Olya's Story about 3 men executed.
That day the guards allowed us three separate visits with Mr Vahdat. Every time we left they announced over the loudspeak​ers that visitors for Mr Vahdat could return to the visiting room. We wondered why - did they want to arrest us, or just get to know our faces? Or were they about to execute Mr Vahdat? Every time we were called, there he was, alone on the other side of the glass, waiting to talk to us again.

Mr Vahdat asked for the receiver to be passed to me once more. I looked closely into his eyes and I knew the moment of separation was near. His face was calm and radiant; it was reflecting a different world. He kissed his finger and put his hand to the glass, and I did the same.

When visiting time was finally over and we had to leave, he wouldn't take his eyes off us. As he was leaving the room he repeatedly turned his face towards us and waved his hand. Now, years later, I can still recall that scene as clearly as if it had hap​pened yesterday. Mr Vahdat was in his mid-seventies.

On 30 April, 1981, at six in the evening, he and Sattár Khushkhú and Ihsán Mihdízádih were led to the execution ground. A Muslim whose car had just broken down in the area watched the scene with curiosity. The guards spotted him and told him to make himself scarce, but he only became even more curious, and crept back to witness what was happening. He later investigated the background to the executions, and recounted to a local Bahá’í what he had seen that day. This is his story of the last moments of those three dear men.

They were only a few steps away from death when the guards tried for the last time to get them to recant their faith. They were told that if they denied being Bahá’ís they would be allowed to go back to their families at once. Their reaction was incredible. Mr Mihdízádih, who seemed perfectly composed, said: 'Now that I'm captive and you know I don't have a weapon with which to defend myself, please uncover my eyes and tell me who is the person among you chosen to give me the drink from the water of eternal life.'

One of the guards uncovered his eyes and intro​duced himself as the soldier who was about to kill him.

Mr Mihdízádih held the guard's hand and kissed it, then with indescribable excitement he looked at the sky and said: 'I praise God that I can, in the last moments of my life, be obedient and carry out what He has asked me to do - to kiss the hand of my killer.'

Mr Vahdat also asked the guards to remove his blindfold so that he could watch the bullets as they flew towards him. 'My only request', he said, 'is that you aim at any part of my body but my heart, because my heart is where the love of Bahá’u’lláh resides.' He raised his hands to his chest the moment they fired, but those murderers deliberately aimed for his heart, killing him, Mihdízádih and Khushkhú: three men of truth.

Eight days before her father's execution, Mahvash Vahdat had been arrested and taken to Sepah Prison, and the family home was confiscated.

An hour before Mr Vahdat was executed they transferred Mahvash to Adelabad, where both her parents were held, and at the same time allowed Oudsíyyih to see her husband. The couple had been separated during their entire imprisonment. The guards lied to Qudsíyyih, saying that they were to take her husband to Tehran, but Mr Vahdat knew very well what they had planned for him.

Mahvash was released three days after her father's execu​tion. This is what she told me:

I saw my father in the prison hallway one hour before his execution. I could barely contain my emotions. 'You are not my daughter if you tremble in front of the guards. You must be firm in your love for Bahá’u’lláh,' he said.

'Be certain, Father, that I am your child and my path is the same as yours,' I reassured him.

The guards who were waiting to take him to the execution site knew him from the army, and as soon as they recognized him they gave him the army salute. In that moment I felt as if my father was the commander and they were his soldiers, as if he were passing them in review as he proceeded to his death.

This is a picture of their funeral.
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