Their story is like a Hollywood script, or maybe not quite, because there isn’t a writer creative enough to invent the twists of Dr. Parvaneh Farid and her husband Dr. Ajang Farid’s fate. That would fill a thick novel. And the chapters of this novel have been set in Hungary for more than a decade now.

The Butterflies are Free

The title is from a play, but it isn’t just symbolic, it also truly suits this beautiful, midnight-black-haired wife.  The name Parvaneh means butterfly.  And what is her freedom?  She doesn’t wear a veil, as she would have in her parent’s house in Iran; she has been able to realize her dream, to be a doctor, and in freedom to practice her faith, for which back home earlier death would await her.

· Why exactly did you choose Hungary for your new home?

This was a long story.  I was born in southern Iran, in the city where is the world’s largest oil refinery.  This ‘black gold’ ensured a good station for my family, which quickly expired when the Iran-Iraq war broke out.  We needed refuge.  To my great fortune, my sister’s family, living in Dubai, took me in.  That was my dream, to be a doctor, but this dream seemed unattainable.  Then one day a section from a newspaper came into my hands, according to which the medical university in Debrecen was also giving instruction in English.  This ad decided my fate.

· From a completely different direction Ajang came to Budapest, who has his faith and our country to thank for his butterfly.

I was born in Vienna to a family of doctors. My father’s father had just chosen a new faith, from the teachings of Bahá’u’lláh, he was already old when he was forced to leave Iran.  He became a Bahá’ì in a very special way.  His father, my great-grandfather, was an Islamic cleric, and quite a fanatical one. His family was also raised in the same spirit.  One day, a man came to their city, who spoke of a new faith based on the teachings of Bahá’u’lláh. My grandfather went to the presentation with the purpose in mind to kill him with a dagger hidden under his clothing.  He listened until the end of the stranger’s talk, and a curious thing happened.  He became ever more curious. At the end they stayed together a long time speaking, and in the following days continued to meet secretly.  In place of the murder, there followed what was, in the family’s eyes, an even bigger problem: my grandfather became a  Bahá’ì.  When they officially persecuted the Bahá’ìs in Iran, he settled in Austria with his family. He was quite old, already around 80, when he had to change residence. It broke his heart, but his faith was stronger than his roots.

· Your father of Persian ancestry was born an Austrian citizen.

In Vienna he met my mother, who was, in turn, living in London due to her new faith.  The Bahá’ì Faith brought them together, as it did for me with Parvaneh.

· The family history of you two, which recounts forms of behavior hardly recognizable today, would be long enough for 1001 Nights, with a death-defying bravery, unbroken faith in a system of belief, and above all an overarching perseverance.  As if one were reading about a group of heroes. . . . 

These values also forged our marriage.  My parents sent me to Budapest to study, I wanted to become a dentist. The reason why it was here was because my brother was here at university. Since there already existed a tiny Bahá’ì community, I wanted to help in its development.

· To tell the truth I’m waiting for when Butterfly enters the story, who since then has become a established pathology research doctor.

12 years ago in Debrecen we organized the first Hungarian Bahá’ì youth conference.  There we met, but I had already heard a lot about her before that.  I knew she was single, far from her family, she had changed her faith from Islam to Bahá’ì, and because of that she could never return to her home.  If she did, they would kill her at once.  I marveled at her bravery, I looked up to her.  I saw her as a saint, never did I consider that she would be interested in me.

· And then, like a fairy tale.  Or rather, not completely. . . .

The difficulties had already begun, in that according to our Faith you must ask permission from the parents to get married.  Due to the above-mentioned religious conflict this was not easy.

After that, where would we have a common home?  My family lives in Austria, where for her everything is foreign.  Because of the persecution of the Faith, she literally could not go to her Persian birthplace.  All her siblings had settled in Dubai, which was for me likewise unknown.  So she stayed in Hungary.  We’d studied here, we’d met each other here, here was our wedding, we have ties here owing to our memories and our friends.

· And not least of all the Faith, in which you worked considerably. When did you become, not just by upbringing but in your heart too, a Bahá’ì?

After matriculating I could travel the world, in the course of which I came to Hong Kong, where several Bahá’ì Centers were also functioning.  Of these, we visited one in a suburban slum. We sat on the dirty ground among some astonishingly poor people. I thought to myself, what could we possibly have in common?  We were born into different cultures on two opposite ends of the earth. He was terribly poor, I grew up well off. However I thought about it, I couldn’t find a single point in common.  During prayer it occurred to me, that there was such a point: our Faith. It astonished me what power there is in the teachings of Bahá’u’lláh, that it can bring together such different kinds of people! It was a great recognition, which was further strengthened on our New Zealand trip.  There among Maori tribes we also found lives lived according to our Faith.  You can imagine the feeling, when two young Viennese murmur their prayers together with an aboriginal tribal chief with a painted face.  The love flowed through us as though we were brothers to each other. . . That’s when I knew this was not merely some pretty philosophy.  It had to be the true work of God, that such a large variety of peoples could join together.

· Let’s turn back to today, what is the most recent happiness and success?

After passing my final professional exam, I once more sat on the ’school bench’.  I studied forensic dentistry at SOTE.  I was always interested in law and criminality, and now I can blend them together.  And I am very proud of my wife, who not long ago completed her second doctorate. She has achieved such results in cancer research that she was asked to contribute an article to the WHO Yearbook. That’s a great success, in such a strong international field.
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