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Esther’s Scars
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There was nothing to do 
except lay in her bed. 
There were no friends to 
play with. But her skin was 
healing, and one day she 
opened her eyes. She could 
see! God had answered the 
prayers of the Christians in 
her village. 

Esther was very glad she 
could see. She looked around. 
She only saw beds with lots 
of sick people, but even that 
was better than being blind. 
Esther was happy.

After a short time, 
Esther was bored again. 
She started to play with her 
bandages. 

“Esther!” Mother fussed. 
“Leave the bandages alone. 
The nurse will come and 
take them off soon.”

“Her face will be badly 
scarred, and her hands will 
never be any good again,” 
Auntie talked quietly to 
Mother.

The nurse came and 
took the bandages off. It was 
very painful because the old 
burnt skin had to come off. 
They looked at Esther’s poor 
hands. Some of her fingers 
were shorter than they 
should be.

“Aya!” Auntie cried. 
“You will not be much good 
in the village if you can’t 
use your hands. There is so 
much work to do.”

Esther looked at them. 

Esther’s Scars
Marion Turnbull

E sther ran around her African village with 
the other children. She was six years old 

and loved playing with her friends.
“Careful now,” shouted one of the 

mothers as she stirred a pot of stew on her 
fire. All the mothers built fires on the ground 
outside their houses.

Esther and her friends ran around the 
corner of one house. A mother had taken 
a hot pot off the fire, leaving red-hot wood 
embers still burning. Esther tripped and fell 
facedown into the fire.

“Aya!” the woman screamed. People ran 
to lift Esther out of the fire. The hot embers 
had burned the skin on her face and hands.

“Aya! Where is her mother?” a villager 
shouted.

“Visiting in another village,” came the 
reply.

What can we do? everyone wondered 
silently.

Esther was too hurt and shocked to 
cry. Everyone gave advice, and they finally 
decided to take Esther to the mission health 
center in the next village. 

A big man from the village took Esther in 
his arms, and many of the villagers followed. 
They took the path through the forest to the 
next village. It was a two-mile walk. Finally, 
they arrived at the health center.

Esther could hear the voice of the nurse. 
“I am giving her medicine to take away the 
pain, but I must take her in my truck to the 
government hospital in town. Some of you 
must come to care for her at the hospital. 
You need food, clean clothes for Esther, cloth 

to wrap her in at night, and some 
money for medicines.”

Esther heard everyone talking, 
but she could not see. The skin on 
her face was so badly swollen it 
covered her eyes. 

“She will be blind!” wailed a 
woman.

While the villagers prepared—
and argued—the nurse spoke to the 
people from Esther’s village. “Get the 
Christians in your village to pray to 
God, and ask Him to heal Esther’s 
eyes and burns.”

The truck bumped along the 
mud road toward the town and the 
hospital. The hospital was not a nice 
place. The nurses were not always 
kind. There was not a lot the nurses 
could do, but they put medicine on 
her burned skin. Esther’s mother 
and auntie sat beside her bed to keep 
the flies away. It is always hot in 
Cameroon.

After a few days, Esther was 
feeling a bit better and asked her 
auntie, “How long do I have to 
stay here?” She was not able to 
see anything at all and missed her 
friends so much.

“I don’t know,” Auntie replied. 
“We have to wait until the skin on 
your face and hands heals. Your 
mother and I are praying to our 
family idols so you will get better.”

The time went slowly for Esther. 
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Mind-Boggling Questions
Esme Gosling

M y brother is the smartest person I know. 
He knows about bugs and planets and 

how to make toast with peanut butter and 
ketchup just the way I like it. One night, right 
before bed, I said to him, “I have a mind- 
boggling question that has mind-boggled my 
brain for a long time.”

He said, “What is it?”
“How many stars are in the sky?”
“Let’s go see,” Teagan said. We lay down 

in the grass and looked at the twinkling 
lights. 

“One, two, three, four . . . ,” we started 
together.

“Wait! What if we count the same star 
twice?” I asked.

“Don’t worry. I’m keeping track of the 
ones that you count.”

See, that’s how smart my brother is. We 

counted until way past bedtime. I fell asleep, 
but I could still hear my brother counting in 
my dreams. 

In the morning, he told me, “One 
bazillion, thirty-nine trillion, and five—no, 
six.”

“That’s a lot of stars,” I said and went 
back to eating my cereal.

