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Do you personally know a 
person behind bars? If your 

answer is no, you might ask 
yourself this question: how 
then can I fulfil Jesus’s call to 
not only care for the poor, 
but also visit the imprisoned? 
(Matthew 25: 35-36)

Truly, life behind bars is not 
something we can easily 
imagine. We know its obvious 
sunderings: loss of reputation, 
loss of income and freedom, 
and physical separation from 
loved ones. But few of us 
would ever understand how 
incarceration strips a person of 
control over his life. You don’t 
decide what clothes you will 
wear, or do from day to day. 
You are cut off from the world. 

You don’t know if it wants you 
back.

You wait for somebody to 
visit. You wait for many things. 
More than anything else, you 
long for good news.

Participating in the annual 
Angel Tree project, True 
Wayans brought good news to 
people whose lives have been 
upended by the difficult reality 
of imprisonment. 

The project aims to meet the 
emotional needs of prisoners 
and their families during the 
Christmas season. It answers 
Jesus’s call to bring the gospel 
everywhere, in this case, to a 
space few people have a liking 
for. 

Said Richard Chua, who 
led True Way’s evangelism 
committee from 2010 through 
2013: “We first got involved in 
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the Angel Tree project in 2010. 
Each year when the program 
comes around, we pray that 
we would send people out, to 
bravely share the good news 
of Jesus Christ.”

An initiative by Prison 
Fellowship Singapore (PFS), 
work on the annual Angel 
Tree project begins some three 
months before Christmas. Last 

December, some 700 adult 
hampers and 200 children-
youth hampers were delivered 
in partnership with 40 
churches and organizations in 
Singapore.

The strategy is simple. 
Prisoners are invited to write 
a letter which a volunteer 
will carry by hand to homes 
and families, along with a 
food hamper. Most hampers 
go to wives, husbands, 
parents, siblings; some go to 
children.  The volunteer is not 
acquainted with the prisoner 

or the family. He doesn’t 
maintain contact. But he is the 
emissary of reconciliation, the 
courier of hope.

The execution of the delivery 
can be tricky, and volunteers 
receive clear instructions about 
what to do, and what not to 
do.

The Angel Tree project is a part 
of PFS’s mission to engage and 
equip the church in Singapore 
to minister to prisoners, ex-
offenders and families. When 
project volunteers cross the 
island on their runs, they know 
the gift they carry is humble, 
but its message huge and life-
transforming.

Hampers and letters

The hope is that the hampers 
and letters help mend torn 
relationships between inmate 
and family. 

According to PFS staff, the 
letters are often filled with 
remorse, love and a yearning 
to re-connect with estranged 
loved ones.  However faltering 
the words, they say one thing: 
I am sorry. 

While in prison, many inmates 
hear, and receive, the gospel 
of Christ. They often write 
about their newfound faith. To 
unbelieving families, this fact, 
and the presence of the Angel 
Tree volunteer, are a seed for 
conversation and connection.  
Immediately a door opens. You 
reach out. The stranger in the 
house becomes a real person; 
and even if the encounter 

The Angel Tree: good news 
and reconciliation

More than anything 
else, you long for 
good news.

One hamper of sundries, one journey of hope.
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The Angel Tree: 
good news and 
reconciliation

lasts only a brief time, its 
redemptive weight is charged 
with holy power.

Still, challenges abound. These 
include uncontactable families, 
flubbed visits and families 
rejecting hampers. 

Wrong number

After a few attempts at calling, 
Kwek Hui Pein realised that 
the phone number she had 
received from the organisers 
was wrong. But she and her 
partner (a friend from another 
church) decided to still go to 
the house address to make 
their delivery. Said Hui Pein: 
‘We prayed very hard that the 
address was correct, and that 
the family would not reject 
our delivery.

“We understood that families 
may react negatively to the 
idea of receiving something 
from someone who had let 
them down. The first phone 
call is terribly important. We 
didn’t have that first call. We 
went by faith.’

The address in Ghim Moh 
was correct. Hui Pein and 
her friend found themselves 
inside a one-room flat with 
an old woman, the inmate’s 
octogenarian mother, who was 
a devout Buddhist. 

A family behind invisible 
bars

Hui Pein: “We saw first-
hand the family’s pain. 
Imprisonment broke 
relationships. There was 
disappointment, there was 
hopelessness. The criminal 
offence had far-reaching 
consequences on many 
people. Because our prisoner 
had been in and out of jail 
several times, he didn’t have a 
relationship with his son, who 
later dropped out of school. As 
a result, the old woman had 

to become responsible for her 
grandchild.

“I remember the encounter so 
deeply. I remember the old lady 
telling us about her
 difficulty with prison visits, 
though she didn’t complain. 
Each journey was long and 
hard. In a way, I think, the son 
didn’t just put himself in jail, he 
also put his family behind bars.

“We are happy we shared with 
her the message of Christmas, 
how its meaning is our living 
hope.”

Hui Pein was a first-timer. So 
were sisters Cheryl and Sofia 
Teo. 

Said Cheryl: “Our encounter 
was brief, but we saw that our 
understanding of prison was 
inadequate. In the faces of the 
family, we saw imprisonment. 
We realised they were trapped 
by disappointment and fear 
for their loved one’s uncertain 
future.

“This has motivated us to strive 
to be a channel of hope, love 
and comfort to people who 
need help, even in a small way 
like knocking on someone’s 
door and delivering a gift.”

Every visit a different 
experience

Unlike Hui Pein who was 
able to bring a message of 
hope to an old woman, other 
participants did not have the 
same experience.

Cheryl and Sofia’s parents 
– Teo Kee Khoon and his 
wife Elsie – also signed up to 
make deliveries, with their 
discipleship group. They 
would make three teams, each 
handling one delivery.

Each visit ended differently. 
On their delivery run, Cheryl 
and Sofia arrived at the 
appointed time. But the 
woman they had telephoned – 
the prisoner’s wife – was not at 
her Dawson Place home. Only 
her teenage son was there. He 
said his mother was out, and 
told the sisters to come back 
later. When Cheryl and Sofia 
returned, they waited a while 
before a middle-aged woman 
finally came up the corridor. 
To their chagrin, the woman 
took the hamper, unlocked 
the gate, went in, and said 
goodbye.

 ‘It was an anti-climax. But of 
course, we couldn’t make her 
invite us into the house. We 
had clear instructions that we 
should not be pushy. And we 
weren’t. All we had hoped 
was that she would be open to 
chatting with us. 

“She looked tired and 
guarded. She didn’t want to 
talk. We prayed God would 
touch her heart after she reads 
the letter.“ recalled Cheryl. 
“We left it in God’s hands.”
But the fudged appointment 
gave them time to verify 
another address. This was a 
home in Tanglin Halt which 
their mom was to visit, on a 
separate day. They went to 
Tanglin Halt, knocked on the 
door, and found they’d gone 
to the wrong address. 

