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	INTRODUCTION


	 


	Peep through the wall


	 


	I have seen images of saints and candles lit in front of them, atheist books on sexuality and marriage with pictures of female masturbation items. I have witnessed table rapping with a glass of moonshine and a scripture of false god. And a rosary in a metal box of foreign sweets under an old woman's bed. Cronin's books and Emily Bronte's Wuthering heights, placed in cupboard with crystal dishes never used after purchase. Tobacco, schnapps and pornography.


	 


	It all ended up making me feel depressed. The way sin intermingled into my daily life was subtle. It all started as a hospitable thing, with smiles in public and desperation in private, publicly seeking employment with the government and privately being unable to keep promises. Balkan's false gods tempted me to turn to pensions and service accrual, rampant desires of hearts of Bosnia's urban people.  But the road I took in life somehow turned to be different, through myriad of hidden traps.


	 


	You will discover them while taking a jog in the Vilsonovo boardwalk. Not just the first time, though. It takes you a couple of months of regular exercise to start feeling the smells. Secretly, they pour out the sewage into the Miljacka river. In August it hits you since reek turns into stench and you start to think how on earth could they pour sewage into the river flowing through the downtown ? Then you begin to notice. Lasciviousness in clothing of women. Couples in lewd positions on benches. But you keep jogging since you can't run in the main road. It would somehow be possible if only there were no VW Golf 2 cars on it, breaking the traffic rules at every pedestrian, with washed away marks and mostly obsolete traffic lights.


	 


	Let me tell you – from the biology textbook of the elementary school, the teacher taught the atavisms and evolution. Pornography was just added to it. After class, it's the breathing: the air changes taste at 5 o'clock in the morning when Golfs 2 start driving down the road. And the stray dogs among cigarette butt heaps among the tram tracks. Dozens of them sniffing at the passerby  and following dumpster divers pushing baby carts. If you keep jogging, you will also discover  European heritage along the way: by the banks of Miljacka in Vilsonovo, brand new fitness equipment and the free Wi-Fi, courtesy of the municipality. And you wonder why they keep mending an old suit, not fit to be worn any more ? Construction works in the rush hour and series of media brainwashing of ethnic jeopardy. You get home in full sweat. Why was the seed of my life sown in this place ?


	 


	Historians will tell you that the WW I began here and the bunch of contradictory Balkan versions of past wars. But I don't care to bother you with that crap. That's where began the story of my seeking God. In Sarajevo.


	 


	We repair the umbrellas


	 


	Gideon asked God: “Why do the looters harass our fields and why is it happening to us ?”


	 


	When children approach fathers with problems, oftentimes they are just comforted. “Wait, it will pass. Tomorrow is another day.” But God is not an ordinary type of father. He told Gideon nothing less but to ruin the altar to Baal and to build a new one instead, and there bring his sacrifice to God.


	 


	He didn't have courage to do it by day. He did it by night and – fled for the fear of his father. Why ? Why is it necessary to reach the situation that you must not tell your own very father: “You worship the false god, you work at false god's altar. Get rid of it since we will come to ruin!”


	 


	I was only the preschool boy when on our door knocked the man of funny looks with a big bag of protruding wires. “We repair the umbrellas”. I thought mom would close the door on him, but she didn't. He came in and fixed one broken wire on mom's umbrella.


	 


	Today, I don't see them anymore, the umbrella repairmen. But I sense the same spirit, which moved that man to knock on doors and offer to fix tiny details of rainy parts of life.


	 


	Schooling for false gods


	It is the biology class at Petar Dokic elementary school in Sarajevo. The year is 1990 and students just finished classification of the freshwater fish. Because school is coming close to the summer break, everyone is eager for the final lesson to quickly finish. Then the teacher declares the page in the text book and starts explaining atavisms as proof of man's “evolution from ape”.


	 


	Silence in the class. Everyone listens but none reacts.


	 


	I listened to many unnecessary subjects because my parents wanted me someday to become “my own man” with “my own money.” In fact, ignorantly, they wanted me to bring sacrifice to the gods they worshiped, they were raising me expecting me to bring sacrifices to the cruel gods of permanent employment, steady salary and lifetime slave labor to the false images of financial security. The one thing I regret  back then is not knowing about Gideon, not knowing that my problem was not schooling for money-making. Instead, the worship of a false god took root in my life. I started desiring exact same things my parents were desiring and have all their life toiled painfully to maintain.


