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Prologue
Nine-year-old Peter and his ten-year-old sister,
Mary, stood at the door to the huge, old house
and waved as their parents drove away. Peter and
Mary and their dog, Hank, would be spending
the month with Great-Uncle Solomon.
Peter thought it would be the most boring
month ever—until he realized Great-Uncle
Solomon was an archaeologist. Great-Uncle
Solomon showed them artifacts and treasures
and told them stories about his travels around
the globe. And then he shared his most amazing
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discovery of all—the Legend of the Hidden
Scrolls! These weren’t just dusty old scrolls. They
were filled with secrets—and they would lead to
travel through time.
Soon Peter, Mary, and Hank were flung back
in time to the creation of the earth. They saw
amazing things and had exciting adventures, all
while trying to solve the secret of the scroll.
Now Peter and Mary are ready for their next
adventure . . . as soon as they hear the lion’s
roar.
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1

The rain
“Will it ever stop raining?” said Peter. He stared
out of the window of Great-Uncle Solomon’s
house. It had been raining for two days. Peter
wanted to go outside and explore the woods.
“Ruff!” barked Hank. He dropped a ball at
Peter’s feet.
“It’s too wet to go outside,” said Peter.
Hank picked up the ball and dropped it at
Mary’s feet. She didn’t look up from the book she
was reading.
“Woof!”
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Hank barked so loudly, Mary almost jumped
out of the comfy leather chair. Hank dropped
the slobbery ball into her lap.
“Yuck!” She picked it up and threw it. It hit
Peter in the back of the head.
“Ouch!” Peter rubbed his head. “Why did you
do that?”
“Don’t bother me,” she said. “I’m reading.”
Peter couldn’t understand why Mary read so
much. She read about history, science, animals,
and space. It was almost like she enjoyed it.
“What are you reading?” asked Peter.
Mary held up the book. “The History of Dogs:
A Tale of Survival from the Bark Ages to Today.”
“Sounds boring,” said Peter. He threw the ball
down the hallway. Hank brought it back.
“It’s not.” Mary showed them a picture of a
wolf. “Did you know that Hank’s great-greatgreat-great-great-grandfather was a wolf?”
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Hank growled at the picture.
“Easy, Hank.” Peter grabbed his collar so he
wouldn’t attack the book. “It’s just a picture.”
Peter looked at the picture and then at Hank.
“How could that mean-looking wolf be Hank’s
great-great-great-great-great-grandfather?”
“All dogs come from wolves,” Mary said. She
showed Peter a picture full of dogs. “In fact, there
are more than 340 breeds of dogs that come from
one wolf.”
“Wolf,” barked Hank. He walked a little bigger
and tougher around the living room. He even ran
over and growled at the tall, shiny suit of armor
guarding the hallway to the library.
The suit of armor didn’t move.
“It’s okay,” said Peter. “It’s not alive.” He
slowly reached his hand toward the armor but
pulled back. “At least, I don’t think it’s alive.”
Peter took a closer look. There was a long

