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Eating is an act that involves 
our five senses. Our pleasure 

is sharpened by what we see, 
touch, taste and smell on our 
plates. Our hearing is recruited 
for we hear the sizzle of a 
browning steak, the pop and 
fizz of a good champagne 
poured out. Eating a meal 
alone, and in silence, we long 
for a table filled with people, 
laughter and conversation. 

“Oliver,” the musical based 
on Charles Dickens’s classic 
tale Oliver Twist, opens 
with a scene of the orphan 

Food! Glorious food! by Lee Chung Horn

boys getting their meal of 
gruel inside a workhouse. 
Disadvantaged and poor, 
the starving boys gaze at the 
banquet of bread, turkey 
and veal that their master, in 
the company of his friends, is 
tucking into. Beholding food 
and not receiving it, we see 
how the boys’ appreciation of 
the delight of food outstrips 
what many of us today 
experience with our meals.

In the modern world, we have 
an epidemic of obesity and 
diabetes, and yet incidents of 

anorexia and bulimia continue 
to increase. While many 
people go to bed hungry, we 
spend millions of dollars on 
exercise equipment and diet 
aids. Eating, one of the most 
basic functions of every living 
being, has become a disorder 
for many people.

Food then and now

In agrarian and pre-modern 
societies, people had a simpler, 
less conflicted relationship 
with food. St. Paul said: “If a 

man does not work, neither 
shall he eat” (2 Thess 3:10). 
This notwithstanding, most 
societies throughout history 
kept alive a tradition of 
caring for widows, orphans, 

Eating, one of the 
most basic functions of 
every living being, has 
become a disorder 
for many people.

continues on page 2

Why has food caused us to stumble? In what areas ought we to look, so that our relationship to eating may be redeemed?
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attitudes part of our lives?

There are many meals and 
feasts in our church. For 
the last year and a half, for 
example, we have tried to 
gather to eat a lunch meal 
together on the last Sunday 
of every month. As we wait in 
line to pick up our lunch boxes, 
may we see in our eating 
together all these realities: 
friendship, surrender, war and 
salvation. n

How food nearly 
destroyed me

elderly and the involuntarily 
unemployed. But modern-day 
economic theory certainly tells 
us there is no such thing as a 
free lunch, and working to put 
food on the table and eating it 
is largely a pragmatic concern.

Things are different today. The 
Industrial Revolution, modern 
technology, medicine, business 
and globalization have 
brought a material abundance 
and freedom to many 
societies, including ours. Our 
waking hours aren’t consumed 
by wage-earning anymore. 
Spurred by travel and the 
internet, it is commonplace for 
middle-class Singaporeans to 
have nasi lemak for breakfast, 
teppanyaki for lunch, and 
churrasco for dinner.

This is why we are at risk of 
sometimes forgetting the basic 
function of food. We are at 
risk of chasing after new food 
experiences, of pandering to 
our food lusts, of banishing 
hunger until we don’t know it 
anymore.

The problem is not just about 
expensive cuisine. Simple meals 
can just as often entrap us. 
Gluttony - a term derived from 
the Latin word meaning to 
“gulp down”- is usually used 
to mean over-consumption 
of food and drink. But from a 
Christian perspective, it doesn’t 
only pertain to food. Thomas 
Aquinas proclaimed that 
“Gluttony denotes, not only a 
desire of eating and drinking, 
but an inordinate desire…
leaving the order of reason, 
wherein the good of moral 
virtue consists.”

No wonder the writer of 
Proverbs offers us this pithy 
counsel: “Put a knife to your 
throat if you are given to 
gluttony” (Prov 23:2).

Food as theological 
metaphor

Certainly our carelessness 
would make us struggle to 
grasp the power and depth of 
food as theological metaphor. 

Because the Bible brims with 
images of food and drink. 

Simile, metaphor, proverb, 
wisdom – you will find them 
all. What we really need 
is to see the Bible’s writers 
dice, slice, knead and pat 
their sly, astonishing and 
sardonic words about guests, 
gluttony, wedding clothes, seat 
arrangements into wisdom for 
life in the Kingdom.

Eating as friendship and 
forgiveness

Firstly, breaking bread 
with another has always 
been considered a sign of 
friendship and intimacy. This is 
particularly true when we eat, 
not just at one table, but from 
a common plate. Why is this? 
Because we partake of the 
same food, whoever we are. A 
common meal equalizes us. 

When we sit at meal together, 
the picture is one of trust, 
because concentrating on the 
food, we lower our guard. 
We are saying to each other 
that we can trust each other 
and give our attention to 
the fare before us. Finally, 
in many societies, when the 
host extends her hospitality, 
and the guest accepts it, 
reconciliation is established, 
even forgiveness, between 

enemies. Even if it were only 
for the duration of the meal. 

This is a lasting imperative 
for us who belong to Christ’s 
Kingdom.

I often wonder about the 
forgiveness the prodigal 
son found at the banquet 
his father threw for him 
(Luke 15:11-32). The father 
had words for the older 
brother, but did the advice do 
anything to erase the latter’s 
resentment? Jesus’ parable has 
an open end, so we can’t say 
we know, but the question of 
whether or not the older son’s 
anger was assuaged should 
only tell us there are hard 
lessons we all have to learn 
over and again, until we are 
changed into the likeness of 
Christ.

Eating as vainglory and 
consummation

The second lesson we might 
learn is we should not be 
afraid to call out the vainglory 
of food culture especially 
when it tells us and our 
children that the unthinking 
satisfaction of our desires 
and curiosities is a good goal. 
The persuasion to do this is 
relentless. The media ask us 
‘Don’t miss this. Surely you 
deserve your treat!” while 
dishing out information about 
the week’s ‘best-of’ food 
listings. 

While food is not evil, our 
appetites are tainted by sin. 
When we are told it is alright 

to think about our desires, we 
quickly forget the injunction to 
live our lives to serve God, and 
not only satisfy ourselves.

But even as we try to pull 
ourselves back from wrong 
thinking about food and 
eating, we need to remember 
the end-time themes in the 
Bible. Which passages? 

In the Bible, the end-time 
is the time of fulfilment of 
God’s promises. To ancient 
Israel, the end-time was the 
messianic age. To Jesus, it was 
the reign of God. End-time is 
not quite the end of time, but 
the former might certainly find 
its completion at the latter. 
What is clear is the coming 
of Jesus into human history 
inaugurated that end-time 
age in the here and now. We 
Christians believe we now live 
in the reign of God, in the 
messianic age, in the end-time.

