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Dear Children,
Thank you for your lovely poems. Please keep them coming in,
and anything else you would like to send: stories, news, letters, drawings.
This issue of Dayspring has some interesting stories about the
sea and fish and dolphins. As well as your beautiful poems, there is a
story called “Lucky Man” which nine-year-old Shadi translated, based
on a tale from a Persian Bahá’í magazine. At the end of the magazine, there is the first of several new stories about “Animals for
Peace”.
You will be happy to know that Maggie, who was the editor of
Dayspring for many years, is now home from hospital and doing well.
She sends her love to everyone and says to thank you for your letters
and prayers, which all helped her to get better.
With love,
Jackie
Dayspring
95 Georgetown Road
Dumfries
DG1 4DG
Scotland
Email: Dayspring@bahai.org.uk
Phone: 01387-249264
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Hidden Treasure
(From Stories for Children)

It was raining and the children were gazing out of the window wondering what to do.
“Why don’t you look for hidden treasure?” said Mummy.
“Where?” asked Jane.
“Everywhere,” said
Mummy. “The world’s full of
treasure if you look hard
enough.”
Jane, John, Mark and
Mary looked at each other
thoughtfully.
“The raindrops on the
window, shiny-smooth and
pale like pearls?” asked
John.
“The morning sunlight spun with gold, and in the evening red
and glowing like a ruby?” asked Mark.
“And flowers in a garden like red and blue and yellow beads
to make a pretty necklace just for me?” asked little Mary.
“The world is really full of hidden treasure,” said John in
wonderment.
“And the best thing of all,” said Mummy with a smile, “is that
God made all the treasure. It doesn’t matter if you are rich or poor
because everyone can enjoy the beautiful things God made.”
“Look!” shouted Jane suddenly. “Look out of the window.
The sun is shining through the rain to make a rainbow full of all the
colours of the treasures of the world!”
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“Make
My love
thy treasure…”
Bahá’u’lláh
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Tell the Story...
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Frankie’s Tree House
“The Day of the Dolphins”
Frankie looked up into the tree. Above her head was a platform
resting on the fork of two strong branches and
tied onto the trunk with rope. Round the edge
of the platform was a low fence made of twigs
cut from the forest that stretched for acres from
the bottom of her garden. Her father and big
brother, Tom, had spent all morning making the
tree house for her.
She put a foot on the rope ladder that
hung down to the ground, and it swung to and
fro as she slowly climbed up it. As she got further up the tree, the
sound of her father chopping wood in the yard and the beat of Tom’s
guitar from the house became fainter and fainter. She thought she
heard her mother’s voice calling to her, “Be careful, Francesca! Don’t
fall!” Frankie reached the top of the ladder and crawled onto the platform.
The leaves of the tree surrounded
her like a green cave. A blackbird
hopped onto a higher branch and looked
at her with bright, beady eyes. Frankie
kept very still and they looked at each
other for several minutes. A shaft of yellow sunlight shone through the branches
like a golden path and the bird hopped
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along it, stopping every now and then to pause and look back at
Frankie. Frankie stepped onto the golden path, her eyes fixed on the
blackbird. A leaf fell on her nose and made her blink.
When she opened her eyes again, the bird had vanished and the
path had become a golden sea with dolphins leaping in the sunlight.

Frankie jumped onto the back of one of the dolphins and hung on
tightly as it raced through the waves. Suddenly it dived under the water.
At first Frankie held her breath, but then she was surprised to discover
she could breathe quite easily, just like a fish.
The dolphin dived deeper. It became difficult to see anything. A
greenish light glowed overhead, while down below it was almost black.
Frankie heard high calls and clicks coming from a clump of seaweed
somewhere to her right. She strained her eyes and saw something
move. As the dolphin swam in small circles, struggling against a strong
current, Frankie reached out her hand to feel what was below. Something felt large and smooth. Then she felt a mouth. It was another dolphin. It rested its snout in the palm of Frankie’s hand.
“He’s trying to tell me something,” thought Frankie, and wished
she understood dolphin language. As the dolphin she was riding
swerved away in the strong current, she also wished she could see better. Then she felt her dolphin turn and swim back. Gripping with her
knees so she did not slide off, Frankie reached out both hands as she
came near to the dolphin lying in the seaweed below. She felt the
smooth skin, then something sharp and hard. It felt like a piece of wire.
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The next time Frankie came near the trapped dolphin, she
reached out with both hands again and grabbed wildly, hoping to get
hold of the wire and wrench it free. Her fingers curled round the wire.
She pulled with all her might. The wire slipped off the rock where it
had been caught. The dolphin slid forward – and so did Frankie. She
was pulled along, still holding to the wire, which was now hanging
loosely round the freed dolphin’s neck. She sped through the dark
water, seaweed flapping in her face and jagged rocks scraping her
elbows and knees. She hung on for dear life as the dolphin swam

