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Dear Children,
Six-year-old Giselle Birch
had exciting news recently. Her
story “The Little Flowers Won’t
Grow” (which was printed in
Dayspring last year when she was five), has been published
in a book in far-away Singapore! Giselle’s story is about some
special seeds that didn’t grow into flowers until children from
all the countries of the world came together in unity and
played in her garden. The new book is called Colours in
Harmony and has been published by an interfaith group made
up of people from different religions in Singapore. They chose
stories about harmony, kindness and compassion from
Buddhism, Hinduism, Islam, Christianity, Judaism and other
faiths, including the Bahá’í Faith. The book has been given to
all the primary schools in Singapore (over 300) as well as to
other organisations.
This issue of Dayspring is about “Respecting Differences
and Overcoming Difficulties”, whether we are like the woman
with the long nose; the three children in wheelchairs; Jamie,
who goes to a special school; or `Mullá ‘Alíy-i-Bastámí, who
was the first to suffer in the Cause of the Báb. There are lots
of stories and things to think about.
Love,
Jackie
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O God! Protect these
children, graciously assist
them to be educated and
enable them to render
service to the world of
humanity. O God! These
children are pearls, cause
them to be nurtured within
the shell of Thy lovingkindness.
Thou art the Bountiful, the
All-Loving.
`Abdu’l-Bahá

4

Meeting `Abdu’l-Bahá
`Abdu’l-Bahá was on His way to a children’s conference
where over 100 children were gathered. As He came into the
hall, they all stood and sang happy songs to welcome Him.
“Praise be to God,” said `Abdu’l-Bahá. “These children,
like flowers, are in a state of utmost purity, freshness and
delicacy!”
He said prayers, then kissed and hugged all the children
and gave them gifts.

`Abdu’l-Bahá went to a meeting where there were
people of different colours and different nationalities who
loved one another and were united. He said that before He
arrived, He had felt very tired, but seeing them filled Him
with joy and love. He said they were like a beautiful necklace
of shining pearls and rubies.
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The Unluckiest Woman
(From You, Me, Us! edited by Don Rowe and Jan Newton of the Citizenship Foundation)

There was once a woman whose name was Isabella. Isabella thought she
was the unluckiest woman in the world.
“Why did she think this?” you may ask. Well, it wasn’t because she was
poor. In fact, she lived in a very large house and had so many servants to work
for her, she never had to lift a finger. For example, if she wanted to go for a walk,
she would just tell one of her servants and they would go for a walk for her. (And
she could always go herself if she really wanted to, though she rarely did.) So
that wasn’t why she felt unlucky.
And it wasn’t because she couldn’t do anything. She could do lots of things
well. She could sew beautifully and she was very musical. In fact, she could play
the harp so well that people passing by would stop in the street at the sound of
her music.
“What is that heavenly sound?” they would ask, as the music floated in the
air like angel dust falling from the sky. Yes, believe me, she could play the harp
better than anyone. So that
wasn’t why she felt unlucky.
And it wasn’t because she
was not a nice person. The
people who knew her all said how
kind and helpful she was.
But Isabella had a problem.
Each morning she would get up
and go straight to the mirror.
There she would stare at her
reflection. Then she would burst
into tears and cry for an hour and
all because of the size of her
nose. It truth it was a big nose.
Her friends said it was a majestic
nose, a noble nose, the queen of
noses – but they had to admit it
was a VERY LARGE NOSE.
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Unfortunately, the children in the village were less kind. If they ever saw
Isabella walking or riding, they would follow her and chant unkind rhymes….
For this reason Isabella only left her house when she knew the children
would be in bed.
Isabella had tried all sorts of ways to make her nose smaller.
She had tried vanishing cream but that didn’t work. She had bought all
sorts of potions and medicines which people had sold to her at a great price. But
none of these had worked. Once she even tried blowing her nose all the time,
hoping that some of it would be blown away. But her nose just became sore and
swollen. Then she tried special kinds of make-up which, it was said, would make
her nose look smaller. But she found that the make-up has not yet been invented
that could do this.
Now one morning as soon as she woke
up, she went as usual to look in the mirror.
Even though she was sleepy she knew something was different but she was not prepared
for the sight which met her. There, on the
very end of her nose, was a boil. A huge,
bright red boil, shining in the morning sun. It
was enormous and, of course, sitting on the
end of her nose it reached far out in front of
her as she stood and stared. She could not
believer her bad luck.
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”I am truly the unluckiest woman in the world,” she wailed.
She decided she could not face her friends or servants. Quickly packing
some things she quietly left her house without letting anyone see her. Mounting
her favourite horse, she rode away, taking a large bag of money and a few clothes.
With a cloak around her and a large hood pulled over her face, she hoped no one
would recognise her.
After a few days, Isabella came to a town which she had never visited before
and where no one knew her. By the side of the road were two men – a blind man
and a man with one leg. The sight of these poor men made her think.
“Good day to you,” she said to the men.
“I thought until now that I must be the most unlucky person in the world because of the size of my nose. But now I can see that you are much more unlucky
than I am.”
“Me? Unlucky?” said the blind man. “I’m not unlucky. I’ve had a good life.
My family look after me well. I have a loving wife, five children and ten grandchildren who visit me often. And every day I come here to sit with my friend to talk
about the old days.”
“You, then,” said the woman to the man with one leg, “you are unlucky to
have lost a leg.
Aren’t you
more unlucky
than I am?”
“I can’t
complain,” said
the man. “I
can get about
on my crutches
to enjoy the
sunshine and
the open air.
And every day
I spend time
laughing and
talking with my
friend here.
No, I can’t
really complain.”
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“Well I can,” said Isabella. “It’s true I have my health and strength and I

