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Dear Children,
Welcome to another issue of Dayspring. You will see that
we have a new editor. This is because Maggie, who has
been the editor for many, many years, is not well. I am
sure she would love to hear from you. If you would like to
write to Maggie or send her a get-well card, send them to
the address below and I will make sure she gets them.
I hope you are well and happy and have a wonderful
summer holiday. Don’t forget to send me news of anything
interesting you have done, as well as your poems, stories,
letters and drawings. I look forward to hearing from you.
Also, do tell me what kind of things you would like to have
in your magazine. Remember to send everything to the
new address.
With love,
Jackie
NEW ADDRESS:
Dayspring
95 Georgetown Road
Dumfries
DG1 4DG
Scotland
United Kingdom
Email: dayspring@bahai.org.uk
Phone: 01387-249264
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O Lord!
Make them radiant lamps,
merciful signs,
fruitful trees
and shining stars.
‘Abdu’l-Bahá
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The Tree
and Me
(From Stories for Children)

“Once I was small and not very strong,”
said the Tree.
“Just like me!” said Jonathan.
“Then I pushed my roots deep in the
soft brown earth so the wind wouldn’t
blow me down,” said the Tree.
“Just like me!” cried Jonathan excitedly.
“I learnt to put my feet on the ground
and walk without falling down.”
“Then I grew tall and stretched out my
arms and a little green leaf appeared on
my boughs,” said the Tree.
“Just like me!” shouted Jonathan
happily. “My arms grew strong and I
used my hands and the work that I did
was good, like your little green leaf.”
“Then many leaves grew, which made a
shelter for the squirrels and a home for the birds,” said the Tree.
“Just like me?” asked Jonathan anxiously. “When I helped a hurt dog and was
kind to people?”
“I grew tall and strong and what did I see? I saw the whole world and the world
saw me,” said the Tree.
“Just like me,” said Jonathan quietly. “When I’m big, I’ll be good, you will see. I’ll
love the whole world and the world will love me.”
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Folk Tales
Honest Ivan

Ivan and his wife lived in a cottage in the country and
they were very poor. Ivan could not get a job nearby so one
day he kissed his wife goodbye and set off to find work
somewhere else. After many days, he came to a farm. The
farmer agreed to give him work and also somewhere to
live.

After one year, the farmer asked Ivan whether he
wanted to be paid in money or with good advice. Ivan said
he would like to be paid with good advice. He worked for
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three years for the farmer, and at the end of each year the
farmer always asked the same thing and Ivan always gave
the same reply. Each time the farmer would give him good
advice instead of wages.
The advice the farmer gave him after the third year
was, “It is always best to be honest.”
By this time, Ivan decided he had been away long
enough, and although he still had no money, he said
goodbye to the farmer and set off home. Before he left, the
farmer gave him a cake to take with him.
When Ivan arrived home, his wife came running
towards him.

“I found a bag somebody dropped on the road,” she
said. “When I opened it, I found it was full of gold coins! I
think it must belong to the lord who lives in the castle.”
Ivan remembered the advice the farmer had given him
about how it is always best to be honest.
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“We must return it to the lord,” he said to his wife,
and she agreed.
They went to the castle and gave the bag of gold to a
servant, telling him to give it to his master.

The next day, the lord happened to ride passed Ivan’s
little cottage, and Ivan’s wife asked if he had received his
bag of gold coins safely. He looked surprised.
“No,” he said, “I haven’t seen it.” And he knew the
servant must have stolen it. When he returned to the castle,
he ordered the servant to leave.
“I don’t want anyone who is dishonest working for
me,” he said.
Then he went to Ivan and asked if he would like the
servant’s job. Ivan was delighted and he and his wife went
to live in the castle.
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They were sitting round the kitchen table that evening
feeling very happy, when Ivan remembered the cake the
farmer had given him. He cut a piece of the cake – and
inside found three gold coins, one for every year he had
worked on the farm.

