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Note to parents 
 

Welcome to Exploring with Jake! 
 
More than forty posts, over a dozen countries. Exploring with Jake, a blog for children, is 
celebrating its one-year anniversary in November! 
 
Jake is a ten-year-old boy who loves exploring! But, since his allowance doesn’t quite cover the 
cost of airplane tickets, and his mom got really excited the last time he mentioned wanting to fly 
to Mongolia, he has to settle for exploring from home.  
 
Thankfully, he hears a lot in Sunday School about the people who live in the countries he wants 
to explore! He loves to hear how he can pray for them! It is the way he has discovered he can 
change the world, right from his own home. And, he shares what he learns every week on his 
blog. 
 
Jake is a character I created for a series of children’s books. Every week, Jake learns about a 
prayer need from another country, and he shares that with his readers. Sometimes, the post is in 
the form of a short story, like the ones I have been sharing through the Asia: Its Peoples and 
History class on SchoolhouseTeachers.com. Sometimes, it is a news report from his friend 
Noelle, the reporter-in-training. Other times, he shares what his teacher shared with them in his 
Sunday School class. There are games and crafts that accompany some of the posts. 
 
This collection represents the past year of Exploring with Jake blog entries, arranged by country 
for easy reference and use with your children! My hope is to encourage children to learn more 
about needs they can pray for and enable them to understand how they, just like Jake, can 
change the world through prayer! 
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Welcome! 
 
Hi, I’m Jake! Welcome to my special party! I started my very own blog in November, 2011, to 
share with you what I was learning about in Sunday School. Now, it’s one year later, and I am 
throwing a party for all of you! 

I’m ten years old, and I love exploring. But, since my allowance doesn’t quite cover the cost of 

airplane tickets, and my mom got really excited last time I mentioned wanting to fly to 

Mongolia, I have to settle for exploring from home. 

But, I found out I can do something that is even better than exploring. I can change the world! 

Really! I can change the lives of people in all these cool places by praying for them.  

I hope you’ll join me and pray for them, too. 

If you want to make sure you don’t miss any new stories, ask a parent if it is OK for you to follow 

my blog at: http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/.  

I’ll see you there! 

JAKE 

http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/
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How to Be a Superhero in Twelve Easy Steps 

 
Have you ever wished you were a superhero, that you could help someone in trouble? This 
morning at church, we had a guest speaker come and talk to us about the persecuted Church. 
Did you know there is a special day set aside to remember to pray for Christians who live in 
other places where they aren’t free to believe in God? The International Day of Prayer for the 
Persecuted Church (IDOP) happens every November. 
 
The guest speaker’s name was Darcie Gill, a remarkable person who works with an organization 
called The Voice of the Martyrs.  The Voice of the Martyrs is a Christian organization that helps 
Christians in other countries who are being persecuted and mistreated because of their faith in 
Jesus.  They help by providing food, medicine, clothing, Bibles, and other things to help 
Christians live each day and share Jesus with others.  Darcie filled us in on a way every one of us 
can be a superhero.  And we can do it in just twelve easy steps. 
  
I tried to write down what she told us, so I could tell you about it when I got home.   
 
Step One: Meet Jesus. 
 
Every superhero has a moment when they go from being ordinary to extraordinary.  Every 
person who has asked Jesus to be in charge of their life has already undergone the greatest 
change anyone ever could. 
 
The Voice of the Martyrs tells the story of Daniel, a 13-year-old boy in Iran who didn’t used to 
believe in Jesus.  He used to get into fights and do all sorts of things he shouldn’t.  But now that 
Jesus is in his life, God is helping him to make good decisions, even when people hurt him. 
 
Step Two: Learn about someone in trouble. 
 
With your parents’ permission, check out Kids of Courage (KOC) at  www.kidsofcourage.com.  
KOC is the part of The Voice of the Martyrs that tells the stories of children all over the world 
who are suffering because they believe in Jesus and tell others about Him.  One of the stories 
talks about eleven kids who live in an orphanage in Laos.  They learned about Jesus and started 
going to church together.  But, when the person in charge of the orphanage found out, he 
warned them that if they kept going to church, he wouldn’t let them live in the orphanage any 
more. 
 
Step Three: Pray. 
 
The first thing we should do when someone needs help is pray.  God knows everything there is 
to know, so He can tell you the best way to help. 
 
KOC told kids in the United States about Som, a 12-year-old boy in Laos.  One day, Som left 
school because he was sick.  But some boys were waiting for him, and they beat him up because 
he’s a Christian.  KOC asked everyone to pray for Som.  Som needed God’s help to keep 
following Him and to heal.  Later, KOC found out that Som is well and is still following Jesus.  
And, no one has beaten him up since.   

http://www.kidsofcourage.com/
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Step Four: Learn how to help. 
 
On the KOC website, there are lots of things you can do to learn about Christians who need help.  
One way is by checking out Prisoner Alert, a way The Voice of the Martyrs has created for people 
to write letters to Christians who are in jail all over the world.   
 
Step Five: Learn a foreign language. 
 
Just kidding!  The website lets you write the letter in English from a list of phrases and Bible 
verses.  The phrases and verses print in English and the language of the person you are writing 
to! 
 
Step Six: Write a letter. 
 
As long as your parents say it’s all right, write a letter from the Prisoner Alert website to one or 
more of the Christians you learn about. 

 
Step Seven: Pray that God uses the letters to help. 
 
Darcie said that persecuted Christians are very excited to learn that someone knows about them 
and their hard times.  They don’t want to be forgotten, and they very much want us to pray for 
them.  Only God can help them be strong when they are hurting and separated from their 
families.   
 
And you can pray any time—while you are waiting in line at the bus stop or the cafeteria, while 
you are waiting for your little brother or sister to finally be ready to go somewhere.  You can 
even write a prisoner’s name on a bookmark and put it in the magazine you are reading, to 
remind you to pray. 
 
Step Eight: Pray that God’s love will reach everyone at the prison. 
 
The people in charge of the prisons don’t always give the letters to the Christians.  But, 
sometimes, God uses the letters to help the prison guards find out about Jesus and His love for 
them.  And, the more people who learn about God’s love, the more people who will have a 
chance to believe in Him. 

 
Step Nine: Learn more about the countries you send letters to. 
 
There are many ways you can learn about how hard it is to follow Jesus in many countries 
around the world.  KOC has articles, books, newsletters, and stories about Christians all over the 
world. 
 
Step Ten: Keep praying and sending letters. 
 
Darcie said persecution is always taking place someplace.  There is always someone who needs 
our help. 
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Step Eleven: Recruit some allies. 
 
Every superhero needs strong allies.  Allies help the hero fight the battles.  And, they help the 
hero when he’s in trouble.  Ask your friends, family, Sunday School teacher, or other Christians 
you know well to pray for the prisoners and the guards.  And, ask them to pray for you, too, that 
you won’t get tired writing letters and quit.  Even if you love to write, there will be times you sit 
down to write and you just won’t feel like it.  Ask your allies to pray for God to help you do 
whatever He wants you to do. 

 
Step Twelve: Tell other people what you’re learning and how they can help. 
 
Get your friends and family involved.  Tell them what you are reading, and let them know how to 
help.  Your friends and family can’t help if they don’t know what needs done.  Tell everyone you 
can how simple it is to be a superhero, in just twelve easy steps. 
 
Stories from The Voice of the Martyrs are  
Used by Permission of The Voice of the Martyrs 
PO Box 443 Bartlesville, OK 74005-0443 
1-918-337-8015 
www.persecution.com 

 
 
“Dear God, thank You for the brave Christians who love You and tell others about how much 
You love them, no matter what. Help them be strong, and help us to remember to always pray 
for them. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 
 
 
 

http://www.persecution.com/
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Superheroes in Action 
 

Do you remember last week, when I told you about getting to hear Darcie Gill, our special guest 
speaker at church? I remembered something else I wanted to tell you! 
 
Darcie told me the story of a pastor who lives in a country where Christians aren’t allowed to tell 
other people about Jesus.  But that didn’t stop this pastor.  He kept telling people how much 
God loved them.  He got arrested and put in prison.  And the guards were terrible to him.  They 
beat him up time after time.  He was hurt badly and needed a doctor.  But the guards didn’t care.  
As far as they were concerned, the pastor was a criminal because he told people about Jesus. 
 
When Christians found out what was happening to the pastor, they wrote thousands of letters to 
him!  And God used the letters to lead the prison guards to get the doctors and medicine the 
pastor needed. 
 
Darcie said she knew of countless cases where God used letters people sent for wonderful things.  
Who knows what God might do with the letters you write. 
 
“Dear God, please help me to remember to pray for Christians who aren’t free to worship You 
and serve You. And, please help me help them anyway You want me to. Thank You. In Jesus’ 
Name. Amen.” 
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Afghanistan 

Afghanistan—I’ve heard about it on the news my dad watches. I know the United States has had 

people working and fighting over there for many years. But, what I didn’t know was how many 

times there have been wars in Afghanistan. Clear back as far as Darius the Great in the Bible, 

empires and countries have fought for Afghanistan. Alexander the Great, the Persians, and even 

Genghis Khan have fought there. There were times the people fought civil wars with themselves. 

In 1747, almost 30 years before America became free from Great Britain, a man named Ahmad 

Shah Durrani pulled a lot of the people together and formed a great empire. But later, there was 

more fighting. Russia ruled for a while. Then, the Taliban took over. It seems like the people in 

Afghanistan have never really known peace. 

“Dear God, please help the people of Afghanistan to know You. You’re the only one who can 

bring peace to their hearts and their nation. Please help them serve You and each other instead 

of fighting. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2011/12/afghanistan.jpg
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2011/12/afghanistan.jpg
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Afghanistan—A Call for Help 

Our teacher told us a very sad story today about the Nuristani people who live in Afghanistan. 

They held on to their ancient religions for a very long time. Then, in 1865, they asked Christians 

to come and teach them about Jesus. But no Christian arrived. In 1895, armies defeated the 

Nuristani soldiers and forced everyone to become Muslim. The people of Nuristan have been 

Muslims ever since. 

Why didn’t anyone go tell the Nuristani about Jesus? We don’t know. Maybe someone tried but 

wasn’t able to get there. They live in a place that is very hard to get to, full of high mountains and 

deep valleys. Or, maybe no one even tried. 

That made me think about the people I know. The Nuristani called for help, they asked people to 

tell them about Jesus. They never got an answer. Do I know anyone who is asking me to help 

them understand more about Jesus? Am I answering them? Who do you know who needs help 

learning more about Jesus? Will you help them? 

“Dear God, please help the Nuristani people of Afghanistan. Please help them call for help again. 

Please bring Christians to them who will tell them about Jesus’ love for them and bring Your 

Word to them. And, please help me, God. Help me study Your Word more and be ready to help 

people I know understand more about You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/04/af-lgflag.gif
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/04/af-lgflag.gif
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Beja of Africa 

I’ve been hearing a lot about the Red Sea lately. Today, in Sunday School, we read about Moses 

dividing the Red Sea. Last Thursday, I heard about it in history class. There’s a group of people 

called the Beja that live along the coast of the Red Sea in Africa. Most of them live in the areas of 

Sudan and South Sudan. Some of them used to be Christians a very long time ago, but now there 

are only a few who believe in Jesus. 

