Written Thu 3/17/2005 
It was a lovely Sunday afternoon, unseasonably warm for early March, a day to be at the park, Tacoma's waterfront, Ruston Way. 
 

I had been feeling the agitation to teach. After all, isn't Tacoma an "A" cluster? Isn't the system for easing the entry of new believers into the life of the community already falling neatly into place? Aren't the eyes of devoted believers in the Western States, to say nothing of the Concourse on High, on the eight "A" clusters? I had the glimmering of an idea.
 

Before I headed out, I sat at the computer and jotted down the following: "WHAT IS THE BAHA'I FAITH? I'M A BAHA'I. ASK ME." I printed out this text in 72-point in blue ink, the color of the sky. I affixed the page to a cardboard backing. I stuck a roll of tape in my pocket as I went out the door.
 

When I got to the waterfront, the crowds were enormous, as I knew they would be. With some difficulty I found parking and walked down the crowded sidewalk, falling in behind the brisk walkers, the joggers, the in-line skaters, the ambling dog walkers, the hand-holding couples, and the families, their children darting this way and that, all looking joyous.
 

I was looking for a park bench. Not just any would do. It had to be between the sidewalk and the water and in the most crowded section of the two-mile long park. I found just the bench. Miraculously empty, it looked newly installed, as if put there just for me. I was in the area between two of the most popular waterfront restaurants. The traffic on the sidewalk was constant.
 

I was ready. I taped my little sign on the back of the bench right behind the one end where I planned to sit, and then I sat down. I looked at the Barrow's Goldeneye ducks bobbing and diving in the water. I looked at the paraglider in the air pulled behind a speeding boat a ways off shore. I noted children and their parents attempting to do pull-ups on the exercise equipment immediately to my right. There was a couple on the bench to my left. I could hear the voices of the passersby immediately behind me, although I couldn't see them. They could see me, though, and my sign.
 

I knew that every person who saw the sign saw the words "Baha'i Faith." How long would I have to wait before someone took me up on my offer to "Ask me" about it. Not long, as it turned out, about 20 minutes or so.
 

I noticed a young man doing sit-ups on the exercise bench the other side of the pull-up bars. When he was done, he wandered over in front of me. He turned, smiled, then asked, "I couldn't help but notice your sign. I want to know. What is the Baha'i Faith?" He sat down on the bench besides me. He put out his hand. "I'm Patrick," he said. "I'm George," I replied while we shook hands.
 

We talked. I told him a little about Baha'u'llah and I asked him about his beliefs. He has a great interest in Buddhism. He's a student. He's interested in doing counseling for a living. Hey, that's what I do. 
 

We had talked for less than a half-hour when behind us, someone called out, "Are you Baha'is? We've been looking for the Baha'is." Newly arrived back in Tacoma after living in Hawaii for years, this couple had been married in the Panama temple decades before. Suddenly, I needed to get names and phone numbers.  
 

I didn't even have a pen or paper to write on. I just had my cell phone. "What's your number?" I asked Patrick. "What's your number?" I asked my newly discovered Baha'i friends. In a hot second I was thumbing numbers into my phone trying to read the screen in the brilliant sunshine.
 

What a simple way to teach. I hadn't brought with me any Baha'i pamphlets to give away. I set up no table display of literature to sit behind, eyeing the crowds. With sign behind and me in front, there was no eye contact at all. Just wait for the seeker to come 'round and sit down. Let the very name of our Faith do the attracting. How many souls are just waiting to talk to a real, live Baha'i, having heard about the Faith, having read about it? How about the park on a sunny day as a place to meet and teach?
 

A few days later I was calling Patrick to invite him to the Nolen's monthly fireside in nearby Gig Harbor, part of Cluster 19. I also called the Hurts, the Baha'i couple, to tell them about the upcoming Feast and the Naw Ruz celebration at the Olsen's. I left voice mail messages at the two numbers I had punched in previously. Both called back later, thanking me for my call. 
 

Patrick said he got my message. He was trying to complete his end-of-the-quarter school work and was at school. He said he was really torn, as he wanted very much to come to the gathering. He had done an Internet search and gone on the Baha'i website and had found what he read extremely interesting. 
 

As it was, he decided he couldn't get his school work done and still be able to go. But we made plans to connect during his school break. Maybe I'll have him over to meet Polin, our Cambodian believer who "found" the Baha'is at Ethnic Fest last summer. Polin knows a lot about Buddhism. And he's been my home-visiting buddy on several home visits. Yeah, Patrick, come over and meet the family. The whole family. The Baha'i family. 

I use an email written Thu 6/23/2005 from Deb to tell Part II of the story. 

Friends -
 

Just got home from a wonderful beginning of our new book 1 study circle.  This is where the joy comes in - to walk with such dear souls on this path of service.
 

