
























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































‘““THE ROOST OF BILL VAN ZOEST!”’

trunk. It had been found on the docks of San Francisco next stop
Tokyo. It had been rescued and was now being shipped to our
address in Southern California which we had just permanently
vacated.

The very last letter in that same large stack of mail was from the
World Centre of the Baha’i Faith asking us to return to Africa.

All of this concerns Roger White and William van Zoest, two ex-
tremely active and loving Bah4’i friends of ours. Both Canadians.
Roger White was a Secretary par excellence in all phases of Bah4’i
and business life. He was at one time the Assistant Editor of Han-
sard, the ofhicial report of the Ganadian House of Common:s.

I always felt that Roger could meet in Olympic Competition the
most formidable and top-flight Executive Secretaries from any-
where on earth 1n face to face and open combat at thirty paces. An
International “type-oftf”’; ““dictation-off”’; or *“‘idea-oft”’ and win
the battle with one hand tied behind his back. That, of course, was
before I met Margaret Pemberton-Pigott in Transkei. Now, I
think it would be:

“Sohrab and Rustem!”

Or, spiritually speaking, even: Ivan Skavitsky Skivar meets Ab-

dulla Bulbul Ameer.
Kismet!

Roger volunteered to come to Africa to help me with the Baha'’i
work. The decision was the result of a consultation with his friend
Bill van Zoest. Marguerite and I were living during the British
Columbia Victory Campaign in Bill’s apartment in West Van. We
could see the ocean liners arrive and leave along the Burrard Inlet.
Off toward the sunset, we could see the shadowy outline of Van-
couver Island.

Bill volunteered to assist with some of the financial help Roger
might need in Africa with Roger himselfdoing the rest. It was a gift
from heaven. That’s a stupid thing to say really, isn’t it? Because
we all know that’s exactly what it was. Bill and Roger both came up
one midnight, knocked on our door, and overwhelmed us with
their generous offer. It was a smashing success from the moment we
landed in Nairobi.

Roger and I worked together for years, both in Africa and later
in North America, with Bill van Zoest always helping out.
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BiLL VAN ZOEST

Bill van Zoest was a self-made successful business man. I call him 4
modern Horatio Algar type who, with imagination, courage, ip.
ventiveness, business acumen and plenty of ‘“‘derring-do!”; roge
like cream to the top.

Bill came to Canada from Holland with little more than what he
was wearing. He worked his way up until he owned the stamp
company where he was employed. He developed 1it, sold it, and
used the resources to fulfil a very deep longing in his heart.

You guessed 1t. Pioneering.

Bill was always one to go wherever the need was greatest. He has
never varied from that principle. When there was an urgent call
that year for the frozen north, he put on his newly-acquired
mukluks.

It’s really not all that frozen, if you can get out before winter. Bill
couldn’t. Why would he suspect that winter came in August?

Bill van Zoest bought a trading store in Whitehorse, Yukon. The
winters were so severe, and: the icy winds blowing through the
cracks in the door so fierce, that Bill would hose down the cracks
and let the ice freeze to make a seal to keep out Old Man Winter.

I have a Canadian friend who loves everything within spitting
distance of the 401 (Highway) and the Trans-Canada, but any-
thing north of that he calls “Dominion on the rocks”.*

* Irish whimsy. There are thousands and thousands of hardy souls who love
only the far North. I know that. However, I still feel that this truth is best appreci-
ated below the Mason—Dixon Line.
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‘““THE ROOST OF BILL VAN ZOEST!”’

Bill van Zoest came to visit us in Palm Desert, California. The
change from below zero to ninety-five above (Fahrenheit) was too
great and too sudden. Bill spent his holiday, which he cut short, in
the middle of Merle Cates’ swimming pool totally submerged. He
kept crylng out:

““I'his weather 1s vicious! Vicious!”

He longed for the deep-freeze of his beloved North.

I made Bill famous for a week or so (maybe infamous is a better
word). I wrote a parody on The Cremation of Sam McGee. It
expressed admiration for Bill’s faithfulness and steadfastness in the
Indian—Eskimo teaching work. Besides, Sam McGee’s cabin was in
‘plain sight in downtown Whitehorse and so was Bill’s CPA office.
It seemed a natural, and 1t was very funny. I called it: ““The Roost
of Bill van Zoest””. Now you know how to pronounce his name.

However, out of respect for Bill van Zoest, and since I do want to
go back to Whitehorse, I will not show you a copy of the parody. It
might cause Robert W Service to spin in his grave, and I know it
already has caused Bill van Zoest to whirl in his GPA suit. Besides,
it 1S not fair to a fellow pioneer, no matter how loving, how tender,
and how extremely hilarious and amusing my stroke of genius
might have been. Furthermore, I understand that all copies of the
parody have been destroyed. Burned. And the ashes buried deep
on the “marge of Lake Lebarge”.*

Bill van Zoest became a CPA—not “Canadian Pioneer Any-
where!”—but Certified Public Accountant. The difficulties he over-
came for other folks, the fantastic cases he handled made it clear to
him why accountants were called “certified”’. My joke, not his.
None of it mattered, as long as he was pioneering and teaching for
the Faith.

I wish we all could be in the room with Bill van Zoest when he
reads these words for the first time. He is a blond Hollander from
Amsterdam, shy, humble and sensitive. His blush of discomfort
will go both up into his hairline and down into his collar.

I lose alot of friends this way, but they usually return. Love has a
way of doing that. I wish I could find a friend who likes to be

*Isn’tit odd, or was it prophetic? As I wrote the first pages of this chapter on
the Yukon, I was also writing and recording a “Greeting” to all the Canadian
Bah4’is who were gathered that very weekend to dedicate the new Yukon Indian
Bah4’i Institute. Where do you think it is? On the “marge of Lake Lebarge”!
Everybody rise and remove their hats, please.
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praised and lauded for his or her good qualities, so I could scratch
them off my list.

RocgeEr WHITE

A darling African girl, quite young but very eager and determined
to learn English, would always volunteer to read a prayer at al|
meetings and Feasts. The first one she tried was the prayer for
unity so often recited by the Baha’i friends everywhere throughout
the world: “O my God! O my God! Unite the hearts of Thy ser-
vants and reveal to them Thy great purpose.”

She was quite creative. She read aloud:

“O my God! O my God! You £knit the hearts of Thy servants.”

Nothing could be sweeter or more accurate than that. It was on
the next phrase that she went off the rails.

“And review for them Thy great porpoise.”

It became an important slogan for Roger White and myself.
Whenever the troubles became too many, and the burden heavy,
or if either of us fell into the doldrums, Roger would come out of his
apartment and say:

“Bill. The time has come for us to review the great Porpoise.”

I haven’t told Roger yet, but the last time I was in Africa, I
heard that same lovely young lady, now a graduate student, recite
the Tablet of Ahmad eloquently, flawlessly and brilliantly. As she
was leaving the building later, she whispered as she passed me, “I
no longer review the great Porpoise.”

“Pity”, I told her. “I still do myself. With the tenderest love.”

There is no need to tell my Baha’i friends about the Irish genius of
Roger White. They have read his books and delighted in both the
satire and the deep wisdom. Another Song Another Season is my
favourite, although I am very taken with the single poem: “It
Takes All Kinds to Make a Kingdom™. It says in a few lines what
has taken me this entire book not to be able to say. |

In fact, I have an entire notebook full of Roger’s poems ac-
companied by my own comments about their significance and the
teachings of the Faith which they illumine so brightly, wittily and
movingly. I use them on special occasions at Fireside Meetings or

small gatherings. I call the evening: “Bill Sears reads Roger
White.”
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One summer as Marguerite and I were packing and about to start
on another series of journeys, all three of us consulted together. As
a result, Roger decided to offer his services to the World Centre in
the Holy Land for the six-month period Marguerite and I would
be gone.

“Goodbye, Roger”, I said. “You’ll never come back.”

“Why do you say that?”

“You’ll be too valuable a jewel for the World Centre ever to
relinquish.” |

It was prophetic.

Every time I went to the Holy Land after that, the friends would
look at me suspiciously, and say with trepidation: ‘“You haven’t
come to ask for Roger back, have you?”

It was useless. I knew it in my heart.

I won’t say Roger’s going left a hole in my life of service, but if
you have ever seen the open pit mines of Utah, you’ll understand
my feelings at the mention of his name.
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I've already mentioned several names, but those are only a fey
leaves from all the remaining forests of trees. It shows you the
vastness of my problem when I try to demonstrate for you who the
real heroes and heroines of All Flags Flying! really are. I shall give
you two more brief but confirming examples of the impossibility of
my task in paying proper tribute to those who deserve it.

ONE:

I have become everybody’s grandfather! Because of the Ayyam-i-
Ha record, a fun-loving musical “New Year’s Day” party for the
children. The Baha’i children all think of me as their grandfather.
To be honest, I don’t discourage them.

It happened by accident when we were recording the musical
party. During a break in rehearsal, a little boy came racing after a
little girl, threatening her with his fist doubled up. She was fleeing
for her life. She hid behind me, I stopped the mayhem before the
danger point, taking each one by the hand to hold them apart.

“What’s the problem?”’ I asked.

The little boy was livid.

“Do Baha’is believe in the equality of men and women or not?”’

“Completely”; I assured him.

“Well then?”

“Well then, what?”

““She hit me in the nose, and if there’s any equality, I should be
able to punch her back. A good one!”

“I believe the principle goes deeper than that.”

The little girl stuck out her tongue.

“My grandfather won’t let you hit me.”

The little boy scoffed. “He’s not your grandfather.”

“He 1s, too!”
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THE BIT PLAYER

‘“He is not!”

1 broke it up saying, “I’'m everybody’s grandfather. There’s
plenty of me to go around.”

“See!”” she said.

The producers thought it was cute and suggested we keep it in the
programme. We did. It proved to be a very unwise decision. It
resulted in one of the greatest mail disasters of my life. Oh, I love
the children. I’m happy to be their grandfather. The thing is, let-
ters and postcards started flowing in from all parts of the English-
speaking world. Wherever they played the tape, children wrote.
“Dear grandfather” was interspersed with an “Abuelito” or two.

There was no end to the mail.

I only wish there were time to share the delight of the children’s
letters and the incredible things they said. I’'m writing a small
booklet about it called: Everybody’s Grandfather!

Once again, I, personally, did nothing (other than break up a
small-scale studio war), but I became a planetary grandfather and
the author of another book, one of the funniest yet, from material
supplied by newly inherited small-fry relatives.

For my part as the narrator of another record and tape recording
called The Lote Tree, a touching portrait of the important Figures of
the Baha’i Faith, I received additional honours, not really mine.
The album was enriched by the inspiring background music com-
posed by Russel Garcia. It featured the lovely songs of Jimmy Seals
and Dash Crofts, as well as a beautiful song composed and sung by
Walter Black.

Both of the above albums have won for me considerable praise
and affection. They have endeared me to the children and to their
parents wherever English is spoken. Marcia Day of DAy Stub1os,
Russ Garcia, and Seals and Crofts are the ones who should receive
the lion’s share of the honours. They made it all possible. I did
write the original narration, but after that I merely showed up in
the studio for rehearsal and read the script.

The hard work of composing, arranging, and organizing the
entire production had already taken place, plus the actual record-
ing and distribution which came later.

“Kudos” for me on earth, “Bouquets” for them On High.

Which would you prefer? Me, too.
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Two:

I still receive letters of love and thanks for the Children’s Stories frop,
the Dawn-Breakers. Actually, Zoe Meyer wrote the book from Nj.
bil’s Narrative and Karl Schefller illustrated it.

What you also don’t know is that Dr Amin Banani arranged fo;
the recording date, supplied the recording equipment, and serve(
as engineer and supervisor of the entire master tape, and brought
the whole project to fruition. Even more, he introduced me as the
narrator and movingly painted the scene for those historic stories,
In addition, Dr Banani organized the special photograph of myself
and the children which you see on the final cassette cover.

All of the fringe benefits were mine. Not only the popularity
with the children around the world, but that unforgettable Persian
dinner prepared by Dr Banani himself and served with such grace
and elegance by his lovely wife, Sheila.

I merely showed up. After eating a Persian dinner that made the
angels sorry they died, I read the script, went to bed, and left Dr
‘Banani to assemble, edit, and finalize the tape. »

Are you getting the picture?

When next you hear 7The Children’s Dawnbreakers tape, stand up and
applaud. Let’s hear it for the real headliner, Dr Amin Banani. He
may not be “everybody’s grandfather’, he’s far too young for that,
but from now on, when you hear praises for The Children’s Dawn-
breakers, see to 1t that the world knows who to thank.

You might, of course, mention my name in passing.

I know. I’ve already added several more names, and have forgot-
ten so many others. No matter. The rest of you know who you are,
and you know how much I love you.

I may have been the “star of the show’ to my Baha’i friends on

many of these occasions, but I was only a bit-player to God.
And that’s the truth.
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“What 1f I need you?>

67

Eleven words spoken on the side of God’s Holy Mountain, Carmel,
in Israel, changed both of our lives forever. It bound Bob and
myself together, Robert Quigley and William Sears, in a journey of
service that has lasted for over thirty years.

Our team-work has carried us into all continents, into all the
media; and, we hope, into the hearts of many of the dear Baha’i
friends everywhere who arose to help us with our work.

Bob and I became so inseparable in our work together over the
years, that it was not uncommon for our friends to call Bill Bob,
and Bob Bill. We liked it. It meant that our Bah4’i friends thought
of us as a ““team”. That was a source of great joy to both of us. I
have even called him Bill myself on occasion and he has called me
Bob. We both took it as a compliment.

It all began when Bob and Keith Quigley went on pilgrimage
and met our beloved Guardian, Shoghi Effendi. That began our
lifetime of “team-work” because of those eleven magic words.

These soul-stirring, unforgettable eleven words were spoken to
Bob Quigley while he and his wife Keith were there on the side of
the Mountain of God visiting the Holy Shrines at the World
Centre of the Bahad’i Faith.

When the Quigleys returned home to Westport, Connecticut, I
was waiting for them eagerly at the front door of their home on
Minute Man Hill. I had been finishing the rough draft of my book
Thief in the Night while they were on pilgrimage.

In one sentence, Bob altered the course of both our lives. I said,
“Tell me all about the beloved Guardian. How was he? What did
he say? Don’t leave anything out. Not a word!”

Bob told me after he embraced me. Keith stood looking on with
tears in her eyes. The eleven life-changing words the beloved
Guardian had spoken to Bob on that occasion were these:
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“You and Bill make a good team,;
you should work together.”

We have never turned back from that moment. We have sought
every opportunity we could find to make those words come true in
our lives as a ““team’ for him. We were ready to undertake any-
thing, anywhere, like fierce young Lions of the Covenant.

It 1s important to understand that Shoghi Effendi, the beloved
Guardian, had in no way given Bob and myself any special station.
He had not singled us out for a special mission. He had not as-
signed us to any particular task on his behalf. We were no doubt
but one of many ‘“‘teams’ he had inspired. It was he, the Guardian
of our Faith, who originated the concept of ‘“‘teams” working
together in the Faith: “teams” who even as you read these words,
are labouring energetically in many parts of the world.

Even so, in those beginning days of the Guardian’s great World
Crusade, Bob and I must surely have ranked among the most en-
thusiastic of his spiritual warrior “teams”. We both had such a
deep abiding love for the Guardian of our Faith that we were set
“on fire” by his every word. We knew who he was, and the great-
ness of his station, and we tried to tell everybody.

