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The Last Days of 
Robert Wong

For several months now, 
Thursday nights at True Way 

have changed. 

Just a quarter past seven, but 
some 30 people, male and 
female, young and old, were 
limbering up to learn the 
dance steps to a pop song. 
They were inside the multi-
purpose hall with a dance 
instructor. “Step up, one, two, 
three, turn,” the young man 
coaxed his students, “Look 
straight ahead!” 

A photographer was working 
the room with his camera. 

One level above, four singers 
were rehearsing a song. 
There were song sheets, music 
stands, electric cables and 
guitar pedals. A band was 

discussing the score with their 
leader: how many bars before 
the bridge?

For these people, coming 
from school, from work, from 
homes, Thursday nights were 
church nights.

Two men surveyed the scenes. 
Both church elders, Chng Chee 
An and Lee Chung Horn have 
worked hard to put together 
the night’s work plan. Six 
months of auditions, meetings 
and rehearsals have passed. A 
journey of three months lay 
ahead.

An involved church was 
a beautiful sight. The 
participants were not pitch-
perfect or move-perfect, 
but things were slowly but 

surely coming together.  

The mark of meaning

In many human cultures, 
people relate to their histories 
by marking anniversaries. 
Beyond being a marker, 
an anniversary has layers 
of meaning and memory 
that transmit a powerful 
significance to its celebrants.

How do you galvanise a church 
to celebrate an anniversary? 

This question lay before True 
Way church leaders when they 
met in September 2010 at a 
retreat. TWPC was approaching 
a cusp. Come 2012, its English 
Congregation would enter 
its third decade as a fully 

constituted congregation. By 
all counts, the congregation 
has grown. God’s abiding 
faithfulness is for all to see.   

“I don’t know precisely what 
was discussed at the retreat. I 
wasn’t present because I had 
to go to Stockholm,” recalls 
Chung Horn. “But my phone 
beeped while I was in the old 
town. I found a text message 
from Pastor Kien Seng. He 
wanted to know: would I 
do a musical for our 20th 
anniversary?”

An involved church 
was a beautiful sight. 

A musical to celebrate an 
anniversary. 

“I said yes,” Chung Horn 
replies. “Kien Seng sent a 
second message. He wanted to 
be sure that I knew what I was 
saying ‘yes’ to.”

One year

It was to be a musical that 
revolved around the theme of 
suffering.

Moderator Rev Tan Cheng 
Huat: “We often ask how a 
loving God would allow bad 

Lee Chung Horn and Chng Chee An. Photo 
by Jonathan Tham.

Thursday nights come alive with a glorious mix of fun, hard work, prayer and team spirit. Photo by Jonathan Tham.
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things to happen to good 
people. During my sabbatical, 
while reading the book of 
Job, the thought of having a 
musical with this theme came 
into my mind. We discussed 
this with the leadership, and 
asked Chung Horn because he 
has strong gifts in music and 
writing.”

“I spent a year dreaming 
about what I’d like to put into 
the musical,” recalls Chung 
Horn. “I had a bag full of 
paper because I was writing 
and scribbling on scraps 
everywhere I went.

“Since this wasn’t to be a 
concert or a play, I had to think 
about writing a story and 
telling it with music and songs. 
I have always listened to a lot 
of music, so I dug deep into my 
collection to find material and 
inspiration.” 

Connecting people 

By the tail-end of 2011, the 
musical had a name—The Last 
Days of Robert Wong. The 
two elders were now ready to 
start bringing people into the 
project.

“We needed to find people 
with gifts, guts and courage. 
People with passion. Folks with 
open hearts,” Chee An says. 
“We wanted our people to do 
the work. It’s our anniversary, 
so it wouldn’t make sense 
to turn the project over to 
professionals. We want to 
offer the church a project that 
would harness the energies 
of its people at all levels of its 
common life.”

auditions, planned road 
shows, shot video clips, 
visited potential performance 
venues, drew up budgets, 
planted a website‡, pored over 
proofs, and grew a Facebook§ 
community.

Chee An elaborates: “From 
the word go, we were blessed 
to have many people come 
forward, offering their God-
given gifts. Our partners range 
in age from 7 to 82!”

The question of how many

Chung Horn: “In my mind 
was the question: how many 
people? Should I put, say, six 
characters on stage?

“Would six be a meaningful 
number for an anniversary 
project? If we had only six, 
or fifteen, or twenty persons 
performing in the musical, 
then would we not have some 
four hundred True Wayans 
watching a performance? Does 
that bring any faithfulness 
to an anniversary project? 
What number would help 
us assemble an engaged 
community?”

At last count, the project now 
has about 70 persons on stage. 

Tilling the soil

Managing the numbers and 
the diversity is no easy task.

There are school students, 
young adults and older adults 
in the musical. They face 
exams, do conference calls, 
make overseas trips, nurse ill 
children. They work, they take 
care of families.

But at many levels, a Christian 
witness has started to 
germinate in the soil of the 
project. With the start of 
rehearsals from June, dancers, 
singers, musicians, actors and 
sound crew are meeting every 
week to work at their roles.

The participants are learning 
hard-won lessons in humility, 
discipleship and sacrifice.

“When our youngsters, some 
of whom are in primary school, 
turn up week after week at 
night to learn to dance, I know 
they bring home life-lessons,” 
says Audrey Lee. 

“I wanted to create 
a story that people 
could identify with, 
something that had 
layers of meaning, 
something that felt 
real.“

He continues: “I wanted to 
create a story that people 
could identify with, something 
that had layers of meaning, 
something that felt real. 
You’re going to need a huge 
dose of tough reality if you’re 
writing about suffering. And 
I knew I wanted very much to 
teach, confront and challenge 
my audience. They must find 
answers that they can see are 
truthful.”

… at many levels, a 
Christian witness has 
started to germinate 
in the soil of the 
project. 

The participants are 
learning hard-won 
lessons in humility, 
discipleship and 
sacrifice.

Audrey Lee is the project’s 
secretary. She helps organise 
rehearsals, tirelessly sending 
out email and text messages 
to encourage and remind 
people of their rehearsal 
appointments. 

Ong Bee Chai, the project’s 
other secretary, takes care of 
musicians and singers. She 
says: “The sheer amount of 
work and preparation, the 
training, the sight of the 
sacrifices our people are 
making - it transforms us all. 
We’re runners in a race.” 

Shoulders to the plow

Despite coming from different 
walks of life, the people in the 
musical strike a common chord 
when they explain why they 
had come to join the project. 

