MURDER & Mayhem
Part Two
“Tibbs, I have to go. I’m sorry, sweetie, but something’s come up at work. We’ll talk later, all right?” Emily’s apologetic eyes met her daughter’s disappointed gaze, and for a moment they locked together, then Tibby glanced away with a sigh. “I’ll be so bored, mom, home alone.”

“Call Derek, hon, see if he can come over.” Emily suggested, hopping to the floorboards. She turned and began to make the bed, waving Tibby off it, then tucked in the blankets. Running a hand over the smooth fabric to ensure that it was perfectly flattened, Emily arranged the pillows against the headboard. With a nod of approval she paced over to her closet, already in a full-blown get-down-to-business mood. Rummaging through its contents she pushed aside hangers containing sweaters before locating her suit jacket. It was only when she stood still to brush a speck of dust off the cuff that the imminent silence dawned on her. Slowly, she turned to face Tibby, suit jacket in hand. Her daughter’s thundercloud expression stopped her cold. Narrowing her eyes in an inquisitive gaze she asked. “You okay, Tibby?”
“Derek’s grounded, mom.” Like most teenagers, Tibby mastered the skill of adding a tinge of accusation and resentment into her voice, and Emily nearly cringed. “I’ll be lucky if I get to see him at all this week.” 
Tibby’s posture and tone spoke volumes of her current opinion of her mother, though they were both all too aware that the feeling wouldn’t last. Soon enough she’d be over the, in her eyes, insensitive remark, and the troubled façade would vanish. 

“Sorry, forgot.” Emily pulled a pair of neat, black pants from her drawer, lifted a white blouse from the back of her swivel chair, and sat down. Staring into the mirror, watching her reflection stand aimlessly in the center of the room, she sighed. There were moments when she was a total mystery to Emily, and left her feeling rather clueless and inadequate as a parent. She wondered, often whether more parents experienced this sensation while their kids grew up, of if it truly was a feature of scantiness.
Tibby leaned sideways against the wall, folding her arms. Emily puckered her brow as she visibly saw her daughter pondering something, the fair face morphing from one expression into the next in rapid succession – thundercloud, thoughtful, hopeful, excited- before her eyes brightened with a new idea. A joyous smile parted her lips. “Mom, can I come with?”

Emily rested her hand on the tabletop, fidgeting with a ballpoint pen, then shook her head resolutely. “No, Tibby, definitely not. No way. I won’t have you seeing crime scenes.” 
Tibby’s jaw set in annoyance, ready to rebel. Her tone defiant as she asked: “If I can’t, then why can you? What the hell is the difference?”

Emily planted her elbows on the table, her forehead warmed by her hands as she leaned into them. “Tibby, you’re sixteen, I’m an adult.”

“And?” Tibby’s voice increased by an octave as her temper rose. “How old were you when you began to go to crime scenes or courses on pathology, or, hell, making a family trip to the damn morgue?”

Emily opened her mouth, then clamped it shut, unable to verbalize an answer that wouldn’t conform with her daughter’s logical observations.  Emily’s father, the late Dr. Wiliam DeHaven, had been a respectable forensic anthropologist for years before his death in 1986, and had taken the science-oriented young Emily to his work since she was fourteen. Tibby knew this. 

“Well,” Emily sighed. “I suppose I can’t exactly play the ‘You’re too young’ card, can I?”

With a quick shrug,  This left Emily speechless, and she shook her head, unable to verbalize an answer. After all, what do you reply to a logical observation? Her daughter was more mature than Emily had imagined a sixteen-year old could possibly be, and anything edging towards ‘You’re too young.’ would sound like bullshit to both of them. Instead she overruled it with another question. “Why do you want to come along?”

Tibby twisted her face into an ‘isn’t-it-obvious?’ frown, her body language exigent. Emily took in the crossed arms, the furrowed brows, and the nonchalant shouldered leaning against the wall as Tibby answered. “Because I’ll be bored shitless, otherwise.” The statement was as blunt as the back end of a pencil, and Emily sighed. “God, Tibby, fine, you can come with, but only if you promise two things.”

Smiling innocently, Tibby said. “Yeah?”

“One, do not go near the remains, do not look at the remains, and… basically stay out of the real action zone and take a stroll or something. Two, do not get in the way of crime scene investigators, or cops.” Her mother was visibly questioning her own sanity, and Tibby almost felt mean for putting her mom in that position. Then again, she would most likely die of boredom and end up on her mother’s autopsy table if it wasn’t for leaving the house. 

“Cool.” Tibby said. “Though there’s about five rules, mom, not two.” 

Emily saw a sincere tinge in her daughter’s demeanor, despite the carefree shrug she gave. Being a teenager, Emily thought, it probably isn’t ‘cool’ to let your parents know that you’re planning to obey them. Knowing Tibby, though, Emily was certain she wouldn’t come across any problems at the crime scene. She knew better than to mess around with something as important as evidence, or trust, for that matter.
“Ten minutes, and then we leave. Pronto, Tibby.” Emily grinned as her daughter dashed from the room, slamming through the door of her own. She’d probably be standing on the porch in five.

*     *     *

“Mo-hom!” Tibby leaned against the wall, brows puckered, just about tapping her foot on the tiles with impatience. She cast another glance at her watch. Eleven minutes. “Come on, mom, you’re late!” Soon she’d be standing at a crime scene, like what she’s seen on TV, but then the real thing. The level of fascination and excitement she felt was balancing out the repulsion that had settled in her mind. It was rather gnarly, being so eager to head over to a crime scene, but Tibby decided it wasn’t a sign of a sociopathic nature. It was merely scientific interest, and curiousity.
“I’ve never seen you get ready in under twenty minutes, Tibbs, I’m impressed.” Emily laughed as she slipped into comfortable, black footwear. Despite the fact that she’d be covering her outfit with new Tyvex overalls, she was expected to arrive in a classy manner. No baggy track-pants option for her. She was respected for her job, and sometimes even stared at in awe as she examined the mummified, skeletal, dismembered, burned or otherwise unfit for regular autopsy. 
“Let’s go, mom.” Tibby ushered her mom onto the porch, slamming the door. As she locked it, her mother headed over to her work car, a large, black SUV with a trunk full of forensic paraphernalia. Her handheld kit was standing on the back seat, organized, clean, and fully stocked. One of the most important parts of her job was making sure the equipment was suitable for work, as unorganized gear lead to mistakes. 
She slipped into the driver’s seat as Tibby slammed shut the door of the passenger side. Tibby buckled her seatbelt, then shifted her weight until she was comfy. “Why did you choose this job?”
“I discovered I had a knack for biology, and memorizing complicated words and phrases. Not to mention my strong stomach. I came across university options in forensic science at a university fair at my high school, the one you’re in right now. Then I made up my-” 

“Wait! Hold up.” Tibby lifted her hands, palms facing Emily. Narrowing her eyes, she said. “You went to my high school? How did that info slip through the cracks?”