'To Bob and myself, Shoghi Effendi was not only the Guardian of
the Bah&’i Faith, he was also the great-grandson of the Supreme
Redeemer of all men, Baha’u’llah, the Promised One of all ages.
He was descended from the Herald of the Bah4’i Faith, the Bab.
He was 'the grandson of the Centre of Baha’u’llah’s mighty
Covenant, ‘Abdu’l-Baha, the Mystery of God. It would take a
volume to even begin to say properly who Shoghi Effendi really
was. Even then words would fail utterly. To us, during every hour
of our lives, he was indeed, the “‘sign of God” on earth. It was
enough for us. |

I eagerly awaited the return of Bob and Keith from their pilgrim-
age on that historic day. I was about to return to Africa to my
pioneering post. I had come back to Philadelphia for three months
as a summer-replacement on my own television show so I could
earn enough money to keep Marguerite, the boys and myselfat our
pioneering post overseas for at least another year. It provided the
means that enabled us to concentrate on teaching and travelling
throughout Africa. We had been travelling so extensively, that we
beat a path to the “Money Store” (Barclays, Chase Manhattan,
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Bank of America) to pay for tickets. We used cash. “Don’t leaye
home without it.”

When Bob told me we were now a ‘“‘team’, and the beloveq
Guardian’s “team” at that, I suggested we develop some way tq
work together by mail as I was catching the next plane to Africa.

“Sorry”’, I said.

Bob replied: “Sorry, my foot! I'm coming with you!”

And he did.

As soon as he could gracefully leave the successful CBS and NBC
daytime television shows he was producing. I could see that Boh
was already moving like Halley’s comet, so I decided to wait for
him, so we could go together, and land 1n Africa as the beloved
Guardian’s team.*

En route to Africa, Bob and I visited the Baha’i summer schools in
Caernarfon, Wales and Stuttgart, Germany. Not to mention trips
through England, France, Italy, Greece, Egypt and Uganda.

The “team” had already opened the game.

Keith followed as soon as their daughter May was born. May,
who learned to speak Zulu words almost as soon as she learned
English, was named for May Bolles Maxwell, an illustrious heroine
and martyr of the Bah4’i Faith whose pilgrimage to the Holy Land
to visit the Master, ‘Abdu’l-Baha, had given birth to that delight-
ful book An Early legnmage

‘Abdu’l-Bah4 said to this wonderful woman:

““T'here are two visits; the first is for a blessing; then
ye come and are blest and are sent forth to work in
God’s vineyard; the second ye come with music
and the banners flying, like soldiers, in gladness
and triumph to receive your reward.”

As you have already guessed, it was these Words of ‘Abdu’l-Baha
which inspired the title of the book you are now reading: A/l Flags
Flying!

Itis the hope of every band of Baha’i pioneers that they will have
the bounty of that triumphant second visit to the heart of their
world.

* Keith would have come also but she was pregnant and packed for the hospi-
tal. Courageously, she pushed “the team” out of the nest and faced her ordeal
alone.
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During the year Marguerite and I went to Africa, 1953, the
Baha’i pioneers conquered one hundred countries in eleven
months in every part of the world, in an unprecedented great wave
of teaching. It was a pioneering outburst unequalled by any sim-
ilar religious event in the past history of mankind. Those were the
words of the Guardian of the Bah4’i Faith during my own pilgrim-

age 1In 1954.

When my work as one of the Chief Stewards of the Baha’i Faith
necessitated my return to North America, there was only one way
the beloved Guardian’s “team’ could still serve together on a reg-
ular and effective basis. Bob, Keith and May, at my suggestion,
followed Marguerite and myself back to the United States so we
could proceed with our ‘“‘team-work” on behalf of our beloved

Guardian.

During my travels when I appeared on television in Pago Pago,
American Samoa, or journeyed to Sydney, Brisbane, Canberra,
Melbourne, Adelaide and Perth in Australia, and then on to
Mauritius, South Africa, Nairobi, and all points of the African
compass, 1t was always Bill Sears who was “on stage’ and received
the love and plaudits of the friends. In reality it was the other half
of the “team”, Bob Quigley, working quietly and energetically at
home, on daytime and night-time television shows for CBS, NBC
and ABC, who made most of those trips possible by his kindness
and generosity. It was part of our team-work.

“If you’re ever 1n trouble,” Bob would say to me, time and
again, “‘and need anything, cable or phone, and I'll send it.”

He has. Many times.

“What if I need you?”’ I countered.

“I’'ll leave immediately.”

He has. Many times.

Even apart we were a “team”.
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One look at Bob’s Irish face and you think of shillelaghs, sham-
rocks, the rivers Shannon and Liffey, Galway Bay, County Cork,
and Blarney Castle. Bob Quigley can dance an elegant Irish jig ag
well as a chorus-line tap-dance a la any Broadway Show. By
launching himself into the early work of the Baha’i Faith, Bob
passed up a part in Yellow Jack which fell to Jimmy Stewart who
was then at the start of his career. Later Bob repeated this sacrifice.
He walked away from successful television shows on all three net-
works and jeopardized his professional career by his sacrifice in

order to bring his half of the “‘team” to Africa to work for
‘Baha’u’llah.*

There was a special charm and pleasure working with Bob, over
and above his writing, performing, producing and directing. It
was his original ideas. He never ran out of them. He was the best in
the business. His delightful sense of humour saved many a day. Bob
generated fun by his penetrating comments so rich with irony and
significance but never mean. In times of conflict and trouble for the
friends, Bob’s remarks would often chase the boogy-man away
with a particularly brilliant bit of hilarity. Humour fell spon-
taneously from his lips. Not wisecracks, but genuine wit that
sparked your own imagination and elicited surprisingly delightful
remarks from you yourself when you didn’t know you had it in
you. |

Robert Quigley had an expertise at getting the best out of the

*You couldn’t tell Bob it was a sacrifice. He said: often, “No one will ever
remember in the future what I did on CBS, ABC or NBC.” He was right. But be
sure that in the ages to come, they will remember the Guardian’s “team’’ and th¢
trails they tried to blaze, and the new friends and fellow-Baha’is they left behind.
Can you really call that sacrifice?
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people he interviewed for the Faith on radio and television. His
personal remarks were frequently sly and full of mischief. They
were often tender and always kind. Bob’s manner would put his
guests at ease and prompt natural, spontaneous, and often singu-
Jarly entertaining and informative answers from them.

However, when Bob was aroused by a slur against his Faith, the
air became crackling blue as just before the lightning strikes during
a thunderstorm. Bob’s observations on those occasions reminded
me of the story about the two Arabs who were fighting with scimi-
tars. One swung his big blade with a violent “Whoosh!”” The other
Arab laughed and said, “Ha! You missed me!” “Did I?”, the
scimitar-swinging Arab replied, “Just shake your head.”

He did. And his head fell off.*

The Bahd’is, of course, are peace-loving, law-abiding, gentle,
non-violent people, but nothing expresses better than the above
verbal sword-play what Robert Quigley was like when aroused in
defence of the Bah4’i Faith, or any other Religion or Messenger of
God.

To my way of thinking, Bob was a big “Whoosh!”” man. He was
invariably fair, funny and compassionate. You were both happy
and lucky to have him on your-side. Or should I say your team.

When I read the draft of this chapter to Bob, he didn’t like it. I
knew he wouldn’t, that’s why I wrote it by myself.

“Why don’t you like 1t?” I asked. |

He replied, “It’s the first time anyone ever had their eulogy
before they died.”

“You forget”, I reminded him, ““that I have read your letter
from the beloved Guardian in which he says you are a person of
great spirit and capacity.”

“Don’t persecute me.”

“I won’t. I don’t do that until the next chapter.”

Bob and I had the bounty of visiting the grave of the ‘“Immortal
Lua’ Getsinger beside the Nile River in Egypt. She died a martyr
to the Faith in Cairo during the first World War. We were so
touched by Lua’s life, her eloquence, her courage, her great teach-
ing gifts, and above all her deep love for the Master, ‘Abdu’l-Bah4,
that we began writing the story of her life while we were still in
Egypt. We finished the first chapter while sitting on the porch of

* I’ve told this story before? It’s worth a re-run.
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the Semiramis Hotel beside the Nile. We had a pertfect title for }
book: The Flame. LLua burned with an incandescent fire that affecteq
all who met her. It was an inner fire that had been kindled by he,
beloved Master. Lua has been described as a “flame of God”,

While we were serving together in Africa, Bob and I made a very
important journey to the Indian Ocean, to Mauritius Island, the
“land of many rainbows and shooting stars”’. We counted sixteep
rainbows in one day as we travelled through those green valleys
with their rainclouds and muists.

We had been requested by the World Centre to investigate a
threat which a handful of enemies were making against the Faith
in an unsuccessful effort to undermine the teaching work. We were
a double-team on that occasion. I went as a Hand of the Faith and
Bob as a member of the Auxiliary Board. Both of us went as
members of the National Spiritual Assembly of South and West
Africa.

We outprayed, outwitted, and outmanceuvred the enemies. It
was easy. As a very gifted teacher and scholar of the Faith, Helen
Bishop, used to say: “We have all the big spiritual guns on our side,
the Bab, Baha’u’llah, ‘Abdu’l-Baha and Shoghi Effendi.” It was
hard not to feel sorry for them. Until you read their dossier.

Robert Quigley was a spiritual giant that week, both as a
teacher and a protector, and as an administrator as well. Through
his knowledge and skill at negotiating, Bob was instrumental in
helping the Mauritius friends win the first legal recognition for the
Faith on that island.

“You were a tower of strength”, I told him on the plane back to
South Africa.

“You were there, too.”

“True, but this week, you were the captain of the team.”

One wouldn’t think that team-work could apply even to clothes,
but one weekend when we were scheduled to speak in Milwaukee,
and arrived at the Billy Mitchell Airport, we discovered that all
my baggage had gone on to New York. I spoke at the banquet in
Bob’s shorts, shirt, necktie, Oxford-grey slacks, and his best black
cashmere jacket.

“What did you think of the talk?”’ I asked Bob later as we were

going up in the elevator at the Schroeder Hotel to our room.
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“You can’t beat that black cashmere jacket and red tie.”

Before leaving Milwaukee, we were invited to appear on a Sun-
day religious television show. No script, no rehearsal.

“Wing 1t”, the producer said.

We did.

About a year later, we received word that we had won a special
award as the year’s outstanding religious programme in its cat-
egory. We both laughed, quite pleased.

“How about that?”’ Bob asked.

“You can’t beat that black cashmere jacket and red tie”’, I said.

It was another ““first” for the team.

Oddly enough, the two best public talks I have ever delivered, in
my opinion, were at that banquet in Milwaukee, and at the Royal
Albert Hall in London. Both times, I was wearing someone else’s
sult.

The London talk took place in 1963, on the one hundredth anni-
versary of Baha’u’llah’s Declaration, His Announcement to the
world that all of the promises of the sacred Scriptures had now
been fulfilled and the Day of the “one fold, and one shepherd” had
arrived at last. It was a very great occasion, and I was one of those
lucky enough to participate from the platform.

A London newspaper described the event as one of the greatest
ecumenical gatherings ever held in the world. Baha’is were there
from every part of the planet. Some seven thousand of them from
all the races of mankind and every previous religious conviction,
including atheists, agnostics and sceptics.

It was another first for the Baha’is.

On that historic occasion, I was wearing the best suit of clothes
owned by a truly unique Baha’i author, administrator and scholar,
Mr Horace Holley. Horace had recently passed away. He was one
of those rare original thinkers who always opened up new vistas to
his listeners and readers.

His wife, Doris, gave me Horace’s favourite black pin-stripe
suit.

“Wear it in London”, she said. |

I told Marguerite: “I can’t wear Horace’s suit.”

“Don’t worry”’, she said. “We’ll let it out a little.”

“I wasn’t thinking about the size, I was worried about not being
worthy.”
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Marguerite assured me that Horace, in the next world
urging me to wear his suit. I finally gave in.

“Okay”’, I agreed, reluctantly. “I’ll wear it. I need all the help 1
can get.”

“That’s exactly what Horace is saying.”

The rest of our discussion 1s private.

s Wag

Incidentally, the “team” of Quigley and Sears was together ip
London on that historic occasion. Bob and I stayed on at the re.
quest of the World Centre to make a condensed master recording
of all the highlights of those week-long magic hours.

We finally compressed the entire week into two hours of superh
highlights, each moment filled with excitement, joy and rapture,
Even so, we still wept for every minute we had to leave out. The
original tapes, of course, are in the archives. Perhaps some day you
will hear them all, as well as the two-hour edited version.

It was a splendid “first” for the Guardian’s team. Something for
posterity. We were truly thankful.
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Bob and I have attended Baha’i summer schools from Caernarfon,
Wales to Mauritius Island in the Indian Ocean, from Stuttgart,
Germany, to Buenos Aires in Argentina, from Eliot, Maine to San-
ta Monica, California, from Louhelen, Michigan to the Bosch
School in Santa Cruz, California.

Long before football and basketball teams inspired their cheer
leaders and their fans to begin holding up one finger to show the
world on television that they were “number one”’;, Bob and Bill
had been giving each other that same one-finger sign. Every time
we won another “first” for the Guardian and the Faith, we held up
our index-finger and made a check-mark ,/ in the air, meaning:
“One more for the Guardian’s team!”

We scooped the American sports world by at least a full decade.

Bob and I were always eager to achieve one of those ““firsts’ which
were so greatly prized by the beloved Guardian. Shoghi Effendi
longed to hear the news of the first Navajo Indian believer, the first
African tribe, the first new island, the first translation of one of
Baha’u’llah’s books, or the first Baha’i prayer translated into a new
language—Eskimo, Iroquois, Latvian, Urdu, Zulu, whatever.

Marguerite, Michael and I had the bounty of participating in
the first Bah4’i summer school south of the Sahara in Teso, Ugan-
da. We, too, were always on the look-out on behalf of the ‘“team”
for a “first”’, knowing all too well that the day would soon come
when there would be no more ““firsts” to conquer and that the
Bah4’is had better hurry because already the “knowledge of the
glory of the Lord [Baha’u’llah]” was beginning to cover the earth
“as the waters cover the sea.”*

* Habakkuk 2:14
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David Hadden designed and constructed two huge identical rog.
trums, each with its own telephone and bell, so Bob and I could ¢,
a special “‘talk-back-and-forth™ at one of the GATHERINGS. Bo}
and I were speaking on our new book, The Flame. We used thj
two-rostrums technique on other occasions as well, talking sponta.-
neously back and forth to each other. Sometimes even by phone.
We spoke simultaneously. Not at the same time, but interrupting
each other to emphasize certain points, and to remind each othey
of any important dramatic highlights we might have overlooked.
It added charm, informality and a light-hearted touch to the even.
ing. It is always easier to make people cry if first you make them
laugh. This two-rostrums technique was definitely another “first”
in delivering Baha’i talks, and it took a team of two to handle it,

Since we were both in the business, Bob and I decided to try and
win a ‘“‘first” for the beloved Guardian in the media, however
humble the beginning. We achieved this personal goal with the
help and guidance of the National Spiritual Assembly of the
United States.

- Our first prototype radio series dates way back to 1945-1946,
and was called: Mr Fustice.

Many of the actors who took part in that early radio series fol-
lowing the second World War went on to stardom in radio, tele-
vision and the films. The series was transcribed, as they called it
then, so it might be made available for use everywhere in the Eng-
lish-speaking world. Later Bob arranged for some of the most pop-
ular of the programmes in the series to be translated into Spanish.
He hired Spanish-speaking actors so the programme could be used
in Latin America as well.

Another first.

