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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 1896


“Don’t talk to strangers. Bad things could happen to a little girl alone on this train.”


“I’ll be careful, Mama.”


Felicity Hudson slid out of the seat beside her mother, straightened her pinafore, and started down the aisle, headed to the dining car for a penny candy. The iron horse lurched from side to side, keeping her slightly off balance. The carriage reeked with an unsavory mix of cologne, perfume, cigar smoke, and whisky.


In all her eight years, she had never before been west of the Mississippi, nor had she ridden a train. This trip across the continent to visit her aunt in California was the kind of adventure she had only imagined from dime novels.


The passenger car swayed and she grabbed the side of the bench next to her for support, then snatched away her hand, realizing she had touched a cold steel tube. She stared, gape-jawed. A real six-shooter! Its nickel-plated barrel extended downward until it reached the top of a man’s polished leather boot.


“My, aren’t you the pretty little one?” The gruff voice froze Felicity. “Care for a piece of beef jerky?”


She lifted her gaze, up past the silk vest, gold watch chain, and badge, past the red scarf around a weathered neck, up to a craggy face and handlebar mustache. The man looked down at her with cold grey eyes. Trembling, she backed away, her gaze locked on the stranger, until she reached the end of the train, where she turned and pushed open the door.


The cool wind refreshed her spirits as she grasped the railing and watched the scenery rush by. She loved to stand outside between the carriages, but Mama wouldn’t allow it, so Felicity made every excuse she could to go back and forth to the diner, pausing as long as she could between cars.


Her reverie was interrupted by an enormous crash and screech as the train came to a violent halt. The entire world seemed to turn upside down. Felicity flew sidewise, over the railing and onto the sand. Tremors shook the ground like the aftermath of an earthquake. As dust settled around her, she gazed in shock at the train. Ahead, the engine lay on its side.


She was about to stand and shake the dust off her dress, when she heard a sound behind her: horses, at a gallop. She crawled toward the train, just in time to escape being trampled under the hooves of four steeds. Feeling as though she had stumbled into a nightmare, she stared up at the riders’ rushing blurred shapes, dark against the sun, their eyes shaded under wide-brimmed hats.


Ka-boom! The explosion echoed off the walls of the canyon as an orange plume shot out from the side of the freight car.


She hid beneath the engine, crouching behind a wheel. From this shelter, she heard the crunch of boots on the sand, and looked out at three men striding by her hiding place. Each one carried a drawn gun, and one she recognized as the grey-eyed stranger who had spoken to her on the train.


There was a strange, hushed moment of eerie calm—and then a man’s voice spoke, loud and stern: “Hold it right there! Drop yer irons.”


Silence. “I said drop ’em. Hurry up and no one gets hurt.” A quick shuffling sound and then— Shunk!


A bullet slammed into the wood above Felicity’s head. She closed her eyes and shook.


“They got Tex!” It was a voice she hadn’t heard before.


“We knew there’d be guards. Tex took his chances like the rest of us. Now get in that car and start hauling out loot.”


“But aintcha gonna do something ’bout Tex?”


“All I’m gonna do is hope mercy’s in business when he reaches the pearly gates. He’ll need it. Now, move it. José’s already in that car packing loot. Get busy and join him before I draw this iron again.”


Lured by curiosity, Felicity inched out from behind the wheel and peered ahead. Three forms lay still on the ground, a couple of yards out from the train. Horses stood waiting next to the freight car. Then, three men emerged from the side of the car, carrying bulging burlap pouches. They loaded these into the saddle bags.


“Hurry up!” The lead robber shouted. “Move those bags fast and let’s get outta here.”


“Hey, Boss?” It was a third man, who spoke with a Spanish accent.


“What?”


“Want me to put some more slugs in those Pinkerton men? They might not be dead.”


“Nah, save your ammo.”


“But—”


“Doggone it, do what I say! We’ve gotta get moving now. You know we have to reach the cave and stash all this loot before sundown.”


“Hey-ah!”


“Gidda-yup!”


With a clatter of hooves, the three bandits swept past Felicity and disappeared round a bend in the canyon.


She stood up on shaky legs, gasped for air, glanced toward the dead men, and screamed. One of the corpses was sitting up.


It was the gray-eyed man who had spoken to her. He looked at the girl and blinked.


“You a ghost?” she quavered.


“Derned near to one. I’m amazed to be alive.” The man’s hat had fallen off, and he rubbed at the side of his head. “Bullet grazed me, I guess. Got knocked out cold. Just now came to and missed all a’ the action.”


He stared at the bodies of his companions. “Poor fellas, they died doin’ their duty, guardin’ that safe. All for nothin’.”


“Who—who were those men?”


“Haven’t seen ’em before, so I couldn’t tell you. Good for nothin’ train robbers is all I know. They’re at least a mile east of here by now, and it’ll take half an hour to get a posse together to trail ’em. Looks like they’ve gotten away.”
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“My baby!”


Felicity suddenly felt her mother’s soft arms lifting her. “Oh, thank heavens you’re all right!” her mother whispered in her ear.


Felicity dropped her head against her mother’s breast and burst into tears.




