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T he B eginning
Peter waved as he watched his mom and dad
drive away. Africa was a long way off, and a
month was a long time. Especially when it meant
staying with Great-Uncle Solomon.
“Ruff!” barked Peter’s dog.
“You can’t go, Hank,” said Peter. “You have to
stay here with us.”
Hank whined. Peter wasn’t happy either, but
he wasn’t going to show his sister, Mary, that
he was trying not to cry. She never cried. She
never even laughed much, come to think of it.
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She was too smart and serious for that sort of
thing.

He opened the tall wooden door and followed
her into a large room. Peter looked up at the

Peter looked up at the huge house. Then he

high ceiling. His eyes followed the stairs up to a

looked over at Mary. She shrugged and said, “We

landing leading to the second floor. Mary looked

should go in now.”

at a large map on the wall. It had red thumbtacks

You would think she was five years older than

stuck into every continent. Small stacks of books

him instead of just one.

were scattered around the room, and an old

“Okay,” said Peter.

compass sat on a table. Peter thought it looked
more like a museum than a house.
Great-Uncle Solomon, their grandmother’s brother, was sitting in a leather
chair reading a book. He was short,
with bushy, white hair and
round glasses.
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“He looks like Einstein,” whispered Mary.
“But he’s probably not as smart.”

the sun high in the sky. He ran back to Peter and
barked four times.

All Peter knew was that his Great-Uncle

Great-Uncle Solomon pulled out his pocket

Solomon didn’t know anything about kids. The

watch. “You are right, Hank. It is exactly four

last time they had seen him, four Christmases

o’clock.”

ago, he had given them each a new toothbrush.
Hank ran past Peter and barked at a tall, shiny

“He can also catch a Frisbee and play dead,”
said Peter.

suit of armor standing at the entrance to a long

“Impressive,” said Great-Uncle Solomon.

hallway. It held a shield in one hand and a long

“Well, dinner will be served at five o’clock sharp.

sword in the other.

Hank, make sure they get to the kitchen on time.

“Your parents didn’t mention a dog,” said
Great-Uncle Solomon.

You kids can take a look around the house.”
Hank ran over and barked at a scary wooden

“His name is Hank,” said Peter. “And he’s the
world’s smartest dog.”

mask hanging on the wall. Peter picked up a
rusty knife with a leather handle and a few coins

“Really? Can he tell time?” said Great-Uncle
Solomon.

with strange images on them.
Mary unfolded a dusty old map on a table.

“He sure can,” answered Peter. “Hank, what
time is it?”

“Why do you have so many old things around
your house?”

Hank ran to the front window and looked at

4

“Because I’m an archaeologist,” Great-Uncle

5

Solomon said. “Do you two know what an

looked toward Mary. “Like the one your parents

archaeologist is?”

made when they traveled to China and brought

“Is it someone who decorates their house
with old, breakable things, like my grandmother
does?” said Peter.

you home.”
Mary gave Peter a look that said, You heard
that, right? Then she said to Great-Uncle Solomon,

“Not exactly,” said Great-Uncle Solomon.
“Mary, do you know?”

“Where do you keep your discoveries?”
“I keep a few around the house, but the most

“Of course I do.” Mary put her hands on her
hips. “I’m ten years old. It’s someone who travels
to faraway places to dig up ancient artifacts and
solve mysteries from the past.”

important ones are in the library—down the
hallway.”
Peter ran down the long hallway past the
suit of armor and stopped at the large wooden

“You’re right,” said Great-Uncle Solomon.

doors of the library. The

“That’s what I meant,” mumbled Peter. Of

doors looked twenty

course Mary was right. She was always right.
Great-Uncle Solomon walked over to the
large map on the wall and pointed at the red
thumbtacks. “I have been all around the world
and made many amazing discoveries.” He pointed
at one red thumbtack poked into China and
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feet tall and like they
were from a castle.
Peter tried to open

one, but he couldn’t turn the large handle that

doors. “One month stuck in a house filled with

was shaped like a lion’s head. Hank barked and

old stuff.”

scratched at the doors.

