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(picture above - Robert, with eldest daughter, Grace)
"Not by works lest any man should boast”  Ephesians 2:9
If there was any verse of scripture which caused an argument in what I believed it was this verse.

I was baptised, brought to Sunday School, sang in the choir, members of the B.B., confirmed in my local church - you name it, I was in it, or doing it, all in the name of Christianity. I had something to boast about. Surely, if there was such a thing as tipping the scales in my favour for entering heaven then, definitely, I stood a pretty good chance, but I wasn't too sure.

One thing that annoyed me was people approaching me in the street handing me a tract and telling me that I needed to be saved to get to heaven. That word made me so uncomfortable and to crown it all they would tell me that they knew they were going there. How dare they? I would think that after all it would be God who would have the last say. He would sum up my life before letting me in. 

I started to attend the C.E. club in our secondary school, only to hear much the same message regarding my good works. I was told that in the eyes of God they were as filthy rags. They brought out verse after verse saying that Jesus had paid the price for me and no amount of doing good would ever bring me in to God's kingdom. I asked Jesus to forgive me for thinking that I could get there without Him and that I was a sinner needing his forgiveness.

For me, from then on, Christianity not only involved the church but, most importantly, Christ Himself.

My new belief in God started well but, unfortunately, waned. You could say that I had become saved and stuck, maybe even to the point of being sound asleep. I made no Christian impression around me. There were even things I was doing and places that I was going that would have offended my God. Looking back now I know that it was due to having no spiritual food for my spiritual life. I had starved it to death.

At the age of 21, after sitting on the fence for the past number of years, the Lord challenged me, giving me a choice - living for Him or the world. 

I made that choice. I prayed that He would help me live for Him and that He would give me someone with whom I could share my Christian faith.

Arlene and I got married on 18th July, 1986 in Donaghey Congregational Church . We started to attend Stewartstown Faith Mission prayer meeting where we were blessed being in the presence of prayer warriors and could feel God's presence in all those meetings. We both came away strengthened and encouraged in our faith.

We are blessed with three girls, Grace, Rachael and Abigail. We thank God for them. We especially thank God for looking after Rachael who was born spina bifida and is in a wheel chair. We've had our share of hospital visits and overnight stays with one operation or another. We thank God for His hand upon us and the many prayers from the church and other Christians.

As a family, for seven years, we have been attending Donaghey church where we have enjoyed the fellowship and the faithful preaching of God's Word by our pastor.

Yes, I'm still getting involved in all the activities in the church but for a completely different reason - I want to encourage and win others for Christ.

