
Little Champions of Justice tells  
the true stories of eight remarkable  

girls and boys from around the world 
whose courage, determination  
and sense of justice have made  

the world a better place.





Dear Children,

Throughout history, and in every part of the world,  
little girls and boys through their courageous words  
and actions have helped make the world a better place.  
Even if at the time their actions may have seemed small, 
their bravery, determination and sense of justice have 
contributed to changing our world.

The stories in this book are based on real people and 
real events. As we have never met the people in these 
stories, much of what they think and feel is what we have 
imagined. Each story takes place in a di!erent part of the 
world and at a di!erent time in history, and the lives of these 
individuals have all been inspired by the Bahá’í Faith and  
its teachings of unity, justice and the oneness of humanity. 

We hope that these stories inspire you, as you too 
contribute to making the world a better place.

Love, 
Shirin, Alyssa, Yas, Anjali, and Neysan
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The Fearless Champion of Justice

1814–1852    
Qazvin, Persia 

Little is known about the childhood of T!áhirih. Although we do know that she  
was educated from behind a curtain, all the thoughts and feelings expressed in  

this story are purely based on the imagination of the author.

T!áhirih sat quiet as a mouse. She pressed her ear against the heavy cur-
tain and listened. She had been sitting still for two hours and her legs 
felt numb. But she didn’t dare move. No one could know that she was 
hiding behind the curtain! 

As a little girl living in Iran two hundred years ago, T!áhirih was not 
supposed to be listening to school lessons, or even be interested in 
learning. This was a time when girls and boys were not valued equally 
and were treated very di"erently. Very few children went to school, and 
most of those who did were boys. If girls did go to school, or even outside 
the house, they had to make sure their faces were covered with a veil.

T!áhirih, however, wanted to learn everything her brothers were 
learning, and even more. Her father could see the determination she 
had in her heart. So, unlike most fathers at that time, he allowed her to 
attend the lessons he taught. But on one condition: that she sit behind 
a curtain in silence so that no one would know that she was there. It was 
as though she were invisible. 

As T!áhirih listened to the lesson from behind the curtain, she heard 
her father ask a di#cult question about a sentence in the book they 
were studying. There was a long silence. ‘Can none of you boys give 
me an answer?’ he asked his students. The silence continued. T!áhirih’s 
heart started racing. She knew the answer. ‘If only I could speak!’ she 
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thought to herself. ‘If only I could tear away this curtain that makes me 
seem invisible.’

At that moment, just as T!áhirih was about to speak, she heard her 
cousin calling her from downstairs, ‘Dokhtar jan (dear girl), where are 
you? Please come and help serve tea to our guests.’

T!áhirih’s heart sank. She quietly pulled herself away from behind 
the curtain and stood up. With all her heart she had wanted to speak 
and tell the class the answer to her father’s question, but she also knew 
that now was not the time.

T!áhirih sighed so$ly. ‘One day,’ she thought to herself, ‘I will speak. 
One day I will show everyone that girls can know just as much as boys. 
One day I will show everyone that we are all equal.’

That day came many years later. 
Inspired by the teachings of the Báb*, T!áhirih talked to others about 

the need for justice for all. She challenged the unfair laws of that time, 
and answered di#cult questions with brilliance and wisdom. T!áhirih 
soon became well-known throughout Iran and crowds came to listen to 
her speak; but, she still always spoke from behind a curtain.

Until, one day, at an important meeting, T!áhirih stepped forward 
from behind the curtain and spoke out. With her face unveiled, she fear-
lessly announced that this was a new moment in history; a time to break 
away from the traditions of the past. Her actions showed that the time 
had come for girls and boys to be treated equally; that this was the time 
for justice.

Today, T!áhirih is known throughout the world as one of the first 
champions of the equality of women and men.

Tahirih wrote beautiful poetry and her poems have been translated into 
many languages today.
Tahirih eventually gave her life for her beliefs and for promoting the rights 
of women.

* The Báb was the forerunner of 
Bahá’u’lláh, the founder of the Bahá’í 
Faith. The Bahá’í Faith teaches unity, 
justice and the oneness of humanity.
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Ron’s First Mission for Fairness

1950–1986
South Carolina, United States of America

Nine-year-old Ron loved two things more than anything else: aero-
planes and books. He was o$en found sitting in the corner of the public 
library, reading about pilots and planes. 

