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clearing of packed red dirt. Mtenzi smiled as 
he parted the cloth curtain covering the door 
of his home. He dropped his books on the 
floor and scampered outside.

“Be careful to stay away from bad 
snakes,” his dad warned.

“I will be careful,” Mtenzi said cheerfully.
Before he played in the grassy fields, 

Mtenzi paused to watch his family’s flock of 
chickens. The roosters crowed and scratched 
the dirt with their feet. Hens clucked for 
their chicks to stay close. Mtenzi loved to 
hear the babies peep.

As he walked closer to the flock of 
chickens, he noticed a set of new baby chicks 
in his yard. His eyes fell on the smallest one. 
“You are my special chick,” Mtenzi spoke to 
it softly. “You feel like a ball of soft fluff.” He 
carefully held it in his hand.

Mtenzi loved the giraffes and elephants 
and monkeys. Mtenzi enjoyed all of the 
wonderful animals that God made. But he 
fell in love with something tiny—the baby 
chick in his hand. 

“Watch out!” Mtenzi called when a 
shadow sent the chickens scurrying. A hawk 
flew overheard. The large bird was looking 
for baby chicks who weren’t paying attention. 
The hawk circled away from the little 

Abigail Duman

M tenzi loved God’s creation. He lived with 
his parents and siblings in the country 

of Tanzania. He loved to spend his days 
exploring the grasslands and watching God’s 
animals. He would often spot a giraffe or an 
elephant.

“You are growing up,” Mtenzi’s parents 
told him one day. “It is time for you to go  
to school.”

Mtenzi walked proudly beside his 
brothers and sisters on the way to his first 
day of school. His classroom was hot and 
stuffy. It was also noisy as the children 
repeated their lessons back to the teacher. 
He wanted to learn, but Mtenzi missed 
spending all day outdoors. “My ears 
hurt,” he murmured as the lessons finally 
finished for the day. “I am ready for some 
peace and quiet.”

Mtenzi squinted his eyes in the bright 
sun. He spotted his siblings walking ahead of 
him. “Wait for me!” he shouted. He trotted 
down the dusty path with his backpack 
swinging. “I can’t wait to play in the 
grasslands for the rest of the afternoon,” he 
told his siblings.

Mtenzi’s home was surrounded by a 
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clearing. The chickens slowly emerged  
from hiding.

Mtenzi still held his baby chick close.  
“I hope you always stay safe from the hawks,” 
he whispered gently. “Whenever I am in 
the yard, I will scare the hawks away. I will 
warn you. Just like my dad warns me about 
harmful snakes.”

Mtenzi loved his baby chick so much that 
he spent less time in the grasslands. He spent 
more of his afternoons with the chickens. 
Although he tried his best, he couldn’t 
always watch over them. Mtenzi had to go to 
school and work in the family garden.

One day when he arrived home after 
school, Mtenzi saw something terrible 
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happen. A big hawk swooped down and 
grabbed a chick—Mtenzi’s special chick! “Oh 
no!” Mtenzi cried. “Dear Jesus, please help 
me save her!”

Mtenzi didn’t know if his chick was OK 
in the hawk’s strong talons, but he chased 
after the hawk.

Could snakes be hiding in the grass? 
Mtenzi hoped not as his feet flew over the 
packed dirt and through the grasslands.

“I am so tired of running,” he said, 
panting. A large tear ran down his face. “But 
I must not stop. My baby chick is in trouble!”

Mtenzi ran a very long distance—far 
from the familiar clearing where he and his 
chick belonged. He finally spotted the hawk 
settling onto the limb of a tree. “I see the 
nest,” he said to himself. Whacking at biting 
ants, he began to climb the tree trunk. He 
reached the limb where the large nest of 
sticks lay. 

Mtenzi startled the hawk, and it flew 
away. Baby hawks screeched from the nest as 
the boy drew near. Mtenzi’s eyes were round 
and watering as he saw his precious baby 
chick in the nest. “Poor baby, your eye is 
hurt.” He cupped the chick in his hands and 
listened as she peeped. “You are safe now 
with me.”

He carefully climbed down from the 
tree and ran in the direction of home. As 
he paused to catch his breath, he looked 
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up into the wide African sky and thought 
about Jesus. “Do You love me like I love this 
chick?” he asked. “When I am in trouble 
and Satan has me in his clutches, do You run 
after me?” He looked down at his little chick. 
She slept peacefully in his hands. “I think 
You do. You created me with love in my 
heart for this baby chick because You are  
full of love for me.”

