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Dear Children,
Since the last Dayspring, there have been both sad and good
things happening in the world. The sad thing was when an earthquake
underneath the Indian Ocean caused a huge wave that killed thousands
of people. Many others were injured and millions lost everything they
owned. The good thing is that people all round the world have sent
money, medicine and building materials to help these poor people. I
expect in your schools you collected money and things like clothes and
blankets too. All the people who are suffering will need our prayers and
help for a long time to come.
In this issue of Dayspring there is a story about how `Abdu’l-Bahá
gave money to buy a hot meal for tramps and other poor men in
London. There is also a beautiful story called “Walking in`Abdu’l-Bahá’s
Footsteps” written by one of the friends, describing what it felt like when
she was a little girl and was taken by her parents to the places where
`Abdu’l-Bahá had walked in Edinburgh. `Abdu’l-Bahá visited Edinburgh
in 1913, and He gave many talks saying how we can have peace in the
world if we love and help each another.
Do you have a favourite story about `Abdu’l-Bahá? If you do, let me
know.
There are several other special stories in this Dayspring about love
and generosity. One is about a poor shepherd boy called Ios who loved
his King. Another is the first in a new series about a Bahá’í children’s
class, and how the children in the story are raising money to help buy a
Bahá’í Centre in Edinburgh.
Happy reading!

Yippee!
Dayspring!

Love,
Jackie

3

4

The Beautiful Day
(from Stories for Children)

The rain fell, and the corn in the fields grew green and tall.
“What a beautiful day,” said the corn.
The rain fell, and the animals ran to the river to drink.
“What a beautiful day,” said the animals.
The rain fell, and the shallow pools of the fish became deep and
wide. “What a beautiful day,” said the fish.
The rain fell, washing the hot dry dust from the camels in the
desert sand. “What a beautiful day,” said the camels.
The rain fell, and made little puddles for the birds to bathe in.
“What a beautiful day,” said the birds.
The rain fell, and the people in the street hurried by, wanting
to get home. An old lady stood on the pavement feeling tired,
until a little boy stopped and gave her a smile. “What a
beautiful day,” said the old lady.
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Ios the Shepherd Boy
(From Star of the West, vol. 13, p.182, with slight editing)
You may know these three stories already, but good stories can be told again and again and we
never get tired of hearing them. Do you think that the love Ios felt for his King describes the love
we should have for God?

~1~
Ioas was a shepherd boy who looked after his flocks of sheep in
the valleys and on the sloping hills of Persia. He was poor and simple
and knew no other kind of life except caring
for his sheep.
But one love he had and one great longing – it was to see the face of his King. He
had never seen this One of whose greatness and goodness he had heard wonderful
tales, and he felt that he would live content and die happy if only he
could see his face.
One day Ios heard that the King would pass on the highroad not far
from his fields. With a heart full of love he left everything and waited
by the road. At last the royal procession appeared, with musicians on
horseback, soldiers, and buglers
glittering and gorgeous in the sunshine.
Ios’s eyes gazed past all this
to the King, who was slowly
approaching behind. With flushed
face and throbbing heart Ios
watched for the face he had
waited and longed to see for all of
his life.
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When the procession in front suddenly stopped, the King asked
what had happened. He was told that a poor shepherd boy stood in
the way and begged to see him.
The King commanded that the boy be brought, and Ios, trembling
with joy, came to the side of the carriage and gazed long
and steadfastly on the face he adored.
The King, amazed at this loving look, said, “Who are
you?”
“Ios, the shepherd boy, my King,” he
replied.
“What do want from me?” said the King.
“Oh my King,” he said, “All my life I have longed for
thee. The utmost desire of my heart has been to see
thy face. Now I am happy and content. I can return to
my humble life forever blest since I have seen thee.”
The King was greatly touched, and looking long
and earnestly at the boy, he continued on his way.
But he kept thinking about Ios – such love he had
never known. All those who surrounded him only
wanted gifts and money from him, but here was somebody who asked for nothing and was content with just
looking at his face.
The King longed to see Ios again and sent for the shepherd boy
and had him brought to the palace. Ios
came with eager joy and came into the
presence of the King. The King trusted Ios
so much he made him the guardian of his
treasure.
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But those who lived in the palace were filled with jealousy and tried
to find some fault in Ios so that the King wouldn’t like him so much.
They watched Ios day and night and soon they found something that
made them suspicious. In the silence of the night, when everyone was
sleeping, they saw Ios creep out of his room, make his way through the
winding passages in the palace, and enter a small room far up under
the roof.
“Ah,” they said. “He is robbing the treasury and storing away the
treasure in a secret place!”
They ran to tell the King the news, and the next night he watched
with them and saw Ios steal away to his secret hiding place. The King
followed, threw open the door and entered the room.
It was bare and empty, but on the wall hung the shepherd’s coat
Ios had worn before he came to live in the palace, and
the shepherd’s crook which he had used when he was
looking after his sheep.
“What is the meaning of this, Ios?” exclaimed the
King. “Why do you silently creep to this room in the
middle of the night and make me suspicious when I
thought I could trust you?”
“Oh my King,” replied Ios, “when first I saw thee I was
a poor ignorant shepherd boy, but through your
generosity I now have a high and important
station. But I don’t want to become proud and forget where I came from. I want always to be humble and grateful to thee. So each night I come here to remind myself of
how poor I once was, and that all the riches I now have are because of
you and your bounty, generosity and favour.”
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~2~