have lots of money and many friends but my nose is so huge, I believe I shall
never be happy.”
“Well, if I had a nose like yours, I should be proud of it,” said the one-legged
man. “I would grow a moustache underneath it and show it off to the world. I
would invite people to come and see it and charge them money. Then I would be
rich.”
“And if I had a big nose,” said the blind man, “I should sit here and enjoy the
smells of the world – the scent of the flowers, and of the pollen on the legs of the
bees as they fly to the hive. With a big nose I should smell the wind and know
what the weather was bringing. Imagine that! To be able to forecast the weather!
Farmers would give a lot for such knowledge and I too would be rich.”
“I cannot give you my nose,” said Isabella, “but if it’s money you want I can
give you my money. You can see that it has not made me happy.” And with that
she gave them all the money she had left. Then, bidding them goodbye, she got
on her horse and travelled on.
After a while she met an old lady carrying a huge bundle of sticks across her
shoulders.
“Good day to you, ma’am,” said Isabella.
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“And good day to you,” said the old lady. “What a fine horse you have. If
only I had such a beast it could carry my sticks for me and I would be happy.”
“And if only I had a nose as small as yours, I too should be happy,” said
Isabella.
“Well if I had a nose as big as yours,” said the old lady, “I could be a great
cook. I would be able to smell exactly what was in any dish you put in front of me
and in this way I could become the best cook in the world. No chef’s secret
would be safe any more. Besides, with such a nose I could really be someone.
People would look at me as I passed them in the street. They would say ‘Look
there goes the old lady with the big nose.’ At least I would be different from
everyone else.”
“But you are different from everyone else,” said Isabella. “No one is the
same. And believe me, if I could give you my nose, and the boil on the end of it,
I would.”
“Boil? What boil?” said the old lady. “You have no boil on the end of your
nose. It is in good health, for all its size.”
“For this news, my dear lady,” said Isabella, “I shall indeed give you my
horse. It is a fine animal but you can see it has not made me happy.”
The old lady thanked Isabella many times for the horse and, putting her
sticks on the animal’s back, she carried on homewards with a lighter step.
By now Isabella was tired and hungry and she sat down by the side of the
road. She had no money and no horse and she had not got rid of her nose, but
strangely she began to feel better inside than she had for a long time. So she
got to her feet, pointed her nose homeward and followed it….

