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Ivan said. “It would be fun to see what this 
old house looks like on the inside. We can’t 
hurt it.” 

“We can sneak in the back way,” Brody 
added. “No one is around to see us.” 

“But the signs say Keep Out—No 
Trespassing,” Javier said again. “My big 
brother says only foolish people disobey 
signs,” Javier added. “Anyway, someone  
will see us. Jesus will.” 

“Who believes in Jesus anymore?” Brody 
asked, looking over the fence at the house.

Javier turned to leave. “I’m going home,” 
he said. “I’ll see you later.” He walked down 
the sidewalk toward home. At the end of 
the street, he stopped and looked back. His 
friends were still at the gate, looking at the 
broken-down house. 

When Javier got home, he hung up his 
jacket and started to feed his puppy. He 

Jane Landreth

After school, Javier and his two friends, 
Ivan and Brody, walked down Elm Street. 

They decided to take the long way home so 
they could look at the old, broken-down 
house that no one lived in anymore. 

“Let’s go inside and look around,” Ivan 
suggested as they got closer to the house 
with the leaning, rickety porch. 

“That house would make a good club- 
house,” Brody said, stopping at the broken 
gate. 

“But the sign on the fence says to keep 
out,” Javier said. “That means everyone.” 

“What’s the matter? Are you chicken?” 
Ivan teased. 

Javier took a deep breath. “No, but I’m 
not going to disobey the sign. It isn’t right.” 

“Oh, come on, Javier, don’t be a chicken,” 
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could not get his friends off his mind. He 
knew he had made the right decision. That 
house couldn’t possibly be safe. But would 
Ivan and Brody still be his friends?

This was not the first time his friends 
had tried to get him to do something wrong. 
Javier had always refused. Instead, he had 
tried to get Ivan and Brody to go to church 
with him. 

Maybe if they would come to church, they 
would hear about Jesus’ love for them, Javier 
thought to himself. And maybe they would 
understand why it is wrong to disobey. 

Javier had just finished feeding his puppy 
when Mom stepped into the kitchen. “I’m 
sure glad you are home,” she said with relief. 

“Why? Is something wrong?” Javier 
asked. 
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“Not now, but there 
was,” Mom replied. “I 
came down Elm Street 
and had to stop. There 
was a police car and 
an ambulance at that 
old, broken-down 
house. One of your 
friends was standing 
by a police officer. 
Paramedics were carrying a boy 
out of the house. I was worried because you 
are usually with your friends after school. 

“I didn’t know what had happened until 
Mr. Higgins, the man who lives next door, 
came over to my car,” Mom continued. “He 
said the boys had disobeyed the signs and 
went inside the house. One of the boys fell 
through the floor. Mr. 
Higgins said there 
were three boys there. 
So I didn’t know what 
happened to you.” 

“I know what 
happened to Javier,” 
Carlos, Javier’s big 
brother, said, slipping 
into the house. “Those 
friends of Javier’s 
disobeyed the signs and 
went inside the house. You 
would be proud of Javier, Mom. He was with 
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the boys at first, 
but he told them 

they should obey 
the signs. Javier 

walked away.”
“How do you 

know that?” Javier 
asked, looking at his 

big brother. 
“I came along 

and saw you and your 
friends looking over the 

fence by the broken-down house,” Carlos 
explained. “I wondered what you were up 
to, so I hid behind a bush. I listened to your 
conversation. Way to go, Javier!” 

“I’m glad you made the right decision,” 
Mom agreed. 

Javier smiled. It 
felt good to know 
his mom and big 
brother were proud 
of him. Now maybe 
he could get his 
friends to come to 
church with him. 
At least, he would 
try again! 

Something to think 
about: Does your example help others do  
what is right? Read 1 Timothy 4:12.
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Papermakers
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they are all shaped like cones. If left alone, they 
may reach the size of a basketball by the end 
of summer. They are strong and lightweight 
no matter how big they get. Inside, you can 
find the most complicated example of insect 
papermaking that you will ever see.

In fact, hornets are some of the most 
skilled papermakers in nature. They have 
an instinctive skill given by God. Some say 
that humans got the idea to make paper by 
watching hornets and their cousins, the wasps.

