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Performance
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“Hey, Zeb!” His friend Tyler waved him 
over to stand behind him. “I’m so glad you 
could make it tonight.” 

“Me too,” Zeb said, rocking from side to 
side while standing in line. “You can go now 
family.”

Dad patted Zeb’s back. “Good luck 
tonight, son.”

Katie hugged him. “You will do great.”
“Of course, I will,” Zeb said. “Please don’t 

hug me in front of my friends.”
Katie laughed. Alexis gave him a thumbs 

up as the family left to find seats.
“Children, stay in line and remember 

your position on the bleachers. When the 
music starts, walk out. Now remember, 
when we sing ‘You Raise Me Up,’ lift your 
hands in the air like this.” Mrs. Catanese 
lifted her hands in the air with her 
palms pointing toward the 
ceiling. “That’s the song 
we are singing for Joey. 
His parents will be 
listening.”

Zeb rocked back 
and forth as the 
lights came on in 
the gym. The lights 
got brighter, then 
darker. They started 
blinking with the beat 
of the music being played 
through the speakers. Zeb 
covered his ears. The people in 
the audience began to clap and whistle 
very loudly. Zeb shook his hands very fast. 

“Zeb, you will be OK. I’m right here 
with you,” Tyler said. “Here, I brought my 
dinosaur in case you needed it.”

“Mom said no toys at the concert.” Zeb 
grabbed his ears. “Why are the people so 
loud?”

“They are happy to hear us sing.” Tyler 
had been Zeb’s friend since kindergarten. He 
worried that Zeb might feel overwhelmed 
with all the activity in the gym. “Just follow 
me. Once you start to sing, you will forget 
about all the other stuff.”

“I hope so.” Zeb put his fingers in his 
ears. “Until the noise stops, I will plug my 
ears.”

“That’s fine,” Tyler said.
Mrs. Catanese started the special music, 

and the children walked to their spots on the 
bleachers. The crowd clapped as the children 
walked into the gym. Zeb swayed and looked 
around at all the people. 

“I’m feeling upset.” Zeb tugged on the 
back of Tyler’s shirt.

“We are almost there. You are doing 
great,” Tyler comforted his friend.

They got to the bleachers, 
but Zeb couldn’t remember 

where he was supposed 
to stand. He stopped in 
front of the bleachers 
where all of his 
classmates stood. 
“I’m confused,” he 
said. But nobody 
could hear him over 

the music.
Mrs. Catanese 

stepped down from the 
riser where she conducted 

the chorus. She marched over to 
Zeb, leaned down, and said, “Sit down, 

Zeb. Just go sit down with your family!” She 
said this just after the music stopped. The 
people in the audience gasped at her very 
loud words to Zeb.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” Zeb ran from the 
gym through the back doors.

Zeb went to the entrance of the school 

Zeb’s Performance
Leann Austin

Z eb practiced every day for the spring con-
cert at school. He loved to sing at church. 

He loved to sing so much that he wanted to 
take part in the school concert. It wasn’t as 
easy as singing at church because he had to 
stand on bleachers with his classmates and 
not in the pew with his family.

“Mom, I don’t know if I can do this,” Zeb 
told his mom.

“I know this is a challenge for you, 
but Dad, Katie, Alexis, and I will be in the 
audience, cheering you on,” Mom said.

Zeb struggled every day to be like 
the other kids in his class. He did things 
differently, and performing wasn’t as easy for 
him as the other kids. “I want to do this for 
Joey,” Zeb told his mom. “I wonder if his bed 
is lumpy and if his sheets are itchy at that 
hospital?”

Joey had not been well for a while, and 
he had been in the children’s hospital for a 
couple of weeks to get the help he needed 
from the doctors and nurses. Just like Zeb, 
Joey had autism. But Joey had something 
else, too, something new, and he had to go 
the hospital.

“I know you want to show support for 
Joey. You are very brave. Just try to focus on 
Dad and me. Don’t think about the other 
things around you,” Mom suggested.