“How else did you think I knew the teachers so well?”

“Whoa.” Tibby’s jaw dropped. “Some of them taught you?”

“Yep. The ones that now look old enough to drop dead in the middle of class were my teachers back then. I bet they’re nearing retirement, though. Tibbs, could you program this address-” she tapped her finger on the post-it that was stuck to the dash. “into the GPS?” 
“Cool.” Tibby shrugged, reaching for the tiny remote, and glanced at the address. “Mom, it’s got no house number.”

“We’re lucky there’s even a street name, Tibbs. Cases that require my expertise are usually not in the backyard of your regular family home, they’re in forests, or marshes, or wetlands. Luckily this one’s in a wooded area beside a road.”

“All right.” It took only a minute to easily program the address, and Tibby waited, staring at the GPS screen, as it calculated the route. She frowned. “Dude, its two hours from here!”

Emily sighed, leaning over and pulling open the dashboard cabinet. Fumbling through the many road maps and scribbled-on notes she received a peculiar glare from her daughter. “Watch the road, will you, mom?”

“Two hours is too long.” Emily stated, sitting up straight and grabbing the remote, lowering the volume of the global positioning system’s metallic voice, which was telling them to take a left. “Tibbs, there’s a dome-shaped light somewhere in that compartment, could you get it, please?”
“Uh-huh.” Tibby pulled out maps, dropping them in her lap, until she found what her mother wanted. The dome was made of blue glass, and had suction caps on the black plastic bottom. She gawked at it, then lifted one eyebrow. “What is it?”

“A light that will get us to the crime scene more quickly.” Emily parked the car on the curb, throwing open her door. She pressed the dome onto the roof of the SUV, then checked its stability before sticking her head into the car. “Is there a wire?”

“Yea.” Tibby grabbed the black loop of electrical wire in the glove compartment, and yanked. Papers rained down on her as she retrieved the cable, and she cursed loudly, handing it to her mother. “Thanks hon. Try not to swear so much.” Emily plugged the wire into 12 volt output car battery, then attached the other end to the lamp. Blue light flickered as Tibby stuffed the fallen papers back into the cabinet, and slammed it shut.

Emily took a seat again, then smiled at her daughter. “I have a siren, too.” She flicked a small switch on the central console, and a siren blared to life. Tibby stared at her mom, intrigued. “Since when?”
“Since always. It came with the car, courtesy of the local police department. They like me.” She hit the pedal to the metal, and their SUV easily winded through the traffic. This is awesome, Tibby thought, watching cars move out of their way. She felt the eyes of the other drivers and passengers on her as they sped past, leaving them to wonder what they were up to. 
*     *     *

“Where are the remains?” Emily queried, tightening her grip on her metal crime-scene kit. The sunlight shone down on her relentlessly, and she hoped the remains were in the shade. A police officer wordlessly waved her over, and she stepped across the irregular ground, her Nixon camera swinging against her side as she walked. 

“There.” He pointed, and she let her gaze drop from his terrified face to a crime scene tape surrounded, partly buried skull, its dirt-filled eye sockets staring back mutely at the onlookers. Thank god, it’s in the shade of the trees. She set the kit on a rock, unclasping the closures and lifting the lid. The cop’s expression matched those of his colleagues as Emily gave a short nod, kneeling alongside the remnants of an ended life as she snapped on a single, white latex glove. “I assume the rest of the body is interred?”

“Reckon so, m’am.” The cop said. “But we haven’t tried to find out. Are you sure that it’s a… person?”

“Yes.” Emily said evenly, then spoke up, attracting the attention of several nearby cops. “Can someone cordon off the area with tape? Should’ve happened already, damn it. From there-” she pointed at a small tree. “to there.” She nodded towards a tall rock on the opposite side. “Make sure that no one walks across a three meter area around the crime scene, we don’t want to trample any more evidence than has already been destroyed.”

She glared at the many footprints in the soil. “Who has walked here? Can someone find a list of names and take shoe prints from every person who’s been across this patch of dirt?”

The cop stayed beside her, gesturing at his colleagues, who scurried away. She dug her ungloved hand in the pocket of her white paper-like overall, retrieving a small taping gadget. Clearing her throat, she brought it to her mouth, unaware of the cop’s paling features and widened eyes. 
“Distinct cranial contour, triangular eye sockets, generally high, rounded skull.” Emily spoke clearly into the recorder. “Curved posterior ramus of the mandible.” She released the button to stop the tape, glancing up at the officer beside her. He was clearly confused, and Emily couldn’t help but sigh at the vast lack of knowledge she came across on regular workdays. “The skeleton is human, with features attributed to a Caucasian male.”
“Oh.” He said, lifting one eyebrow. She focused on the remains, sticking the tape recorder back into her pocket and reaching for her camera and snapping several photos of the skull. She rose, photographing the head from four different angles. The cop backed away, then turned on his heels and headed towards one of the police cruisers.
“M’am?” The voice was familiar, and Emily looked up to find a handsome man. She knew the young crime scene photographer from previous cases. She smiled at him kindly, wiping beads of sweat off her brow. “Richard. It’s good to see you. How are you?” 

“Good, can’t complain. How about you, Dr. DeHaven?” 

She shrugged. “Great, unlike the poor guy we’re about to excavate. I assume you’re here to photograph the scene?” 

“That’s right. While you uncover, I’ll snap stills and video.”

“Perfect.” She enjoyed working with the friendly man, for he was concentrated, and loved his job as much as she loved hers. It’s always a plus when someone takes a real interest in

what they’re doing, because it shows in their demeanor and makes the entire job more pleasant for everyone. 
She spoke into the recorder again. “The cranium is partially interred, and visible is only the anterior division of the cranium, including frontal bone, temporal bones, maxilla, mandible and parts of the parietal bones. The currently visible sutures, including the coronal, saggital and squamosal sutures, are fully fused, indicating that the remains are those of a post-adolescent.”
She eyed the damaged front of the skull, touching a gloved finger to the bone. “Evidence of blunt-force trauma to the frontal bone in the form of a depression fracture. Current classification of remains is homicidal until proven otherwise.”

“Treating it like a murder case?”

“Yea.” Emily nodded at Richard. “Bodies don’t bury themselves, and there’s considerable damage to the frontal bone, possibly indicating an attack. I can’t classify it as natural, or accidental, quite yet. And it doesn’t look like a suicide, although a while ago there-”

“Mom?” Tibby appeared, standing directly behind the yellow tape. Her mother got to her feet, glaring angrily, annoyed at the disobedience. She cast an apologetic glance at Richard.

