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This Radiant Century

Preset chairs for ensemble USC.  (In the original production, there were 8 actors in the ensemble.) Stage lights fade to black. Sound of clock (tick-tock). Streaked lighting effect and fog machine.

Characters enter in costume from different points and move in slow motion across the stage as the tick-tock sound fades and is replaced by a garble of voices that report brief snatches of the news of the century, beginning with the present and going progressively farther back in time.  The combination of the lighting effects, the characters’ slow motion movements and the voiceovers conveys the impression that the figures on the stage are travelers in time.

As the voiceover reaches the beginning of the century’s news, the characters, one by one, make their way to their designated spots on the stage and assume positions evocative of various vignettes (e.g. Persian Man mimes holding carpet; Resident mimes holding paintbrush; Pioneer mimes holding shell in outstretched hand, etc.).  They freeze in these positions.  When the last character assumes his/her pose, the voiceover suddenly ceases.  

Pause, then blackout.  In darkness, characters move USC and sit on chairs, except for Newscaster who moves DSR and sits at small desk with Morse code machine.

Sound of Morse code. Newscaster is silhouetted DSR, tapping on Morse code machine as he reads the following news story. 

First News Segment (c. 1900)

Scandal surrounds the Belgian king, Leopold II, long respected as a promoter of scientific research in Africa and patron of efforts to civilize natives on that continent. 

King Leopold has been personally entrusted with the government of the Congo Free State. His stated aim has been philanthropic.  However, recent reports indicate that the king has amassed vast personal wealth by exploiting the Congo’s land, rubber, and ivory. At the same time he has subjugated the local population through acts of extreme brutality, including mutilation. 

Governments and heads of state throughout Europe have expressed shock at the king’s actions. It appears, however, that they were aware of the situation and failed to act until the recent disclosure of facts in the popular press.

The territory has now been removed from the king’s control.  

It is estimated that under King Leopold’s rule, more than 1 million Congolese have starved, or have been killed or worked to death. 

Blackout.

Sound of a few bars of Persian music to help the transition to the first vignette.

Old Persian Man, c. 1900

Light up CS on elderly Persian man, a poor villager, who is standing beside a low, rustic wooden bench on which a rolled up prayer carpet is lying.  He is looking at the bench as if someone is sitting on it and he’s addressing him or her:

“No!  You must stop this at once!  This is not proper behavior for a girl!  I forbid it! What man would ever marry you if he knew you wanted to read or write?”  

(To audience) Akhtar was a good daughter. She obeyed me.  But I will never forget the look in her eyes.  Of course I felt bad, but I was only thinking of her future. She went back to her carpet weaving, and I heard no more about this reading and writing business.

It was not long after that a Bahá'í teacher honored me by taking tea at our house.  As we were sitting together, a slight gust of wind blew through the window and a piece of paper floated down from a shelf above our heads and landed right in the teacher’s lap. I was so embarrassed!  Before I could take the paper from him, he remarked, “This handwriting is not bad.  Whose is it?” I confessed that it was my daughter Akhtar’s attempt to teach herself to write, but I had put a stop to it.

“Why did you do that?” he asked.  “Bahá'u'lláh has said that in this new day girls as well as boys should receive education!”

I was shocked! “How can that be?” I asked.

He looked at me and said, “Ahmad, tell me: How can we as a people expect to progress if half of us are prisoners of the household?”  Patiently, he explained the Bahá'í teachings on this matter. 

When he finished, I vowed to the Blessed Beauty that if Akhtar wanted to become educated, then she should have the chance. When I told her, how her eyes shone!

We are poor, but I provided what I could, and Akhtar made good progress, even though it was hard for her to study after working all day in the carpet factory.

Some time later, the Bahá'í teacher told me that the friends in the city had opened a school for girls, and he thought Akhtar should attend.  At first I did not agree, but then he said that she could be trained to be the teacher of the children in our village.  Bahá'u'lláh, he said, had written that to be a teacher was a station of great honor.  Would I prevent my daughter from attaining such an honor?  Would I stand in the way of the progress of our entire village?  

On the day that Akhtar left to study in the city, she came up to me with a big bundle under her arm. (He picks up the carpet on the bench and holds it tenderly.)  “Aqa jan,” she said shyly, handing it to me, “I made this for you.”  I opened it (he unfolds it) -- it was a beautiful prayer rug.  And there, into the border all the way around, she had woven the Teachings of Bahá'u'lláh:  “oneness of God”, “oneness of religions”, “oneness of humankind” …  (He traces the letters with tender emotion.) 
Soon Akhtar will return to teach in the school we are building.  It is a humble beginning, but we can see that it is a way forward.

‘Abdu’l-Bahá Himself has written a Tablet to our village, praising our efforts – and He mentioned my Akhtar by name! He has told us that now we must learn to love and serve not only the people of our village but the whole world.  He says that we must not rest because we are building the foundation of new civilization.  Someday, He says, people around the whole world will love each other just as the Bahá'ís in this village love each other.  Who can imagine that? 

Lights fade to black.  More Persian music, which fades into the sound of a typewriter as Newscaster again sits at desk DSR, where a typewriter has replaced the Morse code machine.  This time he mimes the action of typing his story as he reads it. 

Second News Segment  (1912)

The S.S. Titanic of the White Star Line, the largest ship ever built, has struck an iceberg and sunk during her maiden voyage from Southampton to New York. 