Their language is very hard to learn. And there aren’t any Bibles written in it yet. Because the 

people don’t know Jesus, they are very afraid of evil spirits. A few Beja can speak other 

languages and have read Bibles written in those languages. They have learned about Jesus and 

tried to tell the other Beja about Him. But, can you imagine knowing there is a Book out there 

that teaches you everything you need to know about God—and not being able to read it? 

“Dear God, please help the Beja people. Just like You made a way for Your people to get across 

the Red Sea, please make a way for the Beja people to learn about You. Help them know how 

much You love them, and help them not to be afraid. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/01/map-of-africa2.jpg
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/01/map-of-africa2.jpg
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Bangladesh 

I heard about Bangladesh today. It’s a country that used to be part of India. Then it became part 

of the nation of Pakistan. But, back then, Pakistan was divided into two parts—and the part that 

became Bangladesh was 1,000 miles away from the rest of Pakistan. That’s about how far 

Washington DC is from Iowa! And they still had part of India in between them. How would you 

like to live in half of a country—when the rest of your country is 1,000 miles away across India! 

It didn’t work very well, and in 1971, Bangladesh became its own country. 

It’s very hard to live in Bangladesh. It rains about six months out of every year. The rivers flood 

and destroy people’s homes and crops. Sometimes, the kids have to cross rivers just to get home 

from school. Sometimes the water gets high. Some of the bridges aren’t very strong and safe, and 

it is scary to go across. 

“Dear God, please help the people of Bangladesh to know You. Help them not be separated from 

You anymore, like they once were from the other half of their country. And help them know You 

are the strongest Bridge there is. You take us from the side of sin to the side of God. Thank You. 

In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 
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Bangladesh—Danger in Dhaka, Pt. 1 

It’s time to take another trip! This time, we’re going to explore the country of Bangladesh 

through a story about what life is like there for some of the people. See if you can find 

Bangladesh on a map, and find the capital city of Dhaka. Then, get ready to go on a trip with me 

and my Sunday School class as our teacher tells us the story Danger in Dhaka. 

Danger in Dhaka-Pt. 1 

Sanjoy shifted the sack of blankets on his back and pedaled his bicycle through the alley. He 

knew he shouldn’t be out after dark, but he couldn’t wait to tell his friend Faruk the news. Even 

though they were so far away, a church in America had sent a crate of blankets all the way to 

his church in Bangladesh. Now Faruk and his sister could stay warm tonight. Ever since they 

became Christians, their family would not let them come home. They lived on the streets and 

slept at the bus station in Dhaka. 

All of sudden, his bicycle slammed against something. He lurched forward. The handlebars 

dug into his ribs. The sack of blankets yanked him to the ground. The bicycle crashed onto his 

leg. 

He tried to sit up. Pain shot through his ribs. 

“Have an accident?” 

Sanjoy looked up and saw what had caused his crash—a rope pulled tight across the alley. And 

he saw Kamrul with a broken board in his hand. He prayed quietly, “God, please help me.” 

“I told you this would happen if you kept riding that bicycle and telling people about Jesus.” 

Sanjoy closed his eyes and waited. 

Kamrul brought the board down on the back wheel. The thud sent a shiver down Sanjoy’s 

back. Another thud, another shiver. Another thud— 

“Stop!” 

“Will you stop telling people about Jesus?” 

Sanjoy shook his head. 

Kamrul brought the board down again. The bicycle jammed his leg into the ground. Sanjoy felt 

something in his leg snap. His stomach rolled and threatened to come up to his throat. 
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“That should keep you home for a while!” He tossed the board to the side and ran out of the 

alley. 

Sanjoy shivered. He needed a blanket from his bag, but he could not move. He leaned his face 

into the dirt and fixed his eyes on the end of the alley. He needed help. He needed someone to 

find him, someone who would help. 

*** 

What do you think will happen to Sanjoy? Will anyone find him and help him? Is he really alone 

in the alley? 

“Dear God, please help all the kids, like Sanjoy, who are being hurt and bullied because they love 

You. Please help them not to give up. And, please help all those who are doing the hurting and 

bullying, in Bangladesh and everywhere else, to hear about You and understand how much 

Jesus loves them. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/06/bg-map.gif
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/06/bg-map.gif
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Bangladesh—Danger in Dhaka-Pt. 2 

Our teacher told us another part of Sanjoy’s story today. I thought I’d let you know what was 

happening to him. 

Danger in Dhaka-Pt. 2 

An hour passed. Then another. The winter fog settled in for the night, cloaking the end of the 

alley in mist. He could not see a single soul. And they could not see him. He closed his eyes and 

prayed. Had he done the right thing, telling Kamrul he would not stop telling people about 

Jesus? He closed his eyes. 

The next thing he heard was a panicked shout. 

“Sanjoy! Sanjoy! Are you all right?”  

“Mukta! Get your brother. Get Faruk.” 

Minutes later, Faruk ran down the alley and dropped to one knee beside him. 

“What happened?” 

“Kamrul found me. My leg is broken. My ribs hurt.” 

Faruk gently pulled the bicycle away from Sanjoy. He and Mukta each wrapped one of his 

arms around them and pulled him up. 

Sanjoy winced as his broken leg fought being moved. 

“Mukta, don’t forget the sack of blankets.” 

“Blankets?” 

“My surprise. There’s enough for both of you, plus a few more.” 

Faruk led them through the alleys and streets. The never-ending sea of people slowed their 

progress. Most didn’t seem to notice Sanjoy or his pain. 

Finally, they reached his father’s clothing stand at the busy market. 

As Faruk and Mukta explained what had happened, they laid Sanjoy on a mat in the back of 

the shop. Then, they left with their blankets, promising to check on him soon. 



15 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/ 

 

 

“Father, what I have done?” Sanjoy asked. I needed my bicycle to tell people about Jesus, and 

it’s ruined. Maybe I shouldn’t even bother telling anyone about Jesus. No one seems to care.” 

“God told us some people wouldn’t care when we tell them. But since we can’t know who will 

listen and who won’t, we have to tell everyone. God is the only One who knows what choice 

they will make.” 

The next two weeks passed slowly. Only Faruk and Mukta’s visits broke up his boredom. And 

his leg still hurt. It hurt worse when he remembered how Kamrul had acted. Sanjoy knew he 

was supposed to forgive him, but he didn’t want to. 

The next day, Sanjoy’s father carried him to the market. He watched the shop while his father 

went to a meeting of the church leaders. Sanjoy enjoyed talking to the customers, especially 

when they asked questions about Jesus. And in between customers, he read his Bible.  

He looked up when he heard another customer enter. But it wasn’t a customer. It was Kamrul. 

*** 

What do you think? Did Sanjoy do the right thing by telling people about Jesus, even though he 

got hurt? Is his father right when he says it is our job to tell people about Jesus’ love, and it is 

their job to respond? What do you think Kamrul will do? 

“Dear God, please help us do the right thing, no matter what. Help us be strong and trust You, 

even when it hurts. You did what You knew was right when You suffered and died to save us. 

Help us tell others, so they can live with You and be forgiven. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. 

Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/06/bicycle.png
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/06/bicycle.png
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Bangladesh—Danger in Dhaka-Finale 

Our teacher told us the rest of Sanjoy's story this morning! I loved finding out what Sanjoy 

discovered at the end! 

Danger in Dhaka-Finale 

“I told you Dhaka doesn’t have room for Christians. What do I have to do to convince you?” 

Sanjoy said nothing. 

“I see you’re alone.” 

Kamrul knocked a pile of brightly colored shirts onto the dirt floor. Then he knocked over the 

pants. 

As he turned to leave, he scooped up a pile of pants that had fallen on Sanjoy’s mat. “Thanks 

for the new pants.” Then, he was gone. 

Sanjoy hung his head and tried to pray. Why was all this happening? Why would God let 

Kamrul behave like this? He searched for his Bible under the piles of clothes, but it was gone. 

When his father returned, Sanjoy told him about Kamrul’s visit, the mess, and his missing 

Bible. His father cleaned up the scattered clothes, then carried Sanjoy home. 

That night, Sanjoy lay on his mat and tried to pray. He didn’t understand why some people 

hated Christians so much. His family had only been kind to their neighbors. 

He didn’t hear another sound until his father whispered to him in the middle of the night. 

“Sanjoy, get up. Kamrul is here to see you.” 

Kamrul? Here? In the middle of the night? Sanjoy pushed himself up on the mat. His father 

pointed Kamrul to the mat beside Sanjoy. 

“I’ll be just outside if you need anything,” his father said, warning Kamrul with a stare. 

Kamrul held out a Bible in his hands. 

“I found this rolled up in the pile of pants I stole. I’ve been reading it ever since I got home. It’s 

what my mother has told me all along, that Jesus is the Savior.” 

“Your mother taught you about Jesus?” 
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Kamrul nodded. “She has taught me about Jesus for many years. My father forbade her to 

speak of Jesus in our home. The first time she defied him, I told him what she had done. He was 

so mean to her, but she kept telling me about Jesus. But I never told on her again. Why do you 

keep telling people about Jesus when it causes so much trouble?” 

Sanjoy tried to think of something to say. But the memories of what Kamrul had done held his 

mouth shut. 

Kamrul hung his head. “I don’t blame you for not wanting to talk to me. I wouldn’t either.” 

He turned and picked his lantern. 

“Wait!” Sanjoy said. The lantern. Something suddenly made sense. “You carried a lantern with 

you tonight.” 

“I had to see where I was going.” 

“I just remembered something I read in my Bible today. Jesus is light. He shows us where to 

go, just like your lantern. He told His followers they were like lamps that gave light to 

everyone. But not everyone wants light.” 

“What do you mean? Why would anyone want darkness?” 

“Because they’re used to it, and the light hurts their eyes. When my father woke me and told me 

you were here, I didn’t want to open my eyes. They were used to the dark from sleeping. The 

light hurt. Sometimes people hide their eyes from light, just like they try to keep their lives from 

God.” 

“Is that why you won’t stop telling people about Jesus?” 

“Right. It’s the light’s job to keep shining. Then the choice is up to you.” 

“Could I keep your Bible for a few days?” 

Sanjoy smiled. “Sure! We could even read it together. I won’t be going too far for a few weeks.” 

Kamrul said, “I’m sorry I broke your leg. I was just trying to scare you. But I think now I’m 

glad it worked out this way. I think I’ll be back soon with a lot more questions.” 

“And I’m sorry I stayed angry with you for so long.” 
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Sanjoy watched Kamrul slip back out into the night, holding his lantern in front of him. He 

prayed Kamrul would soon discover the true light that never went out. 

*** 

How do you think you would feel if you were Sanjoy? Would you want to talk to Kamrul and 

help him? What do you think about what Sanjoy said, that it's the light's job to keep shining? 