Hank kept barking.

“Not yet,” said Great-Uncle Solomon.
“Why not?” asked Mary.
Great-Uncle Solomon shook his head. “I don’t
think you are ready.”

“I hope he has a television around here
somewhere,” said Mary.
“I forgot to tell you, I don’t have a television,”
Great-Uncle Solomon shouted down the hall.

“Ready for what?” Peter stood straight and
tall. “I’m nine years old, and I can read.”

“What have we gotten ourselves into?” said
Mary.

“I’m sure you can,” Great-Uncle Solomon

“I just hope he’s a good cook, because I’m

said. “But there is much more than books in the

starving.” Peter headed off to find his bedroom.

library. Amazing things. Things you could only
dream about.” He paused and looked into space
for so long that Peter thought he might have
fallen asleep. “Well, enough about the library
for now. I have to go make dinner.” He turned
and walked down the long hallway toward the
kitchen.
Peter stood there and stared at the old library
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An AmAzing D iscovery

“It’s not boring! It’s very interesting.” Mary
led the way down the hall.
Peter rolled his eyes as he
walked behind her. When
they walked into the
kitchen, they saw GreatUncle Solomon pouring
soup into three large

Peter put his last pair of socks in the drawer and

bowls.

his suitcase in the closet. Then he lay down on

“Have a seat,” said

the bed to test it out. As he stared at the ceiling,

Great-Uncle Solomon.

his stomach growled and his mind searched for

“We have lots of things

something to do.

to talk about.”

He heard Hank running down the long hallway, barking. “Woof. Woof. Woof. Woof. Woof.”
Mary poked her head out of her bedroom. “It
must be five o’clock.”

Peter swallowed a big spoonful of the soup.
It tasted like soggy cardboard and warm pond
water.
“How does your soup taste?” asked Great-

“Good.” Peter slid off the bed and joined her.
“All this boring stuff is making me hungry.”
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Uncle Solomon.
“It’s good . . . I guess,” said Peter.
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Mary kicked him under the table and gave him

Great-Uncle Solomon. “But none of those

a look. Peter reached down and rubbed his shin.

discoveries compare to what I found one year

Mary’s karate training was really working.

ago on this very night.”

Great-Uncle Solomon ate without saying

“What was it?” Mary scooted closer.

anything. That seemed strange for somebody

“I haven’t told anyone about this discovery

who had a lot to talk about. Finally, when Mary’s

yet,” said Great-Uncle Solomon. “But I am get-

bowl was empty, she asked, “What do you want

ting old, and I think someone needs to know.”

to tell us about?”

Peter sat up straighter. Maybe this wasn’t going

“Come with me.” Great-Uncle Solomon pushed
himself back from the table and led them into
the living room.

to be so boring after all. “You can tell us.”
Great-Uncle Solomon stood up and quickly
looked around the room. He checked under the

Peter could almost hear the old man’s bones
creaking. Mary and Peter sat on the big leather
couch, and Hank lay down in front of the fireplace. Peter tried not to groan. This wasn’t going
to be fun.

pillows and behind the curtains like he was
making sure no one else was in there.
“Who are you looking for?” said Peter. Who
else could there possibly be?
“I think we’re safe,” said Great-Uncle Solomon.

“I have spent my life traveling around the

“From what?” Mary looked behind the couch.

world, and I’ve discovered many artifacts that

“Please don’t interrupt,” said Great-Uncle

prove the stories in the Bible are true,” said

Solomon. He grabbed a safari hat and flashlight
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and sat down. “I was on a dig in the desert

his head and took two more steps. “It was very

beside the Dead Sea in Israel. Did you know that

dark.”

anyone can float on the Dead Sea? You can lie
right on top of the water like a boat. You can
even roll on top of the water like a log.”
“Was that your amazing discovery?” asked
Peter. Okay, back to being boring.
“No, of course not.” Great-Uncle Solomon
stood up and put on his safari hat. He slowly
walked across the room, looking ahead as if he
was seeing something. Peter looked, too, but he
didn’t see anything.