“Teagan,” I said. My brother’s name is 
Teagan, which means “philosopher.” That’s a 
big word that means smart person. My name 
is Jack, and my mom says it means “curious,” 
but I don’t believe her. “I have another mind-
boggling question that is making me crazy.”

“What is it?” Teagan asked.
“When Mom tells us to be good when 

she’s on the phone, and I try my best, why 
does she always get mad at me?”

“There are different ways of being good. 
You can be good at 
circus acts or good at 
playing the drums in 
a marching band or 
good at scaring the cat 
and making it run up 
the curtains.”

“Those are all 
my best things!” I 
exclaimed.

“I think when 
Mom’s on the phone, 
though, she wants us 
to be good at tipping 
on our tiptoes and 
talking as quiet as 
rabbits.”

“Oh, I don’t think 

“I still have hands, and I will be able to use 
them. You will see.”

Esther’s face was badly burned and 
scarred. Her top lip was missing. The burnt 
skin had peeled off, leaving white and 
scarred skin. 

After a few weeks, the nurses said Esther 
could go home. 

“Great!” Esther exclaimed. “I will be able 
to play with my friends again.”

Mother and Auntie looked at each other 
and shook their heads. 

When they arrived back in their village, 
people came to greet them. They looked at 
Esther and quickly looked away again.

Mother said to Esther, “Tomorrow we 
have to report to the health center in the 
next village and see the nurse again.” 

“Will my friends be there?” Esther asked.
“I suppose so,” Mother said, looking at 

Auntie.
Auntie sighed and turned away.
The waiting room at the health center 

was full of people. When Esther and her 
mother walked in, the women stood up and 
started crying and wailing. The noise was 
terrible. All the children ran outside. The 
sight of Esther’s face and the sound of the 
women wailing scared them.

Esther was not worried. She ran outside 
to find the children. She crept up on them 
and shouted, “Yaa!” 

The children screamed and ran, and 
Esther laughed and ran with them. Before 

long, they were all laughing together. The 
children forgot about Esther’s face, and they 
played happily together. To Esther and her 
friends, looks were not everything. 

A Note From the Author
You may wonder how I know Esther. My 

husband was the nurse at the health center in 
the Cameroon rain forest. I often helped him 
with his patients.

Years later, we revisited Esther’s village. 
We were walking among the houses when a 
soft voice called, “Madam!” It was a teenage 
girl with a thin scarf covering most of her 
face. I turned and looked more closely. I 
knew that face! “Esther! You are looking 
well!” I told her.

The scarf slid down onto her shoulders, 
and she smiled.

Life in Cameroon villages is hard, and 
the people don’t have time to feel sorry 
for anyone with a handicap. Looking at 
Esther, we saw a gentle and sweet young 
woman. The scars were still there, the upper 
lip was still short, but the skin was now a 
comfortable deep brown. Mother and Auntie 
prayed to a little wooden idol, but Esther 
chose to join the Christians and make her 
friends there.

Teenagers can be very sensitive to scars. 
But Esther was happy and unafraid. She was 
able to forget her own problems and be a 
blessing to everyone around her. 
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I’m so good at those things.” While I cleared 
my dishes, I tried sneaking around the 
kitchen and making tiny kiss-kiss noises, just 
like a rabbit. I tripped, and my bowl went 
flying one way, and the spoon went the other 
way, hitting me on top of my head. “Ouch.”

Teagan was definitely right. I’m not so 
good at being quiet.

Dad said it was time to go down to our 
rooms so he could relax. I couldn’t read or 
color or play quietly. “Teagan, I have a mind-
boggling question that is so huge I don’t 
have room left in my brain to think about 
anything else.”

“Yes?”
“How do you know if God loves you? 

How can He take care of everyone at once?” 
I’d been thinking about this question for a 
long time, and I just needed to know the 
answer.

Teagan thought about it for a long time. 
I think it might even have boggled Teagan’s 
mind a little bit. He didn’t say anything while 
I made a ferry boat out of cardboard and 
loaded it with all of my cars. He didn’t say 
anything when I dumped the blocks on the 
floor and made a tower that was 37 stories 
high. He didn’t even say anything when I ate 
one of his sticky old candies that I found in 
the closet. 

“Jack, when you think about God, what 
happens?”

I thought about God for a minute, 
imagining huge arms—arms as big as the 
sky—that could squeeze me and make me 
feel safe and warm. I couldn’t help it. I smiled.