“I told you not to come here.” She barked, carefully stepped onto the surrounding rocks, crouching under the crime scene tape before straightening up and pulling off her gloves and paper shoe-covers. She ushered Tibby away from the remains. 

“Mom… it’s a skull. Seeing it won’t kill me. I’ve seen more on Bones.”

“Shut up. I told you, didn’t I? Two rules. Two goddamn rules that you had to follow. It can’t be that difficult!” she was shouting, now, attracting the attention of her colleagues, and turned her back on them. 

Tibby was staring past her, at the grimy skull, observing the empty eyes with an air of fascination. “Mom, detective Kilby told me to go find you. He wants you to meet the people who found the… remains.”

Emily sighed, her anger dissipating. Technically her daughter had followed rule number two, not getting in the way of the crime scene experts, by helping detective Kilby out. Then again, she broke the first rule.

“Hon, it isn’t always just a skull. You’re lucky you didn’t waltz in to see a halfway decomposed body.”

“Kilby said it was SFW”

“SFW?”

“Safe For Work.” Her tone spoke volumes about her mother’s lack of knowledge regarding short forms, filled to the brim with attitude.
“Right.” Emily shook her head, dropping the latex gloves in a red biohazard bag. “Where is he, then?” she followed her daughter, shaking her head. The detective was a man she knew well, as he was one of two homicide detectives of the Westbrook police department. Either he, or detective Harolds, worked with her on the cases. 
She saw him talking to two elderly ladies in hiking gear, backpacks set down on the ground, walking sticks in the right hand of both women. Their brown and green shaded outfits were summery, short and light, and caps stood atop both their grey heads of hair. She met them with a pleasant smile, shaking their hands.

“Mrs. Jayne Feraro, and Mrs. Martha O’Donnel. They’re on a hiking trip through the countryside. They headed over to the rocks for a well-deserved break and discovered the remains.” Kilby informed her, his brown hair wet at the temples. The heat was also getting to him, she noticed, as sweat had begun to soak the collar of his beige shirt.
“Are you from around here?” Emily queried, grabbing the back of Tibby’s shirt as her daughter began to walk away. She turned, hissing. “Don’t move, Tibby, you’ve seen enough.”
The tallest of the elderly women ran a hand through her thin, gray hair, her wrinkled face serious. “Jayne and I were just hiking along, about to take a coffee break when we came across the skull. We’ve been trekking through the Westbrook countryside. We’re on holiday, from New York. We decided to go see some countryside, as Central Park doesn’t really qualify as the great outdoors.”

“When did you arrive?” Kirby questioned, scribbling notes onto a pad. He cast a meaningful glance at Emily. The first person on the scene is generally considered a suspect until alibis check out or findings exclude them, or not. In this case they appeared to be dealing with holiday goers from New York, who couldn’t easily be responsible for what looked like a long-buried corpse.

“We arrived in Westbrook three days ago, by plane. It was a rather bumpy ride, I must add, we had a lot of turbulence.” The tall one said. Mrs. Ferano nodded in agreement. “I’m not so fond of aero planes,  they make me a bit snippy.”

“Have you ever been here before?”

“No, no.” Mrs. Ferano shook her head fervently. “It was the first time in ten years that I left the Big Apple, to be frank. Martha has travelled to New Brunswick last fall, though.” 

“So neither of you have ever been to Westbrook?” Edgy. 
“No.” Mrs. O’Donnel replied. Kilby was content, having confirmed answers from both of the ladies. Tibby stepped away, her mother’s hand releasing the fabric of her shirt as she moved. Emily was too preoccupied with the interview to have attention for her daughter, who began to carefully walk off.

 Mom seriously needs to chill out, she thought, edging further away. I’m not a child, I can handle seeing a skull. She greeted her mother’s assistant, a grad student called Matthew Conan, and quickened her pace. At the yellow tape, she paused, watching a man photograph footprints, his gloved hands setting yellow ruler-like things beside the marks before snapping a picture. 

“Excuse me?” she called, not to loudly. He looked up at her, appearing surprised. Cautiously treading towards her, avoiding the footsteps, he looked her up and down. “You’re DeHaven’s daughter, aren’t you?”

“Yea.” She nodded, then shrugged. He would probably tell her mother she came back to the remains, if Emily didn’t find her first, but Tibby didn’t care all that much at that moment. She found it fascinating; the crime scene tape, the skull, the clues her mother would be able to pull from the bones of that poor person. She wished she had the knowledge to assist her mom, to help her make the bones talk. 
“Your mom know you’re here?” Suspicious. 
“She knows I’m here. She just doesn’t know that I’m looking at the remains.” 

“I see.” He grinned, amused. “You’re one of them rebellious teenage girls.”

“I suppose.” She  let her gaze move across the skull, and frowned. “What happened to it? Why is it indented?”
“Guess someone hit it.” The man glanced back at it, then nodded in confirmation. “Yea, it was hit by something, hard. Blunt-force trauma. It was a he, by the way.”

“Cool. Did my mom figure that out?”

“Yep.” Cheerful. 
“Who are you?” Tibby questioned. It had dawned on her that she hadn’t a clue who he was, apart from his obvious job as a crime investigator. He seemed friendly, though, and she was sure her mother wouldn’t mind her speaking to him. Well, apart from the fact that she was at the crime scene again. 

“I’m Richard Doyle, I’m a crime scene photographer. I’ve worked with Dr. DeHaven on several occasions. ” a bright smile accompanied his words.
“Oh.” Tibby exhaled noisily, feeling warm. The sun was coming up strongly as they reached the midday hours, shining down on the crime scene with remorselessly high temperatures. She couldn’t help but wonder why the skeletal man was lying there, and whether it had, actually, been a murder. She’d learned from her mother that they used the NASH-classification method, dividing the deaths that occur into four sections; Natural, Accidental, Suicidal, and Homicidal. And, of course, Unknown, but Tibby supposed NASHU didn’t quite have the same ring to it.
A hand came down on her shoulder, and she jumped, spinning around to face Emily. Damn! Busted! She tried her most innocent expression. 

She knew her mother would be mad because she’d disobeyed the same rule twice in a row. Their fights usually lasted an hour, maximum, so they’d be buddies again in no time. She understood it, that Emily’s eyes flamed with annoyance. According to her mom’s rules, she was in the wrong, though her mom’s rules were rather childish. She hadn’t touched the remains, or ruined any evidence, or gotten in the way of the crime techs. Why did her mom find it so dramatic when she saw a skull?
“Tibby.” Said through clenched teeth. “In the car. Now.”

*     *     *

Mr. Wilson watched the teenage boy walk to the door of the DeHaven’s house and ring the bell. He waited, then glanced in through the kitchen window. Mr. Wilson frowned mildly, trying to remember the boy’s name. Something with a D…

“Tibby?” the teen called out, knocking on the window, then stepped off the porch and lifted his head, staring at the upstairs windows. No response came. “Tibby? It’s Derek! You there?”

