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Danger at Camp Eagle Feather
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What if I took Flash to the big corral and just 
rode in a circle? he asked himself. I wouldn’t 
really be riding him. I would still be in the 
corral, he thought to himself.

The more he thought about it, the better 
the idea seemed. Then if Dad had to leave, 
at least he would have been able to sit on a 
horse for a while.

Mateo opened the gate to the larger corral. 
Right away, Flash’s ears perked up. He wanted 
to go to the big corral too. Mateo 
unhooked Flash and led 
him into the big corral. 
There was a stand 
where you could 
walk up steps and 
get right into 
the saddle. 
The stirrups 

were too long, but Mateo thought if he stood 
on tiptoe, he would be all right.

But there was one thing Mateo hadn’t 
noticed. The gate in the big corral was open. 
Flash saw it, and just like his name, he bolted 
toward the gate. When Mateo tried to pull 
the reins back and make Flash stop, his foot 
slipped out of the stirrup. He had to let go of 
the reins and hold onto the saddle horn to 
keep from falling off.

Flash raced toward the cabins where 
the campers stayed. They were 

Danger at Camp Eagle Feather
Mary Mills

M ateo was excited. His dad was going to see 
Mr. Lucas, the manager of Camp Eagle 

Feather. Mateo was going too. He had been 
taking horseback riding lessons, and Dad 
had told him he might be able to ride a horse 
while they were visiting the camp.

The trip to the camp wasn’t very long—
about an hour. But to Mateo, it seemed 
to take forever. “Mateo, you can go to the 
stables, but don’t go near the horses unless 
one of the workers is there, and only if he 
or she says it’s OK,” Dad said as he headed 
toward the office to meet with Mr. Lucas.

Mateo was so excited that he ran all the 
way to the stables. No one was in the corral 
area. Mateo headed to the back where they 
fed the horses. A horse was tied to a post 
in a smaller corral. Mateo called to see 
whether anyone was around. Johnny, the 
stableman, came out carrying two buckets 
of feed.

“Hey, Mateo, how are you?” Johnny 
asked. “It’s good to see you again. Are you 
here with your dad?”

“Yes. Dad is up at the office talking to 
Mr. Lucas. He said I could come here and see 
the horses. Is there one I could ride?” Mateo 
asked. “Maybe that one?” He pointed to the 
horse tied to the post.

“That is Flash,” Johnny said. “He is a fast 
and headstrong horse. He doesn’t obey very 
well. I’ll go and get one of the nice beginner 
horses for you. Just let me finish my chores,” 
he added.

Who does Johnny think he is talking to? 
I’ve taken riding lessons, and I passed my 
beginners lessons! Mateo thought to himself. 

“OK, Johnny. I’ll wait here for you. Can I 
pet Flash?” he asked aloud.

“Sure, you can pet him. Just don’t try 
to get on his back. He’s not the horse you 
should ride,” Johnny answered, giving Mateo 
a serious look.

Johnny continued on his way with the 
buckets of feed.

Mateo walked over to Flash and started 
petting the horse’s face and neck. He is such a 
nice horse—so soft, Johnny thought. He even 
puts his head down so I can reach him better. 
Johnny must be wrong. Flash is a nice horse.

Mateo unhooked the rope tying Flash 
to the post and began leading him around. 
“You walk very nicely,” Mateo said to Flash. 
Mateo heard the empty pails banging 
together as Johnny walked back. Quickly, he 
fastened Flash to the post and stood there 
petting him.

“I see you are getting along with Flash,” 
Johnny said. “Just make sure you don’t try 
and ride him. I have a couple more things 
I have to do before I get that horse for 
you.” Johnny walked back to the barn to 
grab some more feed. He loaded a couple 
bales of hay in a wheelbarrow. He put 
the buckets of feed on top and headed to 
another corral.

Mateo waited and waited—and waited 
some more. It was taking Johnny a long time 
to come back. He untied Flash and led him 
around the small corral. He tied Flash to the 
post again and waited some more. 