Mtenzi felt a new happiness as he ran 
the rest of the way home. He carefully 
looked after his baby chick until she 
recovered from the hawk attack. Her eye 
was never the same again, but she grew  
up to be a happy mother hen with little 
chicks of her own. 

Several years passed. Mtenzi still sat 
at his desk in school and worked in the 
family garden. He felt happy to know that 
Jesus cared about everything he did. “Even 
if something bad happens in my life, I 
know that Jesus will not forget me,” he told 
anyone who would listen. “I might still 
feel the pain that Satan brings. I might feel 
scared. But I can always trust that Jesus  
will not leave me alone.”

Mtenzi still loved to hear the little chicks 
peep. He remembered the day of his long 
run to rescue his chick from the hawk. 
“Thank You, Jesus, for the lesson I learned 
about Your love for me,” he often prayed as 
he listened to the baby chicks peep. 
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Help this hawk find its nest through the maze. 
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know what they should look like?”
“We’ll just have to be patient and wait 

until spring.” Mom pushed the dirt firmly 
into each hole.

Soon after Mom and Kinzi planted the 
bulbs, the autumn winds blew the leaves 
from the trees. The days shortened, and the 
weather turned even colder. In December, 
snow covered the ground. Kinzi stood  
on the back porch and looked at where  
they had planted the bulbs. Even if they  
were alive, they won’t be after this cold,  
she thought to herself.

In January and February, winter settled 
in even more. But eventually, winter’s snow 
became rain. Nothing grew in the garden—
not even weeds. Then March arrived 

bringing warm sunshine. Kinzi 
saw birds and butterflies. One 
day in late April she went to 
the garden and ran back to 
the house, calling, “Mom! 

Come quick!”
“Kinzi, what is it? 

Are you hurt?” Mom 
rushed outside.

“It’s the flowers! 
Purple petals are poking 

through the ground.”  
Kinzi showed her mom the  

tiny shoots.
Mom said something Kinzi thought 

was strange. “Perfect!” she exclaimed. “They 
will be ready at the right time!”

enjoy. Wait and see.”
The next week Kinzi dragged her feet as 

she helped Mom snip most of the flowers 
from the garden. She helped arrange the 
flowers in colorful bouquets that they put 
in baskets. They placed the baskets in the 
refrigerator to keep cool overnight so they 
would be nice and fresh.

When they finished, Mom said, “Before 
you go to bed, write on these note cards: 
‘Here is a May Day basket because someone 
thinks you are special.’ Remember to use 

nice handwriting.”
It was barely daylight the next 

morning when Mom woke Kinzi 
by pulling off her covers and 

saying, “It’s May! Time 
to deliver our baskets.”

Unhappy 
and blurry eyed, 

Kinzi helped Mom 
load the flowers into her 

little red wagon, and they 
began to walk through the 
neighborhood. At each 
house, they hid behind the 

bushes. Mom handed her a 
basket. Kinzi ran to the door 

with it, rang the doorbell, and 
scurried back to Mom. They giggled as the 
neighbor looked up and down the street 
trying to see who had left the May basket.

After they delivered a basket to the last 
house on their street, Kinzi put her arms 
around Mom. “You were right. That was fun.”

“I knew you would enjoy sharing the 
flowers. Showing kindness makes us happy. 
I’m thankful my mom taught me about May 
baskets, and I’m glad I could share it with 
you. Let’s go put the last bouquet on our own 
table to enjoy.” 

Neoma Foreman

On a cold October morning, Mom handed 
Kinzi a knitted cap. “Here. Put this on. 

You will need it to keep your head and ears 
warm.” 

“What are we going to do?” Kinzi asked 
as she slipped the cap on her head.

“Get your heavy sweater, too, and come 
outside. We need to plant flower bulbs before 
the first hard freeze.” 

Kinzi followed her mom and knelt on 
the ground next to her. She took a breath of 
fresh air. Kinzi liked being outside.

Mom pointed to some holes in the 
ground. “I’ve already dug the holes, so take 
a bulb from the bag, drop it in the hole, 
and push the dirt back into the hole,” Mom 
explained to Kinzi.

Kinzi opened the sack. “These look 
dead! They are ugly! Why are we doing this 
anyway?”

