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THANK YOU
The continued generosity of the supporters of the Cambodian Pastors and Leaders Conference
made it possible for PBC – IMT to facilitate the 9th annual conference in Siem Reap, Cambodia, in
July 2018. We praise and thank God for your support. This ongoing work is only possible because
of the ongoing and significant support of ministry partners like you. Thank you.

10 people were baptised during the conference

THANK YOU LETTER - PASTOR CHHENG CHANTHORN
My name is Chheng Chanthorn and I am 49 years old. I serve my king Jesus as the pastor at the
Fellowship of Hope church in Prey Veng province. Nowadays, I am part of the leadership that looks
after 7 churches in this area. It is a truly blessed time for me to be able to join the recent 9th pastors
and leaders conference in Siem Reap to learn about ‘Living Hope’.
The recent conference became a big blessing to me and to other
pastors and leaders from across all of Cambodia. We feel blessed and
privileged to be part of every conference that is conducted by PBC &
FOH church leadership. The real highlight of this conference is that
I learned that we as Christians do not just believe in God and are
waiting at the bus station to reach heaven. Dr. David Smith has led
us to see clearly how each picture in the book of Revelation explains
how our future is safely in the mighty hand of God, so we can live
fully for him now. I personally used to worry too much about how my
future will turn out, instead of focusing on the one who is holding my
future in his wonderful hand. So I will be preaching on living hope to
our 7 churches in my areas.
Finally, I really love to join the conference because its gives us a break from our busy schedules
to fellowship and learn new things with one another as the big family of the Fellowship of Hope
churches. So, may God bless you Dr. Smith and your team and all the pastors in FOHC that make
this wonderful conference happen every year.
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IMT CAMBODIA JULY 2018
Since 2010 PBC-IMT together with the Fellowship of Hope Churches (FOHC) have conducted an
annual teaching conference focussed on building up the leaders in their faith and ministry. For
many of the representatives from the 70+ churches in the FOHC network, this is the only time that
they are able to meet with their fellow leaders as one group. In all 110 leaders attended.
The conference was again held in Siem Reap and gathered around the theme of “Living Hope”.
For many it was their first conference and the first time to feel part of a wider church family. One
of the highlights of the conference was going through the book of Revelation. For many this had
been a closed book, but through the teaching the message of hope came to life in a real way.
The message that hope is not just in the future but that it is a reality to be lived now created an
atmosphere of joy and motivation for service.
The main sessions covered the following topics:
1.		
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.		

Revelation chapter 1 & 4 – The Person of Hope (Dr David Smith)
Revelation chapter 5 – The Scene of Hope (Dr David Smith)
Community of Hope (Marci Cohen)
Revelation chapter 12 – The Story of Hope (Dr David Smith)
A People of Hope (Matthew Schubert)
Revelation 19 & 20 – Hope Fulfilled (Dr David Smith)
The Joy of Hope – (James Samuel)

Each main session was followed by a discussion time facilitated by the Cambodian leaders. Topical
workshops were also conducted by members of the PBC team as well as FOH church leaders.
These workshops included topics such as “Leadership Development”, “The Faithfulness of God”,
“Reflecting God in Our Lives”, and “Spending Time with God”. The support of the Cambodian
Pastors and Leaders Conference ensures that the church is strengthened both in number and
in depth. The churches are working well as part of a family of churches with local, regional and
national leadership structures now in place. The churches are starting to impact regions beyond
their own country into places like Vietnam, Laos and Thailand.

The PBC IMT team in Siem Reap, Cambodia, July 2018.
Michael Ferguson, James Samuel, Matthew Schubert, David Smith, Sara San, Ashton Watts
Rebecca Metcalf, Mushal Hai, Marci Cohen
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PARTICIPANT STORY - JAMES TOCH – VILLAGE LEADER
My family and I used to live in a village in the Miley district of
Bantemenchey, Cambodia, serving the Lord by teaching classes to the
children. My wife wanted to move to Thailand. I told her that we were
serving the Lord here in Cambodia, it is where God wants us to be as
a family. My wife’s family wanted her to move to Thailand because the
village life in Cambodia is harder than life in Thailand. So she left for one
year to work there. During the second year of her absence we discussed
what the best thing was for the family and the extended family. So we
sold all our belongings and cows to move to be with her in Thailand.