One brief sample, tremendously abridged, will convey to you the
spirit of the first prototype Bah4’i radio series, Mr Fustice. The
National Spiritual Assembly of the United States urged us on.
The entire series was aimed directly at those deep-seated preju-
dices so common in America at that time. The opening pro-
gramme was called: “Send them back where they came from.”
The prejudiced souls who called for such immediate action for-
got entirely that if their wish were actually granted, and everybody
went “‘back where they came from”, they, too, would have to g0-
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Only the American Indian would be left. A prospect no doubt,
quite pleasing to the American Indian.

Mr Justice took a hand to show the utter absurdity of such preju-
dices of nation, race, religion and class. Mr Justice emphasized the
irony of his lesson by actually sending them “back where they
came from”. He focused on one large apartment house on Eighty-
Third Street in New York City.

It is a February morning. A cold, biting mid-winter blizzard rages
across Manhattan. The Apartment at 843 Eighty-Third Street is
in an icy cold grip because the janitor, Gunderson, has gone back
to Oslo, Norway. There is no morning milk for the hot coffee be-
cause the milkman, Pacelli, has gone back to Milan.

There is no bread for the toast. The bakery driver, Van Leden,
has left for Amsterdam. There is no electricity to toast it, because
O’Toole, who replaces the fuses, is off to Dublin.

- On and on it goes, the story becoming both more tragic, more
ironically pathetic and more amusing as the disaster deepens.

There are no lights even when the fuse is replaced. No electricity
of any kind. No gas. No water. All utilities are shut off. Completely.
All the relevant people at the power plants and public utility con-
trol centres have gone ‘““back where they came from™: To Belgium,
England, Spain, Greece, Yugoslavia, wherever.

No need to deal with the taxis, buses, subways, and the com-
muting trains, although the actual drama does, of course. The
operators, have all gone back where they came from, too. To Wales,
Luxemburg, Syria, Argentina and India.

No one can untangle the snarled and snarling traffic on the
George Washington and Triborough bridges. The toll gates are
shut down. Bedekian, MacGregor and Boleslawski have gone back
to Syria, Scotland and Poland.

Okay.

Enough is enough.

The owner of the apartment house where the heart of our drama
takes place, a certain Mr Krasny, is poring over an atlas and vari-
ous maps in his study. He is energetically using a magnifying glass,
micrometer, and slide-rule. Krasny doesn’t know what to do, or
where he can go. The country where Krasny was born and raised
no longer exists. Poor soul! He has no place to go back to.

The biggest loser of all, of course, 1s Mr Hubert Goldeagle, the
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very person who started all the trouble in the first place. I,
couldn’t bear seeing all these foreigners moving into his one hy;,.
dred percent pure American neighbourhood.

During the closing moments of the drama, Mr Justice, who take
Hubert Goldeagle on a personal tour of the tragedies he has engen.
dered by his foolish ideas, finally sends Hubert home. Mr Justice
calls our attention to the ambulance sirens screaming up Lexing.
ton Avenue. They are en route to the Goldeagle residence. Brake
squealing, tyres skidding, the ambulance roars to a screeching hay
-1n front of Hubert’s apartment house. Running footsteps mount
the stairs. Doctors, paramedics, assistants, nurses, stretcher-bear-
ers, all rush wildly into the house. Time 1s of the essence.

They have come for Hubert Goldeagle!

Quickly they cover the long kitchen table with a white sheet,
They lay out all the needed instruments. Two huge attendants
seize a startled Hubert Goldeagle and slam him onto the table and
fasten him down.

Goldeagle, you see, on his father’s side, is German, Swiss, French
and Danish. On his mother’s side he 1s Irish, Scots and Greek.

There 1s only one way to send Hubert Goldeagle back where Ae
came from:

Surgery!

Of course it’s ridiculous!

But along the way, telling points are made on the fundamental
oneness of the human race. The Baha’i “remedy” oflove and unity
for a disunited world is gently offered. There is only one race, the
human race.

This, remember, was nearly half a century ago when there were
still outcries from those who wanted to see only “one hundred
percent Americans’ in America.

Fat chance! The radio series helped these absurd, blind, unthink-
ing people learn that the decimal system (one hundred percent)
came from the Greeks, and the homeland they were claiming as
their own, America, was named after Amerigo Vespucci, an [talian
geographer. That, of course, was only the beginning of their folly,
and the start of the fun we, the Baha’is, had of exposing it.

The more Bob and I studied and deepened our knowledge of the
Baha’i Faith, the more we realized how far in the forefront of all
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advanced thinking were the Teachings of Bahd’u’lldh. It was
the material of which “firsts” were made in every area of human
life. |

Whenever some grave new problem arose to afflict our troubled
world, such as drug abuse, excessive use of alcohol, dissolving mar-
riages, divorce, the shattering of family life; whatever it was, we
would share what Baha’u’llah and the Writings of His Faith had to
say on the subject. In many instances nearly a century before the
trouble started. Almost inevitably we would hear our friends say:
“Why didn’t you tell us this before? This is the answer!”

Of course we did tell them before. Until we were blue in the face.
All about the Christ-promised Kingdom of God on earth. But, as it
says 1In Scripture, no matter how “wondrous” the story, or how
“great’ the “‘work”, the “strange sleep” in which the present ma-
terialistic world is held enthralled prevents them from ‘“‘believing”’
the story even when it is being ““told” to them, and i1s happening
dramatically and unmistakably right before their very eyes.

That’s Scripture.

So great is the Power and Source of these Teachings, so re-
warding and comforting are the Teachings offered, so germane to
the needs of this day, that the Writings of Baha’u’lldh’s Faith
promise:

“If you read the utterances of Baha’u’llah
and ‘Abdu’l-Baha with selflessness and

care and concentrate upon them, you

will discover truths unknown to you before
and will obtain an insight into the prob-
lems that have baffled the great thinkers of
the world.”

You can, therefore, imagine the impact which that first Baha’i
radio series had on the listeners nearly halfa century ago. It ripped
the shutters off from those closed-up rooms of the human mind and
let in the pure fresh air and sunlight of truth for a change, and
things were never the same again. Not for those who heard and
understood.

Our prototype radio series did it all with tongue in cheek, with
satire, with laughter, and above all with love.

You name the prejudices, and in that early Baha’i radio series,
our star, Mr Justice, went after them all. No challenge too great.
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No punches pulled. Wham! Rightinto the gizzard. It was indeed ,
“first”’. Not only a “first”, but a first far ahead of its time.
Variety Magazine, the so-called Bible of Show Business, revieweg
our Baha’i radio series, and said:
“Here at last, thank God, is a Religion with a sense of humour,”
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This “first”’ in radio was followed sometime later by an even more
exciting first in television. It was not the first Bahd’i television
programme by any means, but it was the first Baha’i television
series using the same crew, same cast, same musical chorus, and
special guest stars. A unified series in the true sense.

It was called The New World. It was the first prototype series of
thirteen Bah&’i television programmes, and it originated in Hono-
lulu, Hawaii.

When the first Baha’i TV series was completed, the Guardian’s
“team’” had scored one more goal on his behalf. To say it was the
team that scored would be wrong. They never could have done it
without the loving, enthusiastic and dedicated help of every mem-
ber of the National Spiritual Assembly of the Baha’is of Hawaii.

They were magnificent. The greatest share of the success for that
entire television series belongs to them. It was a miracle that the
series was ever completed. Through their love and unity an “all-
out effort” was mounted, and the series was accomplished for an
average cost of around $800-00 for a thirty-minute segment. Most
television programmes spend that much per show in just sending
out for coffee and doughnuts, but we completed thirteen episodes
on half a shoe-string.

Repeat: It was a miracle of love and co-operation. Teamwork
all the way.

The entire Honolulu Bah4’i Community expended unstintingly
of its time, energies, and resources, coupled with their never-failing
friendliness and fellowship. All, without exception, the chorus, the
players, the stage-crew, the technicians, the artists, the musicians,
everyone associated with the programme.

Almost all of these television programmes were produced, re-
hearsed, and filmed from midnight to six in the morning with a
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huge, hilarious breakfast at the Ala Moana Hotel to follow, fre.
quently hosted by Robert Quigley.

It was a perfect demonstration of “universal participation”
Team-work, all the way.

This one was a “‘sweep”’. Not only a first, but a first, second, third
and fourth. Everybody deserved an award! Especially the Hawajj
friends.

Mahalo!

In fairness to the Team-Managers, Marguerite Sears and Keith
Quigley, I have to admit that it was not always Bob Quigley who
came to my rescue.

There was also Keith. When she was not hosting a special party
for the Baha’i youth and their friends, she was thinking of ways to
make my stay in California more pleasant and productive. Her
generosity always competed with Bob’s in everything, including an
unlimited use of her automobile which was another one of my
favourite places to be when not working.

It was a dream car! A beige Cadillac Seville. Keith had owned
the car almost forever but, like the Koh-i1-noor diamond, it im-
proved with age. When I entered that beige beauty, I talked to

myself.
-~ “Varoom! Look out, Marguerite Grand Prix Sears! Here comes
Barney Oldfield, the old man! Varoom/”

Okay, I’'ve got that out of my system. Why should Marguerlte

have all the fun?

I remember the day Sid Bulkin, another dear friend, came to the
Quigley’s residence to play the master tape of The Lote Tree for me.
He wanted me to hear it before taking off for Wilmette and Africa.
The sound was so perfect I said, ““That’s sensational. I’ll have to
own one of those someday myself.”

Shortly after my arrival at the Baha’i Convention in Chicago,
one of those same big beautiful top-of-the-line Sony machines ar-
rived at my hotel room. It was wrapped up as a gift, with an
accompanying note. |

“Love, Keith.” |

She had overheard me talking to Sid from the kitchen, and felt
that if some day a Hand of the Cause of God wanted a machine like
that, there was no day like today. I immediately made copies of my
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Convention talk and sent them off to the pioneers and teachers in
different parts of the world. I’ve been keeping that darling ma-
chine busy ever since. |

Do something every day for the Faith, the beloved Guardian
said. Something to advance the work of teaching. Influence the
world if you can.-Or a hemisphere, a continent, a country. The
Jarger the area you can motivate, and set on fire with the Teach-
ings, the better. Never let a day go by without doing some-
thing—however great, however small. Do all in your power to
bring at least one soul closer to his or her heart’s desire. My words,
the beloved Guardian’s ideas and concepts.

They were always the theme of his team.

The Quigleys have an African Room filled with carvings, carpets,
and arts and crafts from the Sahara to Cape Town, and from all
those places they visited while pioneering in Africa. That amazing
African Room would make a splendid six-page spread in any
- magazine. It keeps our hearts close to a part of the world we all
love.

We often go into the African Room for prayers before turning in
at night. Sometimes we pray at the dining-room-table, sometimes
in my room. Wherever it is, we’re always seeking special guidance
on some future project. Hopefully, another “first”.

Bob and Keith have prepared a special self-contained apart-
ment for me in their home. A refuge whenever I fly in and out of
California. I have been using it for years, have written many radio
and TV scripts there, and parts of various books and study classes,
while seated at my very own round table.

Keith has arranged a private delicatessen for me just eighteen
feet away from my bed, a huge refrigerator stocked and restocked
with my favourites: apples, colby cheese, yoghurt, Perrier water,
oranges, grapefruit, Hormel’s hot chili; pizza, and other wonders
to delight an austere religious palate at midnight. Or during a late
replay of the Southern California—Notre Dame football game at
the Coliseum.

When I try to thank Keith, she, with an airy wave of the hand,
says: “What are friends for?”

This is usually just after she has added peanuts, pop-corn and
Baskin-Robbins double-decker Butter Pecan and Cherry Burgun-
dy ice-cream cones to the Trojan-Irish crisis menu.
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One of the most delightful experiences ever enjoyed by the
“Team” took place in the Continent of their choice, Africa.

Bob Quigley of Hollywood Squares fame, and William Sears,
broadcaster of Eagle’s football in the NFL, found themselves in
another world entirely one lazy autumn afternoon on the streets of
Mohale’s Hoek, Basutoland (now Lesotho) in Southern Africa.

Bob and Bill were parked out in front of a country store along
one of the main streets. It was a perfect African day. A cloudless sky
except for one or two cirro-cumulus white sheep which were mak-
ing their way across the heavens toward Teyateyaneng (“TY").
On the distant horizon stood several of those magnificent umbrella
trees with their lace fans opened against the sky. There wasn’t a
sound in all the countryside even in downtown Mohale’s Hoek,
except for the singing of the African birds, and the clop, clop, clop
of the horses’ hooves as three shepherds, wrapped in colourful Ba-
suto blankets and wearing their famous conical-shaped hats, made
their way out of town, driving their flock before them.

It was a quiet pastoral scene. It was a Reg Turvey watercolour,
all serenity and peace.

All of a sudden 1t became chaotic, a turmoil. Loud, boisterous,
strident.

It began slowly.

Two African men passing by, saw Bob and I putting our grocer-
ies into the back end of the car. They also saw the hand-puppets
lying in living colour in their open carrying cases.

“What are those animals doing in the back end of your car?”’
they asked.

“They’re part of our family’’; Bob replied.

I ifted out the Secretary Bird, “Hillary”’, along with the Impa-
la, “Imp”, to demonstrate. One of the men put two fingers into his
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mouth and whistled loudly. He waved his arms in a manner that
said, “Come over here and see this.”

A crowd began to gather.

I slipped Hillary up over my sweater sleeve, and Bob did the
same with the Impala. We began talking to the people on the street
in the “dishy’ voices of the two animal puppets.

The Impala looked at the Secretary Bird and said, “We’d better
cut down on the charisma and charm or we may start a riot in the
street.”’

The animals were an instant unqualified success.

We told our rapidly growing African audience what a wonder-
ful country Basutoland was. Imp and Hillary turned face to face,
and began arguing loudly with each other, insisting which one of
them thought the country was better. They admitted how lucky
they both were to be staying, even for a few days, in such a beauti-
ful place as Mohale’s Hoek.

We had to wait while those who understood English translated
for those who didn’t. |

“I’d rather go to America”, one of the young African boys told
Imp, the Impala.

“No, you wouldn’t”, the Impala replied. “You’re far better off
right here.”

“Right!” Hillary, the Secretary Bird agreed.“Look how they
spoiled me in America”, he said.

Hillary demonstrated how dissolute his character had become
by blowing smoke-rings out of this throat. Additional smoke came
first out of his left nostril, then more smoke out of his right. As a
finale, Hillary blew smoke out of all three at once.

The Africans applauded appreciatively.

Imp, the Impala, had eyes that would suddenly stick way out of
their sockets when he became excited. He did so now, causing
spontaneous laughter. Imp put his nose right up against the cute
little nose of one of the smallest African children, and said, “Do-
mella, Ntate.”” (Good morning, father.) Everybody was delighted,
except the child, who punched Imp gently on the end of his own
nose.

“I’'m a girl”’, she objected. ““A Mme not an Ntate.”

- Imp, with pretended horror, drew back, stuck out his huge
brown eyes, and brought the house down. Or should I say brought
the street down, as it was now five deep with people around the
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entire car. They may have missed some of the English words, b
none of the pantomime. They were hungry to laugh at anything,

Imp kissed the little girl on the cheek and warned her, “Watc},
that nose-punching, short stuff!”

More hilarious laughter.

“But you are a very beautiful little girl”’, he added. “I knew yqy
were a girl all the time.” Imp kissed her on the end of her nose, ang
she shyly retreated behind the back of a friend.

Most of the audience didn’t understand what ‘“‘short stuf”
meant, but they loved the visual humour. They revelled in the
strange appearance of the puppets, especially the eyes of the Impa-
la when they would stick out inches at a time. Every time Imp shot
his eyes out, everyone clapped their hands merrily and laughed
enthusiastically.