Derek. That’s it.

“Boy?” Mr. Wilson paced to the white picket fence that divided his garden and the DeHaven’s, and waved over the boy. Derek’s pants hung low on his hips, the buttons of his  nblue-gray short-sleeved blouse open, a plain white shirt under it. He smiled at the old man, greeting him.

“Mr. Wilson, how are you?”

“Good, good, boy. The DeHaven’s aren’t there, they left this morning, by car.” He dropped his borrowed saw in the grass, then lifted his hat and wiped sweat off his forehead. The sun was high in the sky, heat radiating off the tarmac already.

“Oh.” His expression was genuinely heartbreaking, and Mr. Wilson patted him on the shoulder. “Now, now, boy. They’ll be back.”

Derek shrugged, digging his hand into his pocket. “Guess so. Thanks, Mr. Wilson. Have a good day.”

As he walked away he took out his cell phone, dialing Tibby’s number. They were supposed to meet at three, but he hadn’t expected to find an empty house at twelve. She didn’t mention a trip with her mom. He brought the phone to his ear, listening to the soft beeps.

*     *     *

Emily brushed sandy dirt off the uncovered ribcage, then leaned back to allow Richard to snap photos. The exhumation was moving quickly, thanks to the sandy, dry soil. With the help of her very capable grad student assistant, and Aaron Thomas, the department’s entomologist, or bug expert, it was a relatively easy task to uncover the remains. 
She spoke into the recorder again, which was nothing more than a modern version of taking notes. She’d later be able to write a report on her findings in a most effective, quick way. 
“There is evidence of a break to the right ulna, possibly defensive wounds. Further conclusions will be drawn at the formal autopsy.” She continued brushing grime off the yellow-brown bones, then grabbed a small spade and dug deeper around the body, dropping the shovelfuls of sand into a bucket so that another crime scene expert could sift through it for artifacts. The found objects could be as useful to them as bones, for car keys, house keys, money, wedding bands, and more, could aid in the identification of the remains.
“Wedding band.” It sounded from her right, and Emily looked up, edging closer to the CSI, who was observing something in his gloved palm. “It’s engraved.”

“What does it say?”

The CSI squinted his eyes, bringing his face close to the silver ring. “It says… Mark & Tara, 14-2-1998.” He showed her. “Could be a wedding date.”
“Bag it.” Emily said, turning her back on him and cleaning sand off the corpse’s sternum. “Good find.”

A surprised gasp came from Thomas’s direction, and he waved over Richard. “Snap a photo, man.” He said. “This is big.”

Emily dropped the brush in her kit, then moved to Thomas’s side and stared down at a shovel, buried less than a meter from the remains. Couldn’t be a coincidence. The wooden handle was well-preserved, and couldn’t have been in the soil for more than a few weeks, given the state of it. The metal blade of the shovel was covered in chipped, green paint, and appeared rather frequently used. Blood, dark and crusted, covered the edge of the blade.

“Damn.” Emily said. “We don’t often get that lucky.”

“Be careful when you bag it.” Richard commented. “The wooden handle could very well hold epithelial fragments, we could be as lucky as to get DNA off it.”

“Emily?” Kilby’s voice was loud in the relative silence of the crime scene, and Emily straightened up, walking over to meet him. The yellow tape stood like a barrier between them. “Yea?”
“You aware that Tibby’s in the car?”

“Yea.”

“Okay.” He shrugged, then glanced at the remains before taking off towards the car park. His entire demeanor radiated that he knew it was none of his business. She rolled her eyes, not annoyed, per se, but merely finding it peculiar that he took an interest in Tibby’s whereabouts. He’s never seen the girl before, as Emily had done a terrific job keeping work and her personal life separated. She kneeled down beside the mostly exhumed skeleton, and looked at her assistant. “Matthew, translate what I’m saying into PD understandable language, please. Consider it a test of your knowledge.”

“Of course, Dr. DeHaven.” He settled both knees on the floor, waiting for her to continue speaking her conclusions into the recorder.

“The victim is in a supine position, interred at a slight angle, the inferior of the body lower than the superior. The remains are devoid of flesh, and there is no longer any insect activity. There appear to be defects in several ribs, and what may be a bullet hole in the center of the sternum.”

Matthew Conan smiled. “The victim is on his back, buried with his feet slightly lower than his head. There is no more flesh on the bones, and insects are long gone. Several ribs are nicked, and there is possible evidence of a shooting.”

“Good, though some parts didn’t really need translating.”

“Yes, Dr. DeHaven.”

“Well done, Matthew.”

“Thank you, Dr. DeHaven.” 

She sighed. “For God’s sakes, Matthew, call me Emily.”

*     *     *

Tibby leaned her head against the window, sulking. Her mom had left her in the car, going as far as locking the car doors, with her inside it. That would’ve been all right, if it wasn’t for the child lock on the back seat doors, where Tibby was sitting. She’d been bored out of her wits for nearly an hour now, while her mother exhumed the remains. She balled her hands into fists, the warmth of frustration glowing inside her.
Emily had taken the keys with her. She’d never done it before, but apparently considered it appropriate to lock up her sixteen-year old daughter in an incredibly hot SUV on a summer day, without air-conditioning. To be fair, the windows were wide open, and a breeze was stealing the better part of the heat. But still, it was rather harsh, and Tibby wasn’t about to accept it. 
She pondered. There were two options: climb out the window, or climb to the front seat and get out through that door, seeing as it didn’t have a child lock on it. Then again, her mother would probably jump out of her skin with anger if she even tried. The thought of facing her mother after escaping from the car was what had kept her from trying.
Her phone rang, and she grabbed it, her mood brightening as she read the name on the screen. Answering, she felt the anger blow away with the breeze, the frustration bursting and vanishing like soap bubbles.

“Tibby here.” She listened to Derek’s voice, smiling, then frowning. “Yeah, sorry, I went to a crime scene with my mom. It’s fucking boring, man! They won’t let me see anything. My mom locked me in the damn car for breaking one of her stupid rules.”

She waited as he spoke, fidgeting with her light skirt, then flattening the creases in the fabric. “Yeah, we’ll be home soon. I’ll be in time to meet you. Can I come over to yours, maybe?”

His answer made her grin, and she leaned back, the headrest cold against her cheek. “Fine, good point. I wouldn’t want to see your mom in a mood. Good luck sneaking out again.” She looked up, her heart skipping a beat. Emily stood on the other side of the door, one hand rested on the top of the car. If looks could kill…

“Hang up, Tibby, we need to talk.”
Reluctantly, she did as her mother told her to. Her gaze meeting that of her mother she said: “My mom’s being a typical adult, whining about my behaviour. I gotta go.”