Unlike the two women, 
Sofia and Cheryl’s dad had a 
memorable visit. Kee Khoon 
recounts this story: “Our 
inmate had converted to 
Christianity while in prison. 
In the letter to his teenage 
son, the man wrote: “Son, 
I am sorry. I have become a 
Christian. It is important for 
you to attend church and pray 
regularly.”

Kee Khoon and his team-
mate Ken Tan discovered that 
the boy had indeed been 
attending church. It was a 
heart-warming moment. As 
they left the hamper with the 
boy, they encouraged him to 
press on in the faith.

A few days later, forewarned 
by her daughters that she had 
a wrong address, Elsie Teo 
decided to go door-to-door.  
By God’s grace, she found the 
family a few doors down. 

Entering a field and finding 
a harvest

“Contacting the family 
requires effort, and the whole 
undertaking may involve 
some level of complexity. But 
our intent is to make Christ 
known,’ said Richard Chua, 
when asked if he would 
recommend this act of service 
to more True Wayans. 

‘Sharing the love of Christ 
with the family is meaningful, 
and brings comfort to the 
family. Some families need 
extraordinary help because 
of the circumstances of 
imprisonment. And they are 
often lonely,” he added.

Was it hard for a congregation 
to deliver the twenty hampers 
last Christmas?

Richard: “We hope to deliver 
more. With God’s help, we 
can get them all out before 
Christmas Eve!” 

Kee Khoon: “The next time, 
I want to get my son in the 
project, too. I remember how 
the Bible says the harvest is 
plentiful but the labourers are 
few. 

“I sense the need to enter the 
world of people who have 
fallen, perhaps not just once 
but many times, taking their 
families and their children 
down with them. God is 
telling me that the harvest is 
plentiful, and that my spiritual 
life lacks action. 

“I have been blessed by 
the Angel Tree project. To 
my amazement, my family 
and I became labourers in 
an unimaginably bountiful 
harvest.” n

Additional reporting by Lee 
Chung Horn

The message of 
Christmas is one of 
living hope.

Kwek Hui Pein, along with other volunteers, attends a briefing. Photo by Lee Chung Horn.
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We agreed on a date. I said I’d 
call her again to confirm.

The night of the delivery I 
called again. Madam T’s voice 
was urgent. It was clear she’d 
been waiting for me to call her. 
If she’d had my phone number, 
she would have called me.

‘Are you coming? I want to 
tell you something before you 
come.’

She went on to say in a tumble 
of words that her son R had 
already come home, and that 
I would meet, not just her, but 
him as well, when I came.

I didn’t understand everything 
she tried to tell me, but 
somehow between the decision 
to ask for a parcel to be sent 
to his mom and the delivery 
season of December, R had left 
his cell, and said farewell to 
prison. 

To that world behind bars.

My drive was very long. They 
lived in Sengkang.

Madam T had the door of her 
two-room apartment open 
when I came down the corridor. 
I looked in. She was sitting 
behind the door. When she saw 
me, she got up and let me in.

She asked no question. She did 
not smile. She had no greeting. 
She was matter-of-fact. But 
entering her home, I felt a 
sense of welcome that shook 
me.

No need for words, she was 
trusting a stranger. That was 
her welcome.

Madam T looked to be in her 
late 60s. She stood before me, 
two heads shorter, and said, 
simply: ‘There.’

I followed her hand and saw R. 

R stood up and walked to me. 
Unlike his mom, he had a smile. 
We shook hands. He was tall. 
His hair was short. He thanked 

This year, I was assigned 
to deliver a hamper to a 

mother. I’ll call her Madam T. 
Her son, whom I’ll call R, was in 
jail. I called the phone number 
and she picked up.
 
‘Hello?’

Madam T caught on very fast. 
She understood who I was, and 
what I wanted to do. She asked 
me to wait a moment. Then 
she came back, eager to talk. 
She wanted to hear everything 
I had to say.

We spoke in Mandarin. I said 
I’d been given a packet to 
bring to her, and that this had 
been arranged by a Christian 
group, whom her son had met 
while in prison. It was his gift 
to her.

‘When could I come?’

‘Yes, yes, yes. Come. Any time 
is ok.’

She sounded excited. She was 
eager to meet. She wasn’t 
bewildered. She wasn’t 
interested in the preamble, 
or the details. Did she think I 
would bring her news about 
her son, news she was longing 
to hear? Did she want more 
from me than I could give?

Holding my phone, I 
wondered: who was her son? 
And who was she?

As much as she wanted me to 
come, I wanted to find my own 
answers.

But I knew my answer. I just 
wasn’t smart enough to accept 
it. She was a mother who had a 
son, and she had lost him.

‘I can only come at 8 at night, 
7.45 at the earliest.’

I thought it best not to arrive 
at six, when she might be 
having her dinner. That might 
be awkward. That might make 
a conversation difficult. And 
anyhow, most of my work days 
don’t end before seven.

So fast: an unforgettable 
delivery by Lee Chung Horn

me for coming and asked me 
to sit. 

We were in a small living 
room, very sparse. There was 
no TV, no curtains. I sat on a 
cracked plastic sofa, next to 
which stood a rumpled bed. 
On the bed sat an old man, 
R’s father. I smiled at him. He 
stared and returned to his 
gameboy. 

R sat down next to me. Madam 
T sat down in a rattan chair by 
a small table. She looked tired.

R was a young man, perhaps 
27. In my work, I meet people 
every day and have grown 
adept at guessing their ages. 

He wore a football sweater 
and sports pants.

He was out after serving 
seventeen months of a two-
year prison term, he said. Early 
release for good behaviour. 

He was personable and smiled 
readily. He had showered and 
shaved, and his face glowed. 
But the skin of both of his arms 
was smudged with pigment. 
He had tried to remove his 
tattoos. He was awkward, 
attentive, sheepish, eager to 
make a good impression, all at 
the same time. He called me 
‘sir’.

His mom said little. She looked 
at us. It was as if she felt her 
job was done. The job of 
making it possible for me to 
come and meet them, meet 
him.
continues on page 5

No need for words, 
she was trusting a 
stranger. That was her 
welcome.

A gate makes a line between inside and out.
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Et in terra pax, and on earth, 
peace…”

It was Christmas Day. Our 
church service was at an 
end, and the Shabach choir 
had finished its anthem. 
Church folk were leaving the 
sanctuary, heading for lunch, 
afternoon appointments, or 
homeward. 

Christmas Day was a Friday,  
and a few of us were in a  
hurry to catch a ferry.

Although we had already 
laid down detailed plans for 
the day, there was a sense of 
urgency as we put our robes 
away in Room 303. The ferry 
was leaving at 2pm.

At Christmas, many churches 
run outreach programs. The 
birth of our Lord Jesus Christ, 
and the salvation plan it 
unfolds, is good news that 
Christians all over the world 
want to proclaim.

