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Dear Children,
Happy Naw-Ruz to everyone! This is a new springtime and a New
Year!
Everything is growing at this time of the year – flowers, trees
and you! This Dayspring is about seeds and growth, from flowers to
people. A seed is very small but it can grow into a tree. Even if we are
weak or can’t do something as well as someone else, like in the story of
the cracked pot, God can use us to do something unexpectedly wonderful. Read the story about a little girl of four who raised money for
charity; a mouse who helped a lion; the first believer in a place called
Namibia; a poor man who sifted wheat for a living and gave his life for
the Cause of God; and many more.
In the back pages is the first of a series of study lessons about
the Kitáb -i-Aqdas which you can do by yourself or with somebody else.
Don’t forget to send me your drawings for the Picture Gallery, and
your poems, stories and letters. You can send them by email or post.
Everyone will get a small gift as a thank you!
Love,
Jackie
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“...scatter the
seeds of the love
of God...”
`Abdu’l-Bahá
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Meeting
`Abdu’l-Bahá
`Abdu’l-Bahá was in London on
His way to a meeting where
nearly sixty mothers and over one
hundred children were gathered.
Because they were so poor, they were being looked
after by a charity.
When `Abu’l-Bahá entered the room, He walked
among the women and children, beaming with happiness.
“I am very glad to be among you who are blessed
in God’s name with children,” He said. “These little
ones will grow to be fruitful trees....”
`Abdu’l-Bahá spoke to every child, even
to the youngest baby, and He gave them all
a silver coin. None of the babies cried and
everyone felt loved and peaceful.
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The Cracked Pot
(Adapted from a traditional story)

A poor water-bearer in India had two large pots, each hung on
the ends of a pole which he carried across his neck. One of the pots
was perfect. But the
other had a crack in it.
At the end of the long
walk from the stream
to the house, the pot
without a crack was
still full of water, but
the cracked pot
arrived only half full.
This went on daily
for two years, with the
man delivering only
one and a half pots
full of water to his
house. He never complained about the
cracked pot – in fact,
he seemed to like it
and never threatened to throw it away. But the perfect pot was proud
that it was always full.
“I am better than you,” it said to the other pot.
The pot with the crack felt ashamed and didn’t know what to say.
It had no way of mending its crack, so it wasn’t its fault, but it couldn’t
help feeling miserable because it was only able to do half what the
other pot was able to do. It felt a complete failure and tears trickled
down its sides.
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"I am ashamed of myself,” it said
to the water-bearer, hanging its head,
“and I want to apologize to you. I have
only been able to deliver half my load
by the time you get to your house because so much water leaks out on the
way.”
The bearer looked at the pot
with great love.
"Have you noticed that I always
carry you on the same side?” he
asked.
The cracked pot nodded.
“And have you noticed,” continued the water-bearer, “that there
are flowers growing on your side of the path, but not on the other pot’s
side?”
The cracked pot looked towards the path and saw that this was
true.
“Well,” said the water-bearer, lifting the two pots gently onto his
shoulders to carry them once again to his house, “because I knew
about your flaw, I planted flower seeds all along your side of the path,
and every day while we walk, you have been watering them without
knowing it. And for two
years I have been able to
pick these beautiful flowers
to decorate the table in my
house.
“Without you being just the
way you are, there would
not be this beauty to grace
my home and make me
happy."
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Fill in the missing words:
“Trust in the favour of God. Look not at your
own capacities, for the divine bestowal can
transform a drop into an ocean; it can make a tiny
seed a lofty tree.”
`Adu’l-Bahá
“…………… in the …………………… of ………….

