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Night of the Passing of 'Abdu'l-Baha
Louise Bosch
1921-11-28
... Abdu'l Baha again asked him if they should cable to Shoghi Effendi or a letter would do, and Abdu'l Baha replied, "A letter will do."
And one more sign. Not long before his passing Abdu'l Baha said to a believer - a tall, strong man - (presumably Ramat'u'llah, the gardener who helps Abbas Gholi with the care of the tomb of the Bab) - "I am so weary, can't you who are so strong carry me to a place where I could rest and find no concealment?"
It was Friday, as mentioned, when we at the Pilgrim House saw Abdu'l Baha for the last time in life, and on Sunday morning, November 27th, he sent for us to come to him. But unfortunately we were on the way to church. My husband, myself and Mrs. Krug, had prepared to go to church because Abdu'l Baha on the previous Sunday had requested Miss Hauff [1] to attend church every Sunday. So we thought we thought we all should attend while there. Word was subsequently returned to Abdu'l Baha that we had gone to church.
Abdu'l Baha did not again send for us. However, soon after the noonday meal a new message came from him to the Pilgrim House , saying that Abdu'l Baha wished all of us to go to the Tomb of the Bab to attend a feast that would
be given there. We had previously heard that a Parsi Bahá'í brother from India - who was like ourselves a pilgrim to the holy presence - would give the feast. It was the feast of the Commemoration of the Appointment of Abdu'l Baha as the Center of the Covenant of God.
We arrived at the Tomb of the Bab shortly after three o'clock and found a goodly number of people already assembled there. The four sons-in-law of Abdu'l Baha were present sitting together in a row. They mad a picture not easily forgotten. My husband told me afterward that he realized that he only saw Abdu'l Baha in them as he saw four men sitting together as though one in body as well as in soul. The feast was arranged and took place in the open center roomof the edifice. Who would have thought that this room would become but the holy sepulcher of him in whose commemoration the feast was given.
About one hundred and twenty five believers were present t the feast. It was a beautiful feast though a solemn one; there was no joyousness among the believers. They were sad because the Master was not with them. He had not come. He had excused himself for not coming.
Tablets were chanted and speeches were made, but evident gloom pervaded all hearts, so much so that I came to the conclusion that Abdu'l Baha could never have been absent from any feasts before when at Haifa at all.
Thus the feast went on, so we western believers not failing to receive much consideration and kind attention at the hands of our oriental brothers and sisters. Persian tea was served, also fruit, candy and cake. Twigs of bougainvillers looked festive upon the large table amidist artistically grouped oranges and tangerines.
When the feast was over and we came down from the mountainit was already somewhat dark, for it was November and the sun had set early. I was approaching the residence of Abdu'l Baha and found myself standing alone in front of the garden gate. I felt a great longing to enter, hoping to see Abdu'l Baha. Nevertheless I hesitated.
My thoughts turned to Lua. Would she have been afraid to go in? I thought of the words of Christ, "Perfect love casteth out fear." Was it the lack of perfect love that kept me from entering? In this consciousness I continued my way to the Pilgrim House.
It was not until long after that day that I came upon the words of Abdu'l Baha that had reference to that hour. "Love is the source of all divine bestowals, and unless love takes possession of the heart no other divine bounties can be revealed in it," were the words.
At eight o'clock that evening Mrs. Krug came to the Pilgrim House for supper and spoke to us of Abdu'l Baha. Her words made me believe that she had seen him after the feast. [2] But in reality Mrs. Krug had not seen him, but had heard his dear words when he was told that the believers were unhappy at the feast because he was not there. Mrs. Krug told us that he had replied that he was there in spirit, and that the friends should not attach importance to the absence of the body. "The friends must not attach importance to the absence of the body," he had said.
At a quarter past eight the evening meal was brought in. We immediately asked the bringer for news of Abdu'l Baha's condition and he told us that Abdu'l Baha had just retired to his room for the night. After supper we remained sitting at the table engaged in conversation until about ten o'clock when we, too, retired.
As I learned afterward, Abdu'l Baha had retired at about eight o'clock, having partaken only a small amount of food for his repast. In his room, he divested himself of one or two of his outer garments and then lay down on the divan. He seemed to rest there quietly until about ten o'clock when he called his daughter Rouha Khanum who was in the room with him. He said he wished to go to bed.
He sent word by her to the household that all should go to bed. Accordingly, they all did so.
We at the Pilgrim House did the same at about that hour. Abdu'l Baha, after having gone to bed, again slept apparently until nearly eleven o'clock. Then he roused and his daughter Rouha Khanum came to his bed. She saw that Abdu'l Baha had perspired much. She poured some water for him which he drank. She then went to his dresser to obtain a fresh night garment for him. But, alas, she found none! Her father, as usual, had given everything away.
