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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 discovery of all—the Legend of the 

Hidden Scrolls! These weren’t just dusty old scrolls. 
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They held secrets—and they would lead to travel 

through time.

Soon Peter, Mary, and Hank were flung back 

in time to important moments in the Bible. They 

witnessed the Creation of the earth. They helped 

Noah load the animals before the flood. They saw 

amazing things and had exciting adventures, all 

while trying to solve the secrets of the scrolls.

Now Peter and Mary are ready for their next 

adventure . . . as soon as they hear the lion’s roar.

The Legend of the Hidden Scrolls

The scrolls contain the truth you seek.

Break the seal, Unroll the scroll,

And you will see the past unfold.

Amazing adventures are in store

For those who follow the lion’s roar!
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Something’S Different

Peter stared at the shiny suit of armor standing 

at the entrance to the hallway leading to Great-

Uncle Solomon’s library. Something was different. 

He just couldn’t figure out what. Peter slowly 

reached toward the lion head on the shield.

“Ruff!” Hank barked and tilted his head. 

Something was definitely different.

“Mary!” shouted Peter.

“Don’t shout,” said Mary. “I’m right here.”

Peter turned and saw Mary sitting in the comfy 

leather chair—reading a book, of course. 
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Mary put her book down. “What are you 

looking at?”

“Something is weird,” said Peter. “But I can’t 

figure it out.”

Mary walked over and looked up and down 

the armor. “The sword.”

“What about it?”

“It used to be by his side,” said Mary. “Now it 

is pointing that way.”

Peter rubbed his chin. “That’s strange.” He 

stepped back. He had always assumed the armor 

was just armor, but now he wasn’t so sure. “I 

wonder what he’s pointing at.”

Mary looked in the direction of the sword. 

“It looks like he’s pointing down that hall.” 

Peter turned. “We haven’t explored this one.”

Mary walked back to her chair and plopped 

down. “Have fun. I’m going to finish my book.”

“Are you kidding?” said Peter. “A suit of 
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armor is pointing its sword 

down a mysterious hallway, and you want to 

read a book?”

Mary looked up thoughtfully. “Well, maybe it 

will lead us to another adventure.”

Peter grinned and grabbed the big leather bag 

with the adventure journal inside. “Let’s go!”

“Woof, woof,” Hank barked and ran down the 

hall. Peter and Mary were close behind. Hank 

stopped in front of the third door on the right. 

He barked. 
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Peter turned the knob and swung the door 

wide open. “It’s pitch-black in there.”

Mary wrinkled her nose. “Gross, what’s that 

smell?”

Peter held his nose. “Maybe it’s where Great-

Uncle Solomon keeps his dirty socks.” He reached 

through sticky cobwebs and turned on the light.

Mary’s jaw dropped. “A sarcophagus!”

“A sarcofa—what?”

“A sarcophagus is a coffin where ancient 

Egyptians kept mummies,” said Mary, like every-

one should know.

“Oh.” Peter walked over to the colorful stone 

box. It was covered in jewels and painted with 

strange winged creatures. It was carved in the 

shape of a man wearing a blue-and-gold head 

covering with a snake at the top.

“Another snake?” moaned Peter. “Why is there 

always a snake?”
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“A cobra,” Mary said. “Ancient Egyptians used 

it as a symbol of royalty and power. This mummy 

must have been a ruler or maybe even a pharaoh.”

Peter stepped back and bowed. “Nice to meet 

you, your majesty.”

Mary rolled her eyes. 

“How do you know so much about mummies?” 

said Peter.

“I read about it in a book,” said Mary. “It was 

called Are You My Mummy?: A Look Inside Ancient 

Pyramids.”

Peter ran his hand across the top of the 

sarcophagus. “Let’s open it.” 

“I don’t think we should,” said Mary, backing 

away.

“You’re afraid of mummies!” said Peter.

“No, I’m not,” said Mary.

Peter grabbed one end of the lid. “Then help 

me open it.”
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Mary slowly reached for the other side.

“I wouldn’t do that,” said a raspy old voice 

from behind them. 

Peter jumped. He turned to see Great-Uncle 

Solomon walking in the doorway. Great-Uncle 

Solomon brushed cobwebs out of his bushy 

white hair and glanced around. “I really need to 

clean in here,” he said.