When we arrived there it was hard to find a job for both of us and we were jobless for many years.
We both eventually picked up restaurant work and earned 20 dollars a day. We didn’t save even
though we were earning more money than in Cambodia because the living cost was also higher.
My wife started borrowing money from her boss to buy extra things, but the boss didn’t want the
money back. There was more going on. She then started falling in love with her boss. She was
behaving like she didn’t have a husband with her colleagues. She then told her family that living
with me was not good. Her family didn’t like me and didn’t want her to marry me. Her family and
her colleagues began to tell her that she deserved a better husband than the man she married.
She began making changes in her life and left me to look after our children. Then she left me for
her boss. The children kept asking about where their mum had gone. It was hard for me to explain
it to them. The two children and I moved back to our village in Cambodia. I am not a pastor yet,
but the community encourages me and continues to support me. I am teaching and educating
the children in the village now. I have seen God work in my life and in the life of those around me.
People are coming to me and asking me to teach them and their children because there is no
school in our area. I also teach people about the gospel on Sundays.
Grade 10 is the highest education level I currently have and feel like I have a lot to do. This is my first
conference here and I have a lot to learn about Christianity. I want to be there for the community
and help the community.

STATEMENTS FROM PARTICIPANTS
“I used to read the book of Revelation but never understand it. I had many questions about
some of the imagery. During this conference I started learning about some of the imagery and
their meanings which helped me understand the book. Thank you to Pastor David and the
team for putting this conference on.”
“Pastor James Samuel sharing his testimony encouraged me to trust in God more. I come from
very difficult family circumstances and continue to struggle to support my family. I know God
is bigger than my circumstances and so I trust him.”
“Hope is a gift from God because we cannot find true hope in the world. Hope is the most
important thing. Everyone needs hope, but many have not found it, and I thank God that we
have found it.”
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THANK YOU LETTER FROM FELLOWSHIP OF HOPE CHURCH
Dear Donator and PBC Team Leadership
We are writing to express our deepest thanks for your recent donation to Fellowship of Hope
Church to be able to run the 9th Pastors and Leaders Conference very successfully. Through this
support you have invested into many pastors, leaders, and youth pastors, to be more mature and
they can be equipped to serve well in their local churches.
With your faithful financial contributions over the years as well as the recent donation, it demonstrates
your deep commitment to our Pastors and Leaders Conference to be able to empower and build
the capacity of our Christian leaders in Cambodia to serve God with such living Hope. Your support
has repeatedly played a key role in the recent growth and accomplishments of Fellowship of Hope
Church.
There is no way to fully express our gratitude for your loyalty. We are continually inspired by the
dedication and generosity of donors like you who answer the call to give again and again. In the
end, on behalf of Fellowship of Hope Church leadership. I would like to say thank you so much for
your support so far and we continually pray for you all.
May God bless you all.
Sincerely, Fellowship of Hope Church

Fellowship of Hope Church
PO Box 2574
Phnom Penh, Cambodia
enquiries@servecambodia.net
www.servecambodia.net

Pastor: San Sara

“Today I praise God that he taught me the meaning of what I am reading through the people
from the conference. I praise him because I have the grace of God and thank God for the
opportunity to learn the word of God.”
“When I am serving God sometimes I feel like I lose hope. During this conference I was
encouraged to keep going and to have living hope. We come here as a family and we learn,
and we take it with us to teach our family and our churches.”

Thanks again for your continued support of this important, ongoing, and effective ministry of
building churches to the glory of God. In His Hands

Dr David Smith
Principal – Perth Bible College
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Testimony of Sara San
Senior Pastor of the Fellowship of Hope Churches
My parents were married during the Pol Pot regime. The men
and women were made to stand opposite each other in a line.
