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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





Chapter 1



CHILDHOOD MEMORIES


1995:


“Mama, I wanna go on the roller coaster!”


“No, Maeve, you’re too small.”


“But it looks like fun!” Five-year-old Maeve Murphy glanced up at her mother. They were seated at a plastic table beneath the shadow of the roller coaster. Cars full of screaming passengers rumbled like thunder as they passed above the table. Maeve banged her fist on the table top, almost knocking over her drink. “I wanna ride.”


Her mother took a sip of lemonade and shook her head. “You have to be this tall to go on the roller coaster. It says so right there on that sign.”


Maeve glanced at her mother’s hand, held a couple of feet above her head, indicating the height required to enter the ride. “I can be that tall!” She jumped up on her chair and leapt into the air, the top of her head just touching her mother’s hand.


“No, honey. That doesn’t count. Now sit down, you’re going to spill our drinks.” Her mother shook her head. “When you’re bigger you can ride on the roller coaster.”


“I wanna be bigger now.” Maeve stuck out her bottom lip and glared at her mother; then her gaze lifted upward to follow a car full of teenagers, hands lifted, mouths opened in delirious screams. One girl’s face stood out from the rest for no more than a second; the girl’s excited eyes, round cheeks, and fluffy hair seemed to float in the sky about Maeve’s head, and then the car clattered overhead and was gone at what seemed the speed of light. The ground shook beneath Maeve’s feet, a delicious sensation. She blinked away tears.


Carolyn Murphy leaned toward her daughter and put a gentle finger on her cheek to wipe away the tear.


“Don’t cry, honey. I’ll buy you a cotton candy.”


The little girl’s lips curved. “Cotton candy?”


“Right now. Come on.”


Mother and daughter joined hands and made their way through the amusement park throngs toward a vender’s stand, away from the roller coaster behind them. The little girl could smell the sweet scent of the candy.


Suddenly, the ground shook and a sound like a thunderclap hit Maeve’s ears. She felt a tremor, not the vibration of the coaster wheels on their track, but the violent shock of two enormous objects colliding.


Carolyn Murphy spun around and her jaw dropped. “Oh, my God, no—”


Maeve tried to see, but her mother put a hand over her daughter’s eyes.




[image: Images]





The little girl yelled, “What happened? Lemme see!” But her cries were drowned out by the terrified screams of the crowd around her.


“We’re leaving. Don’t look.” Her mother dragged Maeve toward the gates, her hand still shielding the girl’s eyes.


“But you promised cotton candy.”


“Not now. Just follow me.”


Thunk! Something fell to the ground beside Maeve. She heard her mother gasp, and she wrenched her mother’s hand away from her eyes.


An arm. All by itself, wrapped in a torn red leather sleeve, only blood and bone where the elbow should have been. No body to go with it.


She forgot the cotton candy.


Thirteen years later:


“Class, please put your hands together and give a warm welcome to our guest—Mayoral candidate Jason Smith.” Miss Rojas seemed almost giddy as she beamed and clapped in front of her first-period civics class on a Monday morning at Flagstaff Charter School.


Candidate Smith was a clean-shaven, gray-eyed thirty-something man, wearing a suit coat and a bright, multi-colored tie. Maeve thought he looked like a men’s fashion model.


“Why do they bring these guys in here? I can’t vote till next year anyway.” Maeve’s boyfriend Sean complained. He sat next to her in the back row of the classroom, where they could whisper without attracting Miss Rojas’ notice.


“You’re just jealous,” Maeve whispered back. “Jealous of that old guy?”


“Yeah. He’s hot.”


“Hot? He could be your father.”


“Not.”


“Yeah.”


Miss Rojas, oblivious to the comments in the back row, asked, “Does anyone have a question for Mr. Smith?”


Maeve saw a hand go up toward the front of the room.


“Yes, Jessa?”


“Mr. Smith, if you’re elected, what will you do to change irresponsible environmental policies? Because, this is going to be my first chance to vote in a real election and I like totally care about protecting our wonderful mountain forests, you know?” Maeve mimicked Jessa, pantomiming with her mouth, batting her eyelashes and pretending to twirl a dreadlock in her fingers.


“Hey, don’t make fun of your friends.” Lupe Arellano, sitting on Maeve’s other side, punched her arm lightly.


“Chill. I make fun of all my friends. That’s how I show love.”


“True.” Lupe grinned.


Maeve, Jessa, and Lupe were all members of Crime Scene Club, a special organization that allowed select students to work with Detective Dorothy Kwan of the city PD and Mr. Chesterton, the school science teacher. They used forensic science and advanced equipment to solve actual crime cases. Maeve, Jessa, and Lupe weren’t much alike at first glance, but despite their differences, after solving so many cases together, Maeve thought of the other two girls as sisters.


