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when overwhelmed by a calamity so dire, they have
come forth with a faith more proved, with a unity
more valid, with a devotion more dedicated.

For thirty-six years Shoghi Effendi, the ‘Chosen
Branch’, the trust of ‘Abdu’l-Bah4, carried on his
shoulders the burden of the Cause, the burden of us,
his unworthy servants, the burden of mankind. Now it
has fallen to us to shoulder burdens such as these.
Therefore, although glorious beyond all praise, it is far
from easy to bear, in the immediate years ahead, the
blessed Name of the Redeemer of mankind. Bereft cf
the Guardian, we have to face joyously and fearlessly,
the hordes of the world, the forces that stand between
man and his Maker. First and foremost it is the ‘self’
that we have to meet and to combat. If only we live the
words of the Master’s prayer, ‘Make me as dust in the
pathway of Thy loved ones’, our victory is secure.

The sign of God, the beloved Guardian, began his
Guardianship in these Isles, and here he laid down his
mandate. What Divine mystery is there, we do not
know. When I was saying farewell in the Pilgrim
House on Mount Carmel, I was told, ‘You are fortun-
ate; you are going from one Holy Land to another
Holy Land’. For indeed Britain has become a holy
land, holding in her bosom, as she does, the sacred re-
mains of Shoghi Effendi. God has blessed this com-
munity and raised it high, to have made it the custodian
of his shrine. How great is the responsibility, therefore,
that this community bears, and how surely must it show
its gratitude in deeds! Through the decades and cen-
turies men will come here from the four corners of the
earth to pay homage to Shoghi Effendi. We, the Bahd’fs
of the British Isles, will be their hosts. May we be truly
worthy of this honour and this blessing.

John Ferraby

I am sure that the British believers will not allow the
shock of the Guardian’s passing, great though this is,
to interfere in any way with the work of the Ten
Year Crusade. God works in a mysterious way, and if
the friends all exert themselves selflessly in the service
of the Cause of God, it may well happen that they will
find the power of the Covenant develops in them fresh
sources of spiritual strength and wisdom that will
attract even greater divine confirmation to their efforts
than before. By reacting in the right way to tests such
as the whole Bah#’{ world is now passing through, the
Bah4’fs become channels for a spiritual power that
both brings victory to the Cause of God and cleanses
their own hearts to make them refect the Light of G:d
more truly.

This is not the time for despondency or inactivity,
but a time for all to show the metal of which they are
made, and by their greater determination, greater sel -
sacrifice, and greater love for Bah&’u’ilih and for man-
kind, to demonstrate to the whole world that the spirit
permeating the Bah4’f Community is a life-giving
spirit more potent than any mankind has yet known,

The goals of the Ten Year Crusade are before us;
the Guardian has given us a plan by which to achieve
them; he is no doubt watching over us still and follow-
ing with eager eye every victory that we win; the
heavenly hosts are hovering, waiting for us to give
them opportunities to achieve through us the triumph
that they long for. Let us not hesitate nor falter in the
path of service to our Lord, but press on regardless of
obstaeles, because now is the time for great deeds and
great achievements.

THE PASSING OF SHOGHI EFFENDI

Ruhiyyih Khanum, in collaboration with John Fer-
raby, has written an account of the tragic episode which
has been published by the Bahd’{ Publishing Trust,

London.



THE LONDON HOME OF THE FRIENDS

It was in the days that followed the passing of our
beloved Shoghi Effendi that we realised the value of
our Haziratu’l-Quds. During that said time it became
the focal point and centre of activity. The Hands of the
Cause came and went, busy under the guidance of
Amatu’l-Bahd Ruhiyyih Khanum with all the prepara-
tions for the funeral. In the library the whole of one
day Persian ladies sat sewing soft white silk for the
Beloved’s shroud, and velvet in the green of a Siyyid
for his pall. The telephone rang constantly with mes-
sages and enquiries, with calls from half-way round
the earth to ask for further news and to say that some
more friends were coming as quickly as they could to
mourn their Guardian.

