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Besides You (Song Lyrics)

Whom have I in heaven besides you?
What do I pine for on earth besides you?

Who can wipe my tears away besides you?
Who can bring me comfort besides you?

Although my flesh and heart, 
may gradually fade and fail.

But the Lord is the strength of my heart,
and my portion forevermore.

除你以外 (歌曲)

除你以外，在天上我还能有谁？
除你以外，在地上我别无眷恋。
除你以外，有谁能擦干我眼泪？
除你以外，有谁能带给我安慰？

虽然我的肉体和我的心肠
渐渐的衰退，

但是神是我心里的力量，
是我的福分，直到永远。
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INTRODUCTION

This book offers a glimpse into the life journey of Mr. 
Wong Hui Chew. 

On the surface, he is but an ordinary man facing difficult life 
circumstances—wheelchair-bound, stateless, unemployed, 
previously homeless, and living with various medical health 
conditions in Singapore. This book seeks to reveal how his 
faith in the Lord Jesus Christ richly transformed his inner 
world, and gave him hope.

This book also shows a group of Christians who have come 
together to love and walk alongside Hui Chew and our fellow 
family members in Christ. We have named this group ‘Happy 
Life Group’ (Happy LG), and share a common belief that the 
church is truly established through a community of sincere 
and authentic relationships led by the Lord, outside of the 
church building walls.

It is our hope that this book will encourage Christians to 
strengthen our hands and feet, to get up and go to love our 
communities, especially those who are vulnerable and 
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marginalised (James 1:27). Let us join Him in the journey, and 
the transformative work that He is about to do in each of   
our lives.

We have taken cultural and translation nuances into account 
during the editing process, as Mr. Wong Hui Chew conducted 
the interviews in Mandarin Chinese. 

The accounts in this book are personal opinions, therefore any 
factual errors or omissions are unintended. Attempts have been 
made wherever possible to confirm the facts recounted in Hui 
Chew’s memories.

This book is dedicated to everyone who has journeyed through 
challenging seasons in life, and emerged on the other  
side victorious. 

7



PREFACE

My first encounter with him was in 2014.  

He was sitting in his parked yellow electric wheelchair by the 
roadside in Holland Village, smiling his signature toothy grin at 
passersby, and offering packets of tissue paper for sale. 

Something tugged at my heart, and a still small voice inside me 
whispered, “Go and talk to him”. 

That was my first encounter with Hui Chew. We had a brief but 
friendly chat, and bonded quickly over our shared faith. His 
friendly demeanour immediately put me at ease. We promised to 
be in touch after I returned from my mission trip overseas. 

It still amazes me how much that moment in time changed our 
lives, and set it on a different trajectory. 

8



Fast forward to January 2015. I returned to Singapore and 
received a call from Hui Chew, requesting me to write a book 
about his life. What struck me most was why he wanted a book 
written about his life. 

When I asked him, Hui Chew looked away into the crowd and 
paused for a long time. What he said convinced me I had to do 
this for him. 

“Ting Ting, do you see these people walking around? All of 
them have a story, and people would remember them somehow. 
Although people pass by me day in and day out, I believe no one 
would remember me. My memories are fading, so I hope my 
story will be remembered somehow, while I still have  
my memories.” 
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FAITH  
(1975–1994) 



At the Beginning
(1975:  ZERO YEAR OLD)

 

A few days after agreeing to write the book, I went to where 
Hui Chew lives. He stays with a friend and her family, in a one-
room rental flat in Holland Village. That was his mother’s friend, 
who took Hui Chew in after his mother passed away. 

After settling down, I began to gather the information needed for  
the book. 

Q: Let’s start with your birth. Can you share more with 
me about it? 

A: I was born on 25 November 1975 in Kandang Kerbau 
Hospital (KKH) as the youngest child in the family. I have an 
older brother, an older sister, and a wonderful mother. However, 
I did not have many happy memories of  my father. 

Q: Tell me about your parents. 
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A: I was told my father came alone from China to Singapore at 
16 years old. He subsequently obtained his Singapore citizenship.  
My mother was born in Singapore. She did not have an Identity 
Card (IC) with her for most of  her life. 

When she was seven years old, my mother's parents passed away, 
and her uncle adopted her. Her uncle had tasked her with heavy 
chores since she was young; it was almost child labour. As she got 
older, she refused to do some of  the chores. 

Not knowing how to deal with her, her uncle decided to place her 
at Woodbridge Hospital, now known as the Institute of  Mental 
Health (IMH). At 19 years old, she escaped from the hospital 
without claiming her IC, and remained without any form of  
identification document until she passed away. 

Q: Your citizenship status is quite special as well. Can 
you tell me more? 

A: I am stateless. When I became older, I was able to obtain a 
blue Permanent Resident (PR) Identification Card that lists my 
nationality as ‘Unknown’. Although I have a PR status, I am still 
a stateless person. I have no passport and have never travelled 
out of  the country. Despite being born and raised here all my life, 
I have no place to call home. 

My IC lists my nationality as ‘Unknown’ because of  my mother’s 
lack of  identification. My father also lied to the Immigration 
and Checkpoints Authority (ICA) that my mother ran away to 
Malaysia and did not return. In the early days of  Singapore, 
people did not have much education. As standards of  record-
keeping were not as stringent as now, they took my father’s word 
for it.
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Nationality listed as Unknown on Hui Chew’s identification
Courtesy of: Wong Hui Chew

My citizenship status as a stateless person placed me in a highly 
disadvantageous position. I will share in the following chapters 
how it impaired my life.

Q: What was the rest of  your family like?

A: We lived in a simple, low-lying structure made of  zinc and 
wood (known colloquially in those days as “Sa Lu Chu”) in a 
house registered at Bukit Timah. My parents would often get 
into verbal and physical fights. As a result, my mother brought 
me with her to live on the streets, and that was where I was for 
most of  my life.

From as far back as I can remember, our family did not get along. 
My sister had been working since she was 10 years old, doing 
chores for another family. She lived in the shophouse at which 
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she worked. She could only return once a month on her day off, 
and did not spend much time with our family. 

My brother lived with my father in the house, and also had 
been working since he was young, serving drinks at a coffeeshop. 
Since my childhood, I did not get along well with him as he was 
sometimes physically aggressive to me with his hands or objects. 

My childhood was quite filled with abuse from the family, with 
the exception of  my mother and sister, who were not around 
most of  the time. Looking back, I sometimes wonder what 
caused them to dislike me so much.

