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By Susan Gammage 1 

 

Opening Music:  Grant Hinden Miller’s Garden of Riḍván:  

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QoyseoQRr6s 

 

1. “God” He said “is My witness, O people! I am come to you with a revelation from 

the Lord, your God, the Lord of your fathers of old” (Gleanings From the Writings 

of Bahá'u'lláh, p. 146, LXXVI) 

 

2. On the very first day of the Ridván festivities, Bahá'u'lláh shone out to the world 

like the most brilliant sun. At that critical hour and without warning, amidst the 

unending multitude of interrupting visitors thronging His tent and the dangers 

such a news would bring to His exile, Bahá'u'lláh chose to lay bare the mystery 

surrounding His person, and assume the power and authority of the One 

promised by the Báb. He made known how the effulgence of the Eternal Truth 

had at that moment infused all created things with the life of every divine quality, 

immersing creation in the sea of purification; the sword was to be utterly cast 

from reach; and He made it known that the next Messenger would come to the 

world after a thousand years. In such a way, and through many signs, Bahá'u'lláh 

conveyed His position to those who were present, and announced with great joy 

the start of the Festival of Riḍván. Though on the threshold of His exile into great 

suffering in far-away lands, yet sadness and grief entirely vanished from 

everyone's hearts, and was replaced with unclouded delight. 

http://www.paintdrawer.co.uk/david/folders/Spirituality/001%3DBahai/Riḍván.ht

m  

3. He is God, Glorified be He; 

Grandeur and Might are His! 

 

On the morning of the blessed Friday we proceeded from the Mansion and 

entered the Garden. Every tree uttered a word, and every leaf sang a melody. 

The trees proclaimed: ‘Behold the evidences of God’s Mercy’ and the twin streams 

recited in the eloquent tongue the sacred verse ‘From us all things were made 

alive’. Glorified be God! Mysteries were voiced by them, which provoked 

wonderment. Methought: in which school were they educated, and from whose 

presence had they acquired their learning? Yea! This Wronged One knoweth and 

He saith: ‘From God, the All-Encompassing, the Self-Subsistent.’ 

 

Upon Our being seated, Rádíyih, (a sister of Munírih Khánum, the wife of ‘Abdu’l-

Bahá’), upon her be My glory, attained Our presence on thy behalf, laid the table 

of God’s bounty and in thy name extended hospitality to all present. In truth, all 

that which stimulateth the appetite and pleaseth the eye was offered, and indeed 

that which delighteth the ear could also be heard as the leaves were stirred by 

the Will of God, and from this movement a refreshing voice was raised, as if 

uttering a blissful call inviting the absent to this Feast. God’s power and the 

 
1  Prepared by David Bowie (2023) for posting, with permission of author, at 

https://bahai-library.com/gammage_holy_day_programs 
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perfection of His handiwork could enjoyably be seen in the blossoms, the fruits, 

the trees, the leaves and the streams. Praised be God who hath thus confirmed 

thee and her. 

 

In brief, all in the Garden were recipients of the choicest bounties and in the end 

expressed their thanksgiving unto their Lord. O that all God’s beloved would have 

been present on this day! 

 

We beseech God, exalted be He, to cause to descend upon thee at every 

moment, a blessing and a mercy and a measure of divine grace from His 

presence. He is the Forgiving, the All-Glorious. 

 

We send greetings to His loved ones, and supplicate for each one of them that 

which is worthy of mention and is acceptable in His presence. Peace be upon 

thee, and upon God’s sincere servants. Praise be to Him, the Lord of all mankind.  

(The Revelation of Bahá’u’lláh, Vol. 4, (Oxford, George Ronald, 1987). pp. 15-16) 

 

4. THE Governor of Baghdad at this time was a relative of my father, but his enemy 

on account of differences in religious opinion and family misunderstandings. This 

man, rendered uncomfortable by the sight of my father's increasing fame and 

influence, exerted himself to effect his removal from Baghdad. He caused 

representations to be made to the Shah of Persia that, whereas Beha Ullah had 

been driven out of Persia because of the harm threatened by his presence to the 

Mohammedan religion in that country, now he was injuring the religion even more 

in Baghdad, and still exerting his evil influence in Persia; and that therefore he 

ought to be removed to a place at a greater distance from that country, and one 

where he could do less harm. 