The one standing opposite you was now your husband or
wife. So, my dad and mum didn’t know or like each other, but
accidentally they stood opposite each other that day. From the
start mum told me that she never liked dad, but they had to
live together. I also have two younger sisters. Something that I
will never forget was that my mum told me how everyone just
ran away from me, because even as a child I had a big mouth
already. Back at that time there was war everywhere, even when
the Khmer Rouge finished there was war everywhere. So, the
war finished but I was still yelling, so people didn’t like me, and
they didn’t like my mum. Wherever we went everyone ran away
from us because I was crying all the time. My mum said, “Son I
love you so much even though I don’t like your dad.” It meant
a lot to me. But I had questions in my mind. I didn’t understand
why two people who don’t like each other make children. But
now I know. It’s all part of God’s plan.
When I was 7 years old my mum decided to leave the family and leave my father. That was a hard
time for all of us. I found out later that she left the family because she liked another man. So, she
said “The marriage is over.” Then we were without a mother. At that time my youngest sister was
just under one year old, she was still needing to be fed breast milk all the time. So, I talked to mum
before she left and I said to mum “Don’t go, if you go our sister will die and we all need you.” Mum
said, “I cannot stay because of the fighting between me and dad, it happens almost every day.”
And mum said, “The solution is I have to go.” Then I find out that she didn’t just go, she went with
somebody else. This hurt me so much. I went to school and some people mocked me about my
mum chasing men. That made me very angry and grumpy and sad all the time.
There was a moment between my mum and I, when mum was about to go. I held her from behind
and said, “Mum don’t go,” and mum said, “Sara I will go but in three days I will come back for you
and for your sister.” So, I knew that in three days I will not die because mum will come back for us.
I smiled at her with hope. Mum looked at me before she left which gave me some hope. She did
not say a word but I could tell that she was sad and it was hard to leave. Because of that picture I
clearly know that my mum would come back. But three days passed and then many, many days
but mum never came back. She went away for ever.
So, I had to look after my sister who was one and my other sister who was only seven and myself,
I was nine. I had no choice because my dad was a drunk man, an alcoholic, he never looked after
us, so I had no choice. Then I had to take my sisters to school with me, one hand holding one
sister and carrying the other sister on my other arm. It was three kilometres to school and three
kilometres back home again. My youngest sister always disturbed the class with her noise. It was
hard for me to sit in the class like a normal student. Most of the time the teacher asked me to sit
outside the class and study from outside the class. When you think of a classroom, it was not a
classroom like a normal classroom in a school building, it was made from bamboo surrounded by
tin. It was very hard. I sat outside the class and studied. I studied like this for a long time.
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On the way home from school I would always stop to try to find food for my sisters. My older sister
would look after the younger sister and try to make money by asking people in the centre to give. I
would climb trees to find fruit. Whatever we could eat I would collect. To make a long story short,
most of the time we were hungry, and we felt like we were going to die, especially at night time.
My sister nearly died, she was very hungry and needed food, and I went and knocked on people’s
doors, but no one gave food to us. They said they didn’t have enough. One moment that I will
never forget was when my older sister was very ill, she held my hand and said, “Brother let me go.”
That was the hardest thing, something that I will never forget, because she said, “I am ready to go.”
But I said, “Don’t go.”
Many, many times I told lies to make my sister happy, telling her that mum would come back
tomorrow. That was the only thing I could do, even though I was sure that mum would never
return. Until one day, my other sister said to me, don’t lie to me anymore, mum will never come
back. Three years passed by, then somebody came to our house, and told us that my mum had
passed away, in another province of Cambodia, far away from where we lived. This was sad for
me because I loved my mum, I had spent a lot of time with her because my dad always worked
away and was hardly ever around. Mum and I always talked together, we did things together, I
learned how to cook, I learned how to clean up. Because I was the oldest child, I was very close to
my mum. I was sad that she was now gone forever because up until that time I still had hope that
she would return at some point. Mum had been sending things to us, buying food and sending it
through somebody else. But I always rejected this even though I was hungry. I said to the person
who delivered the food, “If mum wanted to give things to us why didn’t she just come herself.” They
said that mum wasn’t brave enough to come because we would all blame her. I said “I would not
blame my mum, I just want to see her. Then two years later she passed away.
That same year my dad remarried, and we had a new mum in the house. My new mum also had
three children. So, the family became very big, three on each side, fighting with each other all the
time. We were always on the wrong side. I could beat everybody physically but I could never win.
