




Prologue


Maeve Murphy stomped on the gas pedal, and the silver Mitsubishi shot down the street. In the rearview mirror, rapidly receding behind her, she saw the young man, hands on his hips, shaking his head.


“Why?” she shouted at no one in particular; she was too angry to keep the words in her head. “Why does the whole stupid universe have to be against me? I’ve been alive sixteen freakin’ years now— you’d think just once, just once, I’d get a little bit of luck. But no. Oh no!” She slammed the sleek car to a halt at the Milton Road stop sign, then gunned the powerful engine as soon as traffic cleared.


“I join that stupid Crime Scene Club with all those prissy mundane types—I do my gig for truth, justice, and the American way—and what happens? I meet a guy. He’s hot—and he turns out to be a total slime ball. Why?”


She pulled up at a light next to an SUV full of college guys. They rolled down the windows, yelled, “Hey, Goth chick!” and waved. Maeve contemplated ramming the sports car into the side of their vehicle but realized in time that it would do nothing but shatter the fiberglass front of the Mitsubishi.
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The light changed, and she turned right onto Route 89, tires squealing, headed for Sedona. She wanted to fly around some curves to blow off the steam building inside of her, so she kept her foot hard on the gas. The throbbing hum of the engine answered her rage like an echo.


Hills covered with pines and aspens shot past the window. Soon she was into a series of switch-backs that ran along the mountainside. Off to her left, past the guardrail, the rock face plunged downward a thousand feet to the floor of the canyon below.


The road turned sharply; she squealed around the bend, then punched the brake.


Nothing happened.


The car didn’t slow at all.


She yanked at the emergency brake.


Nothing.


She slammed the stick shift into low gear: screaming sound of metal on metal. Car still flying forward… .


Way too fast for the turn.


The Mitsubishi flew through the guardrail. Maeve’s wide eyes took in the sheer cliff side as she plummeted down, down… .




Chapter 1


HIT AND RUN


Two Weeks Before Maeve’s Accident …


Dorothy Kwan guided the tube of lipstick with steady, careful hands. She was going for a subtle, elegant shading that would properly accent her mouth without drawing an improper amount of attention to it She had slept poorly—dark images had crept through her sleep—but nighttime was over now and she was determined to make a good start this morning.


She smiled at her face in the mirror, and paid note to the effect. Yes: she looked neat, confident; stylish but modest; the perfect mask for a job that involved death, criminals, and a cadre of male coworkers.


For a moment she glanced at the badge on her dresser: Detective Kwan, Flagstaff P.D. After two years on the force, she still felt odd pinning that piece of metal on her chest.


Dorothy closed her eyes, breathed slowly in and out. The soft gurgle of the fountain on her dining room table soothed her. She opened her eyes, and focused on the goldfish calmly swimming back and forth in the large bowl atop the entertainment center. As she inhaled deeply, she believed the scent from the freshly filled aroma lamp penetrated into her soul, bringing her peace. This was her sanctuary, the orderly little space she had meticulously created to guard against the chaos and horrors of the outside world. As long as she could start and end each day here, Detective Dorothy Kwan would be all right.


She opened the refrigerator, took out a half-cup of organic yogurt and a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice. Reaching in the cupboard, Dorothy added a rice cake to her morning meal. Perfect, light, balanced breakfast.


Headed for the door, she paused just before exiting to caress the edges of a picture hanging beside it. “Goodbye, Mama, Baba,” she whispered, and then walked out to face a new day.


Dorothy had just arrived at her cubicle and turned on her computer when the phone on her desk rang. When she picked it up, she heard the voice of Lieutenant Frank “the Rock” Standish. “Detective Kwan, I need to speak with you.”


She walked, slowly as she could, down the long corridor to the lieutenant’s glass-fronted office, where she knocked, entered. Her superior officer was a large, blond-haired man with angular jaws, seated behind an enormous wooden desk.


“Sir?”


“Have a seat, Detective.”


She sat.


“You still meeting with that club over at the charter school?”


“Yes.” The Crime Scene Club was a group of five students, each selected for his or her outstanding abilities, who had been chosen to work with a detective from the Flagstaff Police Department—Detective Kwan—to investigate actual crime cases.


“We need to end that program,” the lieutenant growled.


“Sir?” Dorothy couldn’t hide the disappointment in her voice.