Dubbed “the ship that even God couldn’t sink,” the Titanic was the last word in luxury and scientific achievement.  Tragically, however, it has come to light that this floating palace was equipped with enough lifeboats for only half the number of people on board.

Survivors report that people fell in masses into the frigid water as the ship slid quietly into the sea. It is estimated that some 1500 men, women and children perished.  

Lights fade to black.

Sound of ragtime music (e.g. The Maple Leaf Rag) and dining sounds.

Admiral Peary, Mr. Hemmick and Lua Getsinger (1912)

As the light comes up, Admiral Robert Peary is standing in a solitary pose DSL, smoking a cigar or pipe and staring offstage.  He is approached from the opposite direction by a second man, Hemmick, a Washington VIP, who obviously knows him.  Both men are dressed in formal attire of the sort that men would wear to receptions in Washington in 1912. (Peary, a retired rear admiral from the navy, may even be in a navy uniform.) Peary, the discoverer of the North Pole, is a bit ‘blown up’ by his achievement.  He is a man of great ambition and determination. Hemmick is a conventional figure from the social milieu of the period.  This encounter takes place on April 28, 1912, on a terrace outside the Persian Embassy in Washington, DC, where a reception is being held in honour of ‘Abdu’l-Bahá. 

Hemmick: (approaching Peary from SR)  Peary, is that you?  

Admiral Robert Peary: (turning, cigar in hand) Ah, yes, hello, Hemmick.  

Hemmick: (with slight bow, shaking Peary’s hand in greeting) Charmed, I’m sure. Let me congratulate you on your triumph over that rascal Dr. Cook.  You must feel quite vindicated now that you’ve been recognized as the real discoverer of the North Pole, hey?

Peary: (a bit puffed up with pride) Why, thank you, thank you, Hemmick.  Yes, it’s good to have the controversy put to rest, although the whole affair has embittered the sweetness of my success.

Hemmick: (nods sympathetically and glances offstage in the direction from which he has entered) So you’ve come to meet the great man from the East, too, have you?  The Apostle of Peace!  (his gaze comes back to Peary) I was just presented, and it was the most singular experience! He took me firmly by the hand and, looking into my eyes, he said that just as there is unity among the states of the United States, there can be unity among all the nations of the world.  What an extraordinary notion! One marvels at how he came up with such an idea living in a prison in the outreaches of the Ottoman Empire.  And one also wonders why on earth he has come to this country at his advanced age.

Admiral Peary and Hemmick freeze.  

Lights crossfade – down on men, up to reveal Lua Getsinger USR.

Lua is standing on a small set of steps so that she is positioned higher than the men. She is attired in the kind of blue costume that ‘Abdu’l-Bahá directed her to wear during her travels, and is radiant, enraptured, as she recounts the moment when ‘Abdu’l-Bahá appointed her as the herald of the Covenant.  

Lua: (pointing, very dramatic tone) And then ‘Abdu’l-Bahá pointed to me and said, “I appoint you, Lua, to be the herald of the Covenant!” 

The words hit me like a thunderclap.

“Me, my Lord?” (with a gasp of incredulity, placing her hand on her breast) The room seemed to be rocking like a ship in a tempest – I was blinded by the light flashing from His eyes.  Was there fire all around?  Everything seemed ablaze.

His voice rang through the roaring in my ears and, as if from a great distance, I heard Him say, “I am the Covenant, appointed by Bahá'u'lláh!  Now you must go out and proclaim to everyone, ‘This is the Covenant of God in your midst!’”

(tone of wonder) And then the veils burned away and I saw – truly saw – the Master in His servitude and His glory!

“Recreate me!” I begged him, “Oh, Master, recreate me so that I may do this work for Thee!”

Lua freezes.  

Lights crossfade – down on Lua and up on Peary and Hemmick, who continue their conversation.

Hemmick: (glancing back towards the reception room again and saying to Peary) Quite the press of people at the reception, hey?

Peary: Yes, of all sorts, by the look of it.

Hemmick: Word has it that he – quite quaint that his devotees call him ‘the Master’, isn’t it? – that he is very liberal in his approach. They tell me he spoke to the Negro students at Howard University this morning, and I understand there was a bit of a sensation with a coloured fellow here at the luncheon just prior to the reception.

Peary:  Yes, yes, an astonishing incident.  Total disregard for protocol! Apparently the gentleman had been conversing with a Negro named Gregory, one of his followers in the city, and when he saw that he hadn’t been invited to the luncheon he just swept aside all the place cards and rearranged them to his own satisfaction – placing Gregory just to his right, in the seat of honour!

Hemmick: Egad, quite awkward that for everyone present, I suppose.

Peary:  Well, that was the oddest thing about it.  He just carried on as if it was the most natural thing in the world, as if a coloured person would sit at such a table any day of the week – and made everyone else present feel that way, too.  Extraordinary!

Hemmick: I suppose that in your explorations you’ve eaten with your coloured man, Henson, on occasion?

Peary: Yes, of course – but the circumstances were entirely different!  We were en route to the Pole and conditions were primitive, to say the least.  Quite a contrast to here.  Henson is a good fellow – I couldn’t have made it to the Pole without him, I freely admit – but naturally, our social situations are worlds apart now that we’re back in civilization again.

Hemmick: Speaking of the Pole, was ‘Abdu’l-Bahá aware of your great discovery?

Peary:  (a bit nonplussed) Well, yes, he was.  In fact, I was impressed with how au courant he seemed to be about subjects on which I would not have expected an Oriental to be informed at all.

