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Foreword

In Remembrance of Friends

Some time ago I was given a copy of this manuscript. As I started to
read, its contents moved me to my very core. However, as often happens, I
forgot all about it. In the fall of 2016, one night I had a dream of a distinguished
figure dressed in clothing and headwear prevalent during the time of the Blessed
Beauty and the Master, who told me:

“This book must be published; there is much more to it!”

In response to this comment, I asked whether this was in accordance with
the Divine will? He said: “Yes,” and then disappeared.

I hope that what has been written in this book, as well as much more that
is missing, will one day be published together. This volume describes a brief
albeit significant phase of the Cause of God in Yazd, Iran. I knew the late
‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi), and other members of this extended
family, who were among my friends. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhéab was a brave, sincere,
righteous, content and selfless lover of Truth, whose every thought and
word, much like his ancestors, centered around propagation and protection
of the Cause.

In a tablet revealed in honor of his father, the Master writes: “... thou
wast counted amongst the servants of His Threshold and recognized as one
of the keepers at His door. ...” (provisional translation).! Dhabihi (Zabihi)
inherited the trait of safeguarding from his father. He writes in his memoirs:
“... out of His grace and mercy He honored this insignificant being to
safeguard His servants...”. He considered himself responsible to protect the
Cause of God, never shied away from responsibility and welcomed every
opportunity, even when it was dangerous.

Although, according to his own statements, he never set foot in school
and was not educated, he was an outstanding orator with an exceptional
ability to reason and debate. As pointed out earlier, he was entirely focused
on teaching and guiding souls to the Cause. Dozens came to accept the
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Cause through him, and hundreds in Yazd and other cities came to learn
about the Faith because of him. One of the wonders of his life was that
through Divine confirmations, he attained such a level of knowledge that he
was able to converse and convince men of great intellect and
accomplishment. Furthermore, with the beloved Guardian’s blessing, he
was put in charge of inscribing the Tablet of the Temple! In a tablet revealed
in the honor of the respected father of the Zabihi’s, the Master writes:
Thou must overlook the notion that thou wearest a hat upon thy head, and
a shirt on thy human temple. Soon, through the strengthening grace of God,
thou wouldst acquire such power of oration that no one would be able to
challenge thee. ..."”" (Provisional Translation),” it seemed as though this great
bounty was transferred by the father to the son.

For more than fifty years, the history of the Faith in Yazd involved the
name of this pure soul and his lineage. He was raised by a sacrificial mother
and an illustrious family, among whom several souls, including his father,
were among the faithful servants of the Blessed Beauty and the Master. In
addition, seventeen souls * among them, including his father, faced
martyrdom and received a number of tablets that have adorned this book.
However, despite the above, this book is not solely about the late ‘Abdu’l-
Vahhéab Dhabihi. It is also about the lives of many other sacrificial souls
from the earliest days of the Cause, each of whom deserves a dedicated and
detailed biography. In addition, this book includes a range of other
important and immortal facts that deserve attention.

In conclusion, this volume is an account of an epic era of selfless lovers
who stem from the days of the revelation of the Bab and the time of His
early followers such as Jindb-i Vahid-i Darabi, in Yazd. The book: “A
Profitable End” introduces a good standard to be emulated for many a soul
to enrich their lives, and in particular for the youth.

Jalil Igbal
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Introduction (Persian Edition)

It was a source of joy to find the biography of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi
(Zabihi) in the final chapter of volume 9 of Masabih-i-Hidayat, [MAH]
pages 482 to 567, written by ‘Azizu’llah Sulayméni. However, the account
of the life of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) in Masabih-i-Hidayat lacks
details about him and the lives of our ancestors. Therefore, I decided to write
this book which includes other material as well.

During the 1990’s, as a sign of his respect for their friendship, Mr.
Hishmat’u’llah Mushrifzadih of Canada began to write a book about my
father. He wrote to the Bahd’i World Centre, placed an announcement in
Payam-i Bahd'’i,* contacted, consulted and met with many of his friends and
family members to write a book in his memory. In a letter, Mr. Mushrifzadih
wrote to me that the manuscript was finished and sent to the “Centre for the
Study of the Early History of the Faith”, receiving a letter from this “Centre”
signed by a certain Mr. Bahir. The letter included the following excerpt:

“Notwithstanding the fact that the manuscript is fit for publication
and distribution, since he spent much of his fruitful life travel teaching
and serving the Cause in pioneering spots, there is no doubt his friends
and family members have many more accounts and information to add
to the current 55 page manuscript. In addition to offering our thanks to
the friend who has written about the life of one of thousands of servants
of this Sacred Cause, it is hoped that through greater effort more
information shall be received from his children, friends and those close
to him, so that more accounts about his teaching and pioneering services
are included to help make this an even more precious source for the
education of future generations. The current version will be kept in the
archives of this Centre.”

However, due to Mrs. Mushrifzadih’s ill health and her passing away,
followed by the passing of Mr. Mushrifzadih, the book was never
completed. All the efforts for writing the above-mentioned manuscript, all
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information collected, including where and, or what the “Centre” was, could
not fulfil the original objective. After losing all hopes, I considered it my
duty to re-start this project and gather all necessary information to complete
it. The current volume not only covers my father’s life, but also those of our
ancestors, who willingly sacrificed everything in service to the Cause of the
Blessed Beauty, and some of whom spent years in the presence of
Baha’v’lldh and ‘Abdu’l-Bahd in the Holy Land. It also includes a brief
history of conditions in Yazd, as well as accounts and circumstances
surrounding the Baha’i community and life in that juncture in history.

The title of the book refers to a request made by ‘Ali-Akbar Kashi from
the Master, as described in the first chapter of the book. The translation of
the title is based on Shoghi Effendi’s translation, guided by a Tablet of
Baha’v’llah as ‘... “may grant that the end of their conduct may be

73 .. In conclusion I must mention that this book could

profitable unto them
not have been completed without the assistance of my dear sister, Parvin,
who typed the text, and the help of my dear brother, Muhammad Husayn.
Last, but not least, I wish to thank Dr. Jalil Igbal, whose assistance made
the publication and distribution of the Farsi version (original) of this book

possible.

Zia Zabihi
October 2012, Waldheim
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Introduction (English Edition)

The book “ ‘Aqibat Bikhayr” authored by Diya’u’llah Dhabihi (Zia Zabihi)
in Persian, which was published in 2018, is essentially centered around the
life of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi), and in effect is the story of his life
narrated by his son. However, a great majority of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhéb Dhabihi
(Zabihi)’s children, grandchildren, and great grandchildren live outside of
Iran, who could not adequately benefit from the contents of the book in
Persian; therefore, it was felt that an English edition of the book would be
necessary for them. In addition to the family members there are many more
individuals who could be inspired by the story of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab’s life.
The first step for the publication of the book in English has been taken and
a text of the original material has been translated by Dr. Tahirih Danesh,
which was edited by Mrs. Mairianne Zabihi. In subsequent stages some
changes followed; should a bilingual person in both Persian and English
compare this text with that of its base (‘Agibat Bikhayr) he would readily
recognize some major differences which are listed below:

1. Any text in Persian might not require elaboration regarding certain
cultural norms, historical figures, names of towns and places, lines
of poetry, etc. This is mainly because they are easily understood by
a reader of the text in Persian as they are parts of daily conversation
and references. However, a reader who is raised in another culture
needs further elaboration of such terminologies used in the
translation of the Persian text. For this purpose, at the end of the
current book in English, in chapter 8 , 122 endnotes have been added
which throw some light on a number of issues for the benefit of
whoever wants to refer to them. Also they are sources of authentic
information and references for some events which have been
described in the text of the book.

2. Names in Persian have been transliterated according to the Baha’i
transliteration standards.

3. Since references to a large number of names have been in the Persian
text, most of whom were relatives of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhéab Dhabihi (Zabihi),
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seven family trees exhibited in the English version of the book which
display such relationships. Readers who are not familiar with such names
and relationships are encouraged to consult these family trees.

. A list of illustrations and titles of endnotes appear in the table of
contents in order to make it easier to find a particular topic.

Certain short phrases in the Persian text which might require
excessive explanation have been slightly modified or eliminated. In
order to preserve the loyalty to the Persian text, such cases are kept
to a minimum.

Wherever the author has quoted from other sources such texts have
been italicized, and also for extensive texts the column of text has
moved about one cm inwards. Also, the font used for the italicized
text is slightly smaller.

The translation of all Tablets and holy Writings which are
designated as provisional translation are done by Foad Seddigh and
subsequently have been approved by the Baha’i World Center for
publication.

Since the contents of the book “ ‘Agibat Bikhayr” basically consist
either memoirs of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) or memories of
him written by others, his son included, lots of references to
historical events in the Persian edition of the book. In the English
edition, practically all the historical events which were cited in the
Persian text have been authenticated by references to reputed
sources. Whenever the information regarding such material was not
available in English sources, reliable and reputed Persian sources
were consulted from which extracts were made and translated into
English. A bibliography has been added.

It should be noted that the book “Maséabih-i-Hidayat” authored by
‘Aziz’v’lldh Sulaymani is a well-respected and reputed history book
which has been approved by the institutions of the Faith in Iran. In
this monumental work of nearly 5000 pages, the author has
researched and written about the lives and exploits of over one
hundred notable teachers of the Cause of God in Iran who lived in
the period starting from the earlier times of Baha’u’llah up to the
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time of the Iranian Islamic Revolution. The life of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab
Dhabihi (Zabihi) has featured in volume nine, pp. 482 — 568. Since
the book “Aqibat Bikhayr” has not cited the references for the
sources of information, in the current book “A Profitable End”,
wherever an event, story, or any description associated with the life
of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi mentioned which has also appeared in
Masébih-i-Hidayat [MAH], it has been documented and
acknowledged. This provides further credence to the material
appearing in the English edition of the book.

10. An abbreviation has been adopted for each reference book appearing
in the bibliography and the entries have been sequentially and
alphabetically arranged. Refer to the entries in the first column from
the right for such abbreviation and their longer form in the next
column.

It has been endeavored to retain as much of the original material as possible
in the translation of this book. Since the translation was not done word by
word, inadvertently some material might have been left out; however, such
cases were rare and were kept to a minimum.

Foad Seddigh (Editor)
July 2023
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Chapter One

The Ancestors

1 - Haji Husayn Turk, Haji Baba

A brief biography of H4ji Husayn Turk was included in the following
letter that my father, ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) (photo below),
wrote to Mr. ‘Aziz Yazdi ¢ at his request:

Hlustration 1. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi)

“Haji Husayn Turk, the maternal grandfather of both you and I,” was
the son of Haji ‘Ali Amir David Quli, a courageous and powerful man who
came from a distinguished family in Tabriz ®. As a result of a quarrel
between him and a certain sheriff of one of the boroughs of Tabriz, the latter
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was killed, and so the family set out towards Yazd, taking with them a camel-
load of gold coins. They entered the village of Manshad’ with their fortune.
This all happened prior to the advent of the Faith, and being Muslims, they
funded the building of the local Takiyah '’, mosque, and the public bath.
Haji Husayn Turk had a brother called Haji Zaynal. Together they had been
on pilgrimage to Mecca "' on three occasions, twenty-seven times to
Karbala 2, and seven times to Mashhad ©°

Haji Zaynal had two sons, ‘Abdu’l-Karim and Muhammad Ibrahim
(who served the Blessed Beauty in later times) and they were cousins of both
your maternal grandfather and that of my mother. A Tablet of visitation
revealed in their honor is published in volume three of Makatib-i-Hazrat-i
‘Abdu’l-Bahd. [MKT]' For the visitation of the tablet and its
provisional translation, see Endnote 14. For examining the
relationships between these two families, see family tree no. 1 in
[Nlustration 2 below, and also family tree no. 2 in Illustration no. 3.

Zahri Sultdn HEI Husayn Turk | ll:i)lIMill Sultén 11&ji *Abdu’r-Rahim |
———— = JY e el it

1s;ki|;ih Sultdn (Nanih iunlﬁ [others ’ {\q& All —_—

= el ||.||| Shaykb-"Ali
—_— Others W

lHaJ_AMuhammad Husayn Béqir ‘ Others m’ Vahhib Qh”ﬂ"[ ‘Adiz Yazdi | Hajf Husayn

s 20 ‘ I Mirzs Ahmad

| Aad *Ali-Akbar ——fkuqx)ydlkjnlxmlu J

Qi) l
[?_,:—E - Murissu*

Mubammad $3diQ b Fatimib Khdnum ]mhers !‘ Siyyid Javad [ Siyyid *Ali ]'"-‘ Tlubbiyyil i
s ] | ’\ua Iluu\ n H Others
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INlustration 2: Family Tree No.1: Connections between the families
of Haji Husayn Turk and Haji ‘Abdu’r-Rahim Yazdi

When the Call of the Faith was raised in Yazd, Siyyid Yahya Darabi; one
of the most learned, eloquent, and most influential subjects of the Shah, was
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delegated by the monarch to go to Shiraz and investigate the Faith of the Bab.
Travelling south from Tihran to Shiraz, he stopped in Yazd, ascended the
pulpit in the Musalla Mosque and announced.: ‘I have been commissioned by
the King, Muhammad Shah, to go to Shiraz and investigate the claim of a
certain noble Siyyid, if I find him to utter the truth, I will, with this very sword,
wage the holy war in His name; but if I find his claim to be false, I shall indeed
slay him with this same sword. Whosoever wishes to accompany me, let us do
so in the Name of God.’ All those present responded by saying that they
would fully accept his decision."”

Siyyid Yahya proceeded to Shiraz where he attained the presence of
the Bab on three occasions. During the first interview, he regarded the
young Siyyid as a merchant, and himself as an erudite scholar. On the
second visit, he thought of Him as one equal in knowledge to himself.
During the third interview however, the delegate of the Shah was
completely won over by the arguments and personality of the Bab. He
regarded himself as a humble servant before his Almighty Lord, and in
his own words: “lowly as the dust beneath His feet”. He then wrote a
letter to Yazd, conveying the account of his visit and his recognition of
the Cause of the Bab:

A Fire, O friends, from afar is in sight,

From the heights of the Tur it is glowing so bright!
its flame is blazing for all to perceive,

The Message of the Lord it reveals with all might! '°

Upon his return to Yazd, ' he wrote a letter to Mirza Lutf-‘Ali, the
court chamberlain, to be submitted to the Monarch, giving a detailed
account of his observations and acceptance of the new Faith. Haji Husayn
Turk, together with Radiu r-Rih " pledged their allegiance to Aqd Siyyid
Yahya Darabi. They became his companions in the upheavals in Yazd and
led by him, they withstood the attacks of the enemies in that city.” Haji
Zaynal along with the other brother, Aqd Hasan, also embraced the
Cause and in due course, Haji Husayn and Haji Zaynal attained the
presence of the Blessed Beauty. Haji Zaynal remained there. Haji Husayn
attained the Holy Presence on three further occasions but returned to
Yazd, as he owned many properties in Manshdd, and visited the village
during the summer season. There was a certain cleric in Yazd, an
influential and wealthy man named Navvab Radavi,”’ who was a fierce
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opponent of the Faith and he frequented Manshad in the summer also, in
order to harass and harm Haji Husayn.

1t so happened that one day, when my mother and grandmother
(the daughter and wife of Haji Husayn) went to the public bath, the
supervisor of the women’s section, a woman named Gul Nisa, asked
them to not enter the building, because the wife of Navvab was there
that day, and their presence might create some problems. My mother
who at the time was just a child returned home crying, and in reply to
the query of Haji Husayn, my grandmother recounted what had
happened. He went to the bath house and confronted Gul Nisa harshly,
saying: “Who built this bath, us or Navvab?” He was involved in many
such incidents.

On another occasion, Mullé Husayn,”'the brother of Radiu r-Rith—
a man who was honored by a comment of Baha u’llah; that He liked
Manshad, because of Jinab-i-Radiu 'r-Ruih **— attended the public bath.
Mulla ‘Ali-Akbar Shahbaz, a staunch enemy of the Faith, arose and
beat up Mulla Husayn so badly that the latter died of his injuries a
couple of days later.

When on his return to Manshad, Haji Husayn heard about this
incident, he went to the Hammam and sat in the same spot as Mulla
‘Ali-Akbar did. At this time Mulla ‘Ali-Akbar arrived and announced:
“I did warn these people not to come here, they didn’t heed my
warning and have even sat in my place.” Haji Husayn walked over to
Mulla ‘Ali-Akbar, held him by his beard and began to punish him so
intensely that part of his beard was ripped out. The local Muslims
hearing about what happened, sent the torn beard to Najaf ** and
objected to a Babi mistreating a cleric in such a manner. Subsequently,
Haji Husayn was chained and returned to Yazd, where he was
subjected to torture. In effect it can be said that from his declaration
until his death in 64 B.E. (1908 AD), he spent his life either as a
fugitive or a prisoner. His brother, Haji Zaynal, was a steadfast
servant in the holy household.

There were three brothers in this family. They were Haji Husayn Turk,
Hdji Zaynal and Aqé Hasan. Hdji Husayn married Zahrd Sultén, they had
four sons and one daughter. The son’s names were: Agda ‘Ali Manshddi
(Who was your maternal grandfather), ‘Ali-Muhammad Shahid (who
attained the presence of Baha 'v’llah and was later martyred in Manshdad),
Jindb-i Aga Mihdi (whose mother was a grandchild of Hdji Shdh
Muhammad Amin ul-Bayan, who at Baha'u’llah’s order delivered the
Tablet of Sultan to Badi‘, who in-turn carried it from Haifa and presented
it to the Shah of Iran). The fourth son was Haji Muhammad Husayn, who
lived in Alexandria (you may know his children). The fifth child was a
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daughter, Sakinih Sultan who was my mother. (Refer to Illlustration number
3, the family tree chart no. 2 on page 22)

The second brother, Haji Zaynal, had four sons and one daughter.
The sons were named: Muhammad Ibrahim, Abu’l-QOdsim, ‘Ali-
Muhammad Shahid, and ‘Abdu’l-Husayn. The daughter was named
Fatimih Khanum — whose husband was martyred in Manshad. She
was a consecrated believer who often said: “Even the wind cries out
Allah’vw’Abha, all that is needed, is a hearing ear.” Bahd u’llah
blessed her with a gift of his own water jug.

The third brother, A’qd Hasan, attained Baha'u’llah’s presence in
Dar’us-Salam in Baghdad. He had a son and two daughters who were
Baha’is — and several grandchildren, some of whom are also Bahais.

Haji Husayn was the recipient of several tablets from Bahd u’llah
and the Master. In 1302 solar calendar (1923 AD), Haji Muhammad
Husayn came to Yazd to take the tablets to the Holy Land. I am not sure
what happened to the rest, but two of the tablets are with me.”
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Ilustration 3: Family Tree No.2: More detailed descendants of
Haji Husayn Turk
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My father often repeated a verse from one of the tablets of Bahd’u’llah
revealed in the honor of H4ji Husayn as he recalled it which stated that when
the name of H4ji Husayn Turk is uttered, bravery and reliance come to mind.

The daughter of H4ji Husayn Turk, called Nanih jun by the family, used
to recount many stories of his bravery. One involved his travels from Yazd
to Tihran® to visit the court of the cruel Nasiri’d-Din Shah ¢ and report on
the actions of his grandchild Jalalu’d-Dawlih,?” who ruled Yazd. The Shah
was so overcome with his majesty and grandeur that he listened to his report
with great respect and thanked him by giving him a gift. As mentioned
earlier, H4ji Husayn was often incarcerated. Nanih jun used to say: “On one
occasion, he was so happy to be free on Naw-Ruz.”

Baha’v’lldh and ‘Abdu’l-Baha revealed several tablets honoring Haji
Husayn Turk and H4ji Muhammad Husayn Bagqir. As they were both named
Husayn, some tablets in the possession of the descendants may have been
addressed to either. They are presented at the end in chapter 7.

2 - Haji Muhammad Husayn Baqir, Sham‘ush-Shuhada

Hlustration 4: Haji Muhammad Husayn Baqir

H4ji Muhammad Husayn (image above), was the son of Béqir, a local
of Farasha, one of the villages in Yazd near Taft. Almost all residents of
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Farasha wer of Zoroastrian origin. It seems the father of H4ji Muhammad
Husayn was a Zoroastrian also. When ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi)
was in the Holy Land, Shoghi Effendi’s father, Aqa Mirza Hadi, inquired
about his origins. According to a letter my father sent to Mr. ‘Aziz Yazdi,
his response was as follows:

“When Mirza Hadi asked about my family roots, 1 offered the
following: I am the grandson of Hdaji Husayn Turk and son of Haji
Muhammad Husayn, the martyr, whom the Master titled as Sham ‘ush-
Shuhadd.*® Mirza Hadi replied: “wonderful, during his four years in
service to the Holy threshold, he was highly regarded and loved by the
Blessed Beauty”. For instance, the first time he attained the Holy
presence, Baha'u’llah said something to the effect that Mashhadi
Husayn! A body that is not dismembered in His path is worth less than
dunnage.

He returned to Yazd after four years and married my mother. Then
in 1891 AD he went back to the Holy Land and was there when the
ascension of the Blessed Beauty took place. It was then when the
Master instructed him to remain in the Holy Land. He wrote my mother
and informed her of this order. She wrote back saying to stay as long as
needed. He served there for three years. At his departure, the Master

told him, Haji Husayn when you return to Iran, carry your cross, just as
Jesus did.

Like his violent father and grandfather, Jalalu’d-Dawlih, ruled Yazd
and was responsible for the massacre of thousands of Babis and
Baha’is.”” But when he decided to develop one of the villages, he asked
the Afnan brothers to introduce two trustworthy Bahd’is to assist with
agricultural expansions and construction. The Afnans introduced Mulla
Bahram Akhtar-Khéavari °° and Haji Muhammad Husayn. In honor of
the Master, he named the village ‘Abbds-Abdad ' to portray as though
he had no ill wish against the Bahad’is.”

(i) Martyrdom

In his book, Tarikh Shuhada’i Yazd [TSY] (The History of the Martyrs
of Yazd, written by Muhammad-Téhir Malmiri - 2007). Under the title of:
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Events and Tragedies of Manshad, pp. 432-503, the author describes the
course of events related to the martyrdom of Haji Muhammad Husayn. The
translation of the relevant section of the book into English is as follows:

“Ndyib Bagir Khan spent his evenings at Sultin-Abdd farm, adjacent
to the Akhiind Farm. One evening he went there to attain the presence
of Aqa Siyyid Yahyd Mujtahid and Aqa Shaykh Isma ‘il ‘Aqda’yi, the
owners who spend their summers at Akhvind Farm. He said: “Bahd’is in
‘Abbds-Abdd greet each other by saying Alldh’u’Abhd and consider us
Jews. Haji Muhammad Husayn Bagir and Mulla Bahram are their
leaders who conduct dawn prayers and obligatory prayers in
accordance with Baha'i laws”. Bagir Khan ordered a few men to visit
Héji Muhammad Husayn at ‘Abbds-Abdd the next morning, to see
whether he would confess to the same, and if so, he would be put to
death. The next day he went to see a builder and an undertaker to
instruct them that if they saw anyone at the Akhiind Farm engaging in
such acts of worship, to gather their supporters to come and fight the
Baha'’is.

A few hours into Saturday, 8" Rabi ‘uth-Thani of the year 61 (4"
of July 1903),” the sons of Siyyid Yahyd Mujtahid laid a rug and sat
next to the pool in‘Abbds-Abdd. Hdji Muhammad Husayn and Mulld
Bahrdam received them with warm hospitality. Nayib Baqir joined them
in welcoming: Aqa Siyyid Muhammad, Aqad Siyyid Javad, guardians of
Siyyid Yahya, Siyyid ‘Ali Khan, the custodian of Imamzadih Ja ‘far
mosque and the son-in-law of Shaykh Ja ‘far Mujtahid ‘Aqda’yi, who
accompanied the guardians of Siyyid Yahya. Haji Muhammad Husayn
and Mulla Bahram brought a tray full of fresh cucumbers which Hdji
Muhammad Husayn proceeded to wash in the pool **. With great care
and respect he offered them as refreshments, saying: “The weather is
hot and you have travelled a long way, please help yourselves!” Nayib
Bagir Khan stated: ““You have washed these with your own hands, they
are najis (unclean). You must first clarify what your faith is before the
guests can touch them.” Then Aqd Siyyid Muhammad, the father of
Aqa Siyyid Yahyd asked: “Jindb-i Haji what is your religion?” He
responded by saying: “I believe in the oneness of God, prophethood of
Muhammad, the Twelve imams, the Guardianship of imam ‘Ali and his
eleven descendants”. Aqa Muhammad expressed his pleasure, referred

26



to Hdji Muhammad Husayn as “a wonderful man” and began to
partake of the cucumbers.

In the midst of this, Nayib Baqir Khan shot a bird. Apparently, he
had arranged that when the undertaker and the builders would hear
shooting, they must act, so as soon as they heard the bullet they
approached and waited until the group had finished eating. Then they
all went to the newly built complex where Haji Muhammad Husayn
resided. They were looking around, admiring the buildings when Haji
Muhammad Husayn saw them and asked: “Why have you stopped
working?” Nayib Baqir Khan stated: “The builders demand that in
the presence of Hdji Aqa Siyyid Muhammad and Haji Siyyid Javad,
Muhammad Husayn must deny his faith!” Aqd Siyyid Muhammad
asked them: “Do you confirm this statement?” They replied: “Yes.”
Aqda Siyyid Muhammad continued: “Not only is Jindb-i Hdji
Muhammad Husayn not a Babi, but also he is a wonderful man.”
Bagqir Khan then demanded a formal denial to satisfy those present.
Aqa Siyyid Muhammad turned to Hdji Muhammad Husayn saying:
“Jinab-i Hdaji, to refuse any accusation deny your faith so that the
builders return to work.”

Jindb-i Haji said: “Jindb -i Aqd Siyyid Muhammad, I do not
consider anyone as evil, how could I disdain any name?” Aqa Siyyid
Muhammad called out a name in disrespect and demanded that he
follow suit. Jinab-i Haji refused by saying: “I do not see it as my duty to
do so. Everyone is free to do as they wish, I do not choose to disrespect
anyone”. Aqa Siyyid Muhammad lashed out by striking Hdji with a bat
over his head and screaming: “Get away from me!” Muhammad Zaynal,
the servant of Aqad Siyyid Yahyd grabbed the same bat and struck Haji
Husayn over the head with such intensity that his skull broke open and
he fell to the ground. After this a third man named Taqi, who was a
tenant of Haji Muhammad Husayn, attacked his head with a knife. Then
the builders attacked him with whatever instruments were at hand and
dragged his corpse outside the complex. Baqir Khan then ordered the
undertakers to bring a rope to tie around his feet and bury his remains
in an abandoned aqueduct. The builders and the undertakers cheered as
they dragged his remains to its final resting-place, the main well in
Sharif-Abad aqueduct, facing ‘Abbds-Abad and towards Dasht - where,
known to its inhabitants, they covered him with soil and left the area.
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The next day seven representatives commissioned to protect the
Bahd’is in ‘Abbds-Abdd reached the area and learned of the
martyrdom. They were shocked to hear that had they reached their
destination earlier Haji Muhammad Husayn would not have been killed.
They inquired from Nayib Bagqir as to why he had allowed this act to
take place. He responded by saying: “He could not have prevented it
from occurring.”

Nanih jin used to say that for days after his martyrdom took place, a pet deer
of H4ji Husayn would stand by the aqueduct where his remains were buried. His
bloodied clothes were brought to Nanih jun, his wife, indicating that his body
had been cut to pieces, just as Baha’u’11dh had foreseen.

(ii) The Events in ‘Abbas-Abad
The tragic events in ‘Abbas-Abad were described in Yad-Namih Baydd -i

Nurd[YBN, pp.123 -127] ** which is being translated and presented here as
follows:

“With regards to the tragedy surrounding the frightful events on the
newly built farm of Jalalu’d-Dawlih, the governor-general of Yazd and
the owner of ‘Abbds-Abdd said: there were up to twenty Bahd'’is of
Zoroastrian or Muslim background conducting business at the farm.
Agricultural and tree plantations were allocated to Jinab-i Mulla
Bahram and several other believers of Zoroastrian background, whose
families were residents. Construction, education and welfare of children
were allocated to beloved martyr, Haji Muhammad Husayn Bagir.
Coordination of the local shops and supplies were carried out by martyr,
Haji Ahmad Kaffish. Animal husbandry and the local meat supplies
were also taken care of by another martyr, Aqa ‘Ali-Akbar. Bahd’is and
others lived together in peace and tranquility. Close to five hundred
laborers worked at the farm, who were locals from nearby villages,
including ‘Ali-Abdd, Nasr-Abad, A’@u'nd Farm and Mulla Farm. Some
would return to their homes every night while others would sleep at the
farm.

Nayib Baqgir Khan, the local representative in charge of the armory,
oversaw receipt of funds from the city and income distribution among the
laborers, all of which was calculated and recorded by martyr, Haji
Muhammad Husayn Bagir. As mentioned earlier in this book,
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persecutions began in Yazd. Jindb-i Aqa ‘Ali-Akbar, the butcher, was in
the city. As his name was known around the city, it was assumed his
temporary move to ‘Abbds-Abdd would save him from the persecutions.
With great care and the encouragement of Haji Siyyid Javad of
Muhammad-Abad, he agreed to visit the friends in ‘Abbds-Abdd.

On Friday, 29 Rabi ‘ul-avval 1321 (25/26 June, 1903), the enemies
of the Faith were busy persecuting the friends in Yazd, harassment,
martyrdom and pillage was at its height in Taft. Jinab-i Hdji Siyyid
Javad who had not heard of these tragedies bade farewell to the friends
in ‘Abbds-Abdd and began his journey towards Taft.”> When he reached
Farashah, someone approached him, warning him about the tumultuous
events in Taft, and cautioning him that he will be killed at first sight. So,
he spent an hour in peaceful solitude, resting by the Ab-Jddih stream
near the flour mill, which was a delightful place. A few children who
saw him came forward and asked if he were a Babi? He replied by
saying: “Why do you ask?” Gradually close to twenty or so individuals
began to harass and detain him. One of the children headed for Taft to
inform people to come and martyr him. Not long after, two Tafti’s
approached the child and asked him why he was hurrying and whether
he was a Babi? The child told them he was on his way to Taft to arrange
for Jinab-i Haji Siyyid Javad’s demise. Learning of his whereabouts, the
Tafti’s went with the child to his exact location where, using rocks,
wood, knife and shovel they ended his life.

When news of his martyrdom reached Taft and ‘Abbds-Abad, Nayib
Bagir Khan decided to eradicate the Bahd'is in ‘Abbds-Abad. In this
vein, Ustad Ghulam Bannd, a builder in ‘Abbds-Abdd, and an enemy of
the Faith, told the author (Bayda), that ever since the news of Haji Siyyid
Javad’s martyrdom reached ‘Abbds-Abdd, Nayib Bagir Khén intensified
his enmity towards Haji Muhammad Husayn who had been in charge of
finances and refused to accommodate Nayib Baqir Khan'’s interest in
usurping what rightfully belonged to the laborers. He used to repeatedly
say that when 200 Tumans a day were spent on laborer’s, then he should
get five Tumans. But Haji Muhammad Husayn had been absolutely
against anyone misusing the funds.

So, it was that Nayib Baqir Khan felt this was his chance to kill Haji
Muhammad Husayn. He was not so concerned about others, just
particularly the Hdji. Although he spent his days in ‘Abbds-Abdd, he
lived in Sultén-Abdd near Akhiind Farm. That evening he was at Akhiind
Farm and complained to Aqad Siyyid Yahyd Mujtahid and Shaykh Isma ‘il
about having had enough of Bahd’is. He was tired of them, saying
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Allah u’Abha to each other, inviting guests and referring to others as
Jews. He said: “Their obligatory prayers are different, they hold
devotionals at every dawn chanting prayers, they have even groomed
the ruler. Soon ‘Abbds-Abdd will be entirely in their possession and
perhaps will even be the site of their Mashriq 'ul-Adhkar. Now Taft and
the city are in turmoil. Jalalu’d-Dawlih arrives here in three days. If we
do not do anything over the next day or two, we will have missed our
chance. This is urgent. They are a selfish crowd who may force Jalalu’d-
Dawlih to attack the few remaining Muslims!”

Aqa Siyyid Yahyd professed he was behind the persecutions in the
city and said: “Now at the Farm I am ready to do the same, but you must
bring them to me for interrogation.” Nayib Bdqir Khan replied by
saying: “There is no way to bring Haji Muhammad Husayn to you.” So,
they arranged that in the morning a few residents of Akhiind (Mulld’s)
Farm would pass by ‘Abbds-Abdd to go towards the complex where
Nayib Bagir Khan would invite them in and subsequently murder Haji
Muhammad Husayn. In the morning, Nayib Baqir Khan went to ‘Abbas-
Abdd, as did the laborers. Apparently, he had spoken with the
supervisors and informed them of the plan, as otherwise they may not
have understood why cannon balls were fired. He confided in them that
as soon as they notice a Siyyid or a cleric walk towards ‘Abbds-Abdd,
to prepare to attack Haji Muhammad Husayn.

On Saturday, 1st of Rabi‘uth-Thani 1321 Lunar year, (27" June
1903), some Baha’is having Zoroastrian background went about their
business as usual at the farm and the laborers were occupied with their
work. According to the wife of the martyred Haji Ahmad, they were
concerned about the persecutions in the city, but had no idea the same
may happen in ‘Abbds-Abdd. She said: “I was sick in bed with a fever,
when on Friday evening Haji Muhammad Husayn came to visit us and
shared with Haji Ahmad that persecutions may reach Taft and the
surrounding areas. The famous Aqd ‘Ali-Akbar, the Butcher was there.
His crew were harassing the friends, killing sheep and camels to cause
havoc. Therefore, it may be advisable to pay Aqd ‘Ali-Akbar to go buy
more sheep. This way he would not be around when Jalalu’d-Dawlih
visited. And so that same Friday evening arrangements were made for
Aqa “Ali-Akbar to go buy sheep.

On Saturday morning Haji Ahmad went to work and Haji
Muhammad Husayn came to check on me. He said he was given some
plums, and wondered if | had the appetite to eat some? 1 told him that 1
had a dream the previous night and it had worried me. He said that he
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also had a strange dream and asked if he could tell me about it first. 1
agreed. He explained that in his dream he had seen clouds and a
rainstorm taking over our area, however it was brief and soon came to
an end. Therefore, [ was not to worry, all would be fine. Then he left and
Iwent back to sleep. Two hours later I heard shots fired. I thought Nayib
Bagir Khan must be shooting again. However, not long after I heard the
sound of a crowd and much commotion, so I wondered if perhaps
Hadrat-i- Vala *° had arrived. Gradually I dragged myself to the roof
top, where I saw some laborers and workers gathered near ‘Imarat
Lake. I heard one scream: “Kill him,” and another shouted: “Destroy
and pillage everything.” I was stunned and speechless. Finally, someone
came, and I asked them what was happening, only to be told that Haji
Muhammad Husayn had been killed. When I asked who had killed him,
I was told it was the son of Aqd Siyyid Yahyd along with an unruly
crowd. [ fainted with the shock. When [ finally came to, some
Zoroastrian women were nursing and attending to me. Words fail to
describe how I felt.

Siyyid ‘Ali Khan, the custodian of Imam Ja ‘far’s shrine and the son-
in-law of Aqd Shaykh Ja‘ar ‘Aqdd’yi had been at Akhind Farm as the
guest of Siyyid Yahya at the time; so, I asked him what had happened? He
told me that on Saturday morning Siyvid Muhammad, the son of Aqd
Siyyid Yahyd had said they planned to go to ‘Ali-Abidd and Nasr-Abdd
and invited him to go along too. He agreed and was given a mule to ride
and they set out to Nasr—A’bdd. Siyyid Javad, the son, and Muhammad, the
servant of Siyyid Yahya, accompanied them. As soon as they approached
‘Abbas-Abdd Aqa Siyyid Muhammad commented that as Hadrat-i- Vald
has not yet arrived, they should go see the new royal complex and lake, in
‘Abbds-Abdd. They agreed. On reaching the entrance, a man was sent in
to inform of the arrival of the sons of Aqa Siyyid Yahyd. Néyib Baqir Khdn
immediately sent a message that they were welcome, then with a gun in
his hand, rushed out to greet them and extended an invitation for them to
smoke with him. They accepted and disembarked, however no one was
around to care for their mules. They entered the garden and sat by the
lake to socialize.

At that moment, Haji Muhammad Husayn Bagir, who was in
charge, arrived and began to lavish us with great care, respect and
hospitality. He called on Mulla Bahram and said: “We have fresh
cucumbers, bring some for our guests.” Aqd Siyyid Muhammad
explained that we simply wanted to see the site, there was no need for
fruit and hospitality. Haji Muhammad Husayn however insisted that we
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enjoy both. We accepted, and Aqa Siyyid Muhammad mentioned that we
would like to visit the inner complex, gardens and the stables. We toured
the entire complex with Haji Muhammad Husayn as our guide. He
explained which parts were completed and which were still under
construction. He was most gracious.

Nayib Bagir Khan informed us that water pipes were ready by the
lake. They had laid out a mat, so we went to rest there for a while. Mulla
Bahram offered a tray full of fresh cucumbers. Haji Muhammad Husayn
washed them to perfection in fresh water, placed them back on the tray
along with a knife and some salt, and said: “Please go ahead.” Nayib
Khan said: “These gentlemen have heard that you are a Babi and find
it difficult to eat these cucumbers. You must first say something before
the guests can touch them.” Haji Muhammad Husayn said: “What shall
I say?” Aqgd Siyyid Muhammad said: “What is your faith?” Haji
Muhammad Husayn responded by saying: “I believe in the oneness of
God, prophethood of Muhammad, the Twelve imams, the Guardianship
of imam ‘Ali and his eleven descendants.” Aqd Muhammad expressed
his pleasure saying: “Not only are you not a Babi, but in fact you are a
wonderful man.” Then, in the midst of this Nayib Baqir Khan shot a
bird. Aga Siyyid Muhammad said: “You were too distracted to hear how
beautifully Haji Muhammad Husayn spoke. Whatever you have heard is
false.” He began to eat the cucumbers, while Haji Muhammad Husayn
spoke about anything and everything.

The workers arrived with their tools in their hands and gathered
around us. Haji Muhammad Husayn said: “What is going on? Why have
you stopped working?” Nayib Bagir Khan stated: “They say Haji
Muhammad Husayn must deny his faith to assure us,” and turned to Agqa
Siyyid Muhammad demanding, “tell Haji Muhammad Husayn to
recant.” Aqa Siyyid Muhammad responded: “Haji Muhammad Husayn
is a good man. Haji you have already stated your beliefs, now recant too
so they can return to work in peace.” Haji Muhammad Husayn said: 1
do not consider anything as evil, how can I recant then?” Aqd Siyyid
Muhammad said: “Repeat after me.” He then proceeded to utter profanities
in reference to some names. Haji Muhammad Husayn was upset, and his face
noticeably changed when he said: I do not have to repeat everything you
say.” Thus, everyone came to know he was a Babi.

Aqa Siyyid Muhammad felt perturbed and with a stick in his hand
struck Haji Muhammad Husayn over his head and shouted: “Get away
from me!” Muhammad, the servant of Aqd Siyyid Yahyd picked up a
piece of Qapan wood *" to hit him on the head, and the others followed
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suit, attacking him with whatever tools they had in their hand - to end
his life. Taqi, the tenant of Haji Siyyid Husayn Shaykhi struck his head
with a rock, so hard that it broke open. They dragged his body outside
the garden, and dismembered it, all the while chanting mantras. His
remains were thrown in a remote area, after which Aqd Siyyid
Muhammad, joyous, yet somewhat fearful, went with Aqa Siyyid Javad,
Siyyid ‘Ali Khén and some others; back to the Akhiind Farm, saying:
“We will not go to Nasr-Abdd today.”

Siyyid ‘Ali Khdn said that for the entire day Aqa Siyyid Muhammad
and Siyyid Javad were anxious saying: “That was a terrible act, we
should not have gone there in the first place. What if Jaldlu’d-Dawlih
investigates the matter and comes after us?” Around noon that day,
Shaykh Ismd ‘il ‘Aqda’i who is the maternal uncle of Aqd Siyyid
Muhammad came to know about what happened and praised us by
saying: “You did the right thing,” he told Aqd Siyyid Yahyd the same
thing, saying: “Some men went to ‘Abbds-Abdd, and at Bagir Khdn'’s
instigation put Haji Husayn to death. Baqir Khan is a good Muslim man
who for some time had become increasingly concerned about this case,
and possibly had even brought it to Jalalu’d-Dawlih’s attention. This is
as good as killing one hundred Bébis.” Aqa Siyyid Yahyd confirmed this
was a good deed, however, Agd Siyyid Muhammad and Aqd Siyyid
Javad were still restless and anxious - and apparently after almost 18
months had passed, they still remained apprehensive and their hearts
were filled with fear.

Haji Ahmad’s wife went on to explain that on hearing the tumult
and the news of Haji Muhammad Husayn’s martyrdom, she had lost
consciousness. When she came to, there were Zoroastrian women seated
beside her, caring for her with great kindness. The mood among them
was indescribable. The agony of Haji Muhammad Husayn’s martyrdom
on the one hand, and on the other fear for their lives and belongings, by
enemies of the faith in this remote dessert. All the women were
concerned about what was awaiting them and what recourse they had.
In this way, the day came to an end; but none of them could sleep.
Anyone who came to visit would ask: What happened? What chaos was
taking place? What will the enemies do to them in this frightful desert?
What will become of them? Will the evil masses arrest and detain them?
Will they murder them just as they murdered their men?

We were engaged in these fearful exchanges until Sunday morning,
the 2nd of Rabi ‘uth-Thani 1321 Lunar (28" June 1903). It was three
hours into the morning when around seven or eight soldiers arrived,
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telling us that they had come to protect us, to have no fear. Had they
arrived a day earlier no one would have dared to enter the Farm or
murder Hdji Muhammad Husayn. But now, what had passed, was
past. However, Bagqir, the father of Haji Muhammad Husayn, on hearing
the news of the martyrdom of his son raised his face and offered thanks
to God for having removed this dark spot from the history of his family!”

Below is a Tablet revealed by ‘Abdu’l-Baha about the martyrs of
‘Abbas-Abad, that is most likely about the martyr, Haji Muhammad
Husayn. The provisional translation of the tablet appears below: (For the
text of the Tablet in Persian see Endnote 38): 3%

Via Jindb-i Haji Siyyid Javad, ‘Abbds-Abdd, Jinab-i Haji Husayn. May
the Glory of God be upon him!

Heis God!

O thou who art steadfast in the Covenant! What thou didst write to
Jindb-i Hdji was noted. It was full of praises for ‘Abbds-Abdd,
explanation that his Highness (1) is in utmost kindness, and the
friends of God have arisen to render services in the utmost degree of
truthfulness and high resolve. This news induced limitless joy and
happiness, because one of the greatest commands of God and His
teachings is that anyone who is in the position of command must be
kind. On the other hand, anyone who should follow orders must be
truthful, brave and a well-wisher. Should these twin undertakings
become combined, they would result in joy, happiness, everlasting
glory and tranquility in both worlds, a joyful conscience, and
attainment unto the longing of heart and soul. Convery thou, on
behalf of ‘Abdu’l-Baha, greetings to the friends who are engaged in
services there and say: “Make ye a lofty effort! Be ye enkindled with
the fire of the love of God, and adorned with grace in that village so
that ‘Abbds-Abad would become Bahd-Abad.” Upon thee be
salutation and praise! Ain. Ain.