Samuel Liu, 24, an under-
graduate: “I love music, and 

With the memory and 
experience of several previous 
stage productions behind 
them, the elders and their 
committee built teams, held 

Dancing to the beat of shalom. Photo by Jonathan Tham.

Teo Teck Wee is one of the musical’s 
lead actors. Photo by Jonathan Tham.

An involved community relates to and remembers its history by marking anniversaries. 
Photo by William Neo. 
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I believe our ability to create 
and enjoy music is a gift 
from God. I’m in the music 
committee, and I wrote two 
songs. This is a way for me to 
bless people who don’t know 
Jesus.” 

Dennis Mok, 56, has a stage 
role: “It’s good to see young 
and old coming together. The 
church is a family. In a sense, 
the journey is more important 
than the performances 
themselves.”  

Jason Tan, 25: “Juggling and 
managing my time is a matter 
of self-discipline. The goal 
is to touch the lives of non-
believers.”

Undergrad Lynn Ng, 22, is 
determined to stay the course 
despite school work and 
exams: “I’m learning to trust 
God as I make this journey.”

Foo Ce Rong, 26: “I came to 
True Way last year. I remember 
it was 14 August. Joining the 
musical has helped me to form 
new friendships and grow. I 
don’t come from a Christian 
family. I would like very much 
to bring my folks to the 
shows.” 

The testimonies reveal the cost 
of discipleship, encapsulating 
what Jesus told his disciples 
about putting their hands to 
the plow and not looking back 
(Luke 9:62).

‡ To read more stories, go to the musical 
website: lastdaysofrobertwong.com.sg. 
The five performances will be staged from 
29 Nov through 1 Dec 2012 at ACJC.

§ To keep abreast of the evolving journey, 
visit www.facebook.com/Musical2012

Despite the best-laid 
plans, people will 
drop out, often not by 
choice.…But “when 
one door closes, God 
opens another. God 
provides.”

Staying the course

Of course, the ecosystem 
of The Last Days of Robert 
Wong is inhabited by more 
than just its thespians. A large 
platoon of befrienders, stage 
crew, ushers, box office crew, 
make-up artistes, wardrobe 
executives, photographers, 
donors and prayer teams 
have taken up position. 
Their mission is to make sure 
the performances run like 
clockwork.

Chee An is aware that, despite 
the best-laid plans, people 
would drop out, often not by 
choice. “A medical emergency, 
a new job, and reservist duties. 
Disruption happens.” But he 
is hopeful. “When one door 
closes, God opens another. 
God provides.”

Suffering

“We all struggle with the 
question of why God allows 
suffering in His world,” 
explains Chung Horn. “My 
patients are in this all the time, 
so it’s very real for me.

“There are answers to this 
question, but your relationship 
to these answers changes 
depending on where you 
are. Sometimes an answer 
that you’ve always thought 
would be good enough for 
you becomes an inadequate 
answer. Especially, when like 
Robert Wong, the evil comes 
into your life. How then do 
you live?

“God reminds me-the 
right step is the one 
where I’m with all our 
people.”

“What have I learned myself so 
far with Robert Wong? Well, 
each day I’m learning to bear 
the burdens of the wonderful, 
courageous people who’re 
in the project with me. I’m 
a busy leader trying to hold 
things together, encouraging 
people, trying to stay one or 
two steps ahead. Often, I lose 
my step, and forget the one 
I’m supposed to be on. That’s 
when God reminds me – the 
right step is the one where I’m 
with all our people.” n

Young Gideon Low, 9, loves a challenge. 
Photo by Jedidiah Lim.

Learning to dance is not an easy task for every participant. But on the other side - the side beyond fear, doubt and sore limbs - we discover we 
have put the bricks into a new community. Photos by Jonathan Tham and Jedidiah Lim.



4

The Moks

Henny and Nathan Lee 

Jakarta-born Henny Lee, 40, 
who moved to Singapore 

eleven years ago, has been a 
communicant of the church 
from 2003. The musical would 
be a first for her, and her 
young son, Nathan, 13. 

The Lius

When Julia Liu, 21, a 
trainee teacher, learnt 

about Robert Wong, her 
musician-brother Samuel was 
already quietly involved. “I 
love musicals!” Julia says with 
great feeling. “I knew I wanted 
to take part.” 

Her parents, Hann Fang and 
Corinne, soon got involved as 
well.

The Families, The Stories

“My dad agreed to his stage 
role after much thought and 
prayer as it involved dancing, 
something he’s not used to.  
“For mum, she’s going to be 
a befriender. After the shows, 
she’ll be speaking to people 
who have questions to ask!”

Samuel: “The songs span a 
broad sweep of genres. I’d to 
write in different styles and 
moods. I’m more of a classical 
music person, really; so I felt 
some anxiety. I had to focus 
on the lyrics and themes, and I 
had to experiment!”

Julia understudies two main 
stage roles, and plays a third. 
She is unfazed about having 
to prepare for three stage 

I was told l’d be cast as a 
church elder. I guess this 

means I look elderly enough,” 
Dennis Mok deadpans.

For over three decades, Dennis 
has been worshipping at True 
Way. With his wife Geraldine 
and his daughter Hannah, 17, 
the engineer will be in the 
shows at Anglo-Chinese Junior 
College. Dennis says: “Being 
part of the faith community 
means giving yourself. By 
doing this, we hope to 
encourage other people.”

The Last Days of Robert Wong 
is not the first musical that 
Dennis’ family had taken part 
in. “In the other musicals, it 
had been logistics and props. 
But in the last few years, it’s 
stage roles for Geraldine and 
I. Hannah got involved more 
recently. 

“We see it as a privilege to 
serve. It’s humbling and, in the 
same breath, exhilarating!”

Staying in the east of the island 
has meant many hours on 
the road for the Moks as they 
travelled to and from 
rehearsals. 

“It’s fun to do this together. 
My prayer is our church youth 
would discover a sense of 
belonging, ownership and 
rootedness. It’s easy for old 
veterans like my wife and I to 
look back and see how God 
has been faithful through all 
of twenty years. But what 
about our children, our next 
generation? What do they see?”

Dennis offers sagely advice to 
new comrades-in-arms: “The 
last weeks before the shows 
are the most exciting weeks. 
Beware!”

personas. She says: “Thursday 
nights are reserved for dance 
and music rehearsals. It’s been 
fun learning the songs with 
Tong Jen, our music director. 
My dad, brother and I rush to 
church after work and school. 
Dinner’s hit and miss. We have 
planned our schedules around 
our rehearsals. Now that 
drama has started, things are 
going to be more hectic!”   

