
The Angel Tree
My first attempt to visit 

the family, bag in hand, 
ended in failure.  Nobody was 
at home.

It was 7.15 pm. I had the right 
address. Was I too early? 
Perhaps they were at work. 
Perhaps somebody would 
appear on the corridor. Then 
he or she would ask me who I 
was, and what I wanted.

Three days to Christmas, I was 
visiting a prisoner’s family with 
a plastic bag of tinned food, 
chocolate and biscuits. 

I’d never done this before. I 
didn’t know these people. But 
nestled inside my bag, more 
important than the tins, was a 
letter that I had to deliver.

The letter was written by a  
Mr Tan Kin Hock, whom I 
didn’t know from Adam. He 
was in prison. Why was he 
serving time? What was he 
like? Was he married? Did he 
have children? A mother?

All I knew about this man was 
he had made contact with 
Prison Fellowship of Singapore, 
a Christian group that reaches 
out to incarcerated people and 
their families. He had asked 
for his family to receive a gift 
at Christmas. And he’d written 
a letter to them.

The thought of being able to 
help in the Angel Tree mercy 
project, when my church 
pastor asked for volunteers, 
made my heart beat. I’d heard 
of PFS before, and a couple of 
men friends who volunteered 
with the group had told 
me how they’d felt blessed 
by their work with prison 
inmates, both inside, and after 
release.

The annual Angel Tree 
project sought to connect 
prisoners and their families at  
Christmas. 

Prisons, justice and grace 

As a Christian, I know I have 
reason not to keep our prison 
population out of sight and 
out of mind. Although Jesus 
gave us surprisingly few direct 
commands, one - given in the 
form of a parable about the 
judgment, and uncomfortably 
clear—was to visit those in 
prison. Several parts of the 

New Testament command us 
to pray for those in prison. 

My brief was to make contact 
with Mr. Tan’s family, make 
the delivery, engage and 
encourage them, hopefully 
even pray with them, and 
share the Gospel. 

At first, I’d wanted to bring my 
family along. Would this not 
be a tremendous opportunity 
for learning and blessing, I 
thought? My kids would learn 
something about justice and 
grace, and how, like our lives 
in this world and the next, the 

now and the not-yet, the two 
were not immiscible qualities? 
And they would catch a 
glimpse of how privileged they 
were. 

Then I had second thoughts: 
I am at ease interacting in a 
range of positions, but might 
my children and wife feel 
discomforted? Would my 
enthusiasm tip an unfamiliar 
situation into a clumsy 
encounter?

Anyhow, after a fortnight 
of indecision, the second 
position won out, and here I 
was, standing forlornly on the 
seventh floor common corridor 
of an HDB block, peering at 
the street below, wondering 
if someone would show up. I 
had the address, but because 
the telephone number was 
missing, I didn’t call ahead for 
an appointment.

Curled around the spine of the 
gate was a huge padlock. The 
windowpanes refused to open 
up an eye to my knocking. 
Suddenly, behind the door, a 
dog barked. But no one, not 
even a neighbor, appeared.

It was 7.30pm, so I decided to 
go home. I scribbled a note, 
leaving my phone number, and 
requesting for somebody from 
the family to call me.

Driving home, a snippet of 
news came on the radio. 
Singapore would soon be 
unveiling a new prison cluster 
at Changi that would cap a 
decade of efforts to centralize 
all of Singapore’s prisons in 
one area. Known as Cluster 
B, the buildings would house 
5,600 inmates, bringing Changi 
Prison Complex’s capacity to 
11,000.

Hope behind, beyond, and despite bars
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“I saw your note.” 

Nobody called me. But by 
noon the next day, after I 
located the missing phone 
number from the church 
office, a male voice emerged 
on the line.

“Yes, hi. I know. I saw your 
note.”

Before the man spoke, I had 
no idea if I should be speaking 
English or Mandarin or a 
dialect. But the man on the 
phone, whom I soon learned 
was Mr Tan’s older brother, 
spoke English, and was already 
telling me that he may be 
leaving for a holiday with his 
family soon.