One day while the King was riding with his courtiers and favourites
he opened a wallet in his saddle and threw handfuls of precious jewels
in the road. His friends stopped, dismounted and gathered the gifts
scattered by his loving hand. Ios alone remained at his side with his
eyes fastened on the beloved face, never glancing away.
Then the courtiers murmured among themselves, saying, “See
Ios, he despises the gifts of the King and will not bother to get them.”

The King looked at Ios and smiled. “What is the matter, Ios, do you
dislike my gifts?”
“I have never wanted anything from thee except to see thy face,”
said Ios. “This will always be enough for me.”
~3~

In Persia they have a great variety of delicious melons and it is the
custom in the season when they grow to hold feasts and serve this
plentiful fruit to the guests. When the season came and the melons
were ripe, the King held a feast and invited many people. Ios wasn’t
there as he was working, but the guests noticed that one melon was
left uncut on the table. They began to murmur among themselves,
saying, “You see that melon? No doubt it is very sweet and delicious
and the King is keeping it for his favourite, Ios.”
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Soon, the King sent for Ios. He cut a piece of the melon and
said to him, “You, too, must take part in the feast. I have kept this
melon for you.”
Ios ate the piece of melon. Then the King took a slice for himself. But when the King tasted it, he exclaimed, “This melon is
bitter! How can you eat it, Ios?”
The boy replied, “All my life I have received sweet things
from thy hand. Now, if you give me something bitter, is it right to
refuse it? Something that is bitter tastes sweet to me when it is
given by the hands of my King.”

Things to think about in the stories of Ios

1.

What was the only thing Ios wanted? Why?

2.

How did Ios stay humble and not become proud
when he lived in the palace surrounded with rich
things?

3. Why did Ios not mind eating the bitter melon? What
do you think the bitter melon may represent in our
lives? If you are not sure, ask an adult what they
think it means.
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An Easy Crossword

Down

Across

1. It shines in the sky and keeps you
warm.
2. What kings and queens wear on their
heads.
4. It is yellow and valuable and can be
used as money.
5. A shepherd looks after these animals.
6. The name of the flower missed out
of the following quotation from
Bahá’u’lláh: “In the garden of thy
heart, plant naught but the …… of
love.”

3. The name of someone who wears
a crown.
5. Your face has one of these on it
when you are happy.
7. The name of the shepherd boy
in the story opposite.
8. The missing word in the following
sentence: You get a nice feeling
in your ….. when you love someone.
9. You have this feeling when you
love someone very, very much.
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The Rich Man
by Carolyn Gibbs