And what wondrous depictions 
of food the Bible offers us in 
its narratives about this end-
time! Can anything compare 
with Isaiah 25:6-8? There, 
the prophet cries: “On this 
mountain, the LORD of hosts 
will make for all peoples a 
feast of rich food, a feast of 
well-aged wine, of rich food 
full of marrow, of aged wine 
well refined. And he will 
swallow up on this mountain 
the covering that is cast over 
all peoples, the veil that is 
spread over all nations. He will 
swallow up death forever; and 
the Lord GOD will wipe away 
tears from all faces.”

Here Isaiah tells us that a feast 
awaits us at journey’s end. It is 
not just an end to tears, there 
is a fabulous meal and we are 
surrounded by people who 
love God. Is it any wonder that 
this is the way we instinctively 
celebrate birthdays, 
anniversaries and weddings?

Isaiah uses a picture of an 
unimaginable feast as a 
metaphor for the end-time, 
the time in which we live. This 
is a picture we do well to keep 
before our eyes every time 
we sit down to a meal. As we 
put fork to mouth, we need 
to remember that we look 
forward to a greater meal. 
We need to know the new 
cupcake chain in town is not 
the real deal. 

Fasting is a dying spiritual 
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discipline, that a new 
generation is at risk of 
losing interest in. If we fast 
from pursuing food and 
consuming food, perhaps our 
hunger would help us begin 
to encounter more deeply 
the meaning of the future 
banquet that Scripture talks 
about. 

Eating as an act of war

Psalm 23 is a beloved psalm 
to many of us. We know the 
trajectory of this psalm well. 
This is the way I read Psalm 
23. In it, I am moving through 
a field. I see pastures, I hear 
water, my heart beats faster 
when my eyes catch sight of 
the valley. The end is a table 
where I am fed. David, the 
writer of the psalm, employs 
again the food metaphor as he 
portrays how, like a shepherd, 
God spares nothing to provide 
nourishment for the flock. The 
meal is barely described. But 
the peacefulness of the setting 
is overwhelming. So, food is 
a picture of fulfilment and 
salvation.

Whereas Isaiah 25:6 describes 
a feast for all peoples, David’s 
account is personal and 
involves one person. After the 
valley, he comes upon a table 
that is set for him alone. 

But on a different level, meals 
may also be read like an act of 
war. “Feasts are explosions of 
joy on the battlefield of good 
vs. evil,” author Trevin Wax 
writes. “When God’s people 
gather together and feast on 
the sumptuous foods prepared 
by loving hands—we are 
making a declaration.

“No matter how awful the 
state of the world, how dire 
the darkness of our culture, 
we are the people of the 
Risen King. We believe evil 
will be defeated and good 
will triumph. Why? Because 
our Savior’s tomb is empty. 
How could we not gather and 
celebrate?”

It is helpful to remember that 

by Michelle Cheong 
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Sausages. Cupcakes. Milo 
powder. Potato chips. 

Nutella. Peanut butter. 

A tin of biscuits. A bar of 
chocolate. Sausages again. 

Nope, this is not a grocery 
list. This is part of what I 
would eat, in a single binge. 
Most people are familiar with 
anorexia or bulimia, but not 
many would be aware of 
‘Binge Eating Disorder’, which 
affected me since my mid-
teens.

As a moderately overweight 
child, I remember moving 
in and out of the school’s 
infamous Trim And Fit (TAF, or 
FAT) Club. In primary school, I 
was tall and ungainly. I felt the 
teachers liked the small, cute 
girls better. I first tried dieting 
when I was nine. 

the marriage supper of the 
lamb described in Revelation 
19 comes on the heels of a 
passage about the armies 
arrayed against God and his 
people. The marriage feast 
is beginning, but the war is 
barely over.

David’s psalm also offers these 
tones. The table the shepherd 
lays is laid in the presence 
of enemies. Who can eat in 
peace when he knows he is 
being watched? Feasting in 
the presence of one’s enemies 
demands unshakeable faith. 
When we bravely sit to eat, 
knowing attack is possible, we 
are declaring war against the 
forces of darkness.

Food as decision and 
judgment

Finally, the parable found 
in Matthew 22.  Here Jesus 
characterizes the reign of God 
as a wedding feast of oxen 

When we sit at meal 
together, the picture 
is one of trust, 
because concentrating 
on the food, we 
lower our guard. 

and fatted calves. But the 
earlier themes of fulfilment, 
friendship and peace are not 
present. Instead the feast is 
an evolving tale of decision 
and judgment. The people 
who had been invited do 
not come. They went about 
their business. In forgetting 
that celebratory meals mean 
more than simply eating and 
drinking, they turned their 
backs on friendship and trust, 
reconciliation and intimacy.
But the banquet is ready 
and the king will have his 
celebration. So he sends his 
servants out and soon the 
hall is filled with a new set of 
dinner guests. 

The parable challenges us 
with two questions. First, have 
we accepted God’s invitation 
to His messianic banquet? 
Have we understood that the 
invitation is a call to love and 
friendship, forgiveness and 
steadfastness? Even as food 
is part of our lives, are these 

Fasting is a dying 
spiritual discipline, 
that a new generation 
is at risk of losing 
interest in. 

Pretty in pink, what’s the measure of a cupcake?

At our once-a-month community lunch, 
we serve each other in humility, and meet 
our brother and sister in joy. Photo by Lee 
Chung Horn.

When we come to eat together, we demonstrate friendship and intimacy. A common meal 
equalises us.
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But the disorder didn’t begin 
at once. Although I discovered 
I could lose weight with a 
diet at 14, I soon found out 
that I had the capacity of a 
bottomless pit. I could not 
understand how anybody 
could honestly say one or two 
cookies were enough when I 
would polish off nine tau sar 
piah, and stop only because 
none remained. I would 
devour a 250g bar of Cadbury 
Old Gold Chocolate and feel 
ashamed and still unfulfilled. 
I held moon cakes like pau, 
considering it a success if I 
stopped at one. My average 
was two (large ones).

continued from page 3

How food nearly 
destroyed me

More ominously I felt like J. 
R. R. Tolkien’s Ungoliant – the 
ever-hungry spider who ate 
the beautiful Silmaril jewels, 
and died one day because she 
finally ate herself.

The figures

Binge eating disorder was 
formally recognized as a 
medical condition in 2013. 
Although it is ‘newer’ than 
bulimia and anorexia, it is 

more common than bulimia 
and anorexia. In one study 
involving American subjects, 
researchers report that 3.5% of 
women and 2.0% of men had 
binge eating disorder during 
their lives.

Binge eating disorder often 
begins in the teens or 
early 20s. Less than 50% of 
people with BED will receive 
treatment for it.

