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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM – 80
 How did I come to know Jesus Christ?
http://www.answering-islam.org/testimonies/ibrahim_kosovo.html
By Ibrahim
[Albanian original]
My name is Ibrahim and I come from a Muslim family from Kosovo. Since my childhood I had a great interest regarding religion. I was fascinated with the idea there is a God that has created everything in heaven and on earth and I endeavored to understand how this God looks like. I remember my grandmother teaching me as a child to always speak aloud the Basmala, i.e. the Arabic phrase "bismi-llāhi ar-rahmāni ar-rahīmi" before and after the sleep as well as always before the meal and to thank God after the meal by saying Alhamdulillah. She would often take me in her room to pray with her and she taught me that any time I would be scared from darkness or whatever else, I would be released from the fear by repeating the Basmala three times in a row. And I would do so. 

My family was comprised by my parents and my brother who was eight years older than me. At the time I was attending elementary school he enrolled at University. He was very dedicated to his studies until he got poisoned by tear gas in a dormitory. Occupation forces which were at that time in Kosovo had undertaken an initiative to cast out all the students from the dorms and faculties and this was one of the ways to do so. Since that time my brother was not in a good health condition. A year later he got very sick and the doctors were not able to diagnose precisely his disease apart from releasing a statement that his nervous system was attacked which results in muscle feebleness. Not even a year from the outset of his disease he passed away at the age of 22. This tragedy in our family changed the direction of our life. I was 14 years old when I lost my brother. My mother went through a deep depression while my father attempted to find comfort in Islam by starting practicing. For me this was a time of searching and getting to know more about God by deepening my knowledge of and commitment to Islam, without thinking at first about any other religion. I thought only God knew the reason behind the death of my brother and we ought to be patient towards any decision coming from Allah since the good and the bad results from Him.      

It was this tragedy that increased my interest in my religion. I continuously went to the mosque, prayed the prescribed prayers (in Arabic language), read the Quran and any Islamic literature and found satisfaction in what I was doing. Every time I would go to the mosque I would thank God for being born a Muslim because Islam was the only acceptable religion before God and the only way to salvation. Very soon I formed a worldview on Islam and generally on religions: Quran is the latest revelation descended from Allah; God is one, He is not born nor did he give birth to anyone; no one is equal to Him. His decisions are sovereign and I was supposed to cope with everything coming into my life. God accepts people directly without any intercessor. God doesn't need a child and that what Christians believe is totally wrong. They will be punished for "shirk", the biggest sin someone can ever perform. Thus, I should always be careful about indulging in idolatry, never associating anything with God because He is harsh and I would be expecting punishment too. Because of this particular reason along with changing intentionally God's Word I hated Christians and Jews. In addition, imams in the mosques which I attended preached against these communities. I remember once when my uncle circumcised his son how the imam taught that Jews are cursed people and nothing good comes from them, only evil, and God surely on Judgment Day will punish them in the harshest way. I didn't fully agree with him since Christians deserved more punishment than Jews because Christians are turning a simple man into God and blaspheming against the oneness of God. I couldn't understand at all how they could do such a terrible thing. It was completely unacceptable for me, incomprehensible, and a very detestable thing.        

With these views on Islam and Christianity I moved to the capital city, Prishtina, for the purpose of getting registered at the University. In the second year of my studies I decided to join a cousin of mine and share a room with him while studying in Prishtina. This was perhaps the best time of our student life as we would share and discuss a lot of things from our lives. Religion was one of the topics we discussed and often we would see ourselves talking until the early hours of the morning. My cousin (then roommate) was also coming from a Muslim background but was more influenced by secular ideas. Despite that fact he would read sometimes books on religion. He believed that God exists but we as "intellectuals" should view our lives not only by religion, rather we should seek our career and ambitions being fulfilled. While we would discuss about these issues, my roommate had an uncle in Finland who converted to Christianity. 
He was also one of my distant cousins but since he was quite a bit older than me, I would call him uncle as well. He had accepted Christ several years ago and had tried to discuss with my roommate many times before but at a certain moment he ceased talking to him about religious issues as he felt his uncle was imposing his convictions on him. I told my roommate I was interested discussing with him since I heard a lot of bad things about him deviating from the right path including even financial assistance in order to convert to Christianity. This caused me to unhesitatingly open the discussion at the first moment he called us.      