(1) This is the Prince Husayn Mirza, Jaldlu’d-Dawlih

Nanih jun, the wife of H4ji Muhammad Husayn had said that on the morning
of his martyrdom, H4ji Muhammad Husayn had said dawn prayers with the rest of
the friends in ‘Abbas-Abad. At the conclusion of the meeting a friend told him
about events in Sultin-Abad and suggested that today he should avoid going out
in order to escape any possible danger. Haji Muhammad Husayn had responded
by saying: “Whatever is the Divine Will, shall take place.”
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3. Sakinih Sultan, Nanih jun

My grandmother, in the image below, the daughter of H4ji Husayn-i-
Turk and Zahra Sultan, was the embodiment of steadfastness and
perseverance, a main source of care and compassion for the family, friends
and others. She used to spend two or three weeks at the homes of her children,
or grandchildren, to bring joy to them, especially the young. Whomever was
facing a challenge, would share it with her. She would often sit in a corner
and offer prayers for them.

As mentioned earlier, H4ji Husayn-i-Turk had four sons, but only one
daughter, Nanih jun. She used to say that she was pampered and spoiled in
her parents’ home. Servants and maids managed domestic affairs and there
was no need for her to do anything. Nanih jin would tell us that she was so
lazy, the butler would tease her that no one would ever marry her - and if
someone did, they would drop her off in front of her father’s home the next
day! But that was not the case and it was not long before she was married.
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Ilustration 5: Sakinih Sultan (Nanih jun)
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She was around 15 or 16 years old when she married H4ji Muhammad
Husayn Béqir. This couple had three children: Munavvar, ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab and
Rubab. There were no servants in Haji Muhammad Husayn Baqir’s home and
Nanih jun was a beautiful spoiled girl, raised amid great wealth with no
experience in housework. However, she had no choice but to do everything on
her own. In those days, none of the ingredients necessary for cooking were
hygienic. Everything had to be cleaned in a certain way. Dirt, rocks and soil
had to be removed so that it could be suitable in cooking. One day she made
mung bean rice for her husband. As he began to eat, he took one rock after
another from each bite and threw them into a copper tray in the corner of the
room. Nanih jun would say, the sound of each rock hitting the tray was as
though a loud bell would shake her heart, its effect was worse than any yelling
or other expression of dissatisfaction with the meal.

After the martyrdom of any believer, it was a normal practice to pillage
his house. Therefore after the martyrdom of H4ji Muhammad Husayn Béqir
in ‘Abbas-Abad, his home in Yazd was pillaged. With no one to provide for
them, Nanih jun remained in the empty home with her three young children
of five years, three years and six months old.

Ilustration 6: Rubabiyyih Muttahidih and Munavvar
Munjazib (Daughters of Haji Muhammad Husayn Baqir)
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‘Abdu’l-Baha revealed a tablet in honor of Sakinih Sultdn, Nanih jun
(Refer to Endnote number 39) %°, which spiritually strengthened her. Her
impression of the tablet was that her husband fulfilled his pledge by
sacrificing his life, and that it was her turn to do the same by raising her
children. It is impossible to imagine how under those circumstances, with
no provision of any sort and no income, a young widow with three children
could make such a decision and remain faithful to it. She refused to accept
any assistance from friends or family. If anyone came to visit her, she would
put a pot full of water on the stove to appear as though food was being
cooked and there was no need for assistance. She placed her whole trust in
Baha’v’llah and with entire devotion began to work as a simple wool yarn
weaver to earn some money in order to look after her children.

She used to say whenever it would get too difficult, divine
confirmation would come. For example, when her home was pillaged,
she quickly hid some jewelry only to forget all about it. After some time,
she was in desperate need of money to care for her sick children. She
was destitute and without hope for their survival, when one night her
husband came to her in a dream and asked her why she was so wretched
and failed to care for the children? Nanih jun in turn questioned him as
to why he had left her alone? H4ji Muhammad Husayn responded that it
was not of his own volition and then reminded her that she had hidden
her jewels in the water well and added that help would come. She
immediately awoke and found her hidden jewels.

The next morning, she was awakened by the noise of the movement of
several mules from ‘Abbéas-Abad carrying all her husband’s belongings
from his residence there, as well as donations by friends living between the
two locations. This included some pomegranate blossoms from Taft.

These were particularly welcomed as the children were sick with measles
(although the donors were unaware of this fact). The blossoms thankfully
helped cure the children; and the rest of the load allowed them to go on living
for a while. After a few days, once again the children did not have any hot
food. This caused Nanih jun a great deal of pain. Suddenly she noticed her
cat entering the house carrying a bag full of meat to her feet. She inquired
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from all her neighbors whether the meat belonged to them. When they all said
no, she cooked it for her children.

It was customary in those days to buy new clothes for children at the
onset of each year. As the new year drew closer, her son wanted a new aba
(traditional outer garment). The cost was two Rials, however it was not
possible for her to come up with the money despite her utmost efforts. On
New Year’s Eve the child was in tears and she was so distressed because
without his fathers’ help, she could not fulfil her son’s wish. In this state of
sadness, she left home when to her surprise, she saw a two Rial coin on the
bench next to her house. Despite all her efforts to find the owner, no one

claimed the coin, and so she bought the “aba” 4

and her son welcomed the
new year with his new clothes. In this way she managed to raise her children
and in time they all married and formed their own families. By this time, it
so happened that the Iranian authorities had closed the Baha’i schools and
as the buildings were empty, Nanih jin moved into a room on the Tofiq
school campus. When, as children we used to visit her, she would fill our

pockets with dried fruit from the Manshad garden.

A provisional translation of the Tablet by ‘Abdu’l-Baha addressed to
Sakinih Sultdn (Nanih jun) appears below (Refer to Endnote number 39):
He is God.

O handmaid of the Abha Beauty! That bright candle among the martyrs
obtained manifest grace from God’s holy Court and was given the honor of
attaining unto His presence in the Abha kingdom. During his lifetime, he rose
up to the well-favoured of God, and he was confirmed in attaining unto
servitude to His Sanctified Threshold. Thou art the respected companion of
that pure soul. Thou shouldst live in accordance with his behavior and
conduct so that thou mayest become the cause of his joy and gladness in the
eternal realm. The Glory of the Most Glorious be upon thee.

(Provisional translation by F.S. and approved for publication by BWC)
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Ilustration 7: Original copy of the tablet by ‘Abdu’l-Baha
addressed to Sakinih Sultan (Nanih jin)

A sentence she would often repeat was: God, you have provided,
continue to provide and will provide. The entire family owes a great deal to
Nanih jun and her priceless guidance. Her advice was invaluable. On one
occasion she advised one of the girls in the family that a girl was akin to
white fabric. If she were handled by those whose hands were not clean, no
one would ever want the soiled cloth.

Ilustration 8: Nanih jun’s room in her daughter, Munavvar’s home, in
Gazurgah, Yazd (Bahirih standing in front of the entrance to the room)
The best memories of Nanih jin were from cold winter nights spent under
the kursi (a table covered by a blanket and heated from underneath in order to
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keep people warm, as they sat around it with half their bodies under the
blanket). She would share beautiful memories and often speak of her life, her
father H4ji Husayn Turk — and her husband, H4ji Muhammad Husayn Bdgqir.
Although she was a strong woman, she had a soft and endearing voice and
despite the fact that she was illiterate, she had committed many prayers and
tablets to memory. Even in her old age she chanted prayers at meetings as
though she were a young woman. When she ascended to the Abha Kingdom
(a short time after the passing of her daughter-in-law, Jamaliyyih — my mother)
she was put to rest in the Bah4’i Cemetery in Tihrén.

4. ‘Ali-Akbar Kashi

During the 1891 era of persecutions in Yazd, seven martyrs of
Baha’u’llah’s ministry were sacrificed. Following an elaborate plan devised
by the authorities and carried out by the masses, they were murdered in the
most horrific manner on the same day in different parts of the city. H4ji
Muhammad Tahir Malimri describes this incident in his book Tarikh
Shuhada’i Yazd, (The History of Martyrs of Yazd). Two of the seven martyrs
were the brothers of ‘Ali-Akbar Késhi, named ‘Ali-Asghar and Aqé Hasan.
The account of their martyrdom is as follows: #!

“Aga “Ali-Asghar and Aqa Hasan, may my life be sacrificed for them, were
taken to the center of the bazaar. On both sides, soldiers, footmen, drummers
and musicians filled up the place. They were chained and pulled along by
Afrasiyab, the executioner, while crowds gathered around them. After entering
the square and standing them next to the fountain, they removed the chain from
around the neck of Aqa ‘Ali-Asghar, placed him to the north of the square and
beheaded him. He was 24 years old at the time of his martyrdom. They then
took Agd Hasan to the south of the square, facing his brother’s remains in front
of the apothecary, and removed the chain from around his neck. Hazrat-i-Vala
“ had instructed Mubarak Khdn to try his best for Aqa Hasan to recant his faith
instead of killing him, as he was exemplary in his looks and character, and
much liked by the Hazrat-i-Vala. In fact, they were both so outstanding and
unparalleled, in particular Aga Hasan, that no one could stop staring at him
without feeling overwhelmed by his unique countenance. I did the same
whenever [ saw him among friends at meetings and gatherings. In any event,
Mubarak Khan told Aqé Hasan: “See we have killed everyone. Deny your faith
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by uttering just a single word, and I shall accompany you, while you ride on
my horse all the way to the castle to visit Hazrat-i-Vala. Then we shall return
you to your home, safe and sound. Hazrat-i-Vala does not want to see you
dead.” Aqd Hasan responded by saying: “Hurry up, all my friends have
forsaken this world already.”

When the crowd heard him utter these words, they lost all hope. A
soldier pierced his body with his spear, followed by others who attacked
him with any, and all, tools of violence. All the while he remained
composed and standing, until finally a soldier placed a knife to his chest
and cut him open to his navel. He was still standing when the soldier
placed his hand in his torso and ripped apart his internal organs at which
point, he fell on the ground. Afrasiab the executioner then beheaded him
even although he had already passed on. Everyone took a piece of his
flesh, while Afrasiab pulled out his liver, held it in one hand; his head in
the other, all the way over to the remains of Aqa ‘Ali-Asghar. Then, he cut
open Aqd ‘Ali-Asghar’s side and ripped out his liver. He carried both
livers in his hand and put his head on the end of a gun and returned to the
castle,* where he was praised for this action. Shaykh Taqi Sabzivari
rewarded him with a special garment and Mubarak Khan was elevated to
a new position with the title of Nasaqchi Bashi.” After visiting the castle,
the two heads and livers were then taken before the public. They hung Agd
Hasan’s head from a mulberry tree on Ab-Taft road, where the crowd
threw rocks at it. Aqa ‘Ali-Akbar Kdshi (the father of Jamaliyyih - the wife
of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi - and the older brother of the two martyrs),
named the tree Va-vayla, and that is how it remains known today. All the
shops and the bazaar were closed on the day of the martyrdoms, and
everyone was celebrating. An order was issued to put up lights and
decorations everywhere, and while the masses were busy preparing,
Hadrat-i-Vala ordered that some Jews remove the corpses. They did so
by tying their feet with rope and dragged their remains from wherever
they were last left, without any clothing or cover. Aqd Hasan’s remains
were left in front of the entrance to his home on Sang Tarashi Alley
(Masonry Alley) near Imam Ja ‘far’s shrine. So, all parts of the remains
were collected and put back together. However, Aqd Hasan's head,
internal organs, as well as parts of his flesh were cut off. His head had
been wrapped in a humiliating manner to his body and dragged among
the crowds then thrown in a dry well in Kushak Hill near Mahmud-Abad
Aqueduct. So that same night, Baha’is endeavored to search and retrieve
all remaining parts of their bodies and transferred them to the same well.
At the time of his martyrdom, Aqd Hasan was 21 years of age. It was on
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the 29th of Shavval 1308 (June 7, 1891), when these seven pure souls
attained the exalted station of martyrdom. The above is a brief account of
what came to pass. Greater details would require a voluminous book.”
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Kashi and Children of Haji Muhammad Husayn son of Baqir and Sakinih

rer

Sultan daughter of Haji Husayn Turk

There are many stories conveying the excellence and refinement of
the characters of these two brothers, including the following: There was a
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poor and illiterate family that lived in the same neighborhood as the three
brothers. No one was willing to associate with them and their daughters
lacked beauty. No one had come to ask for their hand in marriage and they
were referred to as spinsters. One day Aqa Hasan told his mother to visit
their family and arrange for one of the daughters to marry him. His mother
responded by telling him that the most beautiful girls from some of the
wealthiest families in town longed to marry him and yet, he desired to marry
the most uncomely daughter of a family that lacked any position? He replied
that he was not thinking of himself, he simply wished to lessen the burden
on her poor father.

Following the martyrdom of the two brothers, their sister Fatimih Sultan
was in a state of deep trepidation, shedding tears and lamenting as to why
they had not offered a sum of money to Jaldlu’d-Dawlih as ransom to free
her brothers? Her mother failed to ease her pain. Finally, one night her
brothers came to her in a dream, soothing her soul, by letting her know that
they were in the next world, were very happy and that everything had been
prepared for their arrival in the Abh4 Kingdom.

Roger White published a collection of his poems, The Shell and the Pearl,
(White, Roger. “The Shell and The Pearl”: George Ronald publisher Ltd.,
Oxford UK 1984) in 1984. The collection is about ‘Ali-Asghar and centers
around the courage and steadfastness of the mother of these two brothers.
Before the enemies hung the head of ‘Ali-Asghar and his brother from the
branches of the mulberry tree, they went to her home. His mother and his new
bride, Sakineh Sultan, were busy dividing a new load of mulberries for their
neighbors. The enemies threw the severed head of ‘Ali-Asghar into their
courtyard. His brave mother picked up the head of her beloved son, cleaned
the blood from his face and returned it, telling them that: “We do not take
back the head that we have offered in the path of God.”

Below is a Tablet revealed by ‘Abdu’l-Baha in honor of ‘Ali-Asghar
(visitation tablet): In a moving manner the Master bears witness to his inner
gratitude, enthralled with the fire of his love for His chosen ones and those
who sacrifice their all as a sign of their love in order to exalt His Cause and
return to the Beloved. He beseeches the Almighty to exalt ‘Ali-Asghar’s
station in return for his consecration and sacrifices in the path of God. The
Master describes his martyrdom in the realm of the spirit as a true reunion
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with one’s Beloved, despite the gruesome manner of his physical death and
the fearsome mistreatment of his mother and wife involving ‘Ali-Asghar’s
severed head, threatening their faith to distance them from The Straight
Path. The beloved Master then concludes the tablet by beseeching the
Almighty to receive this martyr as a shining star in the Kingdom of Abha,
and to surround his bereaved mother and wife with His mercy, patience and
grace. (Refer to the Endnote number 45) 43

He is God!

Praise be unto Thee, O my Lord, O my Lord! I cry unto Thee from within
the depths of my heart, within mine inmost being, the reality of mine
essence, the very core of my life. I call Thee to mind from mine outward
and mine inward self, from out my very bones and flesh and blood, from
my soul and heart and tongue and pen—aflame with the fire of my love for
Thy chosen ones, frenzied with yearning over Thy greatly favoured ones,
those who have cast away their lives upon Thy pathway and given up their
own selves for love of Thee, and their own blood for desire of Thee. They
are the ones who have made themselves the arrow’s target, who have
found sweet the lance-head’s biting steel, who craved that, for the
upraising of Thy Word, their heads be raised upon the spear-point, and
that their hearts be torn apart—out of adoration for Thy beauty, and
yearning for Thy presence, and longing for Thy love, and in ardently
seeking to extol Thy glory, to be drawn unto Thy heaven, and to be
drowned in the sea of devotion unto Thee.

Among these was this youth, comely and sweet, he whom Thou didst call
‘Ali the Less' in the kingdom of names, he whom Thou hast made, in the
kingdom of attributes, to be ‘Ali the Great.” For he, O my Lord, when he
did drink from the cup of bestowals at the hands of the cupbearer of Thy
grace, became drunken with the red wine of love for Thee, and there
rose, over the horizon of his heart, the bright rays of knowing Thee. Then
was he enraptured with the wine of desire for Thee, and out of longing
for Thee he sped to the martyr’s field, and following Thy path, he quit
the bridal chamber on his wedding night, he left his cushioned ease and
joy for a place of affliction and pain, and from his rank of honour and
esteem was cast down to the depths of humiliation and abasement.

And then, at the decree of the worst among Thy creatures, did he redden
his smooth and delicate cheek with the blush of his spilled-out blood,
and with his life-blood dyed his clustered locks. Then did he exchange
the fine embroidered garment, put on for his wedding night, for clothing
dark with gouts of blood, and laid himself down in the bed of the scorned
and despised, down in the dust of misery and loss, in exchange for his
safe couch of bliss. This he did in his yearning for Thy realm, the all-
glorious, and Thine Abha Company. Then they rent his breast that had
rejoiced in the tokens of Thy love, and they ripped at his heart, flaming
with desire for Thee; and on Thy path, they shot their arrows of hate at
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his fair, open bosom and, because of his love for Thee, with their cruel
blade struck off the noble head.

Then they set his head on the point of their tyrant’s lance, and they carried
it to his tender-hearted and grievously wronged mother and to his
honourable, his sorrowing bride. And to terrify their hearts and threaten
them with more—so as to make them waver in their faith and cause their
feet to stumble on Thy highway of truth, Thy path that runneth straight—
they flung it into the courtyard of their spacious home.

Praise be unto Thee, O my Lord, that Thou didst keep their hearts firmly
grounded in Thy love. They took that noble head and set it down outside
the house, returning that precious substance to the merciless among Thy
creatures, and told them: “God forbid! The head that we have offered
up on the path of God, we will not take back. We will not ask for it again,
the hidden gem, the treasured and well-guarded pearl that we have given
up in love for God. O, may this comely head but vanish under the
galloping horses’ hooves! May the steeds of the obdurate trample it to
dust!”

O my Lord! Make Thou this martyr a hero of Thy Kingdom, make him a
mighty pillar in Thy supernal realms, a blazing star in Thy resplendent
heaven.? [ Make him a pure spirit in the temple of faithfulness, a shining
light in the lamp of “Then came he nearer and approached, And was at
the distance of two bows, or even closer” !+ and bestow Ti hy blessings,
salutations, and greetings upon the mother who carried him in her
womb, the breasts which nurtured him, and the bosom which held and
raised him. Give her patience and comfort her through Thy great mercy
and glorious bestowals. Exalt his noble wife, a leaf of Thy Sadratu’l-
Muntahd >, with the lights of grace and grandeur. Place her under the
shadow of Thy might and beauty, and adorn her head with the crown of
great bounty, O Thou the Lord of them who have attained unto the
knowledge of God. Cast Thou, through Thy bounty, the glance of the
eyes of Thy grace upon all those who are related to him, that it may bring
him honor, O Lord of mankind and the object of the longing of all that
dwell in the heavens and on the earth! Thou art the All-Merciful, the
Most-Generous. There is none other God save Thee, the Almighty,
Whose help is implored by all. ]

An authoritative translation of this Tablet has been obtained from the website which
may be accessed through the Jollowing link:
https.//www.bahai.org/library/authoritative-texts/abdul-baha/additional-prayers-
revealed-abdul-baha/852289635/1#853877301

Notes

The name of the martyred youth is ‘Ali-Asghar.
‘Ali-Akbar

The section which follows inside the square bracket at this point is a provisional translation
while what comes before it is an authorized translation.
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4. Averse from the Qur'an, Surih An-Najm, 53: 8-9. (Rodwell translation). It refers to the
spiritual journey (Mi'réj of the Prophet Muhammad in His journey to God, to a distance
less than the length of two bows. It refers to the nearness of God. [see Endnote number
46]

5. Sadratu’-Muntahé literally means the last tree. It is a Quranic term. In the Baha'i
revelation, it is a reference to the Manifestation of God. [see Endnote number 47]

5. Sakinih Sultan, the grandmother of Labib

An article published about the life of Sakinih Sultan, the wife of ‘Ali-
Asghar, the martyr [not to be confused with ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi’s
(Zabihi) mother of the same name], written by Mah Mihr Gulistanih
(Vahdat) was published in an issue of Payam-i Baha'i (a Persian-language
Bahad’i magazine, published by the National Spiritual Assembly of the
Bah4’is of France) *® the translation of which is as follows:

In 1971, my family and I were travelling to the youth conference in
Padua, Italy. On our way we stopped over in Beirut. At that point, there
was no sign of war or conflict, and Beirut was a beautiful Mediterranean
city. Buildings of different colors and heights were anywhere and
everywhere, like wild mushrooms with no rhyme or reason. Lack of
attention to urban planning conveyed no unique sense of harmony or
identity. In a short time, one could travel from the heart of the city,
through beautiful breezy villages, all the way to the snowy cedar mountain
tops and on to the blue ocean — all in one day.

Visiting the Baha'i friends, particularly the youth, had such an impact
on our spiritual lives that it changed our destiny forever. We spent a few
days at the home of my husband’s sister, Gulrukh, and her husband, the
late Labib Shahid — who had moved to Beirut at the instruction of the
Beloved Guardian. I remembered hearing the name of Sakinih Sultan
from Arab speaking Egyptian and Iranian Bahd’is during my visit to
Egypt in 1956. One day during our stay in Beirut, although he had never
been to Iran, Mr. Labib Shahid (Labib Shahid) (whose mother was
Fatimih, the daughter of Sakinih Sultin and ‘Ali-Asghar the Martyr)
eloquently shared the story of her life in Persian. I was young then and
filled with youthful vigor and pride. I listened to the account but never
thought about it again until years later. Along with millions of other
Iranians, following the 1979 revolution, we left our home for a new life in
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a lonely and far away land, where memories led to countless journeys in
the silence of one’s heart. In 1998 Dr. ‘Ali Gulistanih brought a number
of documents from his trip to Cyprus, including an account about Sakinih
Sultan. 1 forgot about this too. While in Alexandria in January 1994, 1
came across some original tablets and sacred writings among the
belongings of the Gulistanih family and we carried these invaluable
treasures back with us to the United States.

Sometime later I was researching the life of the Yazdi family in Egypt when
among the documents 1 saw a letter written, in the beautiful handwriting of a
woman that bore the signature of Sakinih Sultan. I could hardly believe that a
woman born more than 120 years ago, into limitations of that land and time, had
such beautiful handwriting. Dated the 4th of November 1908, the letter was sent
from the Holy Land to the Yazdi family in Egypt. Curious about the relationship
between Sakinih Sultan and the Yazdi family, I began to review the documents [
had in Arabic. With much exhilaration, Dr. Gulistanih and [ translated a short
compilation. Below is a brief account for your readers. May the seeds of love and
Jjoy, planted by this courageous and faithful handmaiden, result in sweet fruits of
steadfastness, empathy and faith among the future generations.

Sakinih Sultan was one of nine siblings. Her father, Muhammad Sadiq
and her mother Fatimih Bigum were both descended from well-known
families in Yazd. One of Sakinih Sultan’s maternal uncles, Hdaji Siyyid
‘Ali, along with Haji Muhammad Yazdi, received the title of “The Twin
Most Sublime Names” * from the Blessed Beauty. Another one of her
uncles, Haji Siyyid Javad Yazdi married Gawhar Khanum, (the sister of
Munirih Khanum, the wife of ‘Abdu’l-Baha). The intense persecutions at
the order of the ruler of Yazd during the first few years following the
revelation of Bahd u’llah, led to the forced departure of the two brothers.
Despite all challenges at the time, they reached the Holy Land, and at the
order of the Blessed Beauty, left for Alexandria and settled there.

At the age of 13 Sakinih Sultan married ‘Ali-Asghar Yazdi. Sometime
later the marriage resulted in a daughter named Fatimih. It was then when
the Yazd seven martyrs suffered execution. ‘Ali-Asghar, Sakinih Sultan’s
husband was one of them. The sorrowful account of the martyrdom of ‘Ali-
Asghar and his brother Aqa Hasan, two of the Seven Martyrs of Yazd have
been recorded in details and their names have been immortalized in the
annals of the early martyrs of the Cause. These two brothers were peerless
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in their patience, dignity, kindness and nobility. The seven were arrested,
their hands tied behind their backs and then subjected to every vile act
imaginable, as they were dragged through the bazaar, on the way to the
ruler of Yazd. The ruler’s name was Jalalu’d-Dawlih, and he was the son
of Zilu's-Sultan and grandson of Nasiri’d-Din Shah. They were told to
recant, but they refused and ‘Ali-Asghar said: “My life belongs to my
Beloved, whoever so desires, may end it”. Jalalu’d-Dawlih then placed
the noose around his neck. Those pure ones were dragged by a rope
between two rows of soldiers, servants and slaves — amidst a fanfare of
cheers, drums and trumpets. They were taken to the main square in the
bazaar. To the north they beheaded ‘Ali-Asghar. At the time he was 24
years old. This event took place on the 9th of Shavval 48 years after the
Declaration of the Bab (1892 AD). "

A few years after the martyrdom of her husband, Sakinih Sultan along
with her daughter Fatimih, moved to ‘Ishq-Abdd.>" At the instructions of
the Master, they then moved to the Holy Land and resided in the home of
her maternal uncle, Siyyid Javad Yazdi, who was ‘Abdu’l-Bahda’s brother-
in-law. After some time, she was appointed as the custodian of the House
of ‘Abbud and Fatimih was raised in the House of the Master in Haifa and
educated at the Sisters of Nazareth School. She was taught the Qur’an
and the Kitab-i-Aqdas by the scholars of the Faith and was trained in
calligraphy by Mr. Mishkin Qalam. One of her interesting creations was
a beautiful frame designed with colorful yarn, which was presented to the
beloved Guardian - and at whose order it is now displayed in the corridor
of the Mansion in Bahji. She also sewed beautiful cloaks for the Master.

In one of the accounts recorded by Juliet Thompson during her stay in
the Holy Land in 1909, she refers to Sakinih Sultan: ‘The Master always sat
in the right-hand corner of the divan by one high window, correcting the
Tablets dictated to His secretaries, the small, glazed, ivory-colored leaf of
parchment in His left hand. Around Him on the divan, we sat with the Holy
Family. Along the divan and on the floor sat the families of martyrs, a number
of children among them, whom the Master had taken under His own care.
The samovar stood on the floor at the entrance on a Persian teacloth, a
beautiful, happy-faced woman behind it serving tea. She had deep dimples in
her cheeks and her hair hung in thick black braids, a white veil partially
covering it. Years before in Persia, when she was a bride fifteen years old,

her husband was martyred.”
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In 1911, Fatimih jun was married to Badi* Effendi, the son of Jindb-i
‘Abdu’l-Javad Yazdi (maternal cousin of Sakinih Sultan) and settled in Egypt.
‘Abdu’l-Baha gifted them with 40 gold Liras and a tablet revealed in the
name of Badi’ Effendi. It was during the first year of Fatimih’s marriage that
Sakinih Sultan was directed by the Master to serve Mirza Abu’l-Fada’il
Gulpayigani  and Shoghi Effendi; who was a student at the Catholic school
in Beirut. Soon after Jinab-i Afnan received a letter from the Master
expressing his deep satisfaction with Sakinih Sultan’s services. Consequently,
when Ritha Khanum, the daughter of ‘Abdu’l-Baha fell ill, Sakinih Sultan was
asked to accompany her to the mountains of Lebanon.

In a letter issued by the Master on this occasion he indicates he recited
the Healing Tablet for her, and that he is embarking on a journey that may
take a longtime. He reassured Sakinih Sultan that he will not forget her
services and will offer prayers for her. One year after Fatimih jun’s
marriage, she gave birth to a boy, named Labib. He is the author of this
account in Arabic and writes: “I was born in October 1912 in Egypt. My
mother called me Labib, but my official name is ‘Ali-Asghar, in honor of
my grandfather. The Master bestowed the last name Shahid on me when I
entered school. At the Sister of Nazareth School, my mother was also known
by the same last name. My mother contracted a fever at the time of my birth
and ten days later passed away. It appears that the cause of her fever was
neglect on the part of my father’s family and their failure to inform Sakinih
Sultan about her condition. It was five days after her passing that Sakinih
Sultan rushed to Cairo, where the shock of this news made her delirious.
‘Abdu’l-Baha heard this news before his journey and issued several letters
to console the bereaved mother, reassuring her that she will be reunited
with her daughter in the next world.

Sometime before the passing of my mother, my grandmother who
was serving Mirza Abu’l- Fada’il Gulpayigani and Shoghi Effendi at the
time, had a strange dream. Since Mirza Abu’l- Fada’il was known for
his ability to interpret dreams, she shared her experience with him. In
response he simply said: “God willing all will be well.” She described
the dream as follows: I saw Fatimih jun as a 7-8-year-old girl walking
on the wall. She suddenly fell and broke into pieces like a china doll.
Panic-stricken, I collected all the pieces and put them in a bag where
they reconnected and came back to life. I thought to myself, thank God
she is a new being and I will care for her and raise her up. After the
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passing of Fatimih jun, Mirza Abu’l- Fada’il visited Sakinih Sultan to
offer his condolences and told her: “I saw no good come of the dream
and that is why I did not say anything.”

‘Abdu’l-Bahad wrote a tablet on her passing as follows: (for the original
tablet in Arabic refer to Endnote number 54)*

He is God.

O My God! O My God! Verily, this maidservant was born in the
stronghold of Thy love, and nurtured from the breast of Thy knowledge, she
flourished in the cradle of Thy loving-kindness, was sheltered beneath the
shadow of Thy oneness, and reached maturity under the banner of Thy
lordship. O My God! She tasted the bitterness of her father’s martyrdom,
and quaffed from her earliest days her fill of tribulation in Thy path.
While still of tender age, she swallowed the poison of tyranny and hate
from the grasping hands of cruelty, oppression and enmity. No sooner
had she reached maturity under the shadow of Thy tender mercy, and
ere she had savored life’s sweetness and enjoyed some measure of
comfort in this material world, than she donned the robe of everlasting
life and bid farewell to the ephemeral world. She returned unto Thee,
imploring Thy kingdom, humbly supplicating Thy realm, longing to meet
Thee. She was attracted to the concourse of glory, shining at the focal
point of light in the kingdom of mysteries.

O My God! Verily, she is the daughter of a martyr, a cherished child of
one who hastened to the arena of martyrdom, and who drank the cup of
anguish whilst crying aloud saying:  ‘Take me, take me, O my
compassionate God! Accept my sacrifice in Thy path, O Thou the All-
Mighty, O Thou the All-Knowing! I offered up my soul and my blood in Thy
love, seeking Thy presence, and taking refuge in Thy stronghold.’

O My God! Make this handmaiden of Thine a sign of Thy mercy, a banner
of Thy forgiveness, a fountain of Thy bounty, and a wellspring of eternal life
for centuries to come, till time without end. Verily, Thou art the Pardoner
of sins, the Ever-Forgiving, the Kind, the Compassionate.

[Provisional translation by F.S. approved for publication by the BWC]

Labib Shahid continues: When I went to Cairo in Ridvan 1942, I first
visited my mother’s grave. With tearful eyes I offered a prayer for a
mother who gave up her life to save mine. At the instructions of the
beloved Guardian the following inscription beautified her tombstone:

He is God
1, Fatimih, was weaned from the bosom of this world to drink the eternal
milk from the realm above.
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Fatimih jun Shahid
23 Dhul-Qa’dih 1330 — 3 November 1912

Sakinih Sultan was filled with sorrow and pain. She felt all her dreams
were shattered. She imprisoned herself in the top floor of a house to die.
She refused all efforts to bring her back. She refused to leave that room
despite all requests and visits by friends until a letter written by the Master
inviting her to the Holy Land reached her. In this letter the Master consoled
and advised her not be sorrowful.

Labib continues, I was one year old when ‘Abdu’l-Baha’s letter
summoned us to the Holy Land. My grandmother obeying the Master,
returned, along with me (the only descendant she had) to the Holy Land
where we settled in the House of ‘Abbud. This house had an eastern and a
western wing. The eastern wing was composed of three floors facing ‘Abbud
square. Sakinih Sultan chose to live in that wing, in a room adjacent to the
one where the Master married Munirih Khanum. The best years of my life
were in that house. Sometimes we would enter the presence of the Master.
The warmth and unconditional love of Sakinih Sultan, known by all as
Umm-i Labib (mother of Labib) filled my life. I will never forget the look on
‘Abdu’l-Baha’s face while he softly chanted “Ya llah Al-Mustaghath” as
he conversed with God. That heavenly voice meant that as soon as He would
begin to chant prayers, my eyes would rest and soon I would find myself'in
deep sleep.

Our little room had a small window facing the square, where a Turkish
bath was set up. How often I would stick my head out of this window and
curiously observe the comings and goings of people and shopkeepers. Every
night I slept on the bed next to that of Sakinih Sultan and imagined that she
was my mother. She put my bed next to the wall so that I would not fall
down. She would hold me in her warm embrace and quietly chant Uda ‘t-u
Nafsi.” She would ask: “Do you love me?”’ And I would respond by saying:
“Yes from the bottom of my heart.” I would express my child-like love and
reassure her of my feelings for her, until our eyes would give way to sleep.
The first time I noticed the faraway horizon over the ocean, I felt scared
and called her to say: “Mother, look carefully, stars are falling on earth.
She looked out the window and said, Labib, these are not stars, these are
lights far away in Haifa.”

1 remember each time the youthful Guardian would visit ‘Akka, Sakinih
Sultan would send me with a small bag to buy his favorite, famous sweet
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plums, from Abu Haydar’s shop in Al-Hassabih bazaar. One day [ was in

‘Abdu’l-Baha’s room without permission, I opened his case and picked up
the knife he used to sharpen his calligraphy pens or clean his nails. Sakinih
Sultan saw me and angrily took it from me. I cried so hard I passed out.
‘Abdu’l-Bahd was upset and reprimanded her saying: “Did I not ask you
to leave this child be?” He then took me into his embrace, kissed me and
held me until I calmed down.

During the WWI years of 1914-1918 ‘Abdu’l-Baha would send the list of
names of ‘Akka residents for Sakinih Sultan from ‘Adasiyyih. She oversaw the
distribution of wheat among those who lived in ‘Akkd. He was personally in
charge of agricultural matters, including harvest and transfer of wheat to ensure
nothing was wasted. Everything was sent to Sakinih Sultan at the House of
‘Abbud, who would issue receipts for each sac. She would then distribute them
according to the list of names issued by the Master. The love and mercy of the
Master for all inhabitants of ‘Akka during those difficult years with scarcity of

food and resources, and his initiative to care for the needy, had an incredible
impact on their heart and soul; leaving no room for dissension among the
Muslims, Christians and Baha’is. His love was all embracing. The summary of

one of His letters is as follows:

1 have been in Al-Ghur for some time. The afternoons are indescribably hot,
causing me shortness of breath. I had to come to Tiberias (Northwest
Palestine). I will return as soon as 1 feel better. I will send you the harvest as
usual. Although friends are missed (due to the heat), otherwise I would be
forced to return to Haifa and ‘Akka. Regardless of all challenges [ sent some
wheat. However, the cost of transfer has been raised. Each load costs around
2-3 Majidi. We bought the entire load last year and each load cost one Mayjidi.
This year, for the same loads we had to pay 2-5 Majidis (each load is about 5
pounds). This year [ will send you 560 pounds of wheat. Distribute 540 pounds
in accordance with the list I have included. Store it at the House of ‘Abbud and
distribute it with great attention among the friends through trustworthy
individuals. Pay them for the transfer and give my loving greetings to all the
servants and handmaidens of God. If any wheat is left over, send some to our
neighbor (Kamilih Khanum). That is all.

There are many such letters in which lists of names of families and
friends in need are detailed. Sometimes due to lack of time He would send
a brief. The order of the names was in accordance with the amount of wheat
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delivered and each letter was sealed. ‘Abdu’l-Baha knew everyone in each
family in ‘Akkad and knew how many members there were. If anyone would
fall ill, he would send one of the Bahais to visit them, and when necessary
he would send a doctor. When he was at the House of ‘Abbud, after each
night’s rest he would rise at dawn and inquire: “O Umm-i Labib have you
sent anyone to look after the sick? Is so and so better? What is their
temperature?” His fatherly love embraced all. He treated everyone equally.
With sincerity and kindness, he asked about everyone. In another letter He sent
my grandmother state that He faced obstacles to travel to ‘Akka and gives
instructions of giving wheat to some individuals stating their names and the
amounts to be given The name Umm-i-Khalil. Also He advised Sakinih sultan
to bring Labib to Haifa.

The Master’s reference to “the wife of Farbuh,” was to a Christian widow
who was from a respected and humble family. Her home was in Alfakhvrrat, near
the House of ‘Abbud and my grandmother used to send me to her.

Sakinih Sultan was an expert in preparing pomegranate paste. Every year
during the harvest season, she would go along with two other hard-working
women to the pomegranate garden. This was the only time [ spent in nature with
my grandmother. She would prepare everything a few days ahead of time and
would instruct Isfandiar to come at dawn. Then we would all leave for the garden
of Surush, near the garden of Ridvan in the outskirts of ‘Akkd, where the best
pomegranates (originated from Iran) were grown. The beautiful red of the
pomegranates was an eye-catching contrast to the greenery of the leaves. One type
of fruit known as Al-Lafani, was unparalleled in taste. For two whole days they
would be busy preparing pomegranate paste. While the paste cooled down our
souls were revived in the beautiful garden. Once ready, glass bottles and clay jars
were filled and sealed up. These had to last for an entire year for the holy family in
Haifa. Iwould spend these two days roaming around the garden and watching the
fish swim by. Sometimes we would visit the Ridvan garden and [ would stand by
the peacocks to enjoy the beauty of their plumage. When the male peacocks
extended their feathers, it was as though the rays of the sun formed into a
shimmering beautiful rainbow. It took my breath away.

1 remember during WWI that salt had become an unbelievably valuable
commodity;, so much so that it was used to pay soldiers. Sakinih Sultan
would hire our neighbors’ wife to bring us beach sand in return for a small
payment. She would then place the sand in water and shake it around until
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all the salt was dissolved. Then, to extract the salt, all the containers of
water were laid out to dry in the sun on our rooftops. I was 5 or 6 years old at
the time, however [ remember these details clearly as my grandmother would
often recount this process for our neighbors and pilgrims.

In 1917-1918 my paternal grandmother, Gawhar Bigum visited Haifa.
News reached us that she had come to take me to my father. When Sakinih
Sultan learned of this she was so shocked and angry that her face turned
pale. She was so devastated she didn’t know what to do with herself, so
she put on her scarf, grabbed my hand and headed for the Mansion of
Bahji, where ‘Abdu’l-Baha was staying for a few days. She was granted
an audience with him and with my hand in hers, she said: “They want
Labib, here he is, take him away.” ‘Abdu’l-Baha assuaged her, saying:
“Calm down Umm-i Labib, what is the matter?” Sakinih Sultan replied:
“After all these years, Gawhar Bigum has come to take Labib away. 1
rescued him from certain death and raised him. He is now living with me
in peace and safety. Why did they not take him back then, when his neck
was bent and he was so malnourished, he was about to perish? Why did
they not take him then? I told them, this is your child; even though Fatimih
Jjun was dead but they refused saying they couldn’t care for him, that if 1
left him with them, he would die; so it would be just as well to prepare a
coffin for him before I would leave. So, when [ realized they did not want
this child, I then took him and raised him myself. When I left Egypt, |
promised not to let anything happen to him.” She continued: “Now after
all these years they have come to take him from me? My Master, you know
I have raised him with tears and prayers offered day and night at the
threshold of the Blessed Beauty, but now they think they can simply take
him away? If this is just and fair, then fine.”

On hearing all of this, I was so overcome with fear and trepidation
that 1 fell before the Master sobbing uncontrollably. He took me into his
warm embrace, kissed me, patted my back and told me: “Labib, don’t be
afraid, no one can separate you from your mother. He then removed a
‘Greatest Name’ ring from his belt and placed it on my finger saying:
“This ring belongs to you,” all the while holding me in his arms until 1
finally calmed down. He then called Isfandiar and instructed him saying:
“Prepare the horses and the carriage and take Labib and Sakinih Sultdan

>

to Abusanan village, as they need rest and recuperation.’
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So it was that in great comfort, we spent an enjoyable, happy summer in
Abusanan, before returning to ‘Akka to resume the academic year. One day,
in the presence of the Master, I asked my grandmother why did the village
women suffer from a red eye infection throughout the summer? With absolute
sincerity I said: “I wish I could find a cure to help them.” With a kind smile
the Master said: “Umm-i Labib this condition, conjunctivitis, causes muco-
purulent discharge among women who work in grapevines, or farms, which
harvest figs, tamarind or tobacco leaves. Unfortunately, it is viral. ” Sakinih
Sultan commented how she wished she could take away their pain. To which

‘Abdu’l-Bahda responded: “Iwill provide guidance that will heal them.” Then
he gently went on to explain: “Dissolve some copper sulphate in boiled water
to get a blue liquid. This is the best cure for this condition. Try to keep it
sterilized and superfine. Place two drops in each eye every morning and every
evening. The eye should not be touched and make sure to not apply the same
cloth to both eyes.” My grandmother offered her gratitude and prayed for

him to live a long life.

The following day, my mother (Labib ofien refers to Sakinih Sultan as
his mother) gave me a quarter and instructed me to purchase some copper
sulphate from the apothecary of Husayn Ashchi, who was one of the Iranian
migrants living in ‘Akkd,; known as Ashchi. Sakinih Sultén followed the
master’s instructions to cure the village women’s eye infections and from that
day on, she was called Umm-i Labib the Optometrist. Groups of villagers
would come to see her, and she would use cotton balls to treat their painful
eyes with the solution. They would thank my mother and sincerely pray for a
long life for her son, Labib. She became renowned for this and residents of
other villages would come to her for treatment — and, like an angel of mercy
she would care for one and all.

Over the years I attended schools in Haifa and ‘Akka and later went
to college. Towards the end of 1921 Sakinih Sultan requested ‘Abdu’l-
Baha’s permission for me to go to Beirut to continue my studies. A letter
from that embodiment of love and mercy reached Sakinih Sultan
conveying the following: As Labib is still young it may be better to
postpone this matter until next year. Nevertheless, [ am in favor of your
medical treatment there and if you so desire, you may visit Haifa. He
added: “I hope your mind is at ease. Write whenever you wish. You know
I will never forget your services. I am busy and have no time to write, but

55



1 am writing this detailed letter to you through Suhayl Effendi. The letter
was written on 7 October 1921 and his blessed ascension took place on
28 November 1921.

All her dreams and wishes following the passing of Fatimih jun were summed
up in my life, as she lived to raise me with sincere maternal love. If  was happy,
so was she. If  were ill or in discomfort, she would rush me to doctors, provide
medication, food and drinks, regardless of her own welfare. She was a source of
love and care to both the young and the old. Everyone loved her, selflessly she
cared for the sick, as she was trained by the Master himself.

A beautiful cherished memory comes to mind, about my mother,
while in the presence of the Master. One day the Master wanted to
test her love for me. He asked her: “If you hear God and Labib are
on the roof and are about to fall, which one will you catch?”
Without hesitation she responded: “Of course Labib.” He
reiterated: “You will let God fall?” Sakinih Sultan laughed and
said: “My Master, God is all-powerful, He will safeguard himself
and does not need a feeble maiden such as 1.” ‘Abdu’l-Baha
laughed heartily and enjoyed her witty response. On another
occasion my mother was seated in our room, immersed in thoughts
and pain. The Master asked her: “Umm-i Labib, what are you
thinking about?” She said: “My Master, I always think about Labib
and his future. My husband was martyred and left me Fatimih jun.
She too died young and left me Labib. I don’t know what the future
will bring.” ‘Abdu’l-Baha responded by saying: “Fear not, [
promise you, soon Labib will marry and the house will be filled with
children.” Therefore, and so it was that when my children and seven
grandchildren were playing at my home in 1981, I suddenly
remembered these words of the beloved Master. My heart was
overcome with indescribable joy and I offered a thousand thanks to
the Almighty.

A few weeks before the ascension of ‘Abdu’l-Baha, I left for Beirut
along with a few of his grandchildren. A short time later, the ascension
took place. With broken hearts we returned to Haifa and took part in the
ceremonies. We remained there for almost a year, and I continued my
studies at the Italian school, next to the Master’s house in Haifa. On my
return to Beirut I studied at the Alfarir School. Every summer I would
return to Haifa and ‘Akka to visit the holy shrines and the beloved
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Guardian. After graduation I was employed at a bank, but as [ was not
Lebanese, I was paid less. Nevertheless, [ was happy and content as my
grandmother and I could get by.

