She is Eighty
(An ode to my Wife on her 80th Birthday)

She is Eighty,

She is Courageously Feisty.

Though besieged with aging Infirmity,

She remains the Beauty 

She was

That she still is.

Not that of the surface

With frowns and wrinkles when grimaced.

But that which no time can ever efface – 

The inner woman that grows more to be like her Master

With each passing moment that time can throw at her.

Mum, the Beauty 

Really she is amazing –

Reflect on the time as a school girl she was cycling,

Not only to school for her studies

But also to Butterworth Sunday School to teach the kiddies.

It was hard work to go from the assembly Lord’s Supper,
To 51 Service Road to meet with the young people around the Word to ponder,

And straightway after early lunch 
To take the old-fashion ferry launch 

Over to Butterworth and to walk the distance in the hot sun,

To start her teaching duties in the Sunday School 
Which included lessons all about God’s Son.

She was then in her twenties.

But she was ever conscientious in her duties.

And together with her beauty,

She drew the attention of a rookie.

Thus, together they served the Lord,

Together they went to study the National Language

They did well and received their certificate, though over-aged.

They did homework together at 310 Chulia Street,

Under the watchful eyes of her parents – Oh, so strict!

It was a memorable time –

Serving the Lord together;

Studying the National Language together;

Even eating supper together!

Occasionally in the Fiat Marvelette 500 

Curi, curi makan angin at night
To Coast Road and round town just to be away from her parents’ prying eyes

And be together for those precious times.

 And that’s how they were drawn together!
Mum, the Bride

So 14th December 1963 was memorable
As hand in hand daughter and dad 

Walked daintily down the aisle

To the front bedecked with orchid blooms

[So abundant no other flower could find room -

All thanks to Dr Ang who graciously donated their precious blooms]

To hand the starry-eyed bride to the handsomely clad groom

In front of Mr. S. S. Adams who later pronounced them “Husband and Wife”.

Then after some formal congratulations 

It was to Long Say Building for a tea reception –

Oh how poor, we did not even have a dinner in a restaurant or hotel,
And our artificial five-tier wedding cake stood on only an aluminium table 

With no champagne to pour or dinner dishes for the crowd to enjoy

But just simple nonya cakes and F&N Orange crush to deploy,

Which even then, our Shell-kiosk manager-neighbour 
Would stealthily tar-pow home when he thought no one would no more savour!

After the tea reception, it was back to the bridal room – 

Above the garage at 9 Salween Road.
With a quick change, we were ready in my Fiat 600 car 
To the Government Rest House in the Taiping Gardens we zoomed.
Where we had booked a room for our honeymoon,

But alas, we arrived too late and the doors were locked against us. 

We had to book a room in a hotel for the night instead

And moved over to the Rest House at morning break.

But when we arrived there whom did we see?

The late Mr. & Mrs. WG Stott, missionaries we knew but forgot to invite. 

And they were so gracious to congratulate two red-faced friends.

The next day we drove to Cameron Highlands Government Rest House for our honeymoon. 

And whom did we meet?

But Mr. & Mrs. Ang Chui Pek who were married 
On the same day as us by the same minister, Mr. S. S. Adams, 
The former at 11.00a.m. in Taiping, and us at 3.00p.m. in Penang!

There could be no greater coincidence!

Mum, the Brave

After our marriage, I was the “chin-chuay” groom to the bride’s parents for two years 
When our eldest son, Christopher was born on 24th October, 1964 – the next year.

He came into this world in the absence of the father who was not allowed to attend
The labour room in a Government Maternity Hospital then.  
He was named Christopher as it was the prayer and hope 
That he would be a Christ-bearer when he grew up.

Chris was a sensitive and difficult baby to care in his first year. So many hands were literally involved. He was such a light-sleeper that the slightest noise would wake him up. The matron was tested to the limit. Grandmother tried her traditional treatment that had enabled her to bring up six children so successfully on him – from grounded pearl to honey and sarong hung on a spring nailed to the ceiling – all to no avail. Poor brave mum had to bear with it all.
Then we bought Bethel the next year and moved in together with the paternal grandpa when Dorothy was born on 27th Oct. 1966 again in the absence of her dad. Her mum checked in at the Seventh Day Adventist Hospital for a pre-natal examination and was stopped from returning home as Dot was too anxious to come out into this world. Her mum’s mother did not know of it nor did her own father, until in the evening when her mother brought her some broth after having been informed later. The hospital did not provide her with any food after Dot’s birth as it was past meal time.  (Dot was named after her aunt, Dorothy Ung, for her great and renown musical talent.)