Great-Uncle Solomon ran to the wall and
turned off the lights.
“My flashlight was losing power.” He flicked
his flashlight off and on.
“Why didn’t you have one of those torches
that don’t go out?” asked Mary.
“That’s only in the movies,” said Great-Uncle
Solomon.
Peter grinned. Maybe Mary didn’t know everything after all.

“I was all alone one

Great-Uncle Solomon slowly walked across

night when I found

the room, pointing his flashlight straight ahead.

a tunnel that led to

“I could just barely see a door at the end of the

the middle of a big

tunnel. It had a large handle in the shape of a

hill.” Great-Uncle
Solomon ducked

lion’s head.”
“You mean like the one on the library door
that I couldn’t open?” asked Peter.
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“Yes. In fact, it was exactly the same,” said
Great-Uncle Solomon. “And just then, my flashlight went out and I was left standing in the dark.”

“A pile of gold?” asked
Peter.
“No, better,” said Great-

“Woof,” barked Hank.

Uncle Solomon. “I found

“No. Dark, not bark.” Great-Uncle Solomon

several ancient scrolls.”

turned off his flashlight. “I reached into the dark-

Peter crossed his arms

ness, grabbed the lion’s head, and turned it. I

and sat back. “How are scrolls

pulled the door open and saw the most amazing

better than a pile of gold?”

thing.”

“After years of searching, I had

“How could you see in the dark?” asked Peter.

finally found the Hidden Scrolls!” said Great-

“There was a large clay pot in the middle of

Uncle Solomon.

the room, and it was glowing as bright as a full
moon on a clear October night.”
“What did you do?” Mary asked.

“Why were you searching for them?” Mary
leaned so far forward that she almost fell off the
couch.

“I picked up the glowing pot, covered it with

“I spent many years in Israel and the Middle

a blanket from my backpack, and ran back to my

East digging and searching for artifacts to prove

tent. There I discovered that the most amazing

the events in the Bible are true. In my research,

part wasn’t the glowing clay pot. It was what

I discovered the Legend of the Hidden Scrolls. I

was inside the pot.”

knew I must find them.”
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“Why are they so important?” asked Mary.
“They are very powerful!” said Great-Uncle
Solomon. “They can unlock the secrets of the past
and prove the Bible is true.”
“How?” asked Peter.

“The legend means that whoever opens the
scrolls will travel back in time to the events of the
Bible,” Great-Uncle Solomon said.
“Why?” asked Peter. “What is in the scrolls?”
“I don’t know. Each scroll has a red wax seal

“Listen to the Legend of the Hidden Scrolls,”

holding it together. Each seal has a different

Great-Uncle Solomon said. He cleared his throat

image pressed into it. I wasn’t able to break the

and began:

seals to open the scrolls.”
Mary tilted her head. “Why not?”

T h e scrolls con tai n t h e t r u t h you seek.
Brea k t h e seal,
Unroll t h e scroll,
And you will see t h e pa s t unfold.
Amazing adve n tures are in s t ore
For t h ose who follow t h e lion’s roar!

“The legend of the scrolls goes on to say that
only the chosen ones can open the scrolls. I guess
I’m not one of the chosen ones.” Great-Uncle
Solomon took off his safari hat and slumped
down on the couch.
“Let me try!” Peter shouted. “Maybe I’m one
of the chosen ones.”
Mary shook her head and rolled her eyes.

“What does that mean?” asked Peter. This was
starting to get very interesting.
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“I don’t know,” said Great-Uncle Solomon.
“Only the lion will know.”

19
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“Who is the lion?” asked Mary.
“You will have to figure that out on your
own,” said Great-Uncle Solomon. “But right now,

T he L ion’s r oAr

it is time to go to bed.”
What? Go to bed with the scrolls hidden somewhere in the house? Peter was sure he’d never fall
asleep.