Before the pulp loses its elasticity, or the 
ability to stretch, the queens press it into 
the fork of a tree, branch, or porch roof. 
The foundation for the new homes are now 
secure. Day after day, the queens work, 
building up the nests layer upon layer. Soon 
the queens lay eggs in their nests.  

After the larvae hatch, the queens feed 
the tiny larvae every day for two weeks. 
They chew up insects and bring them to the 
larvae to eat. The larvae fasten a silk cap to fit 
over the top of the cells, so they will not fall 
out of their cells. Soon the larvae turn into 
young hornets, and they, too, go to work. As 
the colony grows, the new hornets add new 
layers of combs to the nest. They build a paper 
wrapper around the comb layers. They cover 
their entire nests, except for entry holes at the 
top of the nests. Inside the combs, the queens 
lay more tiny white eggs. 

Once enough workers have 
emerged from larvae, queens no 
longer work. They just lay eggs. The 

nests are suddenly a “beehive” of 
activity. The workers help the queens 

by making the nests larger, gathering 
food, or taking care of new larvae. 

While they work, hornets must be aware 
of their enemy—the bat. Bats are one of 
the few animals that will eat adult hornets. 
Occasionally, animals such as weasels, 
raccoons, skunks, and rats are brave enough 
to attack hornets’ nests to eat the larvae.

Hornets’ nests are a wonderful example 
of God’s creativity in nature. By watching 
hornets work, humans have copied and 
improved their own papermaking skills. It 
is now possible for us to read from printed 
pages of all kinds. God thought of everything 
when He designed our world and all the 
creatures in it. 

Jane Landreth

H ave you ever had the opportunity to look 
inside a hornets’ nest? If not, you need 

to try it sometime—but only with an adult’s 
help! First, a word of caution: please do not 
do it in midsummer! Wait until winter comes. 
Frost and freezing temperatures will have 
killed the hornets that used the nest for their 
summer home. 

Hornets’ nests come in different sizes, but 

The brittle, white-paper cells of a hornets’ 
nest are less likely to be destroyed by wind 
and water than man-made paper because of 
the tight texture of the fibers. After the hard 
frosts of autumn and winter, the nest will 
be empty. Cold temperatures will kill all the 
hornets except the queens.

Before the first frost, the new, young 
queens instinctively know a change is taking 
place. These queens leave their nests and 
seek shelter for the winter. They usually 
burrow deep into rotting wood or some 
other place where they remain protected 
from the bitter cold. The queens seem to 
know that they must survive the winter to 
breed again the following summer. 

Hornets are the largest of the social 
wasp family. They typically have brown and 
orange-yellow or black and white markings. 
The biggest hornets can reach up to 
two inches. They live in the forest 
and desert climates of North 
America, Asia, Africa, and Europe. 
They do not live in areas where it is 
cold year-round. 

Hornets rarely sting unless they 
feel threatened. Hornet stings are painful but 
not dangerous unless you have an allergic 
reaction to their stings. 

Hornets are good for gardens. They eat 
insects that are harmful to gardens. They 
usually hunt at night or in very little light. 

In the spring, queen hornets seem 
to have a strong, God-given instinct that 
awakens them from hibernation. It is time 
to build a new home. When queens find an 
old limb or a porch roof, they bite off tiny 
mouthfuls of dry wood. They grind it to a 
pulp, mixing it with their own saliva. When 
dry, this mixture turns into a strong wisp of 
thin paper. It is much like papier-mâché. 

God’s Tiny



Neoma Foreman

Come on, Aaron, let’s play kickball.” Matt 
grabbed a ball and ran for the playground 

behind the church. “Lunch won’t be ready for 
a while,” he yelled as he ran. “Anybody who 
wants to play ball, come on.”

Everyone was at the church on a Sunday 
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“Want to kick it to me?” Corey asked.
Matt gently kicked the ball to Corey. 

Corey missed the ball. It rolled over to 
Aaron. Corey clapped his hands. “Yeah.”

Aaron rolled the ball toward Corey. The 
steel braces on Corey’s legs clanged as he 
kicked at the ball. He missed and fell down. 
Aaron and Matt ran to help him up. Corey 
patted each boy on the arm. “Friends,” he 
said.

Matt and Aaron looked at each other 
over Corey’s head and smiled.

“I’m sorry,” Matt said.
“Me too,” Aaron agreed.