"Dear God, please help everyone who loves You to share the joy and love You give. Please help 

me to forgive people who hurt me. I know that without Your help, I'll never be able to do it! 

Thank You. In Jesus' Name. Amen." 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/06/bangladesh-broad-map-factbook-edited-2.jpg
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/06/bangladesh-broad-map-factbook-edited-2.jpg
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Bangladesh—Who are the Rohingya? 

Our Sunday School teacher told us this morning about a group of people who live in Bangladesh.  

They are called the Rohingya.  The Rohingya are a group of people who live between two 

countries.  Originally from Bangladesh, many moved to Myanmar (Burma) long ago.  But, the 

Buddhist government of Myanmar doesn’t want the Rohingya people, most of whom are 

Muslims, to live with them.  Many of the people of Bangladesh are poor. They cannot afford to 

feed their families and do not have food to share with the Rohingya. So, the people of 

Bangladesh don't want the Rohingya to come and live with them. The Rohingya get bounced 

back and forth between the two countries, with nowhere to truly call home.    

Our teacher gave us a project to finish for next week.  She wants us to learn a little bit more 

about the Rohingya so we are ready to make an art project that will help us remember to pray 

for them. 

Here is the assignment she gave us.  She wants us to answer these questions, using these two 

websites (with a parent’s permission) and the word bank below. 

http://www.joshuaproject.net/people-profile.php?peo3=11359&rog3=BM 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/bg.html 

1. What is the primary religion of the Rohingya people?  

 

2. What is the name of a river that separates the Rohingya from Bangladesh?   

 

3. What is the capital city of Bangladesh?  

 

4. What body of water borders the land of the Rohingya to the west?  

 

5. What other country, besides Myanmar (Burma) shares a border with Bangladesh?  

 

http://www.joshuaproject.net/people-profile.php?peo3=11359&rog3=BM
https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/geos/bg.html
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6. What is the name of the state in Myanmar (Burma) the Rohingya refugees are fleeing 

from?  

 

7. What region of Bangladesh are the Rohingya living in now?  

 

Word Bank 

Dhaka 

India 

Islam 

Arakan (also known as Rakhine) State 

Naf River 

Cox’s Bazar 

Bay of Bengal 

“Dear God, please help the Rohingya people to find a safe home in You.  Help them understand 

that Jesus knows where they are, even though they feel lost and forgotten.  Please help them 

understand that You love them and want them to love You, and that You will not turn them 

away like Bangladesh and Burma have.  Thank You.  In Jesus’ Name.  Amen.” 
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Who are the Rohingya? 

Answer Key: 

 

1. What is the primary religion of the Rohingya people?  Islam 

 

2. What is the name of a river that separates the Rohingya from Bangladesh?  Naf River 

 

3. What is the capital city of Bangladsh? Dhaka 

 

4. What body of water borders the land of the Royhingya to the west? Bay of Bengal 

 

5. What other country, besides Myanmar (Burma) shares a border with Bangladesh? India 

 

6. What is the name of the state in Myanmar (Burma) the Rohingya refugees are fleeing? 

Arakan State (also known as Rakhine State)  

 

7. What region of Bangladesh are the Rohingya living in now? Cox’s Bazar 
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Bangladesh-Remember the Rohingya Craft Project 

This week in Sunday School, we made an art project that we could take home. Our teacher said 

that every time we saw it, it should remind us to pray for the Rohingya people. Each of us made 

a picture out of different supplies. I picked crayon shavings for my picture. Noelle made hers out 

of beads. Sam used buttons, and Tina used pom-poms. 

For each of the supplies we picked, the teacher gave us each lots of brown and other dark colors, 

a tiny bit of blue, and some bright yellow. I made a long, skinny area out of the brown shavings 

to show the sandy beaches of Cox’s Bazar. Then, I used the other dark colors to make the walls of 

the refugee camps the Rohingya have to live in. I put the tiny bit of blue inside the camp, 

because the people don’t always have very much water to drink. The bright yellow reminded me 

of sunshine, and that reminded me of God and His Son. So, I put most of the yellow outside the 

camp, but I put a little bit inside, to show God’s love coming to the Rohingya people. 

“Dear God, please help me remember to pray for the Rohingya, when I see my picture, or drink 

clean, cold water, or enjoy the sunshine. Please send them the water and the love they need. 

And, please help each of them to hear about how Jesus left His home in Heaven to come and 

save them, and please help them understand how much You love them. Thank You. In Jesus’ 

Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/07/crayon_border_large.jpg
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/07/crayon_border_large.jpg
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Bangladesh-People Groups Word Search 

This morning in Sunday School, we learned the story Jesus told about how God is like a 

shepherd who has 100 sheep. But, when one goes missing, he leaves the 99 behind and goes 

looking for that lost one. And, when He finds it, he is so happy and excited! He knows when one 

of His precious sheep is lost, and He doesn't stop looking until He finds it and brings it home. 

Then our teacher told us that in Bangladesh, there are over 300 different people groups who live 

there. Do you remember when she told us about people groups before? She said a people group 

is a group of people who share things like the same language or history or geographic area they 

live in. And, most of the people in Bangladesh are lost, like the missing sheep. They don’t know 

how much Jesus loves them or how much He wants them to come and live with Him forever. 

This morning, we worked on a word search, looking for a few of the people groups who live in 

Bangladesh. I didn’t quite finish mine, so I’m going to work on it now. Every time I find one of 

the missing groups of people, I celebrate. Then, I say a prayer and ask God to find the lost people 

and bring them home to Him, just like the missing sheep. 

“Dear God, please continue to find the lost people in Bangladesh and bring them home to live 

with You forever. And, help us celebrate each time we hear that You found one! Thank You. In 

Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 
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Four Corners of Bangladesh 

Today, our Sunday School teacher showed us a big map of Bangladesh. She showed us six 

different provinces that it is divided into (sort of like the United States is made up of fifty 

different states). She said the six provinces of Bangladesh are called Barisal, Chittagong (or 

some people call it Chattagam), Dhaka, Khulna, Rajshahi, and Sylhet. 

Then, we played a game. She rolled a big map of Bangladesh out on the floor, and she gave us 

each little pieces that looked like people. She picked one of the people groups of Bangladesh and 

started reading to us about them. When we heard the name of the province that most of the 

people from that people group live in, we had to find it on the map and put a marker there. 

We went all over Bangladesh—north, south, east, and west! And, it was so much fun! And, you 

know, it made me think of something. Jesus told His disciples that they would tell people 

everywhere about Him, clear to the ends of the earth. Not one corner will be forgotten. Today, 

we got to play a game that taught us about the four corners of Bangladesh. 

“Dear God, please help the people living in all four corners of Bangladesh, to hear about how 

very much You love them. Please help them love You as their Savior so not one of them will be 

lost anymore. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/07/compass_metalic.png
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/07/compass_metalic.png
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Bhutan 

I just found out that there are people living in a country called Bhutan that didn’t have television 

until 1999! I can’t imagine that! Our teacher said the king wanted to protect his people. He 

thought TV was dangerous and would make his people want to do things that were wrong. I 

know some shows might do that—but no TV at all! 

The king wants his people to be happy. He keeps a close eye on everything that happens. He 

doesn’t let many people come in and visit from other countries. But what the king doesn’t realize 

is what keeps his people from being truly happy is that they don’t know Jesus loves them or that 

He died and came back to life. They are Buddhists, and they think the way to get to paradise is to 

say special prayers over and over and over again. They never know if they’ve said enough or 

done enough. And many of them have never even heard of Jesus. 

“Dear God, please help the people of Bhutan. Please help the king see that You are the only One 

who can really protect him and his people. Please help every person in Bhutan to hear about 

Jesus and what He did for us. And, please help them to believe in You as Savior so that they can 

go to Heaven and truly be happy forever. Thank you. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/03/bhutan-flag.gif
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/03/bhutan-flag.gif
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China and the Ladakhi 

The snow is everywhere! I love snow! I told my mom once that I wanted to live in the Himalayan 

mountains. She didn’t go for the idea. But, I think I might ask her again. I found out there is a 

place there where it hardly ever snows! At Sunday School, our teacher told us about a place high 

in the Himalayan mountains where there is actually a desert. There’s a place, between India and 

China, where it doesn’t rain much at all, and they only get three inches of snow a year or less! 

There’s a group of people who live there called the Ladakhi. And when they need water to water 

their crops, they actually hope for the sun to shine and melt some of the glaciers all around 

them. I can’t imagine being surrounded by ice and snow but living in a desert. I always thought 

deserts were hot and dry. But this desert is cold and dry! 

A long time ago, a major trading route called the Silk Road went through the area the Ladakhi 

live in. Missionaries came, and the people had lots of opportunities to learn about Jesus. But, 

today, there aren’t many Ladakhi who believe in Jesus. Our teacher reminded us of the place in 

John where Jesus said He is the Living Water. I think that’s something people living in a desert 

would want to know more about. 

“Dear God, please help the Ladakhi people believe in You. Show them how, just like they need 

the water to feed their crops so they can live, they need You and Your life in their hearts so they 

can really live, now and forever. Please help them understand. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

PS-Do you like this picture? I do. This picture is from a range of mountains that neighbor the 

Himalayans, called the Karakoram Range. Like the land of the Ladakhi, it has high peaks, steep 

sides, and huge glaciers. 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/01/pakistan-mountain-used-in-ladakh-post.jpg
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China-Dai Lu 

Today, our teacher told us about the Water Throwing Festival. I’d never heard of such a thing. 

Because of an old legend, the Dai Lu people in China have a festival at the beginning of every 

year called the Water Throwing Festival. They splash water on each other in order to try to wash 

away their sins. Then, during the new year, they do as many good things as they can so they 

won’t be punished after they die. 

Most of them don’t know that water can’t wash away our sins. Only Jesus’ death and His 

resurrection can save us. He washes us clean from all the wrong we have done. And He helps us 

do good things because we love Him, not because we’re afraid of being punished. 

“Dear God, please help the Dai Lu people. Please help them learn that water can’t take away 

their sins—only You can. Please help them learn about Jesus’ death and resurrection, and help 

them to trust You to take them to Heaven after they die and not be afraid. Thank You. In Jesus’ 

Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/02/china-dragon-gate-gorge.jpg
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/02/china-dragon-gate-gorge.jpg
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Colombia 

Today, I found out something about a country not very far away. I found out there are people in 

Colombia who have never heard of Jesus. Colombia isn’t far away. I could fly there by airplane in 

just a few hours. But, there are tribes of people who live in some places that are hard to get to 

that still haven’t heard about Jesus. And, they have lived there for so long! They were there when 

the Spanish came to Colombia in the 1500s. They were there when Colombia became a country 

in 1831. But, they won’t be there forever. Hundreds of people not very far away are living and 

dying without knowing Jesus. 

