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Dear Children,
Do you play a musical instrument? The recorder perhaps? Or piano, or
violin? Even if you can’t play something, I expect you like to listen to
music. In this issue of Dayspring there is a story about a little man (called
Mr Big!) who loved music more than anything else, but at first he couldn’t
find the special musical instrument he was looking for. You need to read
the story to find out what it is.

Bahá’u’lláh said He wished there had been someone who could play an
instrument or sing when He was in the prison of `Akká. He said it would
have cheered everyone up. Perhaps you can make someone happy by
chanting a prayer or singing a song or playing an instrument at a Bahá’í
meeting, or just when you are among your friends or family.

I hope you have a wonderful summer holiday.

With love,
Jackie
Dayspring Magazine
95 Georgetown Road
Dumfries DG1 4DG
Scotland, U.K.
Email: dayspring@bahai.org.uk
Tel. 01387-249264
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Alláh-u-Abhá
Do you know what Alláh-u-Abhá means? It
means God is Glorious. Here is a song about
Alláh-u-Abhá.

Alláh-u-Abhá
O heaven above,
Alláh-u-Abhá
O Glorious God,
Alláh-u-Abhá
O wonderful love,
Alláh-u-Abhá
O world of Bahá.
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“...play and sing out
the holy words of God
with wondrous tones
in the gatherings
of the friends….”
`Abdu’l-Bahá
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Good Morning Sun
It was dark and a little bird was asleep in his nest at
the top of a tree. Suddenly he awoke and it was morning
and the sun was shining through the leaves of the tree
and onto his nest. “Good morning, Sun,” said the little
bird, and stretched his wings and began to sing because
he was happy. It was his way of saying, “Thank you God
for a beautiful day!”
A little rabbit was asleep in her burrow under the grass.
Suddenly she awoke and it was morning and the sun was
shining through the hole leading into her burrow and
onto her bed. “Good morning, Sun,” said the little rabbit
and began to jump up and down because she was happy.
It was her way of saying, “Thank you God for a beautiful
day!”
A little fish was asleep at the bottom of a pond. Suddenly he
awoke and it was morning and the sun was shining through the water
down to his bed on the sand. “Good morning, Sun,” said the little fish,
and he wiggled his tail and swam round and round
because he was happy. It was his way of saying,
“Thank you God for a beautiful day!”
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A little girl was asleep in her bed.
Suddenly she awoke and it was morning and the
sun was shining through the window and onto
her bed. “Good morning, Sun,” said the little
girl, and she skipped across the room to look
out of the window because she was happy. She
saw the birds singing in the bright blue sky, the rabbits playing in the
long, green grass, the fish dancing in the cool, fresh water, and the sun
smiling to warm the world.
And she chanted a prayer to thank God for the beautiful day.

“O Compassionate God!
Thanks be to Thee for Thou hast
awakened and made me conscious …
hast led me to Thy kingdom and
guided me to Thy path.”
`Abdu’l-Bahá
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The Adventures of Mr Big
Written by Amica Adams and illustrated by Laura Barnes
Mr Big was the smallest man you could ever meet! He lived all by himself in a
little brick house surrounded by a large and wild garden. The garden was the home
to all of the plants that weren’t welcome anywhere else. There were prickly blackberry bushes covered in fruit in the summer, and dogweed bushes with fuzzy

flowers that smelled like old cheese. Large purple cauliflowers with droopy leaves
trailing on the ground grew next to furry wormwood that Mr. Big put inside his house
when he had a cold. He said that the wormwood cleared his nose and made his
head feel better.
The garden was also full of little animals who scuttled around under the safe
cover of the plants. Sometimes if you went outside in the early evening, you could
hear the rustling of mice settling into their nests for the night, and crickets singing
their loud lullabies. Or the soft sound of a snake as he slithered over the grass to
his warm bed of leaves.
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.
But Mr Big still felt that there was
something missing. The creaky piano, the
bongo drums, the rain shaker, the whistling
kettle, and his other instruments, all
sounded a bit flat. Mr Big decided he
needed something else. He stood on a
chair to reach the top shelf of a cupboard