Zeb could only handle so much activity 
in a day. On some days, it took all of his 
energy to do just one or two big things. 
Other days he had more energy because 
the tasks were smaller, such as playing with 
his dog or helping Mom in the garden. The 

concert was a big task for Zeb, and it would 
take most of his energy. Standing still and 
having other children all around him made 
him restless.

The day of the concert Zeb rocked from 
side to side as Mom tried to button his shirt. 
“Can I bring my toy robot?” Zeb held his toy 
close to his chest. 

“Is your robot your helper this week? 
Last week it was T. rex, right?”

“No, not T. rex. He is mad at my robot 
right now. He is in time-out. Don’t you 
remember?”

Mom buttoned Zeb’s shirt. “Yes, I 
remember now. Your robot will have to stay 
at home this time. No toys at the concert.”

Zeb continued to rock from side to side. 
“Tell me again about the concert.”

“We will walk to the gym together where 
you will get in line behind Tyler. Then you 
will walk with your class to the bleachers. 
You are in the second row, right next to 
Tyler. Got that?”

“Of course, I do. I have ears,” Zeb said 
flatly. Zeb often spoke plainly and without 
emotion, but he had feelings that he didn’t 
know how to show to others. “I don’t like the 
feel of this shirt.” He started to unbutton it. 
“The tag is itching my neck.”

“OK, Zeb. I’ll get you another shirt.” 
Mom picked out a shirt without a tag.

“Thank you, Mom. I don’t want to wear 
that shirt again. It’s scratchy.”

Zeb and his family arrived a few minutes 
early at the school. They walked with Zeb to 
where his class was waiting in line.
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where he waited each day after school for the 
bus. He rocked gently, saying, “I want to go 
home. Where is the bus?” He looked out the 
front doors. 

“Zeb! There you are!” Mom ran toward 
Zeb, with Tyler leading the way.

“I thought you might be here.” Tyler sat 
next to his friend. “It’s OK, Zeb. Here.” He 
handed him his dinosaur toy. “Your mom 
said it’s OK now.”

Zeb played with the action figure, 
moving the hands and feet. “I want to go 
home, Mom.”

Mom gave Zeb a 
quick hug. Zeb 
couldn’t stand 
long hugs. “As 
soon as your dad and 
sisters catch up with us, we 
can leave. We have been 
looking all over the school 
for you. You shouldn’t have 
run away. We were worried 
about you.” Tears rolled down Mom’s cheeks.

“You are crying, Mom. Don’t cry.” Zeb 
patted her shoulder. “I know that I am 
wonderfully made. My teacher doesn’t know 
it, but I know it. I just want to go home.”

Dad and Zeb’s sisters finally found them. 
Mrs. Catanese followed right behind Dad. 
Mom stood between Zeb and his teacher. 
“I think you have done enough here,” Mom 
said protectively

Mrs. Catanese held up her hands. “I only 

want to tell Zeb how sorry I am.” 
Mom crossed her arms. “You are 

supposed to defend the weak.”
Dad wrapped his arm around Mom. “I 

think we should let her talk to Zeb.” 
Mom nodded slowly.
Mrs. Catanese knelt in front of Zeb. 

“Zeb, I’m very sorry I lost my patience,” 
she said. “It was not very kind of me. Jesus 

made all of us. He does not treat one 
person different from another, 

and neither should I.”
“No, you shouldn’t.” Zeb still 

played with Tyler’s dinosaur, 
never looking at his teacher.

“As soon as you ran out of the 
gym, I remembered that Jesus 
wants me to love every child the 

way He does. You wanted to sing for 
your friend who is sick as much as everyone 

else did, and I stopped you. For that, 
I’m very sorry. I was wrong to tell you 

to sit down. I should have helped you 
to find your spot on the bleachers. Can you 
forgive me?”

“It’s OK,” Zeb said. “I forgive you. Can I 
go home now? Mom and Dad can take me 
to the hospital to see Joey, and I will sing our 
song for him there.”

“I think that is a great idea.” Dad placed a 
hand on Zeb’s shoulder. “Let’s go home, son.”