“Dear God, please help the people of Colombia. Please send people to the places that haven’t 

heard about You yet. Please make a way for Christians to get there, and please help the people 

they talk to come to know You as Savior. Help them believe in You before it’s too late. Thank 

you. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2011/12/2011-colombia-b1.jpg
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Sugarcane and Cuba 

Imagine, growing sugar for a living! Before today, I thought that would be one of the best things 

you could grow. I thought it would be like having candy bars in your backyard. But today, we 

learned about the country of Cuba. Christopher Columbus discovered it in 1492, the same year 

he found us! And, Cuba has grown a lot of sugar for a very long time. But, life on the sugar 

plantations was very hard. And even today, many people live in Cuba without enough to eat. I 

never thought a country that sent food out to other places wouldn’t have enough food for its 

citizens. I wonder if the people have enough clothes to stay warm or enough homes to live in. I 

wonder how many of them don’t have a Bible of their own to read. 

“Dear God, please help the people of Cuba. Please take care of every single one of them. Please 

help them have enough food to eat, clothes to wear, and homes to live in. And, most of all, please 

send a Bible to everyone there. Help the people read and understand your Word, and help them 

believe in you and follow you forever. Thank you. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/10/sugar_cane.png
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Free to Sing 

Music. I love music, don’t you? But, this morning, Noelle told me about two stories where 

Christians in India were attacked because of their music! Pastor P. Anjenayulu, in Andhra 

Pradesh state, was driving with his family, between two villages. A stranger stopped them and 

asked them for a ride. The pastor said yes, and the man got into their van. But, the stranger 

didn’t like the Christian songs the pastor and his family were playing, and he started making 

phone calls. When they got to the village, a mob of over three hundred people attacked the 

pastor’s van! They broke out the windows and windshield and ordered the pastor to hand over 

the Christian music. 

And that wasn’t the first time Christians in India were attacked because of their music. Back in 

2006, in another part of India called Chhattisgarh, eleven Christians were attacked on 

Christmas Eve for singing Christmas carols! Then, the attackers lied about the Christians and 

had them arrested! 

I am so thankful I am allowed to sing songs about Jesus any time I want to. Next time I sing to 

God, I hope I remember to ask Him to help the people who can’t. 

“Dear God, please help the people who love You in India to sing and praise You. Please take care 

of them and keep them safe. And, please help the people who hear them to come to love You 

instead of hating other people. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/08/flying_score.jpg
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What I Didn't Know About Bali 

I found out something today about an island called Bali. I’ve heard about it in old movies and 

stuff. I always figured it was a country. But, it’s not. It’s an island that is part of the country of 

Indonesia. It is very beautiful—like a tropical paradise. People have loved visiting Bali for 

hundreds of years. The Dutch lived there for a while. So did the Japanese during World War II. 

Today, tourists travel there from all over the world. 

Bali has lots of festivals and parades. Everything is big and bright and colorful. But the festivals 

honor idols. The people have statues of hundreds of gods. They bring the statues out on special 

occasions, take them places, feed them, and take care of them. That’s what made me want to 

pray for the people of Bali. We’re not supposed to take care of gods, God takes care of us! 

“Dear God, please help the people of Bali. Help them see that their statues can’t help them. Help 

them come to know You and understand that You are real and alive, not a statue, and that You 

want to take care of them. Please help visitors to Bali tell the people about Jesus and how much 

You love them. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/07/id_005_large.jpg
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Creative Way to Remember to Pray for Indonesia 

I keep thinking about the people who live on the island of Bali, and I asked my teacher if there 

was something we could make that would help us remember to pray for them. She had a neat 

idea—an Indonesia Prayer Chain Reminder. So, we made one today and put it up on our bulletin 

board in class. Now, all of us can remember to pray for the people of Indonesia—every time we 

come to class! 

“Dear God, please help all the people of Indonesia, on every island, to find out how much you 

love them. Please help them understand and ask Jesus to be their Savior and save them from all 

the things that no one else can. Thank you. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

 

This prayer chain reminder, in the shape of a cross, can be done as a craft project for on a wall or 

on a bulletin board. 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/08/img_8808.jpg
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Supplies: 

White computer or craft paper, one 8 ½” x 11” sheet 

Red computer or craft paper, one 8 ½” x 11” sheet 

Ruler 

Pencil 

Scissors 

Tape or glue stick 

Pen or fine marker 

11 3”x5” index cards, any colors  

15 push pins (if putting up on a bulletin board) 

 

Step One: On the red paper, measure 12 strips, each one ¾” wide and 5 ½” long. 

Step Two: On the white paper, measure 11 strips, each one ¾” wide and 5 ½” long. 

Step Three: Cut out all of the strips of paper. 

Step Four: On the white strips of paper, write the following names of some of the islands of 

Indonesia.  Be sure to write them in the center of the strip. 

Sumatra, Java, Bali, Lombok, Sumbawa, Flores and Sumba, West Timor, Kalimantan, Sulawesi, 

Maluku, West Papua/Irian Jaya (may want to write in two lines, one on top of the other, so that 

it fits in the center of the loop) 

Step Five: Make a loop with a red strip, overlapping the ends and either taping or gluing them in 

place. 

Step Six: Make a paper chain, 15 loops long, alternating red and white loops.  Be sure to begin 

and end with red.  NOTE: When you put the white loops on, be sure the names are all facing the 

same direction. 
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Step Seven: Find the fifth loop down from the top.  Put a white loop through it, making sure the 

loop is positioned so you can read the name of the island right-side up.  Continue the chain with 

another red, then white, then red again. 

Step Eight: Go back to your fifth loop down from the top.  Put another white loop through it.  

Then continue that chain with a red loop, another white loop, and end with a red loop.  Make 

certain the names on the white loops are right-side up and facing the same direction as the set of 

loops in Step Seven. 

Step Nine: You can hang your Indonesia Prayer Chain Reminder on a wall to remind you to pray 

for the people of the many islands of Indonesia.  If hanging on a wall, you will need to use some 

type of material for hanging that will not damage the wall.  If you would like to make the prayer 

chain reminder into a bulletin board, hang the chain on the bulletin board by tipping back the 

top red loop and putting a push pin in it.  Then, pull the fifteen-loop chain down.  Tip back the 

bottom loop and attach it to the board with a second push pin.  Pull one of the short chain sides 

out, tip the red loop (the one on the end of the chain) back, and put a push pin in it.  Repeat with 

the second short chain. 

Step Ten: Turn each of the white loops so that you can read the names of each island. 

Step Eleven: On the top of each index card, write “Prayer requests for the island 

of_____________.”  Make one for each of the islands on your chain.  Find prayer requests for 

each island.  You can find them in various resources, including through publications of 

http://www.operationworld.org/.  Or, make cards by topic (such as refugees, nationals, 

unemployed, etc…) and make a series of cards on topics that affect Indonesia as a whole.  Pin the 

index cards to the bulletin board around the cross. 

Step Twelve: Pray! 

http://www.operationworld.org/
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Hmong of Laos 

A friend of our teacher came to visit our class today. She told us the story of her family. She and 

her family are part of a group of people called the Hmong. She wrote it on the board and spelled 

it with an “H” at the beginning. But, she said you don’t say the H-sound. It is silent. So, her 

people are called the “Mong.” 

Her family moved to the United States from Laos more than 30 years ago, when she was a little 

girl, when communism took control of the government in Laos. Back then, many of the Hmong 

were Christians, and they had fought against communism because communism says people 

shouldn’t believe in Jesus. 

Her mother and father moved to the United States. But, her aunts, uncles, and grandparents all 

stayed behind. There are still Hmong Christians in Laos, but there are many Hmong who don’t 

believe in Jesus yet. She doesn’t know if her grandparents are still alive or if they have asked 

Jesus into their hearts. She wants to visit them and tell them everything she has learned about 

Jesus. 

And, she wants to tell her aunts and uncles, too. But she knows it could be very hard for them to 

follow Jesus. Sometimes in Laos, when someone chooses to believe in Jesus, their family makes 

them move away from home. They won’t let them live with them anymore. She doesn’t know 

what might happen to her family. 

“Dear God, please help the Hmong people, living in the United States, Laos, and everywhere else 

they are living right now. Please help them every time they have to move to remember that You 

always know where they are and what they need. Take care of them. Please help them trust You 

to bring lots of good things out of all their moves. And, please help the Hmong who don’t believe 

in You yet to understand and accept You as Savior. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/02/hmong-passport-purse.jpg
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When Jesus Came to Laos-Part One 

Our teacher gave us a story to read this morning about a boy in Laos. She said it's not a story 

that actually happened, like you see on the news. But, she said it would help us find out what life 

is like for Christian kids in Laos because it was written based on things that have happened. I 

really liked Part One--it's about a boy named Thao, a buried treasure (that wasn't such a 

treasure), a hidden Bible, and strangers finding his village. I put Part One of the story here for 

you. She said she'll let us read Part Two next week. 

When Jesus Came to Laos-Part One 

Thao stared at the empty pocket of dirt at his feet.  Yesterday morning, he was sure he had 

spotted copper or gold or something valuable.  What he found was an old metal shell, leftover 

from an old war.  All through the years, it had not exploded.  Until yesterday, when Thao had 

dug it up.  Now instead of copper or gold, all he had to show for his work was an ugly, 

scabbing, swollen cheek. 

A bush rustled nearby. 

He sighed when he saw who it was. 

“Find any gold, Thao?  How about any treasure?” 

Kham smiled and nudged his brother beside him. 

“No,” Souph answered, “he just found a big hole.” 

“What’s that on your face?” Kham asked.  “We told you not to be poking around on our road.” 

Thao turned from the boys and ran into the jungle.  It wasn’t their road, any more than the 

jungle was his jungle.  But Kham and Souph could tease for hours when they were bored.  

Anything he could find to do at home would be better than listening to them. 

He threw the door open to the small bamboo hut and burst inside.  His mother jumped to her 

feet and slid something under a blanket. 

“Thao!” 

“I’m sorry, Mother.  I didn’t mean to scare you.  What were you doing?” 

His mother pulled the Bible out from under the blanket.  When she looked back at Thao, her 

eyes were filled with tears. 



39 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/ 

 

 

“The pastor came this morning, and he brought his Bible for me.  I sat down to read it for as 

long as I could.” 

His mother reached out her hand and lightly touched the gash on Thao’s cheek.  “You need 

medicine.  I fear your cheek is getting infected.” 

Thao fought the urge to wince.  “Don’t worry; I’ll be all right.” 

A commotion outside the hut grabbed their attention.  Someone pounded on the door.  

“Strangers are coming up the mountain!” 

*** 

I wonder why Thao's mom would hide the Bible. And who could be coming up the mountain? 

What do you think? 
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When Jesus Came to Laos-Part Two 

This week, we got to read the next part of Thao's story. 

When Jesus Came to Laos-Part Two 

Who could it be?  No one ever traveled this high in the mountains, except last year, when the 

pastor came.  He came with the Bible and told them about Jesus and how He loved them.  The 

pastor had stayed with them ever since, teaching them from the Bible. 

A terrible thought chilled Thao and sent a tremble down his back and through his feet.  What if 

they were men from the government?  What if they had found out many of his neighbors 

believed in Jesus?   

