
 

 

      Ninth Day of Riḍván 
 

Release yourselves, O nightingales of God, from the thorns and 
brambles of wretchedness and misery, and wing your flight to the rose-
garden of unfading splendour. O My friends that dwell upon the dust! 
Haste forth unto your celestial habitation. Announce unto yourselves the 
joyful tidings: "He Who is the Best-Beloved is come! He hath crowned 
Himself with the glory of God's Revelation, and hath unlocked to the face 
of men the doors of His ancient Paradise." Let all eyes rejoice, and let 
every ear be gladdened, for now is the time to gaze on His beauty, now 
is the fit time to hearken to His voice. Proclaim unto every longing lover: 
"Behold, your Well-Beloved hath come among men!" and to the 
messengers of the Monarch of love impart the tidings: "Lo, the Adored 
One hath appeared arrayed in the fullness of His glory!" O lovers of His 
beauty! Turn the anguish of your separation from Him into the joy of an 
everlasting reunion, and let the sweetness of His presence dissolve the 
bitterness of your remoteness from His court. 

Behold how the manifold grace of God, which is being showered from 
the clouds of Divine glory, hath, in this day, encompassed the world. For 
whereas in days past every lover besought and searched after his 
Beloved, it is the Beloved Himself Who now is calling His lovers and is 
inviting them to attain His presence. Take heed lest ye forfeit so precious 
a favour; beware lest ye belittle so remarkable a token of His grace. 
Abandon not the incorruptible benefits, and be not content with that 
which perisheth. Lift up the veil that obscureth your vision, and dispel the 
darkness with which it is enveloped, that ye may gaze on the naked 
beauty of the Beloved's face, may behold that which no eye hath beheld, 
and hear that which no ear hath heard. 

Hear Me, ye mortal birds! In the Rose Garden of changeless splendour a 
Flower hath begun to bloom, compared to which every other flower is 
but a thorn, and before the brightness of Whose glory the very essence 
of beauty must pale and wither. Arise, therefore, and, with the whole 
enthusiasm of your hearts, with all the eagerness of your souls, the full 
fervour of your will, and the concentrated efforts of your entire being, 
strive to attain the paradise of His presence, and Endeavor to inhale the 
fragrance of the incorruptible Flower, to breathe the sweet savours of 
holiness, and to obtain a portion of this perfume of celestial glory. Whoso 
followeth this counsel will break his chains asunder, will taste the 



 

 

abandonment of enraptured love, will attain unto his heart's desire, and 
will surrender his soul into the hands of his Beloved. Bursting through his 
cage, he will, even as the bird of the spirit, wing his flight to his holy and 
everlasting nest. 

Night hath succeeded day, and day hath succeeded night, and the hours 
and moments of your lives have come and gone, and yet none of you 
hath, for one instant, consented to detach himself from that which 
perisheth. Bestir yourselves, that the brief moments that are still yours 
may not be dissipated and lost. Even as the swiftness of lightning your 
days shall pass, and your bodies shall be laid to rest beneath a canopy 
of dust. What can ye then achieve? How can ye atone for your past 
failure? 

The everlasting Candle shineth in its naked glory. Behold how it hath 
consumed every mortal veil. O ye moth-like lovers of His light! Brave 
every danger, and consecrate your souls to its consuming flame. O ye 
that thirst after Him! Strip yourselves of every earthly affection, and 
hasten to embrace your Beloved. With a zest that none can equal make 
haste to attain unto Him. The Flower, thus far hidden from the sight of 
men, is unveiled to your eyes. In the open radiance of His glory He 
standeth before you. His voice summoneth all the holy and sanctified 
beings to come and be united with Him. Happy is he that turneth 
thereunto; well is it with him that hath attained, and gazed on the light of 
so wondrous a countenance. 

 

Gleanings from the Writings of Bahá'u'lláh 

 

 



 

 

Ninth Day of Riḍván 

 

The arrival of Bahá'u'lláh in the Najibiyyih Garden, subsequently 
designated by His followers the Garden of Riḍván, signalizes the 
commencement of what has come to be recognized as the holiest and 
most significant of all Bahá’í festivals, the festival commemorating the 
Declaration of His Mission to His companions….  

