
��������	�




Stewardship Sun
Discipleship 

Seminar
        Appreciation Sun
    Missions Sun

Missions Sun
Reformation Sun

Leaders’ Planning 
Meeting

��
�����������




Mongolia Mission Trip 3
Pastor’s Message (Original) 5
Kovach Kourier 6
From Burden to God’s 8 
Beloved 
LCS Women Luther Study  10
Tour
Church Information 12

�����������	

����������	

���
�����������������������������

��������	


���������	
��	���
����
����������	����

Lutheran Church of Our Redeemer  
30 Duke’s Road Singapore 268912 

Tel: 6466-4500  Fax: 6462-4977 
Email: redeemerchurch@lcor.org.sg

������������	
��
�
������
��������
���
�������

��

���������

Praise the Lord! In my 20 years of 
full-time service to the Lord, I have 
experienced our Heavenly 
Father’s blessings, boundless 
grace and loving-kindness. I think 
it is now a good time to re-evaluate 
and reflect on my service in the 
past.

I feel that on the journey of service 
to God, at times, there is a real 
need to stop and be still before 
God, so that the Holy Spirit might 
illuminate oneself. Otherwise, one 
might unwittingly lose one’s 
direction in ministry, and come 
before the throne of Christ on the 
Day only to suddenly discover that 
one’s work consists of wood, hay 
or straw and not gold, silver or 
costly stones. In my reflection, I 
will consider the three aspects 
below.

Who am I serving?
Over years of service, one may 
gradually go off course without 
realising it. The Lord Jesus’ words 
in Matthew 6:24 come to mind, “No 
one can serve two masters. Either 
he will hate the one and love the 
other, or he will be devoted to the 
one and despise the other. You 
cannot serve both God and 
Money.” When we mention 
Mammon, most people will 
assume it refers to money or 
financial wealth. However, the 
Lord went on to say that we should 

not worry 
about what we 
will eat, drink 
or wear, but we 
should seek 
first His 
kingdom and 
His 
righteousness, 
and all these 
things will be 
given to us as 
well. Here, the Lord reminds me 
that when I am serving Him, I must 
think about where my heart is. What 
am I focusing on? What am I 
neglecting? Am I able to seek first 
His kingdom and His 
righteousness? Or is it the case that 
while serving God, I am at the same 
time worrying about what to eat, 
drink or wear? In wanting to provide 
these things for myself, have I 
unknowingly allowed this world’s 
Mammon to take over my heart? 
Lord, I pray that you will continue to 
take first place in my heart.

Who am I trying to please?
The Apostle Paul said in Galatians 
1:10, “Am I now trying to win the 
approval of men, or of God? Or am 
I trying to please men? If I were still 
trying to please men, I would not be 
a servant of Christ.” In our service 
to God, we could sometimes be 
enticed to serve mammon and end 
up loving the world or things in the 
world. At times, we could also be 

Many thanks to those who have 
contributed articles and/or 
photographs towards this issue: 

Rev. Lu Guan Hoe, Charlotte Huang, 
Kurt and Sally Kovach, Lim Chee Peng, 
Jean Wong, Rev. Nick Singh and Mok 
Swee Kin 

21 Sep
27 Sep

28 Sep
5 Oct

12 Oct
26 Oct
1 Nov

���������	

��
�����

������������������������������������� �!������"��



�����������	
��
��
�
���

������
�	
������

serving men instead of God, 
wanting to please men and 
forgetting to please God. Paul did 
not care what others said; he only 
cared about God’s pleasure. This 
too, is something that I have to be 
careful about. It is very easy to 
succumb to such temptations, 
especially after a long period of 
service.