Q: What are some significant memories you have of  
your childhood?

We lived mainly on my mother’s income as my father was not 
consistently employed. During that period, my father would 
sometimes physically hit my mother if  she came home without 
much money. Growing up, I did not feel secure, and had little 
opportunity to form a positive image of  male figures. These 
memories caused me to fear and have a negative impression of  
men, even till this day.

A neighbour once showed me a photograph of  one of  my 
childhood events that stood out to me. Apparently, when I 
was a few months old, my mother sent my father to buy me 
milk powder. My father gambled away the money instead, and 
brought me to nurse from a black female dog that just had a litter 
of  puppies. I still do not understand to this day how my father 
could have made me drink milk from a dog.

I forgave my father though. I believe he did not know what he 
was doing and how it had impacted our family.
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Time for your Feed
Illustrated by: Lee Wan Xiang 

Conflictual familial relationships, physical abuse, and unstable 
living conditions— I can only imagine how Hui Chew would 
have felt, growing up with these experiences at home.

Forgive one another, just as the Lord has forgiven us. Forgiveness 
is a command in the Bible that I believe many struggle with. 
How does one forgive someone who has hurt, and perhaps is 
still hurting, one? Regardless of  whether the other person has 
changed, isn't it simpler to put up the walls of  one’s heart and 
protect oneself ? 

After all, we didn’t deserve the pain.
15



Yet, from Hui Chew’s sharing, I sensed a quiet acceptance that 
carried no sting of  vengeance. It reminded me that the heart of  
the gospel is Jesus crucified for the undeserving because of  a love 
that seeks to serve, instead of  seeking what we think we deserve.
This was also the first time I came to know of  the existence of  
stateless residents in Singapore. According to the United Nations 
High Commissioner for Refugees (UNHCR), "individuals under 
UNHCR’s statelessness mandate are defined under international 
law as those not considered as nationals by any State under the 
operation of  its law. In other words, they do not possess the 
nationality of  any State."

A ‘Global Trends Forced Displacement Report’ in 2019 
estimated 1,303 stateless people residing in Singapore. This is 
a significant complication that affects not only the livelihood of  
the individual but also affects an individual’s identity and sense 
of  belonging. Stateless people are a group of  people who fall 
through the cracks, living on the margins. 

I was beginning to see why Hui Chew wanted to be remembered.

References: 

UNHCR (2018) - https://www.unhcr.org/5d08d7ee7.pdf  

Institute on Statelessness and Inclusion (2019) - https://files.
institutesi.org/ISI_statistics_analysis_2019.pdf  
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On the Right Track
(1976:  ONE YEAR OLD) 

The interviews with Hui Chew continued over years. As he 
poured his heart out, it was almost cathartic for him to be heard 
and known. One thing stood out clearly: life had dealt him a bad 
hand. No one knows the hardships this group of  stateless people 
endure. Many of  us go through our lives pursuing our dreams, 
suffering hardships that would have seemed trifle by comparison.
Looking around Singapore today, we have been promised since 
childhood that hard work brings success and excellence. This 
conditioning is difficult to reconcile with a reality in which a 
group of  people continue to struggle to meet basic daily needs 
despite hard work.

Wondering out loud, I asked Hui Chew one day, "Life sounds 
like it has been on the rough side for you. How did you cope 
when you were young?" 

Hui Chew replied, "For me, my faith is one of  the main sources 
of  meaning in my life. Actually, I didn't start out as a Christian. 
Allow me to share with you how God has reached out to me."
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Up till when I was four years old, my mother and I used to pick 
condensed milk cans from a hawker centre near the old train
station depot at Tanjong Pagar. As that train line was running 
between Singapore and Malaysia, the hawker centre was always 
bustling with food and activity. We would sell the milk cans to 
recyclers for five cents a pop. Some kind souls who noticed Mom 
and me selling things would spare us a few dollar notes. That was 
how we survived in those days. We would wash the tin milk cans 
at a narrow toilet nearby. To this day, I can vividly remember the 
stench of  urine, and the sting of  metal cuts on bloodied hands.

Looking back, I remember several divine encounters that I 
believe were God's way of  reaching out to my mother and me.
One such encounter was with a kind lady who used to sell knick-
knacks at the train station. Having noticed our condition, she 
pointed out access to the toilets near the train station to take 
a shower. That must have irked some security guards because 
she was later called into an office and was never seen again. I 
also recall frequent encounters with young people who would 
evangelise to us, telling us God loved us a lot. My mother would 
tell them we were Buddhists, and rejected the idea that God 
loved us.

I also had encounters that I believe to be God’s protection. After 
collecting the cans, we would often be tired and would rest at 
the train station car park. Because it would get blisteringly hot 
in the day, we took shelter under the parked giant lorries and lay 
on cardboard pieces. We would have to run out from under just 
before the lorries drove off. There was once when a lorry ran 
over Mom’s thumb, and broke it.
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Over the multiple times we slept under the lorries, I had never 
been injured. Even though we were not Christians at that time, I 
believe God was protecting us even then.

One particularly significant memory for me was of  a rainy 
morning when a lorry driver told us, “God told me there was 
someone under the lorry. You really should not sleep under 
the lorries; it is very dangerous." My mother had rejected his 
kindness and retorted, “Don’t talk to us about Jesus. We  
are Buddhists.” 

From what I can remember, the lorry driver gave us a fifty-dollar 
bill ($50), a big amount back then, especially to us. (It was 1,000 

2019: Now-defunct Tanjong Pagar Railway Train Station Depot
Photographed by: Eileen Chew Hui Na
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milk cans!) In hindsight, I see God had been reaching out His 
hand to provide all we needed. Those were some of  the earliest 
memories I have of  God working in my life.

I stopped typing and looked up at him. “I see that having faith is 
important to you. Would you say God protected you during  
that instance?" 

With a smile, he replied without hesitation, "He has always  
done that." 

The little acts of  kindness that Christians showed to Hui Chew 
and his mother not only helped them to tide over the rough 
times, they also made Hui Chew and his mother realise on 
hindsight the reality of  God's presence in their lives—a constant 
support that sends help in their times of  need. 
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Whole Heart
(1979: FOUR YEARS OLD)

Although Hui Chew had a rough childhood, it was clear he 
was an able-bodied and healthy child who helped his mother 
earn a living. 

But what happened that resulted in a slew of  health conditions 
such as hyperlipidaemia, diabetes mellitus, hypertension, 
degenerative disc disease, clinical depression and anxiety?