What if they arrested his mother?  The Bible she had hidden was the only one the village had.  

They all shared it.  But it was illegal to have a Bible. 

Suddenly, he had an idea.  He grabbed the Bible and the plastic bag the villagers kept it in to 

keep it dry and clean.  Then he ran out the door.   

“Thao, come back!” his mother called. 

But he ignored her.  If it was the government, they would not find his mother with the Bible.  

He would hide deep in the jungle until it was safe. 

He ran through the high grass and bushes, deeper and deeper.  The branches grabbed at his 

legs and beat his face.  But he knew he had to keep going.   

Something wet landed on his arm. 

He looked down.  Blood.  He reached up and touched his cheek.  The branches had opened the 

gash on his face.  It was bleeding, more than a little. 

Thao slowed his steps as he pushed on into the jungle.  When he knew his legs would buckle if 

he tried to run another step, he stopped and looked around.  He could not see much through the 

heavy curtain of trees and brush that surrounded him.  Thick tree trunks shot up to the sky 

where the tops grew together in such a jumble that Thao couldn’t tell one tree from another.  

The blistering sun shot darts of heat all around him. 

He sank down into the grass at the base of a tree where the canopy of leaves would shade him.  

He felt like he had swallowed his banana that morning without chewing it.  It was lying in his 

stomach in one lump.  Maybe he should just rest for a minute. 
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The next thing Thao knew, his arm was wet, soaking wet.  This time, it was not from blood but 

from rain! 

*** 
 
I can't imagine how I would feel if it was illegal to have a Bible! What would I do? Would I still 
read God's Word? Would you? 
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When Jesus Came to Laos-Part Three 

We read Part Three of Thao's story today. Now he has to escape from a leopard! 

When Jesus Came to Laos-Part Three 

All around him, rain hammered the ground.  Not one little corner of the ground was dry.  And 

not one corner of himself, either. 

And he noticed something else.  It was dark.  Very dark.  He could only see tiny spots of light 

through the leaves overhead. 

Thao shivered, then touched his face.  His cheek was hot but he was cold.  His mother had been 

right.  He needed medicine. 

But what could he do now?  He had no way of knowing who the strangers were or what they 

wanted.  Should he leave the Bible in the jungle and go home?  Would his mother still be there, 

or had she been taken away?  He looked at the Bible.  The pastor told them Jesus always knew 

where they were and what they needed.  But did He really know how far Thao had run?  

Would He help him find his way home? 

The bushes beside him rustled.  He jumped to his feet.  Why hadn’t he brought something to 

defend himself? 

He stood perfectly still.  A small, brown deer stepped out and smelled the air around him.  

When he smelled Thao, he bolted into the jungle. 

Seconds later, a huge cat ran headfirst out of a tree not far from Thao.  It disappeared into the 

brush, chasing the deer. 

Now he knew he was in trouble.  He’d recognized those black splotches and brown coat 

immediately.  That was not just any cat.  That was a leopard.  And if he didn’t catch the deer, 

he might come back for Thao. 

He ordered himself not to panic and tried to think of a way out.  The trees above offered no 

protection—the leopard could climb better than he could.  And out-running him was 

impossible. 

The trees rustled.  Something large was crashing through the brush.  The leopard was coming 

right toward him!  The deer must have escaped.  Thao prayed he would, too. 
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He darted into the jungle.  How would he ever get out of here?  He glanced around but couldn’t 

see any escape. 

*** 

What do you think? Does Jesus know where Thao is? How will Thao escape? 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/04/clouded_leopard.jpg
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When Jesus Came to Laos-Final Chapter 

This morning, in Sunday School, we got to read the end of Thao's story. It made me think about 

when Jesus appeared to His friends after He rose from the dead. Even though they were scared 

and sad, He went looking for them. He found them and helped them understand and believe. 

When Jesus Came to Laos-Part Four 

The leopard was closing in.  Any second now— 

Thao threw himself to the ground as a huge explosion behind him threw dirt and branches and 

leaves into the air.  He covered his head with his hands and waited for the dirt to stop raining 

down. 

When the air around him quieted, he opened his eyes and looked around.  He saw the leopard 

lying on the ground, still. 

He inched closer to it.  The leopard had found another unexploded weapon, this time, a land 

mine. 

If Thao had stepped on it instead of the leopard— 

He sank to the ground.  The leopard was dead, but he still needed to find his way home. 

A bush rustled.  Now what could it be? 

He forced himself to stand.  But instead of an animal, a light-haired stranger stepped from the 

bushes.  And Thao’s mother was with him! 

His mother ran to him and wrapped him in her arms.  She stepped back, and her eyes filled 

with tears when she saw the blood on his face. 

The stranger scooped Thao up into his arms and followed Thao’s mother back to the hut. 

He laid Thao down on a mat.  Thao’s mother leaned close to him and poured warm tea into his 

mouth.  He coughed once.  There was something different in the tea, but he did not know what.  

He felt warm and sleepy. 

When he opened his eyes again, his small hut was full of people squeezed tightly together.  The 

stranger was telling a story from the Bible.  Jesus had healed a man who had been blind since 

he was born.  But because Jesus healed him on a Sabbath, the rulers were angry.  They called 

the man in and asked him the same questions again and again.  They did not believe Jesus was 
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God.  But the man believed.  And because he told them so, they ridiculed him and threw him 

out. 

When the stranger stopped his story to answer a question from a little girl, Thao pushed 

himself up on one arm and wondered what Jesus did next.  Did He storm into the meeting and 

tell the rulers how wrong they were? 

The stranger continued.  “Jesus went looking for the man.  He knew the rulers had thrown him 

out, and He found him.  He told him more about Who He was and told him about God.” 

He opened a box and pulled out a Bible.  Then he pulled out another—and another!  Soon, 

every family in the room had their own Bible! 

Thao’s mother knelt by his mat.  She clutched her new Bible in one hand and felt Thao’s 

forehead with the other.  “Your fever is going down.  The stranger and his friends brought 

medicine and Bibles.  They said Christians in a country far away knew we needed them and 

sent them here.  And they promised to come back as soon as they have more.” 

Thao leaned back down onto his mat.  The man in the story may have lost his friends, but Jesus 

had gone looking for him.  And He did not stop until He had found him.  Thao knew a little bit 

of how the man must have felt.  And he knew that Jesus had known where he was in the jungle 

all along. 

*** 

Sunday School this morning also made me think a lot about Jesus' story in the Bible. It started 

out so perfect, then it became so terrible, but then, Jesus made it wonderful again! We talked 

about how, when God created the world and people, He lived with them. They talked and walked 

and did all sorts of things together. He gave people one rule to follow. Just one. But they broke 

it. And when they did, they broke the relationship they had with God. And they broke everything 

about the world. Things stopped working right. Plants stopped growing right. All of a sudden, 

they couldn’t live with God anymore. What would it feel like to be separated from the one person 

you love more than anyone else? 

It hurt, a lot. And it hurt God. God knew they couldn’t fix it. It was too big of a mess. So, later in 

history, He made a way to fix it. He came back and lived with people again. He came as Jesus. 

But, Jesus kept the rules. He never broke God’s rules all of His life. And then, in the most 

amazing moment in history, He died and took the punishment all people deserved for all the 

rules they had broken. And, He took the punishment for all the people who would live later in 

history, even you and me today. That's what we remember on Good Friday. 

But, that wasn't the end of the story! If Jesus' story ended there, it would be the saddest 

story in history. But, God made it the most wonderful. Jesus didn’t stay dead! Death and the 

broken rules were no match for Him! He came back to life and lived again with the people He 
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loved more than anything! Jesus promised He would stay with us and live with us in a special 

way until the day when He brings us all together to live the way we were always supposed to. 

But, if we want to be part of that special day, we have to ask Jesus to make us part of it. We have 

to tell Him that we are sorry for breaking His rules and ask Him to forgive us because Jesus 

already took our punishment. We have to ask Him to live with us and help us live like He wants 

us to. You can talk to God anytime and anywhere. You might want to say something like: Dear 

God, I know I have done things I shouldn’t have. I’ve made a mess of things. But, I believe that 

you love me and want to live with me. I believe Jesus already took the punishment I deserve. 

Please forgive me and live with me. Help me learn more about You. Thank You. I love you, too. 

In Jesus’ Name. Amen. 

Now, go talk to someone you know who loves Jesus. Tell them that you have asked God to 

forgive you and live with you. Read a Bible. Keep praying. Tell God you need lots of help 

learning more about Him. And He will help you! He promised! 

Questions: Have you ever been made fun of for believing in Jesus? How does it make you feel? 

How do you think it makes Jesus feel? 
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Not Enough Bibles 

Thao and the Christians in his village were so happy to finally have a Bible of their very own! 

Even though having a Bible is illegal in Laos, there aren't enough Bibles for the Christians who 

want one. There are approximately 198,000 Christians in Laos. Some of the people don't even 

have a Bible translated into a language they can read and really understand yet. 

But, think about this: There are over 6 million people living in Laos right now. How many of 

them don't understand that Jesus loves them and paid for their mistakes so that they can know 

God and live forever with Him? 

There are many things we can pray and ask God to do to help the people of Laos. Will you please 

pray that: 

1) Each and every person in Laos will hear about Jesus and His love, and ask Him to be their 

Savior 

2) That every language in Laos will have God's Word translated into a language they can read 

and understand 

3) That God will bring Bibles to every Christian in Laos, and that He will keep them safe as they 

read it and learn more about Him 
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Laos—Driven from Home-Pt. 1 

Are you ready to go exploring again with me? This time, we’re off to Laos. Our teacher gave us 

the first part of a story about some people who live in Laos, but were driven from their homes 

because they loved Jesus. The story is based on what happened to some actual people in Laos a 

few years ago. I hope you like it. I can’t wait to read part two next week! 

Driven from Home-Pt. 1 

Kham closed his eyes as the pastor prayed. 

“God, thank You for this rice and not forgetting our exile. Be with us and bring us joy in the 

things that bring You joy. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

Kham looked at the smiling faces, ready to enjoy the first good meal they had eaten in over a 

week. But he didn’t feel joy. He was worried about his sister, Bua. She had not been feeling 

well, and she needed good food, more than just once. And she needed clean water. 

As soon as the meal was over, he grabbed his friend Vieng’s arm. 

“Vieng, we have to do something. Bua is getting worse.” 

“We can go to my uncle’s barn. We’ll get some tools and dig a well. The clean water should help 

some.” 

“If we get caught—” 

“My uncle and his family wouldn’t turn us in. They left the rice for us to find.” 

“We’ve been starving for weeks! And we don’t know for sure who left the rice!” 

“My family doesn’t hate us for believing in Jesus. They’re just afraid of the other villagers.” 

Kham sighed. “I’m glad some people in our families believe in Jesus.” 

“We’ll leave for the barn first thing in the morning.” 

Morning could not come soon enough. 