Robert Wong has altered 
some family routines. “The 
musical creeps into family 
conversations. We pray about 
it during our family prayer 
time. We love watching the 
weekly dance videos, and my 
dad and I try out our dance 
moves in the living room.  
Even my brother, who usually 
lets his fingers do the talking, 
can be heard singing his 
creations! 

“Having the entire family 
involved has allowed us to 
share our difficulties and 
work together to overcome 
them. It’s stressful, but we are 
encouraged.”

“

Julia Liu. Photo by Jonathan Tham.

Dennis Mok. Photo by Jimson Tham

Runners in a race, the Robert Wong participants learn hard-won lessons in sacrifice, humility and discipleship. Photo by Jonathan Tham.

by Chin Tze Ting and Soh Lay Bin
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The Lows

Next time you’re on a 
plane departing Changi, 

you may well hear Captain 
Low Tock Heng, in his 40s, 
greeting you over the 
intercom. His voice: confident, 
reassuring and cheery, has 
that quality that draws 
people to listen. 

Bring him back to earth and 
put him in the spotlight, 
he is transformed into a 
consummate actor and singer. 
And with a good bit of stage 
experience under his belt, 
Tock Heng is almost a shoo-in 
for the role of Robert Wong.
 
“When Chung Horn came 
to me, my first response 
was ‘no’,” Tock Heng says. 
“I’m in the middle of a year-
long conversion course. I’m 
training to fly the Boeing 
777, I can’t spread myself too 
thin.”

Tock Heng and his wife Wee 
Jin have four young children 

– Ashrael, Gideon, Abel and 
Pearce. Pearce is just seven 
months old.

Despite his initial misgivings, 
Tock Heng found peace in 
a prayer from the book of 
Isaiah (Isa 37:14-15). 

“When I read how King 
Hezekiah reacted to the news 
of an impending Assyrian 
invasion by turning to the 
Lord in prayer, I too decided 
to lay it out before God.

“I haven’t applied for leave 
yet because technically I can’t, 
not while I’m in training. I 
just have to trust the Lord 
to take care of the situation 
when the time comes.”

Wee Jin, too, signed up for 
the musical. She says: “I want 
to support Tock Heng. I want 
to let God use me for his 
Kingdom’s work. Our boys are 
very excited that their dad 
would be acting as Robert 
Wong!”

Gideon, 9, who loves 
challenges, also joined. 

“When we’re at rehearsals, 
my helper and eldest son, 
Ashrael who’s 11, look after 
the family. At the shows, my 
mother and sisters-in-law 
will take turns to help us. I’m 
blessed with good family 
support.”

The Lows made time 
to attend the musical’s 
workshops. They play the 
songs all the time in their car.

Tock Heng declares: “Our 
gifts should be yielded to 
God’s disposal. They’re 
not to be used only at our 
convenience.” Wee Jin smiles: 
“Sure, there are uncertainties, 
but when God calls, he will 
provide.”

The Yongs 

Undergraduate Adeline 
Yong, 21, is a dancer. 

She plays guitar and piano. 
But when she signed up to 
audition, she was troubled 
that she would also have to 
act. 

In the beginning, her parents, 
Choon Yang, 60, and Doreen, 
53, had reservations about 
her decision. “They know 
I’m very busy in school,” 
recalls Adeline. “But they 
understood this was an area 
where I could serve God and 
the church.  So we sat down 
and had this long discussion.  
They prayed about it and 
they supported my decision. ”
It turned out to be support 
that went beyond word and 
prayer.

“It wasn’t an easy decision. 
I prayed for a long time 
before I found the courage to 
go to the audition,” Henny 
declares. When she finally 
made up her mind, she asked 
Nathan to get involved as 
well. 

She would have got her 
young daughter Emma, 3, 
involved as well, but the 
musical did not have a stage 
role for a very young child.
Four months into rehearsals, 
things have settled into a less 
frenetic pattern. “Nathan 
looks forward to the Thursday 
dance sessions. I’m a little 
stressed as my roles require 
me to master singing, acting 
and dancing. I have songs 
and lines to memorise! I 
spend a lot of time at home 
practising!”  

The musical is a spiritual 
journey for Henny. “It’s scary 
because this is the first time 
I’m performing in a musical. 
I don’t know what to expect. 
Because of this, I have to 
completely trust God. But I 
love the chance to spend time 
with my fellow brothers and 
sisters, including my son, in 
a common pursuit, sharing, 
encouraging and praying for 
one another!  

“My husband Hendra 
has taken to babysitting 
Emma when Nathan and I 
‘disappear’ for rehearsals. 
My parents will fly in from 
Jakarta a few days before the 
actual musical to help us out.    
 
“I’m praying my son would 
never forget these lessons in 
faithfulness and commitment. 
When it is over, we shall 
thank God and have a 
holiday, together as a family, 
of course!” 

“When I cleared the audition 
and was offered a stage 
role, they went one step 
further. They joined me in the 
musical.”

Doreen will be dancing, 
whilst Choon Yang will be 
amongst the congregants on 
stage.  

“No, no awkwardness 
whatsoever to meet my mom 
and dad on stage,” Adeline 
laughs. “It is exciting to be 
performing alongside them!”   
Adeline looks forward to 
the rehearsals. “I read the 
script and found it to be very 
moving and artistic.” Also, 
the theme of suffering was 
something that she found 
herself relating to.

“I haven’t suffered, not in 
the way Robert Wong knew 
suffering. But I had a period 
of darkness, when life was 
difficult and meaningless. I 

questioned God. I stumbled in 
my walk.  

“God was gracious. He drew 
me back to Him through 
my friends in YAM, even 
though I didn’t actively 
pursue Him. They helped 
me strengthen my faith.  
Gradually but surely, I found 
a joy and peace that I never 
experienced before.   

“God saved me. In spite of 
myself, and how impossible 
it’d seemed. I’ve never heard 
of a musical on suffering. I 
hope its message of hope 
will touch my non-Christian 
friends. I look forward to the 
days that we would be on 
stage.” 

Low Tock Heng and Low Wee Jin. Photo by Jonathan Tham.

Adeline Yong. Photo by Jonathan Tham

Henny Lee. Photo by William Neo
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by Julia LiuMy Israel Diary
The plane came to a stand-

still on the Ben-Gurion 
tarmac.  

To our surprise, a burst of 
applause broke forth from 
the passengers in the cabin. 
People were clapping as 
they rose from their seats to 
collect their bags. Looking at 
the broad smiles, I realised 
that applauding at the end 
of a flight was a custom for 
Israeli people, an expression of 
appreciation.