Peter awoke at midnight to what sounded like a
lion’s roar in the hallway. He shook his head. He
must have been dreaming.
But Hank was barking in the hallway. Peter
ran out to stop him before he woke everyone in
the house.
Mary opened her bedroom door and rubbed
the sleep out of her eyes. “What’s going on out
here?”
“I don’t know. Hank won’t stop barking,”
said Peter.
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Mary looked across the hall and pointed.
Peter followed her gaze. One of the doors to the
library was cracked open just a little bit.

all the way open. Hank ran in before Peter could
stop him.
Peter took off after Hank, with Mary on his

“Let’s go in,” said Peter.

heels. When he reached the middle of the library,

“It’s late, and we should be in bed,” Mary

he froze like a popsicle. Mary ran into him from

whispered.

behind. Peter rubbed his eyes. He couldn’t believe

Peter walked toward the door. “Are you
kidding? Don’t you want to see all the amazing
things in the library?”

what he was seeing.
The library was huge. Tall bookshelves went
from floor to ceiling on every wall. He had never

“I don’t think we’re allowed to go in,” said
Mary.

seen so many books in his life.
“Look at all these books,” said Mary. “It’s

“Great-Uncle Solomon never said we couldn’t
go in,” said Peter. “He just said he didn’t think we
were ready, and something about a lion.”

amazing.”
“It’s a lot of books,” said Peter. “But where
are all the cool things that Great-Uncle Solomon

“I guess.” Mary twirled a piece of hair around

discovered? He said we would see amazing things

with her finger. “I would like to see what’s in

that we could only dream about. The only things

there.”

I see are books, and that’s not a very good dream.”

Hank barked at the library doors again. Then
he scratched at the cracked door, and it swung
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“Well,” said Mary, “maybe he was just trying to
make it fun for us.”
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“Or maybe he’s not just old.” Peter grinned.
“Maybe he’s old and crazy.”
“I don’t think so,” said Mary. “Mom and Dad
wouldn’t have left us with a crazy person.”
“Woof, woof,” barked Hank. He ran to a tall
bookshelf on the right wall.

at the book Hank was barking at. It was a large
book with a red cover. It didn’t have a title, but a
lion’s head was painted in gold on the cover.
“Maybe this is the lion Great-Uncle Solomon
talked about,” said Mary.
“Hey,” Peter said, “did you hear something

“What’s he barking at?” asked Peter.

that sounded like a lion’s roar in the hallway a

“I don’t know,” Mary said. “It

few minutes ago?”

seems like it’s something on
the bookshelf.”
Peter walked over
for a closer look

“I did,” said Mary. “But I didn’t say anything
because I thought I was dreaming.”
Peter pinched his arm. “Ouch!”
“Why did you do that?” asked Mary.
“I wanted to make sure I wasn’t dreaming,”
said Peter, rubbing his arm.
“Let’s see what the book says.” Mary reached
down and pulled it from the shelf.
The tall bookshelf rumbled.
Then it moved. It slid open to
reveal a hidden room.
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The room was dark except for a glowing clay pot
sitting in the center.

Mary gasped. “We better clean this up and
get out of here before we break something.”

Peter’s jaw dropped. “I guess Great-Uncle

Peter picked up one of the scrolls and looked

Solomon isn’t crazy after all,” he said. “Let’s

at the red wax seal. It had a picture of a tree

go in.”

pressed into it.

Mary hung back. “I don’t know about this.”
Hank ran into the secret room, straight toward
the pot.

