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PRAISE FOR THE SECRETS OF THE SEVEN SERIES

The EAGLE’S QUILL

“[A] National Treasure–style quest. . . . A fast-paced choice for chapter-book readers who prefer adventure stories with real-world settings.” —Booklist

“Fans of the National Treasure franchise and Indiana Jones will relish this adventure centered on historical artifacts. Chock full of trivia, puzzles, and nail-biting adventure.” —Kirkus Reviews

The EUREKA KEY

“This story has the feeling of a computer game that relies on knowledge of American history to advance. This title will appeal to history buffs, puzzle fans, and reluctant readers.” —School Library Journal

“Nonstop action is punctuated by a series of puzzles that require knowledge of trivia, strength, and creative thinking to solve.” —Kirkus Reviews

“A fast-paced quest narrative with plenty of action and a gradually developing bond among the three main characters.” —Booklist

“History buffs will like the cool notion that descendants of important people are still battling it out (George Washington and Benedict Arnold family members pop up), and readers who are puzzle fans may enjoy being a step ahead of the story.” —BCCB
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Washington

May 1, 1804

To my dear and trusted friend Josiah Hodge, greetings.

My thoughts and hopes will travel westward with you, Captain Lewis, Lieutenant Clark, and the other members of the Corps of Discovery. How I wish I might accompany you, to discover the length and breadth of our land, to encounter tribes unknown to us, and to come face-to-face at last with the distant and mighty Pacific. The trials and difficulties of life here in the President’s House seem petty and unimportant compared with the quest that you and your companions are undertaking.

And you, my friend, bear a responsibility that no other member of the expedition can share. With this letter, I entrust the Eagle’s Quill to your care. The Quill penned the Declaration that gave our nation its birth; it will now help to protect that nation from enemies within and without. You know that our enemies are many, some even in our own midst.

Keep the Quill safe at all times. When you reach your destination, hide it in a most secret and protected location known only to yourself. Reveal its existence to no one except, as your life nears its end, to one of your own family whom you can trust to carry on the charge. I pray, as do all the Founders, that we will never be called upon to use the secret the Quill protects. But that is for the ages to decide.

Farewell, my friend. In this life, we shall not meet again. But our shared duty to our newborn country will keep our hearts and minds close for as long as our lives last.


With most sincere esteem and regard,

Thomas Jefferson
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CHAPTER ONE
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Sam took another bite of his Snickers bar and chewed slowly, unable to take his eyes from the view outside the helicopter window.

For the past few hours, he’d been watching the flat, dry, dusty landscape of Nevada sort of crumple and heave itself upward, first into gentle green hills, then into taller slopes. After a stop to refuel, they had finally reached Montana, where towering peaks stabbed up through pine forests into a sky that was so blue it practically glowed.

Sam had never seen mountains this big before. This steep. This . . . this . . . mountainy. The sheer size of it all was making his brain reel. He could almost hear a soundtrack playing in the distance: “O beautiful, for spacious skies, for amber waves of grain. For purple mountain majesties . . .”

And to make things even better, nobody was trying to kill him or any of his friends. Right this minute, anyway. Lately Sam had learned not to take that kind of thing for granted.

The person sitting next to Sam poked him with a finger. Sam turned to glance at Martina—Marty—Wright. Her eyes were lit up with excitement behind her glasses, and her black hair, chopped off at the level of her chin in a line so straight you could use it for a ruler, swung beneath her headset. Under a fleece jacket she wore a purple T-shirt that said THE PAST, THE PRESENT, AND THE FUTURE WALKED INTO A BAR. IT WAS TENSE.

“Did you know that Glacier National Park was the tenth national park to be established?” Marty asked. She was speaking into the headset; Sam wore a similar one. The noise from the helicopter rotors was so loud that without the headsets on you couldn’t hear a word anybody said.

“Nope,” Sam said. He didn’t add that he didn’t care much either. Marty knew a lot of stuff, and she liked to share it. Sometimes it could be irritating, but there had been times in the past few days when the things Marty knew had saved Sam’s life.

Still, that didn’t mean he had to listen to her twenty-four/seven, did it?

“And did you know—” she started to say.

“So, listen,” he interrupted her. “What do you think we’re going to be looking for when we land? Got any ideas about what our old pal Ben Franklin would have wanted us to find in Montana?”

“Do tell us some more about Glacier National Park, Ms. Wright,” cut in a cool voice, one that belonged to Evangeline Temple. She was seated across from Marty, and when Sam glanced at her, she skewered him with her gaze and nodded toward the helicopter pilot. Obviously she wanted Sam to stop talking into his headset when the guy could hear.

“Well, it has one of the largest remaining grizzly bear populations in the lower forty-eight states,” Marty said with enthusiasm. “Did you know that some scientists consider polar bears to be a subspecies of grizzly bears? And how about this . . .”