When Zeb finally performed for Joey, he 
did it perfectly, remembering all the words 
and hand motions to the song. 

Gracie’s Gift 
of Gab

Jane Landreth

What gifts does God give us 
to show His love?” Gracie’s 

Sabbath School teacher, Mrs. 
Melton, asked.

Immediately, Gracie’s hand 
shot up. “I know, I know!” she 
yelled. “The Bible teaches us 
about God‘s love and—” 

“Hold on, Gracie,” Mrs. 
Melton interrupted. “I see 
your hand up, and I hear 
you talking. But I didn’t 
call on you.” 

“Sorry,” Gracie said, 
hanging her head. “My 

mouth works faster than 
my brain. My mom says I 

sometimes talk without thinking.” 
“Gracie, please!” Mrs. Melton 

put her finger to her lips. “Shh. Stella, 
what gifts can you name?” 

“Gracie told us that the Bible tells 
about God’s love,” Stella said, “but the gifts 

that help us tell about His love are singing, 
drawing, writing, and other things like that.” 

Mrs. Melton nodded. “Avery, you had your 
hand up,” she said. “What were you going to 
say?”

“Baking cookies and taking them to 
someone is a gift that shares God’s love,” Avery 
replied. 

“Thank you, Avery,” Mrs. Melton said, 
turning toward another raised hand. “Would 
you like to share your thoughts, Jon?”
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others. Gracie was very quiet. She kept her 
hand down and never said a word. 

“OK, Gracie, you are the last one,” Mrs. 
Melton said. “What is your special gift to 
show the class?” 

“I didn’t really make anything,” Gracie 
said as she slowly stood. “My gift is the gift 
of gab, which means I talk a lot—sometimes 
without thinking first.” 

The class giggled, and Mrs. Melton 
smiled.

“So here is my creation,” Gracie spoke 
out in a clear, loud voice, “God, I love You. I 
love the world You created, and everything 
in it—animals, grass, trees, flowers, 
mountains, clouds, rivers, oceans, the moon, 

and the sun. Thank You for sending Your 
Son, Jesus, into the world to die on the cross 
for me and to be my Savior. Help me to use 
my gift of gab to show God’s love to others. 
Amen.” 

All the boys and girls said, “Amen.” They 
clapped their hands. 

“Thank you for that special prayer, 
Gracie,” Mrs. Melton said, smiling. “Thank 
you for sharing your special gift of gab. Did 
you know that speaking was the only way 
many early Christians could tell others about 
Jesus and His love?” 

“My mom said that if we use our gifts 
the right way, every gift is special!” Gracie 
smiled happily. 

“I was thinking about the gift of 
woodworking,” Jon answered. “My 
grandfather makes bird houses with 
scriptures attached to them to give to 
people.” 

“These are all good ways to show God’s 
love,” said the teacher. “Everyone has a 
special gift—a talent—to use for God.”

“I don’t have any gifts!” Gracie shouted, 
jumping to her feet. She put her hand over 
her mouth. “Sorry, I forgot again.” 

Mrs. Melton walked over and put her 
hand on Gracie’s shoulder. “I need you to 
listen,” she said. “As I was saying, we all have 
talents to use for God. Next week I want each 
of you to bring something that you made 
using your talents. Make something that 
you can use to share God’s love. Use your 
imagination.” 

After church, Gracie climbed into the 
car and buckled her seat belt. “Mom, I 
have a problem,” she said. “I have to make 
something for Sabbath School using one of 
my talents, but I don’t have any talents.” 

Mom turned to look at Gracie. “You have 
many special talents,” she said.

“I sure can’t think of any,” Gracie replied. 
“I can’t sing. I can’t draw. I can’t write. I’m 
just a zilch—a nobody.” 

“Don’t talk like that, Gracie,” Mom said. 
“God made you special, and He gave you 
talents.” 

The car stopped in the driveway, and 
Gracie got out and walked toward the back 
door of the house. “I have a week to come 
up with something using my gift,” Gracie 
murmured. Then she turned to look at Mom 
and asked, “Can you help me?” 