“Hurry! We need to put them away before
Great-Uncle Solomon finds us,” said Mary.
As Peter went to put the scroll back in the clay

“Hank, stop!” shouted Peter.

pot, he tripped over Hank. He almost fell face

Hank dug his claws into the floor, but it was

first into the pot, but Mary grabbed it out of the

no use. He slid all the way across the floor and
knocked the pot over. The scrolls fell out and
rolled everywhere.

way. Peter landed on the floor with a thud.
“Are you okay?” she asked.
“I am. But I’m not sure about the scroll.”
Peter held up the scroll. The red wax seal was
broken. Suddenly, the walls shook, books fell off
the shelves, and the floor quaked.
Peter’s heart pounded so hard he could
almost hear it. When he looked at Mary, her eyes
were round as soccer balls.
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“Mary!” shouted Peter. He held the scroll in

4

one hand and grabbed Mary’s hand with the
other. The library began to crumble around
them. Then everything was dark . . . completely
dark.

L eT T here B e L ighT
“Who turned off the lights?” asked Peter.
“I can’t see anything,” said Mary. “I can’t feel
anything either.”
“Everything is gone,” said Peter. “No books,
no library, no floor, no walls . . . no anything.”
They were floating in the air, and it was
completely dark and still. The air felt wet and
slippery.
“Where is Hank?” asked Mary.
“Hank, where are you?” shouted Peter.
“Woof, woof,” barked Hank.
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“He’s over there,” said Peter. “But how do we
get over there?”

“Well, I guess we just wait,” said Mary.
They floated quietly for what seemed like

“I guess we could swim,” said Mary.
“But we’re not in water.”
“It feels a little like water. Try kicking your feet
and swinging your arms like you’re swimming.”
Peter swung his arms and kicked. He almost
rammed into Mary, who was doing the same. He
was glad nobody from swimming class could see
him. It would have been pretty embarrassing.
Peter moved closer and closer toward the

hours.
“LET THERE BE LIGHT,” said a big voice
through the darkness.
A warm, beautiful light glowed everywhere.
The darkness was gone.
Peter and Mary blinked and looked over at
each other.
“Wow, that’s bright,” said Peter.
“I can see again,” said Mary.

sounds of Hank’s barking. He finally grabbed him.

“But even with the light, the

Hank licked Peter all over his face. Then they all

only things I can see are

just floated in the darkness.

you, Hank, and the

“What do we do now?” asked Peter.
“I don’t know,” said Mary. “What does the
scroll say?”

scroll.”
“Oh, I almost
forgot the scroll.”

“I can’t read it. It is completely dark, if you
hadn’t noticed.”

Peter started to
unroll it.
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“IT IS GOOD!” said the big voice through
the light.

The sky around them
became clear. Peter looked

The light went away and the darkness rolled
back in.

down and saw nothing
but water as far as he

“How can it be good when I can’t see anything?” said Peter.

could see. He looked
up from the water and

“Now we can’t read the scroll,” said Mary.
They continued to float through the darkness.

over at Mary.
“Uh-oh!” said Peter.

Peter was very tired. He could barely keep his

He quickly fell through the

eyes open. He heard a soft snore beside him and

air and splashed into the water below.

whispered, “Mary?”

“Swim!” shouted Mary.

She didn’t answer. Mary was asleep and so
was Hank.

“I am,” said Peter. “But there’s nowhere to go.
There’s nothing out here but water.”

The next thing Peter knew, he was waking up
to the same bright, warm light he had seen the
day before.

“Just keep swimming,” said Mary. “It’s our
only hope.”
“It’s a good thing we had swimming lessons

“LET THERE BE SKY TO SEPARATE THE
WATER ABOVE THE SKY FROM THE WATER
BELOW THE SKY,” said the big voice.
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all those summers.” Peter floated on his back.
“IT IS GOOD!” said the big voice across the
water.
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“It’s not good,” said Peter. “We are going to
drown.”

“Hello!” shouted Peter. “Can I get a little
help over here?”

The water started getting rough. “I don’t know

The waves splashed in Peter’s face, and he

how much longer I can stay above the water,”

struggled to hold the scroll safely above the water.

said Mary. “And it looks like Hank is getting tired

This was not the time for small talk. A crashing

of dog paddling.”

wave pulled Peter under the water. He kicked his

Peter pointed over the waves. “What is that
brown thing way over there?”
“I think it’s a boat.” Mary waved her arms in
the air.

feet and swam back to the surface.
Michael rowed toward him, but the waves
pushed Peter away from the boat.
Michael held out the paddle. “Grab it!”