Mom smiled. “They aren’t 
very pretty, but they are not 
dead. They will sleep through 
the winter and come up 
next spring as beautiful 
flowers.”

Pulling a bulb from the 
sack, Kinzi said, “They all 
look alike.” She put 
one in a hole and 
squished some dirt 
over it. “How will we 

The flowers began to open a few days 
later. Kinzi touched the silky-soft petals. 
They were smoother than she expected. She 
lay on the ground and put her head near 
them. “Come on little flowers,” she said. 
“Bloom out so I can see you.”

“They’re not ready yet,” Mom said.  
“God teaches us to be patient through 
nature. A few more warm days and the 
flowers will bloom. Just wait. We need  
to be ready though.”

Kinzi looked at Mom. “Ready for 
what?” she asked.

“To make May baskets, 
of course,” Mom 
said cheerfully.

“May baskets? 
What are May 
baskets?” Kinzi 
asked.

“They are 
something I used 
to make with my mom. 
They are small baskets 
filled with fresh flowers. 
You take them to 
someone’s door, ring the 
doorbell, and run away.” 
Mom’s eyes sparkled. “We will 
do that next week. Doesn’t that 
sound like fun?”

“But—no! I waited all winter for the 
flowers to bloom. I want to keep them.” 
Kinzi’s eyes filled with tears.

“Flowers, like kindness, must be shared. 
You understand, don’t you?” Mom asked.

Kinzi tilted her head down and frowned. 
“No! I want to keep the flowers.” 

Mom hugged Kinzi’s shoulders. “You do 
now, but in the end, you will understand. 
What we give to others comes back for us to 

Early Morning 
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her load it with long trays of vegetables.
Gran’s head was turned to the side. 

“What color are those geraniums, Brendon?” 
she asked. 

I bent to read the sign. Sure enough, it 
read “Geraniums.” “They are pink and white 
and red,” I answered. “Some of each. But  
how did you know they are geraniums?”

“Lean down and smell them,” Gran 
answered. “Geranium leaves have a 
distinctive smell, even when the plants  
aren’t blooming.”

I shut my eyes and put my nose in the 
green leaves. Then I walked around and tried 
to smell some of the other plants. I felt the 
leaves. This is how a garden would look to 
Gran now. She couldn’t see the plants, but 
she could still smell and touch them.

I tapped Mom on the arm and pointed 
to the flowers. She nodded, and I added 
geraniums and pansies and some purple 
petunias to Mom’s cart. I looked at the 
rosebushes but didn’t want plants with 
thorns. 

Mom and I grinned at each other. Gran 
couldn’t see what we were buying, so we 
could surprise her with the flowers when we 
got home—if she didn’t smell them first!

Some days Gran’s paralyzed arm and leg 
hurt, and she doesn’t want to get out of bed. 
A therapist comes once a week to exercise 
Gran’s limbs. The therapist reminds us to keep 
Gran as active as possible and to encourage 
her to try new things. When I pray for Gran, 
I always ask Jesus to help me think of ways to 
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she would be big enough 
to ride. “I was quite a 
horsewoman in my day,” 
Gran told the employee. 
“Brendon gets his talent 
from me.” 

“Are you ready to go, 
Gran?” I asked.

She pushed the button on 
her watch. “Six p.m.,” it said.

“We better go home,” 
Gran said. “We are going 
to be eating a late supper 
tonight.”

Mom went outside the 
next morning to plant her 
vegetable garden. I pushed 
Gran down the ramp toward 
the barn and stopped at the 
picnic table.

“Look, Gran,” I said. 
“Oops, I mean smell and 
feel the things on the table. 

Mom and I bought these for you at the 
garden center yesterday.” 

Gran reached out with her left hand 
and touched a plant. She leaned toward it. 
“Geraniums,” she said. “What color? What 
else is here?” 

I opened the bags of potting soil and 
helped Gran pour soil into her flower boxes. I 
stepped back and watched while she pressed 
the young flowers into the dirt. She even used 
her right hand to steady some of the plants. 
That’s just what the therapist wanted. 

“Hand me something purple,” Gran said. 
“Do we have any yellow pansies? After I fill 
the boxes, you can lift them down and set 
them by the front door. A home always feels 
so cheerful and welcoming with flowers near 
the door.” 

keep her busy. Now I had an idea.
I patted Gran’s arm so she would know 

I was there. “I’m walking over to look at 
something,” I said. “I’ll be right back.”

