
 

A FUNNY WAY OF BEING SAVED 

By Don Campbell. (Mr Campbell was a school teacher for many years and rewrote the “Tu Tahi” Brown Lessons 

for Maori Postal Aotearoa several years ago). 

I was saved in a funny sort of way because Mr Ernie Edwards, who led me to Jesus, did not 

know that he was doing so. He had been told that I was already a Christian, but Iwasn’t. 

It happened a long time ago at te Feltham Children’s Home at Otaki Beach when I was 12 years 

old. That hom was where I grew up. Mr Edwards who was well known for his missionary work 

among the Maori people, visited the children’s home one weekend. On Saturday afternoon he 

invited me to go for a ride with him down to the Otaki township do some shopping. Because we 

didn’t get many car rides in those day I accepted gladly. 

While I was sitting with him in his old Ford Model A car (like the one in the photo) Mr Edwards 

told me that the next day, on Sunday, he would be talking to the bigger boys at the home about 

salvation. He said he would be asking those boys who wanted to do so to silently pray with him, 

asking Jesus to come into their hearts. Then he said, “During this time, Don, I would ike you to 

pray for them with me because Miss Feltham tells me that you are already a Christian.” I knew 

that I wasn’t, but I didn’t own up to it, and he didn’t ask me. 

Next day, on Sunday, Mr Edwards did what he had told me. He gathered us older boys together 

in one of the lower dormitories. There were about six of us, all around my age. We stood in the 

open space at the foot of the in framed beds. Mr Edwards briefly talked with us about the need to 

believe in Jesus, and then he said, “Now I am going to pray a prayer in which we confess we are 

sinners, and ask Jesus to come into our hearts. You boys can if you ant to, silently pray with me.” 

Then to my dismay he added, “Don here will also be praying for you”. I did not dare to look the 

surprised faces of the other boys. I just closed my eyes and bowed my head. 



Then Mr Edwards slowly started praying the sinner’s prayer – telling the Lord we are sinners, 

and asking Jesus to come into our hearts to save us. And I silently prayed that prayer too – and I 

meant it. I knew I needed Jesus in my heart to save me from si, and that he was calling to me, 

wanting me, and waiting for me. And I responded to His call. At the end of the prayer I knew 

that things were different now between God and me. Different, and much better. 

As soon as Mr Edwards had left, one the other boys said in an accusing voice, “You’re not a 

Christian, Don Campbell! You’re no different to the rest of us!” 

I told him he was right; I had not been a Christian when Mr Edwards had said that I was. Then I 

added, “But I am now, because I just asked Jesus to come into my heart”. And this was accepted 

by the other boys without argument. 

About 67 years later, as an old man, I sat in the sunshine on a park bench opposite that home. It 

was an old people’s home by then. Another man sat next to me, watching his little girl play in the 

sand nearby. We got talking and introduced ourselves, and he politely asked me why I was there. 

I told him I was on a sort of pilgrimage back to my roots – to the most precious place for me in 

all New Zealand – the place where I had given my heart to Jesus as a boy. 

How I praise God for Mr Ernie Edwards, but even ore for Miss Feltham who provided the loving 

Christian environment which nurtured me towards faith, and for her prayers for me for many 

years. But above all I thank Father God for His call to my heart that day. 