For our uncle in Finland this meant a green signal to begin anew with the discussions. “What made you change religion, uncle?” I asked him. In order to answer this question it was impossible to finish this discussion within only one hour. He continued to do so quite often, sometimes even every day, by talking for hours. I received the first Bible in Albanian from Finland as well as some booklets he had been able to find there in the Albanian language. Along with the literature, he sent us also a package with audio tapes where he would speak more extensively on issues we would raise in our phone conversations. My cousin and I would listen to these tapes each night. There were two issues which were very difficult for me while listening to those tapes. First, besides explaining Christian faith, he was also criticizing Islam and particularly Muhammad. That made me very angry. Secondly, he was praying for us in the name of Jesus, and even more, he was addressing God as his Father. I could not bear to listen to those prayers and would always skip. 

After one of those tapes, I opened up my Bible for the first time but after some days of reading in it I stopped doing so. I just couldn’t read the Bible.  With every line I read it I would think that it was manipulated and altered by human hands. Furthermore, it was this contempt I felt for the Christian faith and Christians that caused me to feel uncomfortable while reading the Bible. Even so, I continued discussions and talked intensively with our uncle in Finland. At this time even my roommate joined us although he had stopped discussions with him earlier though he was listening to his tapes with me. 

Our uncle in Finland was very enthusiastic and on fire regarding his new faith. Very soon I found out that none of the charges our families had brought against him was true. I could sense he was deeply convicted about Jesus Christ being the only way to heaven. However, while he would share much from Christianity I would counterattack him by emphasizing that the Quran was the latest revelation that had descended directly from God, protected by God from any corruption, a book which contains a lot of scientific discoveries and as a result could not in any way be compared to the Bible. There were even a lot of hot debates between us. Now I had my roommate alongside with me and we formed a team for destroying the arguments of our uncle with the facts we possessed. I found some books at the mosque's library one day while I prayed on Friday noon. Most of the books were from Ahmed Deedat which spoke of Bible contradictions, different Bibles Christians have, crucifixion as a fiction and a lot of Bible mistakes (one was especially hot, "50000 Mistakes in the Bible"). I found some other books from other authors too at some friends of mine and I thought these will be our weapons against our uncle. I checked all the books but even though some charges against the Bible sounded reasonable to me, I had great difficulties to believe in all of these charges. I studied a book "Muhammad in the Bible" by Abdul Ahad Dawud who was once a catholic priest and although I believed that Muhammad was mentioned in the Bible I couldn't accept all his claims. According to him even John the Baptist prophesied about Muhammad and every prophecy that was almost crystal clear in pointing to Jesus he was interpreting as referring to Muhammad. These books in fact instead of consolidating my faith in Islam, to my amazement had a contrary effect on me. Anyways, I continued using the books against my uncle but it became clear that proving that the Bible is really contradictory and full of mistakes wasn't an easy task to do at all. Not only had my uncle good answers to my contradictions and mistakes but these authors also disappointed me by trying to make the impossible mission possible by applying to Muhammad a lot of prophecies and other arguments referring to Jesus. My logic didn’t accept them. I just sensed that these authors were not honest in their motives toward Jesus and Christianity even though I was a Muslim too and didn’t like Christianity at all.   

While I would continue debates with our uncle, my roommate began to read the Bible. He would do that regularly and his appetite for religious issues was stimulated more. The front between us in this part of Europe and our uncle in the northern part of Europe was now set. Religion was the main thing we would deal with. For a while I even dropped the lessons of the school. Our uncle was well prepared against such charges and I couldn’t see many results from these debates. 