They kept asking for more, crying out: “Eyes! Eyes!” “Mahlo!
Mabhlo!”

A tall sombre person with a reversed collar, who had been follow-
ing Bob and myself around town for most of the day in his red pick-
up truck, stepped forward and tried to get the attention of the
crowd. He obviously was keeping a sharp eye on us because he
knew we were Baha’is. When he was asked, “Who are they?”
meaning us, “‘and why are they here?”” he replied:

“They’re a couple of missionary blokes from the United States
who have come to Basutoland to deceive and corrupt the innocent
children with their fancy toy puppets and their smart American
tricks.”

Both the Secretary Bird and the Impala overheard these false
and slurring remarks. They turned, aghast and shocked (one of
their best ‘““takes’), and went for his throat—verbally. They
weren’t about to take these insults lying down, and they certainly
didn’t intend to let themselves be belittled in front of the children.

“We’re not missionary blokes”, the Impala objected.

“What’s more important,” Hillary added, “if you can corrupt
children with love and friendship, with kindness and fellowship,
we're guilty. Hang us!”

Bob and I picked up the other animal puppets from the back end
of the car. Great Big Sam, the baby elephant; Fitz, the squirrel;
Camille, the cam-ell; and the Honourable Mr Glow-Worm. The
real missionary bloke began to object, but was drowned out in the
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deafening applause and laughter that greeted these new charac-
ters.

The Impala looked out at the crowd, wiggled his nose, and stuck
those huge eyes way out. Applause and laughter. Imp turned his
head, pointed his nose toward his missionary accuser and said:

“He’s the real missionary bloke. We don’t get a cent for doing
this. We do it because we love it. We came here because we love the
country and all the people in it.”

Hillary, too, was incensed at the unnecessary attack. His big
yellow mouth opened wide, and his little red tongue began flap-

ing. :
P “Obviously what this missionary bloke knows about the Baha’i
Faith, you can stick in your lunch-box and still have room for two
apples and a sandwich. So play that on your piano!”

These comments received a big laugh and a warm welcome
from everyone except the real missionary bloke. He stomped ofl
down the street in search of the authorities, religious or civil; who
could support him. He made threatening noises over his shoulder.

“I’m going to put a stop to this—this—this—"”

He couldn’t think of a name for it, so Imp, the Impala, helped
him out.

“T'his public love-affair?” he suggested.

The missionary bloke scoffed angrily and left the scene.

Some of the children hollered at him as he left. I don’t under-
stand Southern Sotho, but I told Bob that I did understand inton-
ations.

C‘SO?”

“So, what I think they said, was ‘Go soak your head!””

Our drama had scarcely begun.
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Close your eyes for a moment and picture the following scenario.

Could anything be more unlikely?

Two television personalities, now Baha’i pioneers to Africa set
down in the middle of a delightful remote African town. Remote to
us from far-off California, but part of the heartland of that lovely
country Basutoland, now Lesotho. |

Bob Quigley, who was the producer of some of the top daytime
television programmes on NBC, CBS, and ABC; and Bill Sears,
sportscaster for the Philadelphia Eagles of the National Football
League, both standing on a dusty street in Mohale’s Hoek. More,
they were proclaiming the love and unity of the Baha’i Faith with
hand puppets. They were upholding the oneness of God, His Mes-
sengers, His Religion, and all His peoples with the help of a squir-
rel, a baby elephant, a camel, an impala, a secretary bird, and a
glorious green and gold glow-worm.

“Now that”, I whispered to Bob with a chuckle, “is religious
education.”

The curtain was going up on the second act of our street-scene
comedy-drama.

Around the corner of the grocery store a company of prison
convicts came marching up the street. They were all dressed up in
their prison garb, red-and-white-striped uniforms. They carried
picks and shovels over their shoulders and were off to work on the
roads. The convicts-were carefully controlled by prison guards
with rifles as they marched up the street to the rhythm of: “Hip!
Hip! Hip! Hip!”

Coming down the other side of the street and a little farther off,
was an even larger group. They were school children decked out in’
their prim school uniforms. They also were marching in special
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rows. They were coming from the opposite direction to the pris-
oners and they passed each other while the children were singing at
the top of their voices. Their harmony was astonishingly lovely.
Both Bob and I, former singing Catholics, recognized the old fa-
miliar Protestant hymn:

Yes, we’ll gather at the river,
The beautiful, beautiful river; . . .

The prisoners passed the children and waved their picks, shovels,
and free hands at them. They liked the music. One of the prisoners
called out: “Sing it loud, little chicks!”

The school children caught sight of Imp and Hillary riding so
sauclly on the arms of Quigley and Sears. They became enthralled.
Immediately and completely they were fascinated and enrap-
tured. Their eyes became saucers. Yelling with happy laughter,
they broke ranks and raced for our automobile like Red Indians
surrounding a covered wagon on the old Chisholm Trail. The
teachers were frantic. They blew loudly on their whistles to try and
control the student rebellion. In vain. They hurried over after the
children, shouting at them, trying to restore order. Also in vain.

The guards prodded the convicts who had stopped to enjoy the
scene, poking them with the muzzles of their guns, and shouting:
“March! Move on!” The prisoners, like everyone else on that Mo-
hale’s Hoek street, were enchanted by the puppets. For them it was
a moment of joy and happiness in an otherwise drab day and
dreary life. They were “moving on” in response to jabs from the
butts of the rifles, but very slowly, sideways, and with heads turned
back toward that captivating pair, Imp and Hillary.

The prison guards yelled angrily at them, making severe threats.
The prisoners reluctantly fell back into step. They started off down
the road again. Their hearts were not 1n it.

“Hip! Hip! Hip! Hip!”

The teachers were blowing their referee’s whistles louder and
louder. Frenzied. They had been reinforced by the powerful lungs
of a huge, intimidating ““games mistress’’ waving an unstrung ten-
nis racket. She was formidable. The children came to immediate
attention when they heard her harsh voice. The “games mistress”,
an amazon, pointed the unstrung tennis racket threateningly to-
ward the school. The children, cowed, fell pell-mell into rows
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again and went marching off up the street, bursting into protectiye
song: “The Lord 1s My Shepherd”.

The Lord and three teachers. You couldn’t help wondering how
that tennis racket became unstrung.

Even so, the children kept peeking shyly over their shoulders
and grinning at their new-found friends, a secretary bird and an
impala. Hillary shouted after them. '

“You’re wonderful children! And we love you!”

The children yelled back, punctuated by shrill whistles from
their teachers. .

“We love you, too!” they cried, in Sesotho with a smattering of
English and a touch of Afrikaans.

Imp, the impala, stuck his big brown eyes way out to the front of
his head one more time, and hollered: “We both love you. We love
all little children!”

When the children saw those big brown eyes of the Impala pop
way out again, they couldn’t suppress their giggles. The hymn |
suffered considerable damage from their shrieks of laughter. More
whistles, more ominous threats, more pointed fingers, and a new
hymn “‘Jesus, lover of my soul”; and all was well again. The chil-
dren marched off noisily in rhythm, stumbling and bumping into
each other, as they kept turning for one last look at their new
friends, Imp and Hillary.

The impala and the secretary bird turned toward the fast-depart-
ing prisoners, and cried out a farewell to them as well.

“We love you, too, you rascals!”

The convicts laughed, held their picks and shovels aloft, and
waved goodbye to the animals without turning. The guards, bran-
dishing their weapons, started to chant and all prisoners wisely
joined in.

“Hip! Hip! Hip! Hip!”

Imp and Hillary had the last word. They shouted encourage-
ment to the red and white striped convicts as they turned the cor-
ner by the gas station and began to disappear out of our lives.

“Hang in there, baby!” Imp hollered.

“Look us up when you get out”, Hillary hollered. “We can turn
you around!”

Both convicts and animals went into gales of laughter.

The far-off “Hip! Hip! Hip! Hip!” faded away and was lost in
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the sound of the singing of the birds, and an occasional “Caw!”
from a high-flying crow.

Bob and I were still standing beside the open back of our car, a
hand-puppet on each arm. We were now all alone on the street,
just the four of us, Bob, Bill, Imp and Hillary. Everyone else had
vanished. The entire crowd. The street was empty and silent.

I looked at Bob, he looked at me, and Imp looked at Hillary.
The Impala summed it up for all of us. He said, in that deep bass
gravelly voice:

“That’s all she wrote.”

We carefully laid the puppets back into their carrying case and
closed the lid of the trunk.

“I always hate todo that”, I told Bob. “The animals always give
me that baleful look.”

“Idon’t blame you™’, Bob grinned. “How would you like to be a
glow-worm locked up in the dark with that eye-ball-popping
impala?”

Before we could climb back into the front seat, a little African
boy came shooting out of the grocery store. He raced to the car to
see 1f his two friends Imp and Hillary were still there. He looked all
around, saw nothing, then slid his hand along the crack of the
trunk, hoping to pry the lid open with his fingers. He bent forward
and tried to peek in through the crack. Disappointed, he rubbed
the palmof his small hand across the top of the closed lid and
sighed.

“Can I help you?” I asked, coming back toward him.

He turned and flew up the gravel path back into the doorway of
the store. He hugged his mother tightly. She tousled her son’s head
affectionately, and drew him into the flowing folds of her Victori-
an-style long dress until he disappeared completely from sight.

Bob started the car and we drove leisurely down the streets of
Mohale’s Hoek. Neither of us spoke for a long time, but both of us
were smiling. Inside and outside. A Hollywood Network television
producer and an NFL play-by-play football announcer, both
bowled over completely by a streetful of happy African children.
Knocked for six.

Who would ever believe it when we told the story? Money
couldn’t buy the warm, happy feeling that pervaded our lives. Not
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even American Express travellers’ cheques 1n the largest denom;.
nations. We both had learned what priceless meant.

The entire afternoon had been like an imagined scene from some
beautiful fantasy. A dream-sequence. A tender, sweet, unforget.
table half-hour in our pioneering lives.

As we drove out of Mohale’s Hoek into the countryside and
headed toward Maseru, Bob spoke up at last.

“You were right, Bob”; he said, laughing, “That is what I cal]
religious education.” “

“I’'m Bill”’, T told him. “You’re Bob.”
“Oh, then remind me to return your maroon sweater.”
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TIME: Twenty-seven years later. Summer. 1984.
PLACE: African Room, the Quigley’s residence, Califorma.
CHARACTERS: The Team, Bob and Bill. Asleep.

Bob and I have been haunted every day of our lives by those eleven
magic words of our beloved Guardian: “You and Bill make a good
team. You should work together.”

We long to work together far more than we do. These past few
years, I have been travelling on my own in Africa while Bob has
continued to roll up more television successes and Emmys 1in
America. |

At long last, however, things are looking up for the team.

Both Bob and I have now reached what is laughingly called the
age of retirement. To any Baha’i, this merely means the fates have
been kind, and let you live long enough to enjoy some late-blos-
soming pioneering and additional world-type travel-teaching. In
other words, the time has now come for you to throw it all into
“high gear”!

Bob and I probably would have written this book, A/l Flags
Flying!, together, if the tip of Southern Africa wasn’t such a long
way from the Southern Coast of California. Right at this very
moment, however, I am writing the draft of these pages in long-
hand aboard Lufthansa, as once again we head back toward each
other. So who knows what may still happen?

We both have reached that stage which I once attributed to my
own grandfather in God Loves Laughter. His old body no longer
seemed able to contain his youthful spirit. He was a Mack Truck
motor built into a bicycle. Ditto Quigley and Sears, circa 1985,

We have to let the clutch out very slowly and carefully these
days for fear the ‘“‘power’” within might explode and make a sham-
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bles of the parts. There’s still a lot of good stuft in both of us, if we
can keep it volatile.

I chuckle to myself when I look at the two of us stretched out
sitting in our two easy-boy lounge chairs in the African Room
recalling our dreams of glory. Neither one of us hears the sound of
the TV set as it loudly describes the dramatic closing moments of
the Yankee—Dodgers Exhibition baseball game, although Bob is 3
dyed-in-the-wool Yankee fan, and I am a never-say-die Dodger
Blue. Our minds are miles and miles away elsewhere, decades
away perhaps. Most likely in Africa.

Out of a prolonged silence, Bob finally says:

“What great new ‘first’ can we think of this year?”

“Betfore Rldvanp”

“Naturally!”

“You’re right. The time is short, but the beloved Guardian said
‘the Bah&’is should give their all.”

“That’s it! What we have to do this year 18 glve more than our
all.”

Another profound silence sets in. Nap time.

Awakened, a warm feeling of special love surrounds me. I look
over at Bob then back to his team-partner Bill; and I recall the
moving words of a sonnet by Shakespeare:

“That time of year thou mayst in me behold

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.”

I laugh about it. I think to myself that there was a time when
people might have said about Bob and myself, ‘“‘Break up the Yan-
kees!” Now, perhaps it might be: “Who are those two dis-
tinguished very elderly looking serene old gentlemen?”

That would be a grave mistake.

We both know in our hearts that when next Robert Quigley and
William Sears work together as a “‘team’ on any project for their
beloved Guardian, hopefully another “first”, they will arise like
the Lions of the Covenant they once were. Regardless of their age,
or the state of their health—‘“Gung Ho!” they are spiritually
armed and dangerous.

Bob and Bill will be motivated by their ever- green.memorles of
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Shoghi Effendi, their beloved Guardian, by his voice, his flashing
eyes, his tenderness, his love, his inspiration. It does something to
both of them when they recall his words about Baha’u’llah:

“He will come to our help if we only arise
and become an active channel for God’s grace.”

No matter how sere and yellow those leaves may be that hang
upon the boughs and shake against the cold, both Bob and Bill will
resist every storm, and refuse to put into port until our job is done.
We shall both take an intense and youthful delight in whatever
new “‘first” it 1s that the beloved Guardian’s ““team’ now has set
their eyes upon. They will hear his voice, loud and clear, cheering
them on their way:

““Today the need is so great on the part

of humanity to hear of the Divine Message,
that the believers must plunge into the work,
wherever and however they can, heedless

of their own shortcomings . . .”

From the Very first moment they became a “team” for him, they
have always known where to put their trust. Their beloved Guard-
1an told them clearly:

. have a perfect reliance upon God; let your heart
burn with the desire to serve His Mission and proclaim
His call; and you will observe how eloquence and the
power to change human hearts will come as a matter
of course.’ |

It has always been so. For nearly half a century his team, Bob
and Bill, have proven to themselves this truth of his words, taking
comfort and strength in every one of his promises.

(49

. the very act of striving to serve,
‘however unworthy one may feel, attracts the
blessings of God and enables one to become
more fitted for the task.”

So we try again. And again. A “team”, of the Sign of God on
earth never retires. It can never lose if it never quits.
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‘That is why two of us don’t mind going into overtime in order tq
score one more goal, and win one more ‘‘first” for him. When the
whistle blows, we shall answer. We shall see his radiant face ang
hear his words of encouragement:

““The firm and irrevocable Promise 1s given . . . The
powers of heaven and earth mysteriously assist in its
execution . . . Let the doubter arise and himself verify
the truth of such assertions. To try, to persevere, is to
insure ultimate and complete victory.”

So we try. Bob and I. We arise. We persevere. We plunge head-
long into the work. Heedless of cur shortcomings. Our hearts burn

with desire. ”
All his words!
And suddenly, once again, the sweet birds sing.
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Life in the fast lane

74

Marguerite and I felt we had better set the record straight before
we went any further down.Memory Lane. All was not honeysuckle
and roses in the Sears camp. The truth is, there had been friction
and flack ever since Marguerite began proof-reading the first draft
of the book. No, I take that back. The first page. In fact, no one in
the whole family liked 1t. Nor the second or third draft. Not the
opening, not the middle, and not the close.