Hidden shame

Eating sprees and self-
conscious teenagers don’t 
mix well. After each horrific 
binge, I swung to the other 
extreme, avoiding fat and oil 
for meals on end. I broke out 
in enormous pimples. Other 
times, I resorted to laxatives 
and missed school. It was 
hard to study when I kept 
wondering if I should eat the 
cake in the fridge today, or 
diet first because of yesterday’s 
binge. At university, I couldn’t 
concentrate at lectures 
because I was busy formulating 
the “perfect” diet-cum-
exercise plan to undo the 
previous days’ damage. 

I skipped appointments and 
cancelled tuition jobs because 
of bloatedness or depression. 
The problem was physical, 

mental, emotional and social, 
all at once. 

But I kept it under wraps. 
Only my best friends knew. 
It was easy to hide my 
problem because diarrhoea, 
pimple outbreaks and weight 
fluctuations are common for 
ordinary folks, too. No one 
had to know that I kept a 
food-and-exercise diary, or 
obsessed over micro dietary 
rules. No one had to know 
that after group outings, I 
hurried home to demolish the 
ice cream, crackers or anything 
nearly edible. My cravings 
were insatiable, but no one 
really knew.

Sometimes, as I retched into 
the toilet bowl, I wondered 
why my addiction had to 
be food. Drug addicts and 
compulsive gamblers knew 
what triggers to avoid, and 
there were agencies to help 
them! But who would stop a 
compulsive eater from eating? 
Even if they would, why should 
they prevent me from eating? 

I could start my day with 
the best intentions, yet end 
up craving, gorging, deeply 
unsatisfied and full of self-
hate. Rules and resolutions did 
not help me. I was enslaved.

I begged God for release, 
wondering what was wrong 
with me, wondering if I would 
ever be able to eat normally. 

Same problem, different 
reactions

A close friend suffered 
the same symptoms. (We 
commiserated with each other 
for shamefully, but helplessly, 
stealing our siblings’ snacks 
during binge episodes.) 
Her parents took her to a 
psychiatrist. But aside from 
my brother’s complaints about 
his missing snacks, my family 
wasn’t too alarmed. My father 
expressed his love by buying 
me anything I liked to eat, 
even if he had to replace box 
after box of moon cakes. And 
I vividly remember my mother 
waving with a smile – I was 
midway through confessing 
how her countless chocolates 
triggered my binges – and 
remarking, “Why do you want 
to be so hard on yourself?”

She thought I was just overly 
health-conscious. 

Thus, while my friend was 
prescribed the anti-depressant 
Prozac for what was deemed 
an “anxiety disorder” – she 
disagreed with the diagnosis 
and stopped medication 
shortly after – I never saw a 
doctor. And while I’ve met 
others whom I suspect eat 
compulsively, I never plucked 
up courage to ask them about 
it.

Loving the good stuff: a 
responsibility

Learning how different foods 
affected the way I felt was 
my first reprieve. The next 
step was not focusing on the 
“cannot-haves”, but learning 
to love the “can-haves”: fresh 
salads, steamed yams, baked 
potatoes, kopi-o kosong! I 
planted a few ‘treat days’ in 
my diet plan. But my most 
important milestone was the 
day I simply did not feel like 
having dessert - even when I 
allowed myself to. I genuinely 
enjoyed that light, just-nice 
feeling after dinner. No cake 
could tempt me into giving it 
up. 

Finally, my feelings about food 
were actually good for me. 

Still, healing was a “two 
steps forward, one step back” 
process as Ai Tin had warned 
me. My binges continued 
occasionally, but I learnt 
to snap out of them more 
quickly. I felt a deep sense of 
responsibility to practise my 
hard-won knowledge. If by 
God’s grace I’d finally found 
myself, how could I risk losing 
my way again? 

My last binge-eating cycle was 
last year. Though I was on the 
road to healing, I suddenly 
found myself obsessing over 
pretty cakes. I caught myself 
searching the internet for 
pictures of rainbow cakes and 
ombre cakes. I secretly bought 
stuff I shouldn’t buy. After 
doing this for a week, I sent 
my husband, John, a cryptic 
meme that read: “Somebody 
stop me!” John knew about 
my problem, but he didn’t 
know what I was referring to 
this time. Was I being cryptic 
because I didn’t really want 
help? Finally, I stopped when 
my elder daughter and I 

amounts in short spells, such 
as an entire day’s calories in 
three hours. Binge-eaters don’t 
care about what they eat. 
Often, it’s not gourmet food 
they cram into their mouths, 
but whatever is at hand, be it 
frozen chicken wings or corned 
beef straight from the tin. 
Why did I do it if I didn’t like 
it? I can only say I was driven 
by an overwhelming frenzy. 
I’ve often related with movie 
gluttons like Po in “Kung Fu 
Panda”. 

Binge-eaters don’t 
care about what 
they eat. It’s not 
gourmet food they 
cram into their 
mouths, but 
whatever is at 
hand.

suddenly contracted stomach 
flu. 

Recovering, I lost all taste for 
cakes. This has continued till 
today – I consider this another 
personal miracle.

My children

I have three young children. 
They are 8, 6, and 3 years old.

I’m their mom, so I am 
responsible for feeding them. 
My conflict over food and 
eating has impacted how I 
feed my kids. I’m alarmed by 
my son’s huge appetite, so I’ve 
taken to compulsively bake 
healthier options for him. I 
regularly stop my mom from 
feeding him whatever he 
wants. 

Do I believe he needs this 
discipline? Yes. 

But might micro-managing his 
diet backfire and complicate 
his attitude towards food? Yes, 
it might.

It is a mental battle. I pray 
every day, that I will live by 
faith and act in accordance 
with all the good judgment 
I’d been given. I don’t always 
know how to be a good 
mother, but with God’s help, I 
can do it.

I smile when friends remark, 
“Aiyoh, you don’t have to eat 
so healthily all the time!” They 
don’t know who I was, and 
who I am. I am grateful that 
God kept me and sustained me 
and gave me three children. I 
remember the times when God 
was silent. Today I’m thankful 
for the liberty to enjoy meals 
without shame. God never 
forgot me, and he has led me 
out of this strange and terrible 
addiction. n

We don’t want to 
be judged as greedy 
or weak-willed, so 
we struggle with 
depression, obesity, 
and body image 
issues.

If a fellow sufferer can’t bring 
up the topic, how do we tell 
friends who’ve never heard 
of binge eating disorder? 
We don’t want to be judged 
as greedy or weak-willed, so 
we struggle with depression, 
obesity, and body image issues.

