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Restlessly Awaiting Advent 

The story you are about to read was born one 

sleepless Saturday night several years ago, in the 

midst of Advent, a four-week season of prayer and 

fasting preceding the celebration of Christ's birth. 

Many Christians observe Advent in private ways as 

well as traditional ones to deepen the mind, body, 

and soul's understanding of God's long-awaited gift. 

  

To start the season, I was somehow led to consider 

Əe`rshmfƐ eqnl lx adknudc adc enq entq vddjr+ cnm&s

ask me why. 

  

Sleeping on the ground, the sofaƋanywhere except 

my usual placeƋmay sound silly, but like any form 

of fasting, the act of doing it helps to dislodge the 

mind from its routine tracks of thought, and one can 

begin to meditate upon God afresh. 

  

Getting down on the ground didn't mean giving up 

sleep, yet it made a profound difference. As the light 

from each day faded, I began to yearn more and 

more for the simple peace of slipping softly between 

cover and sheets and snuggling down into the 

warmth and quiet of my bed. To know instead that I 

could literally drop down anywhere at night and 

throw a blanket over myself did not relieve me; 

more importantly, it did not bring me rest. Sleep 

eventually came, but not rest. 

  

Why? It did not come because I was not where I felt 

I ought to be, though for all intents and purposes, 

every spot in my home belonged to me. In a word, I 

was restless for my rightful place. 

  

As I lay awake that Saturday night, this meditation 

came to mind: could it be that God felt a similar 

kind of yearning for His rightful place of rest as I felt 

for mine? 

  

Think about it. Could it be that the God of all 

creation ended His labor on the seventh day because 

He had made the perfect place in which His Spirit 

would rest? Not in plants or animals or heaven and 

earth, but in the heart of man alone. And because of 

man's sin, God has been fasting from His special 

place of rest, though all of creation belongs to Him. 

And if I miss the place I should be in for just one-

third of the day, what is that compared to God's 

longing to be in His rightful place for all eternity? 

  

With what holy passion, then, did God desire the 

return of His Spirit into man's heart? So passionately 

that He would even come to earth Himself and 

exchange places with us. His innocence for our guilt. 

His life for our death. His glory for our shame. So 

passionately that as a newborn human child, He had 

neither bed nor home nor safety when He came. 

That was the mystery and revelation of my Advent 

season those many years ago. 

40 Days of Community 

For the 40 days of community project, the EKC Evergreen Fellowship chose to make bookmarks for the upcoming mission trip 
which will be led by Dr. George Chin. Together, we spent a day doing mass production of these beautiful book marks which will be 
given out as gift to the students. What a joy to serve together.  

At the conclusion of the 40 Days of Community, besides our regular prayer/phone net work, what else could we contribute? We 
thank the Lord for reminding us that this winter will be very cold, so the SEA Health and Peace Fellowship decided to join together 
to knit scarves  for those who may need them to keep warm.  The Cantonese elderly group quickly responded to this calling also. 
Twice, they got together, more than 20+ members, learning and knitting together. We made over 100 scarves to be distributed.  
 
We thank the Lord for granting us this great opportunity for this meaningful project. We so enjoyed the sweet fellowship and the 
working parties, and our hearts were filled with joy as we reached out to the community.  



Do miracles still occur? Even 

some believers are skeptical. 

But I cannot help but believe 

they do. 

 

I am 65 and appear healthy to 

most. But let me tell you just 

a few of my troubles: 

¶ I have had major surgery 

at least six times.On April 7, 

2009, doctors implanted 

artificial bones and titanium screws in my spine.  Last 

October, I had lung surgery and another biopsy. 

¶ I have had out-of-body experiences Ɗ twice Ɗ while 

undergoing surgery and found myself in hell. 

¶ In 1995, I was diagnosed with widespread metastasis or 

advanced cancer of the bone. But just before my 

chemotherapy treatment, a bone scan showed no cancer. 