Some journeys were ending, 
others just beginning. 

Fifteen hours after departing 
Singapore, we had arrived in 
Israel, the land of milk and 
honey.

To be honest, I didn’t quite 
know what to expect. But I 
knew why I was here. I had 
decided that this was a trip I 
could not miss without regret. 
This trip would somehow 
be good for my soul, I had 
thought. I should tell you 
– despite being a fourth 
generation Christian, and 
growing up for all of twenty-
one years in a Christian home 
– my knowledge of the Bible 
was far from impressive. What 
better way to gain a deeper 
understanding of the Bible 
than taking a trip to the Holy 
Land?  

So here I was. My earlier 
apprehension about being one 
of the youngest trippers all but 
forgotten, I was raring to go.

On the road, our bus took us 
through beautiful country – 
mountains, fields, livestock. 
I never knew how refreshing 
being transported away from 
city life could be. Over the next 
eight days, as we travelled 
around Israel, we drew very 
close - to God’s creation, and 
to God.

We sailed the Sea of Galilee 
the second day. 

These were the very waters 
Jesus walked and calmed. As 
our boat got out into the sea, 
the breeze grew stronger. 
Out on the water, the great 

sense of anticipation we felt 
before we climbed on board 
turned into awe. It was hard 
to believe that we were at the 
place where Peter, John and 
the disciples had strained at 
their nets, pulling in their fish.

Likewise for the many 
historical places and ruins we 
visited, whether standing on 
the very steps where Jesus 
walked and Peter preached, or 
looking out over the hillside 
from Mount Carmel where 
the sheer power of God was 
displayed for all to see. All the 
familiar Bible stories I read as a 
child came alive! Every miracle 
recorded in the Bible was 
vividly brought to life against 
this landscape of the Christian 
faith.  

made my way to a church that 
was built on top of the hill, the 
Church of the Beatitudes. 

Inside the chapel, I found 
a series of wall paintings 
depicting Christ on the road 
to Calvary. There in the 
dark, before the paintings, 
I shivered. How little I 
understood of what Christ 
had to endure for my sins! My 
epiphany saddened my heart, 
but my remorse was tempered 
with deep gratitude. 

Christ died for me.

Exiting the church, I made 
my way to a ledge that 
overlooked the grassy slope 
leading down to the north-
western shore of the Sea of 
Galilee.  There, I read the first 
twelve verses of Matthew 5. I 
have read the Beatitudes many 
times before, but for the first 
time, the words seized my 
heart. Oh, how the crowd must 
have been moved by these 
same words, so plainly spoken 
by Jesus! How magnificent 
the words are, and what 
power they have, spurring 
generations onward in the 
race of life, charging that, 
with our eyes fixed on Jesus, 
Christ-followers can share in 

the glory of a Kingdom that 
has no end.

We spent the second half of 
our stay in Jerusalem. We 
visited the Mount of Olives, 
from where Jesus made 
his final foray into the city 
on a donkey as the crowds 
welcomed him with palm 
branches. 

In the Old City, we went to see 
the Wailing Wall, the remnant 
of the western wall which 
once surrounded the Jewish 
Temple’s courtyard. To Jews, 
this wall is one of Judaism’s 
most holy sites. Pilgrimages 
often end here, since Jews 
believe that prayers offered 

continues on page 10

We stood on the 
very steps where 
Jesus walked and 
Peter preached, and 
looked out over the 
hillside from Mount 
Carmel, where the 
sheer power of God 
was displayed for all 
to see.

Boat on the sea. Photo by Julia Liu.

Every miracle recorded 
in the Bible was vividly 
brought to life against 
this landscape of the 
Christian faith.  

On the third day into the trip, 
we ascended the Mount of 
Beatitudes. Jesus delivered his 
sermon here. Here we were 
given time on our own, so I 
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Rice and Hope 
for Cambodia
by Linda Keh

It all started a few years ago 
with our getting to know 

Bobby and Lee Michaels from 
Musicianaries International. 

Musicianaries International is a 
US-based mission organisation 
that runs, among other 
ministries, an on-going rice 
distribution program in 
Cambodia. We had heard how 
the program has planted the 
gospel of Jesus Christ in the 
hearts of many poor villagers 
there.

After Bobby Michaels was 
called home in 2009, we got 
to know his associates, Jim 
and Cheryl McCandiss. The 
McCandisses made yearly trips 
to Cambodia, and stopped in 
Singapore on their way home 
to Honolulu.

At our meetings with Jim and 
Cheryl in the last two years, 
they often spoke of their 
desire for us to join them, even 
if it were for only a short part 
of their mission trips.

When news came to us in May 
this year about a Musicianaries 
trip to Cambodia, I felt a 
tug on my heart. I’d always 
wanted to go on a mission 
trip. When I asked my husband 
Peter about this, he said we 
should go. I assembled a group 
of church friends, and soon we 
were making plans to fly to 
Cambodia.

As the day drew closer, 
we began to worry about 
mosquitoes and malaria. 
Endemic in the part of 
Cambodia we were travelling 
to, malaria is a serious 
infection, and stricken persons 
often need treatment in 
hospital. We sought medical 
advice and armed ourselves 
with anti-malaria pills. Two 
of our team members even 
took jabs to prevent H1N1 and 
typhoid.  

On 12 July, our group – Ho 
Yoke Chan, Doreen Yong, Nani 

12 youths came with us. They 
danced and presented a skit 
to the masses who gathered 
to receive the rice provisions. 
School supplies and uniforms 
were also given out.

I will never forget the hunger 
in the eyes of the Cambodian 
villagers who waited quietly to 
receive the grain that would 
feed their families. One bag 
of rice for one family. 25 kg of 
grain – what does this mean? 
What does a Christian response 
to feeding the weak and 
hungry look like? As I watched 
the scene, Jesus’s words came 
to me: “For I was hungry and 
you gave me food, I was thirsty 
and you gave me drink, I was 
a stranger and you welcomed 
me.”(Matthew 25:35). 

I also remembered the words 
of Isaiah: “If you pour yourself 
out for the hungry and satisfy 
the desire of the afflicted, 
then shall your light rise in the 
darkness and your gloom be as 
the noonday.” (Isa 58:10)

The next day, at the David 
Centre, we came upon a 
large group of orphans and 
homeless children. Despite 
their desperate circumstances, 
the children were 
uncomplaining and unbowed. 