Emily heaved a sigh, breaking eye contact, then opened the back door to let Tibby out. As her daughter stuffed the cell phone in her pocket and swung her legs out the car she set her kit in the trunk. “Sit.” She said, gesturing at the passenger seat, then rounded the car and slipped into the driver’s side. Tibby huffed, then slammed the car door so forcefully that the entire vehicle shook. “Tibby.” Emily snapped, livid.
Tibby stared at her feet, feeling guilty. She hated upsetting her mom, but there was this monster inside of her who didn’t want to give in and say sorry, who just wanted to make Emily feel as horrible as she did. Somehow it felt like that would make it fair, though she couldn’t quite put her finger on the reason for this feeling. I’m a teenager, she thought, blame it on that. 
“You’re lucky.” Emily said calmly. “There’s a two hour car drive home, so we’ll have plenty of time to chat.”

*     *     *

On Monday the twenty-third of June, the third day of Tibby’s summer holiday, Emily was in the office by nine, and in the autopsy suite by nine-thirty. Dressed in scrubs, gloves, a face mask and shoe covers she rested her palms on the cold metal bench, staring down at the bare, pale bones. She shook her head, thinking that maybe she should bring Tibby to see the inner workings of the morgue, so she would learn how her TV image of forensic anthropology differs from reality. 
Unlike what one sees on the television, the true outfit of a forensic scientist isn’t casual wear, with merely a pair of gloves to keep them from contaminating evidence. It consists of a full-body Tyvex suit at crime scenes - a white overall made of a strong plastic-like material - latex gloves, paper shoe covers over sneakers, and possibly a face mask, depending on the condition of the body. No kneeling beside a corpse wearing suit pants and a jacket, heels, and beautifully coiffed hair that hangs loosely down your shoulders. If cases were handled as such, the evidence would be inadmissible in court for reason of potential contamination. Why hunt for a killer if you’ll have to release him due to your own fault at the end?

When in the morgue, the dress code is even stricter. To reach the Westbrook Forensic Science Institute’s special autopsy suite, designated for Emily’s forensic anthropology cases, one had to pass through one of the two white-tiled sterile changing rooms, depending on gender. Containing two showers with hideously green curtains, a toilet cubicle, a block of assigned lockers, and two parallel wooden benches with overhanging coat hooks, it was a quite well-off changing room, and Emily hadn’t any complaints about it. Her watch, bracelet and necklace were in her locker, together with her purse, and her own clothes were neatly folded on the bench. She’d changed into sterile scrubs, covered her shoes, washed her hands, pulled on a face mask and hair cover, washed her hands again, and finally covered her hands with a pair of gloves. None of that is ever shown on TV. 

She focused on the case again, her brown eyes taking in the smallest of anomalies on the surface of the skeleton before her. The bones had been run through the boiler by her assistant, to effectively remove the caked mud and grime. It was generally a method used for defleshing corpses, but once a while she felt lazy enough to use it for cleaning. She focused her gaze on anatomically laid out skeleton, peering at the aligned, curved ribs. Several of them sported nicks and indentations, which were most likely made by stabbing. She took out her trusty recorder, speaking, her voice loud in the quiet room. At moments like these, where she was alone with the remains, the only accompaniment was the low humming of the cooler that lined a part of the wall to her left, where she stored bits and pieces of remains during her autopsies. Of course, in the case of a skeleton, it needn’t be cooled, but was stored in sterilized plastic bins that lined the other half of the wall. The autopsy suite had a knack for eerie silences.
“Defects in several areas of the anterior thoracic cage, including nicks in five ribs, and two incise impressions to the sternum.  It appears the victim was stabbed at least seven times. What initially appeared to be a bullet hole to the sternum has been identified as a sternal foramen, a genetic defect that occurs rarely.”

“Am I interrupting?” Detective Kilby entered the room, looking odd in the scrubs he’d hastily pulled over his clothes, his body seeming too big for the turquoise outfit. Emily smiled at him. “No, not at all.”
“What do you know?”

“He was stabbed, a minimum of seven times, in the chest and upper abdomen. His ribs bear the marks of overkill. Pitting and sharpening of the sternal area indicates an age span between thirty and thirty-five years old. Other indicators support this, so we can be fairly sure he’s an adult, in his thirties. Also, he is definitely male. The sciatic notch and narrow pelvic outlet support the conclusion I’d drawn from the curved posterior ramus of the mandible.”

“You what?” The detective was a man of intelligence, though he failed miserably when it came to scientific mumbo-jumbo. Emily had spent hours in the past, explaining everything she’d said in a less technical manner. It was a stubborn habit, though, to always initial explain in exact terms, rather than a summarized, imprecise version.
“The mandible, or jaw bone, has a curved shape that is a male feat. Those of women are straighter, less rounded.”

“Right.” He leaned over the body, pointing a gloved finger at the hole in the breastbone, bringing his face down towards the remains. He usually kept his distance from the dead that lay on Emily’s table, but the nonexistent smell factor of this particular case seemed to have changed his tendency to steer clear. “So the poor sucker was shot and stabbed?”

“Nope.” Emily lifted up the sternum, holding it to eye-level. “See this? The smooth edges of the hole? It’s a genetic defect, a rare one, I must add. The edges are not jagged and strait enough to be a bullet hole. He does have a broken arm, though, and several defensive injuries on his phalanges and metacarpals.” Before the detective could ask for clarification, she added. “His finger and hand bones show knife marks, too. It clearly was a vicious knife attack, during which the victim raised his hands to defend himself.”
“Ouch.” Kilby backed away slightly, as though the corpse’s misfortune was contagious, his expression filled with a dire mix of pity and repulsion “Someone had it in for him.”

“I suppose.” Emily snapped off her gloves, dropping them in a red biohazard bag that hung from the side of the table, then lifted her cell phone off the metal top of her tool cupboard. Dialing Matthews number, she waited for him to pick up, then requested his presence. She needed him to return the bones to their storage bins, while she spoke with the detective. It was great that he came to the autopsy room, but it wasn’t the best place to talk. She’d never had the chance to tell him this, as he’d often shunned the room, avoiding the bloated, decomposed, burned and dismembered that spent time on her cold table, subject to test and examinations. She hung up, then watched the detective as he dug into the pocket of his jeans, slipping his hand under the scrubs, to retrieve a small, sealed evidence baggie.