This period lasted for almost 6 months or so and it wasn't easy to protect my belief in Islam while getting exposed further to Christianity which seemed to have more and more meaning as time was going by. Being totally preoccupied with these issues, I started even having dreams. At other times I would spent sleepless nights thinking over the issues discussed. In those dreams I saw a few times how I became a Christian and after that I would wake up gripped by fear that this might actually happen. I would imagine all the problems I would have to face with my family but more to that I was afraid that I would get lost in eternity since the Christian faith could not be true with all the shirk they perform. Though I didn't want to read the Bible, from a little what I read as well as from the ongoing conversations with the uncle, some Bible verses would continuously grab my mind: "I am the way and the truth and the life. No one comes to the Father except through me." (John 14:6); "I and the Father are one." (John 10:30); "He who hears my words and believes... has eternal life and will not be condemned; he has crossed over from death to life." (John 5:24); "He that looks in me, sees the one who sent me." (John 12:45). All these verses had to do with Jesus, dealing at the same time with his divine nature as well and very often were to "heavy" for me. My mind obviously served as a battlefield. I did not have quietness at all concerning the truth. Where is the truth to be found? Is it in the Bible or in the Quran? Was Muhammad the last of the messengers or is Jesus the Lord and the Savior of the world? How about if all of that was an attempt of the devil to convert me to Christianity? How about if Jesus truly came to forgive our sins? Nevertheless, about one thing I was sure:  both Quran and Bible couldn't be true; the truth will have to stand on one side. God could not be revealing two contradictory truths. 
Either the Bible was true or the Quran, either Christianity or Islam. And the battle would continue. But what if Jesus appears to me personally in a physical body as I heard from my uncle that he did so a lot of times? I heard of Gulshan Esther's testimony that she was paralyzed and for three years praying regularly, Jesus appears to her in her room and she gets healed and walks finally. She prayed and did everything in the name of Allah, even visited Mecca several times. But her prayers were met by Jesus. He answered her prayers and changed her life completely. But no, no, I will not allow myself to fall in the trap; I have my faith and am happy with it. Even if Jesus appears to me in person I will reject him. But is it possible to tell him that this is the devil’s fraud? I do not know, I do not know...!    

I ended the discussion with the uncle. I told him we have discussed a lot in relation to Islam and Christianity, I understood your thoughts and arguments but sorry I have my belief. I began avoiding him any time he would call me. Now was the time for my roommate to continue the conversation with him. The Bible he was reading impressed him a lot. He approached me one day and said: "Ibrahim, I think every intellectual should read the Bible at least one time in his life time. It is a book worth reading." I was really wondering what was going on with him now. At first when I joined him he wasn't much interested in religious issues and didn't allow his uncle to force on him any conviction. And yet now, he is reading the Bible, was talking to our uncle and at the same time was asking me to start reading the Bible anew. I told him yes, even though my mind wasn't thinking the same thing because by this time I got a bit afraid, my foundations were already shaken. Furthermore, the Quran is a book that is difficult to understand and in order to comprehend some verses in a deeper way one should consult with Tafsir. I hadn't had a chance to do so yet although had read a lot of books with comments on the Quran.  

I decided to pray to God directly so that he could reveal the truth to me. "O Lord I know that Islam is the right religion but in case it's not, then please let me know." This prayer followed me for a while almost every night in searching for God's truth. I didn't want to talk to anyone about this subject any longer, neither with my uncle in Finland nor with my roommate. I wanted this to be something between me and God as I was really confused.   