Throughout the births of her two children, mum was very special- she was very brave to face these life-changing challenges all alone and by herself mostly and for the first time. Later, she patiently endured her mother’s traditional ways to bring up children, ate and drank all the herbal stuff thrown at her, and was an exemplary mum. Dad was helpless. He never knew how children were brought up – he had never seen one at home! He was completely inexperienced to be a father. Mum’s fortitude during this time is her forte beyond description. More so the next year!

Mum, the Supermum

In 1967 dad was granted a one-year scholarship to specialise in Audio Visual Education at the Specialist Teachers’ Training Institute in Cheras. Dot was only three months old when he left in January. This was a difficult time for mum as she had to manage Chris and Dot alone with only the help of a maid, Ah Kim. Mum was working at Bank Negara at Leith Street and came back to the house at odd times now and then to check on the two children. 
That’s when mum stood out as the supermum – being a mother, an office-worker, a daughter to her parents, a daughter-in-law to dad’s dad, a manager of the house to do marketing, some cooking, etc, etc. and to bring up the children to fear the Lord in her free time at night.

And to take time off to write letters to her husband to report on conditions at home – no email and no WhatsApp phone calls then! (The love letters we wrote each other are still available for lelong to the highest bidder!)
We were then hoping that the next year (1968) after graduating, dad would be transferred back to Penang as was what happened to past “graduates” of STTI..  But Khir Johari, the Minister of Education then changed the policy and transferred all of the qualified teachers from STTI out of state. Dad was sent to Mentakab in Pahang (over 300 miles away) – it was like being sent to Timbuktu (keeping in mind the mode of transport at that time) or to the end of the world with only opportunities to return home only during the school holidays. The church he “pioneered” in Temerloh will be celebrating its Golden Anniversary on 2nd, 3rd June this year.
It is during this time, mum’s qualities as a wife, mother, daughter-in-law, teacher for the two kids, professional stenographer and as a Christian stood out. Alone she handled all her responsibilities to the various parties concerned apart from taking care of her own self.

Every holiday when dad came home it was both a sad and glad occasion. Glad that he could see his two kids, sad especially with her three-month-old Dot. He would always return to her as a stranger and she would not allow her dad to go near her, nor to carry her. When she was used to dad, it was goodbye to him again. Yes, seeing Dot at that time was literally shedding tears of joy and sadness. Chris was not so much of a problem as he was big enough to understand then.

Well this continued until God intervened and dad managed a transfer back on May 1st 1969 – a miracle event completely under the hands of God. (Remember May 13, 1969! Reflect what would happen to both of us if we both continued to be separated.) This is another long story that has to be left until mum or dad reaches ninety in the will of God!

After this experience in the first three to four years of our marriage life, we dare not take the plunge of enlarging our family further. But that is not our choice. The Lord has His ways and on 9th August, 1971, Alvin came into the picture – five years later. The whole process of caring for Chris came back. Like Chris, he had the three-month colic and it took her nurse-maid, Ah Choo, Mum and dad to take turns nightly to care for him. Every one or two hours he would wake up to scream seemingly for no reason and it was very tiring for the three of us; as all of us had to work the next day. On one occasion, he cried non-stop whole night through, so that the next day he was so tired and he slept through, not wanting his milk even. Ah Choo was shocked and cried when for over 12 hours he refused to wake up!
Anyway, we were glad after the three months were over, and all of us could have some respite.  Best of all, all these three children have grown up to be the lovely men and woman of character that they are today with their faithful spouses. 

It was during this period mum stood out well. 
Mum, Beyond Mum

But there were still challenges ahead. When the children reached pre-school days, we had to arrange for tuition classes, music lessons, church activities, etc. Mum would take the car to work and dad would use his motor-cycle to pillion the children to school activities and tuition lessons. 
Then came the time when the children came to the end of their term in school. Should they carry on with Form Six or go for further studies abroad?

This is where Mum stood out in all her ingenuity.