Sakinih Sultan purchased a small house for me and after that
endeavored to find a beautiful, healthy, educated young woman for
me to marry. Unabated, she would continue her search and inquire
around until she found the person she was looking for. My income
was low and the last thing on my mind was marriage. But as soon
as she would find someone mildly appropriate, she would consult
with the beloved Guardian and beg for his confirmation and
blessings. More often than not, he did not approve of her choice,
until the summer of 1939 when he came to know Muhammad Rida
Gulistanih and his family from Egypt, had come on pilgrimage.

Shuqangiz Khanum, the maternal cousin of Sakinih Sultan and the
daughter of Siyyid ‘Ali Yazdi asked permission for her daughter to
marry Labib;, which was delayed at this time due to Gulrukh’s
education. Labib writes: “After some time Sakinih Sultan visited the
Guardian and without my knowledge consulted him about this
marriage. This time his response was positive, he had no objection to
the marriage of Gulrukh and myself. My grandmother took this as
confirmation that the marriage must take place. However, when I heard
of this, I lost my nerve, as I could not imagine how a wife could have
been chosen for me without my consultation - but it was too late, and 1
was faced with Mr. Gulstanih and his daughter. So, with the assistance
of the late Mr. Muhammad Taqi Isfahani (Hand of the Cause of God)

1

during Ridvan 1942, our marriage took place.’

Labib, the only love and concern of Sakinih Sultan’s life, was
finally married and just as the Master had promised, that tested soul
lived long enough to see the first two children of this union (Bijan
and Susan). She would hold them in her warm embrace and deeply
enjoyed watching them play. In 1945 when she was about 68, she fell
ill and after a year of suffering passed away. A year after her passing,
at the order of the beloved Guardian, her remains were transferred
from Beirut to ‘Akka and placed in their eternal resting place. Labib
Shahid passed away some years ago. He and his wife, who resides in
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Beirut, had two sons and two daughters, three of whom are pioneers
married with children. In this manner Sakinih Sultan’s life came to a
Sfruitful conclusion.”

‘Ali-Akbar was the brother-in-law of Sakinih Sultan. He was the
older brother of the martyrs: Aqa Hasan and ‘Ali-Asghar. He was
married to Fatimih Sughrd. They had two sons and two daughters:
‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Muttahidih, Muhammad-‘Ali Munjazib, Bibi Fati
(Jamaliyyih, my mother) and Fatimih jun (Kamaliyyih) who married a
newly declared Bahd’i. Later, this new Bahd’i was attracted to the
teachings of British Christian missionaries and converted to Christianity;
going on to become a priest. His wife, Fatimih jun, also converted and
as a result, their children were raised as Christians.

It was ‘Abdu’l-Baha’s desire that the two families of ‘Ali-Akbar Kashi and
Haji Muhammad Husayn Bagqir join together in matrimony. Accordingly, the
two daughters of Haji Husayn Baqir, Munavvar and Rubab, married the two
sons of ‘Ali-Akbar Késhi, called Muhammad-‘Ali Munjazib and ‘Abdu’l-
Vahhab (my maternal uncles). The son of H4ji Husayn Béqir called, ‘Abdu’l-
Vahhab (my father) married one of the daughters of ‘Ali-Akbar called, Bibi
Fati (Jamaliyyih). The Greatest Holy Leaf gifted Rubab and ‘Abdu’l-Vahhhéb
with a dress and a coin on their marriage.

Hlustration 11: Muhammad-‘Ali Munjazib, the son of ‘Ali-Akbar Kashi
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Ilustration 12: Family Tree No.5: The Family of the three brothers
two of whom were among the seven martyrs of Yazd
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Ilustration 13: ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Muttahidih, the son of ‘Ali-Akbar Kashi

The best years of ‘Ali-Akbar’s life were during his term of service in the
presence of the Master. The account of the martyrdom of his brothers
(beloved youth who were admired by all) has already been shared. The
surviving brother of the two martyrs, ‘Ali-Akbar, was the eldest. He had a
child who sadly passed away when only four years old. It is said that one
day, one of the boys in the family took this young child to the nearby
Husayniyyih to play. Muslim children began to insult and stone them, so
the twelve-year-old boy placed the child on his shoulders and ran for safety.
Suddenly one of the rocks struck his head and he began to bleed. Frightened,
they reach home. The relatives began to care for the older boy’s bleeding
head and left the young child unattended. The following day the young child
suffered from bloody diarrhea and shortly after, passed away. Unbeknown
to them the child had suffered internal bleeding following the violent attack
and sadly lost his life.

After some time, Aqa ‘Ali-Akbar attained the presence of the Master
and was honored to spend four years in his service. One day the beloved
Master arranged for ‘Ali-Akbar to have a ride in his carriage next to himself
and the Guardian, who was a young man at the time. The Master then
proceeded to shower him with kindness and grace, finally asking: “Agd ‘Ali-
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Akbar you sacrificed two brothers and a son in the path of God. You have
been with us now for four years. What else do you desire?” ‘Ali-Akbar
responded: “Salvation” (the title of this book in Farsi, a reference to this
conversation). The beloved Master removed his cloak and placed it around
‘Ali-Akbar saying: “I give you this too, go in God’s care.” When ‘Ali-Akbar
returned to his companions he joyfully told them: “Abdu’l-Baha closed the
book of my life.” Soon after he returned to Yazd and shared the news from
the Holy Land with family and friends. He closed the books for his business
and three days after his arrival in Yazd he passed away.

T S

Hlustration 14: In this photo, ‘Ali-Akbar can be seen standing behind
the Master

6. Fatimih Sughra

The wife of ‘Ali-Akbar, Fatimih Sughra, was also his paternal cousin. She
was a kind and selfless woman. She spent her days caring for the poor and
those of ill health. She always tried to be of service and selflessly help
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alleviate the hardship and suffering of others. It was her wish to die when
she had been to the public bath, clean and dressed in fresh clothes, so that
she would not be a burden to others!

And so it was that one day after her return from the public bath, she
did her laundry then took it to the roof to dry. While hanging her clothes she
fell down and after a short time she passed away in the arms of her son-in-
law, my father, ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab. After her passing ‘Abdu’l-Baha issued a
tablet in which an expression appears to the effect that although she was
Fatimih Sughré (the lesser Fatimih) in this world, in the Kingdom of Abha
she will be Fatimih Kubra (the greater Fatimih).

7. Jamaliyyih, Bibi Fati

My father, ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) was often travel teaching -
or serving the community in other capacities. When in Yazd, he spent most
of his time carrying out the affairs of the Local Spiritual Assembly and its
committees. My mother had no choice but to get by with no resources and
had to care for all our needs. The joy of visiting the House of the Bab in
Shiraz was one of her long-held desires, yet it seemed impossible to attain.
One day, some Baha’is of Yazd were about to travel to Shiraz. She asked
one of her older children to care for the younger ones so that she could visit
these Baha’is and request that they would offer prayers on her behalf at the
Holy House. Dressed in her everyday attire, she put on her chador and
headed to the place of the would be pilgrims. When she got there and saw
the crowd gathered around the pilgrims who were about to make the journey
to visit the Holly House, (the very wish cherished in her heart) she was so
deeply affected that she began to cry. All were overcome with emotion on
seeing her weep. The friends were saying goodbye to the pilgrims, who
were seated in their car, when suddenly one of them reached for her hand
and pulled her into the car with them; just as the car was about to move.
And so it was, that when she arrived in Shiraz, she washed the simple
clothing she had on. The pilgrims arranged for some material in order to
sew her a new dress so that she would be prepared for the next day when
they would visit the Holy House.
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She could not sleep that first night — on one hand she was excited and happy
at the prospect of pilgrimage, and on the other concerned for her loved ones back
home, especially her youngest child. She wondered whether she would actually
attain her desire. Although deprived of literary skills, she began to write her very
first poem, comprised of 19 lines, while everyone was in deep sleep in the
darkness of the shared room. She used her nail to inscribe the poem on the wall,
fearing she may forget the verses by the morning:

O Lord, I desire the liberation of my soul, in accordance to Thy will
To fly on freedoms’ wings towards thy Paradise

O Lord, this lifeless body and wandering soul
1 place in your care to attain a home and eternal joy

I am a lost ant searching for its’ abode
Rushing towards Thee to sacrifice my soul

The last and the nineteenth line says:

Oh Zabihi, I sacrifice my life for Him

Can attain His presence anywhere.

The day of pilgrimage arrived. It was customary for the pilgrims to be
received by the custodian, Mr. Afnan, who would be given the letters issued by
the Local Spiritual Assembly of each pilgrim. Then together, they would enter
the blessed room where the Declaration of the Bab took place. However, this
believer had no letter. No exemptions were ever made. Jamaliyyih was deeply
stressed, wondering what would happen. Her heart was full of joy that she had
made this adventurous journey. What miracle could possibly remove this
obstacle — of no letter from her Local Spiritual Assembly? Was it not Divine
Will that had brought her so close to this Holy Threshold? Would the same
Divine Will allow her to attain her desire?

The pilgrims arrived at the site, were welcomed, then following
introductions began to offer prayers; all the while my mother remained
immersed in her thoughts and tears. One of the Western pilgrims, a woman
assigned by the beloved Guardian to visit the House of the Bab on his
behalf, was among the pilgrims. She began to share vignettes from her time
in the presence of the Master. Since many there that day were from Yazd,
she noted that a believer from Yazd, named Aqé ‘Ali-Akbar, had been in
the holy presence, and had been particularly favored by the beloved Master.
She shared a few stories of his humility and selflessness, saying she:
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“Wished to meet one of the relatives of this chosen servant of His
Threshold.” When she was informed that the young woman shedding
tears, was in fact his daughter — she too began to cry. Tearful she drew
my mother, Jamaliyyih Khdnum, into her embrace. Much like everyone
else, Mr. Afnan was overcome with emotion and made no mention of the
requirement for a letter.

My mother, Jamaliyyih, was born in 1909 AD in Yazd. As previously
mentioned, my father was often travelling around the country to teach the
Cause. When in Yazd, he served the needs of the persecuted community
and its Local Spiritual Assembly. From time to time he would engage in
paid work to provide for his ten-member family. The true provider for our
large family, however, was my dear mother. With financial pressures,
limited resources, lack of access to water, electricity and other necessities
of life that we take for granted today, she performed her chores with great
diligence. Imagine her arduous journey with no means of transportation,
having to walk more than a kilometer to wash her children’s clothes in a brook.
It was no easy task however she accomplished everything with patience,
sacrifice and kindness. No doubt it was Divine confirmation that made our lives
possible. Despite having to raise eight children with an absent father, lack of
money and no access to education; we each formed our own families and lived
comfortable lives. Sadly, despite her children’s desire to care for their
hardworking mother, her life was too short, and she was unable to witness or
benefit from our prosperity.

Ilustration 15: Bibi Fati, Jamaliyyih
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Our dear mother, Jamaliyyih had been a source of care and consolation for
all, both when living in this world and now from the realm on high. Her
compassion and care manifests itself in the dreams we have of her. One example
of this involves the recent revolution in Iran and the subsequent persecution of
Bahd’is. One day revolutionary guards, led by an officer named Tulu’i, attacked
the home of her daughter Ishrag. Tulu’i was responsible for the torture and
execution of many Bah4’is. He and the guards ruthlessly ransacked her home and
their belongings. ‘Aziz’u’llah, her husband, was arrested and forced to carry the
confiscated items from their home with him. This inhumane treatment took place
in the presence of their young, distraught son. No information was divulged as to
‘Aziz’w’llah’s whereabouts. It often happened in those days that the authorities
carried out summary executions immediately after a person’s arrest and did not
inform their families. All they would get was a phone call to say where their
remains could be collected for burial.

Ilustration 16: Right to Left: My brother Husayn, my father
‘Abdu’l-Vahhab (holding myself, Dia’u’llah) and my sister Ishraqh
For the entire day and night after ‘Aziz’u’llah’s arrest, Ishraq’s family
used every means at their disposal to find out where he had been taken; and

what had become of him. But there was no information and Ishraq grew
increasingly fearful as to his whereabouts and his fate. Around dawn Ishraq
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fell asleep. She dreamed of her mother. In her dream, Jamaliyyih told her to
remember to recite the Tablet of Ahmad. Ishraq immediately awoke, got up
and went to tell her niece, Fariba, who had spent the night to support and
keep her company. They began to recite the Tablet. As soon as they finished
the phone rang! It was ‘Aziz’u’llah, calling to tell them where he was being
detained.

Illustration 17: Right to left: Ishraq, Bahirih, my mother
with Mehri, Pari and Muluk

Much like her mother Fatimih Sughrd, our mother was constantly
committed to serving others. There are many accounts that testify to this
fact and demonstrate how she cared for the needy - despite her many family
commitments. My sister, Muluk, recounts about one such example: “At the
end of the Cul-de-Sac in Gazurgah where our family lived, there was a
senile woman who lived with her relatives. She had worked her whole life
as a maid to an established family in town. However, when she grew too
old to work, she returned to live with her family, who unfortunately left her
alone to attend to her own needs, in the most remote room in their
household. Gradually, she felt unwell and eventually was bedridden and
unable to clean or care for herself — so my mother would go to care for her.
As she was very busy throughout the day, caring for her own family (and
risked punishment for caring for the elderly woman) she attended to her at
every dawn. She cleaned her, changed her bedding, cooked for her and
returned home before anyone was up.
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Indeed, Jamaliyyih was a kind and virtuous soul. She put her family and
others before herself. Her dearest wish was to visit the Holy Land — and thanks
to a family friend, Mahmud Mishki, arrangements were made for her wish to
be fulfilled — and she went to pilgrimage to the Holy Land.

Illustration 18: Bibi Fati, Jamaliyyih

Sadly, Jamaliyyih’s children did not have the opportunity to serve and
care for her, as she had for them. She passed away at a young age. She was
just 57 when, after a brief illness she died on April 11%1966. A magnificent
funeral was arranged for her at the Tihran Bah4’i Cemetery. Regrettably,
after the Islamic Revolution of 1979, the grounds were confiscated,
demolished, and a cultural center was built in its’ place. Many members of
her family were buried in this cemetery including Nanih jin, my father, my
maternal uncle and Sa‘id the baby son of my sister Muluk.
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Ilustration 19: My mother, Jamaliyyih Khanum, with my sister, Mehri

Fortunately, the name of our dearly missed mother has been eternalized.
Close to San Salvador, the capital of El Salvador, there is a Bah4’i Institute
named after her. The Jamaliyyih Institute serves as a center for national
activities, conferences, and trainings. The news of the inauguration of this
institute was announced in a telegram issued by the National Spiritual
Assembly of El Salvador on Naw-Ruz 1985.

Ilustration 20: The entrance to the Baha’i Cemetery
following its confiscation by the Islamic Republic of Iran
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Hlustration 22: Above: Entrance to the Jamaliyyih Institute in El Salvador.

Below: Baha’i Conference at the Institute.
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Chapter Two

‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi)

1. Memoirs

‘Abdu’l-Vahhdb Dhabihi (my father) has written some details
regarding some aspects or some phases of his life. These notes will
be presented in this chapter as follows:

(i) Challenges in early life

“As many friends have insisted that I write my memoirs, 1
hereby share the account of my pilgrimage for the benefit of
all the friends.

Hlustration 23: ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi)
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After offering praise and gratitude to the Threshold of the Blessed
Beauty, the Most Exalted, I am grateful that He blessed me with the
grace and blessing of guarding His servants. This, indeed, is above
and beyond rulership of the earth. During the year 57-58 B.E. (1900
AD), I, this worthless servant was born into a Baha'i family in Yazd.
In 61 B.E. (1903 AD), my father Hdaji Muhammad Husayn Bagqir,
along with many others in our family, was martyred for the crime of
adherence to the Baha’i Faith. Our home and belongings were
ransacked. Within the span of a single month, my mother (Sakinih
Sultan), a faithful handmaiden, lost 17 members of her family all of
whom were martyred [The particulars of these 17 martyrs have been given
in the Endnote number 113, Illustrations 59, 60 and family tree numbers 7
and 8). Despite this immense suffering, she managed to raise me (four
vears old at the time), along with my six-year-old and six-month old
sisters. Although she was grieving, her cruel neighbors denied her the
right to express her grief by threatening her and saying: “If we hear
you cry out aloud or sigh in pain, we will chop you up!” Regardless
of such threats, she remained in God’s protection.[MAH-9, pp.482-484]

We grew up having no access to education. Schools were scarce
in those days therefore we had no means to study. Eventually, my
sisters married two brothers who were the nephew of two of the Seven
Martyrs of Yazd. When the Master heard about our family, it is
reported that He said: “I am delighted to see these two persecuted
families unite in marriage.” After some time, [ married their sister,
and from that point on, I was the recipient of Divine confirmations,
as she, Jamaliyyih was a heavenly woman — and soon after we had
our first child. [For information regarding relationships refer to the family
tree number 3 & 4 on pages 36 & 37 and number 5 on page 50.]
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Ilustration 24: Right to left: Ishraq, Pari, my father with Mihri
(Mehri) and my mother with Bahirih

One day some Baha'’is visited our home. Among them was one of
the teachers of the Cause, Jinab-i Mirza ‘Abdullah Mutlaq. He
announced: “I have something precious with me, if you would like 1
can share it with you.” We all expressed our interest and so he took
out a photograph of the Guardian. We were in awe as we had never
seen such an image before. When I saw his face, I felt as though I
were reborn. I no longer thought of my family, and even considered
taking my own life. Afterwards, I dreamt of Baha u’lldh, the Master,
or the beloved Guardian almost every night. Sometimes, I would have
more than one dream. I even dreamt of the Bab, may my soul be a
ransom for His sacrifice. I felt worse by the day. Finally, one of the
friends informed the beloved Guardian of this and begged for my
healing. I do not know what the friend had written, but shortly after 1
received a letter from the Guardian. [MAH-9, p.487] In that letter I came
to know the Guardian was fully aware of my feelings and he advised me
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in such manner, that whenever I followed his instructions, 1 felt perfectly
well. [MAH-9, pp.487-488] [Refer to Endnote number 56] 5

The summary of a letter which has been written by Mahmud Zargani,
the Eastern Secretary of the Guardian, dated 12 Muharram 1345 (23
July 1926), addressed to ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi), the son of
the martyr. In the letter, Mahmud Zarqani stated that ‘Abdu’l-
Vahhab'’s letter was mentioned before the Guardian and he
remembered his name and expressed the hope that he would get the
divine grace and healing. He has encouraged him to recite holy verses
and to ask for God’s mercy and to beseech divine blessings.

In Shoghi Effendi’s handwriting: “O spiritual friend! I beseech the
Kingdom on high to surround you with confirmations and assistance as
promised by the Beloved. Be assured and never lose hope. The True
Protector is your aid and helper. I pray that you may attain unto that
which is worthy of this most great Revelation. The Servant of His
Threshold, Shoghi”

[Provisional translation by F.S. approved for publication by the BWC]

Since then letters have been issued showering me with infinite grace
and bounty.

(ii) Permission for pilgrimage

Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with the story of
his pilgrimage:

“In 1928, I began to think about the possibility of visiting the
Shrines of the Blessed Beauty, the Bab and ‘Abdu’l-Bahd and to pay
my respects to the beloved Guardian. I lacked the material means and
so it seemed impossible. I had 36 Tumans when I wrote the beloved
Guardian to seek his permission to go on pilgrimage. I took my letter
to the Local Spiritual Assembly for them to send to the Holy Land.
One of the members candidly told me that they could not send my
letter, as I was unable to afford such an expense. In those days when
friends wrote to seek permission, the Guardian would never refuse
anyone. Instead, he would make the permission conditional on
material means, approval of the Local Assembly or a period of
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waiting. I was ill at the time, so when the Assembly refused to send
my letter, I felt incredibly sad. I took my letter, returned home and
only God knows what I went through. So, I sent my letter directly to
the Holy Land. After some time, I received three letters from the
Guardian. One was in the handwriting of Mirza Mahmud Zarqani,
and the other one in the handwriting of Mirza Nur’ud-Din Zayn. Both
letters clearly indicated his permission: [MAH-9, p.488-489] [for the Persian text
Refer to Endnote number 57] 7

The summary of a letter which has been written by Nur ud-Din Zayn,
the Secretary of the Guardian, dated Rajab 1346 (January 1928),
addressed to ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi), the son of the glorious
martyr, Haji Muhammad Husayn Yazdi. In this letter it mentions that
‘Abdu’l-Vahhab's letter radiated with humility and steadfastness and
his desire for pilgrimage and that it was read by the Guardian. He gives
the glad tidings for the permission given for ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab'’s travel
to the Holy Land.

Shoghi Effendi’s handwriting: “O spiritual friend! I beseech the Best
Beloved of the world to grant you success and hope that you may attain
unto all that which is the desire of those who are near to Him. The
Servant of His Threshold, Shoghi” [MAH-9, p.489]

[Provisional translation by F.S. approved for publication by the BWC]

[For the Persian Text of the following letter refer to Endnote number 58]°%

The summary of a letter which has been written by Nur ud-Din Zayn,
the Secretary of the Guardian, dated Rajab 1346 (2 November 1927),
addressed to ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi), the son of the martyr,
Haji Muhammad Husayn Yazdi. It mentions that ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab'’s
letter has been seen by the Guardian, and that he has been given the
permission to visit the Holy Land; and he expresses his happiness that
‘Abdu’l-Vahhab’s request was accepted and he will be able to make
the pilgrimage, and that the letter has been written by the instruction
of the Guardian..

Shoghi Effendi’s handwriting: “Spiritual friend! I hope the means for
your travel to the Holy Land will materialize so that you may attain

unto your heart’s desire.
The Servant of His Threshold, Shoghi” [MAH-9, p.491]
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[Provisional translation by F.S. approved for publication by the BWC]

[For the Persian Text of the following letter refer to Endnote number 591%°

The summary of a letter which has been written by Mahmud Zargani,
the Eastern Secretary of the Guardian, , dated 12 Khurdad 1306
Shamsi (3 June 1927), addressed to ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi),
the son of the martyr, Haji Muhammad Husayn Yazdi. It mentions that
the beloved Guardian heard the message in his letter and his response
was that he is permitted to come to Haifa in early spring for pilgrimage.
Based on his instruction this letter was written.

Shoghi Effendi’s handwriting: “O spiritual brother! It is earnestly
hoped that, through the loving-kindness and grace vouchsafed unto you
from the Realm of the Unseen, you may render splendid services in the
future, and may be assisted and confirmed in that which is the cause of
the promotion and high repute of this precious Faith. Make your steps
firm and endeavor to promote the Word of God in utmost confidence.
The Servant of His Threshold,

Shoghi” [MAH-9, p.492]

[Provisional translation by F.S. approved for publication by the BWC]

[For the Persian Text of the following letter refer to Endnote number 601

The summary of a letter which has been written by Nur ud-Din Zayn,
the Secretary of the Guardian, dated Rajab 1347 (9 January 1929),
addressed to ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi). It mentions that
‘Abdu’l-Vahhab’s letter was noted by the Guardian and that it
manifested the sign of sincerity . The Guardian assures him that what
he saw in the world of vision is a sign of Divine grace, and an
attainment unto Heavenly bestowals. The Secretary acknowledges the
gift of his wife for the Greatest Holy leaf which arrived safely. He
acknowledges the names of a few individuals whom ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab
had mentioned in his letter who were the family of martyrs. The
Guardian will remember them and he had asked to convey his greetings
to ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab’s mother, and his wife, two sisters and daughters.
He gives permission for a person by the name Ali Akbar to go for
pilgrimage. This letter was written by the Guardian’s instructions.
[MAH-9, p.493]

75



(iii) Dreams
‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) Describes His
Dreams:

I dreamed I was in the Holy Land. I kissed the shoulders of the
beloved Guardian three times. Once, during my first visit with him,
second, on the day of my departure from the Holy Land, and the third
was on the eve he instructed me to join him for a private visit. When
he permitted me to leave, he said, go in God’s grace. I stood and
waited for him to leave the room. At the point of departure, I held him
in my embrace and kissed his shoulders while taking in the details of
his entire being.

In another one of my dreams, I attained his presence. He pointed
at me saying, he is enamored. I woke up. [ was upset that I did. I fell
asleep again. Once again, I was in his presence along with several
friends. I was seated next to him. Each of us held a plate of food and
were busy eating. In the case of the Guardian, he handed me his after
eating half the food on his plate. I ate the rest while thinking about my
own plate of food as I woke up.

Eventually, after a few years I went on pilgrimage. The first day,
there was a gathering at the Pilgrim House. [ went to the residence of
the Guardian and accompanied him to the gathering. The Guardian
entered the allocated room and indicated that I was to remain in his
presence. All the chairs were occupied by the members of the Holy
family. This was before they broke the Covenant. There was a single
chair by the door, and as soon as I entered the beloved Guardian
instructed me to sit, and I obeyed.

The first week came to an end. The following week I entered the
room where the Sunday assembly was gathered. I noticed all the
chairs were taken except two next to the Guardian. I did not want to
impose and sit next to him, so [ began to retrace my steps, however
the beloved Guardian while pointing to the empty chairs instructed
me to sit. I took a seat. Tea was served and the Guardian addressed
us while sipping on his cup. When he finished his tea, he gave his cup
to me. At once, Ghulam-Husayn Hakim (the son of Arastu Khan
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Hakim) and Aqd Husayn Haji (the son of Haji ‘Abdu’r-Rahim Yazdi)
started gathering the cups and took the cup from me for cleaning. I
regretted handing over the cup, but it was too late. Every night I
would take the key of the Shrine of the Bab, so as I could visit it at
dawn. I prayed most ardently that once again the Guardian would
hand me his cup, so that I could keep and treasure it.

During the third week, I entered the Sunday Assembly at the
pilgrim house. Once more, I noticed the same two chairs next to the
Guardian. Again, I began to retrace my steps when he instructed me
to sit next to him. I sat on one of the chairs, but I was anxiously
trembling, hoping to get his cup. Tea was served. The Guardian was
holding his cup in his hand so I could not tell whether it was empty or
not, but I noticed he was not drinking it anymore. I got up, stood in
front of him and extended my arm. He handed me his half full cup. 1
took it, left the room, drank the remainder and begged the custodian
to let me keep it. I still have it!

1 should mention one of my dreams that occurred about three
months prior to pilgrimage. I was weeping in the presence of the
Blessed Beauty at the Yazd Baha'’i Centre. He admonished me saying:
Do not shed a tear, so long as you are in the presence of Truth, you
are forgiven. Shed your tears during meetings. Then He departed.
When He returned, [ was seated to his left. He bid me farewell. I arose
to leave, but before doing so, noticed His bare chest. I kissed it. Three
months later, on the last day of my pilgrimage, I was crying
uncontrollably. The beloved Guardian consoled me and then came the
time to depart. When he opened his arms to embrace me, I placed my
head on his chest. I noticed his bare chest. Just as in my other dream
and I kissed the blessed chest.

In another of my dreams which involved attaining the presence of
the Master, I begged to kiss his heels. He said: Some other time. We
went over to the Zoroastrian quarters, where a beautiful spread was
laid out in the middle of the street; and the beloved Master sat to enjoy
some bread and cheese. The Zoroastrians wanted to object, but I told
them that this was ‘Abdu’l-Baha and they all stood with respect in His
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presence. Forty nights later I dreamt that I and a friend were to go on
pilgrimage; however, he left to go before me. When he came back, 1
complained to him as to why he had left me behind. He returned to
Iran and I went to the Holy Land and attained the presence of the
Guardian. I bowed before his feet, but the Guardian forbade me to do
so. In this dream, I remembered my previous dream with ‘Abdu’l-
Baha, so I politely said, but the Master promised me so!

The next morning, I told my friend about the dream. He said I have
no plans for pilgrimage, as I have received no permission. I told him,
you will, before I do. I liked him a great deal and could not stand for
him to miss such a blessing. Without telling him, I sent a letter to the
Holy Land and sought permission on his behalf. The response was
positive. [ went to his home and said you too have received permission
for pilgrimage! He was delighted. I kept reminding him that we would
not be travelling together, and that is how it transpired. He was under
the impression that travelling as a group may cause challenges in
receiving letters, and so he travelled to Tihran to apply for his
passport, and I followed later. He was related to Kazim Uf Amri and
so the two men arranged their passports to travel together. Fourteen
days after them I went on pilgrimage. While on route, I saw them
dining at the same spot as in my dream, when I had complained about
him leaving me behind. On arrival in the Holy Land, I prostrated
before the Guardian, just as I had in my dream. He told me that this
was not allowed. Instead we greeted each other as he helped me to
my feet and graciously welcomed me.

These are my dreams about pilgrimage. I must add I would
not have enjoyed travelling with Kazim Uf and his friends, as they
were wealthy, and I could not travel with them. Instead, [
accompanied someone with similar means and the journey was
enjoyable beyond measure. The Guardian refers to this in the letter
he wrote allowing me to attain pilgrimage:

[For the Persian Text of the following letter refer to Endnote number 611°!

78



“O spiritual friend! I hope that the means for your journey to the Holy Land
may be provided according to your wishes, so that you may attain unto that
which is the desire of your heart and soul. The servant of His Threshold,
Shoghi”

(iv) Pilgrimage

It took some time for me to arrange the means for pilgrimage.
What delight when the hopeful attains his heart’s desire! On the Sth
day of Ridvan in the year 1352 in the Lunar calendar, (1932 AD) or
1311 Solar calendar, I left Yazd for Tihran along with Mr. ‘Ali-
Akbar Javidani, to prepare the documents required for our trip. It
took twenty-five days. Sixty-six days after Naw-Ruz we left Tihran
forthe Holy Land. From the moment we set foot on our journey until
we reached the Holy Land, as God is my witness, we experienced a
new miracle at every hour and step of the way. After all the
Guardian had stated: “O spiritual friend! I hope that the means for
your journey to the Holy Land may be provided according to your
wishes, so that you may attain unto that which is the desire of your
heart and soul. The servant of His Threshold, Shoghi” [Provisional
translation by F.S. approved for publication by the BWC] On the 76th day in the
new year we attained his presence. Each year the Guardian would
spend the 73rd-74th days of the year at the Baha'i International
offices in Switzerland, so I thought he was not in Haifa. However, 1
found out he had arrived a few days before we did and had informed
the Pilgrim House that two people were coming. We entered the
Pilgrim House at 2:30 pm. We took a bath and set out to the House
of the Master and waited outside until Jinab-i ‘Ali-Asghar Adib, one
of the volunteers serving there, came out and delighted us with an
invitation to enter his presence.

We went into his residence and awaited the Guardian’s arrival.
Words fail me to convey the significance of moments such as these.
Suddenly the curtains were lifted, and the radiant face of heavenly grace
became manifest. I arose to my feet. Graciously he welcomed us. [ barely
remember anything after that. Crying, I threw myself at his feet. Then
suddenly I noticed that the Guardian was helping me up, saying that
was not appropriate. He then embraced and greeted me, saying that 1
should take a seat. After he was seated, he asked me when I left Yazd. 1
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told him forty days earlier and he explained that in the old days it would
take the friends six months to travel. He inquired about the friends how
they were. I expressed that with God’s grace and bounty, they were all
well and busy serving. To which the Guardian responded asking
whether gatherings took place there. I shared that they were indeed, at
the Baha'i Centre. There were around 1,000 to 1,200 Bahd’is in Yazd.
He expressed his thanks to God again, saying that Yazd was an
important spot for the Faith, that Bahd’is must make every effort to help
the Cause advance. Then he asked who the teachers of the Cause were.
I mentioned Jindab-i Mirza Munir Nabil-Zadih ®* and Haji Muhammad-
Tahir Malmiri as well as other friends. He then made a few comments
and inquired about the clergy. I explained that they were rendered
powerless. My recollection of his response was that saying this was the
beginning of the fall of the clergy and the rise of the friends and that the
significance of this process could not be fathomed by the friends at this
time.** Then he asked the question whether I had any thoughts in this
regard to which I responded: “He does as He wishes.” The Guardian
then said that we should visit the Shrines and mentioned that we should
go along. He headed to the Shrine of the Bab and we followed. We spent
four hours, until 8 pm, with him. [MAH-9, pp.489-490]

The Guardian would recite the Tablet of Visitation once a day,
either in the Shrine of the Bab, or ‘Abdu’l-Baha. He would then leave
the Holy Threshold and stand on the steps. I would hurry and stand
next to him. On the first day, Hdji Aqgd Muhammad, the son of Haji
‘Abdu’r-Rahim Yazdi® the son-in-law of my maternal uncle, was
present. As the Guardian stood by the steps, he addressed him saying
that Jinab-i Mirza Muhammad, tomorrow should go to Bahji before
leaving the Holy Land. He then lovingly looked at me and said that he
will send me to Bahji on Friday.

Every day at 3 pm we stood by the gate of his residence so that
when he would come out to walk to the Shrine of the Bab, we could
follow behind him. He would speak to us throughout the walk. On the
first day, he came through the gates, an Arab child came forward and
extended his hand. The Guardian instructed him to leave. He obeyed
but then returned. The Guardian took a step towards him and the child
quickly left. He said that Baha 'u’llah has forbidden begging, but this
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generation is desperate and that in America, thousands are
unemployed, and this has left the nation in fear.

Mrs. Keith Ransome Kehler °S was on pilgrimage at the same time
as us. Jinab-i Haji Mahmiid Qassabchi % returned from visiting the
Al-Agsa and joined us. In other words, there were just a few
pilgrims, and this meant ‘Ali-Akbar Javidani and myself could spend
a great deal of time with the Guardian. On many days he would pay
attention to me and ask whether I was having any difficulties. We
spent four to five hours in his presence. Because of my reaction at
meeting him for the first time, both to his person while on pilgrimage,
and to his photos back in Yazd, I often used to whisper this poem:

Musa and we tread throughout the Tur
Not he, but we attained His presence

One day the Guardian said that in every city an archive must be
established to house the holy writings, just as this has been done here.
He clarified that Bahd 'is were not obliged to hand anything over, they
could do so if they wished, or kept what they had. This was a relief to
me as I had a few items that I have kept to this day. On another day
he expressed his wish and longing to visit the friends and the holy
places in Iran. I inquired: “In the near future?” His reply was
negative and the reason was that he was alone, had no help, no
deputy. That he must establish the Universal House of Justice. He
alone was supposed to accomplish this.

On other occasions, while riding in the car, or immersed in the
sea bath, Jinab-i Mirza Muhammad Sa ‘id Misri was always teaching
the faith. During our afternoon visit, Jinab-i ‘Abdu ’r-Razzaq Baghdadi
mentioned this to the Guardian, who responded by saying that
Baha’is must not teach as Catholics and Protestants do. They must
first determine whether a person is receptive before speaking about the
faith. All Baha’is must teach though. Ideally, half the day must be spent
working and the other half teaching the Cause.

On another day, he told us that Baha’is must study the Dawn-
Breakers. I said: “Beloved Guardian, it is in English, (it was not yet
translated into Persian), what are the Iranian Bahd’is, including
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those in Yazd, supposed to do? Not many Iranians speak English.”
The Guardian responded by saying that Iranian Baha’is could study
Kavakib 'ud-Duriyyih, Avdrih’s History % which was a beneficial
source, and was the result of much effort. Although there were
discrepancies, nevertheless, his civil rights must be upheld. Whoever
owes him, must make every payment. The Guardian continued to
speak about him and when we returned to the pilgrim house that
evening, Jinab-i ‘Abdu’r-Razzaq Effendi was anxious. He said: I
was at the receiving end of the consequences of your question earlier
today.” I asked what he meant, and he told me that he had 400 copies
of the Avarih’s books in Baghdad and after Avarih broke the
Covenant, he never responded to his letters. Therefore, what the
Guardian said today was a directive to him. He explained as soon as
he would reach Baghdad, he would sell the remaining copies and pay
Avarih. It is important to note the faithfulness of the Guardian, in that
despite Avarih’s infidelity, the Guardian continued to observe his civil
rights. [MAH-9, p.491]

On one occasion I asked the Guardian: “If it were permissible,
could we visit Karbala on our return journey to Iran?” He told me
that there was no objection but added if they ask you about your
religion you should say that are Baha'is and if they allow you to enter
the precincts, so be it; otherwise you should not enter. I felt however
that he was not in favor of our visiting Karbala - as Baha’i pilgrims
did not normally go there since we would face questioning about our
religion. The next day he returned to the topic stating that it was not
wise for the friends to enter Islamic shrines and events until it is
established that the Faith is independent of any nation or religion.
Since my companion intended to visit Karbala on the day of our
return, I asked the Guardian whether it would be permissible for us
to visit the Holy House in Shiraz instead? In other words, I wanted
the Guardian to state the obvious, hoping my companion would
change his mind. The Guardian responded that this would be a
wonderful and logical choice. Visiting Bahji is not obligatory and
friends were not required to go, however, visiting the Holy House
was.
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On another occasion during the pilgrimage the Guardian told us
that the government of Iran plans to eliminate Arabic from the
country. This was not wise as Arabic and Persian are like milk and
honey. Iranian Bahd’is must study Arabic. Likewise, Bahad’is in Iraq
must study Persian, so that they are able to read and comprehend the
holy writings. He continued to expound on the nature of rulers
around the world who were preoccupied with establishing their own
power and this will result in corruption and loss and that it will result
in chaos. He made some general remarks concerning the future.

Another topic he addressed was alcohol stating that although
drinking wine is not explicitly forbidden in the Kitab-i Aqdas,
however, in the Tablet of Ram,*® Bahd u’llah forbids it. The tablet has
been sent to Iran so that the friends can recite it and learn about this
matter. Baha’is must not interpret this to mean that drinking a
moderate amount is permissible. Moderate or excessive, it is
forbidden, forbidden, forbidden. Unless a competent physician
prescribes it.

On a different occasion I recall him, while standing at a place
where was overlooking the Shrine of the Bab, addressing me, saying
that tomorrow he would send me to visit the Shrine in Bahji, and that
I will be there as a representative on behalf of all the Baha'is in Iran.
And while on another such occasion I recall him coming to the Shrine
of the Bab, picking an apple from a nearby tree and lovingly giving it
to me. He then picked a branch from the Jasmine flowers and handed
it to me also.

On one of the days when we were on our way to Bahji, I saw a
woman scantly attired [A reference to the swimming suit — it was much in
contrast to the Shari’t code of covering for women which was prevailing at that time
in Iran] rolling in the sand by the beach. As I had never seen anything
like it, I thought she had lost her mind. I asked Ghulam-Husayn
Hakim, the son of Dr. Arastu Hakim, if she were insane? He told me:
“The hot temperatures here drive many people crazy”; and during
the two days we spent in the Garden of Ridvan before our return to
Haifa, the doctor kept saying: “That poor foolish woman.” [MAH-9,
p.493]
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Hlustration 25: ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) is seated first from

right, in front of the steps of the Mansion of Bahji

Later, on the same day that I saw the woman on the sand, Dr. Hakim
suggested that we all go sightseeing. I declined, telling him I preferred
to spend my time either at the Shrines or near the residence of the
Guardian; and did not want any distraction from this. He responded,
saying: “I am not extravagant however I would like to take everybody
for an outing on Sunday.” So, on Sunday he rented a car and took
everybody to the mineral bath. When we reached the sea, I saw a group
of about 60 musicians. At that time Palestine was ruled by the British. I
then noticed thousands of women and men of all ages who had very little
in the way of covering their bodies (a reference to the swimming suit) in the
sea! The Dr. said: “Zabihi, did I not say the hot temperatures here drive
everyone insane? ” After our return to the pilgrim house Ghulam-Husayn
khan kept up his humor with me.
The following day we attained the presence of the Guardian.
He came from his residence to the spot above the Shrine of the Bab.

A number of those who I had observed in the sea had brought their
children to tour the gardens. As soon as they saw the Guardian they
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prostrated before him. The Guardian treated them with much love and
then turned to Mr. Furud Siyavashi, who at the time served as the
custodian of the Shrine, saying: “Could you please open and then
close the gate?” He obeyed these instructions. The Guardian then
turned his attention to us saying: “The gates are open to friends and
others. They do not even believe in God, but they believe in these
shrines. One is praying for money, another for a child. They come and
tearfully pray to obtain their wishes. The greatness of this Cause is
beyond description.”

An example of this can be seen when we were in Damascus, just
two days before we reached the Holy Land. We were walking by a
roundabout one evening when I noticed a man dressed in Iranian
clothes. I greeted him and he warmly responded by saying: “Hello
Iranian brothers, where do you come from?” I told him from Yazd
and others responded accordingly. He inquired the purpose of our
visit (not many Iranians travelled abroad in those days). I told him we
were on our way to Haifa and when he asked the reason why, I told
him it was to: “visit the Shrine of Baha u’llah and pay our respects
to Shoghi Effendi.” He replied: “Wonderful, how fortunate that you
have such a leader. Yesterday I spent two hours with him. I am not
exaggerating when [ say God has placed all His treasures in him.
Lucky you! Lucky you!” I asked why he had come here, and he
responded: “I am a traveler here on behalf of the Iranian
government.” He then bade me goodbye and left.

On another occasion, we accompanied the Guardian to the
Baha’i cemetery in Haifa instead of the Shrine. During this time, he
addressed us without interruption. We returned in the evening,
reaching the gate of his residence around 7 pm when he bid us
farewell telling us to: “Go in God'’s protection,” before entering the
courtyard, I watched him as he walked away, after a few steps he
turned his face to me and called out: “‘Abdu’l-Vahhdab come.” I
rushed to follow him. We entered his quarters, however, he did not
turn any lights on. Instead he sat down and said: “Make yourself at
home.” I was going to sit by the entrance, but he asked me to go closer
and closer until I finally sat facing him. He then said: “I wished to
speak with you earlier but work never ends.” I felt that the gates of
grace had been opened to me. That was the eve of fulfilment of all my
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dreams. He showered me with such grace and bounty that was
deserving of he himself. I imparted: “Beloved Guardian, over the past
five years, I have been suffering from mental illness.” He responded.:
“Have you seen a competent physician?” I said: “They say it is
incurable.” He replied: “You have come to visit the Shrine in Bahji,
rest assured you will be cured.” I had first began feeling unwell five
vears earlier at the sight of his portrait and only began to fully recover
after he uttered those words. [MAH-9, p.494]

During the course of the evening, I mentioned that Jinab-i Mirza
Mahmud Badi ‘i wished to attain the presence of the beloved Guardian
and visit the Holy Land. The Guardian agreed to this and instructed
me to write and inform him. Mirza Mahmud was the head of the
Tihran branch of provisions and needed no introduction - after my
return, he went on pilgrimage, and imported a considerable number
of Baha'’t books, a great service to the community. Mrs. Kehler and
Dr. Ghulam-Husayn Hakim were also leaving the Holy Land that day
and were in the Master’s House while [ was standing in the reception.
Mrs. Kehler, who always showered me with great kindness, called me.
I went up the stairs. Dr. Hakim said: “We are going to see the portrait
of Baha'u’llah, and you must come along.” I did. Later when we
attained the presence of the Guardian, he asked whether I had seen
the portrait and immersed me in his love and grace, encouraged me
to see the portrait again and then arose to bid me farewell. On leaving
the presence of the Guardian he opened his embrace to me, I held him
and kissed his chest.

