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In just a few days we will  

gather for the North  

American Convention  

(NAC) of the Church of  

God in Oklahoma City.  On  

Wednesday morning, June 24 Qara will host a 

breakfast gathering for women clergy.  The 

cost is just $10.00 for a wonderful breakfast 

buffet.  Register for NAC, then email Nichele 

Washington (nlwashington@anderson.edu) to 

reserve your place at breakfast. You can pay at 

the door.  Don’t miss this opportunity to gath-

er with your sisters in ministry. 

She was not sure whether she wanted to be here. Many peo-

ple had walked this path be-

fore and she had made a vow 

to herself that she wouldn’t 

follow their footsteps. She 

couldn’t quite remember how 

she had ended up here. This 

wasn’t who she was. She was-

n’t ready for that label yet, had 

fought it all her life. It would 

be hers now. Too late now. 

This was who she was now. 

She looked at the box with her 

name on it. She sighed. And 

walked. The journey had started many years ago. Her “life 

before Jesus” had been over. It was a story she didn’t like to 

talk about. Too many memories. Too many dreams. It had 

been time for something new. Something different. Maybe it 

had been around that time that she had heard the Lion’s soft 

voice. She couldn’t quite remember that either. Whatever it 

was that had happened, she had decided to re-define herself. 

Find that… something. Her calling maybe. Or something like 

that. And she enjoyed the journey. For once, this wasn’t 

about competition, like her life before Jesus had been. It was-

n’t about performance anxiety or impressing others. This 

journey was about the heart. Hers and others.  

Oh, that heart. “We don’t talk about the heart” was some-

thing she used to say. Or maybe she didn’t, maybe she just 

thought it. Heart matters where… interesting. Or rather, it 

was fine to talk about those matters as long as the heart con-

cerned wasn’t hers. Because her heart didn’t really know 

where it belonged. Didn’t really know whether it even want-

ed to know. Because belonging equals home and she defi-

nitely wasn’t going to go there. 

Except for, she did. There was this place, the Chapel they 

called it. There was no hiding in the Chapel. The Chapel was 

We each have a story.  
A story of our journey.  
A story of our call to 
ministry. A journey 
that includes people, 
time, space, and God. 
In March Jael Tang was 
ordained to ministry in 

the Church of God. She is Singaporean, stud-
ied at Anderson University (and the AU 
School of Theology) and has served in New 
Zealand for the last four years. 

At Jael’s ordination service, her friend 
Kathrin Marks read what she had written of 
Jael’s journey.  I have asked permission of 
both Jael and Kathin to share the story here.  
Note that we have a second page this 
month: I couldn’t decide what to cut. 



 about hearts. Not just other people’s hearts. It was 

about her heart as well. The Chapel was one of those 

places that had called her in. Just as she was. No more 

and no less. And it was one of those places she would 

carry in her heart forever. No more and no less. Be-

cause the Chapel meant home. This place had been one 

of the reasons why she had made it through. On those 

days when she had thought about giving up, she had sat 

in the Chapel, not talking to the Lion and yet talking so 

much in her not-talking. She might have given up if she 

wouldn’t have had this refuge. And the people. Oh, the 

people. There had always been people. Time and time 

again she had said “I don’t like people” and yet, if it 

wouldn’t have been for the people, her story might 

have developed quite differently. The Chapel had given 

her space. And what she yearned to do was to give 

space to the people. Her calling. Right there. It had not 

been smooth sailing from here on out. It never was, re-

ally. Smooth sailing was for, well, she didn’t know and 

she didn’t even want to know. It had never happened 

for her. She wasn’t even sure whether she wanted it. As 

much as she wanted to find a place she could call home, 

there was also this hippie part, the part that embraced 

the chaos she called life. Because life was dirty. And yet, 

so very wonderful. And people… Oh yes, those people 

again. People were always a 

lovely, beautiful mess. On 

most days, at least. People 

were complicated, could drive 

her crazy, and yet, they were 

the reason why she did what 

she did. Because she loved 

the dirty and the lost and the 

real. Their stories. Maybe 

that’s what it came down to. 

Authenticity. People were 

wearing masks all the time 

trying to look pretty and im-

pressive and nice. But under-

neath those masks, she could 

sense the sadness and anger 

 and confusion and she yearned to get to know 

them. For who they were. Stand beside them. Fight 

with them. Cry with them and just be with them. 

Because that’s what the Lion had done. At least, 

that’s what he had told her.  

Maybe this label wasn't so bad after all. Because it 

was just that anyway: A label. She fondly remem-

bered this woman who had once said to her that 

she “should challenge the status quo and redefine 

what the label means”. She was a pastor now. She 

had been a pastor for a long time. It was just a la-

bel. Just another box. And yet, it was her box now. 

She could do with it whatever she wanted. She con-

tinued to walk, her eyes fixed on her calling. And 

the Lion? Well, the Lion watched her. He was proud 

of her. She was a fighter, that one. A fighter with 

one of the biggest hearts he had ever seen. He 

knew that she would find her home. Outside all the 

boxes. She already had. He smiled and walked with 

her. Because she needed some looking after some-

times. Not that he would tell her. And yet, he was 

sure that she knew. Somewhere deep down in her 

heart. Because hearts always know. 

 


