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Indeed Thou hast caused these momentous
happenings to come to pass that those who are
endued with perception may readily recognize
that they were ordained by Thee to
demonstrate the loftiness of Thy divine Unity
and to affirm the exaltation of Thy sanctity.

(The Báb)



From Mecca the Báb proceeded to Medina. It was
the first day of the month of Muharram, in the year
1261 A.H., when He found Himself on the way to
that holy city. As He approached it, He called to
mind the stirring events that had immortalised the
name of Him who had lived and died within its
walls. Those scenes which bore eloquent testimony
to the creative power of that immortal Genius
seemed to be re-enacted, with undiminished
splendour, before His eyes. He prayed as He drew
nigh unto that holy sepulchre which enshrined the
mortal remains of the Prophet of God. ... There
came to Him…the vision of those holy men, those
pioneers and martyrs of the Faith, who had fallen
gloriously on the field of battle, and who, with their
life-blood, had sealed the triumph of the Cause of
God. Their sacred dust seemed as if reanimated by
the gentle tread of His feet. Their shades seemed to
have been stirred by the reviving breath of His
presence. They looked to Him as if they had arisen
at His approach, were hastening towards Him, and
were voicing their welcome. They seemed to be
addressing to Him this fervent plea: ‘Repair not
unto Thy native land, we beseech Thee, O Thou
Beloved of our hearts! Abide Thou in our midst, for



here, far from the tumult of Thine enemies who are
lying in wait for Thee, Thou shalt be safe and
secure. We are fearful for Thee. We dread the
plottings and machinations of Thy foes. We tremble
at the thought that their deeds might bring eternal
damnation to their souls.” “Fear not,” the Báb’s
indomitable Spirit replied: “I am come into this
world to bear witness to the glory of sacrifice. You
are aware of the intensity of My longing; you realise
the degree of My renunciation. Nay, beseech the
Lord your God to hasten the hour of My martyrdom
and to accept My sacrifice. Rejoice, for both I and
Quddús will be slain on the altar of our devotion to
the King of Glory. The blood which we are destined
to shed in His path will water and revive the garden
of our immortal felicity. The drops of this
consecrated blood will be the seed out of which will
arise the mighty Tree of God, the Tree that will
gather beneath its all-embracing shadow the peoples
and kindreds of the earth. Grieve not, therefore, if I
depart from this land, for I am hastening to fulfil My
destiny.”

(Nabíl, The Dawnbreakers, Ch. VII)



The waves of dire tribulation that violently battered
at the Faith, and eventually engulfed, in rapid
succession, the ablest, the dearest and most trusted
disciples of the Báb, plunged Him…into unutterable
sorrow. For no less than six months the Prisoner of
Chihriq…was unable to either write or dictate.
Crushed with grief by the evil tidings that came so
fast upon Him, of the endless trials that beset His
ablest lieutenants, by the agonies suffered by the
besieged and the shameless betrayal of the
survivors, by the woeful afflictions endured by the
captives and the abominable butchery of men,
women and children, as well as the foul indignities
heaped on their corpses, He, for nine days…refused
to meet any of His friends, and was reluctant to
touch the meat and drink that was offered Him.
Tears rained continually from His eyes, and profuse
expressions of anguish poured forth from His
wounded heart, as He languished, for no less than
five months, solitary and disconsolate, in His prison.