Look

not at your own …………………………………….., for the
………………………… bestowal can ………………………………
a ………… into an ………………; it can …………………..
a tiny …………………….. a lofty ………………....”
Now find in the word search below the 11 words you have
written in the above quotation (it goes up, down and diagonally)
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One Cup of Lemonade at a Time

This is a true story about a little girl called Alexandra who
lived in America.
Alex was not very well. She suffered from cancer, which
meant she spent a lot of time in hospital. When she was four years
old, Alex told her mother she wanted to do something to help other children who had cancer. She
had noticed at fetes and charity events and even in
front gardens that older children and adults sometimes had a stand to sell lemonade to raise money
for charity. Although she was ill, Alex decided to do
this too. And she wanted the profits
from her lemonade stand to go to her hospital – the
Children's Hospital of Philadelphia.
Alex's first lemonade stand raised $2,000 (which
is well over £1,000!) Another stand brought in an
astonishing $15,000. Friends and strangers began to help and they
opened lemonade stands as well. By the time Alex was eight years
old, she had helped raise $100,000 for the children’s hospital.
Alex never guessed so much money would be made in the end.
She always said that it wasn’t really the amount of
money that was important, but just to think of one cup
of lemonade at a time.
She said:
“Every little bit counts.”
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People and Places
The first Bahá’í seed to be sown in Namibia!
In 1955 a young black man called Hilifa
Andreas Nekundi was working as the official
police translator in Namibia. It was not a very
happy time to be living there because the
government would not allow black and white
people to mix or be friendly with each other.
They were not even allowed to travel on the
same buses—there were certain buses for
white people and others for black. Black and white children had to go to
separate schools. They even had to go to separate hospitals when they were ill.
An English Bahá’í called Ted Cardell had been living in Namibia since
1953, and one day he wanted to translate a pamphlet about Bahá’u’lláh into
Kwanyama, which was the language of the biggest tribe in the country. As Mr
Cardell did not know the Kwanyama
language, he asked Mr Nekundi if he
would translate it for him. Mr Nekundi
agreed, although he had no idea how
important the pamphlet was at first.
Because Mr Cardell was white
and Mr Nekundi was black, they both
knew they had to be very careful. If
anyone saw them talking together,

Mr Ted Cardell with his wife and two of his children

they could be beaten or even put into
prison. So, for six weeks, they met in secret outside the town every evening to
translate the pamphlet by torchlight.
Before the six weeks were up, Mr Nekundi believed in Bahá’u’lláh and
learnt about His teachings on the unity of mankind. He sent a letter to Shoghi
Effendi, the Guardian of the Bahá’í Faith, saying that he wished to be a Bahá’í.
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In his letter, Mr Nekundi humbly wrote:
"I am one of the smallest seeds which the sower had sowed in the garden
of South West Africa."
And he added:
"I am still a baby in this Spirit [Faith]. I have no roots yet. But to do my best
is just to pray to God for it, and give myself into thy hands to guard my prayer to
Him who is the Divine God."
Shoghi Effendi lovingly replied: "Assuring you of a most hearty welcome
into the Baha'i Faith and of my loving and fervent prayers for your success and
spiritual advancement."
And that is how Hilifa Andreas Nekundi became the very first person in
Namibia to become a Bahá’í, just over fifty years ago.

Some of the hundreds of children, youth and adults, including Mr Nekundi, who gathered
at a meeting to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of the Bahá'í Faith in Namibia in 2003

Hilifa Andreas Nekundi
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“...the showers of My bounty ... poured down from the heaven of
My loving-kindness…” Baha’u’llah

12

O Lord! I am a child;
enable me to grow beneath the shadow of
Thy loving-kindness.
I am a tender plant;
cause me to be nurtured through the outpourings of the clouds of Thy bounty.
I am a sapling of the garden of love;
make me into a fruitful tree.
Thou art the Mighty and the Powerful,
and Thou art the All-Loving,
the All-Knowing, the All-Seeing.
`Abdu'l-Bahá
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Over two and a half thousand years ago there was a man in Greece who was called
Aesop. He wrote clever stories which have special meanings, and they also make us
smile. He used animals to tell these stories, which are called Aesop’s Fables. This is
one of them:

The Lion and the Mouse
A Lion was lying fast asleep under a tree, when a little Mouse
came by. The Mouse began to lightly run up and down the back of
the sleeping Lion, which eventually woke the huge animal up.