 

These representations and suggestions he sent repeatedly to the Court of Persia, 

until at length the Shah was moved to use his influence with the Sultan of Turkey 

to have the Bábís transferred from Baghdad to Constantinople. An order to this 

effect was at length made by the Sultan. 

 

When this news came to us, from which we inferred that my father would again 

be made a prisoner, we were thrown into consternation, fearing another 

separation. He was summoned before the magistrates. My brother imperiously 

declared that he would go in his stead; but this our father overruled, and went 

himself. Great numbers of his followers had assembled about our house, and 

these witnessed his departure with many demonstrations of grief, feeling that it 

was possible that he might not return. 

 

The magistrates expressed great sorrow to my father; they said that they 

respected and loved him, that they had not instigated the order, but that they 

were powerless to suspend or modify it, and must proceed with its execution. My 

father remained in conference with them nearly all day, but could do nothing to 

avert the catastrophe. When he returned, he told us that we must prepare to set 

out for Constantinople in two weeks. 

 

This report was like a death-knell to his followers, who were still gathered about 

the house. Many of them were Arabs; their fierce natures rebelled and they gave 



way to violent remonstrances. They implored the Blessed Perfection not to desert 

them. 'You are our shepherd,' they said; 'without you we must die.' 

 

The next day they so overran the house that we could not prepare for the 

journey. Then the Blessed Perfection proposed to go with Abbas Effendi to the 

garden of one of our friends and live there in a tent till the time of departure, that 

the family might be able to proceed with the packing. This remark was repeated 

and misunderstood, and the rumour circulated among the believers that the 

Blessed Perfection was to be taken away alone. Then they came pouring in by 

hundreds, so wild with grief that they could not be pacified; and when my father 

started to leave the house with my brother they threw themselves upon the 

ground before him. One man who had an only child, which had come to him late 

in his life, stripped the clothes from the child's body and placing it at my father's 

feet cried, 'Naked I give you my child, my precious child, to do with as you will; 

only promise not to leave us in distress. Without you we cannot live.' 

 

Then, as the only way in which to soothe his followers, the Blessed Perfection 

took all his family to the garden, leaving to friends the preparation of his 

household goods for the journey. Here we pitched tents and lived in them for two 

weeks. The tents made, as it were, a little village, that of my father, which he 

occupied alone, in the centre.  (Myron Henry Phelps and Bahiyyih Khanum, Life 

and Teachings of Abbas Effendi, pp. 27-31) 

 

5. The sun was westering on 22 April 1863 (the thirty-second day after Naw-Rúz) 

when Bahá'u'lláh walked, for the last time, out of the house that, for many years, 

had been His home in the city of the 'Abbásids, and made His way to the bank of 

the Tigris, where a quffih awaited to take Him to the further bank, to the garden 

of Najib Páshá (known as the Najibiyyih). The thoroughfare to the riverside 

brimmed with people, men and women, young and old, from all walks of life, who 

had gathered to see Him go and bewail His departure.  Bahá'u'lláh, as he walked 

to the bank of the Tigris, gave generously to the poor and the deprived, and 

consoled and comforted the people who were never to see Him again. But they 

were now so acutely conscious of their evident and grievous loss that words failed 

to console them. And it must be remembered that the vast majority of them were 

men and women not in any way connected with the Faith of the Báb. Ibn-Álúsí, a 

leading cleric of the Sunni community, was seen weeping over their plight, and he 

was heard to heap imprecations on Násiri'd-Din Sháh, who was generally held 

responsible for Bahá'u'lláh's exile from Baghdad.  ‘This man is not Násiri'd-Din - 

the Helper of Religion; he is Mukhdhili'd-Din - the Abaser of Religion.' Such being 

the reaction of men in high position not affiliated to the Faith of the Báb, one can 

better imagine the feelings of those Bábis who, perforce, had to remain in 

Baghdad. Aqá Ridá writes that so disconsolate were they that those who were to 

accompany Bahá'u'lláh sorrowed with them. ‘God alone knows', he writes, ‘how 

those believers who were not to come fared on that day.' 