5

sword in its right hand and a shield in its left.
Peter backed away a bit.
“Hey, Mary!” shouted Peter. “Come look.”
Mary grunted as she walked across the room.
“What’s so important?”
Peter pointed. “Do you remember seeing this
lion on the shield?”
Mary bent forward. “I don’t think so. Maybe
it’s a clue.”
“A clue for what?” Peter asked.
“Maybe it’s time to go to the library
and open another scroll,” said Mary.
“It’s been three days since we
opened the first one.”
Peter ran down the hall and
slid to a stop in front of the
library. The doors were tall
and old and looked like
they came from a castle.
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He reached toward a handle. It was shaped
like a lion’s head.
“Open it!” Mary said.
Peter squeezed tight. “It won’t turn.”
Mary sighed. “I guess we’ll have to wait for
the lion’s roar. Remember, the Legend of the
Hidden Scrolls said, ‘Amazing adventures are in
store for those who follow the lion’s roar.’”
“Too bad. Today would be a good day for an
adventure,” Peter said.
He looked down at Hank. “So what do you
want to do now?”
Hank ran back down the hallway and brought
the ball back.
Peter threw it again. It bounced off walls and
rolled into a room. Hank chased it.
“Hank, come back!” shouted Peter.
Hank ran out of the room with a huge bone
in his mouth.
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“Drop it!” said Peter.
“You don’t know where
that bone has been.”
Hank wouldn’t
drop it.
“It could be from
an old mummy,” said
Peter.
Hank dropped the
bone and growled at it.
“Come on. Let’s put it back before we get in
trouble.” Peter picked up the bone and began to
walk down the hallway. He wondered when the
lion would roar again so they could go in and
open another scroll.
“Woof!”
He walked toward the doorway of the room.
When he looked in, his mouth dropped open.
“Mary!” he shouted. “You’ve got to see this!”
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an old leaTh er Book
“Look what I found!” shouted Peter.
Mary sighed as she walked down the hallway.
“Hurry!”
“Okay, I’m here.” Mary folded her arms.
“Now, what is so important?”
Peter pointed into the room. Mary’s eyes got
as big as saucers.
“Look at all these shovels.” Peter picked up a
small shovel from a pile on the shelf. “We could
have used this to build a sandcastle on our last
adventure.”
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“This must be where Great-Uncle Solomon
keeps his archaeology tools,” said Mary.
Peter picked up some binoculars. “Check
these out.”
Peter looked across the room through the
binoculars. When he turned back to Mary, she
was unrolling a large map she had found on the
table.
Peter grabbed a flashlight from a shelf.
“What’s that?”
“It’s a map of Israel,” said Mary.
“How do you know?” asked Peter.
Mary pointed to the top of the map. “It’s
written right there in big letters: Israel.”
“I know,” said Peter. “I just wanted to make
sure you did.”
Mary shook her head. “Sure you did.”
Peter shined the flashlight on the map.
“What is the big red X right in the middle?”
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Mary picked up a magnifying glass from the
table. “It looks like the X is on top of some hills
in a desert beside the Dead Sea.”
“Wait,” said Peter. “Isn’t that where GreatUncle Solomon discovered the Hidden Scrolls?”
“You’re right!” Mary looked up.
“I’m right sometimes,” Peter said, grinning.
“I wonder if there’s anything
else here to help us find out
more about the scrolls,” said
Mary.
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“Woof! Woof!”
Hank was standing over a brown leather bag.
Peter picked it up and plopped it on the table.
Mary gave Peter a big-sister look. “Be careful.
We don’t know what’s in there.”
Peter unzipped the bag and looked inside.
“There’s nothing here but an old leather book.”
He tossed it on the table.
Mary opened the book. “This isn’t just a book.
It’s a handwritten journal.”
“What’s it about?” said Peter.
Mary looked down and read.
July 8th
It is very hot in this desert. Even
my camel is getting thirsty. I have
been searching for the Hidden
Scrolls for 152 days, and I am
losing hope of ever finding them.
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“What else does it say?” Peter moved closer
so he could see.
Mary turned the page.
July 9th
I hired a new guide today. He
knows more about the scrolls than
I do. He told me the scrolls were
hidden 2,000 years ago, but he can
help me find them. He also told me
the Legend of the Hidden Scrolls.
I am writing it down so I don’t
forget.

THE LEGEND OF
THE HIDDEN SCROLLS
The scrolls contain the
truth you seek.
Break the seal,
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unroll the scroll,
and you will see the past unfold.
Amazing adventures are in store
for those who follow
the lion’s roar!
“There you are,” said a raspy old voice behind
them. “I see you found my adventure journal.”
Peter spun around. Great-Uncle Solomon
was standing in the doorway. He adjusted his
round glasses under his bushy white eyebrows.
Mary quickly closed the book and put it on
the table. “Peter found it and made me read it.”
Peter’s heart pounded in his chest. “It’s not
my fault. Hank found it.”
Great-Uncle Solomon smiled. “Don’t worry.
I’m not angry.” He picked up the journal and
flipped through the pages. “This journal has
many great memories.”
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Roar!
The lion’s roar echoed down the hallway from
the library.
“There is no time to tell you!” said GreatUncle Solomon. He ran around the room,
grabbing things from the shelves and putting
them in the brown leather bag.
“What are you doing?” asked Mary.
Great-Uncle Solomon put the
journal in the bag and zipped it
shut. “Here are a few things to
help you on your adventure.”
Roar!
“Go!” Great-Uncle Solomon
handed the bag to Peter.
“You don’t want to make
the lion wait.”
“Let’s go!” said
Peter. He hung the
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bag over his shoulder and ran down the hall to
the library. Mary and Hank were close behind.
Peter stopped and stared at the lion’s-head
handle. He reached for the handle and turned.
Click!
Peter swung the door open and they ran in.
Bang! The door shut behind them.
Roar! The sound came from behind the tall
bookshelves on the right. Hank ran over and
barked at one of the books.
Mary quickly found the red book with a lion’s
head painted in gold on the cover. She pulled it
off the shelf. The tall bookshelf rumbled. Then it
slid open to reveal the hidden room. It was dark,
except for a glowing clay pot in the center of the
room that held the scrolls.
Peter ran to the pot with Mary and Hank on
his heels. Hank sniffed at one of the scrolls. Peter
picked it up and looked at it.
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“What’s on the red wax seal?” Mary asked.
Peter took a closer look. “I’m not sure.”
Mary looked at it. “I think it’s a boat.”
“I guess we could use one with all this rain,”
said Peter.
He broke the seal. Suddenly, the walls shook,
books fell off the shelves, and the floor quaked.
Peter grabbed Mary’s hand. “Here we go!”
The library crumbled around them and
disappeared. Then everything was still and
quiet.
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3

