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He yelled at David, making fun of him. David 
shouted back that God would give him the 
victory and that he would kill the giant. This 
made Goliath even angrier, and he rushed 
out to attack David. As Goliath made his way 
toward David, David took one of the smooth 
stones and placed it in his sling. When 
Goliath got close enough, David swung his 
sling and released the stone, hitting Goliath 
in the head. And just like that, it was over. 
David had killed the Philistine giant with 
only a stone and his trust in God.”

“Wow! David was so brave to take on 
Goliath!” Andrea exclaimed. 

“It doesn’t make any sense,” William 
argued. “One stone shouldn’t have killed a 
giant. It would have only made him angrier.”

“But David prayed and trusted that God 
would protect him. God can do anything! 
Even with just a stone,” Andrea replied very 
matter-of-factly. 

William rolled his eyes but did not say 

anything. He didn’t want to argue with his 
sister.

After breakfast, William and Andrea 
finished packing their daypacks and got 
ready to set off on their hike.

“I’m ready to go!” Andrea announced 
as she ran up to William. “And Grandma is 
coming too.”

“Oh! She is? Are you sure you are up for 
this, Grandma?” William asked, feeling a 
little uncertain. 

“As long as you don’t make me outrun any 
bears, I think I can handle it,” Grandma joked.

“I forgot about the bears,” Andrea said, 
remembering all the scary bear stories she 
had heard. “William, can we ask God to 
protect us before we go?” 

William rolled his eyes again. “Andrea, 
I promise we won’t see any bears. We don’t 
need to pray.”

“I think praying is a great idea,” 
Grandma said, giving William a look. 

“Would you like to 
pray for us, Andrea?”

Andrea nodded 
and bowed her head. 
“Dear Jesus, please 
watch over us as we 
go for our hike today. 
Please protect us from 
all the bears and help 
us to get back to camp 
safely for s’mores 
tonight. Amen.” 

“OK, are we ready 
to go now?” William 
asked, trying not to 
sound irritated.

“We sure are!” 
Andrea exclaimed, 
shaking off her fear. 

William, Andrea, 

Andrea’s Scary Hike
Katee Amen

W illiam, do you promise it’s safe to go 
for a hike? We won’t see any bears, will 

we?” Andrea asked quietly as she packed her 
daypack.

“You worry too much, little sister. It’s 
perfectly safe out there,” William replied, 
slightly annoyed that his younger sister was 
asking so many questions.

William and Andrea were camping with 
their parents and grandparents just outside 
Yellowstone National Park. William loved 
spending time with his little sister when he 
could, and he looked forward to taking her 
on a hike after breakfast. Andrea, who was 
14 years younger than William, looked up to 
her brother. She trusted him to keep her safe, 
but she had heard many stories about the 
big bears that lived in Yellowstone. She felt 
nervous about hiking.

William thought it was silly that she was 
so worried. I’m twenty-four years old, he 
thought to himself. There is nothing I can’t 
handle. 

“William! Andrea! It’s time for breakfast 
and morning worship,” Mom called.

“I love morning worship! Coming, 
Mom,” Andrea replied.

William sighed. As he had gotten older, 
he wasn’t quite sure how he felt about God. 
Sometimes he found his parents’ morning 
worships annoying and boring. But there 
was no getting out of it, so he unfolded his 
camping chair and joined Andrea, his parents, 
and his grandparents around the campfire. 

“What story are you going to tell us 
today, Dad?” Andrea asked excitedly.

“Let’s see,” Dad said while he thought 
about what story to tell. “I think the story of 
David and Goliath is a good story for today.

“David was a young shepherd boy who 
lived in the land of Israel.” Dad started telling 
the story. “David had seven older brothers; 
three were off fighting in the war against the 
Philistines. David and his father, Jesse, stayed 
at home. David tended the sheep.