As the Lion was the king of the jungle and used to being
treated with respect, he was not very pleased at having his sleep
interrupted by a Mouse. He covered the little Mouse with his
great paw and opened his enormous mouth to gobble him up.
“Pardon, O King,” squeaked the little Mouse, “forgive me this
time and I will never forget it. Who knows, I may be able to do
14

you a good turn one of these days!”
The mighty Lion was so amused at the impossible idea of a
tiny Mouse ever being able to help him, that he laughed and lifted
his paw and let him go.
Some time after this the Lion was caught in a trap, and a
hunter tied him to a tree while he went to find a wagon to take
him to the palace as a present for the King.
At that moment, the little Mouse happened to pass by, and
when he saw the sad plight of the Lion, he ran up to him at once
and gnawed through the rope until he was free.

“Was I not right?” asked the Mouse. “Although I am so small,
I was able to help you after all!”
Little friends may prove to be great friends!
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The Viking Alphabet
Write the following quotation in the Viking
“futhark” (alphabet)

“So powerful is the light of unity that it can
illuminate the whole earth.”
Bahá'u'lláh

——————————————————————————
——————————————————————————
——————————————————————————
——————————————————————————
—–—————————————————————————
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The Vikings
The Vikings came from Scandinavia (Norway, Denmark and Sweden) about 1,300 years
ago. They invaded countries far and wide, and many of them settled for a while in places
like Normandy in France, or the Orkney and Shetland islands in Scotland. Before they
became Christians, they believed in imaginary gods, such as Thor, the god of thunder.
Thursday is named after Thor. Our lives are much more comfortable than those lived by
children in the time of the Vikings, who often died by the time they were fifteen, but it is
interesting to know how people lived in the past.

Viking Boys

Until they were five years old, most Viking boys were raised and
cared for by their parents and grandparents in the Viking extended
family. At the age of five, many boys were sent to
the home of an uncle or a respected member of
the community who could teach them all the skills
required of a Viking man. For the next five or so
years, these boys learned all the skills they needed
to be successful farmers and warriors.

Vikings were master shipbuilders and the boys were taught how to navigate
ships using the stars. Some Viking boys even learned how to read and write the
rune characters of the Viking alphabet, although most children never had the
chance to go to any kind of school. Vikings who could write and read runes
were believed to have magical powers and were well respected in Viking society.

Viking Girls

Viking girls remained at home with their mothers and grandmothers.
They were taught how to prepare meals for the entire family. They were
expected to make yarn from wool and flax, and to weave wool and linen
to make clothing. Girls were also taught how to look after the farm
animals, which sometimes shared the same living space as the Viking
family members. The whole family shared just one room where they all
ate and slept –grandparents, parents, and children. They slept on
benches round the edge of the room. The girls didn’t always stay at
home, though. There are many stories of female Viking warriors in the old Norse
stories.
Both boys and girls played many of the games we play today,
such as chess and backgammon and fivestones (jacks). They
carved dice out of reindeer horn, or bone or wood.

When they were ten years old, the children were considered to
be adults and their childhood ended.
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F o l l o w t h e C l u e s
1.

What should we scatter? ………………………………………………………………...(see p. 4)

2.

The name of the town where `Abdu’l-Bahá visited the mothers and
children (p. 5) ……………………………………………………………………………………………………..

3.

Even though one of the pots was cracked, how did it make the waterbearer happy? (pp. 6-7)
………………………………………..……………………………………………………………………………………….

4.

Even though we may be small, like a tiny seed, what can a seed grow
into? (p. 8) …..…………………………………………………………………………………………………….…

.
5.

What did Alex make to sell to raise money for the hospital? (p .9)
…………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………..…...

6.

The surname of the first Bahá’í from Namibia (p. 10) …………………………..….

7.

What are poured down from the heaven of God’s loving-kindness? (p.12)
…………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………….….

8.

“I am a ……………………………………………… of the garden of love” (p. 13, line 7)

9.

Who helped the mighty lion? (p. 14) .……………………………………………………….....

10.

“So powerful is the ……………...………….. of unity” (p. 16)

11.

In Viking times, how old were children when they were expected to
be grown up? (p. 17) ………………………………………………………………………………….……….