Mateo was getting worried. He was afraid 
Dad was going to be done with his business 
at the camp before he got a chance to ride. 
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close together, but there was enough room 
for Flash to run between them. Flash raced 
between two cabins. Flash turned and 
headed back toward the barn. Yes! Mateo 
thought. I just might get back to the corral 
and get off of Flash before anyone notices. He 
didn’t want to ride Flash anymore.

As Flash headed for the corral, a tractor 
chugged around the corner. There wasn’t 
room for Flash and the tractor. Flash turned 
quickly and raced across a cabin porch. When 
the horse turned, Mateo flew off his back. His 
head hit the post holding up the porch. Mateo 
fell to the ground and didn’t move.

Johnny, who was driving the tractor, 
quickly stopped and ran over to Mateo. 
There was blood running down Mateo’s 
face. Johnny raced to the office. “Mr. Lucas, 
Mr. Lucas! Call an ambulance!” He grabbed 
Mateo’s dad by the arm, “Come quick! Mateo 
has been hurt!” 

They ran back to where Mateo was lying 
on the ground. Dad and Johnny carefully 
checked to see if Mateo had any broken 
bones. Everything seemed fine except the 
cut on the back of his head. Dad put his 
handkerchief on the cut to try and stop the 
bleeding. The ambulance arrived. They took 
Mateo to the hospital for x-rays. The doctor 
put 12 stitches in his head. Mateo woke up 
later with a severe headache.

Mateo had to stay in the hospital 
overnight. The next morning he went home 

with Mom and Dad. Everyone was quiet on 
the ride home.

After Mom settled Mateo on the couch, 
Dad said they needed to talk. “What do you 
think about what happened to you?” he asked.

“I’m very sorry I disobeyed,” Mateo said. 
“I thought I was a better rider and didn’t 
want a beginner’s horse. But as soon as I got 
on Flash’s back, he ran through the open 
gate. I didn’t even know it was open.”

Dad gently squeezed Mateo’s arm. 
“You could have been hurt a lot more than 
you were,” Dad said. “I believe your angel 
protected you from worse harm.”

Mateo winced as he nodded his head in 
agreement.

“Mom and I want you to write a letter 
to Mr. Lucas,” Dad continued. “You need 
to apologize to him for not listening and 
obeying. You also need to write a letter to 
Johnny. Flash is Johnny’s horse. He was still 
training him, and Flash wasn’t ready to be 
ridden,” Dad explained. “Flash could have 
been hurt too.”

“You are right, Dad. I owe them both an 
apology,” Mateo agreed.

“I hope that the next time you are 
tempted not to listen to what adults are 
telling you, you will remember the scar on 
the back of your head,” Mom said. “But 
right now, let’s thank Jesus for the angel that 
protected you from worse harm.”

The family bowed their heads to pray. 

Someone to Count On
Jane Landreth

T yler lugged another big box of papers and 
magazines out of Mrs. McGregor’s garage. 

Cleaning Mrs. McGregor’s garage was harder 
than he had expected, but he was glad to have 
the job. He needed to earn enough money 
for the baseball glove that he had seen in the 
window of the sporting goods store. Baseball 
season was soon to come, and he wanted to be 
ready. 

Tyler set the box down near the curb. As 
he turned to go into the garage for a box of 
empty bottles, he heard bike tires skid to a stop 
in the driveway. His friends Craig and Kendall 
had stopped by on their way to the park. 

“Hey, Tyler! When are you coming over 
to the park to play catch?” Craig asked. “I 
have a new baseball to try out.” 

“We need to practice,” Kendall added. 
“Tryouts for the summer teams are in two 
weeks.” 

“It won’t take me long to finish here,” 
Tyler answered. 

“Well, hurry up,” Craig said, pushing his 
bike down the driveway. 

“See you soon!” Kendall yelled as he 
pedaled down the street. 