“One day Jesse packed some food and 
supplies and asked David to take them to 
his brothers at the army camp. When David 
arrived, he heard shouting and a loud, 
thunderous voice calling to the Israelites 
from the Philistine camp. David looked 
toward the Philistine camp and saw a 
terrifying giant taunting the Israelites. The 
giant said, ‘Choose a man to fight me!’

“When David found his brothers, he 
asked them what was going on. His brothers 
explained that the Philistine giant, Goliath, 
had been challenging the Israelite army for 
forty days and nights, but no one would 
fight him. ‘Everyone is too afraid of him,’ his 
brothers explained.

“David felt God calling him to fight 
the giant. David loved God very much and 
trusted Him to keep him safe. So David said 
he would fight the giant. This made David’s 
brothers very angry, and they told him to go 
back to his sheep.

“But David knew God would protect him 
from the giant. He got out his sling, found 
five smooth stones, and walked out to meet 
Goliath. When Goliath saw the young boy 
walking out to fight him, it made him angry. 



5

Published weekly by Pacific Press® Publishing Association, a Seventh- day Adventist 
Publisher, 1350 North Kings Road, Nampa, ID 83687-3193, USA. Single sub scription 
rate in the United States and its possessions: $39.35 for one year. To other countries: 
$47.35. All prices at US exchange. Periodicals postage paid at Nampa, Idaho. For 
change of address, send both old and new addresses. Postmaster: Send address 
changes to Primary Treasure®, PO Box 5353, Nampa, ID 83653-5353.
Credits: Scriptures credited to NIV are taken from the HOLY BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL 
VERSION®. Copyright © 1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.® Used by permission. 
All rights reserved worldwide. Texts credited to NIrV are from the Holy Bible, NEW 
INTERNATIONAL READER’S VERSION®, copyright © 1996, 1998, 2014 by Biblica. All 
rights reserved throughout the world. Used by permission of Biblica. Scriptures credited to 
ICB are quoted from the International Children’s Bible®, copyright © 1986, 1988, 1999, 

2015 by Tommy Nelson. Used by permission. Scriptures marked NCV are taken from 
the New Century Version ®. Copyright © 2005 by Thomas Nelson. Used by permission. 
All rights reserved. The Bible picture story (p. 13) is written by Linda Porter Carlyle. The 
Sabbath School lesson (pp. 14, 15) is provided by the General Conference Sabbath School 
Department. Illustrations and photos are from Kim and Lars Justinen of Justinen Creative 
Group, iStockphoto, or Getty Images.
Emails & letters: anita.seymour@pacificpress.com  
Primary Treasure ® Editor, PO Box 5353, Nampa, ID 83653-5353.  
Websites: primarytreasure.com; pacificpress.com; adventistbookcenter.com.
Copyright © 2020 by Pacific Press® Publishing Association. Printed in USA.

VOLUME 64, NUMBER 28 JULY 11, 2020

Managing Editor: Anita Seymour
Art Direction & Illustration: Kim Justinen, GoodSalt

Design & Layout: Kristin Hansen-Mellish
Circulation: (800) 545-2449

 (ISSN 0032-8316)

4

and Grandma set off down the trail. It 
was a beautiful summer day. Flowers were 
blooming everywhere, and the air was thick 
with the smell of pine trees. As they hiked, 
they saw chipmunks, birds, and even a doe 
with her fawn. Andrea was soaking up every 
minute of it and soon forgot all about bears. 
It made William smile to see Andrea so 
happy and enjoy nature. The trail opened 
up into a beautiful, large meadow filled with 
wildflowers. Thick trees lined one side of the 
meadow. On the other side of the meadow, 
there was a steep bank leading down to a 
shallow riverbed. As they hiked through 
the meadow, Andrea stopped to pick some 
flowers to take back to camp. When she 
bent down to pick the flowers, she noticed a 
brown, stinky pile.

“William, what kind of animal left this?” 
Andrea asked.