 

… 

 

Undaunted by the prospect of the appalling adversities which, as 
predicted by Himself, were soon to overtake Him; on the eve of a second 
banishment which would be fraught with many hazards and perils, and 
would bring Him still farther from His native land, the cradle of His Faith, 
to a country alien in race, in language and in culture; acutely conscious 
of the extension of the circle of His adversaries, among whom were soon 
to be numbered a monarch more despotic than Násiri'd-Dín Sháh [the 
Shah of Iran], and ministers no less unyielding in their hostility than 
either Haji Mirza Aqasi [Grand Vizier of the Shah] or the Amir-Nizam 
[Grand Vizier who ordered the execution of the Báb]; undeterred by the 
perpetual interruptions occasioned by the influx of a host of visitors who 
thronged His tent, Bahá'u'lláh chose in that critical and seemingly 
unpropitious hour to advance so challenging a claim, to lay bare the 
mystery surrounding His person, and to assume, in their plenitude, the 
power and the authority which were the exclusive privileges of the One 
Whose advent the Báb had prophesied.  

 

… 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Of the exact circumstances attending that epoch-making Declaration we, 
alas, are but scantily informed. The words Bahá'u'lláh actually uttered on 
that occasion, the manner of His Declaration, the reaction it produced, 
its impact on Mirza Yahya [treacherous half-brother of Bahá’u’lláh], the 
identity of those who were privileged to hear Him, are shrouded in an 
obscurity which future historians will find it difficult to penetrate. The 
fragmentary description left to posterity by His chronicler Nabil is one of 
the very few authentic records we possess of the memorable days He 
spent in that garden. "Every day," Nabil has related, "ere the hour of 
dawn, the gardeners would pick the roses which lined the four avenues 
of the garden, and would pile them in the centre of the floor of His 
blessed tent. So great would be the heap that when His companions 
gathered to drink their morning tea in His presence, they would be 
unable to see each other across it. All these roses Bahá'u'lláh would, 
with His own hands, entrust to those whom He dismissed from His 
presence every morning to be delivered, on His behalf, to His Arab and 
Persian friends in the city."  

"One night," he continues, "the ninth night of the waxing moon, I 
happened to be one of those who watched beside His blessed tent. As 
the hour of midnight approached, I saw Him issue from His tent, pass by 
the places where some of His companions were sleeping, and begin to 
pace up and down the moonlit, flower-bordered avenues of the garden. 
So loud was the singing of the nightingales on every side that only those 
who were near Him could hear distinctly His voice. He continued to walk 
until, pausing in the midst of one of these avenues, He observed: 
'Consider these nightingales. So great is their love for these roses, that 
sleepless from dusk till dawn, they warble their melodies and commune 
with burning passion with the object of their adoration. How then can 
those who claim to be afire with the rose-like beauty of the Beloved 
choose to sleep?'  

For three successive nights I watched and circled round His blessed 
tent. Every time I passed by the couch whereon He lay, I would find Him 
wakeful, and every day, from morn till eventide, I would see Him 
ceaselessly engaged in conversing with the stream of visitors who kept 
flowing in from Baghdad. Not once could I discover in the words He 
spoke any trace of dissimulation." 

 

(Shoghi Effendi, God Passes By pp 151-153) 



 

 

 

“[a believer] describes the constant stream of people who came each 
day from Baghdad to visit Bahá'u'lláh, who could not tolerate being 
parted from Him. Food, according to [him], was brought from the house 
of Bahá'u'lláh in Baghdad, where His family was still in residence, and 
also from the house of [another family] … 

 

… 

 

On the ninth day the family of Bahá'u'lláh also moved to the Najibiyyih 
[Garden], and the twelfth day was appointed for departure. Thus the 
Festival of Riḍván comprises twelve days.” 

 

(H.M. Balyuzi, Bahá’u’lláh, The King of Glory, pp. 174-175) 

 

 
 