“…ye must conduct yourselves in such
a manner that ye may stand out
distinguished and brilliant as the sun
among other souls. Should any one of
you enter a city, he should become a
centre of attraction by reason of his
sincerity, his faithfulness and love,
his honesty and fidelity, his truthfulness and loving-kindness towards
all the peoples of the world, so that
the people of that city may cry out
and say: ‘This man is unquestionably
a Bahá'í….’ ”
‘Abdu’l-Bahá
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True Animal Stories

The Ginger Kitten
It was a stormy day in the middle of winter on an island in
Scotland. One of the children heard mewing coming from under the
garden shed and found a tiny kitten huddled underneath. The
children had noticed a stray mother cat running across the garden
but she was half-wild and nobody could get near her. And nobody
guessed she had hidden her baby kitten under the shed because it
never made any sound. One day, the mother cat disappeared. The
day afterwards, six-year-old Mark heard the weak cries of the kitten,
and that was the first anyone knew about it. It was five weeks old
and hungry.

Mark’s mother brought the kitten indoors and gave it a saucer
of milk. It lapped it up as fast as it could. Mark found a cardboard
box and put a soft bit of blanket in it to keep the kitten warm.
The kitten blinked its big yellow eyes at Mark and began to purr.
It had the loudest purr he had ever heard and its little body vibrated
with the noise. It sounded like an engine and made Mark laugh.
“I am going to call him Rumble,” said Mark.
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Rumble was very affectionate. Whenever he saw anyone, he
would begin his loud purring and rub himself against their legs,
wanting to be picked up.

But there was a problem. Every day, Mark’s mother looked
after a baby girl whose mother was out working. The baby had just
learnt to crawl. She got into everything. Once it was the coal
bucket! Another time it was in a basket of clean washing, which she
threw all over the floor! She loved Rumble and would crawl after
him and try to stroke him.
But Rumble was ill. Because he had been outside sleeping on
the damp earth under the shed, he had a very bad cold. His lovely
yellow eyes were running and, being a cat, he did not know how to
blow his nose. Mum was worried that the baby would also become
ill if she played with him, or even if she crawled over the floor where
he had been. She did not know what to do. It was too cold to keep
Rumble outside, even inside the shed. He was too ill and too little.
But the house was not very big and there was no place to keep him
until he became well. She tried to find someone else to look after
him, but nobody wanted him.
Feeling very sad, she decided she would have to take him to
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the vet to be put to sleep.
The day she came to this difficult decision she went to the
vet’s and gave Rumble to him. Tears were streaming down her face
and she could not stop crying. She had come to love Rumble and
he was so friendly and sweet-natured she knew she would miss him.
The vet gently took Rumble from her and she sadly went home. On
the way she said a prayer over and over again for the little kitten.
That afternoon, Mum was busy in the kitchen when she
heard a knock on the door. When she opened it she was surprised
to see the vet. He told her what had happened after she had left
Rumble with him.
A man had come into the surgery and noticed Rumble sitting
looking very sad in a cardboard box. Rumble was sneezing,
his eyes were watering and his ginger fur was standing up in
spikes all over him. He was not a pretty sight! But the man
kept looking at him.
“Does that kitten belong to anyone?” he asked the vet at last.
“No,” said the vet. “He’s ill and he doesn’t really have an
owner. Someone has been looking after him, but she can’t
do it anymore.
“May I have him?” asked the man. “I live on my own and get
very lonely.”
“Of course!” said the vet, sounding surprised. He hesitated
and then added, “But there are lots of other kittens needing homes.
Kittens much prettier than this one, and not ill!”
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The man tickled Rumble behind his ears. Rumble looked at
the man and purred. The sound was so loud for such a skinny little
kitten that it made the man laugh, just as it had made Mark laugh
when he first heard it.
“This is the kitten I want!” he said firmly.
When the vet told Mum, she could not believe it at first. It
seemed like a miracle.
“I think Bahá’u’lláh heard my prayer and sent that man to the
vet!” she said, smiling at Mark.