down

in T he Valley

Peter let go of Mary’s hand and looked around.
They were in the middle of woods. The sun
shone through the branches and birds sang.
“At least it’s not raining,” said Peter. “Where
are we?”
“It’s hard to tell.” Mary looked at the tall
trees all around them. “These woods could be
anywhere.”
Peter pointed over her shoulder. “Let’s go that
way.”
“No,” said Mary. “This way.”
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Peter rolled his eyes. “Whatever. Let’s just
start moving. I’m getting hungry.”
“Check the bag,” said Mary. “Maybe GreatUncle Solomon packed food.”
Peter unzipped the bag and looked inside.
He pulled out a flashlight and compass.
“Give me the compass,” said Mary. “It will
help keep us from getting lost.”
Next, Peter pulled out a box of matches. “Who
would give matches to a couple of kids?” Then
he pulled out a hatchet.
“Be careful!” Mary gave Peter that look again.
Peter rolled his eyes and carefully laid the
hatchet on the ground. He pulled out a small bag
with a rope hanging out. He read the words on
the bag. “Pop-up tent. Pull the rope and let your
adventure begin.” He grabbed the rope.
“Wait!” said Mary. “We might need that later.
Is there anything else?”
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Peter pulled out a canteen. “Water!” He
opened it. “Empty!”
Finally, he pulled out Great-Uncle Solomon’s
adventure journal. “That’s all. There’s nothing
to eat. We have to remember to bring food next
time.”
He shoved everything back into the bag,
including the scroll.
Mary held up the compass. “Let’s go north.”
Peter led the way as they walked over fallen
branches and rocks. About an hour later, they
came to the edge of the woods. Peter stared
down a steep hill into a valley.

A tall rock wall wrapped around a city filled
with small houses and tiny gardens. A towering
stone building shaped like a pyramid sat right in
the center of the city.
“Civilization!” shouted Peter.
“Maybe we can find out where we are,” said
Mary.
Peter rubbed his belly. “Maybe we can find
some food.”

“Woof!” Hank barked and ran down into the
valley.
Peter and Mary followed. At the bottom
of the hill, Peter pointed to an iron gate. He
opened it and followed Mary down a wide dirt
road. The road was lined with shops that were
filled with baskets, blankets, and jewelry. But
Peter didn’t see any food. He bumped into a tall,
bearded man wearing a brown robe with a rope
tied around his big, bouncy belly.
“Get out of my way!” grunted the man. He
kicked dirt on Hank and pushed his way past
Peter and Mary.
“Sorry,” said Peter. He brushed the dirt off
Hank.
People crowded the street. Everyone pushed
and shoved and gave each other mean looks.
There were no hellos, no handshakes, and no
smiles.
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“We still need to find food,” said Peter.
Mary agreed with him, for once. She and Hank
followed Peter as he pushed his way through the
smelly, cranky crowd. Nobody looked happy.
Peter thought they must be hungry too. Where
was the food?
Suddenly he smelled something. It wasn’t a
familiar smell, like hot dogs or pizza, but he was
pretty sure it was food.
Peter let his nose lead him to a large outdoor
food shop. There he found baskets full of fresh
bread.
Mary found tables covered with bananas,
oranges, and apples. And Hank found a shelf
piled high with cheese.
Peter’s mouth watered. His stomach rumbled.
“What would you like to eat?” asked a
lady wearing a purple robe and a long golden
necklace.
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“I want two of
everything,” said Peter.
“Give me your coins and you can have whatever you want,” she said.
“We don’t have any coins,” said Mary.
“No coins, no food.” The lady put her nose
in the air and turned to walk away.
“But we’re hungry,” said Peter.
“I don’t care,” she said.
“How do we get coins?” asked Mary.
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“It’s easy,” she said. “You just lie, cheat, and
steal like all the other kids.”
“But that’s wrong,” said Mary.
“That’s not what the Dark Ruler told us.”
The lady in purple pointed to the tall pyramid
building. Steps led up the side to the top, where
a large statue of a snake wrapped around a
throne. “The Dark Ruler said we can do anything
we want.”
Peter shook his head. “We can’t do those
things.”
“Well, I guess you’ll be hungry then.” She
pulled some coins out of a pouch around her
waist and started to count.
Peter lifted his chin. “I’m not worried. God
will help us.”
The lady stopped counting and leaned close
to Peter. “Did you say God?”
“Yes,” said Peter.

25

“Let me give you a little warning.” The lady
looked around and then whispered, “Never, ever
say the word God around here.”
“Why not?” whispered Peter.
“The Dark Ruler only has one rule.” She held
up a finger. “You are not allowed to talk about
God . . . or else.”
Mary scooted closer. “Or else what?”
“Or else you will be locked in the dungeon
beneath the Temple of the Snake.” She pointed
to the pyramid again. “Now leave—before we all
get in trouble.”
“Grrrr!”
“Stop it, Hank,” said Peter.
Mary gasped. “That’s not Hank!”
Peter turned around and saw the snarling
fangs of a wolf.
8BOUUPLFFQSFBEJOH $MJDLPOPOFPGUIFSFUBJMFS
MJOLTCFMPXUPQVSDIBTFBDPQZUPEBZ

26

$6.99 U.S.
ISBN-13: 978-0-8249-5685-1
5 0 6 9 9

9

780824 956851

Ages 6–9
Reading level: grades 1–3