where he kept his money, and
carefully counted out a pile of coins.
He put them into one of his pockets,
where they made a jangly noise when
he moved. He carefully hung a water
bottle from his other side, in case he
got thirsty on his adventure.
When Mr Big put one leg
forward, the coins rattled, and when he
put the other leg forward, the water in
the bottle sploshed loudly. When he
started walking, the coins and the water made a
special music. Sometimes he would change the
way he was walking just to hear the coins and
water make their special music:
“Splosh, clink, clink, splosh,
Clink-splosh, clink-splosh,
Sploooosh clink-clink,
Cliiiiink splosh-splosh.”
The people on the street watched him in
surprise – they had never seen a man making
music as he walked.
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Mr Big went into the biggest music store he could find. It had every musical
instrument he had ever heard of, and even some he hadn’t.

He walked right up to the counter, where a young man in a green striped
jacket was working. The man peered down at Mr Big.
“I’d like to buy a musical instrument, please,” said Mr Big.
“Yes sir. What are you looking for?” the young man asked.
“I would like a super-duper music mobile…” said Mr Big.
“I haven’t heard of one of those before,” muttered the man.
”Well, have you got something that will make my creaky piano, bongo
drums, whistling kettle, and rain shaker sound sweet?”
“I’m sorry,” said the man, “but I have nothing like that.”
Mr Big looked sad. He turned around and walked out of the store, making a
sad “splosh-clink-splosh-clink” as he went.
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He went to the park where the children of the town were playing with their
friends. Mothers and fathers were talking and laughing with each other, and dogs
of all sizes, shapes and colours jumped and ran in the bright sunshine.
Mr Big started to feel better. He sat and listened to the sounds in the park.
A flock of birds in a tall sycamore tree chirped and twittered, and the blue sky
seemed to hum along – a soft, whispering, hushed song that got louder when the

breeze rustled the leaves of the trees. And from time to time other things would
join in – dogs barking, a young woman singing softly to her baby, and the laughter of small children.
Suddenly Mr Big sat up. He listened closer, and even closer. A large smile
slowly came over his face, wrinkling his brown eyes at the corners.
He had found the missing music he was looking for!
He rushed back to his home, the coins in his pocket and the water in the
bottle making a hurried “clink-splosh-clink-splosh” as he ran down the street.
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He ran through his wild and overgrown garden, full of plants not welcome
anywhere else, and into his little brick house. He opened the windows wide, wide.
He stood very quietly. He heard the crickets singing lullabies to the baby mice,

the smooth slithering of snakes over the leaves, the rustling of the breeze through
the tall grasses, and the “plop, plop” of acorns as they fell from the huge acorn
tree at the foot of the garden.
Mr Big tiptoed over to the creaky piano, and started to play very softly – so
softly that he could still hear the crickets singing outside. He tapped his bongo
drums in time with the falling acorns, and he shook his rainmaker so that it
sounded like a gentle sprinkling of rain. The music was beautiful.
Sometimes, though, you will hear him playing his music so loudly, you might
think that there is a whole crowd of people banging on bongo drums, clanging his
old piano, and rattling out a loud tune. And you might even hear the next door
neighbour’s cat hissing!
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Things to Do
1. What was the music Mr Big found which was around him all the time?
2. Next time you are in the garden or the park or the countryside, shut your eyes
and see how many sounds from nature you can hear. Listen to the different
songs the birds sing, or to the wind in the trees, the hum of bees, the rustle of a
small animal scurrying among the leaves, somebody laughing. Water can make
many different sounds: light and tinkling when it is trickling over stones, roaring
when it falls as a waterfall, or pitter-pattering against the window when it rains.
3. When you have listened to the natural sounds around you, try humming some
of them.
4. You may like to make up a tune to go with the words of the prayer of
Bahá’u’lláh below.