	 


	Risking the death threats, Gideon obeyed God.  He brought to ruin the altar to false god, rose a new one to the Lord and – brought sacrifice. But what does it have to do with umbrellas and schooling in the communist Yugoslavia ?


	 


	Let's say job ad is being published. Wanted are the horticulture technicians to take care of God's garden. No one signed up since they all wanted to have different employer. They wanted to decide for themselves which garden, what tools, what salary. And by doing that, they erected the altar to false god.


	 


	They would rather repair umbrellas than be secure in well hedged God's garden. They would rather work for the salary then confide in God to train and feed them. They would rather go to school for the sake of future salary than for God. Whether or know it or not, men and women would rather let themselves be looted and deprived than follow God's instructions.


	 


	However, alternatives exist.


	 


	Pouring urine at the counter of  government health care


	 


	Story goes that my mom being sick, she needed urine tests and her and dad being insured by the government health care, dad woke up one morning and took the plastic bottle to the Dom Zdravlja “Omer Maslić”.1 


	 


	If you ever went to see the doctor in the Balkans, you would be getting ready for adventure. Office hours are officially 8 to 4 but doctor will see you “after the coffee break”, you will be sent to various offices to collect several unnecessary papers and will be treated as if you really needed volunteers rather than paid health insurance.


	That's what happened to dad that morning: after waiting in the long queue, he asked what to do with the bottled urine he brought from home and was told to label it with his name, put it in the “waiting cart”, and wait to be called to “officially label the bottle”. As usual, no one was calling his name and he had to ask at the counter again and was told to bring the bottle from the cart, him thinking why he needed to put it there in the first place.


	 


	After presenting the urine bottle at the counter for the second time, clerk bluntly told him “his bottle was unacceptable” and that the lab insisted on “official bottles”. His face getting red, he politely asked what the “official bottle” was and was given the “official one”. Taking that with queue of impatient people behind him, he asked if he might pass the queue on his way back from the toilet, where he planned to pour mom's urine in the official bottle. 


	 


	Clerk iced the cake of bad service by saying “patients waiting in line were not his business” and after that, dad opened the home urine bottle and poured it into the “official bottle” right at the counter before the clerk and the rest of the patients in the line.


	 


	That's the type of events and country I was born into: many disenchanted, dissatisfied, unmotivated people packing junk into everyone's mind, including my family's.


	 


	The alternative to Babylonian bondage, ending in poor health and urine pouring at the counter, is to consider the very act of service.


	 


	Wise man can calculate costs before starting the journey and that's where the texts of the Bible are unavoidable. Why would anyone decide to surrender powers and abilities to any  employer instead of working for God ? Ignorance may be one reason for the line in Proverbs clearly says: “Drink water from your own cistern.”


	 


	Instead of asking other people to satisfy our needs for thirst, we can dig the well ourselves. 


	 


	 


	 


	Covenant offered to anyone


	 


	After accepting the agreement offered to me in blood of Christ on the cross, I was rescued from all  necromancers pretending to be government workers in public, schools being cauldrons of atheist rebellion against God and things not succeeding in general. 


	 


	In spite of all that in everyone's life, Heavenly Father is waiting with his arms stretched. No matter how deep the child fell into the mud, Father is unceasingly expecting it to return and keeps fighting hard for the attention. All until you understand that God's instruction is for your benefit to follow, you will fall deeper and deeper into the mud. You can go out of the mire today. You can ask around what precious price has been paid for you on the cross.


	 


	That is what this book is going to explain how.


	 




PART I LEAP


	 


	
I quit being other person's servant



	 


	One year after the graduation from university, I decided to make an unusual career move: quit the regular pay-job and start selling life insurance on commission. I wanted to see what I was really worth in the market and if I could survive without the employer.


	Decision hit me like a truck: all of a sudden, it was mine, and nobody else's responsibility, to dig prospects' contact information, stock the leaflets, learn the insurance terms, respond to objections, close the deal and make sure payment was made.


	I did that demanding work and I was successful. With only one minor issue: what I made wasn't enough to feed me neither was there promise of future income, like in the regular pay-job. Something was missing. It seemed that the employer, like a good father, has done all that grunt work and expected the employee to run very small aspects of that big household, that the owner has set up. Only I wasn't interested in being other person's servant. And I had no house of my own.


	 


	It seemed like I had to provide clothing on my own, and I suddenly realized, that collecting pay-check meant that the company owner was clothing me and feeding me. Why was that ? For what reason did I enter such relationship, where I did not have clothing on my own, but had to submit the daily eight hours of my life and more, to someone else, who had the clothing – salary – ready ? Why ? I had to find the reason and it popped up in the most unexpected place I could have imagined. 