“The wedding ring has been traced, Doc, that’s what I came to tell you. It’s likely that our skeleton is Mark Winters, the missing politician. I suppose your age profile confirms it, because the poor bugger was only thirty-five.” Pity aged his face into wrinkles as he frowned sadly, the corners of his wide mouth pulling down. 
“Damn.” She was rendered speechless for a full minute, mutely pondering the odds. A day before the body was found, she and Tibby had discussed the possibility of him ending up on her table, and now his remains were lying on the shiny metal, the powerful politician reduced to a fleshless skeleton. She made a mental note of never again joking about such things.
“He’s a local, from 283 Marina Road. It’s about ten minutes from here. He’s got a wife, Doc.”

“Yea.” She reached out, closing her thumb and forefinger around the clear plastic of the evidence baggie. Turning it over she read the inscription. “Tara Winters has been on TV, pleading for information about her husband. I guess she’ll finally know.”

Her eyes clouded over as she looked up, the inscription burned into her retina. “He went missing just over a month before the tenth anniversary of their marriage. The fourteenth of February, 1998. That’s heartbreaking.”
Matthew rushed in, snapping on gloves, and nodded a greeting at Kilby before setting to work. Emily gestured at the locker room doors. “Let’s discuss it further over a cup of coffee.”
Before long they sat in her office, facing each other from opposite sides of the mahogany desk, two Styrofoam cups of steaming coffee set to cool on the desktop. Emily leaned back in her swivel chair, watching vapor rise from her cup and evanesce into the air. She rapped her fingers on the desk, then cleared her throat. “What did you find out about him?”
“Plenty.” Kilby flipped open a case file that lay before him. At her wondered frown he added. “I left the file here, in case I didn’t have time to fill you in on details myself.”

“All right.” She touched two fingers to the Styrofoam, which, despite its excellent insulating properties, was almost hot. At their office the coffee one could get from the machines positioned strategically along hallways wasn’t bad at all, despite the ridiculous temperatures. One of her colleagues had once plopped a thermometer into his newly-bought drink, watching the mercury level rise to above one-hundred-and-twenty degrees centigrade.

“Missing persons report filed January tenth, 2008, at eleven pm, by Tara Winters. Claimed she spoke to him on the phone at four, and he said he’d be home in an hour. When he didn’t show up before dinner, and failed to answer phone calls, she got worried. Due to his known status as a politician, the precinct allowed the report to be filled already, rather than waiting until the next day to see if he’d show up. They assumed it was a kidnapping for a ransom, or something of the like.”
“We can be fairly sure of eliminating that possibility, as no ransom demands were ever made.” Emily said, her thoughts on the young widow. “It’s more likely that he was murdered by someone who didn’t share his views, or who was simply deranged.”

Mark Winters had been working on a campaign that supported going ‘green’, and taking an interest in the environment. There was nothing but honesty, kindness, and determination in the man’s eyes, Emily remembered saying to Tibby, as they watched him present a speech on national TV. It was evident that he cared for the environment, and willed to use his power to change the city, and ultimately the world, for the best. The loss of such a young, promising life always weighed heavier on Emily than cases involving more fulfilled persons. 
“True.” Kilby nodded, daringly taking a tiny sip of the coffee, recoiling instantly with a bellowed curse. “Fucking coffee!” he hollered, touching his upper lip, clearly in pain. Emily suppressed a smile. He should’ve known that he’d burn himself, as he’d lived with the ridiculously hot coffee for nearly ten years, working with various scientists and medical examiners during his career.

“Did you get anything out of the hikers? The women who found the remains?”

“Not really, no. They seem to have simply stumbled across it during their holiday.” 

“So, no leads there.” Emily’s tone dropped from hopeful to defeated, then she narrowed her eyes. “Has the widow been told?”

 *     *     *

Tibby yawned, then stretched extensively before letting her arms drop back down to the pillows of the couch. She was lounging in the living room, bored out of her mind already. With Derek grounded, her friends on holiday or otherwise engaged, and her mother at work, she’d been without anything substantial to do, and retorted to watching MTV.  The alternating sessions of music and rather pointless, though entertaining, shows about rich people and people-who-want-to-be-other-people had been worth several hours of wasting time, but lost their charm a while ago. 
She changed position, slouching, now, and resting her bare feet on the coffee table. Dressed in a t-shirt and shorts, with tangled hair and half-done nail polish – she’d given up halfway through as it dawned on her that the TV show Sweet Sixteen was on – she figured she looked like a total slag. 

The doorbell rang, and she turned her head towards the door of the hall, then unhurriedly got to her feet, her stiff muscles tingling. Walking over to the door she exhaled a sigh, grabbing her house key off the kitchen table. As she unlocked the front door she eyed the shadow that was visible through the semi-opaque glass window. 
She met the eyes of her visitor, forcing herself to smile at him. “Good afternoon Mr. Wilson, how are you?” 

“Good, good, Tibby.” He glanced past her, then refocused his gaze on her face. “Your mom home?”

“Uhm…” Tibby hesitated, then nodded. “She’s sleeping, she was tired from work.”

“Oh.” Only then did Tibby notice that he was chewing gum vigorously, with all expected sound effects, his wrinkles bobbing as he chomped. He appeared deep in thought, then shrugged. “Might as well hand it to you then.” His hand, brandishing the saw he’d borrowed from them earlier, appeared from behind his back, and he offered it to her, the handle pointing at Tibby. She grabbed hold of the wooden grip, waiting for him to release the saw blade. 

“Tell your mom I said thanks.”

“Sure, will do.” The weight of the saw pulled at her hand as he released it, and she stepped back, casting a final smile in his direction. “Have a good day, Mr. Wilson.” 
As she shut the door, leaving her neighbour standing on the porch, she examined the saw. It wasn’t as clean as it had been, with several smudges and smears of what appeared to be dried, brownish red dye. She ran a finger across the crusty paint, then examined her fingertip, finding that the dried material gave off no colour. Without another thought, Tibby returned the tool to where it belonged, certain that her mother wouldn’t mind the state it was in. After all, if it bothered her, the dye shouldn’t be too hard to remove.

*     *     *

Emily glanced at her watch, her breath catching in her throat. Snatching up her cell phone she called home, tapping her foot as she waited for Tibby’s answer. Within seconds Tibby’s predictable reply sounded metallically through the phone, an undertone of boredom 

unmistakably present. 
“I am so sorry, sweetie, I completely forgot the time! Forgive me for missing lunch, Tibby, I’ve been crazy busy.”

“Mom, it’s fine.” Tibby’s intonation informed her that it was anything but, and Emily cringed, severely annoyed with herself. Trying her hardest to sound enthusiastic she opted. “I’ll let you choose exactly what we’ll have for dinner tonight. How does that sound?”

“Great, mom, but really, don’t worry about it. I’m probably tiresome company anyway, just sitting here watching MTV.”

“You know I never find you dull.” Emily smiled at the comment, then lifted her eyes to the door as someone knocked. “Sorry Tibbs, gotta go. I’ll be home at six, all right?”

