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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 (Her- cule 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





Chapter 1



STRANGE ENCOUNTERS


The moment I saw Coyote, I knew it would lead to bad luck. I couldn’t even begin to imagine how much bad luck.


It was Monday morning, and I had picked up my girl Jessa en route to school. I was still waking up, even after a big cup of coffee, because I’d stayed up late the night before helping Mikey Walters, one of the guys in the soccer team, with his history project. When he asked for help, I should have told Mikey, “You waited too long to start on the assignment, so deal with it.” But I have trouble saying no to anyone. I guess it has to do with being popular— and wanting to stay that way.


Why does my reputation matter so much? If you’ve ever been on top of the school scene, you’ll probably understand, because you’ll know how addictive popularity is—stronger than a drug, as important as anything. I’ve never met anyone willing to give up top-dog status, not if they could help it. At the same time, it stinks always trying to be the best. Sometimes I wish I could just be me.


Jessa was sitting at my side in the front of my pickup as we bounced along a dirt road, and the whole cab was filled with that patchouli-and-honey smell she always has. Outside, fog lay on the ground in gray billows with the Ponderosa pines sticking up through it like pointy witch fingers. Even though I’ve gone down this road a hundred times, the gloom and mist made me shiver a little. And then the coyote glided out from the side of the road.


“Ooh!” Jessa’s voice was a tiny squeak.


The creature ambled across the graded surface just a few yards in front of my truck, stepping into the headlights’ circles of light as if he owned the whole road. I’ve never seen an animal act so nonchalant. He gazed straight at me with glowing yellow eyes, then slunk west across the road toward Mount Humphreys.
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West.


Wrong direction.


Jessa was saying how amazing it was, but I stopped her. “It’s bad luck if Coyote crosses your path.”


“Another of your old Native traditions?”


My mom is Jicarilla Apache, and my dad is Navajo. We grew up in Kinlání, what the Anglos call Flagstaff. Mom was real connected to traditional ways, Dad not so much, but I learned a lot from his family, who still live in Navajo Nation.


“Coyote is the trickster,” I told Jessa. “If he crosses you, your life gets confused”


“That’s a neat story” She gave me one of her cute little smiles, but it didn’t seem so cute to me right now.


“Not just a story,” I said. “There are reasons for all the traditional Diné beliefs. Something bad is gonna happen. You should take this seriously”


“Don’t be so uptight, Ken.” She leaned close and nibbled at my ear. “Forget about that silly animal”


Any sane, red-blooded guy would have put the truck in park and done just that. I asked myself, Ken Benally, what’s wrong with you? Grab your girl and forget about Coyote. But I couldn’t. Coyote doesn’t show up just by coincidence, and it was totally unnatural how he stared at me. Critters don’t act like that.


But I did put the truck in park. Then I reached across Jessa, opened the glove compartment, and took out a little leather bag. “Wait a minute,” I said to Jessa as I got out of the truck.


“What are you doing?”


“Corn pollen, it’ll restore balance,” I called over my shoulder. Stooping to see Coyote’s tracks illuminated by the headlights, I poured a little pollen in each print. I hoped things would be okay after that.


But they weren’t. The Trickster had signaled the start of a game—and I was about to be the pawn.


A couple of hours later, I was in Mr. Chesterton’s science class. Mr. C is a big, red-haired guy that everybody loves, one of those teachers who really cares about each of his students. I wish every instructor were like him.


He was pointing to the screen behind him, which was covered with a big picture of a Jicarilla dance basket. “When tourists think of Native art, they usually think of jewelry, pottery, and Kachina dolls,” he explained, “but some of the most unique—and sophisticated—Southwest tribal art is basketry.”


“Natural fibers don’t break if you drop them,” Jessa agreed. “Makes them good stuff for plates and bowls.”


“But I wouldn’t run’em through the dishwasher,” Maeve Murphy retorted. She’s a smart mouth who always dresses in black, like a punker turned vampire, but I have to admit, she makes the school—and our Crime Scene Club—a lot more interesting.


Jessa stuck her tongue at Maeve, behind Mr. C’s back.