Our hearts went out to them. 
Though their plight was sad, 
we were comforted by the 
knowledge that their needs 

are known to a loving God 
who came in unimaginable 
sacrifice to save His creation. 

We were very blessed that 
many church members 
gave us their support and 
encouragement.
 
I saw how in His mercy, God 
cares for and uplifts the 
poor and downtrodden in 
Cambodia. The poverty that 
so upset our spirits was often 
invisible to the ones who lived 
in it, day to day. 

Our hearts were touched 
by the joy and smiles we 
saw. Somehow these people 
knew comfort despite their 
affliction. The small children 
did not fight or scrabble for 
food, they cared for each 
another. 

Six days in Cambodia opened 
the eyes of our hearts to the 
amazing miracle of how God 
used workers in the field to 
tend lovingly to the physical as 
well as spiritual hunger of the 
Cambodian people. n

I will never forget the 
hunger in the eyes 
of the Cambodian 
villagers who waited 
quietly to receive the 
grain that would feed 
their families.

The poor and downtrodden in society are not forgotten by a loving God who came in unimaginable sacrifice to save and redeem. 
Photo by Peter Keh.

Lim, Julia Chong, Peter and 
I – assembled at the airport. 
Two hours later, we were in 
Cambodia.

We were met at Siem Reap 
International Airport by Lee, 
Jim and Cheryl, and also the 
local Cambodian team led 
by Pastor Setan. With an 
amazing team of volunteers, 
Setan works with orphans, 
abandoned children, and 
young girls who have been 
forced into prostitution.  

The rice distribution program 
had already been in progress 
from 3 July. We learned that 30 
tons of rice had already been 
given out to seven different 
villages. At the same time, 
gospel literature were handed 
out to every person who came 
to receive the rice. 

After a night’s rest at the 
hotel, we travelled the next 
morning to Kambour Village 
for our first rice distribution 
program. A drama team of 
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Really? You?!”

That was the response my 
husband Jared and I got 
whenever we told people 
we had signed up to become 
members of the April 2012 
English Presbytery Japan 
Tsunami Recovery Team.

The surprise was not 
unexpected. To be honest, we 
surprised ourselves, signing 
on for the mission trip. We 
were not the conventional, 
expected participants of a 
mission trip. We did not have 
years of service under our 
belts. Instead, we had only 
started attending church 
regularly less than two years 
ago. We weren’t admittedly 
the most active congregants 
in the church. Joining the 
church’s welcome teams and 

Taking The Leap by Chen Shumin

One year after the tsunami, Christian aid continues

contributing to TOGETHER 
were our first baby steps 
towards playing a more active 
role in the life of the church. 
In Christian years, we were 
but infants. 

On top of all this, Jared and I 
did not speak Japanese.  

Why, then, did we sign up? 
Because both of us felt a 
strong conviction that this 
was something that God 
wanted us to do. 

In the end, we left it to God. 
We decided that we would go 
if both our schedules at work 
cleared up. And true enough, 
God, in his infinite wisdom, 
planned things perfectly such 
that the timing was just right 
for us to take time off for the 
trip.

We did not have grand 
expectations for the trip. 
Instead, all we knew was 
that God wanted to teach us 
something in the trip, and we 
were excited to see what He 
had in store for us.  

Arriving at Base Camp

Early in the morning of 13 
April 2012, Jared and I joined 
six other members at the 
Tokyo Central station. Most 
of us came from different 

churches, and had only met 
previously at the pre-trip 
briefing and training sessions. 
I was a bit doubtful about 
having to live with six new 
acquaintances for more 
than a week. But I cast these 
fears aside because I knew 
that God had planned for all 
of us to serve in Ichinoseki 
together. 

Ichinoseki was our 
destination. Situated in the 
north-eastern part of Honshu, 
it was a small city with cold 
winters.

The journey to Ichinoseki was 
charged with anticipation. 
In order to reach the city, 
we had to ride three trains. 
With each transit, the trains 
got progressively smaller, 
and the weather colder as 

“ Both of us felt a 
strong conviction 
that this was 
something that God 
wanted us to do. 

In Japan, Shumin and Jared Chen helped feed a team of tsunami relief workers. Photo by Jonathan Wan.
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we travelled north. But the 
weather could not cool our 
excitement. 

The CRASH Ichinoseki Base 
Camp sat near the top of a 
steep hill. From the outside, 
Base Camp looked almost 
military. The building itself 
was grey and stark. Only the 
three CRASH banners draped 
across the façade of the 
building and the surrounding 
fence gave a hint of what 
was inside. Seeing the cold 
exterior of the building, I 
grew more apprehensive.

But my fears dissolved upon 
stepping into Base Camp. 
The communal area at the 
first floor of the building 
was a warm hive of activities. 
Jared and I saw a cosy room, 
no larger than 6 by 3 metres. 
It was furnished simply. One 
long wooden table took 
up almost the entire room. 
We soon learned that this 
table was the centre of all 
activity. This table was where 
we would have breakfast 
together, conduct morning 
devotions, make plans for 
the day, eat lunch, debrief at 
5.30pm, gather for dinner, 
and have meaningful chats 
till late in the night. 

Venturing into the 
kasetsus

We would spend our time 
serving in mobile cafes set up 
daily at different kasetsus, 
which were temporary 
housings provided to the 
tsunami survivors. 

On the first day of our service, 
our mission was to distribute 
flyers to the residents of these 
kasetsus. This was to spread 
awareness about the cafes 
and simultaneously, to invite 
them to the cafes that would 
be held the following week. 

Our first sight of the kasetsus 
was sobering. Row upon row 

of small, cramped-looking 
container style housing units 
stretched out neatly across 
the fenced-off compound. 
Each unit housed a family 
of relocated residents from 
the regions that had been 
affected by the tsunami. It 
was troubling to realise that 
each of these families had 
lost so much, and was now 
forced to live in these tiny 
facilities. Even more painful 
to realise was that these 
people were in fact the “lucky 
survivors”.

Jared and I thought of our 
HDB flat back in Singapore. 
We had often wished that 
we had just a bit more room 
in our flat. Looking at what 
the survivors had to live in, 
we realised how blessed we 
were. 

Jared and I stood together, 
silently, in the middle of the 
emptied land. It was difficult 
to imagine the terror, horror, 
and fear when the tsunami 
struck. To be hundreds of 
metres inland, and yet to see 
a wall of water, houses, and 
even entire ships accelerating 
inexorably towards you… 

It was incomprehensible. 
We grieved for the tsunami 
victims and the unspeakable 
horrors which they’d had to 
go through. 