We were treated like slaves in the family, we were not allowed to have lunch or dinner with the rest
of the family. We would eat separate food, at a separate place. We felt this was unfair. Our stepmum would tell tales about us to our dad and he would come to us with a stick and beat us up. So,
if we saw him walking towards us with a stick we would not run. We would sit there and wait for
him to beat us up, and then he would leave. One time he nearly killed me, he beat me and pulled
me toward the fire. I was very angry with him, I always said to myself, “When I grow old enough I
will kill him.” That was the thing that I wanted to do. I always thought that he was the craziest man
in the world. He never listened to my sisters and I, only the other side of the family. Everything
became black for us, we became very downhearted. I always defended my sisters but still the only
thing I wanted to do when I grew up was kill my father.
When I turned fourteen my step-mum kicked me out of the house. This was a really hard time for
me, because I loved to learn, and I loved to study, and I knew that my future would be better if I
studied hard. I tried to find a way to go to school or work. But back at the time the country had no
structure, the economy was not good. I worked in a rural market, helping the women bring their
goods to market. But I could not make enough money to look after myself. I ended up sleeping in
the temple, and then I ended up living in a place near the cemetery. So, it was me and the ghosts
every night. We smelled the same. When I walked to school and others walked close to me they
would say “You smell like ghosts.” I said “Yes, because I am sleeping next to the ghosts, near the
dead bodies underground.” A lot of my friends told me to give up, to stop studying, and go back to
my family. I said, “I can’t, they have rejected me, they won’t have me back.” Then my friends said
“Just go back and live in the house otherwise you will die. You are almost dead now, you are so
tired and tiny.”
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So, I said “Okay, maybe that is a good option for me.” I left my study and I went home and kneeled
in front of my step-mum, my father was there also, he said nothing, everyone was silent. I began
to say, “Can I come back, I will do everything to please you I just want to eat, to fill my stomach
because I am so hungry.” My step-mum pushed me out from the house and threw my stuff away
even though it was raining. She said, “You can’t come back here, we don’t welcome you back.” My
dad was there, and I looked at him, but he made no response.
I picked up my stuff and walked slowly away from the house and then as I walked away I heard a
voice come to my ears it said “See no one likes you, no one loves and cares for you, kill yourself.
Kill yourself. No one cares.” I was very sad feeling so alone in the world. The world said you don’t
have anything and no one cares for you and I just agreed with the world. My body was so tired, I
nearly fell. I went to the pharmacy and I bought some medicine, mixed it up with the idea to kill
myself when night came. I went back to the place where I had been staying near the cemetery.
That night as I was about to take my life I felt something holding my hand, and my eyes looked
up to the sky. At that moment something challenged me to think about everything around me. I
looked at the sky and how beautiful it was, the stars, and the moon. Then I started to think about
who created all of this. Then I started to think about who made man, and who created my father
to be so cruel. I had no answers. In those few minutes the sky became very dark and then the rain
came, so heavy, it had never happened like that before. One second it was fine then suddenly it
was raining like cats and dogs. I knew this was a sign from somebody, but I didn’t know who. Then
I stepped out from the shelter and I knelt on the grass and cried out loudly to the sky “If there is a
real God in this world please show me.” I cried out like this for about five minutes then everything
became normal and quiet again. Because of that sign I decided not to take my life I wanted to see
what would happen to me next.
The next day I found a job. I met a lady who was a very rich businesswoman. I asked her if I could
do the job of the boys that worked lifting heavy items into containers that were delivered from
Cambodia to Laos. In those days there were no machines to fill and empty the containers so they
used boys like me. My deal with the boss was to provide me with food, no pay. But I was happy.
On my first trip to Laos we stopped in between Laos and Cambodia and the boys like me would
enjoy drinking and talking. A certain lady had been watching me for a long time. As I was working
she came close to me and then she asked me a few questions. The first question was “Why do you
work so hard? At your age, you should be studying hard.” I answered that I loved to study, and I
wished I was able to go to school but I could not. She asked why. Then I explained my whole story.
The lady just listened to my story and she cried, she gave me bread and water. She said, “Son drink
and eat and I will see you again soon.”