I explained: “Please, Mr Tan, 
I need to deliver the bag and 
the letter to you before Christ-
mas.”

He said he didn’t usually get 
home till half-eight. He didn’t 
sound hostile or suspicious, 
he just couldn’t be home any 
earlier.

I said I’d be there.

Night came, and I made my 
way again to the flat. This 
time, the lights were turned 
on. The dog barked again at 
my rap. The door opened, and 
a woman appeared. She smiled 
at me, and yelled at the dog. 
Wait, she said, let me put him 
inside the bedroom before you 
come in.

Before you come in, she said.

I didn’t know how welcome I 
was going to be. Volunteers 
making Angel Tree deliveries 
sometimes hand over their 
bags to stony-faced relatives 
through locked gates, and 
beat a silent retreat. I’d 
prepared myself for this 
possibility, wondering if then 
my successful mission would 
feel like failure.

But the door was open, and 
once over the threshold, I 
stepped into a small living 
room bathed in warm light. 
There was a TV, an old sofa, 
and a Chinese altar whose 
lamps had been freshly 
trimmed.

Inside and out

The woman said: “I am his sis-
ter-in-law. We just came home. 

Joe is taking a shower. He’ll be 
out soon”

I explained my mission to her. 
She gave a soft laugh, and told 
me that mine wasn’t the first 
delivery they’d received. There 
had been a similar delivery last 
Christmas.

Joe, whom I’d talked to on 
the phone, emerged from his 
shower. He was a man in his 
50s. He shook my hand warmly 
and thanked me for coming. 
He sat down next to me, took 
the bag, and turned down the 
TV.

I wasn’t sure if I should ask, or 
not ask; but decided it would 
be awkward if I didn’t. Joe 
and Christina seemed to be 
open and friendly people, so 
perhaps my question wouldn’t 
sound intrusive to them.

“Why is your brother in 
prison?”

Joe looked at his wife, shook 
his head, and proceeded to 
tell me his brother’s story. 
Kin Hock was doing time for 
drugs. He was forty-eight this 
year. He’d been in prison for 
31 years. He had been in and 
out many times.

“Ah Hock first went into 
prison when he was 17. I 
remember this clearly because 
it happened the week my 
first son was born,” Joe said. 
Hock never saw his nephew 
until his brother decided 
to bring the little boy on a 
prison visit during one of his 
incarcerations.

“Christina said I had no busi-
ness bringing our 5-year old 
son to a place of criminals,” 
Joe said. “I didn’t know if that 
was the right thing to do. I just 
knew I had to do it.”

Over the years, after a stream 
of repeated jail terms, Joe’s 
five other siblings gave up on 
Hock. Ties were dissolved. His 
name was not brought up in 
conversation. They were tired 
of his betrayals.

As it turned out, because 
Joe didn’t know Hock’s NRIC 
number when he was thrown 
into jail the first time, the fam-
ily could not contact him when 
their mother died suddenly. 
By the time, Hock was finally 
located, and allowed out on 
compassionate grounds, the 
cortege had left. 

Joe shook his head. “He cried. 
He said his being in prison 
killed Mother.”

We tend to think of 
ourselves as good 
people. But we are 
all needy, before a 
holy God who hates 
sin. We have no high 
moral ground on 
which to stand. So if 
anybody could forgive 
and look past sin, 
surely we could.
When he was released after his 
second jail term, Hock wanted 
to marry a girl he had met. 
Their father refused to allow 
this. It was a bad idea. The 
old man also died while Hock 
was again behind bars, serving 
another jail term.

“My father loved him in spite 
of everything. Hock was the 
youngest son. At first, Father 
would walk the long road to 
Changi Prison for visits. But as 
he grew older, he could not 
manage the long walk any-
more. Inmates are not allowed 
to make phone calls. Father 
had not seen Hock in two years 
when he passed away.”

A man with a past

What of the future?

“When Kin Hock comes out 
in 2012, he would have been 
in prison this time for seven 
years. He would be fifty-one 
then. I’m paying his HDB flat 
instalments,” Joe said. “I hope 
he starts life over. Without a 
place to stay, and none of us 
can take him in, he will go 
back to his old ways.”