Am I serving out of love or duty?
Because God is love, our service to 
God must have love as its 
foundation. Hence, my service 
must spring from love, and not 
duty. If our service lacks love, God 
would not be pleased no matter 
how “effective” it is. We might have 
started serving out of love for 
Jesus, but along the way, this love 

could slowly grow cold and service 
becomes a kind of duty. One 
continues to do the same things so 
that from the outside this is not 
obvious, but the internal motivation 
has changed. In Revelation 2:2-4, 
the Lord said to the church in 
Ephesus, “I know your deeds, your 
hard work and your 
perseverance….have endured 
hardships for my name, and have 
not grown weary. Yet I hold this 
against you: You have forsaken 
your first love.” In our journey of 
service, it is very easy to lose that 
first love and end up bound by 
duty. If we continue to serve out of 
duty, we might help some people, 
but God will not be pleased with us. 
So let us spur one another on with 
Jesus’ words. I myself often find 

that because of the length of my 
service, I get so used to doing 
things that it seems I can continue 
even without any fresh revelation 
and without love. This is self-
deceiving and God is certainly not 
pleased. May the Lord have mercy 
on us!

I hope that in serving God, my 
ultimate aim will be to glorify Him 
and not to seek glory for myself. 
Men’s praise and criticism do not 
count for much. If our hearts are set 
on glorifying God, we would not be 
affected by these extraneous 
things. Brothers and sisters, let us 
continue to devote ourselves to 
serving our Lord who loves us!

���������	��
�����	�
�
��������
����������
���
����
� ���
�
��

������
����

���
���� !�����"�#���
$
�	
���
���%�
&'��(�����
)�����������
������%��(
) �%���
�
������������
)����&������*+�#��,-
.%����������

)���(
����
�����&����/
�����
�

%��
�� ��� registration@kairoscoursesingapore.org

To fulfil His desire to reach all nations, God is b ringing people who have no opportunities of 
hearing the gospel to countries with a vibrant Chur ch so that they may be reached and be raised 
to reach their own people when they return home one  day. Singapore is one of these countries. 
Today, about 1 million foreigners have come to our shores and another 2 million is expected in 
20 years’ time. The Kairos Course Consultation invi tes you for a time of sharing and learning 

from the experiences and strategies of leaders who are heading effective ministries that focus on 
reaching these foreigners.

Speakers: Max Chismon, Ps Louis Chai, Brother Solom on, Mr Lisman Komaladi
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   Collection (S$)  Ministry disbursed to (S$)
  
 July  6,150   4,000 - Jordan Church
      5,816 - Myanmar
      3,000 - Nias
           
    
 August 3,170      500 - Mongolia
      4,100 - Myanmar   
      3,000 - Nias   
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“Get out of the van! Quick!”

It was past 1 am on a dark and 
wintry night. Most of us already had 
our eyelids fastened securely and 
brains in switch-off mode.

We were lulled into sleep, 
comforted by the knowledge that 
our experienced van driver would 
resolutely bring us to Khuder, a tiny 
district in Selenge province, 
northern Mongolia, with a 
population of perhaps 2,800 but 
many more grazing animals.

Up and down the rolling hills and 
grasslands we went, skirting past 
frequent hazards in the form of 
potholes of various sizes, muddy 
tracks, and fallen tree trunks.

Incredulously, our tiny mini van, 
loaded to the hilt with both people 
and goods, managed to 
manoeuvre through the 
challenging road conditions – that 
is, until we met a huge fallen tree 
trunk which lay firmly across our 
path.

As we stumbled hurriedly out of the 
van into the shivery night and 
rubbed our sleepy eyes, we were 
greeted by an enormous low-slung 
moon, which beamed happily at us 
as if it too had just awakened to 
start its night watch over travelers.

But alas, our weak eyes could not 
adjust to the light and we had to 
rely on the aid of a powerful 
flashlight in sidestepping the 
muddy ground. The Mongolian 
men put shoulders to van to 
successfully heave it out of the 

mud and big puddle onto higher dry 
ground.

God has been so kind in watching 
over all of us on our recent mission 
trip to Mongolia. Yes, there were 
tests and challenges which came 
our way, but these only heightened 
our sense of His presence and 
grace, and strengthened our faith 
and patience in Him.