My roommate continued with Bible readings and he would get insights every day from the depth of the knowledge and teachings he would find there. Not long afterwards, I heard him telling me he had made a very important decision for his life: to follow Jesus and the Bible as God’s Word. The Bible had a deep meaning for him and I sensed I had lost my roommate, my cousin and a good friend of mine. I was in great anxiety. I thought that from now on I cannot be his roommate any longer; I will have to go out from here. I saw him as a barrier since he became a Christian. I got mad at him but what could I have done? It was his choice. 

In general, it was not a good time to experience. All these battles in my mind that I was going through would result in me having sometimes unordinary thoughts. A harsh voice asked me one night to jump out of the ninth floor of our building. I realized something was going on with me. But why was God allowing all this experience? I turned to him and asked him to help me out of this situation again. I was 19 years of age and it felt like I was carrying all the burdens of the world on my back. 

Only a few days later my cousin and still my roommate brought me a book named "The place I desire most". He had gone through this book and saw it as a good opportunity to have an impact on me. Further he was even praying for me now and trying to help me in every possible way. He was a believer for two weeks now. I promised him I would read the book and left it on the table. He went to sleep while I was reading something else. But something was stirring me up to have a look at that book. I was alone in the working room and opened the first pages of book. It appeared to be interesting enough to continue on. The author belonged to the previous century and usually I wasn't attracted to classic authors. But this book seemed different to me. The sentences from the book were knit so beautifully, at least they looked so to me, and with every line I was reading a sense of relief would accompany me. I was thinking particularly about these verses that said: “God in the Day of Judgment will have this question for you: What have you done with my Son? But I have done a lot of good deeds, God; I did this and did that...! - But God will respond: I am not asking you for your good deeds, but rather what have you done with my Son?” These were the words that amazed me most. Actually they took all my attention. It doesn't have to do with our good acts, I reflected, but with the issue of what we did with Jesus. Have we accepted him into our lives or not? This seemed to be a question of life. Most certainly it was for me now. All that I thought so far, that through good deeds we can come to God, is void compared to this question. This was the moment of brokenness in my life, a revolutionary moment of my soul. I felt like God was speaking to me through every word in this book. And it wasn't long while I was reading and reflecting upon these and other verses when something more wondrous happened to me. I had a vision. An image of two persons appeared to my mind. It was almost like I was watching a scene on the walls of the room, though it was happening only in my mind. I saw that a person knelt down with a very ugly face full of pustules, crying loudly. He had long hair. The other person was standing on his feet and was dressed with a white robe. He seemed like Jesus from the movie I had watched earlier. But I couldn't see his face, it was in the shade. The person dressed in shining white was ripping out the hair of the one kneeling down. I could see clearly his ugly face while hearing his loud cries and screams as well. At first I was really scared what was happening with me now. “I am getting mad”, I said to myself. But soon after, I heard a soft and a clear voice in my mind telling me: “Do you see this one kneeling down. It is a demon mistreating you until now. The Lord is setting you free now and you will forever be free.” A new image appeared to my mind, Jesus Christ on the cross. And the voice continued: “Jesus died for your sins. He is the truth and the only way.” I realized immediately that God was showing me the way and the truth I was looking for. I felt myself a sinner and repented about all my past life and surrendered my life to Jesus. I was absolutely convinced about the truth now. In this moment I felt God closer than ever. It was God in action revealing Himself personally to me in a very direct and miraculous way. It was God answering my daily prayer. 
I felt a great relief. Actually I was really free now of any voices and other attacks of the enemy. No more battles in my mind. I felt totally renewed, entirely a new person. After all, going through this experience I couldn't ever be the same. I placed my faith in Jesus Christ and, for the first time, I could call him my Lord and Savior. I couldn't resist any longer, my tears were falling down. I couldn't believe myself. All that I believed before, within a moment, it was simply gone. No more fear from shirk neither from punishment. Moreover, I understood now that Christians did not consider a simple man God, but on the contrary it was God coming down in a human form. It seemed now reasonable to me because of His love for us. I felt like I had passed through a small hole to the other side full of light, though bleeding a bit. But now for sure I was in a safe place and the enemy had lost his battle about me. The night of March the 1st 1998 was an unforgettable experience that completely changed the course of my life. 