After they left, Tyler worked even faster. 
Finally, he moved the last box from the 
garage to the curb. He looked around to 
make sure he had not forgotten anything. 
Everything looked clean. A Bible verse he 
had learned the week before popped into 
Tyler’s head: “In all the work you are doing, 
work the best you can. Work as if you 
were working for the Lord, not for men” 
(Colossians 3:23, ICB). 

As Tyler lowered the 
garage door, he heard 
a bell ring. He turned 
toward the sound and 
saw a bell dangling 
from the garage’s 
lock. He stepped 
over to get a 
closer look. 
He saw a 
small, shiny 
bell attached 
to a key 
chain. Mrs. 
McGregor 
had left her 
garage key in 
the door. 

Tyler 
frowned as he 
picked up his 
bike. Now what 
should I do? I 
could pretend 
that I did not 
see it. I could 
leave and meet 
Kendall and 
Craig at the 
park. Maybe 
there really is no 
need for me to do 
anything about 
it. Perhaps no 
one will disturb 
anything if 
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Money Matter$
Pratibha Khandelwal

R ita and her parents had had a wonderful 
time at the festival in the park the night 

before. They enjoyed the music and the art 
exhibits. It was fun to look through all the 
booths, eat popcorn, and lick ice cream. At 
one of the stalls where people were selling 
everything you could imagine, Rita had seen 
a purse decorated with sparkling stones that 
looked like diamonds. Her classmate Angela 
had one like it. Mummy had flatly refused to 
buy it for her,  even though Rita had argued 
and begged. 

“No, Rita. I am not going to buy you 
that purse. The price of everything is double 
here.” Rita pouted all the way home. It 
seemed that all night long Rita dreamed 
about the festival shops. I’ll buy the handbag 
without asking Mummy some day, she 
promised herself when she woke up. 

Mummy had already gone to work. Rita 
decided to walk to her grandparents’ house 
nearby. She couldn’t stop thinking about 
the purse. If only Mummy had bought it! she 
thought bitterly. Mummy was a miser. She 
always tried to avoid expenses. She never 
bought new clothes for herself. Of course, you 
couldn’t exactly call Mummy a miser since 
Mummy would have willingly given away her 
own clothes or food to someone in need.

 Suddenly, Rita felt something fluttering 
near her legs. She couldn’t believe her eyes. It 
was a twenty-dollar bill! 

Wow! She could go back to the festival 
and buy the purse! She hurried home to put 
the money away between the pages of her 

history book and then walked back toward 
her grandparents’ house.

Grandpa was working in the garden.
“Hi, Grandpa!” Rita called. 
Grandpa stopped tending the jasmine 

plant. He turned around to look at Rita. “Ah! 
Our squirrel is here to look at us and run 
away,” he teased.

 Rita chuckled at this regular joke. The 
enticing aroma of cinnamon drifted in the 
air. Grandma must be in the kitchen. Rita 
went straight inside. She had lots to share 
with Grandma.

“Want some breakfast, dear?” Grandma 
asked, opening the fridge. 

Rita smiled. These people love me so 
much! she told herself. While she ate, 
Grandpa came in and started scribbling 
some numbers in a notebook.

Grandma looked worried.
“What’s the matter?” Rita asked.
 Grandma replied, “Yesterday Grandpa 

dropped a twenty-dollar bill somewhere and 
came home without groceries.” 

Wait a minute. A twenty-dollar bill! Did 
that mean . . . ? Could it be . . . ? Thanking 
Grandma quickly for her breakfast, Rita 
hurried back home and ran straight to her 
room. She took the crisp twenty-dollar bill 
out of her book. This was not her money. 
This was Grandpa’s money. Grandpa had 
to return empty-handed from the grocery 
store. Rita argued with herself, I didn’t steal 
this money. It was just on the path. I didn’t 
know that Grandpa had lost twenty dollars. 

I leave the key in the lock. This is a quiet 
neighborhood. Surely, Mrs. McGregor will 
be back soon from her shopping trip. Then 
Colossians 3:23 popped into his head 
again. What does God expect me to do? he 
wondered.