“Why can’t we open it?” said Peter. “Will the 

mummy escape?”

Great-Uncle Solomon laughed. “No, that’s 

only in the movies.”

Mary folded her arms and gave Peter a look 

like he should have known that.
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“That mummy has been dead for thousands 

of years,” said Great-Uncle Solomon. “I don’t 

think you’ll like how he smells.”

Hank sniffed the sarcophagus and jumped 

back.

Great-Uncle Solomon held out two apples. 

“Here, I brought you a snack.”

Peter shoved them into the big leather bag. 

“Thanks, I’ll save them for later.”

“I can’t believe you’re not hungry,” said Mary. 

“You’re always hungry.”

Peter pinched his nose. “The smell ruined my 

appetite.”

“Take a look around the room,” said Great-

Uncle Solomon. “It’s filled with treasures and 

artifacts from my explorations in Egypt. You 

might even find something to help on your next 

adventure.”

Peter walked over to a shelf and picked up a 
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dagger with jewels on the handle. He slipped it 

in his bag. 

Mary unrolled a scroll and her eyes lit up. 

“Maybe we should take this map.”

Peter stuck it in the bag.

Roar! A lion’s roar echoed through the house.

Great-Uncle Solomon grabbed a flashlight 

and some binoculars and handed them to Peter. 

“Every good explorer needs these.”

Roar! 

“Let’s go!” said Peter. He hung the bag over his 

shoulder, ran down the hallway, and passed the 

suit of armor. Mary and Hank were right on his 

heels. They skidded to a stop at the library doors. 

Peter reached for the lion’s-head handle and 

turned. 

Click!

Peter swung the door open, and they ran into 

the library.
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Mary shuffled through the books and pulled 

out the red one with a lion’s head painted in gold 

on the cover. The bookshelf rumbled and slid 

open to reveal the secret room. It was dark except 

for the glowing clay pot in the center that held 

the hidden scrolls.

Mary ran over to the pot. “I want to pick the 

scroll this time.”

“Be my guest,” said Peter.

Mary closed her eyes and grabbed one.

“What’s on the red wax seal?” said Peter.

Mary squinted. “It looks like a triangle.”

“Let’s see where it takes us,” said Peter.

Mary broke the seal. Suddenly, the walls 

shook, the floor quaked, and books flew off the 

shelves.

Peter grabbed Mary’s hand. “Here we go!”

The library crumbled around them. Then 

everything was still, quiet, and hot—very hot.

11
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 2

the golDen Door

“It’s so hot!” said Peter.

Mary shaded her eyes with her hands. “The 

sun is really bright.”

Peter spun around. “There is nothing here 

but sand.”

“We must be in the middle of the desert,” 

said Mary.

“We just got here and I’m already thirsty,” 

said Peter.

“Did you pack any water?” 

“No,” said Peter. “We only have the apples.”

12
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Mary wiped sweat from her forehead. “Let’s 

find some water.”

“Ruff!” Hank barked and took off, kicking up 

sand behind him. He ran to the top of a sand 

dune and spun in circles, barking. 

 “Did you find water?” Peter shouted. He 

climbed up the tall sand dune. “Mary, come look.”

Peter tapped his foot as Mary slowly climbed 

the dune. He couldn’t believe how slow she was, 

especially with all of her karate training. 

Mary finally reached the top and took a deep 

breath. “What is it?”

Peter pointed at a tall pyramid in the distance. 

“I think I found Egypt.”

Mary’s eyes widened. “I’ve always wanted to 

go to Egypt. I can’t believe I’m actually here.”

“Let’s go!” said Peter.

Mary took off running toward the pyramid. 

She beat Peter and Hank there.
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“I didn’t know you could run so fast,” said 

Peter.

“Let’s explore,” said Mary. 

“How do we get in?” said Peter. “Did any of 

your books tell you?”

“There should be an entrance,” she said. “But 

I don’t see one.”

Hank sniffed along the base of the pyramid. 

He started digging, flinging sand everywhere. 

Peter joined him and found a tiny entrance in the 

rock. He bent down and squeezed through. Mary 

and Hank followed.

