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Dear En Gedi Prayer Partners,


October of every year is Clergy Appreciation Month, a subject near and dear to the hearts of us here at En Gedi Retreat.  I pray that your congregation is doing something special to honor the leaders of your church, and their family.  Keeping your leaders healthy is not only for their sake, it is also for the sake of The Kingdom we are trying to advance.  Healthy, strong, active leaders are one of the many keys that help keep the definition of “church” attributed to its people and not its building.  

For the month of October we would like to bring you some advice, stories, and articles written by various individuals: a seeker, a caregiver, and a pastor.  Our prayer is that through these articles you will not only desire to encourage your pastor during the month of October, but throughout the entire year.  We will also be releasing some short videos throughout the month that you will be able to watch on the En Gedi website and Facebook.  By the way, if you have not become a fan of En Gedi Retreat on Facebook, you can go here and do so.   

This week the following article is written from “The Seeker”, by a man named Bert Botta who flies at the same company I do.  And I think you will agree after reading his testimony he did some pretty serious “seeking” in order to find God.  However, I think that where he actually ended up finding God will be a bit more familiar to you.  I pray that his honesty shocks you, his humbleness reminds you of your own path, and his “end” will cause you to rejoice of the everlasting love of our Father.  
Jesus is My Guru – A Sixty Six Year Journey
By

Bert Botta
I spent the better part of the ‘80’s and 90’s looking for God in all the wrong places; on the backstreets and rat infested alleys of Bombay, in a small village, far up a raging river bed in the midst of monsoon season in the Himalayas, deep in the steamy bowels of the Philippine jungle, sitting cross-legged in more than a few yoga parlors…and more.

Oh yeah, I found him in all those places, but he wasn’t the God that I would eventually encounter. I was more enamored with the search than with the discovery. It was more fulfilling to feed my adrenaline addiction by continually searching for God than to, God forbid, find him somewhere.

If I found him that would mean I would have to follow through, something I’ve never been very good at.

In the intermediate stages of my search for God, I had a private practice as a psychotherapist in St. Louis, Missouri. I had made plans to trek to the Peruvian jungle, to dabble in the ayahuasca tradition of the Peruvian shamans (medicine men). I had done some research on traditional male rites of passage and had discovered the rites that the medicine men of the Peruvian jungle used to produce powerful visions in their tribesmen. They used an extract from the ayahuasca vine to produce visions in their young men, so as to give them a glimpse into their future roles in the tribe and their purpose in life. 
As I said, I was desperate.

During my research into the cheapest airfare to Iquitos, Peru, the jungle jumping off point into the heart of the jungle, I ran across an article touting the value of an adult men’s rite of passage titled “The New Warrior Training Adventure.”The way the literature was worded made me believe this might just do it. Besides it wouldn’t entail traveling half way around the world to slake this thirst that drove me; I only needed to find my way to the northern wilds of Wisconsin where the training was to be held.

In August of 1992, at that remote site in the Wisconsin outback, I left the rage, the anger, and the grief I had carried for 53 years on a mangy carpet in that wonderfully grungy retreat center in the northern Wisconsin woods.

What filled the void once those toxic emotions were discharged was a new capacity to experience the ineffable joy that I had stuffed for so many years; I was able to access an authenticity that I never experienced before; the tears flowed for hours as I watched other men experience similar effects of finding themselves in the arms of other men who we could trust, who bared their souls to us, whose hearts had been wrenched open by men who went before them, men whose lives demonstrated the truth of their being, living out that truth in our midst.

It was such a powerful experience for me that I walked away from my 26-year flying career and pounced on the leader track of that same training.  For six years, I advanced up the ladder of leadership in that powerful men’s organization. I had found my niche in leading other men. I inhaled every step up the ladder as if I was born for this work.

In three short years, I advanced to full leader in the organization, responsible, literally, for the lives of sixty men on any given weekend training. Yet, in an ironically perfect twist of God’s “fate,” three years later I walked away from the most powerful healing, community, love, I have ever experienced.  After having found the work “I was born to do”, I came to the realization that, without God at the core of this work, it was just another spiritual cul de sac, another adrenaline rush in the fast lane on the autobahn of life.

Now what do I do? How about nothing for awhile? How about slowing down and listening to God for a change rather than rushing off, helter-skelter, like “the wild donkey of a man” I often am, chasing yet another “experience?”

So, I moved to the mountains of Taos, New Mexico. I needed the quiet, the mothering, of the sacred mountains of the Tewa people, descendants of the original Anasazis who settled this land, to nurture me back to God.

After four years there, in the early months of the year 2000, I woke up one day with the stark realization that I would outlive by about twenty years the meager stack of retirement chips that I scooped up in my early buyout option from TWA. 
Not only had I not found God in Taos, but I was running out of money and needed to go back to work.

In April, 2000, I returned to flying.  It was the only thing I knew, the only way I could make enough money to consider recovering financially.  Over the next few years, as I continued to stuff more coin in my mattress, I faced the prospect of merely having a bunch of warm, fuzzy memories from my men’s healing work rather than putting any of that work into practice.

Then one day, as I was visiting with a friend, he mentioned that I should arrange a meeting with a teacher friend of his who was coming to town. I was ripe for another “experience” since I was still stalking God. So I booked an appointment with Rob, the visiting preacher.

During our time together, Rob asked if he could pray for me. I said yes, please do. He prayed over me and invited Jesus into my heart. The tears flowed, and in that instant, I knew I had come home; I had found the “guru” that I had been so long frenetically looking for.

In my haste to outrun the Jesus of my catholic childhood, I had completely overlooked the only real guru that ever walked the face of the earth; the only man who ever did what he said he was going to do, and died for me to prove it.

And I needn’t go clambering through a jungle or ingest a vine extract or climb another mountain; Jesus took care of all that. Besides, he threw a Real Father into the deal, the one I never had.

It took sixty-six years of searching to find the God I so desperately needed. During my “great circle route” to God, I continued to look to others who weren’t able to connect me with the real Jesus. 
It took a preacher, a man committed to God in a way that many of us aren’t, to make that connection; ironically, he lived just a few miles down the road from me.  In the end it was a man, called by God to be a shepherd, to find this lost sheep…

Carl Walker
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