When I asked him this, Hui Chew looked away and sighed 
deeply. After a pause, he looked at me and said, “It’s going to be 
a long story. Will you stay with me long enough to hear it?” 

“Yes? Alright. Let’s start from the state of  my mental health.”

Q: How did you start developing depression and 
anxiety?

A: My earliest memory of  trauma was my brother physically 
hurting me on a balmy afternoon in 1979. I was four years old.
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He took a red brick piece from the floor and hurled it at me from 
a distance. I remember feeling the impact of  it when it hit me in 
the chest. Blood oozed out from a cut to my body, staining my 
shirt dark red. This occurred at our house in Bukit Timah.
I recalled feeling lightheaded and nearly toppling into a nearby 
well. Thankfully, I found myself  sitting on top of  a broken 
banana tree which had blocked my fall into the well. My father 
brushed it off and claimed all I needed were local remedies 
instead of  hospital treatment. He was unwilling to take me. I no 
longer remember how but we eventually did go to the hospital. 
The doctors placed a bandage over my sternum, which had been 
cut by the piece of  brick.

During the time in the hospital, I was scared and wanted my 
parents to be around. However, the hospital did not allow 
my parents to stay with me. The entire experience of  being 
physically abused at home, where I was supposed to be safe, 
was confusing and traumatic for me. Although I could only 
remember vague details, the incident opened up a dark chasm 
within me. For the first time, I felt fear. 

A few years after the incident with my brother, I heard of  an 
accident where a big tree fell on and killed someone. When I 
heard of  this, I felt a rush of  fear and could not sleep well for 
days. My father then brought me to Tan Tock Seng Hospital 
(TTSH). It seemed that the doctors found that my heart was 
underdeveloped and had sustained a hole from the previous 
injury, which I understood to be the reason for the fear I feel till 
this day. Eventually in 1987, the doctors recommended injections 
once a month to promote the growth of  my heart. 
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Q: What happened next?

A: On a fateful Monday in 1990, the nurse came as usual to 
my father’s house at Bukit Timah to administer my monthly 
injection. After it was completed, she left. Two days later, I found
out she had gone missing when her family came over to check 
what time she had left our house, in an attempt to trace her 
whereabouts. When I heard the news, I had no immediate 
reaction. It was only after I saw how sad her family was during 
the search that the gravity of  the situation hit me. I began to 
form associations and thoughts about how that could have 
happened to my mother as well.

A couple of  years later, I met the nurse's daughter on the street 
and we spoke. They had yet to find her, and it was clear the 
daughter had not forgotten the incident. I began to imagine that 
my family and friends would disappear, that I would never see 
them again.

Q: How did the injections go?

A: In March 2015, I visited the National University Hospital 
(NUH). The review showed my heart was still small to this day, 
and could be the reason for the intense fear I feel today. The 
doctors decided to continue administering injections to address 
this condition. 
 
I continued to have recurring episodes of  depression and anxiety. 
For example, there was an occasion on 10 April 2015 when I 
was feeling very angry and low after a quarrel with Bee Keow, 
my mother’s friend who had taken me in after my mother passed 
away. My emotions clouded my mind and, without thinking 
clearly, I went to the Holland Village carpark late at night and 
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cut my right wrist twice with an apple peeling knife. After cutting 
myself, I took the same knife and stabbed my stomach twice. At 
that moment, a couple happened to walk past, and asked me 
what I was doing. I could not speak, only weep. The passerby 
whipped out his phone and called the police. 

When the police arrived, they told me to stay still and wait for 
the ambulance and paramedics. At that time, the knife was still 
embedded in my stomach because the man who called the police 
had told me not to touch or pull out the knife. 
 
I was having trouble breathing, and in my semi-conscious state, 
I remember hearing the police telling me to hold on so I did not 
lose consciousness. My eyelids were so heavy I could hardly keep 
them open. The ambulance brought me to the closest hospital, 
where the doctors safely removed the knife. 
 
The very next day, the police officers came to ask me some 
questions. They asked me why I did what I did because it was 
a crime in Singapore to attempt suicide. I did not answer their 
questions; the doctor was the one who answered them on  
my behalf. 

It was no coincidence that two people walked past me on that 
remote road that late night. I am very grateful to God because 
every time something happened, He always sent someone to save 
me in the nick of  time. After that incident, I made a promise to 
God and my spiritual family that I would never do something like 
that again.
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Q: How do these incidents affect you now?

A: All my life, people come and go. Sometimes, people would 
come up to me on the streets or at the hawker centre to tell me 
they had seen me before. They recognised me but I did not 
recognise them. As a result of  feeling that it was my fault for not 
remembering, I would feel a mix of  confusion, guilt,  
and helplessness. 

I am most afraid when people do nice things for me, like treating 
me to a meal, then disappearing and not contacting me after 
that. It triggers the same sense of  loss I felt when the nurse went 
missing, uncertain if  I would ever see that person again.

Events such as the COVID-19 situation brought up a strong 
sense of  helplessness. It felt like I could do nothing about the loss 
of  people who were important to me, and this triggered an acute 
loneliness within me. 

It is my great desire for these fears that have developed as a result 
of  my experiences to heal one by one. 

God. 

I believe it will only be by His Word that my heart will be made 
whole again.  

This is a man who had suffered a history of  physical violence, 
parental neglect, and multiple traumatic events. Although each 
event on its own—the falling of  a tree and transient, insecure
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attachments—seemed innocuous, it appears their associations 
with other events have brought on the development of   
complex trauma. 

Thankfully, Hui Chew appears to have drawn strength from a 
secure and unwavering belief  in Jesus. This secure attachment 
and relationship with a living God has been the source of  his 
strength in the face of  insurmountable challenges. 
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Illiteracy 
(1980:  FIVE YEARS OLD)

On days when Hui Chew and I were not working on the 
book, we would spend time talking about the daily happenings in 
our lives. 

In this day and age of  technology, Hui Chew was someone who 
preferred to call instead of  texting. Initially, I put it down to him 
being “old-school”, and did not think too much about it. 

However, one day Hui Chew called and told me, “Ting Ting, 
I missed my appointment at the hospital because I didn’t know 
how to go there.” 

“What do you mean? I thought you would have been familiar 
with getting there?” I asked incredulously.

He replied, “I cannot read or write. I don’t know how to read 
road signs or take public transportation, and would sometimes 
get off at the wrong stop.”