	 


	Why am I wearing fig leaves ?


	 


	He  answered2, “I heard you in the garden, and I was afraid because I was naked; so I hid.” 


	And he said, “Who told you that you were naked? Have you eaten from the tree that I commanded you not to eat from?” 


	The man said, “The woman you put here with me—she gave me some fruit from the tree, and I ate it.” 


	Then the Lord God said to the woman, “What is this you have done?” (Genesis 3,10 NIV)3


	 


	It seemed that I somehow ended up having eaten the forbidden fruit and I lost my clothes. Being naked, I had to run to other people to clothe and feed me. On and on, day after day, toil after toil, my jeans had to be paid by someone else via the paycheck.


	 


	Honestly, I had no idea what the forbidden fruit was, neither why I felt the consequences, neither who the snake was. It all seemed very distant and I simply could not make a single connection between the text and my problem. I only sensed the connection but I was completely unable to articulate it, until hitting – the checklist.


	 


	The checklist


	 


	The text continued: “And God spoke all these words: 


	“I am the Lord your God, who brought you out of Egypt, out of the land of slavery. 


	“You shall have no other gods before me. 


	“You shall not make for yourself an image in the form of anything in heaven above or on


	the earth beneath or in the waters below. You shall not bow down to them or worship


	them; for I, the Lord your God, am a jealous God, punishing the children for the sin of the


	parents to the third and fourth generation of those who hate me, but showing love to a


	thousand generations of those who love me and keep my commandments. 


	 


	“You shall not misuse the name of the Lord your God, for the Lord will not hold anyone


	guiltless who misuses his name. 


	 


	“Remember the Sabbath day by keeping it holy. Six days you shall labor and do all your


	work, but the seventh day is a sabbath to the Lord your God. On it you shall not do any


	work, neither you, nor your son or daughter, nor your male or female servant, nor your


	animals, nor any foreigner residing in your towns. For in six days the Lord made the


	heavens and the earth, the sea, and all that is in them, but he rested on the seventh day.


	Therefore the Lord blessed the Sabbath day and made it holy.” 


	“Honor your father and your mother, so that you may live long in the land the Lord your


	God is giving you. 


	“You shall not murder. 


	“You shall not commit adultery. 


	“You shall not steal. 


	“You shall not give false testimony against your neighbor. 


	“You shall not covet your neighbor’s house. You shall not covet your neighbor’s wife, or his


	male or female servant, his ox or donkey, or anything that belongs to your neighbor.”4


	 


	 


	Wait a minute – someone was rescued from the hard labor ? The rescuer asked for no images (I always imagined myself in good clothing, car and nice peace of real-estate) and some other rules like respect for parents, who really started to think of me as a trickster since I defied all socially acceptable life-decisions.


	 


	Crazy. Totally crazy! But it all started to dawn on me: it is either polished false happiness in being other man's servant or a briar patch of my own. At least the foxes are out of it too. Why am I learning this at the age of twenty-seven ? Couldn't my father send me to the survival class in the elementary school ? And then it dawned on me again: my parents are not proactive people themselves and no support for my projects will come from them. They don't mind me being the servant in other man's house, because they are the ones themselves. What's the solution then ? How shall I make my dreams come true ? I forgot about the checklist. But it somehow kept looming over me. What does theft have to do with my case ? All the meager savings are gone and for the commission income I bought bells and whistles. Hello, hello – why does the checklist talk about adultery ? Even resting ? Rest from what ? One thing was sure – I will not go back to the hard labor, briar patch or foxhole – I don't care. And that's it – I scored an important strategic decision. It's just that – a decision. No more hard labor in other man's household – ever.


	 


	So, it's about the calling of God. If you let yourself be chained by the fetters of your own choices, will you be at all able to hear the God's calling made to you personally ? Calling for the dream life with God towards the promised land ? If you turn your mind on and lean on your own understanding, will your dreams come true ? What is the fulfillment of your dreams then ?


	 


	The fulfillment of your dreams is therefore an emotional decision supported by series of proven truths from the Bible. That's where you seek your vision and mission after series of revelations you discover by walking on foot seeking God. 