As soon as the sun began to shine above the trees, they set out on the four-mile hike to the small 

village nestled deep in the jungle of Laos. Overhead, a parakeet called to her children. The last 

time Kham had walked this path, the shouts of the angry mob had drowned all songs. One 

morning, the villagers had forced everyone out of church and forbid them to ever return to 
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their homes or the village. Sometimes, Kham didn’t mind living in the shelter his family had 

built. It kept out the animals and most of the rain. But every day that passed, they had less to 

eat. 

Then yesterday, someone had left them rice. He thought his sister would finally have 

something good to eat. But when Kham had peered into the cooking pot, the dirty water he 

saw made his stomach sick. And it was not only dirty, but crowded. Crowded with bits of 

plants and crawling with bugs. How could anything cooked in that make Bua feel better? 

“Vieng, wait!” 

Kham stopped his friend just before he stepped out of the bushes. A heap of boards and pieces 

of a grass roof lay right in front of them, right where Vieng’s home used to stand. 

*** 

How would you feel if you had to use dirty water like Kham's family? 

"Dear God, please help all the Christians in Laos. Help those who are sick and don't have enough 

food or water. And, please help the people who don't know You yet, to understand how much 

You love them and want to be with them. Thank You. In Jesus' Name. Amen." 
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Laos—Driven from Home-Pt. 2 

Are you ready to find out what Vieng discovered? I am! 

Driven from Home-Pt. 2 

Vieng stepped closer. “I have to see if my uncle and cousins are all right!” 

“Not now. The villagers might spot us.” 

“But I have to help them!” 

“Your family is probably working in the fields. I’ve heard that villagers in other places have 

torn down a house as a warning. They probably did it after your family left. But if they see us 

here now, they might think your family is still helping us. Maybe we can get the tools from my 

family’s home instead.” 

“Your uncle and cousins hate us—even your brother Boun.” 

“My brother wouldn’t tell anyone if he believed in Jesus because he was scared. But he doesn’t 

hate me.” 

Vieng followed Kham deeper into the jungle. 

“There, you see—everything is quiet at my old house,” Kham said. 

The moment he stepped from the bushes, he realized how wrong he was. His uncle and four 

cousins stood in the shadow of the house. And Boun stood with them. 

“I knew you’d come here after you saw what happened to Vieng’s home,” his uncle said. 

“Bua is sick. We have to get tools to dig a well.” 

The frown on his uncle’s face deepened. 

Kham turned to his brother. “Please, Boun, we need your help.” 

Boun looked away. 

His uncle shouted, “We told you to leave! If the elders think we have helped you, we will suffer 

the same as Vieng’s family!” 

Another man’s voice called out from behind the house. 
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“We’ve heard your refusal to help these Christians.” 

Kham swallowed hard. The village chief. 

The chief walked to the front of the house. “We were willing to let you live in peace outside the 

village, but you have broken our rules and returned.” 

Kham thought of his sister lying sick in the shelter. A wave of boldness surged up in him. “Live 

in peace while we starve to death and drink bad water?” 

“You chose that life when you chose to follow the one you call Jesus. He is not the spirit our 

grandfathers worshipped.” 

Behind the chief, a great murmur began to grow. The chief held up his hand. A mob of villagers 

stepped out of hiding. 

Kham prayed for help. 

*** 

How would you feel if you and your friend were suddenly facing a whole village full of people, 

who are all mad at you for believing in Jesus? 

“Dear God, please help Christians whose families are angry with them because they love You. 

Help their families not to be angry, but to learn why their loved ones have chosen to follow You. 

Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 
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Laos—Driven from Home-Pt. 3 

I couldn't wait to get to Sunday School this morning and find out what happened! 

Driven from Home-Part Three 

The chief continued, “The spirits must be made to understand your decision to follow Jesus is 

not our fault. Otherwise, they could punish us for your betrayal.” 

Deep in the jungle, the sound of thunder shook the ground. Kham dove to one side and 

glimpsed Vieng dive to the other. 

Three elephants charged into the clearing. Kham scrambled to his feet and watched them race 

straight toward the mob. They ran with their trunks tucked close to their heads, waiting to 

plow both head and tusks into whoever was careless enough to get in their way. 

The villagers scattered into the bushes. 

Kham pulled Vieng to his feet and ran for the shelters. 

Gradually, the village sounds faded. Kham glanced behind him to see if anyone had chased 

them. He thought he had heard someone. 

The next thing he knew, he was lying with his face in the dirt. 

Vieng dropped to his side. 

“Are you all right?” 

“I think I broke my ankle. And maybe my arm.” 

“Stay here. I’ll get your father.” 

Kham nodded. Vieng disappeared into the jungle. Suddenly, he felt very alone. He was 

stranded between what used to be his home and a small, make-shift camp far from food, clean 

water, and almost everyone he had ever known. His sister was sick, he was hurt, and he didn’t 

expect things to get better any time soon. 

“God,” he prayed, “why did You leave us alone out here in the jungle?” 

He leaned his head back and closed his eyes. Whispers from pages of the Bible his pastor had 

read started to float through his mind. “Do not let your hearts be troubled. I will never leave 

you or forsake you.” 
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Suddenly, he heard it again—that sound. Kham’s eyes flew open. 

“Who’s there?” 

Boun stepped from the bushes. 

*** 

Have you ever felt alone like Kham did today? Do you think you were really alone? 

“Dear God, please help me remember that no matter how lonely I feel sometimes, that You are 

always with me. You love me and never ever leave me. You know what I am feeling and what is 

happening, all the time. Please help the kids like Kham who face persecution because they love 

You. Help them know that You are with them. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 
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Laos—Driven from Home-Pt. 4 

We finally got to hear the end of Kham's story today! 

Driven from Home-Part Four 

“You’re hurt.” 

“What are you doing here?” 

“Why do you live this way, starving in the jungle and drinking dirty water? Does it really 

matter what spirit we worship?” 

Kham reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, wooden elephant. “Do you remember 

when you carved this? You said it was more than a piece of wood. It was a gift of joy.” 

“Because it was a piece of myself I gave you forever.” 

“Jesus gave me a gift of joy, too. God is with me, and He didn’t give me just a piece of Himself, 

but all of Himself. He and His joy will never leave me. I hate starving. I hate seeing Bua so 

sick. But I realized something just now. I’d rather be hungry and sick with Jesus than full and 

healthy without Him.” 

Boun turned and looked toward the village. “Aren’t you scared of the villagers?” 

“Sometimes.” 

His brother turned to face him. “Do you have room in your camp for one more?” 

“Always!” 

Boun picked up his brother and carried him down the trail. Just as they reached the camp, 

they saw their father, the pastor, and Vieng. 

“What are you doing with Kham?” their father asked. 

“I thought I would bring him home.” 

The pastor studied Boun’s face. “Will you be staying with us?” 

Boun nodded. 
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Their father beamed. The pastor looked to the sky and prayed, “God, we thank You for 

bringing Boun home. Help us celebrate the joy You feel now that one more of Your children has 

come home.” 

Home. Kham looked around. They would not live in exile forever. Whether or not they were 

allowed to live in the village again, he knew one day they would live in a new home with Jesus, 

just as He had promised. And now, his brother would be with them. 

*** 

"Dear God, please help the people who love You, all over the world, to remember that You are 

with us, always and forever. Thank You that You will always take care of us, even when we can't 

understand why things have to be hard sometimes. Please help those who are sick and hungry. 

And, help the people who don't have Your joy in their lives yet. Thank You. In Jesus' Name. 

Amen." 
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What is a Mosaic? 

This morning, our Sunday School teacher told us what a mosaic is. The word “mosaic” can mean 

several different things. Usually, it refers to one whole something that is made up of smaller 

pieces. It can be a big picture made up of tiny tiles. Or, it can be one big country made up of 

smaller pieces—states, counties, families, individuals. All come together to make up one country. 

She said Laos, where Kham and Vieng’s story happened, is like a mosaic. Lots of different 

groups of people living in many different places. Some live in the mountains. Some live in the 

valleys. Some of them believe in Jesus. Most of them do not. Then, she gave us a puzzle to put 

together, a mosaic map of Laos. I prayed for the people of Laos each time I found the spot one of 

the pieces went. 

“Dear God, please help all the people of Laos, whether they live in the mountains, the valleys, or 

the cities, to hear how very much You love them. Help them believe in You, and please give them 

the courage to trust You and do what You say, no matter what. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. 

Amen. 

If you’d like to try to put together a mosaic puzzle of Laos, you can try the 15-piece or the 42-

piece one. Just print whichever one you want to put together. It will be easier to put the puzzle 

together if you use cardstock paper. Cut it out on the dark lines. Then, have fun! And, don’t 

forget to say a prayer for the people of Laos. 
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15-Piece Puzzle 
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42-Piece Puzzle 
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Nepal—A Trip to the Roof of the World 

Our Sunday School teacher told us this morning that she is going to take us on a trip to the "roof 
of the world," to a place called Nepal. Nepal has been called "the roof of the world" because of 
how many really tall mountains it has--like Mount Everest! Those high mountains make exciting 
adventures for mountain climbers, but they are also very dangerous.  

And, they make it very hard for missionaries to reach the people who live up high in the 
mountains. She said she wants us to meet some of the people who live in the mountains of 
Nepal. But, since our parents probably won't let us go the whole way to Nepal, she is going to 
bring Nepal to us. The first thing she is going to do is tell us a fictional story called The Dokho 
Basket she wrote about a girl named Manisha who lives in one of the high mountains. Here's the 
first part: 

Dokho Basket-Pt. 1 

Manisha grabbed the cone-shaped basket and ran out the door, away from her mother and her 
harsh words. “The basket is wrong!” her mother yelled after her.  

Manisha bit her lip as she dragged the basket down the twisting path, trying to ignore the cold 
rain stinging her face. But her mother’s words echoing in her mind stung even fiercer.  

“You are supposed to criss-cross the bamboo strips as you weave them, so they all make the 
same size squares," her mother had said. "Yours are all uneven. And why did you ever make 
the basket so big—it’s almost as big as you are!” 

She pulled the blanket around her shoulders tighter as she wondered where she could go. For 
weeks, she had worked secretly to make the gift. But her mother didn’t want it. She never 
wanted anything Manisha gave her.  

Ahead, she saw a bridge stretching far away. When she reached the edge of it, she stopped. She 
didn’t know what lay on the other side. She’d heard stories of Himalayan black bears lurking 
in the mountains beyond. 

But, she didn’t care. Taking a deep breath, she stepped out onto the bridge. It swayed a little in 
the wind as it hung suspended over the river in the gorge below. She took a few more steps. 
The water churned and roared beneath her. 

Her feet felt frozen to the bridge. What if she fell?  

Then a worse thought came to mind. Would her mother even notice she was missing? 

She had to look at something other than the river. On the other side of the bridge, she spotted a 
beautiful patch of grass filled with white flowers. 
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She slid her right foot ahead of her left. Then, she drug her left foot up a few inches past her 
right. Right foot forward. Left foot forward. Right foot—she blinked hard. It wasn’t raining 
anymore. The icy raindrops had turned to snow. She must reach the other side. 