 

It was springtime and the garden of Najib Páshá, henceforth to become known to 

the Baha'is as the Garden of Riḍván (Paradise), was aflame with the brilliant hues 

of roses, and their bloom was superabundant on that day. Those who have 

written of that April 22nd in the Garden of Riḍván linger particularly over the 

beauty of the roses and the bounties and blessings of nature. It was fitting for 



such a day, when nature was so gladsome and the hearts of men so weighed with 

sadness, that it should also bring the joyous tiding of the Divine Springtime. (H. 

M. Balyuzi, Baha'u'llah The King of Glory, pp. 168-169) 

 

6. The Pen of Bahá'u'lláh wrote of that day: 

 

‘The Divine Springtime is come, O Most Exalted Pen, for the Festival of the All-

Merciful is fast approaching. Bestir thyself, and magnify, before the entire 

creation, the name of God, and celebrate His praise, in such wise that all created 

things may be regenerated and made new. Speak, and hold not thy  peace. The 

day star of blissfulness shineth above the horizon of Our name, the Blissful, 

inasmuch as the kingdom of the name of God hath been adorned with the 

ornament of the name of thy Lord, the Creator of the heavens. Arise before the 

nations of the earth, and arm thyself with the power of this Most Great Name, 

and be not of those who tarry. 

 

‘Methinks that thou hast halted and movest not upon My Tablet. Could the 

brightness of the Divine Countenance have bewildered thee, or the idle talk of the 

froward filled thee with grief and paralyzed thy movement? Take heed lest 

anything deter thee from extolling the greatness of this Day -- the Day whereon 

the Finger of majesty and power hath opened the seal of the Wine of Reunion, 

and called all who are in the heavens and all who are on the earth. Preferrest 

thou to tarry when the breeze announcing the Day of God hath already breathed 

over thee, or art thou of them that are shut out as by a veil from Him? 

 

‘No veil whatever have I allowed, O Lord of all names and Creator of the heavens, 

to shut me from the recognition of the glories of Thy Day -- the Day which is the 

lamp of guidance unto the whole world, and the sign of the Ancient of Days unto 

all them that dwell therein. My silence is by reason of the veils that have blinded 

Thy creatures' eyes to Thee, and my muteness is because of the impediments 

that have hindered Thy people from recognizing Thy truth.  Thou knowest what is 

in me, but I know not what is in Thee. Thou art the All-Knowing, the All-

Informed. By Thy name that excelleth all other names! If Thy overruling and all-

compelling behest should ever reach me, it would empower me to revive the 

souls of all men, through Thy most exalted Word, which I have heard uttered by 

Thy Tongue of power in Thy Kingdom of glory. It would enable me to announce 

the revelation of Thy effulgent countenance where through that which lay hidden 

from the eyes of men hath been manifested in Thy name, the Perspicuous, the 

sovereign Protector, the Self-Subsisting. 

 

‘Canst thou discover any one but Me, O Pen, in this Day? What hath become of 

the creation and the manifestations thereof? What of the names and their 

kingdom? Whither are gone all created things, whether seen or unseen? What of 

the hidden secrets of the universe and its revelations? Lo, the entire creation hath 

passed away! Nothing remaineth except My Face, the Ever-Abiding, the 

Resplendent, the All-Glorious. 

 

‘This is the Day whereon naught can be seen except the splendors of the Light 

that shineth from the face of Thy Lord, the Gracious, the Most Bountiful. Verily, 

We have caused every soul to expire by virtue of Our irresistible and all-subduing 



sovereignty. We have, then, called into being a new creation, as a token of Our 

grace unto men. I am, verily, the All-Bountiful, the Ancient of Days. 