Ron grew up in America during racial segregation, when black and 
white people were not considered to be equal to one another. Black 
and white children did not go to the same schools, could not play in the 
same parks and o$en lived on the opposite sides of town. The public 
library, however, was open to both black and white children.

One day, a$er choosing his books at the library, Ron decided to do 
something he had never done before. He made his way, very slowly and 
nervously, to the front desk.

‘Ma’am,’ he said so$ly, ‘I’d like to take these books home please.’
The librarian, who was busy at her desk, pretended not to hear him.
Ron politely asked again, this time louder. 
The librarian looked up. ‘You can read them here,’ she said sternly. 

‘But, as you know, only white children are allowed to take books home.’
‘I’d like to take them and read them at home, like the other children 

do,’ pleaded Ron.
‘Those are the rules, Ron,’ said the librarian, and she continued 

reading her book. 
But Ron believed the rules were not fair, and he was determined to 

make a change. 
He took a deep breath, pulled himself up onto the desk, and sitting 

there declared, ‘I’d like to check out these books please.’
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Everyone in the library stopped what they were doing and stared. 
Shocked and upset, the librarian called the police. 

Two police o#cers soon arrived, but Ron, despite feeling a little 
scared, didn’t move. So they called his mother, who was on the other 
side of town.

She came running to the library. ‘Ron! You have to come down!’ 
she cried. ‘You know the rules: black children can read the books in the 
library but can’t take them home. You have to follow the rules.’

‘But the rules aren’t fair!’ Ron said. 
He then turned to the librarian: ‘I come here every day to read the 

books. Please let me read them at home. I promise to take care of them 
and bring them back.’

There was a long silence. Nobody spoke. 
Finally the librarian opened her drawer and took out a brand new 

library card. She wrote ‘Ronald McNair’ on it and handed it to him. 
‘Here,’ she said. ‘This is yours. You can take these books home. 

Please bring them back in two weeks.’
Ron made history that day. And from that day onwards he continued 

to make history. His love for books and aeroplanes, and his perseverance, 
would lead him to become the second African American astronaut to 
fly to space. Today, that library, as well as hundreds of other places, are 
named a$er Ron in honour of his courage and determination.

While in school, Ron played baseball, basketball and football, and he later 
got a fi$h-degree black belt in karate.
Ron loved music and played the saxophone on his first mission to space. 
A$er his first mission to space, Ron described how being in space gave 
him a unique perspective of the world. He said that he could not see any 
borders between countries, only one earth, and that it was his hope that it 
would be an earth of peace. 
Ron died in 1986 on his second mission to space, during the launch of the 
Space Shuttle Challenger which blew up 73 seconds a$er take o". 
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The Courageous Voice of Bertha

1889–1981 
Durban, South Africa

‘Ayanda, it’s time to go!’ Ayanda’s mother called her from the kitchen. 
‘We don’t want to be late.’

‘I’m coming,’ replied Ayanda, as she carefully put on her shoes. 
Although a size too big, these were Ayanda’s special shoes. With a pur-
ple butterfly imprinted on the top of each shoe, Ayanda imagined she 
had wings on her feet. As though she could fly. 

‘It’s going to be a long walk,’ said Ayanda’s mother. ‘Are you sure 
you are comfortable in those shoes?’

‘Yes, Umama (mother),’ replied Ayanda, with a big smile. ‘Today is 
an important day and I want to wear my special shoes.’ Ayanda took her 
mother’s hand and together they walked out onto the street.

When they eventually arrived in the centre of the city of Durban, 
Ayanda couldn’t believe her eyes. More than 500 women were gathered 
together. Many of them were interlocking arms. Some of them were 
holding signs. Ayanda and her mother quickly joined the crowd. Some-
one handed Ayanda’s mother a sign to hold. 

‘It says “RIGHTS FOR ALL!”’ Ayanda told her mother excitedly. 
Her mother nodded. ‘That is why we are here,’ she said.
At that time, the laws of South Africa separated people according 

to the colour of their skin. Your skin colour determined where you lived, 
which school you could attend, what job you could have, and how eas-
ily you could travel. The darker your skin colour, the less freedom and 
opportunities you had. 

Because of their dark skin colour, Ayanda and her mother—like the 
other 500 women who were marching—could not travel freely inside 
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South Africa. Whenever they needed to travel, even within their own 
city, they had to apply for a ‘pass’. But it could take months before a 
pass was given, and it was o$en received much too late for the reason  
it was needed. Today, the women and girls were marching to abolish  
the ‘pass’.