Have you heard about the man
Who gave away his frying pan?
Who gave away his coat, his hat
And said: “I have no need of that”?
He gave away his watch, his jewels.
People said, “That man’s a fool!”
He gave his money to the poor
And said: “My dears, you need it more.”
He gave away his books of prose.
He said: “I have no need of those!”
He gave away his pictures too.
“Begone!” he said, “I don’t need you!”
And when he gave away his food
People started being rude.
“The man is mad,” all of them said.
And then he gave away his bed!
He gave away his shoes and socks,
Put all his videos in a cardboard box.
“Come on!” he cried, “just help yourselves,
I’ve plenty more stuff on the shelves!”
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And when his house was almost clear
Folk said: “He’s nothing left we fear!”
“You’re oh so wrong,” he said with glee,
For I am really rich you see!
“I’m rich beyond my wildest dreams.
Richer than millionaires with get-rich schemes.
I’m rich,” he said, “by an enormous measure,
For I have found the most amazing treasure!
“It’s worth far more than books of prose,
Frying pans and videos.
That stuff can vanish overnight,
Without it all, my future’s bright!
“I’m rich, I’m rich as rich can be.
I’ve so much treasure, can’t you see?
I’m rich with love, with happiness.
Where’s it come from? Can’t you guess?
“This treasure sparkles, I’ve been told,
Not with jewels, not with gold;
It shines with all the gems of heaven.
It’s God’s treasure I’ve been given!”
The people shrugged, the people laughed.
“As we thought,” they said, “he’s daft!”
Said the man: “Just wait and see,
I think the last laugh will be with me!”
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`Abdu’l-Bahá’s Visit to Edinburgh
`Abdu’l-Bahá visited Edinburgh in January 1913. He was
invited to stay with a Christian minister and his wife at
7 Charlotte Square. They were called Dr and Mrs Whyte.
Mrs White had visited `Abdu’lBahá in `Akká in 1906 and
admired Him very much. She
describes how, in the Spring, she
walked ankle-deep through fields
of red anemones on her way to the beautiful Ridván
Garden where Bahá’u’lláh used to go for picnics with His grandchildren. This
Garden is full of orange trees and flowers and has a sparkling pool and fountain
in the middle. Mrs Whyte also went to the Shrine of Bahá’u’lláh to pray. She
said:
“I spent two days in the prison-home of `Abdu’l-Bahá…. During the visit to
the Tomb of Bahá’u’lláh, the figure of a boy was kneeling in rapt adoration and
the thought passed through my mind, ‘What destiny lies before this boy?’”
The young boy was Shoghi Effendi, who later became the Guardian of the
Bahá’í Faith. When Mrs Whyte saw him praying in the Shrine, he was about nine
years old.
`Abdu’l-Bahá’s visit to
Edinburgh was a great
success. Hundreds
came to hear Him
speak about the teachings of Bahá’u’lláh. At
one meeting, the hall
was so full, 300 people
had to stay outside. At
a meeting in the home
of Dr and Mrs Whyte,
students from Egypt,
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India and Japan were among those present. Dr Whyte was very moved to see so
many people from different countries. He said to `Abdu’l-Bahá:
“Dear Master! In my time I have had many meetings in this house, but
never have I seen a gathering like this. It reminds me of … the words of Christ:
‘…they shall come from the east, and from the west, and from the north, and from
the south, and shall sit down in the Kingdom of God’.”
In January this year, the Bahá’ís of Edinburgh arranged little pilgrimages for
the friends to visit the places where `Abdu’l-Bahá gave talks, and to see the home
of Dr and Mrs Whyte, where He stayed. The house is now owned by the National
Trust, which is an organisation which looks after interesting and important houses
and allows the public to visit them.

“...the

unity of all mankind can in this day be achieved. Verily this
is none other but one of the wonders of this wondrous age, this
glorious century.” (From a letter by `Abdu’l-Bahá written to Mrs Whyte)
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Walking in `Abdu’l-Bahá’s Footsteps!
(A Bahá’í remembers a special visit to Edinburgh when she was very young)

I am not a young person any more, and I do not have many
memories from when I was little: I have perhaps one memory from
before the age of four years, and very few from the ages of five to nine
years. But one of the few memories I do have is still strong and it is
very special to me.
When I was about six years old, my mum and dad took me with
them on a minipilgrimage to
Edinburgh, where
`Abdu’l-Bahá had
stayed, and to a
hall where He had
given a talk.
Somehow, at
that age I already
knew many stories
of `Abdu’l-Bahá – either told to me by my mum and dad, or overheard
in the company of other Bahá’ís who would often share stories or bits
of the Writings which had caught their attention.
If they were unsure of what to do about something, they would
say, “What would `Abdu’l Bahá do?”
I felt unwanted at school and was often unhappy. It seemed to
me that the only really good times were when we would see the other
Bahá’ís. I would long for the next visitors, or a trip away when there
would be more Bahá’ís around. The nearest Bahá’ís at that time were
about three to four hours away.
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Someone suggested to me once that if I ever feel lonely or
scared, that it might help to imagine that I am holding `Abdu’l-Bahá’s
hand and that He is walking or standing beside me. I thought this a little
strange but tried it anyway, and found
that it did actually help.
There was also a song that we
used to sing about following `Abdu’lBahá’s example or “walking in His
footsteps” – a bit of which went like
this:
“Look at me.
Follow me,
Be as I am.
`Abdu’l-Bahá!
`Abdu’l-Bahá with a Bahá’í child.in America

`Abdu’l-Bahá!”