Indeed, as I embarked on this 
mission trip with Rev Jimmy Khoo, 
two skilled dentists (Drs Shirley 
Yap and Danny Tan), a brilliant 
Sunday School/Science teacher 
(Wong Li Nap), two virtuosic 
musicians (Geok Seong Wah and 
Matthew Lau), and a masterly 
magician (Isaiah Loong), I had 
utter confidence and peace that we 
would achieve our objective. That 
is, to assist Pastor Puje and his 
young Bayariin Medee (Good 

News) Church located in the 
Mongolian capital Ulaanbataar 
(UB) and the outer town of Darhan, 
in further extending God’s frontier 
from UB to more remote places 
such as Uvurkhangai (near the 
Gobi Desert) and Khuder 
(bordering Russia).

Upon reaching UB, our group of 
eight split into two teams, one 
headed for Uvurkhangai and the 
other for Khuder.

Rev Jimmy, Danny and Isaiah 
operated a dental clinic at Sant 
county in Uvurkhangai, extending 
the dental and medical work done 
last year by Danny and our Dr Colin 
Yeo in the nearby Zuril county. 
Apart from the dental ministry and 
a limited children’s ministry (owing 
to the recent outbreak of hand, foot 
and mouth disease there), for three 
nights, we taught God’s Word to a 
house/church group of about 15 
adults, youths and children.

Seong Wah, Shirley, Li Nap, 
Matthew and I ran a dental clinic 
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Home visit by Dr Shirley Yap



and children’s camp-cum-English 
lessons at Khuder, where there is 
a small congregation of about 15. 
Seong Wah also held three nightly 
youth sessions with a spiritually 
hungry and needy group of five to 
seven youths.

I found the trip very encouraging, 
especially when I saw how God, in 
His special ways, was using Ps 
Puje as a national church leader, 
and Rev Jimmy as the zealous 
Singapore coordinator and 
supporter, to play strategic roles in 
the development of the Bayariin 
Meede church.

As in all missions, failure is not an 
option. This was evident right from 
the start, on the night we landed at 
Chinggis Khaan International 
Airport, when Customs officials 
decided they rather liked our 
adorable faces and thus zeroed in 
to quiz us and search our luggage 
extensively.

As they inspected our bags, their 
eyes landed on the many 
unopened bottles of health 
supplements and dental 
equipment, prompting them to ask 
many more questions.

Our brains went into overdrive as 
we frantically tried to figure out how 
to get out of the situation. No dental 
equipment meant no dental 
ministry and, to a lesser extent, no 
health supplements meant no 
medical and social ministry.

As adrenaline and fear infused our 
bodies, there appeared in front of 
us Ps Puje and his loyal team of 
Christian brothers. After a few 
hours of seemingly ineffective 
discussions and clarifications, Ps 
Puje suggested that the team head 
for the hotel to rest while he 

remained to implore 
Customs to release the 
items.

In the early hours of the 
morning, just as Rev 
Jimmy, Seong Wah 
and Isaiah bowed their 
heads to pray for God’s 
grace and mercy for 
the release of the 
items, they received a 
phone call from Ps 
Puje informing them 
that the items had been 
released and were being sent to 
the hotel. In the morning, when the 
rest of the team heard the good 
news, we all knew that what Rev 
Jimmy had repeatedly told us – 
that “God will go before us” – was 
so true.  God did go before us by 
sending Ps Puje on the same plane 
as the team, so that he could more 
credibly communicate in the native 
tongue the nature of our mission to 
– and perhaps also touch the lives 
of – the Customs officers.

Similarly, God went before us 
when we worried about sleeping 
conditions, food, weather, and 

other such trivialities. Yes, during 
our ten days there, we  
experienced what seemed like all 
four seasons (from unexpected 
snow flurries and rain to intense 
sunshine) and challenging traveling 
conditions, especially at night when 
our eyes could not see too well in 
the dark (from bumpy dirt tracks to 
dung-filled grasslands). But God 
did provide. I was not frazzled as I 
knew things were under His control 
and that, no matter what, God 
would lead the way for us.