The journey back to Base 
Camp was a quiet one.

Service, in our different 
ways

The cafés were a flurry of 
activity. Most incredible was 
that God had a specific role 
for each of us to play. Those 
who were conversant in 
Japanese would interact and 
converse with the survivors. 
The girls who were skilled 
in handicrafts, taught the 
obasans how to sew satin 
flowers. Everyone was able to 
contribute. Our initial worry 
that we would be unable to 
help out meaningfully was 
assuaged. God’s plan to use 
us was coming to life. 

Each of these 
families had lost so 
much, and was 
now forced to live in 
these tiny facilities. 
Even more painful to 
realise was that 
these people were 
in fact the “lucky 
survivors”.

With each transit, 
the trains got 
progressively smaller, 
and the weather 
colder as we travelled 
north. But the 
weather could not 
cool our excitement. 

God had plucked 
us right out of our 
comfort zone to 
serve the survivors in 
the most humbling 
way.

What also touched me was 
the manner in which we had 
to serve tea to the survivors. 
We knelt before the survivors 
who were seated in chairs 
such that we were at a level 
lower than theirs. To me, 
this was a meaningful and 
physical way of showing 
them that we were humbling 
ourselves to serve them. 

We thanked God for 
reminding us that Christ-
followers are enjoined to 
serve others, and not seek to 
be served.

Reflections

The days serving at different 
kasetsus passed quickly. 
Before we knew it, it was 
time for us to leave. 

The last sharing session was 
a sobering one. We asked 
ourselves why God had 
inflicted such pain on the 
Tohoku region. The truth 
was that we would never 
know. 

We saw that the potential 
for outreach in the Tohoku 
region was incredible. Church 
congregations in the region 
were small. The church 
we attended had only six 
members. When we visited, 
we found that the visitors 
outnumbered the members!

One of the CRASH volunteers, 
an incredible lady called 
Emiko, had plans to church 
plant in a nearby town 
Murone. Church planting. 
How exciting is that idea!

The story of Lazarus ends 
with Jesus raising Lazarus 
from the dead. In the same 
way, Jesus can work miracles 
in Japan. The fields are ripe 
for the harvest. If Jared and 
I could contribute, certainly, 
you can as well. 

We encourage all of you to 
go out into the fields and 
fulfil the roles that God has 
planned for you. All it takes 
is to surrender yourselves to 
God and ask how God wants 
you to work in His name, and 
He will plan the rest. n

In line with Japanese custom, 
we bowed to greet the 
survivors whom we met. To 
me, bowing to them was a 
significant act. It was more 
than compliance with custom. 
It was an expression of my 
deep respect for them, and 
for their survival of the great 
tragedy that had come upon 
their lives. I felt it was a 
privilege to be able to enter 
the kasetsus and meet them. 
Jared and I looked forward 
to serving them in the mobile 
cafes.

Scenes of the disaster

As we left the kasetsus, we 
drove through the towns 
where the survivors had 
once lived, Kesennuma and 
Rikuzentakata. In the year 
since the 2011 tsunami, large 
sections of the two towns 
had been cleaned up, and we 
saw vast, empty plots of land 
marked by the stumps of the 
destroyed buildings that once 
stood on them. 

Christ-followers are 
enjoined to serve 
others, and not seek 
to be served.

Jared and I took our place 
in the kitchen cooking and 
serving Singaporean laksa for 
the survivors. We also washed 
and dried the utensils which 
were being used.

While these tasks might 
seem easy, we were simply 
amazed that this was how 
God wanted us to serve 
the survivors. In Singapore, 
Jared and I hardly ever 
cooked. Also, we have the 
luxury of having somebody 
to clean our flat once every 
two weeks. Thus, we rarely 
had to do these chores. God 
had plucked us right out of 
our comfort zone to serve 
the survivors in the most 
humbling way.
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In Short
Easter Convention 2012: 
Repentance, Restoration 
and Reconciliation in Light 
of the Cross

disunity, pride and pettiness. 
Faith communities, instead of 
gathering in repentance and 
love, are often acrimonious 
and unforgiving. Christians 
leave churches: in their self-
righteousness, they do not 
see that the wounds that 
have rent their communities 
were inflicted by their own 
hands.  

Wan, who is also the 
Singapore Kindness 
Movement’s general manager, 
was a straight-talker. But his 
forthrightness tapped into a 
deep place. 

Eschewing reflectiveness, 
Wan chose words of fire; 
instead of slowing down 
the tempo, Wan drove his 
listeners onward. For many, 
though the subject matter 
was not unfamiliar, the end 
was unclear. 

However on Good Friday at 
the Singapore Expo, Wan’s 
motivations grew clear. 
He shared courageously 
from his own life, talking 
about the tremendous pain 
and confusion he felt when 
his daughter dropped out 
of school and society. This 
was a child he loved and 
cared about, a daughter he 
had never thought would 
choose to reject him and 

here were more effective 
than those offered at other 
sites. Our guide explained 
that the Wall was believed 
to be located very close to 
where the Holy of Holies once 
stood. 

As I stood in line, I saw that 
men and women prayed at 
different sections of the Wall. 
There was a line to the Wall, 
and every person- Jew or 
Gentile-had to wait his turn. 

It was an amazing sight. Some 
Jews sat on stools. Some 
stood to recite the scriptures. 
Many rocked back and forth 
as they prayed aloud.

When I reached the Wall, 
I saw slips of paper stuck 
into the cracks in the stone 
wall. There were hundreds 
of these. Though they were 
anchored to stone, these 
thoughts, whispers, moans, 
words and cries of the heart 
rise like a cloud to God.

I didn’t know what to pray, 
or what to say. I didn’t know 
what to feel. Did feeling the 
rough wall on my fingertips 
change me, or make me 
somehow a better person? 

If not, why was I struggling 
to sift through the jumble 
of emotions in my heart? I 
was grateful that God has 
chosen to save me. I was sad 
that many of the people who 
had come to the Wall did not 
believe the gospel. 

told her his family had moved 
from Israel to Canada where 
they had built a new life. He 
spoke of keeping the Law, 
and of his hope to return 
to Israel one day with his 
children. When asked if he 
believed in Jesus, he quietly 
said that he did not know.

We visited the Garden Tomb 
on the last day.

That morning, the February 
air turned icy; the indecisive 
drizzle made the shrubs and 
trees in the garden glisten, 
and we were all swathed in 
scarves. It was very chilly, so 
when we came to a chapel 
there, we were glad to leave 
the cold.

continued from page 6

destroy her life. This was an 
intelligent girl. Then he spoke 
unflinchingly about his own 
trauma while serving as a 
leader with a Singaporean 
congregation. 