with her through a shoal of fish, scattering them in all directions. They
passed monk fish and sea cows and pop-eyed halibut. They flew
through the water and up to the surface.
When they came to the top, the dolphin rolled on its back in happiness. Frankie quickly scrambled onto its stomach. Then she heard
a far-off shout. A fishing boat was in the distance and one of the sailors, his mouth hanging open in astonishment,
was pointing at Frankie and the dolphin. At
that moment, the dolphin flipped in an arc
through the air. Frankie’s stomach turned upside down as they landed in the sea again and
bounced like a fairground ride over the waves.
She could hardly breathe for excitement.
The dolphin dipped its head to dive down
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into the sea once more, and Frankie felt herself flying off its back, up a
ray of sunshine that was making a golden path through the sky. She
landed in a pool of warm sunlight on the platform of the tree house and
heard her mother calling her for dinner.
“What’s that?” asked her mother, when Frankie appeared sleepyeyed at the kitchen door. She was looking at Frankie’s hand. Frankie
looked down and saw she was holding a circle
of wire.
“That…,” she began, then stopped. She
knew no-one would believe her. “It’s…,” she
stopped again. “It was wound round a dolphin,” she mumbled, disappearing into the
bathroom to wash her hands.
“You heard the sound of a dolphin?” asked her mother, not hearing
properly what Frankie had said. “That’s wonderful!” She couldn’t hear
Frankie’s reply above the sound of running water.
“You’ll never guess what I saw when I was out fishing this afternoon!” said Frankie’s big brother, Tom, as they all sat down for their
meal. “A dolphin!” He hesitated, knowing it would sound daft. “With a
girl on its back!”
“Really, Tom!” exclaimed his father. “You are too old to be telling
such stories! Even Frankie wouldn’t believe that!”
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Word Search
Find in the following word search 13
things which are a danger to animals, fish
and birds.

Batteries, glass, net, poison, bleach,
hooks, oil,
string, fertiliser, nails, plastic,
weedkiller, wire.
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“Briefly, it is not only their fellow
human beings that the beloved of
God must treat with mercy and
compassion, rather must they
show forth the utmost lovingkindness to every living creature.”
‘Abdu’l-Bahá
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People and Places
Coral Gardens
About the Place
It was low tide, and a group of women from a village in Fiji were walking on a
coral reef with a Bahá’í marine scientist called Dr Bowden-Kerby. A trail of
crushed shells showed that an octopus had been in the area eating clams and
shellfish. The group walked a bit further, and sure enough, one of the women
found an octopus just under the water munching on a baby eel. The octopus
swam off in a cloud of black ink.
It was a good sign, because it meant there was food on the reef
for the octopuses, and for the coral-eating Crown of Thorns starfish who also fed there. But both had enormous appetites and
most of the reefs were dying. As well as pollution killing the coral
reefs, fishermen using dynamite fishing to catch the fish were also
to blame. They would dynamite the reefs, leaving just a pile of
rubble, and the dead and stunned fish would float to the surface
to be scooped up in nets. It seemed an easy way to fish, but it
was destroying the reefs, which meant there were less fish to catch. And this
meant that people were going hungry. Something had to be done to save the
reefs.
“If you dynamite a coral reef, it cannot repair itself,” said Dr BowdenKerby.”
He had found one solution to this problem: if you scatter broken
branches of coral onto the rubble, the corals often attach themselves to it and
slowly begin to grow and spread. But when you do that, the coral reefs need
time to grow again, so these areas need to be cordoned off and no one should
fish there (including the greedy octopuses and starfish!) until it had a chance
to recover.
“So what we have to do is learn to walk with nature to help it to recover,”
said the doctor.
As well as cordoning off some places where reefs had been replanted