William walked over to examine the 
animal scat. He felt a knot tighten in his 
stomach as he realized what it was. “That is 
bear scat,” he answered honestly. William 
could see the fear creeping back into 
Andrea’s eyes. “But don’t worry, Andrea. 
That just means a bear came through here 
recently. It does not mean it is still around. 
Let’s keep hiking and see what else we find.”

“OK,” Andrea replied. She felt too 
nervous to say anything else. As they 
continued to walk through the large meadow, 
Andrea felt it had suddenly become a scary 
place. Andrea tried to focus on the pretty 

flowers she had picked, but she could not 
shake the feeling that something was wrong. 
She tried to listen to the birds singing, but 
she noticed that they had stopped. Out of 
the corner of her eye, she thought she saw 
something move in the trees beside them. 

Andrea froze. “William! Did you see 
that?” she yelled, trying not to panic.

William stopped and looked in the 
direction Andrea pointed. “I don’t see 
anything, Andrea. Your eyes are playing 
tricks on you,” he replied. “Just keep walking. 
Everything is fine.”

Andrea took a deep breath and kept 
walking. She walked a few more feet before 
she saw it again—a dark shape moving in the 
trees. 

“William, there it is again! There is 
something out there! I’m sure of it!” Andrea 
yelled as she ran to Grandma and grabbed 
her hand. Even Grandma seemed a little 
nervous. 

William stopped walking and looked 
around again. “Andrea, I don’t see anything. 
Now stop making stuff up.”

Just as William finished his sentence, a 
large grizzly bear burst from the trees about 
50 yards ahead of them. It charged straight 
toward them. It ran several yards and then 
stopped. Eyeing the three hikers, the bear 
clacked its teeth and stood on its hind legs as 
if to challenge them!

To be continued next week

“We Are Losing”
Ken Grant

Andrew and his dad had been preparing 
for this Pathfinder competition for weeks. 

During the ride up the mountain with his dad, 
Andrew could not wait to get to the campsite. 
His two older brothers had competed with Dad 
in this annual competition. Now, finally, it was 
his turn to see if he could show how well he and 
his dad could work together as a team. He was so 
energetic and excited that Dad had to tell him to 
calm down several times.

When they had arrived at the campsite, 
Andrew had rushed outside with all the energy 
in the world to compete against his fellow 
Pathfinders. But now he felt worn out. Andrew 
lay on the ground, breathing heavily and sweating 
as the bright sun beat down on him. He was tired 
and sore. Worst of all, he and Dad were losing.

“What’s wrong, Andrew?” Dad stood above 
him. 

“We are losing,” Andrew groaned. He sat 
up in the grass. He felt ashamed that he was let-
ting Dad down.

Dad sat down next to him and put his arm 
around Andrew’s shoulders. “The contest isn’t 
over yet.”

“But we are losing,” Andrew repeated.
“Yes, but we prepared for this, didn’t we?” 

Dad asked.
“Yeah,” Andrew moaned.
“Then all we can do is our best,” Dad 

encouraged. “But I have a feeling that we 
are going to do very well in the last part of 
the competition. Do you have everything 
memorized?”

Andrew looked up at Dad and replied, “I 
worked on it every night. I know our Bible 
passage.”

“I know you do, and so do I. So let’s go do 
this.” Dad ruffled Andrew’s hair as he stood up 
and offered Andrew a hand.

Andrew allowed his dad to lift him to his 
feet. They were still losing, but Andrew felt bet-
ter about everything. Dad had a way of making 
him feel better. “Let’s go win this thing,” he said.

Dad pumped his arms in the air. Andrew 
turned away, pretending to be embarrassed. 
Secretly, he smiled. Dad could be goofy at 
times, but he knew many boys without dads, so 
he was thankful for his.

“The last competition is Bible memoriza-
tion,” the Pathfinder leader announced.

Andrew and Dad watched the team in first 
place go first. They did well, but neither the dad 
nor his son knew the entire passage. 