I wanted to wake up my cousin in the other room but left it for the next day as a surprise. Next morning as soon as he opened his eyes from sleep I cried to him: "Good morning, brother." First he thought I was teasing him, but I insisted, stood up from the bed and told him I believe in Jesus Christ now. He didn’t believe what he was hearing from me. “Last night we had a debate and he strongly opposed me”, he was thinking, “and today he calls me brother?” “Are you sure”, he said, “what are you talking?” “Yes I am absolutely sure I have found the truth,” I said to him. “I have found the truth in Jesus.” I hugged him and shared all the experience from last night, rejoicing together that we share the same spirit now. “This is a miracle”, he said, “seeing you different within a night.” He led me in prayer and we both continued following Jesus.             

I was thinking back on what I had been going through and it was truly God's action that made me believe in Jesus. While before believing in Jesus as more than a prophet was my biggest concern and fear so that I would not associate anyone to God, now this matter turned to be comforting that by faith in Him I had eternal life. Every time I would think about Jesus and what he did for me, my heart would get filled with joy, peace and security for the eternal life. It was a huge contrast.   

However, the step I took by believing in Jesus as a result of God acting in me was not an easy one. Soon my family became suspicious that something was going on with me. One day a cousin of mine, while I was visiting my parents at my home town, invited me to join him for Friday prayer. I told him that I could not accompany him to the mosque because I now believe in the Bible as God's Word and in Jesus instead of Muhammad. Initially he thought I was kidding him but after I persisted he believed me. He talked instantly with my uncles and this information quickly spread all the way to my father. One of my uncles was a "hajji", that is what we call those who had performed the pilgrimage to Mecca, and furthermore he was supporting me financially in my studies in Prishtina since my parents could not afford to do so. He was a devout Muslim and I had promised him that I will dedicate myself to my studies and I would continue in Islam. I felt bad about the promise but Jesus was more important to me now. I knew for sure I would lose his support as soon as he finds out about my conversion, even though I had an inner security that I would not be forsaken by God. On the other hand, my father since the death of my brother had begun practicing Islam by praying five times per day. This is going to be shock for him. 

I was still at my parents’ house, when my father quickly came to me, questioning whether what he heard from others was true. He said, "I didn't want to believe this before talking to you, is this true?" I told him it is true what you heard from others, I do not believe any longer in Muhammad. My heart was beating the highest it could. I did not believe myself that I could find strength to say that straightly. He got horrified because he hoped that I would deny it by saying the opposite. He went outside immediately and tried to do some work in the garden while thinking about the situation. I was following him from the windows and I could see he was really agitated. He would stop working, touch his head and walk a bit, then would turn back to work again. By the evening time he approached me again and this time he was determined to continue our conversation until the end. He started more softly, “Look here my brothers expect an answer from me tomorrow; I cannot meet them if you do not promise you will become Muslim again. You need to change your mind tonight.” It was a kind of pressure but not in a high tone. I said, “With all my regret I cannot do that. You can ask whatever you want from me apart from giving up my belief in Jesus. I really thought this over very thoroughly before I made this decision and I can't compromise with such things.” While I was talking to him a Bible verse would come to my mind: "Whoever disowns me before men, I will disown him before my Father in heaven." (Matthew 10:33) I must not deny Jesus, I thought, it's not a right thing to do after all He did for me. It did not take long until my father knelt down, his eyes full of tears: "I plead with you not to do this thing to me. This is the most embarrassing thing to me. I have lost one son and the only one I have now has turned his back on me. This is even worse for me than the loss of my first son. I can't bear this thing, I can't", he said. This was the worst thing I could have experienced as well. I could never have imagined my dad kneeling in tears in front of me. In our culture this was unimaginable. I couldn't stay seated any longer; I couldn't bear this situation either. With tears in my eyes I said to him: "Please do not ask me to deny my faith in Jesus as I can never do that. If my presence in your house will worsen the situation I can leave tomorrow immediately". He became more aggressive in his tone: "But I am your father, I have created you", he said, "And you have to obey me", he continued. "Does your Bible teach you to obey your parents?" I said, "Yes, it says. But first it says you must obey God". I was thinking of Matthew 10:37: "Anyone who loves his mother or father more than me is not worthy of me..."  I ran out to my room praying that God will calm down the situation when I saw my father following me to my room. I had on my table a Bible and a lot of other Christian books. He looked at them first, took the Bible and started tearing it page after page. After he was done with the Bible he took all the other books I had on the table and then went to my shelves took the others too and tore them all up. He said "The Imam was right when he told me do not let your son read those books because they could change his mind. I was pretending to be wiser by telling him, no he is just reading them out of curiosity. I was proud that my son wants to know more. Here you have now all these books and never bring a book like that in my house again", he was yelling. 
I didn't react at all, knowing the he was out of control, even though my heart was in pain seeing all the Christian books being torn up, including the Bible. 