The pillars of His infant Faith had, for the most part,
been hurled down at the first onset of the hurricane
that had been loosed upon it.… No less than half of
His chosen disciples, the Letters of the Living, had
already preceded Him in the field of martyrdom.…



A fast ebbing life, so crowded with the accumulated
anxieties, disappointments, treacheries and sorrows
of a tragic ministry, now moved swiftly towards its
climax. The most turbulent period of the Heroic Age
of the new Dispensation was rapidly attaining its
culmination. The cup of bitter woes which the
Herald of that Dispensation had tasted was now full
to overflowing. Indeed, He Himself had already
foreshadowed His own approaching death. …

[T]he Grand Vizir of Násiri'd-Dín Sháh…was
feverishly revolving in his mind that fateful decision
which was not only destined to leave its indelible
imprint on the fortunes of his country, but was to be
fraught with such incalculable consequences for the
destinies of the whole of mankind. The repressive
measures taken against the followers of the Báb, he
was by now fully convinced, had but served to
inflame their zeal, steel their resolution and confirm
their loyalty to their persecuted Faith. The Báb's
isolation and captivity had produced the opposite
effect to that which the Amir-Nizam had confidently
anticipated. ... A more drastic and still more
exemplary punishment, he felt, must now be
administered to what he regarded as an abomination
of heresy which was polluting the civil and



ecclesiastical institutions of the realm. Nothing
short, he believed, of the extinction of the life of
Him Who was the fountain-head of so odious a
doctrine and the driving force behind so dynamic a
movement could stem the tide that had wrought
such havoc throughout the land. …

[H]e…dispatched his order to…the governor of
Adhirbayjan, instructing him to execute the Báb.
Fearing lest the infliction of such condign
punishment in the capital of the realm would set in
motion forces he might be powerless to control, he
ordered that his Captive be taken to Tabriz, and
there be done to death. Confronted with a flat
refusal by the indignant [governor] to perform what
he regarded as a flagitious crime, the Amir-Nizam
commissioned his own brother, Mirza Hasan Khan,
to execute his orders. The usual formalities designed
to secure the necessary authorization from the
leading mujtahids of Tabriz were hastily and easily
completed. …

Immediately before and soon after this humiliating
treatment meted out to the Báb two highly
significant incidents occurred, incidents that cast an
illuminating light on the mysterious circumstances



surrounding the opening phase of His martyrdom.
The farrash-bashi had abruptly interrupted the last
conversation which the Báb was confidentially
having in one of the rooms of the barracks with His
amanuensis Siyyid Husayn, and was drawing the
latter aside, and severely rebuking him, when he
was thus addressed by his Prisoner: “Not until I
have said to him all those things that I wish to say
can any earthly power silence Me. Though all the
world be armed against Me, yet shall it be powerless
to deter Me from fulfilling, to the last word, My
intention.” To the Christian Sam Khan -- the colonel
of the Armenian regiment ordered to carry out the
execution -- who, seized with fear lest his act should
provoke the wrath of God, had begged to be
released from the duty imposed upon him, the Báb
gave the following assurance: “Follow your
instructions, and if your intention be sincere, the
Almighty is surely able to relieve you of your
perplexity.”

Sam Khan accordingly set out to discharge his duty.
A spike was driven into a pillar which separated two
rooms of the barracks facing the square. Two ropes
were fastened to it from which the Báb and one of
his disciples, the youthful and devout Mirza



Muhammad-'Ali-i-Zunuzi … who had previously
flung himself at the feet of his Master and implored
that under no circumstances he be sent away from
Him, were separately suspended. The firing squad
ranged itself in three files, each of two hundred and
fifty men. Each file in turn opened fire until the
whole detachment had discharged its bullets. So
dense was the smoke from the seven hundred and
fifty rifles that the sky was darkened. As soon as the
smoke had cleared away the astounded multitude of
about ten thousand souls, who had crowded onto the
roof of the barracks, as well as the tops of the
adjoining houses, beheld a scene which their eyes
could scarcely believe.

The Báb had vanished from their sight! Only his
companion remained, alive and unscathed, standing
beside the wall on which they had been suspended.
The ropes by which they had been hung alone were
severed. “The [Bab] has gone from our sight!” cried
out the bewildered spectators. A frenzied search
immediately ensued. He was found, unhurt and
unruffled, in the very room He had occupied the
night before, engaged in completing His interrupted
conversation with His amanuensis. “I have finished
My conversation with Siyyid Husayn” were the



words with which the Prisoner, so providentially
preserved, greeted the appearance of the farrash-
bashi, “Now you may proceed to fulfill your
intention.” Recalling the bold assertion his Prisoner
had previously made, and shaken by so stunning a
revelation, the farrash-bashi quitted instantly the
scene, and resigned his post.

