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Chapter 1

“I don’t think it’s open.” Zoey pointed to the sign hanging in the window. “And it looks like the lights are off.”

“This sign says the library opens at one p.m.,” said her cousin Sam. Sam’s face was bunched into a frown at the list of hours. His straight black hair blew all around as the breeze gusted on this windy July afternoon.

Zoey shook her head and her long red curls swayed back and forth. She sighed and pushed her two dragon books into the book drop box and turned to leave. 

Zoey was hoping to get the third book. She wanted to read it in the hammock out on the deck later. She could listen to the soft whisper of the waves and every now and then a cry from a seagull. 

The deck behind the little beach house would be shady and maybe Dad would make lemonade that she could drink while she read her book. 

Then Zoey frowned. How would she read her book if the library was closed? 

With a sigh, she followed her cousin up the stairs to where he was peering through the window next to the library door and tapping on the glass. 

“Sam!” Zoey didn’t want him to be rude. Sam loved books so much that he was not going to let anything stop him from finding out more about his latest interest: prisms and light.

The library door pulled opened a crack and a face framed by yellow braids and thick black glasses looked out. It was a kid. She was tall, and older than Zoey and Sam.

“Hi! It’s after one,” Sam said in a cheery voice. “Can we come in?”

The girl checked a wrist that held two watches, one digital and one analog, and sighed deeply. She reached up to flip the sign on the door to OPEN.

“Sure, I guess,” she told them. Her voice was low and scratchy, like she hadn’t used it yet today.

 

￼[image: Chapter_Illustrations-1_3.png]

Zoey followed Sam through the door and waited while the girl reached out to flick on a light switch. 

“You were in the dark?” Sam asked her. 

The girl fixed a stern eye on him. “I sleep here, okay?” she told them with no hint of a smile. “You woke me up.”

Zoey giggled but Sam didn’t get the joke. “Really?” he asked. 

The girl turned with a snort back to the cart of books she was rolling. 

“No, not really,” she told him, and Zoey thought she saw a hint of a smile. 

“What’s your name?” Sam called after her.

“Sarah,” she said without turning around. 

Sam looked back at Zoey and shrugged.

It was quiet. Then the library door banged behind them and someone rushed in. Sam and Zoey sprang to the side, trying to avoid getting run over by an older man. 

Zoey forgot all about her dragon book when she saw the man’s messy hair, the little that he had, and the sweat sliding down his cheeks. 

“There’s been a crime!” he called out in a loud voice. Zoey tried not to giggle even though the man’s wild rush into the library struck her as funny.

“Papers, papers of great value. The great history of Pebble Beach…records of note,” the man was talking between deep breaths and he wasn’t making sense to Zoey. 

“Let me get my aunt,” Sarah said and slipped away.

She returned with Mrs. Carding, the librarian. Zoey had known Mrs. Carding for years. She had the same thick blond hair as Sarah, but pulled into a tight bun on the back of her head. 

Mrs. Carding took in the sight of the man, his breath coming in quick gasps, and said sharply, “Mr. Reed. Do sit down. You’re scaring the children.”

Zoey rolled her eyes at Sam, just as Sarah said in her throaty voice, “Aunt Linda, we’re not children.” 

Sam gave a brisk nod to that. 

Mrs. Carding brought the worried man to a firm couch near a bookshelf. “Now. Tell me what’s going on,” she ordered and she moved behind a counter to scan in books from a cart on her left.

“Someone broke into the museum,” he started. 

“How do you know that?” the librarian said quickly. 

Smart of her to ask that, thought Zoey.

“They…they…” the man was having trouble getting his words out. “They broke the glass of the case, our case that was holding our exhibit. With a rock, they smashed it. There is glass all over the place,” he said sadly.

The librarian’s stern gaze softened. “I’m very sorry to hear that, Justin,” she said. “Is that all?”

“No, they took the designs that were in the case, plans and drawings for the Back Bay Lighthouse.”

“That’s it?” Sarah said to herself, but Zoey heard her.

Mr. Reed heard also.

“They were very important, young lady! The Back Bay Lighthouse has been here for hundreds of years, in case you didn’t know. The library loaned us the old sketches and plans.” 

He shook his head sadly at the librarian. 

“Was anything else missing?” she asked. 

The man looked unsure. “Not that I saw. I don’t think so,” he said slowly. 

“And no one was hurt?” she asked as she scanned in several more books.

“No. It happened during the night,” he answered.

“Well, then.” The librarian took a deep breath and turned to him. “I think you should go clean up in the bathroom,” she told him, looking at his bits of hair sticking up. “Then we’ll head down to the museum and see what we can do.”

She marched to the desk and picked up a book to scan in without waiting for an answer while Mr. Reed went to the back where the bathroom was.

Sarah frowned. “Will they call the police?” she asked Zoey and Sam.

Zoey answered. “There are no police in Pebble Beach. They could call the Coast Guard or the station for the county.”

“Noted,” Sarah said crisply, sounding like her aunt. Then she sounded younger when she asked, “Do you want to go, too?” 

Zoey and Sam were already planning on it. “Yes,” Zoey told her. “Let me just check out a dragon book really quick and I’ll be ready.”




Chapter 2

It didn’t take long for Zoey to find the dragon book. She flipped through it while Sam filled his water bottle. 

When they tried to follow the adults out of the library, Sarah’s aunt insisted that a crime scene was no place for kids.

“Children and broken glass don’t mix,” she said.
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