 

‘This is the Day whereon the unseen world crieth out: "Great is thy blessedness, 

O earth, for thou hast been made the foot-stool of thy God, and been chosen as 

the seat of His mighty throne." The realm of glory exclaimeth: "Would that my life 

could be sacrificed for thee, for He Who is the Beloved of the All-Merciful hath 

established His sovereignty upon thee, through the power of His Name that hath 

been promised unto all things, whether of the past or of the future." This is the 

Day whereon every sweet smelling thing hath derived its fragrance from the smell 

of My garment -- a garment that hath shed its perfume upon the whole of 

creation. This is the Day whereon the rushing waters of everlasting life have 

gushed out of the Will of the All-Merciful. Haste ye, with your hearts and souls, 

and quaff your fill, O Concourse of the realms above! 

 

‘Say: He it is Who is the Manifestation of Him Who is the Unknowable, the 

Invisible of the Invisibles, could ye but perceive it. He it is Who hath laid bare 

before you the hidden and treasured Gem, were ye to seek it. He it is Who is the 

one Beloved of all things, whether of the past or of the future. Would that ye 

might set your hearts and hopes upon Him! 

 

‘We have heard the voice of thy pleading, O Pen, and excuse thy silence. What is 

it that hath so sorely bewildered thee? 

 

‘The inebriation of Thy presence, O Well-Beloved of all worlds, hath seized and 

possessed me. 

 

‘Arise, and proclaim unto the entire creation the tidings that He Who is the All-

Merciful hath directed His steps towards the Riḍván and entered it. Guide, then, 

the people unto the garden of delight which God hath made the Throne of His 

Paradise. We have chosen thee to be our most mighty Trumpet, whose blast is to 

signalize the resurrection of all mankind. 

 

‘Say: This is the Paradise on whose foliage the wine of utterance hath imprinted 

the testimony: "He that was hidden from the eyes of men is revealed, girded with 

sovereignty and power!" This is the Paradise, the rustling of whose leaves 

proclaims: "O ye that inhabit the heavens and the earth! There hath appeared 

what hath never previously appeared. He Who, from everlasting, had concealed 

His Face from the sight of creation is now come." From the whispering breeze that 

wafteth amidst its branches there cometh the cry: "He Who is the sovereign Lord 

of all is made manifest. The Kingdom is God's," while from its streaming waters 

can be heard the murmur: "All eyes are gladdened, for He Whom none hath 

beheld, Whose secret no one hath discovered, hath lifted the veil of glory, and 

uncovered the countenance of Beauty." 

 

‘Within this Paradise, and from the heights of its loftiest chambers, the Maids of 

Heaven have cried out and shouted: "Rejoice, ye dwellers of the realms above, 

for the fingers of Him Who is the Ancient of Days are ringing, in the name of the 

All-Glorious, the Most Great Bell, in the midmost heart of the heavens. The hands 

of bounty have borne round the cup of everlasting life. Approach, and quaff your 



fill. Drink with healthy relish, O ye that are the very incarnations of longing, ye 

who are the embodiments of vehement desire!" 

 

‘This is the Day whereon He Who is the Revealer of the names of God hath 

stepped out of the Tabernacle of glory, and proclaimed unto all who are in the 

heavens and all who are on the earth: "Put away the cups of Paradise and all the 

life-giving waters they contain, for lo, the people of Baha have entered the blissful 

abode of the Divine Presence, and quaffed the wine of reunion, from the chalice 

of the beauty of their Lord, the All-Possessing, the Most High." 

 

‘Forget the world of creation, O Pen, and turn thou towards the face of thy Lord, 

the Lord of all names. Adorn, then, the world with the ornament of the favors of 

thy Lord, the King of everlasting days. For We perceive the fragrance of the Day 

whereon He Who is the Desire of all nations hath shed upon the kingdoms of the 

unseen and of the seen the splendor of the light of His most excellent names, and 

enveloped them with the radiance of the luminaries  of His most gracious favors -

- favors which none can reckon except Him, Who is the omnipotent Protector of 

the entire creation. 