“Aha!” Teagan said. “You smiled! That’s 
God’s love inside of you. You’ve just proved 
that He does love you.”

I wasn’t so sure. Teagan’s pretty smart, but 
he’s still my big brother, and sometimes he tries 
to trick me. “No, that just means that I love God. 

How can you be so sure that He loves me too?”
“He helped to make you, didn’t He?”
I nodded. Maybe Teagan was right that 

my smile was God’s love for me shining 
through. But I wasn’t done with Teagan yet. 
“But how can He take care of all of us?”

“It’s a bit like an ant farm. Come on!” 
Teagan and I rushed outside to the backyard, 
and we lifted a big rock near the garden. 
Underneath, there were hundreds, maybe 
even thousands, of ants. They were all busy 
scurrying around, working at whatever it 
was that ants worked at all day long. 

As I kept watching the ants, Teagan 
said, “The queen ant is in there somewhere, 
keeping an eye on all the little ants, and all 
the ants are working together.”

“So God is like the queen ant, keeping an 
eye out for us, right, and we’re the workers?”

“Just like that.”
Teagan is so smart that he makes even 

the hardest questions seem easy.
That led me to my very next question. 

“Teagan, here’s another mind-boggling 
question that just popped into my brain one 
second ago, but it’s very important. Will 
I ever be as smart as you? Will I know all 
about stars and koala bears and God?”

“Yes, when you get to be nine.”
“When I’m nine, how old will you be?” I 

asked.
Teagan didn’t even have to think for one 

second. “Thirteen.”
“Will you know everything by the time 

you’re thirteen?”
“What do you think, Jack?”
That’s the other thing about Teagan. 

Sometimes he lets me figure out the answer 
myself. Since I’ll know mostly everything by 
the time I’m nine, I’m pretty sure that Teagan 
will know absolutely everything. He’s so 
smart, it’s mind-boggling. 

Grumpy Mrs. Watson
Jane Landreth

I t was Friday afternoon. Taylor was listen-
ing for the dismissal bell when his teacher 

announced, “Your weekend assignment is to 
write a paper about the thing that makes you 
happiest.”

Taylor looked up in surprise. He thought 
this assignment would be easy. He could 
write about how his basket made the final 
point to win the game for his team last week. 
Or he could write about the fun he and his 
friends had making race cars. Or he could 
write about the vacation that his family was 

planning to take this summer. Taylor could 
write about many different things.

When the bell finally rang, Taylor picked 
up his backpack and left the room. Taylor 
and his friends talked about their weekend 
plans as they walked past Mrs. Watson’s 
house. Taylor noticed that the yard was 
overgrown and shabby. The fence had several 
boards missing, and the paint was peeling. 
The hedge was thick and unclipped. The 
flowerbed was full of weeds. Tree limbs lay in 
the yard.
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and bushes looked trimmed and neat. The 
white paint on the fence shone in the sunlight. 
The children felt good about their work.

“Let’s go practice basketball at the church 
gym,” Kelly suggested. “We can call our 
parents and tell them where we are.” 

Pastor Rick came by as the children were 
playing basketball. “I hear you have been 
busy today doing a good deed,” he said.

The children stopped playing and told 
Pastor Rick what they had done for Mrs. 
Watson. 

“I know Mrs. Watson will be thankful for 
your hard work,” Pastor Rick said. “She has 
been sick and has not been able to keep up 
with her yard.” 

On the way home, Jacob suddenly 

exclaimed, “Let’s go by Mrs. Watson’s house 
and see if she is home.” 

“I hope she isn’t mad at us,” Kelly said.
“She won’t know who did it,” Taylor said. 

“I’m sure she will be surprised.” 
The children stopped at the corner when 

they saw a car in front of Mrs. Watson’s 
house. Mrs. Watson was just getting out of 
the car. She stopped at the edge of the yard. 
She looked surprised. She turned, looked 
down the sidewalk, and saw the children. 
Mrs. Watson waved for them to come to her 
yard. “Someone cleaned my yard,” she said 
as the children came near. “Do you know 
anything about this?” 

The children smiled and nodded slowly.
“How can I ever thank you?” Mrs. 

Watson smiled from ear to ear. “I haven’t 
been feeling well, and I haven’t been able to 
keep my yard clean.” 

Then Mrs. Watson turned to her 
granddaughter and said, “Bring that bag of 
groceries into the house. I think we need to 
reward these kids with a treat.” 