I found out later how much his illiteracy affected his daily life.  
He was not able to interpret the text message reminders from 
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the hospitals for his appointments and location. He had difficulty 
filling forms for financial aid, and had no idea how to do online 
banking or read the Bible. It also was an obstacle for him to  
get employed.

“What happened that caused you to be illiterate?” I asked 
Hui Chew.

He mused and replied, “This began in my childhood days, with 
my parents.”

When I was four or five years old, my parents received a letter in 
the mail to enrol me in kindergarten. My father told the school I 
was autistic and refused to enrol me. I believe he wanted to keep 
the money to feed his drinking and gambling habits, instead of  
using it for my school fees. As my mother had no identification 
card, she was not able to enrol me in school. Eventually, I did not 
obtain my kindergarten certification and was not allowed to enrol 
in primary school. 
 
When I was about eight years old, I remember a sister from 
church had come to our house and she had wanted to take me to 
school. But my father and my mother stopped her. I think they 
rejected her partly because she was a Christian. 
 
My maternal aunt then tried to enrol me in school, but the 
schools refused to accept me since I had no prior nursery and 
kindergarten education. In fact, I was physically and mentally 
well, but I could no longer go to school because of  the decision 
my father made that day. That is why I am illiterate to this day.
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By having an education and working hard, you can do things 
such as recording your memories independently. I hope that my 
story will encourage readers to appreciate their chance to study 
and gain knowledge, which is a miracle from God.

In the face of  Hui Chew’s story, it became starkly apparent to 
me that I had taken my access to education for granted. Being 
literate opens doors for communication, and not having this 
opportunity is tantamount to adding an invisible barrier of  
isolation from others.

For a young dependent who was reliant on parents to make 
significant decisions, I could not begin to fathom how difficult life 
had been for him with no access to education nor 
citizenship status. 
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Temple Time 
(1981:  SIX YEARS OLD)

At the tender age of  six, Hui Chew was highly dependent on 
his immediate family and influenced by their values. 

Although he is a devout follower of  Jesus now, he did not start 
out as a Christian. 

As Hui Chew’s wish is to share his story as a testament of  God’s 
work in his life, it was imperative for me to find out how his 
spiritual journey began.

Right around when I was six years old, while my father and 
siblings lived in the Bukit Timah house, mother and I spent most 
of  our time at Kwan Im Thong Hood Cho temple. Mother had 
two dishwashing jobs, and gave all the money she earned to my 
father. She left me at the temple as she had no time to care 
for me.
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As I grew up spending most of  my time in the temple, I wanted 
to become someone who fully practised Buddhism; so I became 
a Buddhist. 

Every morning, my parents would take me to a Buddhist temple 
to do meditation from 7 am to 8 pm. I was also a vegetarian 
from nine till 20 years old. The idea of  being a monk came to 
my mind during that period. I wanted to find peace and also 
bring peace to others. Becoming a monk seemed to be one of  the 
ways of  attaining that. 

In late July 1994, when I was 19 years old, I decided to go 
through tonsure or “ti du” (the practice of  shaving the head as a 
sign of  religious devotion). There were five people waiting to 

Next in Line
Illustrated by: Lee Wan Xiang 
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have their heads shaved, and I was fourth in line. When it was 
about to be my turn, I received a call from Alexandra Hospital 
telling me that my father had been admitted to hospital  
for pneumonia. 
 
I left for the hospital then. If  I had not received that call at the 
time, I would have become a monk. 

The uncanny timeliness of  the events in Hui Chew’s life marks 
signposts that directed him on his path today. 

Even though the journeys have often been convoluted, it was 
clear from his story that the rock-steadiness of  the Lord saw him 
through every point in the process. On mountain highs and in 
valley lows, God promises to work for the good of  those who love 
Him. Everyone’s journey may look different, but it is the same 
God who guides us, according to his perfect and sovereign will. 



Journey
(1994:  19 YEARS OLD)

In the ordinary day-to-day, Hui Chew and I spent a lot of  time 
chatting, exploring questions and sharing personal experiences 
about the Christian faith. 

After hearing of  how he spent the majority of  his initial years 
pursuing another religious belief, I was curious to know what 
brought him to such a strong faith in Christ. 

I brought this up during one of  our conversations. 

“Hui Chew, it seems Christianity is important to you. Could you 
share how you turned to God? How did God reach out to you, 
and how did you become a Christian?”

I remember the day my father passed away—Saturday, 19 
November 1994. My brother was away serving as a reservist 
(for national service) for two weeks, while my sister was living in 
Malaysia. There was no one from the family who could help. 
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I then approached the temple for help with organising the 
funeral arrangements. They said they would not be able to help 
with organising the funeral because the Lunar New Year was
approaching and it would be inauspicious. I then went around to 
family and friends imploring for money to help with the rites.  

A week later, I sought help for the last time from the temple, 
but they refused again. Close to midnight when I left the temple 
dejected, I met a pastor at a bus stop. 
 
The pastor noticed I was troubled, and approached me. I 
recounted my story, spelling out the dire straits I was in. The 
pastor asked me how much it would cost to hold the funeral, but 
I did not know. 
 
He offered help from the church with the funeral, but I declined 
the offer on the grounds that I was Buddhist. He took my 
rejection in his stride, and even advised me to find a relevant 
religious person to do the rites.

The next day, the pastor contacted me to check if  I had found 
someone to conduct the funeral. I called him back, and tried to 
borrow some money. His first reply was that I did not need to ask 
him for money. When I heard that, I assumed he was turning me 
down, and so I hung up on him. He then persisted in contacting 
me, calling me on my pager over 10 times. I gave up ignoring 
and I returned his call. His first question to me was, “When are 
you going to come and collect the money from me?” Through 
a haze of  shock and unbelief, I then understood the pastor had 
intended to give, not lend me the money to help with the funeral 
expenses, even before I had asked.



I told him that I would go immediately to collect the money, but 
even before I could board the bus to see him, he called to say 
that he was already where I was. Such was his eagerness and 
readiness to help. 
 
I started the funeral arrangements immediately upon receiving 
the money. The church roped in volunteer members after I 
collected my father’s body to set up the funeral at the void deck 
at Marsiling. 
 
The following night, the pastor brought a group of  50 people 
from his church. They came and moved the altar and other 
Buddhist-related items aside, and replaced them with a pulpit 
with a cross. They then sang worship songs and prayed, while I 
listened and observed by the side. 
 
The following day, during the funeral procession, none of  my 
friends and relatives came. 

I collected the ashes the day after, and rested for a week at home. 
 
Within three days of  collecting the ashes, on 2 December 1994, 
the same pastor invited me to church. I agreed. 

