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Before getting started, let’s review a few notes...

*Old Testament Scripture is normally taken from the NEW AMERICAN STANDARD BIBLE® (NASB), copyright © 1960, 1962, 1963, 1968, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1975, 1977, 1995 by The Lockman Foundation. Used by permission.

*New Testament Scripture is normally taken from the English Majority Text Version (EMTV). Translated by Paul Esposito. Copyright © 2011.

*British spelling is often used, except for the quoted material, which normally employs U.S. spelling.

*Divine pronouns are normally not capitalized...

*     *     *


Not only will the present-day Spiritual Assemblies be styled differently in future, but they will be enabled also to add to their present functions those powers, duties, and prerogatives necessitated by the recognition of the Faith of Bahaullah, not merely as one of the recognized religious systems of the world, but as the State Religion of an independent and Sovereign Power. — Shoghi Effendi 
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I. Someone’s Neighbour 
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A. East and West 

1. Latifa Ali

And having lifted up his eyes, he saw his child approaching from afar. He ran to meet the youth, the one having squandered his inheritance and who was now seeking salvation from starvation. The father excitedly pulled his child back to his house and hollered to his servants, ‘Bring out the sticks and stones, some salt and a noose! That scummy prodigal has come crawling back!’ 

That is the story of the Prodigal Son from Luke 15; well...according to certain Middle Eastern traditions, at least.  

Moving on, let’s look at a similar, contemporary case...


He stormed through the house, carrying a thick piece of electrical cable, 2.5 centimetres in diameter and 1 meter long. I retreated back into the bedroom and fell down on the bed and then he was on me. He raised his arm and brought the cable down hard and fast across my thigh. The burning hot pain was so intense I could not even find a voice to scream. Then the cable came down again, and again, across my legs and my arms that I had thrown up around my head for protection. In a momentary glance I saw the venom on his face, the utter hatred (Ali; from chapter 14).


Wow...okay. That sounds horrible. And who was this despicable criminal, boiling in hatred and malice? It was the father of the victim. 

Well, what on earth did she do? As far as the father knew, she had left her home and neighbourhood without anyone’s permission for a few hours.  

And the daughter...she was in her twenties. 

I’ve never tried to harp on too much about violence in Islamic communities. There’s so much stuff out there like that already and another problem I personally witness is the hatred of foreigners and people of colour.  

But, there is indeed an ‘honour killing’ elephant in the room, and it sports some mighty tusks. 

I decided to read the book Betrayed by Latifa Ali without having a clue as to its contents. I thought there was a decent chance that I’d become nauseated by feminist overkill. That wasn’t the case at all. Basically, a false and transgressive ‘honour’ was cloaking a man’s own personal angst. The father who was half a feather away from slaughtering his loving daughter had his own contrary, internal issues.  

Latifa had grown up in Australia, but she was later taken to the Kurdish community in northern Iraq. The father originally had to flee the region because of the hostility of Saddam Hussein. He took his family to Australia and his marriage slowly crumbled.  

The mother would get caught up in the world of spy-craft. Concurrently, she seemed to enjoy the thrill of forming relationships with men other than her husband. Eventually she would divorce him and take the lion’s share of their money. She ran off with her wee spy friends and the father retreated to Kurdistan, heartbroken and defeated. There he fully ignited a hyper-fundamental Islamic fervour. 

Latifa was taken to her father’s locale under the guise of visiting a sick relative. In reality, her mother was taking her to Kurdistan in order to become a prisoner to the father’s family. She personally disapproved of her daughter’s Western ways, which included having a black friend. Having dumped Latifa off, she confiscated the young lady’s passport and flew away.  

Focusing back on the father, he was certainly left heartbroken by the failure of his marriage. It would have been easy for him to brood over the faults of his wife and the probable red flags he overlooked for too long. Then, having seen some of the same quirks or characteristics in his daughter—he felt as if he had an opportunity to lash out and force an ultimatum. It was change or die. 

That’s the thing, though. All these murderers who kill their daughters didn’t grow up in a bio-dome. They have their own complaints and bad memories with regards to the women that they’ve known. It’s extra-sickening that many of these killers are merely taking out their own petty frustrations on their own flesh and blood.  

Unfortunately, the Kurds and the Muslims aren’t the only groups responsible for honour killings. Like reports spill out of the Indian subcontinent and from various other locales. And it’s always supposed to be about ‘honour.’ But what does that even mean? What is honourable about someone’s life being violently snuffed out at the hands of other people who are sinners themselves? The whole concept of ‘family honour’ or ‘saving face’ is barbaric, being just a pious smokescreen for selfish pride and gossipy self-aggrandisement.  

More broadly, I know from a different angle that there’s a very gloomy side to conservatism. It’s cheap, easy, and thrilling to get into an ‘us’ versus ‘them’ paradigm. It’s base carnality that leads many self-professed moralists to delight to hear of all the muck and misery that is reported to cling to the entirety of the ‘enemy’ camp.  

Why else do you think that conservative punditry began to dominate the airwaves in the United States a few decades ago? Well, those talking heads certainly weren’t spending their time discussing how they themselves could make ‘America’ great again. 

Of course not. That would require actual effort that went beyond caricatures and chortling about Emmanuel Goldsteins. 

Let’s talk more now about Western controversies... 