Do you have a story to share about your pet?
Maybe something funny or clever it does? Or
just interesting? If so,write and let me know so
we can put it in Dayspring .
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O SON OF BEING!
Thy Paradise is My love;
thy heavenly home,
reunion with Me.
Enter therein
and tarry not.
Bahá’u’lláh
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Fill in the missing words

O SON OF BEING!
Thy Paradise is My --------------;

thy heavenly --------------, reunion with

--------. ------------------ therein and

------------------

-----------.

1. In the passage above, what does Bahá’u’lláh say our
Paradise is?

2. What does Bahá’u’lláh say our heavenly home is?

3. Try to learn this quotation by heart.
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A SATISFYING DAY
by Robert Howard

Tessa and Steve lived in a small country village, and
they were the very best of friends. They played frisbee
together, even though Steve wasn’t very good at catching.
The frisbee was like a thin red plate, and made out of
plastic. Tessa played the game with Steve because she
knew he enjoyed playing it. She was unselfish. She said
things like “That’s good, well done!”, and “Never mind, have
another go!” and “Practise, practise, practise!”, and this
encouraged him so he got better at playing. Tessa knew
that he was being bullied at school, and wanted to cheer
him up a bit. By keeping him company when he wanted it
and talking to him she helped him – sometimes he would
forget his troubles and laugh. That made them both happy.
Steve had just learned a Bahá’í prayer by heart and
liked to say it out loud. The prayer was by ‘Abdu’l-Bahá,
and this is the one he learned:
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“O God, guide me, protect me,
make of me a shining light and a brilliant star.
Thou art the Mighty and the Powerful.”

He decided to teach it to Tessa, and they sat down on
a hot July afternoon. He said the first line – “O God, guide
me, protect me.” Tessa repeated it. Then he said the
second line – “make of me a shining light and a brilliant
star.” Tessa said this as well. Finally Steve said, “Thou art
the Mighty and the Powerful.”

Tessa said the same. Then

they did the whole thing twice or perhaps three times more
and Tessa wrote it down a few times to help it stay in her
memory. It was hard work, but it felt great when she had
learned it.
“I know one way in which God is Powerful and Mighty,”
said Steve.
“Really?” Tessa asked. “In what way is that?”
“Well, He made the sun and all of the stars and

planets,” said Steve.
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“Wow!” said Tessa. “That really is something. But I
don’t want to be a star, I want to be a person!”
Steve laughed. “It’s what is called a metaphor,” he
explained. “A metaphor is, well it’s sort of like something in
some way.”
There was a pause. “Oh yes, I see now,” said Tessa.
“Sailors used to steer their ships by the stars – the stars
showed them the way. It’s called navigation.” She looked
thoughtful. “I’d like to guide people like stars guide ships, so
I’ll pray that I can and God will help me.”
“Good idea!” Steve agreed.
Tessa said the prayer at the Feast that night. Her
heart was full with love for God. She was grateful to God for
‘Abdu’l-Bahá and His prayer and dedicated her prayer in
her heart to boys and girls all over the world. Everyone sat
quietly while the prayer was said.
When all the prayers had finished, Tessa sat thinking
how God always answers prayers, sometimes in ways we
don’t understand. He is wiser than the wisest of us. She
knew that when we trust Him, he gives us hope and faith
and courage and helps us. She looked around the room
and smiled at Steve. He smiled back. Altogether, it had
been a very satisfying day!
***************************
Virtue is having good qualities or doing good things, like caring for your pets
and good behaviour and acquiring perfections. When ‘Abdu’l-Bahá was asked,
“What is the purpose of our lives?” He said, “To acquire virtues.” You might like to
read the story again and circle with coloured pen or pencil some of the words that are
virtues. I hope you enjoyed the story! Robert.
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Jokes
Where do snowmen dance?
At the snowball!

Why did the teache
r wear
dark glasses?
Because the class was

so bright!

Why are cooks bullies?
Because they whip the cream
and beat the eggs!
And they batter fish!

What flowers grow under
your nose?

Why do cows wear
bells?