The next day we reached Laos. While I was working, taking the goods from the container, she went
straight to the office to see the boss. They talked for about ten minutes and then the two of them
came back. The boss said to me “Sara come, now you don’t have to work anymore.” I said “Why?”
He said “Because the lady wants to take you as her son. If you agree you can go.” I dropped what
I was carrying, tears came to my eyes, and I jumped out of the container on the truck and hugged
the lady. She said “Son, I had two sons, but they were killed by the Khmer Rouge, my husband was
also killed in front of me. I wanted to give everything to my sons. But now you want an education,
you want to study, so now you can become my other son. It was very emotional. She took me
home, she added my name into her family’s book. She did everything so that if she died I would
inherit everything as her real son.
My life started to change from that point. I no longer lived in a rural area, I moved to live in the city
with her and I had everything I wanted. I was able to go to a good school, she supported me one
hundred percent. Very quickly I forgot where I had come from. I was able to enjoy life in the city,
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hanging out with my friends, drinking, going to clubs. My new mum said, “Son I will pay everything
off that you have lost, enjoy your life, I have plenty of money, go and spend.” She said, “You do that,
and I will be happy.” Then I just went crazy: drinking, chasing girls, and my mum was still happy. She
was thinking that I was enjoying my life, but I wasn’t enjoying my life living that way. I would go to
the clubs, drink, and get into fights with my friends. I became a very bad boy in a very short time.
When I was eighteen I became very sick, my mum took me to the hospital, they found I had
appendicitis, so they decided to operate. I was in hospital for a couple of days. The first day I was in
hospital God revealed himself to me. That was the turning point of my life. While I was lying in my
bed in a big shared room after the operation, in the ICU, where normally no visitors are allowed, a
man came to me and said, “You know the God you cried to for help, his name is Jesus.” He walked
to the end of the room and then came back past me, and then left the room forever. I could not
understand how this man could have come into the ICU to me to give me this message and then
just go.
I did not know Jesus. I had heard people talking about Jesus on the street, but I did not like Jesus.
This time when the man talked about Jesus it took me back to the time I had knelt on the grass and
cried out to the sky and asked God to save me. That’s how God revealed himself to me. He said,
“I am the God who saves you, who has a plan for you, who is preparing a woman for you.” I spoke
to the man in the bed next to me and asked him if he knew the man that had come to me. He said
“Don’t listen to him he is a crazy man.” To me he was not crazy, he was somebody that brought an
important message to me. I talked to my mum and asked her about Jesus. She said “Are you crazy.
In our house we have a lot of gods, if you need a god pick one in the house.” My mum worshipped
a Chinese god. We had a house full of gods which we knew all by name. Mum worshipped all the
gods every night before she went to sleep. She said to me, “You don’t need Jesus, just pick one
of the gods from the house.” I said no, no, there is a story behind why I am asking about Jesus.” I
explained to my mum, and because she loved me so much, so said okay son you can go to church
one time, to learn about God, but you are not allowed to believe, just to go and learn. So, I said
“Okay.”
After I recovered from my operation I went to church for the first time. When I got to church, some
of the men came to hug me. This was really strange to me, because my own father had never
hugged me. My dad had beaten me, cursed me, left me to die. This man hugged me and said
you’re welcome brother, just feel at home. I felt warm inside. Since I had been born my dad had
never hugged me and never cared for me. I just felt like I had come back to my family, even though
I didn’t know them. Even though I didn’t know any of those in the church I felt like they were close
to me. I felt like they were my family even though I didn’t yet believe in Jesus. The first sermon I
heard in the church was on the Prodigal Son. I spoke to the pastor because I didn’t understand and
he gave me a copy of the New Testament. He said, “Go home and read from this book and then
you will know who Jesus is.” I was so excited. I went home and read the book. In just one week I
had finished the New Testament. I stayed in my room and read, and read, only to come out and
eat with my mum, then I would go back to my room and read again. The following week I went to
church again and I accepted Jesus as my Saviour after the sermon. Everybody clapped and made
me feel welcome. A lot of them came to hug me. I said to the pastor, if there is anything I can do to
pay back to God I will do it. The pastor smiled and said,” Brother you do not have to pay anything
back to God. All you need to do is to grow and mature, support other people and serve the Lord.”