We had no experience of further education, not to say fund the children for it

But Chris could not fit in with the local system of education. He wanted to further his studies abroad. This is where the team of mother and son stood out. Chris did the research work for the various avenues and scholarship availabilities and mum provided the resources and the guidance and advice. This wonderful team-work was fruitful and Chris got financial-aid to study in Lewis and Clarke College,

It was a very heavy commitment on our part. Both of us had never been to further our studies, worse still, when it would be abroad. We just were vague in the curriculum and in the financing.  We just had to trust God as we entrusted Chris into His hands. Earlier we had brought the three children together to be seated on our bed. We told them of Chris’ venture and that we would not be able to finance all the three. So if Chris was successful, he would have to help out the other two. Would they agree? Thus, with the consent of the two siblings, Chris went. But we thank God that Dot need not have to get help from Chris as she had a Bank Negara Scholarship. 
For this, it was again due to the amazing mum and the awesome God. Time and space does not allow me to relate what happened, but it was just God’s overruling coincidences and miracles! Alvin was a special case that he could go to the US. It must be admitted that he too worked hard as the PFS Magazine editor that earned his spurs and he was highly recommended by his school principal for his studies abroad.  Even here, mum was a great personal consultant in her own way.

Mum, the Proud Mum.
After Chris’ graduation, in June 1986, he proceeded to U.C. Berkeley and graduated from there in 1988. By this time, both of us were already resigned to the idea that we could have “lost” a son as he would be living far away from us, the more so when in  the same year, he got married to a local girl and his L&C College-mate, Deborah Susana Thibodaux at 2.00p.m. at Lewis & Clark College Chapel, 0615 S.W. Palatine Hill Road, Portland, Oregon. A reception was held at Riverplace Alexis Hotel, 1510 S.W. Harbor Way, Portland, Oregon but, so sad we could not be present as it coincided with our promise to be with Dorothy to take her round the eastern part of Australia before she would come back for good.
[Unlike Chris who was able to travel a bit during his summer holidays because we had no funds to bring him back, we brought Dorothy back every holiday to ensure that we did not “lose” her as we then thought we did with Chris. (We did not have to fund Dot’s studies.) So she never got to see Australia and as a reward for her graduation we promised to take her around.]

Of course, Chris and Deborah made up for it later when they invited us to witness his award of a Masters in Business degree by UCLA ten years later on 12 September, 1998. Mum and I were proud parents then. 

Alvin, though a late starter, further made us proud when he received his basic degree from Middlebury College in 29th May, 1994. Yes, we were proud that we could witness our youngest son receiving this award, through we were disappointed that his promise to take us to see Nigara Falls did not materialise because his passport had expired. We have Chris and Deborah to thank for an unforgetful and memorable drive to, and holiday in, Las Vegas and the Grand Canyon instead. Anyway, we were glad that we were with Alvin in Middlebury, though we missed his graduation in John Hopkins in May, 1996 and in Regent College in May, 2006.
After Chris and Deborah, it was Dorothy’s and Robert Khaw’s turn to be married. We were glad that we were there for them on 25th November, 1989 just the year after Chris’ marriage. Indeed, it was special for mum as it would be the first time she could welcome guests to her own daughter’s marriage.  She was dressed in her best and she could easily out-dressed the bride in charm and beauty at her age if not for the bridal dress. Yes, I was proud of her too even though I would miss my princess daughter very much because a frog prince had stolen her away.
The last memorable marriage that brought the whole family together (even Chris and his family came) was when Alvin and Huey Fern got married on 8th Dec. 2001. We were very glad that after a tumultuous courtship of very challenging years of faithful relationship one to the other, they finally got married in KL. It brought the whole Ung family together (not to mention the Khaws as well) after a very, very long time. For us it was a “catalyst” marriage. 

Now that we have passed the marriage stage of the mother’s children, we need to touch on the grandmother that the mother soon was promoted to.

Mum, the Grandmother.

The process to promote her to this level surprisingly did not come from her eldest son, but from her daughter instead. Robert and Dot were fast workers and they beat Chris and Deborah to the tape.  

Dot, being new to motherhood, sought the help of her mother after the birth of her first son, Daniel Khaw Peng Tsu on 14 September, 1991. Thus, Daniel spent one month at Bethel when the mother was on maternity leave under the watchful eyes of his grandmother. Even as Daniel grew up, the parents would bring him along to visit us or whenever Dot got work stints she always opted to come to Penang and brought Daniel along for us to look after. Perhaps this might be the reason that even today Daniel is rather close to us.