A small wooden boat floated across the rolling

Peter reached for the paddle, but it knocked

waves. A large man wearing white reached out

the scroll out of his hand. The scroll rolled and

and pulled Hank out of the water. The waves

bobbed away across the waves. Peter let go of the

grew rougher. He rowed toward Mary and pulled

paddle and swam for the scroll. A wave swallowed

her into the boat.

it into the deep water.

“Thank you,” said Mary. “Who are you?”

Peter dove into the darkness. Michael stood,

“I am Michael, and God has sent me to help,”

spread his wings, and splashed into the water.

said Michael. The boat rocked back and forth in

Peter swam deeper and deeper, with Michael

the waves.

right behind him. Then Michael grabbed Peter by
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the arm, flew out of the water, and landed in the

5

boat.
“You could have drowned!” shouted Mary.

A m igh Ty FrienD

She sounded mad, but Peter could tell by the look
on her face that she was glad he was safe.
Peter shivered and held up the scroll. “Look!
It stayed dry.”
“That was brave,” said Michael. “Not very
smart, but brave.”

“Thanks for rescuing us,” said Peter.
“You can thank God for that,” said Michael.
“How did God know that we needed help?”
asked Mary.
“God knows everything,” said Michael.
“Besides, you are the only people right now, so I
don’t have much going on yet.”
Mary tilted her head at him. “Who are you
again?”
“I am Michael, an angel of God.” Michael
stood tall and spread his mighty wings. “I am the

36
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head of God’s angel army, and I have been sent

number one: you have seven days to solve the

to protect you.”

secret in the scroll or you will be stuck here.”

“What are you protecting us from?” asked
Peter.

“Stop right there,” said Peter. “What do you
mean by . . . stuck here?”

“I am here to protect you from Satan, the great
enemy. He is another angel. He rebelled against

“You won’t be able to go home. You will
be stuck here forever.”

God, and I helped kick him out of heaven.”
Michael held up a long sword that was as bright
as the sun. “I have a feeling that he is going to
try to mess things up here.”
“Where are we?” asked Mary.
“You are on Earth. You are just a little early.”
“What do you mean?” asked Peter.
“That is what you have to figure out,” said
Michael. “It’s time to go over the rules of your
adventure.” Michael held up one finger. “Rule
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“We’ll never be able to see our family or
friends?” asked Mary.

Mary leaned forward. “Are
there any more rules?”

“That’s right.” Michael did not smile. He was
very serious.

Michael held up three
fingers. “Rule number

“That seems a little extreme.” Peter felt his

three: you can’t try to

stomach rumble. He didn’t know if it was from

change the past. Now,

fear or hunger.

let’s take a look at the

“I don’t make the rules,” said Michael. “Just
solve the secret in the scroll and you can go
home.”

scroll.”
Peter took out the
scroll and unrolled it.

“Easy for you to say,” said Peter.

The scroll had strange

“What’s the next rule?” asked Mary.

letters and symbols. Peter

Michael held up two fingers. “Rule number

turned it sideways, upside down,

two: you can’t tell anyone where you are from or
that you are from the future.”
“Who are we going to tell?” Peter asked. “There
is no one else here.”

and backwards. He couldn’t read it.
Mary grabbed it out of Peter’s hand. “Let me
try.” She squinted and studied the scroll. She
couldn’t read it either.

“That’s true,” said Michael. “At least there’s no
one else . . . yet.”

“The scroll is written in Hebrew,” Michael
said. “You have seven days to translate it.”
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“How are we supposed to do that?” asked

light. Hank was already

Mary. “I know a little Latin and Chinese, but I

snoring, and Mary’s

don’t know any Hebrew.”

eyelids were at half-

Peter rolled his eyes. How could she not know
Hebrew? She knew everything else.

mast. Peter was too
wound up, but the

“You will have to pay attention,” said Michael.

darkness and the

“There will be clues for you along the way. Just

rocking boat finally

be careful. You can’t trust everyone or everything

lulled him to sleep.

you will hear.”