That was what we were going 
to do. We – Daniel Lim’s 
discipleship group and a group 
of choir members – were going 
to Johore to present a Rengit 
Christmas night service.
Rengit church, or properly, 
Gereja Presbyterian Pengerang, 
is a small church located in 
Sungei Rengit town in the 
south-eastern tip of peninsular 
Malaysia. 

Rengit church is a preaching 
station of of the Presbyterian 
Church of Malaysia, not even a 
church. But from 2005, it was 
our ministry space, and faithful 
teams of True Wayans have 
been making day trips to run 
outreach programs for children 
in the town.

This history was this. Sebana 
Cove which was the location  
of True Way’s annual church 
camp in 2005 was a stone’s 
throw from Sungei Rengit. 
That year, during the church 
camp, an outreach team ran a 
successful program combining 
learning and games at a local 
primary school. By all accounts, 
the project was a success.  
Many school children heard 
the gospel, and became 
Christians.

A Rengit Christmas

The work gathered steam, 
and teams of eight to fifteen 
people continued to travel 
to Rengit two Saturdays of 
every month. The work was 
now in the church. Lessons are 
a masterful weave of songs, 
bible lessons and games. Older 
believers joined a learning 
class, and children got English 
lessons.

I wasn’t a member of the 
Rengit ministry. But the 
regular team needed singers. 
This was a special Rengit trip. 

Joining the team was easy. Do 
I love to sing? Check. Was this 
a meaningful endeavour? Yes. 
Did I want to sample Rengit 
food? Surely!

Our preparations had started 
in earnest in October. Daniel’s 
DG chose the Christmas songs 
and planned the games. We 
held a rehearsal, during which 
I discovered to my delight that 
the song repertoire included 
Mandarin songs from the 70s 
and 80s. I grew up listening 
to these songs!  I remember 
reminiscing about my own 
childhood and school days, and 
I knew that Rengit, in contrast 
to Singapore, still retained that 
small-town simplicity. 

The ferry got us to Pengerang 
jetty in Rengit at around 3 

pm. After a delicious ‘zhi char’ 
meal, we headed for the Rengit 
church.  On arrival, everybody 
sprang into action. The sound 
and media crew checked their 
equipment while eleven excited 
children from the five families 
in the team helped unload 
the cars. There were many 
Christmas presents to give!

We had barely finished our 
rehearsal when our first guests 
started to arrive. It was nearly 
7pm. Some of us were ushers, 
so with our best smiles, we 
welcomed people in. Many 
people were shy, hesitating 
at the door, and preferring to 
hang back in the last pews. But 
as the evening progressed, the 

crowd thickened, and children 
and adults alike came boldly to 
the front. 

Rengit church is a one-storey 
building comprising a worship 
sanctuary and two small 
adjoining rooms. One serves as 
the pastor’s office. The other 
was a room for Sunday school. 
It has two blocks of wooden 
pews separated by an aisle. 
There was no air-conditioning.
By 8pm, I really thought the 
whole town had come! The 
crowd was so great that 
people had to sit in rows 
outside the church.

The night got off to a rousing 

by Lydia Chin

“

continues on page 5

A rapt crowd listens to Amy Ang as a wrapped parcel moves around the church. Photo by William Neo.

The Rengit church building is very small, but its walls and rooms tell a story of growth and 
change. Photo by Francis Chua
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Madam T didn’t want the 
hamper. She wanted a 
meeting. She wanted me, to 
meet her son.

Perhaps she felt things were 
alright, now that R had come 
home. Perhaps she felt it was 
important that I came to meet 
R, because I was a good man.

Perhaps she thought that, even 
if things were alright, she could 
make them better. Perhaps my 
coming would do that. Because 
her son needed good in his life. 
Because, well, he was her son.

And I was the ‘good’.

I never got to know what it 
was that R did that got him 
on the wrong side of the law. 
He came close to telling me 
a few times, but backed off. 
Face to face with a ‘good’ man, 
who had crossed over from 
the world of respectability, 
carrying the hamper he wanted 
his mom to have, R could have 
told me what, and why. 

But he didn’t. I was still a 
stranger, after all.

Are you a Christian, I said. This 
was an important question to 
ask.

He said yes, looking at the 
ground.

‘But I’m not a very good 
Christian.’

Following his gaze, I saw an 
electronic tag on his leg.

R said he once worked at a 
local shipping port facility. 
This was before jail. In prison, 
he had met a counsellor. He 
was now enrolled in a skills 
program, and making good. 
He was trying to attend church 
now.

How is church, I asked.

‘Not so regular yet, sir, I didn’t 
go the last two Sunday’s.’

The church was in Tampines. 

I said being a Christian was a 
journey. He should just go on.

He told me his wife had, while 
he was behind bars, started 
divorce proceedings against 

continued from page 3 

So fast: an 
unforgetable 
delivery

him, and did not want him to 
see their son any more. He had 
just spent the afternoon in 
court. 

R had also asked for hampers 
to be sent to his wife and son. 
He kept his eyes down. Did you 
deliver them, sir, he asked.

I said I didn’t deliver those 
hampers, and didn’t know 
what had happened to them.

‘I think maybe she didn’t want 
to receive them. Maybe she 
sent them back.’

His voice became very soft.

I didn’t know what to say. We 
sat in silence for a bit. I wanted 
to ask him what his hopes 
were, what his fears were. But 
I didn’t. Suddenly the questions 
felt too big for us.

Madam T spoke, in Hokkien. 
“Ah ni gin!”*

She didn’t realise the irony 
of her words. Why would she 
think emerging from prison 
after a tour lasting seventeen 
months was, by any reckoning, 
gin, or fast? But she was 
calm. Her eyes were peaceful. 
She didn’t blink. Her abrupt 

statement wasn’t a complaint. 
It was an exclamation of 
wonder.

So fast!

She was astonished that 
seventeen months had gone by.

‘May I pray with you before I 
go?’

R nodded. We prayed. The 
prayer was simple because, at 
its heart, hope is simple. 

I lifted the parcel which had sat 
between my legs and offered it 
to Madam T.

At the gate, R asked: “Any 
more deliveries tonight, sir?”

I shook my head and smiled. 
My work is done. I am no 
delivery man. I’m prone 
to losing my way, even in 
Singapore. 

But God had given me one 
delivery that tore my heart 
open, and filled it with hope. n
*’Ah ni gin’ is Hokkien for ‘so fast’

start when our indefatigable 
musician Low Tock Heng 
began to strum his guitar. 
Daniel led the singing. I was 
surprised by the crowd’s 
enthusiasm. So many people 
knew those evergreen, all-time 
favourites!

The games followed. Amy Ang 
dished out the instructions. 
You pass a parcel along the 
pew, you stop when the 
singing stops, you remove 
one layer of the wrapping, 
and if you read the Scripture 
underneath correctly, in 
Mandarin, you get yourself a 
prize!