Marguerite suggested that certain items I had included about
her might better have been left out entirely. Perhaps this is the
reason none of us can find those large sections which were mysteri-
ously snipped out of the manuscript leaving gaping holes. Mar-
guerite also pointed out that some of my time sequences were cock-
eyed.

“Asters do not grow side by side with daffodils.”

“Pity.”

“In one or two places, now happily deleted,”” Marguerite said,
“you have southbound Canadian geese passing northbound robins
and bluebirds.”

“Maybe 1t was the robin and the goose that were wrong, not
me.”’

“A touch of Irish whimsy perhaps?”

“No longer. You took it all out. But doesn’t it boggle your mind
to think of what that robin thought when he passed the goose over
Lake Ontario going south while he was going north? Think about
it.”’

“Don’t change the subject.”

“So?”

“So, you’ve written things about Michael that you should have
written about William. And vice versa.”

The boys couldn’t remember, and they didn’t really care. They
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were upset about other things and complained bitterly. They both
agreed that several of the events associated with them had never
happened that way at all.

“Both Michael and I were much funnier on those occasions than
you have pictured us, Dad”, Bill objected. “We had much more
panache and charisma than you’ve given us credit for.”

Mike agreed. “Far more. Not to mention pizzazz. You’ve
slanted the book your way, Dad, instead of our way.”

I accepted their criticism, feeling that a father couldn’t be all
bad 1if he had two sons who even knew such words as panache,
pizzazz and charisma. |

Even our close Baha’i friends with whom Marguerite and I pio-
neered and served the Faith (and with whom I had mistakenly
shared a few chapters) slyly hinted at the imaginary and fanciful
character of All Flags Flying! They didn’t care for my treatment at
all. They admitted, when I questioned them closely, that while I
had been quite kind, merciful and accurate in describing most of
the Bah&’is and the events associated with them, unfortunately, in
their own case, I had failed dismally in trying to capture their true
essence and worth. They volunteered to write a few helpful para-
graphs for me to include in the book to improve their image.

I kept telling both my family and my friends that All Flags Fly-
ing! was neither an autobiography nor a biography. It was never
intended to be.

“Itisanovel”, I told them. ““Pure and simple. It was designed to
show the impact of the Baha’i Faith on one small family and,
through them, upon the places they visit around the world as
pioneers.”

“T'hen why”’, Marguerite asked, ““do you use real names, real
people, real places, and real events?”

“Because I know these people and these places. I want my novel
to ring true.”

“You just think you know them”, Marguerite said, coldly. She
was holding in her hand, the last and what I hoped would be the
final draft of the book. She shoved it violently down into her sewing
basket. ““I particularly loathe this chapter”, she warned me, show-
ing me one she had just detached from the manuscript.

““Which chapter is that?”’ I asked innocently, knowing full well
that this same time bomb was the real reason Marguerite found the
book offensive.
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“You must be out of your mind!” she said.

The fierce nature of Marguerite’s objection, of course, testifieg
immediately to the complete accuracy and truth of everything |
had written about her. I didn’t say that out loud. Instead, I said,
placatingly, “I feel that in your case, darhngé-—

“Don’t darling me, you viper! Untll you’ve rewritten every
word of this Chapter"’ |

Marguerite tore it in halfand threw the remnants in the fireplace,
Nonchalantly I went, over, struck a match and burned them.

“Thank you for being so understanding.”

I grinned, wickedly.

“I have four carbons. One for burning, one for cutting out huge
holes, one for tearing into shreds, and one for miscellaneous, hid-
ing, crumphng and stomping on.”

“You won’t have a wife if one of them, or any part of them is
given to the printers.”

“Shall we leave it to posterity to judge between us?”’

“There will be no posterity for certain people unless those para-
graphs about my lead foot on the gas pedal are not immediately,
entirely and permanently expunged!” |

“Is it true what I have written in the book about you, Mario?”

“Out!”

“I mean Mario Lanza, not Mario Andretti.”

“Out!”

“Johnny Rutherford?”

“Out!”

“Crispin Pemberton-Pigott?”

“Out! O-u-T OUT!”

‘Whenever Marguerite Reimer Sears begins to spell out the
words, it is time to head for the cyclone cellar. All families know
these famlhar danger signs in other members, and know when it’s
“soft-pedal” time in the valley.

Since you have heard so many fine outstanding things-about Mar-
guerite throughout A/l Flags Flying/—all true—it won’t hurt to
show that on occasion she has feet of clay, not to mention a lead
foot on the gas pedal. We never thought of it as a shortcoming, but
as an adventure. The boys call it ““Zingo!” driving.

Marguerite refused to play my tape of her San Diego, Freeway
5, Grand Prix. I told her:
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“We went by Capistrano so fast we couldn’t see the swallows
returning.”’

“It’s not the time for swallows.”

All ice. |

“Just a tender touch of hyperbole, to make a point about your
‘Zingo!’ driving without being unkind.”

“Or unmarried?”

“Touché! No {ingo is worth that.”

“I hope I never hear that word again.”

“Zingo!”

Old frosty-eyes stopped the car in the middle of the busy inter-
section at Olympic and Sepulveda, got out of the car, impervious
to the blowing of horns and loudly-shouted rude remarks from
stopped trucks and cars. Marguerite calmly walked round to my
side. She tossed the car keys into my lap.

“You”, she said, “drive.”

It was perfectly true about Marguerite’s San Diego, Freeway 5,
Grand Prix. We were late for a Baha’i picnic. I taped the exact
words her sons, William and Michael, had shouted during the big
“Zingo!”

Whenever their mother entered the Red Rabbit, the Blue Buick,
the Burgundy Bobcat, the Yellow Datsun, or any other Sears cur-
rent vehicle with their mother at the helm (Spelled: Hell-em!), the
moment Marguerite turned the motor over with an unnecessarily
power-laden zoom! the boys would immediately cry out their
encouragements.

“Eat ’em alive!”

“You can do it, Sterling Moss!”

And together they would shout: “<ingo/”

I have this all on tape. In living sound with veritying Freeway
traffic noises from those cars we passed (“Ffft! Ffft! Ffft!”’), includ-
ing approaching Highway Patrol sirens.*

Out of pure charity, and a sincere desire to preserve the beauty of
our approaching golden wedding anniversary in the face of gather-
ing threats, I agreed to rewrite the “Zingo!” chapter.

I admitted my error before witnesses and confessed that what-
ever I had written in All Flags Flying! dealing with Marguerite at

*This tape i1s now strangely missing.
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the throttle of the Old Ninety-Seven was fictionalized, romanticized,
and fantasized by me, Bill Sears, her adoring husband.

In my own longhand writing, with Marguerite looking over my
shoulder, waiting to proof-read the page, I stated clearly:

“None of us, Bill, Mike, or myself has ever been ‘scalded to death
by the steam’.” Frightened to death, perhaps. But in general, [
admit that all those snide lead-foot comments, which I now totally
disavow, were prompted by Irish-inspired whimsy.

““They bear no resemblance to reality. In no way, do they even
faintly mirror forth my beautiful wife Marguerite’s moderate, re-
strained ‘slow-poke’ image.”

Although you can’t see 1t since my back is turned to you, my
nose kept growing longer and longer and longer as I wrote the
above things down on paper.

“Zingo!”
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79

Something good came out of “Life in the fast lane”. Marguerite
decided that perhaps it was salutary for me to have teased her
about “Zingo!”

She suggested that I should do more of the same in other epi-
sodes of All Flags Flying! She suspected that I might have been too
one-sided, and should show some of the failures as well as the suc-
cesses of the Baha’is as they struggled to acquire those needed spiri-
tual characteristics.

Marguerite had a point. Perhaps I had subconsciously favoured
those with the ““decency virus’” while talking about my fellow--
Bah&’is. I didn’t think so, but agreed that a few salty shortcomings
couldn’t hurt the overall picture. One thing was certain, every one
of us (you included) has to battle every day of our lives to become
finer human beings, even just plain ordinary nice people.

Some of us quite clearly have more on the ball than others when
it comes to improving. Themselves, not others. I cite here the
example of two summer schools I should never have attended. I
shared both “happenings” with Marguerite to see if I was captur-
ing the spirit of her suggestion.

The Summer School Committee urged me to go to the school a day
early, on Friday instead of Saturday, the day I was expected. The
friends, they said, would be overjoyed and would have a thousand
things for me to do. It would be a Friday to remember, they prom-
ised, full of exciting things.

I went. It was a Friday to forget.

Nobody met my train. No reservations. I hailed a cab and,
together with the cabbie, tried to run down the rented quarters of
the Summer School. We found it. It was abandoned. Only a stray
grey cat was living there. He had no information for me.
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Finally, in a downtown hamburger stand, I met an old friend
from my other more worldly television life. He was glad to see me,
We talked sports. He was an extremely kind man and was able to
bring me together with the Baha’is.

“My wife 1s a Baha’i,” he said, “and I know they moved the
Summer School loeatlon at the last minute.”

He knew where it was and dropped me off bags and all. The
Baha’is were startled to see me. | |

“What are you doing here?”’ they asked. “You’re not expected
until tomorrow. There’s not a blessed thing for you to do.”

“Maybe I could go over to the cathedral and make a novena™, I
suggested.

Nobody heard me. Or heard me and didn’t think it was funny.
There’s a lot of that going around.

“We’ll find something for you to do”’, they promised.

They didn’t.

I did nothing. All morning, all afternoon, and all night. I was
good at that.*

I could see it was my fault. I'd come early and unexpectedly and
‘there were no reservations. All the rooms were taken. Until
tomorrow. I wondered what had happened to that old Bah&’i hos-
pitality of sleeping on the couch, in the bath-tub, or on the floor in
a borrowed sleeping-bag?

“Why don’t you just hack around until the square dance to-
night?”’ they suggested. “By then we’ll have found a dozen rooms

for you.”
I hacked around.

No one introduced me to the friends at the school all that day. Not

even during the square dance and charades that night. Perhaps

they were saving me as a “Mystery Guest’. |
There was one highlight.

An Amazon approached me during a particularly rollicking

* 1 was always grateful for free time. I carried a manuscript with me at all times
and appreciated the stolen moments when I could try to complete it. I’'m the only
Baha’i author, I think, who can answer the question “Where did you write this
book?”” by saying: “In a railway station in Birmingham, a plane over Australia, 1n
an African hut in Zambia, a restaurant in Tokyo, a public park in Montevideo;
and, oh, yes, at home.”
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schottische or polka. I can never tell the difference. She held out
her hand to me.

“Let’s dance.”

“I don’t dance.”

““Tonight you do”; she said, convincingly.

She gripped my hand fiercely, and lifted me bodily out onto the
floor with a flourish. I bounced off her sturdy bosom, and we took
off on a trail of musical disaster.

“You can’t dance”, she complained, quite shocked.

“I told you I couldn’t.”

““I'll lead”, she mumbled, adding, “Everybody can dance.”

That solved nothing. Having sandbagged me into the dance, she
now took complete charge. The schottische ended and the band
immediately began “Roll Out the Barrel”. There was no decent
interval for me to escape. Together we completed several musical
“Crack of the whips!”’ I suspected that this must be one of those
“exciting things” the School Committee had referred to.

“Are you anyone I should know?” she asked me, between
breaths.

“I’m beginning to think not.”

The dance mercifully ended. My moment in the Summer
School spotlight had arrived at last. The Chairman of the evening
came over, patted me on the back, and said:

“This 1s the time for you to speak to the friends, Mr Sears. But
keep 1t short, we don’t want the ice-cream to melt.”

On the way out, I heard someone say, with a surreptitious
glance at me, ‘“Who was that bald- headed guy who cut short the
square dance so abruptly?”’

Such is fame.

The next morning, the Summer School opened officially. Quite
obviously I was expected. I was kept so busy for two whole days,
morning, noon and night; and so completely surrounded by a flood
of warmth, love, tenderness, respect and appreciation that I
longed for the anonymity of Friday.

I met my friend the Swedish masseuse that night at dinner. She
had avoided me all day, ever since our shimmy-shaking schot-
tische. I sat down beside her.

“Shall we dance?” I asked.

She looked the other way, saying: “Miss Berenson 1s not in
tonight.”

317



DOWN MEMORY LANE

At another Summer School, another year, another continent, |
practised medicine without a licence. I had no choice.

An energetic bushy-bearded middle-aged man accosted me ip
the hall-way. He held up the open palm of his hand, like a traffic
officer.

“Stop!”

“What did I do wrong, officer?”

“Please, do you mind if I embrace you?”” he asked. “I am desper-
ate, and in great need of immediate help!”

I can still see Bob Quigley at the airport in Tampa, Florida,
trying to disperse the friends so we could board our plane.

“Bill,” Bob yelled at me, “you’ve got to stop the hugging and
kissing, the plane’s leaving!”

Sometimes it was difficult. One of the friends asked if he could
say a prayer. He chanted the Fire Tablet. It was his moment in the
sun, and he ignored the urgent appeals of the airline guide who was
motioning frantically for Bob and myself to board. He stood there
with his arms folded and carried on. He was still standing there
when Bob and I looked out of the window of our departing plane
and sped down the runway. I always think of him as still standing
there at the departure gate in Tampa.

So you can see that I am not against embracing.

At big Conferences, Conventions, I have been known to hold
fellowship gatherings down in front following my talks.

Baha’is often say to me, ‘I wanted to come up and talk to you,
but there were so many people around you!”” They are often too
shy. Or, they may say: “I didn’t come up because I suspected you
were tired. Besides, I was ashamed of the little amount of work I
had done this year.”

“You’re exactly the ones I want to talk to”, I tell them.

Being with the friends is one of the most happy things that can
happen to me as a Hand of the Cause of God. Occasionally, when 1
feel that I have been over-protected, or whisked away from the
friends too abruptly before I have a chance to really talk to them in
person, one on one, I announce from the platform that following
my talk, I am going down in front to stand there, until the sun goes
down if necessary, until I have a chance to meet and greet every-
body in that auditorium who wants to be greeted. There is always
plenty of hugging and cheek-kissing because sometimes that may
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be the only chance the friends have to spend some time with a
Hand of the Cause of God.

The truth i1s, I often feel that those moments together down in
front, those hugs, handshakes and cheek-kisses, are far more im-
portant than anything I may ever say during my talk. A lot of
people disagree with me, but that’s what makes a ball game. If that
seems too “Goody Two Shoes’ for you, tough luck!

No, I haven’t forgotten the fellow with the bushy beard waiting to
be embraced at the Summer School. I had a feeling about him,
and I wanted to mention some sweet memories down Memory
Lane before I faced up to him.

O yes, I did embrace him. I was quite ashamed of myself for
having hesitated. In fact, I was deeply touched.

Tears came to his eyes as he kissed me first on one cheek then on
the other. He embraced me soundly a second time, and said, all
choked up:

“I’m so grateful to you. I’ve been laid up in bed all week, with a
viral ’flu, and a temperature of 109. But, I knew if I could come
down to the school and embrace a Hand of the Cause, I'd be
cured.” “ |

Another fast embrace. He pressed me tenderly to his "flu-ridden
body. |

- ““T'hank you! Thank you!” he cried.

Tearfully, he was gone in a black Mercedes. I was left standing

there with the residual.

Four days later, after a slow decline, I myself was down with a viral
'flu and a temperature of 103. I spoke to Bob Quigley who had just
joined me from.far-off California.

“Bob, do you think you could get me the name of the chap with
the bushy beard who embraced me?” \\

“I think so.”

““And the names of all his local relatives?”’

He said: “I won’t quote you at the Convention. Your halo just
fell off.”