On Monday, Taylor’s teacher asked her 
students to look over their papers before she 
collected them. Taylor read the words that he 
had written about the things that made him 
happy. The paper did not mention anything 
about the basketball game, the car race, or 
even the exciting upcoming vacation.

“Please pass your papers to the front,” his 
teacher instructed the class. 

Taylor passed his paper forward. He 
was glad that his teacher had given them 
the assignment. He had made a surprising 
discovery about happiness. It wasn’t the 
things that he did for himself that made him 
the happiest. It was helping others that made 
him happiest. The surprised and grateful 
look on Mrs. Watson’s face made him the 
happiest of all. 

Suddenly, Taylor stopped walking. “Let’s 
surprise Mrs. Watson,” Taylor suggested to 
his friends. “Let’s clean up the yard and patch 
the fence.”

“But she will get mad at us,” Jacob 
complained. “Since those boys from Franklin 
Street rode their bikes through her yard and 
left muddy tire tracks, she won’t let any of us 
in her yard.” 

“Just last week she yelled at me,” Kelly 
added. “All I was doing was getting my ball 
that had rolled through the broken fence. 
She thought I was doing something bad.”

“Let’s show her that not all kids are bad!” 
Taylor grinned.

“How are we going to do anything for 
her?” Jacob asked. “She won’t even let us in 
her yard.” 

“Yesterday I heard my mother talking 
on the phone to Mrs. Watson,” Taylor said. 
“Her granddaughter is going to take her to 
visit her sister tonight. She will be gone all 
weekend.” 

“We’ll work while she is gone,” Kelly said, 
starting to like the idea. 

“Won’t she be surprised when she gets 
home?” Jacob laughed.

“Let’s meet here on Sunday morning with 
our tools,” Taylor said. 

Early Sunday morning the team of 
children gathered on the sidewalk outside 
Mrs. Watson’s yard. “I watched Mrs. Watson 
leave with her granddaughter on Friday 
night,” Taylor informed the others. 

“Let’s get started then,” Kelly said eagerly. 
“What are we waiting for?” Jacob 

shouted. He dashed into the yard with his 
dad’s lawn mower. “My dad told me to be 
careful as I mowed. There may be objects in 
the tall grass.” The grass was tall and hard to 
mow. 

Taylor nailed the fallen boards back 

onto the fence. Then he began to paint the 
fence with the white paint he had found in 
his dad’s garage. “My dad told me to use this 
paint. He didn’t need it anymore.” 

“My dad told me to be careful with the 
clippers,” Kelly said as she began trimming 
the bushes around the house. “He said they 
were sharp.” 

At lunchtime, Taylor’s mother brought 
the kids sandwiches, apple slices, and fruit 
juice. “I know Mrs. Watson will be pleased 
with your work,” she said. “And I know Jesus 

is pleased that you are thinking of others.” 
Soon the children were back to work. 

As each child finished a task, they began to 
weed the flowerbeds. By the middle of the 
afternoon, the work was finished. The yard 



Waiting
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.

Solomon Nassim El-Charif grunted as he 
pushed the heavy wheelbarrow down 

the garden path. Again! He was getting really 
tired of this wheelbarrow!

Still, this was an exciting day. Today he 
had begun his very own garden. Mother had 
told him way back at the beginning of the 
Great Garden Project, as Susannah called it, 
that he could have a little garden of his own. 
But he had been so busy helping in the main 
garden that he was just now beginning his 
own.

He and Susannah and Matt had dug up 
all the grass and weeds and put them in the 
wheelbarrow. Solly was taking them to the 
compost pile.

Next, they dug up every inch of dirt 
and loosened it up. Papa had offered to dig 
up Solly’s garden with the big tiller. But the 
garden was small, and Solly wanted to do it 
all himself—with the help of his friends, that 
is, but no grown-ups. So Susannah hacked 
away with a sharp hoe, and Solly swung a 
mattock (far away from the other two), and 
Matt jumped on the garden fork with both 
feet to make it go deep into the rich, brown 
dirt. Solly loved the smell and the dirt on his 
hands and the worms and the birds that  

 
came to eat the worms. He decided he liked 
everything about gardening, even the sweat! 
Even the wheelbarrow! 

“Ouch!” He rubbed his palm. Maybe not 
the blisters.

“Oof!” Matt grunted. “Help me get this 
root!”

All three took a firm grip on the root and 
tugged. Part of it came up.