A few days later, the temple also invited me to join them. I was 
confused and ended up going to neither. After resting for three 
weeks, the pastor and his wife came to my house to share the 
gospel. After asking him why Jesus was crucified, I understood 
we were all sinners, and that He died for our sins on the cross. 
God forgave us because of  His great love for us. When I heard 
this, I also understood that the church was a place to hear God’s 
Word and truth. I then went with the pastor to the church, so 
that I could learn more about God and His love.
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 The first time I stepped into the church, I did not really feel 
anything. The pastor then called me up on stage and invited me
to repeat the sinner’s prayer after him. As I repeated the words 
after him, I felt my entire body relaxing, as though my burdens 
were being lifted off me.
 
In 1995, I felt fully certain of  my identity as a Christian after 
having fellowship with other members in the church. We went 
out for meals together, shared laughter and conversations. For 
the first time, I felt like I was part of  a family.
 
After following Christ, I felt like I had been set free. My whole 
body felt light and I was no longer burdened. I began to truly 
experience what it meant to have peace.

Making the decision to follow Jesus was the best decision I had 
made in my life. 

The pastor also encouraged me to write a book of  my life stories. 
I had been praying since I became a Christian for someone to 
help me to record my life stories. There were many times when 
I felt discouraged, as I had asked a few brothers and sisters in 
Christ. But none could for various reasons. When I prayed and 
asked God about that, He assured me, “The time is not yet”.

Even though he was relatively new to being a Christian, Hui 
Chew’s simple faith and belief  in Jesus led him to wait patiently 
for the fulfilment of  writing this book of  his life stories. His 
faithfulness in God has been seen and honoured by God, who 
has in turn demonstrated His faithfulness in Hui Chew’s life. 



What also stood out to me was that waiting patiently did not 
mean waiting passively. Hui Chew held on to God’s promises, 
and took the initiative to reach out to various people to write 
the book. It was during this process that we were able to build a 
community together.

We acknowledge that this book is from God.  
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HOPE  
(1995–2009) 



A Mother’s Love
(1998:  23 YEARS OLD)

After Hui Chew accepted Jesus into his life, he got acquainted 
with the church community.

With their unique status and circumstances, Hui Chew and his 
mother received friendship and support from the community. His 
mother eventually also accepted Jesus into her life. 

Hui Chew spoke often about his close relationship with his 
mother, and fondly remembers her presence in his life.

I asked Hui Chew, “I understand that your mother holds a very 
special place in your heart. What special memories do you have 
about her?”

It did not take long for the flash of  memories to brighten his 
countenance and launch him into his sharing.

My mother had worked two jobs since I was young. I remember 
her to be very busy—she would work in the morning, rest in the
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afternoon and work again at night. In those days, she earned 
about 400 dollars per month, and was saving up that money for 
me to go to school. During my childhood, my mother would 
bring me out to the streets to sleep to escape difficult times in  
my family.

In 1995, I accepted Jesus into my life. With my encouragement, 
my mother accepted Christ soon after in the same year. I was 
baptised on Christmas Day, 2007.
 
After my mother and I became Christians, we understood it was 
important to go through water baptism. However, my mother 
was told in 1998 by a pastor that they could not baptise her 
because she had no identification card. He was very apologetic 
about it. 

My mother was so upset that she stopped going to church shortly 
after that and turned to fortune-telling  for others instead. 
During one of  the fortune-telling sessions she held on the streets, 
a fellow Christian brother from a former church recognised her 
and encouraged her to return to church. She refused on the 
ground that it was pointless since she could not be baptised. 
The brother replied, “God is waiting for you”. I believe she 
was touched by that encounter, and subsequently began to visit 
various churches although she never again brought up the topic 
of  baptism. 

Bee Keow, my mother’s friend, took us in because we were 
homeless. Around the year 2009, while living with Bee Keow, a 
group of  Christians from St James’ Church came to share the 
gospel. They invited us to a gathering where we got to know 
other members from the church. At that time, Pastor Phoebe Lee 
Yue Mei told us it was possible for my mother to get baptised 
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even without official identification and she came regularly to 
the house to share the Bible with my mother. We eventually met 
Reverend Huang Ao-You who conducted baptism classes for the 
three of  us, and my mother finally was baptised in 2010. 

Soon after she was baptised, on 3 May 2011, my mother was 
admitted to hospital due to diabetes, and remained there until 27 
Nov 2011.
 
On that day, I received a call at 6am from Singapore General 
Hospital (SGH) informing me that my mother had passed away. I 
was very grateful to God for saving my mother and giving her the 
opportunity to be baptised before she returned home to be 
with Him.

I was also very grateful to God for the miraculous provision of  a 
beautiful, peaceful place for my mother to have Christian rites. 
The funeral parlour charged me an affordable rate and provided 
professional organisation in a comfortable air-conditioned venue. 
It gives me comfort and peace to know that my mother is home 
with the Lord, and that we will reunite again one day.
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Spinal Injury
(2004:  29 YEARS OLD)

There have been several occasions during our friendship when 
Hui Chew would turn up with unexpected surprises.

One such occasion was when he turned up with his motorised 
scooter, complete with a “blinged” up table and small lamp.

Impressed with the new setup, I asked him how he managed to 
get the scooter fixed up. It was then I found out Hui Chew had 
some technical skills in electrical projects, and he was holding 
odd jobs before he started using a wheelchair. 

On hearing this, it dawned on me that Hui Chew had spent a 
major part of  his life with full mobility. Curious, I asked how he 
lost his mobility. 

There was a time when I was exceptionally fearful of  the police. 
One day during that time, I was helping my landlord to paint the 
flat from inside the house. I had placed one hand on the frame 
of  the windows, and had leaned outwards to paint the portion 
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above, when I heard a police siren. The siren shocked me into 
releasing my hand and I lost my balance, tumbling down three
floors from the window.

Although I fell headfirst, I thankfully landed on my body. If  I 
had fallen on my head, the injury would have been much worse. 
My backbone was broken but I knew God had protected me 
through that, so my life could be preserved.
 
When my fellow church members (Shirley, Louise, Peter, Ronald 
and Sharon) came to see me, they were shocked, but encouraged 
and affirmed that God had indeed protected my life.
 
I was very touched because they came to pray for me, for my 
injury on my back as well as over the spot where I landed. I 
recovered from that accident, and there were no major health 
complications from the fall.

