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“Won’t Nolan miss school?” Brock asked. 
“He won’t be able to go to my school for just 
two weeks.”

“He is homeschooled, so he can do his 
work here on his computer,” Dad explained. 
“This will be a new experience for all of us. 
We will need to remember that Uncle Troy 
and his family don’t go to church. It will be 
a challenge for us to tell Nolan about Jesus, 
especially during this Easter weekend.” 

“Hey, Easter is tomorrow!” Nolan 
exclaimed as he joined Brock and Dad on 
the porch. “Will we be coloring Easter eggs 
tonight? Will we do an Easter-egg hunt 
tomorrow morning?” he asked Brock. “My 
mom always gives me a chocolate bunny  
for Easter.” 

Brock frowned. “Easter is not about 
chocolate Easter bunnies or Easter eggs,”  
he said. 

“What?” Nolan looked surprised. “No 
Easter eggs to color and find? No chocolate 
bunny to eat? What do you do on Easter?”

Dad stepped up onto the porch beside 
Nolan. “We are going to church this 
morning to celebrate Jesus, who rose from 

Jane Landreth

Spring is here!” Brock exclaimed, stepping 
out of the house. He took a deep breath. 

The morning air smelled fresh after the late 
night rain shower. Brock watched a robin hop 
over to a clump of grass and pull a worm out 
of the ground. He heard the shrill cry of a blue 
jay fill the air. The morning sun felt warm on 
his face. 

Dad came out of the door behind 
Brock. “Mom and I want to thank you for 
letting Nolan share your room. We weren’t 
certain you would like the idea of someone 
staying with us for two weeks. It’s always 
been just us.”

“I know,” Brock said. “And I didn’t like 
the idea at first, but it is OK. I just didn’t 
know I had a cousin whom I had never met.” 

“You’re not alone,” Dad said. “When my 
younger brother Troy moved away from 
here, I lost contact with him. I didn’t know 
he had a stepson your age. Uncle Troy wants 
Nolan to get to know the rest of the family. 
This is a good time since Uncle Troy is taking 
his wife with him on a business trip.”
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the dead. He is alive today.” 
“No ordinary person can do that,” Nolan 

said, frowning. “Where is this Jesus?”
“Jesus is no ordinary person,” Brock 

explained. “He is in heaven today.” 
“Wow, I have never heard of that,” Nolan 

said. “He must be a superhero.”
“Jesus is God’s Son,” Brock said. “He died 

on the cross for our sins. He is my Savior.” 

“It’s time to head to church,” Mom 
interrupted as she came out of the house. 

Dad led the way to the van and opened 
the door for Mom. Nolan and Brock climbed 
into the backseat and buckled in.

Nolan stared out the window as the  
van headed down the freeway. “I was 
looking forward to hunting Easter eggs  
with you,” he said, looking at Brock.  
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“What do you do for fun around here?”
“Our fun does not depend on chocolate 

bunnies and hunting Easter eggs,” Dad 
explained. “Do you really think those  
things make people happy, Nolan?” 

Nolan was quiet for a moment, then he 
said, “Maybe not, but I just thought it would be 
fun doing those things with Brock on Easter.” 

“Today is the Sabbath day—the day 
before Easter,” Mom said as she turned 
to smile at Nolan. “Our happiness comes 
in doing things together, such as going to 
church and worshiping God.”

“We have fun together when we go out 
to the lake for a picnic,” Brock added. “I 
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found some great frogs by the shore last time 
we went. Could we go this afternoon after 
church, Dad?”

“Maybe we can if everyone wants to go,” 
Dad said, driving into the church parking 
lot. “It is a beautiful day.” 

“Yes!” both boys exclaimed together. 
Mom and Dad smiled. “But right now 

let’s go worship God and celebrate that 
Jesus is alive,” Dad said. “Jesus gives us real 
happiness.” 

“Come on, Nolan,” Brock said, pulling 
his cousin out of the car. “I want to introduce 
you to my friends and to my best Friend, 
Jesus.” 
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and goodies. Mrs. Marshall had promised to 
bake brownies.

Luke, Phillip’s best friend, leaned forward 
and whispered, “I hope it doesn’t rain 
tomorrow.”

Frowning, Phillip raised himself slightly 
out of his chair and glanced through the 
large windows. It had rained overnight, but 
now the sun was shining brightly. Phillip 
sat back down. “It won’t rain tomorrow. 
Look at the sun,” he said, pointing out the 
window. 

Mrs. Marshall gave a few more 

he needed an answer. With sweaty palms  
and a dry throat, he finally got the words  
out. “Mrs. Marshall, do you think Jesus will 
come tomorrow?” he asked.

