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Sunrise Surprise



Thunderstorm clouds

Fair weather clouds

Warm and 
humid clouds

Overcast 
and dreary clouds

Has Jesus put clouds in the sky today?  
What kind are they? Draw them in the box above. 3
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Sunrise Surprise
Jane Landreth

W ake up, Kellie Jo,” Mommy said as she gently 
shook Kellie Jo’s shoulder. “Wake up. It’s 

time to go to the lake.” 
Slowly, Kellie Jo opened her eyes. She blinked 

and looked around. “It’s dark,” she said. “Why do I 
have to get up in the dark?”

“Just get up and get dressed,” Mommy said qui-
etly. “When we get to the lake, you will know why 
we are getting up early.” 

When Kellie Jo walked into the kitchen, she 
saw Mommy putting food and drinks into a cooler. 
“Are we going to have a picnic at the lake in the 
dark?” she asked. 

“You will see,” Daddy said, picking up the 
cooler and a blanket. He placed them in the trunk 
of the car. They were ready to go!

When they arrived at the lake, Daddy parked 
the car close to the path that led to the  
firepit. Kellie Jo walked beside Mommy 
as Daddy lit the path with his flashlight. 
Other families were already there. 

“There’s my friend Gracelyn,” 
Kellie Jo said, waving. “May we sit by 
Gracelyn and her family?”

Daddy placed the blanket next to 
Gracelyn’s family. The fire sent flames 
just high enough for Kellie Jo to see 
other friends that she knew. “I see 
other friends from church,” she whis-
pered to Mommy. 

“Yes, we are going to have an early 
Easter celebration here by the lake,” 
Mommy said quietly. “We are going to 
watch the sun come up like it did on 
the morning when the women went to 
Jesus’ tomb. Pastor Tim is going to read 
the Resurrection story from the Bible.”

Soon all the families had gathered 
around the firepit. They began sing-
ing songs about Jesus and the cross 
and about Jesus rising from the grave. 
Kellie Jo liked to sing with her friends. 

Pastor Tim began reading the 

Resurrection story from the Bible. As he read the 
story, Kellie Jo and Gracelyn pointed toward the 
eastern sky. The sun was peeping over the horizon 
and shining through the clouds. They heard the 
birds chirping happily in the trees. The air had a 
fresh, warm smell. All creation seemed to be awake 
as the church families praised Jesus. 

As the service ended, Daddy walked to the car 
and brought back the cooler. Mommy pulled out 
boiled eggs, muffins, and orange juice. The other 
families got their breakfasts out too. 

Pastor Tim asked the blessing on the food. 
Then he said, “As you eat your breakfast, think 
about what the resurrection of Jesus means to 
you and your family.” Before he sat down, he said, 
“Jesus is alive!” 

Kellie Jo joined everyone in saying, 
“Hallelujah!” 
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Lesson 1 for April 2020
Memory Verse: “Be kind . . . to one another” 
(Ephesians 4:32, NIV).
References: John 21:1–13; The Desire of Ages, pp. 
809–817.
The Message: We are kind to our friends.

Breakfast by 
the Sea
P eter and his friends are in a boat. (Point to 

Peter and his friends. Pretend you and your 
child are in a boat.) What is Peter doing? Peter 
and his friends are fishing with a net. They have 
been fishing all night.

See the sun coming up. (Point to the sun, 
then to Peter.) See Peter yawn. The 
night is over. It is time to stop fishing, 
but Peter has no fish. (Shake your 
head.) 

No fish for Peter. No fish for his 
friends. Peter is tired. (Yawn and rub 
your eyes.) Peter is hungry. (Rub your 
tummy.) Poor Peter!

Listen! Someone is calling Peter. 
(Pretend to shout in a faint voice.) 
“Peter!”

“See? Someone is on the beach,” 
says Peter’s friend. (Point to Jesus.)