Mom smiled and said, “I hear your gift 
every day.” 

“What gift?” Gracie looked at Mom!
“How many times have I said, ‘Gracie, 

you have the gift of—’ ”
“Gab?” Gracie asked, finishing the 

sentence. “That just means I talk too much 
and don’t know when to stop. I talk without 
thinking. Is that a gift?” 

“It depends on how you use it,” Mom 
answered. “Think about it.” 

All through the week, Gracie thought 
about what gift she could use to show God’s 
love. First, she tried drawing pictures of 
God’s creation of the world. But her animals 
looked funny. The paper had several holes 
where she had erased too much. That would 
never do!

Next, Gracie thought she would write 
a story about God making the earth. But 
she could not seem to make the sentences 
sound correct. She wrote and rewrote. After 
throwing page after page in the trash, she 
gave up. 

Gracie knew Mom would not let her 
in the kitchen to bake, and she did not 
have a grandpa who could help her do 
woodworking. What talent did she have? 

At the end of the week, Gracie once again 
thought of her mom’s words—the gift of 
gab. “Hey, maybe I can use that gift to show 
God’s love,” she said aloud. Then after some 
thought, she snapped her fingers and said, 
“That is what I will do!” 

Sabbath morning Gracie dashed into 
her classroom at church. Boys and girls were 
already there with posters, papers, drawings, 
and other things. Avery came in with a plate 
of cookies. Jon came in with a birdhouse his 
grandfather had helped him build. 

“Where is your gift?” Stella asked, carrying 
a beautiful flower arrangement she had made. 

“You will see,” Gracie answered. 
The students took turns explaining how 

their special gifts showed their love for God 
and how they could share His love with 
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I’m Afraid
Jane Landreth

C reeeeaak! The door opened noisily. 
“I don’t like coming home by myself,” 

Caleb said. “I wish Mom was here.” 
Caleb looked around the living room, 

kitchen, and other downstairs rooms. “These 

rooms are empty,” he assured himself. “Now 
for the upstairs.” 

Caleb climbed the stairs as he did every 
afternoon. It was his daily routine to check 
out the house. Mom had gone back to work 
a few weeks ago, and now Caleb had to come 
home to an empty house.

“I don’t want anyone to know that I’m 
afraid of being alone,” Caleb said as he crept 
to the door of the first bedroom. “No one 

here,” he sighed with relief and checked out 
the other upstairs rooms. 

Scratch! Scratch! 
“What was that?” Caleb asked, feeling 

startled. He looked toward his bedroom 
window. “Oh, it was just a tree branch 
scratching the window.”

Caleb walked back down the stairs and 
grabbed a snack. “Now to my homework,” 
he said after he had eaten his apple and 
crackers. “Mom will be home in a couple of 
hours.” 

Caleb was busy with his homework when 
the door creaked open. 

“Hi, Caleb. I’m home,” Mom yelled. 
“How was school today?”

“Fine,” Caleb answered as he closed his 
math book. “I’m glad you are home.” 

“Me too,” Mom said as she began 
preparing supper. “It’s been a long day.” 

“Mom, I need to talk to you about 
something,” Caleb said. 

“Sure. What is it?” Mom asked, sitting 
down at the table. “Did something happen at 
school today?”

“No, nothing like that,” Caleb replied as 
he took a deep breath. “I just wish you didn’t 
have to work. I don’t like coming home by 
myself. I’m afraid.” 

“I didn’t know you felt that way,” Mom 
said. “I wish I didn’t have to work either, but 
since your dad’s work hours have been cut, 
we need the money. Why does it bother you 
to be alone in the house?”

“I’m just scared,” Caleb said. “I know I 
shouldn’t be afraid, but I am. I go through 
every room in the house when I get home 
from school to make sure there is no one 
here. I hear strange noises.” 

“I would love to tell you I could be 
here every day,” Mom said, “but I know 
something I can do that will help you.” 