With a sigh, Tyler dropped his bike at 
the edge of the driveway and sat down on 
Mrs. McGregor’s porch steps. Soon he saw 
four-year-old Ryan from the house next door 
coming down the sidewalk. He was pulling a 
red wagon loaded with toys. Ryan stopped in 
front of Tyler.

The shiny bell sparkled 
in the sunshine. When 
the wind blew, it made 
a tinkling sound. 
It’s a good thing I 
decided to stay, Tyler 
thought. What if 
someone like Ryan 
heard the tinkling 
sound and decided to 
play with the keys? What 
if they lost the keys? And even 
worse, someone might walk by, take 
the key, and get into Mrs. McGregor’s garage. 
And that would mean a lot of worry and 
trouble for Mrs. McGregor. 

Ryan turned his head when he heard 
the tinkling sound. His big blue eyes soon 
spotted the shiny little bell attached to the 
key. 

“I like that sound,” Ryan said, starting 
toward the garage.

“Yes, but we are going to leave the bell 
in the door,” Tyler told Ryan. “It belongs to 
Mrs. McGregor. What do you have in your 
wagon?” 

Ryan started pulling toys out of his 
wagon. “Here is my favorite racing car,” he 
said, handing the car to Tyler. “And this is 

my teddy bear. He likes to ride in my wagon.” 
“I see a ball,” Tyler said. “Let’s play ball.” 
Tyler tossed the ball to Ryan. Ryan could 

not always catch it, but he seemed to have a 
lot of fun trying. 

Tyler was busy playing with Ryan when 
Mrs. McGregor pulled her car into the 
driveway. She got out of the car and hurried 
up to the garage door with an anxious look 
on her face. 

“I waited for you because you left the key 
in the garage door,” Tyler explained. 

“I was in the store when I realized what 
I had done,” she said. “I was really worried. 
Thank you for waiting. I’m sure there were 

other things you would rather have been 
doing.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” 
Tyler replied. “Ryan and I 
were having fun. He liked 
your shiny little bell, but 
we played ball and left 

the bell alone.” 
“Well, I won’t keep you,” 

Mrs. McGregor said.
Tyler picked up his bike and started 

toward the street. 
“Tyler, wait!” Mrs. McGregor called. “I 

didn’t think you were old enough to take 
care of my yard while I visited my daughter 
and grandchildren. But I have changed my 
mind. I know now that you are someone 
I can count on. Will you mow the yard 
starting next week until I return?”

“I sure will, Mrs. McGregor,” Tyler said 
with a big grin. 

Tyler wasn’t upset about having to stay 
longer at Mrs. McGregor’s house and missing 
practice with his friends. Mowing the lawn 
for Mrs. McGregor would soon pay him 
enough for the new baseball glove. He would 
be ready for those tryouts! 
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This might not even be his.
Then Rita remembered Grandpa’s bent 

shoulders and bowed head. I know they are 
on a tight budget, she reminded herself. I 
need to take this money to them. 

Then another thought popped into Rita’s 
head. Were her parents also on a tight budget 
like Grandpa? Mummy worked at a store. She 
didn’t dress up elegantly or spend money like 
Angela’s mom. Daddy had been without a 
job for a long time. 

Mummy’s wilted face flashed before 
Rita’s eyes. She 
remembered 
her argument 
with Mummy 
over the purse. 
Guilt washed 
over her. I was 
awfully mean 
and rude to 
Mummy, she 
thought. Jesus, 
forgive me, she 
prayed.  I’ll 
ask Mummy’s 
forgiveness when 
she gets home 
from work.

Rita put 
the twenty-
dollar bill in 
her pocket. I’m 
going to be much 
more careful 
about money, 
she vowed. 
I’m going to 
plan ahead for 
what I need 
and save up to 
buy it. Mummy 

and Daddy will be surprised! Rita hurried 
to her grandparents’ house. She waved the 
twenty-dollar bill in the air and announced, 
“Grandpa! Your money!” 

Grandpa took the twenty-dollar bill with 
shaking hands and examined it. “God bless 
you, child!” The smile that ran across his face 
was worth a thousand words.