“I’m using it as a hula hoop to throw and catch my victims.”

“It’s nice to see you a little riled up and rotten like this.”

Bob wasn’t so casual and philosophical when I offered to em-
brace him and kiss him on both cheeks. He did, however, point out
a very basic truth.
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“You will be a better man for this experience.”

I nodded.
“But not today.”
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Since- William Sears Junior was the elder of our two sons, he was
also known on official documents as William Bernard Patrick Mi-
chael Terence Sears. Both Bill and I had the same name. I was the
seventh, he was the eighth William Sears. My father told me so.
Both Bill and I jettisoned all of it except: Bill Sears.

We couldn’t make the “moves” with all that excess baggage.*

My own father, Bill’s grandfather, years ago used to take his
young pal out for long walks with him on his rounds of the local
and nearby grog-shops and matinée movie houses, lavishly dis-
pensing pop, hot dogs, and penny candy. Often, both would return
with a stomach-ache.

My father, reminiscing one lazy Saturday afternoon, told me
that while I was not the seventh son of a seventh son, I was the
seventh person in his family to be named William Sears. Both my-
self and my Irish grandfather were also named ‘““Barney”. Since
my other grandfather had a horse named Barney, I suffered con-
siderably at school until I became Bill.

My father hinted quite strongly, in a friendly way, that while 1
might easily qualify for the worst of the William Searses, my dar-
ling young son Bill Jr. was certainly among the very best.

I already knew that. In fact, I teased my father by reminding
him that it was I, and not my son Bill, who was “born in a caul’ as
the Irish say.

“Your son’, he replied, ““‘doesn’t need a caul.”

“Touché!” -

It was during the Depression when I had no job but lots of time
that I, too, used to go out walking with my son, Bill. He was just
above my knees at the time and was togged out in a colourful

* Michael now has a son named William. That makes him the ninth. He also
has a son named Michael. I'm not sure what he’s starting there.
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scarlet-and-grey Ohio State warm-up suit which I had cut out ang
sewed up for him. His hair was blonde (now dark brown) and
fuzzy all over the top of his little bald head. When his blonde haiy
and sparkling brown eyes didn’t knock them dead on the street, his
Ohio State sweat-suit did. The combination was devastating. We
could have taken orders from all passing parents. We could have
lived quite extravagantly by passing the hat when Bill, in his scar-
let outfit would sing the Ohio State pep song: “Across the field the
band starts playing, show them Ohio’s here!”

Perhaps even more heads turned when Bill was wearing his
black-and-gold outfit from Army, the Black Knights of the Hud-
son. Not to mention the kelly green of the Fighting Irish of Notre
Dame.

I didn’t have anything else to do, so I made him five outfits and
taught him the pep songs of all five Universities. We could have
been big on Broadway but we had other fish to fry right there in
Milwaukee.

If you think one word of this about that incredible young child
has been exaggerated, ask any of his aunts and uncles in Wisconsin.
I recommend his Aunt Ella in Sussex. Watch her face light up
when you ask her about little Billy Sears. Prepare to catch her
when she swoons away with joy and delight at the mention of his
name.

Bill was only as high as Jimmy Fox’s bat, but already he was a
unique and special child.

I’m not talking about IQ) or genius stuff, although he had his
share. I'm talking about goodness. The way he treated people.
Grown-ups and children alike. If it wasn’t so ““icky’’ to say about
such a manly and virile little fellow, I would have described it as
“sweetness”’. But everybody is suspicious of sweetness in such a
small fry. They get nervous.

Bill never lost it. He’s still using it in his profession, by phone, by
mail, and in person. And especially in dealing with young people.
They re harder to handle than Russia, but he does it. Ask any of his
four daughters.

When he was little, Bill Jr. was so kind, warm-hearted, friendly,
thoughttul and considerate that Marguerite and I began to worry.
He just kept getting better. More and more each year. We won-
dered. “The good die young” stuff.

322



‘““MY SON! MY soN!’’

However, Bill is now becoming middle-aged and has his first few
grey hairs, and is still so infuriatingly decent, kind, reliable and
gentle, it burns my biscuit. It appears that the “good’ die old, too.

The truth 1s, my son William, is exactly the kind of a person I’d
like to be. In fact, I’ve been working at it all my life. Unsuccessfully
so far. I’ve raised up quite an attractive false front, but behind it
hides a moth-eaten, relatively unimproved old man. But still
gamely trying. I have to. The goal of every Baha’i is to become a
better person, a finer human being. If you’ve learned anything
from this book, you’ve learned that. I realize with melancholy
sadness that I myself am still a long way down the road. But that
beggar Bill, is already well on his way there.

I keep backsliding, falling down and skinning my nose. Like
you, I’ll bet. Bill Junior, on the other hand, is a genuine, good-
natured, thoughtful, first-class human being. Without trying.
Doesn’t that frost you? It comes naturally to him. He’s even pleas-
ant when he first wakes up in the morning. Maybe he just hides the
““anguish’ within. After all, he’s living in the same world we are,
and drives through the smog twice a day to and from work. It can’t
be all croissants and coffee.

Bill is the sort of person you’re overjoyed to see at the airport
when you arrive. He’s met me there so many times, at such odd
hours, even on holidays and his day off, from a long distance away,
but always makes me feel that the nicest part of his life is taking
place right then when he’s bent over toting his father’s excess
luggage. |

When he takes you back to the airport, it’s another story. When
they call your plane, you feel tears of sorrow. You realize you are
leaving behind a genuinely nice, lovable human being. They’re so
scarce.

Half-way between Los Angeles and Toronto on Air Canada
Flight 794, you're still saying to yourself, “Doggone it! Why can’t I
be that way? When I try so hard?”

It will really upset Bill when he reads what I have written about
him in this book, so maybe we’ll see a little steam and rottenness
coming out of him yet, at least this one time.
But don’t count on it. His boiling-point is out of sight.
Still, I’ve given it my best shot.*
* You may have guessed. I like the boy.
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William would have been spooky to Marguerite and myself a]]
these years, if he hadn’t been so witty, comical, and full of fun. I
told you he wrote all of my radio scripts in Africa when I was out of
town visiting the Baha’is all over the continent. His scripts were
always more amusing than mine, more entertaining.

Mine was a comedy programme, but Bill’s style was not joke-
telling. Instead, he poked fun at himself and the world and society,
making them laugh at themselves, and making them like it. One
day my boss at the advertising agency met me in the hall, and
congratulated me.

“Hey, Sears! You’re doing great work! Your scripts are getting
better all the time. Keep up the good work.”

“I will”; T told him.

I would, too, because I was about to leave on a long trip to
Morocco and Algiers, and was carrying_home two reams of paper
for Bill.

Both Marguerite and I feel sure that seeing the funny side of life
and writing about it, saves our son William from being “taken in
the night!” as a too-good-to-live child.

Of course, I have to confess that I was present the day he hit his
knuckles with the monkey-wrench while repairing the old Ford
Consul. Bill’s instant and spontaneous remarks lost him halo-
points and several wing-feathers; not to mention the astonished
admiration of his father, an old sportscaster who wrote the book on
spectacular phrases related to hammer-and-wrench accidents to
fingers, knuckles and thumbs.

I told Marguerite, “He’s safe for a long, long time!”

On the other hand, Bill made valuable character points by re-
pairing that old Ford Consul one more time. He kept it running for
over two hundred thousand miles, after an already illustrious ca-
reer as a pioneering car for Marguerite and myself in all parts of
Africa.

Bill Junior didn’t have a jealous or envious bone in his body. He
greatly admired, and was both pleased and delighted by the orig-
inal wild things his brother Mike said and d1d Bill would chuckle
appreciatively and say:

“I like the kid’s creative style.”
He did, too.
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Bill gave a special dimension to pioneering for his whole family,
and we all saw him off on his second pioneering adventure to St
Helena Island, once the lair of Napoleon I.

Bill was filling in temporarily for an absent Baha’i pioneer. It
was a warm-up for his third post when the Call came for Latin
America. He sailed off to Uruguay with his friend Fred Schechter
where they married sisters. Not one of the goals of the Plan, but a
lifelong fringe benefit of the journey for both.

I had planned to write about my son William’s death- defymg,
Romeo and fuliet love affair that rocked and baffled the two conti-
nents. However, being older and wiser, after beginning this
journey Down Memory Lane with a proof-reader, I am withholding
that engrossing story until T can tell it in more juicy detail in the
new book Marguerite and I are writing together called “7Toko-
loshe’’, or: I Married Eleven Dachshunds.

Besides, I wanted to check personally with Bill about this ro-
mance before releasing it to the world.*

Bill joined us in Africa, and soon the whole Sears family were at
their pioneering post together. Bahd’i family ties are deep and
strong and sweet to the taste. Almost the complete opposite of what
you see in the world today.

Marguerite invited Bill’s young lady to join us in Africa for a
visit, but both she and Bill vetoed it. Michael referred to her only
once, saying:

“By the way, Romeo, how is—?”

Bill slowly turned and fastened laser-beam eyes upon his
brother. This was long before we knew what laser beams were, and
how powerful and dangerous they could be. Thus, the subject of
Bill’s romantic love affair was ended at that moment. Forever.
That love affair anyway.

In the words of that great Irish philosopher of love, “Kissing
Barney” Sears, after whom both William and I were named:

“All love must come to an end. Until next time the sweet fra-
grance of another darling Colleen comes wafting on the gentle
breeze from Galway Bay. May it be soon.”

“The Trade Winds, he means”, one of us said, slyly, glancing at
William Bernard Patrick Michael Terence Sears the Eighth.

There is no truth whatsoever in the rumour that any of us ever
referred to Bill Jr. as “Kissing William”’.

Not in his presence anyway.

* He’s not all that angelic.
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I was by nature, temperament, ahd interest, more like my son
Michael. This will probably surprise, perhaps even alarm and
shock my son Michael when he reads it.

However, Marguerite confirms it.

Although, as time went by, I would be the first to admit that my
son Michael left me far behind, in the smoke-trail of his after-
burners. |

I'had considered writing a book with Michael (father and son),
but never did because I felt Michael could probably do it better by
himself.* We did start one, long ago, called: A New Name Written,
but i1t remains unfinished. Some of the original ideas Michael con-
tributed to it would knock you right off your chair.

Michael turned out to be one of those rare human beings, an ori-
ginal thinker. The only persom I knew among his fellow-Bah&’is
who outstripped him in this almost unique field was that dear
friend of both Marguerite and myself, Horace Holley. Michael,
however, is still young and is already hot on Horace’s heels and
closing in. However, in knowledge, wisdom, depth of spirit and
service, neither Michael nor his father can ever catch up to Horace
unless we make Methuselah’s age.

From his earliest days, Michael was one of our most forthright,
straightforward and courageous Baha’i teachers. The world didn’t
hold any fears for him at all, and certainly not the people in it.
Frequently Michael would involve-—embroil is perhaps a better
word—both Marguerite and myself in his odd but creative teach-
ing projects such as the one you read about earlier; dubbed by
Marguerite “Holiday Baha’i vs. Rice Christians”.

Unhappily, as time went on, Michael lost his burning desire to

*1 think I do shade him on the funny stuff.
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launch an assault on the non-Baha’i world, but as an innocent,
‘blue-eyed, blonde-haired child with a mass of wavy curls, he was
fierce and fearless when it came to teaching.

I liked it. Sometimes Marguerite, Bill or I would jokingly say:

“Where’s old F and F?”’

Let me give you an example of his ““fierce’” period. It will es-
pecially please and delight those of you who know him today.

One Sunday afternoon we were taking the Ingleside streetcar to a
Baha’i meeting at the San Francisco Baha’i Centre on Post Street.
We were riding through the Twin Peaks Tunnel en route down-
town. Michael was seated across the aisle behind two gentlemen
who were talking energetically with each other. Michael liked to
mingle with strangers in those days. You heard me.

He had his little blonde head pushed forward toward the seat in
front of him so he could follow every word of the conversation
going on. Michael’s head swung from side to side, following the
comments, like a spectator at a tennis match.

Finally, Michael, the first of the great streetcar teachers, could
resist the temptation no longer. He thrust his child’s face between
the two men to put in his two cents’ worth.

One of the men turned to Michael.

“What do you want, kid?”’

Michael enquired of the older gentleman, the one with the
beard, “Do you know what day you are living in?”

Michael, of course, was quoting the Words of ‘Abdu’l-Baha.
Both men were startled. One said, lamely, picking up his San
Francisco Chronicle and looking at the date-line on the paper:

“May 19th, Thursday.”

“No! No!” Michael explained. “‘I mean do you know the Day of
God you are living in?”

Quite obviously they didn’t. Nor did they want to know. All
they wanted was for this peculiar kid with his shlny face to vanish
from their lives.

“Beat 1t, kid!”’ the bearded one said.

“My information is free”, Michael assured them. “Free and
without price, as it says in the Bible.”

“Are you Billy Sunday’s kid or something?’’ the other man
asked.

“I’'m a Baha’i teacher,” Michael replied, “and I'll give you the
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Glad Tldmgs for nothing if you want to turn your seat around and
listen.”

They didn’t.

“Old F and F is at it again’, Bill whispered to his mother.

The two men had had enough. They arose and departed
abruptly, getting off at the next interchange inside the tunnel.
Michael hadn’t finished his point yet, so he zipped right out into
the aisle after them. He followed them all the way down to the exit
door, speaking quite loudly.

“If you’re not happy today,” Michael called after them, once
again quoting ‘Abdu’l-Baha, “what day are you waiting for in
which to be happy?” | |

Obviously, it wasn’t this day. Just in case Michael was some
strange unexpected instrument of the Lord sent to harangue them
because of their misspent lives, they were both anxious and eager
for a quick exit.

The two gentlemen were not only made uneasy by Michael’s
old-man comments on the world, but even more so by his extreme
youthfulness. Michael had so many wavy beautitul curls, it looked
like a carefully designed fashion wig. Coupled with his angelic face
and those saucer-sized blue eyes, it was too much. The men fled in
fear the moment the car door opened.

The bearded man, fearing that Michael might pursue them out
into the tunnel, yelled back over his shoulder:

“Get lost, kid! Scram! Get out of our lives!”

The streetcar door slammed closed, and Michael walked back to
his mother quite put out and disappointed.

He shouldn’t have been. The people in the crowded streetcar
applauded his efforts as he came back up the aisle. Michael bowed
as he had seen his father do on the stage, then slumped down in the
seat behind his mother. He leaned over and whispered to her about
the two gentlemen:

“I don’t think they’re ready.”

Marguerite didn’t want to dampen Michael’s ardour, but she
did point out that Bah4’is don’t force their attentions on people,
but wait until they are asked.

“I could be old and dead before that happened” Michael ob-
jected. “Besides, I was perfectly innocent. When I stuck my head

between them, one of them did ask. He said, ‘What do you want,
kid?’ so I told him.”
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In his childhood days, Michael genuinely liked people, all people.
When he was little, Michael found it very easy to talk to almost
anyone. That knack of his open fellowship with all mankind began
to disappear with time. Perhaps Michael’s surprise at the constant
rebufls he received from people in that increasingly indifferent and
cruel world out there discouraged him. The lack of interest and the
~unwillingness of people he thought were friendly to become in-
volved in anything, eventually put Michael off. Off people.

“Nobody listens to me”’, he told his mother.

“The ones who are ready will”’; she assured him.

“I’d sure like to meet some of them.”

“You will”, I promised. “They’ll storm your doors some day.”*

“The Baha’i Faith is so good,” Michael said, sighing sadly, “I
thought everybody would fall over backwards when they heard
about 1t.”’ |

“They should,” I agreed, ““but Baha’u’llah said we have to at-
tract the heart, not enforce the mind.”