Chapter 1


CRIME SCENE CLUB


Lupe stared at the egg burrito on the plate in front of her. Her little brother Hector made a rude noise and wiggled his tongue. She was not amused.


“Mija, eat your breakfast,” her mother urged.


Lupe scrunched her nose, focused on a piece of ham lurking in its bed of cheese and chorizo, and felt queasy.


“What’s the matter, Niña?”


“I’m not a child. Don’t call me that.”


“Your mother is only trying to help you. Don’t be testy,” her dad admonished.


“I’m gonna’ be fat if I eat all this. No one likes a fat girl.”


“Fat? Why look at you, Flaca. Not an ounce of meat on your bones.”


Lupe glanced up from her plate at her mother. Mom wore a white tank-top, her long black hair hanging loose over the shoulders. Her face was round, kind but aging. Lupe’s namesake, the Virgin of Guadalupe, adorned her mother’s left shoulder in tattooed shades of red and blue; a heart with her name, Yolanda, and her father’s name, Raul, curled around her right bicep. Why can’t she at least wear longer sleeves, so her tattoos wouldn’t show? Lupe loved her mom, but she didn’t like to be seen with her in public.


She sighed. “Mama, when you and Dad were sweethearts in the ’80s things were different. Your pachuca friends didn’t mind a bit of extra weight. But we’re not in the barrio—we’re in Flagstaff. People look healthy here. And have you seen the models in fashion magazines lately?”


“Sí, they’re skinny as rails. Sick looking chicas.”


“Awful role models,” her dad added.


Lupe decided it was time to change the subject. “I’ll be home late tonight, around five.”


Her mother’s eyebrows went up.


“Remember? I told you, this is the first meeting for Crime Scene Club, after school.”


“Oh, sí, sí.”


“Hey Dad, are you going to pick up that flat-screen TV from Wal-Mart today?” Lupe had been waiting anxiously to see all her favorite crime shows in high definition.


There was a long, unexpected pause. Yolanda and Raul glanced at each other.


“Is there a problem?”


“Mija, we’ve been waiting for the right time to tell you,” her mom replied. “We’re not getting the new TV. They’ve cut my hours at work so we can’t afford it, and . . . they might lay me off if things don’t get better soon.”


“Won’t we do okay with Dad’s work?”


“Sorry, Lupe,” her father replied. “They don’t pay much for custom car painting in Flagstaff. In fact, I’ve been making some calls to old friends where we used to live, to see if they know of any work.”


“What? You’re not thinking of moving back there.” A glance at her father’s face confirmed Lupe’s worst fear. “I hate that city.”


“Lupe, we have to do what’s best for la familia. It’s so expensive living here, and it’s hard to find work that pays good.”


“No.” Lupe jumped up, grabbed her jacket and backpack off the counter. “I’m not moving back there. I hate that place.”


“Mija, wait—”


But Lupe was already dashing through the door. It banged shut behind her, and she took a deep breath, then strode down the sidewalk toward the shortcut that led to school through the woods.


The chill morning air cooled her anger. She watched the little puffs of dragons’ breath that came and went from her mouth as she walked. Ponderosa pines lined the trail, pointing straight upward into the fog. The San Francisco Peaks loomed invisibly behind the mist, the vast backdrop to her life in Flagstaff.


In the city where Lupe used to live, the air was as brown as the washed-out houses. Tweakers and prostitutes hung out in the streets. She shivered, not just from the cold. God, if you’re answering prayers today, please don’t make me move back there.


After a long, dreary day of classes, the end-of-the-day bell clanged, and students streamed out of the classrooms of Flagstaff Charter School. Lupe stashed books in her locker, then headed toward room B1, where the Crime Scene Club was going to hold its first meeting. Thank heavens there was something to look forward to before going home.


Inside Mr. Chesterton’s science classroom stood long tables with stools and glass beakers; pictures of galaxies and forests hung on the walls. “Hello, Lupe.” Mr. C was a big man, in girth and in height, with a red beard and shoulder-length hair, like a carrot-top Santa Claus. He was the school’s instructor for the new group. Lupe pulled out a stool, sat and waited, eager to meet her companions in this new endeavor.


When the door opened, a girl she recognized from study hall entered. She wore an ankle-length black overcoat, and her dark hair was piled on her head like a crazy bird’s nest. Piercings adorned her nose and one eyebrow. SHE’s in Crime Scene Club?


Again, the door swung open, and this time a couple came in: a Native American boy and a girl with blond dreadlocks. As the newcomers seated themselves beside Lupe at the long table, another student walked in: a thin boy with pale skin and John Lennon spectacles. He was carrying a laptop computer, which he set on the table and immediately opened. Without glancing at the others, he began poking at the keys, his fingers flying. The last to enter was an Asian-American woman, sharply dressed in business jacket and skirt. She whisked into the room and flashed a trained smile at the students.


The science teacher cleared his throat. “Welcome to Crime Scene Club. I’m already proud of each of you—you five were chosen from more than forty applicants.” He beamed.


The girl dressed in black whispered in Lupe’s ear, “They must’ve been on crack if we’re the cream of the crop.”


Mr. Chesterton motioned to the woman beside him. “This is Ms. Kwan, our club representative, a detective with the Flagstaff Police Department.”
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