¶ I have cervical spondylosis, stenosis, and spurs in my 

spine. But I still walk long distances, and thrice a week 

pump iron in the gym, interrupted recently by my latest 

serious illness. 

¶ In 1999, in the second-to-last one of my numerous 

motorbike accidents, I crashed head-on into a taxi, flew 15 

feet and fractured one vertebra, broke my right wrist, and 

cracked my pelvis. Four weeks later, I was attending church 

camp. 

¶ I have MDS (myelodysplastic syndrome), a bone 

marrow disorder that kills a person within a few years and 

often leads to leukemia within 10. I have survived MDS for 

14 years. 

¶ Several months ago, I woke up one morning in a panic: 

I could not breathe! Tests in September and October 

confirmed I have an incurable lung disease, idiopathic 

pulmonary fibrosis, which progressively destroys the lungs. 

It is a death sentence. Mortality is normally 2 to 5 years. 

 

Early last year, I became too breathless to play the flute. 

But some of you saw me singing again in the choir and 

playing the flute in church last Dec 5. 

 

Why do so many life threatening things happen to me?  

And why have I survived them all Ɗ rn e`q> Lhq`bkdr> Fncƍr

grace and divine hand at work? 

 

I shall understand it fully one day. But I am very thankful, 

and owe a lot, to the many Christians who believe in an 

amazingly loving God, and pray constantly to Him for me. 

 

Perhaps, our Almighty God wants to use me to encourage 

you and others. Our Heavenly Father consoles us in all our 

sqntakdrƕrn sg`s Əvd l`x bnmrnkd nsgdqrƐ- 2 Cor. 1:3-4. 

 

I do not know when I will die from any one of my myriad 

medical issues, but I am not afraid. I remain joyful. For 

death lost its sting (1 Cor. 15:54-55) long ago; we who 

believe in Christ have hope and confidence of eternal life in 

Heaven. 

 

Should you believe in miracles? When we fall seriously ill, 

or trouble afflicts us, should we give up, lie down and die? 

Fds `mfqx vhsg Fnc> Nqƕ> 

 

I know I trust absolutely in my Heavenly Father, and in 

Ghr knud+ onvdq `mc fq`bd- ƏEnq vhsg Fnc mnsghmf vhkk ad

hlonrrhakd-Ɛ- Luke 1:37. 

 

I refuse to be sick, even when very sick. I do not despair 

sgntfg H cn rnldshldr eddk udqx knv- ƏSgdqdenqd vd cn

not lose heart. Though outwardly we are wasting away, yet 

hmv`qckx vd `qd adhmf qdmdvdc c`x ax c`x-Ɛ- II Cor. 4:16 

 

Now, you know why I am so cheerful and enjoy a peace 

sg`s Əo`rrdsg `kk tmcdqrs`mchmfƐ- Phil 4:7. 

 

As Jesus told Martha in John 11:25-159 ƏH `l sgd

resurrection and the life. Those who believe in me, even 

sgntfg sgdx chd+ vhkk khud ƕ dudqxnmd vgn adkhdudr hm ld

vhkk mdudq chd- Cn xnt adkhdud sghr>Ɛ 

 

Dchsnqƍr mnsd9 

This is a personal testimony. We do not understand or know 

Fncƍr vhkk enq d`bg odqrnm hm qdf`qcr sn ntq gd`khmf ne hkkmdrrdr-

ƏEnq lx sgntfgsr `qd mns xntq sgntfgsr+ mdhsgdq `qd xnt v`xr

lx v`xr+Ɛ cdbk`qdr sgd Knqc 'Hr`h`g 4497(- Ntq Knqc chc mns fq`ms

`mrvdq sn O`tkƍr oq`xdq ax qdlnuhmf sgd sgnqm eqnl ghr ekdrg+ ats

Fnc oqnlhrdc ƏLx fq`bd hr rteehbhdms enq xnt+ enq lx onvdq hr

l`cd odqedbs hm vd`jmdrrƐ- 'HH Bnq- 0198(  We pray that this 

testimony will be an encouragement to those who are going 

through suffering; and that like Paul, whether in life or death, 

God will be magnified.  