“We’ve got this, Andrew.” Dad smiled.
Dad knew the entire passage and so did 

Andrew. As Andrew sat back down beside 
his dad, he smiled.

Dad hugged Andrew. “See, I told you. 
We did the work, we prepared, and we won 
as a team. We didn’t give up. We competed 
until the end.”

Standing in front of the group, Andrew 
felt very happy as he held up the trophy for 
first place. He was thrilled that he and his 
dad had won, but most of all, he was happy 
for the time spent with his dad. 
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Hearing 
God’s Voice

Story by Charles Mills | Photo by Dorinda Mills

M any people are afraid of them because they 
look kind of creepy. They have fur, wiggly 

noses, pointy ears, and clawed feet. They often live 
in dark caves, and they can fly.

Little brown bats are what scientists call 
mammals. That means their blood is warm, 
they have hair or fur, make milk to feed their 
young, and most give birth to live babies. We 
are mammals, too, so bats are like us only a lot 
smaller. Oh, but we can’t fly.

But what is most surprising about bats is that 
they can fly around in total darkness. They have 
perfectly good eyes to see when there is light, but 
how do they fly around in caves or at night when 
there is no light. How do they keep from running 
into things or each other? With sound.

Bats make very high-pitched squeaks. But 
that is not what helps them the most. Those 
squeaks travel out of their mouths, hit an object 
like a cave wall or another bat, and then the 
sound bounces back to them. They are able to 
hear the squeaks’ returning echo and determine 
if an object is in their way. They can figure out 
how close an object is and what shape it is by the 
returning sounds. Humans have radar that can 
do that for us. We also have God to help us.

The next time you see a bat flying around or 
hanging in a cave, think about how our prayers 
go from us to God.  He talks to us, warning us 
of dangers and telling us what we need to do to 
avoid sin and the pain it can bring. Bats always 
listen, so should we. 

Little brown bats are always listening.
“If you go the wrong way—to the right or to the left—you will hear a voice behind you. 

It will say, ‘This is the right way. You should go this way’ ” (Isaiah 30:21, ICB).
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A Surprise for Miss Maggie
Jane Landreth

Cody raced down the stairs. He had just fin-
ished lunch, and his mother had told him 

it was OK to go play basketball. His friends 
had been getting together at the park every 
afternoon that summer, and their game was 
really improving. As Cody neared the park 
where he was to meet his friends, he saw Miss 
Maggie parking her rusty, old wagon in front 
of the corner grocery store. “Hi, Miss Maggie,” 
he yelled and waved. She waved back and dis-
appeared into the store. 

Cody felt a little sorry for Miss Maggie.  
She didn’t seem to have any relatives and not 
many friends. She spent a lot of time sitting 
on her front porch.  She always waved at 
Cody when he walked past her house. Today 
Miss Maggie seemed weaker than Cody had 
seen her before.   

With a sigh, Cody turned toward the 
basketball court. The boys were already 
shooting baskets. Cody ran on to the court 
and looped his basketball through the hoop 
with a graceful curve.

“Nice hook,” Troy yelled.
“Let’s play ball!” Cody yelled after they 

had chosen their teams. 
Soon the basketball game was in full 

swing. Cody enjoyed running from one 
end of the court to the other. He dribbled 
the ball, passed it back and forth to his 
teammates, and finally dunked it in the 
basket. It thrilled him to play as a team. 

As Cody threw the ball to Troy, Jared 
jumped in front to grab the ball. It hit 
Jared’s foot and went bouncing off the court. 
The ball rolled across the grass toward the 
sidewalk. 

Just at that moment, Miss Maggie came 
along the sidewalk, pulling her rusty, old 
wagon full of groceries. 

“Watch out, Miss Maggie!” Cody yelled 
as he ran after the ball.

The ball rolled in front of Miss Maggie. 
She missed the ball but upset the wagon. Her 
groceries spilled onto the sidewalk. 

Cody looked at Miss Maggie. She looked 
as though she was about to cry.