So `Abdu’l-Bahá was a very special person in my life, and a
source of support, love and guidance. I was really impressed and
very excited that I was going to a place where He had actually been –
and that I would be able to walk where He had walked.
When we arrived at the building where He had given a talk I
was very surprised to find that the hall was at the top of quite a
narrow staircase.
As I stood at the bottom of this staircase I imagined `Abdu’lBahá, with His grey beard and His turban, climbing these very stairs,
with His robe swishing and swaying over the steps and over His small
feet.
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I realised that the stairway was so narrow that there was no
doubt that I would walk over exactly the same spots where He had
walked – there was nowhere else He could have been.
I soon had it figured that if I kissed the middle of each step I
couldn’t miss. And so – vaguely aware of my parents watching in
astonishment and no doubt worrying about germs – I did exactly that!
I kissed the middle of each step all the way to the top. As for the hall
at the top, in my memory it was quite small, with a wooden floor.
I seem to remember a story about a man getting irritated with
the interpreter when `Abdul-Bahá was speaking, because he said he
could understand `Abdu’l-Bahá fine without the interpreter’s interruptions, despite the fact that `Abdu’l-Bahá was speaking in Persian!
At the house in Charlotte Square, there was a kind old lady, and
she gave me a picture of `Abdu’l-Bahá in a frame to take away.
But the best and strongest memory of the lot was the memory
of the narrow stairs, and the feeling of complete satisfaction that I had
kissed exactly where `Abdu’l-Bahá had stepped.

O God, my God!
Thou seest me, Thou knowest me;
Thou art my Haven and my Refuge.
None have I sought nor any will I
seek save Thee; no path have I
trodden nor any will I tread but the
path of Thy love.
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`Abdu’l-Bahá
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Fill in the missing letters from the list of heavenly treasure

Hap__ine__s
Tranqu__lli__y
Tr__th
J__y
One__ess

Ju__ti__e
Uni__y
L__v__
Pea__e
Con__en__men__

Add any other heavenly treasure you can think of:

______________________________________________
How many words can you make out of HEAVEN?

1. eve
2.
3.
4.
5.
How many words can you make out of EDINBURGH?

1. hug
2.
3.
4.
5.
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Neela’s Bahá’í Class
Written and illustrated by Wendy Keenan