	 


	 


	When your mother and father forsake you, they assume you are leaving


	 


	What can I say after striking on my own ? I live in a vacuum – switching insurance companies and making peanuts. The only support I received was from a friend over the coffee. But that didn't solve anything. And then, it hit me all in one day: already strained relationship with my father escalated into the worst exchange of words: I walk out the family home with holes in my shoes and head for the Monday dance. On my way to the hall, walking by my grand mom's house, I hear the voice: “Where to, young man ?”. The relationship with my parents is going to be dead for whole seven years and the greatest adventure of my life began.


	 


	If they haven't forsaken me, they certainly did not even consider looking into my life plans. And that felt exactly like being forsaken by them. Grandma called me from the balcony and I was granted seven days' stay, that will eventually turn into the whole two years. Where is God ? In what place is He staying ? I resort to my old fishing habits: submitting CVs and still with a small glimpse of hope, I team up with an IT expert to build a website and sell advertising on it. “The righteous shall live by faith” Broke as usual, I borrow one hundred and fifty KM5 to register sole proprietorship at grand mom's address and have had enough money just to pay for the fees, so that the company name had to bear the family last name: no money for the mailbox plate. And then it dawned on me again. I am not asking the right question. My question now is : Who is God ? What is His name ? Obviously, if I am to enter relationship with him, I need to know His name. So, I began to seek and made the typical exile mistake: I picked the wrong god. Here is how it happened.


	 


	Seeking God


	 


	Sarajevo is packed with different houses of worship. During the communist rule, we all referred to them as “religion”, for us they were all in the same basket. But now, they became objects of my research: this time I wanted to score God, in order for Him to help me and pull me out of this horrendous relational crisis I found myself in. Well then, Sarajevo suddenly became a little brighter, for I had hope of finding my God. No mistakes this time: I went on foot, knocked on the door and inquired about the belief of people in charge of that place. Boy I was confused! Bottom line, after I secured friendly encounters and talked and met people, the conclusion is: they all believe in different gods. They are not in the same basket of “religion” but they all believe in various gods, which have different scriptures and names! Boy that was a discovery. Since I was raised in Sarajevo, many times I heard Sarajevans say that the “minor differences exist” between “denominations” and that practically, the whole religion is “one and the same thing.” On-foot interviews revealed the exact  opposite. The scripture of one group said opposite things, that I found in the scripture of the other religious group. They are not the same scriptures, they are different and often opposite books. 


	 


	 


	The agenda of seeking God


	 


	I remember my Fridays at that time: I would attend the Catholic mass in Marindvor6 at six o'clock, then just a few blocks away go to the reformed Christian worship at seven and at nine I attended the Hindu event. I would come to grand mom's place quite impressed and thinking. Vow! Different practices, different habits. Catholic priest was educated, orderly, punctual but distant. Reformed Christians were friendly but disorderly and the Hindu group was all young people my age and looked almost like the art colony: paintings on walls, the atmosphere with Indian music and vegetarian food. Remember – I do not know who God is and I am on the mission to find out. And I start making conclusions rather using the heart and not the mind. I thought, since the Hindu group attracted most young and people like myself, that their god was the god. And I go with the flow – I sign up for the weekly chant, turn vegetarian and start searching for the spiritual master, which is the common eastern practice of gaining spiritual wisdom.


	 


	In Bistrik Franciscan monastery I swept the stairs leading to the plastic statue of Jesus. I attended mass and afterwards I scheduled meet-up with an interesting young man from America belonging to the “Svaki student”7 organization. He turned out to be the missionary, helping me discover my God. And I decide to share my burden with him like this: “Listen John, I was born in this place and am quite confused. Everyone seems to say they worship the same and all-powerful god, but my experience tells me it simply isn't true. How am I going to know who He really is ?” The answer came unexpectedly, but seemed right. John said I should read it for myself in the Bible. The Bible! I already learned that scripture is inspired by God, but it never occurred to me that I should read it. Then I did. Not only that, but since I was for some reason rejected by the boring tone of Bosnian Bible translations, I teamed up with another missionary from the same organization, who went through the English Bible translation with me once a week on Wednesdays. Matthew was his name and he presented me with a gift of brand new NIV8 with the words of Jesus printed in red. Well, well, well. Before, I thought Bible was just another “religious” book. I did not bother to go deeper into the text. But Matthew simply told me to read this one from cover to cover. And that was a different experience. Boy how I fell in love with the Old Testament! Stories of wars, faith, escape from slavery all talked to me: wasn't I the slave of business relationships in which I had no power but to work and keep silent even having the university degree ? Wasn't it me who wandered from place to place in the desert of my life, seeking after God, since it is God only, who could pull me out from a mess I wasn't responsible for, but somehow ended up in ?
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