I motioned for Mom to follow me, and 
we huddled in a corner where Gran couldn’t 
hear us. “Can we buy some of those plant 
boxes and some potting soil?” I asked. “If  
we put them on our picnic table, Gran can 
plant them by herself.”

“That’s a good idea,” Mom said. “She 
always enjoyed taking care of her flowers. 
Pick out a small watering can that she can lift 
with her good arm and add it to the cart.”

Gran was talking to an employee when 
we returned. She was telling him all about 
my filly Starlight and how I had taught her 
to stand still while I saddled her. Pretty soon 

Mary Sleeman Grones

What time is it, Brendon?” Mom asked. 
“I would like to get home before dark.” 

Mom’s arms were filled with tiny green 
plants that would grow up to be carrots and 
tomatoes and other vegetables for the garden. 
She couldn’t see her wrist to check her watch. 

“Five eighteen p.m.,” an electronic voice 
answered, before I had time to look at 
my watch. Gran laughed and pushed the 
button on her talking watch again. “Five 
nineteen p.m.,” it said. The talking watch 
had been a gift from a neighbor, and  
Gran loved to use it. 

Gran had been strong and active until 
she had a stroke. Now she was blind, and 
her right side was paralyzed. I pushed her 
wheelchair through the garden center while 
Mom chose vegetables.

“I’m going to park you for a minute, 
Gran,” I said. “Mom’s arms are full, and I am 
going to get a cart for her.” I set the brakes 
on the wheelchair and headed to where I had 
noticed a row of carts. 

I passed bright yellow and purple and 
red flowers. I didn’t know the names of 
most of them, but some looked familiar. 
When Gran lived in her own house, 
she planted flowers near her front door 
every spring. I recognized rosebushes 
and pansies. When I was little, Gran had 
pointed out that pansies were the flowers 
that looked like they had faces. 

I pushed a cart toward Mom and helped 

Gran’s Garden 



Debbonnaire Kovacs

The Far-Away Friends are pen pals with 
Joseph and Mac. This year the Far-Away Friends 
will help you understand what your Sabbath 
School lesson can mean for you.

M ichael Arthur Patterson was thinking so 
hard he didn’t hear his dad come into the 

room. He jumped when Dad said his name.
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.  

Are you ready to learn the new layout?”
“OK.” Mike got up and reached for  

Dad’s arm. 
Lilies of the Field had just begun 

ordering wildflowers from a new supplier. 
Dad and Aunt Rose had spent a long time 
figuring out how to fit the new orders into 
the big glass-doored flower coolers.

“We tried not to change the order too 
much,” Aunt Rose told him. “Everything 
is still the same on the right side, just 
crowded closer together. But on the left side, 
everything is new.” She took Mike’s hand and 
guided it to touch things as she spoke. “Short 
vases here on the top shelf—violets, then 
pansies, then forget-me-nots . . .”

Mike tried to concentrate, but part of his 
mind was still with his earlier thoughts.

Aunt Rose stopped. “You’re a million 
miles away, Mike. Is something wrong?”

“No, not wrong exactly. I just keep 
thinking . . .” Mike hesitated.

“Thinking about what, son?” Mike felt 

Forget-Me-Nots
position. Mr. Fontaine had seemed happier 
lately. Mike had really hoped God’s love 
had made some impression on the old 
man’s heart.

After Mr. Fontaine left, he said to Aunt 
Rose and Dad, “See what I mean? What’s the 
use of sharing Jesus’ love when people won’t 
listen?”

“Jesus didn’t say it would be easy, son. 
He did say He’d give us His own love and 
patience. He hasn’t given up on Mr. Fontaine, 
so we won’t either,” Dad replied.

Mike tipped his head sharply. What was 
that sound?

“What is it, Mike?” Aunt Rose asked. 
“Do you hear something?”

Mike opened the door and clearly heard 
shouting coming from somewhere down the 
street. “Dad! It’s Mr. Fontaine! Something’s 
wrong!”

Dad hurried out the door. Mike waited 
impatiently. In a moment, he heard Dad 
shout, “Mike! Call 9-1-1!”

Mike dashed to the counter and grabbed 
the phone, but his fumbling fingers couldn’t 
find the right numbers.