Farah’s Story
Farah is the smallest, youngest and newest person in the Bahá’í class.
She and her family have not been in this
country for very long and are still trying hard to
learn the language. Farah looks forward
every week to going to her Bahá’í class
because all the children are her friends and
the teacher, Neela, is very patient with her.
Neela explains things over and over again
until Farah can understand.
In the country where Farah and her
family used to live the government did not
allow the Bahá’ís to go to Feasts or tell people
about Bahá’u’lláh. And they could only say
prayers secretly in their own homes. But
Neela tells her that in this country people are free to do all these things.
At the next 19-Day Feast, Farah listens as a letter is read from the
Treasurer of the National Spiritual Assembly. It tells everyone how much money
is needed for the Bahá’í Fund to buy a new Bahá’í Centre in Edinburgh. With the
letter is a lovely story from a long time ago about a woman called Nora Crossley
and her two children who lived in England.
The story says that Mrs Crossley worked hard scrubbing floors for other
people, but she and her family were still very poor. When a letter came saying
money was needed to build a Bahá’í Temple in the United States of America,
Nora wanted to give something. But she had no money and nothing she could
sell. Then she had the idea of cutting her lovely long red hair and selling that.
From the day she was born until she was grown up she had probably never had
her hair cut because that was common in the olden days. Sometimes, girls
grew their hair so long they could sit on it. Everyone admired Nora Crossley’s
hair and said how beautiful it looked.
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The lovely hair was sent to the Fund to be sold. One of the friends who
saw it was very touched that Mrs Crossley had sacrificed her hair to help build
the Temple. He decided to buy the hair himself, and to pay more than anyone
else offered for it. He then made a beautiful picture with the hair, which he
framed. When the Temple was built, the picture was put inside for everyone to
see.
Farah loves this story and thinks about it all week. She wishes she has
some money she can send to the National Spiritual Assembly for the new
Centre in Edinburgh. At the
next children’s class, she says
she wishes there was a way to
send some money for the
Fund, and that she would not
mind getting all her hair cut off
like Nora. Neela says that is
kind of her but nowadays
people don’t pay very much for
hair and maybe if they all work
together they may be able to
raise money in a different way.
They decide to have an Open Day at the Bahá’í Class to raise
money for the Edinburgh Centre. They all get very excited by this and everyone
has lots of ideas of things they can do, make and sell. They decide to have the
Open Day in one month and to invite their families and Bahá’í friends from the
communities nearby.
At each class, the children make lovely craft things to sell. One girl in the
class called Lily shows them all how to make picture frames and decorate them
with torn scraps of coloured paper and PVA glue. When they dry they look wonderful, like a shiny mosaic. A bigger boy called Gordon neatly copies out
prayers. Some of these are put in the frames and others are stuck onto cards
with some dried pressed flowers from Neela’s garden. The children also decide
to have a toy and book stall, sell cakes, sing some songs and act a short play
about Nora Crossley as she had inspired their efforts.
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When the Open Day finally arrives the children are very excited. Farah’s
Mum has made some special little cakes to sell; these were made from a recipe
from the country she used to live in and they are delicious.
But Farah wants to also give something that she likes and belongs to her.
She looks around the bedroom she shares with her family, but it is very bare
because they have not been
able to bring much with them.
The only thing that Farah has
that is truly hers (apart rom her
hair!) is a little rag doll her
Mum’s Aunty made for her. It is
so beautiful, with a little soft
round face, tiny black eyes,
black wool hair and a pretty
dress with petticoats underneath. Farah loves it because it
smells of her old home.
She takes the rag doll
carefully down from the shelf
and wraps her in three plastic
carrier bags to keep her warm
and safe, then takes her to the
Open Day.
The classroom looks
wonderful. The chairs have
been arranged so that they face
towards the back of the class
where the children have made a stage area. Tables are around the sides of the
room displaying the art items the class has made, the cakes, and the books and
toys. When Farah comes into the room she quietly goes over to the table with the
toys and carefully unwraps her doll and places her among the things for sale.
Neela sees her do this but does not say anything to Farah.
The Open Day is a great success. The families and friends drink tea and eat
cakes while watching the play and concert. And every single book, toy and craft
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item is sold, until every table is empty.
At the end of the concert Neela
gets up and thanks everyone for coming to the Bahá’í Class Open Day.
She says she is happy to tell them
they have raised £100 towards the
new Edinburgh Centre.
Farah is amazed they have
made so much money and thinks that
will surely be enough to pay for it all!
She is also happy because Neela told
her that she had been lucky enough
to buy a beautiful little rag doll, with a soft round face, tiny black eyes, black wool
hair and a pretty dress with petticoats underneath, to add to her collection of dolls
from around the world.
A few weeks later, just as she is getting ready to leave for school, Farah’s
Mum tells her the postman has brought her a letter from London. Farah is very
surprised because she has never had anything posted to her before.
She opens the envelope very carefully and inside is a card with a
picture of a pink flower on it. The card is from the Treasurer of the
National Spiritual Assembly of the Baha’is writing to thank her and all
the other children in her Bahá’í class for their kindness in helping to
raise money to buy the Edinburgh Centre.
As Farah cannot read English very well yet, she asks her Mum to
help. Mum explains that there are
also nine names on the card. All nine people on
the National Assembly knew about the Bahá’í
Class Open Day and were sending their love.
Farah carefully places the card on the shelf
where her doll used to sit. At the next Bahá’í class
she will show it to Neela and the other children and
it can be pinned up on the notice board. She is
very happy, and feels so lucky to have a National
Spiritual Assembly who loves her.
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D O V E S T O R Y
by Christopher Lye, aged 8

If everyone was friends, there would be peace.
The Dove is peaceful in the air with other birds.
If one bird doesn’t speak to the Dove, it says
something to it, and sometimes they make friends
with each other. And each day they’ll say something to each other and become peaceful. They
might just be like brothers and love each other.

Peace is Good
by Tahirih Bennet, aged 7

Peace is good, peace is good.
You cannot live without peace,
You cannot live without peace.
If we don’t have peace then
We will have war instead.
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Artists at Work!

The cartoon of an elephant was drawn by Unity (11), the hedgehog by Theo
(8) and the dog by Celeste (6). Celeste explains below how easy it is to draw
a picture like the one she has done of a dog:
1. Draw a stick man without any arms.