“Who is it?” Peter asks.
“I don’t know,” his friends say.
(Call again.) “Peter! Did you catch 

any fish?”

Has Peter caught any fish? (Pause for your 
child to respond.) Do you see any fish? No. No 
fish. (Shake your head.) No. No fish.

Listen! The Man calls again. “Throw the net 
again!”

“It is too late for fishing,” the fishermen say. 
“See the sun?” (Point to the sun.) “It is daytime.”

“Throw the net out on the other side,” the 
voice calls. So they throw their net on the other 
side of the boat. (Pretend to throw your net on 
the other side.)

Down, down, down the net goes. Down 
under the water. Down under the boat. What 
do you see down there? Fish. Lots of fish. Fish 
swimming in the water. (Hold one hand up, 
fingers together, thumb up. Wiggle the rest of your 
hand like a fish swimming through the water.)

Parents: Ensure that this Bible story becomes part of your child’s spiritual heritage by reinforcing  
it at home all week. The Baby Steps story and the “Do and Say” activities will help you. 
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“The net feels heavy,” 
Peter says. Peter pulls 

on the net. (Pretend 
to haul in the net.)

“The net is full of 
fish!” Peter’s friends 

shout. 
See the big 

fish. See the 
small fish. Lots 
and lots of fish.

“Look! That 
Man is Jesus!” Peter’s friend John says. (Point 
to Jesus.) “Jesus did this!”

“Jesus!” Peter shouts. He jumps out of the 
boat. He hurries to Jesus.

See the fire on the beach. See the food. 
Jesus has made breakfast for His friends. 
Thank You, Jesus. 

Our Bible says, “Be kind . . . to one an-
other” (Ephesians 4:32, NIV). 
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Do and Say
Study these suggestions for something to do each 
day besides reading the lesson story. Select those 
that are appropriate for your child’s developmental 
stage, and repeat them often. The Baby Steps story 
complements the third suggestion.

• Review the memory verse. Sing the memory 
verse song if you can.

• Read the Bible story interactively with your child.
• Read the Baby Steps story together, and then 

play in the sand at a park, beach, or sandbox. 
Talk about how Jesus and His friends sat on 
the beach and ate breakfast together.

• Create an underwater picture by drawing 
and coloring several fish on white paper with 
crayons. Paint over the fish with diluted blue 
watercolor paint.

• Make muffins or other simple foods, and take 
them to a neighbor.

Sally waits, waits, waits.
The big wave comes.
Sally runs as fast 

as she can.
Sand squishes 

between her toes.
Sally and Mommy whoop 

and laugh.

This Baby Steps story teaches 
about the sea Jesus walked 
beside.

Waves



Lesson 2 for April 11–17, 2020
Memory Verse: “The Lord is with me; I will not be 
afraid” (Psalm 118:6, NIV).
References: Luke 8:22–25; Mark 4:35–41; The Desire 
of Ages, pp. 333–336.
The Message: We can help others be safe.

A Big 
Storm
Have you ever been really, really scared? Maybe a 
big dog came near you, or you couldn’t find your 
mother in a store. Everyone feels afraid once in a 
while. Who helps you feel safe? 

J esus had been telling stories and helping 
people all day. Sad people felt happy again. 

Sick people were well again. 
The people really wanted to stay with 

Jesus, but it was getting late. Slowly, slowly 
they began to leave. 

It had been a busy day, and everyone 
was tired. Jesus and His disciples climbed 
into a boat. “Let’s go across to the other 
side of the lake,” He said. “We can rest 
there.” 

A soft wind gently pushed the boat. 
The waves made the boat go up and down, 
up and down. Jesus yawned and leaned 
back against a pile of fishing nets. And He 
went right to sleep!

The sun went down, and soon it was 
dark. The disciples liked to be out in a 
boat at night. They liked the cool wind. 
They liked to talk together as the boat 
sailed across the water. 