“It’s an awful liability. I was just reading this report.” He waved a paper in his hand. “Crime Scene Club has investigated one case so far, in the course of which five teenagers went off into the wilderness, got trapped and nearly killed in a cave, and then a sixteen-year-old girl was shot at.”


“But, sir.” She tried to stay calm, sound reasonable. “They found a treasure that’s been hidden for more than a century, recovered a fortune for several banking firms, and apprehended a murderer. These kids have incredible talent, and it serves our interest to train and supervise them.”


“But not get them killed!”


“We have guidelines for their safety.”


“Which they don’t follow.”


“One time, sir. I’m sure it won’t happen again.”


The intercom on the lieutenant’s desk buzzed. “What is it?” he barked.


The voice on the intercom was so fast it sounded like a rattle. “Lieutenant Standish, we need a detective to investigate that 480 last night on Fort Valley Road.”


“Why didn’t they go over the scene when it happened?”


“We had three other calls last night, sir, and not enough detectives on duty,” the dispatcher replied.


“We don’t have enough detectives now,” the lieutenant snapped back.


“Uh, sir.” Dorothy raised her hand and tried to force a smile. “I’m available.”


He glared at her, paused, and then pressed a button on the intercom. “Detective Kwan will respond.”


“Thank you, sir.” She was relieved for the opportunity to leave the lieutenant’s office.


“Go on … get outta here.” He flapped a big hand, dismissing her.


She was halfway out the door when she spun on her heel. “Sir?”


“What?”


“I have a meeting already scheduled for the Crime Scene Club tomorrow. I was going to pick a new case for them to work on today.”


“Oh, all right, go ahead with your meeting. But just this one case. I doubt we can continue the club. Understood?”


“Yes, sir.”


“And make sure you keep a close eye on those kids—keep ’em outta trouble.”


“Of course, Lieutenant.”


As Dorothy drove the white-and-blue squad car through downtown and up the long road that led toward the Grand Canyon, her cell phone buzzed. She glanced quickly at the phone: Joe.


I don’t want to talk to my brother, she thought. He’s going to bend my ear complaining about my nephew. I’ll call him later … shouldn’t take time now, not with a crime scene that has to be covered quickly. It seemed a good excuse.


Just at the northern edge of town, the detective pulled her car off the road where another squad car was parked. An officer leaned back in the seat, looking tired and bored. At a curve next to a granite-covered hillside, yellow tape and bright orange cones blocked off the left lane.


Detective Kwan exited her cruiser and pulled a crime scene kit from the back seat. Stepping toward the parked squad car, she overheard her fellow officer muttering, “Well, it’s the Chinese ice maiden.”


“What’s that you said, Officer Parker?”


“Nothing, Kwan.”


“I could report you for that.”


“For what? I didn’t say nothin’.”


She glared at him. Several years ago, they both had applied for the detective department job, and Dorothy got it. Neil Parker had never gotten past the sting of that. Gotta pick my fights, Dorothy thought and decided to drop it. “Dispatcher says this was a hit-and-run with serious injury.”


“That’s right.”


“When did it happen?”


“Oh-two-thirty hours this morning.”


“The victim?”


Motorcyclist. Young man named Kevin Brown, age twenty.”


“Injuries?”


“Broken leg, arm, maybe more. He’s at Flagstaff Medical Center.”


“Motorcycle still in place?”


“Right there.” Officer Parker pointed to a red and black Kawasaki 750, lying by the roadside.


“What else we got?”


“Tire tracks … strange ones, going all the way around the bend.” He pointed.


Officer Kwan nodded. “Okay, I’ll get to work documenting the site.” She pulled a Canon Digital SLR camera out of her bag and began taking shots of the tire tracks.


“Those brake marks or acceleration?” Officer Parker asked.


He must really be curious, or he wouldn’t act so polite. “Like you said, they’re odd,” the detective replied. “Spaced too far apart—and no tread.”


“Thought they were weird.” She could hear the “told you so” in his voice. “Well, now that you’re finally here, I’m gonna get some breakfast. Been holding down the fort for eight crappy hours.”


“Have a good day, Officer Parker.” She knew her politeness would irritate the man more.


She took numerous pictures of the strange tire marks: wide-angle and close-up, then GPS coordinates and tape-measure markings. She recorded all this information on the computer in her squad car. Back at the station, she would transfer her findings via flash drive to her desk computer.
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