Perhaps with raised awareness, 
more of us who suffer in 
secrecy can be helped. Perhaps 
well-intentioned loved 
ones won’t brush off our 
“problem”. 

As for me, at age 32 and after 
half a lifetime of helplessness, I 
can finally give thanks that I’ve 
been healed.

Learning to see food the 
right way

What is the measure of a 
cupcake? To regular folks, it 
is a small pleasure. But for a 
compulsive-eating food addict 
like me, a cupcake defines 
a good meal, a good life. It 
must be eaten immediately! 
But it was also a trap: making 
me crave more, making me 
miserable. How vexing! Hence, 
it was a miracle when I – for 
the first time in over a decade 
– simply felt nothing about a 
cupcake. 

Reaching that moment took a 
long time, though. I finally told 
another person. Ai Tin was my 
church mentor. She listened to 
me. She understood. She lent 
me books about the scientific 
principles of good nutrition. 
Then through much trial and 
error, I found my way out. 

Michelle Cheong holds her youngest child Prudence, while her husband John reads to their son, Jonah. Photo by Jimmy Ang.

Most of us would enjoy an 
occasional indulgence, but my 
binge-eating involved massive 

Pundits argue that the best tau sar piah should be crumbly, and not merely flaky; that the 
lotus paste should be smooth, not sticky.

An eating disorder is present when a person undereats or overeats to an excessive degree, 
and has feelings of extreme distress or concern about body weight and shape. Eating 
disorders may have life-threatening, or even fatal, consequences.
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by Mickey ChiangA life with God
As a school boy, I was 

fortunate, or unfortunate, 
to attend a famous secondary 
school called Raffles 
Institution. Under the British 
colonial administration, 
schools placed an emphasis 
on sports, to build character. 
Rugby was compulsory for 
all of us boys to teach us to 
withstand the hard knocks of 
life.

I remember the sports 
equipment room was open 
every weekday afternoon for 
any student to sign out any 
piece of equipment under an 
honour system. During the 
football season, for example, 
footballs would be signed out 
and everyone got to kick the 
ball, dribble, pass, and shoot at 
the goal. There were seasons 
for different games or sports, 
each season culminating in 
inter-class, inter-house and 
inter-school tournaments.
 
Thus I played rugby, soccer, 
hockey, volleyball and tennis. 
I tried basketball and cricket. I 
represented my house in sprint 
and relay events. I picked up 
javelin, discus and shot put. I 
never won any prizes for these 
sports but usually managed to 
be among the top ten, which I 
felt was not bad for the skinny 
fellow that I was.
 
For a few years, I was the 
Singapore Inter-Cadet Corps 
champion in the .22 and .303 
rifle events and light machine 
gun competitions.
 
During term time, I practically 
lived in the school from dawn 
to dusk. But my weekends and 
school holidays were blissfully 
spent at my Aunty Meg’s 
bungalow on the east coast, or 
at Aunty Sally’s home on the 
west coast, swimming, rowing 
sampans, fishing, hunting for 
crabs, prawns and clams.
 
You can see that I had large 
doses of exercise throughout 
the year. So I should have been 
very healthy, right? Not quite. 
As a student, I suffered from 
sinus trouble and the excess 
mucus drained into my lungs, 
giving me asthma; sometimes 
I could hardly breathe. The 

lesson I learnt was: exercise 
does not always mean good 
health.
 
Encouraged by my mother, 
who was a nurse, I decided I 
wanted to study medicine to 
help sick people. However, 
a month before the Higher 
School Certificate examination, 
I suffered successive collapses 

of my right lung. I spent half a 
year in bed and was advised by 
my doctor to take a less heavy 
course like science. So I spent 
four wonderful years studying 

zoology, during which I swam 
in just about every stream in 
South Johore where I collected 
animal samples. I lived in the 
Malaysian nature reserve at 
Gombak. We had gibbons turn 
our bags upside down every 
day. We heard a tiger cough in 
the valley below. 

Studying animal life, I grew 

in admiration and respect 
for God, who conceived, 
designed and created all these 
wonderful creatures.
 
Before I knew it, I had 
graduated with a Bachelor 
of Science in physiology and 
zoology and an Honours 
degree in zoology. Someone 
asked me “Why don’t you 
do research for the Master 
of Science degree?” and I 
thought, “Why not?” But 
even before I could finish 
my M.Sc. thesis, Professor N. 
Tinbergen of Oxford University 
had accepted me as a Ph.D. 
candidate. Life was looking 
good for me, right?

followed. After two years, the 
doctors finally agreed I had 
hydrocephalus, or excess water 
in the brain. So they drilled a 
hole in my skull and implanted 
a “bionic” shunt to drain 
fluid from my brain to my 
abdomen. I walked fairly well 
after the operation. Some time 
later, when my unsteadiness 
returned, the doctors agreed 
that I had Parkinson’s disease. 
I have never met Dr Parkinson 
but he can have his disease 
back any time he wants.
 

I now realise that 
it was not death 
that I fear but a 
painful, lingering 
death, and being 
a burden on those 
who love me.

Exercise does not 
always mean good 
health.

painkillers I needed. I had 
hallucinations. I saw “ghosts” 
in and outside my hospital 
room. I thought my time had 
come.

Unknown to me, many church 
members and my discipleship 
group were praying for me. I 
went to sleep one particularly 
pain-racked night but woke 
the next morning with a 
strange sense of peace. I 
thought I had died, but God 
had taken my pain and not my 
soul. More than that, I have no 
memory of the terrible pain 
I suffered, nor of even going 
to the pain clinic at Singapore 
General Hospital. This was a 
miracle to me.
 
Coming home from hospital in 
June 2016, I still felt very weak. 
I thought my time on this 
earth was running out. I had 
to spend long hours in bed. 
My body looked skeletal to 
me. I lost some of my memory. 
I couldn’t recognise my home, 
partly because my wife Mei 
had changed the dining room 
into a bedroom as I could not 
climb stairs anymore. I asked 
the domestic helper, “Who 
are you?” She was hurt by my 
question for, after telling me 
her name she said, “I’ve been 
working for you for about 18 
years!”
 
Like many Christians I am 
comforted by Psalm 23 which 
says, “Yea, though I walk 
through the valley of the 
shadow of death I will fear no 
evil”.  At 74, I now realise that 
it was not death that I fear but 
a painful, lingering death, and 
being a burden on those who 
love me. If heaven is such a 
wonderful place, then it is only 
logical to leave this world of 
suffering sooner rather than 
later, right? But the thought 
came: who would look after 
my family members? Why, 
the same Lord Jesus who has 
looked after me so long and so 
well, of course. He is the same 
yesterday, today and forever, 
praise His name! n 

of evolution. As it turned out, I 
found adventure, purpose and 
usefulness in the M.I.D., and 
later, the Ministry of Defence 
for some 35 years.
 