All of a sudden the wind started to 
blow harder. It was a strong, cold, stormy 
wind! The stormy wind made big waves 
that splashed into the boat. The wind blew 
harder and harder! It was hard to steer the 
boat.

The disciples were afraid! They knew 
that the storm could make their boat 

tip over! Lightning flashed and they saw Jesus 
sleeping. “Jesus! Jesus! Save us!” they cried. 

Jesus sat up. He felt the waves splashing into 
the boat. He saw the frightened disciples. He 
stood up and said, “Peace, be still!” And right 
away the strong wind stopped blowing. The 
waves didn’t splash into the boat anymore. The 
night was quiet and still.

“Why were you afraid?” Jesus asked His 
disciples. “You do not need to be afraid. I am 
with you!”

The disciples knew they were safe because 
Jesus was with them.

When you feel afraid, you, too, can say, 
“Jesus, please help me!” just as the disciples did.

Sometime you might see someone else who 
is afraid. You can help them say, “Jesus, please 
help me!” Or maybe you can get a grown-up to 
help. You can tell others that Jesus will be with 
them. He will help them too. 
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Parents: Daily lesson activities can be found in the Kindergarten Bible Study Guide (quarterly).  
The page 7 story will help you help your child apply the lesson story to his or her life. 77

Aaron Comes to School
Rob Robinson

Guess what, Mommy?” Jeremiah asked as he 
and Mommy walked up the steps to his kin-

dergarten class. “We have a new friend coming to 
our school today.”

“Oh, really?” Mommy said. 
“Yes. His name is Aaron, and he’s coming from 

a place far, far away. He’s coming from Hong Kong.”
“That is far, far away,” Mommy said. “I think he 

might need a good friend to help him get used to 
his new school.”

After a big goodbye hug, Jeremiah looked 
around his classroom for Aaron. But Aaron was 
not at school yet.

“He will be here in a little bit,” Jeremiah’s teacher 
explained. “Let’s get started with our morning wor-
ship while we wait for Aaron to arrive at school.”

Just as Jeremiah’s class was getting ready to 
pray, they heard a knock, knock, knock on the door.

Mr. Robinson opened the door and found 
Aaron and his mommy standing outside. Slowly, 
Aaron walked into the classroom. He looked all 
around the room. He looked at all the boys and 
girls waving and smiling at him.

“I’m sorry we’re late,” Aaron’s mommy said. 
“Aaron didn’t want to come to school this morning. 
He’s just a little scared because he doesn’t speak 
much English, and he’s afraid he won’t have any 
friends to play with at school.”

Mr. Robinson took Aaron by the hand and 
gently wiped away a tear that was running down 
his cheek. 

“I know it can be a little scary to go to a new 
school,” Mr. Robinson said. “But we have lots of 
boys and girls in our class who are going to be 
good friends to Aaron.”

“I will be here after school at two o’clock,” Aaron’s 
mommy explained to him. Then she gave him a big 
hug and a kiss on his cheek before leaving for work.

As Aaron’s mommy closed the door behind 
her, Aaron cried out loud, “Mama! Mama!” His 
little body shook, and tears streamed down his 
cheeks. “Mama! Mama!”

“It will be OK. Your mommy will come back to 
pick you up. It will be OK.” Mr. Robinson held Aaron 
close.

As Jeremiah sat and watched Aaron crying, he 
had an idea! He knew what he could do! He jumped 
up quickly and ran to the counter and got two tissues. 
He raced over to Aaron and handed him the tissues. 
And without saying a word, Jeremiah darted over 
to the cubbies. He took his favorite stuffed animal—
Little Brown Bunny—out of his cubby and walked 
back over to Aaron and Mr. Robinson.

Jeremiah held out his bunny for Aaron to hold. 
“You can hold Little Brown Bunny. Sometimes my 
bunny helps me not to be so scared,” Jeremiah offered.

Slowly, Aaron stretched out his 
hand and took the bunny. He hugged 
the bunny tight and smiled just a little 
bit.