Hemmick: So he congratulated you, then?

Peary: (hesitating slightly) Yes, yes.  He was extremely charming.  He seemed to be aware of my many attempts to reach the North Pole, and he praised the diligence of my efforts.  Although you can never tell with the Orientals.  (contemplatively, remembering the conversation) He discoursed most sweetly on how the world had been concerned for a very long time about the North Pole – where it was, what exactly was there … (beginning to ‘squirm’ a bit mentally as he relates this last part of the conversation) and that now that I had found it and had seen that nothing is actually there, I’ve rendered a great service by relieving the public mind of this great burden. (By the end of the sentence, he is completely nonplussed – evidently wondering how impressed ‘Abdu’l-Bahá really was with his great achievement.  He halts for a second and then regains some of his self-confidence and characteristic bluster, coming back to the present and Hemmick.)  And as he released my hand and moved on to greet another guest, he said the strangest thing of all.  He said he hoped I would now embark on an exploration that would lead me to discover the mysteries of the kingdom of God. (looks perplexed)  Whatever do you make of that, Hemmick?

Peary and Hemmick freeze.

Light on men fades; light up on Lua.

Lua: When ‘Abdu’l-Bahá came to America, none of us really knew how to regard Him.  It wasn’t until that day when He announced himself as the Centre of the Covenant that we had a glimmer of understanding about His true station.

“He is the Branch extended from the Ancient Root of the Tree of Life.  He is the Center of the Covenant of God, and he who turns to Him has turned to Me….”

I looked around the room, at friends and strangers alike, and I thought, we have all been recreated just by the fact that we are here, listening to this.  How can our lives ever be the same again?

Lights fade to black.  In the darkness, we hear the sound of a radio being tuned. Lights come up DSL to reveal the Newscaster in silhouette, standing at an old-fashioned radio microphone stand.

Third News Segment (c. 1923)
In Europe, the value of the German mark has plummeted to more than 4 trillion to the dollar.  The stability of Germany’s Weimar Republic is threatened. The life savings of ordinary citizens have been wiped out.  

Authorities blame the soaring inflation rate on the provisions of the Treaty of Versailles. The Treaty fixed Germany’s liability for the Great War in Europe at 132 billion gold marks.  

In this climate, the extreme right-wing views of the National Socialist German Workers' party have gained popular acceptance. The Nazis’ recent attempt to take over the government has been put down and their leader, Adolf Hitler, has been jailed for treason, the Republic is becoming increasingly fragile.

Lights fade to black.  We hear European music from that period – perhaps something by Kurt Weil or Horst Wessel (the quintessential Nazi music).

Martha Root and Queen Marie of Romania (c. 1938)

Music fades as light comes up on Martha Root, who enters USR and walks towards CS, carrying a suitcase.

Martha: When I approached the American Minister in Bucharest about an audience to present the Bahá'í Message to Queen Marie of Romania, he was skeptical.  “Miss Root,” he said, “it is utterly impossible.  The Queen is not seeing anyone.”  But I wasn’t convinced. So I prayed about it and then sent a copy of Bahá'u'lláh and the New Era to her with a brief note.  The next day a letter of invitation came from the Palace.

Light up slowly on Queen Marie, who is seated at a small, elegant writing desk on a platform SL. Martha steps towards her in attitude of reverie. 

How beautiful she was!  From her eyes flashed the light of a great spirit, and after she had greeted me, her first words were …

Queen Marie:  I believe these Teachings are the solution for the world’s problems today!  

Martha:  (directly to the audience, as if confiding) Oh, I loved her from that first moment.  Our conversation was heavenly.  And she began to write about the Faith right away.  Her articles were printed in more than 200 newspapers in the United States and Canada!

Queen Marie (writing): The other day, a woman brought me a Book.  I spell it with a capital letter because it is a glorious Book of love and goodness, strength and beauty.  It was the word of ‘Abdu’l-Bahá, prophet of love and kindness, and of his father the great teacher of international good-will and understanding – of a religion which links all creeds. It is a wondrous Message!

Martha: The appearance of the article by the Queen was a wonderful surprise!  I immediately wrote to thank her, and she was so gracious.  She replied… 

Queen Marie: The beautiful truth of Bahá’u’lláh is with me always.  What I wrote for the syndicates was because my heart overflowed with gratitude for the Revelation you brought me.  I am happy if you think it helped.

Martha: Helped?!  To have a member of royalty write such things about the Faith! It opened so many doors!  And how it touched the heart of the Guardian! Through the years, she wrote many more affirmations of her love for the Cause. 

Queen Marie: (still writing) The Bahá'í Teaching brings peace and understanding. More than ever today when the world is facing such a crisis of bewilderment and unrest, must we stand firm in Faith, seeking that which binds together instead of tearing asunder. To those searching for light, the Bahá'í Teachings offer a star which will lead them to deeper understanding, to assurance, peace and good will with all men.

Martha: Queen Marie received me eight times over the next twelve years – the first monarch to accept the teachings of Bahá'u'lláh.  People ask me how I dared to approach her -- or the other leaders I’ve met in my travels around the world.

It’s difficult to explain.  But when I first saw the Tablets of the Divine Plan in 1919, I felt somehow that ‘Abdu’l-Bahá was speaking directly to me, to my heart.  They weren’t just words – they were directions for life.  And so my travels began.  