So what happened?  New Baha'i (Patrick) brought by his teacher (George), signs his card.  Veteran Baha'i (Ivy) tells the story of how this same teacher (George) became her spiritual father.  Recent Baha'i (Pam) tells the story of how her friend (Ivy) saw her through a brush with death and prayed that God would let her live so that she could share the Faith with her.  Teenage daughter (Chann'tell) of recent Baha'i says she doesn't know much about the Faith, but she's been to a Feast and a youth gathering, and she wants to learn more.  Husband (Anthony) of recent Baha'i says he believes in Christ and prayer, but when he goes to the churches, he sees that something is missing.  He supports his wife in her decision to be a Baha'i and sees this circle as a good opportunity to learn more.  Mother-in-law (Shirley) of recent Baha'i tells of her pride in her son, asks questions and listens with interest to the answers, and turns the gathering into a beautiful fireside.  Laughter and tears, thoughts on the unity of mankind and our role in life as servants are shared throughout the evening.
 

So thank you Baha'u'llah. Can't wait for next week!
 

Love to all,
Deb

Update: Unfortunately Patrick wasn’t able to continue with the study circle. Efforts to deepen further Patrick’s understanding of the Faith were interrupted and further involve him in community activities have not been successful to date. But the teaching experience reminded me once again of the value of a direct approach to teaching.
I have continued park teaching and have written about it in this post on my blog Baha’i Views (http://bahaiviews.blogspot.com/2007/09/on-park-teaching-revisited-have-banner.html).

Sunday, September 09, 2007

On Park Teaching Revisited: Have Banner and Music, Will Teach 

From
...



our community got this 7 ½ foot wide, 40 inch tall banner.




We have put it to good use at two festivals.
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Thursday I bought four 48" Garden Treasures shepard's hooks. 
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I took the banner and hung it on the shepard hooks, after pressing them into the sod at the busy Ruston Way park. 



I

I set up my ipod in an AudioStation Express which I put by the banner. 
+
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I played tunes from my "Park Teaching" playlist and sat in my folding camp chair.
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I read the Writings while waiting for souls to stop and express interest, the first day teaching three college students who attend church at
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Yesterday I taught a husband, wife, and young son who go salsa-dancing at the...
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Today I taught a man who was so fascinated by the content of the banner that he wanted a copy of it to show his two sons. I'm going to order a stack of the One Light, Many Lamps-Teaching Card sent to him. He also wishes to come to the devotional in our home. -gw

Photo of Ruston Way: Uploaded on May 28, 2007 by KevinFreitas on flickr
Posted by George Wesley

Here is another great teaching story, although permission to re-post it would need to come from the Blogger: 

Thursday, August 23, 2007

On the Baha'i and the Mormon: There we were, two servants of God 

This is long, but worth it. This Baha'i blogger writes of a teaching experience and, in so doing, exemplifies the passion and the love for all humanity with which Baha'is are called upon to approach the responsibility to teach, especially given the needs of the current Plan. -gw


Autistic Psycho

 HYPERLINK "http://www.flickr.com/photos/autisticpsycho/100871120" 

life has been so intense. from dawn prayers in the city, to morning prayers on a mountain. from teaching door to door in spanish to teaching 4 year olds holy scripture in the park. from singing the long healing prayer as an ambulance carried my near dead neighbor out of her home to forming a gospel hip hop band.
i just want to share this short story, perhaps not as powerful as the countless transformative moments alluded to above. but, now i am alone. i am not meeting with my San Francisco teaching team at the break of dawn, nor am i surrounded by all the joyous souls from the 9 day teaching project called, the Tree of Life. nonetheless, this story i must share before i sleep. i cannot pray enough for these things, so i strive through writing that my blogs become beautiful prayers.
i am not on an airplane to michigan. i had written in my datebook that my flight was tonight. i told everyone that i would leave today. i spent all day getting ready. i rolled my suitcase around the city. i was ready for a red eye flight. comfy clothes, fruit in my purse. i left ruhi early and rushed around all prepared to miss my flight as is typical for me. 


pbo31

 HYPERLINK "http://bp0.blogger.com/_t_x8vhT2im8/Rs4YAR37iRI/AAAAAAAACLU/YNOBuSm5SMI/s1600-h/95690916_efba240ae7_m.jpg" 