I soon left my hometown for Prishtina where I was studying, praying that I was really on God's hands now. My uncle was making it clear that unless I become Muslim again I didn't deserve his support. I agreed with him that he was right and understood his situation of being "hajji" and not able to support a Christian any longer. I continued believing in Jesus that he would find a way out of the situation. Very soon God provided for me a job in Prishtina so I would not bow down to anyone and compromise my new faith. I had a full time job in an international organization and had to interrupt studies for a few years until I was able to save some income for the years I had to attend the University. This was how I managed to keep up with studies and not beg my uncle or anyone else. God proved Himself faithful and real to me. Not even a single moment I felt forsaken or abandoned. He was showing his gracious hand to me.  

The situation with the father continued to be difficult for four years almost. Not even a single word he whispered to me. When I would go home visiting them – particularly my mum, as she was suffering most –, he would leave the house and go meet with the others. I would always try to come closer to him but he wouldn’t give me a chance. For him, I wasn't his son any longer. I betrayed him, I did not obey him despite his pleadings, and I embarrassed him before the others. Based on the Quran and traditions as Christian I wasn't supposed to inherit his house or anything else either. He said he is going to assign everything he possessed to the Islamic Community. Furthermore he said to my mother, "Ibrahim can be thankful that Sharia law doesn't rule in Kosovo, otherwise he would have been punished for apostasy." He knew very well what the Sharia law says and was happy himself that we are living in a secular country so that I wouldn't be put to death. Still, all my attempts to reconcile with him were useless. I prayed for years about our situation and almost gave up hope that I will see a day where we would talk again. But what looked impossible for me was possible for God. One night while I happened to be home, my father got sick and fainted. I didn't know what was going on. I thought he was having a heart attack. Then I realized he had gone through diarrhea for several days due to a severe infection. I sent him to hospital, took care of him several days and noted his heart was getting softer. He began talking to me again. He began getting closer with me despite that I hadn't compromised my faith. God was now working in his life and I was getting my dad back. I never thought this was going to be the manner how we could get back again. I gave praise to the God anew for His ways are completely different from ours.   

The other thing that disturbed my father was my relationship with a Christian girl. After we improved a bit in our conversation he hoped that, perhaps, I would listen him and get married to a Muslim girl and that would perhaps influence me coming back to Islam again. The moment he heard about my relationship with the Christian girl he got disturbed again. He was losing his last hope. He wasn't agreeing at all. He said, “I will never accept them as couple in my house.” But I had to be patient and prayerful enough to walk the next step of faith. Sometime later I decided to go and visit my family along with my girlfriend. I wanted him to know my future wife. I was expecting everything; the worst would be to kick us both out. But to my amazement he behaved very well with my girlfriend, he liked her a lot and furthermore he was talking nicely and more to her than even to me. I saw God's hand in action again. We got married and we lived at my parents’ house for almost a year before we moved to Prishtina due to the work. 