With each step I have taken, it has been as ‘Abdu’l-Bahá said when He told me to go around the world and “roar out the call of the Divine Kingdom”.  He promised, “All ears are alert for the summons to the Most Great Peace…  Thou shalt witness great results and extraordinary confirmations.”  And after the Master, the beloved Guardian, too…. “Persevere,” he said, “and never lose heart.”  And so I never have.

Light fades to black on Queen Marie at her desk and on Martha as she exits USR.

Blackout.

Sound of a 1950s era TV news theme.  Camera is rolled on DSL and Newscaster delivers news story as if reporting on camera from a news anchor desk. 

Fourth News Segment (1957)
Under the auspices of the United Nations, the world’s first international peacekeeping force is on its way to Egypt to quell the recent crisis at the Suez Canal, which, it is feared, could lead to a third world war. 

With the agreement of all parties involved, the United Nations Emergency Force will attempt to stabilize the danger zone with words rather than weapons. Force members are relying on the moral authority of the United Nations and the support of the international community for the success of their mission.

The Suez Canal crisis is the latest test of the spirit of “internationalism” that has gripped the globe since the end of World War II.  The United Nations and its affiliates have been successful in fields such as health and the relief of refugees and children, but keeping the peace is proving to be a more formidable task, particularly in the current political climate of the Cold War.  

Blackout. We hear music with a Pacific islands flavor.

Ten Year Crusade Pioneer (1963)

Lights up on ensemble chairs USC. Pioneer stands with his back to the audience, waving to figures on chairs, who wave back.  He turns to the audience and moves towards DSC as he is calling…

Pioneer: “See you in 1963! See you at the World Congress in London!” That’s what my friends and I shouted to each other as I stepped onto the plane – a Ten Year Crusade pioneer!

The idea of being a ‘Knight’ in a ‘Crusade’ had a certain romantic appeal to it, but I confess that my heart sank a little when the island that would be my post finally came into view. 

It looked very small, and the ocean looked very, very big.

Figuring that I should start things out right, the first words I said, in a loud voice, as my feet touched the ground, were “Ya Bahá’u’l-Abhá!” I.  Then I looked around, and it hit me: I was the only Bahá'í for thousands of miles.  I took a deep breath, said a Remover of Difficulties, and carried on.

In fact, I said a LOT of Removers of Difficulties.  I thought it would be easy to tell people about the Faith.  I was sure that they’d be curious about the stranger who had suddenly appeared in their midst.  And indeed, they were – or perhaps “suspicious” would be a better word.  

Lights  up DSCL to reveal Resident on ladder, with paint can and paintbrush, miming the act of painting.

Resident: I was painting the big old Catholic church on the main street when I noticed a stranger standing at the foot of my ladder.  

Pioneer:  Can I give you a hand up there?

Resident:  Well, I could use some help, but I can’t pay you!
Pioneer:  That’s OK, I’ll work for nothing!
Resident:  (aside to the audience) Strange fellow! They say he jumped off the plane shouting some strange foreign words when he first arrived. (back to the Pioneer)  You must be some kind of missionary – are you a Catholic?
Pioneer: (to Resident) No, I’m a Bahá'í! 
Resident: (looking at the pioneer for a thoughtful moment) Well, then, are you a Catholic Bahá'í or a Protestant Bahá'í?

Pioneer: That was how it was on the island:  you were either one thing or another, which made teaching the Faith very difficult.  At times I was ready to pack it all in.  How I longed to bring the Message to just one person!  One day, in a particularly dark mood, I wrote a letter of anguish to the Guardian.    

Several months later, a letter came postmarked “Haifa”.  The Guardian’s secretary had written, “Continue on, steadfast, feeling assured of the blessings of Bahá'u'lláh, and that ultimately many souls will enter the Cause of God.” And then, a postscript in the Guardian’s own handwriting: “Loving prayers surrounding you,” signed, “Your true brother, Shoghi”.  I stared at it for a long moment and then hung my head and wept.  Never again did I think about giving up. 

Resident:  After he told me about not being a Catholic and not being a Protestant, I was curious to find out what else there might be.  I asked him many questions, until one day I realized that I believed all of these Teachings and I wanted to be a Bahá'í too!  My family and friends were upset, but how could I deny what I knew was true?  

Pioneer:  What a great day that was! We sat together and composed a letter to the Guardian, telling him that this first declaration was a direct answer to his prayers.

Resident: I waited impatiently for a reply, but none arrived. 

Pioneer: Instead, in mid-November a letter came, saying that the Guardian had passed away in London.  A huge wave of grief washed over me.  I felt as though I’d been cast adrift.  What was the Cause without Shoghi Effendi?  But gradually, I realized that he had given us everything we needed to go on. 

Resident: As the years passed, my friend and I continued to study the Faith together.

Pioneer:  Yes, and to tell others about it, too.  A few more people became Bahá'ís, and some visitors came, but most of the time we felt quite alone. 

Resident:  What was this ‘Bahá'í world’ that I had heard so much about? I wanted to see it for myself, and so I decided to go with my friend to the big celebration in London in 1963. (sighs deeply) Ah, how can I describe the World Congress?  It was… (as he struggles to find expression, the pioneer takes over) 

Pioneer: … it was as though God arranged to bring heaven and earth just a little closer together for those few short days.  

Resident: When we got off the ‘underground’ and were walking towards Albert Hall, I could see people in all sorts of different dress, all colors, shapes and sizes, all ages, speaking all sorts of languages, laughing and hugging each other.