“My name’s Jeremiah. I’ll be your 
friend. I’ll help you not to be scared at 
school.” Together Aaron and Jeremiah 
found a listening seat up near Mr. 
Robinson. They were ready to finish 
worship and ready to have a fun day 
helping each other at school. 

Kindergarten Lesson Message: We can 
help others be safe.
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Alexander Helps a Wild Duck
Deanna Barnes

Rumble. Bumble. Rumble. Daddy’s work 
truck sputtered.

Rumble. Bumble. Rumble. Daddy 
jumped out, leaving the engine running.

From my safe spot on the porch, I 
watched Daddy open the door at the back of 
the truck. Screech. Clang. Bang.

Whoosh! Two mallard ducks flew from 
under the truck.

Flap! Flap! Flap!
Quack. Quack. Quack. 
I watched the ducks fly 

away. Then I saw something 
on the ground. “Daddy!” I 
yelled. “Stop the truck!”

“Why?”
“Look, Daddy! An egg! 

The ducks left an egg!”
Daddy turned off the truck.
I ran from the porch to look at the egg. “We have 

an incubator for chicken eggs at school,” I told Daddy. 
“Maybe my teacher will let us put the egg inside.”

Daddy scooped the egg into layers of newspaper 
and slid it into a box. He opened the truck door. “Hop 
in.”

I climbed in and buckled the seat belt around my 
booster seat. 

Daddy put the box near my feet.
Rumble. Bumble. Rumble. The engine started 

again. We were on our way to my school. 
Mrs. Salinas was still at her desk. “Good after-

noon!” she said. “May I help you?”
“We found a duck egg! May we put it in the incu-

bator?”
“Sure!” She opened the incubator. “There’s room 

right here.”
I placed the egg inside. Then I washed my hands, 

climbed into Daddy’s rumbly truck, and went home.
Every day at school I watched the egg. One morn-

ing a tiny crack appeared on one side. A little orange 
beak peeked out. Then I saw two sparkly eyes.

By the time Daddy arrived that afternoon, the 
fuzzy, soft duckling wiggled and peeped. Daddy 

smiled. “Look at that!” he said. 
“Taylor, the duck.”

“Taylor?”
“Yup! It’s Taylor. Kind of 

like my company, Tailored Liv-
ing, because we found the egg 
under my truck.”

I laughed.
A few days later we took Taylor 

home. Every morning I filled a 
bucket with fresh water. I searched 

for crickets and worms for Tay-
lor. Every afternoon I cleaned 
the bucket, added more water, 
and looked for more bugs. 

Peep. Peep. Peep.
Taylor followed me every-

where. He seemed to think I was 
his mother. I combed Taylor’s 

soft down. He rode in my toy wagon. He waddled 
around my stuffed animals. He swam in circles  in his 
bucket.

After a few weeks, long feathers grew over Taylor’s 
soft down. He would not follow me anymore. “He’s 
afraid of me now, Daddy. What’s wrong?”

“Taylor is a wild duck, Alexander. He’s getting 
ready to fly away with grown-up mallard ducks. ”

“No! I want to keep him forever.” Tears spilled 
from my eyes.

“I know you will miss him,” said Daddy. “You’ve 
taken good care of him. But God created mallard 
ducks to fly in the sky and swim in rivers. Soon Tay-
lor’s bucket will be too small for him.”

Two days later, Daddy and I took Taylor to a 
grassy meadow near a stream. Daisies danced in the 
breeze. A hummingbird whizzed around a tree. A 
lizard blinked in the sun.

Taylor waddled from his box. He pushed his beak 
into the mud. He gobbled a beetle. He wiggled his 
feathers. He stretched his tiny wings. Then he hid in 
the tall weeds near the water.

“Goodbye, Taylor!” I waved. Even though I was 
sad, I also felt happy. I had helped Taylor grow up. 
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