Grandma’s eyes sparkled. She took Rita’s 
hands in her hands and kissed Rita’s fingers. 

Rita felt so light and happy she could 
have floated among the clouds. 

The Way Home
Written by Charles Mills | Photo by Dorinda Mills

This beautiful butterfly enjoys a royal 
name—monarch. That means “some-

one in charge” or “king” or “queen.” The 
monarch butterfly looks lovely flying 

from flower to flower in a garden 
or resting beside a pool of water in 
the woods. But the most surprising 
thing about this creature is what it 
does in the fall of the year. It flies 
home to a place it has never been 
before.

Millions of monarchs 
make their way south to 

Mexico or California where 
they spend the winter in 

the very same trees that their parents or 
grandparents spent their winters. How do 
they know how to get there? Scientists say it’s 

a mystery, but we know better.
Monarchs are able to fly south to 

their special trees because God has placed 
instructions in their tiny minds. He guides 
them over rugged mountains, through dark 
forests, across dangerous rivers, or along hot 
desert valleys. God shows them the way home.

That same God can guide us through life 
and help us face whatever dangers get in our 
way. And like the monarch, our journey will 
end at a tree too—the tree of life in heaven. 

“He gives me rest in green pastures. 
He leads me to calm water. He gives 
me new strength. For the good of 
his name, he leads me on paths that 

are right” (Psalm 23:2, 3, ICB).

A monarch butterfly fresh from its chrysalis 



Seeing 
God’s Gifts

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 leaned against 
the window, listening to the hiss and pat-

ter of raindrops. Usually, he liked the sound of 
the rain, but it had been raining all week, and 
he was sick of it. Besides, he was feeling sad 
today.

“What’s the matter, Mike?” Dad asked, 
coming up behind him.

“Nothing,” Mike answered glumly.
“Uh-oh, it’s that nothing again. That’s 

the worst! I hate it when nothing is wrong 
with me! No wonder you’re frowning like a 
thundercloud!”

Mike knew Dad was trying to make him 
laugh. Most of the time it worked but not 
today.

“Come on, son. Can’t you tell me what’s 
bothering you?” Dad put his arm around 
Mike’s shoulders.

Mike leaned against Dad but didn’t say 
anything. A long time ago he had made a 
decision not to complain about being blind. 
There was nothing anyone could do about it, 
and complaining only made Dad and Aunt 
Rose sad—not to mention himself! Mike had 
learned to cope very well. When Jesus came, 

he would 
see, and he thought it was wonderful that the 
first thing he would ever see would be Jesus’ 
face. But every once in a while, something 
came up that made him really hate being 
blind. This week it was the Sabbath School 
lesson! He couldn’t very well tell Dad that, 
could he?

“I’ll be fine,” he mumbled into Dad’s 
chest.

The bell on the front door tinkled, and he 
felt Dad turn to see who was there. Mike had 
to wait until the person spoke. Today he even 
felt cross about that.

“Hi, Kenya! How’s it going? Haven’t seen 
you in a while,” Dad said cheerfully.

Mike wished people would quit talking 
about seeing each other all the time. He 
didn’t even know what Kenya looked like!

“Hi, Mr. Patterson. I’m fine, thank you. 
Hey, Mike. Want to go for a walk? The rain 
finally stopped!”

Mike kept his face turned away and tried 
to sound polite. “No thanks.” He listened and 
realized he’d been so busy feeling sorry for 
himself he hadn’t even missed the hissing 
and pattering.

“Why not?” Kenya came closer. “What’s 
the matter? Are you feeling sick?”

The phone rang, and Dad went to answer 
it.

“No, I’m not sick, just cross. I wouldn’t be 
very good company,” Mike answered.

“Well, then you really need a walk!” 
Kenya informed him firmly. 

Nothing he could say would convince her 
otherwise. She even brought his jacket over to 
him. Mike finally put it on and went out with 
her just to make her quit bugging him.

Far-Away Friends She put her arm through his, and he 
scowled. He hated being led around like 
a baby. Why couldn’t he walk alone like 
everybody else?