“I am O my God
but a tiny seed
which Thou has sown
in the soil
of Thy love….”
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“...in every meadow hear a song...”
Bahá’u’lláh
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Bat Ballet
by Joanne V. Schwandes

Shadows on the windowpane
Invite me to watch the bats again.
Slowly I open the window wide
And eagerly, silently, peer outside.
All is quiet. All is dark.
But bats are flying in the park!
First one bat and then one more…
I’ve never seen them so close before!
Rustling noises in the trees
Bat wings flutter against green leaves.
Now there are three! Now four! Now five!
The bats eat fruit, then swoop and dive.
Now six and seven! Now nine! Now ten!
They eat! They’re gone! Then back again.
Skimming, dipping, soaring high,
Translucent wings against black sky.
Crickets chirping on damp ground
Provide a symphony of gentle sound.
Night unfolds and branches sway
In the flittery, fluttery bat ballet.
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When a knight won his spurs, in the
stories of old,
He was gentle and brave, he was
gallant and bold;
With a shield on his arm and a lance
in his hand,
For God and for valour he rode
through the land.
No charger have I, and no sword
by my side,
Yet still to adventure and battle
I ride,
Though back into story-land giants
have fled,
The knights are no more and the
dragons are dead.
Let faith be my shield and let joy
be my steed,
`Gainst the dragons of anger, the
ogres of greed;
And let me set free, with the sword
of my youth,
From the castles of darkness the
power of Truth.
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People and Places
Dancing and Singing in Tonga
Earlier this year, many special
events were held to celebrate the first
50 years of the Bahá’í Community in
Tonga, in the Pacific Islands. One of
these events was a dance that was
performed in the palace of the King.
The dancers had been practising
for months, and eventually the day of
the performance arrived. 400 Bahá’ís
formed a long procession and set off for the palace. The local police band
led the way, playing their
drums and trumpets, and
people came out of their
houses to watch. The
Bahá’ís wore traditional
colourful clothes, and
they carried flags and
banners proclaiming the
teachings of Bahá’u’lláh
about the oneness of
religion and the unity of
mankind.
When they arrived
at the palace, the King’s
eldest son welcomed them.
The Bahá’ís gave him handmade gifts and presents of roast pigs, root
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vegetables, fine woven mats, and tapa cloth
(made from the bark of mulberry trees). He
was very pleased, as all these things were
highly respected in the culture of Tonga.
Then the Bahá’í performers began to
dance. The dance was called Lakalaka. A
native American dancer called Kevin Locke
was also at the celebration and he performed a hoop dance. People liked it so
much it was even shown on TV on the
national television news.
As well as the dancers’ performance,
there was a ball, which was attended by 600
people; a devotional meeting, where 500
people came; and a meal, where 800
people, including the second son
of the King, enjoyed a wonderful
feast. One evening seven choirs
sung songs based on the Bahá’í
holy Writings. The celebrations
lasted for five days and ended
with a picnic and a dance.
Fifty years ago, three
Bahá’ís pioneered to Tonga.
Now there are many Bahá’ís
throughout the islands and they
have their own National Spiritual
Assembly.
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MAKING

A

RAINSTICK

Rainsticks are musical instruments originally played by people who
live in the deserts of northern Chile. They believe that when they
play them it will make the rain come. You can buy rainsticks made of
wood in the shops, but real rainsticks are made from dead cactus tubes. Hundreds of cactus spines are hammered into the tubes. Then the tubes are filled
with tiny lava pebbles, and when these fall gently through the cactus spines they
make a sound like rain falling through trees. You can make your own rainstick out
of other things, like cardboard tubes, plastic or metal pipes, even egg cartons!
An Easy Way to Make a Rainstick
Materials needed:
1. A paper towel tube or other longish cardboard tube.
2. Two lengths of aluminium foil, cut about one and a half times the length of
your tube and about 6 inches wide if you are using a paper towel tube, but
wider if the tube is wider.
3. Small dried beans, lentils, unpopped popcorn, dry rice or tiny pasta.
4. Card or stiff paper to cap both ends.
5. Glue. 6. Scissors. 7. Tape.
8. Sticky backed coloured paper, or/and pictures cut out of a magazine, or
felt-tipped pens or stickers.
How to Make It:
1. Twist each piece of the aluminium foil into a long spring shape (so you have 2).
2. Put the aluminium foil springs into your tube, making sure they reach from top
to bottom.
3. Trace around the end of your tube onto the thin card or stiff piece of paper.
Draw a bigger circle around that circle and then draw a lot of spokes between
the two circles, as shown in the illustration. Repeat so you have two caps.
4 Cut along the spokes.
5. Take ONE of the caps and put glue on the inside of the spokes and glue the
cap onto one end of your tube. You can also tape it round the outside to make
sure no tiny lentils can escape.
6. Now pour some dry beans or lentils or rice or unpopped popcorn into your
tube. The tube should only be about 1/10 full. If you would like to experiment to
see how different amounts of seeds or beans change the sound, put the palm of
your hand over the open end to stop them falling out and tip the tube gently.
When satisfied, cap the open end as described in 3 above and decorate your
rainstick.
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Write out the quotation by using the code

