
Great God! When the stream of utterance reached this stage, We beheld, and lo! the sweet
savours of God were being wafted from the dayspring of Revelation, and the morning breeze was
blowing out of the Sheba of the Eternal. Its tidings rejoiced anew the heart, and imparted immea-
surable gladness to the soul. It made all things new, and brought unnumbered and inestimable
gifts from the unknowable Friend. The robe of human praise can never hope to match Its noble
stature, and Its shining figure the mantle of utterance can never fit. Without word It unfoldeth
the inner mysteries, and without speech It revealeth the secrets of the divine sayings. It teacheth
lamentation and moaning to the nightingales warbling upon the bough of remoteness and bereave-
ment, instructeth them in the art of love’s ways, and showeth them the secret of heart-surrender.
To the flowers of the Ridvan of heavenly reunion It revealeth the endearments of the impassioned
lover, and unveileth the charm of the fair. Upon the anemones of the garden of love It bestoweth
the mysteries of truth, and within the breasts of lovers It entrusteth the symbols of the innermost
subtleties. At this hour, so liberal is the outpouring of Its grace that the holy Spirit itself is envi-
ous! It hath imparted to the drop the waves of the sea, and endowed the mote with the splendour
of the sun. So great are the overflowings of Its bounty that the foulest beetle hath sought the
perfume of the musk, and the bat the light of the sun. It hath quickened the dead with the breath
of life, and caused them to speed out of the sepulchres of their mortal bodies. It hath established
the ignorant upon the seats of learning, and elevated the oppressor to the throne of justice.

The universe is pregnant with these manifold bounties, awaiting the hour when the effects of
Its unseen gifts will be made manifest in this world, when the languishing and sore athirst will
attain the living Kawthar of their Well-Beloved, and the erring wanderer, lost in the wilds of
remoteness and nothingness, will enter the tabernacle of life, and attain reunion with his heart’s
desire. In the soil of whose heart will these holy seeds germinate? From the garden of whose soul
will the blossoms of the invisible realities spring forth? Verily, I say, so fierce is the blaze of the
Bush of love, burning in the Sinai of the heart, that the streaming waters of holy utterance can
never quench its flame. Oceans can never allay this Leviathan’s burning thirst, and this Phoenix
of the undying fire can abide nowhere save in the glow of the countenance of the Well-Beloved.
Therefore, O brother! kindle with the oil of wisdom the lamp of the spirit within the innermost
chamber of thy heart, and guard it with the globe of understanding, that the breath of the infidel
may extinguish not its flame nor dim its brightness. Thus have We illuminated the heavens of
utterance with the splendours of the Sun of divine wisdom and understanding, that thy heart may
find peace, that thou mayest be of those who, on the wings of certitude, have soared unto the
heaven of the love of their Lord, the All-Merciful.
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