Today when I compare my current belief with the previous one, I notice a lot of differences. It is not that I haven't been happy with Islam but what I found after is incomparable to anything else. I found Jesus filling the void existing in my heart. The void that was impossible to get filled either by religion or by good deeds, or by anything else because it was created to be inhabited by God Himself. 

Additionally, after accepting Christ many other differences between my former and latter belief became clear to me. The first thing has to do with faith, which in Islam was more or less static. I believed God existed above but was far away from me and remote regardless of my prayers and fasting. Everything I did was out of fear of Allah and his consequent punishment. Today my faith is functional and is based on a close personal relationship I have with God. Every good act I perform nowadays comes out of this relationship based on the love towards God rather than fear. The next thing has to with the character of God. God in Bible has revealed Himself to be personal as I have been experiencing Him in the last years and continue to taste that personal relationship with Him every day. God is now my Father and I am his child which, in Islam, is considered to be a blasphemy. I have learnt now that God loves the sick person (sinner) but doesn't love his disease (sin), whereas before I was taught from the Quran that all the sinners will be expecting fire. Then follows the issue of having the security of eternal life. My eternal destiny before as far as salvation is concerned was not safe. Though I tried to do everything possible by good deeds, again I felt like I could not reach heaven. Today I know that Jesus took my condemnation while dying for me on the cross for my sins and I do not have to pay them as they are already paid. This is the confidence I have to escape balancing my deeds on a scale on Judgment Day. Eternal life based on the belief in Jesus Christ is a gift offered to me once and forever. Next, before I was always faced with the question: Why can't I run from the sin regardless of everything spiritual I might do? I did not like that but had not any means to prevent sin in my life. Then as a believer in Jesus Christ I noticed there is a power in me to overcome sin and found myself triumphing over sin. This doesn't mean I will sin no more as I still have the clash between my old nature and new one put on by Christ, but this certainly means that sin has no authority over me any longer. One of the other changes I observe in myself is that the more I believed in Islam the more hate I would have against Jews and Christians. Today this spirit of hate doesn't exist in me. Even more, I love Muslims in spite of their hatred towards me now. The Spirit of hate has been replaced with the spirit of love. Prayer and fasting was mechanic, I would learn the Suras in Arabic, a language that was considered to be the heavenly one but which was not understandable to me and I would recite that to Allah. 
Prayer today is very meaningful to me because I pray in my language and I do not follow any particular scheme. I say to God everything that is in my heart knowing that He is there always listening me. Even when I fast today, I share this with no one, it is enough that God knows and sees me. By fasting I try to get closer to God leaving aside even the most important item for our lives, food. I reflect upon my life, repent of any sin possible, pray and look forward to the future in accordance with God's will and I worship Him for what He is.              

My dear friends, this is my story on how did I come to know Jesus personally in my life. It is the most valuable thing earned ever. It doesn't have to do with religions, which one is better than the other, though there are a lot of differences, but rather has to do with the beginning of a new relationship with God. I would like that all of you reading this story come to the saving knowledge of Jesus Christ by asking God to reveal Himself to you since He is faithful and He is eagerly waiting for you. Moreover, it is His promise to answer you if you search Him sincerely: "Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and the door will be opened to you." (Matthew 7:7). 

Dear friends, I my past I have made many mistakes and I have regretted a lot of things, but in one thing I never made a mistake nor regretted anything and that is the great moment when I placed my belief in Jesus Christ forever, as my Lord and Savior. 

Remember at this moment He is extending to you the same invitation for a new life with Him, an abundant life, full of peace and joy. The decision regarding your eternal destiny is in your hands.  

Please feel free to contact me with whatever question you might have at this address. 