“What?” Caleb asked. 
“I’ll have Mrs. Landers watch for you 

each afternoon,” Mom replied. “Then she can 
call over here and see if you are OK.” 

Mrs. Landers had been their neighbor 
since Caleb was born. “I would like that,” 
Caleb said, getting up from the table with his 
books. 

“But let me tell you something else that 
you can do that will help you,” Mom said. 
“You can ask God to help you not to be 
afraid.” 

“I guess I forgot about that,” Caleb said. 
“Remember that God loves you and cares 

about you. He is always close and ready to 
help you. God can help you not be afraid of 
being alone.” 

“How can He help me when I can’t see 
Him?” Caleb asked. “I’ll still be alone.” 

“Start by praying to God, even before you 
reach the door,” Mom replied. “Tell God that 
you are afraid, and ask Him to take away that 
fear. You will feel His presence take away the 
fear. Then each time you feel scared again, 
stop and tell God how you feel, and ask Him 
to help you.” 

Creeeeaak! A week later Caleb opened 
the front door. 

“Dear God, please help me not to be 
afraid today,” Caleb prayed. “Thank You for 
helping me this past week to feel better about 
being alone in the house. Your presence 
around me is greater than my fears. In Jesus’ 
name. Amen.” 

Scratch! Scratch!
“That’s only a tree limb rubbing against 

the window,” Caleb said, grabbing an apple 
and settling down to do his homework. 

Suddenly, the phone rang. “Hello,” Caleb 
answered quietly. “Oh, Mrs. Landers. Thank 
you for calling and checking on me. I’m fine. 
God has helped me not to be afraid.” 



God’s Will
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.

Susannah May Farmer ran down the lane 
to her house, clutching the mail. “Matt!”
Matt appeared at the door. 
“Mac and Joseph wrote to us!” Susannah 

breathlessly handed her brother his letter 
and took the rest inside to her mother.

Mom looked through the stack, looking 
worried. “Bills, bills, bills!”

“Me have letter!” Johnny cried.
“Here you go.” Susannah handed him a 

tractor advertisement. 
Mark and Luke raced up. “We want one! 

Is there a sticker letter?”
“Nope, sorry guys, no sticker letters 

today.” Susannah wished there were a 
sweepstakes letter. Those letters always had 
“stickers” advertising all kinds of magazines. 
The boys would stick the tiny squares all over 
themselves, the house, and each other, but at 
least it would entertain them for a while.

“Susannah, look!” Matt held out a picture 
he had just removed from his letter.

Susannah took it. She hadn’t even gotten 
to open her letter yet. Had Mac sent her a 
picture? “Hey, cool, they made sheep sock 
puppets last week in Sabbath School, just like 
we did!” The picture showed Mac, Joseph, 
Hannah, and Trevor holding their puppets  

 
and grinning broadly.

Susannah gave Matt his picture and took 
her letter upstairs to read. She had barely 
begun when Mom called her. “Just a minute, 
Mom!” she called impatiently. “I’m reading 
my letter!”

“Sorry. Come as soon as you can, please.” 
Mom sounded tired.

Feeling guilty, Susannah read Mac’s next 
sentence. “Our class ‘fed lambs’ by telling 
stories at a day-care center. It was really fun!” 

Susannah could hear her not-so-lamblike 
brothers squealing downstairs. “More like 
little pigs!” she muttered to herself. 

She tried to concentrate on the letter. It 
would only take a little while to read it. But 
thinking about last week’s lesson reminded 
her of this week’s—Noah and the ark. Ms. 
Kimoto had said, “Noah only wanted to 
know what God’s will was for him. Then 
he did it.” Susannah shut her eyes. “What is 
Your will for me, God?”

After a minute, she put Mac’s letter 
down. It would still be there later. 

She ran down the stairs and into the 
kitchen. Mom was at the stove stirring 
something, with Johnny on one hip and 
Mark and Luke arguing at her feet. Susannah 
put her arms around Mom’s waist. “Sorry I 
was grouchy,” she said quietly. Then she took 
Johnny and whirled him around in a circle. 
“Who wants to play hide-and-seek?”