The next big wave in the 
1960s and 70s was jogging. 
There were numerous articles 
proclaiming the benefits of 
jogging. So I jogged tens of 
kilometres every week. Oh 
boy, was I shocked to be told 
that I had high blood pressure, 
an enlarged heart and right 
bundle branch nerve block in 
the heart. I also had kidney 
impairment. I had borderline 
diabetes and high cholesterol. 
I had a rare adrenal condition 
called Conn’s Syndrome.

But by the grace of Jesus, I 
carried on working in the 
Ministry, while helping to 
establish and run a new 
church. I studied for a Master 
of Divinity degree, and ran 
free tuition classes for children 
from low-income families in 
Lengkok Bahru. I wrote for the 
local papers, Impact magazine 
and other publications. You 
would be surprised at how 
much you can achieve when 
you obey God’s leading and 
lean on him for help.
 
In 2000, I took early retirement 
from the Civil Service and 
settled back to enjoy a tranquil 
retirement. Or so I thought. 
But one day, my left ankle 
started to ache whenever 
I climbed the steep slope 
leading to my old condo. 
Then I had trouble walking 
down slopes because I couldn’t 
slow down. I had to reach 
for bushes to stop myself. 
Sometimes I fell. A series 
of medical examinations 

Studying animal 
life, I grew in 
admiration and 
respect for God, 
who conceived, 
designed and 
created all these 
wonderful creatures.
 
Alas, this was the time of 
the Indonesia-Malaysia 
Confrontation (1963-1966). 
Indonesia had begun its 
conflict against the newly-
formed country, Malaysia, 
and suddenly I found myself 
ordered to report to some 
place called the Ministry of 
the Interior and Defence. I was 
told my new country needed 
me. Indonesian saboteurs 
were landing in Singapore 
by sea or parachute and 
exploding bombs in public 
places. I could either serve 
as an administrative officer 
in the Ministry with a pay of 
$865 a month; or join national 
service, do the same job for a 
conscription allowance of $90 
a month. I smiled and said, 
“Where do I sign?” 

I never got to go to Oxford to 
study.
 
I am recounting all this not to 
boast but to say that nothing 
is certain in life. We can make 
the best plans in the world 
but it is up to God whether 
to let the plans go through. 
Later I realised how wise God 
was when he allowed my lung 
to collapse. I would not have 
been happy being a doctor. I 
would have been miserable 
as a zoology professor as I no 
longer believed in the theory 

I was losing my health. While 
undergoing physiotherapy, a 
few friends asked me, “Why 
do bad things happen to good 
people?” I asked myself the 
same question, and felt sorry 
for myself. But while I was 
bedridden, God brought to 
my mind all the bad things 
and sins I had done in my life. 
One by one they came. I felt 
ashamed and repentant. Who 
was a good person? Certainly 
not me. In this way, God gave 
me a chance to repent and I 
thanked Him for this.
 
God was not done with me. 
Last year, I suffered from spinal 
stenosis, the squeezing of 
nerves by spinal bones. The 
pain was so bad that my body 
went into spasms. I developed 
a reaction to the powerful 

You would be 
surprised at how much 
you can achieve 
when you obey 
God’s leading and 
lean on him for 
help.

The race of life isn’t for brownie points, or about applause. It’s about looking to Jesus, and finding and accepting the race that God sets 
before each one of us. Sometimes we fall, or give up, but when our eyes see the witnesses around us, all of whom have finished, we rise, dust 
ourselves off, casting away the things that weigh us down. Fast isn’t the most important thing. What God wants is for us to finish.

Mei Ling and Mickey Chiang. Wefie by Mei Ling Chiang.
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morning at St Paul’s Church 
(843 Upper Serangoon Road). 
We are looking for volunteers 
who can help provide one-to-
one tutoring to our children 
and youth, drive the children 
to and from their homes to St. 
Paul’s Church, and be mentors 
for at-risk youth. We also need 
volunteers to visit families 
(inmates’ parents/ spouses) 
in their homes to provide 
befriending and practical 
assistance. If you would like 
to volunteer or to know more 
about our other volunteer 
needs within PFS, please 
contact me at 96259596. 
Thank you very much for your 
prayerful consideration! n

do for others what I could not 
do for my own family. 

Psalm 51 says: “Restore to me 
the joy of your salvation… 
Then I will teach transgressors 
your ways, and sinners will 
return to you.” I am able to 
say to those whom I serve that 
I am a sinner just like them, 
but that in Him I have found 
complete forgiveness, healing 
and joy, and that they too can 
turn to God and experience 
the same. And the only 
natural response to having 
been forgiven so much is to 
love even more, as Jesus said 
in Luke 7:47, “Therefore I tell 
you, her sins, which are many, 

Bringing hope to children 
whose parents are in prison
by Priscilla Ang

My name is Priscilla and I 
would like to share my 

journey over the past, nearly 
three years first as a volunteer 
and now as staff with Prison 
Fellowship Singapore.

PFS is a Christian organisation 
that seeks to bring holistic 
restoration to inmates and 
their families, by reaching out 
to them with the love of God. 
I work with the Family Care 
Ministry in PFS, which serves 
the families and children of 
inmates. We run a weekly 
support group which provides 
tuition, enrichment activities 
and mentoring to children and 
youth, do case management, 
and also visit the inmates’ 
elderly parents. 

I first joined this ministry after 
hearing James 1:27: “Religion 
that is pure and undefiled 
before God, the Father, is this: 
to visit orphans and widows in 
their affliction.” Families often 
get into difficulties, and need 
help. From the beginning, the 
work has been challenging 
and humbling. I am quiet, shy, 

boring and not cool, so it was 
difficult for me to reach out 
to the youths. I don’t speak 
Hokkien, so it was difficult to 
communicate with the elderly 
parents. I am not streetwise 
and not resourceful, and not 
firm enough to discipline the 
children. I had a great burden 
for the work, but none of the 
skills that were necessary.

So at the end of 2015, I took 
3 months no-pay leave to 
volunteer full time with PFS, 
to offer my time to make up 
for what I was lacking in skills. 
Again and again, I prayed that 
I was not hindering people 
from coming to God because 
of all my weaknesses. But 
gradually I came to see that 
God’s power is made perfect  
in our weakness, and He 
Himself will see His purposes 
through. In Exodus 3:7-10, 
God says to Moses, “I have 
surely seen the affliction of My 
people, I have heard their cry, 
I know their sufferings, and 
I have come down to deliver 
them… Come, I will send you.” 
Our Lord has heard the cry 

of His children, and He has 
chosen to send us in His plan 
to deliver them. 

me, trust me, and share her 
life with me. I know it is not 
that I am naturally good with 
youths. It is a precious thing 
given by God that came after 
hundreds of hours spent with 
them and praying for them.