Sam scratched behind his left ear, and while his hand was up there, pressed the button that turned his headset from on to off. Marty’s voice went silent, although her mouth kept moving. Sam smiled and nodded, wide-eyed and eager, which seemed to make Marty happy. She kept on moving her mouth as Sam turned his face back to the window.

This time, however, he focused his gaze not on the landscape whizzing past, but on the faint reflection he could see of Evangeline and the person next to her.

Tall and slim, her dark hair streaked with white and very smooth under her headset, Evangeline seemed to be listening to Marty, but it was hard to tell. For all Sam knew, she’d switched off her headset just as he had, and she was busy daydreaming about Betsy Ross singing a karaoke version of “Yankee Doodle” with some steel drums for backup.

Next to her, Theo—Theodore Washington—slouched in a seat that looked too small for him. But everything looked too small for Theo. He made the whole helicopter seem like something from a kid’s G.I. Joe collection.

Theo was staring out of the window just as Sam had been, without a word to say. That wasn’t unusual. Sam had known Theo only a few days, and the one thing he knew for sure about the big guy was that Theo didn’t speak up unless it was to say something that mattered.

As Sam watched, Theo frowned, and his fingers began to tap out a restless rhythm on the armrest of his seat. And for some reason that Sam couldn’t quite put his finger on, Theo didn’t look like a guy who was staying quiet because he didn’t have anything to say. Instead he looked like a guy who had plenty to say but wasn’t saying any of it.

Weird. But then everything had been weird for days now, when it hadn’t been terrifying, astonishing, or just plain impossible to believe.

And life didn’t show signs of getting back to normal anytime soon.

Sam kept watching the two faces, Evangeline’s pale ivory and Theo’s dark brown, both superimposed on a rushing landscape of conifers and rocky peaks and cloud-swept sky. He really wished he knew a bit more about the things Theo wasn’t saying. Evangeline too. The pair of them had not always been exactly up front about what they knew and what they were planning.

In fact, there were times when they had straight-out lied.

Evangeline had pretended to be running a puzzle contest, the kind of thing Sam loved to enter. The American Dream contest. Sam had been so excited when he’d gotten that letter in the silver envelope, the one that said he’d won. His prize? The trip of a lifetime.

Well, Evangeline sure hadn’t lied about that part.

What she hadn’t told him—not at first, anyway—was that this trip of a lifetime would involve a crazy trek across the entire country, trying to find seven artifacts hidden in seven secret locations. Those artifacts were the key to finding some bizarre super-weapon from way back in Revolutionary War times, something Ben Franklin himself had invented. That’s what Evangeline claimed, anyway.

Sam dug around in his pockets and fished out a crumpled receipt and a chewed-up ballpoint pen. He smoothed the receipt on his knee and wrote, Any idea what kind of weapon Ben F. would dream up? Death ray? Nuclear bomb? Photon torpedo?

He passed the note to Marty. She looked down at it and frowned, shook her head, snatched the pen from his hand, and wrote until she ran out of receipt.

She handed the note back. Really, Sam? Nobody in Revolutionary Days even knew what an atom was. How could Ben Franklin come up with—

Marty found a little notebook in the inside pocket of her jacket. She flipped it open and finished what she had been writing.

—a nuclear weapon?

Sam took the notebook from her and wrote. So no bomb. What else could it be? Ideas?

Insufficient data, Marty wrote back. For now we have to concentrate on finding the next artifact.

Sam opened Marty’s notebook to a new page. Quickly, he drew a sketch of the picture that had sent them to Montana—a mountain, a goat, a black foot, and a guy with a flat head. It had been Marty who had figured out what the images meant; she was nearly as good at puzzles as Sam was. Nearly.

The mountain and the goat together meant the Rockies, and the body parts stood for the Blackfoot and the Flathead, Native American tribes who lived near Glacier National Park. If Marty was right, and if they were very, very lucky, they should be able to find their second artifact somewhere inside that park.

The things had been hidden—way too well, as far as Sam was concerned—by a secret society called the Founders, descendants of the Founding Fathers themselves. There were two of them right here in this helicopter—Evangeline, a descendant of Benjamin Franklin, and Theo, the several-times great-nephew of George Washington.

The Founders had stashed the artifacts, and then they’d filled their hiding places with puzzles and traps, making sure that only the right people would get their hands on stuff like the key that Benjamin Franklin had flown from his famous kite. The key that, yesterday, Sam had actually held in his hand.

And Evangeline and Theo had not mentioned any of this. Not right away, at least. Sure, they’d come clean now—after everything that had happened in Death Valley, where Sam and Marty and Theo had fallen down flooded mine shafts and solved deadly underground puzzles and nearly been electrocuted—Marty had actually been electrocuted!—and escaped scary guys
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