………………………………………………………………………………………………
………………………………………………………………………………………………
……………………………………………………………………………………………...
……………………………………………………………………………………………..
……………………………………………………………………………………………..
………………………………………………………………………………………………
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L e t t e r P a g e
Dear Dayspring,
Thank you for Dayspring. It is lovely with all the poems. In
“Lucky Man” I found 8 words in the word Butterfly: flutter, butter,
fly, but, tub, let, bet, yet.
My name is Hannah Pope and I go to a dancing school and I’m
hoping to be a ballet dancer. I’ve done the ballet awards and I got
in the junior one just in time, but also I’m going to dance for the
Bahá’í Faith.
I hope Maggie gets better soon.
Love you all lots,
Hanny xx
PS. Here are some of the virtues that a dancer exercises:
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Amazing Stories from the Dawn-Breakers
Adapted by Jacqueline Mehrabi and illustrated by Malcolm Lee

(The story so far… Siyyid Kázim had sent Mullá Husayn, one of His most trusted
disciples, on a special mission to Isfahán to tell a famous religious leader about the
coming of the Promise One.)

Part 4

Mullá Husayn’s Mission
By the time Mullá Husayn arrived in Isfahán he was tired and
hungry, but he immediately went to where the religious leader was talking
to his students. These students came from rich families and were dressed
in fine clothes. Mullá Husayn was dressed in simple clothes and was
covered in dust from his long journey, but he bravely walked into the room
and stood before the religious leader.
“Listen, O Siyyid, to my words,” he boldly
proclaimed.
The Siyyid looked at
his young visitor in
surprise. His students
were angry at this scruffy
person interrupting their
teacher in the middle of
his lecture. But there
was something about the sincerity of Mullá Husayn
that made the Siyyid finally agree to hear what he had to say.
Mullá Husayn explained so beautifully the teachings of Shaykh
Ahmad and Siyyid Kázim that the Siyyid’s eyes filled with tears. He wrote
a letter praising the teachings of these two great men, and told Mullá
Husayn that he could show the letter to everyone he met.
When Mullá Husayn left the room, the Siyyid told one of his servants
to follow him to see where he was staying. Mullá Husayn walked through
the streets of Isfahán until he came to an inn where travellers and poor
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people stayed. The servant saw him go into a room which had nothing in
it except a worn mat on the floor.
Mullá Husayn began to pray, thanking God for helping him to explain
the teachings of Shaykh Ahmad and Siyyid Kázim to the important Siyyid.
Then he lay down to sleep on the mat, with nothing to cover him except
his cloak.

The servant returned to tell his master where Mullá Husayn was staying and how poor he was. The Siyyid sent the servant back to the inn
with a gift of money for Mullá Husayn. But Mullá Husayn refused to
accept it. He said that his greatest reward was the fact that the Siyyid had
so fairly listened to him and believed what he had said.
Siyyid Kázim was delighted when he later received a letter from Mullá
Husayn saying what had happened when he met the important religious
leader. Siyyid Kázim sent a letter back to Mullá Husayn, praising him for
being so successful in his mission.
Mullá Husayn treasured this tender and loving letter from his teacher.
By the manner in which it was written, he knew that Siyyid Kázim was also
saying goodbye and that they would never meet each other again in this
world. He was right. By the time Mullá Husayn returned to Karbilá, Siyyid
Kázim had died.
26