(Continued on page 7)
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Charlotte in children ministry

Fellowship in a 
Mongolian tent
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(Continued from page 4)

Amid the wide temperature 
fluctuations, God provided very 
comfortable accommodation at a 
well-insulated, temporarily unused 
kindergarten. This was truly a 
blessing as the place was 
spacious, had running water and 
bathing facility (icy water only), and 
was just a glorious three-minute 
walk to the local hospital. We had 
healthy and delicious food – the 
likes of sushi, freshly made 
spaghetti, and dumplings – 
prepared by a gentle woman 
named Oyunaa. And when it came 
to rest time, our Mongolian 
brothers and sisters had carefully 
thought out all the necessary 
creature comforts for us! We slept 
in brand new sleeping bags and 
the ladies also had the pleasure of 
comfortable mattresses. Oh wow!

As our team prepared to leave 
Khuder, Uranbaigaz, one of our 
brightest English students, clung to 
us and wept forlornly when we 
hugged each other good bye.  
When we drove down the hill 
towards the kindergarten, we saw 
her and the other girls running after 
us. We again said our goodbyes 
and more tears were shed when 
we departed.

It crossed my mind that people 
everywhere are actually the same. 
We are all humans created in 
God’s image. We all have similar 
emotions and desires, as well as 
physiological and psychological 
needs. We were created to have 
“deficiency needs” which must be 
met, among which is the need to 
feel accepted, to belong, to love 
and to be loved by others, be it 
within a large social group or in 
one-to-one connections.

It is clear to me that although our 
visit lasted for a mere ten days, it 
meant a lot to this small 
community, because it is isolated in 
the oh-so-small faraway place 
called Khuder.

We had brought them so much joy 
and love. I am reminded that what 
matters most in life, even as we 
accumulate knowledge and 
experience, is that we are driven by 
unconquerable faith and guided by 
faith, hope, and love, the greatest 
of which is love (1 Corinthians 
13:13). This is one of the most 
important life principles because 
God is love. As Ms Zoloo (the 
highly capable lay leader of Ps 
Puje’s Darhan church) said 
succinctly, “Thank you for coming 
to Mongolia to show God’s love”.
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In my last few encounters with Mr 
Koh in the lift, he asked me 
questions like, “Are you new to this 
neighbourhood?” and “How long 
have you stayed here?” Mr Koh is 
in his eighties and he lives in a flat 
one floor below mine. When I first 
moved in, he helped fix the lock on 
my gate as he is quite a handyman. 
I was puzzled as to why he had 
asked me the same questions a 
few times, until his daughter 
informed me with a helpless look 
on her face that he was suffering 
from dementia. From then on, the 
regular exchanges we had with Mr 
Koh while sharing the lift became 
more meaningful to my wife and 
me, as we realised that they were 
a helpful part of Mr Koh’s routine.

There are many elderly persons in 
my neighbourhood. I see them in 
coffee shops all day, reading Sin 
Min Wan Bao (the Chinese 
evening tabloid), sipping black 
coffee, and occasionally chatting 
with one another. The press 
constantly reminds us of the 
increasing burden of our aging 
population, especially if the birth 
rate does not improve. The top-
heavy population pyramid comes 
to mind. I used to think of the 
elderly as a statistic, a population 
group, a social issue, a backdrop in 
coffee shops. I had unconsciously 
regarded the elderly as an 
economic burden to society, and 
sometimes an eyesore especially 
when they gurgle and spit in public 
places. As said in Ecclesiastes 
1:11, “There is no remembrance of 
men of old, and even those who 
are yet to come will not be 
remembered by those who follow.”

My perception changed when my 
father passed away last year.

He was 65 years old when he died 
of stomach cancer. The six months 
between his cancer diagnosis and 
his death drew my family closer 
and gave me a first-hand 
understanding of end-of-life issues 
as I saw the ups and downs of my 
dad’s condition. On the morning of 
20 August 2007, I clasped his hand 
as he breathed his last.

After that, I started to notice older 
people in the community and to 
appreciate what Proverbs 20:29 
says, “The glory of young men is 
their strength, gray hair the 
splendour of the old”. 