As the game continued, the 
Christmas story unfolded. 
Every one sang the carol, 
and everybody got to read 
or hear the Scripture. The 
parts became a whole. It 
was participatory, fun and 

non-intrusive. Question-and-
answer was next. The audience 
answered the questions 
easily, and this delighted our 
children, who eagerly gave out 
presents.

After this game, there was a 
Hokkien song presentation.  
The Low boys, Gideon and 
Abel, gamely led this segment, 
leading our group and 
congregation to sing ‘Qian wo 
de shou’. Watching them, my 
heart felt warmed. These boys 
were telling the message of 
Christianity in Hokkien, surely 
no longer the lingua franca of 
the modern Singapore they’re 
growing in, and they did it 
with fluency and grace.

The choir people were next. 
Before we presented a song 
and dance item titled ‘Ren 

The birth of our 
Lord Jesus Christ 
is good news in 
every season.

One delivery that tore 
my heart open, and 
filled it with hope.

Shi Ni Zhen Hao’, Chua Lihua, 
led by the Spirit, talked about 
the transforming power of 
knowing Jesus. She and Serene 
Tan later taught everybody the 
song actions before leading 
everybody in a wonderful sing-
along. 

The night drew to an end 
with the singing of traditional 
Christmas carols. Many of the 
townsfolk who came were 
not regular church-goers, but 
they seemed to appreciate the 
warmth and joy of the service. 
Finally, the gifts – from both 
Rengit church and True Way 
– were given out. The sight 
was astounding – both the 
congregations were generous 
and showed such good will!
After the service ended, we 
were hosted to a hearty supper 
by the hospitable Rengit 
church. 

At I looked around the 
table, I saw how I have been 
blessed by all I heard and 
experienced. There was 
warmth, joy, genuineness all 

round. Rengit is a town with 
a Chinese majority, and many 
of its menfolk are fishermen. 
The town had only about 30 
Christians, and I learned that 
possibly only ten per cent 
of the people who turned 
up to meet us were regular 
worshippers. But because 
the sense of community was 
strong, the non-Christians saw 
the service as a social event 
that anybody with a sense of 
belonging would come to.  

I learned that we have seen a 
generation of Rengit children 
grow up before our eyes. The 
kids who had stepped shyly 
into the church sanctuary 
when they were ten years old 
are now twenty-one.

The friendships that have 
grown up over a decade of 
ministry in this little Malaysian 
town testify to God’s 
abundance and abiding love. n

Additional reporting by Daniel 
Lim, Francis Chua and Lee 
Chung Horn

continued from page 4

A Rengit 
Christmas
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This year’s church camp was 
my first. It was also the 

first time I got myself into a 
committee that served the 
church. I felt proud and afraid 
at the same time. 

I was asked to join the sub-
committee for camp games. 
Not having gone to a church 
camp before, I tried hard to 
imagine how things would 
play out. From February, we 
began meeting each other 
on weekends to prepare. I 

Church Camp: This is how 
we know what love is by Fung Wai Kit

started to put faces to names. 
I watched my seniors in the 
main committee. I was struck 
by their diligence. 

Tan Choo Hin was our 
chairman and Png Eng Keat 
our camp commandant. I was 
inspired by the wisdom of 
these two men. They thought 
ahead. They constantly gave 
God the glory for anything 
that went well. They were 
attentive to campers and 
committee members.

To get back to the story - on 
Thursday, one day before the 
start of the camp, I left with 
the advance party.

When we got to Pulai Springs 
Resort, we got oriented to 
its layout, and the halls and 
rooms that would be ours 
for the next four days. Friday 
came, and I found myself 
watching as two busloads 
of True Wayans and several 
convoys of cars trundled into 
the resort. We gave people 
their keys and told them 
to stow their bags and rest 
in their rooms. As it turned 
out, all the ‘early birds’ got 
their rooms quickly but not 
our senior pastor Lee Kien 
Seng. The guests in the room 
assigned to him had not yet 
left. So Pastor Kien Seng and 
his family graciously joined us, 
as we welcomed the rest of the 
arriving campers, who came in 
a steady stream. 
  
This year, we decided to group 
all our campers into eight 
groups. We made sure that 

each group had a good mix of 
teens, young adults, marrieds, 
and older folks. All the groups 
were named ‘love’, but in 
different languages.

One group was named ‘Laska’. 
This was the Czech word 
for love. Many of us were 
rather amused by it because 
it reminded us of the very 
delightful local dish “laksa” 
that we all love! For discussion 
groups, we were grouped 
differently, meeting people of 
our own demographic so that 
we would share easily without 
feeling awkward.

The first game segment was 
‘Icebreakers’. In this game, we 
got people to tell each other 
the story of their names. Some 
people said: “I don’t know. My 
name has no story behind it.” 
But of course, every name is 
more than a name. Names are 
often abbreviated, shortened, 
misspelled, or turned into 
acronyms. We sometimes get 
nicknames. And we get teased 
about our monikers.

Every one of our names hence 
carried a cloud of narratives 
that, in various ways, describe 

Every name is more 
than a name.

The church camp is a field of surprising encounters, one person with another, and each person with God. Photo by Eddie Chandra.

Standing with his team, Dr Tan Kim Huat (left) takes instructions from camp commandant 
Png Eng Keat (right). Photo by Ronnie Koh.
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us. As people began to open 
up, we heard stories about 
our parents’ hopes for us. We 
also heard how cultural factors 
were often a part of the story 
of our names.

We realised this: a person, male 
or female, young or old, is 
more than a name. But a name 
is a deep and defining part of 
personhood. God has a name. 
So do we.

Our camp speaker was Dr Tan 
Kim Huat, who teaches at 
Trinity Theological College, 
where he is academic dean and 
Chen Su Lan professor of New 
Testament.

After hearing Dr Tan’s first 
message “God is Love,” we 
gathered in our discussion 
groups to discuss what we 
understood love to be. Not 
surprisingly, some people said 
‘love’ was the superlative of 
‘like’. 

For others, love, or the purest 
expression of love, was 
parental love. We agreed love 
was also romantic love. But we 
saw how all these expressions 
of love pale when compared 
with God’s everlasting, 
overflowing, and loyal love 
for us. 

The next morning, during 
devotions, I read that “God’s 
love has been poured into our 
hearts through the Holy Spirit 
who has been given to us” 
(Romans 5:5). God’s love seems 
to have an overflowing quality, 
and an abundance that doesn’t 
stop.

Morning devotions were an 
individual exercise. But some  
of us also met with each other 
to share our reflections.

When Jesus speaks the same 
words in Mark 12:28-31, he 
offers not only a re-iteration 
of Judeo-Christian 
monotheism, but a 
proclamation that the act 
of loving God requires the 
exercise of heart, soul, 
strength, and mind. Jesus also 
adds a second commandment, 
saying we ought to love our 
neighbour as ourselves. 