When Mullá Husayn was back in Karbilá, he comforted the other
disciples, who were heart-broken because of the death of their teacher.
They greatly admired Mullá Husayn because of his great knowledge and
good character, and they said to him, “If you claim to be the Promised
One, we will believe you and do whatever you tell us to do!”
“God forbid!” exclaimed Mullá Husayn. “You should never say such
things!”
He knew the Promised One would be far, far greater than he could
ever be. He asked them what Siyyid Kázim’s last instructions had been.
They said that Siyyid Kázim had told them to leave their homes and
scatter far and wide to look for the Promised One.
“Why then, are you still here?” asked Mullá Husayn.
They made all kinds of excuses, so Mullá Husayn left
them. He went to a place outside the town with his
brother and nephew, where they spent forty days fasting
and praying to God, asking Him to guide them to the
Promised One.
At the end of the forty days, they felt guided to go to a
seaside town of Búshihr, in the south of Persia. This is
where the Báb had once lived for five years when He had
worked for his uncle. Because of
the prayers the Báb had said in that
town, it felt very spiritual.
But Mullá Husayn felt that
God wanted him to go on searching. It was as if a magnet was pulling him further north. So the three
of them set off again, this time for
the town of Shíráz.
(to be continued)
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Friends for Peace
Extracts from Animals for Peace written by Kiser Barnes and illustrated by Nancy Barnes
[The background to this story: Kangaroo, Panther and Spider are important animal government ministers representing the three strongest nations in the rainforest. They have already held one peace conference which failed
because they couldn’t agree. Would this one be successful? Could Plip, the humble grasscutter, do anything to
help? – Editor]

It was a golden summer morning, when the low wind sings and the blood stirs in answer
to its song. The meadow was flooded with sunlight. A rainbow spanned the sky. Flowers,
swaying happily, flung their perfume at one another. Honey bees hummed songs of thanksgiving. Animals from smaller nations, including Plip, the grasscutter, birds of every sort,
squirrels, rabbits, racoons and deers, stood just beyond the meeting, sniffing the wind and
listening carefully in all directions. Plip and his parents had taught the animals all they had
heard from the Bahá’ís. These teachings had been spread far and wide, until they had
reached even Klip, the great eagle.
One morning when Plip had been running
across a field, Klip plucked him up with his huge
talons. High, high up on the heavens Plip was lifted,
until he had fainted. When he came to his senses,
he was upon a cliff, looking up at the most
magnificent creature he had ever seen. He was big
and graceful and beautifully made. Every inch of him
gave off such power that without any effort he dominated all who came near him. His shiny white beak
was strong. Plip believed that any rock would simply
bounce off it. Suddenly he had spread his wings.
Each was wide enough for four grasscutters to lie on.
The golden feathers glittered. Plip looked into his
burning eyes.
“I am Klip,” the eagle had stated, “king of the
skies and the rainforest! Are you the one who discovered what is called the ‘root solution to peace’?”
“I am,” Plip had answered, gaining his feet,
prepared to fight for his life. But he didn’t smell hunger or hatred from the eagle, who was
king of all animals, including kangaroos, panthers and spiders.
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“Tell me all you know,” Klip had commanded.
Plip, a little scared but dertemined to teach, told the mighty Klip all he had learned
of the Bahá’í teachings. The eagle was pleased with the great teachings about unity
and friendship. When he returned Plip to the ground, he gave him one of his feathers.
“When you wish to share more Baha’i teachings or if you need help, hold up the
feather. Soaring in the heavens, I shall see it and I will come,” Klip had promised.
Then, he had leaped into the air, his great wings thrusting mightily.
Plip kept the feather with him wherever he went. As he sat with the other animals
watching Kangaroo, Panther and Spider he clutched it tightly, praying that this meeting
would be different…. The conference began.
…
“I know,” Kangaroo said, “let’s become friends. Our friendship will be an example
for our nations. It’ll be easy.”
“I agree,” said Panther.
“Let’s get started,” said Spider.
Kangaroo, in his straightforward style, said, “Let’s state our dislikes so we won’t
offend one another.”
“I’ll be first,” Spider volunteered. “I don’t like anyone to backbite about me. We
spiders are sensitive creatures.”
“I don’t care whether anyone backbites about me,” Kangaroo declared, “but I won’t
allow anyone to step on my tail.” In a flash, without thinking, he threw a series of
punches into the air.
“Your dislikes are no problem for me,” Panther said. “I hate anyone to stare at me.
I promise never to offend you, Kangaroo and Spider.”
“Thank you. I’ll never offend you, Kangaroo and Panther,” Spider pledged.
“Thank you. I’ll never offend you, Panther and Spider,” Kangaroo vowed.
“My friends,” Spider said, “our friendship is wonderful. I’m going down by the riverside to think about it. Please, excuse me.”
…
[But do you know what happened as soon as Spider left? The other animals began to laugh at
him, saying he was stupid! Spider was hiding behind a bush and heard what they were saying
and became very upset. Then Panther trod on Kangaroo’s tail and Spider glared at Panther and
they soon forgot their promise to be friends and began to fight one another. – Editor}

