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Editor’s Note
This is a work of fiction. Characters, scenes, and locations may seem real, but they are not. Any resemblance to persons living or otherwise is purely coincidental.
Celia J. remains anonymous so that her work within the community to solve crimes and bring the wrong-doers to justice will not be impeded by notoriety.
Celia J. would love to make personal appearances for book signings or TV interviews, but that also is not possible. She has considered a website but is currently too active in weeding out crime and completing her summer reading list assignment from school.
 
 
 
 

Chapter One
How It Began
I can’t tell you my real name. If I did, then I’d have to… well, let’s just say, it wouldn’t be pleasant for you. I’m a Private Investigator. I solve crimes in my local community, mostly because I’m not old enough to drive a car. Also, I don’t charge a lot of money for my services because I’m not licensed. And I don’t carry a gun. But, I’m smart and as tenacious as a Bulldog, and I can keep a secret.
Before I tell you about some of the cases I’ve solved, let me tell you how I became a detective.
My mother died two months before the end of the school year, which left my dad with crushing grief and a very sad thirteen-year-old daughter facing an uncertain summer. I felt that I needed to grow up fast and be there for my dad. He decided the best thing for me would be if I were kept out of harm’s way. So, instead of hanging with my friends all day at the mall, he enrolled me in a series of day camps.
I resisted at first, but when I saw the list of offerings included Forensic I and Forensic II, I was all into that. Last Christmas, Mom gave me a copy of Laurie R. King’s book The Beekeeper’s Apprentice and I saw myself as another young Mary Russell working with Sherlock Holmes. I didn’t have a Holmes, but I did have a vivid imagination and felt his spirit guiding me into a life of investigative prowess.
With school out for the summer, but the first camp not starting until the end of June, I had plenty of time to prepare.  I binge-watched episodes of CSI and a few old black and white detective movies on TCM. I studied these for hours while sitting cross-legged on the couch, sometimes without even a juice box or an apple to sustain me, watching with rapt attention. I couldn’t wait to examine my first dead body.
That wasn’t going to happen, but what did was a call from my friend Roberta to tell me that someone had stolen her bike.
“I’m on the case,” I said, then lowered my voice to sound more professional and told her I would meet at her house in twenty minutes.
She said, “Why?”
“To start my investigation, silly, don’t you know anything?” I made a “tsk” after I said that for emphasis.
She responded with, “What are you talking about?” And added a “tsk” of her own.
“Never mind, just get ready to be interviewed, I’ll be there in twenty minutes.” I hung up before she could say anything more.
Now I need some investigative tools. For years my dad collected stamps. Somewhere in the house, there was a large magnifying glass. Using deductive reasoning, I found it in the desk drawer where he kept the stamp albums. Pleased with that discovery, I also took a black magic marker from his pen-filled alumni beer mug on the desk and a blank sheet of paper. I intend to fingerprint Roberta and any suspects I might discover. 
I put these items into my backpack, along with a can of baby powder, a small paintbrush, to dust any suspected surfaces for prints, a trail mix bar, and a bottle of water. I slipped the straps over my shoulders, said goodbye to our cat, Mr. Whiskers, and told him I was heading to my first case.
On the way to Roberta’s house, I rode my bike past the vacant school looking for suspicious kids. No one was there, but again using my deductive reasoning, I figured that was because of the school vacation, and they were hanging out at the mall. I’ll go there after I interview the victim.
When I got to Roberta’s house, she was sitting on the porch steps. To me, she had the appearance of someone who had just suffered a horrible crime, she wasn’t laughing. I parked my bike on the sidewalk and approached her with what I considered proper demeanor for a hard-boiled P.I.  I thought I should have a cigarette dangling from the corner of my mouth like in the old movies, but that’s a disgusting habit and something I never would do. 
I sat down beside her and rummaged through my backpack for my notebook and pen. “So, tell me who you might suspect of stealing your bike?”
She answered quickly, “My brother.”
That surprised me, and I asked for more details. “Why do you say that?”
“Because he told me he was going to do it?”
“He told you he was planning to steal your bike?” I scowled as best I could and got right in her face. “Why would he do that?”
“Because I broke his kite.”
I didn’t mean to say, “Ah-ha!” It just slipped out. “So, he had a motive.” I counted out one finger. “And he had means, he lives in the same house.” I extended another finger. “And the opportunity, you were still in bed.” I extended the third finger and then announced, “Case solved.”
She looked at me and said, “What?”
I ignored that question and took out the paper and Magic Marker. Then I said, “Give me your hand.”
She looked at the marker and paper and said, “What’s that for?”
“I’m going to fingerprint you. You’re the victim of a crime, and I want to rule out your prints from those of persons of interest.” I learned that term from my CSI binge-watching.
She made a face and said, “What are you nuts? There was no crime, my brother took my bike. Here he comes now.”