(v) Baha’i Books at the Customs

We left the Holy Land for Syria;, we were depressed and forlorn.
When we reached the border, customs wanted to go through our
baggage. The Guardian had given me 20 copies of Dr. John
Esslemont’s book to deliver to the Local Spiritual Assembly in
Baghdad, and two copies for myself. He instructed that if the customs
officers decided to confiscate the books, not to resist and give them my
copies. I wrapped the books in a bedsheet and tied them to the top of
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the car. The head of customs came to the car saying: “This bedsheet,
suitcases and other baggage must be checked!” I took them inside and
as soon as I unwrapped the books, the phrase, Ya Baha 'ul-Abha on the
cover could be seen. He inquired in Arabic whether we were Baha'’is
and I confirmed we were. An Arab man travelling with us came into the
building. When the head of customs came to know we were Bahd'Ts,
excitedly he said: “Image, image,” meaning did we have any books
containing images?”’ I opened the book and showed him an image of
the Master. He turned to our Arabian friend and inquired whether it
was ‘Abdu’l-Baha, the son of Baha u’llah, and continued speaking with
him in Arabic, explaining since the dawn of Adam, there had never been
anyone like ‘Abdu’l-Bahd. Then the head of customs wrapped up all
our belongings and returned them to the car.

The grace and bounties of the eighteen days spent during this
Jjourney overcame the suffering experienced during my entire lifetime,
and with that I shall conclude my remarks regarding my pilgrimage.
As the poet says: [MAH-9, pp.494-495]

I am dizzy with a vision and the world remains deaf

1 fail to recount and the world to hear

Shaykh Bihlul

My father continues to share other memories as follows [In order to
appreciate this story and why has been narrated here requires some understanding and

non-judgmental attitude, please refer to the Endnote number 93]:

“Now [ will share a few experiences I have personally been through.
At one time a person by the name of Shaykh Bihlul, turned up in Yazd in
cleric’s clothing and gave speeches from the pulpit about Bahd’is
saying: “I want to speak to this sect.” The Baha'’is did not respond
however he persisted and so a Baha’i named Jinab-i Haji Muhammad-
Tahir Malmiri, (whom I mentioned earlier, was a teacher of the faith in
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Yazd) agreed to meet him. They met at the home of Haji ‘Abdu’l-Husayn
Attar, a prejudiced Muslim. Hdaji Muhammad-Tahir read the passage:
“And when the standard of Truth is made manifest, the people of both
the East and the West curse it.” (The Kitab-i Iqan, Bahd w’lldh. Page
239, Baha’i Publishing Trust, 1989). Shaykh Bihlul responded: “This is
not a Hadith.”’” Then Haji said: “It is.” Bihlul again reiterated: “It is
not.” Then Haji retorted: “What if it is?” To which Shaykh Bihlul
responded: “If it is, then I, Shaykh Muhammad Taqi Bihlul, am a
Baha’i.” Haji responded: “If so, then write it down.” Bihlul complied
and signed it. Hdji continued: “Haji ‘Abdu’l-Husayn, you are a follower
of Bihlul, you should also write this down and sign it.” And he did the
same. Shaykh Bihlul then said: “What happens if this is not a Hadith?
To which Haji replied: “Ifit is not, then I have lied.”

The following day when they studied the Usul-i Kafi 7' and
Bihar ul-Anvar 7? books, they verified the statements and the Muslims
were terribly upset. Shaykh Bihlul had arranged to meet with the
Baha’is at the home of one of the believers in order to pray and seek
a resolution to the matter. That morning, the twenty seventh day of
the month of Ramadan, an invitation was sent to the Hdji Bihlul. He
accepted provided transportation was arranged for him. The home
was near the gate of Mulla Isma ‘il Mosque, the largest mosque in
Yazd. We accompanied Haji Muhammad-Tahir Malmiri along with
the late ‘Ali-Akbar Dayyani, knowing we may not return home. This
was due to the fact that eight thousand or so locals had gathered
around a preacher named Siyyid Yahya at the mosque. We were about
a thousand steps away from the house of the believer when we began
to hear the roaring of the crowd in the mosque. When we reached the
street that the house of Shaykh Bihlul was on, we saw a Bahd it named
Aqé Husayn. We asked him whether Shaykh Bihlul was there. He
informed us verbally that he was not however he signaled with his
eyebrows that he was home!

Four merchants of Yazd, who were very prejudiced Muslims, could
be seen in the distance. This was because given the turn of events, and
Shaykh Bihlul’s promise to declare himself a Baha'i, the masses did
not want the Shaykh to show up. When we drew closer, one of the
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merchants, Haji Muhammad asked if we had come to escort the
Shaykh. I told him we had, and he responded by saying: “What
shameless people you are! We have let you be, and yet you still persist
in pursuing us?” I wanted to respond but Aqi Husayn signaled to me
to keep silent. When we reached the doorway, women were seated in
a fifty-meter-long vestibule. Upon entering the house, we noticed it
was filled with clerics but there was no sign of Shaykh Bihlul. The
merchant, Haji Muhammad announced: “Whatever I need to know, I
researched and found at the age of fifteen.” He was shouting a great
deal, when I finally said: “No one in this world wishes evil for himself,
we too have investigated however it was Shaykh Bihlul who made this
arrangement for today. This is about truth and falsehood.” Haji
Muhammad was silent, and walked away momentarily, then returned
and said: “Do you have a guarantee for your safety that you remain
here?” [ replied: “What do you mean by that? Please speak plainly.”
He responded: “If someone were to verbally or physically assault you
is he not a Muslim?” I replied by saying: “First you should acquaint
yourself with me and then we can have a conversation. I am the
descendant of those Baha’is martyred in 1321 (1903 AD). I am no
different. But now it is the reign of Rida (Reza) Pahlavi and no one
can assault another person.

In the midst of all this, Shaykh Bihlul arrived and asked: “Have
you come to take me?” I said: “Yes,” and he responded: “You poor

men, it is quite late now, give me the book to take with me.” He
grabbed the book from one of the clerics and was about to leave when
the crowd prevented him, insisting that he must refrain from joining
us unless Siyyid Muhammad Vaziri (one of the clerics) would
accompany him. He said: “You are causing trouble; I have made a
promise and people are waiting.”” However, they would not allow him
to leave and so we remained also. The atmosphere was so intense, as
though blood was raining down on us. Then ‘Ali-Muhammad entered
and spoke privately with Shaykh Bihlul. They talked for about ten
minutes then Siyyid said: “Shaykh Bihlul and I are going to Siyyid-i
Sahra (one of the Islamic shrines in Yazd), you come and also bring
along your Haji Tahir!” I replied: “Neither you nor I are in charge,
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we are but messengers. Shaykh Bihlul is the one in charge.” Shaykh
Bihlul opened the book and said: “‘Yes, that is the case, you see
Muhammad took Husayn,” ‘Ali, 7 Fatimih, 7 Salman’® and Aba-
Dhar’’ to the desert to seek guidance, not to a house. We must follow
His instructions.” I acquiesced saying: “Let us go together to
wherever you wish to meet. If you would prefer, we can go as a group
to Imamzadih Zangi desert.” He responded: “Good idea, well said.”
As he left, he invited Mr. Vaziri (one of the clerics) saying: “Let us go

’

and bring anyone else who wishes to come.’

As we left the house, the women who were seated at the entrance
stood up and began to scream and the situation quickly deteriorated.
1 felt in great danger. If each one of them merely put a hand on me [
would be quashed; so, I shielded behind the Shaykh, thinking to myself
that if they attacked me, I would hold on to Shaykh Bihlul! The Shaykh
argued with the women. He rebuked them for making so much noise
and asked them to calm themselves. Apparently, they intended to
inform the people in the mosque and cause trouble. We escaped
unharmed and after some time the Shaykh inquired about Vaziri. His
servant said he was not there, and Shaykh Bihlul remarked: “What
terrible people! What a dishonest lot!” Then ‘Ali-Akbar Dayyani
said: “This is why people have stopped following them”. Shaykh
Bihlul agreed saying: “Some have become Sufis, some Babis and
some Shaykhi!” We all laughed together. He then turned to his
servant saying: “ ‘Ali-Asghar look into his whereabouts”. In a short
while between 60-70 clerics and Mulla’s were following us and by the
time we reached our destination about 100 were present. I rang the
bell of the house of the believer. It was my nephews’ house. He opened
the door and on seeing the crowd, began to panic. I told him to go and
as soon as the three Mulla’s and nine students arrived I closed the
door. The rest demanded to enter, but I said: “Whatever these twelve
decide on, you follow through”. As soon as I entered the room, I
noticed that Jinab-i Haji Muhammad-Tahir Malmiri had placed the
Ad’iyyih Mahbub (book of Baha'’i prayers by Baha u’lldh) in front of
himself so that Shaykh Bihlul could curse it while Mr. Malmiri
chanted the Fire Tablet. There were 31 of us in the house in all. Then
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Siyyid ‘Ali-Muhammad Vaziri announced: “Let us all go to the desert”.
Muhammad Iqtisdi replied: “We are not wild animals. There is no need
to go to the desert. The responsible authorities must come before we go

’

to the desert, you arranged to meet here.’

Suddenly the chief of the local police station and Office of
Information, along with a number of their employees, entered the
house asking questions regarding the meeting. Siyyid ‘Ali-
Muhammad Vaziri said: “Shaykh Bihlul has come to Yazd and has
called for the Baha'is to enter this exchange”. The chief of the police
said: “The government has banned such meetings”. He began to
admonish the Muslims and said: “Let’s go”. The clerics assumed they
were under arrest, however that was not the case. After walking for
some time Siyyid ‘Ali-Muhammad Vaziri begged the police not to take
them to the station. The chief of the police said: “There is no harm in
doing so, come of your own accord”. When the three clerics arrived
at the station, the chief claimed they were causing havoc under his
watch and Shaykh Bihlul had 24 hours to depart before he would be
exiled from the city. Shaykh Bihlul told him that the Bahad’is had a
written statement from him and to please order that they return it. The
chief refused, saying: “It is not my business.”

After I returned home in the afternoon, the news of this event had
spread throughout the bazar, any Muslim that saw me made
unpleasant remarks and when I reached the memorial near my home,
a group of Muslims were standing there. One of them, named Siyyid
‘Ali-Akbar told me: “Zabihi, if someone had died today during that
heated exchange, what would you have done?” I responded: “If the
Angel of Death had arrived for anyone of us while we were debating,
he would have returned from whence he came. However, if it were
God'’s will, it would have happened one way or another. Regardless,
had all the Baha'is of Yazd been murdered and I was the sole survivor,
I would become more steadfast and persevere in my beliefs, because
I am certain about my faith.” Siyyid ‘Ali-Akbar turned to the Muslims
and said: “We are the righteous ones, yet we would do well to have
someone such as him among us.”
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That same afternoon Shaykh Bihlul came over begging for the
return of his signed statement. Jinab-i Haji Muhammad-Tahir said:
“We must gather the same witnesses so that you admit to your
mistake”. The next day everyone again gathered at the home of the
prejudice Muslim, Haji ‘Abdu’l-Husayn Attar. Hdji Muhammad-
Tahir Malmiri recited a verse from the Qur’an when suddenly Shaykh
Bihlul challenged its authenticity. Haji Muhammad-Tahir asked:
“Haji ‘Abdu’l-Husayn Attar, do you have a copy of the Qur’an in your
home?” Haji ‘Abdu’l-Husayn Attar confirmed and brought it to him.
As soon as Haji Tahir opened it, he found the verse and said: “Here
you are!” Shaykh Bihlul began to beg once more saying: “I am
distracted please return my statement to me.”” Haji Muhammad-Tahir
returned it and Bihlul quickly grabbed his shoes and fled the house
barefoot! No one ever saw or heard from him until we heard about the
corruption he caused in Khurdsdn;” the subsequent shooting that took
place and the victims, including himself.

Haji Mulla ‘Ali
Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues his story; this is the
story of Haji Mulla ‘Ali as follows:

“During one of my trips on behalf of the Local Spiritual Assembly
of Yazd, to raise funds for the Bahd'i centers in Syria and Egypt, one
of my friends named Ustad Ghulam’Ali Thabit accompanied me. At

"7 of sugar-loaf cost 40 Tumans. We took two

that time one “‘man
“man’s” of sugar loaves and some tea before we left. My companion
said: “After we have collected the contributions, can we please make
a trip to the mountains of Yazd, where there are no Bahd’is?” I came
up with an excuse saying: “If we collect enough contributions in cash,
I’ll come with you.” But given his pure intention, unlike past
experiences, all six villages we visited paid their contributions there
and then. Some even borrowed money to pay us. I came to realize his
faith was so strong that it would lead us to succeed regardless of all

odds. [MAH-9, p.497]
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We rented mules to journey the 30 kilometers or so to the
mountains. By nightfall, we were halfway there. We had a rug to rest
on. Our baggage and belongings had been sent on ahead. It was
morning when we reached our destination. As there was no place for
us to rest, we camped under a willow tree and moved ourselves
accordingly as its shadow shifted around. One of Ustad Ghuldm-
‘Ali’s students, who was friendly towards the faith, arrived. It was as
though we were reunited with a friend. We asked if we could find a
place to stay. He told us there was not and that if people found out we
were Bahad’is they would persecute us. However, we told him we
wanted to teach the Faith and he offered to bring along receptive
souls. [MAH-9, p.497]

There were two shelters in the middle of the desert. Each night we
would climb one of them. The first evening, the student brought eight
or nine seekers to converse with us — and all the while Muslims were
chanting on top of the other shelter. The second night was the same.
On the third day we heard that one of our friends - who had declared -
had a garden about five kilometers away. We were very tired and so we
went to visit him. I asked him if he knew of the whereabouts of the
remains of ‘Ali-Rida the martyr? ‘Ali-Rida was the last Bahd’i
martyred in that area in 1321 (1903 AD). However, the location of his
martyrdom was not recorded accurately. Haji Muhammad-Tahir has
identified it as Qavam-Abad. However, this was not the case. Its’ exact
location was in the Gold Valley’s Babi Well, now filled with rocks and
soil. I asked how far it was from our location and was informed that it
was about ten kilometers through the mountains and about thirty
kilometers by road. I was further informed that a police officer named
Haji Mulla ‘Ali was in charge. He was apparently quite prejudiced, but
one could still get along with him. [MAH-9, p.498]

The next morning, we set off through the mountain for the valley.
When we reached our destination, someone recognized me and told the
locals that I was a dog! I sensed the tension and asked for the home of
the leader of the village. One of the people asked what business I had
with him. I told them only that we wanted to visit him at his home and
was informed he was at the mill. Someone was sent to fetch him. I should
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mention that sugar and tea were hard to come by in those days so, we
gave some as a present to the village leader, which made him incredibly
happy. Some locals gathered to socialize and enjoy tea. When I inquired
about Haji Mulla ‘Ali’s whereabouts, I was informed that he was at a
farm some 5 kilometers away. The village leader asked why [ wanted to
see him, and I told him that we wanted to purchase land, and if it went
through, he would benefit from the deal also. The leader went on to tell
us that Haji Mulla ‘Ali had appointed him as the chief of the village and
he went with us to the farm.

When we arrived, they had spread a rug and laid out cushions. A
few people were sitting drinking tea and the chief announced: “This
is Haji Mulla ‘Ali.” I went forward and greeted him. He received us
expressing his delight that we had come to visit. He asked our purpose
there and I told him that I wanted to buy properties for investment.
He said: “I am in charge of seven different types of villages.” The
village leader was still standing by. Haji addressed him saying: “Go
home and tell them to prepare a proper meal, I have two dear guests,
the food here is not the best, but it will suffice.” After lunch he said:

“Let’s look around and whatever property you choose, I shall arrange
its sale for you.” The chief, Hdji, his son, along with my companion
and I, headed to the same spring we visited that morning. He said: “I
have a seven thousand square meter garden with a river running
through it. If you want a thousand meters of it, you can have it at
whatever price you wish.” I was praying that the chief and Haji’s son
would leave so that I could speak freely. I asked the chief: “Could you
please return home and prepare tea for us?” The chief left. Haji
turned to his son and said: “Go prepare the tea for our guests.” Haji’s
son left and so we three remained. Haji invited me to go to the source
of the spring to try the fresh water. After a drink he straightened his
beard and commented that he may be tall and have a long beard, but
he was not as stupid as people may say. Then he asked: “You are not
after land, I like to know your real intention” I responded by telling
him that he was indeed a wise man: “I do not have the money to buy
land, but I have a friend back in Yazd named Burzu Aqdasi. He is of
Zoroastrian descent and follows the Baha'i Faith. He is the one who
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wants to purchase the land.” To which Haji exclaimed: “You do not
know me and my bad temper, if you did, you would know that it is the
worst.” [ said: “But [ don’t want to lie to you. I am not after property.
My Baha't friend is, and I too am a Bahad’i. I am a descendant of
someone murdered here in the year 1321 (19034D) and I need to find
where he is buried.” Haji then responded: “I am not on good terms
with the locals, but since you are my guest, [ will do what I can to help
you.”” He proceeded to describe the details of ‘Ali-Rida’s martyrdom:
“I was standing around and did not wish to see that old man die here.
Although we are not from these parts, my father and I still felt like
locals and did not want to see him killed in this place; he should have
been taken to the city. However, a Mulla who was passing through
the village announced: “Do not hesitate, kill him here and now!” We
did not kill him though, it was the ones who came from the city that
killed him. Then they threw him in one of the new water wells. Locals
covered him with rocks. Since in Islam opening a grave is forbidden,
we let go of that well and dug another one close by, so that we now
still have access to water.” [MAH-9, pp.498-499]

Hearing all of this, I asked: “Could you please take me to the
well?” Haji Mulla agreed to do so, telling me that we needed to go
when it was dark, so that the locals (who referred to it as the Babi
Well), would not see us. After three hours had passed, we went to the
home of the village leader to have our tea. Then we waited until it was
dark to go to the well. It was as had earlier been described to us. Haji
Mulla went off to sit in the desert, leaving my companion and myself
to stand alone and pray. Afterwards we joined him and asked: “Hdji,
would you allow me to say a few words?” He said: “No!” Since we
were now familiar with each other I said: “You are being unfair.
Since noon you have lectured us, and I have listened to everything you
wanted to say or call us.” He then acquiesced to listen to me. I began
by asking: “Is your flesh and blood different than that of Christian,
Jewish or Zoroastrian priests?” He responded: “No.” I continued:
“They did not recognize Prophet Muhammad despite 30-40 years of
education, and what about those who did not recognize the earlier
Messengers like Moses or Jesus? Why do you think that is the case?”
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He was deep in his thoughts when I shared a verse from the Qur’an
(Al-Hujarat 6) with him and explained its meaning. “O believers, if
there comes to you a disobedient one with information, investigate,
lest you harm a people out of ignorance and do what will lead to your

regret. %’

When [ finished, he responded that he needed to verify this
interpretation.

We informed Haji Mulla that we would stay with the Chief and
leave in the morning. I then inquired if he would sell some of the land
where ‘Ali-Rida was buried, and he said that he would — provided we
did not promote Babi’s. I asked the price for 1000 square meters and
was told 600 Rials, but for locals, 150. So, I queried as to the difference
in price and he replied by saying: “Your purchase is for a reason,
regardless, I am doing you a favor. I will raise a wall around the
property, will plant almonds and let you have access to water at no
charge.” I invited him to Yazd to carry out the deal and he asked: “Are
you known in Yazd?” I replied: “Yes” after which he told me that he
would not meet me in public; instead I should name a place and he
would meet me there. [MAH-9, pp.500-502]

On my return to Yazd, I informed Mr. Afnan of the conversation
and he advised that we either meet at his home or mine. On the 8th
day Hdji Mulla sent a message that he had arrived in Yazd. I went to
the appointed place to meet with him, but he was not there. I was told
he was at the shop of a Jewish man and so I went to find him. After
some trepidation he acknowledged me, and I invited him to my home.
However, he declined my invitation on the account that [ was a Babi
and therefore unclean! I responded by saying: “Haji, you hosted me
at your home.” He replied: “You are always welcome there.” So, I
offered another option, suggesting we go to the home of a man who
was the descendant of parents who were both Siyyids. Haji Mulla’s
response was to question whether the man was a Babi Siyyid - and
went on to demand that I buy the land, otherwise he would leave.
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1 shared the details with the Local Assembly at the time - but they
refused to act on it. Unfortunately, now they are trying to acquire the
same property, at a much higher price; and with much difficulty. Two
days later Haji Mulla and the Jewish man at whose shop we met, came
to my home. I invited them in where it was cooler to be seated and joked
with Haji Mulla saying: “Today you have to have your lunch here.” He
replied: “Despite my hunger and fatigue I won’t.” This made me
remember that I had bought a melon earlier. There had been two
melons at the shop near our home that morning. One was sold and the
other was on hold for a cleric. However, I had begged the shopkeeper
until he agreed to sell it to me. So, I brought the watermelon to the Haji
and told him that it was untouched, and that he should cut it and enjoy
it with his Jewish friend. He commented that he did not have a knife, so
1 offered him mine. He refused on account of it being najes and unclean.
1 offered to rinse it in our pool, but he was right in that the amount of
water was inadequate in accordance with Islamic rules to use for
cleaning. So, I sent my son Husayn to borrow a knife and a spoon from
our neighbor, who served at the local mosque. I presented him with the
cutlery, promising him that it was borrowed. He said: “I trust you, you
are a truthful man,” and then proceeded with the Jewish friend to cut
and eat the melon.

He asked if I had seen Shoghi Effendi? I replied with a verse
from Gulistan by poet Sa‘di, “Men of sense esteem him not
magnanimous who speaks ill of the mighty.” Then in reply to his
question I said: “Yes I have.” He asked what I saw, and I told
him: “You cannot appreciate what I saw. It was exclusive to me.”
He responded: “I promise neither of you have anything special.”
I retorted: “I am not worthy of being anything, but the Jewish
man who is sitting next to you may say the same about you and
Prophet Muhammad.” His companion, Harun, laughed and I
asked him: “Do you?” He responded: “If I did, I would be a
Muslim.” I turned to Hdji and said: “I rest my case.” He
responded: “Let me eat and leave.” I replied: “I was not the one
who asked the question, [ was merely responding, would you like
to read?” He accepted this offer and I brought him a copy of the
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Kitab-i-Igan. He read two pages before I asked his opinion. In
response he shook his head, then left soon afterwards.

Forty days after this incident Haji Mulla sent his son, along with
a saddled mule, in order to take me for a visit to the home of a Bahad'i.
I had never ridden a mule, so I told his son that I would make my own
way. He refused, telling me he would get into trouble so instead
suggested that I ride with his assistant. I agreed and we went to the
home of Mr. ‘Ali-Akbar Bayani, who welcomed me by whispering the
Greatest Name in my ear and shouting: “Salam Alaykum” in front of
the others. On entering I noticed a rich spread, full of fruit. Mr.
Bayani was a wholesaler and encouraged us to help ourselves to the
fruit. I said: “Haji considers me unclean.” Mr. Bayani asked why this
was and [ suggested that he should ask the Haji. He did so and Haji
replied: “Do you not know he is a Babi?” ‘Ali-Akbar Bayani
responded: “No, I go to his home and he comes to mine.” He then
proceeded to serve me some fruit. [MAH-9, pp.502-505]

After we had eaten Haji Mulla began to cry and went on to explain:
“The day I left your home to return to the village, I found my daughter,
a mother of four dead due to Diphtheria. Today is the 40th day after
her passing.” His son interjected: “Today we are hosting a memorial
for her, will you join us?” However, since I had an Assembly meeting,
I had to unfortunately decline their invitation. Haji Mulla then turned
to his son and asked: “Do you still think he believes in Imam
Husayn?” I said: “May God damn whoever entertains such a thought
that I don’t!” Haji retorted: “Did you mean to curse me?” I replied:

“I know you know that I did not intend to,” we bade each other
farewell and left.

Several years passed before I saw him again. The Yazd Assembly
had assigned me to visit Bafq, some 150 Kilometers away. I went
along with one of the Baha’is who were from a Zoroastrian
background, who owned a few properties. We reached Bafq by 10 pm.
On arrival we noticed Haji Mulla ‘Ali pacing in the garden, in the
dark. When the lights were lit, he saw me and asked: “Where were
you?” I responded by asking: “What are you doing here?” He
instructed the farmer to go and bring his bedding, saying: “So long
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as my friend is here, I shall stay.” I had a bag of sugar cubes, rock
candy and tea, with a teapot and cups so I offered them to him and
said: “Have some tea, then pour some for me so that I do not touch
yours.” He did just that and at bedtime, he slept on the roof. When we
were alone Arbab asked me how it was that I was acquainted with
Haji Mulla? I explained how we had met and shared details of our
previous experiences. Then he said: “You have come to pioneer!”
[MAH-9, pp.505-508]

The following morning, when Haji came down from the roof, I
inquired which way was the Qiblah? He pointed to Kaa’ba and [
proceeded to face Bahji and prayed. Haji then left the room. After
breakfast Haji and Arbab wanted to check their properties and asked
me to go with them. Haji insisted I ride the mule that had been
designated for him and he walked beside me. When we reached our
destination, he quietly asked me, whether I had any martyrs buried
there? I said: “No, I am here in dire straits and have come to secure
employment.” He was saddened on hearing this and confided in
Arbab that had he been sure I would not teach the Faith, he would
have taken me to his village to support me. At noon, he announced:
“Today you are my guest” and purchased three breads and three
containers of yogurt. He placed Arbab’s and mine in a separate dish
and said: “Do not touch mine!” Every once in a while, I would
jokingly say: “Can I dip my bread in your container of yogurt?” He
would object saying: “Don’t you dare!”

After lunch we set out on our return journey. People who were
praying had placed pots of water around palm trees. Even then when
1 asked for water, he would pour water into my hands to drink. One-
night Arbab, Haji and I were invited by one of the locals as their guest.
Haji told me to go to a place where the host would meet me and take
me to his home however, I was to take every care to ensure the host
did not find out that [ was a Baha'i. 1 did as I was told. When I arrived
at the home with the host, Hdji and Arbab were already there. After
sunset I asked our host, which direction the qibla was? He directed
me to Kaa’ba, and I went on the roof behind a tall wall to offer my
prayer facing the Baha’i gibla. However, the host had snuck up on me
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and had noticed I was facing the Baha’i gibla. He returned to Haji
and said: “He is a Babi!” Haji confirmed this, saying: “Yes, I know,
but we must show them kindness. If you complain, we will both be in
trouble!” When we were heading to bed, Hdaji said: “Mr. Zabihi, it
probably would have been better if you had not prayed! I asked why,
so he went on to explain.

The following morning, I invited our host to Arbab’s home. Later
in the day when he arrived, I shared the basic tenets of our Faith with
him — all the while referring to Haji and asking him to bear witness
to the truth of my statements. Hdji confirmed them and our host
appeared to agree. Before he left, we gave him some tea and sugar as
a gift. I then told Haji: “Today I plan to leave.” He said: “Let’s go
for a stroll.” While we were out, the chief gendarmerie saw me and
announced in the coffee shop: “That man is a Babi.” The locals were
fundamentalist and uncivilized so Haji grabbed my hand and took me
to the coffee shop where he greeted the Chief; and then ceremoniously
escorted me out showing I was under his protection and no harm
would come my way. When we left, he commented that I was known
everywhere! That same afternoon as [ was leaving Arbab commented:
“Haji is good to you.” I replied: “May God bless him.” Haji
accompanied me to the bus depot and told the driver: “Please take
my friend out of here and bring me back the news of his safe arrival
at his destination.” The driver agreed to do so. Before I left, [ had
asked Hdaji to come and visit me whenever he was in Yazd, saying:
“Do whatever you wish at my home; we will not touch anything. I just
want us to visit each other.” Haji had promised to return in fifteen
days however, three days later he took a heart attack and passed
away. May he rest in peace.” [MAH-9, pp.508-510]

Khalisizadih in Yazd (During 1948 — 1951)

Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues his story; this is the
story of Khalisizadih in Yazd:

“Another event in Yazd in which I had a role to play involved an
unknown figure, named Khalisizadih. Initially he was opposed to the
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Shaykhis,®! then it was the Zoroastrians, Jews, and Christians. However,
they were all but scapegoats, used to attack the Baha’is. Our assembly
meetings were held three times a week. Two meetings were exclusive,
and one joined with the pioneering committee. One Friday afternoon I
went for a stroll near the Bahad’i Centre, prior to the joint meeting. When
I reached the entrance of the Centre, I noticed two Bahd 1 youth fighting
with a Muslim, while a few onlookers stood by. I made objections to the
action of Baha'i youth and they stopped. Using gestures, I told them to
leave and escape the consequences. As it turned out the fight was over
the Muslim youth verbally abusing the Bahd'1 girls who were attending
their class that afternoon. [MAH-9, pp.510-511]

The Muslim youth was pretending to be unconscious on the ground
and other Muslims who had been attending two memorials nearby,
heard of the incident and soon gathered in the vicinity. They attacked
the Centre. My son, Diya’u’llah (Zia'u’llah), and I quickly shut the
door and remained trapped inside for some time. Other Assembly
members who saw the crowd approaching the Centre, left the area.
Soon the local police came to hear of the incident and Mr. Majdhub,
one of the Assembly members swiftly biked to the Centre. I opened the
door to let him in. He joined the fourteen girls, my son, and myself. We
locked the door and remained there all evening. Suddenly, the crowd
attacked the center and profanities were hailed against me. I asked the
girls to stay in one room and told them in the event that the attackers
managed to break in, I would try to stop them, while they should run
out the other exits. The doorway was being pounded so intensely that
we could feel the earth shuddering beneath us. This lasted more than
90 minutes. [IMAH-9, p.511]

Eventually twelve officers and the chief of police came to
disperse the crowd. I tried to open the door, but it had been
damaged so much that the bars were bent, and the door could not
be unlocked. We used a pick to finally let them in. This process
lasted four hours, until 8§ pm. The officers inspected the scene and
then we strategized as to the next steps, such as how many guards
were needed to protect the center. I suggested four, and it was
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agreed upon. The guards remained at the center and some other
officers escorted the young girls safely to their homes.

The following day the chief of police, (Mr. Sharifi), detained the
two Baha 1 youth saying: “Wisdom dictates that I keep them until 12th
of Muharram. Then Khalisizadih (the true cause of this episode) will
release them.” This process was underway when the head of Tihrdn
University was attacked. This added to the concerns of Bahd'is in
Yazd and they wondered what could happen next. The Assembly was
meeting the same evening that this news reached us and decided that
the following day two other Assembly members along with myself,
would remain at home. We were so alarmed that the Assembly
decided to meet every evening. This situation continued for two years.
Arson, throwing rocks and other attacks frequently assailed Baha'’i
homes. Around twenty Muslim youths who were on a payroll, would
bike around town and chant defamatory songs insulting the Baha’i
Faith. One evening on my way to the Assembly meeting, as I covered
my face in my overcoat and walked in the dark to hide my identity, 1
overheard some people discussing a plan they had devised against the
Baha’is. 1 was near Gudarz Hospital building, meditating on my
willingness to give my life to protect other Baha’is when I heard a
commotion. I assumed it was a public mourning of some sort. Then I
realized they were chanting anti-Baha’i slogans. I had been in a hurry
to reach the Assembly meeting when I had encountered the
demonstrators. It was dark so no one recognized me. I retraced my
steps and entered the home of one of the Baha’is who lived nearby.
We went to the top of the roof and saw that there was no end to the
number of demonstrators stretching over four square kilometers.
They were attacking the Baha'’t Centre and had attacked several
Bahd’i homes on their way there. One of the Bahd'is retaliated by
throwing a rock back at them. His home was behind an abandoned
British hospital, where a priest whose church was lost to the floods,
resided. The crowds were so angry that they attacked the priest —
all the while uttering profanities at him for promoting Christianity
in Yazd. [MAH-9, pp.511-512]
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They also went to the home of Aqé Mirza Badi'u’llah Afndn; and
his son-in-law, Muhammad Tagqi, fired two blank shots in the air.
Following this the crowd attacked the Baha'i Centre. Their numbers
were rising by the minute. I could not stand by and watch anymore so
I left the house. On the way to the Bahd’i Center I saw Agd Mirzd
Badi'u’llah Afndn, Jindb-i Agd Muhammad- ‘Ali Afnén (Fallah) and
Sa ‘id Radavi all covering their faces with their overcoats to protect
their identity, as they rushed towards the Centre. I reached Mr.
Radavi. We saw two guards standing by the doorway. Mr. Radavi
asked them: “What are you carrying on your belts?” They replied:
“Guns.” Mr. Radavi responded: “Why are you not controlling these
unruly people then?” They replied saying: “Because we have not

’

been ordered to.’

People continued to throw rocks while insulting the Faith, then
four additional guards reached the center. One of the Bahd is took off’
his belt and hit two of the attackers, one of whom suffered an injured
skull and facial injuries before they ran away. His belt buckle fell off-
One of the guards picked it up. I grabbed it from him, gave it to Mr.
Radavi and told him to go, quickly, before the situation escalated
further. The situation was so dire that early next morning Mr. Radavi
flew to Tihran (with the help of a Bahad'1 pilot). We then arranged for
his family to join him. [MAH-9, pp.513-514]

1 was standing by the guards, when one of them named Vaziri, a
respectable man, asked me about the situation. I told him I had no
idea and that he knew better than 1. The two men injured by Mr.
Radavi then returned and Mr. Vaziri asked them what had happened.
They lied and told him that Bahd’is at the end of the lane attacked
them. Unfortunately, the guard who had witnessed the event had been
transferred elsewhere, so I said: “The people standing there are the
ones who had come to kill the Baha’is. Is there a Baha'i left to
attack?” Mr. Vaziri then asked them: “Who was it?” And instead
of saying Radavi, they said Vaziri! I exclaimed: “They are
troublemakers!” Mr. Vaziri was furious, so he detained them. Then
he asked me if four guards were enough to guard the Centre? I told
him it was and so the four remained; and we provided their meals
and refreshments.
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Along with the remaining guards we went to Badi’u’llah Afnan’s
home. Given the dangers, I stayed with them. The guards asked:
“Who fired the shots and why? People are sleeping at this hour.” I
explained that since five or six thousand people were causing trouble
in the city, no one was asleep. Compared to the noise of the crowd,
how could the two blank shots even be heard or wake anyone up?
They responded that they had to detain those responsible. Therefore,
they took Mr. Afndn and his son-in-law to the police station. Mr.
Muhammad- ‘Al Afnan was escorted home. I stayed there on my own.
A few troublemakers were around. I asked one of them whom [ knew
whether he would accompany me home. He did. When I reached my
home, I noticed our door was covered in rocks. I tried to open it and
noticed my wife was holding it closed. When she came to realize it
was me, she opened the door. On entering, I saw that all my children
were suffering from anxiety and shock. They said that for more than
two hours the attackers were bombarding the door and all the while
threatening them. I realized that it was no longer safe for them to stay
there, so we left for the house of one of the friends, where other
Baha’is were already gathered. The situation was so overwhelming
that we felt we had no hope of returning. [MAH-9, pp.514-515]

Early the following morning, the custodian of the Centre came by
to say the Assembly was meeting and I must come. As it was not yet
dawn and the streets were empty, [ went. When I entered the meeting
at the home of Dr. ‘Abdu’l-Khaliq, I saw around 50-60 Bahd’i women
gathered to meet the Assembly. In tears they reported that the locals
in Mahallat were marching to Musalla mosque with horns and drums.
Khalisizadih is there and ordering them to persecute the Baha'’is. On
hearing this report, Aqa Mirzd Muhammad-‘Ali Afndn began to cry
and said: “O Blessed Beauty, what shall we do with these enemies
and their endless persecutions?” The friends then left and the
Assembly held their meeting. It was decided to send a telegram to the
governor and copies to the government offices. One of the friends,
named Abu’l-Qdsim Muslih, took the text to the telegraph office. The
manager there refused to send it and so Mr. Muslih asked him to
record his refusal in writing or else he would not leave the premises;
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thousands were at the risk of death. The manager finally agreed to
send it. At this time, the governor and the chief of police were not on
good terms and wanted to cause trouble for each other. On receiving
the message, the governor formed a task force. Luckily, that
afternoon, the chief of police left for Tihran. His deputy was not so
staunch. A task force was formed, and the head of the gendarmerie
volunteered to restore order in the city. [MAH-9, pp.516-517]

As it so happened, three full gendarmerie trucks were passing
through on their way to Isfahan. The head of the gendarmerie posted
two officers and one policeman to various locations around the city.
He issued an order that anyone harassing Bahad’is must be detained
at gunpoint. God is my witness, that day I saw with my own eyes the
Blessed Beauty’s miracle as a result of Aqd Mirzda Muhammad-‘Ali
Afnan’s tears. More Muslims were punished that day than all the
vears the Faith had been in Yazd.

That afiernoon at the Amir Chakhmadq mosque, a prominent cleric in
Yazd, named Aqd Shaykh Ghuldm-Rida, called on the masses saying: I
have been preaching here for the past sixty years. There are Jews,
Christians, Zoroastrians and Baha'is in Yazd. We are all equal as brothers.
Why such persecution?” A few days earlier he visited Khalisizadih at
home and told him: “The fire you have started will burn us all. If you
refuse to end it, I will leave this city.” However, Khalisizadih did not pay
heed and continued to corrupt the masses. The Shaykh then departed and
was several kilometers away from the city before Muslims learned of his
decision to leave and insisted that he return. By that afternoon
Khalisizadih felt alarmed and published an announcement ordaining
that the authorities must punish anyone who harasses Bahd’is; all the
while remaining the sole cause of the unrest.

By the order of the Assembly, we filed two complaints with the
court. One by the Assembly and one by me. A few days later the
Jjudiciary arrested Khalisizadih. Apparently, he had forcibly removed
a Zoroastrian girl from her family to become a Muslim. The girl was
in tears refusing to do so and her parents had filed a complaint. The
public prosecutor visited Khalisizadih at home and questioned his
approach. In response Khalisizadih insulted the official and as a
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result was put under arrest. The next day crowds gathered around the
court demanding that the prosecutor be put to death. In light of our
relevant complaints, [ was summoned to the court. When I entered, 1
saw a large crowd. The guards were trying to disperse the people
and the court was out of control. One of my friends, who was a
lawyer working there joked, saying: “The court is unclean (najis)
enough as it is, no need for you to make it worse. Sign the papers
and leave.” We did, despite the angry crowd, we reached home in
safety. [MAH-9, pp.517-519]

A few days later [ was summoned. The interrogator, Jalali, who
was now the head of the court, asked: “Mr. Zabihi, what is your
complaint?” I said: “My written complaint is before you.” He said:
“You have just written that they attacked your home, threw rocks and
uttered profanities”. I replied: “Profanities are not measurable so |
cannot prove it.”’ He responded: “Identify the attackers and we will
punish them. But we cannot go after the ones who have insulted ‘Abbas
Effendi. There is no such law to draw on. So, we can only act if they
have insulted your loved ones.” I replied: “Well, then our case is
closed. I have nothing else to add. I thought there was justice and law.
But now [ see you favor impunity. Many instances are not covered in
the letter of the law but still we may benefit from it. The same goes for
the laws of the Qur’an.”. His secretary was biting his lips in anger and
signaling me to stop. I thought to myself, this is it, I will not budge. No
matter what he said I refused to respond. He asked: “Will you sign the
court statement?” [ said: “Yes”, I did so and left the court. Mr. Jalali
then went to visit Mr. Naji — one of the leading figures in Yazd at the
time. I know this because a short time after leaving a Muslim asked me
if I had been at the court? I confirmed that I had, and he imparted:
“Don’t you know it is futile? I was just at the home of Mr. Naji and
Jalali was there, reporting everything that transpired. Apparently, that
same day they held a meeting to decide how to proceed and
subsequently, devised a plan to kill me. I told the informer: “Shame on
you for killing the truth and taking pride in it!” [ will explain later about
an incident that occurred a few years after this, when some men were
assigned to beat me to death in ‘Iz- Abad.”
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The adventures in Bam

Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues his story; he explains
his home-front pioneering to the city of Bam:

“During the Khalisizadih upheavals, the National Assembly issued
an order to the Bahd’is in Yazd, Kerman and Rafsanjan to form a joint
meeting and devise a plan to send pioneers to the south of Iran. The
first meeting took place in Rafsanjan and Mr. Majdhub and I were the
delegates. Prior to leaving I suggested we volunteer to pioneer and Mr.
Majdhub agreed. However, at the meeting he refrained from
committing to this — and over the next three months, two additional
meetings were held in Yazd and Kerman. I was a delegate in these
meetings also; and was asked to pioneer to Bam.** The spies were hard
at work though and reported any and all decisions, and actions taken
by the Assembly and its committees. Just as the Baha’is had a
pioneering committee, the spies, and those they represented, had an
anti-pioneering committee to stop them! [MAH-9, pp.521-522]

. *
Hlustration 26: ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) and
Muhammad Husayn Dhabihi (Zabihi) in Bam
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My son, Husayn, and I went to Bam however, before we even
approached anyone, the enemies began to vilify the Faith. This was proof
to me that they knew we were coming. The Yazd businessmen had
affiliates in Bam. They had been told not to let me work or rent a place
to live. I came to know all of this a year later from the same informant.
He said they had been instructed in writing. However, with God’s grace,
I secured both a residence and a shop, but the daily persecutions
continued. At times thugs would attack us using knives, at others they
would verbally assault us. With the assistance of the Blessed Beauty, in
Jjust one year, I befriended them all. [IMAH-9, pp.522-523]

Ilustration 27: ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) second
from right with some of the pioneers in Bam, and his son
Husayn first from left.

This went on until the Baha'’i prisoners in Yazd were brought to
Kerman. The Yazd public prosecutor issued a statement to the
Kerman prosecutor, falsely claiming that the Abarqii Bahd'’is % had
committed deeds which they had not. The prosecutor in Kerman
approved the statement and distributed about 1500 copies. This was
arranged through a Mulld, who was the son of Siyyid Atashi, as a
means to cause trouble and force me to leave Bam. One Friday
afternoon, I was awaiting the arrival of friends for a meeting when one
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of them present told me about a letter issued from Kerman that was now
in the hands of Muslims and Zoroastrians; which had them riled up,
smearing and uttering profanities against Bahais. I paid little attention

’

and shrugged it off saying: “They do this on a daily basis.’

The next day however, when [ went to open my shop, I noticed one of
the letters had been posted on the wall opposite to my shop. People had
gathered around and as a Mulla was passing by, they asked him to read
it. He did so. The crowd continued to grow and soon stretched all the
way to the entrance of our shop. They continued to hurl insults at us. The
text claimed that Bahad’is had attacked Abarqu and killed an innocent
woman along with her five children, who allegedly had insulted the
Baha’is. Naturally, everyone was angered on reading this report so, [
decided it was not wise for me to remain in the shop that day. I left and
went to the National Bank. Mr. Ja far Bad-Kubihiyyi (now Rahmani)
was the manager and his residence was also in the same building. 1
shared the details with him of what was transpiring. He told me that he
had heard about it and advised I stay away from my shop. He then called
the chief of police and asked him to come over to the bank to discuss the
matter. The chief was reluctant but nonetheless acquiesced. [MAH-9,
Pp.523-525]

When he finally arrived, he greeted me and asked what was going
on in the bazar. My response was to tell him that he must know better
than I about what was going on. He inquired if the posted letter was
handwritten or printed and I explained that I had not actually read it
but assumed it must be printed. He confirmed, imparting the
information that 1,500 copies had been distributed. He went on to tell
me to return to my shop with assurances that he would restore peace
in the bazar. When [ returned however, the situation had grown much
worse. His promise to restore peace had not been carried out.

The son of Siyyid Atashi, was at the mosque issuing orders.
Finally, amid this mayhem one of the thugs who had become
acquainted with me, came to my shop as he was aware of my
circumstances. When he asked some questions, I refused to respond
hoping not to worsen my situation. However, the shopkeepers across
from me did speak to him and stoked things further — but instead of
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returning to me, he vilified them and threatened and slapped two of
the instigators, saying: “It is not your business to attack this man who
is our guest in Bam.” When he left, one of the two troublemakers came
over and said: “‘We mean no harm. You are a father figure to us. We
are not swearing at you. We are swearing at ‘Abdu’l-Baha.”

It was an extremely difficult day for me as it was the time of the
fast - but I did not want to close the shop and give them the satisfaction
of claiming that they had made me leave.