They marched through the city streets and made their way to the 
government o#ces. As soon as they arrived at the government build-
ing a sudden hush fell over them. In complete silence they all sat down. 
Ayanda looked around in awe. She noticed that hundreds of people  
had come to see what was happening. Although curious, they too  
were silent. 

Eventually a government o#cial came outside. ‘Why have you 
come?’ he asked. 

Nobody spoke. 
‘What do you want?’ he said impatiently.
The silence continued. Ayanda looked down at the purple butter-

flies on her shoes. ‘If only I were a butterfly,’ she thought to herself, ‘it 
would not matter what the colour of my skin was. I would be free to fly 
wherever I wished.’

Her thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the sound of a loud and 
strong voice: ‘We have come to ask for our freedom to travel.’ 

Ayanda looked up and saw that it was Bertha who had broken the 
silence. 

Bertha was a young woman who had worked very hard to finish her 
schooling and then train as a teacher. Bertha believed that everyone 
should be given the same opportunities in life, no matter the colour of 
their skin. It was because of Bertha’s e"orts, together with those of a 
few other women, that they had all come to march today.

Bertha believed that the way to reach equality and justice was 
through the use of words and by talking. Ayanda remembered  
once hearing Bertha say, ‘Talk, just talk! Talk again until things come  
out right.’ 



15

Using her clear voice, Bertha described the injustices that the 
women were experiencing. She spoke with courage and determination. 
The government o#cial listened carefully. When she finished, there 
was a long silence. Finally the government o#cial nodded his head and 
agreed that the women no longer needed to use the ‘pass’. 

Ayanda felt her heart soar! ‘It’s not my shoes that have set me free,’ 
she thought to herself. ‘Bertha’s courageous voice has let me fly.’

Bertha was one of South Africa’s first black women to have her own 
business.
Bertha was arrested and imprisoned twice for speaking out for the rights 
of black women. This never stopped her from using her voice to promote 
equality.
Although the ‘pass’ was later brought back again, it was finally abolished 
in 1986.
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Protector of the Earth

1889–1982
Hampshire, United Kingdom

From when he was just a boy, St. Barbe could tame the wildest of horses. 
He loved exploring the woods and forests around him on horseback.

One day, St. Barbe took a ride on a beautiful black stallion through 
the woods. Sitting squarely in the saddle, St. Barbe looked up at the 
gigantic trees that stretched up above him. The canopy of branches and 
leaves overhead was so thick that the sunlight barely peeped through to 
the forest floor below. 

As the horse roamed through the woods, more and more sunlight 
started to filter through the canopy. The dark green leaves gave way 
to the bright blue sky. In awe of the changing colours above, St. Barbe 
didn’t notice the changes in the forest below. The stallion, on the other 
hand, noticed fewer trees in his way and started to pick up the pace.

Suddenly the horse let out a loud ‘Neigh!’, reared his head back-
wards and galloped ahead. 

‘Whoa!’ shouted St. Barbe in surprise. He grabbed the reins with 
both hands. His hat went flying o" his head. ‘Whoa!’ he yelled again, 
this time yanking the reins. ‘WHOA!’ Finally the horse came to a stop. 

St. Barbe climbed o" the horse and gently guided it to where his hat 
had landed. He bent down to pick it up. As he got up, he looked around 
him and gasped. He could not believe his eyes. 

Instead of a forest filled with tall and towering trees, he saw an 
empty field dotted with tree stumps. There was not a single tree le$ 
standing.

‘How can this be?’ he wondered. He started to feel sick in his  
stomach. He knew that something was wrong. 
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‘We are chopping down trees faster than we are planting them,’ he 
thought to himself. ‘We need trees as much as we need air and water. 
What will happen when there aren’t any trees le$ on this earth?’ 

St. Barbe closed his eyes. 
He remembered back to when he was five years old. He had wan-

dered alone into a forest and had gotten lost. But, rather than feeling 
scared, he had felt completely safe. With all the trees around him, 
his heart felt full of joy. It was as though the tall trees, with their long 
branch-like arms, were hugging him, comforting and protecting him 
until he found his way back home. 

St. Barbe opened his eyes once again. He looked around with a 
heavy heart. ‘An earth without trees is unthinkable,’ he thought to  
himself. ‘Trees give us oxygen, fruits, wood, water, and medicines.  
An earth without trees would destroy our planet. We need trees to  
live on our earth.’