12. The last word in the poem “Little Me” (p. 23) ……………………………………..………
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Neela’s Bahá’í Class
Written and Illustrated by Wendy Keenan

May’s Story
May lives in a flat in a big city. In her home she has her older
brother and sister, her mum and dad, her papa and grandma, and a
budgie called Lady-day. It is always busy in there and other family
members often visit them. May likes living in a busy home, in a busy
city. She likes the noises from the street below of the cars, lorries and
people. She likes all the shops and supermarkets, and going out to
choose and buy all different kinds of food from all over the world.
At school May is in a class
that has children from all over
the world. May often wonders
why they left their homes to
come and live in her city, but she
is glad that they have.
Every Sunday morning May
goes to her Bahá’í class. It is fun
and she listens to the stories
and likes joining in with the
games and the singing. One day
May hopes that she can be a
teacher just like Neela. She
thinks Neela is wonderful and
clever, but sometimes May gets impatient with Neela because she
thinks she is too slow. May likes to rush to the end of a story as
quickly as possible and then tell her ideas about it to the rest of the
class. Neela tries to explain to May that there are some people in the
class who are different to her.
In class Neela talks to them about Bahá’u’lláh and explains how
He says that we should be patient under all conditions, and put our
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whole trust and confidence in God. Neela says that it is not always
easy to be patient but if we trust God, then it becomes simple. As it is
the Intercalary Days the class also talks about the Fast, which the
youth and adults will soon be doing, and then about the celebration of
Naw-Ruz. May loves Naw-Ruz and wishes it is now, not in nineteen
days time, which seems a very long way away.
As it is coming to the end of winter and the start of spring, Neela
suggests that the class begins a special project. May loves this idea;
she has lots of ideas herself and wants to tell them to everyone else.
She wants to paint a banner or be in a play or a concert for the friends
and family to watch. But Neela explains that this project is one that
needs patience and trust.
She gives all the children a plant pot each and says they have to
fill it with some special compost she has, then they must plant three
seeds in it. Then, in the summer, they will be able to pick lovely fresh
tomatoes and share them with their families.
May looks at the three tiny brown seeds in her dirty hand and
thinks that if she suddenly sneezes they will fly off and she will never
be able to find them again as they are so small. Also, May is confused
because she thinks that Neela is mistaken about the tomatoes.
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She hears Neela say that the seeds are going to grow into
tomatoes, but May knows tomatoes come from a shop in a plastic bag
and not from a pot of dirt. She asks Neela to explain to her again what
they should do with their little seeds. Neela says they should put them
in the plant pot, sprinkle a little water on them, and leave them on a
shelf by the window, the one above the radiator. May asks what happens then—will the tomatoes pop out of the soil by the class next
week?
At the Bahá’í class the next week May runs in hoping to see her
tomatoes, but all she sees is a pot of dirt. She pokes her fingers into
the pot and digs around looking for the tomatoes in case they are
hiding, but all she finds is more dirt.

May asks Neela where the tomatoes have gone, has someone
come into their class during the week and eaten them? Neela tells
May to be patient and trust that in time the seeds will germinate and
grow. First she would see a little green shoot, then a leaf and then the
plant would grow. Once it got bigger she would have to look after it
carefully and water it regularly.
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May is not sure about this story, but she likes Neela and believes
her.
So May learns patience. Her plant grows and she gets some small
tomatoes on it in the summer, but not many. One boy in her class has
dozens on his plant and May thinks it is probably because he had not
kept poking at it in the beginning like she had. He had looked, but not
touched, except one day when there had been some interesting
insects on it.
Now that May has learnt that you can grow food as well as buy it,
she has lots of suggestions for what the class should grow next year.
Lettuces, perhaps? Carrots? An avocado tree? She can hardly wait!
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Little Me
by Carolyn Gibbs

Here I am,
Just little me,
Small
and
Lowly
As can be.
But in my heart
An eagle sings
So I can soar on eagles’s wings.
When my spirit’s feeling low
Up above the clouds I go,
Up unto the greatest heights,
Up to heaven’s brightest lights.
And when I fly so high above
My spirit is transformed by love,
Then when it comes back down to rest
My heart is stronger, my soul is blessed.
And though I am
Still little me
I know what I can really be;
With eagle heart and eagle wing
I grow
To make my whole self sing.
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Bits and Bobs
Did you know
that a year on the
planet Uranus lasts
84 Earth years? This
means that it takes
84 Earth years for
Uranus to orbit the
sun once. So if you
were born and lived
on Uranus, how old
would you be in Earth
years on your first
birthday?