13

and asking people not to fish there until these areas had a chance to recover,
he knew the fishermen needed to understand why they had to change their
way of fishing and find a way that did not cause so much damage. And it was
no good just a few fishermen changing their ways: it would
only work if everybody did. When he explained to the villagers what was happening, and how they could do something to
bring back the fish, they all wanted to help. Before long,
women, children and men were all looking after the coral reefs
and protecting them in every way they could.
“Plenty of fish are coming back,” said the chief of one of the
villages. “You could not find them here a few years ago. But they are coming
back now, every kind of fish.”
Dr Bowden-Kerby said he did not do this on his own. He talked to the
islanders and listened to what they had to say. He learnt many things he did
not know before. For example, he never knew until they told him that branching corals can travel four hundred feet under the sea during a storm, and
pieces of broken coral will roll along the ocean floor and come to rest somewhere and then start to grow a new reef.
The doctor uses the Bahá’í teachings to help him in his work. As well as
praying, he consults with the islanders – not just the men who do the fishing in
deeper waters, but the women who fish in the areas close to the land. He
also, of course, believes in the harmony of science and religion, and this is a
way for both of these to work together. Because he loves and respects the
people and cares what happens to them, he is also able to use his scientific
knowledge to help them. When the islanders realised how much harm was
being done, they were very happy to help to protect their coral reefs.
“The people are excited,” said a member of the environment committee.
“Fish are coming out of the taboo [no fishing zone] areas. Migrating species,
like the mullet, have come back especially.”
Many countries have become interested in what is
being done to rescue the reefs around Fiji, and governments are giving money so that the good work can be
spread to other places.
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About the Person
Dr Austin Bowden-Kerby grew up in the United States of America, in
North Carolina and Virginia. He lived near the coast
and had loved the sea since he was a child.
“We lived barefoot all summer,” he said, “and would
go swimming several times a day. We would go fishing and crabbing at high tide and clam digging at low
tide, eating what we caught.”
When he was about thirteen or fourteen years old, he
went with his parents to live in the Pacific Islands,
where he discovered that the beautiful coral reefs were in danger and
people were becoming ill because there was not enough good food to
eat. Young Austin had been brought up to love God, and he said, “I
would pray each night, asking God to help the sick and poor and
make world peace.”
When he was seventeen, Austin became a Bahá’í.

Some Facts about Reefs
Reefs are formed by a bony substance made by tiny creatures called polyps
(e.g. sea anemones)
There are thousands of polyps and they feed on small particles of food floating
past in the water.
Reefs also have algae (like tiny plants but without leaves or roots) covering
them. These are called (wait for it!) zooxanthellae! Isn’t that a fantastic word?
Things to think about:
1. Coral reefs are called nurseries of the sea. Can you think why?
2. They are important for many reasons:
a) they provide shelter and food for the tiniest fish who may otherwise be
gobbled up by larger ones;
b) they provide food for people when the fish become full size and swim off into
the ocean to be caught by fishermen;
c) they contain substances used in some medicines;
d) they protect the sandy shore from being washed away by the sea.
e) Can you think of another reason why they could be important to the poor
people living in these islands? (clue: it has something to do with tourists).

15

“Blessed is the … sea … where mention of God hath been made and

His praise glorified.”

Bahá’u’lláh
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“The Covenant is like the sea
and the believers are as the fishes
in the sea. If the fish leaves the
water it cannot live.”
`Abdu’l-Bahá

Fill in the missing words:
The Covenant is like the ………
and the believers are as the
…………... in the sea. If a fish
leaves the …………. it cannot
……...
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Lucky Man
Based on a Persian story and translated into English
by Shadi Monidian, aged 9

There was a man called Shoobi in the olden days who
owned a small farm. One day he was walking back home
when suddenly he tripped over and rolled down the hill.
When he got up, he saw a bunch of grass stuck between
his fingers. He said to himself, “God wants me to have
this grass.“

When Shoobi was back home, he drew a butterfly.
He cut it out and tied a piece of grass to its tail, then
went into the town. The paper butterfly fluttered in the
wind. As soon as he entered the town, a little boy saw the
butterfly and cried, saying to his Mum, “I want that butterfly!”