So that evening and the following morning I prayed most
ardently. On the third day, the chief of police called the bank
manager (Mr. Ja'far Bad-Kubihiyyi) and told him: “This is all
about Zabihi, I cannot do anything to prevent it. He must leave. |
will escort him out of town all the way to Yazd and I will post

’

guards to watch his shop here.’

There were enough Baha’is in Bam to form the Local Assembly.
1 told the Assembly that I was neither closing my shop, nor leaving,
therefore they must consider this fact in their consultations. The
Assembly consulted and decided to file a complaint regarding the
Bam chief of police, which they sent to the chief of police in Kerman,
(who was the same, Mr. Sharifi, who had been involved in the Yazd
incident). A letter was sent by the Bam Assembly to the Local Spiritual
Assembly in Kerman, who in-turn were to pass it on to the chief of
police in Kerman. Consequently, the Kerman chief of police,
instructed by phone and in writing, that the Chief of Police in Bam
must prevent any further commotion and restore peace. Two days
later when I arrived at my shop, two guards and the same intelligence
officer who had posted the announcement, were waiting for me. At
first, I thought they had come to take me to the police station or banish
me, but this was not the case. Instead the intelligence officer asked me
to file a complaint so they could arrest those responsible. However, [
told them I did not plan to file anything and indeed, had I wanted to,
Iwas well aware where to find the authorities. As people gathered, he
became more persistent and finally I said: “If I were to complain
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about anyone, it would be you. You were the main instigator here. It
was you who posted that false announcement everywhere.” Somehow,

I managed to convince him to leave. [MAH-9, pp.525-528]

Illustration 28: Members of the Local Spiritual Assembly of Bam,
Mr. Zabihi is seated in the center

The chief called the bank manager and asked to meet him privately,
either at his home or Mr. Bad-Kubihiyyi’s house. The manager hastily
told him he did not have the time to leave the building and requested
that the chief come to his residence. The chief apparently took
umbrage to his response and decided to refer the matter to the
governor. The same afternoon the governor (Ahmad), summoned the
manager to his office with the chief present. Following official
protocol, the governor ordered tea, however the manager refused, on
the grounds that he was fasting. The governor questioned the timing,
as to which the manager responds by saying: “Do you not know that
I am a Baha’i and this is the month to fast?”

The governor then explained that he had received an order from
the Prime Minister, Hdji ‘Ali Razm-Ard to ignore complaints by
Baha’is. He said: “Zabihi teaches the Faith in the bazaar and holds
Assembly meetings every Monday. We ignore all of this, therefore, it
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was not right for you to treat the chief as you did today.” Mr. Bad-
Kubihiyyi explained: “I did not intend to insult him. He called during
office hours and I could not ignore my work. You may carry out
whatever orders you have received. It is true that we meet every
Monday and Zabihi teaches the Faith.” He then excused himself and
left. He subsequently came to my home and shared everything with
me. [MAH-9, p.529]

The next morning, the premier of Kerman arrived in Bam.
Whenever the officials arrived the normal protocol was such that first
the governor and the bank manager would receive them, followed by
other government authorities. However, on this occasion the
governor did not invite the bank manager to join him in receiving the
Premier. One of the friends of Mr. Bad-Kubihiyyi, who on such
occasions arranged his transportation, naturally assumed he was
invited, therefore had arranged a car. However, since Mr. Badd-
Kubihiyyi had not been invited he redirected the car to the governor.
That evening the manager had invited me to break the fast with him.
On arrival I immediately noticed his dismay. During the evening, his
wife told me that her husband had had a dream, where he put on a
cloak and shawl that he had been given to wear. I responded: “Thank
God he enjoys dignity as a person, soon he will enjoy the same among
the public.” Mr. Bad-Kubihiyyi then commented: “What public? They
did not invite me today.” We continued to talk for some time on the
topic. Ultimately, he was wondering whether he should visit the
premier at all. I asked him if he felt it necessary. His feeling was that
it wasn'’t, and I agreed. After I left his home, the leader of Bam, who
was hosting the governor telephoned Bad-Kubihiyyi letting him know
that the Premier wished to meet with him, so in this event Mr. Bad-
Kubihiyyi had no choice but to oblige.

On his arrival the son of the host approached Mr. Bad-Kubihiyyi
cautioned that he be careful as there had been complaints about him.
Mpr. Bad-Kubihiyyi inquired about the reason for the complaints - had
he been unfaithful in any way? The host’s son told him that the
complaints were about religion, and he must say that he is a Bahd'i.
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The chief then approached Mr. Bad-Kubihiyyi asking him to let the
matter go as he had already sent his representatives to Zabihi’s shop
and had asked him to file a complaint, but he had declined. Mr. Bad-
Kubihiyyi did not pursue the matter any further and was then taken to
see the Premier. [MAH-9, pp.529-530]

As he approached the Premier, he silently called on the Blessed
Beauty. On entering, the Premier stood up and warmly greeted him.
He then smiled and asked: “Bad_Kubihiyyi what have you done that
30 Mulla’s claim you have formed an Assembly?” Bad-Kubihiyyi
responded saying: “I swear on your life, when I arrived, an Assembly
was already in place. Please let me explain before you decide on
anything. I am from Isfahan. All Bahad’is, in general, and Isfahan
Baha’is, in particular, respect the Bakhtiari tribe as sincere and
honest people”. The Premier responded: “This is kind of them, but
you must not pretend. Prime Minister Razm-Ard has sent a
confidential telegram, I do not know what it is all about. You act with
caution and we will prevent harassment”. Mr. Bad-Kubihiyyi stated:
“We do act cautiously. There is a man named Zabihi who runs a shop
in the bazar. They harass him a great deal. A few days ago, the chief
had sent a representative to inquire about any complaints he may file.
But he has not filed anything.” Immediately, the Premier called on
the Chief and the Governor and asked them: “Why have you let these
cruel people insult these gentlemen? Razm-Ard has sent a telegram,
so what, what on earth? What does it have to do with us? We must
maintain peace and order to guard against agitators. His intentions
have nothing to do with us. Take the agitators to the station and deal
with them accordingly.” He then turned to the chief and emphasized.:
“I am talking to you! You! The rest know what to do.” He then
dismissed the governor and the chief, then addressed Mr. Bad-
Kubihiyyi: “I know you obey the law but remember what I said.”

Despite his invitation to stay longer Mr. Bad-Kubihiyyi excused
himself saying that he had guests to attend to. At 8:00 am the
following morning the Premier departed from Bam. By 10:00 am the
Radio announced that Prime Minister Razm-Ard had been
assassinated. It was 1951. Suddenly everything changed. A few days
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later I left for Yazd to spend the New Year with my family. [
stopped in Kerman and intended to leave the next day to reach my
family in time. However, persecutions in Yazd had re-intensified.
Two of the friends were injured and one was martyred. Following
these events, the Local Spiritual Assembly felt it prudent to order
me to remain in Bam. I was most disappointed however, on not
being able to see my family.

The next day I returned to my shop. One of my friends was busy
reading the newspaper. He called me over and said: “The situation
in Yazd is dire. The governor has restored order and has announced
that anyone involved in harassment will be banished to Bandar-
‘Abbas.**” So, I informed a number of Assembly members of this news
and proceeded to buy a bus ticket to Yazd. One of the friends took my
luggage to the bus depot and when I arrived there, I noticed some of the
same agitators from Yazd were travelling on the same bus as me. Since
my luggage had already been put on the bus, I had no choice but to go.
1 sat in the waiting room and with great devotion recited the Tablet of
Ahmad. While there, [ saw a drunken Haji with a bottle in one hand and
a head of lettuce in the other. He approached me saying: “Have you seen
my son’s photo?” I said: “No.” He took out a photo from his pocket to
show me and told me his son was now a driver in Tihran. I blessed his
son. Then he turned to another traveler and said: “He is my son too.” I
said: “Bless him also.” When he lefi, the manager of the station informed
me that he was travelling with me all the way to Yazd. I responded to this

by quoting Sa ‘adi: [MAH-9, pp.531-532]

‘The beauty in our midst takes the breath away,
even more so now with her added flair’

As I boarded the bus along with the other travelers, I felt a deep
sense of trepidation. When the bus began to move someone shouted.:
“Chant Muhammad’s prayer for the dead.” The same old man said:
“It’s New Year’s Eve. We want to have a good time. We do not know
Muhammad from Adam, why should we chant?” While offering
chocolate and cigarettes, he told the passengers: “For my sake let’s
spend this evening in friendship and joy.” Twice they attempted to
chant but he repeated his request and said: “Once should be enough,
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please stop.” He then started singing songs and sharing jokes. When
the bus stopped in Rafsanjan,®> some twenty kilometers from
Kerman,®® he left the bus in search of liquor. He found none and
returned to the bus to continue singing and socializing with everyone.
He kept saying: “I swear by my life, one has to know one’s self in
order to know God.” He talked non-stop all the way to Anar, a city
about 150 kilometers from Yazd. After our stop in Andar, he began to
sing poems by Tahirih. He referred to her as a follower of the Bab
while addressing me. I did not engage in his attempts to speak with
me. While continuing to offer chocolate and cigarettes to everyone,
he even went so far as to say: “The clerics did not recognize the Bab.
Many condemned him to death while he gave birth to a new world.”
I was worried someone may object. [IMAH-9, pp.532-533]

At dawn we reached Yazd. The driver announced that whoever
wanted to perform their obligatory prayer to disembark the bus. The
Yazdi instigators followed suit. Two Jews and I remained. No one
objected but they turned to the Haji and asked: “Do you want to
pray?” He said: “God forbid! Out of the eighty years God has given
me, sixty-six years have been spent with no prayers. The rest will
remain the same. Instead of praying, I drink and praise myself.”

We reached Yazd with no incidents. This was the effect of the
Tablet of Ahmad. God sent a person like Haji to protect His servant.
When we arrived at the bus depot and all passengers left, I told Hdaji:
“I am here to see my family after six months. I like you and would like

for you to join us.” He said: “I have grown to like you too, but I have
to reach Isfahan at the earliest. Here is my address in Kerman, let us
try to see each other whenever possible”. He gave me his address in
the Mushtaqiyyih neighborhood of Kerman where dervishes live.
Anytime I visited Kerman [ went to Mushtaqiyyih, but never managed
to find him. The last time I tried, I was told he had passed on and was
guided to his gravesite. I noticed the site was decorated and closed
off with his photo displayed at the top. I prayed for the progress of his
soul. I remained in Bam for two more years before changes in my
circumstances caused me to return to Yazd.”
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6.

The Falsafi Era

Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues his story; this is
concerning Falsafi:

Two years later the Falsafi era®” of persecutions began (1955).
On 27 March that same year, [ went to a place about thirty kilometers
from Yazd to officiate a marriage. The next day as I headed back
home, I saw the same person who had been previously assigned by
Khalisizadih to kill me, along with three others. One of the three
remarked to me: “As if we don’t have enough Babi’s, now you had to
come here to produce more!” They began to attack me with every
intention to kill me. I was unconscious. Apparently, they wanted to
throw my body into a well, but the locals prevented them. Instead, a
Muslim driver agreed to take me in the back of his car while carrying
other passengers to Yazd. A short distance before Yazd the Bahad'is,
who were passengers in the same car, feared that returning to Yazd
may result in Muslims setting my body on fire. One of them told the
driver they would remain, so they got out and took me, along with
their belongings. Two of the Muslims also got out and kicked me a
few more times. They then arranged for another car to take me to the
home of one of the Bahd’is who had been on the bus. I regained
consciousness but could not remember anything. They called in a
doctor who ordered me to rest. I was bedridden for 80 days. On the
third day a state doctor examined me. He begged my wife’s forgiveness
and said: “I have been instructed to issue bed rest for 18 days only.” I
responded by saying: “Don’t worry about me, do what you need to.”
He did as he was told but it took me a full 80 days to completely recover.

116



Chapter 3

Teaching Memories

In this chapter, Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) explains a few
stories from his teaching experiences and his teaching trips. He starts
with the following story:

Debate with a Cleric

“I have so much to share with you about another kind of
experience in life. I could write many books, however, instead will
only share a few glimpses. I hope these will suffice to uplift the souls
of friends and inspire them to include me in their prayers and
supplications from the Almighty. [MAH-9, p.532]

Siyyid Abu’l-Qdsim Nadim was very much attached to his Islamic
beliefs in Yazd, who after three years of investigation and consultation
with teachers of the Cause, accepted the Faith. He then decided to
share this Message with one of his relatives, who was a cleric in the
city. One day Siyyid went to visit him and said: “Aqad Siyyid Abii-
Turab, do you remember that you used to advise me not to associate
with the vagrant sectarians because they do not recognise God and
are enemies of the Faith? I spoke with them and learned that they
worship no one but God and His Messenger. Whatever they share is
based on the holy books.” Siyyid Abu-Turab had replied: “You too
have fallen for their tricks?” Siyyid said: “Yes, and now I have come
to seek your assistance to save me.” The cleric agreed to meet and
speak with him. [MAH-9, p.533]

One night when I visited Siyyid Abu’l-Qdsim Nadim at his shop he
mentioned that he had invited Aqa Siyyid Abii-Turdb to his home that
evening and if I could I go and talk about the Faith with him. As we
conversed together, Aqd Siyyid Abii-Turdb entered. Siyyid Abu’l-
Qasim Nadim closed the shop and we headed to his home. After
enjoying some fruit, Aqa Siyyid Abi-Turdb addressed me saying:
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“Share something that may be of benefit.” I responded by telling him
that I was not educated and therefore had come to learn from him. He
sarcastically retorted: “I do not believe in God, so prove His
existence.” I laughed and said: “I am not lying.” He said: “Why are
you laughing?” I responded: “Because you mix true and false
together. Here you say you do not believe in God, but then preach
from the pulpit that you do! Seventy thousand inhabitants of Yazd
follow you. How could you say you do not believe in God?” He took
note of his false claim and said: “Let’s assume that I do!” I said:
“Let’s set aside assumption and talk based on facts.” He said: “Fine,
1 believe in God, but not others.” I asked: “If you do, then how do you
prove He exists?” He said: “God is constant and independent of any
logical explanation.” I refused this statement saying: “Half the planet
denies His existence, let’s say I am one of them, so you prove He
exists!” He appeared to be frustrated. I continued: “I will share a
verse with you written by someone you consider a non-believer, whose
book you refuse to touch. Keep in mind a gem is a gem, even if carried
in the mouth of a dog. It must be treasured. Rumi, whom you consider
a heretic, says:

If it were not for Muhammad,

You would follow your ancestors and worship idols.
[MAH-9, p.533-534]

From Abraham to Muhammad, all Messengers prove the existence
of God and guided humanity to worship them. If Muhammad, himself
from a family of idol worshippers, had not been appointed as a divine
Messenger, none of the Arabs would have recognised the Almighty,
and would have remained immersed in ignorance.” At this point he
said: “Let’s say I accept Muhammad too, but no one else.” I repeated
my request to set aside assumptions and to speak based on facts. He
said: “But Muhammad was my ancestor!” I responded: “May my life
be a sacrifice to you and your ancestor! Please prove He was sent by
God. Let’s assume [ deny him, like all the Buddhists, Brahmans,
Zoroastrians, Jews and Christians. Now I want to recognise Him. But
how?” He said: “Recognise His miracles and accept Him!” I asked:
“Which miracle?” He replied: “The splitting of the moon as
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mentioned in the Qur’an, or similar cases like when He conversed
with a crocodile, grew a palm tree on the hump of a camel, or turned
pebbles in the palm of his hand into gems which he gave to an Arab.”
I responded: “Aqd Siyyid Abii-Turdb, why should I believe these
miracles to be true?” He said: “Because of frequency.” I asked to
elaborate further what he meant, then he continued: “If a thousand
people enter this house and tell us a man was put to death in the main
square, how would we come to believe their words?” I said: “If
millions deny it, which would we choose to believe then?” He asked
me to explain what I meant, and I said: “Buddhists, Brahmanians,
Zoroastrians, Jews and Christians who do not accept Islam, they
ridicule us, otherwise they would have become Muslim.” Angrily he
said: “I hope the sword of the Qa 'im responds to you.” I replied: “His
sword was His words, which taught us what we know.” When I noted
he could no longer continue I said: “Aqd Siyyid, allow me to ask
another question, if Muhammad split the moon in two, how did He put
it back together? Keeping in mind we have seen many magicians cut
off a head and then reconnect it. A miracle is one that cannot be
reverted and retains its validity, so that all can experience and believe
it. If the moon was split into two halves, should not it be noticed by all
who live on earth? How is it that none of the historians have recorded
anything of this nature?”

1 continued and said: “With regard to the crocodile who conversed
with the Prophet, did he do so in Arabic or his own tongue? If the
crocodile would speak Arabic, then it would be the animal that has
performed the miracle. If it is Muhammad who spoke in the crocodile’s
tongue, it is an insult to His station. With regard to the palm tree that
grew on the camel’s hump, none of the museums around the globe bear
any such image. On the other hand, if any military figure has achieved
any victory, they are surely the subject of paintings and sculptures. How
could such an important claim be excluded? Had He managed to grow
the palm tree in this manner, out of His bounty, there would be so many
trees now that would leave no need for palm groves. With regard to the
rocks, if the said incident had come to pass, the resultant gems would
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have been on display in museums. Have you ever heard of any such
gems?” [MAH-9, pp.534-536]

He asked: “Are you denying these miracles? Or God?” I said:
“No but listen to my explanations to understand we worship God
and believe in miracles, but true miracles not vain imaginings.” He
said: “You cannot.” I replied: “If so, then I am in the same position
as you are.” He asked me to explain further and I said: “What is
meant by a pebble?” He said: “A stone.” I said: What does dark
mean?” He said: “Black.” I asked: “Then the black stone which is
stored in Mecca has come from heaven or earth? There are many
such stones in Mecca, a mountainous region. They are of no value.
But when Muhammad, the Messenger of God, touched it and said
this is the Qiblih of Muslims, it gained value, so much so that many
Muslims have given their lives for it. You know Jinab-i Haji
Muhammad-Tahir Malmiri. When he went on pilgrimage to Mecca
during the Holy Year, he witnessed 70,000 lives lost next to this
precious stone. Mass graves were dug for both men and women who
died to reach this stone. Even today, are there any Muslims who
would be ready to exchange this stone with anything else in the
world?” He said: “No.” I continued: “So this is the rock that the
Prophet has turned into a gem.” [MAH-9, p.537]

Now in regard to the palm tree that grew on the back of a camel.
The camel was the vehicle of the Messenger. He rode upon it. His
Essence was the fruitful tree, whose sweet speech nourished the souls
of the believers. Next, the crocodile that spoke with the Prophet, there
was not only one, but many that conversed with Him. Have you ever
heard of an animal bury its own offspring?” He said: “No.” I
continued: “Prior to the revelation of Islam, Arabs used to either bury
their daughters alive or throw them off cliffs. The Prophet managed
to speak with these uncivilised tribes and trained them to the extent
that before long four Islamic educational institutions were established
in Baghdad, Egypt, Bukhara and Tripoli. Last, but not least,
regarding the splitting of the moon, as you know the moon moves
around the sky and there is no benefit to humanity to split it. The
Prophet never did anything futile. At the start of our discussions you
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said you do not believe in God. In all truthfulness, if you say that at
the pulpit, what will happen to you?” He said: “But Iwon'’t.” I asked:
“What if you do? Will they even let you stand for a second before they
chop you up to pieces? But the Prophet repeatedly stood before the
uncivilised masses and the idols they worshipped to call them to God.
Is this not stronger than splitting the moon? More importantly, did he
not order them to replace all past traditions with His divine
teachings? They all followed Him and supported a dispensation as
grand as Islam. If you even attempt such a thing, you will be

’

eliminated without hesitation.’

This meeting lasted six hours and ended at 2:00 am. The cleric
stayed overnight but I returned home. While bidding them farewell the
host said: “I now know this community is bereft of all knowledge, but I
beg of you, do not utter a word to anyone about what happened here
tonight. No one should know how ignorant the cleric is.” I replied: “Aqa
Siyvid Abu’l Qasim, you have awakened the beast! I had no such
intention, but you know he will spread the word that he debated and
defeated a Bahd’i.”” The host doubted he would say anything. I insisted
that if the cleric made any such claims, I too maintain the right to defend
my position. The host agreed. [MAH-9, pp.538-540]

Forty days later I was passing through the bazar. I saw Haji
Hasan Dhu’l-Fagqar, a pleasant friend and a leading figure in the
community, among a few others. He called on me and said:
“Zabihi, you have proselytised our Mulla? Don’t you know they
are good for nothing?” I vreplied: “Jinab-i Haji, what
proselytization? I am busy working and looking after my own
affairs.” He asked me to stay for a while and said: “You must stay
and hear the details. Agd Siyyid Abu-Turdb conducts weekly
devotionals at the home of Haji Muhammad Sadiq. I am one of the
regular attendants. He never accepts refreshments following the
session, do you know why? Because if he stayed, he would get a
meal. But by refusing to stay the host has to send enough rice, oil,
sugar cone and tea to his home to last a whole week. He is a smart
man.” I asked: “What does this have to do with me?” He
responded: “Zabihi, either because of you or Siyyid I used to get
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my free meal. But this week when he finished the session, he wanted
to stay for lunch and share an experience with all of us. While lunch
was being prepared, he turned to us and asked: “How often have I
advised you to send your children to religious, not secular schools?
None of you listened. We now face dangerous enemies. I had to
face Zabihi, a local who works in the silk industry and according
to him, is illiterate. When I asked him to speak, he claimed he was
entirely bereft of any knowledge. But when he spoke, he could
defeat top Islamic scholars with his arguments. Regardless, [
defeated him.” While he was sharing these details, we were served
a delicious lunch. [MAH-9, p.540]

1 turned to him and said: “Haji, I swear by the Black Stone and
all things holy, that night Aqad Siyyid said he does not believe in God.
Aqa Siyyid Abu’l1-Qdsim can testify to this fact. He was an unbeliever.
When he finally accepted God then he said he does not believe in any
of the Messengers of God. I proved the reality of the Messengers of
God. He became a believer there and then.” Sometime later, Haji
Hasan had shared the same details with the cleric and told him: “You
are a liar, I am a Muslim, but the Baha’is know God and His
Messenger better than we do.” [MAH-9, p.541]

Teaching efforts continued until a few years later, one of the
Baha’is of Yazd named Jinab-i Javad Qalichi’i, shared the following
story with me: “I have two nephews. Their father was a Baha’i but
one of them has converted to Islam and the other is an atheist. If
possible, please speak with them. Maybe they will recognise the
truth.” We arranged a fireside with them. I accepted to attend the
event at Mr. Bihi’s home. Siyyid Muhammad, the nephew who had
become Muslim, refused to come because he could not speak with a
Baha’i teacher, however he would attend if he could bring along an
Islamic scholar to debate together. I accepted and invited Hdji
Muhammad-Tahir Malmiri to join us also. When we entered the home
of Agd Ramadan Bihi, I saw Aqd Siyyid Abii-Turdb seated with Agd
Siyyid Muhammad. He got upset at seeing me and said: “Zabihi, 1
only have 90 minutes.” Tea was served, but he refused to drink any.
Discussions began, but he refused to speak. He only sat there to listen.
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The seeker invited him to participate, but the cleric said: “All that is
shared is wonderful. I must listen so that I can respond.”

In this midst, Jinab-i Hdaji Muhammad-Tahir Malmiri asked
permission to share a few points. After a few initial remarks he
explained: “About ninety years ago a holy figure appeared, and many
learned clerics accepted him. Among them were those who could far
surpass any cleric today. Some twenty thousand followers sacrificed
their lives for Him. He was the founder of a faithful community with
many followers, is this not a true Cause?” The cleric replied:
“Twenty-four years ago someone in India claimed to be a Messenger
and has revealed a book.” I asked: “Show me one of his verses or
followers.” He said: “Show me yours!” I responded: “Other than you
and Aqa Siyyid Muhammad, everyone else in the room is a Bahd 't and
we have myriads of books and verses to show you.” At this point he
commented that the meeting was taking too long and brought the
discussions to an end. [MAH-9, pp. 540-541]

At another similar event Jinab-i Mihdi Sarsaz was present. When
he witnessed Abii-Turdb’s unfair responses he said: “Aqad Siyyid, you
have no idea what religion is, never mind Islam!”

Aqa Mihdi Sarsaz
Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with his teaching
stories:

Aqga Mihdi Sarsiz had an interesting life filled with many
contributions and it is worthwhile to mention a few of them. He was
of Yazdi origin and worked in the textile industry. Prior to accepting
the Faith, he had been a custodian of the mosque and harboured a
great deal of prejudice and animosity towards the Baha’is. However,
this was due to his dedication to Islam, and the assumption that
Baha’is were heretics who acted against his faith and the Prophet.
When he would open the gates of the mosque in the morning, for
people to offer their prayers, he would launch in to a litany of verbal
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abuse if he saw a Baha’1, and cry out: “God, why have You let them
turn their backs to Islam?” It was known that he would leave no stone
unturned in order to locate Baha'is and harass them.

During those days, Ridvan celebrations would involve three to
four thousand participants, only a quarter of whom were Bahd'is.
It was difficult to distinguish between the Bahd’is and the non-
Baha’is. Regardless, he identified a Baha’t who was a clerk at the
public bath. Aqa Mihdi had drank a glass of refreshment at the
Ridvan celebration, so the next day he went to the bath to purify
his body of this drink. The clerk greeted him saying:
“Allah u’Abhad.” Aqa Mihdi lost his temper, beat up the man, threw
him out and locked the door, declaring that the entire bath be
cleansed. In addition he demanded that some Bahd’is be killed
before he would unlock the gates to the mosque!

Crowds soon gathered and the clerk along with six other Bahd’is
were subjected to a great deal of physical torture. Aqd Mihdi
continued to instigate such incidents and became known for his
devotion to Islam. This pattern continued until such time as the new
officials in Yazd gradually grew to respect the Bahd'’is. As a result,
the Bahd’i community eventually filed a complaint against Aqa Mihdi.
The officials contacted the chief of his village, Ghulam Husayn Pir
Muhammad; also an enemy of the Cause, to bring Aqa Mihdi to court.
The chief went to his textile factory and slapped Aqa Mihdi on the face
saying: “You so and so, what have you done that the judiciary has
summoned you?”

On his way to court, Agd Mihdi prayed for justice. On entering the
court, he was told that his superior had complained about the quality
of his textiles and therefore he must be punished! Aqa Mihdi gave the
court his promise that he was the best at what he did. However, the
judge sentenced him to flogging by bastinado. As they brought the
wooden lashes, the guards who knew what the real reason was, tried
to pull the end of his trousers so that it would cover the soles of his
feet in order to reduce the effects of the blows. However, he assumed
they were actually removing his trousers and therefore refused to
cooperate. As a result, the guards were angered and carried out the
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lashing at full force. Aqa Mihdi kept praying, which added to the anger
of the guards. They instructed him to apologise instead of praying but he
didn’t comply and so the guards carried on the punishment until he lost
consciousness. When he gained consciousness, he was put on the back of
a donkey and taken to his home. It was customary for the victim to pay the
costs of lashing, but as he was poor, the local community raised the
necessary sum to pay the authorities.

As there was no proper medical care it took Aqgd Mihdi three
months to recover. Finally, one day he stepped out with the aid of a
cane. He ran into a Bahd’i named Aqd Muhammad-‘Ali Simsdr and
proceeded to utter profanities against him. Since there was no one
around and Aqé Mihdi was still injured, Aqd Muhammad seized the
opportunity to return his insults. [It should be noted that this is not a normal
response of a Baha’i under such circumstances. The normal response of an
individual Bahd’f is to show kindness to aggressors.] Agd Mihdi was physically
unable to attack this Bahd’i man so he hit himself with his own cane
and screamed: “All faith is lost, this Babi is now insulting Muslims.”
No one acknowledged him and so he decided to go to the home of
Mulla Husayn, the son of Haji Mulla Baqir Ardikani to complain
about the Babi man.

Haji Mulla Baqir was one of the clerics who accepted the Faith
during the time of the Bab. However, his son did not. It was noon by
the time Aqa Mihdi reached the Mulld’s house — taking him a full six
hours to cover the half kilometre distance. He entered and saw the
Mulla seated with all sorts of refreshments before him. He was busy
eating and showed no inclination to share anything with Aqd Mihdi.
He asked the Mulla: “Is it wise for you to enjoy this lavish set up while
a Babi insults a Muslim?” The Mulla put another piece of fruit in his
mouth and replied: “What can I do? God will take care of it.” Aqa
Mihdi was shaken by this and forced to face the harsh reality that
Mullas may say one thing and do another. As Hafiz writes:

Clerics claim much at the altar and pulpit
In private they go and otherwise they commit
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As a result, Agd Mihdi began to think about investigating the
Faith. He approached one of the friends whom he had previously
harassed. With great trepidation the friend taught him the Faith. Aqad
Mihdi declared and became so devoted to the Faith that his every
breath was in adoration of the Blessed Beauty. He taught the Faith to
many, some of whom are still around and serving the Cause.

Sometime after his declaration, Jinab-i Ghulam-Husayn (the chief
of his village) drank the cup of martyrdom. One of the Muslims who
heard that Aqd Mihdi had declared and was teaching the Cause, went to
his home and demanded that he come out, saying: “I am going to take
you to Hdaji Muhammad Ja'far’s home to have him issue your death
sentence!” Aqd Mihdi refused to go. However, the Muslim was
determined, saying: “‘You used to harass them and now you promote
them, there is no way that I will not take you.” Aqd Mihdi agreed to go
with him on the condition that he would not be killed at Haji Muhammad
Ja'‘far’s home. On the way, they encountered several crowds. They
changed their routes to escape any disruption to the plan against Aqad
Mihdi. When they reached their destination, a servant opened the door.
The Muslim man instructed the servant to get Haji Muhammad Ja ‘far to
issue Aqd Mihdi’s death sentence. After a few minutes, the servant
returned and told them that Muhammad Ja'far was not home! The
Muslim man then turned to Aqé Mihdi and declared that they would go
to another cleric’s home. However, Aqd Mihdi refused to go elsewhere.
The Muslim’s reaction was to say: “I changed our routes several times
so none of the crowds would attack you, you promised to come with me
to be killed.” Aqd Mihdi replied: “I fulfilled my promise to you and came
all the way to this house.” In this way they argued back and forth until
late at night when eventually Aqd Mihdi escaped death.

Aqd Mihdi lived in service to the Cause and taught the Faith to
innumerable souls, including many vehement enemies of the Faith,
until his passing at the age of seventy. His remains were buried in
Bug ‘at’ul-Khadrd® in Yazd, next to the resting place of the Afndn
family. May God’s mercy and bounties surround his soul.

May those who let go and let others go be happy
Their legacy naught but a good name for eternity
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The fruitful seed
Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with his teaching stories:

“Fahraj is the name of a village some 30 kilometers from Yazd.
The great majority of those who lived there were fanatics and totally
unaware of the Revelation, except for a single Baha’i. He was the
village chief and due to his position could not proclaim the Cause. On
many occasions in Yazd I visited with this steadfast believer and asked
him whether he was able to teach anyone in Fahraj? He informed me
that no one was receptive to the Cause. Soon after WWI began, I was
instructed by the Yazd Local Assembly to go to Fahraj in order to
teach the Faith. I left on the first day of Muharram. Some 18
kilometers into my journey I reached the village of Khuvaydak, there
I attended the celebrations for the Twin Holy Days for friends and
seekers, where I proclaimed the Faith. This brought me great joy and
I considered it a good omen. The next day, along with Aqd
Muhammad-‘Ali Ittihadi and Haji Mihdi Shahidzadih, 1 set out for
Fahraj. [MAH-9, p.542]

One of my companions had a bicycle and reached our destination
first. I had advised him to be careful and not to draw the attention of
the locals as to our arrival. But when we arrived, he told us everyone
was surprised to see visitors inquiring about the chiefs’ home;
therefore, they came to know we were there. Nevertheless, [
emphasized they needed to exercise prudence. I recalled one of the
fanatical Muslims in Yazd, named Panjih ‘Ali, who had two sons-in-
law in Fahraj, named Mirza Aqd and ‘Ali Aqa. Although I had never
met them, I decided to pay a visit to Mirzd Aqa’s home. I inquired the
whereabouts with the local shopkeepers and was asked: “Which one
are you after? Half the village are called Mirzda Aqd!” I then asked
about ‘Ali Aqd and was told that the other half of the village had that
name! I asked which one was the son-in-law of Panjih Aqd and was
told that there was only one and was guided to his home. When we
knocked on the door, ‘Ali Aqd inquired about our business. We told
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him that we were travelers and as it was cold and snowing, we needed
a place to stay. He warmly welcomed us. [MAH-9, p.543]

The locals had informed the chief of our arrival. Although he was
ill at the time and had never met us, he graciously invited us to his
home. So, after lunch we went to visit the chief- We were joined by his
son who soon came to realize that we were all Baha'is. This made him
terribly angry, and he said: “You should leave now and in two hours
you will reach Mihriz!” I knew in such bad weather it was impossible
for us to make the trip and in fact the Chief’s son actually wanted us
to leave so that we would lose our lives on the way! However, contrary
to his son’s wishes, the chief insisted that we spend the night in
Fahraj. We did. What an unforgettable night! His son left, only to
return two hours later and casually greet us. I responded with great
respect. Soon seventeen other men arrived and greeted us in the same
off-hand manner. They all lit their smoking pipes. The smoke was so
thick we could hardly see their faces or breathe. As Hafiz describes:

How do those who pace the beach come to know
The dangers of the dark deeps and the fearsome storm?

They continued talking, making veiled threats, saying things such
as: “Do you remember how we cut up so and so? Killed so and so?
Blinded so and so? All with impunity. This is who we are. We kill
whomever we want, like a little bird. No one can do a thing about it.”
I remembered Hafiz’s verse: [MAH-9, p.544]

It’s a deadly trap, unless the Almighty assists
No use for man, the damned Devil persists

While holding on to the hem of His mercy and begging His Divine
assistance, 1 began to speak and said: “Why speak of such things
during the blessed month of Muharram? Tonight, we must talk about
the sacrificial life of Imam Husayn.” I spoke about the enmity of Yazid
%" and the innocence of Imam Husayn and the martyrs of Karbala. In
particular, my description of the suffering of the martyrs at Karbala
impressed them so much that they all began to cry; and demonstrated
a great deal of sorrow. While shedding an endless flow of tears they
continued to chant, may our lives be a sacrifice for the Prince of
Martyrs. At this point [ ended my talk. They said: “Such sweet words.
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We have never heard such a sermon. May God forgive the souls of
your loved ones in the next world.”

We spent the duration of the evening in this manner until everyone
left for their respective homes. We slept at the place of our host. That
night I had a dream that the Master sent a cloak from the Holy Land
to Yazd for me. However, unbeknown to me it had been sent to the
home of Muhammad Hariri. When [ received the cloak, I realized it
was actually a vest. I kissed it and put it on. The following morning
when I awoke, I felt as though the mayhem we had survived the
previous night had planted seeds that would bear great fruit in the
years to come.

As soon as I completed my ablutions to offer my morning prayer,
the guests returned one by one. Each had brought something, a bit of
beetroot, turnip, milk, yogurt and bread. They said: “This is for the
preacher.” As the conditions were propitious, I stood facing the
Qiblih and offered the medium obligatory prayer, followed by the
Tablet of Ahmad and a few prayers in Arabic and Persian, and then
a brief fireside. [MAH-9, p.545]

After breakfast we headed to Mihriz. Unlike the night before, the son
of the chief was insistent that we stay for lunch. But it did not seem wise,
so we began our journey. When we reached the bazar district, the butcher
stopped us and asked: “Are you the one who described the martyrdom of
Imam Husayn in Karbala? " I confirmed that I was, and he continued: “I
have pledged to recite the Tablet of Visitation for Imam Husayn, you must
stay and do it.” I told him that, I must leave for Mihriz today, however
would hopefully do it next time. He kept insisting, but eventually agreed
and we carried on our way.

The next summer, the two faithful nephews of the chief who lived
in Yazd, ‘Ali-Akbar and Husayn Mujahid, went with me to Fahraj.
Prior to our arrival, one of the locals had alarmed the residents ahead
of time by saying that 25 Baha’is were on their way. Frightened at
this news, the locals had fled for the countryside. The chief alone was
there to receive us. However, when they came to know it was just the
three of us, they all returned. So, I felt the time was opportune to
proclaim the Faith, regardless of the consequences. I spoke for more
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than two hours about the teachings of the Faith, as the fulfilment of
age-old prophecies. One of the elderly participants asked: “Do you
have any holy writings?” I replied: Far more than the Qur’an.” He
responded: “Can you recite anything for us?” So, I began to chant
the Tablet of Ahmad. After the final verse he said: “I testify that every
word was revealed by God.” Then one of those who was present felt
overcome and declared his faith.

Sometime later, ‘Ali-Akbar Mujahid shared the following with me:
“The eighteen men who came to the home of the chief on your first visit,
had gathered earlier on the outskirts of the city and had sworn on the
Qur’an to murder you. But the Almighty had decreed otherwise.” I said:
“I do not fear death, but my blood is not worthy of the tree of the Cause
of God.” In the words of Hafiz: [MAH-9, p.545-547]

Your wayfarers desire calamity

A lover fears not apex or valley
When I bathe in the river of love

I pray for whatever below or above

The Isfahani Priest

Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with his teaching
stories:

Around 1305 in the solar calendar (1927 AD), I went to the
Christian mission in Yazd. The priest in charge, Mirza Abu’l-Qasim
was born and raised in Isfahan. He was a former Muslim and an
expert government revenue agent. When he was waiting for his term
of service, he converted to Christianity and soon reached the rank of
priesthood.

Next to the mission was a hospital run by the church. There were
six people at the mission. Two were religious studies students, two
others were Muslims known as Muhammad and Husayn, and finally
a Zoroastrian and a Baha’l from Zoroastrian background, both of
whom worked at the hospital. They served tea, which I drank, but the
two religious students did not as they were upset with me. Each
received a copy of the Bible, but neither looked at it. The priest opened
the book and recited a verse about Jesus performing the miracle of
feeding the masses with two fish and five loaves of bread. I asked the
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““

priest:
lunch but I promise you, if you bring two fish and five loaves, we will

t is now 3 pm and there are seven of us here. We have had

finish all of it.” He did not respond and so I regretted rushing in with
my argument. [MAH-9, p.548]

The priest continued his remarks and said: “After Jesus, 24 false
prophets will rise, all of whom will mislead the masses. "[It should be noted
that in the 24th chapter of the Gospel of Matthew states that many (not 24) false prophets
shall arise and deceive many. Also number 24 is associated with the number of elders
mentioned in the Revelation of St. John; 4:4 which has nothing to do with false prophets.
It is possible that these two verses were mixed up in the mind of the priest.] One of the
students inquired: “What do you think of Prophet Muhammad?” He
replied: “I have shared my views.” The students asked again to which the
priest replied: “Muhammad was one of the 24 false prophets too.” The
siyyid student was angered by this and said: “So Christians have joined
the Babi’s too?” The priest replied: “That’s not possible.” The student
continued: “I have seen with my own eyes the photo of Mirza ‘Ali-
Muhammad Shirazi with a number of Christians.” I explained that at the
time, meaning some 90 years earlier, there were no cameras and no
Christian accepted His Faith; (I should clarify the student was referring
to a photo of the Master with a number of Baha'is in the West). He was
upset but did not say anything.

I moved to sit next to the priest and said: “Thank you for
everything today. I am from a Muslim background and have learned
everything I know about Jesus Christ from the Qur’an, where the
Prophet confirms the revelation of the Christ. I too consider Him as
the Messenger of God. Now that you say Prophet Muhammad was not
a truthful person, I should extend it to all the Prophets of God
including Jesus Christ because they are all one and receive their
teachings from one source . What would you suggest that I should
do?” He invited me to visit him at his home on Monday to guide me
to the right path. I asked him to share what he wanted right there and
then so that others could learn also. However, he refused saying: “I
do not have time now.” I replied: “But your time is supposed to be
spent on guiding the masses. Every evening you remain with seekers
until 6 pm. You must do the same tonight with me.” I held onto his
sleeve and continued: “I will not let go of you.” Irritated he said:
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“How many times have I told you to come back on Monday and I will
convince you of the truth?” I said: “What if I die before Monday?”
He responded: “I promise you won’t die.” He pulled his sleeve,
turned to the Zoroastrian Baha’i and said: “Mr. Surush, close the
door behind these gentlemen,” and then he left.

Mr. Surush said: “Mr. Zabihi, the priest wants to earn his
living; leave him alone.” The students agreed and happily left, but the
Siyyid remained seated. I took advantage of the situation and began
to teach saying: “They have not recognised the Christ. If anyone
recognises one Messenger, they will recognise all of them. So, they

have not searched to attain faith, they have simply followed others.
As Rumi says: [MAH-9, pp.548-549]

Man is ruined by blind imitation
Two hundred curses on imitation

When [ finished talking, I was waiting for him to leave, but he
continued to sit and listen without uttering a word. I finally left around
7 pm. He began to follow me. When I walked fast, so did he. When [
paced slowly, so did he. When we reached a quiet area, he said: “I
would like to say something.” I said: “Please go ahead.” He asked:
“What is your educational background?” I replied: “I don’t even
know the difference between A and B.” He did not believe me. I finally
swore on all things holy until he accepted the truth of my statement.
He then asked: “What is your religion?” I laughed and said: “You
are Muslim, you know your Prophet has taught that one’s money, path
and beliefs are private matters. Why do you ask then?” He then
begged me to answer. I said: “I am a Baha’i.” He replied: “Could
we speak tonight?” I responded: “Of course!”

As we were not prepared to receive guests at our home, I took
him to the home of Haj Muhammad Za'ir. I also turned to the Blessed
Beauty and begged Him to guide this seeker. That evening we
engaged in deep discussions that transformed him to his core. We met

on two other evenings. He was absent on the fourth evening but
returned on the fifth, when he declared. In the words of Hafiz:

Praised be God that whatever I desire
He grants beyond measure to admire
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His name was Aqd Siyyid Hiddyat'u’llih and he became an
enkindled lover of the Cause. He asked permission to extract and
memorise the words of the Master published in Star of the West, as he
wanted to share them during his sermons saying: “Only the words of
God can guide the masses to the Straight Path.” Haji Muhammad
Za'ir responded: “Several souls in the Zabihi family have given up
their lives for the Cause. Do you know why? Because they used to
share the same words in public. You must observe wisdom as you
gradually meet receptive souls and share The Most Great Name with
them.” But the fire of his love for the Cause lead him to arise to teach
the Cause at once.