I smiled at him, but in my heart, I still felt that I needed to pay something back to God. I had gone
from having nothing to having everything, the son of a rich woman, and the child of God.
After some time passed my mum sat me down. She said, “Son we have to talk.” When my mum
did this I knew it was some big trouble. Mum said to me “Why has your life completely changed?”
I didn’t know how to lie to my mum because she could tell if I lied. So I chose to tell her the truth.
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I said “Mum remember the time I asked you about Jesus and you allowed me to go to church
once. Well actually I never stopped going to church and I gave my life to Jesus. I accepted him as
my God and Saviour. Every Saturday I go to church and learn from the word of God. Every Sunday
evening I visit others who also believe in Jesus. I don’t know how my life has changed but maybe
it is because of that. The word of God has started to work in me.” Instead of being happy my mum
became grumpy and sad. She thought I no longer respected her because I had lied to her and not
kept my promise. She was very upset and for a whole week she never talked to me. I tried to talk to
her but she would not respond. I had never seen my mum like that before, so I was worried.
I decided that the next Sunday, even though I was involved in the worship team, I would take her
out, so we could just spend some time together, instead of going to church. I asked all the church
leaders to pray for me as I felt like I was in a spiritual warfare situation. When the next Sunday came
my mum knocked on my door. I got up, opened the door of my room, and she asked, “Why aren’t
you ready for church? On Sunday morning you normally get up, get dressed up and then go. Why
aren’t you this Sunday?” I said “Well this Sunday I just want to take you somewhere, to spend time
with you.” My mum said, “I appreciate that, but come on, I will give you ten minutes, then you can
take me to church.” I drove her to church, but on the way she didn’t talk to me. We entered through
the church door, everybody saw us, and they knew the story. People greeted us as they would in
our culture but my mum was very rude and did not greet people back, she did not even say hello.
She just went straight to the back corner of the church and sat down grumpily. This was so strange
to me so I was very worried. After the church service she left early and did not wait for me.
When I got home, mum had taken all the gods down including the Chinese god. I did not want to
ask her about this because normally she would change the god’s location just for good luck. That
day the garbage truck came and my mum threw out all her gods. I could not believe she was doing
this. She knew I was standing behind her, she turned around and said to me, “Son remember in the
past I loved you so much, I would even stay up to let you in the house when you came home at
one or two in the morning. I have been praying to my gods for a long time for the gods to change
your life for you to become a good boy, to not hang out with your friends drinking until late. On
the outside I have been pretending to be happy but inside I am not happy. But now I see that your
life has changed, not because of my gods, but it must be because of your Jesus God.” She said,
“Please pray for me.” I prayed for her even though I was feeling so emotional. I said, “Lord I pray for
my mum.” She was the first person that I led to God.
It was really hard for me to talk about Jesus in my house, I wasn’t allowed to talk about Jesus in
the house, but if we show by example Jesus living in us, Jesus will work through us, and touch the
hearts of others. I prayed for her that night and she became a new person. She loved God until
she died. She was the most wonderful woman in the world for me. She was very rich, but she was
prepared to walk away from her property, and all she had, she gave away everything because of
God. Some people might think that this is crazy. In business she was equal to anybody, but when
she came to know God, she knew the truth and she chose to obey God. Everybody in her business
loved her but she could not manage the business by herself, so she chose to walk away. We walked
away from the big house to live in a small house. My mum never complained. So, we walked away
from earthly property to gain the property in heaven.
My mum was only a young Christian, but she was very mature. She wanted me to go to Bible
College. She supported me and told me she would do whatever she could to enable me to go.
I told her that she didn’t have enough money and that we could go and talk to the pastor, so he
could find support for me. But she said “No, if you are going to college I will support you.” My mum
went to work in a restaurant to support me. She sent me to college in Thailand. All the money that
I had to spend at college was from her hard work in the restaurant. She did not allow anyone else
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to support me. When I had finished my study, I got married, and then my mother said her mission
with me was over. She was getting old now and she went to live in the Netherlands. Three years
later my wife and I wrote a song for her that we sang to her over the phone. The song was about
mum coming back so we could look after her. We felt sorry that she had to live by herself. She
really appreciated this and loved it. Her last words to me were “Please live your life to give back to
the poor, to the children. Whenever you do that I will be happy. I cannot talk with you anymore
now because your song has made me cry.” And she hung up the phone saying she would call me
back in three days. But in three days it wasn’t my mum who called me, it was her brother who
called me and told me that my mum had passed away. This was a very hard thing to cope with. I
was very angry with God. I was asking “Why?”