Christina, who had been 
watching the images on the 
silent TV screen, said: “He 
has no friends now. The only 
people he knows are the 
ones who got him into drugs. 
Society does not forgive 
people like Hock. Who wants 
to give a job to a man with a 
record?”

A redeemed community could, 
I wanted to tell them. The 
Christian church, knowing 
forgiveness and redemption, 
could. Prisoners and ex-prison-
ers are more like us than any 
of us think. Often they are 
ordinary people in poor cir-

cumstances who acted wrongly 
(and sinfully) at a particular 
time. We tend to think of 
ourselves as good people. But 
we are all needy, before a 
holy God who hates sin. We 
have no high moral ground on 
which to stand. So if anybody 
could forgive and look past 
sin, surely we could.

Was this naïve theology? Or 
was this a liberal position? 
Certainly it’s often pilloried 
as such. But the arguments 
for the other side of the need 
for caution should be humbly 
considered as well.

How does the Christian 
faith community hold 
out forgiveness and help 
without upsetting the fragile 
balance of sensitivities in 
the multicultural fabric of 
Singapore society? How does 
one hold on to the conviction 
that grace offered, even many 
times over, is a true, God-
blessed act of discipleship, and 
not listen to the mocking voice 
that says: ‘You’ve been taken 
for a ride again!’

How does one live in the ten-
sion that as much as there is 
evil in our world, there’s also 
grace?

If I had a brother with a 
criminal past, would I bring 
him to church? How much 
about his past would I try to 
hide? For his sake? For mine?

Instead I heard myself ask: “Is 
your brother a Christian?”

This was obviously the wrong 
question to ask. Joe and 
Christina were not Christians, 
and didn’t clearly know what 
being a Christian meant. 
They chorused in unison—no, 
they didn’t know if Hock 
had become a Christian, but 
yes, Christians were good 
people who did good things. 
“Otherwise,” they smiled, 
“you wouldn’t have come 
tonight, would you?”

Christina exclaimed: “He went 
to a church in Pasir Panjang 
one time when he was out of 
prison. Maybe he has become 
one now!”

Hope despite bars

The road to faith is a mystery. 
But the light comes. We - Joe, 
Christina and I - didn’t know 
if Hock had given his heart to 



Recently I went to visit the 
Kranji War Memorial with 

a group of Christian young 
people. 

Standing beside two young 
women who were looking 
at the inscriptions on the 
tombstones, I was struck by 
how young the soldiers were 
when they fought and died 
in the war. Some were only 
seventeen.

I asked the two girls whether 
or not they thought the 
soldiers had died for a noble 
cause. One of them replied, 
“This was not so much a 
question of nobility, I guess. 
This was what they had to do, 
as soldiers called to defend 
their country. A soldier called 
to defend his country accepts 
a call to lay down his life, 
if that should ever become 
necessary.”

I was struck by the clarity of 
her understanding. And I felt 
proud of her. 

Serving God

and friendships, but also with 
issues of identity and faith. 
Working with them has taken 
me through many ups and 
downs.

At the recent Trumpet 
Call service in church, 
unexpectedly, I found some 
answers to my questions.

When the Outreach Pillar was 
asked to rise for presentation 
and dedication, I found myself 
standing in a sea of people 
who, like I, have answered 
the call to Christian service in 
church. 

Some were close friends, 
others acquaintances—but 
all of us were responding 
anew to Jesus’ call and 
charge. We were following 
after our Master’s example. 
If we sometimes thought 
serving in church was a 
noble assignment, and hence 
something we could pat 
ourselves on the back for, 
we were grateful that Christ 
corrects us gently, reminding 
us that service is a humble 
acceptance of the call to 
servanthood, to serving God 
and others.

Listening to Elder Chee 
Seng’s exhortation, I felt 
ashamed that I’d not always 
given my best. I had not 
always looked to the interests 
of others. I had not always 
trusted God for results. Often 
when I trudged home late at 

night after working overtime, I 
had felt resentful.