“This thing goes on forever!” Matt 
exclaimed.

They tugged until they fell over 
backward and lay on the ground panting. 
“I think,” Susannah said breathlessly, “there 
are kids in China pulling on the other end of 
this root!” 

They laughed.
“Let’s cut it,” Solly decided, reaching for 

the mattock.
“Careful,” Susannah warned. “When that 

thing suddenly lets go, the kids in China will 
fly backward!”

Hours and hours later, or maybe only 
one or two, they smoothed the surface of the 
garden with a rake. Now for the really fun 
part!

Susannah pushed sticks into the ground 
at the end of each row. Matt tied strings to 
the sticks to mark long, straight lines. Solly 
carefully dragged the tip of a trowel along 
under the strings, making shallow furrows 
as straight as the strings. He looked back. 
Almost as straight as the strings.

Then he sat on the ground and got out 
all of his seed packets. He had picked them 
based on what he liked to eat. There were 
packets of green beans, corn, pumpkins, 
miniature lettuce, and spaghetti squash. He 

Far-Away Friends didn’t know what that was, but it sounded 
cool. He also had packets of flowers and 
a little tray of tomato plants. Carefully, 
following the directions on each packet 
(and depending on Susannah’s garden 
experience), they got everything planted. 

Now it was time to water. While he held 
the hose, Solly admired his tidy, brown 
garden. He could just imagine how it would 
look—all green and lush, with vegetables and 
flowers popping out everywhere.

It was a hot day, so more got soaked than 
just the garden. The squealing and shouting 
brought the rest of Susannah’s brothers over 
from next door to join in the fun. 

“Time to get washed for supper!” Mrs. 
Moore called.

“I’m already clean!” Solly called back, 
squishing his way to the door.

Mrs. Moore eyed him. “Shower,” was all 
she said.

Solly waved goodbye 
to the Farmer 
children and went 
inside.

The next 
day after school, 

Solly rushed to check on his garden. Still 
brown. Well, he knew it took time. Look at 
Mother’s garden!

The next day was the last day of school. 
Solly came home rejoicing and ran to look at 
his garden. Still brown. And the next day. 

Solly spent a lot of his time next door at 
the Farmers’. He rode the Farmers’ horses 
and showed them how English-style riding 
was done. He and Sara had both had riding 
lessons for years. Now that they lived in 
the country, they would soon get their own 
horses.

Susannah and Matt had never seen such 
a funny little saddle except at a distance at 
the fair. They rode western style, in great big 
saddles.

Solly’s garden was still brown.
He played with Daisy’s kids. They were 

getting big. They looked so funny running 
around in circles and bouncing up in the air 
as if their legs were made of rubber. There 
was a new litter of kittens in the barn too. 
Solly’s parents said he could have one! He 
picked out a black-and-white one and named 
it Sinbad.
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Waiting Patiently?
DIRECTIONS: Place the following scenes in the correct order by 
writing a number from 1 to 6 in the circles.Puzzle

It rained, and his garden turned to mud. 
The kitten thought it made a great litter box! 
Solly shouted “No, Sinbad!” so loudly that 
Sinbad was frightened and ran back to the 
farm. Solly had to go get him. “How long 
does it take for stuff to come up?” he asked 
Susannah. 

She counted on her fingers the days since 
they had planted Solly’s garden. “Any day now. 
And remember,” she added teasingly, “people 
in God’s family wait patiently together!”

“Well, I guess He is the One making my 
garden grow, isn’t He?” Solly smiled, trying 
to feel patient.

The next day was Sabbath and potluck. 
Kenya’s family asked Papa, Mr. Patterson, 
and Aunt Rose a lot of questions about the 

Sabbath, so Solly didn’t get home until late in 
the afternoon. Still brown. 

Sunday came. Solly was so busy helping 
everyone work in the big garden that he 
forgot to check his own until afternoon. 
Then he made such a racket of whooping 
and yelling that Mother came running in a 
panic, with everyone else behind her.

“It’s green! Look!” Solly shouted, dancing 
around the edges of his garden.

“You scared me to death!” Mother 
scolded in Arabic.

“What’s green?” Matt asked.
“There! Look closer!” Solly pointed.
They looked down at the brown garden. 

There, under one of the strings, was a tidy 
row of tiny green leaves. 