Shoobi went to the little boy and said, “Don’t cry. I
will give you this butterfly.”
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The little boy’s Mum thanked Shoobi and later returned
with her husband, who gave Shoobi three big oranges.

Shoobi went on his way and he saw a man who made hats.
The man was so thirsty he was about to die because there was
no water around. Shoobi gave him the oranges. The man
thanked Shoobi and gave him a beautiful hat.

Shoobi went on his way again and at midday he saw a carriage being carried by soldiers, and inside the carriage was a
princess. When the princess saw the hat, she wanted to have
it and asked Shoobi to give it to her. Shoobi kindly gave it to
her and the princess was astonished and in return she gave
him lots of money.
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Shoobi then went back to his village and with the money he
bought land for the farmers, and the farmers thanked
him.

And people remembered that all this happened because of
a bunch of grass. And Shoobi lived happily ever after.

How many different words can you make from the letters in
the word BUTTERFLY? See how many you can find, and
let me know so we can put your names and a list of the total number
of words found in the next issue of Dayspring. I have put one to start
you off.
1. Flutter
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Jokes
How do you tell which end of a worm is its head?
Tickle its tummy and see which end laughs!

Why do humming birds hum?
Because they don’t know any words!

What do you call a sleeping bull?
A bulldozer!

What kind of dog tells the time?
A watchdog!

What do you get if you cross a dragon with a dog?
A very nervous postman!

What kind of music does your father play?
Pop music!
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Your Poems
The Tree of Peace
Written and illustrated by
Anya Maude, aged 6

Through
the branches
of the tree
of Love,
searching for
Peace and Love,
always letting
it appear.
When one
leaf falls,
another grows.
Because love’s
like that.
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On the First Day of Ridván
Written and illustrated by
Carmel Woolmington, aged 10

On the lst day of Ridván
My good Lord gave to me,
A big, great family tree.
On the 9th day of Ridván
My good Lord gave to me,
God’s Messengers and a
Big, great family tree.
On the 12th day of Ridván
My good Lord gave to me,
Happy world peace,
God’s Messengers
And a big, great family tree.

Friends
by Jasmine Shrimpton, aged 7,
who lives in Bangladesh

I have lots of friends.
If you don’t have any friends,
you can be sad.
You will have more friends,
if you don’t be bad.
This will make you very glad.
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Amazing Stories from The Dawn-Breakers
Adapted by Jacqueline Mehrabi and illustrated by Malcolm Lee
(The story so far: Shaykh Ahmad had set off from his island home of Bahrain in the
Persian Gulf to prepare the hearts of people for the coming of the Promised One. He was
also searching for a disciple who could carry on this important work after him...)

Part 3

Siyyid Kázim
During the time Shaykh Ahmad was travelling from town to town preparing people for the
coming of the Promised One, a boy was growing
up in another part of Persia. His name was Siyyid
Kázim. By the time Siyyid Kázim was eleven years
old he had memorized the whole of the Qur’án, the
Holy Book of Muhammad. Everyone was very
impressed and wondered what wonderful things he
would do in his life when he grew up.
Later, Siyyid Kázim heard about Shaykh Ahmad and they wrote to one
another. Then, when Siyyid
Kázim was twenty-two years
old, he dreamed that he should
leave his home and travel
across Persia to meet Shaykh
Ahmad in the town of Yazd.
When he arrived, Shaykh
Ahmad greeted him warmly and
said, “I welcome you, O my
friend! How long and how
eagerly have I waited for you to
come!”
Shaykh Ahmad had
chosen Siyyid Kázim to be his
successor.
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They set off to Tihrán together to meet the King. But seeing the King was
not the only reason why Shaykh Ahmad wanted to go to the capital city of Persia.
He knew that a holy event was about to take place in that city. And he was right.
On 12 November 1817, not long after he and Siyyid Kázim arrived in Tihrán, a
Holy Child was born in the family of one of the King’s ministers. The baby’s name
was Husayn `Alí. Later, He became known as Bahá’u’lláh.
Shaykh Ahmad knew something else. He knew there was not going to be
just one Manifestation of God, but two: the Báb, who would be born in two years
time in Shíráz, and Bahá’u’lláh, who had just been born in Tihrán.