When I visited the Seniors Activity 
Centre of Care Corner (Toa Payoh) 
with my cell group to celebrate 
Parents’ Day in July, I had a 
chance to speak to some of the 
elderly there.

Dorothy is in her eighties and has 
lost her husband recently. Her 
mobility is hampered due to stroke, 
but she is still able to walk without 
support. She is of Peranakan 
descent, which explains her 
excellent English but poor 
Mandarin. As I conversed with 
Dorothy, it struck me that most of 
the development in Singapore is 
catered to the young and 
economically independent, not the 
elderly. Dorothy chooses to cook 
her meals as it is cheaper than 
eating out, and she avoids 
shopping centres because there is 
no joy in looking at things one 
cannot afford and does not need. 
The escalators at MRT stations are 

probably too fast for her. Most of 
the people she encounters may not 
have the patience to listen to her 
slow speech. As our conversation 
went on, I began to see that 
Dorothy values her friends at the 
elderly centre and appreciates the 
free lunches served on weekdays. 
She delights in a simple lifestyle, 
enjoying short walks in her 
neighbourhood and occasionally 
catching up on her favourite TV 
serials. She related to me with 
gladness that the priest visited her 
every Monday to administer the 
sacraments.

I also chatted with Mr Lim, who was 
smartly dressed in black pants and 
a white shirt with the sleeves rolled 
up to his elbows. He worked in a 
family-run charcoal business when 
he was younger. He studied in 
Chung Cheng High school and is 
quite proficient in Mandarin. He 
asked me about my work, and 
shared openly with me how he 
allocated the small allowance from 
the Ministry of Community 
Development, Youth and Sports 
among his food, transportation and 
leisure needs. This is in contrast 
with my peers who do not discuss 
money issues so openly. During 
the mini concert put up by Joyce 
Chua’s cell group, the elderly joked 
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and made candid comments on 
stage about their age and 
limitations. I feel that they have such 
a refreshing spirit of acceptance and 
contentment.

This year, I also had the opportunity 
to pay two visits to Christalite 
Methodist Home where Jasvindar 
(Rev Nick Singh’s wife) has worked 
for many years as a staff nurse. The 
home houses about 180 destitute 
persons, mostly elderly. As I was 
busy with the food preparations, I 
did not get to interact much with the 
residents there. Philip, the Director 
of Christalite, explained to us why 
the residents ended up at the home. 
Some of the elderly men had run 
away with mistresses and forsook 
their families, but the mistresses did 
not remain after milking the men of 
their CPF withdrawals, resulting in 
the latter becoming destitute. 
Others were unmarried or widowed 
without children, and either did not 
save enough for retirement when 
they were young, or had lost money 
in business or bad investment 
decisions. I wondered what it must 
be like to have toiled for 60 to 70 
years only to end up a destitute. I 
guess Jasvindar chose to work at 
the home to obey Jesus’ teachings 
in Matthew 25:40, "The King will 
reply, `I tell you the truth, whatever 
you did for one of the least of these 
brothers of mine, you did for me.'”

I recall Pastor Eric Chan telling me 
that on weekday mornings, he hung 
out at the Farrer Road hawker 
centre where some elderly gathered 
for breakfast, because that was his 
mission field. Through creative 
programmes targeted at the elderly, 
such as karaoke sessions, durian 
parties and cooking classes, as well 
as the faithful service of many 
members, the Lord has blessed 
LCOR with a lively elderly 

community of faith in the past few 
years.

The many facets of the elderly and 
the rich life stories of those I met 
have changed the way I view 
elderly in society. We normally 
associate elderly ministry with 
concerts followed by meals. But I 
think the elderly would prefer to 
have someone listen and talk to 
them. One day, I was at a coffee 
shop and I sat down at the same 
table as an elderly man waiting for 

his fishball noodles. I caught his 
glance in my direction, and he 
started to lament in Teochew about 
how expensive things have 
become. Since my carrot cake 
order was not yet ready, I nodded 
in agreement and exchanged a few 
sentences with him in my 
rudimentary Teochew. Through 
that encounter, I learnt to see the 
man across the table not as a 
burden to society, but as God’s 
beloved. 



