CHILDREN’S CORNER

Hello Children,  

So the Summer holidays have come at last! I hope you have a great holiday and find lots of things to do.  When I was at school, I was a great believer in holidays – I still am!  

Today, we are going to get back to the time when Baha’u’llah was on His journey from Baghdad to Constantinople.  Do you remember the story of the missing mules?  How Bahá'u'lláh would not allow the caravan (that is everyone travelling together with all the animals) to proceed until the mules were restored to their rightful owner?  When justice was done, all those who had been involved in getting the mules back, came to see Bahá'u'lláh and to tell Him their part in the story, and each received a gift from His own hand.  There was great rejoicing, and the owner of the mules was over the moon!  

With justice done, the caravan set out once more on the long road to Constantinople.  The road led through the city of Mardin, and the populace made it a very special occasion. The government cavalry led the procession with drums beating and flags flying. Then came the caravan escorted by the Mutasarrif  (like the Mayor) and all the notables of the town.  

Although this great journey was very tiring, it must have been a time of peace and happiness for Baha’u’llah and His family.  They were out in the fresh air, passing through beautiful countryside, with friends all around them.  The amazing events in the Garden of Ridvan were still but a few weeks earlier, and everyone was filled with happiness. When the caravan encamped for a couple of days for a rest, Bahá'u'lláh instructed those around Him to cultivate the land and to sow seeds.

As the caravan trekked north through Iraq and into Turkey, it passed through mountainous regions, where the paths were very dangerous. 

At one point the path was very narrow with a great drop on one side.

Bahá'u'lláh was in a howdah (something like a tent mounted on the back of the mule) and a man was guiding the mule with a rein. Suddenly the man, whose name was Haji Mahmud, missed his footing and lost his hold on the rein. This caused the mule to stumble, and he started to slide down towards the precipice, with Baha’u’llah on his back!  As if by a miracle, the mule regained his balance and managed to stop just in time. The mule saved Bahá'u'lláh’s life, but I think on that occasion, Bahá'u'lláh saved the mule’s life, don’t you?

Have a good holiday!                                                   ………….Michael                                                                 