“Are you hurt?” Cody asked.
“I-I don’t think so,” Miss Maggie 

answered, “but look at my groceries!”
Cody turned and called over his 

shoulder. “Come on, gang! Help pick up 
these groceries.” To Miss Maggie, he said, 
“I’m so sorry this happened. We will have 
these back in your wagon in no time.” 

“Oh, thank you,” Miss Maggie said. 
The boys righted the wagon and began 

putting the groceries back into the sacks. 
Everything was fine except for a couple of 
broken eggs. 

Soon the wagon was reloaded. Cody 
watched as Miss Maggie turned and started 
pulling the wagon down the sidewalk toward 
her home. Suddenly, he turned to Troy and 
said quietly, “Let’s pull the wagon home for 
Miss Maggie. She looks like she could use 
some help.” 

Troy looked at the wobbly wagon and 
replied, “Sure thing.” 

“Go ahead and play!” Cody yelled to the 
other boys who were already going back to 
the basketball court. “We will be back soon.” 

Cody and Troy trotted after Miss Maggie. 
When they reached her, Cody took the 

wagon handle from Miss Maggie. “Troy and 
I will take this home for you,” he explained. 

“Oh, thank you,” Miss Maggie said. “It is 
quite heavy. And today is a warm day.” 

The wagon was heavy even for the 
boys, who took turns pulling it. The wheels 
wobbled and didn’t turn very well. Cody 
knew it must be hard for Miss Maggie to pull 
the wagon even when it wasn’t loaded with 
groceries. 

When they arrived at Miss Maggie’s 
home, the boys helped her 
take the groceries 
into the kitchen. 
After she 
thanked 
them, the 
boys started 
walking 
back 

toward the basketball court. 
Suddenly, Cody stopped and looked at 

Troy. “Why don’t we get together and fix 
Miss Maggie’s rusty, old wagon,” he said. “It 
wouldn’t take much, just a few nuts and bolts 
and a squirt of oil.” 

Troy turned to Cody, and a big smile 
spread across his face. “A little paint would 
help too,” he said. “My dad has some cans 
in the garage. I’m sure he would let me use 
some for Miss Maggie’s wagon.” 

“That’s great! How about Sunday?” Cody 
asked. “It will be a real surprise for Miss 
Maggie.” 



Many Prayers, 
One God

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 bit his lip and 
studied the paper before him on the table. 

Writing was so hard for him! He wished he 
was poetic like Susannah. She wrote all kinds 
of stuff. Kenya, of course, had finished quickly 
and was now decorating her paper with stars 
and glitter and crayon drawings of angels and 
flowers.

“Are you almost ready, class?” Ms. 
Kimoto asked.

Solly sighed and picked up his pencil 
again. “For thine is the kingdom, and the 
power, and the glory, for ever.” How else could 
you say that? 

“Who would like to go first?”
Kenya’s hand shot up. When Ms. Kimoto 

nodded, Kenya stood and said, “The Lord’s 
Prayer in my words.” She cleared her 
throat. “Dear Dad in heaven, Your name is 
awesome! I want You to be the King here, 
the way You are in heaven. You are the Boss, 
so what You want is what should be done! 
Thank You for feeding us, and please keep 
on doing it. Forgive us when we’re bad—” 
Kenya interrupted herself. “I should have 
put, ‘When we act bad.’ I’ll change that in 
a minute. Where was I? Oh, and help us to 
forgive others when they are mean to us.  

 
Don’t let Satan catch us in his net, and please 
rescue us when he does.” She hesitated. “I 
couldn’t think of anything else for the end, 
Ms. Kimoto. For Yours is the kingdom and 
the power and the glory forever, amen, is 
the best way to put it, I think. Oh, and I 
decorated it.” Kenya held her paper so the 
class could see.

“Very nice, Kenya!”
Solly felt better. He wasn’t the only one 

who couldn’t figure out how to change the 
end. He wrote quickly.