Mrs. Marshall looked at Phillip. Next, she 
sat her red pen aside and cleared her throat. 
“Phillip, I honestly don’t know the answer 
to your question. But if Jesus should come 
tomorrow, it will be the best day of our lives.”

Phillip’s mouth flew open. “How can you 
say that, Mrs. Marshall? We would miss all 
the fun planned for tomorrow’s outing.” 

“You are right, Phillip,” she agreed. “We 
would miss the train ride through the park 
and all the animals—even the great food.” 

Phillip continued to stare at Mrs. 
Marshall.

Mrs. Marshall continued. “But we would 
have something better. We wouldn’t be 
riding on a train or a carousel, but we might 
be riding on a cloud visiting other planets 
in our solar system, such as Jupiter, Mars, 
and Saturn. And as far as the animals are 
concerned, none of them would be in cages. 
We would be able to pet the lions and feed 
the tigers. Oh, and here is the best part: all 
of us could eat our lunch from the tree of life 
where there will be all kinds of fruit—maybe 
even mangos as big as watermelons!”

Phillip’s frown turned into a huge grin. 
He loved mangos. He tried to imagine a 
mango as big as a watermelon. “You know 
what?” he asked. “Heaven sounds better than 
our outing! “But you left out what I would 
call the best part!”

Mrs. Marshall’s eyebrows rose. “And  
what might that be?”

“We would get to spend all the time  
we want with Jesus!” he happily exclaimed.

Mrs. Marshall smiled and agreed with 
Phillip’s answer. 

Yvonne Curry Smallwood

R aise your hand if you are looking forward 
to our outing tomorrow,” Mrs. Marshall 

instructed her second-grade students.
Phillip’s hand shot high into the air. 

Everyone in his class was excited about going 
to the park the next day. All Phillip had been 
able to think about for the last several days 
was the fun he was going to have at the park 
with his class. There would be a train ride, a 
carousel, and a petting zoo. Then they would 
have a picnic lunch with all kinds of snacks 

instructions about the outing, and then  
the class began their Bible lesson for the 
day. The lesson was about Noah building 
the ark. Phillip knew this story well. A  
few months ago it had been his lesson  
for Sabbath School. 

“Noah warned the people that a flood 
was coming, yet only he and his family were 
saved,” Mrs. Marshall said, walking between 
the rows of tables and chairs. “And just like 
in Noah’s day, we are being warned that these 
are the last days, and Jesus is  
going to return for us very soon.” 

Jessica, who sat next to Phillip, raised  
her hand. “Mrs. Marshall, do you know 
when Jesus is coming back?” 

“Jessica, the Bible says that no one 
knows the day or the hour He will return. 
Jesus could come very soon.”

Phillip’s thoughts froze. Jesus could come 
very soon. He thought about those words all 
morning. Phillip thought about those words 
when he was doing his math worksheet, his 
spelling test, and even when Mrs. Marshall 
was teaching about the solar system.

When it was time for recess, Phillip sat 
down at the outside tables.

“What’s the matter, Phillip?” Luke 
asked. “Don’t you want to play kickball 
with the rest of us?”

Phillip shook his head no. “I need 
to ask Mrs. Marshall a question.” Phillip 
hurried inside where his teacher sat at 
her desk, grading papers while eating her 
lunch. He knocked on the open door to  
get Mrs. Marshall’s attention.

“Can I help you, Phillip?” Mrs. Marshall 
asked.

Phillip’s knees shook a little as he 
approached Mrs. Marshall’s desk. He didn’t 
know how to ask his question, but he knew 

Phillip’sPhillip’s
BestBest
DayDay
Ever



Mom tapped on the door. She had 
already started losing her hair from the 
chemotherapy, and she wore a scarf around 
her head all the time to conceal the bald 
spots on her head. “Honey, we need to talk.” 
Mom sat on the side of the bed and said, “I 
know how you feel. I don’t want to move 
either, but your dad is right. We really don’t 
have too many options left. We can pray 
about it. The Lord will work something out 
for us. The Bible clearly says in Mark chapter 
nine, verse twenty-three that ‘ “all things are 
possible for him who believes” ’ ” [ICB]. She 
held Jessica’s hand. “Will you believe with me 
now? Will you pray with me?”

Jessica and Mom prayed together and 
asked Jesus to help them find a way so that 
they didn’t have to move and so that Mom 
could continue getting her treatments.

The next morning Jessica walked into the 
kitchen. Her friend Amanda and her mother 
were sitting at the table with Jessica’s parents. 
“How long have you guys been here?” Jessica 
asked.

“Not very long. We came over to talk to 
you and your parents.”