When she reached the patch of grass, snow had buried the flowers in a blanket of white. She 
shivered. Her blanket was wet and cold. She laid the basket on the ground with the open end 
away from the wind. She pulled the blanket from her shoulders and draped it over the dokho 
basket. Then she crawled inside her basket-cave. She just fit if she sat with her knees up to her 
chest. 

She watched the snow swirl around her. Then, through the storm, she saw something coming 
toward her. Was it a bear? 

The creature lifted a paw to its face. Then it started running toward her! 

She screamed! 

*** 

"Dear God, please help all the people in Nepal like Manisha, who feel like no one cares about 

them. Let them know how much You love them. In Jesus' Name. Amen." 
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Nepal—The Dokho Basket, Pt. 2 

Our teacher finished Manisha's story this morning. And, we found out that Manisha discovered 

the best gift she could ever give her mother. Here's the rest of The Dokho Basket. I hope you like 

it as much as I did. 

The Dokho Basket, Pt. 2 

“Don’t be afraid,” the creature said. 

It dropped to the ground beside her. It wasn’t a bear. It was a man with a wool hat on his head 

and a big pack strapped to his back. 

“I thought I saw something in the snow. What are you doing out here?” 

Manisha stared at the man. 

“My name is Tek. I came here to tell you about Jesus. Do you know he paid for your mistakes?” 

Her eyes grew wide. Her people believed that the whole time you lived, you owed a debt. 

Everything you did wrong was added to the debt. The good things you did made the debt 

smaller, but you could never know if you’d done enough to pay for everything. 

“Who is Jesus?” 

“A long time ago, in a village far from our villages here in Nepal, a special baby was born. He 

was God’s son. He never did one thing wrong. He didn’t have a debt he had to pay. He saw 

people trying to pay God by doing their best and bringing God gifts. But they couldn’t get it 

right.” 

Manisha looked at her basket. “Just like my dokho basket. I made it for my mother, but she 

didn’t want it. She said I didn’t do it right.” 

Tek stood, reached out his hand, and pulled Manisha from the basket. The snow had stopped, 

and the sun was beginning to shine. 

“I don’t know your mother, Manisha, but I do know Jesus. God only wanted one gift from the 

people—their hearts. But, their hearts were covered with the debt they owed. God needed a 

way to make their hearts clean. So, Jesus chose to pay the debt every one of us owes God. He 

took everything wrong we ever did—or ever will do—and he paid for it by letting people kill 

him. They cut and bruised him and made him bleed. They put nails in his hands and feet and 

killed him.” 
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“But why? My debt wasn’t his fault!” 

“Because he loves us. And he knew God’s plan. Three days after Jesus died, he came back to 

life. He had paid for everyone’s debt. All people had to do now was believe him and ask him to 

make his payment pay for their debt, too. Then, their hearts could be clean. And they could 

give them to God.” 

She looked at her basket. “Would God even want my heart as a gift?” 

Tek nodded. 

She’d tried to give gifts before. No one had ever wanted them. How could anyone love her 

enough to suffer all those things—and even bleed—just for her? 

Something red in the snow caught her eyes. She gasped. Tek didn’t have winter boots on his 

feet, just sandals. And his feet were cut and bleeding from his cold journey. 

“Why did you hike all the way up here without boots?” 

“I don’t have any, and God told me there were people up here who didn’t know about Jesus.” 

Manisha stared at the drops of blood on the snow. Maybe, if a stranger could love her enough 

to climb a mountain with bleeding feet, then Jesus really loved her, too. 

“I would like to ask Jesus for his special gift that will make my heart clean. I want to give my 

heart to God as a gift.” 

Tek smiled. “The way you give your heart to God is by praying. Tell him that you love him and 

want to give him your heart as a gift.” 

Manisha looked up at the bright sunshine overhead. “God, I know I make a lot of mistakes. 

And, I can never pay for all of them by myself. I believe Jesus paid for my debt and is alive. 

Please make my heart clean. I am giving it to you as a gift.” 

She turned, picked up her basket, and stepped onto the bridge. 

“Will you come with me and tell my mother about Jesus? She didn’t want my gift, but maybe 

she will want God’s gift, the best gift ever." 
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*** 

"Dear God, thank you for giving us the best gift ever--the gift of Jesus. Please help us to give our 

moms the best gift we can give by telling them how much Jesus loves them--and how much we 

love them, too. Help all the moms who have already accepted Your gift to remember how much 

You love them. And, please help the moms who haven't received Your gift to pray and ask You to 

make their hearts clean, too. Then, help us tell everyone else about Your gift for moms and dads 

and kids everywhere. Thank You. In Jesus' Name I pray. Amen." 
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Cooking-Nepalese Style 

Since everyone enjoyed learning about Manisha in Nepal these last two weeks, my Sunday 

School teacher treated us to a dessert from Nepal today. She said it was made from curd and 

dried fruit. It tasted really good! She said Nepal produces lots of foods that we eat every day, like 

rice and corn and sugar. They also produce something called pulses. Pulses are seeds of certain 

plants, like lentils. 

Then, she told us about what Jesus said in John 6. Jesus was telling the people how He is the 

Bread of Life. He explained to the people how He is even more important to life than the bread 

you eat. 

How can that be? How can Jesus be more important than the food that keeps us alive? I thought 

about that a lot today. We need bread—or food—to keep our bodies alive. If we don’t eat, we’ll 

die. 

I think I found the answer a couple of chapters later in John. In John 11, Jesus is talking to 

Martha after her brother Lazarus died. Jesus says He is the Resurrection and the Life, that 

everyone who believes in Him will live, even though he dies. And everyone who lives and 

believes in Him will never die. 

That seemed kind of confusing at first, and I asked God to help me understand. And, He did! He 

reminded me that there are two kinds of life, the life we live in the body and the life that our 

spirits, our hearts, live. Our bodies will die someday, but our hearts live forever. They will either 

live with God or without Him. Jesus was saying that He is the food that our hearts need to live. 

And, that the hearts of everyone who believes in Him will live with Him forever, long after our 

bodies die. 

I’m going to see if I can find any recipes that use some of the foods from Nepal, like rice, corn, 

sugar, or lentils. Maybe we can have some for supper tonight and talk about the real life that 

Jesus gives us. Let me know what recipes you try and how they taste! 

“Dear God, please help the people of Nepal to discover that Jesus is even more important than 

the food they eat. Help them understand that there is only one way to live forever with God, and 

that is by believing in Jesus. Please help us all to live forever with You. Thank You. In Jesus’ 

Name. Amen.” 
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Nepal—So Many People 

Our Sunday School teacher taught us more about Nepal today and the people who live there. 

And, she taught us about something called a “people group.” She said a people group is a group 

of people who share things like the same language or history or geographic area they live in. She 

said there are over 300 different people groups who live in Nepal. And, she said most of them 

only have a few, if any, Christians. 

That is so sad! She told us about the Kharia people, who live in a tiny area of Nepal. She also 

showed us a picture of an Ansari woman. She was very pretty, with dark hair and a pretty silk 

dress. She had big bracelets on her wrist. And, so many of the Kharia and Ansari people don’t 

know Jesus. They don’t know how much He loves them, or that He died so they can live. 

Then, she gave us a challenge. She said the capital city of Nepal is called Kathmandu, and she 

showed us where to find it on a map. She wants us to try to find a people group to go with each 

letter of the word “Kathmandu.” So, I wrote it down like this: 

K- 

A- 

T- 

H- 

M- 

A- 

N- 

D- 

U-(She said we might have trouble finding a group for U.) 
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I could use Kharia for K and Ansari for A, but I think I’m going to try to find people groups I 

haven’t learned anything about, yet. Our teacher said www.joshuaproject.net is a great place to 

start reading about the many different people and learning how we can pray for them. 

I’m going to see what I can learn. Would you try it, too, and let me know what you find out? 

“Dear God, please help all the people groups of Nepal to hear about Jesus and understand that 

He is the only way to know You and live with You. Help me remember to pray for all the people 

of Nepal. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://www.joshuaproject.net/
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/05/dreamstime_xs_11947369.jpg
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/05/dreamstime_xs_11947369.jpg
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Nepal—Mt. Everest, Life, and Other Tough Climbs 

Today in Sunday School, we learned about another group of people who live in Nepal called the 

Sherpa. The Sherpa people are known for being kind, friendly, and welcoming of strangers. They 

are also known for helping people climb Mt. Everest. They cook for many of the mountain 

climbers, help guide them up the dangerous mountain, and carry much of the mountain 

climbers’ supplies. 

Let’s imagine we are taking a trip up to the top of Mt. Everest. What sorts of dangers do we run 

into? Make a list of what you can think of. 

Here’s what I wrote down: 1) it can get awfully dark up on the mountain at night 2) we can slip 

and fall 3) we can get very tired 4) we need someplace safe to make camp 5) we can get into 

dangerous places where we have to help each other 6) we have to trust each other because 

sometimes things don’t make sense and it feels like we are going the wrong way. 

And you know what I realized? God helps us in all those ways. It’s true! Take a look at these 

verses and you’ll see what I mean. If you don’t have a Bible handy, check out 

www.biblegateway.com. God helps us … 

1) When things look dark and hopeless 

Psalm 119:105 

2) When we feel like we’re slipping and falling 

Psalm 94:18 

3) When we’re tired and discouraged 

Psalm 73:26 

4) When we need someplace safe to rest 

Psalm 31:3, 20 

5) When we admit we need God’s help 

Psalm 25:9 

6) When life doesn’t make sense or seems unfair and we have questions for God 

Psalm 73 

http://www.biblegateway.com/
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I think if God helps us in all those ways, He wants us to help others in the same way. We can all 

be like the Sherpa guides and help people overcome whatever challenges they face. And, we start 

by asking God for His help and accepting His help. Then, we can ask Him how to help other 

people who need help. I’m going to go back through that list I made and write down ways I can 

help other people the way God has helped me. Give it a try and let me know what ideas you come 

up with! 

“Dear God, please help the Sherpa people of Nepal. Just like they help so many people, please 

help them understand how much You want to help them and guide them. Help them understand 

that Jesus died to save them, so they can overcome every obstacle that comes their way, even 

death, just like Jesus did when He came back to life. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/06/dreamstime_xs_11557611.jpg
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/06/dreamstime_xs_11557611.jpg
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An Unidentified Woman in Nigeria 

Do you remember when I told you about Noelle? She’s my friend who wants to be a reporter 

when she is older. She told me another true story this morning at Sunday School. She’s been 

studying the country of Nigeria. Nigeria has been in the news a lot lately because people have 

been attacking Christians and Christian churches a lot—sometimes, every week! Once in a while, 

there is good news that we hear, like not long ago when someone tried to attack a church, but it 

didn’t work. Noelle has been researching the history of the violence in Nigeria, and she found 

one story that made her very sad. Here is what she told me. 