Fight forgotten, Luke and Mark yelled, 
“We do, we do!” and followed her out of the 
house at a thundering gallop. After hide-
and-seek, they played tag. Susannah tried to 
run some steam out of them, but they only 
seemed to get wilder. There were days like 

Far-Away Friends that. After years of “big sistering” boys, she 
knew that by now.

After supper, Mom and Susannah and 
Matt had to work hard to get the table clean, 
put food away, wash dishes, have a brief 
worship, and get three little boys bathed and 
to bed. Luke got up four times for a drink of 
water. Susannah lay down beside him and 
told him the story of Noah and the ark in 
a voice that grew slower and quieter until 
finally he was asleep.

Then she still had her barn chores to do. 
She would have asked Matt to do them, but 
she wanted to spend time with Daisy’s kids 
while they were tiny. Susannah spent extra 
time with the goats and horses. She took out 
her favorite rabbit and held him for a while. 
Then she realized she’d 
better get the milk 
into the house 
and filtered. 
It wouldn’t 
do to let it 
sit around, 
especially 
since the 
weather 
was 
growing 
warmer.

She 
went 
to 

the kitchen, poured the milk through a milk 
filter, and refrigerated it. Where was Mom? 
Susannah looked through the house. She 
finally found her mother sitting on the porch 
swing in the darkness.

“Mom? Is something wrong?”
Mom sighed. “Oh, no, honey, nothing 

is any different. Too many bills, too little 
money, too many jobs, too little time.”

Susannah sat beside her on the swing 
and leaned her head on Mom’s shoulder.

“Sometimes I wonder.” Mom sighed.
“Wonder what?” Susannah asked.
“Whether I should go ahead and put you 

kids in school and get a job,” Mom explained.
“And the boys in day care?” Susannah 

asked, horrified.
“Maybe we would do better.” Mom 

sounded defeated.
Susannah knew that when Dad 

had left them, Mom had decided she 
would stay home with her kids no 
matter what it took. She worked 
hard, making wreaths and flower 
arrangements for places like Lilies 
of the Field, selling handmade 
crafts, and raising a garden and 
orchard and their own eggs and 
milk to keep down grocery bills. 
Lately, she was helping Dr. El-
Charif, Solly’s mom, with her 

garden. But it never seemed to be 
enough.

“Better at what, Mom? 
We might have more 

money, but what 
good would that 

do if we never 
saw each 
other? You’re 

always 
there for 
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us. We are there for each other. Remember? 
We get by. I’ll try harder. I’ll help you more.”

Mom turned to her. “Oh, no, you won’t. 
You do too much as it is. I depend on you 
much more than I should. You’re a child, 
Susannah. You’re a wonderful daughter, a 
wonderful sister, and you’re a great help 
to me. But I need to be the grown-up. I’m 
sorry I said anything to worry you. There 
are adults I can talk to. And of course, the 
One I must depend on is Jesus.” She smiled 
suddenly. “He’s big enough to take care of us, 
don’t you think?”

Susannah hugged her. “Let’s pray now.”
They did, and Susannah went to her 

room, feeling much better and knowing 
Mom did too. As she got ready for bed, she 

saw Mac’s letter lying on her dresser. She had 
forgotten all about it. She picked it up and sat 
down.

“I’ve been trying to learn to see everyone 
I meet as Jesus’ little lamb,” Mac wrote. 
“Even grown-ups. I think kids can encourage 
grown-ups, don’t you?”

Susannah smiled. She pictured her mom 
on Jesus’ lap, being loved and cared for as 
His little lamb. Her smile grew. She thought 
of herself and Mom, both in Jesus’ lap. She 
finished Mac’s letter and climbed into bed. 
At least, being the only girl, she had a room 
to herself! She turned so she could look out 
her window and watch the stars. 

“Did I do Your will today, God?”
Still smiling, Susannah fell asleep. 

Noah Builds a Boat
DIRECTIONS: Each Item has a letter and is linked to one or more lines. 
Write the letter on the lines to find out our prayer to God that is 
found in this week’s memory verse.