Pioneer: It was a shock, after all those years on the island!  I just stood there, staring, tears streaming down my face. This was the world community that had been envisioned by Bahá'u'lláh! And here I was, seeing it with my own eyes!  

Resident: And then, when the Universal House of Justice was presented!  When they came onto the stage, we all stood … (halts briefly and shakes head, overcome by emotion at the memory) 

Pioneer: (quietly) And I visited the Guardian’s grave.  (puts hand in pocket and draws out shell as he says) I took a shell that I had picked up from the beach near my cottage -- a piece of my pioneer post -- and placed it gently among the stones on the path as I said a prayer of thanks.

Resident:  I had heard some of the pioneers talking about leaving their posts now that the Crusade was over.  The thought of saying goodbye to my Bahá'í brother made me very sad. With a heavy heart …

Pioneer:  … He asked me if I was planning to return to my home, or to go back to the island with him.  I had been thinking about what to do, but it wasn’t until that moment that I knew the answer.  I patted the shirt pocket over my heart, where I still carried Shoghi Effendi’s letter.  I thought of the Universal House of Justice standing on the stage, about to take up its great task.   And I knew with certainty that “home” was my post, and I was going back there (turns and looks at his friend) with my dear friend (they embrace and walk USC together, arm in arm)

The sound of the Pacific island music comes up again briefly and then fades into 1970s era news theme as lights fade to black.

Newscaster stands before TV camera DSL (obviously a more modern, colour model than the one in the last newscast), and his clothes are also more modern. 

Fifth News Segment  (1977)

Condemnations of apartheid and calls for sanctions against the South African government are mounting throughout the world, with the announcement of the death of that country’s anti-apartheid activist, Stephen Biko, while in police custody. 

The last major stronghold of a racist-apartheid form of government, South Africa has been excluded from the United Nations General Assembly since 1974. It is also barred from other UN organs and conferences, from the British Commonwealth, and from most specialized agencies and inter-governmental organizations. 

The South African case has shown both the limits and the possibilities of using international forums to address human rights violations in a country where the rights of the majority of its population are virtually non-existent.

Blackout. In the darkness, we hear the sound of a prison door closing. 

Persecution of the Bahá'ís in Iran, after the Islamic Revolution (early 1980’s)

The four characters in this vignette are lined up across the stage, from L to R, as follows: the Islamic Judge; the Bahá’í Woman (Wife); the BIC Representative; the Prisoner (Husband).

The characters do not speak to each other but to the audience.  The Islamic Judge sometimes interrupts the BIC Representative, and he speaks very rapidly and forcefully, conveying the impression of fanaticism.  The BIC Representative is calmer and more factual in his presentation.  The Husband’s and Wife’s speeches are more tender and intimate in tone.  The combination of these different voices should provide variety in terms of tone and pacing and convey different levels of understanding regarding the persecution of the Bahá'ís in Iran: the unrelenting fanaticism of the clergy; the use of international forums such as the UN to defend the Bahá'ís; and the effects of the persecution on individuals.  The lighting changes need to be very swift in this scene in order for it to work effectively.

Spot up on BIC Representative.

BIC Representative: (standing, with papers in his hands, as if he is presenting the case of the Bahá'ís in Iran to a UN meeting) The Bahá'í International Community deeply regrets that, again this year, it must draw the attention of the United Nations Commission on Human Rights to the continuing violation of the human rights of the Bahá'ís in Iran.  

Blackout.

Spot up on Islamic Judge.

Islamic Judge: (breaking in at end of BIC rep’s speech, loudly) The people of Iran have risen according to the exhortations of the Qur’an. They have determined, with the Will of God, to establish God’s rule on earth.  They cannot tolerate the misguided Bahá'ís, who are instruments of Satan. 

Blackout.

Spot up on BIC Representative.

BIC Representative: (continuing, calmly) Since the start of the Islamic Revolution, Iran’s 300,000 Bahá'ís have been the objects of an official campaign of persecution  that has been described by independent observers as “religious genocide.” 

Blackout.

Spot on Islamic Judge.

Islamic Judge: (very loudly) I admonish the Bahá'ís to take shelter under the shadow of Islam. While it is not too late, recant Baha’ism; the day will soon come when the Islamic nation will, God willing, fulfill the prayer of Noah, who said, ‘Lord, leave not one single family of infidels on the Earth!”  

Blackout.

Spot up on Bahá’í Woman.

Bahá'í Woman: (writing letter) My dearest Hooshang, I hope that you are well and that the guards have given you the package of food and medicine I left at the prison last week. The children send their kisses.  They are fine, but it is difficult for them not to be able to go to school.  Of course, we all miss you very much, but we hope that your spirit is strong.  You are in our hearts and our prayers. (finishes the letter and folds it) 

Blackout.

Spot up on BIC Representative.

BIC Representative: In the course of this campaign, the Bahá'ís in Iran have been deprived of their most fundamental human rights.  They have been imprisoned, tortured and executed because of their religious beliefs.  

Blackout.

Spot up on Islamic Judge.

Islamic Judge: (interrupting) Bahá'ís are not arrested solely for Baha’ism.  Only those who are active members of the administration, who are in contact with the House of Justice, and who are clearly infidels who fight against God, are arrested.  These are crimes for which they will be tried and punished.

Blackout.

Spot on BIC Representative.

BIC Representative: The Bahá'í community in Iran has no protection against the government’s campaign, because the courts have ruled that Bahá'ís are “unprotected infidels.”  As a result, Bahá'ís do not even enjoy the most fundamental of human rights – the right to life.  