Questions to think about in this story:
1. Why did Isabella feel sorry for herself? Was it because she
had a long nose or because children laughed at her?
2. Why was it wrong for the children to laugh at Isabella and call
her names?
3. What would you do if your friends called someone unkind
names? Would you join in or would you tell them to stop?
4. Do all of us look exactly the same? Does it matter that we are
all different in some way?
5. Why did the man with only one leg not complain?
6. Why did the blind man think he was lucky?
7. In the end, what made Isabella happy?
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Some of the answers to this

CROSSWORD
can be found in the story “The Unluckiest Woman”
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The True Stories of Three Children
(From You, Me,Us! edited by Don Rowe and Jan Newton of the Citizenship Foundation)

Kirsty:
Kirsty has cerebral palsy. Something went wrong when she was born, causing
her not to get as much oxygen as she needed. As a result, parts of the brain
controlling her muscles were damaged so that she cannot use her legs and arms
very well.
“On Tuesday nights after school, I go along to Girl Guides. I really enjoy it and
I do the same things as everyone else.
On Thursdays I sing in a choir and sometimes, especially around Christmas, we
go out and give concerts.
My favourite subject at school is French, and I’d like to be as good at this as I
could. This year we went to France on holiday and I had a chance to practise
what I had learnt.
The trouble with being in a wheelchair is that people take pity on me. I don’t
like that. I know I have had lots of operations, and have bits of metal inside
me, but I’m really no different from anyone else. I think and talk and feel just
like any other person. There’s nothing different about me, except that parts
of my body don’t work as well as they should.
When I’m in the shops people sometimes don’t even see me. It’s as if I am
invisible. They just rush past without giving me any chance to get out of the
way. The worst is when it’s crowded. Down in a wheelchair, all you see is
people’s bottoms.”
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David:
David has an illness which has seriously damaged many of the muscles in his
body. As a result it is very difficult for him to move his legs and arms.
“When I’m at home, I like playing on my computer. At the moment I’m saving
up for some new games….
I also really like sport…. At break time six or seven of us play football. You
can use your head, legs, your wheelchair or any part of your body, except your
hands. Boys and girls play. Kirsty is usually a defender.
This year I represented my school and also my county in athletics. In the
finals I got a bronze medal for throwing the club where you have to get it
inside a target, and a silver in the electric slalom course. I’ve got this really
good wheelchair which is one of the fastest you can get. In the competition
I had to drive around a course as quickly as possible, without knocking over
any of the cones….
Little children often stare and point at me. I don’t usually get annoyed. They
can’t help it. They don’t understand.
Being in a wheelchair can have its advantages. When my dad took me to the
Motor Show …, the people on the Rolls Royce and Ferrari stands gave me a
special tour of the cars. I saw much more this way. Everyone else had to
stay behind the barriers.”
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Suzanne:
The doctors don’t really know what is wrong with Suzanne. When she was a
small child it was discovered that her legs were not working as well as they
should. Now it is very difficult for her to walk.
“At school my favourite subject is maths, but I’d also like to learn more
about the law. It looks interesting.
I do the usual sorts of things in my spare time. I watch television, see my
friends, and at the weekend, go shopping. I also belong to a youth club….
Later this term I’m going to spend two days a week in another school where
there aren’t any disabled children. I’m really looking forward to it, because
I’ll make some new friends – but I’m also a bit worried. I hope it won’t be
too difficult to get from one part of the school to another.
When I’m out in a wheelchair, people sometimes stare at me. If they ask
what’s wrong with me, I say that I haven’t got enough muscles in my legs to
hold me up properly.
What annoys me most is when people talk to the person pushing my wheelchair and not to me. ‘I can answer for myself,’ I say. ‘You don’t have to ask
him, ask me.’”
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~~~~~ All of Us ~~~~~
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

What do you think is more important – the way we look on
the outside or what kind of a person we are inside?
What do you admire about Kirsty, David and Suzanne?
What things do they find difficult?
What things do you think most easily hurt other people’s
feelings?
How do you like people to treat you? (That’s probably how
other people like to be treated too!)
All of us are different in some way, and all of us are the same in
other more important ways. For just one minute, shut your eyes
and imagine you are blind. Or cover your ears and imagine you
are deaf. Or imagine you cannot walk. You would still think and
feel the same. You would still be you!