“About what?” Jessica asked.
“When you told me yesterday that you 

were going to have to move, my mom came 
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Friday afternoon, and 
then you can come 
home. It’s better than 
moving,” Dad said. 
“Besides, your mom 
needs to come here 
on weekends and 
rest after all those 
treatments during the 
week.”

Jessica looked at 
her mom and dad.

“Jessica, you know 
that you are welcome 
to stay with us. I 
couldn’t stand it if you 
moved away. Please 
say you’ll do it,” 
Amanda pleaded.

“Mom, Dad, what 
do you think?” she 
asked.

“Do you 
remember what we 

prayed about last night?” Mom asked. “I 
believe this is the answer to our prayers. As 
long as you’re with Amanda, you’re with 
family, and that makes me feel OK about 
leaving.”

“I am so thankful God answered our 
prayer. We don’t have to move now. Amanda, 
you’re like the sister I never had.”

“So it’s settled! You’re coming home with 
us today!” Amanda cried, excitement in her 
voice.

“You’ll be able to call us at the hospital 
every day,” Mom said. “I am thankful, too, 
that we don’t have to move. This is our family 
home.” She pulled both girls into her arms, 
hugging them to her. “We are family—God’s 
family.” 

up with a plan. My mom does that every 
now and then,” Amanda laughed. 

“What kind of plan?” Jessica asked, 
bewildered.

“Jessica, Mrs. Jones has offered to let 
you stay with her and Amanda for the next 
eight weeks until I am through with the 
treatments. Dad will drive me home every 
Friday afternoon, and we’ll go back Sunday 
night. I don’t have to have the treatments on 
weekends.”

“Mom, you are sick! I don’t want to be 
away from you at all,” Jessica said. “I don’t 
want to stay with Amanda while you are 
sick.”

“But this is a good idea, honey. You’ll 
stay at Amanda’s Sunday night through 

Marcella Simmons

But Dad, I don’t want to move!” Jessica 
cried. “I have lived in this house my whole 

life. Amanda has been my best friend since 
before kindergarten.”

“I know, honey. But Mom is very sick, 
and it’s getting too hard for her to ride 
back and forth ninety-five miles every day. 
Not only is it rough on your mother—she 
throws up every other mile after her daily 
treatments—but our car is getting too many 
miles on it. I’m honestly afraid it won’t hold 
out much longer. Your mom still has about 
eight weeks of treatments left.”

Dad wrapped his arms around Jessica. 
“Honey, there is no other way. We are just 
going to have to move out of here and find a 
small apartment close to the hospital. Your 
mother has to have those treatments every 
day, and the trips back and forth are too 
much for her.”

“I know,” Jessica cried. She ran to her 
room and shut the door. She turned on some 
music and lay across the bed and cried. I 
can’t imagine not living here anymore. I can’t 
imagine not being with Amanda every day. 
But Mom is sick, and I can’t imagine her dying 
either. Jessica cried even harder.

Jesus Answers  
Jessica’s  
Prayer



Carrying 
Burdens

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 frowned as she 
picked her way down the street. “It’s 

April!” she grumbled. “April! You know, 
daffodils, singing birds, blue skies, breezes—
rain, maybe. Not ice storms!” She slipped as 
she rounded the corner onto Main Street and 
grabbed a telephone pole to keep from falling. 
Only a few more feet to Lilies of the Field. At 
least, they had flowers there!

A flash of red caught Susannah’s 
attention, and she turned her head. A tiny, 
old woman, no larger than Susannah, was 
stepping down from the curb to cross the 
street. Her right hand gripped a cane, and 
her left clung to the handles of a blue plastic 
shopping bag. It was the bright-red scarf 
around her head that had caught Susannah’s 
eye. The cane and the two shabby plastic 
boots slid a little in the slushy gutter, and 
Susannah ran forward.

“Ma’am, may I help you?”
The woman looked up, and Susannah 

saw that the cold wind had made her cheeks 
nearly as red as her scarf.

“Why, thank you, dear! If you could just 
get the bag, I think I could manage.”

always glad to see me. Then I can go home 
all cheered up.”

“Wow! I didn’t know you could carry 
burdens without even knowing it! Look—
here’s Lilies of the Field. Let’s go in,” Kenya 
suggested.

“Just for a minute. Mom’s expecting  
us, you know,” Mr. Washington said.

Kenya bounced suddenly. “Let’s buy  
her flowers!”

“Great idea! You got any money?”  
Mr. Washington joked.