Before not too long, people came to know of his faith and began to
persecute him. Finally, the Local Assembly was left with no choice
but to ask him to leave the city. For over 25 years no one ever heard
of him. At last, one day Jinab-i Haji Muhammad Za’ir went to the
Office of the Registry in Yazd, where someone approached him and
whispered: “Alldah’u’Abha! How are you Haji Muhammad?” He
replied: “Who are you?” The man responded: “I am Aqd Siyyid
Hidayatu’llah, how is Mr. Zabihi?” He then went on to share that he
worked at the main Office of Registry and was on a two-day business
visit to Yazd. Haji Muhammad explained that he had been trying to get
something done for some time; and Aqa Siyyid took care of whatever it
was that he needed and bade him farewell. [MAH-9, pp.550-552]

Trip to Afghanistan

Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with his teaching
stories. He explains the details of teaching trip to Afghanistan:

During my 18 days of pilgrimage in 1311 Shamsi (1932 AD),
when I met the beloved Guardian, he told me that Iranian Bahd’is
must establish the Faith in Afghanistan, and likewise the Iraqi Baha’is
in Sudan and Ethiopia. On my return to Tihran, I visited Siyyid
Husayn Hashimi-Zadih. He was a teacher and servant of the Cause.
I was telling someone in his presence, about my memories from my
unforgettable pilgrimage days, including the above statement by the
Guardian when, Mr. Hashimi-Zadih said: “If you decide to go there,

133



I will come along.” I said: “If it comes to pass, then wonderful!”
[MAH-9, p.553]

After saying goodbye, the guest of Mr. Hashimi-Zadih left the house
with me. While on our way back he said: “I am Hashim Yarshatir, the
brother of Mirza Ya 'qub Muttahidih, the brave martyr of Kirmanshah.
Let us go for a stroll.” We spent hours walking around the area now
known as Elizabeth Boulevard in Tihran. Back then it was a barren piece
of land. The entire time he spoke of his time in the presence of the Master,
and we finally reached his home in Amiriyyih around 4 am. There were
a few rooms, each housing a family. He told me to go to sleep, however
I hear him starting to pray, so I decided to join him. After our devotional
session he said: “In our family before we begin anything, we spend a
night in prayer. Now I want to consult with you about accompanying you
to Afghanistan to help spread the Cause.” I replied: “I hope we do it.”
He immediately wrote the Guardian and requested prayers. This event
took place 60 days after the passing of the Greatest Holy Leaf. In this
manner the sun dawned, and a blessed night came to an end. As the poet
Sa’di says:

All in rest and midnight has come to pass
Yet Parvin and 1 find no sleep in our eyes

As daylight appeared, a few children woke up and began to work.
L asked them, who they were, and they informed me that they were his
children. Back then they were young children, but now they have all
grown up and are active servants of the Cause. He was a widower, so
I asked him, how he planned to go to Afghanistan? He said: “I have
a plan. I will place two of my children in an orphanage and two of
them will go to one of my relatives.” I was deeply affected by his
detachment which is a model to be emulated. [It should be noted that the
family structure in Iran during the time of this story accommodated some freedom
of action as extended family lived together or near each other. In this instance they
could look after children for a short while. It was reciprocal, i.e., when younger
children grew older they had an obligation to look after older people. The features
of this story may not be emulated in the West at this time.]

Some 70 days after he wrote to the Guardian, I received a copy
of the Guardian’s response through Dr. Sulayman Birjis,”’ the martyr
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of the Cause in Kashan. In this detailed tablet, the beloved Guardian
displayed the greatest degree of love and then mentioned that a
teacher had already been sent, and the expected results would be
shared with the Assembly. Sometime later, Mr. Hashim Yarshatir sent
the original tablet to me and said: “This is yours.” A short while later
I heard the news of his passing, which saddened me a great deal. I no
longer felt I was able to go to Afghanistan.

Almost 40 years later, in the year 1351 (1972 AD) in the solar
calendar, Mr. Hadi Rahmani Shirazi, a member of the Continental
Board of Counsellors, saw me in Tihran and asked, if [ was able to go
to Afghanistan? I replied: “To do so is my ardent wish. Despite the
fact that I am 72 years old and feeling quite weak, if the means
emerge, I will go. At this time, I have been commissioned by the
Pioneering Committee to travel. But when I return, I will be in touch
with you.” He responded: “Leave that trip to others, you are needed
in Afghanistan.” Since the commissioned trip was arranged through
the National Spiritual Assembly, I consulted them and came to know
they were fully informed of this new arrangement. [MAH-9, p.554]

I arranged for my passport and travelled to Afghanistan. A few
kilometres before the border town of Islam-Qal’ih, the authorities
kept my passport and instructed me to return to Mashhad to get
vaccinated for smallpox. I told them my belongings were at the
customs office. I would go there and return soon, however returning
was difficult, so I began to chant the Tablet of Ahmad and begged the
Blessed Beauty to assist me. When I reached the customs building, the
manager invited me to his office. Given my advanced age, he was most
gracious to me. As he began to inspect my suitcase I inquired if there
was anyone there that could assist me? He told me to go and see the
General in charge. So, I went to his office and as soon as I entered,
the General stood up and warmly received me. He offered me a seat
and asked what he could do for me? I told him that something had
come up and although unintentionally, I took full responsibility for it.
1 then shared the details with him and said: “I am at your service, 1
will do whatever you advise me to. He told me it would be his pleasure
to arrange the vaccination for me. The General then called for a
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doctor to come, vaccinate me and hosted me at a hotel for the next 24
hours. However, the doctor said that 48 hours of post-vaccine
quarantine was necessary, to which the General commented: “I said
24 hours!” [MAH-9, p.555]

1 went with the doctor to the Ministry of Health where I was
vaccinated and returned to the general’s office to receive my
passport. He said: “Your passport is ready and even if it had been
mailed by air it wouldn’t have got here faster.” When I returned to
the hotel, with a great deal of wisdom and care, I spoke about the
Faith with the manager until 10 pm. Whenever the employees came to
him, he said: “Just assume I am not here, do whatever you need to, 1
am busy.” Although he intuitively felt  was a Baha'1, he showered me
with indescribable kindness.

The following morning, it came to me that if I were to stay there
for the entire period of 24 hours, it would be very late by the time I
would reach Harat - and I didn’t know anyone there. Therefore, it
may be better for me to leave earlier so I spoke with the manager and
he arranged for me to leave at 9 am, meaning that I would arrive eight
hours earlier in Harat. This was the first instance of Divine
confirmation that I experienced. I considered it a good omen.

In Harat [ met about eight or nine Baha'is. I stayed there for over
three days and then headed to Kabul, some 1,080 kilometres away. 1
went to a hotel that had been recommended to me by the hotel
manager in Harat. Without my saying a word, they came to know that
I was a Baha'’i. They gave me a room with two beds and when I told
them I only needed a single room, they told me that they were giving
me a double room at the price of a single room so that [ would be
comfortable. The staff were most hospitable. At first, I thought it was
not from their heart and it was a show, but then I realised it was
genuine, and due to the fact that I was a Baha'’i.

The next morning, I performed my ablutions and chanted the Long
Obligatory Prayer, the Tablet of Ahmad and several other prayers -
so that they would come to know Baha'’is pray. The staff had nothing
to do at dawn, so they would gather behind the door to my room and
listen to the Holy Words. I spent 55 days in this manner. One of the
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staff members told me: “I get up at dawn, offer my prayers and then
1 stand behind your door to hear your prayers.” I got in touch with
the local Baha’is and spent time in deep prayer and meditation in
order that I would succeed to spread the Message among the Afghans.
Incidentally, I met ‘Abdu’l-Hayy-i Qadi, who is now the Minister of
Transportation. He had two young sons 18 and 22 years old. They
went hunting together. The older brother was shooting at some prey
when sadly the younger brother raised his head and was accidentally
shot dead. [MAH-9, pp.555-556]

Mr. Hushang Rashidi, one of the Iranian pioneers in Kabul
shared the details of this accident with me and told me they were
going to the memorial that evening, and if I were to find an
opportune moment, to share the Faith with him! In addition to Mr.
Rashidi, Mr. Mahbubipur and Mrs. Rashidi came along also. On the
way there, Mr. Rashidi said: “This man is quite proud, don’t be
offended if he ignores you.” I said: “I don’t easily get offended.” On
arrival, Mr. and Mrs. Rashidi entered, but I removed my shoes first
and then entered. Mr. Qadi arranged for alcoholic drinks so quickly
that I did not even notice it happen, until sometime later when Mr.
Rashidi shared the details with me. As soon as [ was introduced to
him, I commented: “Mr. Qadi I have heard a great deal about you
and have been eager to meet you, albeit not on such a sad occasion.”
Then I shared the following with him:

Heaven laughs at those who shed tears for a lifeless body
All are wayfarers; How strange to cry for those who arrive early

We then went on to speak about the eternal nature of the human
spirit and the futile nature of this material world. Our visit lasted for
about two hours. Throughout this time Mr. Qadi listened with great
interest and invited his wife to join us. At the end he said: “I am sorry
1 did not record your words to keep with me but I promise not to shed
another tear.” Since he was greatly moved, I said: “Mr. Qadi, there
is a prayer that is of utmost benefit to you in this state, please recite
it whenever you feel the need to.” Then Mr. Mahbubipur beautifully
calligraphed the Remover of difficulties and another prayer for him.
Mpr. Qadi was educated so he reviewed the pronunciation and then

137



asked: “How many times do I recite them?” I replied: “As many times
as uplifts your soul.” While saying goodbye he said: “We could have
hosted you, but I am afraid the sound of children crying would disturb
you. I promise to visit you in Iran.”

He and his wife escorted us to the gate. That same day the Prime
Minister and his cabinet had visited them, but the couple only saw them
to the door. His wife wanted to kiss my hands, but I did not agree to this
and said: “It is forbidden. If it were not, I would have kissed your
hands.” When we were seated in our car, Mr. Qadi ordered two gunmen
to accompany us. I told him that we had not noticed any danger on our
way there, to which he responded: “But it is not safe.” Later, Mr. Rashidi
explained that they were escorting us as a sign of their respect.

A few days later Mr. Rashidi remarked that we should visit Mr.
Mukhtarzadih, saying: “He is an important, educated and wealthy
figure among the business community, and is well acquainted with
Mpr. Hadi Rahmani. However, it has not been prudent to share the
Faith with him.” Wholly trusting in God, I accompanied Mr. Rashidi
and his wife to Pakhman, near Kabul. As an excuse for the visit, Mr.
Rashidi gave me a photo of Mr. Rahmani and Mr. Mukhtarzadih that
he had intended to hand deliver to him. Mr. Mukhtarzadih warmly
received us. While there, we met another guest by the name of Khalil
Khalili, whom Mr. Rashidi informed us was one of the professors of
literature at Kabul University, who ranked third in his field
worldwide. [MAH-9, pp.557-559]

[ presented our host with the photo and he thanked me profusely.
Then Mr. Khalili said: “I had intended to leave to see to my guests but [
will stay for another 15 minutes to be in your company.” During this
time, he and our host spoke about literature and critiqued each other’s
poetry. When they concluded their discussion, I took advantage of this
opportunity to ask: “Professor, may I ask you a question?” He said:
“Please do!” I continued: “I am not educated and know nothing about
poetry, but there is a poem I am curious about, both with regard to its
writing as well as its writer,” and then I recited Firdawsi’s verse:

May my life be sacrificed for the dark in your eye

For at Judgement, God even wonders who created it
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Mr. Khalili smiled and said: “Mr. Zabihi, the poet has
exaggerated a great deal, how could God wonder about the Creator?
Nevertheless, it is a beautiful verse.” I responded: “Professor, the
more a verse is exaggerated, the more beautiful it is.” He placed his
hand on my shoulder and said: “That is true.” Then I recited a couplet
composed by Fatimih Khanum, one of the Baha’is in Rafsanjan,
known as Darvishih:

O Saba! Tell that fragile Farhad

You 've planted infamous seeds midst lovers
Arduous labour for Shirin justifies

Why an iron hatchet, your loving look empowers

Mpr. Khalili said: “That is beautiful. I had never heard it before.”
Then he and Mr. Mukhtarzadih both wrote it down. After a brief
discussion about poetry and prose I said: “There are three stations
that are above all others. One is the station of prophecy that is
reserved for the Manifestations of God. Second, the science of
medicine, and third, education and training in literacy. Education of
the mind is a prerequisite to education in divinity." Mr. Khalili
responded: “I don’t think so.” I clarified: “Although religion is most
important, nevertheless, unless a man is healthy, he cannot adhere to
a religion.” Then I quoted Muhammad who said: ‘science is of two
kinds, one is the science of eternity or science of religion and the other
one is science of body or medicine’. I added: “It may have another
meaning that I am not aware of, but the science of eternity is before
science of religion. Therefore, medicine is more important. I do not
want to take your time of course.” At which point he said: “No I want
to stay and learn.” So, I added Sa’di’s words:

Cloud and wind, moon and sun turn in the sky
That thou mayest gain bread, and not live in ignorance

I continued: “This verse determines our path. If we use the science
of medicine that is after divinity, or literature that is taught properly so
that we recognise the Truth, then they occupy their rightful stations. If
not, they have betrayed humanity.” [MAH-9, pp.560-561]
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We began to talk about the Faith openly and referred to the fact that in
nature, there is the phrase describing natural selection, the: Survival of the
fittest, in other words weaker species are not protected. If we examine the
nature and the animal world, we see that stronger animals exert their power
over weaker animals. This is true also in the vegetable kingdom. We should
note that Divine Teachers have tried to protect the disadvantaged people in
the society by promoting love, harmony, unity, and cooperation instead of
competition, dominance and the exploitation of one’s weaknesses. At one
level higher, this means that stronger individuals and nations should not
trample upon weaker ones. The objective of this Dispensation is to extend
such a teaching to the global community. At the end of our meeting Mr.
Khalili said: “Although I consider myself advanced when it comes to
knowledge of literature, I must admit, I have never investigated about a
religion that is establishing the foundation of oneness of humanity.” Our
meeting concluded and our host asked that we meet again. However,
unfortunately, this never came to pass.

Three days before my return to Iran Mr. Rashidi received a letter
from Mr. Mukhtarzadih in which he requested to meet with me. I wrote
back explaining that I must leave soon, I would arrange to meet him
next time [ visited. I sent another letter to Mr. Qadi containing the
following prayer by the Blessed Beauty: °*

“Lord! Turn the distressing cares of Thy holy ones into ease, their
hardship into comfort, their abasement into glory, their sorrow into blissful
joy, O Thou that holdest in Thy grasp the reins of all mankind! Thou art,
verily, the One, the Single, the Mighty, the All-Knowing, the All-Wise”

[For an authoritative translation, refer to:
https://www .bahai.org/library/authoritative-
texts/search#q=%22Turn%?20the%?20distressing%20cares%200f%20Thy%20holy
%200nes%20%22]

1 also included “Ya Subbuhun Ya Quddusun” and suggested
that he recite these when he is overcome with emotion.

I went back to Iran and after three months or so I returned to
Afghanistan. Mr. Qadi, on hearing of my arrival, came to my hotel to
see me. I said: “I should have come to visit you.” However, he told me
that it was his duty to visit me and went on to invite me to his home. [
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accepted this invitation along with Mr. Rashidi and while there, spoke
at great length about the Faith. Mr Qadi wanted to meet again but
unfortunately it was not possible.

After five months, Hand of the Cause of God, Dhikr’'u’llah
Khadim, and Counsellor Hadi Rahmani arrived in Afghanistan and
went with Mr. Rashidi to visit Mr. Mukhtdrzadih. On being informed
that I was still in Kabul, Mr. Mukhtarzadih was very upset at not
having seen me and asked that I visit him the next day at 5 pm. The
following day I went to his home, to find that his brother was also
there. I recited parts of the Kitab-i-Igan which I had committed to
memory and when I was leaving, my host insisted that we meet again,
and so, we did. [MAH-9, pp.561-562]

One day prior to my departure for Iran, we met at Mr. Rashidi’s
home. I told him: “Mr. Mukhtdarzadih, you know I like you very
much.” He replied: “I know, and so do I. I continued: “I want to give
you the most precious possession I have and candidly share with you
a few things.” Then I began to recite from the Igan. He asked: “Whose
words are these?” I replied: “Bahd’u’llah’s, in the Book of
Certitude.” He commented that he had read the book, but he had
never understood its intent. He went on to ask: “Are there more
Writings? ” I told him that Baha 'u’llah and ‘Abdu’l-Baha had written
innumerable volumes compared to revelations of the past. Then [ went
on to recite the Tablet of Ahmad. He greatly admired it and asked:
“Why is this Tablet revealed in Arabic when He was Persian?” I
responded: “First and foremost, we do not question actions of Divine
Messengers. Second, this is a Most Great Revelation for all humanity
and compared to other languages, Arabic is far more precise and
comprehensive. So, this is due to His perfection. Where in the world
does anyone question perfection?”

I recited two other Tablets of the Master and explained that it had been
130 years since the Revelation had taken place. Before leaving I said: “How
sad that despite your rich body of knowledge, you have remained bereft of
this Grace. I beg of you to value the remaining days of your life and
investigate reality so that your life is not in vain.” We bade each other
farewell and he promised to study the Writings.
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During this same trip I engaged in teaching the Faith to a man
named Ismu’llah Mahir. After three days, on the eve of Ridvan, he
declared. He was elected to the first Local Assembly of Harat and
pledged to raise funds earmarked for teaching the Cause. I also met
Sharhangi in Kabul. He was a former communist. After our first
meeting he was so taken by the Faith that he regularly visited me at
my hotel to discuss it. After two months he too declared. He sent a
declaration letter to the Kabul Assembly that resembled a thesis. In
130 B.E. (1974 AD) he was elected to the Kabul Assembly.

Another fireside that must be mentioned is one that involved
several merchants. Mr. Akhavan, one of the Iranian Baha’is in Kabul,
befriended four of these well-known individuals. They had all been on
pilgrimage to Mecca, one of them, a total of five times. So, before
leaving for Iran, I had the privilege of meeting with them. They were
very moved and inspired so much so that they asked to meet regularly.
One of them who was a physician, kissed me at the end of our meeting
and said: “We had never heard such teachings.” He shared the word
with his wife and brought her to our next meeting where we spoke
openly about the Faith. They were told: “You have paid homage to
the House of God in Mecca in order to draw closer to Him, but He
revealed Himself 130 years ago. You must come to know Him first and
then follow His teachings.” That Thursday Mr. Akhavan and I were
supposed to leave for Iran, but we received a telegram saying our trip
was delayed by four days. This made me happy. We went on a picnic
with the group of friends and spoke about the Faith in detail. At this
gathering, Mrs. Tabibi’s father, an educated engineer, was also
present. [MAH-9, p.563]

At the outset we spoke about Islam. The engineer said: “Do not talk
to me about Islam. My children are all Sufis. But I hate Islam. It is
nothing but a history of massacre and bloodshed.” I responded: “The
religion of Islam started as nothing but purity, and in essence, it remains
so to this day.” I pointed to the creek in front of us and continued:
“Would you drink from there?” He said: “Never!” I asked: “How far is
its source?” He responded: “It is about 1000 meters away.” I asked: “Is
the source polluted also?” He said: “It is the best quality of water in this
area.” I explained: “So for a 1000 meters distance, you do not drink this
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water, the same goes for Islam over 1300 years. It has been polluted but
its origins are perfect and pure. The station of the Messengers and the
essence of Their teachings are one and the same.” We continued to speak
for some time. When I returned to Iran and shared a report of my
activities with the beloved National Assembly, they blessed me with the
following response:

18 Rahmat 130 B.E./ 30 Tir 1352 Solar

Number. 9/4/08

Dear Mr., Zabihi,

Your cover letter dated 11/4/1352 along with your report regarding

meetings and activities during your recent trip to Afghanistan was a
source of joy. No doubt every step in the path of service that advance
the Cause of God will attract Divine confirmations. The efforts of that
servant of the Cause is engraved in our hearts and will never be
forgotten. We will offer prayers at the Threshold of the All-Glorious
Beloved, beseeching the continued success of our brother.

With loving Bahd'i greetings,

Secretary

National Spiritual Assembly of the Baha'is of Iran

Do not serve as do beggars in hope of reward
Hafiz knows how to train to move you forward

Priest from Adhirbayjan

Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with his teaching
stories:

“A young priest from Adhirbayjan came to Yazd. Every evening he
would gather the employees of the hospital and the consulate together
and engage in attacking all things holy in Islam. One of the more
fanatical Muslims came to see me and said: ‘Mr. Zabihi, shame on
our clerics. They do nothing but follow their own interests. This young
priest gathers us every night and insults our sacred beliefs. I appealed
to our clerics. They said, don’t go! But I said if I do not go, the hospital
management will fire me. They said, that is fine! I asked, can you help
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me get a job, so that I can leave the hospital? But they did not even
respond. I am now asking you to please speak with the priest.” |
consulted the Assembly and sought their permission to attend the
meetings organised by the priest.

One night, along with Mr. Mihdi Afnan, Ahmad Mahdavi and a
new but inactive declarant named Kavih, I attended the meeting at the
mission. On the way we consulted and decided that I should introduce
myself as a Muslim, as otherwise he would not speak with me. Kavih
the Calligrapher would attend as a Jew and the two Afnans who were
well-known, if asked, would say they were Baha’is. We entered and
greeted everyone. Without the slightest movement or any trace of
humility, he simply acknowledged us. It was a cold night and there
was a fire near the priest. I tried to move the heater closer to me to
warm up, but he moved his feet to prevent me from doing so. I then
reached for the handle and pulled it from under his feet. He said:
“Why are you here?” I answered: “To investigate the truth!” He
replied: “What does that mean?” I said: “We have come to learn
about what and where is God.” He asked: “What do you believe in
that has led you to come after God?” I said: “I am a Muslim.” He
then asked: “What about those two?” I replied: “They are Bahad’is.”
He continued: “Which one of you am I dealing with? " All three of my
companions pointed to me and so he added: “What is missing in your
religion that has led to your desire to search after truth?” I said:
“Nothing, I have actually come to guide you to the Straight Path!”

On hearing these words, his prideful approach ruptured into
anger and he screamed: “Guide me to the path of theft and adultery?”
I responded: “You must prove that Islam is based on adultery.” He
said: “What about the account involving Zayd, his wife and
Muhammad?” I replied: “Zayd was the servant of Khadijih, who on
declaring his faith was adopted by Muhammad as His son, he then
arranged for his marriage to a woman named Zaynab. Later, after
Zayd divorced his wife, Muhammad married her. This is not adultery.
The Bible says, you see the speck that is in your brother’s eye, but not
the log in your own eye?” I said: “Allegations such as the one
mentioned by your honour have filled hundreds of books written for
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the purposed of condemnation of Prophet Muhammad. However,
similar books have also been written for the same purpose for the
rejection of Jesus Christ. There is no need to go over them or even
make any hints about them. Personally, I do not entertain such stories
and shun debates which treat Manifestations of God disrespectfully.
Such arguments do not lead anyone to spirituality neither do they
guide anyone to the truth.” The priest remained silent.

I continued: “You said Muhammad was a thief, you need to
prove that too.” He said: “What about the incident involving the
Hijaz tribe and the battle of Badr? Is that a lie too?” I said: “The
facts about the battle of Badr are well known. That battle took place
because of fighting men of the Caravan from Mecca were planning an
attack. Muhammad and his followers prevented them from what
intended to do. We need to search deeper in the events of the past and
should not be satisfied only with the arguments of the opponents. Even
if we accept some events on their face values and ignore their positive
intended outcome we need to extend the same to all Messengers of
God.” He was listening, therefore, I continued and said: “Similarly,
if a Christian might think relating negative stories, such as the one
which was expressed and with false accusations and unproven
allegations regarding one Manifestation of God, he should be ready
to hear the same matching stories about Jesus Christ. However, [
cannot fulfil this function. I, rather, concentrate on the positive
aspects of the lives of the Manifestations of God which are full of self-
sacrifice, devotion, and service to humanity in the path of God. I can
relate many stories of this kind about both Prophet Muhammad and
Jesus Christ.” 3

At this point I felt the priest was greatly agitated. I was not
willing to go any further and said: “Even if you continue to insult
Muhammad and His followers or I disrespect the Christ for a hundred
vears, they will remain holy beyond all measures. What we are doing
is no different than us standing in front of the sun to darken the earth.
The sun continues to shine and brighten the world. The Manifestations
of God are like the sun. They are not affected by what you do or I say.
Just as I consider Muhammad as the Messenger of God, I consider
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Christ as the son of God and a Divine teacher. Let us consult on
principles and explore the Truth.”

He wanted to avoid further discussion however, we found a way
forward. I said: “Are the teachings of Christ still practical today?”
He replied: “Why wouldn’t they be?” I asked: “Is it not one of His
teachings that if someone strikes one’s face, one must turn the other
cheek? Or that if someone is after your robe, you should give them
your cloak too? I have never insulted anyone, never mind someone of
your standing. But if I strike you, would you turn the other cheek? Or
instead would you file a complaint with the authorities?” He stood up
and said: “I would certainly complain!” I asked: “Then how are His
teachings practical if you who guide the masses, are not willing to
follow this teaching. Furthermore as time goes on, followers of any
religion in their practise of the original teachings find them difficult
to follow and inevitably start deviating from such teachings. If we
examine the action of the followers of Jesus Christ in the West no
exception could be detected. This is why we see much bloodshed and
tyranny amongst them..” He said: “What about the teachings of
Muhammad, are they practical today?” I said: “No!” He inquired.:
“Then what teachings can lead humanity to salvation?” I replied:
“The teachings of Baha'u’llah!” He mused: “I knew you were a
Baha’i, Muslims cannot argue. Why did you lie and introduce yourself
as a Muslim?” I said: “Actually I am Christian too. Bahd’is accept
all Manifestations of God and their teachings.” In the midst of this,
Aqé Muhammad Afndn entered and said: “It is two thirty in the
morning, 1 was worried about you.” At this point we ended our
meeting and returned home.

The following day, I met the priest in front of the hospital and
greeted him. He said: “There is no need to greet me!” I explained: “I
am minding my manners.” He went to see a patient and, on his way
back I greeted him again. Once more he said: “No need to!”

A few days later, I went to visit Siyyid ‘Ali-Asghar Sukut. He now
resides in Tihran, but at the time, he was one of the Baha’is of Yazd,
who not only worked at the hospital but was also ill and
hospitalised. The priest entered the room to pray for the patients and
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said: “What is this liar doing here?” I responded: “Ladies and
gentlemen, by liar he means me. I have spoken only the truth but he
calls me a liar.” I turned to him and said: “A believer may lie and
later repent, but you who lack faith, what do you do?” He responded:
“I lack faith?” I replied: “The Bible says so.” He took a copy off the
shelf and said: “Where? Show me!” I did not know the exact words
of Christ. I said: “I will bring the exact verse tomorrow night, but [
know the Bible states that whoever believes in me as much as a

1

mustard seed, he does as I do.’

The next day I sent for the Muslims and said: “You delegated me
to defend you, but you failed to show up. You must come this evening.”
At dusk, I grabbed the Bible and along with Kavih, the famous
calligrapher, headed to the home of the priest. When we entered, |
noticed all Muslims were seated. The priest said: “I do not want you
to come in!” I said: “But I am your guest.” He retorted: “I do not
want any guest!” I replied: “If that is the case, then I do not want you
in my hometown of Yazd,” and added: “Whatever I have said that
may have offended you, please forgive me. Let us review a verse from
the Book of Matthew.” I opened the Bible to chapter 17 in the Book
of Matthew and read the following:

“When they came to the crowd, a man approached Jesus and
knelt before him. “Lord, have mercy on my son,” he said: “He has
seizures and is suffering greatly. He often falls into the fire or into
the water. I brought him to your disciples, but they could not heal
him.” “You unbelieving and perverse generation,” Jesus replied,
“how long shall I stay with you? How long shall I put up with you?
Bring the boy here to me.” Jesus rebuked the demon, and it came
out of the boy, and he was healed at that moment. Then the disciples
came to Jesus in private and asked, “Why couldn’t we drive it out?”
He replied, “Because you have so little faith. Truly I tell you, if you
have faith as small as a mustard seed, you can say to this mountain,
‘Move from here to there,’ and it will move. Nothing will be
impossible for you.”

1 then addressed the priest saying: “I do not want to complicate
matters, I am not ordering a mule to go to the mountain top, just to this
table. Please do this so that those present in this room would realise you
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are a follower of Christ.”” The priest answered: “Even Christ did not do
such a thing!” I said: “In that case either you lie, or the Bible, or Christ!”
He kept silent so I said: “Never again insult the Prophet. Keep in mind
that there are those who will respond to you!”

A few days later I travelled to Shiraz. I saw him on his bike. He
saw me and said: “Why are you deep asleep in your vain imaginings?”
I replied: “I am wide awake!” He continued: “Does not the Primal
Point prophecy say that Him Whom God shall make manifest will
appear in 2001? Why did He appear after 19 years? I said: “Why do
you critique the teachings of other Faiths when you do not know those
of your own? Christ said, the Son of Man will appear at dusk, midnight
or dawn. Elsewhere He says, the Son of Man will come like a thief in
the night. He also prophesises that the Son of Man will brighten the
east and the west. Why did he make three different prophecies?” He
replied: “Keep slumbering in ignorance,” and left.

After my return from Shiraz I was visiting ‘Ali-Muhammad Izadi at
his shop, when the priest came and sat on the floor. He said: “I have
a request.” I replied: “Please go ahead.” He continued: “I have been
ordered by London to buy a collection of Baha'’i books and send it for
the church library. I heard you may be able to provide these for me.”
1 asked: “Do you have a list?” He gave me one, listing more than one
hundred volumes, some of which I had never heard of. He told me he
would pay whatever the costs may be, as well as whatever fees I may
charge. I said: “It is possible to provide these books but as a Christian
my Lord Christ has instructed me that His jewels should not be given
to pigs. In light of this, I cannot give these books to you!” He said:
“Do you mean I am a pig?” I said: “No, but there are those who do
not use these books for the right reasons.” He did not discuss the

matter any further and left.

Mpr. Fananapadhir, the son of Mirza Fadlu’llah Nuri of Isfahan,
who resided in Yazd, was our mutual friend. The priest complained

about me, so he arranged for us to meet at his home, lavishly hosted
us and mediated to re-new our friendship. The priest said: “You have
caused me a great deal of suffering.” I said: “I am not too happy about
Islam either. In fact, 17 members of my family have been martyred [See
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Endnote number 113] at the hands of Muslims. [ have done you a great
favour and you should thank me for it because Yazd is full of zealot
Muslims, and it is quite possible that they would retaliate against your
insults and kill you. So, in reality, I have saved your life.” He accepted
what I said. We kissed and embraced each other. But he never
accepted the Faith. In the words of Sa’di:

What use is there in preaching a black heart?

An iron nail cannot penetrate a rock
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Chapter Four

Amazing Accounts

Famine and the mention of the name of the Most
Exalted Point

Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) has written about a few
amazing stories. The first one appears below:

“In 1314 (1935 AD), along with Husayn-‘Ali Ittihadi, Haji
Asadu’llah Dhabihian and Husayn Sa 1, I visited the House of the Bab
in Shiraz. This pilgrimage lasted ten days. Every day, Haji Mirza
Buzurg Afnan showered us with great love and attention. The morning
after we arrived in Shiraz, we went for a stroll. Suddenly my gaze fell
on a mechanics shop. I approached the shop and stood there in
reverence watching the owner. It was Mirza Fadlu’llah Khan
Ra’ufian, one of the Baha’is of Isfahan. He came out of the shop and
asked where I was from? I said: “Yazd,” and he asked: “Have you
come on pilgrimage?” I replied: “Yes.” He held me in his warm
embrace, kissed my face, showered me with much affection and invited
me to his home for dinner. However, out of prudence, I did not accept
the dinner invitation, instead I visited him daily at his house or

elsewhere. He later visited me in Yazd, which further strengthened our
bonds of friendship.

During Ridvan in 1318 (1939), eighteen other Bahdis of Yazd and
myself, returned to the Holy House. On the afternoon we arrived in
Shiraz, one of the friends accompanied me to visit Mirza Fadl u’llah
at his shop. He invited me to dinner. I told him there were 18 of us
and that I could not come alone. He said: “You are all invited,” and
immediately got on his bicycle to go to his home. On his return he
said: “I arranged food for all of us.” I replied: “Let me consult my
companions.” It was then decided that we visit the Holy House the
next day, then afterwards go to his shop so that he could directly invite
everyone. We did as planned, however. he also invited another group
of pilgrims, bringing the total number of guests to eighty. Our
friendship grew stronger by the day and consequently every time I
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visited Shiraz after that, he was the first person I would visit. And when
my wife went to Shiraz sometime later, Mr. Ra ufiyan invited 100 guests
in her honor.

I heard many amazing accounts about this great man and wanted
to discuss them with him, but never got the chance to; until finally the
National Assembly commissioned me to visit the friends in Nayriz. As
soon as I arrived in Shiraz, I went to visit Mr. Salikiyan at his shop
and also saw Mirza Hasan Nish-Abadi,** the great teacher of the
Cause who mentioned that Mr. Ra ufiyan had a fireside at his home
that evening and for me to join them. I accepted this invitation and it
was a wonderful fireside; during which I learned a great deal from
Mpr. Ra ufian and Mr. Niish-Abddi. The following day, I was sitting at
Mpr. Salikiyan’s shop when Mr. Ra ufiyan entered. I took advantage
of the encounter and said: “I have heard a great deal about you from
people, however I want to verify some things with you.” He said:
“They are not worth repeating.” I appreciated his humility and
insisted on hearing it directly from him. He agreed to share one or
two experiences:

Ilustration 29: At the House of the Bab in Shiraz
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“In 1334 A.H. (1915 AD), in the midst of WWI, I accepted the
Faith. Famine affected the whole country, particularly Isfahan. At the
time, I had a small bicycle shop there. One morning on my way to
work, I saw a crowd gathered around a dead mule, fighting over its
flesh and bones. A little further along, I saw a man had lit a fire to
roast a lamb’s shoulder bone. A bit further, I came to a cotton de-
seeding workshop where a laborer was turning the wheel with great
difficulty. Suddenly, he stopped, bile flowed from his mouth and he
passed away. These three events affected me so deeply that I decided
to spend the night at my shop and recite the verse, God sufficeth all
things 334 times. The following afternoon Jinab-i Mirza Fadl u’llah
Nuri, the father of Mr. Fananapadhir came to my shop. We spoke for
a short time and then he left. [ went for a bath, I put on clean clothes
and returned to work. That evening when there were no more
shoppers around, I locked the shop from the inside and recited the
same verse 150 times. Suddenly I saw a noble man enter the shop
without unlocking the door. He instructed me to take the hand of a
newborn child that was tied to a rope. I refused, saying: “No, [ won’t
take his hand!” He then said: “Then do not pray!” And left, without
opening the door. Then my maternal aunt’s husband, who had passed
away in Mashhad three years earlier, appeared and asked: “Did you
recognize him?” I told him I did not, to which he replied: “that was
Baha'u’llah, why do you dare chant this verse?” He too left, without
opening or closing the shop door.

I'was so afraid that I almost passed out. Shocked and overcome with
emotions, I ran into the street. I wanted to shout out to everyone. but
except for a guard, no one was around. I returned to my shop and
remained sleepless until dawn, begging God'’s forgiveness. At the break
of day, Mirza Fadl’u’llah Nuri brought a few papers to me. He said:
“You have changed since yesterday. What has happened?” Tearfully, 1
described what had come to pass. He said: “Who are you to decide what
must happen? God knows best.” He then turned to a page of the
newspaper and showed me the images of the seven martyrs in Ardak.”
One of the photos showed a child who at the time of his beheading, had
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raised his arms up. It was the same hand that the Blessed Beauty had
shown me the night before and I refused to take.”

Mirza Muhammad Mushrif
Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with his stories:

“The second one, is an exciting and unforgettable account: “The
Master had ascended to the Abha Kingdom, but no news of His Will
had reached Iran yet. The community of the Greatest Name did not
know who to turn to. One night I saw in a dream that I had passed on
and was accompanied by people who had wings to a judgement. One
of the judges asked: “Have you lied?” I said: “Yes.” Then he asked:
“Lies that harm the Cause?” I told him I did not know. He instructed
me to open my mouth! Then he had my face cut from the corner of my
lips to my earlobes, and the arteries in my throat opened, then
everything was stitched back together again. Despite all this, 1 felt no
pain. [ went to another office where I saw Mirza Mihdi Akhavan us-
Safd.’s The judge inquired how much I had borrowed from Mr.
Akhavan’us-Safda and I told him, two qiran (pennies), to which he
replied: “No, 14 giran!” I then responded: “If Mirza, who is present,
confirms that it was 14 qiran then that is correct.” To which he
replied: “I just wanted to test you.”

When I arrived at the third office, I saw the beloved Master with
two Siyyids standing on either side of him. I commented that I knew
‘Abdu’l-Baha but did not know the other two men. I was then informed
that they were the King and the Beloved of Martyrs. When I
approached the Master, He said: “Is that Aqa Fadl'u’llah? ” I replied:
“Yes,” and the Master responded: “He has done well, let him go!” I
said: “O’ beloved Master, I cannot walk.” The Master then ordered
that I be taken in a carriage.

While waiting for the carriage, I saw a crowd gathering around. [
inquired who they were and was told they were awaiting their
judgement, to see where they would end up. The carriage arrived. We
were asked: “Is Mirza Muhammad Mushrif here?” The Master said:
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“Yes” and pointed to an entrance, saying: “Open the door and let them
in!” When the door was opened, I saw flames of fire reaching up to the
sky. Mirza Muhammad and his companions were sent in and I was
placed in the carriage. I asked why there were six horses and was told,
it was the Master’s orders. Just as I reached home, I woke up from my
dream, delighted that the Master was happy with me.

1 decided to get to know Mirza Muhammad Mushrif who was sent
into the room burning with fire. I went to visit one of the friends and
inquired who Mirza Muhammad Mushrif was? He told me that Mirza
was one of the steadfast servants of the Cause, who along with his
son, Mirza Asadu’llah, had attained the presence of the beloved
Master and remained faithful to the Covenant. I was surprised and
wondered, what my dream was all about and what could be his
claims? I asked for his address and went to meet him. Unfortunately,
[ found out that he was ill and hospitalized, so [ went to visit him at
the Mursalin Hospital. He was wearing his cloak and resting in his
bed, looking not too ill. We greeted each other and he asked: “Are
you a Baha’i?” I told him I was, to which he replied: “Then chant a
prayer.” I did so with utmost lowliness and humility. Mirza said:
“Please come over every day and pray.”

So, every day I would go over to the hospital and offer prayers.
One day, Master Bahman, the head of Payman Company, came to
visit Mirza Muhammad. [ knew him. We greeted each other and I
carried on with praying as always and then remained seated to listen
to their conversation. Mirza Muhammad asked: “What Bahd’i
news?” To which Master Bahman replied: “The Master’s Will has
arrived.” On hearing this I inquired what it said and if he had a copy
with him. He said: “Yes,” and handed it over to Mirza Muhammad,
and told me: “Shoghi Effendi, the grandson of the Master is now the
Guardian of the Faith.”

Mirza Muhammad Mushrif read a few lines of the Will and asked
Master Bahman, what he thought about the document? He replied: “I
have nothing to say. Our Master has expressed His Will and we are
to follow as the servants.” Mirza Muhammad then turned to me and
asked my opinion. I said: “He is the grandson of the Master and a
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descendant of the Afnan’s. Even if the Master had appointed the cane
of Master Bahman as His successor, 1 would follow!” Mirza
Muhammad folded the Will and said: “Master Bahman, I attained the
presence of the Master along with my son. He showered us with his
love. His grandson was a child at the time, and he is a mere youth
now. I do not trust my life and possessions with a youth!” Just as he
handed the Will back to Master Bahman, he suffered a stroke and died
on the spot! I thought to myself, thank God my dream was a true
vision. This is how the Devil intervened to prevent him from becoming
a true servant in the last moment of his life.”

Mpr. Ra'ufiyan was a true lover who in the early days of his life as a
Baha'’i travelled to Baghdad to visit the Master but did not reach his
destination to attain His presence. Regardless, his home was the scene of
many firesides and teaching efforts that have greatly advanced the Cause
in Shiraz. He repaired car batteries. Among drivers he was known as
Fadl’v’llah Babi. When they would come to his shop for repairs, he would
have his assistants carry out the work while he taught them the Faith.
Whenever he found a receptive soul, he would complete the repairs the
following day, so that he could host a fireside for the driver at his home
that evening. He would host them as often as necessary and tell them:
“Whenever you visit Shiraz, remember my home!” If the driver would not
show too much interest in the Faith, he would ask: “Do you like money?”
They would say yes, and he would reply: “I know a few prayers, which if
you learn to recite, you will become rich.” He would then write down the
verses of Mustaghdath, Subbuhun Qudduisun and visitation revealed by the
Bab and instruct them to recite it daily. I pray the grace and blessings of
the Almighty continue to shower these sincere, generous and courageous
servants so that they continue to succeed to serve the Cause.

Jamal Burujirdi

Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with his stories. This
is his recollection about one of the teachers of the Cause during the
time of Baha’u’llah, Who called him Ism’ullah-Jamal (The name of
God, Beauty). Baha’u’llah treated him with dignity but he squarely
misunderstood it; and felt that he had certain spiritual power and
qualities which became the cause of his downfall during the time of

155



the Master. The end of his life was regrettably very sad. Believers
shunned and despised him, so did the society at large; he became a
beggar in the streets of Tihran at the end of his life. There is much to
learn from Jamal’s arrogance and his life story. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab
Dhabihi writes:

“The life history of my father, Haji Husayn son of Baqir, who was
given the title of Sham ‘ush-Shuhada (Torch of Martyrs), is included
in the ‘History of the Martyrs of Yazd’ authored by Muhammad-Tahir
Malmiri, Abu’l-Qasim Bayda and Muhammad-‘Ali Malik-Khusravi.
This martyr of the Cause was the carrier of messages exchanged
between the friends in Yazd and their Beloved in the Holy Land. After
his martyrdom, some 260 envelopes containing letters carrying the
seal of the Master were recovered. All letters were sent to the Bahd'’i
National Assembly in Tihran. Some of these were used by Mr. Malik
Khusravi in ‘Iqlim-i-Nur’ and the ‘Martyrs of Iran’ books. According
to him, all the correspondence were rare and of historical value. One
such letter was penned by Haji Siyyid Javad Surush ®” in response to
my sharing the news of Jamal Burijirdi *® breaking the Covenant. I
had the said letter in my possession and was keen to offer it to the
Guardian. [ was looking for a way to do this when Mr. Mulavi, one of
our relatives, came to my home to let me know he was leaving for the
Holy Land. I sent the letter with him. I have no news of its
whereabouts.

When I went to visit the Guardian’s resting-place in London, 1
decided to take advantage of my time in Europe and went to see Mr.
Mulavi, who was pioneering in Belgium, to inquire about the letter.
However, he was away at the time.

One day at the home of Jinab-i Haydar-‘Ali, *° in Yazd, I met
Jinab-i Mirza Qabil Abadihyi 1. He was a famous teacher of the
Cause and the recipient of many tablets issued by the Master. 1
mentioned the letter in our conversation. He said: “‘Alaviyyih
Khanum, the widow of the martyr, Mulla ‘Ali Jan, " known as ‘Ali-
u’l-‘Ali, was also on pilgrimage at the same time as I. One day when
we both attained the presence of the Master, she sought permission to
share some details about the pride and ego of Jamal Burujirdi and
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the Master agreed.” She had said that her home was a place regularly
visited by the pioneers and friends travelling through and Jamal
Burujirdi was often amongst them. His ego was always obvious but
as he was the recipient of the Master’s love, she tolerated him. One
day as she was pacing in the yard, Jamal, who was seated inside,
called her. When she entered the room, she saw that he had put on
special clothes to look similar to the Blessed Beauty. He would move
with his headwear back and forth in movements similar to those of
Baha'u’llah. He asked her: ‘Alaviyyih Khanum, is there any
difference between me and the Blessed Beauty?” This question upset
her so much that she left the room. After hearing her experience,, the
Master smiled and narrated a famous story to ‘Alaviyyih Khdanum,
then He connected that story to the life of Jamal Burujirdi. This is
the end of the story of ‘Alaviyyih Khanum as was shared by Mirza
Qabil, a famous teacher of the Cause.

I heard the following from Jinab-i Nayyir Humdayun in Kashan.
As we were good friends, I had seen him in Yazd and Sirjan. But in
1921, when the Master ascended to the Abhd Kingdom, I saw him at
the Kashan travelers’ lodge. That night we spoke about a range of
topics, including Jamal Burujirdi breaking the Covenant. I shared
what I had heard and read in the letter to my father. Jinab-i Humayun
said: “Much like a father who guides his son, I cared for him in
Tihran. Shortly after the ascension of the Blessed Beauty he began to
insist we must say Allah 'u’-A’zam and not Allah’u’Abha.”

Another account I heard was from a teacher of the Cause, Mirza
Aqd Rahmani Sangsari. He said: ““One day Jamdl Burijirdi came to
Shahmirzad. I met him at the home of my maternal uncle, one of the
survivors of Mazandaran fortress. Hearing Jamal’s words greatly
saddened me. When he left, I asked my uncle with such deep faith and
knowledge, how could you tolerate listening to him utter such
nonsense and not say a word? He told me people like Jamal are the
kind of clerics who corrupt the Cause. We must leave them to their

’

own devices while we carry on our services.’