1.

A man is driving a
black truck.

2.

His lights are not
on.

3.

A lady is crossing
the road.

4.

He does not hear
her.

5.

How does he see
her?
It’s the daytime!

John: How many balls of
string would it take to
reach the moon?
Jane: Only one – if it were
long enough!

Did you know
where the word
“news” comes from?
It isn’t the plural of
new. It comes from
the first letters of
the words
North, East, West
and South (NEWS).
This is because
information is
gathered from all
different directions.

Mother: My little girl can spell her
name backwards and she’s
only 4 years old!
Friend: She must be very clever.
What’s her name?
Mother: Ada!

Did you Know
that there are more stars in the sky than there are
grains of sand on all the beaches in the world?

How does a monster count to 100?
On his 100 fingers and toes!
Drawings of boy and monsters are by
Abel Watson (10) and Theo Mehrabi (9)
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Picture Gallery

Rainbow and gardens around the Shrine of
the Báb, by Holly Kirkpatrick (7)

“Cheer up!”

by Celeste Mehrabi (7)
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Amazing Stories from the Dawn-Breakers
Stories adapted by Jacqueline Mehrabi and illustrated by Malcolm Lee
(The story so far: The Báb had already sent one of the Letters of the Living (Mullá `Alíy-iBastámi) on a teaching trip which resulted in this brave believer being imprisoned and martyred
in the neighbouring country of Iraq. Now He sends Mullá Husayn on a very special mission.)

Part 9
The Sifter of Wheat
The Báb told Mullá Husayn to go north to Tihrán and visit all the
towns on the way to tell people that the Promised One from God had
come at last. He told him to raise the cry:
“Awake, awake, for lo!
The Gate of God is open!”
And He promised that nothing and nobody would be able to hurt a
single hair of Mullá Husayn’s head until his mission was complete.
The first place Mullá Husayn visited was Isfáhán. And the first person
to listen to him and become a Bábí
was a humble sifter of wheat. His job
was to clean the wheat for the farmers. He would put the wheat into a
sieve and shake it until all the good
grain became separated from the
stones and husks. Then the grain
could be sent to the mill to be ground
into flour to make bread.
When Mullá Husayn told the sifter of wheat about the Báb, he
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Immediately knew that the Báb was the Promised One from God.
A few years later, this pure-hearted man
heard that the Bábís were being attacked in a
fort called Tabarsí. At once, he ran out of the
town to join them, still holding the sieve in his
hand.
“What’s the hurry?” asked his friends.
The sifter of wheat said he was going to help
his fellow Bábís, and added, “With this sieve, I
am going to sift the people in every city through
which I pass!”
By this he meant that he was going to tell
everyone he met on the way about the Promised
One and find people who had pure hearts and were ready to become
believers.
(To be continued)