But God has given me joy, too. 
As I sat down after the prayer, 
I thought of Alvin, a SYFC 
volunteer whom I’d seen grow 
up before my eyes. 

Alvin at twelve was a bubbly 
little soul who did not often 
make it to Bible studies. Even 
when he joined us after his ‘O’ 
levels, he was always ‘missing 
in action’, appearing only once 
in a while. But when I bumped 
into him recently, I found he 
was no longer the Alvin I knew 
ten years ago! 

He had grown up. He readily 
took on responsibilities. He 
was meticulous with the work 
assigned to him even though 
he had school and church 
work to do. Tears came to my 
eyes when I saw how God had 
transformed Alvin’s life. Has 
my service borne fruit? The 
answer was yes.

We were summoned to rise 
for Come, Thou Fount of Every 
Blessing. At I stumbled to my 
feet, I caught sight of Liqun, 
whom I brought to Christ. 
Liqun who used to not want 
to come to YZ is now a DGL 
in YZ! She, too, has become a 
servant.

If God has used me despite 
myself in my past, I know He 
will have use for me again this 
year.

The names in this story have 
been changed to protect the 
identities of the people in it. 
Prison Fellowship of Singapore 
is an interdenominational 
Christian VWO that ministers to 
men and women in the prison 
system. Its work in prisons and 
community seeks to transform 
prisoners from brokenness to 
wholeness, impacting homes, 
churches and society. TWPC sent 
out volunteers to five families in 
the Queenstown area on 2009’s 
Angel Tree project.

Jesus, but in that moment, I 
saw that it was the only thing 
that would save him. A life 
frozen can be thawed, a heart 
deadened by rejection and 
distrust can beat again, the 
light of God can pierce the 
dark of the prison world.

Sure, prison often incarcer-
ates not just the offender, but 
whole families, for generations 
even. And sure, prison can 
ironically become a surrogate 
family for inmates—a place 
where they feel a greater 
pulse of community than in 
their real families outside. 

But those of us who are in 
Christ have a gift, a source of 
unquenchable hope. 

I looked at Joe and Christina. 
They had lived with a fallen 
brother so long their bodies 
were no longer bowed with 
shame. They did not know 
Christ, but they had dignity.

I told them Jesus came at 
Christmas, and said they must 
come some time to visit my 
church. 

Then I rose, and as a soft litany 
of goodbyes and thank-you’s 
filled the room, I saw Joe had 
opened his brother’s letter.

It read: Brother, I am sorry. 
Please forgive me. I cannot 
change myself, God can.

The corridor outside was dark, 
but a few stars shone in the 
night sky. Christina, Joe, Hock, 
I – inasmuch as we are human 
beings, we are kin. So surely 
is the body of prisoners in 
Singapore, and the prisoners 
of the world. Free or bound, 
we all are sinners but beloved 
of God. We all are in need of 
grace. 

This Christmas, some of us, 
bound or free, already partake 
of it.

Reflections at Trumpet Call

Christ reminds us that 
service is a humble 
acceptance of the 
call to servanthood, 
to serving God and 
others.

Perhaps she understood at her 
young age how the service a 
soldier renders to his country 
could be compared to Christian 
service. Is there something 
innately noble about Christian 
service? Is it something for the 
Christian to brag about? 

As I headed home, I pondered 
these questions in my heart. I 
asked myself: what, in my ten 
years of work with Singapore 
Youth For Christ, have I 
learned about serving God? 

As team leader for a group of 
volunteers, my work requires 
me to reach out to secondary 
school students in the northern 
part of Singapore. These 
young people, if Christian, 
are young in the faith. They 
struggle not just with school 
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Seventy-four women - 
mothers, grandmothers 

and daughters - gathered on 
23 Jan 2010 in fellowship, fun, 
ministry and celebration.

“Celebrating Womanhood” 
was the title of the inaugural 
meeting of TWPC’s new 
Women’s Ministry. 

Reminding the women who 
were gathered that their 
lives should be a celebration 
of salvation and grace from 
Christ, speaker Mrs Yang Ai 
Fong said that Christ has given 
women the same standing as 
men, as children of God. 