Aaron placed the ball in 
Corey’s hand. Cory tossed 

it to Matt. They tossed 
it back and forth, 

stepping back to 
widen the circle. 

Soon Marla and 
the other girls 
joined them. 
They all made 
sure Corey got 
lots of turns.

“Lunch, let’s 
eat,” Corey’s mom 

called from the 
basement door of the 

church.
Corey shuffled toward 

the church as fast as he could 
go. Matt and Aaron looked at each other, 

and without a word, put an arm under each 
of Corey’s shoulders. “Let’s go, bud.” Corey 
giggled as Matt and Aaron carried him to 
lunch as fast as they could go.

Corey’s smile spread all over his face. 
“Corey happy,” he said. “Friends play, and 
Mama made chocolate pie.” 

afternoon for a clean-up day and a potluck.
“OK, if I get to be captain and choose 

sides first.” Aaron ran up to Matt.
“You chose first last time! Besides, it’s my 

ball,” Matt said.
“Ball, schmall! You don’t have to be in 

charge just because it’s your ball,” Aaron 
said as he stomped away.

“What’s the matter with you guys?” 
Marla asked. “You are fussing before you 
hardly get out the door of the church?” 
She swung her ponytail over her shoulder. 
“Besides, I think the girls should get to 
choose first.”

Aaron grunted in disgust. 
“You girls think you 
should get to do 
everything first.”

“We don’t 
want to play 
with you, 
anyway,” Marla 
huffed as she 
darted away. 
Four other 
girls followed 
her.

Matt sat 
on the swing, 
aimlessly tossing 
the ball in the air and 
catching it.

Aaron sat on the teeter-
totter, kicking at rocks.

Corey, a younger boy with mental and 
physical disabilities, sat in a swing by Matt. 
“How come not playing ball?” he asked, 
looking at Matt and Aaron.

Matt ducked his head.
Aaron looked guilty. “Don’t know,” he 

mumbled.

Choosing
God’s 
Side



Loving 
Grumpy  
Mr. Fontaine

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.

K enya Jayne Washington raised her hand 
and waved it in the air.
“Yes, Kenya?” Ms. Kimoto asked.
“Ms. Kimoto, I have a great idea! We’ve 

been trying to think of ways to show people 
Jesus’ love, right? Last week a friend of Mike’s, 
Mr. Fontaine, had a heart attack. Remember, 
we prayed for him this morning?”

“I remember.” Ms. Kimoto nodded.
“This week, after they moved him to the 

nursing home, I went with Mike to visit him 
once. That place was so sad! So many lonely 
people! I was just thinking—couldn’t we all 
go and sing, maybe make the people there 
some cards or something?”

Some of the other kids agreed eagerly. 
Others were not so sure.

“It smells funny at a nursing home,” 
someone objected.

“That’s true,” Ms. Kimoto agreed. “Just 
think how you’d feel if you had to live there. 
Wouldn’t you like a visit from some cheerful 
primaries? Did you mean today, Kenya?”

“Well, I was hoping so. Mr. Fontaine 

by Aunt Rose. Kenya elbowed Mike. “He’s 
here!” Mike’s face lit up, so Kenya didn’t tell 
him Mr. Fontaine’s head was hanging so low 
he seemed to be staring at his lap.

The primaries sang several songs and 
then recited some of their memory verses. 
Mike even played “Jesus Loves Me” on his 
recorder. The other kids clapped for him. 
The people clapped for everything. Some of 
the sleepers even woke up and joined in. Mr. 
Fontaine never raised his head. Kenya was 
starting to feel mad at him.

After the program was over, Mike wanted 
to introduce the whole class to Mr. Fontaine. 
Kenya led the way. Mike eagerly named all 
the class members, parents, and Ms. Kimoto. 
Mr. Fontaine glanced up and grunted.

Kenya could have 
stamped her foot. Mike 

couldn’t see him, of course. 
She hoped he couldn’t tell how 
rude Mr. Fontaine was being. 
She decided to try and rouse 
him.

“What day do you go 
home, Mr. Fontaine?” Kenya 
asked.

Mr. Fontaine shrugged. 
“Don’t know—Wednesday, 

maybe.”
“Well, I just wondered, 

because we wanted to make sure 
your house is ready for you.”

Mr. Fontaine actually looked up. “What 
do you mean?”