Blackout.

Spot on Bahá’í Prisoner.

Bahá'í Prisoner: (writing) My dear wife, it is 5 minutes to midnight.  The revolutionary court has told us to prepare for execution.  I want you to know that in these last moments I feel a great tranquility of conscience, confidence of heart, and firmness of belief. The two bracelets that I have made for the children are in my short-sleeved shirt in the prison, (picks up shirt behind bench) and there is a ring for you in the pocket of the jacket I am wearing.  

Blackout.

Spot on BIC Representative.

BIC representative:  We know that the case of the Bahá'ís in Iran is only one among many, and that countless individuals and communities throughout the world suffer equally serious violations of their human rights.  For that reason, Bahá'í communities everywhere are working to break down barriers of prejudice and to champion human rights and peace.

Blackout.

Spot on Bahá’í Prisoner.

Bahá'í Prisoner: (continuing his letter) Dearest Mahshid, please know that during all our years of marriage, I have wished for no other companion than you. Kiss the children for me. I pray that you will continue to serve our beloved Faith and will be content with the will of God.  I thank Bahá'u'lláh that He has granted me this final overwhelming blessing.  My dearest wife…

Light fades up on Bahá'í Woman, who is holding the shirt in her hands.

Bahá'í Prisoner: …are you well pleased with me?

Slow fade to black on Bahá'í Prisoner and Bahá'í Woman.

Sound of 1980s era news theme.

Lights up on Newscaster, seated behind TV anchor newsdesk DSR, reading the next story. 

Sixth News Segment (c. 1987)

After six years of investigation, the World Commission on the Environment and Development – the Brundtland Commission – has published its final report, Our Common Future.  If the world pays attention, we may just have to rearrange our thinking about our approach to development work around the planet.

The Commission was tasked to look at critical environmental and development issues and propose the means for the global community to address them. Through conversations with people from all walks of life about living conditions, resources, population pressures, international trade, education, and health, the Commission concluded that in most people’s view there is no division between environmental, social and economic issues. 

The Commission’s concept of “sustainable development” has given rise to a major shift in the accepted approach, which focuses on the provision of financial and material aid, often given at the convenience of donor nations. The Brundtland Commission has recognized that all people deserve the chance to be participants in shaping their own future.

Blackout.

Sound of African drumming. Abrupt beat to end.

Lights silhouette the ensemble USC.  Refugee character is seated in center.  Other actors are standing or sitting around him. Ensemble members turn to Refugee and shout various insults, in the midst of which the word “Refugee” can be heard. Refugee rises suddenly and walks forward, head down. 

Blackout on ensemble. 

Refugee walks towards CS  into pool of light. 

Liberian Refugee (c. mid-1990’s)

Refugee!  It is not an easy word.  Everybody thinks: poor, dirty, lazy, always taking, never giving; they don’t belong anywhere.  That’s how I used to think, too.  Never did I imagine that I would be a refugee.  

When the war began, some friends and I were on the bus from Monrovia, going home to our villages near the border of Liberia and the Ivory Coast, and as we got closer, the situation became very bad. The bus driver refused to go any further, so we had to walk. People were yelling at us to turn around because rebels were killing everyone they could find from our tribe.

We went into the bush (begins creeping from CS to DSCR position) and were creeping along as quietly as we could…
A follow spot catches him like a deer in a headlight.

… when suddenly soldiers with guns and machetes surrounded us. 

The ensemble is backlit, and different members shout out the lines of the soldiers. 

Soldier 1:  Who are you?  Where do you come from?

Soldier 2:  Why are you here?  You are spies!

Refugee:  My heart was in my mouth and I prayed to Bahá'u'lláh for help.  “No, no, we are not spies – we are Bahá'ís!” 

Soldier 3:  (ridiculing) This one is a poet!  ‘Not spies, Bahá'ís – not spies …

ALL SOLDIERS:  … Bahá'ís!  (they laugh in mockery)
Refugee:  One soldier, he was no older than my little brother.  But his eyes were empty.  No pity, no feeling.  I looked down the barrel of his gun, and I was sure I was dead.  Then an older one, who seemed to be the leader, stared at us closely.

Soldier 4: Bahá'ís?  Like Radio Bahá'í?  

Refugee:  Yes, yes, Radio Bahá'í! He looked at us for a long moment, and then he motioned to the others to lower their guns.  

Soldier 4:  Radio Bahá'í is good.  Everybody knows that Radio Bahá'í tells the truth.  You can go.

Refugee:  We ran as fast as we could. 

Blackout on ensemble. Follow spot on Refugee goes to black, and Refugee runs into another pool of light DSC.

The fighting had not yet reached my village, but because danger was not far away, the Bahá'í community decided that we should all go together across the border to the Ivory Coast until the situation changed. 

There were no Bahá'ís in the area where we settled, and the local villagers did not want us there at first.  We told their chief that we were Bahá'ís and that we were here not only to help ourselves but also to serve all the people in the area.  He just looked at us like we were crazy.  Who ever heard of refugees helping anyone?

Our Local Spiritual Assembly directed our work. Our goal was to become self-sufficient, so we started a few little agricultural projects.  We farmed the land around the village with 9 hoes, 9 shovels, and 3 watering cans! The women began a chicken farm.  The men and the youth dug fishponds.  We started schools for the children, and during their recess they tended the gardens. It was hard work, but everyone helped.