Quoting Psalm 103: 17-18, 
“But from everlasting to 
everlasting the LORD’s love 
is with those who fear him, 
and his righteousness with 
their children’s children – with 
those who keep his covenant 
and remember to obey his 
precepts,” she spoke of her 
own experience of God’s care 
and love. Mrs Yang served as 
a former teaching leader with 
Bible Study Fellowship.

First birth 

Sitting in the midst of the 
women, I felt a deep sense of 
inspiration. The journey which 
began six months ago was 
seeing its first fruit!

When I became a deacon last 
year, the Church leadership 
approached me to think about 
starting a Women’s Ministry.

For some time now, I’d been 
thinking about women’s needs 
in church. How can we humbly 
help women in genuine and 
compassionate ways? I knew 
a few True Way women were 
attending women support 
groups at other churches. From 
their accounts, they were being 
blessed. Also, my enrolment in 
BSF women classes has shown 
me how women teachers can 
reach women in ways men 
simply cannot.

When sixteen women came 
for the two brainstorming 
sessions of coffee and tea I 

organized, I was thrilled!  I had 
only prayed for ten ladies to 
come! Their enthusiasm gave 
me confirmation that God is in 
this work.   
     
I had no secret recipe beside 
prayer. As time went on, God 
led me to sisters from outside 
and inside the church for 
support and encouragement. 
Soon, I had my core team 
– praise the Lord for Grace Tan, 
Joan Ng, Koh Siew Peng and 
Lee Soon San!

What programs should we 
have? There was a diversity of 
views. Women don’t always 
agree with each other, but we 
all knew our programs would 
be Bible-based, and they must 
help women of all stations and 
backgrounds in their walk with 
God.
 

All women

Mrs Yang talked about this. 
She shared examples from the 
Bible and modern times to 
show how God is interested 
in women of different ages 
and circumstances, how He 
uses them for his purposes and 
glory.

I could think of many such 
women. Miriam, Moses’ older 
sister, was a praise leader 
and a prophetess for Israel. 
Then there was Deborah, who 
mobilized the Israelite army 
against its foes. There was 
Priscilla, a tentmaker, who 
started the church in Corinth 
and Ephesus. There was also 
Queen Esther, who rescued 
her people from massacre; 
and womenfolk like Hannah, 
whose faith allowed God to 

use her, the craftswoman, 
Dorcas, who helped build 
the church at Joppa, and the 
merchant, Lydia, who built the 
church at Philippi.

New journey

In the faces of my sisters who 
had come to the meeting, I see 
our journey has just begun. 
I can’t see the future, but I 
know that our mission to help 
women embrace and rejoice 
in godly womanhood in all of 
life’s seasons will be a blessing 
to our church. As we bring 
women of all ages together 
for edification and service 
opportunities, equipping them 
to nurture and serve their 
families, and to evangelize 
their communities, we will 
faithfully bring glory to God.

A call to help

Many of us carry a burden 
to help sisters who need 
lifting up. I would like to 
first say this: Look around 
you. Do you know women 
who want to study the Bible? 
Single mothers who need 
encouragement? Do you know 
young mothers, widows and 
divorcees who are looking for 
Christian fellowship? 

Second I would like you to ask 
yourself: Are you willing to 
be used by God to bless the 
lives of women in our church 
community? 

God uses women with 
different skills and 
backgrounds to change 
people. When women invite 
other women to the person 
of Christ through the message 
of Scripture, our experiences 
as women permit us to tell 
them what it means to lead a 
God-centered life through the 
joys, trials and tribulations that 
are associated with being a 
woman. 

You can make a difference.

New birth
Women’s ministry at True Way
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Psalm 23 is one of the best-
known passages in the Holy 

Bible. Indeed, many people 
can recite it from beginning 
to end.  It is so familiar that 
when we read or recite it, we 
tend to do it quickly, without 
thinking deeply about the 
meaning of each line.  

If at all we slow down to 
think, it is probably at verse 
4, which says, “Even though 
I walk through the valley of 
the shadow of death, I will 
fear no evil, for you are with 
me.”  What comfort we draw 
from this verse in our times of 
trouble and danger!

