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1
Strange Lights

KC snuggled deeper inside her sleeping bag. She was camping out on the White House lawn with her best friend, Marshall Li. KC could smell the grass and the rosebushes. The traffic on Pennsylvania Avenue made a humming sound from the other side of the tall hedges. Fireflies danced in the bushes.

“Why does the Washington Monument have those flashing red and white lights?” Marshall asked. He was sitting up in his sleeping bag a few feet away.

“It only has red lights,” KC said. “I think that’s so airplanes won’t hit it.” She rolled over to look at the tall Monument. It was white against the night sky. At the top, red lights blinked on and off.

“KC, they’re red and white,” Marshall said, pointing. “Look.”

“They’re red, Marsh—” KC stopped speaking. Marshall was right. The red lights were flashing, but KC could also see white light in the windows at the top of the Monument. The white light seemed to move around. Sometimes it was bright. Sometimes it was just a glow.

“It looks like someone with a flashlight,” Marshall said.

KC shook her head. “The Monument is closed at night,” she said, climbing out of her sleeping bag. She walked toward the hedges.

“Well, someone is up there,” Marshall insisted.

KC watched the white light. It seemed to move from window to window. “Let’s go find out what it is!” KC said. She grabbed her flashlight.

“Now?” Marshall asked. He was standing up, pulling on his sneakers.

KC wanted to be a TV reporter when she grew up. She was curious about everything. She was especially curious about things that were strange, like those dancing white lights. But she knew her mom would kill her if she went walking around the city at night. With a sigh, she turned off the flashlight.

“We can go on one of the tours tomorrow and look around inside the Monument,” KC said.

“Look around for what?” Marshall asked.

“A ghoooosssst,” KC whispered as she crawled back into her sleeping bag.

   After breakfast the next morning, KC and Marshall walked to the Washington Monument. A sign on a booth said that tickets for the tours were free. KC asked for two tickets for the nine o’clock tour. A park ranger in a gray uniform handed her the tickets and a pamphlet. His name tag said BUTCH.

Marshall stared up at the Monument. “Wow, how tall do you think it is?” he asked.

KC checked the pamphlet. It had a list of facts about the Washington Monument. “Five hundred and fifty-five feet,” she answered, “and five inches.”

“How do they know that?” Marshall asked. “I mean, how could they measure it? They’d need a really big ruler!”

KC shrugged. “No idea. Let’s ask when we get inside,” she said.

At nine, another park ranger opened the door at the base of the Monument. “Hi, my name is Opal,” she said. “I’m your tour guide today.” She took tickets and led the small group to the elevator.

“I thought we had to climb the stairs,” Marshall said to the park ranger as they waited for the elevator.

Opal smiled. “Not anymore,” she said. “There are almost nine hundred steps. Until around 1970, you had a choice. You could either climb the stairs or take the elevator. But a few people were breaking off pieces of the memorial stones to take as souvenirs. Now you can only go up in the elevator.”

“What are the memorial stones?” a man asked.

“When the Monument was being built, many countries sent us huge stones to put inside,” the ranger explained. “Our own states also sent stones. In all, there are one hundred ninety-two memorial stones. You’ll get to see them when we come down in the elevator.”

The elevator door opened and everyone stepped inside.

“The ride up is fast,” Opal said. “But on the way down, it will be slower so you can see the stones.”

The door closed and KC felt a jolt as the elevator rose quickly. A minute later, the door opened again. “This is the observation deck,” Opal said. “You just climbed five hundred feet in seventy seconds! Enjoy the view. The next trip down is in ten minutes.”

The tourists walked to the windows that looked out on Washington, D.C. The windows were on each side—north, south, east, and west. Each window offered a spectacular view of the buildings, streets, and parks. Tiny cars and buses darted about like bugs. People walking on the ground looked like ants.

KC stood next to the north window. “Look, Marsh!” She pointed at the lawn in front of the White House. “That’s where we were last night. Those weird lights must have shone through this window!”

“Cool!” Marshall said. “If anyone was up here last night, I wonder if they saw us on the lawn.”

KC looked at Marshall. “I never thought about that,” she said. She glanced around the observation deck.

Had someone been creeping around in here with a flashlight last night? Did they also have a telescope or binoculars? Were they watching the White House?

“Marsh!” KC hissed. “Maybe someone climbed up here to spy on the president!”




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_012_r1.jpg
E‘JA j






OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_L01_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_cvt_r1.jpg







OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
CAPITAL MYSTERIES 8

MYSTERY AT THE WASHINGTON MONUMENT

Ron Ro;
lllustrated by Timothy Bus

VN
s
RANDOM HOUSE

CHILDREN'S BOOKS





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_tp_r1.jpg
by Ron Roy
illustrated by Timothy Bush

A STEPPING STONE BOOK™
Random House £ New York





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Roy_9780307496966_epub_006_r1.jpg