I looked in the direction she was pointing, and Emmett was turning the corner and riding toward the house, no hands, showing off. He skidded to a stop and said, “Hey, Celia,” ignoring his sister, who put a middle finger up against her nose as a show of force.
“Hey Emmett, nice bike. Is it yours?”
“No, it’s dummy’s.” He nodded toward his sister.
Emmett went into the house, letting the screen door slam. I felt confident that the case was closed, so I said to my client. “Let’s go to the mall.”
She agreed, and we headed south, riding our bikes on the sidewalk. I was satisfied with the conclusion of the case, and since Roberta was my best friend, I waived my fee.
***
Sunday night, before camp started the next day, I made mac and cheese for supper. It was my favorite at-home meal, and I think my dad likes it a lot. Tonight, he had that faraway look in his eyes. He had that a lot after Mom died. I know he’s still grieving hard. 
I don’t think I’ve come into my full grief yet. I cried my eyes out for days after the funeral, every time another memory would come in view, but I think there’s still more buried inside me. When I get up in the morning, she’s not there, always cheerful even as her cancer spread, and there was no hope. We talked about a lot of things, and she always said, “Ceely, I know you’ll do great things in your life, I can feel it.” She’d hug me, and I could feel her thinning bones through her robe. Her last words to me in the hospital were said in a whisper, “Do great things.”
That’s what I will do. I’ll be the world’s greatest detective. I know it. I excused myself from the table and my father’s stare and went to my room to cry. 
Monday morning, I packed my bag with an apple, a trail mix bar, and added two bottles of water. The course brochure said we would be provided with lunch and a snack, but as a trained investigator, I wasn’t taking any chances. The brochure also said we would be given a CSI tool kit, but I wanted to be prepared with my own stuff, just in case, so I added a notebook and the magnifying glass which Dad said I could have. He didn’t ask why I wanted it, and I hadn’t told him about my first case yet. He’s been distracted all weekend. I don’t know why, but I’ll get to the bottom of that mystery soon enough. I was also excited by the fact that we would be given a camp tee-shirt, which I planned to wear immediately over the Ed Sheeran logo shirt I had on this morning.  
Dad drove me to the community college where the camp was being held, and I saw the group of kids that were there for the course. Most of them were older than me, and one boy had to be at least seventeen because he drove there himself. My deductive powers were already kicking in.
I gave my dad a quick kiss on the cheek, jumped out of the car with my backpack, and turned around to wave goodbye, but he was already driving away.
All the kids were excited as we grouped in front of two tables to register and receive our course materials. I was in the A-M group, where there were three more of us than in the N-Z group. I looked at that as a good start. We were given a name tag in a plastic holder and a small duffle bag holding the other items. I slipped into the new camp shirt and pinned my name tag to it, wearing it proudly like a police shield. The registration lady said we would get our CSI tool kits this afternoon.
The girl in front of me said her name was Billie. She was three months older than me, and we shook hands with the feeling that this was what professionals did. She offered me a stick of Juicy Fruit, but I declined because I have a retainer to straighten out a crooked incisor and didn’t want to have a sticky problem with that.
Our group leader was a man named Bob Marshall. He said he was a former city detective and retired on medical disability after being shot while chasing a robbery suspect. I pictured myself running down a dark alley, dodging a hail of bullets, to make an arrest when the gun misfired, and I disarmed the perp and slapped my cuffs on him. One of the kids asked Bob if we could see the bullet wound, and he said, “Maybe later.” We followed Bob into a classroom and sat down. 
 
 
 
 

Chapter Two
Crime Scene Detection
Our first lesson was on Crime Scene Investigation. Detective Marshall showed a scene on the screen at the front of the room. A man was sprawled on the floor in a living room face down, obviously dead. Bob asked the class, “Who can give me a clue?” 
My hand shot up like a rocket. He looked at his clipboard for a moment and said, “Yes, Celia, what’s the first thing you noticed?”
“He’s left-handed, Detective Marshall.”
“Please, everyone, just call me Bob. Why do you say that, Celia?”
“Because his watch is on his right arm.” I smiled and settled back in my seat.
“That’s an excellent clue, and based on my experience, that’s probably true. What other clues can be seen?”
He was addressing the group, but my rocket hand went up first. “Bob, I think he was probably poisoned.”
“Okay, Celia, what leads you to that statement?” Bob smiled back.
“Because, there is no evident blood to indicate that he was killed by trauma, not shot or hit over the head or something like that. Also, there’s no apparent bruising or twisted position of the neck, so I don’t think he was strangled.” I hesitated a moment to add suspense to my voice. “If you notice, there is a coffee cup on the table next to the chair where he probably was sitting.” I had more to say, but Bob interrupted me and asked, “Is it possible that it was only coffee?”
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