The next morning,

“How will we know what to believe?” asked
Mary.

Peter was jolted awake
by the bright light again.

“Trust God, and remember what you have

“LET THE WATER UNDER THE SKY COME

been taught. It’s been a long day. Now it’s time for

TOGETHER AND LET THERE BE DRY GROUND,”

you to go to sleep. You have a hard journey ahead.”

said the big voice, across the water.

Michael spread his mighty wings and shot into
the sky like a lightning bolt.
They were alone again, floating in a small boat

The water bubbled and swirled. The boat began
spinning. Peter held the scroll with both hands,
and Mary held on tightly to the side of the boat.

in the middle of nothing but water. Suddenly it

When the spinning stopped, the boat sat on

was dark again, like someone turned out a giant

dry ground. Hank and Peter jumped out of the

42
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boat and rolled around on the sand. Mary jumped

and down, east and west, north and south. But

out and kissed the ground.

he only whined and looked at Peter with his ears

“This is just like the beach,” said Mary. “The
ocean is that way and sand this way.”
“I am starving,” said Peter. “I haven’t had
anything to eat in three days.”
“Me too,” said Mary. “That bowl of soup wore
off about two days ago.”
“Let’s go this way and look for food,” said
Peter.

raised high.
“That’s strange,” said Peter. “Where’s the sun?”
“I don’t know,” said Mary.
“Where’s the light coming from?”
“From God, of course,” said Mary. “Or maybe
we just can’t see the sun.”
“IT IS GOOD!” said the big voice across the
sand.

They walked and walked and walked but
found nothing besides more sand. Peter was so
hungry that he picked up a pile of sand and
thought about eating it.
“How long have we been walking?” asked
Mary.

“How can it be good when we are so hungry?”
asked Peter.
“LET THE EARTH GROW PLANTS AND TREES
AND FRUITS AND VEGETABLES,” said the big
voice.
Grass began springing up. Trees sprouted

“I don’t know,” said Peter. “Hank, what time
is it?”

from the ground. Fruit filled the trees. Splashes
of bright colors filled the earth.

Hank looked high into the sky. He looked up
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Peter grabbed a bunch of bananas from a tree

45

and ate and ate until he couldn’t eat another

6

bite. Mary picked apples, oranges, and broccoli.
Hank dug up carrots and potatoes and ate them.
Peter let out a huge burp.
“IT IS GOOD!” said the big voice across the
green earth.

one sTArry nighT

“Yes, it is.” Peter rubbed his full belly and forgot
all about the scroll.
“LET THERE BE LIGHTS IN THE SKY TO
SEPARATE DAY FROM NIGHT. LET THEM
SHOW DAYS, SEASONS, AND YEARS,” said
the big voice across the green and blue earth.
Peter awoke when he heard the big voice. The
bright sun hurt his eyes.
“I wish I had brought sunglasses,” said Peter.
“I wish I had brought sunscreen,” said Mary.
“The UV rays aren’t good for my skin.”
Hank looked high into the sky and barked
seven times.
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“Hank can tell time again! It must be seven
o’clock in the morning,” said Peter.
“It’s so nice to see the sun again,” said Mary.
“Let’s go down to the beach so I can work on
my tan,” said Peter.

“Do you see anything?” asked Peter.
“No,” said Mary.
“Me neither.” For once, Peter wished Mary
were even smarter than she was.
“Woof,” barked Hank.

“We don’t have time for that right now.” Mary

“Do you see something, Hank?” asked Peter.

pointed. “We need to figure out what the scroll

Hank barked again and took off running.

says. It’s already day four. We only have three days

Peter ran after him, with Mary right behind.

left, or we will be stuck here. Forever.”