There are still times of great 
humbling and helplessness. 
One day a youth I was tutoring 
started crying and pouring 
out how much she missed her 
father, who was in prison, and 
how much shame and injustice 
she had suffered. This girl was 
very stoic and reserved, and it 
was terrible to hear her cry. My 
pride had allowed me to think 
that I was meeting her need 
by helping in her schoolwork, 
but when I watched her cry it 
was another reminder to me 
that I would never be able to 
fulfil these children’s greatest 
need. In the time of this girl’s 
greatest sadness and pain, 
all I could do was go home, 
kneel down and pray that 
God would in His own time 
wipe the tears from her eyes. 
A week later she told me she 
knew God loved her, and she 

wanted to go back to church. 
I am comforted to know that 
God loves her more than I do 
and He has something special 
planned for her life. 

There are times of unexpected 
and undeserved blessing. I am 
a doctor, and in 2015 I took 
my master’s degree in family 
medicine. My colleagues 
were taking extended leave 
to stay at home and study, 
while I was working, serving 
in the ministry and also going 
on a mission trip the month 
before, so looking at them 
filled me with anxiety. But 
God was calling me to look to 
Him and trust Him, not look 
at my colleagues and trust in 
my own ability. The work that 
He had given me to do with 
the children was much more 
precious to me than a pass 
on the exam and I would not 
exchange it for anything in 
the world. If I had to stay up 
later or wake up earlier for 
my studies, it was a sacrifice I 
would gladly offer. But in the 
end, God gave me what I did 
not ask for and do not deserve 
– He made me the top scorer 
for that year.

I say this not to boast, because 
it is something I did not ask for 
and do not deserve, but only 
to give glory to Him.

There are times of pain and 
sadness for me too, and a 
greater awareness of God’s 
forgiveness, grace and 
love. Many years ago, I did 
something wrong, and my 
family suffered as a result. 
Now, looking at the impact of 
crime on the children’s lives, 
I am reminded of how my 
sin impacted my own family. 
I cannot undo what I did 
years ago. But Isaiah 43 says, 
“Behold, I am doing a new 
thing... do you not perceive 
it? I will make a way in the 
wilderness and rivers in the 
desert.” I know that I am 
forgiven, and my God is now 
doing a new thing in my life. 
Through PFS, He is creating for 
me a way in the wilderness, a 
way to again serve Him, and 

are forgiven – for she loved 
much. But he who is forgiven 
little, loves little.” I serve 
because I know how much I 
have sinned and have been 
forgiven. 

Where could I find a God like 
this, who would take me, a 
sinner, forgive me, love me, 
and allow me to serve in His 
kingdom? I will sing aloud 
of His righteousness and my 
mouth will declare His praise. 
All glory be to God.

The Family Care Ministry in 
PFS is in need of volunteers for 
our weekly children’s support 
group that runs every Saturday 

God’s power is made 
perfect in our 
weakness, and He 
Himself will see His 
purposes through. 

God was calling me 
to look to Him 
and trust Him, not 
look at my colleagues 
and trust in my own 
ability.

In Short by Lee Chung Horn

Easter baptisms

We welcomed twelve 
persons into communicant 
membership on Easter Sunday. 
Of this number, there were 
seven adults who were 
baptised. Another four were 
received through transfer of 
membership. There was one 
confirmation.

In his testimony before his 
baptism, Mark Wee, 26, 
recounted his journey to 
faith. He had accepted Christ 
in 2009, but later backslided 
while in university. Later, a 
ski accident that dislocated 
his shoulders caused him to 
open his heart afresh. “In my 
darkness, I realised that despite 
my unfaithfulness and worldly 
desires, I was considered by 

In nearly three years of serving 
with PFS, there have been 
times of great joy. God let me 
witness four elderly parents 
we befriended coming to 
salvation after years of idol 
worship. He helped me build 
relationships with the youths 
that I mentor. One 13-year old 
girl and I struggled through 
many issues initially and I 
wondered if things would ever 
work out. The only thing that 
kept me going was 2 Timothy 
2:10, “I endure all things for 
the sake of those who are 
chosen, so that they also may 
obtain the salvation which is in 
Christ Jesus and with it eternal 
glory.” And now miraculously 
the girl has come to accept 

God to still be righteous and 
blameless,” he said. “My 
sins were scarlet but I was 
considered white as snow. This 
is why I’m here today.”

Elections

On 14 May, at its annual 
congregational meeting, the 
English Congregation re-
elected Senior Minister Rev 

Lee Kien Seng to a new term. 
The congregation also elected 
two new deacons – Chua Li 
Hua and Belinda Lee. In the 
July installation service, Senior 
Minister Rev Lee Kien Seng led 
the new deacons in vows to 
always seek the peace, purity, 
unity and progress of the 
church.

Rev Lee Kien Seng was also 
elected as Moderator of the 
English Presbytery in Jan 2017 
and will serve a term of two 
years.

New appointment

Mr Gary Mok has left his 
role as church manager. We 
welcome Mr Ray Hsu who has 
now taken over his duties. n

Mark Wee shares his testimony. Photo 
by Jimmy Ang.

The instinct to survive is a powerful force. It builds character. It births communities. But to make it, survivors often need help. They can’t always do it on their own.

To Saint Augustine, love has eyes and ears and hands and feet. Eyes to see pain, and ears to hear human sorrow. Hands to help others, feet to 
hasten to people in need.
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though we live at Block 181, 
we’ve never stepped into your 
church before.”

Jessica’s children enjoyed the 
games very much. The family is 
keen to visit our church again.

Another visitor, YK Cheng, 
who is in a cycling group with 
church member Jenny Heng, 
arrived with his mates. He 
exclaimed: ‘The carnival was 
fantastic! I enjoyed the games, 
I liked the stage performances. 
Next time, we’ll sing along!”

The Thai congregation 
conducted cooking classes. 

education is helpful to shape 
the world views of children.  

Formal education is teaching 
children Bible facts with 
relevant application in a 
classroom setting. This is 
typically what Sunday school 
does. Informal education is 
a lifelong process in which 
attitudes and values are 
acquired from daily experience. 
For example, children learn to 
love their neighbour through 
observing and practising 
repeated acts of “loving 
neighbour” in their families 
and church communities. We 
believe that role-modelling, 
routines and habit-forming 
rituals are important elements 
of informal education to 
reinforce a value. 