“It’s how we live our lives as Baha’is that will win them over in
the long run”, Marguerite added.

“That’s too slow”’; Michael objected.

I told Michael that we were building the Christ-promised King-
dom of God on earth, brick by brick. It was a big job, a long job,
and a slow job. You can’t rush it.

“It’s permanent, however”, I assured him. “We don’t have to
see it, as long as we know it’s going up for the future. Always
upward, never backward, no matter how slow.”

“I’d like to see it right now while I’'m still little”’, Michael
insisted. | |

“You’ll see enough of 1t”’, I promised him. “There will be many
astonishing victories in your day. Be sure.”

*1 didn’t know it was prophetic, but then I didn’t know about Africa.
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I noticed as the years went by that Michael’s sentences became
shorter and his friendly advances to strangers more rare. Eventual-
ly, when Michael was older, it took a small-arms explosion to open
up a conversation. Unless Michael spontaneously opened it
himself.

Once into it, however, Michael’s contributions were plentiful
and original, sometimes brilliant. Many of my own most useful
ideas for Baha’i projects have originated with my son, Michael,
But, in conversation with strangers these days, Michael is harder to
open up than a large-shell clam. If you didn’t know there was so
much fine tasty meat inside, you might not even bother to try.

However, I should point out that Michael is in no way a misan-
thropist or anti-people. He has never suffered from the slightest
problem in talking to his African friends either at home or on the
road. There seems to be a special rapport between them.

Marguerite, and my nephew, Art Del Moro, made that clear to
me after their teaching trip to Sugar Bush in Transkei, Southern
Africa.

Marguerite and Art had a wonderful time, thoroughly enjoying
the meeting, and joining in on the lovely and spirited singing; and
later, answermg the penetrating questions.

Most intriguing of all was the welcome the Africans gave to
Marguerite as the wife of one of the Chief Stewards of the Baha’
Faith. They were pleased but not thrilled, until one of the African
men asked, ‘“Your name is Sears?”’

“Yes.”

““Are you by any chance related to Michael Sears?”’

“I’m his mother.”

Pandemonium!

First a standing ovation for Mlchael Sears. Then unstinted ap-
plause for his dear mother. They even threw in a little for Art Del
Moro and William Sears, the father.

Michael was big in Sugar Bush. He also walks tall in a number of
other African villages in other African countries.* In addition to
his teaching and consultation on problems, Michael originated the
“Yankee click” method for the Xhosa-speaking Baha’is. In those
spots where the Xhosa expresses himself eloquently and explosive-
ly with the click (as in Miriam Makeba’s popular “Click Song”),
Michael would achieve that click effect by snapping his fingers in

* Including Lesotho, where he pioneered for a couple of years.
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the appropriate places. It showed colossal lack of skill with the
Xhosa language, but he completely won over the hearts of his
Xhosa friends. Particularly the youth. His finger-snapping caught
on, and swept the school sessions. In a spirit of fun, the young
people would use Michael’s finger-snap technique along with their
own dramatic clicks. Laughter followed as Michael’s finger-snap-
ping temporarily won the day.

It’s hard for me to avoid my son Michael when I am travelling in
Africa. The words and music of his “Song of the Pioneer’ are well
known, and sung by the Baha’is in many parts of English-speaking
Africa. Sometimes even in translation. The song begins: ““Africa,
Africa, come let us sing . .. Tell the people of the Message we
bring.”

It’s a happy, rollicking call to teaching.

One of the most touching moments of my Baha’i family life came
at one of the great Baha’i World Conventions on the side of Mount
Carmel, the Mountain of God, in Israel, World Centre of the Ba-
ha’i Faith. I was present at a session of all the members of the
Continental Board of Counsellors for Africa, as well as members of
the National Spiritual Assemblies of Africa. We were up on the
roof garden of the Nof Hotel in Haifa, looking down on the sacred
Shrine of the Bab, and the beautiful gardens that surround it.

I was introduced to the assembled guests by a member of the
Universal House of Justice, a former African Pioneer himself.
When I finished my brief talk, the National Spiritual Assembly
members from Southern Africa began to sing Michael’s song: ““‘Af-
rica! Africa!”

All joined in.

I remember how delighted and surprised I was a few years earlier
during a special Victory Weekend campaign of teaching in the
United States. The director of the California children’s chorus,
Mary Zemke, introduced me to the theme music. The children
sang 1t for me.

“America! America! Rise up and sing!”

It was Michael’s African Song of the Pioneers with American lyr-
ics. It stirred up the “onward marching victorious legions’ of Ba-
h&’vw’llah’s radiant spiritual Army. It especially stirred a father
sitting in the front row.
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I said to myself as I sat there listening, what Michael had said so
long ago to those two gentlemen on the Twin Peaks Tunnel
streetcar:

“Do you really know what day you’re living in?”’

People who take the time to know Michael are not only rewarded
with a pleasant hour or two, and given some useful, frequently
quite original, new slants on the teaching problems they face and
how to solve them; they may also have found a lifelong friend.
Caution: It won’t be easy.

Another unique characteristic Michael developed in his later
years, is a tendency to pace. He walks back and forth around the
room as though he were looking for a quick exit, so he could seek
something much better than he has found so far. Something which,
if he keeps on the move, he might still capture before 1t 1s too late.
Michael’s constant movement back and forth has another stimu-
lating effect. When talking with him, you don’t waste time on non-
essentials. You get right down to business. I do myself because I
fear that Michael will be off to a more promising place before I
have time to tell him how much I admire him.

I know. I know.

You’re saying that all fathers talk this way about their sons, and
that it’s only natural for me to claim certain filial bragging rights.
But I do have a unique pair in William and Michael.

Baha’is do not gamble, but if they did, I've got a ““pair’ that will
beat a full house, four of a kind, or even a royal flush.

Anywhere.

Anytime.
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Since William and Michael started the journey with us, we
thought you ought to know how things stand with them now.

Michael is still at his pioneering post after all these years. He is
married to a beautiful South African girl named Ruth. Her family
originally came from the Near East. She 1s a member of the Baha’i
Auxihiary Board for that area, and we expect great things from her.
After all, she was born on Chrlstmas Day and her parents were
named joseph and Mary.

Where can she go but up?

Michael and Ruth have two sons, William and Michael. Both
are smarter than their grandfather. They have a golden retriever
named Henry. Our grandsons graciously allow Marguerite and
myself to use their bedroom when we come visiting. It was at the
boys’ table that I began and finished several of my books, includ-
ing parts of this one, and much of 4 Cry from the Heart!

William is married to a lovely Chilean girl named Mariel. They
have four Spanish—English speaking daughters: Marguerite, Mar-
iel, Julia and Marcia. Marguerite is married, the others may soon
be, so I may some day become a great-grandfather. |

I will, however, make no tape-recording that says I am “Every-
body’s Great-Grandfather!” I would have to hire at least three
secretaries to handle the mail. Baha’i children (and grandchil-
dren) can‘‘write up a storm”.

I was lucky enough to be present at my son, William’s wedding in
Santiago, Chile. I missed Michael’s in South Africa. Qué lastima!
I was on a prolonged teaching trip throughout Latin America
the year we established 21 new National Spiritual Assemblies in
the Western Hemisphere. My son, William was smart enough to be
married during one of the trips that carried me to Chile.
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I wanted to show off to my new Latin relatives the progress I had
made in learning Spanish, so at the airport, I filled out my entry
documents in that language. At Immigration, on the paper where
it requests you to state your ‘“‘marital status”, I confidently wrote:
“Cansado”. |

Of course, the word was “Casado” (married), and not “Can-
sado” (tired). No wonder it puzzled the Immigration Officer. He
looked at me, at my paper, then back at me.

“Cansado?”

“S1.”

‘He asked me once more to be sure, ‘“Cansado?”

“Si, 517, I'said. “Cansado. Muchos Anos. For many years. Very
cansado.”

He shrugged his shoulders sympathetically, being a married
man himself.

“Es possible”’, he agreed.

I was bone weary and it was past midnight. As I walked along the
reception line of those happy smiling Latin American faces, I
shook hands with each person. I tried my best to be wide awake
and charming.

I said, “I’'m happy to see you. Pleased. Muchas gracias. De-
lighted. Thank you. Maravillosa. Gracias for coming.” My
Espanol finally ran out, and I fell back on Merci beaucoup. Danke
Zehr. Grazie and Prego. Toda raba. Mange tak. That finished me,
so I went back to Muchisimas gracias.

In a miasmal early morning fog caused by coming down from
12 000 feet to nearer sea level at Santiago, I was beginning to drift
off mentally. I greeted the last handsome young man through half-
closed lids, “I’m most happy to make your acquaintance”, I as-
sured him.

“You should be!” he replied. “I’m your son. You’re here to see
me get married.”

You win some, you lose some.

The wedding, incidentally, was beautiful. My daughter-in-law
was named Mariel. Her father, Senor Carlos Bulling Peterson, was
described by the Guardian of the Baha’i Faith as ““the father of the
Baha’i work in Chile’. Mariel’s mother, Sefiora Julia Alvarado de
Bulling, is one of our fine Spanish-speaking teachers in both South
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and North America. The brothers, sisters, and relatives, stretched
all the way from Quilpué to V1na del Mar and back. I like 'and
admire them all.

Both my sons, Bill and Mike, married into dehghtful families.

What father-m law anywhere has two more beautiful daughters
than Ruth and Mariel? I chose wisely because they both make my
favourite dessert: créeme caramel and flan. The best in the world.
It’s a stand-off!

They are all Baha’is in both families. All active, all busy in their
own way. Bill, Mike, and Mariel all serving on Assemblies. Both
National and Local. The young people busy with children’s
classes. Sorry, they are now, of course, youth and young adults.
Ruth is a member of the Auxiliary Board.

One of the rare delights of my Baha’i life came when I was asked
to attend the Convention in South West Africa/Namibia the year
their new National Spiritual Assembly was to be established.

I represented the World Centre, Michael represented the
Mother Assembly from which the new child was born, and Ruth
represented the Continental Board of Counsellors for Africa. It all
took place just a short distance from the very spot where Margue-
rite, Michael and I had first landed in Africa from the African Sun
at Walv1s Bay so long ago.

What memories we shared that weekend!

I remember one summer when the four of us were teaching in
four different continents at one time. Michael was in Africa, Bill
was in South America, Marguerite was in North America, and I
was in Europe. Pity we couldn’t have adopted someone to serve in
Australasia.,

On rare occasions, the Sears family does all meet together. The last
family reunion was in California. It was the first time Michael had
returned to the USA since he was seventeen. A Sears family re-
union is something to behold when it happens. Itis asrare as a five-
headed shamrock. It begins very slowly. There is so much to say, so
much news to catch up on, that at first no one knows where to
begm We just sit there and smile radlantly at each other,
remlnlsemg

There is always an inordinate amount of hugging and kissing
that goes on. As time goes by, the news just bubbles out spontane-
ously. There is also quite a bit of “Remember the time in Zanzibar
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when the mad Arab . . .” Or: “Will you ever forget the moonlit
night in Beau Bassin, Mauritius Island, after the International
Conference when the whole busful saw three midnight rainbows?
Moonbows?”’

I don’t believe that any one of the four of us would give up a
single blessed moment of those bygone pioneering days.*

Marguerite and I thought you’d like to know what happened to
Bill and Mike before we say goodbye. It’s a popular thing in news-
paper columns nowadays to ask, “Whatever happened to so-and-
so?”’

Now you know. And they’re entitled. As we say in the sports
world: “They paid their dues.”

* This may be a slight exaggeration. Did I say that before, too? Three or_four
times? Really!
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“Sala hantle: Stay well, my friends

One morning several years later, we re-
ceived the bills of lading for a set of
trunks and footlockers we had shipped
from Africa. One of them was the blue
sea-chest with brilliant shooting stars,
and the names of the real stars, our ani-
mal puppets, printed in the centre.
They had come home to join their fam-
ily in a far-off land.

I didn’t want Marguerite to see the
blue trunk since she was proof-reading
the chapters about the “Zoo Crew!”
and the Ganaraska River was already
at flood-tide. The workers on the farm
helped me carry the luggage up into the
attic above the projection room at The Hall.

Since the advent of the Muppets, all other puppets have had to
take a back seat to their genius. But in Africa, some thirty years
ago, Fitz, Imp, Hillary, Great Big Sam, Camille the Cam-ell,
Crock O’Dile, the Irish Crocodile, and his little friend the “Out-of-
Luck” duck stood tall and proud.

They were extraordinary, and all stars in their own right.

In those days of delight in Africa, the Sears Zoo Crew had quite
a “run”. They not only appeared from time to time on 7 hat Man
Sears on Springbok Radio, they also starred at John Orr’s Depart-
ment Store, Anstey’s, The Milner Park Spring Show, and scored a
smashing “first”; at Ciro’s night club, now defunct. They brought
the house down as the saying goes, and received a standing ovation
from that blasé night-club audience. |
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In the Chaucerian English of Imp, the Impala:

“We wuz a smasheroo! A Ringy-Dingy-Do!”

It may have been an understatement.

Our Zoo Crew was always a smash hit. Or, as Hillary, who was
now carried away by his new elegant image as a famous star
among night-club entertainers, was fond of saying, “We killed the
people outright! Next stop Las Vegas!”

Hillary was decades ahead of his time in many of his “snappers”
as he called his bright sayings. He was years in advance of those
who later mimicked Hillary’s own words of self-praise:

“If you’ve got it, flaunt!”

He did. Profusely!

Marguerite finally proof-read this particular chapter about the
arrival of our friends. When I came 1n for afternoon tea, tears were
running down her cheeks.

““That bad, eh?”’ I said, joking about my writing, but suspecting
why she felt so sad.

“I can’t stand you and your wretched Irish whimsy”; she said,
stamping her foot. Marguerite burst into tears, threw the manu-
script at my head, and fled from the room, crying over her shoul-
der: “And I can’t stand your eternal flash-backs either!”

“How about my flash-aheads?”” I asked her. ‘““And my flashes-
where-you-are?”’ I laughed, trying to bring her out of her tearful
mood. I knew Marguerite was lost in the wonder of an Africa she
loved, had left, and could never forget.

I picked up the manuscript and finished proof-reading it. I
punched the holes and fitted the pages into the final manuscript
covers. I took my vitamins, my herbal tea, and a whiff of oxygen
from the tank, then went out for a walk beside the waterfall.

I, too, had been carried too far down Memory Lane. It’s amaz-
ing how fond you can become of a hunk of balsa wood or a hank of
fake fur. Neither of us could help thinking about them. Marguerite
dislikes it intensely when I personify those pieces of wood and ping-
pong balls. It makes her sad. If you can’t move people that way,
you’ll never be successful with puppets. Besides, the tears only
show what Marguerite was already feeling in her heart.

Now, over a quarter of a century after their days of glory in
Africa, all these dear puppet friends of ours sleep in silence beside
the Ganaraska River in Canada, twelve thousand miles from their
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original home. They are packed away carefully inside their own
much-travelled sea-chest. They are stored permanently in the attic
of the famous Hall at Hadden’s where so many glorious GATHER-
INGS have been held in the past.

No doubt our animal friends heard everything that took place
on the stage below. Like Marguerite and myself, they must have
been filled with many long-ago happy memories of Africa, the
Continent of Light.

Whenever I think of Great Big Sam, or Hillary, or Fitz, even
after all this time, I still get a lump in my throat. I wonder what
they’re saying about us there in the dark. I know 1t doesn’t make
sense, but I suffer pangs of guilt when I think of such talented
actors out of work, and only eighty feet away from their element, a
stage. Once they were stars.