He took a deep breath, put on his hat and climbed back onto the 
horse. Placing his hand on his heart, St. Barbe made a promise that  
day to do everything he could to restore the disappearing forests in  
the world. 

St. Barbe died many years ago, but his promise continues to be 
kept today. As a result of his vision and e"orts, over 26 billion trees have 
been planted and continue to be planted around the world.

In 1924, St. Barbe founded an organisation to plant trees. This organisation, 
today known as the International Tree Foundation, exists in over 100 
countries around the world.
The billions of trees planted by this organisation help to protect our planet.
Throughout the world, St. Barbe is known as ‘Man of the Trees’.
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Elsie Speaks Up for What is True

1908–2004
Alabama, United States of America

Elsie tightly clutched her school bag as she entered the school gates. 
Out of the corner of her eye she could see the other children staring  
at her as she walked past. She hugged her school bag closer and  
nervously walked into the classroom. 

‘Children,’ announced the teacher, ‘this is Elsie. She has just moved 
here and will be joining our class.’

Elsie took a seat and carefully placed her bag on her lap. As she 
looked around, it didn’t take long for her to notice that she was one of 
only two black children in the class.

‘Let’s open our history books to page 17,’ said the teacher. Elsie 
opened her book, and the teacher began to explain the lesson. ‘Today 
we are looking at all the great discoveries and inventions that people 
have made in our world.’

As Elsie looked at the pictures in her book, she felt her tummy 
tighten into a knot. Not one of the people in the drawings was a black 
person like herself.

Elsie’s mind rushed to what she had learned in her previous school: 
for thousands of years black people from all over the world had made 
some of the most important discoveries and inventions. She wanted to 
stand up and tell all her classmates this truth, but the words felt stuck  
in her throat. She was scared.

Suddenly Elsie remembered her great-grandmother Louisa.  
Louisa had been born a slave and had fought for freedom and justice. 
One night, a violent group of people came to Louisa’s house to hurt her 
family. Although she was terrified, Louisa risked her own life by refusing  
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to let them in. She knew the truth, that black and white people are 
equal, and that gave her courage. Seeing that she would not move, the 
angry crowd finally le$. Elsie thought of Louisa’s courage and knew that 
she too could be brave. 

Still holding her school bag tightly with one hand, Elsie slowly 
raised her other hand to speak. 

‘Excuse me, Miss,’ she said with a shaky voice, ‘but I was taught that 
black Africans worked with iron before anyone else in the world knew 
anything about iron. They also created beautiful carvings and statues 
out of gold and bronze. But this book doesn’t show any of this.’

Everyone in the classroom fell silent.
The teacher slowly took o" her reading glasses and thoughtfully 

turned to the class. ‘What Elsie says is true. And it seems that the people 
writing this history book chose not to tell that part of history.’ The 
teacher began to tell the class about some of the amazing contributions 
that black people, both in Africa and in other parts of the world, had 
made over the centuries. 

Elsie’s hand slowly let go of her school bag and she placed it under 
her desk. Although her tummy still felt a bit wobbly, she knew that, like 
her great-grandmother Louisa, she could draw on her inner courage to 
stand up for what was true.

When Elsie was older, she became one of the first African American 
women lawyers in the United States. Throughout her life she continued 
to speak out for truth and justice.

Elsie travelled the world to promote the principles of justice, both in her 
work and as a member of the Bahá’í Faith.
Elsie lived in many countries including Morocco, Nigeria, Kenya, and  
the Bahamas.
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Martin’s Generous Heart

Born 1934
Ossing, Cameroon 

Martin was very far from home. He had le$ his childhood village in 
Cameroon and travelled across five countries to the north of Ghana. 
Still just a teenager, Martin had come alone, with a single piece of  
luggage, not knowing anyone, not speaking the language, and with  
only a few coins in his pocket. His heart felt sad when he thought of  
how far away he was from his home and his family; but he knew the  
reason why he was here and that gave him strength.

Martin was kind to everyone he met and quickly won the trust of 
those around him. He soon was able to rent a small room and find a  
job at a shop.

One day, Martin walked to the market to buy some food. Seeking 
shade from the hot sun, he sat under a tree and pulled a small pouch 
out of his pocket. He emptied the contents into his hand. His heart 
dropped. There were only two copper coins le$. ‘How will I manage with 
such little money?’ he thought. ‘I still have one whole week le$ before  
I get paid.’ 