Shaykh Ahmad wanted to stay in Tihrán for the rest of his life so that he
could remain close to Bahá’u’llah. But the King’s eldest son admired Shaykh
Ahmad so much he wanted him to live with him and his family in a palace over a
hundred miles away. The King agreed, so Shaykh Ahmad had to go.
Before he left Tihrán, Shaykh Ahmad prayed that Bahá’u’lláh would be
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protected and cherished by the people of Persia. He prayed that, in the future,
they would recognise His glory and tell all the nations of the earth.
The prince died four years later, and Shaykh Ahmad was free to leave. He
rejoined Siyyid Kázim in Karbila for a while, and then he went on a pilgrimage to
pray at the Muslim shrines in Mecca and Medina. In 1826, while he was in the
holy city of Medina, he died. At that time, the Báb was seven years old and
Bahá’u’lláh was nine.
***
After the death of Shaykh Ahmad, some of the religious leaders in Karbilá
began to attack Siyyid Kázim. They were jealous of his position as leader of
Shaykh Ahmad’s students.
One of these enemies was a man called Siyyid Ibrahim. This Ibrahim did
everything he could to gain power. He rose up against the authorities and forced
a government official to leave the town. When the official left, Ibrahim stole all his
money. Many followed his bad example and soon the whole town was in an
uproar.
The Turkish government decided to send soldiers to Karbila. They knew
they could trust Siyyid Kázim, so the commander of the army asked him to help
calm everyone down. Siyyid Kázim spoke to the troublemakers, but they took no
notice. The army commander then said that if the rioters did not lay down their
guns, the soldiers would attack the town. He added that the only people who
would be safe would be those who took shelter in the house of Siyyid Kázim.
The next
day, the army
attacked. They
broke down the
walls of the
town and killed
hundreds of
people. Some
ran away and
others hid in the
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Muslim shrines. Those who loved and respected Siyyid Kazim went to his house.
So many tried to get in, there was not enough room for them all. Siyyid Kázim
had to rent the houses next door and before long they were filled up as well.
When the battle was over, the townspeople who had sheltered in Siyyid
Kazim’s house, and the houses he had rented, were the only ones who had not
been attacked, and they were very grateful to him for saving them.
***
The years passed by and Siyyid Kázim knew that the day was near when
the first Promised One would declare His Mission. He told his disciples how to
recognise Him.
“He is from the family of Muhammad,” he told them. “He is young, and
knows everything without being taught, for His knowledge comes from God. He
is of medium height, does not smoke, and is very holy.”
He was talking one day to his students about the Promised One when a
young man named ‘Alí Muhammad entered the room and quietly sat by the door.
A ray of sunlight shone through the door upon His lap.
As soon as Siyyid Kázim saw the young man, he stopped talking. His students were surprised and begged him to continue.
“What more shall I say?” said their teacher, looking at ‘Alí Muhammad.
“The truth is clearer than the light that has fallen on that lap!”
The students looked at the young man sitting humbly by the door. He
came from Shiraz and
was not one of of Siyyid
Kázim’s usual disciples.
They saw the ray of light
but did not understand
what their teacher was
trying to tell them. They
did not realise that the
young disciple was the
Bab, the Gate to God,
the Promised One they were waiting for.
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But Siyyid Kázim knew.
One day a shepherd had a dream. In the dream, the Prophet Muhammad
appeared and told him that Siyyid Kázim would die in three days time, and soon
after that, the Promised One would be found. When he heard about the dream,
Siyyid Kázim gathered his disciples together to tell them what to do after his
death.
“Never love the things of this world more than you love God,” he told them.
“Never become proud. Never forget God. Leave your homes and search for the