`Abdu’l-Bahá says:
“...I pray for each and all that you may be
as flames of love in the world, and that
the brightness of your light and the
warmth of your affection may reach the
heart of every sad and
sorrowing child of God.“
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Getting to School in a Wheelchair
Rules of game: You can play this by yourself or with somebody else. You will need a dice and something like small buttons to use as counters. When you come to an obstacle blocking the pavement
(dustbin, parked car, etc., numbers 3, 11, 25, 43, 54, 67 and 78) you must STOP, whatever number you
have thrown, and throw the dice again. If you get a ONE, this means that someone has helped you (by
moving the dustbin or getting out of the way etc.) and you can pass over the black area to the other side.
If you don’t throw a one then throw the dice again and go the long way round the obstacle.
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Poem by Janet Cutler Bixby
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Picture Puzzle
By looking at the pictures, find all the words in this quotation from
Bahá’u’lláh.

——————————————————————————————————————————-

———————————————————————————————————————————

——————————————————————————————————————————-

——————————————————————————————————————————-

——————————————————————————————————————————

——————————————————————————————————————————
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Who are the Inuit ?
The Inuit live in the north of the
world. Sometimes they are called
Eskimos, but Inuit is the name they usually
prefer to be called by. About 40,000 years
ago their first ancestors travelled from north
Asia across a land bridge that used to join
Russia to Alaska. Now these countries are
separated by sea. In summer the Inuit gather
together and hold feasts. At these gatherings
they swop stories, play the drums, dance and
play games.

This is a jumping game Inuit children play when
they come together at their summer gatherings:

Hold your toes and try to jump as far as you
can without letting go!
This game is called Qijumik Akimitaijuk
Itigaminak!
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Greetings
from
around the
world

Draw a line
between
the matching
shapes
Hongi ... traditional Maori form of greeting

shake
hands

Bahá’í

‘Peace

Indian

be with you’

British

‘Alláh-uAbhá’
(God is AllGlorious)

Japanese

rub or touch
noses

French

put their two
palms together
bow

Inuit and
Maori

kiss on both
cheeks

Arab
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Roses
About fifty years ago, a pioneer who lived near the North Pole went
on pilgrimage to the Bahá'í Shrines. Shoghi Effendi asked her about her
life among the friendly Inuit people, in a land covered in ice and snow,
where very few trees or flowers grew.
The believer told Shoghi Effendi that some of the Inuit who lived in
the far north of the world did not always understand some of the words in
the Writings of Bahá’u’lláh. For example, because it was so cold in their
land, roses did not grow there and most of the people had never seen one,
so they had no idea what they were like. Bahá’u’lláh often speaks about
roses; for example, in the Hidden Word that begins,

O FRIEND!
In the garden of thy heart plant
naught but the rose of love….

so this was quite a problem.
Shoghi Effendi did not say anything at the time. But when the
pilgrimage came to an end he gave the pioneer a gift for the Inuit Bahá’ís.
It was something that would help them know what a lovely smell roses
have.
He gave her a small bottle of perfume of roses.

(From Three Gifts of Love, published by Brilliant Books, Belgium)
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Chalk and Cheese*
Written and illustrated by Carolyn Gibbs

I only noticed recently
My friend is not a bit like me.
Her eyes are blue while mine are black,
Her hair is long – right down her back!
My hair is red and very short,
She plays guitar while I play sport,
And though we never really chat
We’re still good friends for all of that.
We’re best of friends, as best as can be –
My friend is always there for me!
Though chalk and cheese, my friend and me
Don’t mind the diff’rence that you see.
It’s not our looks that make us friends,
No, it’s true love that never ends.
And though my friend is not like me
We always get on splendidly!
*(The saying “chalk and cheese” means two
people who are as different as chalk is from cheese)
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Jokes to share with your Friends

Why did the
boy take a pencil
to bed?
To draw the
curtains!

What can run
across the floor
but has no legs?
Water!

Sam: Why is Sunday
the strongest day?
Sue: Because all the
others are week days!

I can make you
talk like a Red
Indian.
How?
See, I told you!

A man went into a
pet shop and asked,
“Do you have any
dogs going cheap?”
“No, sir,” said the
shopkeeper. “All ours
go ‘bow-wow’!”