Martin looked at the bustling market and saw dozens of stalls with 
delicious looking foods: bundles of golden bananas, colourful red and 
green peppers, black-eyed peas, dried fish. Determined not to be dis-
heartened by how little money he had, Martin walked towards a woman 
who was selling gari (roasted cassava flour).

‘Good morning,’ Martin greeted her. ‘How much gari can I get for 
two copper coins?’ 

‘Six small cups,’ she answered.



26



27

‘That’s less than one cup a day,’ he thought, ‘but I guess it’s better  
than nothing!’ Martin gave her his last two coins and, in exchange, 
received six small cups of gari.

Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, Martin spotted a boy he had 
met some days before. The boy was holding out a single bronze coin to 
another stall owner, but the owner was shaking his head.

‘That’s not enough money for even half a cup of gari!’ the owner 
laughed. 

‘Please,’ said the boy, ‘this is all I have. I don’t have any more.’
‘Don’t waste my time!’ the owner said rudely.
Martin’s mind suddenly flashed back to when he was living in  

Cameroon. He remembered the first time he had heard of the Bahá’í 
Faith. Martin had been so inspired by its teachings of love and generosity 
that when he heard that there were no Bahá’ís living in Tamale, in the 
north of Ghana, he had immediately o"ered to go there. It was his  
wish to help bring these teachings of unity to Ghana. And that was the 
reason he was here today. 

Martin then remembered one of his favourite quotations from the 
Bahá’í writings: ‘Blessed is he who prefers his brother before himself.’

‘Is this boy not like my brother?’ Martin asked himself as he looked 
at the boy holding the bronze coin. 

Martin ran a$er the boy and o"ered him two cups of his gari. The 
boy was astonished and gratefully accepted the gi$.

Although Martin walked home that day with less food to fill his belly, 
his heart was filled with joy. 

A$er a few years of living in Ghana, Martin later returned to Cameroon. 
His home became a centre for community activities, open to people from 
all faiths and none, young and old.
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Mag’s Dreams and Determination

1929–1991
Tennessee, United States of America

‘Mag, wake up!’ whispered Mag’s little brother. ‘Wake up!’
‘What is it?’ Mag asked, rubbing sleep from her eyes.
‘Come and see!’ he laughed with excitement.
Nine-year-old Mag got out of bed, wrapped a blanket around her 

and followed her brother to the window. The sun had just risen and its 
golden rays had started to peek through the crack in the curtain. 

Mag li$ed the curtain and her eyes widened in amazement. It was 
the most beautiful thing she had ever seen! Feathery snowflakes were 
falling from the sky and covering the fields in a thick blanket of snow. 

‘It must have been snowing all night,’ said Mag’s younger sister, 
who had joined them at the window. ‘I just heard Pa say that so much 
snow has fallen that the roads will probably be closed. I guess we won’t 
be able to go to school today.’

Mag’s heart felt heavy.
‘Children, it’s very cold by the window,’ called their father from the 

kitchen. ‘Come and have some hot cocoa to warm up’. 
Mag’s brother and sister ran o" to the kitchen, but Mag stayed at 

the window. ‘We won’t be able to go to school today,’ Mag thought to 
herself sadly, as she wrapped the blanket tighter around her shoulders. 

Mag thought of her grandparents. ‘Grandma and Grandpa couldn’t 
go to school either,’ she thought to herself, ‘but not because of snow.’ 

Living in the south of the United States, Mag’s grandparents had 
been slaves and had not been allowed to go to school. Mag’s own 
mother had only finished third grade and her father had given up school 
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because he was needed to work on the farm. Mag’s family had very little 
money and o$en had many di#culties.

As Mag looked out of the window, she came to a decision. She 
walked to the cupboard and took out her neatly ironed school uniform. 
She changed into her uniform and walked into the kitchen. Her parents 
and siblings stopped talking and looked at her in surprise.

‘Mag, didn’t you hear that the roads are closed,’ said her younger 
sister. ‘The snowfall is too heavy and no one will be at school’.

Mag looked at the icy blizzard outside the window. She looked at 
her younger siblings and then at her parents, and took a deep breath. 
‘I am going to school today. I’m not going to let the snow stop me from 
going,’ she said. 

