
… I was standing alone at one of the windows looking out upon 

the street, when I was startled by seeing a large group of boys 
come rushing up the steps. There seemed twenty or thirty of them.

And they were not what one would call representatives of the
cultured class.In fact, they were a noisy and not too well-dressed lot 
of urchins, but spruce and clean as if for an event. They came up the
steps with a stamping of feet and loud talk, and I heard them being
ushered in and up the stairs.

I turned to Mrs. Kinney, who was standing near. "What is the meaning
of all this?" I asked. "Oh, this is really the most surprising thing," she
exclaimed, "I asked them to come today, but I hardly expected that
they would."

It seemed that a few days before ‘Abdu’l-Bahá had gone to the
Bowery Mission to speak to several hundred of New York's wretched
poor. As usual, with Hun went a large group of the Persian and
American friends, and it made a unique spectacle as this party of
Orientals in flowing robes and strange head-gear made its way
through the East Side. Not unnaturally, a number of boys gathered in
their train and soon they became a little too vocal in their expression.

As I remember, even some venturesome ones called names and
threw sticks. As my Hostess told the story, she said: "I could not bear to
hear ‘Abdu’l-Bahá so treated and dropped behind the others for a
moment to speak to them. In a few words, I told them Who He was;
that He was a very Holy Man who had spent many years in exile and
prison because of His love for Truth and for men, and that now He was
on His way to speak to the poor men at the Bowery Mission."‘
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"Can't we go too?" one who seemed to be the leader asked. I 
think that would be impossible, she told them, but if you come 

to my home next Sunday, and she gave them the address, I will
arrange for you to see Him. So here they were. We followed them 

up the stairs and into ‘Abdu’l-Bahá's own room. I was just in time 

to see the last half dozen of the group entering the room.

‘Abdu’l-Bahá was standing at the door and He greeted each boy as
he came in; sometimes with a handclasp, sometimes with an arm
around a shoulder, but always with such smiles and laughter it
almost seemed that He was a boy with them. Certainly there was no
suggestion of stiffness on their part, or awkwardness in their
unaccustomed surroundings. Among the last to enter the room was
a colored lad of about thirteen years. He was quite dark and, being
the only boy of his race among them, he evidently feared that he
might not be welcome. When ‘Abdu’l-Bahá saw him His face lighted
up with a heavenly smile. He raised His hand with a gesture of
princely welcome and exclaimed in a loud voice so that none could
fail to hear; that here was a black rose.

The room fell into instant silence. The black face became illumined
with a happiness and love hardly of this world. The other boys looked
at him with new eyes. I venture to say that he had been called a
black-many things, but never before a black rose. This significant
incident had given to the whole occasion a new complexion. The
atmosphere of the room seemed now charged with subtle vibrations
felt by every soul. The boys, while losing nothing of their ease and
simplicity, were graver and more intent upon ‘Abdu’l-Bahá, and I
caught them glancing again and again at the colored boy with very
thoughtful eyes. To the few of the friends in the room the scene
brought visions of a new world in which every soul would be
recognized and treated as a child of God.



… ’Abdu’l-Bahá had sent out for some candy and now it appeared, 

a great five-pound box of expensive mixed chocolates. It was
unwrapped and ‘Abdu’l-Bahá walked with it around the circle of
boys, dipping His hand into the box and placing a large handful 
in the hands of each, with a word and smile for everyone. He then
returned to the table at which He had been sitting, and laying 

down the box, which now had only a few pieces in it. He picked 

from it a long chocolate nougat; it was very black. He looked at it a
moment and then around at the group of boys who were watching
Him intently and expectantly. Without a word, He walked across the
room to where the colored boy was sitting, and, still without
speaking, but with a humorously piercing glance that swept the
group, laid the chocolate against the black cheek. His face was
radiant as He laid His arm around the shoulder of the boy and that
radiance seemed to fill the room.

- Howard Colby Ives, "Portals to Freedom”
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