Several weeks later I was searching for one of the radio scripts I
had written in Africa. I wanted to adapt it for our Television Series
in Hawaii. I decided to go up in the attic at the Hall and rummage
through the trunks to find it.

I began shoving boxes, footlockers and trunks aside looking for
the one that said Radio Scrlpts SABC. Suddenly, I felt a stab-like
thrill of pure pleasure. I was looking down at a tiny brown and
gold box with a name printed on the top in big gold letters: The
Honourable Mr Glow-Worm. Next to him, in a corner, stood that
- old familiar blue sea-chest.

In the centre of the trunk, amidst a fading shower of shooting
stars, I saw painted in crimson letters the names of those dearly

loved old friends.

* FITZGERAL D

* {(MP-THE IMPALA

* CAMILLE - THE CAM-ELL

* HILLARY - THE $ECRETARY RIRD

% GREAT BIG SAM -THE BABY ELEPWANT]|
* CROCK. O'DILE ’
* THE "OUT-OF LUCK" DUCK. 4~

NN
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I could hear their delightful dishy voices talking to the African

children in Swaziland. I could still laugh at the memory of “Musa

ukuhleka!”

- As I read their names on that sea-chest, a quarter of a century
came rushing back. I slumped down on a nearby footlocker, and as

senior citizens have a tendency to do, I withdrew from today, and

revelled in my past. |

Through a distant echo chamber in my mind, growing ever
louder and more clear, came the sweet musical voices of other dear
African Baha’i friends: Andrew Mofokeng, Florence Marumo,
William Masehla, Ephens Senne, Gilbert Tombisa, Daniel Ra-
moroesi, Max Seepé, May, Dorothy, Jane, Bothata, Selai, Baker,
on and on went the names and faces that moved across the screen
of my closed eyelids. They were all calling out to me once again, as
they called that long-ago day to my departing plane: “I'samaie
hantle, Ntate. Go well, father.”

I breathed my silent reply to those phantom voices, as I watched
them in memory drive away from the farm. They smlled laughed
happily at all the fun we’d had together, and waved out the open
windows of their car as they drove off.

“Tot siens!”

Their headlights flashed a final time through the dark pine-
trees, then disappeared forever around the bend toward Mulders-
drift Road. They were going back into that special world of their
own that we never really knew, or fully understood.

In some far-off African township.

I found the radio scripts, and turned to leave. Something drew me
back for one last look at that blue sea-chest. My wrist tingled as I
saw the name Imp, the Impala, that perfect patsy. I longed to slip
him on to my right arm one more time. Even without an audience.
I longed to hear his raspy deep gravel-filled voice cry out: “I’'m
innocent, I tell you. Perfectly innocent!”’*

I carefully lifted the moth-eaten Impala from the sea- Chest
He still looked good to me. I slipped him on to my right arm as
easily as though I had done it yesterday. I bugged out his marvel-
lous eyes. The rotted rubber band broke, and I had to push his
eyes back in with my fingers. I pulled his faded and peeling

* Quite obv10usly Imp, the Impala would have been Michael’s puppet if Mike
had not been off pioneering in Windhoek, South West Africa/Namibia.
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brown nose right up against my own until they touched. I made
him say:

“Domella, Ntate. How’ve ya been, stranger?”

“I missed you.”

“Me, too. It’s mighty lonely down there in a dark trunk, you
know.”

“I’m sorry about that.”

“Me, too. Especially when you’ve got a bunch of deadheads
down there on your stage. You call that performing! Don’t you
know you’ve got the greatest living actors in Africa, all lying up
here in trunks, stiff as a board?”

“I know. It’s a pity. But it couldn’t be helped.”

“T'hat’s it then?”

“That’s it.”

“Remember me to your lovely wife. She always was the decent
one in the family.”

I laid the Impala gently back down beside his pal, Hillary, the
Secretary Bird. I stuck my finger in Hillary’s bright red mouth,
and made his jaws move up and down. Bob Quigley’s voice floated
back to me from that far-off street in Mohale’s Hoek, Lesotho.

“We love all of you children! You’re beautiful! Yes, you, too,
you convict rascals. Hang in there! Hip! Hip! Hip! Hip!”’

I knew such days, magical days of friendship and delight, would
never return, but what a bounty for Marguerite and myself to have
been a part of them. I mixed my Sesotho with Swahili as I nodded
to all my friends, said goodbye, then gently closed the lid of the sea
chest.

“Sala hantle. Stay well, my friends.”

The touch of wistfulness that filled the air in that dark attic in
Ontario, Canada, vanished the moment Marguerite slipped in
and sat down beside me on the footlocker.

Her face was aglow with a radiant smile. I knew she had over-
heard me talking to the puppets.

“Sorry”, she said.

“Why?” I asked, giving her shoulders a squeeze. “Because you
missed me when you threw the manuscript at me?”

“I was sorry your conversation had to end. It was beautiful.”
Marguerite leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. She whispered
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comfortingly to me, the words of an African proverb we both knew
well.

“Don’t be sad. Be happy. If there were no goodbyes, there could
be no hellos.”
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Marguerite and I have finally settled down 1n one place. We live
beside a waterfall, an old mill, a dam, and a private pond which
Canadian geese visit in season. Right this very minute, we are
surrounded by tranquil pine-trees, singing birds, and a vast green
meadow where the mares and their young foals are gambolling
through the clover. I have to admit that I am now in my element,
and have come home at last to do nothing but wrlte and complete
all my unfinished manuscripts.

I am now three quarters of a century old, and it’s nice to know
that the constant journeys have ended. I can now focus with the
intensity of an acetylene torch upon the writing of those many
rough drafts which I abandoned when I became Miss Marco Po-
lo’s planetary travelling companion.

It was Marguerite’s suggestion for me to concentrate on writing.
She would confirm it herself, if only I knew where she was. She left
me a note, but I can’t remember where I put it. Somewhere in the
dictionary, I think. Perhaps under “Anchored”.

It’s pleasant to realize that after such a long and unbroken
period of being “on the wing” for nearly half a century, Mar-
guerite and I can now have our mail sent to one permanent ad-
dress.

It’s all over but the shouting.

There are, of course, many wonderful things still to be done and
many Bah4’i goals still to be won. The goals of the current Plan are
always in the forefront of our minds, and we plan to help win them
from our home base. Marguerite and I are consulting about these
goals this very afternoon, whenever she gets back from wherever
she’s gone.
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I think she went to a nearby Indian Reserve, Tyendenaga,
which we both love dearly. She went to deliver some books. Or was
it to deliver a Fireside talk on pioneering? I forget.

But I do know we are consulting on which of these exciting
Homefront goals we ourselves can undertake. I’m listing them al-
phabetically, and pointing out to Miss Seven League Boots* which
goals can be won from a prone position; which can be achieved by
sitting down; and which can be conquered from just standing in
one place and looking out of the window at the ducks on the pond
as you compose an encouraging letter to the friends calling upon
them to “‘arise!”

All these eflorts, of course, are to be done “Largo” and not
“Allegro”. |

I don’t want you to think that writing will be any “‘retreat’ on
my part. Far from it. I still plan to attend Convention in Canada
and the USA each year. I also plan to be present at many large
International Gatherings, Temple dedications and Youth Con-
ferences.

Hands of the Cause of God never retire. Instead; they “‘re-tyre”
and start oft down the road to wherever they are needed, confident
that some of their best Baha’i mileage is yet to come. But, there 1s
no reason they can’t jog in place occasionally, and think every
move over carefully.

I am using a cane now, a walking-stick. It was carved especially for
me in Venda, Africa and was presented to me by another dear
friend, a member of the Bah&’i Auxiliary Board for that African
region, Edward Budeli. It helps with my arthritis whenever I can
remember which leg to limp on.

More important by far, the crook at the end of the cane is ex-
tremely useful for hooking Marguerite’s arm and pulling her away
from the atlas and any unfolded road maps. Also for pounding on
the top of the desk whenever I find her absent-mindedly checking
on steamer sailings or airline schedules. That, of course, is all over
for both of us now, but old habits are hard to break. |

The cane 1s also very handy when we are walking over the
bridge spanning the dam on the Ganaraska River heading for the

*You’'ll be pleased to know that I have hidden her “boots.
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Old Mill to watch the salmon come up the river to spawn. I think
all that courage and effort shown by the salmon to jump the dam
has unhinged Marguerite temporarily. I think the determination
of those gallant old fish to get to their goal at whatever the cost, has
“gunned” Marguerite’s pioneering or travel-teaching motor. If I
thought this were true, I would poke her with the rubber end of
Edward Budeli’s cane, and put her into the water with the sal-
mon. | |

I haven’t done that yet because I know Marguerite’s frenzy is
only temporary. After all, we both admit that for us, long-distance
travelling is “kwisha kabisa” as they say in Swahili. Meaning
“completely finished”. I understand that it is bad grammar, but
perfectly understandable. Whenever I notice Marguerite trem-
bling, with her eyeballs on bright, I quickly ask her to spell geria-
trics. Backwards.

I have purchased a new typewriter, ten reams of paper, a pack of
carbon, three brand new all-black ribbons, and have re-uphol-
stered my typing chair.

Marguerite will tell you all about our exciting “settling down”’
plans as soon as she gets back. She promised it wouldn’t be long
when she telephoned me from the Triple A, or was it the Passport
Office?

I’m so pleased. This six months period of being in one place has
done wonders for Marguerite. I’ve never seen anyone regain their
strength and enthusiasm so quickly and so thoroughly. Quite obvi-
ously this permanent-location process is going to be very good for
her. I noticed that even her singing voice was ‘“‘on key’” with per-
fect pitch as she did the dishes and hummed “Around the world in
eighty days”. |

Extuse me. .

Somebody seems to be pulling fiercely on the end of my cane. If -
I’'m not mistaken, I think 1t’s—

Sorry, I’ll have to contact you later! We seem to have an emer-
~gency. To be honest with you, we may have to forget about my
concentrating on writing and putting an end to my world-wide
travels. That may have been a bit premature.
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It appears that Marguerite also took my passport to the Kenya
Embassy as well as her own.

Apparently, I’m still on the wing.

Guess whose?

Caramba!




JOURNEY’S END




“Rwa heri: Go in happiness!”
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Will all the pioneers now in the field, and those potential pioneers
who are still planning to arise and achieve this great blessing and
immortal service, please stand up?

Bravo!

Every one of you!

Someday, all the world will know and extol the value of the work
you have done and will yet do. For now, you can take comfort in
the knowledge that the Writings of the Faith of Bahd’u’llah, the
Supreme Redeemer of men, honour you and proclaim your
fame.

THE PIONEER

(43

. they represent a force for
good, they are like a light-house of
Bahd’u’llah shining at a strategic
point and casting 1ts beam out into
the darkness.”

To you, the stalwart pioneers and teachers of the Baha’i Faith,
each and every one, without exception, and to your children and
families who journeyed with you, we dedicate this book.

You are the stars, the heroes and heroines, of every word written
here. This story is your story. Even the title of the book honours
you. In the face of hardships and setbacks, in spite of the loneliness
which at times engulfed your lives, with unsurpassed courage, ten-
acity, steadfastness, and consecration, you braved every danger
faced every crisis, and kept All Flags Flying!
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‘“KWA HERI: GO IN HAPPINESS

To whom else on the face of the earth could we possibly have
dedicated this book?

Hand of the Faith, Mr A Q) Faizi, a dear personal friend, said 1t
best. Speaking to some seven thousand of his fellow-Baha’is in the
Royal Albert Hall in London, England in 1963, on the one hun-
dredth Anniversary of Bahd’u’llah’s Declaration to the world, Mr
Faizi’s praises were for you, the pioneers and teachers, both old
and new. He told the Baha’is and the world:

“These are the people upon whose shoulders we stand.”

The following honour-roll of names brings to a close the pioneer-
ing saga of one small Baha’i family, Marguerite, Bill, William
and Michael Sears. We have chosen this special way to say good-
bye to all those places and people we have come to love so dear-
ly.

True, it does not include all of them. In fact, it is only a precious
few. A vast unrecorded number still waits in the shadows to arise in
their turn and appear out of the mist. We have symbolized this
constant movement, this spinning world of ours with the names of
those cities, towns, villages and reserves where great victories have
already been won by the pioneers. Victories won, not by us, but by
those ““upon whose shoulders we stand”.
~ As we see these familiar and much-loved names from the past
appear, stand out, then vanish, we know that in the future others
will arise by the hundreds, thousands, hundreds of thousands, and
millions to take their place. The song of the Kingdom will never be
ended until 1t covers the earth “as the waters cover the sea’’, but

the melody will linger on to enrich and beautity every single life
which is touched by the Teachings of Baha’u’llah.

We ““leave the words with those who have the heart.”

Marguerite, Bill, Michael and myselfshall recall each and every
name, those recorded and unrecorded, with warm and tender
love, for we have visited them all. Their roots are deep in our
hearts.

Forever.

Haail!

But never farewell:
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Piggs Peak
Pontypridd
Umbumbulu
Hiroshima
Prince Rupert
Séo Paulo
Mdantsane
Jerusalem
Kelowna
Teyateyaneng
Tenerife
Eagle River
Mexicali
Cardift

Seoul

San Salvador
Brussels
Potchefstroom
Lagos
Portland
Dakar
Windhoek
Winnipeg
Ermelo

Berlin
Frankfurt
Venice

Pago Pago
Charlottetown
Oshawa
Khartoum
San José
Tilling

Cork

Harare

Derry

Hilo

Mohale s Hoek

Quilpué
Orlando
Casablanca
Canberra
Tokyo
Caracas

San Pierre
Little Rock
Hamburg
Westminster
Dar es Salaam
Addis Ababa
Kampala
Buenos Aires
Piet Retief
Kyoto

Devon
Ladysmith
Mbabane
East London
London
Panama City
Dublin
Frobisher Bay
Athens

Shetland Islands

Apia
Mmabatho
Tegucigalpa
Tyendenaga
Scotsville
Indio
Bethlehem
Pietersburg
Rome

York

Faeroe Islands
Davison

“Kwa Hen: Go in happiness.”
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Thousand Oaks
Blioemfontein
Quebec City
Maputo
Osaka
Monrovia
Istanbul
Umtata
Tanzania
Minneapolis
Machakos
Aitkin
Montevideo
Window Rock
Geyserville
Wilton Manors
Johannesburg
Cape Town
Cairo
Edinburgh
Rio
Guayaquil
Simi Valley
Canton

Port Elizabeth
Victoria
Maseru

Tia Juana
Bahamas
Boston

Vina del Mar

Pietermaritzburg

Saskatoon
Denver

New York City
Gallup

Perry

San Antonio



Willham Sears, famous for his
early CBS Television show In
the Park, 1s now one of the most
distinguished Baha’is. He in-
sists this 1s not a biography,

but a story showing how the

Baha’i Faith has changed the
lives of one small family and
their friends. His wife, Mar-
guerite, disagrees. Their two
sons, William and Michael,
remain silent, but look wise
and knowing.

Written mainly in the hu-
morous style of Bill’s earlier
God Loves Laughter, this book
has its serious moments as
well. See for yourself, as you
join the family on their hilari-
ous journeys that carried them
the equivalent of fifteen times
around the world: All Flags
Flying!

Robert Reedy was trained as a
painter, sculptor and teacher in
Chico, Califormia. After Robert
and his wife, Mary, accepted
the Baha’i Faith, their lives, too,
were affected. In 1976, they
came to settle in Johannesburg,
South Africa, as Baha’i ‘pion-
eers’. They now have three chil-
dren. Robert works as a free-
lance designer; his paintings
and drawings are 1n many pri-
vate collections both in South
Africa and abroad.
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