Sam Khan, likewise, remembering, with feelings of
awe and wonder, the reassuring words addressed to
him by the Báb, ordered his men to leave the
barracks immediately, and swore, as he left the
courtyard, never again, even at the cost of his life, to
repeat that act. [The] colonel of the body-guard
volunteered to replace him. On the same wall and in
the same manner the Báb and His companion were
again suspended, while the new regiment formed in
line and opened fire upon them. This time, however,
their breasts were riddled with bullets, and their
bodies completely dissected, with the exception of
their faces which were but little marred. “O
wayward generation!” were the last words of the
Báb to the gazing multitude, as the regiment
prepared to fire its volley, “Had you believed in Me
every one of you would have followed the example
of this youth, who stood in rank above most of you,



and would have willingly sacrificed himself in My
path. The day will come when you will have
recognized Me; that day I shall have ceased to be
with you.” …

Thus ended a life which posterity will recognize as
standing at the confluence of two universal
prophetic cycles. … The apotheosis in which such a
life attained its consummation marks…the
culmination of the most heroic phase of the Heroic
Age of the Bahá’í Dispensation. It can, moreover,
be regarded in no other light except as the most
dramatic, the most tragic event transpiring within
the entire range of the first Bahá’í century. Indeed it
can be rightly acclaimed as unparalleled in the
annals of the lives of all the Founders of the world’s
existing religious systems. …

The Báb…had delivered His Message and
discharged His mission. He…had simultaneously
through His Revelation banished the shades of night
that had descended upon His country, and
proclaimed the impending rise of that Incomparable
Orb Whose radiance was to envelop the whole of
mankind… [T]he seed, endowed by the Hand of
Omnipotence with such vast potentialities, though



rudely trampled under foot and seemingly perished
from the face of the earth, had, through this very
process, been vouchsafed the opportunity to
germinate and remanifest itself, in the shape of a
still more compelling Revelation…

(Shoghi Effendi, God Passes By)



My Heart’s Desire
an arrangement of prayers from the Báb

(performed by Morgan Ranstrom)

(Chorus) 
Oh God, my God
my Beloved, 
My Heart’s Desire 

(Verses)
Immeasurably exalted art Thou, O Lord! 
Protect us 
From what lieth in front of us and
Behind us
Above our heads, on our right, 
On our left, below our feet 
And every other side to which we are exposed. 

(Bridge)
Verily, Thy protection over all things is 
unfailing.





Poignantly call to mind the circumstances attending
the last act consummating the tragic ministry of the
Master-Hero of the most sublime drama in the
religious annals of mankind, signalizing the most
dramatic event of the most turbulent period of the
Heroic Age of the Bahá’í Dispensation, destined to
be recognized by posterity as the most precious,
momentous sacrifice in the world’s spiritual history.
Recall the peerless tributes paid to His memory by
the Founder of the Faith, acclaiming Him Monarch
of God’s Messengers, the Primal Point round Whom
the realities of all the Prophets circle in adoration.
Profoundly stirred by the memory of the agonies He
suffered, the glad-tidings He announced, the
warnings He uttered, the forces He set in motion,
the adversaries He converted, the disciples He
raised up, the conflagrations He precipitated, the
legacy He left of faith and courage, the love He
inspired. Acknowledge with bowed head, joyous,
thankful heart the successive, marvelous evidence of
His triumphant power in the course of the hundred
years elapsed since the last crowning act of His
meteoric ministry.

