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MY JOURNEY TO JESUS CHRIST

by Crawford Parkinson, Bangor

I cannot remember a time that I didn’t know of Gods gospel, about his only begotten Son
our Lord Jesus Christ.
From an early age I was sent to Sunday school in Matchett Street Gospel Hall on the
Shankill Road Belfast. There I was taught about Gods love for us, how he sent his son
Jesus to die on a cross for sinners and how he rose from the dead and of his coming
again. I had faithful Sunday School teachers but remember most especially Brice Young.
God however spoke to me as a 14-15 yr old boy just outside the Gospel Hall one sunny
day during the school summer holidays. A car with a gunman inside drove along
Tennent Street and shot down into Matchett Street, on hearing the shots I dived to the
ground and the car sped off. I got up of the ground and shook the brick dust out of my
hair, I looked at the wall and just where my head had been there was a bullet hole. For a
short time after the incident, I remembered what I had been taught at Sunday School
and knew that I could have died without Christ.
As time went by the thought of this left me and I carried on without giving it another
thought. God however didn’t give up, he had other plans. He brought salvation to our
home, first my sister and then my parents. I knew there was something different, my
father in particular, he had previously had no time for God. In fact I would say he was
bitter towards God, perhaps he allowed us to go to Sunday school to have an hour or so
peace on Sunday afternoon, but I was amazed at the change in him. It got me to thinking
again about God, Jesus and his death. So, over a few days I reasoned with myself about
this. Seeing such a change in my family reaffirmed to me that there must be a God, I
believed Jesus was born and died, even historians could prove this, so I made the fatal
error of deducting that I was saved. I told my family and unintentionally lived a lie for 2-3
years.We as a family joined a church, I even became active in the youth work and
thought all was well.
It wasn’t until a couple of weeks before my 21st birthday that I was going to have another
encounter with my life hanging in the balance. I don’t remember everything that
happened, but I was assisting my parents who were helping a friend who was having to
move home quickly. This was in 1981 in the middle of the troubles in N Ireland.
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My mum was clearing out a cupboard and lifted out a box that had wires hanging out of it
and joked that it was a bomb. I took one look at it and shouted for her to get out and took
the box from her. I was left standing in the kitchen with my Dad who refused to leave me
with a bomb in my hands and the only thought in my head was this is it, my time had
come. You’ve heard your life flashes before you, it was more that I realized that if I
DIED, I WAS IN A LOST ETERNITY SEPARATED FROM GOD.
Thankfully the bomb squad disarmed the bomb and I survived to tell the tale but for the
rest of that week I was deeply troubled. I thought I was saved by my own reasonings but
surely a saved person wouldn’t have had that kind of experience, they would have
known they were ready come what may. I was really troubled about it and on Sunday
morning 25th October 1981, I was getting ready to go to church. I opened my bible,
turned to John 3v16 and asked God to help me. I finally turned to Romans 10v9 & 10.
‘That if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart
that God hath raised him from the dead, thou shalt be saved. For with the heart man
believeth unto righteousness; and with the mouth confession is made unto salvation.’ In
a moment it came to me that Christ died for sinners, he died for my sins and I confessed
to God I was a guilty sinner, the penny dropped, he came for me, even if I was the only
sinner he came for me and that morning I was truly saved! It didn’t take long for Satan to
attack. I started to think I couldn’t tell my family I had got saved a few minutes ago. I
actually thought what does it matter, they wont know the difference. I prayed a while and
came to the conclusion if I didn’t tell them then its just another lie, so I walked down the
stairs and confessed Christ as my saviour to them.
I finally understood and knew the difference. Lots of people believe there’s a God and
believe Jesus died on the cross but until you release that Jesus died for your sins and
Jesus’ sacrifice is the only way then you have nothing.