It happened in June, 2006. A woman in Nigeria met with a group of kids and told them how 

Jesus had lived with men long ago, and how he had died to pay for all the things every one of us 

has done wrong, including them. And, she explained how Jesus came back to life, proving he 

alone is God. She gave the kids some things to read more about Jesus, then she left. 

But, as soon as she was gone, some men who had seen her talking to the kids came and asked 

the kids what she had said. When they heard that she had told them about Jesus, they decided 

she had to be killed. They don’t want anyone to talk about Jesus as God. 

The leaders got hundreds of people to search for the woman. When they found her, they 

attacked her. But, police rescued her and took her to the police station. The mob threatened to 

attack the police station, so the police tried to smuggle her out a back door. But, they couldn’t 

get away. There were too many people in the mob. Three police officers had been hurt. And, the 

police left the woman behind. The mob killed her. 

All this woman had wanted to do was help kids understand how much Jesus loves them. And the 

crowd killed her, before the police even had a chance to get her name or find out where she was 

from. 

Noelle said it made her cry, to think that the woman died when no one even knew her name. 

But, we talked about that. And, you know what we discovered? Someone did know her name. 

Jesus. He says in the Bible that he knows us so well that he knows how many hairs we have on 

our heads. Nothing happens that he doesn’t know about. And, even though sometimes terrible 

things happen (like when the crowd demanded that Jesus be killed a long time ago), God makes 

something good come out of every situation. We just don’t always see what it is right away. 
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“Dear God, please help all the people of Nigeria to hear about Jesus’ love. Please be with all of 

your people, and bless them. Make them strong, and give them the love they need to forgive the 

ones who hurt them, just like Jesus did on the cross. And, please take care of this woman’s 

family, and all the families hurt by the violence in Nigeria. Thank you that you know everything 

about each of us, and that no one is invisible to you. Thank you. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

Parents, for more on the news story mentioned, visit my Parents and Educators page at 

http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/parents-and-educators/.  

http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/parents-and-educators/
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Nigeria—Silhouette Prayer Card 

This morning in Sunday School, our teacher showed us how we can make something to help us 

remember to pray for Christians we don’t know who suffer because they love Jesus.  She showed 

us how to make a Silhouette Prayer Card.  Here’s what we did: 

First, she gave us each a small piece of heavy paper that had the flag of Nigeria on it.  Then, she 

had us draw an outline of our faces on black construction paper.  She told us to draw it small 

enough to fit on the small picture of the flag she had given us.  

Next, we cut out the pictures we had drawn and glued them onto the flag.  She said that once the 

glue dried, we could use the cards as a bookmark in our Bibles.  Or, we could put the card up on 

the wall or the refrigerator.  Every time we see the card, it will help us remember to pray for the 

people whose names we don’t know that need God’s help. 

“Dear God, please help everyone who believes in You to be safe.  Make them strong and help 

them tell everyone they can how much Jesus loves each of us.  And, please don’t let me forget to 

pray for them.  Thank You.  In Jesus’ Name.  Amen.” 

Supplies: 

White cardstock paper 

Scissors 

Black construction paper 

White pencil 

Glue/tape 

Step One: 

Choose a country you would like to use the flag from to represent Christians you want to 

remember to pray for.  You can find the flags of the nations at 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/docs/flagsoftheworld.html. 

Step Two: 

Copy and paste the flag you chose into a separate document.  Size it as desired, and print it on a 

piece of white cardstock paper.  Cut the flag out of the full sheet. 

https://www.cia.gov/library/publications/the-world-factbook/docs/flagsoftheworld.html
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Step Three:  

Have each child draw a picture of the outline of his/her face on a piece of black construction 

paper.  Or, you could have the child cut out just his/her face from a printed photograph.  Then, 

using the white pencil, trace just the outline of his/her face on a piece of black construction 

paper. 

Step Four: 

Have the child cut out the outline of his/her face.   

Step Five: 

Glue the silhouette picture onto the card with the cardstock image of the flag. 

Step Six: 

Pray and ask God to help you remember to pray for everyone to learn more about Him and His 

love and to help you remember to pray for all the people who are suffering because they love 

Him. 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/08/ni-lgflag.gif
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/08/ni-lgflag.gif
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A New Year in North Korea 

North Korea has been in the news a lot. Their leader, Kim Jong Il died, and the country will have 

a lot of changes. No one is sure exactly what his son, Kim Jong Un, or the new government will 

do. 

North Korea is a very dangerous place to be a Christian. A person can be sentenced to death for 

just having a Bible or saying “Jesus.” Christians who live in North Korea risk their lives every 

time they tell someone about how much Jesus loves them and that He is the only God. It hasn’t 

always been that way in North Korea. It’s capital city, called Pyongyang, used to have many 

Christians. But that all changed many years ago. 

“Dear God, please help the people of North Korea. Please help the ones who believe in You to be 

brave and keep on loving You even though they could be killed. As this new year begins, please 

bring a new change to North Korea. Please bring all the people the freedom to learn about You 

and follow You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/01/kn-lgflag.gif
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/01/kn-lgflag.gif
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Frankincense and New Life in Oman 

Our teacher showed us a map of the country of Oman today. It’s a small country that is 

surrounded by Yemen, Saudi Arabia, the United Arab Emirates, the Arabian Sea, and the Gulf of 

Oman. It makes up the front of the boot-shaped Arabian Peninsula. 

In biblical times, the country was known for its frankincense. The trees that frankincense comes 

from only grow in a few places—and Oman was one of them! And, lots of people wanted 

frankincense for different reasons. It was an ingredient in incense. And, many people used it like 

a medicine. Frankincense was supposed to make you healthy and fight different diseases. 

But, after a while, people stopped using frankincense so much. They found other things to make 

medicine out of, and they bought less and less from Oman. Oman became a very poor country. 

In the 1960’s, oil was discovered, but the sultan (who was in charge of Oman), didn’t use all the 

money he got from the oil to make his country better. Finally, in the 1970's, his son, Sultan 

Qaboos, took over. He used the money from the oil to build all sorts of things the people 

needed—like hospitals, schools, a university, good roads, harbors, and airports. 

Sultan Qaboos still rules the country of Oman, and he knows his people need to learn as much as 

they can about how to run their oil industry. So, he allows experts from other countries to come 

train his people. And, it takes a lot of men to get all that oil ready to ship out, so he allows guest 

workers—hundreds of thousands of them—to come to his country to work in the oil fields. 

There are very few Omani people who know Jesus is the only Savior. Most of the Christians in 

Oman are experts and workers who have come there from other countries. Our teacher said that 

the Omani people need to understand that when we sin and do wrong, it makes our spirits sick. 

We need the only medicine that will help our spirits. And, it’s not frankincense. It’s Jesus. 

“Dear God, please help every person in Oman to realize that they need Jesus to make their 

hearts and spirits healthy. Please help the people who know You to tell the Omani people about 

You. And, please watch over them in every way. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

 

http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/10/mu-map.gif
http://writebonnierose.files.wordpress.com/2012/10/mu-map.gif
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South Asia—She Never Learned to Read 

My friend Noelle told me about a video she saw last week. It was about a woman in Asia who 

quit school when she was a little girl and grew up without ever learning to read. Noelle said that 

when she is a reporter someday, she wants to interview more women like the one in the video 

and share their stories so everyone can find out how they can pray for them. 

Can you imagine never learning to read? The woman was embarrassed at church, because she 

couldn’t read her Bible along with the pastor. And, she was sad, too, because she knew that 

reading the Bible and learning God’s Word was the best way to learn more about God. 

But, when she was a little girl, her family was very poor. They didn’t have electricity or 

television—they didn’t even have good water to drink. She had to walk several miles to go to 

school, and she didn’t have nice clothes to wear. The other kids made fun of her. One day, she 

wasn’t able to turn in her homework because she didn’t have any paper. The teacher was so 

upset that he punished her in front of the whole class. She was so embarrassed she refused to go 

to school any more. 

So, she grew up and got married, but she never learned to read or write, until a ministry came to 

help the people learn about God. They also taught the women how to read and write. The 

woman is so happy now, because she can learn more about God and memorize His Word. And, 

knowing God’s Word helps her not to be scared when she has to walk home in the dark after her 

literacy class. 

I think it’s wonderful that this woman learned how to read the Bible! Noelle told me the video 

said that over two hundred and fifty million women in South Asia can’t read! I can’t imagine 

how many people that is! Can you? Will you pray with me, that every one of those women will 

learn how to read and understand how very much Jesus loves them? 

“Dear God, please help the women in South Asia who cannot read the Bible and see for 

themselves all the wonderful ways You have shown us that You love us. Please help them to 

learn to read and not be embarrassed any more. And, please help the people who can read to 

help the people who can’t and not make fun of them. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name. Amen.” 

Parents and educators: If you’d like to see the video Nicole shared with Jake, please see my 

Parents and Educators page at http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/parents-and-educators/.  

http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/parents-and-educators/
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Uganda—Susan's Story 

Hi! My friend Noelle told me a story this morning at Sunday School. Noelle is a reporter—at 

least, that’s what she wants to be after she finishes school. She’s in the same grade as I am, and 

she always has lots of interesting stories to tell. 

Today, she told me a true story she read about a girl named Susan in Uganda. Susan was 14 

years old when she learned how Jesus loves her and died on the cross so that we can be forgiven. 

Susan said, “I heard the message of Christ’s great love of him dying for us to get everlasting 

peace, and there and then I decided to believe in Christ…After a month, news reached my father 

that I had converted to Christianity, and that was the beginning of my troubles with him…” 

Susan’s father didn’t believe in Jesus. He ordered Susan not to go to church or listen to the 

Gospel message. And, to make sure she didn’t, he locked her in a room—for 6 months! He didn’t 

give her any food or water. He didn’t let her out to see the sunshine. It was terrible! 

But, two people knew where Susan was—Jesus knew, and so did her younger brother, Mbusa. 

Mbusa’s father had told him to never tell anyone where Susan was. But, whenever their father 

would go away, Mbusa would roast bananas and sneak them to his sister. He also dug a hole 

under the door so he could slip her some water to drink. 

Finally, after months had gone by, Susan’s neighbors got worried because they hadn’t seen her 

for so long. When they asked Mbusa about it, he was brave and told them what his father had 

done. The neighbors told the police, and the police came and broke down the locked door. They 

took Susan to the hospital. 

I can’t imagine being locked up like that because I love Jesus! Susan must have been so hungry 

and thirsty. And bored—what would you do if you were locked up for six months and not 

allowed to see anyone or go anywhere? I imagine she prayed a lot. And, she knew she was not 

really alone. Jesus promises to stay with us, wherever we are. Have you ever been in a place 

where you felt alone but you knew Jesus was with you? I'd love to hear from you-you can leave 

me a note here, if you'd like to. 

If you’d like to read more about Susan and find out what happened after she went to the 

hospital, click on www.writebonnierose.com and check out the “Meet Jake’s Friends” page. 

If you’d like to see a picture of Susan, visit 

http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/2012/04/29/susans-story/.  

http://www.writebonnierose.com/
http://writebonnierose.wordpress.com/2012/04/29/susans-story/