However, in Oct 2013, I slipped on the wet floor of  a public 
toilet at the hawker centre and fell. My lower spine hurt very 
badly from the impact of  the fall but I chose to ignore the pain. 
After enduring the pain for two to three months, the pain began 
to lessen but my legs got weaker. Within three months, I found 
myself  completely unable to walk. 

My diabetes doctor managed to get me an appointment at short 
notice with an orthopaedist. But I forgot about the appointment, 
and was then assigned to a slot six months later. I praise God that 
despite my negligence, I was still able to maintain good use of  
my arms and upper body, and was not confined for life to a bed.

Due to that fall, I lost my ability to walk. However, God sent me 
help in the form of  a Christian sister, Julia Sun Xiao Juan 
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from St. Andrew’s Cathedral. Together with the church, she 
came alongside me and provided for me financially to pay for 
my medical bills, as well as for an electric wheelchair. Praise the 
Lord, because when I was not able to walk, He sent a sister to 
help me, even to this day. 

Praise the Lord, because when I was not able to walk, He sent a 
sister to help me, even to this day. 

During one of  my episodes of  fear, on 25 June 2016, I had 
wanted to worship God at a church service. However, the fear 
so overwhelmed me, when I got to the church entrance I turned 
around and left. I took myself  to Kallang River, where I stabbed 
myself  in the stomach thrice. I blacked out following that and 
found myself  in Singapore General Hospital the next day. The 
doctor gave me a letter, summoning me to report to the police 
station on 5 July 2016. The officer at my police station did not 
charge me with a crime as he did not want me to have a criminal 
record. The officer said to me, “Wash your hands in front of  me, 
to symbolise that this would be the last time you would  
hurt yourself.”
 
I thank the Lord for giving the officer these words to me, as he 
made me determined not to hurt myself  this way again.
 
On another occasion, God prompted me to attend church 
service on a Saturday, laying on my heart that I would receive 
healing that day. On that day, I made my way to the church and 
sought prayer for healing for my legs. 

The moment the Christian brother praying with me placed his 
hands on my head, I felt heat throughout my entire body. After 
the prayer, I developed sensation through my legs, which 
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previously had been numb. From that moment on, I began to 
be able to walk. However, due to the prolonged period of  not 
using the muscles, my legs were still a little weak. Since that day, I 
would walk regularly for short distances without support in order 
to train and strengthen my muscles.  



Home for the Destitute 
(2009:  34 YEARS OLD)

During our tete-a-tetes at the void deck of  his home in an 
HDB flat, we would inevitably touch on a topic that often 
brought tears to Hui Chew’s eyes. He was taken into a Home 
for the Destitute when he was found sleeping on the streets. His 
experience at the Home made him afraid to enter institutions, 
and to be admitted against his will.

Hui Chew recalls vividly the day he was taken to the Home for 
the Destitute.

My mother and I used to sleep at the Tanjong Pagar Mass Rapid 
Transit (MRT) station because it was almost impossible for my 
mother to apply to the government for housing without official 
identification. I clearly remember the day—4 August 2009—
people from the Ministry of  Community Development, Youth 
and Sports came to my mother and me at 6 am and brought us 
to a Welfare Home for the Destitute.  
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Home for the Destitute 
Courtesy of: Wong Hui Chew

47



48

My mother and I were placed in separate rooms and sections 
according to our gender. I remember the room had windows 
with metal grills, and I felt locked in. 

That morning, I asked the male staff on duty how I could 
leave this place. He said they needed to check on my family 
background, and we could only leave if  a family member came 
to take us home. I was so traumatised by the experience that by 
the afternoon, I could not eat anything. The staff then warned, 
“Don’t you think that by refusing to eat, you will move us to let 
you leave.”
 
Upon hearing this, I became even more nervous. I asked the man 
watching over me how long I would have to stay in that place. 
He then told me that if  my family members did not come for me, 
they would move me to a shelter and my mother to an old folks’ 
home. I was devastated and terrified when I heard that. 
 
At 5 pm that same afternoon, I attempted suicide in the Home 
by drinking bleach. I was sent to Changi General Hospital, 
where a scan found that my stomach had been damaged by the 
bleach. The doctor arranged for surgery at dawn. The last thing 
I remember was some nurses praying for me, encouraging me 
before the surgery. When I regained consciousness, three days 
had already passed. It turned out I got to the hospital just in 
time; doctors told me I would not have been alive had I arrived 
30 minutes later than I had. 

Surely God saw me, and saved my life that day.
 
Following the attempted suicide, the hospital transferred me to 
the Institute of  Mental Health (IMH). The doctor and social 
worker contacted our family friend Bee Keow and she agreed to



Layout of  Welfare Home for the Destitute
Illustrated by: Wong Hui Chew 
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sign the papers for my mother and myself  to leave the Home to 
stay with her. I thank God for Bee Keow, because she not only 
secured our release from the Home, but accepted us into her 
home. I did not end up living in the Home forever, as the staff 
had told me I would.
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Prayer Updates
(2021:  45 YEARS OLD)

In Feb 2021, Hui Chew suffered a heart attack and was  
admitted to hospital for long-term monitoring and treatment. 

Due to an increased need for medical attention, he needs to be 
under close medical supervision in a non-institutional setting. 
Unfortunately, his current place of  residence will not be suitable 
for his needs on a long-term basis. 

We invite you to pray alongside him for his medical, relational 
and housing needs to be met. 

Hui Chew’s life is a reflection of  the life of  every child of  God. 
The church is called to be a family, to walk with each other 
through the highs and lows of  life. We believe along with Hui 
Chew that God will meet his every need, and invite you to 
answer the call, according to the grace and talents that He has 
provided to each of  us.

If  you feel led to support Hui Chew in any ways (befriending, 
financial, accommodation, prayer), we invite you to reach out to 
us at the contact details indicated at the end of  the book. 





Abraham Yeo Yeu Ann  
(Life Group Leader)

Lee Wan Xiang  
(Illustrator)

Claudia Liew Ying Hui 
(Mandarin Translator)

Alva Huang Yanting  
(Author) 

LOVE: Testimonies  
from Friends  
(2010–2020)



Happy Life Group

Through divine coincidence and our common interactions 
with Hui Chew, a group of  Christians organically formed a 
community life group (LG) to organise block parties and meet 
for Bible studies. This brought so much joy to neighbours that 
we decided to call it the “Happy LG”. Through Happy LG, Hui 
Chew got to know the various members who also volunteered 
their different talents in contributing to this book.

