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What do you think the grandmother in this picture is knitting? Do you 

know anyone who knits (or crochets or sews)? For whom do they make 

their creations and why? How do you think the knitter feels when they 

give their creations away?  

God is the most incredible Creator! He made each person unique and 

knew all about us before we were even born. In fact, he knows us 

better than even our parents. He knows what we are thinking, feeling 

and doing every moment of the day.  

Have you ever received something made just for you (like a blanket or 

hat)? No one else has anything like it, and the person who gave/ made 

it knew just what you would like. How did that gift make you feel? Each 

one of us should feel pretty special about how God made us, too! 

Consider what is unique about you…and thank him for that right now. 

Then read this Psalm to remind yourself just how much God loves you 

and takes care of you. 

Psalm 139 - For the choir director: A psalm of David. 
1 O Lord, you have examined my heart and know everything about me. 2 You know 

when I sit down or stand up. You know my thoughts even when I’m far away. 
3 You see me when I travel and when I rest at home. You know everything I do. 

4 You know what I am going to say even before I say it, Lord. 
5 You go before me and follow me. You place your hand of blessing on my head. 

6 Such knowledge is too wonderful for me, too great for me to understand! ------ 

13 You made all the delicate, inner parts of my body and knit me together in my 

mother’s womb. 14 Thank you for making me so wonderfully complex! 

    Your workmanship is marvelous—how well I know it. 
15 You watched me as I was being formed in utter seclusion, as I was woven 

together in the dark of the womb. 16 You saw me before I was born. 

    Every day of my life was recorded in your book. Every moment was laid out 

before a single day had passed. ------ 

17 How precious are your thoughts about me, O God. They cannot be numbered! 
18 I can’t even count them; they outnumber the grains of sand! 

And when I wake up, you are still with me! 