2. Draw a swarm of bees attacking him.

3. Draw a pond around him (which he jumps into so he
doesn’t get stung by any more bees!)

4. Draw two hills at the top with two caves (where he
hides from the bees!)

5. Draw two waterfalls, one on either side of the
hills (so when it is safe, he can slide down one
of them and run home!)

*Why don’t you send in your cartoon drawings? They can be of anything
you like. If you don’t want to send your original drawings, photocopy or
scan them and send those instead. They will print more clearly if you use
black felt pen or biro, rather than pencil.
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Jokes
How do you know when there is an
elephant under your bed?
Your nose touches the ceiling!

Why are you jumping up and down?
I’ve just taken some medicine and
forgot to shake the bottle!

What stands still and goes?
A clock!

What has four legs but cannot walk?
A chair!

Why can’t cars play football?
Because they only have one boot each!

Can you stand on your head?
No, I can’t get my feet up high enough!
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Amazing Stories from the Dawn-Breakers
Stories adapted by Jacqueline Mehrabi and illustrated by Malcolm Lee
(The story so far: Through searching and praying to God, Mullá Husayn has found the Báb. He was the
first disciple of the Báb and the first of a special group of eighteen believers called Letters of the Living. But
before we read about the next seventeen Letters of the Living, this chapter is about the life of the Báb Himself, from the time He was born until the time when Mullá Husayn recognised Him as the Promised One.)

Part 6

The Báb
The Báb was born and brought up in Shíráz. He was gentle and
kind and everybody loved Him.
When He was a child, His father died and so His uncle helped
His mother to look after Him.
When the Báb was taken to school, His knowledge was so great
His teacher took Him home again. He told the uncle that there was
nothing more
he could teach
this remarkable Child.
“I have
brought Him
back to you,”
the teacher
told the Báb’s
uncle. He added that the Báb’s knowledge and understanding came
from God and was like the knowledge of the Promised One. But
although the Báb understood more than His teacher, His uncle
insisted that He should return to school.
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The Báb spend many hours praying every day. People
noticed that His face would shine with happiness as He said His
prayers. At times He would be in tears as He thought of how the
holy Manifestations of God had suffered because people did not
believe in Them at first.
When He was about twelve years old, the Báb left school,
and by the time He
was fifteen, He was
working in His uncle’s
business in Bushihr.
He became wellknown in the town
because of His
honesty, His generous character, and
His deep faith in God.
When He was twenty-one, He went to Karbilá for a year and
listened to the talks of Siyyid Kázim. Then, when He was twentytwo, He returned to Shíráz and married a lovely young woman
called Khadijih Bagum, and they had a beautiful baby boy called
Ahmad. But Ahmad died soon after he was born. The Báb comforted His wife and said it was the Will of God and not to be sad.
When He was twenty-four, the Báb knew it was time to tell
people that He was the Promised One. It was then that God
guided Mullá Husayn to Shíráz and he met the Bab and became
the first to believe in Him.
(to be continued)
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This story is from the book Three Gifts of Love
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Book Review
(reprinted from The Scottish Bahá’í Newsletter)

Three Gifts of Love
208 pages, hard cover, 210 by 148mm, over 80 b/w illustrations
Jacqueline Mehrabi’s newest book for children and junior youth,
with delightful illustrations by Lisa Jackson, is just published by
Brilliant Books based in Belgium.
Three Gifts of Love, is a collection of wonderful and inspiring
stories about the lives of Abdu’lBahá, The Purest Branch and
Shoghi Effendi, adapted by
Jackie Mehrabi to assist the
younger members of the community to know and love them.
The beautiful and true to life
illustrations by Lisa Jackson give
the book an extra dimension and
bring these stories closer to
one’s heart.
As the art of story telling is
becoming more and more a significant creative element of the
sequence of courses, this book,
with its treasury of stories about
these special figures of our Faith, would be a valuable resource
for parents in particular, as well as for anyone who enjoys story
books.
Retail price: US$18.95; 15.95 Euro (equiv. to approx. £11.50)
Available from any of the following:
Brilliant Books: Lombaardenstraat 5/1, 3000 Leuven, Belgium. Fax: (32)16-23.74.75
Email: info@brilliant-books.com
Website: www.brilliant-books.com
Baha’i Distribution Service: www.bahaibookstore.com (USA)
Special Ideas: www.special-ideas.com (USA)
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