Visitors poured in, in ever-increasing numbers, from
India, Indonesia, from the United States, Canada,
Africa—Hands of the Cause, N.S.A. members, Aux-
iliary Board members and others. The Hazira wel-
comed them all. In these sad days it was truly a Bahd’{
home, to which they all came to find Bah&’{ com-
panionship, to comfort each other, to sit and pray to-
gether. The unity of the believers was never more
strongly demonstrated and sometimes we said what a
wonderful gathering it was, there were so many people
we had known so long by name and always wanted to
meet; if only it could have been on a happier occasion !

On the morning of the funeral, Rutland Gate saw
probably larger crowds than ever in its history. No-
body knows how all, or even half of them, got into the
Hazira to wait for their cars. There were problems of
organisation to cope with, but at last the long fleet of
cars, containing about three hundred people, set out to
follow the beloved of our hearts on his last journey.

Many of the friends came back to the Hazira after
the funeral was over. We still needed each other and
the meeting room was crowded that evening for a
memorial devotional meeting. Towards the end word
was passed round that the Hands of the Cause would
meet the friends the next afternoon, Sunday. Again the
meeting room was so full nobody could move and the
overflow filled the staircases above and below. After a
number of the Hands had spoken and several from
Persia had chanted, our dear Ruhiyyih Khanum came
and talked to us, telling us of the beloved Guardian’s
last days here, how it was he came to be in England,
and assuring us that there was no pain or suffering in
the moment of his passing. She called on us all to arise
and serve as never before. Then she anointed every-
one with attar-of-rose which had belonged to the
Guardian.

In the next few days the Hazira was again and again
full of people, especially on the evening of Monday,
November 11th, for the commemoration of the Birth of
Bah&’u’lldh, but the big crowds lessened rapidly and
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each day saw more departures, till at last we were left
alone again, but changed. We had emerged as a privi-
leged, favoured community, the community in whose
capital city the First Guardian of the Cause, the Day-
spring of Divine Guidance, is at rest. |

Dororny FERRABY

IN MEMORIAM

Did we rest on the couch of heedlessness?
This trumpet-blast quick scattered our repose,
This bugle-call, that brought from far and near
The lovers to the side of their beloved,

Only to say farewell. (His mortal part

In death as radiant as in life did prove).

Was it for our sins of vague omission?

Why was it destined, that he should thus die
On alien soil, far from the mighty Shrines
Which to the Abh4 Glory he had built?

Or did God bless us for our valour shown?
Did He reward us with this precious dust

For deeds that no one knows about but Him?

Yet be this as it may. We buried him

On that cold morning of an English autumn,
Made fair as summer by the roses’ bloom.

And lilies-of-the-valley, violets,

Their fragrance lent to images of spring.

The sun shone as, within a Christian chapel

The service for the Guardian was held;

It kept the vigil with the multitude

Of friends without, whom not the walls would hold.
Again the sun shone down upon the pilgrims
Who slowly . . . slowly . . . walked behind the casket
That held—alas—the dearest shell on earth.

And then the heavens wept. Drops from the sky
Were mingled with the tears upon our cheeks

As we filed past the grave, to say farewell.

Great gusts of wind stirred up the fallen leaves

That by the graveside lay.

Then, one by one, we knelt

And one by one we touched with our sad brows—
‘O sweet, sweet privilege |--the coffin-lid . . .

Through rain and sunshine, regal, firm she stood,
That queenly figure, radiant and calm.

She, unlike lesser mortals, did not weep;

Nay, she upheld us and comforted us.

She, widowed, orphaned, with her Dayspring gone—
Yet stood erect. She knew that all was well.

And as we gazed upon her countenance

To us she did convey it: All is well !

David Solomon, aged 13.



SOME THOUGHTS ON THE GUARDIAN’S DEATH

Our beloved Guardian is dead. I cannot believe it.
1, who have only been a Baha’{ for nine months, and
have never set eyes on him, I did not realise how much
I had come to love him, nor how much the name
Shoghi Effendi was wedded to the name Guardian in
my mind. Perhaps this is particularly so because of
his having been the first Guardian. What love, what
devotion, what utter self-sacrifice is the example of his
life! He has created the Guardianship: how difficult
for others to follow in his footsteps !

And yet we must go on—we who are left behind to
carry on the work for which he burnt himself out. He
would not wish us to mourn. Now is our time of test-
ing. He has given his life in death, and we must do the
same—death of all that is bad in us. We must rise with
renewed ardour, devotion, and self-sacrifice to attain
the goals he has promised us.