“… a sifter of wheat and barley accepted
Him and turned unto the Lord.”
Bahá’u’lláh
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A Letter from a Pilgrim
Yesterday there was a shower and I took a photo
of a rainbow above the Shrine of the Báb. And
today is a lovely fresh spring day. Doves are cooing among the trees and the
sea is sparkling in the sun.
Dozens of young Bahá’ís
from many different countries have been working hard
for months to make the gardens round the Shrine of
the Báb beautiful. There is not a single weed in sight!
Now everyone is gathering for the Holy Day celebration of Naw-Rúz. They
have put on their best clothes. Many of them are wearing the traditional
dress of their own country. One of the youth from Scotland is wearing a
kilt, while another from Africa is dressed in flowing robes of brilliant reds
and yellows.
We are listening to the prayers being said and chanted on Mount Carmel.
Some are in Arabic, others in Persian, and yet others are in English. Now
someone is saying one in French. The next one sounds like Russian. There is
a lovely feeling of happiness.
The prayers have finished and we begin to walk
through the colourful gardens to the Shrine of the
Báb. We quietly walk around the outside, each of us
silently saying prayers or thinking his or her own
thoughts and feeling very peaceful. Including all the
workers, the pilgrims, and the other visitors, there
are 1000 of us.
We gather in a courtyard nearby to have something to eat and drink, and to
talk with our friends and make new ones.
The sun is warm on my face
and my heart is warm with
love.
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The Kitáb-i-Aqdas ~ The Most Holy Book
Lesson One:
Kitáb-i-Aqdas is Arabic. It means Most Holy Book.
Kitáb means book.
Aqdas means Most Holy.
It was revealed by Bahá’u’lláh and is the Book of His Laws.
1. What is the name of Bahá’u’lláh’s Most Holy Book?
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………....
2. What does Kitáb mean? ………………………………………………………………….
3. What does Aqdas mean? ………………………………………………………………...
4. Who revealed the Kitáb-i-Aqdas? ………………………………………………...
5. When something is Most Holy, what do you think that means?
…………………………………………………………………………………………………………………
6.

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

v) --------------------------

ii) ------------------------

vi) --------------------------

iii) ------------------------

vii) -------------------------

iv) -----------------------

viii) ----------------------

Loving. Respectful. Warm. Serious. Thoughtful. Happy. Humble.
Excited. Prayerful. Full of awe. Peaceful. Secure.

i)

What do you feel when you think about something that is Most
Holy? How would you feel if you touched something that was Most
Holy? (There are some suggestions upside down below for you to
choose from, but try to write at least 2 feelings or thoughts of your
own before you look. You can ask others what they feel too.)
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The Precious Gift of the Most Holy Book
(The description of the ceremony has been adapted from a report in the Bahá’í World News Service)

Papua New Guinea is a group of islands in the Pacific. Tiny kangaroos
live in the trees and enormous Queen Alexandra
Birdwing butterflies swoop down to drink sweet
nectar from the flowers. On special occasions,
the people sometimes wear tall plumed headdresses which match the colourful birds in the
forest, and garlands of leaves or shining pearl shells from under the sea.
Much of the land is wild and uncultivated, and many of the villages in
the mountains have no roads leading to them. However, there are Bahá’ís
living in even the most difficult to reach parts of the country, and three
years ago a new Bahá’í Centre was built in a remote village called Kiniving.
People came from all over the place to celebrate this happy event. For
some, this meant travelling by plane from the main town and then hiking for
three hours into the mountains.
But as well as the opening of the new Bahá’í Centre, there was another
reason for the celebration. A representative of the National Spiritual
Assembly had come with gifts to present to the nine Local Spiritual Assemblies in the area. Among the gifts were prayer books — and nine copies of
the Kitáb-i-Aqdas, one for each Local Assembly.
The Bahá’í Centre in Kiniving was very unusual in that it was built in the
shape of an Ark (or boat). There was a
large meeting hall on the bottom floor
(or hold), then upstairs there was a room
for the Local Spiritual Assembly, and
within that room there was another one,
which had a very special purpose. This
was where a copy of the Kitáb-i-Aqdas
and other Bahá’í books would be kept. It had been decided to build this
special room because of the deep love and respect the Bahá’ís had for the
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Most Holy Book.
Before the Kitáb-i-Aqdas was taken to the Centre, someone gave a
talk about its importance to the 300 guests who had gathered outside.
At the end, choirs sang and people danced and a play was performed.
Then the Kitáb-i-Aqdas was reverently carried inside the new Bahá’í
Centre and put in the special room. And the Local Spiritual Assemblies
who didn’t yet have a Bahá'í Centre of their own lovingly put their copies
of the Most Holy Book in there as well.

Holding a precious gift … Baha’is at the Kiniving Centre with
the Kitab-i-Aqdas

Next time, in Lesson Two, we will open the Most Holy Book and look
at one of the laws inside.

Bahá’u’lláh

The
Kitáb-i-Aqdas
The Most Holy Book
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