“What is it, Mike? What did he say?”
“He says call 9-1-1! I think Mr. Fontaine 

is hurt!”
“Here.” Aunt Rose dialed 

for him. “I’ll go check. 
You stay at the phone.”

Just as Aunt 
Rose opened 

the door, Dad 
came in. 
“Help me 
get him on 

the sofa.” 
Dad’s voice 
sounded 

way Jesus would, it shows His love more  
than we might realize.”

“I know, Dad. I agree. It’s just that—it 
doesn’t seem like enough.”

The phone rang and the doorbells tinkled 
at the same time. Aunt Rose answered the 
phone. At the door, Dad said, “Mr. Fontaine! 
Great to see you!”

“Raining pitchforks!” Mr. Fontaine 
grumbled. “Should have stayed home.” Mike 
heard the swooshing of an umbrella being 
opened and shut and a spatter of droplets  
on the tiled floor.

“Oh, you know,” Dad said cheerfully, 
“April showers—”

“Bring May flowers, I know, I know!” 
There was a distinct snap to Mr. Fontaine’s 
voice today. He refused a seat and a cup of 
peppermint tea. “I’ll just take my rose and go 
home and get dry. Next thing you know, I’ll 
have pneumonia!”

Sadly, Mike turned 
to the cooler and felt 
carefully for the 
white rose 
vase in its 
newly 
crowded 

Dad’s big, comforting hand on his shoulder.
“How do we share Jesus’ love?” Mike 

asked.
“Well!” Dad sounded surprised. “That’s  

a big subject!”
“Our Sabbath School lesson is about 

Jesus dying on the cross. He did that for 
everybody, and so many people don’t know 
or don’t care!” Words tumbled out of Mike 
now. “At school, people never mention God 
except to swear. I usually try not to notice, 
but today it really bothered me. What am 
I supposed to do? Stand up and announce, 
‘Hey, everybody, God loves you so much He 
sent His only begotten Son, so if you believe 
in Him, you won’t perish but will have 
everlasting life!’ ” Mike waved his arm in a 
sweeping motion and cracked his knuckles 
against the refrigerator. “Ouch!”

“Careful!” Aunt Rose took his hand and 
rubbed the knuckles gently. “I know what 
you mean. It bothers me too. I wish I could 
make people understand.”

“We share Jesus’ love in lots of ways,” 
Dad said. “The name of this shop, for 
one. Remember, we have sentences from 
Matthew chapter six painted on our door 
and printed on every florist box. We seek out 
small growers and suppliers like this new 
wildflower farm and order from them so that 
they can stay in business. We pay the highest 
prices we can to people like Susannah’s mom, 
who make wreaths and dried arrangements 
for us. I believe that when we do business the 

Far-Away Friends 
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This story can teach me that we serve God when we share His love with others.

Lesson 3, for April 18–24, 2020 

breathless. Mike could hear a faint groan.
The next few minutes were a blur. Mike 

stayed on the phone, relaying information 
to the 9-1-1 dispatcher. Dad and Aunt Rose 
tried to make Mr. Fontaine comfortable. A 
siren wailed up the street. Mike heard the 
rattling of a gurney and calm questions from 
the emergency medical technicians. He 
thanked the dispatcher and hung up.

Clutching his trembling hands together 
on the countertop, Mike whispered, “Please, 
God, please just don’t let him die until he 
understands! What can I say? What can I do?”

Hurrying over to the coolers, he opened 
the left door and felt for the third vase from 
the left, on the top shelf. He pulled out a few 
small, fragile flowers.

“Dad, is he awake?” Mike asked.
“I don’t know, son.”
“Will you lead me to him?”
Dad led Mike to the gurney and put his 

hand on Mr. Fontaine’s old, wrinkled one.  
It felt cold.

“Mr. Fontaine? Can you hear me?”  
Mike spoke loudly into Mr. Fontaine’s ear.

Slowly, the old fingers curled around 
his. Mike tucked the damp flowers into 
them. “These are forget-me-nots. God 
hasn’t forgotten you, and we won’t either.  
If you have to stay in the hospital, we’ll  
visit you there.”

Mike felt his way to Mr. Fontaine’s face. 
Beside the oxygen mask, he felt a tear trickle 
down Mr. Fontaine’s wrinkled cheek.  