Teacher: Which
travels faster, heat
or cold?
Student: Heat,
because you can
catch a cold!
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Neela’s Bahá’í Class
Written and Illustrated by Wendy Keenan

Jamie’s Story
Jamie is 10 years old. He does not have any friends and spends a lot of
time on his own. During the week he doesn’t go to the ordinary school where
most of the other children go. He goes to a Special School. But Jamie does not
know what is “special” about it. On Sunday mornings he goes to a Bahá’í class.
He thinks that is special, but it is not called by that name.
Names confuse Jamie. People confuse Jamie. But most of
all, words confuse Jamie.
Jamie likes things to be very clear. He does not understand why Neela, his Bahá’í class teacher, keeps telling them
about God. He knows about God already. He knows that
God makes him happy and loves him. Jamie also does not
understand the stories Neela tells them or the songs she
wants them to sing. How, he wonders, can the children in the
class be drops of one ocean or flowers in a garden? It
doesn’t make sense – they are boys and girls with arms and
legs!
Sometimes poor Jamie gets so
confused by words and people he just
decides to be silent and think his own
thoughts.
Others at his Special School seem
to get very angry or cross when they are
unhappy, but Jamie just sits in his own
quiet place and looks at books. The only
books he likes are about insects. It does
not matter how small or creepy they are,
Jamie loves them, and Neela says God
made all the insects, so Jamie just loves
God even more.
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One week Neela tells her class a story about when `Abdu’l-Bahá was in
Paris and spoke about feeling happy and how this makes you feel closer to God.
The children like the story and tell each other about the things that make them
feel happy or sad. As usual, Jamie is in the
classroom with them but is not joining in. He
does not know how to join in.
A few days later Neela is in her garden
and gets very annoyed when she sees her
vegetables because they are getting spoilt and
not growing properly. Little green caterpillars are
eating the leaves of her cabbages. Neela thinks
the caterpillars are destroying all her hard work in
the garden. She is about to squash them, when
she remembers silent Jamie and his love for
insects. So she carefully removes all the caterpillars from her plants and places
them in another part of her garden where they cannot cause any damage. Neela
does, however, keep one caterpillar and puts it into a large glass jar with some
fresh cabbage leaves. She makes little holes in the lid so the caterpillar can
breathe.
The next Sunday at the
Bahá’í class she gives the jar
to Jamie and says there is a
caterpillar in there and she is
named “Joy”. Neela says the
caterpillar is going to become
a butterfly with beautiful
wings of red, orange and
yellow. Jamie looks straight
at her and says that she is
wrong because it is a
Cabbage White caterpillar
and the butterfly will have
white wings with little black marks on it, but it will still be beautiful.
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Jamie takes Joy home and keeps giving her fresh cabbage leaves to eat.
After a while, Joy starts the next stage of the life, and turns into something
called a pupa. Jamie knew from his books that some caterpillars could grow up to
30,000 times bigger between hatching out of their eggs and growing into adults –
but not the Cabbage White, only insects in tropical parts of the world. She
attaches herself to the twig Jamie has put in the jar and grows a hard cocoon
around her.
One day, about two weeks later, when Jamie is getting ready to go to his
Bahá’í class, he notices the pupa is beginning to split open. His mum tells him to
take it with him to show the other children and Neela.
In class that day Joy becomes a butterfly. She climbs out of her pupa case,
spreads out her wings to dry them in the warm sunshine, and then is ready to fly.
Jamie takes the jar outside and all the other children and Neela follow him. Jamie
takes the lid off the jar to let Joy fly away.
Everyone claps and smiles, even Jamie. This is the first time he can ever
remember doing the same thing as the other children, and it makes him feel happy
to be part of the class.
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Fantastic Facts

Next time you
walk by a field of
cows, watch them
to see how they
eat grass. They
don’t have any top
front teeth so they
have to pull the
grass out of the
ground with their
tongues!

We have
639 muscles
in our
bodies. But
the little
caterpillar
has 4,000!

There is a tiny frog that can
jump 120 times in a row. If you
are not impressed, see how many
times you can jump with your
feet close together before you
get tired!

Do you know what the record
is for the most number of yolks
in one egg? It is held by two
hens – one from America and
another from Russia. Each of
them has laid an egg with nine
yolks inside! Ouch!

Can fish walk? Yes! When a
walking catfish can’t find
enough food to eat in the
water, it sometimes comes on
land and walks on its fins.