“Come on, Mike, what’s the matter?” 
Kenya asked.

He didn’t answer, so Kenya said, “Well, 
if you don’t want to talk about it, I won’t bug 
you.” And she began a running commentary 
on everything they passed. Kenya could be 
really funny, even about ordinary things. 
Mike’s bad spirits began to lift, especially 
when he felt the warm spring sunshine on 
his face.

Then Kenya jerked to a stop so fast he 
almost lost his balance. “Oh, wow!” she 
breathed. “Would you look at that!”

Mike’s frustration returned in one big 
wave. Sure, he’d “look at that”! What was she 

thinking?
“Oh, sorry!” Kenya’s 

voice was still 

full of awe. “It’s just the most beautiful 
rainbow you ever saw, that’s all!”

Mike couldn’t believe it. A rainbow! 
Today! Why today of all days? He felt tears 
come to his eyes, and he blinked fast to keep 
them back.

“Oh, Mike, that’s awful! You’ve never 
seen a rainbow, have you? And I can’t even 
tell you what it’s like because it’s just colored 
light!”

Mike looked away, still blinking rapidly. 
“It’s OK. Nothing you can do about it. It’s 
just that—every day this week, when I study 
the memory verse . . .” His voice trailed away 
unhappily.

Kenya took a deep breath. “Well, let’s 
think about this,” she said. 

Mike recognized Kenya’s fix-it voice. 
Kenya thought she could fix everything. 
Well, she couldn’t fix this.

“The memory verse says that the rainbow 
is a sign of God’s love and care for us, right? 
Well, then, what are some signs of His love 
and care that you don’t have to see? Look 

out, because I’m shutting my eyes. I’ll 
be the blind leading the blind.” Kenya 
giggled, and Mike almost smiled.

He heard her sniff. “I can smell the 
rain. That’s a sign, isn’t it? Noah and his 
family must have been scared to death 

the first time they saw the rain, but we 
don’t have to be, because God said 

He’ll never flood the earth again. 
Your turn.”

Mike didn’t feel like saying 
anything, but he lifted his head. 
“I can feel the sunshine on my 
face. That’s nice, especially after 
a week of rain!”

“I can feel it too! That’s a 
good one. Let’s see, what else? I 
hear a bird singing. Jesus said 
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A Rainbow Promise
DIRECTIONS: To find out what the rainbow represents, match the 
background color of each box with a color in the rainbow. Write the 
letter from the rainbow in each box.

Puzzle

God cares for the birds. What kind is that? 
Do you know?”

Mike listened to the trill. “That’s a robin. 
They always sing like that in the evening. Are 
we almost to the park?” 

“Yes, we are. How did you know?” Kenya 
sounded amazed.

“I hear kids playing and laughing.” Mike 
tipped his head and listened to a rhythmic 
thudding sound with just a hint of a ring 
to it. Then there would be a funny sort of 
vibration and a shout. “Basketball, right?”

“How did you know?” Now Kenya’s voice 
was full of admiration, and Mike finally smiled.

“I can tell. Other balls don’t ring like that. 
Nairobi and Morgan are playing, and Nairobi 
just got a basket.”

“You are amazing! I think that’s one of the 
signs that God cares for us too,” Kenya said.

“What is?” Mike asked.
“That even if Satan makes something bad 

happen, like someone being born blind, God 
gives them other gifts.” Kenya hesitated. “I 
know it’s not the same. I wish you could see.”

Mike turned his face toward her. “So do 
I. But there’s one thing I can see very well.”

“What’s that?” Kenya asked.
“I can see a very good friend. Thank 

you,” Mike answered.
“You’re welcome. Want to watch the game? 

I’m practicing to be a sports announcer.”
“OK!”
And with Kenya’s help, Mike “watched” 

the game. 