Truth. Pray that God will give you strength and will always help you. Don’t give
up searching until you have found the Promised One.”
Three days later, Siyyid Kázim died. But his disciples did not immediately
do as their teacher had told them. Instead of setting out to search for the Promised One, they just stayed at home and thought about it.
All, that is, except for one young man whose name was Mullá Husayn.
(To be continued)
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World Peace is Inevitable
From Animals for Peace by Kiser Barnes. Illustrated by Nancy Barnes

Once a grasscutter named Plip wanted to end war in his village.
Grasscutters are large rodents. They look like beavers, except their fur is grey. The
animals love running across fields, tending their gardens, and making their villages
charming.
But all the grasscutters in Plip’s community spent their lives cutting the fastest growing weeds ever known. When the greedy plants were
cut down, the stems immediately shot up two inches.
If left alone, each stalk of weed would take all the food
and water from the soil and grow two feet a day!
The abnormal growth had baffled all scientists in
the animal kingdom. No one could stop it. Over the
years, the animals started to believe that a “secret
weapon” existed somewhere which could defeat the
weeds. Plip was determined he would find it.
He yearned for love, a friend, someone with time
for him. He longed for wrestling matches with his
father. He hurt inside for lazy days at home, his belly
full with berries and nuts, basking in the warm glow of
a normal life. His heart was set on designing beautiful
gardens, if only his mother had time to teach him. But
Papa and Mama Grasscutter were always too tired for
anything except weeding, eating and sleeping.
The sad struggle in the weed-grown village was
endless – nipping, slicing, gnawing and dragging away
fallen plants. The desperate grasscutters,
scurrying from weed to weed, resembled frantic army
ants on the march. The sounds of grasscutters at
parties, picnics and racing contests in other villages
increased Plip’s determination. But try as he might,
the weeds’ attacks could not be broken. The village was an ugly weedery.
Once, when he was younger, Plip had told his parents, “Let’s leave this ugly village!
Any place, where these super-growing weeds don’t exist.” “Never!” Papa and Mama
Grasscutter had cried. “Grasscutters don’t run away from challenges! We struggle until
we win! And,” Papa Grasscutter asked, “how will we solve problems in the new village?
Keep moving about, like homeless creatures, unwilling to keep faith and take action?
There’s a secret weapon that’ll conquer weeds. And we’ll discover it!”
One morning the winds carried across Plip’s village the voices of children singing:
“World Peace is not only possible but inevitable.”
The animals were startled. “Will this singing lead me to the secret weapon?” Plip
wondered in a flash. He ran to his father.
“What means ‘inevitable’?” asked Plip.
“It means, son, something which is certain to happen. Nothing can keep it from being
achieved,” Papa Grasscutter answered, smiling, “because it’s part of the plan of God.
It’s inevitable that we’ll conquer these weeds. But, … peace among men, … inevitable?
I’m not sure.”
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Ignoring Papa Grasscutter’s order, “Don’t listen to the silly children,” Plip ran
towards the singers.
Across a field, shimmering with green lawns, rose bushes, sun-flowers, and
fruit trees, Plip saw the three Bahá’í children who had been singing enter the
Mashriqu’l-Adhkár (Bahá’í House of Worship). He knew they were students on
the way to their classes because they wore the same furs (uniforms). He let out a
wild yelp, which meant, “Don’t go in! Help me!”
Curiously, on a sudden impulse the children whirled around, ran out into the
morning sunlight, and with shining faces and
twinkling eyes sang once more, “World Peace
is not only possible but inevitable.” Then,
laughing and holding hands, without the
slightest idea Plip was near, they walked
smartly through the open door.
“They have the secret weapon!” Plip cried.
He believed the children had sung just for
him. Something mysterious was about to
happen. Inspired by the sense of that good
and powerful force that blows the sweet
winds, and lights the insides and faces with
smiles, Plip ran up a tree. The lighthearted
creature sprinted across a branch and leaped
onto a window sill high up on the Mashriqu’lAdhkár. He trembled with excitement. At last
his world was filled with hope. Plip listened
with panted breath as the children’s teacher
presented Bahá’í Teachings of world peace.
Thirty minutes passed – a long time if
you’re itching to end a war. Finally, Plip said
to himself: “The prayers are wonderful. So
are the songs. Such beautiful teachings –
one language for all people, the oneness of
humankind, world citizenship. But they’re useless for the animal kingdom.”
Plip was confused. A kind of hurting disappointment flickered in his eyes.
Feeling empty, he gave off a terrible scent of doubt. In that instance, Plip remembered he had left his village without permission. He would be punished as a
deserter. He decided he wouldn’t go home. He would remain in the jungle, without a friend or community.
Suddenly, Plip lifted his round head high. His blunt muzzle spread wide and
his short neck stiffened. The teacher had told the children how God’s promise of
universal peace would be fulfilled. The secret was clear as sunlight. He flung his
thick-set body onto the ground and raced for home.
“Father! Mother!” Plip cried, gasping for breath. “I have the secret weapon!
The children taught me!”
His parents were standing in a patch thick with weeds zooming upwards for
the stars. The entire grasscutter community, hissing and snorting and grinding
their teeth, gathered around Plip.
“Attack these weeds!” Mama Grasscutter cried, trying to delay her son’s
punishment.
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“No!” Papa Grasscutter objected. “He betrayed us. Not only a deserter but a