How many worms are there in a field the size of
a football pitch?
Between 2 and 3 million! Spare a thought for
them next time you play football – the thump of
your feet must make them think there is a
gigantic earthquake happening!
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Can you
guess
how
fast a
dragonfly
can fly?
More than
46 miles
an hour!

Amazing Stories from the Dawn-Breakers
Stories adapted by Jacqueline Mehrabi and illustrated by Malcolm Lee
(The story so far: The first 18 believers have found the Báb and have been called the Letters of
the Living. The Bab now sends them out on different missions to tell people that the Promised One
from God has come.)

Part 8

The Adventures Begin
Now that the first eighteen people had recognised the Báb, their
adventures were about to begin.
The first to leave his home to tell people about the Promised One
was Mullá ‘Alíy-i-Bastámí. The Báb lovingly told him to go to Iráq and
warned him that his task would not be easy. He told Mulla `Alí that he
would be the first to leave, and he would be the first to suffer.
“Your faith,” said the Báb, “must be immovable as the rock.”
Mullá ‘Alí set off at once on his mission. He had only travelled a
mile from Shíráz when a young man came running after him, begging
to be allowed to travel with
him. The night before, the
young man had had a dream
in which he saw Mullá ‘Alí
telling someone he had
found the Promised One.
Mullá ‘Alí gently told the
young man, whose name
was `Abdu’l-Vahháb, that he
should return to work in his
shop in Shíráz. But `Abdu’l-Vahháb insisted on going with him.
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Meanwhile, `Abdu’l-Vahháb’s father was looking for him. Someone had told him that his son was seen running after a man who had
just left the city. The father was very
angry, and grabbing a stick in his
hand, he set off after them. When he
reached the pair, he began to beat
Mullá ‘Alí with the stick because he
thought he had encouraged his son
to leave his shop.
Mullá ‘Alí did not seem to mind
the beating, but calmly told the father
to stop.
“The eye of God is watching you,” he said. “I am not responsible
for the behaviour of your son.”
Mullá ‘Alí went on his way alone
and the young man and his father
returned to Shíráz. On the way,
`Abdu’l-Vahháb explained to his father
all about his dream and everything
that had happened, and that it was
not Mullá ‘Alí’s fault. The father was
sorry he had been so hasty and unfair
and asked God to forgive him. Both
he and his son became followers of the Báb.
As for Mullá ‘Alí, he did reach Iráq. There he was sent to prison
for being a Bábí and sentenced to do hard labour in a remote part of
the country. He was the first person to suffer for the Cause of God,
just as the Báb had said.

(To be continued)
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From the Time of Bahá’u’lláh

Overcoming Difficulties
by Robert Howard

An example of how the Words of God can
help us when we are in a very difficult or sad
situation was given to us all when Bahá’u’lláh was put into a dungeon in 1852. The
dungeon was three flights of stairs under the ground and was pitch dark and full of
criminals. Bahá’u’lláh was put into this horrible place for four months for something
He had not done, With Him were many other innocent believers.
Bahá’u’lláh taught them to sing a prayer as they lay chained in that prison.
One row sang:

“God is sufficient unto me, He is the All-Sufficing.”
While the other row replied:

“In Him let the trusting trust.”
Bahá’u’lláh said:

“The chorus of these gladsome voices would
continue to peal out until
the early hours of the morning.”
The King of Persia in his palace nearby heard the singing and was astonished
at the happiness of the prisoners.
By singing these words and having love in their hearts, those brave souls
managed to cope with the unfair things that were happening to them. Sometimes,
when we are together or when we are on our own, we can sing these same words
and they will give us strength and courage:

God is sufficient unto me,
He is the All-Sufficing.
In Him let the trusting trust.”
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Understanding the words in the prayer the prisoners sang
1) “Sufficient” means “enough”.
2) “All-Sufficing” means the same as “sufficient”, and is here used as a title of
God. Even if life is difficult or unfair, if we turn to God and trust Him, He will help
us to be brave. Then, despite sad things happening, we can still be happy.
3) “Trusting” means to believe in someone and know we can rely on him or her.
In particular, we know we can rely on God. That is why we trust Him absolutely.
He is always there for us to turn to.

The Answer to the Picture Puzzle on page 18
“The source of all good is
trust in God,
submission unto His
command,
and contentment with His holy will
and pleasure.”
Bahá’u’lláh
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