Mary stood up and brushed 

off the sand. “It’s dark in here.”
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Peter unzipped the leather bag and pulled 

out the flashlight. “Let there be light,” he said, 

shining the beam down a long hallway. The floors 

and walls were made of large stones covered in 

paintings of people and strange animals. Some of 

the people were working and some were sitting 

on thrones.

“Look,” said Mary. “I see some light.”

They ran to the end of the hall and turned the 

corner to see another long hallway with torches 

lighting the way. Mary grabbed one.

Hank ran in front of them and barked. Peter 

followed closely behind him. Around the next 

corner, they found a tall golden door. It had a 

painting of a big black cat with wings. Hank froze 

and growled at the cat. Peter reached to open the 

door.

“Stop,” said Mary. “I don’t think we should 

go in there.”

15
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“Why not?” said Peter. “Are you afraid of 

mummies?”

Mary stepped back from the door and lowered 

her head. “Maybe a little,” she admitted.

 “You don’t need to be afraid,” he said. “Hank 

and I are here.” Peter stood tall and pulled his 

shoulders back.

Hank barked and wagged his tail.

“Remember,” Peter said. “God will help us.”

“You’re right,” said Mary. “Let’s do it.”

Peter pushed against the massive door, and it 

creaked open to reveal a dark room. Peter could 

feel Mary and Hank crowding close to him as 

they all crept in. He swept his flashlight around 

the cavernous space. Paintings covered the walls 

all the way up to the high ceiling—which had a 

large eyeball painted in its center. Peter felt like it 

was looking at him.

Mary walked around the room with her 
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torch. “This is amazing. Look at all of these 

treasures!”

The light of Peter’s flashlight glittered on jewel-

covered vases and statues. 

Hank barked at something in the center of 

the room.

Peter followed Hank’s bark with his light. 

“Look, Mary!” he shouted. “A sarcophagus.” 

“It’s looks just like the one Great-Uncle 

Solomon found!” said Mary. She looked around 

again. “This room must be a tomb.” She shivered.

“Let’s open it,” said Peter. He grabbed the lid, 

but it wouldn’t budge. He unzipped the leather 

bag and pulled out the dagger. 

“Be careful,” said Mary.

Peter slid the dagger into a crack under the lid.

Pop. The lid moved. Peter and Mary slid it 

open and looked inside. There was a mummy 

wrapped in white cloth. 
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“Yikes!” Peter stepped back, then he leaned 

forward. “Hey, it smells like cinnamon.” He put 

the dagger back in the bag. 

“Let’s put the lid back on,” said Peter. “I’m 

getting a strange feeling.”

“Me too,” said Mary. “Maybe we shouldn’t have 

opened it.” She helped him slide the lid back in 

place. 

Hank turned away and growled.
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“What is it?” said Peter. He shined the 

flashlight into the corner. A pair of glowing yellow 

eyes shined back at him. Peter saw the shape of a 

huge black panther. “Don’t worry, Hank. It’s just 

a statue.”

Roar! The panther leaped on top of the 

sarcophagus.

“It’s alive!” shouted Peter. “Let’s get 

out of here!”
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 3

the Black Panther

Peter, Mary, and Hank ran out of the tomb. 

Peter slammed the door shut. He could hear the 

panther’s claws scraping on the door and stone 

floors. 

They ran down the hallways and found the 

entrance to the pyramid.

“Hurry,” said Peter. “That door won’t hold it 

for long!”

Mary and Hank squeezed out through the 

opening. Peter shined the light down the hallway. 

The glowing yellow eyes were moving quickly 
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toward him. Peter dropped the flashlight and 

dove through the hole. 

The panther tried to follow, but it got stuck in 

the opening. It clawed at the sand, fangs flashing.

“Run!” shouted Peter.

They ran across the hot sand toward a wide, 

rushing river. Peter paused at the riverbank and 

looked back. The panther was free!

“Jump in!” shouted Mary, as she dove into 

the cool water.

Peter and Hank jumped in after her. The 

current swept them to safety. The panther paced 

angrily on the bank, but it didn’t get in the water. 

The river carried them away from the pyramid 

and the panther. At a bend in the river, they all 

got tangled in the tall grass along the riverbank. 

Peter struggled to stand as the current rushed 

against him. “I can’t get out!”