The Day Jesus Died
DIRECTIONS: Match the symbol with letters in the code box to find out 

how we serve God.
Puzzle

The Day Jesus Died
The  soldiers shoved  Jesus  down on the cross. They hammered 

long  nails into His  hands and  feet. It hurt  Jesus so 

much! Then the  soldiers lifted the cross  up and dropped the bottom of it 

into a hole in the  ground. The  soldiers put a sign above  Jesus’ 

head. It said, “This is the  King of the Jews.”  People  walked by the  

cross and made fun of  Jesus. “If  You are the Son of God, come  down 

from the cross!” they shouted. “He saved other  people, but He cannot save  

Himself !” the leaders yelled. At noon, a terrible darkness fell over the  land. 

It was as dark as  night for  three hours. Then  Jesus died. The 

 earth shook. Big  rocks split apart.  Graves 

opened, and many godly  men and  women were raised from the 

dead! The  soldiers who crucified  Jesus were  terrified! “Truly He was 

the Son of God!” they shouted.

12 13



The Message: We serve God when we share 
His love with others.

References: Matthew 27:34–56; Mark 15:21–39; 
Luke 23:26–49; John 19:16–30; The Desire of 
Ages, pp. 741–764.

The Day  
Jesus Died

Do you love someone so much that you would 
do anything for him or her? God loves us so much 
that He sacrificed His only Son to save us. And 
Jesus was willing to die for us.

J esus’ terrible night of insults and beatings 
was finally over. Now the Roman soldiers 

were taking Him and two thieves outside the 
city to crucify them. Simon had carried Jesus’ 

cross to the place of crucifixion. The awful 
deed would soon be done.

The Bible simply says, “They crucified 
Him.” The people who lived when the 
Gospels were written knew what that meant. 
They knew crucifixion caused a slow, painful 

death. They knew a crowd would often 
follow the prisoners to the place of 
execution, shouting insults along the 
way. They knew soldiers would nail 
the hands and feet of the prisoners to 
the cross. They knew those soldiers 
would drop the cross into a hole in the 

ground. Yes, they knew it was the 
worst possible way to die.

And that is exactly what 
happened to Jesus. The soldiers 

nailed Him to the cross, then 
placed the cross between the 

crosses of two thieves. The crowd 
that had followed them out of the 

city gathered around. The mocking 
that had been going on all night 

continued. 
“If You really are the Son of  

God, come down from that cross!” 
one  shouted.

“He saved others, but He can’t save 

Himself,” another sneered.
“Come down from the cross, and we’ll 

believe in You,” another said scornfully.
“If God wants Him, let God rescue Him,” 

laughed yet another. “After all, He said He 
was the Son of God.” And so it went, on and 
on. Even a thief who was crucified with Him 
shouted insults at Him.

Although the pain and mocking 
were terrible, something even worse was 
happening to Jesus. When He came to Earth 
to die for us, Jesus took our sins on Himself. 
The guilt of every person who would ever 
live was resting on Him as He hung on the 
cross. The sense of sin was so great that 
He felt God had left Him forever. 
That feeling of abandonment by 
His Father caused Jesus to cry 
out, “My God, My God! Why 
have You forsaken Me?” 
Even though He thought 
He might never see His 
Father again, Jesus  
was still willing to  
die for us.

But God the 
Father had not 
abandoned Jesus. 
God and all the 
angels in heaven 
were watching and 
suffering with Him. 
Even the earth reacted 
to His agony. Darkness 
covered the area for three 
hours, and when Jesus 
finally died, “the earth shook 
and the rocks split” (Matthew 
27:51).

Do you love anyone so much 
that you would be willing to die a 

horrible death to save him or her? That’s how 
much Jesus loves you. He loves you so much 
there is nothing He wouldn’t do to save you.

That love is the core of Christianity.  
It’s the reason for every song we sing,  
every prayer we pray, everything we do.

That love is the message we are asked 
to share with others. Who doesn’t need 
to know they are loved that much? Who 
couldn’t help loving a God who would  
do absolutely anything to save them?  
Tell someone you know! 

Lesson 3, for April 18–24, 2020*

*  Note to parents: For an explanation of the distribution dates for Primary Treasure®, go to the parents’ 
section of our website: www.primarytreasure.com.

Memory Verse
“For God so loved the world 

that he gave his one and 
only Son, that whoever  
believes in him shall not  

perish but have eternal life”
(John 3:16, NIV).
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