I was only half-listening. After all, this was old hat for me, because my mom is a traditional artist. Mom and Dad divorced four years ago, but before that, our house was filled with all sorts of shoots, reeds, branches, and bark, along with Mom’s woven creations. After they got in that last big fight, Mom pretty much disappeared from my life, along with all her natural fibers and basketry. The house looks a lot more masculine and orderly now, pretty much what you’d expect of the house of a brass-tacks police sergeant.


Mr. C was saying, “Tonight, at the Northern Mountain Museum you’ll have a rare opportunity to see the biggest and best display ever of Apache basketry. It’s not well known, but the Northern Mountain Museum has the world’s largest collection of Apache woven vessels. In addition, several prestigious institutions—including the Heard Museum in Phoenix and several tribal collections—have agreed to lend NMM their pieces. The exhibit opens at 7 this evening with a speech by the curator. Because I think this is valuable, I’ll give extra credit to any student I see at the exhibition tonight.”


“Hey, Mr. C” Maeve put up her hand. “I wanna come tonight but my car sort of got demolished in the last Crime Scene case”


That was an understatement; I saw the twisted, burnt wreckage that was left after her car went over that cliff. As a result of the accident, Maeve still wore a cast, now entirely covered with her creepy sketches.


“I’ll pick you up," Sean offered. He’s the nephew of our club sponsor, Detective Kwan. “Assuming that Aunt Dorothy gets home in time for me to use her car.” Sean’s this punk kid from down in Phoenix who came up here to get out of trouble. I’m thinking he and Maeve have something going but I don’t know that for sure. The two of them make a scary duo. I sometimes wonder if Maeve thought CSC was a club for committing crimes, rather than solving them, when she volunteered to join.


“Don’t worry about those two,” a tall, thin boy with long blond hair and round glasses spoke up from the back of the room. Wire’s this geek genius who could probably hack into the Pentagon at the same time that he’s playing Warcraft on his PDA. “I’ll pick up both Maeve and Sean on my way into town.”


“Excuse me,” Lupe Arellano said. “Could someone give me a lift up to the museum, too?”


“I’ll pick you up,” I offered.


“We’ll pick you up,” Jehssa corrected.


Lupe and Jessa: those two girls are the conundrum of my life. I’ve been going with Jessa for almost two years now; she’s in most of my classes, and my rock band, and she wears my ring on a leather string around her neck. All the guys say how lucky I am to have a girl like that. And I am. It’s not just about physical attraction either; lots of good-looking girls go to Flag Charter, but Jessa has something more. I guess you’d call it an inner beauty, a largeness of soul. It’s hard to describe, but she’s strong in ways that I’m not and she fills in the missing pieces of my life. But . . .for some reason, I can’t stop thinking about Lupe.


For almost a year, I’ve tried to ignore these feelings, pretend they weren’t there. But then I admitted to myself, I have a thing for that girl. Lupe doesn’t score very high in terms of popularity, but there’s something about her sincerity and her smarts. I feel calmer when I’m around her, and I keep wishing I could hug her and tell her how amazing she is. But that would hurt Jessa terribly, and she no way deserves such a betrayal. So, Jessa’s my girl. But I think about Lupe. Way too much.


After school, I put my books in the locker and headed back to Mr. C’s room for Crime Scene Club. Lately it’s gotten a kind of difficult being in CSC and soccer; practice and club meetings overlap too much. When they conflict, the club usually wins— but the guys on the team are getting frustrated with the situation. I try to imagine: What if Pelé had decided to skip soccer for some club? The answers that come to mind in response to that question tell me that skipping soccer practice is not a good move for my sports career.


On the other hand, what if Sherlock Holmes had gone nuts over sports rather than crime fighting? The club is a pretty cool opportunity, a partnership between the local police department and our charter school. Five of us were chosen out of dozens of applicants to be in the club. We get to work with real CSIs and use their equipment to solve actual cases. So maybe I should just drop soccer—but that wouldn’t make me very popular with my teammates.


There I go again, trying to keep everyone happy.


So while I have these ongoing arguments with myself, I keep going to both soccer and Crime Scene Club. On this particular day, the usual people were already at CSC when I arrived: Maeve was flipping through the pages of a tattoo magazine; Wire was tapping away at his PDA; Jessa and Lupe sat behind the first table in the room, on opposite ends. I pulled up a stool and sat between them.
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