The battle grew so intense that kangaroos, panthers, and spiders came from far
and near to watch. Even the King Kangaroo, King Panther and King Spider were there!
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Before long, all of them were fighting.
The pitiful sight of the animals fighting because of the insincerity of kangaroos, panthers and spiders alarmed Plip. He dashed into the open and waved high Klip’s feather.
Suddenly, Klip, with hundreds of great eagles, swooped down. With their mighty
wings thrashing and their strong talons prying kangaroos, panthers and spiders apart,
they ended the fighting. When all had acknowledged his presence, Klip spoke.
“Listen to the words of the wise grasscutter. Speak,” Klip commanded Plip in a
sharp voice.
“I speak only what I have heard from the teachings of the Bahá’í Faith,” Plip began
with humility. “Your disunity shows there must be a real commitment for friendship and a
recognition of oneness before peace can be realised. Here are the verses of God:
“… Nothing is impossible to … God. If you
desire with all your heart, friendship with every race
on earth, your thoughts, spiritual and positive, will
spread; it will become the desire of others, growing
stronger and stronger, until it reaches the minds of
all men.”
(`Abdu’l-Bahá, Paris Talks, p. 29)
…
“Do not be content with showing friendship in
words alone, let your heart burn with loving kindness
for all who may cross your path.”
(`Abdu’l-Bahá, Paris Talks, p.15)
As the words of infallible guidance were being
repeated, the king of the kangaroos, the king of the
panthers, and the king of the spiders, ashamed of
their behaviour, embraced one another. For the first
time they saw one another as friends. Doves and
nightingales, honey bees and butterflies fluttered overhead. Deer and rabbits basked in
the warm glow of true friendship that was stirring in every heart.
The great eagle, Klip, took to his wings, his army behind him. All the great-hearted
creatures knew there was no turning back for kangaroos, panthers and spiders from the
great force in those holy words, showing them how to have love and unity.
Plip cut across the field without any care where his adventure to spread the Bahá’í
teachings on world peace might lead.
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Answers to Word Challenge and Puzzles
1. Word Challenge (see last issue of Dayspring, no. 57, where we tried to find as many
words as possible in the word BUTTERFLY. So far, over 60 have been found, which is very
impressive! A big THANK YOU to all who took part.

Words found: flutter fly but lyre rub utter rut let yet
left felt belt bet by rye be buy butter fry fret utterly
bet blurt flute flyer flue fryer fie fret fur furl burr
fey blur brute buyer bye lute buttery leu lure byre byte
tut try tub tuft turf tuber tyre tube ruby rely blurt
belfry rule true turtle elf.
Plus these difficult words found by some older folk!
yurt (a circular tent of felt or skins used by some nomads),
butte (a hill with a flat top and sharp sides), ley (one meaning
is an area of land temporarily planted with grass or clover
rather than with crops), lye (an alkaline solution)

2.

Music Puzzles (in this issue):
p.16 “Music is one of the important arts. It has a great
effect upon the human spirit.” (`Abdu’l-Baha, “Table Talk”,
`Akka, July 1909)

p.17 “The art of music is divine and effective. It is the food of the
soul and spirit. Through the power and charm of music the
spirit of man is uplifted.”
(`Abdu’l-Baha, The Promulgation of Universal Peace, p. 52)

p.21 “Strike up such a melody and tune as to cause the nightingales
of divine mysteries to be filled with joy and ecstasy."
(‘Abdu’l-Bahá, from Bahá’í Writings on Music, a compilation of extracts
from the Bahá’í Writings, compiled by the Research Department of the
Universal House of Justice.)
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