However, we give little 
attention to the opening 
words: “The Lord is my 
shepherd.”  Perhaps we need 
to take a closer look at these 
words and meditate on them.  
For me, each word is packed 
with meaning.

Whenever we see the words 
“The Lord” in the Bible, we 
know that it is the translation 
of “YHWH”, or “Yahweh”.  So 
our minds should immediately 
think of Yahweh, the one and 
only true God who created 
the heavens and the earth 
(Genesis 2:4).  We should enter 
the psalm bearing in mind 
how almighty and awesome 
our God is.

The Shepherd Psalm

And perhaps we should pause 
a moment and marvel that 
this almighty God has revealed 
to us his name so that we 
may call Him by this name.  
Compare calling your Prime 
Minister “Your Excellency” 
or “Mr. Prime Minister, sir”, 
with calling him, say, “Larry”.  
Which of these reflects a 
more intimate relationship 
and greater approachability?  
What a privilege it is to call 
God “Yahweh” and not by 
some long title which makes 
Him seem distant and less 
approachable. 

Yahweh is my shepherd.  I 
like the word “my” there, for 
it means that I have claimed 
Him as my shepherd, and I put 
myself in His hands knowing 
He will take good care of 
me.  He is mine, and I am His.  
“My” speaks of ownership and 
relationship.

Now let’s look more closely at 
the word “shepherd”.  When I 
travelled through Israel many 
years ago, I saw small flocks of 
sheep in an arid land with little 
grass or water.  

The sheep were thus 
very dependent on 
their shepherds to lead 
them to fresh grazing 
land and to water 

holes, wells, springs 
and oases.  

Also, sheep (and humans) tend 
to stray, and fall into danger of 
being killed by predators. They 
are protected from this by their 
shepherd.  How important 
the shepherd is to his sheep.  
Though we do not realise this, 
we are totally dependent on 
our Shepherd for everything.  
Think about this.

Look at the shepherd.  Is he 
like a sheep? No, he does not 
look like a sheep, nor is he just 
a Supersheep with sheeplike 
abilities, only ten or a hundred 
times more powerful. Today’s 
shepherd in the United 
Kingdom or New Zealand is 
apt to herd sheep in a Land 
Rover or Toyota Cruiser while 
speaking with his helpers on 
a mobile phone to coordinate 
the work efforts. He is capable 
of doing many things a sheep 
cannot and is vastly more 
intelligent, knowledgeable, 
and wise. God is like that 
compared to us, except that 
the differences between Him 
and us are infinitely greater.  
The differences are far, far 
greater than those between 
an ant and a human being, 
in quality and magnitude.  So 
why do we sometimes think of 
Him in merely human terms, 

and inwardly doubt His ability 
to answer our prayers?

Let us then not be like sheep 
wondering whether the 
shepherd knows where to 
find the grass and water 
that we need, or whether 
He is able  to protect us and 
solve our little problems. 
Instead, let us pray with faith 
and every confidence in the 
limitless abilities, power, 
love, compassion, knowledge 
and wisdom of our almighty 
Shepherd who is much, much, 
much greater than we can 
imagine.

“The Lord is my shepherd”; just 
five words in English, and yet 
they mean so much.  Actually, 
in the original Hebrew it is 
only two words:  “Yahweh” 
and “ro-iy” (pronounced “ro-
ee); “ro for “shepherd” and 
the suffix “iy” meaning “my”.  

Don’t you agree that every 
word of the Bible is packed 
with significant meaning?  We 
should thus read each Bible 
passage slowly, over and over 
again, to get at the gems of 
meaning in the words.  The 
tools you need for digging 
out these gems include a 
Bible encyclopaedia, a Bible 
commentary, and a Bible atlas.  
Buying these tools is a good 
investment.

Photo by Lee Chung Horn

by Mickey Chiang



TOGETHER: How have your 
perspectives on ministry 
changed from when you 
were a seminary student to 
your work now as a pastor? 

Before I went to Bible college, 
I thought a pastor needed 
only to preach and exercise 
pastoral care. Then as a 
seminary student, my horizons 
expanded. I learned about 
Christian education, worship, 
spiritual formation, missions, 
other faiths.