We are not to strive to find 
the margin between good 
and evil, thinking we could live 
our lives, right out to the edge 
of sinning, but not crossing the 
edge. Neither are we to cross 
the edge, and find a loophole 
we could duck back through, 
declaring ourselves ‘safe’. This 
is not loving God.

The response to God’s moral 
law is to understand the 
essence of it, and to abide in 
the love of God as it is given 
through the Holy Spirit. 
   
In the afternoon, a drizzle kept 
us indoors. When the skies 
cleared, we went outdoors for 
the finale game. 

The latter was something I 
would never forget. The eight 
competing groups were asked 
to build a boat that would 
not only sail the length of the 
resort’s swimming pool, but 
also carry two rowers in it. The 
materials: cardboard, string, 
and adhesive tape. 

Decorate it, and you get 
additional points.

At the whistle, we saw builders 
and designers rise up in the 
groups. Elders led their teams, 
young adults gave creative 
suggestions, youths put the 
pieces together, children 
clambered over each other 
with balloons and ribbons. 

The church was one, and in 
action!

The teams launched their 
boats. Which child passenger 
was light enough not to sink 
the vessel? Who was strong 
enough to power it up the 
length of the pool? Who knew 
how to bail water out swiftly?

The cheers were long and 
deafening. Some boats sailed, 
some sank, others merely 
rotated. Several had to be 
remodeled. The race was 
memorable and heartwarming.

Later that night, we were 
given canvas sheets, paint and 
brushes. Art Jamming? What’s 
that?

Well, it was a time for inner 
reflection and prayer through 
painting. I meditated on 
Matthew 17: 14-20 and began 
to paint a mustard seed as 
realistically as I could. In the 
story, Jesus delivers an epileptic 
boy of a demon, saying to his 
disciples: “If you have faith 
like a grain of mustard seed, 
you will say to this mountain, 
‘Move from here to there’, and 
it will move, and nothing will 
be impossible for you’”. 

I thought about the many 
instances in my life where my 
weak faith had faltered.

As I painted, my mustard seed 
began to grow before my eyes. 
I worked in details. I began to 
use brushes with fine tips. But 
it wasn’t easy to get the colour 
right. 

I remembered theologian 
John Calvin writing that “the 
word of God is not received 
by faith if it flits about in the 
top of the brain, but when it 
takes root in the depth of the 
heart… the heart’s distrust 

is greater than the mind’s 
blindness. It is harder for the 
heart to be furnished with 
assurance than for the mind to 
be endowed with thought”. 

As I worked on the mustard 
seed, I prayed that my faith 
would not stay as head 
knowledge, but take root in 
my heart.

The last message was about 
loving our neighbor. Rev 
Dr Tan explained that a 
community before God is one 
that has, not just a common, 
vertical connection to God, 
but also a horizontal plurality 
of people. He explained the 
meaning of hesed, a quality 
that should characterize the 
lives of those who know God.

Using the story of Ruth, Naomi 
and Boaz, Rev Dr Tan explained 
how hesed love is the loyal 
love that people committed 
to the God of the Bible should 
have for each other.

We were asked to consider 
how loyal we are in our 
love for our neighbor. Do 
we love largely because of 
the possibility of getting 
something in return? That 
isn’t hesed love. Do we love 
in action, do we do things for 
people who have no claim on 
us? Are we ready to “lay down 
our lives for the brothers” like 
in 1 John 3:16?

On Fun Night, as the final 
scores were tallied, I discovered 
that my group had won this 
year’s games. 

Many things happen in church 
camps, good and bad. This is a 
given. The power failure that 
came upon a previous church 
camp, for example, ended up 
making that camp “the best 
one ever”, said a few camp 
veterans.

Our church camp was held in 
the middle of Ramadan, the 
Muslim fasting month. Choo 
Hin reminded us to show love 
to several resort staff members 
who, while going without food 
and drink, continued to serve 
us. 

I was a newbie who discovered 
many things. I discovered 
how easy it was for people to 
cling to fears and prejudices. 
I heard how God’s love and 
our response to it can change 
lives. n

We respond to God’s 
moral law by abiding 
in the love of God as 
it is given through the 
Holy Spirit.

Water-worthy vessel or not, Chow Hanwei and Shirley Ang find themselves in a good race up 
the pool. Photo by Eddie Chandra.

In his second message, Dr 
Tan explained how we are to 
respond in love to God. He 
spoke about the Shema, the 
central prayer of the Jewish 
prayer book. Using the words 
of Deuteronomy 6:4-6, the 
Shema offers the believer 
these words “Hear, Israel, the 
LORD is our God, the LORD is 
One.”
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Why go to church camp 
again?

I have to confess it was a 
somewhat mechanical 
decision. Everyone I knew was 
going, the resort looked nice, 
the camp only comes around 
once every two years - why 
not? 

Also, any excuse to escape from 
work was welcome.

Three weeks after, I was glad I 
went. 

This was my third church camp. 
The theme this time was “We 
love because He first loved 
us”. We had the privilege of 
having Dr Tan Kim Huat grace 
our camp as the speaker, along 
with his family. Personally, this 
was the first time I’d seen a 
camp speaker bring his family 
to the camp. I thought he was 
a man who was willing to 

Gifts for good
share, not only his thoughts, 
but his life with us. 

As for his thoughts, one 
struck me hard. It concerned 
what loving God with all our 
heart, soul, mind and strength 
meant. I discovered that I often 
operated on the basis that I 
would do whatever I want, as 
long as the Bible didn’t say that 
it was wrong. 

Perhaps many Christians reduce 
obedience to a list of do’s and 
don’t’s. For example, we tell 
ourselves a Christian does not 
go clubbing, or get tattoos, or 
swear, or watch pornography. 
A Christian must attend church 
and show up at bible study 
every week. 

If this is how we operate, our 
hearts haven’t really changed 
at all. Look deep inside, and 
we’d see that we are still 
seeking the things of the world.

Of course we don’t cross the 
boundaries. And we think 
that we are fine as long as we 
don’t. For instance, we think 
it’s alright to say ‘fish’ because 
we have dutifully avoided the 
other swear word. Or I could 
attend bible study every week 
religiously, but have no interest 
or intention to seek God. 

We are commanded to love 
God with all our heart, soul, 
mind and strength. Dr Tan’s 
point was we were not to 
settle for a divided soul, 
that we’re not to be double-
minded when we love God.

Instead of living within the 
bounds of what is permissible, 

by Linus Lee

In Short by Lee Chung Horn

Sunday Worship at True 
Way: A Time to Reflect

A time to reflect.