At the time this was related to me I thought of a beautiful cotton night shirt that my husband and myself had brought along with us from a believer in germany who sent it by us to Abdu'l Baha as a present. It was a fine gentleman's garment, all handmade by the sender, of the best pre-war cotton goods and embroidered with Abdu'l Baha's monogram. It seemed superfluous to ask what had become of it - no doubt it had gone by the way all such things would go when given to Abdu'l Baha, "the father of the poor."
Rouha Khanum then ran over to her own house and returned to her father's bedside with the needed garment secured from her husband's drawer. Afterward she gave Abdu'l Baha some water to drink and presently he fell asleep again.
We, too, slept at the Pilgrim House.
Then I suddenly awakened by a peculiar knock at the side door of the Pilgrim House. And what a knock it was! Such a knock I had never heard in the stillness of the night! It was a knock that spoke louder than cannons. It was a knock with no reserve to it. It was a knock off desperation. It was a knock that would fain rouse the whole world!
It seemed to me that though Fugeta was all too slow to light his candle to go to the door. For no electric lights were at that time at the houses there. When I finally heard him open the door, some words in Arabic were spoken and the messenger went away again. I went out into the hall to learn from Fugeta the happening, but he answered only by saying, "Go to bed, go to bed."
I returned to my room and said to my husband, "Do get up at once and dress." I went to Johanna's door to tell her the same. She was up, standing in the middle of her room in the dark. She said, "Yes, something terrible must have happened for I heard them over in the garden calling for Dr. Krug." I returned to my room, and rushed into my clothes when Fugeta came to the door, saying, "Come quickly to the Maser's house, the Master is very low!"
I was out on the street in no time. I had not even thought of waiting for my husband or for Johanna. On the street, I realized that I was trembling intensely and could hardly walk. But I reached the Master's house and entered the front doorand followed a dim light. I soon stood at the door of Abdu'l Baha's bedroom and saw in the room Doctor Krug and Doctor Rifaat Bay, a visiting believers of Beirut, standing close by each other, and one of the holy ladies sitting on the edge of the divan, and Rouha Khanum kneeling on the floor at the side of the bed of her father. I entered the room and dropped on my knees beside her. Abdu'l Baha was in bed, the mosquito netting drawn back at one side. His eyes were closed as though he was sleeping. He did not look pale or changed, only his head was in a strangely uncomfortable looking position. Several other believers entered. No one wept noticeably at that time, but the expression of consternation was upon all faces. Rouha Khanum on her knees - her face turned to that of her father - uttered in anguished tones - and as though in explication to her own self - the details of the dire happening, as though to make it real to herself - for she was not yet convinces that her father's life had flown. I could not believe it either and I asked her if our Lord was dead. To this she asked me in turn the same question. I replied, "No, I believe he is only unconscious," and begged her to prevail on the doctors to give Abdu'l Baha an hypodermic injection. Doctor Krug replied that this would have no effect, that the life was quite extinct - that the heart had ceased to beat. After a few minutes I asked Rouha Khanum if I could adjust Abdu'l Baha's head to a better position and she said I could. For this I got up from my knees, and while I was gently turning him at the head of the bed, Rouha Khanum requested some one to slip an extra pillow away from Abdu'l Baha's head that had been put there during a vain effort to retain his life. I felt the warmth and misture of Abdu'l Baha's head while I held it in my hands, and I realized that mine had been a great privilege.
When I looked up again I saw many more people had come into the room, my husband and Johanna among them. They all wept, some kneeled, some exchanged whispered words. To all it seemed impossible to realize that our Lord was no more. Still others came in. When this continued , the feeling overwhelmed me that we believers - the holy family excepted - were standing in a place and in a room to which no known privilege had given us entrance. I felt that this time we had "rushed in where angels fear to tread" and the shock of Anbdu'l-Baha's quick death had removed the ordinary barriers and restrictions. Had Abdul'-Baha passed away expectedly, as did the Blessed Perfection, Bahá'u'lláh, it probably would have been different. All the believers must have felt the same - that we were standing on holy ground - that we were encompassed by the burning bush - and that we should retreat.
A sheet was laid over the bed, covering Abdu'l Baha's face and form, and wailing him from our sight. The mosquito netting was let down. With this veiling And shutting out of Abdu'l Baha from our sight the believers began to realize their bereavement, and all gave way to unrestrained lamentation.
After some time of bitter weeping, the believers one by one rose from their knees and began to leave the room, but not before they had, each one, kissed and touched with lips and forehead the place where our Lord's blessed feet were resting.
When most of the believers were gone out of the room, the Holy Mother closed the doors and locked them.
Notes
1. See "from a letter of Miss Johanna Hauff to her parents" in the Star of the West, Vo. XII, and in "Sonne der Wahrheits" Vol. XI.
2. Certify letter to Mrs. Ella Goodall Cooper, in Star of the West, Vol. XIII
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