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“As I entered the house and followed my Host to His chamber, a feeling of     
unutterable joy invaded my being. Immediately we were seated, He ordered a     
ewer of water to be brought, and bade me wash away from my hands and  

feet the stains of travel. I pleaded permission to retire from His presence and    
perform my ablutions in an adjoining room. He refused to grant my request,  

and proceeded to pour the water over my hands. He then gave me to drink of 
a refreshing beverage, after which He asked for the samovar and Himself   

prepared the tea which He offered me.”  

-Nabíl’s Narrative: The Dawn-Breakers- 