Four words that foregrounded 
a contemplative exercise 
launched at the start of 
2016. On 31 January, regular 
worshippers and communicant 
members were invited to 
ponder a collection of 24 
statements that probe the 
ways they have encountered 
and experienced the various 
parts of Sunday worship at the 
church.

In its introduction, the 
reflection exercise had these 
words: “Please don’t rush 
through the questions. Sit with 
them prayerfully. There are no 
right or wrong answers. Read 
every question, and try to 
answer them all. Above all, be 
truthful.”

The worship reflection was 
the project of a focus group 
comprising pastors, elders 

and a deacon who had been 
tasked to review the rubric 
and practice of worship in the 
church. Instead of limiting the 
discussion to church leaders, 
the focus group chose to 
enlarge the conversation.

Every Sunday, the worship service pulls 
together a body of people. The old are 
there, so are the young. Some of us are 
newcomers, others veterans. Are there 
differences in the way these subgroups 
understand and experience worship? 
Photo by Jonathan Tham.

One elder in the group said, 
“Instead of just hearing each 
other talk, we’re saying to the 
church: “Sisters and brothers, 
tell us. Tell us what you’ve 
discovered –about yourself, 
and about God.”

Participants were asked to 
score their experiences using 
a seven-point scale. They were 
also encouraged to write 
comments. 

Dennis Mok, 60, has been 
a church member for many 
years: “One of the statements 
asked if I sing during the 
service, or if I listened to 
people sing. Well, I didn’t sing 
recently because of my 
surgery.

“I only stood next to my wife 
and read the words on the 
screen. I thought this would 
surely diminish me, but, to my 
surprise, losing my voice forced 
me to pay attention and 
worship, in a new, brave 
way.”

Elder Chng Say Tiong and Preacher Benita 
Lim led the congregation in worship. Photo 
by Jimmy Ang.

We would not know what gifts God intends to place in our hands until we open our hearts to 
Him. Photo by Eddie Chandra.

Lunar New Year Combined 
Service 

On 14 February, congregants 
from the Chinese mother 
church and the English 
congregation gathered as 
one family to worship in the 
church’s two sanctuaries. The 
first day of the Lunar New 
Year brought many things: 
brave hopes, warm greetings 
and reverent worship. In his 
sermon, guest preacher Rev 
Lau Hua Teck from Bethel 
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Seeking to 
understand the 
essence of loving 
God is important.

Pastor Mayuree Kim (right) and Elder Ng 
Tah Wee at the Dedication Sunday service in 
January. Photo by Jedidiah Lim.

On a day of joy, Rev Lau Hua Teck chats with 
Rev Lee Kien Seng. Photo by Jimmy Ang.

should we not be seeking to 
understand the essence of 
loving God?

The other discussion that really 
made me think was about 
Jesus’ second command to love 
our neighbor like ourselves.

When it comes to loving 
others, many of us often live 
by the ethics of avoidance, 
that is, we avoid doing the 
same hateful thing to our 
neighbour that would be 
hateful to us. 

Dr Tan pointed out that the 
‘negative’ principle embedded 
in the ethics of avoidance 
was the spirit of the Torah. 
This, I might add, speaking 
as a young lawyer, is also the 
modern law of negligence. 

The origin of the modern law 
of negligence is literally a 
compromise of the command 
to love your neighbour. Lord 
Atkin’s speech in Donoghue 
v Stevenson, a 1932 English 
decision, is the starting point 
for understanding modern 
common law tort. This was 
what Atkin said:

“The rule that you are to 
love your neighbour becomes 
in law, you must not injure 
your neighbour; and the 
lawyer’s question, ‘Who is 
my neighbour?’ receives a 
restricted reply. You must take 
reasonable care to avoid acts 
or omissions which you can 
reasonably foresee would be 
likely to injure your neighbour. 
Who, then, in law, is my 
neighbour? The answer seems 
to be – persons who are so 
closely and directly affected by 
my act that I ought reasonably 
to have them in contemplation 
as being so affected when I am 
directing my mind to the acts 
or omissions which are called 
in question.”

In modern law, it is thus very 

rare that anyone would be 
negligent for an omission; if 
you see a stranger drowning 
and do nothing to save her, 
even if there is no risk to 
yourself, you really can’t be 
faulted, at least not by modern 
law.

But Jesus changed the negative 
spirit into a positive command. 
He says we ought to do unto 
others what we would have 
others do unto us, to love 
our neighbour as ourselves. 
It’s about doing good. It’s not 
about avoiding doing bad.

Who is my neighbour? When 
Jesus was asked this question 
in the parable of the good 
Samaritan (Luke 10:25-37), 
his reply, astonishingly, 
was firstly a question, and 
secondly one that reversed 
positions – instead of “Who is 
my neighbour?” the question 
became “Who have I been a 
neighbour to?”

I found this so insightful. 
But putting the ‘love your 
neighbour’ principle into 
practice, however, was 
difficult. 

Writing three weeks later, 
I found that not much has 
changed in the way that I love 
God and others. 

But looking back now, I saw 
that church camp, more than 
being a “holiday” of sorts, 
was an opportunity to learn 
to love. Personally, I was the 
beneficiary of some timely 
words of encouragement 
at the camp. I was also the 
recipient of forgiveness from a 
church couple. I was blessed by 
conversations with old friends, 
I was touched by the openness 
of people to whom I’d often 
only said “hi” and “bye” on 
Sundays.

I was surprised that all 
these things – words, ideas, 
epiphanies - entered my life. 
For a while, I wasn’t sure how 
to describe them. I now have a 
description for them – gifts for 
good. n

Bringing the first fruits on the first day of a  
new year. Photo by Jimmy Ang.

continued from page 8

Gifts for good
Jesus changed the 
negative spirit into a 
positive command.

Jane Tan in the Easter service. Photo by 
Jonathan Tham.

telling God I will serve Him 
here!”

Church elections

On 15 May, at its annual 
congregational meeting, 
the English Congregation 
re-elected Associate Minister 
Ronnie Ang to a new term, as 
well Rev Tan Cheng Huat as 
the congregation’s new, non-
resident missionary. Two new 
elders were elected – Eddy Teo 
and Lawrence Fu. In addition, 
the congregation elected four 
new deacons – Bernard Leong, 
Soon Chong Guan, Jack Tan 
and Charles Lee. In the July 
installation service, Senior 
Minister Rev Lee Kien Seng 
prayed that the newly elected 
church leaders would lead 
Christ-like lives, striving always 
to serve, choosing others 
over themselves, and seeking 
deeper lives in Christ. 

Farewell to Pastor Mayuree 
Kim

Pastor Mayuree Kim bade 
farewell to True Way at the 
end of July. After six years of 

ministry and disciple-making in 
the Thai congregation, Pastor 
Mayuree has returned to 
missionary work in Thailand. 

A leader who saw human 
families as her greatest 
calling, Pastor Mayuree 
understood the dynamics of 
intercultural marriage. Her 
work with the families in the 
Thai congregation helped to 
foster spiritual growth and 
servanthood.