One evening, myself and Lutfu’llih Khan Muwhibat (a faithful
servant of the Covenant and recipient of many tablets, who also worked
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as an illuminator of the Holy Writings) were riding in a horse-drawn
carriage along with his son. In those days, carriages provided
transportation from the Guard Machine neighborhood to the
intersection of Hasan-Abdd. When we reached Chirdgh-Gdz street, now
known as Amir-Kabir, the carriage stopped to let a few passengers get
on and off. An old man appeared, wearing a torn cloak. He was carrying
a cane and approached the carriage saying: “I am old, blind and
helpless, have mercy on me.” Jinab-i Muwhibat gave him ten Shahi’s
(equivalent to half a giran) and said: “Oh old man, I hope you have
worse days ahead.” [ asked who he was and Jinab-i Muwhibat said: “My
father, Jamal Burujirdi!” I was at once both sorry and alarmed and
prayed: Dear God, protect your servants to the last breath. Suffering in
absolute misery and poverty, he finally passed away near the old ruins
around Tihran’s Telegraph Office. One of the kind Bahd’is went to his
death bed to give him a last chance to repent, saying: “You were so
favored during the days of the Blessed Beauty and attained such high
station, why did you break the Covenant during the Master’s ministry to
bring yourselfto this state? You still have a chance to remedy this deficit
and seek refuge at the Holy Threshold so that you may be forgiven.” He
replied: “Once I am better, [ will share some experiences with you.”” But
it was too late and three days later he passed away, to reach the eternal
depths of misery.

I mentioned this because we must always remain vigilant and
mindful. We must beg God that His mercy and grace may surround
the friends until their very last breath. The Covenant is of utmost
importance. Many souls stray far from it at the end of their lives and
condemn their soul to eternal damnation. Outstanding believers,
including Hdji Amin, remained ever mindful of the power of the
Covenant, and feared tests of faith. During his last days, he submitted
a letter to the Master requesting: “I am old and my days are
numbered. I beg the Almighty to protect me from the Insistent Self.”
The Master replied that ‘Abdu’l-Baha beseeches the Almighty for the
same bounty.

If God is not pleased with His servants
Not all humanity’s intercession will be relevant

158



Surveying personal residences
Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhéab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with his stories:

During the first days of the Registry Office in Yazd, the government
issued an order and assigned a few surveyors to register boundaries
to personal properties. Mr. Islam was one such officer. He was an
extremist Shaykhi from Na'in. Whenever he found a Baha’i home, he
would harass the residents. Due to his position, they had no choice
but to refrain from any response.

One afternoon news reached us that the surveyor had come to
register the boundaries. When [ met the officer, Mirza Muhammad,
he greeted me saying: “It’s late now, I will return tomorrow
morning.” The next morning, I was ready to receive him. When he
entered, he inspected all parts of our property and when we were
standing on the roof he said: “Please allow me to settle your account
now.” I replied: “Let’s sit inside.” He responded: “Are you a
Baha’i?” I confirmed that I was. He said: ““Your neighbor told me
vesterday that he lives next door to Mr. Zabihi, and I asked what he
thought of you? He told me that you were a strong Baha’i.” I then
said: “It is true, I am a Baha’i but not so well-known. If you have the
time, we could speak together.” He accepted and so I began with the
following verse by Farahmand Mugbilin (Ilham):

Midst ocean waves you leave me bounded
Then demand vigilance to keep aloft and dry

Then I continued: “I may be known as a Bahd’i by others, but
before my Master I feel inadequate, as I do not act as one.” He
replied: “Whomever is a Baha'’i but denies it, lacks intelligence.” At
this point Mr. Islam arrived. I received him warmly and offered him
tea and pomegranate.
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Ilustration 30: Haji Muhammad-Tahir Malmiri and
his Sons, Habib and Adib with Mr. Zabihi

While eating, he noticed a book and inquired if I was a
scholar? I told him that I was not. He continued. “Then what is that
book?” I replied: “It is a Baha’i book.” He pressed: “What is
Baha’i?” I said: “Baha’t means Baha’i.” He asked: “May I study
this book?” I picked up the book and gave it to him. He looked at it
and exclaimed: “Look at this nonsense!” On hearing these words, 1
grabbed the book from him, saying: “This is not nonsense, it is the
Word of God.” He replied: “What a fool!” I retorted: “I am not a
fool; it is you who calls the Words of God nonsense!” He put his
plate down and ran into the street shouting: “Why don’t you murder
this dog? He openly declares he is a Bahd’i.” Regardless of their
prejudices, our neighbors said: “We know, but they do us no harm,

’

and respect our women and children.’

On hearing these words, he left and took Mirza Muhammad
along with him. The next day I described this incident for Mr.
Muhammad-Hasan Akhavan’us-Safa and added: “I want to file a
complaint at the Islamic court.” He advised: “You have already dealt
with him accordingly, why do you want to file a complaint? In
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addition, that is Mirza Muhammad Khudabandih, a Baha’l from
Isfahan. He used to be a teacher of the Cause, but now in light of
certain considerations, he does not attend Baha'i activities.”

That afternoon on my way home I saw Mr. Islam standing at
the entrance to our alley. In order to avoid any conflict, I waited to
see whether he would leave. He did not. When he saw me, he said:
“Mr. Zabihi, I have to inspect your neighbor’s home, you need to
come along.” Relying on God’s protection, I went and took one of my
sons with me.

He asked me: “How many children do you have?” I told him four
or five. He inquired: “Who takes care of their expenses?” I replied:
“The One who provides for all creatures.” With every step, he
repeated: “O Lords of Time! O Sign of the Age! Provide the means.”
We entered the house of our neighbor, Mr. Mutivvali, who received
us with kindness and invited us to have breakfast on the roof. He was
a Muslim, but in response to Islami’s mantras, he whispered
profanities. He pointed to a thin woman working on the roof and said.:
“She may seem smaller in stature than a child, but she has borne nine
children.” Islam asked: “Are they all Muslims?” Mr. Mutivalli said:
“Yes, they are.” Islam said: “May God increase their numbers.” He
then turned to me and said: “What is your house number?” Since it
had just been assigned, I did not remember. In response to this he
said: “How could a man who does not know his own house number,
know anything about religion?” I exclaimed: “Pardon me but so far
no one’s property was assigned a number, so you mean they had no

faith either?”

When he was finished his task, Mr. Mutivalli told me: “You must
stay and talk to Islam so he learns who is right.” I said: “I do not
want to cause havoc in your home,” but he insisted. Then Islam said:
“Zabihi, don’t leave, I want to talk to you.” I replied: “But I don’t
want to talk to you!” He asked why and I explained: “Despite the fact
that you entered my home with no permission and I received you
warmly, you insulted the sacred writings that are more precious to me
than my own life, calling them nonsense.” He replied: “That’s in the
past already. Now, are you really a Baha’i?” I clarified that I was
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most definitely a Baha’i. He said: “Do you declare yourself as one
everywhere?” I said: “Everyone knows me as one.” He said: “What
if someone asks you?” I said: “Who?” He continued: “Someone at
the mosque or at a Rawdih Khani?” I told him: “I do not frequent
such places because one day when the son of Mirza Sayhun Hakim
warmly invited me and a friend to a Rawdih Khani at his home, we
saw them rinse 18 cups in our presence to cleanse it from our
impurities. So, we noted we were not welcome at their Rawdih Khani,

’

and so we remain deprived of such bounties.’

A number of the locals were there listening to these exchanges.
They divided into two groups. Some commented that it was a
praiseworthy act to rinse the cups, while the other group disagreed.
Mpr. Islam said: “You lie, you do not bear any love for the martyred
Imam Husayn.” I responded: “I have never lied to you, but all that
you utter is nothing but lies. We have a tablet of Visitation that
Baha’u’llah has revealed in honor of Imam Husayn. I will offer you a
copy so that you see for yourself the exalted station he occupies
among the Bahad’is.”

At this juncture, Mirza Muhammad entered the room. Islam said:
“Now I really want to talk.” I suggested that we set aside all prejudice
and enmity so that we could have a proper discussion. Mirza
Muhammad Khudabandih said: “Love blinds us.” I asked: “What do
you mean?” He explained: “Jewish leaders are so inebriated with
Judaism that they have ignored Christ and Muhammad. The love for
Moses gave rise to animosity towards Jesus and Muhammad. If they
were just, they would have investigated the truth and come to view all
religions as one.” Our conversation lasted until 8 pm.

Mr. Islam said: “I have debated with and debunked Haji
Muhammad-Tahir Malmiri’s arguments.” I asked: “Just like you
have with me?” Mr. Mutivalli added: “Mpr. Islam, Zabihi is who he
is. We like him. You may debate with him anytime you wish.” I
echoed: “Anytime.’

When we left the house, Mr. Islam said: “Give me the Tablet of
Visitation that you mentioned.” I said: “I will do as I promised. You

’

’

too promised to continue our exchanges, so you must come again.’
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However, he never did. I saw him once while walking down the street.
As soon as he saw me, he hid behind a wall. I never heard from him,
until one day when I was invited by the Office of Registry to meet with
them at Maryam-Abad desert.

The night before that meeting I had a dream. I was in a desert
where a crowd had gathered. There was a bloodthirsty wolf, but it did
not attack me, even though I was afraid of it. The next morning when
we went to Maryam-Abad, I saw Mr. Islam among a crowd. He asked
me: “Do you represent Siyyid ‘Ali Kamrava?” I said: “Yes.” He
continued: “Which part of the land belongs to him?” I answered: “I
do not know, but you can determine based on the numbers assigned.”
That was the last time I saw him.

An iron nail cannot penetrate a rock!

Declaration after second marriage
Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) continues with his stories:

Around 1345 in the Solar calendar (1966 AD), Mr. Nurbakhsh,
a Bakhtiyari, found a piece of paper among his father’s documents.
He showed it to a Baha’i and came to realize that his father was a
believer. The piece of paper was his declaration card. A
representative of the National Assembly asked Mr. Nurbakhsh if there
were any Baha’is in his locality and when he indicated that he didn’t
know, the assembly member asked if he would welcome a visit from a
Baha’i to which Mr. Nurbakhsh replied: “By all means.”

The National Assembly, with the assistance of the Local Spiritual
Assembly of the Bahad’is of Isfahan, decided to send me to the
Bakhtiyari regions.'"* I gladly began my journey towards the Shahr-i
Kurd and sent a message that the guest they were awaiting had
arrived. It was not long before Mr. Nurbakhsh came to the town to
meet me and with much joy told me that he had come to take me to the
Bakhtiyar area, saying: “You are my guest”. He purchased two
tickets and we headed to Bakhtiyari. As he refused to let me pay for
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my bus ticket, I refrained from having dinner on the way to ensure I
did not further impose on him.

It was 28 Safar (June 18"™) when we arrived in the settlement of
Nurbakhsh. The local tradition was that they would mourn sitting
under trees on the outskirts of the village. The village elders, as a
means to prevent trees from being cut down in the area, told people
that this was a tradition which saints of the past had followed. After
that, the trees were considered holy and were used by the locals as
their places of entertainment.

That night Mr. Nurbakhsh invited 30 guests for dinner. The next
day he announced: “I have pledged to sacrifice a lamb under one of
the trees and arrange a feast for the locals.” He invited me to go to
the desert also, however I declined as I felt it was wise for me to
remain at his home. That evening, he invited 30 more guests for dinner
and the following day, the niece of the Commander-in-Chief who was
now a frail woman; invited me to dine at her home. While there, 1
talked about the Bahad'i Faith. She accepted the Cause, however since
she smoked opium, it was decided to register her as a Baha'i after she
gave up the habit.

The next day I went to Shahr-i Kurd '’ and told the local Bahd is
that much hardship had been put on Mr. Nurbakhsh. He had missed
out on his work and spent a great deal of money. As a result, the Local
Assembly in Isfahan learned of this and sent him two sets of duvets.

The following autumn [ returned to the Bakhtiyari mountains and this
time spent nine days at the home of Mr. Nurbakhsh. During my stay teaching
continued unabated. By the time I left seven souls had accepted the Faith.
One person however did not declare. I inquired as to the reason and he said:
“Because I do not love my wife and I want to remarry. As the Bahad'i Faith
does not allow multiple wives, [ will declare after I have remarried so that I

’

do not lose my voting rights.’

The weather on the day of our departure was awful. The road was
covered by the snow and we were told we could not travel. I asked if
there were any other options and was told there were, but they were
exceedingly difficult. A few years ago twelve travelers had lost their
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lives. I had no choice but to extend my stay by one more night and
travel by horse. This gave me the opportunity to share the Faith with
the brother-in-law of Mr. Nurbakhsh. At the outset, he was not too
keen but gradually he was pleased. Unbeknown to me he spent the
night in my room. I came to know this, when in the morning I
performed my obligatory prayer, he removed his duvet and said:
“May it be accepted!”

Despite the cold weather we went to see the holy trees together. I
asked about the significance of the rocks arranged around the trees
and he explained that it was a shrine. I then asked what he thought
about what I had shared with him the previous night? He answered: “In
all fairness, you are right, but on the other hand I could also say that
those who come here in the name of clerics and rob the masses in the
name of God, are also right.”

We walked together for about seven or eight hours. By the time we
reached Chunih Qum, we were exhausted. At the same time, we were
happy to reach this place, with more than 14,000 residents. We tried to
find somewhere to stay overnight however, we were told there was nothing
available, not even a teahouse. With much persistence though, we
managed to sleep at a traditional restaurant. Unfortunately, there were no
blankets or any means for us to keep warm. Therefore, we spent all night
in prayer, until the morning, when Aqd Sadiq, our guide, came and started
a fire so we could warm up.

While standing in the restaurant I suddenly noticed a man pushing a
Jjeep. The vehicle had neither doors nor windows and would not start. 1
approached him and asked if he would drive us to Shahr-i-Kurd? He said.:

“The road conditions are unsafe, and I cannot guarantee anyone’s
safety.” However, we insisted and eventually he agreed to take us. The
Jjourney was arduous, but we managed to reach our destination by noon.
On arrival, I went to the Baha'i center and rested for three days in order
to recover from the journey.

The night we had slept at the restaurant, our guide had mentioned
that the locals were prejudice against the Faith, and no teaching should
take place. However, later when he discovered that the restaurant owner
had not given us anything to keep us warm, he became quite angry. After
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our departure, the locals told the owner that since two Bahd'’is had stayed
there, his restaurant was now unclean. Subsequently the poor man had to
spend 28,000 Tumans, more than double the 12,000 Tumans we had paid
him, to repair and repaint!

Husayn Dhabihi (Zabihi)

The amazing stories expressed by my father finishes here and it would
be proper to share a story about another member of my family. Mr. Abu’l-
Fadl Rahmani,'"* one of the Baha’is living in Houston, USA, shared
the following memory of Husayn, my brother:

“After a month of stay (November 1995), I travelled to the UK
to visit the resting-place of the beloved Guardian, and my brother,
Hadi Rahmani. As usual, dear Husayn had made all the arrangements
for my stay. The last day, 22 December 1995, he picked me up from
my brother’s house and drove me to his own loving home so that |
could spend the night and be driven to the airport at 5 am the next
day. Husayn’s kindness always put me to shame.

One night he told his wife and children, that he was a Bahd’i
because of me. The late Dr. Davudi,'” used to say this also. When
Husayn began attending Baha'’i activities, Dr. Davudi would say: “It is
because of Rahmani that Husayn is with us.” He would say this
regardless of how many times I insisted that it is a sin to say that - as
according to Baha 'u’llah, faith is a Divine gift that God bestows on His
servants. That being said, in truth it was because Husayn had parents
who were among the most spiritual teachers of the Cause.

However, the situation was such that Husayn was unable to
attend Baha'1 events because for years he was busy working as a truck
driver which took him often to very remote parts of the country.
Similarly, this continued even after he formed the Atlasir Company in
Tihran with Mr. Jumihri. In this capacity he once again had to go far
and wide, installing communication and electrical towers. Around
this time Husayn and [ were friends and lived in the same
neighborhood called Amir-Abdd.
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One day Husayn passed our home on his way to work. He saw
me standing on the balcony and called out: “How are you?” I
answered: “Well.” Husayn asked if I was going somewhere? I told
him I had to deliver mail to Mr. Abu’l-Qasim Faidi(Faizi), on behalf
of my brother who received all his mail at his work, Naw-Nahdlan
Company '"°. As I did not have a car, I was taking a taxi to the home
of his niece, Qudsiyyih Khanum, the wife of Mr. Fayd u’llah Mahjur.
Husayn said: “I know it’s been 43 years that you have been friends
with Mr. Faidi (Faizi), but I am not interested in seeing him nor
Khadi* or the rest of them. Regardless, I will take you to his place.
However, promise not to tell him that I brought you. Bring the mail!”
As we often would joke together, I told him to get lost and got into his
car. When we arrived, I got out of the car and entered the house while
Husayn waited in the shade of a tree. On seeing Mr. Faidi(Faizi), 1
noticed he was not his usual self.- He suffered from diabetes, so jokingly
I said: “Do you allow your mailman to leave?” He smiled and said:
“Let’s have lunch together.” I declined however, explaining that [ was
in a hurry. He inquired why and I told him that someone was waiting
to drive me back home. Mr. Faizi asked who he was, and I explained
that he was not someone he was acquainted with. Mr. Faizi went on to
ask the person’s name and I divulged it was Husayn Dhabihi (Zabihi).
He asked: “Which Zabihi? Do you mean the son of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab,
the teacher of the Cause?” I said: “The one and the same.” Mr. Faizi
exclaimed: “Then let me come and offer my greetings to his wonderful
father.” When I reached the gate, Husayn gave me an angry look as if
to say, why did you say I was here!
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Illustration 31: Mr. and Mrs. Ross Garcia with ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab
Dhabihi (Zabihi) in Oldenburg, Germany

Mpr. Faizi embraced Husayn and stared deep into his eyes. After
a few moments he inquired about his dear father and Husayn told him
that he was well but had gone to Mazandaran. We bade each other
farewell and left. Husayn did not talk to me until we reached my home.
Begrudgingly, he said goodbye and then left. I assumed he would
never talk to me again.

The next morning, I awoke at dawn to carry out my duties. 1
heard the doorbell’s ring and hurried to the door to avoid waking up
the children. It was Husayn. He came up the steps crying and kept
kissing me. I became worried and asked him what was wrong?
Finally, he said: “Nothing is wrong. Yesterday [ was upset with you
for taking me to Mr. Faizi but last night after having dinner with my
family, I went straight to bed and dreamed that I was at your home. We
were standing right here with Mr. Faizi dressed in beautiful clothes. 1
asked, where did these fine clothes come from and you told me that they
belonged to the Guardian and he had given them to Mr. Fazi. I woke
up feeling such joy that I had to come and share my dream with you.
First of all, I feel you were upset with me yesterday. Please forgive me.
As of right now I am at your service. Whenever you have any needs |
am at your disposal.” I prepared some breakfast for us and later shared

168



this experience with the Amir-Abdd Assembly, informing them that
Husayn has become a new man. Husayn became a highly active Baha'’i
and also a member of the local pioneering committee.

Allow me to share more details; The Amir-Abdd Assembly decided to
form several assemblies along the path of the Blessed Beauty’s travels
throughout the province of Mazandaran; namely, Mahmid-Abdd,
Sa’ddat-Abdd, Salidih (Niir), Dérkala, and Téakur (Nir). After much
effort, all assemblies were formed. I should share with you in confidence
that even though Husayn had no money, he would borrow large sums and
assist pioneers to purchase brick or cement factories. We used to spend
every Thursday driving up north to visit and strengthen the newly formed
assemblies. When we did not have enough believers in Takur to form an
assembly, we had to draw on Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi), who
knew the relatives of the Master living in the area; Nizam and Hamid
Awrangi who travelled through these regions on a regular basis. In
addition, we needed Mrs. Ghaffari, however as she could not take part in
the elections for personal reasons, this led to the honor of my election to
the Assembly of Takur in Nur. Fortunately, her circumstances improved,
and she was able to move back to Takur, so I returned to Tihran.

On my return, Mr. Jalal Asadsi came to see me, saying that he had
been looking for me over the past three days. He said that [ had been
elected to the Amir-Abad Assembly and must attend their meeting that
evening. On hearing this, I resigned from the Takur Assembly before
Jjoining the Assembly of Amir-Abdad.”
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Chapter 5

Memories of Mr. Zabihi

Spirit of Sacrifice

His approach to living life and his dealings with others have left us
with many memories, a few of which will be shared here. The best advice
Mr. Zabihi would offer his children and friends was that: If your major
objective in life is to achieve fame, wealth, scholarship, etc., you should
pursue it while serving the Cause and with absolute adherence to the
teachings of the Cause.

One night at a Yazd Assembly meeting he got into an argument with
a fellow member, Mr. Yiganih, which resulted in both being terribly
upset. On his return home he remembered the words of the Blessed
Beauty, to the effect that if a person is upset with someone else, it is best
to resolve it before retiring for the night. He then decided to not sleep and
to pray instead. The next morning, before dawn, he left home to go to
Mr. Yiganih’s house in order to resolve their dispute. On his way there
he ran into Mr. Yigéanih, who had also come to the same conclusion.
They embraced each other and the matter was laid to rest.

When the Guardian instructed the Yazd Assembly to gather statistics
on the believers in the surrounding villages, the Assembly consulted as to
whom must carry out the task. Everyone had an excuse, so as a result my
father was assigned to it. However, he refused to receive financial
assistance and opted instead to let the Assembly know if he incurred
expenses. After 2-3 months he returned with the list, as well as an
inventory of his expenses, totaling three Tumans; all of which was spent
on books that the Assembly wanted to send to one of the villages. When
the members inquired about his own expenses he responded: “I am the
Guardian’s servant so I will invoice him!”” However, the following day he
made an appointment with Dr. Afnan at his office regarding wounds and
infectious blisters on his legs and feet. This was due to the fact that lacking
the funds for transportation, he had walked from village to village instead
of imposing on the funds of the Faith.
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Mr. Hishmatu’lldh Mushrifzadih, one of the Bahd’is living in
Canada, shared a memory from his childhood growing up in Kerman,
when my father was pioneering in Bam. My father formed children’s
classes in the neighboring communities and would travel every four
weeks to each class to manage their development and assign them
specific tasks, to be carried out before his next visit. On one such
occasion he assigned them to learn about the most important
preparation for travel teaching trips. The students began to research
but found no answer. They inquired from their elders, which led to a
commotion among the Baha’is in Kerman. Four weeks passed after
which they provided their responses, these included: superior
knowledge, financial resources, public speaking skills, and so on. My
father approved of all of them, then proceeded to take out some
papers, in his own handwriting, which contained a Tablet of the
Master as follows: 17

“O thou who art turning thy face towards God! Close thine
eyes to all things else, and open them to the realm of the All-
Glorious. Ask whatsoever thou wishest of Him alone; seek
whatsoever thou seekest from Him alone. With a look He
granteth a hundred thousand hopes, with a glance He healeth a
hundred thousand incurable ills, with a nod He layeth balm on
every wound, with a glimpse He freeth the hearts from the
shackles of grief. He doeth as He doeth, and what recourse have
we? He carrieth out His Will, He ordaineth what He pleaseth.
Then better for thee to bow down thy head in submission, and
put thy trust in the All-Merciful Lord” (‘Abdu’l-Baha)
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Ilustration 32: Hand of the Cause of God, Dr. Giachery and
his wife during their first visit to Iran. The first from the
right is the martyr of the Cause, Dr. Davudi.

Mr. Mushrifzadih would say that: “This Tablet was not only my sole
resource during travelling teaching trips, but also all other affairs
throughout my entire life.”

Another such memory was shared by Mrs. Sana’yi, a Baha’i
residing in Babulsar:

“During one of his teaching trips, Mr. Zabihi went to one of the
poorer areas of Khuzistan, where the friends did not have much
money. They lived on wheat. In order to not impose on anyone, he told
them his diet required him to eat wheat and so during his stay that
was all he ate. He then headed to Ahvaz. One of the friends sent a
sack of wheat to Ahvaz and informed the Baha'is that Mr. Zabihi must
only eat wheat! Mr. Zabihi explained to the friends that because of
the situation in the other village he had limited his diet to wheat; but
in Ahvaz he could eat meat also.”

On another occasion in the Holy Land, I met Mrs. Victory, who
along with her husband, was serving there at the time. They now
reside in Canada. She shared many memories of my father. One of
them, if [ remember correctly, is as follows:

172



“In one of the subsidiaries in Mazandaran, my family was
informed of the arrival of a travel teacher. I immediately headed
to the home where this person was residing, however I did not
see any newcomers among the visitors. The host informed me that
he was busy in the yard. I told him that I did not see any travel
teacher there, just an old man who was busy washing his clothes.
The host said: “That is him.” This first encounter of mine with
this man of extraordinary simplicity, contentment, and humility,
had such an impact on me that it led to a lifetime of friendship
with this kind friend, compassionate father and knowledgeable
mentor. As it so happened, the day after this encounter [ went to
see the head of a government office to investigate a critical
matter. 1 felt concerned and unable to go alone. I spent days
praying about it however found no solution. I shared this matter
with the guest. After encouraging me to rely and trust in the
bounties and mercy of the Blessed Beauty, he offered to
accompany me to this meeting. The next day, we went to the office
and through his wisdom and insight the matter was dealt with and
resolved.”

Words of the Guardian

During the early days of the revolution, my father was hospitalized at
Mithéqiyyih hospital and while there formed a deepening class for the
employees. One day, an armed Mulla suddenly entered the class and
inquired about the rooms. My father inquired about his identity and was
told that he was a representative of the temporary Islamic government. On
hearing this, he joyfully exclaimed: “/ am happy because this is the
fulfilment of part of the prophecies of the Guardian and I am sure the rest
will come to pass in the course of time.” Of course this verbal statement
and some others which come later are considered as pilgrim’s notes which
are not parts of the authoritative texts.
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Illustration 33: ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi)

The prophecies are as follows: About fifty years before the
revolution, when my father visited the Holy Land and attained the
Guardian’s presence, he inquired about the news from ‘Ulama. My
father replied: “Out of Baha’u’llah’s mercy they were rendered
powerless.” The Guardian responded and went on to explain that they
were powerless at that time, and they will be defeated in the future.
The dawn of their demise has broken.

Ilustration 34: ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) among the
friends in Shahsavar

As my father suffered a great deal at the hands of the clergy, he was
overjoyed on hearing these words however, when the Guardian noticed
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his happiness, he said that nay! They will gain power; they will have
glory and will rule. Then three times he pointed to my father’s chest with
his index finger and continued to make a remark that he will be a witness
to this. On hearing these words, my father remembered with deep
sadness the martyrdom of his own father, the confiscation of their
belongings and the suffering throughout his life at the hands of the
clergy. In this distracted and deep state of sadness he suddenly heard the
laughter in the Guardian’s voice as he said something to this effect that
before too long they will face such a misery that there will be no trace of
them anywhere.

Permission to copy the Tablet of the Temple

The following story is part of a letter written by Mr. Ali-Muhammad
Iftikhari from Brazil:

“I'met him in Zabul, the capital of Sistan, next to Baluchistan. This was
during the 45th Month Plan of pioneering laid out by the beloved
Guardian. He had travelled to lovingly encourage and assist the twenty
families who had pioneered there from all parts of the country, including
ourselves. Over the next twenty years, this friendship grew stronger. Had
it not been for our pioneering overseas, this friendship would have
undoubtedly continued to grow.

His stay lasted for some time, but never did he mention anything
about the honor of receiving permission from the beloved Guardian
to copy the Tablet of the Temple in his own handwriting. Sometime
after his departure I received a letter from him that included the
Tablet, mentioning he had permission to share this with the friends,
in order to solve their problems. He had also included the instructions
for folding and reciting this potent prayer. We followed his exact
instructions and benefited a great deal. It is impossible to describe
them in detail. I will simply suffice to say that it changed my life. In
addition to removal of all material and spiritual difficulties in our
pioneering post, all of which are His blessings and mercy, I made
great strides in my career. Undeservedly, I obtained the honor of
pilgrimage to the Holy Land and was able to remain a pioneer for
over 30 years in a country designated by the Guardian in his plan.
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Although I can not equate this journey with the station of pioneering,
however I remain delighted that much like a tiny ant I offered my
insignificant bit to the Glorious Solomon of Love, and count as a weak
servant of His servants in this land.

The great Zabihi had attained many honors. He was one of the
trusted supporters of the National Spiritual Assembly of the Baha’is
in Iran, who was commissioned to look into a range of affairs and
challenges in various spots around the country. As his intention was
pure and sincere, he was successful in every case. He was assigned to
annually inspect the Holy House in Takur and remain there for two to
three months each time. Undeservedly, my family and I accompanied
him in this great task. One year he invited us to visit and serve at this
holy place. I do not need to explain how delighted we were to accept
this invitation. I sent my family along with him and after arranging
my affairs, joined them two weeks later.

|

-

Hlustration 35: Tablet of the Temple

This bounty is a long and detailed account that goes far beyond
this brief letter however, I will share a glimpse. The descendants of
the Holy family who lived there were not Bahd’is, except for
Ma’sumih Khdanum. The manner in which Mr. Zabihi dealt with them,
made them all, both young and old, to love and respect him. One
instance involved a young member of that family who accepted the
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Cause and sometime later, married a Baha'’i girl. Their wedding took
place in Behjat -Abad , one of the many homes belonging to M.
Zabihi. It was a spiritually glorious and uplifting experience. Often
times, I would come home after work and find him in our home
involved in both the entertainment and spiritual education of children.
The meals we shared with him are among the most treasured and
unforgettable moments in our family life. My wife repeatedly told me,
I feel in my heart as though someone is praying for me, and it is
because of those prayers that I succeed in everything I do. My wife
would ask, could it be anyone but Mr. Zabihi? My wife and children
are among those who admired Mr. Zabihi and remember him with a
great deal of respect and affection.”

Illustration 36: Letter written on behalf of the Guardian
authorizing Mr. Zabihi to copy the Tablet of the Temple

One of the honors of my father was to handwrite the Tablet of the
Temple. ' In the beginning, the Blessed Beauty bestowed the honor
of writing and wrapping this potent tablet to Zaynu’l-Mugqarrabin, and
then to H4ji Muhammad Husayn, the martyr. However, following his
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martyrdom this process stopped. Before further details, a brief
description about the conditions for its writing and wrapping will be
offered. In a tablet addressed to Zaynu’l-Mugqarrabin, the Blessed
Beauty instructs that it must be written with musk and saffron, or red
ink. Rose water and some tree gum must be used to secure it. It should
be folded along with the Prayer for the Temple. Whoever receives this
great gift, after ablutions must be seated in privacy facing the Point of
Adoration and with great humility recite the verse on the first line,
then mention the names of God on the second line, and finally recite
the prayer written in the center of the Temple, and then while folding
it nineteen times repeat the following verse: “He is the Protector, the
Victorious, the Helper, the Assister.” Keep it folded, and if opened to
copy, repeat this process. Whoever writes this Tablet should be
rewarded with one mithqal of gold ... meaning he must be rewarded
as it will benefit the carrier. Verily He is the Powerful, the Wise;
however, great attention must be paid to ensure it is copied exactly as
the original. It should be explained that if anyone writes the Tablet
for someone else, the receiver must offer him the equivalent of a
mithqal of gold.

During the ministry of the Guardian, The Afndns in Yazd
submitted a request, asking his permission to allow this process to
resume through the son of H4ji Muhammad Husayn, meaning
‘Abdu’l-Vahhdb Dhabihi (Zabihi). The Guardian accepted this
request and sent a copy of the Tablet along with the relevant
instructions to ‘Abdu’l-Vahhdb in Yazd. After receiving this
communication, that same evening ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab went to the
bazaar, arranged for all the materials necessary for this task and
produced one copy. It is important to note that until that day, he was
not literate enough to write, but through Divine confirmation and the
permission he received from the Guardian, he was able to live up to
this responsibility.
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Haji Muhammad Isma‘il Gunduli

My father used to share many stories about the early believers. The
following is one such instance:

Haji Muhammad Isma‘il Gunduli, " one of the wealthy believers
in Yazd, attained the presence of the Master. One day during lunch,
‘Abdu’l-Baha asked Haji which one of the two he favored more:
chicken breast or martyrdom. H4ji replied: “To tell you the truth, the
chicken breast, I do not want to face martyrdom.” The Master assured
him by saying that he will not face the martyrdom. Haji felt a sense
of closeness with the Master and told Him: “Your life in the Holy
Land is not worthy of you. Please grace us in Yazd with your
presence, so that I may provide a more comfortable life for you. I have
a large home with maids and servants, a spacious yard with a marble
fountain filled with colorful fish, a naturally air-conditioned
basement, and more.” The Master replied saying that the Blessed
Beauty did too, but all was looted.

One day during the Yazd episode, H4aji was busy at home meeting
with one of his employees in charge of digging a well, who happened
to be a Bahd’i. They were informed that there was chaos in the alley,
and enemies were about to attack his home. H4ji responded: “I am
not in danger.” He was warned once more that they were closer and
about to set his entrance door on fire. Haji continued to ignore the
warnings. The Baha’i employee told H4ji that the Master had
promised his safety, but what about himself? He then hid in the well
and H4ji went after him when he slipped. The employee noticed that
Haji was stuck in the mud and tried to carry him to the next well,
despite his large size.

The H4ji was so heavy that the employee gave in halfway and hid him
in the belly of the well (a hole in the wall of the well) and he remained
on the side. The attackers entered the house but since they could not
find the H4ji, they searched the well and saw the employee. They shot
at him, but only pierced through his clothing. They continued to
search for H4ji, carrying a handheld oil lamp. H4ji could see them in
the dark, but they could not see him, so they left the well. After some
time, Haji emerged from the well with some difficulty and headed
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back to his home. On the way, he heard the attackers talking about his
plentiful wealth and full house. On his return, he noticed that the
attackers took everything with them, even the marble slabs and fish in
his fountain.

e

Hlustration 37: A few friends, from right, Mr. Ash‘ari, Mr.
‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) with Furughiyyih, Mr.
Salikiyan and Mahmud Mishki

When he saw this scene, he felt overcome. He suddenly recalled
the voice of the Master uttering these words: The Blessed Beauty
did too, but all was looted. He immediately rose and danced with
joy, praising God that his property was now alongside those of the
Blessed Beauty.
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5. The Holy House in Takur

On Naw-Ruz 1336 (1957 AD) in the solar calendar, the National
Spiritual Assembly commissioned my father to move to Takur, '°
Mazandaran. The goal of the Assembly was to take back this holy place
from Nizdmu’d-Din Awrangi, the ruler of Tékur. The previous custodians
of the house were Aga Mirza Fadl’u’lldh Nizdm’ul-Mamalik, the paternal
cousin of the Master, succeeded by his son, Aqa Mirz4d Hasan Awrangi,
both faithful believers, and more recently, Nizamu’d-Din, the son of Mirza

Hasan, who was not a Baha’i .

My father left for Takur. Sometime later, my mother joined him;
and four of their children who were students, remained in Yazd. In
those days there was no road to Tékur, therefore the journey was a
challenge. The trip would commence initially by car, then after
spending a night at an inn, they would continue by mule, going
through narrow mountainous paths. This leg of the journey took a

further two days, with another overnight stay at a remote lodging
before finally reaching Téakur. Likewise, all household materials
needed to set up home had to be transported in the same manner.

Illustration 38: House of Takur, the home of Baha’u’llah
destroyed at the hands of the enemies of the Cause

When my father settled in Takur, he established a friendly
relationship with Nizdmu’d-Din and his family, and over the years, with the
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village dignitaries. He won their trust and as a result he was able to reside at
the holy house. My father then began to take the necessary steps to improve the
condition of the house and its surrounding gardens, all of which were more or
less approved by Nizdmu’d-Din. Eventually though the Faith held the rights to
this holy place.

One of the essential elements in developing Tékur was the building
of a dam to protect it from floods. This was accomplished through
collaboration with some engineers, namely: Mr. Khabirptr, Ra’ufi,
and Hariri, from Beta Company. The project manager was Mr.
Fadl’u’llah F&’iz, and the site manager, Ustad ‘Abdu’llah Baqiri. As
it was the summer holidays the schools were closed and I was in
Tékur, in charge of managing the hours and payments of the laborers.
Rocks and lime were needed to build the dam, and we had to prepare
the lime locally. Mules carried the limestone rocks and dry bushes to
the area to be smelted. It took two days and nights to produce the lime
and, in this way, the dam was built.

The reader may imagine how happy I was to be able to stay in the
“Blessed House” and to stroll in the surrounding gardens while calling to
mind that perhaps the Blessed Beauty when was a child stayed in this house
and walked in the same gardens. It was in this house that He wrote the

following letter/tablet to one of the aristocrats of Mazandaran when he was

eight years old. !

“He is the Beloved

God willing you are abiding under the shadow of His mercy and
Divine blessings with ease and comfort. As it outwardly appears, 1
am a child and cannot write properly. However, as this unlettered
one holdeth firmly unto the Divine Tree, he can read and write
without instruction. This is manifest in the realm of essence before
the people of insight. The wayward have not been aware of this
mystery and never will be.”
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Illustration 39: Pear tree planted by the hand of the
Blessed Beauty

To know that ‘Abdu’l-Bahé had been in the same house, seeing the
framed handwriting of Mirzd Buzurg above the entrance and
experiencing Takur and the Orang Mountains, evoked emotions in
him beyond description.

Ilustration 40: The verse above was written by Mirza Buzurg
Nuri at the entrance of the house of Takur.
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When at the Beloved’s threshold, offer up your soul
Here no longer stand greetings age old
This is the valley of love, withhold your step
This is the land of divine, shed all you bear '

During his time there, my father’s friendship with Nizdmu’d-Din’s
family grew so strong that he became like one of the family members.
They trusted him to the extent that he was allowed to research their
documents and submit those deemed important to the National
Assembly. These included the marriage certificate of the Blessed
Beauty and 70 other original tablets revealed by the Blessed Beauty
and the Master.

After about two years my mother returned to Yazd to care for her
three children who were still attending school. My father remained in
Tékur for a few more years and organized all affairs pertaining to the
holy place. However, he eventually moved away and one of the
friends from Sangesar was assigned to serve as the custodian of the
holy place in his stead. Each year however he returned to spend three
or four months there. The rest of his time was spent travel teaching
around the country. Over time, with the assistance of Mr. Mithaqiyyih
and my brother Husayn, a clinic, public bath, and custodian’s quarters
were built. In addition to electricity, a water well, tank and pipelines
were installed to improve the lives of the locals.
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Ilustration 41: A wall of the house that was recently destroyed

Sadly, with the establishment of the Islamic Republic, the holy house
and its surrounding gardens were razed to the ground. The land around
the house was divided and several buildings were erected. The bath was
left unused and the locals began to use an old unsanitary reservoir for
communal bathing instead. The clinic still stands, which continues to
help the locals access medical services and there is a paved road that
enables travel from Tihran to Tékur in just a few hours.
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Hlustration 42: Building the dam in Takur, from right: ‘Abdu’l-
Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi), Malik Khusravi, Ustad ‘Abdu’llah
Baqiri and two laborers.

’

i
3T,
4

/

-q

"y

| &3

e 3
£
VWAL~
[ £
o
lr.

?“:v.'f
b

4

, * ""“" i »III l“lln.i

l-llllln nuu uu|

-."‘a"“\ | L
1 ‘fl' 6
lr

y

g :

v '
5 " LA ,
o -ﬂ.v

Ilustration 43: The clinic built by Mr. Mithaqiyyih and
Muhammad Husayn Zabihi, now used by Takur residents
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6. The final days

One of the last memories of my father was shared by my siter Pari
in her letter dated 28 Azar 1374 (Nov 1995). She writes:

“The last time my father was instructed by the National
Assembly to visit the friends in Gunbad Kavus and Bandar
Turkman, he happened to hear the news of the execution of the
seven friends in Yazd. He knew each of them and was so
overcome with sadness that he suffered an intestinal
hemorrhage. Against his wishes, he returned to Tihran and
rested at home. Since the treatments failed, with the aid of
some of the friends, he was hospitalized at the Mihr Hospital
(despite the fact that medical facilities were oversubscribed
with war casualties).

Regardless of his physical weakness and non-stop
hemorrhage, his spirit was stronger than ever before. With his
amiable personality and good humor, he was tactful towards all
around him, particularly doctors and nurses, however, he
continued to proclaim the Faith. Everyone was in awe of his
behavior and treatment of others. Even one of the nurses, who
was Assyrian, kept changing her shifts so she could spend more
time with him. His condition was such that during the 26 days
of his hospitalization, not one moment was spent alone. His
children and grandchildren who were still in Iran, kept him
company. Mr. Dihqani, his son in law, spent many nights in the
hospital with him; despite the illness of his wife, Ishraq. He
more than made up for the absence of his sons, Husayn and Zia,
who lived overseas.

One day when I was alone with him, I was summoned to
the finance office of the hospital so had no choice but to leave
him alone. On my return, my cousins who happened to arrive
for a visit, had noticed a few strangers gathering around him,
inquiring about his identity. Apparently, a rumor was
circulating at the hospital that he was a well-published scholar.
No one knows how this rumor started. Part of it could have been
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due to his striking appearance, with his rather long white hair,
and kind demeanor - which attracted attention and drew people
to him. Despite such attention, compared to others at the
hospital, his physical condition worsened by the day. One of the
doctors recommended surgery however the chances of recovery

were low. During the operation, they reached the conclusion
that unfortunately nothing could be done. What bothered him
the most was his inability to bathe himself. He was used to
showering before offering prayers every dawn. While
hospitalized he insisted on going to the bath to wash every day,
however he could not stand or move on his own.

Illustration 44: Convention in Tihran, second from the
right, Mr. ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi)

Despite those days of chaotic and uncertain conditions,
friends came to visit him at the hospital. They included Kurush
Tala’i, a member of the Tihran Assembly, and Dr. Cyrus
Rawshani, who delivered a bouquet on behalf of the National
Spiritual Assembly. The only question he could manage to ask
Dr. Rawshani was: “What news?” The Dr. replied: “The
second muezzin has raised the call for prayer.” Which my father
understood to mean that the members of the next National
Spiritual Assembly had been elected.
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During this period, not once did he mention death or dying.
Despite his critical condition and advanced age, I could not bring
myself to think of my father’s death. The night before his passing, he
addressed me and calmly said: “Death is real and can happen at any
moment, my only request is that you siblings remain united. Nothing
should come between you.” He asked me to see to this and I have
tried my best, hoping with the assistance of my dear ones, that we
honor our father’s last request.

After some time, on 29 Aban 1359 (Nov 20", 1980) he had
a good appetite and ate well. The nurse took care of his
injections and cleared his lungs so that he could breathe easier.
My father was relaxed and resting. I was with him. The light
was dim, due to the conditions of war, and I watched the L. V.
attached to his hand. Suddenly at 9 pm he called out my name.
I asked him a question and he immediately responded. After a
few seconds, he closed his eyes and I thought he had peacefully
gone back to sleep. However, I noticed his LV. drip had stopped.
I quickly put my head on his chest to check his heartbeat. I did
not hear anything. It was then that I knew I had lost him.
Everyone seemed to know that he had been close to the end. The
nurses were expecting his passing, so as soon as I called them,
I was no longer allowed to stay in the room. This was the end
of his earthly life. He had departed and left us all. I felt
especially alone. It was he, who after my sibling’s departure
from Iran, kept me company. Even after 15 tumultuous years, [
continue to miss him, his expressions, gestures, memories. |
regret not doing my best as his child.