O God! That this should take place in London!
What blessedness is this? What act of God is this?
Truly, He doeth whatsoever He willeth |—and while
we are stunned and heartbroken, yet how great is our
privilege that our beloved Guardian should be laid to
rest in London! Is it not strange that he who received
his call to take on the Guardianship while sojourning
in our country should be called to relinquish it here
also?—and at two most critical stages in the develop-
ment of the Faith. May the sgirit released by his death
and interment in London provide the stimulus we so
much need. This is 1957—the year in which ‘the signs
of the rise, the glory, the exaltation, the spread of the
Word of God throughout the East and the West shall
appear’; the beginning of the period at whose culmina-
tion ‘the Teachings of God” will be ‘firmly established
upon the earth and the Divine Light shall flood the
world from the East even unto the West’.

O Shoghi Effendi! How long did you know before-
hand that your end was approaching? And with what
loving care for your beloved throughout the world did
you keep this to yourself! What urgency, what care,
what forethought, what protective measures have
characterised your letters in recent months! How plain
that you anticipated something. How little did we
think it would be this!

O Ruhiyyih Khdnum! What loneliness must be
yours! While yet et surrounded by the loving thoughts
and prayers of your friends all over the world, what
loneliness, what utter aloneness, must be yours! You,
who must always have been alone, what emptiness
must be yours now | And yet, in the midst of this bitter
grief, what courage, what inspiration you have given
us. Never shall T forget your face—how my heart went
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out to you!—but it was you who gave us comfort.
Your words are what he would wish us to do, and if
you can say them can we not apply them and render
complete submissiveness to whatever is best for the
Cause of God?

And what shall I say of Saturday? Has London ever
witnessed such a funeral? Surely the most highly-
respected leader, the bestloved king of all time,
mourned by all his countrymen, cannot have united so
many hearts in such love and grief. What other inter-
national gathering could have been so utterly devoid
of barriers or caused so much amazement? Passers-
by stopped and stared. They did not merely look—
they stared. Their wonderment was plain: Who can
this be? Such a long procession, so many nationalities
represented, and all mingling together without segre-
gation, and yet we know not who it is they mourn.
He is obviously important—why do we not know who
it is? O wondering bystanders! You will not find it in
your newspapers. The time is not ripe.

And as we went along I had a curious sense of de-
tachment from my surroundings. This, the Cause of
God, was real. The roads, the people, the shops, the
traffic, all the noisy restlessness of the city, was the
dream, the illusion. O heedless Londoners! Little did
you know what blessedness was passing through your
streets | Little did you know, and little did you care:
how much more important to you was the Lord
Mayor’s Show! Some day you will awake, and then
you will know how great was your neglect.

O Coffin-bearers! You who witnessed all, were not
your hearts moved to tears and wonderment by what
you saw? Have you ever assisted at a funeral like this
one? What were your feelings as our Beloved received
the last expressions of grief and devotion from nigh on
four hundred people from both East and West? You
who are used to tears, were not even you moved, to
see men weep like this? Did you notice how, after a
warm and sunny morning, at the very moment when
the first believer collapsed in tears at the head of his
coffin, the heavens also wept? Did you notice how
cold it went suddenly?—and did you notice how, at
the moment of the coffin being lowered into the grave
the heavens wept again? And did you not marvel at
what was sprinkled over the grave?—not dismal earth,
but perfume. O heavenly fragrance ! Small wonder that
you have found your way so often into the writings of
Bah4'w'll4h. May the fragrance of our lives be wafted
through the world as you, O attar-of-rose, were borne
upon the winds of heaven from that blessed spot!

Madeline Hellaby



Hands of the Cause and other mourners at the head

of the procession following the coffin

to the grave.

HOLYWELL PRESS, ALFRED STREET, OXFORD



	UK Journal 134 special001
	UK Journal 134 special002
	UK Journal 134 special003
	UK Journal 134 special004
	UK Journal 134 special005
	UK Journal 134 special006
	UK Journal 134 special007
	UK Journal 134 special008
	UK Journal 134 special009
	UK Journal 134 special010
	UK Journal 134 special011
	UK Journal 134 special012