Puzzle

Noah Builds a Boat
“The whole  world is evil!” God told Noah. “ Everybody steals 

whatever they want and hurts whoever they don’t like and sins all the  time. The 

 people  do not love Me. My  heart is broken,” God said. “Make a 

huge  boat,” God told Noah. “I am going to flood the whole  world. But I 

promise to keep you and your family safe!” Noah started to build the huge  boat. (It was 

called an ark.) He and his  three  sons prepared the special wood God told them to 

use. They measured and  sawed and  nailed. Everybody  

came to  watch Noah work. “God is going to destroy the  world !” Noah 

told the  people. “Come with us into the huge  boat.  You can be 

saved!” he cried.  Everyone laughed at Noah and called him a crazy, old  man. 

Finally, the huge  boat was finished. It was very, very big. It was big enough to hold 

 everybody who wanted to be saved.

This story can teach me that people in God’s family want to do His will.
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The Message: People in God’s family want to 
do His will.

References: Genesis 6; Patriarchs and 
Prophets, pp. 90–96.

Noah Builds 
a Boat

When your parents ask you to do something, 
do you do it without asking why? Do you do it 
because you love them? Noah was asked by God 
to build a huge boat. He could have said no. What 
do you think he did?

Noah believed in God at a 
time when godly men were 

hard to find. The earth was still 
young. Only ten generations had 
passed since the creation of the 
world. But people had become 
so wicked that God decided He 
should start over. Just one family 
of righteous people was left on 
Earth. Through that family, God 
would save the human race and 
all the creatures He had created. 
That family included Noah, his 
wife, their three sons, and their 
wives. 

God told Noah His plan to 
destroy the earth with a flood. He 
also told Noah to build a boat. 
The boat was to carry Noah, his 
family, and each kind of animal 
safely through the Flood. The 
boat Noah was to build was no 
ordinary boat. It was huge! It 

was as long as one-and-a-half football fields! 
It was taller than a four-story building! God 
gave Noah instructions to be followed very 
carefully, and Noah set to work.

Building a boat so big was such a huge 
job! It must have become the family business 

Lesson 6, for May 9–15, 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
“Teach me to do your 

will, for you are my God” 
(Psalm 143:10, NIV).

very quickly. In 
fact, the idea 
for the Noah 
Construction 
Company had 
been in the family 
for quite a 
while. 

Noah’s 
great-
grandfather 
Enoch 
had been a 
righteous man. 
God took him 
to heaven so he 
wouldn’t die. 
God had told 
Enoch of His plan 
to destroy the earth 
with a flood. 

Enoch had passed 
on the family heritage of 
godliness. He also gave the warning of 
a coming flood to his son Methuselah. 
Methuselah, in turn, passed it on to his sons 
and to his grandson Noah. 

And then Noah had three sons of his 
own—Shem, Ham, and Japheth. So one 
righteous family, a small group of godly 
people, was still left on the earth. And they 
helped Noah build the big boat. That big 
boat would save the human race and all the 
different creatures God had created. What an 
awesome responsibility!

Noah and his sons, his uncles, and his 
grandfather were all human. In the years of 
working together, they probably had some 
disagreements. But they had an important 
goal. They had a huge project to finish. They 
had to work together to follow God’s plan. 
They had to put aside their differences in 

order 
to do 

God’s 
will. Before the boat was finished, God took 
Enoch to live in heaven. And Noah’s other 
relatives died. Only Noah and his family 
were left. 

You may never be asked to build a huge 
boat. You will never be asked to help save 
the world from another flood. But God 
still wants His people to do what He asks. 
He still wants His people to work together 
to fulfill His wishes. He may ask you to 
do another job that requires just as much 
teamwork. You may need just as much 
cooperation as was needed for building 
the ark. Doing God’s will is still a part of 
God’s plan for us. Getting along with others 
is still a part of God’s plan too. Listening 
and working for God was important for 
the Noah Construction Company. And it’s 
important for us today. 

14 15



*PTR200509*

PTR200509