Deacon Bernard Leong: “Our 
Sunday attendances have 
grown. Non-Christians visit 
regularly. We have seen them 
come to faith in Jesus. For 
the last three years, we have 
been baptizing 3 to 5 of our 
congregants every year. God is 
at work!” n

Presbyterian Church dwelled 
on David’s words in Psalm 
133, reminding all about the 
blessedness of being one in 
Christ.

Easter baptisms

We welcomed fourteen 
persons into communicant 

membership on Easter Sunday. 
Of this number, seven adults 
were baptized. Another seven 
were received through transfer 
of membership.

Jane Tan, 70, was one of 
the transferring adults. 
“My husband and I walked 
into True Way one Sunday 
morning. We’d just moved into 
our Queenstown apartment 
in November 2012. The 
people we met were friendly, 
and my husband had just 
accepted Christ. We felt very 
comfortable worshipping here. 

“In transferring my 
membership, I’m telling myself 
and others that I want to 
belong in this new family. I’m 
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I’m going for a mission trip 
to Chiang Rai in December,” 

Dad casually said, as we sat 
around the dining table. “And 
we don’t have enough people. 
Want to come?” 

“Not really. I have a lot of 
school stuff on,” I replied. It 
wasn’t an excuse. December 
was truly a busy stretch.

But at the next Sunday service, 
I heard an announcement 
about the mission trip. 
My attempt to ignore 
the announcement was 
unsuccessful. I realised my 
heart had become burdened 
with the call.

God, it’s not that I don’t want 
to go. I’m really very busy. I’ll 
go another time.

But the Spirit’s prompting was 
persistent, and I knew the 
futility of fighting.

Alright, alright, I’ll go if I’m 
free.

That was my prayer. I 
uncrossed my fingers, telling 
myself that I will have 
something I need to do that 
week. 

As it turned out, the week 
of the mission trip was the 
only week in the whole of 
December that I would be free.

Nice one, God.

And so on 7 December, with 
my bags packed for a five-
day trip and a heart that, by 
God’s grace, had become more 
excited and less reluctant, I 
left with the mission team for 
Chiang Rai. 

The mission team seemed to 
comprise mostly older adults 
whom I had never spoken with 
before. I was apprehensive 
that I would not be able to 
connect with them, but my 
worries were for naught. The 
time we spent training in 
Singapore and travelling to 
Thailand gave us opportunity 
to joke around and get to 
know each other.  

We finally arrived at Aunty 
Pannee’s family residence in 

Chiang Rai Mission Trip

the evening. Aunty Pannee 
is a member of our Thai 
congregation. She is our 
church missionary. We were 
in Chiang Rai, some 700 
kilometres from Bangkok.

This was to be our home for 
the next five days. Aunty 
Pannee and her family had 
graciously opened their home 
to house and feed all twenty 
of us for five days. Talk about 
hospitality.

At six every morning, we 
woke to the crow of Aunty 
Pannee’s roosters. They were 
better than alarm clocks. We 
washed up, had a short time of 
devotion and committed the 
coming day to God. This was 
followed by delicious home-
cooked porridge for breakfast. 
Then it was time to head to 
school for our lessons. 

The lessons were, of course, 
English language lessons. We 
were going to teach 13-year 
old Thai kids English. I was 
excited to be finally meeting 
the Thai kids. There were some 
40 of them. I wondered if we 
would be able to connect with 
them, because I had heard 

from mission trippers that 
there was often a significant 
communication barrier. We 
knew little Thai, they spoke 
little English. Thankfully we 
knew we had several Thai 
aunties among us who could 
help with translation. 

Lessons got off to a rocky 
start for my team. First, we 
disagreed about how to 
translate our English content 
to Thai. What should the time 
intervals for translation be? 
We all knew our kids would 
be lost if we didn’t offer 
English-to-Thai translation. 
Should this happen after every 
two lines of English? Or every 
phrase and clause? Would they 
become over-reliant on the 
translator? Would they apply 
themselves less? 

We all wanted the best for 
the students, but we were 
stubborn in our opinions. At 
various points, we even had 
to stop the lesson to debate 
and review our progress. This 
must have been disruptive and 
confusing for the kids. 

I remember feeling rather 
distressed. Weren’t we here to 

teach the kids? Weren’t we to 
be a beacon of God’s love? Yet, 
amazingly, we were arguing in 
front of them. What message 
were we sending them? 
Would we be able to settle our 
differences?

During our lunch break, we 
were introduced to Pastor 
Jaran who led a house church 
in the neighbourhood. He 
addressed the team and 
reminded us that we were 
here to be good testimonies 
for Christ. Yes, we were here 
to teach the children English, 
and it was right to find the 
most effective approach. But 
at the heart of all we were 
doing, we were working for 
a bigger purpose – to share 
God’s love with them. 

This was a sorely-needed 
reminder. After lunch, when 
work resumed, I noticed that 
pride was laid aside as we gave 
in more to each other. What 
an encouragement to see us 
working together! The Holy 

by Gracia Lee

“

We were working for 
a bigger purpose – 
to share God’s love

Every morning, before lessons, the Thai school children gather at assembly. Photo by Gracia Lee.
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Spirit was at work, He changed 
our hearts and attitudes.

Lessons continued the 
following day, and although 
it was tiring, I enjoyed 
interacting with the kids 
and watching the simple 
performance that they put up 
in English about the Christmas 
story we had taught them. 

That night, after another 
delicious dinner, my team 
mates Hannah Mok, Annie Kim 
and I began to chat. After a 
while, the conversation took a 
turn, and we found ourselves 
sharing very honestly and 
openly about our personal 
walk with God. A short while 
later, Lee Ann, Grace Yee and 
Phii Nan joined us. We talked 
about our struggles, and our 
encounters with God. 

I had always imagined such 
conversations would be 
solemn, where people speak 
deeply moving words, or shed 
tears. But it wasn’t like that at 
all. We shared, we listened, we 
joked. But it was deep, at the 
same time. It was genuine and 
lighthearted, and it left me 
feeling immensely blessed, as I 
realized how I wasn’t walking 
this journey alone. We had 
things in common.

More than that, I saw how God 
is working everywhere. He is at 
work in and through each one 
of us, whether we realise it 
or not. He is working through 
our personal experiences and 
our encounters with people, 
weaving a perfect tapestry 
for a purpose greater than we 
could ever imagine. 

We had talked late into the 
night before we realised how 
late it was. We had to be up 
early the next morning! Before 
we left for our rooms, Annie 
led us in prayer. We thanked 
God for a conversation we 
knew didn’t happen by chance. 
We thanked God for showing 
us the power of friendship 
between fellow runners in the 
race of life. 