“We’re going to clean up your yard and 
cook you some food . . .” Kenya stopped. She 
wasn’t really sure what they could do.

Aunt Rose said gently, “If you’d like us to, 
and if you give us a key, we could even clean 
up inside and make everything nice for you.”

Kenya looked around the large room. 
Paper flowers, rabbits, and Easter eggs hung 
from the ceiling on strings. A battered piano 
stood in one corner. There were people in 
chairs and people in wheelchairs. There was 
even one woman on a rolling bed. When 
Kenya looked at her, the woman waved 
excitedly.

“I don’t see Mr. Fontaine, but there’s 
a woman on a bed waving to us,” Kenya 
whispered.

“Oh, that’s Mrs. Angelo. Take me to her, 
please.”

Kenya, Mike, and Matt went to the lady’s 
bedside. Other primaries were meeting 
people and giving out their cards.

“Hey, Mrs. Angelo!” Mike held out his 
hand, and Mrs. Angelo gripped it with her 
skinny one.

“Mikey, good to see you!” 
The old woman’s voice was 
thin, like paper rustling. 
Kenya smiled and tried 
not to stare at her toothless 
mouth and what seemed like 
a million wrinkles. “Who are 
your friends?”

Mike introduced the 
others, and Matt gave her 
a card he’d made. “For 
me? You’re a good boy!” she 
exclaimed, patting Matt’s cheek.

Ms. Kimoto clapped her hands.  
“Come to the front, boys and girls.”

While they lined up, Mr. Adams 
introduced them to the people. Some 
clapped eagerly. Others seemed to be 
sleeping. Kenya still didn’t see Mr. Fontaine.

They were halfway through their 
first song when he appeared. He was in a 
wheelchair, being pushed into the room 

goes home next week, and I’d like it to be 
while he’s still there. I know it’s short notice,” 
Kenya said.

Mike spoke up. “Another thing. After 
he goes home, Mr. Fontaine will need help, 
at least until he’s stronger. My dad and aunt 
Rose and I are going to help him with his 
house and yard and stuff. You could all help, 
if you want.”

“Well, let’s spend the rest of our class 
time making cards for Mr. Fontaine and 
for others in the nursing home. Then you 
can ask your parents if you may go this 
afternoon. Let’s say at four o’clock,” Ms. 
Kimoto suggested.

For the next few minutes, crayons, 
markers, glue, and glitter flew as the kids 
made the brightest cards they could. Kenya 
put a rainbow on hers and wrote, “He is 
risen! And He’s coming back for you!”

Then Sabbath School was over, and all 
the parents of primaries were overwhelmed 
with eager requests and explanations.

At four that afternoon, three carloads 
of primaries, plus some parents, and more 
cards that had been made at home arrived 
at the nursing home. Ms. Kimoto had called 
the director, Mr. Adams, and he came out to 
greet them.

“Thank you so much for coming! This 
will be a real treat for our residents. Follow 
me to the activity room,” Mr. Adams 
instructed.

Kenya and Matt were on either side of 
Mike, leading him. “It does smell funny,” 
Kenya whispered.

“You get used to it,” Mike whispered 
back. “Do you see Mr. Fontaine?”

Far-Away Friends 
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This story can teach me that we serve God when we tell others that Jesus is risen.

Lesson 4, for April 25–May 1, 2020 

Mr. Fontaine glared at Aunt Rose. 
“Why?”

“Because we love you,” Mike said.
“Why?” Mr. Fontaine growled at them.
“Because Jesus loves you!” Mike 

answered.
Mr. Fontaine’s head dropped downward 

again. “What makes you think so?” he 
muttered.

Susannah surprised everyone by stepping 
forward and kneeling in front of Mr. Fontaine’s 
wheelchair. She took his clenched fists in her 
hands. “To Jesus, Mr. Fontaine, you’re just His 
little boy. No matter how old you are, you’re 
only a baby to Him. He still loves you, even 
when you get mad at Him, just like my mom 
still loves me when I’m bratty.”

“You calling me bratty, girl?” Mr. 
Fontaine demanded.

“No! I didn’t mean—” Susannah 
stammered.

Kenya held her breath. To everyone’s 
astonishment, Mr. Fontaine’s shoulders started 
to shake. A rusty chuckle emerged. Then he 
threw back his head and laughed. The rest of 
the group couldn’t help joining in.