at the ticket counter i was told that my flight is not until tomorrow. this made me feel very alone. suddenly my expectations went from getting on a plane and waking up in michigan and seeing my mom, to shivering through the cold dark city all alone from a lonely airport of strangers to a cold desolate, late night, end of the line, BART station, to the spooky civic center station ghetto, to the actual ghetto, to my home, where no one is expecting my return, not even my cat. it was nearly 11pm and i felt nothing but desolation and dissapointment as i wheeled my things to the elevator and got on the air train to journey back to my sad life. 
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"An approaching train in the Civic Center BART station," uploaded on February 11, 2007 by Jeremy Brooks on flickr
why do i suck so much at catching my flight? i asked myself again and again. i felt scared to be going home so unprepared, in flipflops, late at night, so cold. on the air train i looked around thinking maybe there's somebody i am supposed to teach. maybe i do have a purpose here yet. 
+
next to me was a boy in shorts and a t-shirt. he looked like he was about to be much more cold and forlorn than me. so i told him that he would be cold and asked where he was from. salt lake city, utah, was the response. his voice surprisingly youthful for a person wearing a wedding band. i helped answer his questions about catching the BART train and soon found myself waiting with him at the BART station. 
"are you here on business?" i asked.
"kind of, i'm going to a conference for something."
i thought to myself, hey man, i just spent the past 9 days in intense service and prayer for my faith, no need to hide your religious zeal from me!
finally i asked if he was mormon and he said yes and from there i correctly presumed that his conference was for the mormon faith by saying, "i'm a bahai, and i myself am just getting back from a study circle." he asked what it was and i gave him a card so he could see how bahai is spelled and showed him the principles.



we had the greatest discussion. and i felt so lucky to have the things that i had with me. i had wanted to go to the book store and get materials to help teach my christian best friend in michigan. but i ran out of time, so just before leaving the bahai center i grabed a flyer called, "the Rumor of Christ's Return". i also had the book "Preparing for Christ's new Name" and i even had printed out the Lawhi Aqdas, the Most Holy Tablet aka the Tablet for the Christians. but i didn't have all the pages, so he gave me his email address to get the whole thing by email. 

i am just so happy because i've never spoken to a mormon since i became bahai and i've always heard that they are very nice. i got the sense immediately from chad. before i asked if he was mormon i had already discearned the purity of character thing that i have come to recognize in most all bahais. all the other signs were there, (salt lake city, married young, secret conference) but sparkling character cinched it. he was so nice! i think i might have hesitated to give him the full run down of the bab and his station and offer him pamphlets because he said to me, "i know it can be hard to share your beliefs with others. you have to have a really deep undertanding about what you're talking about and why." it was like he was already a brother in the Cause, well tempered by the challenges and joys of teaching.
there we were, two servants of God, each with a roll away carryon full of books, pamphlets and prayers, seeking purely to do God's will. i learned great things. the mormons believe the prophet is alive and living in salt lake city. there is always one main prophet for the world who gets direct revelation from God. currently its gordon b. hinckley. my friend chad said this name with great respect, much like a bahai would say, "counselor birkham".
they also have 12 apostles who are like prophets and get revelation from God. but as individuals they have no authority, only as a whole body. it is rather similar to the bahai world. they also fast one day a month and give money they would have spent on food to a global fund for humanitarian relief. they only sing traditional hymns. new music, like mormon inspired rock bands, is okay for recreation but not considered part of the normal worship. i sang a bit of the song we made at tree of life that is perfect for christians. "O followers of the Son! Lo, the Father is come! The gates of glory are open, behold! the Promised One. Oooh, verily, He is the Tree of Life, that bringeth forth the fruits of God, the Exalted, the Powerful, the Great."
he really liked it when i quoted the bible. and it would have been cooler if i knew the bible well enough to cite and recite the actual passages. but he instantly recognized the things like 'come with a new name', 'thief in the night', investigating the truth of anyone who claim to be the return. i was well surprised to hear him say that the mormons consider their leaders to be prophets. i said that the bible definitely recognizes that there are good prophets and false prophets and that you know them by their fruits and that the mormons are doing lots of good things, so their prophets must be good prophets.
i am thankful to be a bahai. the mormons are very courageous and we can learn so much for them. their truth is true, but the aim is not as clear as the bahai purpose. i asked, what is the motivation for teaching other christians? and he said that they did have alot in common but the living prophet thing adds more guidance in life. i agree. a unified faith with a progressive leadership that actively leads is a wonderful thing to have in life. but the motivation to teach the bahai faith is not only because it is a great gift that can help guide an individual's life, it's purpose is to save the entire world from a toxic meltdown and build the most great peace. the vision of the baha'i is great. but it is not theoretical. in fact it is very clearly laid out.
in the end chad seemed eager to investigate the claims for himelf and asked if there was a bahai center in utah. since mormons already believe in organized religion, direct relationship w/ God and spreading out all over the world to unite everyone, what more is there for me to teach, besides the reality that the Return has already occurred? there is no way to convey this truth besides through joy and radiance. i was thankful for the teaching opporutnity because it produced such a great light in the night that i was impossible for me to feel anything but blessed as i walked home from the BART station. 
+
flaming hot cheetos, "preparing for America's new name," MySpace 
+
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