The following day, after 
visiting homes, it was time 
for some R&R! Pastor Jaran 
brought us out to Singha Park 
where some of us went cycling 
through green fields that 
seemed to go on forever. We 
learned to ride a two-person 
bike without constantly falling 
over, stopped to feed giraffes 

and zebras, and had a mini 
panic attack when we thought 
we lost two of our friends in 
the big park. It was a good 
afternoon enjoying God’s 
creation and each other’s 
company.

We visited Pastor Jaran’s house 
church later that evening. 
There my dad shared a short 
message reminding us of the 
need to hear the gospel daily, 
remembering the extent of 
our sin and the expanse of 
God’s grace. We closed the 
short service by holding hands 
with the Thai members of 
the church and praying aloud 
for each other and for the 
ongoing ministry work in 
Thailand. 

I have grown up thinking 
that prayer was a silent, or a 
one-person-at-a-time thing, 
so praying loudly and all at 
once felt strange. In fact, 
when for the first time I heard 
voices loudly raised in fervent 
prayer at a previous mission 
trip, I felt scared. But whilst 
we were praying for Pastor 
Jaran’s ministry that evening, 
I felt comforted by the loud 
voices. I found comfort in 
the fact that so many people 
were talking to God at once, 
half of them in a language 
I barely understood. I found 
peace in the fact that though 
I only heard ‘noise’, God 
heard clearly and understood 
perfectly every voice in the 
room. I found comfort in the 
way I felt so small, yet safe, in 
comparison to a God who was 
so big and able.

We left, and as the truck sped 
away in the pitch darkness 
(streetlights are rare in the 
countryside), I slid open the 
window and stuck my head 
out. Above me the night sky 
was littered with stars. They 
were too many to count.
 
Wow. This was not something 
we got to see in Singapore.

As I admired God’s handiwork, 
I realised that it was in the 

darkest places that the stars 
shone the brightest. This 
reassured me that the light of 
God’s love will not forget the 
darkest places where light was 
most needed.

I thought of Ball, a student 
from the school we’d been 
teaching in. Ball was a cheeky 
boy with a sweet nature. He 
had told us we needed his 
protection from wild dogs 
just so he could follow us 
back to Aunty Pannee’s home 
after lessons. (The wild dogs 
in Chiang Rai were largely 
harmless.) That afternoon, 
after a time of chatting and 
telling jokes, Ball turned 
serious and asked us, “Why did 
Jesus have to die?” His sudden 
question made me realise 
that there were places where 
people hadn’t heard of Jesus 
and what He accomplished 
on the cross. Phii Nan took 
this opportunity to share the 
Gospel with Ball in Thai.

I gazed at the night sky. It 
was lit up by the stars. Less 
than 1 per cent of the Thai 
population were Christians, 

but God was assuring me that 
our work, though small in 
scale, would not be in vain. 

Soon our final night in Chiang 
Rai arrived. We held a little 
“maggi-mee party” outside 
the house, where holding 
our warm cups with only a 
dim porch light above us, we 
looked at the stars for a long 
time. 

We were younger, older, and 
came from different walks of 
life, but what held us close 
that night was the great God 
who threw the stars into the 
sky above us, and His great 
love for us. n

God is working 
everywhere…
weaving a perfect 
tapestry for a 
purpose greater 
than we could ever 
imagine. 

It was in the 
darkest places
that the stars 
shone the 
brightest. The light 
of God’s love will not 
forget the darkest 
places where light 
was most needed.

Ball on his bicycle. Photo by Hannah Mok.
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ready. Both the performance 
drill squad and the pipe 
band had parts to play in the 
service.”

Apart from a diet of Christian 
education classes, football, 
and adventure camps, all boys 
are placed into either the pipe 
band or performance drill 
squad. 

“At first, the bagpipe was 
new and strange to me. But 
it wasn’t hard to learn it,” Yi 
Hern, who is now deputy pipe 
major, says.

Wei Xiang, too, is learning 
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March 20 was the annual 
enrolment Sunday for 

the 94th Singapore Company 
of the Boys’ Brigade. By the 
time congregants arrived at 
the 8.30am Sunday service, 
the young men, aged 13 to 16 
years, had long received their 
instructions, finished their final 
rehearsal, and were seated 
quietly in the sanctuary’s front 
pews. 

A lone bagpipe plays reveille. 
The congregation rises. The 
refrain mournful, but the call 
to worship new. The music 
and singing drew the brigade 
and the host church together – 
filling both with an awareness 
of each other, and the glory 
of God.

Enrolment! by Lee Chung Horn

the ropes fast. “We have two 
deputy company sergeant 
majors, and our job is to 
help the CSM oversee the 
entire company. I’m in charge 
of attendance and parade 
history. I’m also responsible for 
logistics when planning games 
and camps.”

So is it hard to control the Sec 
One boys?

“Well, some of the young ones 
are a challenge. It helps if you 
have a very loud voice, it gets 
their attention fast!”

The boys attended a workshop 
entitled ‘Speak Boldly’ in June. 
Lim Kwang Yang, 48, an officer 
with the company, explains: 
“Speak Boldly explored global 
issues, opening the door to a 
discussion of poverty, illiteracy, 
health and hunger. The boys 
were very attentive. This 
was new to many of them. 

Fong Yi Hern (left) helps his buddy Wong Wei Xiang unpin his cape. The latter, together with a cummerbund and anklets are accoutrements to 
their uniform, and worn during formal performances.  Photo by Lee Chung Horn

“One thing I like 
about being in BB 
is I can learn the 
correct values 
through the words 
of Christ.”

They also learned to design 
and deliver a lecture using 
Microsoft Powerpoint.

“Our prayer is our boys grow 
in confidence, and that they 
understand the responsibilities 
of being global citizens.”

While Yi Hern grew up in a 
Christian home, Wei Xiang is 
not a Christian. 

A lone bagpipe plays 
reveille. … The 
refrain mournful, 
but the call to 
worship new. 

The day’s agenda was to enrol 
new Secondary One recruits 
from Nan Hua High School, 
initiating them as official 
members of the company. The 
host church was the witness 
and confirmer, giving blessing 
to young lives, and praying for 
transformation.

But the enrolment service was 
not only for new boys; the 
older members were gathered 
to re-dedicate themselves 
to the company. While the 
younger boys stood at the 
door to collect donations, the 
older lads were the planners 
and leaders.

Fong Yi Hern, 15, says: “I’m 
in Secondary 3, and this was 
my third time coming to the 
enrolment service.” 

His friend Wong Wei Xiang, 
also 15, was the company’s 
deputy company sergeant 
major. Says Wei Xiang: “It 
took us one month to get 

Wei Xiang: “One thing I like 
about being in BB is I can learn 
the correct values through 
the words of Christ. I’m very 
passionate about learning 
about Christ!” n

“Our prayer is that 
they grow in 
confidence, and 
understand the 
responsibilities of 
being global citizens.”