“Sure mom, love you, bye.”

Before Emily could reply, her daughter hung up. Feeling stupid, with her mouth half-open in mid-response, Emily glowered and pressed the ‘end call’ button. Summoning her visitor into her office, she was surprised to see Kilby.

“I thought you were visiting Mrs. Winters?”

“I was, but now I’m back.” He announced plainly, dropping down into a chair. “She broke down beyond reason, unable to respond to any questions, so I asked her if there was anyone she wanted me to call. I sat with her until the victim’s brother arrived.”

“Poor woman.” Emily placed her hand over her laptop’s wireless mouse, closing the Word-document autopsy report she’d been working on, then switched off the computer altogether. Closing the lid she placed it aside, leaning her head in her hands. “I hate to ask, but did you see any kind of romance between her and the brother? It could be a motive if they were having an affair.”
“See, now you’re thinking like a cop.” Kilby said with a grin. “But no, I didn’t see anything between them. It took her a while to decide who I should call, and then she picked him, telling me he deserved to know right away.”

“She had a point. He was the victim’s brother, for God’s sakes.”

“Yea, understandably he was also pretty damn shook up.”

“Well, of course.” Emily nodded. “I can’t imagine what they’re going through. After four months of uncertainty, being told he’s dead? Horrible.”

“Emily.” Kilby said, his voice soft. “Don’t get too shook up by his death, you know you’re able to put a shield between yourself and emotion. Can you tell me anything more? Any more evidence surface during my absence?”
Resisting the urge to glare at him for his meant-to-be-soothing remark, she nodded shortly. “There’s the bootprints from the crime scene, of course, which appear to be some sort of industrially used boot. Some heavy, sturdy, wide-based one. It’s a men’s size eight.”

“So, nothing conclusive there.”
“No, not until we find another boot to compare the print to.” Emily clarified, then continued. “The shovel that was uncovered, buried alongside the body, was placed there sometime after the original burial. I was able to get a DNA sample from the handle, though it’s largely degraded. No sample of DNA survives long while interred in sandy soil at high temperatures, it denatures rather rapidly due to the physical, chemical and biological factors it is subjected to. It couldn’t have been placed there more than a week before the discovery.”

“The killer returned to the grave? What motive is there to hide evidence months after a murder? Why not get rid of it immediately?” Kilby rubbed his chin, his bushy eyebrows low over his eyes as he thought. 

“There was dried blood on the spade.” Emily stated. “I’ve sent several samples to the lab for DNA typing, and hopefully we’ll have enough for a comparison to our vic.”
“I don’t mean to interfere with your line of expertise.” Kilby said, leaning forward. “But you said DNA is easily degraded. How can we get DNA off the victim, still?”

Emily smiled at him. “Good question. We can extract DNA from inside the molars, the teeth you grind your food with, or from the bone marrow of long bones such as the femur, for quite some time after death and interment.”

“Oh.” Kilby appeared rather dismayed that she’d not made an error, and Emily caught herself grinning at his expression.

“The DNA from the handle, though may be too degraded for a regular DNA typing. It could be that we’ll have to work with mitochondrial DNA.”

Kilby was utterly confused, and showed it. He shifted in his seat, then shook his head, and drummed on the table. “The what?”

“You know how DNA works?”

“Well…” He averted his gaze, then rolled his eyes. “Let’s just say I paid little attention in science class.”

“Then I’ll explain it to you.” Emily stated simply, retrieving a sheet of blank printer paper and clicking her ballpoint pen to use. “First off all, we leave tiny cells behind on everything we touch with our skin. Our skin sheds ectoderm epithelial cells, that are left behind on things we handle, some more than others. If you shovel a hole in sandy soil, you’re bound to leave plenty of epithelial cells on the handle of the shovel, like our killer did. DNA stands for deoxyribonucleic acid. A nucleic acid is an acid that is located in the nuclei of cells. The 

deoxy part stands for deoxygenated, and the ribo comes from ribose, which stands for sugars with the chemical formula C5H10O5. That’s five Carbon, ten Hydrogen, and five Oxygen atoms.”
She glanced up at him to see if he appeared to understand. Satisfied by the lack of a blank expression, she continued, unaware of the fact that his confusion had reached levels that were far beyond your regular I-don’t-get-it look. “Deoxyribonucleic acid, DNA, is basically the instruction manual of cells. Found in the nucleus, or central core, of every nucleus-containing cell in a living being, it encloses chromosomes that define who you are, and what you look like. The odds of a person having the exact DNA fingerprint as another person are insignificant, apart from identical twins, who share their genes, and therefore it is a certain way of determining whether a person was present at a scene. The probability of finding an indistinguishable DNA sample is approximately one in six billion, which is currently the estimated population of the world. Mitochondrial DNA, on the other hand, is passed down from mother to child, without enduring much change other than evolutionary modifications. We can’t use it to identify a single person directly, but we can use it in combination with other evidence to prove that the suspect is guilty. Of course, it could also exonerate him or her.” She paused to catch her breath.
“Yea… You know what, Emily, I think I’ll leave the science stuff to you. It makes no sense to me, at all, with all those epithelial endocrine ribose things you’re talking about.” Kilby said as she began to draw out DNA’s double helices, preparing to delve deeper into the topic of DNA analysis.
“Oh.” She looked up. A smile broke through on her face as she sat up. “Sorry, this sudden teaching spirit came over me.”

“Save it for Tibby.” He joked. “The kid seems to have a fascination for science that is nearly as strong as yours.”

“Yea, I’ve been noticing it more and more lately.” She inhaled deeply, then licked her dry lips. “She watches that show all the time, the one about forensic anthropology? Bones?”

“Hmm.” Kilby sipped his coffee. “I’ve heard of it, yes. Apparently it’s quite witty.”

Emily picked up her cup, staring at the black liquid. “It is, I can understand why Tibby loves it. She’s trying to learn from it, you know, to get a grip on forensic terms. It’s actually working. The other day we sat at the dinner table – this was last week I think? – and she asks me where one can find the zygomatic arch.” As Kilby’s uncomprehending gaze dawned on her she added. “It’s a facial bone.”

“Right, of course. The zygomytic-”

“Zygomatic.”

“Yea, that.” Kilby swirled his coffee around by moving the cup in smooth, circular motions, then stopped and glanced at his watch. “It’s about time I go and call Mrs. Winters, to check when she’ll be available for some questions. They’ve gotta be asked sometime.”

“True.” Emily nodded, setting aside the nearly empty polystyrene beaker and reaching for her laptop. Opening the lid, she tilted the screen to it’s perfect position and switched it on. Kilby rose to his feet, tossing his cup into the metal bin that stood next to her door, and left her to her business with a short word of goodbye. Emily focused on the screen before her, reporting her official findings, typing swiftly. 