Another student was addressing the guest speaker: “What will you do to stimulate the economy? Flagstaff needs more than tourism to make money here".


“I’m glad you asked". Jason Smith seemed more lit-up over jobs than ecology, Maeve noted. “I started working when I was your age, and my first job was basically just pulling a handle back and forth. So I…”


“Blah-blah, blah-blah, blah-blah", Sean intones, matching the speaker’s tone.


Maeve giggled.


“Maeve Murphy, is something amusing?”


“No, Miss Rojas. I was just . . . thinking about the sad state of our economy and, uh, contrasting that with . . . Mr. Smith’s exemplary work ethic.” Maeve flashed a Cheshire Cat grin.


Miss Rojas narrowed her eyes, silently warning her.


“I don’t think my question was really answered,” Jessa said. “It seems like our speaker cares more about money than Mother Earth”


“Well, I . . " Mr. Smith stumbled to reply.


Maeve leaned back, folded her hands behind her head. As she did so, she felt her cell phone vibrate. Slowly, so as not to attract attention, she slid it out of her pocket and glanced at the text message:


Meet @ café 7PM. Romantic surprise.


She glanced at Sean, who winked. Maeve didn’t hear anything else the guest speaker—or the class—had to say.


Just before seven, Maeve pulled her beat-up old Volkswagen Beetle into the lot beside the Café Paradiso Coffee Shop, in downtown Flagstaff, and shut off the chugging engine. Sean was waiting for her in his aunt’s Toyota. He motioned to her.


As Maeve slid into the passenger’s seat, Sean handed her a square piece of silk cloth.


“What’s this?”


“You have to be blindfolded.”


“No way.”


“Yes—no blindfold, no surprise.”


“What if someone sees us?”


“There’s a thousand kooks in this town, no one’s gonna care.”


“What if we get stopped for something?”


“We’re not gonna’ get stopped.”


“Your aunt—Detective Kwan—it’s her car.”


“You chicken?”


Maeve’s tone softened. “No.”


“Wanna go home—miss out on a surprise?”


She definitely did not want to do that.


“All right, put on the blindfold and let’s cruise. I’ve got a new CD, My Bloody Valentine.”


“Nah. How about Twisted Mercy?”


“Okay.” He put a disc in the car’s player, said, “Relax while I drive,” and put the Toyota in gear as Maeve finished tying her blindfold.


Maeve tried to figure where they were going, but she soon lost any sense of direction as Sean turned this way and that. It was kind of fun, she had to admit, like being abducted, but by someone she totally trusted. That’s why she liked Sean: where all the other guys she’d known were sickeningly normal, Sean kept things lively.


After twenty minutes or so, she felt the car vibrating on an unpaved road; then he cut the engine.


“Can I look now?”


“Not yet. I’ll lead you by the hand”. She heard him get out, close his door, and a moment later open her side of the car. His hand touched hers. “Okay, follow me”.


She couldn’t hear any sound except wind, so they must be far from town. The air was cold, and she shivered in her black duster. Must be high elevation here.


“Wait a moment here,” he said. She heard a reluctant squeak that sounded like a rusty gate swinging open. He took her hand again. “Almost there.”


They walked a few more yards, and he said, “Take off your blindfold.”


It was nearly dark now, she discovered. She made out faded letters on the side of a building in front of her: Tunnel of Love. They were standing next to what looked like a crumbling hotdog stand. And in the distance ahead, silhouetted by the moonlit sky, loomed the skeleton of a roller coaster. One car sat still at the bottom of an incline, its front end smashed. There should be another car. But it was missing.


“Ever been here before?” Sean asked.


 “Yeah,” Maeve whispered. “When I was real little.”


“It used to be called Alpine Funtown, before they closed it in the nineties. But tonight—it’s our fun town, just for you and me, baby.” He took her hand, pulled her toward the broken entrance of the Tunnel of Love. “What’s the matter? You don’t seem like you like your surprise. I thought this would be your sort of place.”


“It’s nothing. It just . . . kinda . . . gives me the creeps, that’s all.”


“Of course, that’s the point.” Sean grinned. “I know how scary stuff turns you on. This place seemed like just the right combination.”


“Yeah.” She nodded. “Scary turns me on, but . . .” With his left hand Sean beckoned her inside the dark, abandoned building. With his right he produced a small flashlight. “Whoa, check it out.” Ahead of them, illumined by the beam, Maeve saw a big, heart-shaped chair. She guessed that it originally ran on a rail through the ride.
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