But suffering in the kingdom 
of God is transformative, 
even if there are no easy 
answers. Wan said he later 
realized that the bitter cup 
he had to drink brought 
lessons that made him a more 
merciful person. 

His words touched 
hearts, bringing light to 
an important topic, and 
challenging the assembled to 
be faithful to God’s call on 
their lives, in whatever form 
the latter may take. 

SQ English Summer Camp

In July, a team of ten True-
Wayans travelled to An 
Chang in Sichuan to run 
a summer camp for local 
children. The troop presented 
English language lessons to 
young children who spoke 
and knew little English. Add 
games, a puppet show, and 
other camp activities into the 
mix, and the four-day camp 
at the Xunlongshan resort 
became an unforgettable ex-
perience for the children. The 

church team was led by Kang 
Shi Wei and Lu Caiyue. Thirty 
children made decisions for 
Christ.

Young Adults Ministry 
Camp

The YAM held a camp during 
the second weekend of 
August at Fairy Point. The 
theme of the camp was 
“Appreciating Mercy and 
Appropriating Grace”. 39 
young adults attended. “The 
camp gave us opportunities 
for team building and 
spiritual renewal,” said Kevin 
Chua, who was part of the 
camp committee.

Sabbatical

Associate Minister Rev Lee 
Kien Seng will pursue studies 
in Cambridge, UK during 
his sabbatical year. Ps Kien 
Seng will be away from mid-
September 2012. n 

My Israel
Diary

I will not forget 
the words we 
sang: “Lest I forget 
Gethsemane, lest I 
forget thine agony.”

by Lee Chung Horn

William Wan at Easter Convention 2012. 
Photo by Leong Peng Mun.

For the many Presbyterians 
who came to True Way 

the first two nights of Easter 
Convention 2012, Rev Dr 
William Wan’s messages were 
a surprise.  The 64 year old 
lawyer and academic, who 
had lived and ministered for 
many years in Canada where 
he is an ordained minister, did 
not spend any time dwelling 
on the last moments of 
Christ’s life before Golgotha. 

There was no meditative 
comment about the Last 
Supper, or the washing 
of feet. There were no 
exhortations to remember 
the scuffle at Gethsemane or 
the fowl’s crow. 

Instead Wan turned his 
attention on the state of the 
church today, decrying its 

On the flight into Israel, 
Aunty Angie said she spoke 
with a Jewish man who was 
in the seat next to hers. He 

Learning English and making friends. 
Photo by Ong Beng Choo.
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A Cuppa
protects the program. But of 
course, the person in charge 
still plays a pivotal role. It 
would be important that 
he has vision, and is able to 
communicate it to his team. 

If the person we picked was 
not the ‘right’ person, we 
could sometimes still help 
him ‘grow’ into his role. This 
requires some hand-holding 
from a mentor. It requires 
the understanding and 
cooperation of team members 
who must be willing to help 
and complement him. At the 
end of his term of service-- it’s 
good practice to have a term 
of service--we can evaluate 
whether or not he is suitable. 
Sometimes we see he has 
grown and made progress, and 
this would be the more ideal 
outcome. 

In the leadership structure 
of any organization, the 
teams at the top face far 
greater challenges than 
those of other teams. 
The team leading an 
organization needs to 
confront failures and 
adapt to successes, it has 
to handle disagreements 
within the team, adapt 
strategy to new realities, 
manage growth, resistance, 
and reversals--an endless 
list of dynamics that 

disrupt trust and bruise 
egos. Have you met these 
leadership issues?

It’s never easy to chart a 
direction for the church 
and then move the church 
along that direction. Take, 
for example, our focus 
for this year - evangelism. 
People generally agree that 
evangelism is important but 
they may not agree with the 
method that church leadership 
is prescribing. For instance, 
some people don’t like the 
concept of ‘just walking across 
the room.’ While I’d like every 
person to be able to share the 
gospel, should I push for a 
particular method? Should I let 
them pick a method they like? 
If we choose the second, how 
can we ensure that people 
would learn their method 
well? If I go for the first, are 
we ‘stifling’ people, or treating 
them like kids? Where is the 
balance? 

Still on evangelism, should 
we set targets for ourselves? 
Should we count the number 
of times we speak with people 
about spiritual matters? If we 
do, are we being legalistic? If 
we disavow setting targets, are 
we being wishy-washy?

Generally, Christians have 
been uncomfortable about 
adopting instruments and 
targets.

Somewhere down the road, 
we would need to do some 

type of evaluation. We need 
to ask ourselves whether we 
have succeeded or failed. This 
would be a challenge. How 
do we measure successes? If 
we determine that we have 
failed, how do we confront 
our failures? 

How does one handle 
burnout? 

I’m no expert in this. I used to 
be very obliging in the past 
but I’ve learnt to say ‘no’ to 
people, not in a flippant way, 
of course, but after prayer. I’ve 
heard people say they need a 
break from ministry. I’m not 
sure whether this is healthy 
because service is a spiritual 
discipline that helps us to grow 
in our faith. 

What’s important is to find 
time to renew ourselves 
even as we minister so we’re 
protected from burnout. First, 
let the gospel refresh and 
renew us. Let us stand in awe 
of God’s amazing love for us 
shown on the cross of Calvary. 
Allow the grace of Christ 
to overwhelm us. We serve 
because Christ first came to 
serve and save us. 

Second, allow spiritual 
disciplines to make us attentive 
to God. Worship. Meditate 
on God’s Word. Pray. Practise 
silence and solitude. Read 
Christian books. Journal. 
Third, we need to turn to our 
community for support. We 
need people who can laugh 

and cry with us, a group of 
folks who would pat us on our 
shoulders as well as speak the 
painful truth to us in love.
These are ways to ensure our 
tanks aren’t empty. We don’t 
need to feel like we’re giving 
all the time. If we give out 
of the abundance we have 
received, we’d do fine. 

As a leader, how important 
are ideas to you - good 
ideas, strong ideas, 
courageous ideas – and to 
the vitality and vibrancy 
of congregations? Does a 
lack of ideas, or a failure of 
imagination, contribute to 
congregational atrophy? 
 
I think ideas are important. 
When I see people coming 
up with ideas, I know that 
they’re engaged. They’re 
thinking about how things 
could be done better. Apathy 
is dangerous to the health of 
the church. 