A hand reached through the thick grass. “Grab 
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my hand!” said a girl’s 

voice. 

Peter grabbed 

the hand and held 

tight. He stepped 

onto the muddy 

riverbank.

The girl looked about 

the same age as Mary. She 

wore a white dress with a golden belt. Her 

necklace was thick gold covered in red rubies and 

green emeralds. A colorful headband held back 

her dark hair. She was very pretty—not that Peter 

noticed. 

“You’re strong,” said Peter. 

“Thanks,” said the girl. “And you’re wet.”

The grass rustled behind Peter. 

“Hello!” shouted Mary. “Can somebody please 

help me?”
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“Oh, yeah,” said Peter. “I almost forgot.” He 

reached down and pulled Mary out of the water. 

“Thanks.” Mary gave Peter a look. “What ever 

happened to ‘Girls go first’?”

Peter shrugged. “Sorry. She grabbed my hand 

first.”

“My name is Shephara,” said the girl. 

“I’m Peter,” he said. “This is my sister, Mary.”

Peter set his bag under a palm tree and un- 

zipped it. Everything inside looked dry, including 

the scroll. Peter sighed in relief. If the scroll got 

wet, they would be in big trouble.

“Ruff!” Hank crawled out of the river. He 

shook, and water sprayed everywhere. 

“Hank, stop that!” said Peter. “Don’t get 

Shephara wet.”

Shephara wiped her face. “It’s okay.” She petted 

Hank’s head. “Where did you find this beautiful 

creature? I have never seen a dog like him.”
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Hank walked around with a spring in his step.

“We brought him from home,” said Peter.

“Where are you from?” said Shephara. She 

looked Peter up and down. “You don’t look like 

you’re from around here.”

Mary gave Peter a look that said, Don’t answer 

that. “We came from far away,” said Mary.

“Are you from Nubia?” said Shephara.

“No,” said Mary, “much further.”

“Then you must be tired from your long 

journey,” said Shephara.

“Yes,” said Peter. “And hungry.”

Shephara’s eyes brightened. “You can stay 

with my family. We have dry clothes and food.”

Peter rubbed his belly. “Sounds good to me. 

Let me grab my—” Peter turned and saw a camel 

with its head stuck in the bag. The camel was 

chewing the last bites of the apples. 

“Oh, no,” said Peter. “That was all of our food.”
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The camel stuck its head back in the bag and 

pulled out the scroll. 

“No!” Peter ran over and grabbed it out of 

the camel’s slobbery mouth. The camel lifted its 

long neck and curled its lips.

“Watch out, Peter!” shouted Mary.

It was too late. Spit flew out of the camel’s 

mouth, right at Peter.

“Ugh, gross!” grunted Peter, wiping the mess 

from his face. 

Mary and Shephara laughed so hard they 

could barely stand. 

“Now I really need to change clothes,” said 

Peter.

Shephara tried to stop laughing. She climbed 

up onto the camel’s humped back. Another camel 

walked up and bumped into Peter. “Would you 

like a ride to my house?”

Peter shook his head. “No, thanks! I’ll walk.” 
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Mary climbed up onto the other camel. “I’ve 

always wanted to ride one.”

“Where’s your house?” said Peter.

“We just follow the Nile River,” said Shephara. 

“It’s not far.”

They walked and rode alongside the river. 

The farther they traveled, the more activity they 

saw. Boats with fishermen filled the water. Square 

houses made of large mud bricks lined the river. 
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People picked vegetables and fruits in small 

gardens. No matter what they were doing, the 

people all stopped and bowed as Peter, Mary, 

Shephara, and Hank passed.  

“Why is everyone bowing?” asked Peter.

Shephara just giggled. “We’re almost there.”

As they rounded a bend in the river, Peter 

saw a huge palace. A large stone porch went to 

the edge of the river. Tall white columns held up 

a pyramid-shaped roof. 

“We’re here,” said Shephara.

Five large men with spears rushed out and 

helped Shephara down from her camel. 

Mary hopped off and joined Peter and Hank. 

They walked toward Shephara. 

The guards rushed over and surrounded Peter, 

Mary, and Hank, pointing long, sharp spears at 

them. “Step back from the princess!” shouted the 

guard who was obviously in charge. 
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