Date: June 23rd 2008 Case ID#: WBPD-302-584 Recorder: Dr. Emily DeHaven, Forensic Anthropologist Decedent: Mark Winters Means of ID: Personal effects Positive identification?: Yes 
General information:

1. Sex: Male
2. Race: Caucasian
3. Age: 35
4. Date of birth: 1973, May 5
5. Date reported missing: 2008, January 10
6. Date of discovery: 2008, June 22
7. Date of death: Unknown
8. Time since death: Approximately four months
9. Manner of death: Stabbing
10. Depth in CM (if buried): Varying between 0 cm and 7 cm
11. Est. period of decay: Approximately four months
12. Nature of remains: Skeletal.
13. Place of discovery (area): Westbrook.
14. Bone lesions (antemortem): Evidence of a break to the tibia, healed, from childhood.
15. Perimorten injuries: Defects in several areas of the anterior thoracic cage include nicks to the left 3rd 5th 7th and 8th ribs, and two incise impressions on the left side of the sternum, show that the victim was stabbed a minimum of seven times. Incise defects to the metacarpals and phalanges are indicators of self-defense injuries against a knife-bearing attacker. A compound fracture to the radius and ulna indicates that the victim’s arm was struck with a heavy object, most likely while protecting his head with his arm.
16. Congenital malformations: Sternal foramen.
She made swift progress, aware of the heaps of paperwork that still waited to be done. Once she’d completely filled in the general information section, she’d have three more pages of detailed questions, followed by an anatomical image that had to be marked with injuries, and a written report that she had to send to the Westbrook Police before they could close the case. Of course, some evidence was still pending, and the case was far from over, especially if they found a suspect and went to court, leaving her on the stand as an expert witness to provide a fact-based testimony that inevitably bores all the jurors, the audience, and the judge. 
The digital clock at the bottom of her screen caught her eye, and she made a mental note of remembering to head home in time for dinner. She couldn’t leave Tibby waiting again. As the minutes, and then hours, swiped past with the smooth gliding of the pointers of her watch, Emily’s fingers rushed across her laptop’s keyboard. At five she closed her laptop, fitting it into her computer bag, and grabbed the stack of case files that lay in her so-called inbox. Whenever a case required signing or a quick look-over by an expert eye, a case file was left in one of the two slots that stood on her desk. The outbox was where she deposited them once she’d done what was required, and where Matthew would take them from to return them to their owners.
She headed home without much ado, as traffic was unusually mild, and made it to her house earlier than expected to find Tibby sitting on the couch watching MTV, still. She remembered that her daughter had told her she was watching during their phone conversation, and wondered if it had been all Tibby did today. But her daughter claimed otherwise, and showed her the newspaper she’d picked up at the supermarket. The front page news read: Politician Winters Found Dead. Emily scanned through the article, sighing at the mentions of her name as the forensic expert on the case. She hated finding herself in the newspapers. 

“How do they know so much detail on the case, mom? Do you guys have to tell them what you find?”

“No, we’re not obliged to. It’s preferred if we don’t tell them anything, in fact. However, we tell the police department, which is usually where it goes wrong. There’s too many cops there who want their names in good regard with the press, so they spill their guts about the cases they know of. Of course those names aren’t revealed in the article, so apart from the journalists, no one knows who ran their mouth.”

“That sucks.” Tibby bit her lip, thinking. “Do you think Kilby ever shares info?”

“No, no way.” Emily shook her head, certain. “He’s an excellent detective. He’s more likely to be the one that kicks the butts of those who do share. You read the whole article, I take it?”

“Yep.” The teenager beamed. “It says your name four times.”

“Excellent.” Emily folded the paper, setting it down on the kitchen table. As she inspected the fridge she smiled. “I see you went shopping.”
“Yea, its not like I’d go to the supermarket just to pick up a newspaper. It caught my eye as I stood waiting in line at the counter. You said I could choose what we’d eat, so I made my pick. We’re having tortilla wraps with vegetable filling.” Her daughter said it with an amused undertone as she pointed out the pack of wraps in the fridge, and then picked up a small jar of extra hot chilly sauce, examining it. “Normally we have the mild one, I know, but that one’s so… mild?”

Emily sniggered. “That’s why we get it, dummy. This one’s gonna burn a hole in your stomach.”

“Oh well.” Tibby shrugged. “It’s worth a try.” She placed the jar in its spot, then collected the mayonnaise and yoghurt with a grin before saying. “I’ll made garlic sauce, if you make the vegetable stuff.”

“Deal.” Emily watched for a moment as her daughter pressed garlic, poured yoghurt, and cut chives before adding mayonnaise and mixing thoroughly. She noticed her mother’s stares, and turned to face her. “Mom?”
“Sorry, sweetie. I’m just marveling at how you’ve grown up, that’s all. I remember when you were a two-year-old just sitting in the living room throwing toy cars around.”

“Yea, okay.” Tibby suppressed a smile, half endeared and half weirded out by her mother’s nostalgia. The both of them went back to their cooking and preparing, and before Emily even finished chopping the first batch of vegetables, her cell phone began to jingle its ringtone. Exchanging a glance of worry with Tibby, she answered.
“Emily DeHaven, who’s calling?”
Her eyes met Tibby’s, immediately communicating to her what the phone call signified. As Tibby dropped down onto one of the kitchen chairs, knifes and forks in hand, she watched her mother hold the rest of the conversation, making the best out of the one-sided view she had. Even with her mother’s answers, only, she was able to deduct the facts.

“Yes, technically I’m the forensic anthropologist on call, as Dr.-” She grimaced as the caller interrupted her, and pulled a face at Tibby to show her annoyance. Tibby grinned, then strained her ears to listen in more closely. 
“So are you saying there are new developments in an old case, or that there’s a whole new case?”

Tibby tilted her head to the right, eyeing her mother’s confused expression. It was clear that Emily wasn’t very fond of who she was speaking with, as her tone radiated annoyance. 

“Both? And detective Kilby requests my presence?”

Tibby’s heart sunk as the mother-daughter evening fell to pieces around her. She could tell where it was going. Emily was summoned to another crime scene, and Tibby would be alone for the evening and half the night. With the other forensic anthropologist on holiday, Emily had a full-time, around-the-clock shift, and was on call whenever they needed her, no matter what time it was. An idea formed inside her head. Maybe, if she pleaded enough, she’d be allowed to come with to the Institute, so that she wouldn’t have to be home alone being bored. Although, after the crime scene fiasco from yesterday, her mother would most likely say no.

“Yes. Yes. Okay. Fine. Yes.” Emily sounded more and more agitated as the person on the other side of the line continued talking, and she shot Tibby a glance that was filled with irritation that wasn’t meant for her. “I’ll... be right in. Bye.”