At that time, I was serving as a pastor in the church, but questions were still going around in my
mind. I got to the point where I couldn’t eat properly because I was so angry that God had taken
away someone I had loved so much. I locked myself in a room, my body was so weak, I was not
asleep or dreaming, but God’s quiet voice came to my ears and told me to get up and eat properly.
He said “You and I have to talk. Do you think you can care for your mum? Leave her now to me
and I will care for her. Get up, eat, and take care of yourself. You take care of my people and I will
take care of your mum.” When I got up I felt it was a privilege for me to hear God’s voice for the
first time. I heard about so many people telling me that they hear God’s voice in different ways. It
was such an important experience for me to hear God’s voice. On that day I made a commitment
with God, to get up, eat normally, and stop questioning God, because I know that my mum has
not gone forever. She has gone to a better place. I started to realise I didn’t need to be angry with
God when he has such a good future for each one of us. So, I got up, and ate, and drank normally,
and served the Lord serving the poor until today. Since then by God’s grace I have started schools,
preached the gospel, planted churches, travelled from place to place taking care of God’s people.
He also takes care of me.
There was one other thing I needed to do to be truly free to serve God. I needed to forgive my
father. It was really hard for me to forgive my dad because of what he had done to me. I felt I could
forgive everyone else in the world but not my dad. For three days I could not sleep. I would lie
down and close my eyes, but I could not sleep because I was fighting with God about forgiving
my father. Eventually I got to the point where I was able to say “Yes” to God, agreeing that I could
forgive him. So, the next time my dad came to visit me and my wife, we cooked for him. Previously
my dad and I had never spent time talking together, so my wife talked to him first. We found it hard
to make conversation with each other. My wife shared about the changes in our lives, and how we
now believed in Jesus. I told him that I had been forgiven by God and that I now wanted to forgive
him for everything. He didn’t believe in God at first, but he went home and talked to his wife and
all the people in his village about the God his son believed in. He came back to me and asked me
to pray for him. He came to church with me, but he still did not believe. He saw me preaching and
could see all the people loved and respected me. He was so proud of me and my wife. Again, he
asked me to pray for him. On that day he accepted Jesus. He went home so excited and he told all
the people in the village including my step-mum. She also accepted God after some time. My half
brothers and sister accepted God as well.
My father is now leading a church in his village. Three years ago my father and I went on a mission
together to start a church near the Laos border. I preached, and he translated into the Laos language.
This is an amazing story. He is now not just my father, but we are partners in ministry, serving God
together.
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INTERNATIONAL MISSION TEAMS
IMT is a mission initiative of Perth Bible College. PBC, since 1928, has had
a heart for mission and ministry, this continues to today. IMT now forms a
regular part of the practical outworking of this heart for mission. The vision
of IMT is:
“To partner with, encourage, and build up under-resourced
networks of Christian leaders across the world.”
In many lands and contexts, especially the under-resourced rural and
regional areas of the developing world, there exists neither opportunity nor
ongoing support to ensure the continual strengthening of the churches
that were planted. As one pastor from South Sudan puts it:
“The missionaries have told us about the gospel and we
believed. But they never told us what it means to be a mature
Christian.”
This leaves those people and churches open to becoming weak, syncretistic,
affected by heresy, or completely side-tracked by cults or other religions.
We believe the missional partnering approach of identifying key network
relationships, identifying and addressing particular training and development
needs, and of sending training teams, short term yet regularly, is one of the
most effective ways of strengthening the churches and facilitating a deep
genuine indigenous response. In essence it is:
“Short Term Mission with Long Term Vision.”
Investing in partnerships and leaders ensures the growth of the churches
and is one of the most effective ways of impacting an entire community
for Christ. What is learned by the leaders is readily passed on to all. In other
words:
“Train One – Feed Many. “
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