Hank was too fast for Peter to keep up, but he

Peter unrolled the scroll. “How do we start?”

kept chasing. When he couldn’t

“I’m not sure,” said Mary. “Michael said we need

see Hank anymore, he

to look around for clues.”
“It only has three words. It can’t be too hard,”
said Peter.

followed his barks. Peter
ran over the top of a
hill and found Hank

“Maybe if you hold it up to the sun, we will
be able to see the words in English,” said Mary.
Peter held the scroll up in front of the sun.
They stared and squinted, waiting for the secret
message to appear.
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walking toward them with Michael. The angel
was eating an apple.

“I am here to help,” said Michael. “Look for a
clue in the sky.”

“This is delicious,” said Michael.

“What kind of clue?” asked Mary.

“You like apples?” asked Peter.

“The first word of the scroll will be DECLARED

“Is that what you call them?”

to you as the sky turns dark tonight,” Michael

“Yes,” said Mary.

said.

“Then, yes, I like apples,” said Michael. “I have
never had one before.”

“How will we recognize the clue?” asked Peter.
“Remember what you have learned, and look

“Is the apple a clue?” Peter said.

to the sky.” Then Michael spread his wings and

“No, it is a fruit,” said Michael.

flew away.

Peter shook his head. “No. I was wondering
if it was a clue to help us solve the scroll.”

Peter, Mary, and Hank spent the day enjoying
the sun and all the delicious fruits and vegetables

“I knew what you meant.” Michael laughed.

they could eat. They ran and played and waited

“I was joking with you. Jokes were created long

for nightfall and for the first clue to be revealed.

before the earth.”

Finally, Hank looked high in the sky and barked

“Very funny.” But Mary didn’t laugh or smile.
“We need help with the scroll. We don’t have any
of the words translated, and we’re running out
of time.”

seven times.
“It’s seven o’clock,” said Peter. “It’s time for it
to start getting dark.”
“Let’s sit down and watch,” said Mary.
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“Keep looking,” said Mary. “What did Michael
say?”
They sat quietly on

“He said the first word of the scroll would be

the beach and watched

declared.” Peter thought for a second. “It seemed

the sky turn pink as the

strange that he said the word declared so loudly.”

sun slowly disappeared.
“We just watched the
first sunset,” said Mary.
“What do you mean?” asked Peter. “We’ve
seen sunsets at the beach before.”
“No, I mean we watched the first sunset . . .

“It reminds me of a Bible verse we learned,”
said Mary. “‘The heavens declare the glory of God,
and the sky shows the work of his hand.’”
Peter shook his head. Mary even had the Bible
memorized. “So, are you saying that the stars and
moon are showing us how amazing God is?”
“Maybe that’s the clue,” said Mary. “Is the

ever.”
Peter looked up again. “Look at all the stars.
I have never seen so many. It’s like they go on
forever. And the moon is shining so bright.”
“Well, actually, the moon is not shining,” said
Mary. “It’s just reflecting the light from the sun.”
Peter rolled his eyes for about the fiftieth time.
He already knew that. “I don’t see any clues yet.”
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first word God?”
The scroll shook in Peter’s hand. He unrolled
it. The first word on the scroll started glowing. The
letters twisted and turned and changed into the
word GOD.
“We solved the first word!” Mary did a happy
dance.
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“Well, you did.”
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Peter didn’t dance.
“One down and two
to go.”
“IT IS GOOD,” said
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the big voice through the
star-filled sky.
“Yes, it is.” Peter stared
into the starry night and, once again, drifted off

“It sure is quiet.” Peter took a big bite of banana

to sleep.

for breakfast.
“That’s true,” said Mary. “I haven’t heard any

I Hope You Enjoyed The Preview!

crickets chirping at night or any birds singing in
the morning.”
Peter looked around at the ground and the
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sky. “Now that you mention it, I haven’t seen any
birds or bugs or animals at all.”
Mary looked around too. “I’m glad there are
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no bugs, but I do miss the birds.”
“LET THE WATERS BE FILLED WITH FISH
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