(Shoghi Effendi on the Centenary of the Martyrdom of the Bab)



The Tablet of Visitation

The praise which hath dawned from Thy most
august Self, and the glory which hath shone forth
from Thy most effulgent Beauty, rest upon Thee, O
Thou Who art the Manifestation of Grandeur, and
the King of Eternity, and the Lord of all who are in
heaven and on earth! I testify that through Thee the
sovereignty of God and His dominion, and the
majesty of God and His grandeur, were revealed,
and the Day-Stars of ancient splendour have shed
their radiance in the heaven of Thine irrevocable
decree, and the Beauty of the Unseen hath shone
forth above the horizon of creation. I testify,
moreover, that with but a movement of Thy Pen
Thine injunction “Be Thou” hath been enforced, and
God’s hidden Secret hath been divulged, and all
created things have been called into being, and all
the Revelations have been sent down.

I bear witness, moreover, that through Thy beauty
the beauty of the Adored One hath been unveiled,
and through Thy face the face of the Desired One
hath shone forth, and that through a word from Thee
Thou hast decided between all created things,
causing them who are devoted to Thee to ascend



unto the summit of glory, and the infidels to fall into
the lowest abyss.

I bear witness that he who hath known Thee hath
known God, and he who hath attained unto Thy
presence hath attained unto the presence of God.
Great, therefore, is the blessedness of him who hath
believed in Thee, and in Thy signs, and hath
humbled himself before Thy sovereignty, and hath
been honoured with meeting Thee, and hath attained
the good-pleasure of Thy will, and circled around
Thee, and stood before Thy throne. Woe betide him
that hath transgressed against Thee, and hath denied
Thee, and repudiated Thy signs, and gainsaid Thy
sovereignty, and risen up against Thee, and waxed
proud before Thy face, and hath disputed Thy
testimonies, and fled from Thy rule and Thy
dominion, and been numbered with the infidels
whose names have been inscribed by the fingers of
Thy behest upon Thy holy Tablets.

Waft, then, unto me, O my God and my Beloved,
from the right hand of Thy mercy and Thy loving-
kindness, the holy breaths of Thy favours, that they
may draw me away from myself and from the world
unto the courts of Thy nearness and Thy presence.



Potent art Thou to do what pleaseth Thee. Thou,
truly, hast been supreme over all things.

The remembrance of God and His praise, and the
glory of God and His splendour, rest upon Thee, O
Thou Who art His Beauty! I bear witness that the
eye of creation hath never gazed upon one wronged
like Thee. Thou wast immersed all the days of Thy
life beneath an ocean of tribulations. At one time
Thou wast in chains and fetters; at another Thou
wast threatened by the sword of Thine enemies. Yet,
despite all this, Thou didst enjoin upon all men to
observe what had been prescribed unto Thee by
Him Who is the All-Knowing, the All-Wise.

May my spirit be a sacrifice to the wrongs Thou
didst suffer, and my soul be a ransom for the
adversities Thou didst sustain. I beseech God, by
Thee and by them whose faces have been illumined
with the splendours of the light of Thy countenance,
and who, for love of Thee, have observed all
whereunto they were bidden, to remove the veils
that have come in between Thee and Thy creatures,
and to supply me with the good of this world and
the world to come. Thou art, in truth, the Almighty,



the Most Exalted, the All-Glorious, the Ever-
Forgiving, the Most Compassionate.

Bless Thou, O Lord my God, the Divine Lote-Tree
and its leaves, and its boughs, and its branches, and
its stems, and its offshoots, as long as Thy most
excellent titles will endure and Thy most august
attributes will last. Protect it, then, from the
mischief of the aggressor and the hosts of tyranny.
Thou art, in truth, the Almighty, the Most Powerful.
Bless Thou, also, O Lord my God, Thy servants and
Thy handmaidens who have attained unto Thee.
Thou, truly, art the All-Bountiful, Whose grace is
infinite. No God is there save Thee, the Ever-
Forgiving, the Most Generous.

Bahá’u’lláh
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