L /ŀƴΩǘ IŜƭǇ ōǳǘ .ŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ aLw!/[9{Η 
Toon-Joo Peter Yeo 

This past July, a number of Young Student Fellowship 

(YSF) alumni and counselors from 20-30 years ago 

gathered together from many places for a heartwarming 

reunion. We caught up with each other the first evening 

over dinner where we individually re-introduced 

ourselves to the group. The next day we enjoyed a scenic 

hike to Denny Creek together. On Sunday we converged 

on the English worship service in Seattle and heard a 

sermon from our own alumnus and a former YSF 

President, Pastor Sam Law, temporarily back from a year 

of study in Kentucky. During Sunday School time we 

were invited to share and answer questions from the 

current YSF, perhaps giving them an idea of what they 

might look like in the 2040s! 

 

Enthusiasm was ample, as people buzzed about, catching 

up with each other- Ax Fncƍr fq`bd+ dudqxnmd g`c

completed college, had lovely families, and was 

established in a career. A few were full-time ministers, 

and most were serving actively in their churches. From 

the outside, everything looked rosy, but a short weekend 

does not tell the whole story of a few decades apart. 

Collectively, we represented an array of life experiences. 

 

Much can happen in 30 years: many happy times, and 

many difficult. A few people had hit prosperity as young 

adults due to the high-tech revolution in the 1980s. 

Others had done well in the business world. Health 

ailments, including cancer, had affected some. One of our 

guys was going about his business, like any other day, 

while at work at the World Trade Center in New York 

on September 11, 2001. He escaped the tower before the 

devastating collapses that killed 3,000 others, who had 

started that day just as he had. Some of us had gone 

through untimely losses. Several of us were without at 

least one 

parent. And 

some people 

were not 

there 

because they 

had left the 

community 

of believers. 

On the first 

evening 

together, 

after viewing 

a nostalgic slide show, we somberly observed a moment 

of silence in remembrance of two of 

our members who had passed away, 

one in his 30s and another at barely 

40. 

 

Coming together with friends from 

carefree days tends to make one 

wistful. Looking back, our high school and college years 

could, in a sense, be likened to beholding the Promised 

Land. Choices were wide open and in front of us. As 

Lnrdr bg`kkdmfdc sgd bghkcqdm ne Hrq`dk+ Əƕ H b`kk gd`udm

and earth as witnesses against you that I have set before you 

life and death, blessings and curses. Now choose life, so that 

you and your children may live and that you may love the 

LORD your God, listen to his voice, and hold fast to 

him.Ɛ'Cdts- 2/908-20a). 

 

We could choose the Lord, or we could leave Him out of 

our futures. While at the crossroads, we were young and 

idealistic. Our universal dreams included finding a 

lifelong love, starting a family, and deciding on a 

meaningful vocation. We never expected our lives would 

ad `ksdqdc ax odqrnm`k bnlotsdqr nq sdqqnqhrl- Vd chcmƍs

think about suffering a life-threatening illness, outliving a 

child, or what it would be like without our moms or 

dads. Nor did we consider not making it into middle age. 

 

To those that gathered, the reunion was encouraging and 

faith-reinforcing. We could see that His sustaining power 

had been with us over the decades, through triumphs and 

troubles, delights and disappointments, achievements and 

afflictions. The weekend was marked by gratitude and 

joy. It celebrated that seeds planted and nurtured in 

xntsg vdqd rshkk sgqhuhmf `esdq rn l`mx xd`qr- Fncƍr

faithfulness was visible, as well as an updated meaning of 

YSF:  yielding, serving, and flourishing. 

 

Reflections on an Exceptional Summer Reunion 
Ruth Hsu Eng 

Eleven people are in both of these photos, separated by more 
than 30 years. Can you tell who they are? 
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