One day the village chief came to us and said, “Ants are very small, but they are so united in their work that they can build anthills that are as strong and tall as a man.  You Bahá'ís are like ants, the way you work together!  I believe that this Bahá'í Faith is a good thing for my village.”  Soon after that, he became a Bahá'í, and so did many of his people. 

Later, the Bahá'ís from the Ivory Coast found us and came with medicine and clothes, and with love and encouragement. And then, the most wonderful thing of all!  The Counsellor came and he said, “I have something special for you.  The Universal House of Justice has written you a letter.”  And he read it to us.  To think that the Supreme Body knew about our situation – that they cared for such a small handful of refugees!  And when they told us that they had said prayers for us in our difficulties… (overcome by emotion here)  

You know, it is strange, but when you go through agony, you become close to God.  Before the war, we had these same Teachings, but we did not use them the same way. It was only when we came through the bush with nothing that we experienced the power of the Cause to sustain us and transform us – so that even a little group of refugees can live in dignity.  

African chanting and drumming as lights fade softly to black.

Light comes up CS.

Newscaster enters DSC with cameraman carrying portable TV news camera. Newscaster carries microphone with news logo block and delivers the story “live”.

Seventh News Segment (1989)

The Wall has come tumbling down.  The Berlin Wall, that grim symbol of communist rule, is no more.  The East German government has opened its gates and allowed its citizens to pass freely to the other side, where they were greeted by thousands of cheering West Berliners.

Built in 1961 to stem the massive tide of people fleeing from the communist east, the Wall has been a potent symbol of Cold War divisions in Europe.  A formidable barrier, some 100 people perished trying to escape over it.  But on November 9th, 1989, many East Berliners celebrated their new freedom by climbing the hated wall and dancing on top of it.

It appears that the era of concrete walls and iron curtains has passed.  The challenge now is to learn how to live together.

Back to you.

Sound of balalaika music fading into traffic noise.

Lights come up in a general wash.

Young Russian Man enters USL and delivers monologue while strolling across stage towards DSR.

Young Russian Man (c. early 1990’s)

It is my habit to go out and walk in the night.  To get away from our flat, which is very small and filled with too many people – my father’s friends, drinking their endless bottles of vodka and talking their endless talk about how much better it was under the old system.  I tell you, they have short memories.  But if I remind them, then we get into another big argument and my mother becomes upset and my father starts to curse me and my sick grandmother wakes up and begins to moan and I say things I should not.  And so it is better to go out and walk in the night.

Then, at least, I can think, but sometimes that is not so good either.  What has happened to my family, to my country, I ask myself?  What is the meaning of it?  Poems and songs used to run around in my head and beg to be written down, but now…  Who can sing in such a place?

In this state I found myself staring through the window of a library during one of my walks.  The place was filled with people who were singing and laughing and talking and having a very good time, but that was not my mood at all.  I was about to move on when a lady came up to me and said “Hello!” in English.  

“American,” I thought.  “Perhaps it is an English class.” My English was not so good, so I decided to practice with her for a few minutes.

That was when I heard the unusual and mysterious word “Bahá'í” [pronounce “BAKHA’I”] for the first time.  It had a certain magic to it, but I told her bluntly that I wasn’t interested in religion. She said that was fine but perhaps I would like to come in and join them for some music and discussion and refreshments anyway.   No pressure.  No thank you, I said, and hurried off. 

I cannot explain why I found myself walking back down the same street again the next night.  Or the next… Or the next. 

They were mostly English speakers, along with a few of my gullible young countrymen.  TAKIE NAIVNY! They clearly needed to be brought back down to earth!  

“You come here with these utopian teachings,” I said, “but you have no idea what we in the Soviet Union have suffered!  You do not know what it is like to live your life in a country where everything is collapsing like a house of cards and nothing is left – no vision, no foundation, nothing to build with!  How dare you come here and talk to us about world unity and peace!”

Night after night, they let me speak what I thought, but I could see that I was not making any impression.  It was not that they were insincere or stupid.  In fact, they seemed quite intelligent, except for this belief of theirs. I could not figure them out.

One evening, when I had finished one of my objections – which, I admit, was rather long and perhaps a little loud – a young Russian guy pulled a small booklet out of his pocket.  “Sergey,” he said, “you have done a lot of talking here.  Now, would you be so kind as to let me tell you one of my favorite stories?” I couldn’t see what this had to do with the subject at hand, but I nodded. He opened the book and began to read in a soft voice, TIKHA, TIKHA: 

“There was once a lover who had sighed for long years in separation from his beloved, and wasted in the fire of remoteness.…”


He read on and on – this story of the tormented man searching so desperately for his beloved, who is chased through the streets by the Watchman – and when he had finished, he looked me in the eyes and said quietly, “Sergey, do you not think it is possible that what we in Russia have feared and what we have tried to escape just might be the Watchman in this story, who will lead us to our Beloved?  Do you not think it is possible that this is what you have found here – that this is your story, too?”

The room was silent.  How can I say what happened in that instant?  It was as if a door opened in my soul.  All I know is that the poems are returning to me.  I even hear the music inside my head again when I am walking.  And I think that the future will sing its own song.

As Young Russian Man is heading home USL he begins to hum and then sing the Russian folk setting of Arabic Hidden Word – “O Son of Spirit!  Love Me that I may love thee.  If thou lovest Me not, My love can in no wise reach thee.  Know this, O servant!”

Lights fade to black.

Spot up on Newscaster DSR, seated at desk with radio microphone and headset.