Traveling educates, it is said. 
Traveling only educates when we 
do it with an open mind. We were a 
20 women strong contingent that 
took off from Singapore through 
Amsterdam to Nuremburg – ready 
to learn, to fellowship with one 
another and to shop until 
whosoever may drop.

Rev Thomas Paulsteiner met us on 
arrival. He took us on a tour of 
Neuendettelsau (see me for 
pronunciation) where the church is 
traditionally the centre of the 
village. Initially, he could barely get 
a word in sideways until we learnt 
the quite respectful ways of 
Bavarians.

Our hosts were Rev Ulrike Hansen 
and Rev Paulsteiner, and it would 
be hard to match their efficiency 
and hospitality. Director Weigand 
delivered the welcome speech at 
Mission EineWelt (MEW, Mission 
One World). The next day, we had 
our first of daily experiences with 
headsets at Morning Devotions. 

We followed the German liturgy 
with our eyes. I enjoyed Dr 
Dorothea Vorlaender’s introduction 
to Reformation History because 
the complete lecture notes in 
English was distributed 
beforehand. Later, the Loehe Era 
Museum came alive with Rev 
Becker’s skilful storytelling. We 
came to appreciate Loehe’s 
contribution to missions and to the 
needs of single women in the 
1800s by training them and 
providing them with respectable 
jobs among the farming 
community.  

On 11 June, we were educated on 
Diaconic Institutions which carry 
out social work with spiritual 
emphasis. Deaconess, Sister Ruth 
touched us by her commitment to 
the Diaconic work. Ruth said, “Go 
to the altar – prayer; come from the 
altar – serve”. Her sparkling eyes 
and impish grin made me feel that, 
in another setting, she would have 
been a great actress. In the 
evening, we were not able to have 

dinner with Dr 
Farnbacher as 
he was involved 
in a terrible car 
accident. It was 
miraculous that 
he recovered 
well enough to 
speak at the 
Farewell Dinner 
one week later.

A day trip by train 
from 
Neuendettelsau 

to Nuremburg was planned on 12 
June. We kept our eyes glued onto 
one or the other of our two leaders. 
If anyone got lost, she would 
REALLY be lost!  One highlight was 
“Bruke” Centre for Christian-
Muslim Dialogue. This was a 
unique centre (started by 
Christians) which builds bridges 
between the two groups through 
lighthearted activities and serious 

discussions. Many immigrants 
come from Turkey and the Middle 
East. Over the years, the mutual 
respect built up through shared 
experience has helped diffuse 
potentially explosive situations. 
They were surprised to learn that, 
in Singapore, it is the government 
that actively educates the citizens 
to include the otherness of different 
races and religions.

Next day was another day trip to 
Stein where we were briefed by the 
Department for Women’s Work of 
the Evangelical Lutheran Church of 
Bavaria (ELCB). The ladies there 
were busy preparing for the next 
World Day of Prayer (WDP) and 
informed us that WDP would be 
within hopping distance in 2012 
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Jean with Sister Ruth of the 
Ecumenical Spiritual Centre

LCOR ladies with Rev Ulrike Hansen
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when it would be held in Malaysia. 
I enjoyed the next stop, Bibel-
Erlebnis-Haus, where we were 
treated to a Walk through the Bible 
tour. The guide made us sit in a 
tent simulating Abrahamic times. 
Then it was fast forward to Jesus’ 
Days in another room, and finally 
she led us to a room with books 
spread out on the floor and talked 
about the vast number of German 
translations of the Bible to date. In 
the evening, in the packed St 
Lorenz church, we listened to the 
Windsbach Boys’ Choir – seats 
available only by reservation. We 
hitched a ride back to MEW on one 
of their buses. The young boys 
were interested in practicing 
English with us. One of them 
plucked up enough courage to ask 
me if it is true that Singaporeans’ 
staple diet includes fried crickets 
and cockroaches.