Kenya stepped forward and held out  
her card. The rainbow glittered. “He loves 
you, He died for you, He rose again, and  
He’s coming back for you.” She took a  
deep breath. 

Mr. Fontaine fingered the card. Finally, 
he said quietly, “That’s a mighty pretty card, 
missy, mighty pretty. Thank you.” 

He’s Alive!
DIRECTIONS: Write the answers to the following questions on the lines 

provided. The letters in the box spell the message of hope we have 
for the world.

Puzzle

He’s Alive!
Joseph, a friend of  Jesus, begged Pilate to let him have  Jesus’ body. 

Joseph wrapped  Jesus in a long cloth and laid Him in Joseph’s very own  tomb. 

“ You better have  soldiers watch that  tomb!” the Jewish leaders  

told Pilate. “If you don’t,  Jesus’  disciples will steal His body and  

then say He rose from the dead!” Early on Sunday morning,  two  women  

 walked out to the  tomb. Suddenly, there was a great  earthquake. 

An angel came  down from  heaven and rolled away the  

 stone  door of the  tomb and sat on it. The  soldiers 

were  afraid! They fainted! “ Do not be  afraid!” the angel said  

to the  women. “  Jesus has risen just like He said. Go  quickly and tell 

His  disciples.” The  women hurried away. They were  afraid,  

and they were  happy. They didn’t know what to think. And on the way,  Jesus 

met them! The  women ran to Him, knelt, and worshiped Him.
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The Message: We serve God when we tell 
others that Jesus is risen.

References: Matthew 27:57–61; 28:1–10, 16–20; 
The Desire of Ages, pp. 769–794, 818–828.

He’s Alive!
Have you ever had some good news you 

wanted to share? Maybe you just  couldn’t wait to 
tell someone! Mary Magdalene was among the first 
to know that Jesus had been resurrected. And she 
couldn’t wait to tell the 
world!

I t was Sunday morning after the 
most difficult Sabbath of Jesus’ 

disciples’ lives. Jesus had 
died just a few 

hours before 
sundown 
on Friday. 
His sad, 

troubled 
followers had 
buried Him 
quickly in a 
tomb that 
belonged to 
Joseph of 
Arimathea. 
Then they had 

hurried home 
to observe the 

Sabbath.
The women 

who had been at the 
cross wanted to serve 

Jesus by caring for His 
body. They had followed 

and watched as He was laid 
in the tomb. They saw the heavy 

stone rolled across the opening to seal it. 
They, too, had rested on the Sabbath. But at 
daylight on Sunday morning, they hurried 
to the grave. The burial spices they carried 
were to anoint His body.

Who is going to roll away that heavy 
stone for us? they wondered as they neared 
the tomb. They didn’t know that an angel 
had already been to the tomb. With a 
mighty earthquake, he had rolled away the 
stone. And he had called Jesus to life in the 
name of the Father.

The women trembled at the sight of 
the open tomb. Bravely, they looked inside. 
An angel, shining with the glory of heaven, 
spoke to them. “Don’t be afraid,” said the 
angel. “I know that you are looking for Jesus, 
but He is not here. He has risen from the 
dead, just as He 
said He would. 
Go quickly 
and tell His 
disciples, 
‘Jesus is 
on His 
way to 
Galilee, 
and you 
will see Him 
there.’ ”

Can you 
imagine the 
shock? After 
all that had 
happened the 
past few days, 
the women 
probably didn’t 
know what to 
think. The Bible 
says that with fear 

and great joy they ran to tell the others.
Can you imagine them dropping their 

spices? Can you see them running back to 
town as fast as they could go? Do you think 
they were full of energy? Of course they 
were! Do you think they were enthusiastic? 
Without a doubt! Nothing could stop them! 
They had to share the good news! Jesus had 
risen from the dead!

We have the honor of sharing that same  
message with the world today. Before He 
left Earth to return to heaven, Jesus spoke to 
His followers. “Go and make disciples of all 
nations, baptizing them in the name of the 
Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit,” 
He said.

Are you ready to tell the world the good 
news about Jesus? 

Lesson 4, for April 25–May 1, 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
“He said to them, ‘Go 
into all the world and 
preach the gospel to  

all creation’ ”
(Mark 16:15, NIV).
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