Tulips

Because their horns don't
work
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Everyone
by Susan Engle

Everyone laughs
Everyone cries.
Everyone giggles.
Everyone sighs.
No matter our outsides,
Our father or mother,
We really and truly
Belong to each other.
Everyone hurts.
Everyone grins.
Everyone loses.
Everyone wins.
Fat, tall, thin, short, hairy,
One shade or another,
We really and truly
Belong to each other.
Everyone thinks.
Everyone knows.
Everyone touches.
Everyone grows.
More precious to God
Than a daughter or brother …
We really and truly
Belong to each other.
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Amazing Stories from the Dawn-Breakers
Adapted by Jackie Mehrabi and illustrated by Malcolm Lee

The Shepherd Boy
A shepherd boy sat
dreaming on the hillside.
Every now and then he
looked up to watch the
sheep searching for herbs
and sweet, green grass
among the stones and
bushes.
When he was born, the
shepherd boy was named
Yár-Muhammad, after the
Prophet. Later he became known as Nabíl-iA’zam, which means “The
Great Nabíl”. His father
had been a nomad, moving from place to place in
the north of Persia. But now Nabíl and his parents and brothers and
sisters lived in the village of Zarand. The family was not rich, and
Nabíl had to leave school to work as a shepherd and earn some
money.
Nabíl was a clever boy and wished he could have studied
longer. But at least he had learnt to read the Qur’án, the Holy Book

21

of Muhammad. And as he followed the sheep over the hills, he
chanted the verses of the Qur’án he had learnt by heart and thought
about their meaning. He loved to
be alone in the wilderness and
gazed with wonder
and delight at the
millions of stars
shining in the sky
at night. At these
times he prayed to God and asked Him to guide him to find the
Truth. He felt that something important had happened in the world
and he wanted to find out what it was.
Nabíl searched everywhere trying to find someone who could
tell him the answer to all the questions he had in his head. He listened to talks given by learned religious leaders, but he did not
agree with what most of them said. They sounded very muddled.
And some of the priests seemed to have forgotten Muhammad’s
teachings about being good and humble and sincere.
When he was sixteen years old, Nabíl was visiting his uncle
when he overheard a conversation between two men.
“Have you heard?” said one of them. “The Báb is on His way
to Tihrán!”
The second man said he had not heard this news, so the first
man began to tell him the story of a youth called ‘Alí Muhammad,
whom everyone called the Báb: how He had come from the town of
Shíráz in the south of Persia and said He was the Promised One
from God and then been arrested!
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Nabíl listened in excitement. He knew this was the
Truth he was looking for. He
could not rest. He could not
sleep at night. He was not
hungry and could not eat. All
he could think about was the
Báb, and he longed to meet
Him. But the Báb only stayed
near Tihrán for a few days before being imprisoned in a castle far away in the north-west
corner of Persia.
Although Nabíl never met the Báb, he did meet many of the Bábís.
He listened to the exciting tales of their adventures, and later on
Bahá’u’lláh encouraged him to write these stories down. That is how he
came to write a thick book called The Dawn-Breakers, which is about
the Báb and His followers.
(To be continued)
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Huqúqu’lláh
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6. In the future, when everyone pays their Huqúqu’lláh, there will be
enough money to help everyone in the world. Choose one way
Huqúqu’lláh can be used to help the people of the world, and draw
a picture of it (or make a model out of plasticine or clay).
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These lesson plans are reproduced with permission of the Board of Trustees of Huqúqu’lláh in Europe
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Book Review
Kyoko’s Adventure
by Vered Ehsani, illustrated by Barbara Casterline

Kyoko is a twelve-year-old Japanese girl who finds that her life is suddenly about to change. Her parents have been invited by the Universal
House of Justice to go to the Bahá’í World Centre in Haifa to serve the Faith.
And Kyoko will be going with them.
This book tells the story of how Kyoko deals with leaving her best
friend behind in Japan, and about her life in a new country, at a new school,
and with new friends. It also describes what it feels like to be living close to
the Shrines of the Báb and Bahá’u’lláh every day and being among children
from many different parts of the world.
When you read this book, you will feel that you are with Kyoko as she
sets out on her adventure.
It is published by Brilliant Books in Leuven, Belgium.
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