Non-formal education refers 
to an organised educational 
activity outside the classroom 
that has a learning objective. 
Examples would include a 
mission trip or a community 
project like tracting where 
learning happens through 
direct experience.

In short, values are more 
caught than taught.

Do you like what you are 
doing now? 
 
I like teaching children. It is a 
joy to help our children learn 
to worship God with their 
voices, and to see them grow 

2017 is the year our church 
will celebrate her 25th 

anniversary. Why shall we do? 
At the leaders’ retreat last 
year, a decision was taken to 
plan a carnival!

It helped that a sister 
Presbyterian church – Ang Mo 
Kio Presbyterian Church - had 
celebrated her anniversary 
with a carnival. The church 
leadership wanted to reach 
out to our Queenstown 
neighbours, and a carnival felt 
like a great do to invite the 
neighbourhood to.

Preparations started in 2016. 
A committee was formed. 
A theme was found. Church 
ministries were asked to set 
up stalls that showcased their 
work. Elder Lawrence Fu was 
our leader.

Lee Soo San, from the 
Women’s Ministry shared: 
‘When Elder Lawrence 
approached us to take charge 
of the flea market, we agreed 
readily. We started asking 
church members to contribute 
items like clothes, household 
appliances and books. 

“We had an overwhelming 
response! Women being 
women, we buy clothes on 
impulse and never get to wear 
all the stuff we buy. Some 
items had the labels stuck on 
them!’
 
YouthZone was responsible for 
several game stations. Youth 
pastor Rev Edwin Wong: “It 
felt natural for the YZers to 
take up the game stations. 
Our youths had many creative 
ideas. They wanted the games 
to be really fun for everyone!”

In the weeks leading up to the 
carnival, church teams started 
to visit households in the 
Queenstown area, handing out 
invitations and complimentary 
coupons. Grace Yee, 16: “We 
prayed that the people we 
connected with would turn 
up!”

Some YZers signed up to 
perform on stage. Christie 
Cheah, a J1 YZer, who 
was involved in a mime 

Carnival! by Joyce Peh

performance: “In our mime, 
we’re telling people that 
nobody can be truly satisfied 
with what the world has to 
offer. Only God can do that. 
I’m hoping my non-Christian 
friends will show up.’

Over several months, the day’s 
events took shape. 

27 May came. Although the 
carnival was scheduled to 
begin at 2pm, we were all 
ready by 11am. The excitement 
was palpable.

At 1pm, Elder Lawrence went 
around to see if all the stalls 
were in place. To his surprise, 
the ten food stall vendors were 
not yet there! Thank God, by 
the time the carnival started, 
everyone was ready. 

Because the turnout was quite 
small at the beginning, some 
church members went to the 
Queenstown MRT station to 
invite people to come. This 
was how Jessica Hong and her 
family came to know about 
the carnival. They met a bunch 
of True Wayans outside the 
church, saw the colourful 
balloons and decided to come 
in and take a look. “Our family 
attends another church. Even 

You learn and then you eat. 
No wonder the Thai folks were 
the first to wind down – their 
delicious food ran out.

No more Thai food? Not to 
worry, there were stalls selling 
muah chee, churros, hotdog 
buns and kueh tutu!

On the fourth level, the flea 
market saw brisk sales. Many 

continued from page 12

A Cuppa
in grace and knowledge of 
the Lord. We have three U12 
teams –Nursery, Kindy and 
Primary-and I’m encouraged 
to see them serve with love, 
conviction and dedication each 
week.  

In addition, I appreciate having 
the time to reflect biblically on 
issues and to look into details 
in our planning. I enjoy reading 
books on children’s ministry, 
attending talks, and sharing 
what I have learned with the 
U12 teams and parents.

The whole team - pastoral staff 
and office staff – work well 
together. And I love the weekly 
dessert! 

What are the challenges 
you face at work?

Finding new teachers to come 
on board. While many of our 
teachers are long-serving, we 
need new teachers to start a 
new class, or to take the baton 
from teachers who need to 
take a break in their season 
of life. Last December was 
particularly stressful as we 
needed new people! Thank 
God for providing the right 
people along the way!

Have you explored any 
synergies with YouthZone 
or Young Adults Ministry 
groups to get them to teach 
the children or be their role 
models?

The Elders and Deacons Court 
assembled a focus group 

on discipleship in 2015. We 
wanted to study generational 
discipleship issues. And one of 
the issues discussed last year 
was the shortage of teachers 
and group leaders for U12, YZ 
and YAM.

We are thankful that for the 
past two years, young adults 
have joined us as teachers, 
teacher assistants and pianists.  
We are also excited that Ps 
Edwin has a plan for older 
YZers to serve in various 
ministries including U12, on a 
once-a-month basis.

Any other challenges you 
face?

Another challenge which 
burdened the hearts of many 
Singapore church workers is 
the concern that our children 
and youth may have good head 
knowledge about Bible stories 
but lack the heart knowledge. 
This is evident from their 
convictions and choices, as well 
as their prayer life.

There is a call for churches to 
pay more attention to helping 
children apply Bible truths in 
their daily lives, as well as to 
pray biblically about issues 
they face. I have voiced these 
concerns and shared some 
ideas on Bible applications and 
prayers with our teachers and 
teacher assistants when we met 
for training this year.

Do you believe today’s 
system pressures parents 
to value grades above 
discipleship?

This issue is very real as U12 
attendance has dipped during 
the examination periods. 
I believe all parents desire 
the best for their children.  
How this is defined is a 
matter of perspective that is 
continually shaped by personal 
experiences, societal values 
and religious convictions. 
Parents who value discipleship 
above grades in today’s system 
are living out their biblical 
convictions, and we hope to see 
more of them. Praise God there 
are such parents in our midst 
and in other churches.

How do you think parents 
could partner you in this 
area of work?

The Bible is very clear that 
the home is the centre of 
faith formation for the next 
generation (Deut. 6:5-9). 
Hence we are very mindful of 
the need to equip parents for 
faith-nurturing work. Last year, 
the church organised three 
equipping courses for U12 
parents. Sadly, nobody signed 
up to attend the Parenting 
with Confidence course and 
the Understanding the Impact 
of Child Development course. 
For Fathers’ School, a few dads 
came.  

In March this year, we had 
to cancel our inaugural “U12 
Family Bonding Day” due to 
poor response. For two years, 
we tried to get families to do 
devotions at home by supplying 
devotional materials. But fewer 
than ten families bought the 
resources each year. So in terms 
of partnering parents, we 
would like to hear from parents 
how we can support them 
better.