“Oh, Dad!”
“Kidding, kidding! Come on, you can 

pick them out. Anything under a quarter!”
They were both laughing as they pushed 

open the door, making the bells tinkle.
“Hi, Mike! Hey, Solly, what are you 

doing here?”
“I’m helping Mike. Aunt Rose had to 

take a whole van load of flowers 
and decorate a church for a 

wedding. Mr. Patterson is 
visiting a small farm that 
produces wildflowers. So 
we’re minding the store,” 

Solly explained.
“Great! Then you 

can sell my poor, broke 
dad some roses for 
a quarter!” Kenya 
laughed.

“No problem! I 
have just the thing 
for you.” Mike 
disappeared into 
the back room. 
He reappeared a 

moment later with 
some very dead roses, 

one drooping limply from a 

“Yes. It’s our Sabbath School lesson this 
week,” Kenya explained.

“Your Sabbath School lesson? You’re 
really starting to feel like part of the 
Pattersons’ church, aren’t you?” Mr. 
Washington looked at his daughter.

“Yeah, Dad, it’s great! Anyway, Simon of 
Cyrene carried Jesus’ cross, and Ms. Kimoto 
says carrying each other’s burdens is one way 
to share God’s love.”

“That’s true,” Mr. Washington said 
thoughtfully. “You’re a good burden bearer, 
yourself.”

“I am? I was just thinking I never do it!”
Mr. Washington put his arm around Kenya’s 

shoulders. “When you walk me home from 
work every day, you’d be surprised how much 
that helps me. Today, for instance, was not 
a very good day. Two people didn’t come to 
work, several others were irritable and took it 
out on everyone else, and a woman was caught 
shoplifting. Three customers 
complained to the manager, 
and that would be your 
dear old dad!”

Kenya hugged him. 
“That’s awful! But you 
didn’t even tell me you 
had a bad day!”

“That’s because 
when I see your cheery 
face,” Mr. Washington 
waved his hand, “poof! 
All my burdens just float 
away, and I forget I ever 
had them!”

Kenya giggled. “Just 
because you see me?”

“Yep. No matter how 
anybody else treats 
me, I know you’re 

“Suppose I take the bag and give you 
my arm too?” Susannah suggested. She took 
the surprisingly heavy bag and gripped 
the woman’s arm securely. No traffic was 
coming, so they made their way carefully 
across the street.

“Thank you, dear!” the woman said again, 
holding out her hand for the shopping bag.

“But where are you going?” Susannah 
asked.

“To the apartments on Walnut. Only a 
little farther,” the woman replied.

“Only three blocks! May I carry your  
bag the rest of the way?” Susannah offered.

“Oh, but dear, you know . . . you’re so 
kind, but I can’t afford to pay you!” the 
woman stammered.

“Pay me! But how would it be kindness  
if you paid me?” Susannah asked merrily.

“Well, you sweet thing!” The woman 
smiled.

Susannah saw that the woman had 
dimples when she smiled.

She learned a lot more as they moved 
slowly down the sidewalk because her new 
friend chatted the whole way. Susannah 
could only nod and smile when she passed 
Kenya and her dad going home from the 
store where Mr. Washington worked.

“Who was that?” Mr. Washington asked 
Kenya after Susannah and the woman had 
passed.

“I don’t know.” Kenya looked back over 
her shoulder. “I wonder if Susannah knows 
her, or if she is just carrying the woman’s 
burdens.”

“Carrying her burdens?” Mr. Wash-
ington looked puzzled.

Far-Away Friends 
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This lesson can teach me that we can help others carry their burdens.

Lesson 2, for April 11–17, 2020 

broken stem. “Here you are, sir! Would  
you like a gift card with these?”

The group erupted with laughter and 
almost didn’t hear the phone ring.

“Shh! Be quiet!” Mike cleared his throat 
and tried to compose himself. “Lilies of the 
Field, may I help you?” The others were still 
stifling laughs, so he plugged his other ear. 
“Daisies? Sure. Maybe some greenery with 
them? We have some nice ivy. Yes. Oh, not 
right now, I’m afraid. Our delivery van is  
out for the whole afternoon. I’m very sorry.”

Solly shook Mike’s shoulder.
“Could you hold a moment, sir?” Mike 

covered the mouthpiece with his hand. 
“What?”

“How far? I could deliver it,” Solly suggested.

“Clear over in Hartville,” Mike answered.
“Oh. Well, I have my bike,” Solly said 

doubtfully.
“I’ll go get my car,” Mr. Washington 

announced.
Mike looked relieved. “You will? It’s his 

wife’s birthday, and this man forgot to order 
early—”

Mr. Washington threw up his hands.  
“Say no more! I’ll be right back!”