This is a community that would reach out to the handicapped, 
marginalised and wounded, and give them the pastoral care they 
need rather than wait for them to go regularly to a local church 
to receive care and support. 

Hui Chew shared the following perspective:

“It’s a big family. God really loves us so much, boundlessly. When 
I look at our pictures, it brings me a lot of  joy to realise we have 
so many family members in Happy LG.
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There are brothers and sisters inside the church building. I tend 
to forget them because of  my memory, and because I have not 
been able to enter in a long time.

But I remember all the people standing outside the church.

I belong with many brothers and sisters inside and outside the 
church building. Both sides are equally important. When I think 
about Happy LG, I believe it is God’s will for us to start a life 
group like this. We started so small with only four members, and 
see how much we have grown today.”

Meeting people where they are has always been Jesus’s model of  
ministry during His time on earth. In this section, we will share 
how God has used Happy LG to minister and bring joy beyond 
the church walls to Hui Chew, the community and each other. 

5th May 2021: Our expanded Happy LG family, six years after 
our first life group meeting.
Illustrated by: Chermaine Kumar
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Abraham Yeo Yeu Ann 

Hui Chew used to apologize for sharing so much about his 
troubles, but we laid down the rule that he could share freely 
in the LG about his troubles, no matter how many times he 
repeated. For someone who had been deprived of  happiness for 
so long in his life, it is only fitting and proper that Jesus Christ, 
the Man of  Sorrows who also is the Joy-Giver, is more than able 
to finally give Hui Chew the happiness that had been missing to 
him for so many years.
 
We have seen how his good friend Bee Keow has become happier 
and more joyful ever since we started meeting in her house for 
life group sessions. 

We held life group sessions right in a one-room HDB flat and ate 
dinner happily together as a family.

6th May 2015: Our first life group meeting held at the basketball court
Photographed by: Abraham Yeo Yeu Ann
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Dec 2018: Regular Block Parties to feast and spend time together
Photographed by: Abraham Yeo Yeu Ann

Hui Chew struggles with a deep fear of  abandonment. He has 
had many friends, even fellow Christians, come and go in his life. 
 
As the old song goes, 

 “May we always be to you
What God would have us be
A family always there
To be strong and to lean on…”
(© 1982 Rettino Kerner Publishing)
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The Bible (especially in the books of  Isaiah and Ezekiel) tells 
us that God is the Good Shepherd who seeks out the weak and 
broken. He binds them back to health, and defends them from 
the proud.
 
For that is how the Holy Spirit rolls. This is His personal project, 
and our job is to roll along with Him as He sets about to use 
Hui Chew even more, to become such a blessing to many people 
around him. 
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Lee Wan Xiang

I first met Hui Chew on a night nearing Christmas in 2014 at 
Holland Village. I stopped and bought tissue packets from him. 
As I walked away, Hui Chew said, “God bless you!”

I turned back, and honestly I was not sure why but it naturally 
led to a conversation with him. We ended up praying for each 
other and for some reason I was particularly touched by his 
prayer for me. Hui Chew told me God wanted him to write a 
book, so I offered to do illustrations for his book.
 
Since then, I have prayed and asked God for His direction in this 
friendship, and to send help because I cannot do this on my own. 
A couple of  months later, I met Hui Chew’s friends Alva and 
Yeu Ann. Subsequently, we formed a fellowship group with him 
and his housemate Bee Keow, where we would have meals, Bible 
studies and worship sessions together. 
 
Hui Chew’s experience at the Home for the Destitute had left a 
deep wound in his life, which manifests into frequent bouts of  
fear and anxiety tied to hospitals, gates, and haunting impressions 
of  people wanting to take him away. 

As Hui Chew’s health deteriorates, he has been told to admit 
himself  to the hospital for a potential spinal operation. Due to 
his traumatic experiences in the Home, he repeatedly refused the 
admission. Eventually, his surgeon requested for him to be ad-
mitted on 2 February 2017 to be monitored for that major spinal 
operation, as his condition worsened. 
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2019: Display of  Metal Grille Gate in Heritage Garden in Institute of  
Mental Health (IMH)
Photographed by: Alva Huang Yanting

Hui Chew’s anxieties also caused him to lose his memory of  
people and places. 

He panicked on his way to the hospital, and ended up lost and 
confused in a park somewhere in the Caldecott area for over 
several hours. He was unable to tell me or others where he was as 
he is illiterate. By God’s grace, a stranger found him around 10 
pm and took him home by car. 
 
Hui Chew’s life is filled with extreme experiences. I believe it is 
the enduring love of  God that has been sustaining him. Time and 
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again, Hui Chew seems to make irrational decisions, yet against 
all odds, he bounces back, and God sustains him still. 

I am reminded that “He who began a good work in (him) will 
bring it to completion on the day of  Jesus Christ.” (Philippians 
1:6) Only God knows what Hui Chew needs the most and He 
cares for the least of  these. God sent us to be Hui Chew’s friends, 
to be by his side. This humbled me greatly, and still does, to know 
that this God whom we love, Immanuel, is one who dwells with 
us, through His Body, the Church. This life group has taught 
me the beauty and significance of  a loving community that God 
desires for us all regardless of  our earthly status, and it has given 
me a glimpse of  His plan for the Church. 
 
All of  this is wonderfully summed up in Hui Chew’s favourite 
Mandarin song, which is also in Psalm 73:26—“My flesh and 
my heart may fail, but God is the strength of  my heart and my 
portion forever”. Hui Chew’s body may continue to deteriorate. 
God may not heal him entirely in this life. But God will never 
abandon him, nor us. He is with us till the end.  
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Claudia Liew Ying Hui

I met Hui Chew for the first time during one of  the Happy  
LG meetings. 
 
We conversed in Mandarin and he told me how he had dabbled 
in the occult, and the freedom he now enjoys after making the 
decision to follow Christ. As he continued to share about his 
various experiences, I could not help but marvel at the grace of  
God. There is no doubt that God has a special plan for him.

10 October 2020: Hui Chew doing leg-strengthening exercises down 
the corridor
Photographed by: Alva Huang Yanting
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As we continued chatting, Hui Chew began to talk more about 
the struggles he had due to his disability. Having suffered from a 
hairline fracture of  my ankle, I knew how painful it was to have 
limited mobility, but that is nothing compared to what Hui Chew 
suffers on a daily basis.
 
One day, Hui Chew dreamt that Jesus told him that he would 
receive healing and also instructed him to attend a church service 
that week. Hui Chew obeyed, and that was the beginning of  an 
amazing testimony.
 