“Next?” Ms. Kimoto looked around. 
“All right, Mike. Would you like me to read 
it for you?” Mike nodded, so Ms. Kimoto 
said, “This is what Mike dictated to me. 
‘Our Father who lives above the sky, You are 
blessed. You will soon be Ruler here, with 
Your law being followed as it is in heaven. 
Give us all we need today, and forgive us 
when we are wrong. Help us to forgive 
others, too, even when they are not sorry. 
Please help us turn our backs on temptation, 
and save us from Satan. The world, the 
strength, and everybody’s worship belong to 
You forever. Amen.’ Beautifully done, Mike! 
Next?”

Solly liked that. “Everybody’s worship 
belongs to You forever.” That was good. His 
mind wandered a little to a conversation 
he had had with his father about Arabs and 
Arabic ways of worship.

Susannah stood. Oh, no, he wished he 
had thought fast enough to raise his hand 
before Susannah did. Hers would be the best, 
of course. “I kind of wrote it for myself,” 
Susannah sounded hesitant and apologetic, 
to Solly’s surprise. “Father, Daddy, my 

Far-Away Friends Creator, who lives far beyond the stars and 
here inside my heart, Your name is beautiful 
and sacred. May You reign as King and 
Lord here in my life as You reign over the 
angels and the galaxies. May I follow every 
little thing You ask of me. Give me each 
moment the food I need for my body and for 
my heart, and help me to trust You for the 
next moment. Thank You for Jesus’ blood, 
which covers my sins, and remind me that 
His blood is enough to cover the sins of 
others too. Keep me from being selfish and 
unforgiving. Keep my eyes on You so I don’t 
follow Satan into any of his traps, and thank 
You that You always come and rescue me 
when I do! You are my King, You are my 
strength, You are glorious to me, now and 
forever. Amen.”

There was silence in the classroom. Solly 
was thinking about Jesus living right in his  
own heart and being his own King and 
Provider and Rescuer. “Hers is always the 
best.”

Solly didn’t realize he had spoken aloud 
until Ms. Kimoto said, “Oh, no, there is no 
such thing as ‘best’ in prayer. Jesus has given 
Susannah the gift of using words to help 
others. We are grateful to Him for giving it 
and to her for using it, but each one’s prayer 
has been beautiful because it came from that 
person’s heart. Suppose we all let Susannah 
do all of our praying for us? What do you 
think would happen?”

“The rest of our hearts would shrivel up 
and die!” Kenya declared.

Laughing, Susannah, who had been 
blushing in an embarrassed way, said, “I’m 
not the only one with a gift of words!”

Matt and two other Primary kids 
read their prayers next, and finally, Solly 
couldn’t put his off any longer. But he 
had an idea. “Ms. Kimoto, my prayer 
doesn’t really sound that much different. 
But hearing all of these different ways 
of praying has made me think about 
something. God 

10 11



United in Service
DIRECTIONS: Cross out every other letter beginning with the second 
letter of each word to find out how the disciples kept faith in Jesus.Puzzle

hears each prayer from each heart and in 
each language, right?”

“Right.”
“May I recite the Lord’s Prayer in Arabic?”
“Certainly!” 
Everyone’s ears pricked up.
Solly stood and began. “Abana lladi fi 

samawati . . .”
“Beautiful, Solly!” exclaimed Ms. 

Kimoto, when he had finished. “You have 
given me an idea too. I would like for us 
all to take our papers and read our prayers 
quietly but out loud. Solly will pray in 
Arabic, and I will pray in Japanese.”

“At the same time?”
“Yes, so be sure to be quiet and reverent.”
All together, the voices rose. Some were 

higher, and some were lower. There were 

lots of different words in three different 
languages. But they all said, “Amen” almost 
together.

Then Ms. Kimoto raised her head. “What 
do you think, class?”