liar! Learn the secret weapon from children? What do children of the people who
change their furs (clothing) know about our fast-growing weeds?”
“Imeka, he’s just a child,” Mama Grasscutter declared, “too young to understand that the old ways of fighting weeds are best. He’s no coward.”
“I understand,” Plip asserted. “Here’s my plan.”
“No more lies,” Papa Grasscutter cried. “Biting squad prepare!”
“But, I’ve discovered…” Plip protested.
“The only thing you’ve discovered is lying and desertion!” Papa Grasscutter
declared.
The Biting Squad commander leaped for Plip’s throat.
“Watch!” Plip cried, pouncing upon a patch of weeds, barely escaping the
gleaming rows of sharp teeth.
Instead of nipping the weeds at the base, as grasscutters had done for ages,
Plip drove his claws deep under the roots and dug up the whole plant, root and
all. He placed the roots on a rock pile. They died immediately.
Fresh grass stems and flowers popped up over the spots where weeds had
stood. The village was fragrant with the soft smells of young stems and buds
bursting with life. With the weeds plucked up by the roots, the war for sunlight
and food was over. The root cause of war had been pulled out. The grass and
flowers grew happily in peace.
Papa Grasscutter, Mama Grasscutter, the Biting Squad, Plip, and all the
grassctters almost went wild with joy. Some rolled over and over, kicking their
legs at the sun. Others leaped high into the air and licked at the delicious
fragrances of fresh-sprouted blades of grass and frisky flowers, flinging their
perfume into the breezes. A warm sense of well-being flowed through every
grasscutter.
Plip and Mama Grasscutter pressed their heads together, shoved back and
forth, until she gently pushed him over. She chased him round and round, laughing all the while. Plip felt content in himself with all this attention. He was feeling
a security he had not known before.
“How did you discover uprooting weeds was the secret?” Papa Grasscutter
asked.
“I learned it from a Bahá’í children’s class,” Plip answered, his bright eyes full
of wonder. “In the big meeting den with nine mouths (doors), the teacher
explained that talking and wishing by themselves will not establish lasting peace.
The root cause of war – disunity – must be removed from men’s hearts. This
made me realize that cutting down weeds only fights their fast growth. The cause
of war must be eliminated. Pulling out the roots is the secret.”
Papa Grasscutter reared up on his hind legs in the wrestling position. Plip,
laughing with the sun on his face, moved quickly from side to side trying to
escape his father’s tickles.
“Let’s go!” Mama Grasscutter cried, anxious to begin the adventure.
And off Plip, Mama Grasscutter, and Papa Grasscutter went cutting around
the world, spreading the glad tidings that the root solution for achieving world
peace is the secret for ending conflicts in the animal kingdom, as well.
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