 

‘Look not upon the creatures of God except with the eye of kindliness and of 

mercy, for Our loving providence hath pervaded all created things, and Our grace 

encompassed the earth and the heavens. This is the Day whereon the true 

servants of God partake of the life-giving waters of reunion, the Day whereon 

those that are nigh unto Him are able to drink of the soft-flowing river of 

immortality, and they who believe in His unity, the wine of His Presence, through 

their recognition of Him Who is the Highest and Last End of all, in Whom the 

Tongue of Majesty and Glory voiceth the call: "The Kingdom is Mine. I, Myself, 

am, of Mine own right, its Ruler." 

 

‘Attract the hearts of men, through the call of Him, the one alone Beloved. Say: 

This is the Voice of God, if ye do but hearken. This is the Day Spring of the 

Revelation of God, did ye but know it. This is the Dawning-Place of the Cause of 

God, were ye to recognize it. This is the Source of the commandment of God, did 

ye but judge it fairly. This is the manifest and hidden Secret; would that ye might 

perceive it. O peoples of the world! Cast away, in My name that transcendeth all 

other names, the things ye possess, and immerse yourselves in this Ocean in 

whose depths lay hidden the pearls of wisdom and of utterance, an ocean that 

surgeth in My name, the All-Merciful. Thus instructeth you He with Whom is the 

Mother Book. 

 

‘The Best-Beloved is come. In His right hand is the sealed Wine of His name. 

Happy is the man that turneth unto Him, and drinketh his fill, and exclaimeth: 

"Praise be to Thee, O Revealer of the signs of God!" By the righteousness of the 

Almighty! Every hidden thing hath been manifested through the power of truth. 

All the favors of God have been sent down, as a token of His grace. The waters of 

everlasting life have, in their fullness, been proffered unto men. Every single cup 

hath been borne round by the hand of the Well-Beloved. Draw near, and tarry 

not, though it be for one short moment. 

 



‘Blessed are they that have soared on the wings of detachment and attained the 

station which, as ordained by God, overshadoweth the entire creation, whom 

neither the vain imaginations of the learned, nor the multitude of the hosts of the 

earth have succeeded in deflecting from His Cause. Who is there among you, O 

people, who will renounce the world, and draw nigh unto God, the Lord of all 

names? Where is he to be found who, through the power of My name that 

transcendeth all created things, will cast away the things that men possess, and 

cling, with all his might, to the things which God, the Knower of the unseen and 

of the seen, hath bidden him observe? Thus hath His bounty been sent down unto 

men, His testimony fulfilled, and His proof shone forth above the Horizon of 

mercy. Rich is the prize that shall be won by him who hath believed and 

exclaimed: "Lauded art Thou, O Beloved of all worlds! Magnified be Thy name, O 

Thou the Desire of every understanding heart!" 

 

‘Rejoice with exceeding gladness, O people of Baha, as ye call to remembrance 

the Day of supreme felicity, the Day whereon the Tongue of the Ancient of Days 

hath spoken, as He departed from His House, proceeding to the Spot from which 

He shed upon the whole of creation the splendors of His name, the All-Merciful. 

God is Our witness. Were We to reveal the hidden secrets of that Day, all they 

that dwell on earth and in the heavens would swoon away and die, except such as 

will be preserved by God, the Almighty, the All-Knowing, the All-Wise. 

 

‘Such is the inebriating effect of the words of God upon Him Who is the Revealer 

of His undoubted proofs, that His Pen can move no longer. With these words He 

concludeth His Tablet: "No God is there but Me, the Most Exalted, the Most 

Powerful, the Most Excellent, the All-Knowing.’”  (H. M. Balyuzi, Baha'u'llah The 

King of Glory, pp. 169-173) 

 

7. While writers and chroniclers have left copious accounts of the throngs of people., 

their expression of sorrow., the excellence of the skilled work of the gardeners., 

nothing is said of how Baha'u'llah made His long-awaited Declaration. (H. M. 

Balyuzi, Baha'u'llah The King of Glory, p. 173) 

 

In the words of the Guardian of the Baha'i Faith: 

 

“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 

Mírzá Yahyá, 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 Nabíl is one of the very 

few authentic records we possess of the memorable days He spent in that 

garden.”  (Shoghi Effendi, God Passes By, p. 153) 

 

Closing Music:  http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zn0kqUgAiHA 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zn0kqUgAiHA