Waiting Patiently?
Finally, the pouring  rain stopped. The whole  world was 

covered with  water. It took a long time for the  water to  go 

 down. It took  two and one-half months for just the  mountaintops to 

appear!  One  day Noah opened a  window in the huge  boat. 

He let out a raven. After flying back and forth, the raven came  back. Then Noah let out 

a  dove. The  dove came  back to the huge  boat because 

there was no place for it to live.  Seven days later, Noah let the little  dove out 

again. That evening the  dove came  back to the huge  boat with an 

olive  tree leaf in its beak. So Noah knew the  water was almost gone 

and tiny  trees were beginning to grow again.  One week later, Noah sent 

the  dove out again. This time it did not come  back.

This story can teach me that people in God’s family wait patiently together for Him.

Lesson 8, for May 23–29, 2020
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The Message: People in God’s family wait 
patiently together for Him.

References: Genesis 8:1–14; Patriarchs and 
Prophets, pp. 98, 105.

Waiting 
Patiently?

Have you ever had to stay inside because of 
rain—days and days of rain? And when it stopped, 
was the ground muddy? Perhaps you have heard 
the phrase “cabin fever.” It’s what happens to 
people who are stuck indoors for a long time. 
They become anxious and uneasy. They become 
irritable. They want to see and do something—
anything. Noah and his family must have had the 
worst case ever.

The waiting started the day Noah, his 
family, and all the animals went into the 

ark. God sent an angel to close the door. 
They waited in the ark for seven days before 
anything happened. When it finally did, 
it happened big! The Bible says, “The 
springs of the great deep burst forth, 
and the floodgates of the heavens were 
opened” (Genesis 7:11, NIV). Water 
poured down from heaven and shot up 
from the earth!

Things were busy in the ark. Mostly, 
there were animals to calm down, feed, 
and clean up after. Some of that wasn’t 
easy in a big boat tossing up and down 
on angry floodwaters. It wasn’t too clean 
either, and it probably didn’t smell very 
good.

God had promised Noah that He would 

protect the ark during the Flood, and He 
did. His angels kept the ark from capsizing 
(tipping over and going under).

Finally, after 40 days, the rain stopped. 
Noah and his family must have wondered 
when they 
could 
safely 
leave 
the 

Lesson 8, for May 23–29, 2020*

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

Memory Verse
“Let us not become 
weary in doing good, 

for at the proper time 
we will reap a harvest 
if we do not give up” 
(Galatians 6:9, NIV).

ark. But the wind still blew, and the waves 
still tossed the boat around for five months. 
Then the Lord made the ark float into a 
protected spot in the Ararat mountains. He 
made a wind blow to dry up the rest of the 
floodwaters. Two and a half months later, 
Noah and his family could see the tops 
of the mountains near the ark.

By then, they had been in the 
ark about eight months. They 
must have been tired of feeding 
animals and shoveling manure 
day after day. But still they did 
their work—and they waited. 
“When do you think we will 
be able to get out on dry land 
again?” they must have asked 
each other.

“God will show us,” Noah 
probably said over and over 
again.

Finally, to find out how dry the 
earth was, Noah let a raven fly out a 
window. The raven flew back and forth.

Later Noah sent out a dove. It, too, 
came back to the ark when it couldn’t find 
a place to land. A week later Noah sent the 
dove out again. This time it returned with a 
fresh olive leaf in its mouth. After one more 
week, Noah sent the dove out again. This 
time it didn’t come back. Surely they must be 
getting out of the ark soon!

But even though the dove had found a 
resting place, the earth was still too wet for 
people. God knew that. So He didn’t send the 
angel to open the ark’s door yet. Noah and 
his family waited another two months! It was 
a busy time, with all the chores they still had 
to do.

There wasn’t any room to spare in the ark. 
There was a lot of work. Noah and his family 
were so glad they had listened to God and 

entered the ark. They were glad they were 
together and had each other to depend on. 

Noah and his family waited a long time 

to see God’s promise fulfilled. We, too, 
are waiting for God’s promise to us to 
be fulfilled. Philippians 3:20 says, “Our 
citizenship is in heaven. And we eagerly 
await a Savior from there, the Lord Jesus 
Christ” (NIV). It seems we’ve been waiting a 
long time, doesn’t it? 

God has given us family and Christian 
friends to help us with the waiting. He has 
also given us a work to do while we wait. 
He wants us to share His good news. Let’s 
encourage one another and work together 
while we wait for that wonderful promise to 
be fulfilled. 
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