May God bless you richly!
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TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-04 PETER AKBAR
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-04.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-05 FATIMA HANEEF

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-05.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-06 ANONYMOUS

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-06.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-07 INDIRA MONIKA DIZDAR

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-07.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-08 IBRAHIM HUSSAIN

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-08.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-09 ABDUL HAMEED

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-09.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-10 NAZI AL GAHAZZALI
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-10.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-11 YUSSUF BEN ALI
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-11.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-12 MOULAVI SULEIMAN (MARIO JOSEPH)
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-12.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-13 MUSLIM PREACHES, CRUCIFIXES BLEED
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-13.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-14 MEHBOOB G KHAN
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-14.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-15 MUNIRA
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-15.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-16 IYSHA BEEVI
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-16.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-17 "AHMED"

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-17.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-18 SALMA ALI

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-18.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-19 SYED AINUL HADEED

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-19.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-20 MOHAMMED CINIRAJ

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-20.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-21 SHAFI BEHELIM

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-21.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-22 TASS SAADA

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-22.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-23 NAVID

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-23.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-24 AFSHIN JAVID

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-24.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-25 KHAINUR ISLAM AND FAMILY

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-25.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-26 MOSAB HASSAN YOUSEF

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-26.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-27 KAZI QUAMRUNNESSA LUNA

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-27.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-28 MAGDI ALLAM

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-28.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-29 GULSHAN FATIMA

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-29.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-30 RAFRAF BARRAK

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-30.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-31 ABEL JAFRI

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-31.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-32 MARJANA MAIR

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-32.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-33 MAHER AL-GOHARI

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-33.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-34 AHDIJA CHEUMBIKE BAKER

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-34.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-35 MARIO

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-35.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-36 LAMIN SANNEH

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-36.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-37 DANIEL ALI

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-37.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-38 FAISAL

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-38.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-39 NADIA KHALIL BRADLEY

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-39.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-40 FATHIMA RIFQA BARY

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-40.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-41 TO 45 KHALIL, MOHAMMED*, DINI, KHOSROW, ALI

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-41_TO_45.doc 

TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-46 MOHAMMED SALEEM

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-46.doc 
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-47 SHAMIM HUNT

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-47.doc 
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-48 ABU MANSUR

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-48.doc 
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-49 SHEREEN SHARIF

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-49.doc 

TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-50 RIMA FAKIH (MISS USA) 
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-50.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-51 KAMAL SALEEM

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-51.doc 
*TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-52 MOHAMMED

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-52.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-53 NABEEL QURESHI 
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-53.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-54 TAHER 
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-54.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-55 ISHA HABLA 
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-55.doc
TESTIMONY OF A FORMER MUSLIM-56 ANONYMOUS 
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/TESTIMONY_OF_A_FORMER_MUSLIM-56.doc
VIDEO TESTIMONIES OF MUSLIM CONVERTS TO CHRISTIANITY 

http://ephesians-511.net/docs/VIDEO_TESTIMONIES_OF_MUSLIM_CONVERTS_TO_CHRISTIANITY.doc
MILLIONS OF MUSLIMS CONVERTING TO CHRISTIANITY 
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/MILLIONS_OF_MUSLIMS_CONVERTING_TO_CHRISTIANITY.doc
WHEN MUSLIMS BECOME CHRISTIANS 
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/WHEN_MUSLIMS_BECOME_CHRISTIANS.doc
QUO VADIS PAPA FRANCISCO 39-SILENT ON ISLAMIST TERRORISM CONCEDING TO ISLAM 
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/QUO_VADIS_PAPA_FRANCISCO_39-SILENT_ON_ISLAMIST_TERRORISM_CONCEDING_TO_ISLAM.doc
DO CHRISTIANS AND MUSLIMS WORSHIP THE SAME GOD? 
http://ephesians-511.net/docs/DO_CHRISTIANS_AND_MUSLIMS_WORSHIP_THE_SAME_GOD.doc