All the kids looked at Mr. Wash ington.
“Well, I don’t want to be the only one 

around here who’s not carrying someone’s 
burden. Besides, this poor guy is a fellow 
man in distress! Come on, Kenya, choose 
Mom’s flowers quickly, and let’s go get  
the car!” 

On the Way to Calvary
DIRECTIONS: Beginning with the second letter of each word, cross out 

every other letter to find out how we show God’s love to others. 
Copy the remaining letters on the lines provided.

Puzzle

On the Way to Calvary
“  Look at  Jesus! He thinks He’s the  king of the Jews!” the 

 soldiers shouted to each other. “Here’s a scarlet [red]  robe!”  one  

 soldier hollered. “Put it on Him! Make Him look like a  king!” “And here’s a  

 crown!” Another  soldier laughed as he shoved a  crown made of long, 

sharp thorns onto  Jesus’ head. The  soldiers knelt  down in front of 

 Jesus. “Hail to the  king of the Jews!” they said, making fun of Him. Then 

the  soldiers spit on  Jesus and hit Him with a  stick. When it was 

 time to take  Jesus to be crucified,  Jesus fell  down. He was too weak 

to carry His own  cross. The  soldiers  looked at the  people 

standing along the  road. “Hey,  you!”  one  soldier hollered, 

pointing to a  strong-looking  man. “Come, carry this  cross!”

12 13



The Message: We can help others carry their 
burdens.

References: Matthew 27:27–32; Mark 15:21, 22; 
Luke 23:26, 27; The Desire of Ages, pp. 741, 742.

On the Way 
to Calvary

Has anyone ever helped you carry something 
really heavy? Have you helped someone lift 
something that was too heavy for them? Simon 
helped Jesus carry something very heavy for Him.

J esus had just endured the worst night 
imaginable. After the Passover feast, He 

had gone with His disciples to the Garden of 
Gethsemane. There He was arrested. During 

the night, He was put on trial. He was harshly 
questioned before the high priest, the Jewish 
leaders, Pilate, and Herod. He was spit on, 
slapped, mocked, and insulted. And He was 
sentenced to death. Twice He was whipped 
until His back was bleeding and raw. 

And now it was morning. Prisoners were 
expected to carry their own crosses to the 

place of execution. And so, as Jesus 
was taken out of the courtroom, His 
cross was laid on His bleeding back.

And then he met Simon.
Simon was from the town of 

Cyrene in northern Africa. The 
Bible doesn’t tell us what he was 
doing in Jerusalem. Maybe he 
was in town to do some business 

and got caught in the big crowd.
Simon looked where everyone 

else seemed to be looking. And 
he saw something horrible—a 

Man surrounded by four Roman 
soldiers. The Man had a crown 

of thorns on His head. His back 
was bloody. He looked like He 
was going to faint. And He was 

carrying a cross. That meant He 
was going to be crucified. He must 

have done 
something 
horrible, Simon 
may have 
thought. Only 
the very worst 
criminals are 
crucified.

Suddenly, 
the Man fell 
down. He’s 
been beaten 
so much and 
lost so much 
blood. He looks 
almost dead 
already, Simon 
probably 
thought as he 
watched. But 
this Prisoner is 
different. Most 
criminals I 
know about curse and yell and fight. But  
this Man does nothing. He says nothing.  
He looks kind.

As Simon watched, the soldiers talked 
with one another. The Man didn’t even try to 
get up. Simon felt sorry for Him. Just then a 
soldier looked around and pushed through 
the crowd right to Simon. “Come with me,” 
the soldier said. “You can carry Jesus’ cross.”

Simon didn’t dare disobey. Any Roman 
soldier could make anyone do any work. 

Simon picked up the cross and started to 
walk. The cross was heavy. Simon wondered 
how a beaten man could carry it even a little 
way. And they don’t go the shortest way when 
they take a man to be crucified, Simon may 
have thought. They want to hurt and shame 
the person as much as possible.

I’m glad I can help Him. I can’t stop  
what’s going to happen, but I can help by 
carrying His cross.

Simon must have watched as Jesus was 
nailed on the cross. He must have heard 
Him comfort the thief who asked to be 
remembered when Jesus comes again. He 
must have heard Jesus forgive the people 
who hurt Him.

All this must have changed Simon 
forever. For the rest of his life, Simon 
would remember doing something to help 
Jesus. Simon must have learned about the 
heavy burden Jesus carried—the weight 
of the sins of the whole world. And Simon 
had done something to help the Savior 
who died for him.

What can you do to help Jesus today? 

Lesson 2, for April 11–17, 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
“Carry each other’s 
burdens, and in this 
way you will fulfill the 

law of Christ”
(Galatians 6:2, NIV).
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