During a visit, I asked Hui Chew about the condition of  his legs 
and with great joy, he said that he had received partial healing 
as he stood up from his wheelchair and took a few steps. A few 
days later, he managed to go to the toilet on his own without the 
aid of  his wheelchair or help from anyone. It was evident that his 
condition had improved greatly! Praise God that not only did He 
bring Hui Chew freedom from his old ways and brought him out 
of  darkness, He is also bringing him gradual freedom from his 
daily struggles due to his disability.

Hui Chew’s life has been a great encouragement to us, and we 
believe that his story will continue to impact many others.
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Alva Huang Yanting

 With the encouragement of  Happy LG banding around him, 
Hui Chew has been determined to take better care of  his health. 
He has been struggling to manage his diabetes on top of  his 
other health conditions, such as his spinal injury, depression, 
memory loss and high blood pressure. Having diabetes has 
made it more difficult for his wounds to heal. His memory loss 
causes him to forget to take his medications regularly, much less 
remember how to care for his own wounds, which are often left 
to fester with infection.

2020: Constant stream of  medical appointments
Photographed by: Alva Huang Yanting

In Happy LG, we try to keep each member updated about the 
care of  Hui Chew.  As Hui Chew often does not remember 
how to get to the hospital for his appointments, we would try 
to take time out to go with him. As he is illiterate, he may not 
understand the instructions the nurses give to him about his 
medication, as they are usually communicated in English. 
63



Thus, if  there was a letter that needed to be read and 
interpreted, we would take turns to see who was available, so that 
we could reply and send out important forms and mail in time. 
Occasionally, one of  our Happy LG members, who is a trained 
nurse, would help Hui Chew with his wound care. 

In the midst of  the COVID-19 pandemic, it became even more 
apparent how crucial our presence as an LG has been to support 
him, and the various individuals living within the rental flat 
block. During this period, we helped to apply for the COVID 
Temporary Relief  Fund for some residents. It can be a struggle 
for them to use bank accounts, much less set up e-banking and 
PayNow options for the financial assistance to be made available 
to them in a timely manner.

Apr 2020: Accompanying Hui Chew for medical appointment and using 
technology to help him stay connected with the life group
Courtesy of: Abraham Yeo Yeu Ann
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It is times such as these that have brought home the importance 
of  the church being prepared and ready in all circumstances, 
to be family to each other and worship together, just as in the 
Bible (Acts 2), where believers gathered in small numbers in an 
intimate fashion to break bread, share their belongings and their 
lives together. This is even more imperative to support fellow 
believers in vulnerable groups—the elderly and those who are 
illiterate and unfamiliar with the use of  technology—to  
stay connected.

Above all, I remain thankful that our God is a God who cares for 
people, that He does not turn a blind eye to our needs, but sends 
tangible help to us in our time of  need. In Hui Chew’s case, it is 
clear that God has set him in a spiritual family. (Psalm 68:6)
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Moving Forward

The time to finish this story has come.

I caught up with Hui Chew for the closure of  this book-writing.

“This is my last interview with you,” I said to Hui Chew. “I 
realise that I have yet to ask you this. What are your greatest 
wishes in life?”

Hui Chew replied resolutely,

“My greatest wishes right now are to complete this book, and 
that every brother and sister in Christ will be healthy and at 
peace with God. 

“Jesus will leave a flock of  99 good sheep to seek even one lost 
sheep. So we cannot lose even one sheep in this big family of  
God, myself  included. With this, I am reminded that I cannot 
end my life, and I believe that God will continue to help my 
health to recover. I also hope to be able to stay in touch with 
every brother and sister in Christ. 
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“I wish to have peace with God and hope this book will help 
others to find peace with God as well.”

“That is what I wish for.”

Without a national identity through citizenship or residence, 
Hui Chew cannot find employment to supply his basic needs 
of  food and shelter. Hui Chew may not have citizenship as a 
Singaporean; but he is a citizen of  the kingdom of  heaven. We 
hope this book reminds us to be communities that provide the 
refuge that God has commanded us to go forth to provide. To 
extend grace above the law, just as He has for us by making a 
way for us.

God’s heart for His children is not for them to live in such 
undesirable conditions. Those who are strong should serve the 
weak—this is our call as Christ followers.
 
We may face many obstacles in our journey towards this goal. 
We are created to have unique identities and need a sense of  
belonging. This is what family means. Regardless of  how messy 
our lives look, family means we are accepted, not left behind or 
forsaken. This means that, as Christians, we are called to truly 
repent of  clinging on to comfort and safety, of  trying to stay 
within the four walls of  a beautiful church building while the rest 
of  the world is writhing in pain. We are called to GET UP  
AND GO.

In an interesting way, God has put Hui Chew to cross paths with 
me in this season of  my life. I want to do my part to help him, 
and writing this book is just a part of  what I can do. Indeed, it is 
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through this process where I have been brought to the end of  my 
own strength, and been taught how to run into the loving arms 
of  Abba Father. 

This book is not meant to be an inspirational book. It is not 
meant to paint a polished picture of  those on the fringes of  
society.  It is meant to showcase an ordinary nearly-Singaporean 
person who has been told that he belongs nowhere, by the 
faceless system of  the only country he has lived in all his life. 

There exists an underbelly of  people within our pristine society 
that God is revealing His heart for. We believe that Happy LG 
is one such example of  God’s solution to love, befriend and 
advocate for each of  these individuals. God is doing a new thing, 
are we ready to do things differently too?

Only you can decide how you choose to respond to the gaps God 
has chosen to reveal to you within your sphere of  influence. Will 
you turn towards, or turn away from the call of  Jesus?

“Compassion—which means, literally, ‘to suffer with’—
is the way to the truth that we are most ourselves, not 
when we differ from others, but when we are the same. 
Indeed the main spiritual question is not, ‘What difference 
do you make?’ but ‘What do you have in common?’ It is 
not ‘excelling’ but ‘serving’ that makes us most human. 
It is not proving ourselves to be better than others but 
confessing to be just like others that is the way to healing 
and reconciliation.” – Henri Nouwen 
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“I hope that this book will bring 
hope to people who are facing 

challenges, and to encourage those 
who are feeling low or discouraged 

to have faith in God.”

With God, it is possible.  
– Wong Hui Chew
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To stay in touch for Mr. Wong Hui Chew’s updates,  
please reach out to: 

wonghuichew@gmail.com  
or visit the official Facebook page  

https://www.facebook.com/wonghuichew/ 