Eighth News Segment (2000)

While doomsayers’ predictions about the end of the world failed to materialize, and the Y2K bug proved less lethal than the common cold, the turn of the century did witness what may someday be regarded as three historically significant events: a “Millennium Summit” of government leaders and heads of state, a “Millennium World Peace Summit of Religious and Spiritual Leaders” and a “Millennium Forum” for non-governmental organizations.

Countries around the world showed their commitment to dialogue on peace at the Millennium Summit by the turnout of 150 heads of state and government – the largest number ever assembled.  Some 1,000 spiritual leaders represented every major world religion at their Summit. And representatives of more than 1,000 non-governmental organizations from 100 countries participated in the Millennium Forum.  The events mark the culmination of a decade of international gatherings sponsored by the United Nations on issues of global concern. 

Blackout.

We hear upbeat music with Latin American flavor.

On screen at back of stage USC above ensemble chairs we see a montage of some 20 images from the Opening of the Terraces in Haifa in May 2001, including several head-and-shoulders shots of participants.  The last one of these is of the actress, in costume, as if she was a participant, too.

A follow spot comes up on the Latin American Woman just in front of the stage, DSR.

She is carrying a photograph album from the Terraces Opening.  As soon as the spot comes up on her, she begins waving enthusiastically and calling her greetings.

Latin American Woman (contemporary – 2001)

Hola, amigos!  Hola!  Como esta?  Aren’t these pictures beautiful?  And oh, I was so lucky to be able to go to the Opening of the Terraces in Haifa!  I could tell you all about that, but right now I am going to tell you a story about a cow.  Yes, that is right: a cow!  “What?”, you are probably thinking, “Why is she wasting our time here talking about a cow?” But I assure you, this is very important! (runs up steps onto stage and strolls towards DSC throughout monologue.) 

In my pueblo, before I went to Haifa last May, we bought a cow, and I am here to tell you that it was a very spiritual process!  

Entonces.  First, the Bahá'ís called a meeting of everyone in the pueblo to consult about the health of our children, and we decided that it would be good for them to have fresh milk, so we should buy a cow.  We could not qualify to get a loan from the bank, but we knew that our Bahá'í Institute is part of a micro credit project.  So we applied, and they said yes, we could get the loan to buy the cow, but only after we had taken a couple of courses.  One was on how to manage the cow, which made sense to everybody, but the other one was a course on spiritual qualities.  A few of the men said, “This is loco! What kind of spiritual qualities do you need to buy a cow? We’re not going to take a course like that!” We had a big discussion, and for a while it looked like there was so much disagreement that we wouldn’t get the cow after all, but then old Senora Lopez stood up and said, “What is wrong with learning about spiritual qualities?  It seems to me that in our pueblo in recent years those values have gone to sleep.  Maybe the course will help to wake them up again! Love and unity between us must come first, not material things.” The room was quiet after she spoke. Everybody realized that she was right.  And after we finished the course, we all saw that we could never have worked together to buy the cow and care for her without all of us understanding things like trustworthiness and honesty.  

Well, if buying a cow is such a spiritual process, we thought, what about the education of los ninos – our children, the training of our youth – the life of our families, the development of our whole community?!  

And so the institute process has really changed the way we think about everything.  Through our study circles, we have come to see ourselves differently – as what we really are: noble beings, people who can make things happen – make change happen.  We are still crazy lovers of Bahá'u'lláh, but now we are systematically crazy!

Before, we saw ourselves as – oh, yo no se -- as takers, but we have become a community of givers.  We aren’t rich, but we did our part in building those beautiful gardens, those majestic buildings on Mount Carmel.  When I walked up the Terraces, and I put my foot ever so slowly and gently on each step, I thought, “My people have given to build this.  Maybe one step.  Or two steps – or three! We have been so blessed as to build the Pathway of the Kings! In all of history to come, no one else will be able to say that.”  

It is so mysterious and beautiful, how all of these processes are intertwined! All over the world, the leaders of the countries are learning how to talk to each other, to find some kind of unity and solve their problems. 

Oh, I know that terrible things are happening in the world, too.  I am not some kind of naïve optimist!  The beloved Guardian said it all those years ago, and the Universal House of Justice keeps reminding us, that there are two processes in motion in the world right now: one is destroying – sweeping away the old, worn-out ideas and institutions – and the other is constructing a new order.  It may be painful and difficult, but both processes are necessary – the same way that an old house has to be torn down before a new one can be built.  We are lucky, as Bahá’ís, that we have a vision of what these things mean, where the world is going.

People everywhere are searching for direction, trying to make a better life for themselves.  In our little village, we learn how spiritual processes are part of everything, even buying a cow!  Now our Bahá'í community and our Local Spiritual Assembly are stronger, and our unity is beginning to attract others.  And at the heart of Mount Carmel, that Holy Mountain, at the end of this radiant century, this century of light, we clearly saw how Bahá'í institutions can really shake the world – embrace the world – direct the world! 

I remember when I was a little girl, at Easter mass, the padre talked about the day when the New Jerusalem would come down from heaven.  I remember how I felt.  And now it’s here! The history of humankind is just beginning. Like a new Book. …What will we write on its pages?  

As she says this, she opens the album, like a book, glances down at it and then at the audience, and freezes in position.
Specials come up to reveal all characters with their specific significant props, frozen in tableau in the same positions they assumed at the beginning.  Hold for a moment, and then fade to black.

THE END