A Rainbow Promise
Finally, the  ground was dry! “Come out of the large  boat [called 

an ark],” God said. “Let the  animals and the  birds  go.” The first 

thing Noah did was build an  altar and  worship God. “Thank  

 You so much, God, for saving us!” Noah  prayed. God was  happy to 

see Noah  worship Him. God blessed Noah and his family. “Have many  

 babies,” God said. “Fill  up the  world!” And God told Noah, 

“I promise I will never send another flood to cover the whole  world again. The 

 rainbow  you see in the sky is the sign of My promise about that.” Noah 

and his family  looked  up. They saw beautiful bands of bright colors 

stretching across the whole sky! “Whenever we see a  rainbow, I will remember 

My promise, and so will  you,” God said.

This story can teach me that God’s people rejoice because He cares for them.

Lesson 9, for May 30–June 5, 2020
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The Message: God’s people rejoice because He 
cares for them.

References: Genesis 8:15–22; 9:8–17; 
Patriarchs and Prophets, pp. 105–107.

A Rainbow 
Promise

Has it ever rained for many days where you 
live? Were you getting tired of playing indoors? 
How did you feel when you finally saw the sun 
come out? Could you go out again? If so, you will 
understand how Noah and his family felt when 
they finally left the ark.

After more than a year in the ark, it must 
have been wonderful to leave it. Noah’s 

family stepped out into the clean, sweet air. 
They stood and smiled in the warm, welcom-
ing sunshine. It was probably a bit scary too. 
The world looked so different, and it was so 

quiet. The eight people who walked off 
the ark were the only people left on the 
entire earth. They were starting over, 
alone and together.

Soon the animals were freed. Noah’s 
family must have seen their joy and 
excitement. They must have laughed as 
the animals pranced and danced. 

When the ark was empty, the first 
thing Noah did was build an altar and 
have family worship. God was pleased 
by their worship and blessed the family. 
He said, “Be fruitful and increase in 
number; multiply on the earth and 
increase upon it” (Genesis 9:7, NIV).  

Then God gave Noah, his sons, and 
every generation yet to come a promise. 
Brilliant colors splashed across the sky 
in what was surely the most perfect 
rainbow ever. That first arch of color in 

Lesson 9, for May 30–June 5, 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
“I will remember my 
covenant between me 
and you and all living 
creatures of every 

kind. Never again will 
the waters become a 
flood to destroy all 

life” (Genesis 9:15, NIV).

the heavens must 
have filled the tiny 
family with awe 
and wonder. But it 
was more than just 
a beautiful display 
of color. It was a 
rainbow promise! 
For God said to 
Noah, “I have set 
my rainbow in the 
clouds, and it will 
be the sign of the 
covenant between 
me and the earth. 
. . . Never again will 
the waters become a 
flood to destroy all 
life. Whenever the 
rainbow appears in 
the clouds, I will see 
it and remember the 
everlasting covenant 
between God and 
all living creatures of every kind on the 
earth” (Genesis 9:13–16, NIV).

God knew the sight of clouds might 
frighten Noah’s family in the days ahead. The 
splatter of the first raindrops might fill these 
survivors with fear. Would it be the start of 
another flood? Would they, too, be wiped 
off the earth? No. They didn’t need to worry. 
God had given them His promise.

This one special family had been through 
a lot together. For more than a year, they had 
worked together on the ark. For long days 
and nights, they had drifted together on an 
endless ocean. They had worked hard to care 
for all of those animals. And now they were 
to resettle the earth and start over. God had 
given them something very precious. He 
gave them the experience of the rainbow to 

share. It would be a blessing and a promise 
to treasure forever—for them and for us.

We, too, belong to a special family. Our 
family of believers includes those in our 
churches and schools, as well as our families 
at home. And we, too, have been given a 
special work to do. We will go through a lot 
together over the years. And the experiences 
we share will bring us closer together.

And God has given us our own 
“rainbows”—blessings and promises. He will 
help us do what He has asked. Noah’s family 
was well cared for inside and outside the ark. 
They were thankful to God for His love and 
protection. 

When you see a rainbow, think of God’s 
love for you. And thank Him for keeping His 
rainbow promise—and all of His promises. 
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