Hands went up all over.
“It was confusing!”
“It was beautiful!”
“I couldn’t understand anything.”
Solly raised his hand. “Jesus understood 

every word.”
Susannah nodded. “And every word of 

every person who is praying right now, all 
around the world.”

“All around the whole universe!” Mike 
added.

“His kingdom is coming,” Kenya said, 
and everybody agreed. 

United in Service
 Jesus had  twelve special  disciples who traveled with Him. 

They  heard  Jesus teach the  people and  saw  Jesus heal 

the  people. They  loved being  Jesus’ closest friends. Sometimes 

the  disciples argued about which  one of them would be the most important 

helpers in  Jesus’ new kingdom.  Jesus died on the cross and rose again.  

 Jesus was with the  disciples for  forty more  days 

before He went  back to  heaven to stay. He told the  disciples to 

 pray for the  Holy Spirit to come to them. The  disciples and 

other friends  prayed and talked together. A miracle happened! No  one argued 

anymore about who was the most important.  Everyone wanted to work together. 

Everyone wanted to help tell the  world about the good news of God’s 

salvation.

This story can teach me that prayer prepares us for service.

Lesson 2, for July 11–17, 2020
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The Message: Prayer prepares us for service.

References: Acts 1; 2:1–4; The Desire of 
Ages, pp. 829–835; The Acts of the Apostles, 
pp. 35–40.

United in 
Service

Have you ever had an argument with your best 
friend? What did it feel like? How did it change 
how you felt about your friend? Was it easy to do 
things together after that? Jesus’ disciples argued 
often. Read on to find out what changed them.

Jesus chose 12 men to be His disciples, or 
special friends. They were with Him in 

the beginning when John baptized Him in 
the Jordan River. Every day they listened to 
His wonderful stories. They went with Him 
to the temple. They heard Him explain the 
Scriptures. Best of all, they saw Jesus heal peo-

ple. They knew about whole towns 
where no sick person lived 

because Jesus had been 
there. Just imagine 
it. Not one sick 

person in the whole 
town! Yet in spite of all 

the good things He had 
done, some people put 

Jesus to death. His disci-
ples were around when He 

was crucified on the cross.
Jesus had tried to warn 

them of what was going 
to happen to Him. He 
had told them He would 
die and rise again. But 
they had not listened or 

wanted to understand. 
They had had their 

own ideas. They 
had thought 

Jesus would 

Lesson 2, for July 11–17, 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
“They all joined to-

gether constantly in 
prayer” (Acts 1:14, NIV).

become a king on Earth. They had expected 
Him to set up a kingdom and free them from 
the Romans. And they had often argued 
among themselves as to who would be the 
most important disciple then. James and John 
had even gotten their mother involved! She 
had asked Jesus if they could sit on either side 
of Him when He became king. And that had 
made the rest of the disciples angry!

After the Resurrection, Jesus had spent 
40 days with the disciples and some of 
His other followers. He had explained the 
prophecies about His birth and death. He 
had talked to them about the kingdom of 
God. They had finally begun to see that Jesus 
was not going to fight the Romans. They had 
finally understood that Jesus would go back 
to heaven. However, He had promised that 
they would not be alone. He would send the 
Holy Spirit to be with His followers. Before 

Jesus went to heaven, He had given them 
very clear instructions. They were to stay in 
Jerusalem and wait for the Holy Spirit.

This time they listened, and they 
obeyed. While they were waiting, something 
wonderful happened. They learned to know 
one another better. All the old arguments did 
not seem important anymore. They became 
united in wanting to serve God. The Bible 
says, “They were all with one accord in one 
place” (Acts 2:1, KJV). They wanted to spread 
the good news about Jesus. They would tell 
others how He came to this world and died 
for all people. They wanted everyone to know 
that Jesus went back to heaven. They were 
ready to tell others that Jesus is coming back 
to take us to live with Him.

Prayer helped to unite them. Prayer 
helped them to serve God. Prayer can do the 
same for us today. 
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