We also believe that children 
need to learn respect and 
obedience, both at home and 
in Sunday school. Our rationale 
is very simple – if children 
cannot respect and obey firm 
and loving human authority, 
they will not be able to respect 
and obey God’s authority in 
their lives. So we seek parents’ 
support and understanding 
when we need a chat about 
their child’s behaviour. There’s a 
time for tough love.

What do you do in your 
leisure time?

Read, eat long leisurely meals 
with family, watch some TV 
or a good movie, do physical 
exercise, and catch up on sleep!

At the end of a long day, 
what brings you hope?

The late Christian philosopher 
Dallas Willard once said to John 
Ortberg, a Californian pastor: 
“The most important thing in 
your life is not what you do; it’s 
who you become. That’s what 
you will take into eternity.” 
Regarding ministry, Willard told 
Ortberg: “The main thing you 
will give your congregation – 
just like the main thing you will 
give to God – is the person you 
become.” How true this is. What 
I will give to God and others is 
the person I become. n

come. Although this fell short 
of the 2,000 we had expected, 
Elder Lawrence was thankful 
for how the Lord has guided 
and shaped the carnival. 
“The sight of so many people 
working and serving together 
filled me with thanksgiving. We 
hope many of the new friends 
will join us in church.” n

shoppers went home with 
great buys. The proceeds were 
to go to the Presbyterian 
Community Services.

What else happened? Well, 
Pastor Kien Seng was dunked 
at the dunking pool, watched 
by a large crowd. A mom 
left her two children at the 
carnival, and when she came 
for them three hours later, 
they proudly showed her 
a large box containing the 
prizes that they had won 
at the games. Lyris Ng and 
her puppet team said their 
audience of little kids learned 
about sheep and a good 
shepherd.

At the carnival’s end, we found 
that some 1,000 visitors had 

Nobody can be truly 
satisfied with what the 
world has to offer. Only 
God can do that. 

Herman Yeo pitches a ball at a game stall. He and a team of cyclist friends were invited to the carnival by congregant Jenny Ng (left). Photo by 
Jimmy Ang.

The wet fun of getting dunked for a good cause. Photo by Janice Ong.

At the flea market, the fun is in the hard 
work of finding the unexpected, great buy. 
Photo by Jonathan Tham.
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A Cuppa with Chan Suet Fong

A Cuppa is a column of conversations on current issues in the True Way church family, and the church at large.

continues on page 11

Together: After 
graduating from 

Singapore Bible College 
with a Master of Arts in 
Pastoral Counselling degree 
in 2006, you joined Kuo 
Chuan Presbyterian Primary 
School. What was your role 
there? 

Suet Fong: As a staff 
employed by the School 
Management Committee of 
Kuo Chuan, my role evolved 
in my nine years there. For 
the first six years, I served as 
a full-time school counsellor. 
Thereafter, I became a 
chaplain-counsellor.
 
I worked closely with the 
school counsellor engaged by 
the Ministry of Education to 
set up the school’s counselling 
referral system, counsel 
pupils, and support teachers 
and parents regarding the 
social and emotional needs of 
children. For a few years, we 
also helped to take care of the 
school’s character education 
needs. When the time was 
ripe for us to hand over the 
character education portfolio 
to designated teachers, there 
was an opening for me to serve 
as a chaplain-counsellor.

As a chaplain-counsellor, I had 
two roles – a chaplaincy role 
where I worked alongside 
Living Praise Presbyterian 
Church staff to plan the 
Christian values education 
curriculum and extend pastoral 
care to staff and pupils, as well 
as a counselling role where I 
continued to work closely with 
the MOE school counsellor.  

Living Praise is the church 
supporting Kuo Chuan in 
Christian values education and 
pastoral care work.

What led you to come 
to True Way as Children 
Ministry Director?

In May 2014, True Way was 
searching for a person to 
head its children ministry. 
Pastor Kien Seng approached 
me to consider the position.  
Although I already knew by 
then my chaplain-counsellor 
role would likely be 
discontinued upon contract 
expiry in December 2015, I 
declined quite quickly because 
I was enjoying my work 
in school. I also had some 
reservations about working in 
church.

What reservations?

Oh, some of my reservations 
were due to a lack of 
understanding. For example, 
“What do I do on weekdays 
since I only see the children 
on Sundays?” and “Does the 
pastoral team work in silos?”

As True Way is my home church 
and I do wish to grow old in 
True Way, a big concern I had 
was “What if the employment 
relationship did not work 
out?”

What changed your mind?

As the year progressed, 
something in me changed.  

While compiling stuff for our 
U12 primary teachers and 
worship team, I found myself 
wishing I had more time to 
look into the details. I also 
felt an increasing burden 
that we need someone to 
oversee the faith development 
of U12 children. In January 
2015, I approached Pastor 
Kien Seng to find out more 
about the position, as well as 
to talk about my reservations 
regarding church work.  

In March 2015, I received a 
letter from Pastor Kien Seng 
informing me that the Elders 
and Deacons Court (EDC) had 
nominated me to be a deacon 
to oversee U12 Ministry.  
While I did not accept the 
nomination, that letter served 
as a confirmation from church 
leadership about my ministry 
calling. In fact, confirmation 
from church leadership was 
the missing piece I had looked 
for in my vocational calling all 
these years. My theological 
training was self-funded and 
didn’t require an interview 
with the church leadership. 
With a new sense of call, 

I worked with the school 
regarding my departure date.  
I served in Kuo Chuan till my 
contract ended in December 
2015. 

I joined True Way as Children 
Ministry Director in February 
2016.

What do you think are the 
best ways to teach young 
children? What do the best 
minds in education believe?

Based on my experience with 
children, besides telling Bible 
stories in an engaging manner, 
relationship and role-modelling 
are also important elements 
of Christian nurture. Some  
parents have also shared with 
me that faith-nurturing rituals 
like family devotions and 
prayers have been helpful in 
the faith development of their 
children. 

Using the lingo of educators, 
a combination of formal, 
informal and non-formal 

The Sunday school tradition that we know today started 
in England in the 1900s. Although its characteristics have 
changed over time, many parents continue to believe 
in the importance of enrolling their children in Sunday 
school. Not every church has the capacity for a vibrant 
outreach program, but there would be few churches that 
don’t run a program for children. In 2016, Ms Chan Suet 
Fong joined True Way as Children Ministry Director. She 
talks to TOGETHER.

Chan Suet Fong and a team of faithful volunteers are responsible for True Way’s U12 ministry. 
Photo by Jimmy Ang.