As a pastor, I discovered 
that I had one more role to 
take care of, and that was 
to lead.  This did not feature 
very prominently in seminary. 
I learned that, whether it is 
leading a small committee, 
a ministry, or leading the 
whole church, I had to rally 
people, mobilize resources, 
listen hard, share my life, and 
pray like mad! In the process, 
I am learning to manage 
expectations, conflicts, and 
lethargy. 

But I’m careful that I don’t 
get sucked into attending to 
administrative matters at the 
expense of preaching and 
tending the flock.

Of course, there is no real 
dichotomy between preaching 
and leading.  A pastor 

A Cuppa 
preaching in the pulpit is 
leading his flock. The authority 
he commands does not 
come from his charisma or 
eloquence but from the Word 
preached.

What do you see are the 
pressing issues facing the 
church in Singapore today? 

I see two issues. The first is: 
how does one do evangelism 
in a postmodern environment 
where one has to be sensitive 
to the preservation of religious 
harmony? Already, people 
don’t believe there is such 
a thing as absolute truth.  
As society becomes more 
well-educated and well-off, 
people feel self-sufficient, and 
believing in a God is seen as a 
sign of intellectual weakness. 
While we do have to pay 
attention to the sensitivities 
of a multi-religious society, 
we need to also be faithful in 
sharing the Gospel. We cannot 
abandon this task.

How may True Way face 
this issue?

We can’t force people to 
believe in Christ.  In the 
postmodern world where 
people have decided in their 
own minds that their religion 
or the lack of one is perfectly 
acceptable – basically, you 
believe in what you want, and 
I believe in what I want, period 
– what would work is for us to 
live genuine lives that reflect 
God’s glory.  Then we could 
begin to talk about our faith, 
then they would listen. 

What’s the second issue?

The second issue is the idolatry 
of self. Some people embrace 
the Christian faith for the sake 
of self, and for the purpose of 
meeting personal needs. When 
they come to Sunday worship, 
they are primarily seeking to 
satisfy their own interests. So 
in effect they are worshipping 
self and not worshipping God.  
Idolatry happening in church is 

a frightening prospect! What’s 
more frightening is some 
churches may unknowingly 
be propagating idolatry of 
self. But I guess even the early 
church had to deal with false 
teachings. So there is nothing 
new under the sun, the same 
issues resurface in different 
ways.

And the response?

Pastors need to teach the 
Word of God faithfully, and 
to speak the truth in love.  
We are God fearers, not man 
pleasers. We should not fear 

One hundred youths, aged 13 to 18, were challenged 
to discipleship at the December YZ camp. Organized 

around the theme “Step Up”, the camp featured an 
action-packed, three-day program combining worship, 
dance, messages, and games. “We had a great time 
learning about God and roughing it out at Dairy Farm 
MOE Adventure Centre,” camp commandant Linus Lee, 
21, said. “We learned about leading holy lives and serving 
God with our spiritual gifts.”
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that orthodoxy would cause 
us to lose worshippers or 
members. In the last days, the 
danger is that people would 
be drawn to places where they 
can hear what their itching 
ears want to hear. We need to 
be faithful to God’s word.

It’s the end of a long, tiring 
day. What brings you joy?

Knowing that I am loved by 
God.

In Short

The Service of Lessons and Carols held on December 20 
featured a cast of readers, musicians, puppets, and the 

Shabach choir. Entitled “Journey to the Manger,” it led 
worshippers through an arc of Scripture passages related 
to Christ’s birth and ministry. “Journey to the Manger” 
was part of our December Sunday worship series “The 
meaning of journeys.”

True Way is proud to be hosting Easter Convention 2010 
with night meetings on 31 March (Wed) and 1 April 

(Thurs). On 2 April (Fri), we will join together with English 
Presbytery churches at the Singapore Expo for Good Friday 
service. The speaker for Easter Convention 2010 is Rev Dr 
Mark Chan who is lecturer and Coordinator, Faith and 
Society at Trinity Theological College. 
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