Mag’s parents looked at Mag, and then at each other. They could 
see the beautiful light of determination shining in their daughter and 
this brought them joy.

Mag’s father wrapped Mag’s legs in thick burlap sacks to protect 
her from the freezing cold, mounted her on the family horse and walked 
with her all the way to school through the heavy snow. He was deter-
mined, too! When Mag arrived at her school, there was only one other 
person there: her teacher. 

Mag studied so hard that she not only finished high school, but also 
went to university. She first studied to become a teacher, and then to be 
able to train future teachers. Mag knew how a teacher could play a very 
special role in one’s life. She never forgot her own teacher, a woman 
who, all those years ago, trudged through the snow because she too 
understood the value of education.

Mag was the eldest of eight sisters and brothers.
When she was not at school, Mag helped her parents run the family farm.
During the Civil Rights Movement, Mag played an important role in 
desegregating schools in Mississippi and making sure that black and 
white children could study together. 
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The King Who Served Others

1913–2007
Sapapali’i, Samoa

It was a sunny day in Apia, Samoa, and eight-year-old Kolini* and his 
mother had been waiting at the harbour for over an hour. They had 
arrived by boat from the mountainous island of Savai’i and were expect-
ing Kolini’s father to be there to pick them up. They waited and waited, 
but it seemed that he had forgotten that they were arriving that morning!

It was very hot and Kolini was starting to feel thirsty. Finally, Kolini’s 
mother turned to him and said, ‘Kolini, please go and find us a taxi. I’ll 
wait here in case your tam" (father) comes.’

Kolini quickly le$ the harbour and started to make his way to the 
main street. He saw two cars parked on the side of the road, but there 
was no sign for a taxi. He ran down the street but he couldn’t see any 
more cars. ‘What does a taxi even look like?’ he thought to himself. 
Breathless, he stopped and looked around in dismay. ‘How are we going 
to get home?’ he wondered.

Suddenly he saw a tall man walking towards him from one of the 
parked cars. ‘Are you all right?’ the tall man asked.

‘My tina (mother) and I need to get home,’ replied Kolini, ‘but I can’t 
find a taxi to take us.’

‘Let me help you,’ said the man, with a kind smile. ‘Why don’t you 
take me to your tina.’

Kolini felt relieved. He walked with the man towards the harbour. 
‘Oh, thank goodness!’ cried Kolini’s mother when she saw him. ‘It 

was getting too hot to sit here any longer! Here is our luggage,’ she told 
the taxi driver, as she pointed to two large boxes. ‘And this is where we 
need to go.’ She handed him a piece of paper with an address on it. 

* not his real name
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‘No problem,’ said the man kindly. He picked up the heavy boxes and 
carried them to his car. Kolini and his mother sat comfortably in the back 
seat and they drove away from the sandy harbour towards their village.

When they arrived at the house, Kolini’s father came to the door to 
see who had arrived. To his surprise he saw Kolini running towards him 
from the car. ‘Tam"! I think you forgot that we were arriving this morn-
ing! But, look! I found a taxi all by myself!’

The taxi driver was unloading the two boxes and was about to get 
back into his car to drive away when Kolini’s father came towards him 
with some money to pay for the fare.

As soon as Kolini’s father saw the taxi driver he stopped in his 
tracks. ‘What is he doing here?’ he thought to himself. ‘And where is the 
taxi driver?’ He turned to his wife to ask her, but she had already gone 
into the house. Completely shocked, and with his heart racing, Kolini’s 
father turned towards the taxi driver and kneeled down in front of him. 

With his head still lowered, Kolini’s father looked at the money in 
his hand. Suddenly, he realised what had happened: his wife and son 
had thought that this man was a taxi driver. But this was no taxi driver. 
This was Malietoa Tanumafili II, the Ruler of Samoa! Seeing his father’s 
actions, Kolini kneeled down too.

Kolini’s father started apologising for the mistake that had been 
made and humbly o"ered him the money. But His Highness lovingly 
shook his head. As he got into his car, he turned to Kolini and his father, 
and with a smile said, ‘It is always my joy to be of service.’

His Highness Malietoa Tanumafili II was the ruling monarch of 
Samoa for over 45 years. Every day he served the people of his country 
with great love, kindness and respect.

At the time of his passing, Malietoa Tanumafili II was the oldest national 
leader in the world. He was also the first reigning monarch to become  
a Bahá’í.