He was independent, and always would say that he was
pleased with all of his children; whom he loved dearly. At the
time most of them lived far away, but he never expressed any
remorse. It was only on the last night of his life that he
mentioned their names and whispered a few words to bid them
farewell in their absence. But I still believed it was not real; just
a dream.”
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Illustration 45: Hand of the Cause of God, Abu’l-Qasim Faizi and
‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi)

At this point, I wish to share a dream of my own: It was dawn in
my dream. The room in front of me was a palatial banquet hall, like
the ones we see in movies — but it also resembled a hospital. There
were two beds in the hall, one looked grand and kingly, the other,
was a hospital bed. My father was resting on one of the beds, and
on the other lay a great personage. I awoke and shared the dream
with my wife. I had no idea what it meant however, I told her that I
thought my father and an important person among his friends would
die today. Later while we were having breakfast the phone rang
bearing the news of his passing. A few hours later another call came
from the UK informing us that the Hand of the Cause of God, Mr.
Faidi, had passed away also!
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Ilustration 46: ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) together with Mr.
Adib Taherzadeh in front of the House of Worship in Germany

7. A Baha’i Centre in memory of Dhabihi (Zabihi)

In a 1995 letter signed by the secretary of the National Spiritual
Assembly of Saudi Arabia, Mrs. Nahid Rawhani (Akhtari) informed
us that in Guri, Georgia, a Bahd’i Centre has been purchased at
number 19, Vahdat (unity) St. in the name of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab
Dhabihi (Zabihi). At the time, the National Assembly of Saudi Arabia
was in charge of the expansion of the Faith in Georgia.
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Chapter Six

Yazd and the Circumstances of the Family

Conditions in Yazd

The extreme heat and dry conditions in Yazd make this place
unparalleled. The adobe architecture, with its’ narrow, windy alleys, high
walls and windwards on rooftops; all signal the city’s resistance to the
burning heat of summer, and historical attacks, by enemies on the city.
Its’ self-sufficient population have long worked on building Yazd with
little or no imported resources. They have used building materials that
are native to the area; and the city’s agricultural irrigation, drinking
water, and world-famous aqueducts, are among the outstanding
achievements of its’ dedicated hard-working natives.

- 3
* v

Ilustration 47: Yazd, a desert city with no greenery or trees

Its population, though frank and had the reputation for being
somewhat fanatical, are hospitable and intelligent. Since the early days
of the Baha’i Era, a significant portion of its population accepted the
Faith and selflessly labored to expand their community. The Baha’i
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Centre was large and included many halls, a spacious garden, sports
grounds for youth, a cemetery, a Bah4’i public bath and Bah4’1 schools;
all of which were developed by the local Baha’i community.

Ilustration 48: Some of the Baha’is of Yazd with Haji Muhammad-
Tahir Malmiri and his son, Adib, in the front

center, and Habib in the back row third from the right

The homes of most of the Bahd’is had large yards and meeting places
which accommodated hundreds of participants. The Local Spiritual
Assembly oversaw the ongoing operation of committees, task forces,
classes, conferences and gatherings. The Assembly, committees and task
forces held several lengthy consultations each week. Organized Bahd’i
children’s classes grades 1 through 12, as well as seminars and final
examinations were as important as academic education in the life of all
Baha’i children and youth. However, during the period 1954-1955 AD, the
Faith continued to expand at a steady pace, so much so that it was noticeable
to those outside of the community. Unfortunately, persecutions also
remained part of the lives of the members of the Baha’i community.
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2.

One family and 17 martyrs

Yazd has many martyrs. ‘The History of Yazd Martyrs’ written by
Haji Muhammad-Tahir Malmiri, describes some of these cases. Yazd
has had four group martyrdoms. The first happened during the lifetime
of the Blessed Beauty, the second, during the ministry of the Master,
the third during the ministry of the Guardian, and the last, during the
leadership of the Universal House of Justice. In the families of Haji
Husayn Turk and ‘Ali Akbar Kashi, a total of 17 individuals were
martyred. [The names and their relationship with Mr. Dhabihi (Zabihi) of these
martyrs have been described in the Endnote 113]: '3

‘Ishq-Abad Exiles

During WWII, some of the Bah4’is of ‘Ishq-Abad in Russia were
exiled to Iran, first to Mashhad and then to Yazd. At that time Yazd was
an exceedingly small city whose citizens were known for being closed
minded and prejudiced. The arrival of the exiles did not only impact the
Bah4’i community, but also the society at large. The newcomers were
trained in both artistic crafts and industry. They brought with them
modern tools and instruments and began to work in new fields. Even the
women opened shops and travelled through the city on bicycles without
wearing hijabs. They brought with them things that the people of Yazd
had never seen or heard of. Their courage and temerity, particularly that
of the women, resolved many conflicts at sensitive junctures in time. The
presence of these Bahd’is at community events improved dynamics and
their incorporation of arts and music uplifted gatherings.
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Ilustration 50: Some of the Bah4’i youth in Yazd prior to the 1979
revolution

In an issue of Payam-i- Bahd'i magazine, ''* the memoirs of a
young girl, Farzanih Dhabihi Mugaddam were published. In them she
tells of an event in 1938 a translation of which is as follows:

“February 4" 1938 is a horrific date, I shall never forget. Two
officers came to our home to arrest my father, Ghulam-Isma ‘il Uf
Dhabihi. We awoke abruptly and were all at once afraid. My father
was not home. He was attending an assembly meeting at the home of
Diya’u’llah Rashti. My older brother was not at home either so my
mother along with our neighbor, Mr. Ghulam-Husayn Shahrivar,
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consoled us. However, when the neighbor returned home, he found
himselfunder arrest also. It was 1 AM when my father returned home.
Calmly he turned to my mother and said: “Mah-Farid Khanum sent
these few chocolates for you.” The officer turned to my father and
asked, whether he had any guns or knives in the house. To which my
father smiled and said: “We are Bahais and do not act in opposition
to the government. You may search our home and if you find anything
that violates that fact, you may hold me accountable.” The two
officers stayed until 5 am during which time they thoroughly searched

through the entire 3 rooms and the hallway of our home.

Illustration 51: A few Baha’is of Yazd

All the while my brother Dhabihu’llah, my younger
sister, Malakih, and I, were standing transfixed by the wall. We
could not sit until they finally took my father away. The officers,
found nothing and told my father: “You must come with us to the
Politics Office but don’t worry, you will return home in the
morning.” However, in reality it was 1946, eight years later
before we received word from him via a letter. We lived in Yazd
at that time. The previous year, 1945 my paternal aunt, Sultan
Fu’adi (Bushruyih), went on pilgrimage to visit with her son,
Mirza Badi‘ Bushruyih, and his family. During this trip the
Guardian asked her if there was any news of her brother? My
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aunt told him that there was not, and the Guardian responded by
saying: “You will see him!” She shared this message with us,
with assurances not to worry ourselves. However, it was some
time after before we received the letter from my father in Siberia.
In the letter he specifically instructed us as follows: “My dear
wife and beloved children, wherever you are, remain fully
obedient to the instructions of the Local Spiritual Assembly.”

We were deeply relieved and grateful to know he was still alive.
He had been transferred to Kazakhstan, in Siberia, from a prison
in ‘Ishq-Abdd. At the time of his arrest, he was a young and
handsome man, however when he was finally released in 1947, and
returned to us in Mashhad, he was an old and frail man with white
hair, relying on a cane. Nevertheless, we were delighted to see him
and thanked the Blessed Beauty that he was free and able to reunite
with his family.

My older brother, Isma’il, finished medical school in ‘Ishq-Abad
and was now working at Tasha’us Hospital. The state had
summoned him to ‘Ishg-Abad on 22 July 1938, where he was
interrogated by the KGB then exiled to Iran. The same summer
(1317 Solar calendar), the rest of us, my mother, Malihih, my
brother, Dhabih u’llah, my sister, Malakih, and myself, were also
exiled to Iran. We only brought as much belongings with us that we
could load in our car. Everyone was facing some form of
discrimination at this time, not only the persecuted Bahd’is. Some
were imprisoned, while others were exiled to Iran.

When we lived in ‘Ishq-Abdd our home was large and faced
the Mashriq ul-Akhkar. Every morning when we awoke, we were
delighted to see the beautiful dome and minarets in the distance.
Nothing surpassed this, however now we were forced to leave ‘Ishg-
Abdd and move to Iran; a land we knew nothing of In addition to the
upheaval of the exile, we had no idea of my father’s whereabouts.
Only God knows what we went through.

1 remember well when we were living in Mashhad that 1
used to hide under trees to cry. When we arrived in the city in 1938,
my brother Isma’il, who had arrived ahead of us, was somewhat
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familiar with the conditions of the city and its inhabitants. My
cousin, Bibi Fatimih, accompanied him to meet us. With tears in her
eyes she told my mother: “What place is this we have come to? ” She
was overcome with emotion. She took us to her home in Mashhad
and arranged one of the rooms for us to live in.

We were fortunate to have some of both our paternal and
maternal relatives in the city. My maternal aunt, Mehrangiz
Khdnum, and her husband, Siyyid Rida Pish-Ahang, both served
at the local Bahd’i Centre. They too were from ‘Ishq-Abdd.
Although my brother had studied medicine, he took any job
available to him. My younger brother, Dhabih’u’llah, set about
finding a job also.

Fariman is a city about 20 kilometres from Mashhad. It
was under construction for the Crown Prince. The Head of
Finance in Fariman, ‘Aziz’u’llah Mehrbanzad was the maternal
cousin of my mother and he gave jobs to the youth who came from
Russia. My brother, who was 16 at the time, began to work there.
However, the harsh working conditions overwhelmed these young
people and one day my brother and two of his friends tried to
escape back to Russia. Unfortunately, they were caught at the
border and after much torture, they were transferred to the
Mashhad prison. At the time, many youths from Russia were
accused of espionage and placed in prison. So, although my
brother was not alone, he was the youngest prisoner there.

This all happened during the reign of Rida Shah, when
his government was concerned about the large number of people
moving from Russia to Mashhad. They considered this situation a
threat to national security and therefore decided that all those who
had a male member of their family with them, should be exiled to
their place of birth. As my father was from Bushruyih, they decided
to send us there. We consulted the Mashhad Local Assembly and
decided to appeal to the Ministry of Intelligence and request that
they transfer us to Yazd, the birthplace of our grandparents.

Our mother was born in ‘Ishq-Abid. Her parents, Siyyid
Kazim Yazdi and Bibi Fatimih, were the first custodians of the House
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of Worship. In light of this, we were exiled to Yazd, while my younger
brother remained detained in the Mashhad prison. It took three days
of arduous journey for us, and our truck load of belongings, to arrive
in Yazd. A few friends and members of the Local Assembly came to
meet us. We were taken to Tawfiq school and accommodated in a
room and a hallway. This was the site of a Bahad’i school which has
now been closed by the government. The Assembly housed all the new
arrivals in this building. On our arrival we joined a few other families
in transition to Yazd. The four of us lived in the room and we had a
large balcony where we could sleep at night. Due to the hot climate
in Yazd, many people spent their days in their basements and their
nights on the roof of their houses.

There were also a few single young men housed at the
school. We all lived together and enjoyed each other’s company in
this strange new place. The local Baha'is, especially the Arjumand
Afnan family, were hospitable, helpful and loving. They provided us
with many opportunities, including Bahad’i classes and dinner
parties. But we were closely watched by the Yazd authorities. Each
family was assigned one or two city police officers who watched and
monitored our comings and goings. Single individuals were
assigned one officer and our family of four were assigned two. They
spent most evenings at our homes.

Over time more than 70 exiles were living in Yazd. Some were
housed at another campus, called Hushangi school, and two of the
families who had arrived earlier, at another location. The adults
were looking for employment and the children attended school.
One day an order was issued that the children be expelled. Our
mothers were greatly saddened by this, and we were all terribly
upset. Our parents took us with them to their carpet weaving
workshops and other places of work. Gratefully, a few days later,
a new circular readmitted us to school.

Following the above introduction, I want to share the
following incredible account from our days in Yazd: In 1318 Solar
calendar (1939 AD), 53 leftists were arrested and detained in
Tihran. Top state authorities were frightened to see large numbers
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of Russians and decided to exile them. This included certain
national policies affecting Yazd. The two key officials in the city
were: The Head of Law Enforcement, Colonel Qahrimadni (who
was a very powerful man), and Ahmadpur, the Head of
Intelligence. So, it came to pass that without prior notice, the
officers that had been assigned to our family, attacked our home
early one morning. We were told to gather our belongings because
we had to leave Yazd! Their orders were to use any means
necessary to take us to the local police station. Anyone passing by
who was riding a camel or mule was stopped and forced to carry
our belongings. Our depressed mother had no idea what to do.
Anxious and tearful she went to her maternal uncle, the late
Husayn ‘Ali Niru (‘Askar Uf), who at that time was living next to
the Tawfiq School campus, to tell him the dreadful news. He
calmed her down and agreed to keep all our fragile items,; advising
us not to take too much with us. We were all in tears when we bade
him farewell, to go with the officers. After a short while the exiles
were rounded up in front of the Yazd Police Station. We were all
devastated and distraught. The local population, whose community
we were now a part of, had informed one another and rushed to
gather around us. They used to call us “Rusiuka”, meaning: the
Russian exiles — and although the majority were fanatical Muslims,
they still liked having us in their city.

1 will never forget when as children we would accompany
our mothers through the streets and the bazar. Everyone used to run
to their homes and say: The Rusikas are coming! Then they would all
come out to watch us with great curiosity. They were interested in
how we dressed and walked. We were the talk of the town; and so on
that awful day when we were rounded up, the locals gathered around
to watch us.

The youth, even the young girls, loaded our belongings on to
two trucks. They then took us to the compound where we were
documented and checked, all were present. They made us sign
papers and told us that we were being sent away for employment -
among other promises - then handed us over to three armed
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gendarmes. One of them was named Lieutenant Mukhtari. He said:

“None of you can leave the bus without my permission!” All of the
women, children and youth were made to get on the buses. There
were about 50 of us in all on the two vehicles. The rest had to sit
on top of the loaded trucks. Before we left, one of the officers told
a Baha'’i to: “Leave and never come back! We shall uproot the
Baha’is!” To which the Baha'i friend replied: “Nasir ud-Din Shah
thought so too! What became of him?”

After we got on the bus, anxiety and worry lead to our youth
taking up their instruments and they began singing Baha’i songs
as we bade Yazd goodbye. It was a surreal experience. Women
were in tears. We spent one night on the road. The next morning,
we entered a caravanserai near a small village named Anarak or
Rubat Pusht-Badam. This caravanserai had two cafes. Men and
youth entered the larger one and women and children, the smaller
one. The entire time we were watched and monitored. Each
morning we were given bread, boiled beetroot, or turnip with
carrots. The villagers would bring us everything cooked so we
would buy it. But there was no meat. The first few days they
brought some, but then concern for their short supplies meant they
kept all the meat to themselves.

One day an officer summoned one of the villagers, who was a
shepherd to the caravanserai. He had refused to bring us meat,
and on his arrival, he was tied up in the center of the caravanserai
and bastinadoed. We were overcome by this scene. My younger
sister, Malikih, who was about 11 years of age, began to cry. The
officer stopped the lashings and had the shepherd bring us a sheep.
They killed the sheep right there and then and sold its meat to our
families. But the villagers were right. Our long stay there meant
they would not have enough meat themselves.

There was little room for women and children, and we
used to sleep almost on top of each other. It was a dark and
cramped room with only one entrance. It was also infested with
lice and each day we had to hide behind the walls of the ruins in
the village and shake our clothes in the sun to rid ourselves of
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them. All our cleaning was done by the river outside the
caravanserai and each evening we would gather in the room
occupied by the men. It had a window and we used to gather there
to offer prayers, play music, share stories and socialize before
retiring for the night. We were confined in our world, while the
authorities were plotting against us!

One morning, after a week had passed, a messenger came
from Yazd with instructions for our officer to transfer us as soon
as possible, to a place called Biyabanak (Junduq). At dawn, the
officer summoned us all and we were told to prepare for the next
phase of our journey. He read out the names of some of the youth
and told them they must leave in the first group. The name of my
brother and maternal uncle were on the list. Once again, my little
sister began to shed tears at the prospect of separation from two
more family members. At this point they brought a few camel
herders along with some rope. The officer instructed them to
choose the camels to transport the youth as soon as possible. The
herders were hesitant to travel to an unknown place deprived of
water and greenery and released their camels, then claimed they
could not retrieve them. In response, the officer ordered their
lashing. They were laid on the ground and whipped. We were
distraught to witness this scene. The children were crying. At dusk,
the officer let them go but demanded that they return at dawn with
their camels, otherwise they would be placed in prison.

God only knows how we felt as we returned to our rooms. We began
to pray. We were no longer able to enjoy sharing stories or laughter
together. We had no idea what awaited us. But the camel herders knew.
A few of them returned the next day and brought their camels along with
them. Reluctantly they awaited their instructions to transfer us. They
knew we were innocent victims at the mercy of the government’s
ominous plans. A few of our youth were ordered to transfer our
belongings from the trucks to the camels. During this process, one of the
families that worked as barbers to support their seven members, had
their mirror shattered. On seeing this, the mother and daughters began
to cry. We followed suit. In the midst of all this, one of the officers rushed
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to halt the process. A news directive had arrived from Yazd. We all
surmised that it must be good news. He turned to us saying: “Go to sleep,
tomorrow we will travel in the same buses and trucks we came with.”
However, he did not tell us where we were going. They began to treat
our youth in a friendly manner and returned our goods to the trucks. The
truck and bus drivers who were monitored along with us, were also
feeling relieved and happy.

It was around noon the following day when we embarked on our
Journey. As night began to fall, we stared out the windows, wondering
where we were being taken and what would become of us. Much like
the night, we were kept in the dark. Unspoken questions and concerns
filled our demeanor. Sometimes tears flowed and other times smiles
brightened our faces. Those were difficult hours. Soon the dark night
revealed lights shining from afar. We knew we were close to a town
and soon it became clear we were on our way to Yazd. The city we now
considered home. We began to cheer - and as we did when we left Yazd
— began to sing as we approached the city, only this time our hearts
were filled with joy. When we reached the main street, past the city
square, the bus pulled to a stop. We were staring out the windows
wondering what awaited us when we saw the Chief of Police and Head
of Security awaiting our arrival. As soon as the bus doors opened, the
Chief entered saying: “Welcome back to Yazd, we re stuck with you!”
He got off and the bus began to move again. When it reached the same
spot where we began our journey, it stopped. We disembarked one by
one, to spend the night at the homes of local Bahd'’is and returned in
the morning to unload the trucks.

The hospitality and love displayed by the friends was
unforgettable. In our absence they had prayed, begging the
Blessed Beauty for our safety. Some of the Zoroastrians in Yazd
had done the same, hoping for our safe return. The night after our
arrival, the Baha’i community arranged for a celebratory dinner,
praising the Almighty for the bounty of our return and the
opportunity to reunite with the friends. Yazd was no longer the city
we were exiled to. It was our city of hope. We returned to our
homes and continued our lives once more. We no longer cared
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whether we were under surveillance or not, we were simply happy
to be alive and have Bahd'i friends who cared for us.

After our return to Yazd, the gendarmerie officer visited
us in our homes and befriended many of us, in particular my
brother. He respected us and in return, we each thanked him in our
own way. During the first days of our encounter, due to the false
reports from the capital and the mandate he was given, the officer
treated us with doubt and suspicion. However, once he began to
interact with us, his perception changed and he became more
friendly. Each of us, according to our means, gave him a gift. This
approach led to our friendship. He invited some of us to his home
and hosted us for dinner.

Through this relationship we came to know that when we
were taken to Rubadt Pusht Badam, the officer in charge of our
group was awaiting instructions as to his next mission. Then the
orders arrived telling him to transfer us to Junduq, via camel. This
order was issued with the sole purpose that all of us, including the
animals, would perish. They had planned to send the youth first, so
that perhaps the women and children could be spared. I am not
certain what happened, but it is quite possible that the officer in
charge of our group had reported to his superiors that we were
innocent and intentionally delayed carrying out his duties. Or
perhaps the National Assembly had made an appeal. Whatever the
reason, the authorities revised their decision and ultimately
changed the orders issued in the capital. We remained in Yazd until
the end of WWIL

Most of our youth were unemployed. My brother who was a
graduate in medicine worked with a Baha’i doctor, named Dr.
‘Abdu’l-Khaliq Yazdi [Dr. Malakutiyan, the son of Mulld ‘Abdu’l-
Ghani]. 'S After some time, all the youth were conscripted to the
military at the army base in Kerman. Their term of service lasted
two years. It is interesting to note that just as Rida Shah had
ordered to exile and annihilate us, he too was exiled through

’

Kerman. Ironically, some of our youth were among his escorts.’
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Baha’is of ‘Adasiyyih

Much like the story of the ‘Ishq-Abad exiles in Yazd and its’
Baha’i community, the Bahd’is of ‘Adasiyyih had a similar impact.
‘Adasiyyih was a village in Jordan, which was managed by the
beloved Master. In order to develop this village, ‘Abdu’l-Bahd invited
a number of Bah4’i families from the Yazd suburbs, such as Maryam-
Abad and Mihdi-Abad, to move there. Under his supervision they
began to engage in agricultural projects. Based on the Master’s
instructions, they established a dam on the Lizard River, so that the
water could be used to irrigate ‘Adasiyyih and the surrounding areas.
This resulted in the production of enough food for not only Bahd’is,
but the general population of ‘Adasiyyih and nearby villages. The
King of Jordan, Amir ‘Abdu’llah said that if he owned this village,
there would be enough fruit and vegetables to feed the entire
country!''® The Bah&’is of ‘Adasiyyih were among the first to own
stone built homes with telephones and other modern amenities. There
was a large Baha’i Centre with a garden. Meetings were held there, and
this is where ‘Abdu’l-Baha stayed during his visits. The economic
conditions of the Bah4’is who lived there continued to improve.

After the ascension of ‘Abdu’l-Baha, the beloved Guardian felt
that the resident Baha’is in ‘Adasiyyih who were mostly from Yazd
would serve the Faith better in Iran. Therefore, he asked them to return
to their original communities. They did so and brought along with
them their modern belongings; setting up shops, making watches,
glasses, and other things that were rare in Yazd. In the Maryam-Abad
and Mihdi-Abad villages, they employed modern agriculture and dug
deep wells to irrigate the land. As a result, many changes were
implemented. At this time, the Guardian instructed Dr. ‘Abbas Afnan
to go to Yazd and his arrival brought further positive changes, in
addition to those brought by the ‘Adasiyyih Bahd’is. Classes were
established to teach Arabic, English, arts, crafts, carpentry, wiring,
sewing, glass painting, First Aid, and so on.
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Illustration 52: A few Bah4’i families from ‘Ishq-Abad enjoying a
picnic at Arsun garden in Yazd

The goal was to have every Bahd’i youth learn a trade so that they
could become effective and self-sufficient pioneers, especially in the
Gulf countries. This brought a new wave of modernization to Yazd.
Some Bahd’is pioneered to other countries and a few began to serve in
cities across Iran. After the 1979 revolution, the authorities arrested,
detained, tortured - and even executed a few of these friends - they
displayed an unparalleled spirit of heroism and steadfastness among the
Bahd’is. A few of these friends include the martyrs: Farid Behmardi,

Hedéyat Siyavushi and Jamshid Siyavushi. May they rest in peace.

5. The Circumstances Surrounding the Zabihi family

The first Zabihi home was in a cul-du-sac in the Gazurgah
neighborhood. To reach this home, one had to pass through the
Husayniyyih. When memorials were taking place, none of us,
particularly our father, could walk through. On such occasions, he
either could not leave the house at all, or had to spend the night away
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at the home of our relatives. Our house had a yard, a fountain pool with
two rooms on one side, and an indoor pool and kitchen on the other.
One room was our family living room, and the other was more formal.
Here we kept our library, prayed, and received guests. In addition, the
room housed weaving looms to produce fabric — as did the indoor pool
room. Both of these rooms benefited from high dome ceilings. In

addition, between the pool and the kitchen was a water well about forty
meters deep that provided for our needs.

Hlustration 53: ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab Dhabihi (Zabihi) and family

We washed our clothes in a brook that ran a few meters underground.
Under both rooms there were two basements. During summer months
they served as both our cold room to store fruit, and a place to rest during
the daytime heat. In the summer months our family slept on the rooftop.
It had no fence around it and so to protect the children my father used to
tie one end of a string to our toes and the other to his, so that if one of us
got up, he too would get up to protect us. Our bathroom was in the corner,
a few steps lower than our yard.

The Remains of Our Paternal Home

My sister, Ishraq, has written the following story:
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“I have so many memories of my father. From the first moments
of my life until the last days of his life, all are filled with precious
memories that go far beyond any attempt to record them. I will
share one memory from his last days, a month or two before his
passing, that points to his good intentions and loving heart.

My grandfather, Hdaji Husayn Shahid, titled Sham ‘ush-
Shuhada, (Candle of Martyrs) along with my grandmother and
their son and daughters, lived in the Burzi (Zoroastrian)
neighborhood of Yazd. On the same occasion when Hadji
Muhammad Husayn was martyred in ‘Abbds-Abdd, Yazd, the
enemies ransacked their home, broke the doors and windows, and
even uprooted their sole pomegranate tree. A few years later, my
grandmother (Sakinih Sultan) sold the house to a Zoroastrian and
left the area. Years later, following marriage, my father bought a
small house in Gazurgah, where all of us, except for Mehri, were
born. But my father’s wish was to purchase his paternal home and
move there. But we were not able to afford the high price. In
addition, Zoroastrians do not often, or easily, part with property.

One day my father approached the owner, Mr. Hurmuzdyar
Surushi, who was his contemporary and had inherited the house.
My father shared his wish and said: “Return my father’s home to
me!” He replied: “This is my father’s home too, and it reminds me
of him, but since we were playmates and good friends growing up,
I accept.” My father told him that he could not afford anything
more than the price which he could sell his house in Gazurgah for.
My father sold our home for 3,500 Tumans whereas Mr. Surushi
had priced his home for 6,000 Tumans however, he told my father:
“*Abdu’l-Vahhab I know you like your father’s home and do not
have anything except 3,500 Tumans, so I will keep my word and
sell you my house for 3500 Tumans.”

We moved to our new home and spent twenty happy years there.
My father was delighted to own his paternal home however,
eventually my siblings and I, either due to education or marriage,
had to move to Tihran so the house was rented out. My father often
said that he wanted to offer this house to the Faith, however. |
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should mention that half the house was in my mother’s name. This
was because half of our first home was my mother’s dowry. When
purchasing the second home, my father kept the same arrangement
and because of the Islamic revolution, it was not possible to
transfer ownership to the institutions of the Faith. So, we decided
to sell the property and donate the sum to the Universal House of
Justice. However, we still had to resolve the issue of my mother’s
share. Furthermore, the grandchildren were spread throughout
the globe and it was not possible to arrange the legal paperwork.
The Islamic government refused to accept legal representation
where Baha’is were involved. Another challenge was that the
tenant was a Muslim who refused to evacuate the property.

As I mentioned earlier, this account demonstrates my father’s
good intentions and loving heart. In 1359 (Sept. 1980), two months
before his passing, one of the friends who knew my father’s wishes,
had a contact at the right office in Yazd and informed him that he
could sell his house without going through the usual process. He
asked for the deed. This was sent to him. He sold the house and
sent the total sum to my father in Tihran. He donated the total sum
to the Faith. A week later, Mr. ‘Abdu’l- Husayn Taslimi came to
visit him and brought along the receipt for his donation. He said:
“Mr. Zabihi, your generous donation was received.” The
following week the authorities kidnapped Mr. Taslimi and we
never saw him again.
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Ilustration 54: Zabihi family in Tihran in 1961

That evening, as I climbed the steps and entered the house, 1
saw my father pacing. As soon as he saw me, he came close to the
stairs and said: “I have nothing left to do. I have accomplished all
that I was supposed to. Look, here is the receipt. I have nothing
more to do in this world.” During the same meeting with Mr.
Taslimi, he was instructed by the National Assembly to visit the
friends in Gunbad Kavus and Bandar Turkman. The next day he
went on his trip however when he returned, he was extremely ill

’

and passed away a short time later.’

The Prayer That Was Answered

In the early years of the 1950’s a Muslim mother and her sons were
murdered in Abarqu, a city between Yazd and Shiraz. This was incited by
an influential local landlord. Once again, the Bahd’is were used as
scapegoats. Meanwhile, Prime Minister ‘Ali Razm-Ara was pursuing a
particular plan, agenda and scheme. In order to carry out his plan, he needed
to distract the masses by creating chaos. Perhaps the best option for Razm-
Ara was to blame the Baha’is for the murder of a Muslim family.
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Hlustration 55: Diya’w’llah Dhabihi (Zia’u’llah Zabihi) in
Graz, Austria, 1961

Rumors pointed to plans to take falsely accused Baha’is from
Kerman, to Yazd and from there to Qum; and while in Shahr-i-Ray
release them among the angry and vengeful crowds. The clerics had
already incited the masses between Shahr-i-Ray and Tihran and
prepared them for violence. The plan was to allow the blood thirsty
marchers to strike and stab them to death. This plan was reported to
the Guardian. He called for a national prayer campaign at a specific
time. The accused were brought from Kerman to Yazd and awaited
their transfer to Tihran the next day. The prayer meetings took place
at several spots around Yazd. I remember the one for our area was
held at the home of Na‘imi family. Tearfully and ardently, we prayed
for their freedom. The next morning when we headed to school, we
saw the custodian standing by the entrance. He informed us that
school was closed, due to the Prime Minister having been assassinated
(March 7™, 1951). In this manner, our loved ones were spared severe
torture and martyrdom. God’s will works in mysterious ways. [At this
point documenting a brief history of the development of the Faith in Yazd since its
inception seems useful. For this purpose refer to the Endnote one hundred and
seventeen. 7 Also names and relationships of some relatives of ‘Abdu’l-Vahhab
Zabihi (Dhabihi) have been in the Endnote one hundred and eighteen.]''®
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Chapter 7

Tablets

We will present in this chapter original handwritten versions of the tablets
revealed by the Blessed Beauty or the Master addressed to Zabihi family, a
typeset version of each Tablet as well as its approved provisional translation.
The provisional translations appearing in this chapter are done by Foad
Seddigh which have been approved by the Bahd’i World Center for their
publication. At the end of the chapter a family tree will be given:
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Tablet No. 1: This Tablet is revealed by Baha’u’llah addressed to Husayn (Turk)
[AQA, vol. 3, 645-648]

5 B o3 s 5 o 31 U 5 350 Y 4S ol o 5 G 1y el 3 3o 5 ol o yime e
43l CaaSa )l a da (B3 53 3 5a3 341 )y aadl e jilae 390 8 e |y 4aal alas 330 jalls
D2 bl K aS (a1 ) 2540 pglae 330 511 Uhe alie 3l 5 il Gilhe 50 (pines 5 ) i
O e 4S Gl )l i ol F S 1 5 Juala Caend () O Caea 3 ) 31 g ol 40K i s
) 53 gad jom 028 3 ) g Al o plai Cualfinly 5 23 03 gai o o8 1 ) sal aaen Gaalie 5 03 5a
sae e ol a ) a8 i gd (f 4l judll adall 4 godic e alad Y Laie Le alay 431 4S 4a
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Al ol &E Gres LB 50 s b o slladl e alla a4l 8 dadaal) ol (glai Le 138 2
O b el 5 G ode ) ) e D55 5 E)3e ) D) Ca )y s Sy a s adae s Al 5 asaie D
35 Shabis (3 6Ll w3 s m 81 bl 5 il 5l 1) lae dlias 5005 3 (land L]
i B Ll 0 g (S adaadla | oalia a5 el dilla g 5 abla (lase duad GG aaes
5 e e Gy dad | i alie Gyl 50 el ol8 a8l S 5 Ha) G 058 5 of B8 Gl G alia
Cofiae 5 Rz ma Bl s 5 0 e dll B )k gl laise K31 3 gania 3 gran 5 B s
Loyl all 5 San gl 5 ST 5l (a5h (355 0 (ALY a5 (Sl Cian ) Yl 0 dls s
G5l ) sea e e 5 Sle sled) an S Baiall Sy Alie Guads 4l e a5l sl 5 KU
A8 an 28 JalS ) s i) (b Qliadl Aal gl cpallal) Sy ) (520 (e 4] J38 Ly Sl 5 oY)
o) el il 50 ea (S g a5 s a8 5 ab JuSaSel & 5l 3a g 80 G s d s
o i gia o gan ) el 5 S Ray o) el alad 5 Candie slew 3 Clab Sl 5 08 G ge
i A4S (ol Sl 2 palle Glud ) alie b 53 (SULL AS An 3 d (g ) AS (53 puadl 3 jusd
ks 5 a8 (A Gl U 1)y Cpniiia 4l Saaa (gl Titin 23 8 58 o Jlar 4l 4S 3 5 i se sla
Ol Canliay g 4 53 (s (el a0 sy puk g 534S0l 80 ke a5 il
Gatdaa 28 Jlu ) o 58 ) o2l J U gt 5 jalls Culie elaw 1 &) 6l Jg 3 sae 5 9 25880 Jla )
Gaalga U0 e was Dok lea 1) G 5 ailen dal 5 dile alBa Ja s 5) s s 2
Al (pl B 5l 5l 5 20 555 0 yhama 5y hma g a5 lale Ciglae 5 1) sl 5 )85,
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A provisional translation of the Tablet is as follows:

In the Name of our Lord, the Most Holy, the Most Great, the Most Exalted, the
All-Glorious.

Praise beseemeth the Best-Beloved of the world and the Object of the longing of
the nations, from the right and left sides of Whose Will signs of both giving and
taking have been everlastingly manifested. He taketh away that which He hath
given and giveth that which He hath taken away. A thousand traces of wisdom lie
hidden in that which He taketh away. Likewise, the exaltation of the station of
bestowal can be discerned from those things He taketh away. From the flour that
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hath borne the heavy weight of the millstone,He bringeth forth a human being.
From this toil great blessing is attained, and from adversity ease. For this reason,
the well-favored of God, the believers in His Unity, and the pure ones, one and all
commit their affairs unto Him; with complete constancy they are patient over that
which hath been inflicted upon them, for He knoweth that which lieth within us,
but we know not that which lieth within Him. He is the All-Knowing, the All-
Informed.

The letter of that noble friend arrived and was mentioned in His presence. This is
what the Tongue of Grandeur uttered:

“In My name, the Wronged One! O Husayn,' ponder thou the afflictions of the other
Husayn! 2 It appeared to be calamity, punishing and fierce. However, therefrom
the sea of mercy surged, the radiant light became resplendent, and the sun of grace
grew luminous. His martyrdom lent potency and assistance to the perspicuous
Law of the Messenger of God.? In essence, this action alone was the sun of the

heaven of the religion of the Qur’an *

and watered the rose-garden of inner
meanings. Should any one of the hidden mysteries of affliction in His path be
recounted, then everyone would rush forward without hesitation to the arena of
martyrdom. Now shouldst thou consider any station, thou wouldst behold therein
God’s Presence, in the station of the Father and in any station above or below this.
It should be sufficient unto thee that in this Station, the Supreme Pen condoleth
with and consoleth thee and maketh mention of the auspicious soul who hath
ascended to the Kingdom. He was adorned with the ornament of the love of God,
attained unto that which proceeded from the Pen of the All-Merciful, and
recognized his Lord. Now he abideth within the precincts of the mercy of God,
and partaketh of the limitless outpourings of His grace. Well is it with him and
with thee, and with all those who are with thee, and with anyone among them for
whom We have dispatched a Tablet from the horizon of which shone forth the sun
of the loving-kindness of thy Lord, the Compassionate, the All-Bountiful. May
the glory of God be upon thee and upon him who hath ascended unto the Exalted
Throne and attained unto that which hath been decreed for him by God, the Lord
of all mankind .

Thy letter caused much sadness indeed for it bore sorrowful news. God beareth
me witness that it produced the utmost grief. As soon, however, as it was
mentioned in His holy and inaccessible Presence, and luminous verses were
revealed from the heaven of His will, the fire of sadness was instantly abated and
its flame stilled; nay, it was quenched in such wise that its flame will never again
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be ignited. Such utterances have flowed from the tongue of the Desire of the world
as to cause every soul to long for death, perchance he may attain unto their like.
Well is it with him who hath ascended unto Him. Convey greetings on behalf of
this lowly one to thy relations and do thou console them. Further, thou didst write
a few names supplicating His blessing when thou left this place; they were
forwarded to His holy Presence. A promise was then given that Tablets would be
revealed from the heaven of His loving-kindness. It hath been quite some time
since these Tablets were revealed and were dispatched to the number of Hub °. 1
beseech God that they may reach their destination and adorn the people with a
new garment, so that they would be neither saddened nor perturbed by the
happenings of this world, whether it be the hatred of the wicked-doers, the enmity
of the learned, or the jealousy of the divines.

This exalted Word was uttered some time ago from the tongue of the Lord of all
men:

“0 servant-in-attendance!® The friends of God have today been blessed by such
loving-kindness and tenderness that all the pens of the world and the seas of ink
would prove incapable of recounting it. The friends should not be saddened by
fleeting events. Whatever the human heart can conceive or the power of the
imagination can devise hath been created and lieth ready and waiting for the
benefit of His loved ones. This being the case, sadness is in no wise permitted.
Rather, it is delight upon delight, joy upon joy, ecstasy upon ecstasy, and favor
upon favor. He Who hath spoken in the past and Who speaketh now in the present
beareth witness: ‘Verily, there is none other God save Him, the Manifest, the
Evident, the Incomparable, the Single, the All-Powerful, the Helper. Praise be
unto God, the Lord of all men "”’.

We cherish the hope that thou wilt greet the believers there, provided that the
dictates of wisdom warrant it. The longing of my heart and soul is boundless. In
order to observe the wisdom that hath been mentioned in the sacred Writings,
particular names should not be mentioned. May the glory of God and greetings
and praise be upon thee and upon them who have attained unto the Cause of God,
the Almighty, the All-Wise.

Khadim, 18 Rabi‘u’th-Thani 1302 (4 February 1885)
Notes :

1. The name of the recipient of the Tablet is Husayn.
2. It refers to Imam Husayn, the third Imam of Shi‘ah.
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The Messenger of God is the title of Prophet Muhammad in the Qur’an.
The religion of Qur’an is Islam and its believers are Muslims.
Number of ‘hub’ is ten. It means that ten tablets were revealed.

S pw

Servant-in-Attendance is Mirz4 Aqa Jan Khadim’u’llah.

Tablet No. 2 : This Tablet is revealed by Baha’u’llah addressed to Husayn
(Turk):
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A provisional translation of the Tablet is as follows:

He is the Witness, the All-Informed.

O Husayn! Thou didst direct thy steps towards the Supreme Purpose, turn thy face
towards the Most Sublime Summit and the Dayspring of Glory, and attain unto
the infinite loving-kindness of God, glorified be His grandeur. Countless people
have been eager to meet Him, both in the past and at the present time, and had
heard His glad-tidings in the Books of God. However, when the morn of the Day
of God broke and the sea of reunion surged, all were seen to be deprived of
meeting Him except a few; some souls were prevented by their vainglory, some
by worldly possessions, others by vain-imaginings and doubts, and yet others by
inequity and rebellion. The cause of all this have ever been the divines of the age.
Render thanks unto God for protecting thee, assisting thee, drawing thee nigh unto
Him, and making thee to quaff the sealed wine in His name, the Self-Subsisting.
Appreciate the value of such a bounty. Verily, thy Lord is the All-Bountiful, the
All-Generous. The true and well-assured souls from the Land of Ya 1 are
recipients of the loving-kindness of God and been honored by having their names
set forth by the Supreme Pen. I entreat God to confirm them to such an extent that
the ascendency of the people of the world may not deter them from the bounties
of the Day of God. Soon will such people and what they possess be brought to
naught. Every discerning and fair-minded person and every wise and informed
soul beareth witness unto this. The resplendent Glory shining from the horizon of
the heaven of My mercy be upon them and upon thee and upon those who have
not been deterred by the blame of the blamers from this Cause, the most glorious,
the most pure, the most luminous, the mighty, the wonderful.

Notes
1. LandofYais Yazd.
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Tablet No. 3 : A Tablet revealed by Bahd’u’llah addressed to Husayn (Turk):
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A provisional translation of the Tablet is as follows:
Jinab-i Husayn, the glory of God be upon him.
He is God, Exalted be He, the Lord of majesty and power.

O Husayn! The letter thou hast sent to Jinab-i Javad, My Glory be upon him, was
presented to the Holy Court, and was heard by this Wronged One. Praise be unto
God! The fragrance of the love of God was diffused therefrom. I beseech God not
to deprive the people of the world from the pearls of utterance which lie concealed
in the depth of the ocean of the knowledge of God, that they may rend asunder the
veils with the fingers of power, and may tear such veils so that all may turn unto
the Supreme Horizon with sanctified hearts and would not be debarred from the
abundant grace of His days. God is manifest like the sun before the eyes of men,
His revealed verses have showered down like copious rain, and His testimonies
are evident in every land. Despite all this, countless souls have busied themselves
with the tales and traditions current amongst them and have remained heedless of
that which is revealed by God; they have clung to vain-imaginings and have been
dispossessed of the light of the sun of certitude. The followers of the Bayan who
have turned aside are regarded as such as have suffered losses far greater than
others. Once again they are promoting the vain-imaginings of the past. In the sight
of God, they are regarded among them who are the worshippers of names. Well is
it with thee, O Husayn, that thou hast turned towards Him, attained His Presence,
and quaffed the brimful chalice of the wine of the knowledge of God which hath
been proffered by the fingers of the grace of thy Lord, the All-Merciful. Every one
of them whose name appeared in thy letter hath been honored by the mention of
the King of Names and hath been adorned by that which is revealed by the
Supreme Pen. I beseech God to adorn them with the ornament of constancy, as the
clamors of the infidels have been raised and wayward souls are awaiting the
opportunity to hunt down their prey. We entreat God to protect His people from
those who have broken His Covenant and Testament, and from them who have
caviled at His signs. He is, verily, powerful over all things. Thou hast mentioned
Ramadan-*Ali. We beseech God to shed the light of His Cause upon him and to
enkindle him with the flame of the Burning Bush to such a degree that its effects
would become apparent. We greet him from this Station and exhort him to observe
that which beseemeth the days of God. Verily, He is the Bountiful, the Generous.
Praise be unto God, the Lord of all the worlds.
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Tablet No. 4 : A Tablet revealed by ‘Abdu’l-Bahé: [MKT, vol. 5, pp. 38-39]:
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A provisional translation of this tablet is as follows:

He is the All-Glorious.

O thou who hast kept thine eyes directed towards the Holy Divine Kingdom! In
this summertime, in the month of June ' in the afternoon hours when the heat is
like fire, this Servant is happy, joyful, and gladdened by the remembrance of the
loved ones of God in this place of unbearable heat. The hot weather hath no effect
and the extreme heat is of no consequence; on the contrary, this scorching heat is
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like a rose garden of delight, and in the utmost freshness and beauty. Now I have
taken up My pen and am making mention of that ardent lover of the Beauty of the
All-Merciful; haply from the traces of this pen and ink, a sweet smell may reach
the nostrils of the loving friends and souls that thereby their breasts and hearts
may become dilated with the remembrance of God. O true servant of the Abha
Beauty! Thou hast reposed beneath the shade of the tree of His loving-kindness.
O thou who thirstest for the crystalline waters of His bestowals! Thou hast
attained unto the shores of the fresh and thirst-subduing sea. O thou who desirest
to meet the Blessed Beauty! Thou art expected in the Abha Kingdom. O thou
who hast turned towards God! Thou art given the glad-tidings of the Most Great
Favor. Glory be upon thee.

Convey unto Aqa Hasan, thy brother, may the Glory of the Most Glorious be upon
him, on behalf of this Servant the most wondrous greetings of the Most Glorious,
the Most Exalted. Also extend greetings to thine other relatives and kindred.

Note:

1. Haziran, the Arabic name of the Gregorian month of June, used in Iraq and the
Levant.

Tablet No. 5 : A Tablet revealed by ‘Abdu’l-Baha: ...[MKT, vol. 5, pp.9-10]:
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