2. David Kelly 

I’ve mentioned Dr. Kelly briefly in the past. As time marched on, there was a big question or two about his life and death that lingered in the back of my mind. 

Backing up, he was a UN weapons inspector who got caught up in all the controversy regarding Saddam Hussein and his arsenal of weapons...


It was a case of the political becoming personal, only so overwhelmingly, that it crushed a man... 

...Dr David Kelly began a walk from his Oxfordshire home that ended the next morning with the discovery of his body, slumped in a wood. 

The Kelly family lost a loved one and a chain of events was set off that damaged trust in the Blair government and decapitated the leadership of the BBC. 

Kelly was the distinguished government scientist who hunted down weapons of mass destruction of the kind used by the Blair government to justify the 2003 war with Iraq. The problem was the Saddam Hussein regime did not have them. 

A BBC Today programme report claimed the government had embellished or “sexed up” the intelligence it presented to the public in 2003 to justify the war. 

A furore erupted between the government, led by chief spin doctor Alastair Campbell, and the BBC, which refused to back down, having failed to spot the flaws in its reporting. 

Kelly was outed as the BBC’s source, felt publicly humiliated and was reprimanded by his bosses... 

...Kelly’s death led not to an inquest, but a public inquiry by Lord Hutton, which brought a rare glimpse into the secret worlds of Whitehall, British intelligence, the low arts of high politics, and the workings of the BBC (Dodd).


Naturally, the hot topic has always been about the manner of his death. There have been plenty of people who expressed scepticism with the suicide conclusion. All sorts of bad actors have been suggested as murderers, from those within various governments to Iraqi ex-pats with an axe to grind. Meanwhile, his wife has always accepted the suicide explanation, which is a rather rare occurrence in true crime. (Oftentimes those closest to a suicide victim have the hardest time accepting the facts.)  

So what’s the most probable scenario? How did this guy end up dead, alone and under a faraway tree? 

This subject will be taken up again in the third section. Before we get back to Latifa and David, I want to take this opportunity to explore a new religious group that is often misunderstood. 

B. From Moses to Mizra

1. Egypt and Sinai 

The noble attitude that springs from having endured suffering is to use those emotions and experiences to empathise and comfort. That’s a much better idea than using your daughter as a punching-bag, anyway.  

The Bible is filled with many laudable examples. One of the earliest empaths [borrowing a New Age-ish term] encountered in the Tanakh is Moses. In fact, his whole colossal, earth-shattering ministry was largely derived from his concern for other’s gloom and despair. 

Moses grew up in the ruling class. Even though he was surrounded by many of Egypt’s finer things, he obviously wouldn’t have ‘fit right in.’ Even while living comfortably, he could have stewed via his own complaints. He was cut off from the love of his mother and the warm security of his family. Plus, I doubt that life under a pharaoh’s shadow was calming and tranquil. 

The pharaoh of course had wanted all Jewish male babes destroyed; and this attempt at genocide was followed by a paltry reprieve, consisting of brutal slavery. The whispers about the background of Moses probably provided a fairly steady buzz at the king’s court. 

Nevertheless, as time went on he set his heart on the oppression of the Jews. Although we aren’t given any details in the original narrative, the New Testament makes it clear that he saw himself as some type of heroic, appointed deliverer...


Now when he had turned forty years old, it came into his heart to look upon his brothers, the sons of Israel. And seeing someone being wronged, he retaliated, and avenged him who was being oppressed, and struck the Egyptian. For he supposed that his brothers understood that God was giving to them deliverance by his hand, but they did not understand.—Acts 7:23-25


His self-important bubble burst—and he ran like the dickens. And so he found himself a foreigner again, out in a lowly desert community, with many, many moons at his disposal to lament his broken dreams.  

Another forty years would pass before God’s response appeared on the periphery...


And forty years having been fulfilled, an Angel of the Lord appeared to him in a flame of fire in a bush, in the wilderness of Mount Sinai.—Acts 7:30


I heard a pastor say that Moses spent the first forty years of his life thinking he was a somebody. Then he spent the next forty years thinking he was a nobody. Then he spent the last forty years showing what God could do with a nobody.  

Thus, back he went to Egypt; for not only did Moses empathise with the Jews, but so would God...


And it cometh to pass during these many days, that the king of Egypt dieth, and the sons of Israel sigh because of the service, and cry, and their cry goeth up unto God, because of the service; and God heareth their groaning, and God remembereth His covenant with Abraham, with Isaac, and with Jacob; and God seeth the sons of Israel, and God knoweth.—Exodus 2:23-25 [Young’s Literal Translation]


(In some ways, the ‘seeth’ and ‘knoweth’ are minor Messianic prophecies.) 

We’ll touch on Moses again a bit later. For now, let me introduce you to another man from the Middle East who really thought he was a somebody. 

2. Tehran, Baghdad, and Haifa 

Most people in the English-speaking world probably first heard of the Bahai [all such spelling throughout will be simplified/inaccurate] faith via a celebrity. I think Madonna had a Bahai phase at some point. It’s at least a fair guess. Anyway, it has the reputation of being very accepting and smiley. Of course none of that is intrinsically true, as we’ll soon see.  

For now I just want to briefly introduce you to the father of this faith. He could easily be considered one of the most vainglorious people who has ever lived. It’s wild. 

His real name
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