If leaders are able to listen 
to the ground, if they would 
meet and pray over the ideas 
they have gathered, if they 
are willing to present these 
ideas to the leadership circle 
without fear, we’d have in our 
hands a rich harvest of ideas. 
When new ideas are debated 
and examined with love and 
wisdom, we would be able 
to come behind the good 
ideas, laying down our lives 
to execute them, because we 
would know they are the right 
ones. n

The chapel was tiny and 
hewn out of a rocky cave. Its 
plain interior was humble, 
whitewashed and bare. Inside 
there was a white wooden 
cross. A few rows of white 
chairs beckoned us. It was a 
perfect place for worship and 
communion. I sat in the back 
row next to a window through 
which the soft morning light 
streamed. The air quivered 
with the sound of thirty-nine 
voices rising and falling in 
unison. It was intimate and 
wonderful all at once. I found 
it hard to sing because I was 
crying. I will not forget the 
words we sang: “Lest I forget 
Gethsemane, lest I forget thine 
agony.”

On the last day, I realized 
that I had made friends with 
church people I didn’t know 
before. Eating meals as a 
group brought us together. 
I had been changed by eight 
days of learning and 
reflection.

I recalled an incident at Banias, 
Caesarea Philippi in the Golan 
Heights. I was waiting in line 
for the washroom. In front of 
me were two young adults 
engaged in an animated 
conversation. Neither knew 
the other, one hailed from 
Ukraine and the other, 
Connecticut. But immediately 
they were friends and fellow 
pilgrims, recounting faithful 
stories and telling each other 

about the places they had 
seen.

A local tour guide named 
Daniel spoke about 
Gethsemane. Stopping by 
a reconstructed oil mill, he 
explained that Gethsemane 
was Hebrew for ‘oil press’, 
where olives were crushed by 
a millstone for oil. Quoting 
Isaiah 53:5 ‘But he was 
pierced for our transgressions; 
he was crushed for our 
iniquities; upon him was the 
chastisement that brought us 
peace, and with his wounds 
we are healed,’ Daniel told 
us when Jesus set out for 
Gethsemane he went to the 
place where his suffering and 
agony would begin, where he 

would be crushed for the sins 
of the world.

Daniel challenged us to leave 
Israel changed.

Leaving Israel was a bitter-
sweet affair. I was humbled 
and encouraged by the stories 
that fellow True Wayans 
offered me. They spoke of 
their faith, struggles and 
salvation. When some in the 
team fell ill, the others rallied 
around to care for them.  

My trip to Israel has helped me 
understand Biblical geography 
and history better. But more 
than this, I have become a 
disciple. n
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A Cuppa with Rev Lee Kien Seng

continues on page 11

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

TOGETHER: In leadership 
literature, both secular 

and religious, one often 
finds a repeating mantra: 
“Get the right people in the 
right positions, and watch 
them flourish!” To what 
degree have you found this 
idea to be true, or helpful?
 
Lee Kien Seng: If getting 
the right people in the right 
positions means getting them 
to do what they’re good at 
and what they’re passionate 
about, putting them where 
they could use and develop 
their gifts and talents, I would 
say this is a true statement. 

In your church and other 
spheres of influence, has it 
been easy to find the right 
people? 

In our church, some people 
know their gifts and are very 
willing to use their gifts to 
serve the Lord. Some people 

don’t know their gifts but 
discover them along the way 
when we’re able to nudge 
them into ministry. Some 
others are aware of their gifts 
but are too busy to become 
engaged. Still others are so 
comfortable serving in an 
area that they’re not willing 
to try new things. They forfeit 
the opportunity to discover 
other gifts they might possess. 
Finding the right people isn’t 
as difficult as persuading 
them to take up positions 
because people generally lead 
busy lives.

When you go to 
congregants whom you 
know have busy lives, 
do you worry you may 
be putting a ‘burden’ on 
them? Do people say ‘no’ 
too readily, or not often 
enough?

Who doesn’t have a busy 
life? I believe when you 

are convinced about doing 
something, you would make 
time for it. If you have no 
conviction, you would come 
up with any number of reasons 
why you shouldn’t be involved. 
In the Parable of the Talents, 
the two servants were 
given five and two talents 
respectively. They both 
received the same compliment 
from their master after they 
succeeded in reaping a 100% 
return. The third servant who 
was given one talent did 
nothing, and was chastised. 
Similarly, people are gifted 
with different capabilities, 
and those who have been 
given more should contribute 
more in building up the Body 
of Christ.

But we are careful about not 
giving people so much that 
they neglect other areas of 
their lives. We must remember 
not to overload the ones who 
are more capable because 
they’re likely to be asked to 
assume more responsibilities.
In True Way, people often say 
‘yes.’ I’m thankful to God for 
their willingness to serve. But 
there are others who would 
count their cost carefully and 
say ‘no’. 

How does one persuade 
church members to 
accept specific areas of 
responsibility?

If we have identified a person 
whom we think is suitable for 
a certain position, we would 
speak with the person face-
to-face and explain why we 
think he is suitable. This was 
something that was done 
faithfully in the recent election 
of deacons and elders. Our 
current leaders invested time 
and effort to speak with the 
candidates. Encouraging and 
affirming the person, and 
taking steps to be available to 
answer questions and pray – 
this helps the decision process.  

Do our new leaders 
flourish? How effective can 
they become? 

Whether people flourish or 
not depends on many factors 
- their whole motivation 
to serve, commitment, 
enthusiasm and teachability, 
and also whether they’re 
able to accept that they need 
to work with other people. 
Ministry is never a one-man 
show. What the person’s 
theology of service is, and 
the state of his or her walk 
with the Lord---these have 
an impact on whether or not 
people flourish, and become 
effective.

People find out very 
quickly that ministry can 
be hard.

Yes, but the ones who have 
been convicted by the Lord to 
serve will go far even when 
difficulties arise. Those who 
serve merely out of obligation, 
especially to please man, will 
have a harder time hanging 
on.

In secular and religious 
organizations, and often 
in church as well, we 
realise that the quality of 
programs often depended 
on who was in charge. 
What do we do if, along 
the way, we discover that 
the person we picked was 
not the ‘right’ person, after 
all? Have you or the church 
leadership, ever been in 
such a position? 

While it’s true that the 
eventual quality of programs is 
often dependent on who was 
in charge, in the Presbyterian 
Church, there is always a body 
of leaders so the responsibility 
does not fall solely on the 
shoulders of one man. This 

Rev Lee Kien Seng shares a cuppa with TOGETHER. Photo by Jimson Tham.