On 15 June, we became the 
church-on-the-move literally: the 
service was held on the bus as we 
headed for Eisenach. A special 
detour, not on the original itinerary, 
to Statgotte Guest House made a 
lasting impression on us. Fritz 
Schroedh, who started building the 
community around the Guest 
House 20 years ago, laid out a 
beautiful brunch and shared the 
five golden rules for those who 
wished to join the community:

(i) believers must know they 
are called of God to the 
community;

(ii) they are not to speak evil of 
others;

(iii) each one speaks openly 
where there are differences 
of ideas;

(iv) all service is worship and 
service is not ranked 
spiritually; and

(v) the many mirrors in the 
buildings are reminders for 

residents to laugh at 
themselves and not to take 
themselves too seriously.

Soon after, we panted up the steep 
slope to Wartburg Castle and were 
zipped through an hour-long tour 
by an efficient guide. Here, we 
recalled that Luther translated the 
entire New Testament in ten 
weeks. Here, I learnt about 
Elizabeth of Hungary, who was 
betrothed at four years old, married 
at 14 to the Crown Prince of 
Germany, then bore him three 
children, used her power and 
wealth to help the poor, and was 
expelled from the castle after her 
husband died marching with the 
Crusaders toward the Holy Land. 
She herself died at 24 years of age. 
What a short but powerful life.  

We had the rare privilege of staying 
two nights at the Augustinian 
Monastery at Erfurt, the home of 
Bach and St Francis of Assisi. 
Sister Maritna introduced us to 
monastic life and explained that the 
East Germans who had been 
behind the Berlin Wall for so many 
years regarded Bible stories as 
fairy tales. It took her and others 12 
years before their ministry bore 
spiritual fruit.

On 17 June, we 
arrived at 
Wittenburg, not far 
from Berlin. We had 
an excellent guided 
tour of the Castle 
Church, Town 
Church, Luther 
House and 
Melanchthon 
House. In the 
evening, we sat in a 
circle in the cool of 
the garden (the 
unusually cool 

temperature during summer is 
called “sheep cold”) and reflected 
on all that we had learnt. It was a 
special time of evaluation.

The next day, we left for Eisleben, 
the place of Martin Luther’s birth 
and burial.  We visited Mödlareuth, 
part of the former border between 
East and West Germany. As we left 
Mödlareuth for MEW, the “Luther” 
movie was screened on the bus. 
Rev Paulsteiner expected us to 
doze off, but it was impossible to 
nod off – I found it more meaningful 
this time than my two previous 
viewings: the passion, the timing, 
and the various personalities which 
enable a revelation become a 
movement that brings positive 
change.

For the Farewell Dinner, we had 
practiced a Chinese song which we 
sang with gusto.

My fondest memories are of the 
kindness of the Germans, including 
strangers and shopkeepers, the 
hospitality of our hosts at MEW, 
and the friendships I made with 
sisters from the other Lutheran 
Churches. I left enriched and 
encouraged by a glimpse of God’s 
amazing work through history.

At the Augustinian Monastery, Erfurt
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Church Council Members

Chairman: Mr. Soon Hock Bee
V-Chairman: Mr. Oliver Chew
Secretary: Ms. Joan Lee
Treasurer: Mr. Yap Wai Meng
Members: Rev. Nick Singh
  Rev. Jimmy Khoo
  Rev. Lu Guan Hoe 
  Ps. Eric Chan
  Ps. Richard Chiu
  Mdm. Lee Jean Chew
  Mdm. Martha Lu
  Mdm. Agnes Loo 
  Mr. Goh Wooi Boon
  Mr. Edwin Savariraj
  Mr. Chong Chee Ming
  Mr. Derrick Tay
  Mr. Wong Song Ern

Worship Services

Sunday

9:00 am Liturgical English Service

10:30 am  Mandarin Service

11:00 am  Contemporary English Service

Saturday

2:30 pm  Hokkien/Cantonese Service

 (3rd Saturday of the month)

6:30 pm Tamil Service

Baptism classes conducted on an ad-hoc 

basis. Check with pastors for details.
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