His parents being fast workers soon brought another offspring to accompany lonely Daniel.  Hannah Khaw Huey Mey was born on 4th March, 1994. With the experience of bringing up Daniel, and with a maid available, the parents now became more independent in bringing up Hannah by themselves.  Consequently we missed her growing years.
We would suppose Chris and Deborah would not allow their younger sister to outpace them too far. So it was not surprising that soon Mum would be grandmother to another child from them this time. So on 24 Feb. 1996, Tara Nicole Ung was born. After her first month, they invited grandma and grandpa over. Being their first child they also had to learn something from grandma (and even grandpa) in bringing up new-born babies. Tara, like Chris, was a cry-baby in her first few days and very sensitive to noise. Her mother had difficulty putting her to sleep. Thus, Tara too had to learn, like all our grandchildren before her, the lullaby, “The Birds upon the tree tops sing their song…” from her grandpa. But oh, she was very chubby cute. We, and everyone else, were proud to show her off with her wide smile, fair skin, and thick black hair in contrast to her contemporaries who had practically no hair or just white tufts on their pates, whenever we took her round the neighbourhood. 
It was almost eight years later they were blessed with another daughter, on 28 Jan 2004, Isabel Rachel Ung. We did not get to see her as a baby but she was equally cute when we first saw her; now under the more experienced and strict hands of her parents. When it was time to sleep, she had to do so in her own room with the visiting grandparents in another room in between. We were sympathetic to hear her cry out each morning, “Mummy I want to get out” when mummy preferred to sleep late. As grandparents we dared not interfere.
Then five years later, on 13 Jul 2009, when we were holidaying with some friends in Pulau Langkawi we heard over the phone the good news that our youngest son and his wife, Huey Fern would not be left out – Andrew Ung Wei En was born. 
Mum was already in her 71st year. She was not that youthful and energetic to take care of an infant then. But the Lord was good and Alvin’s in-laws did a wonderful job in helping their daughter to bring up Andrew. After that, they like Chris and Dot, had to be on their own with their spouses to bring up their children. And they did a good job of it for us to see what Andrew is today.

Would this be our last grandchild or sign of more to come?

Mum, the Loving Wife.

When Mum said “I do” on that day 14th Dec. 1963 to take the man holding her hands almost 55 years ago she was committed to be with him for better or for worse, in sickness and in health and she has faithfully kept to her vow made before God and men. Yes, we have had our valleys, so have we our mountain peaks, and it is indeed difficult to imaging a life without her. She is not only her husband’s bride but also his breath and his life. Apart from the Lord, she is what he can ever be. It is difficult for him to think of a life without her!
Mum, the Loving Mother and Ah Mah

She supplements and complements what her husband is not. It is to her that the children confide and hide when they find their father too stern for them to turn to.

She spends long minutes praying for each of them by name every Lord’s Day at the family altar and on other days in between as well. And now she even includes her grandchildren.
She always has a soft heart for each of them and can never say no to their requests except this one time when the children want to celebrate her 80th birthday!

As for the grandchildren, she longs to see them, touch them, talk to them, hear from them, and even to carry them, but the last she cannot do as she fears dropping them when her strength fails her. Yes, she still cheers up whenever the grandchildren draw near to her. 
Her body cannot reach out to them because of its frailty but her loving heart ever is there for them though they may not realise it.  Hope the children will bring up their children to treasure their Ah Mah more!

Is Kong-kong revealing too many secrets? But all are true!
Mum, the Grandmother (Ah Mah), 

and the Great Grand-mother (Ah Chor or Ah Thai).

But soon she will rise one generation higher still – she may be a great-grand mother. Tara will bless her with the potential to be one or can Daniel beat her to it?

Whatever, dad, kong-kong, hopes the Lord will give her the privilege and the honour to be one. After all, she is already a SuperWife, a SuperMum and a SuperGrandmother.

She deserves to be a Great Great-Grandmother, do not you all think so?

Mum the Patient Partner
Without her, Dad’s life will be a mess. 
Where we can, we seek to work together. 

She cooks delicious dishes; dad takes her to market to buy the ingredients.

She prepares breakfast, lunch and dinner; dad washes the dishes.

She administers the house; dad attends to the garden.
She keeps track of the finance; dad lets her control the funds.

And a thousand and one things we can do together,

Because she has been the greatest of helpers (help-mate that God promised)
That dad can ever think of

And I am her lover, yes, I do, I do love her! (as Christ loved the church)
To summarise, let Lemuel the king, speak on my and on your behalf:

Proverbs 31:10-31 (HCSB) 
10  Who can find a capable wife? She is far more precious than jewels. 
11  The heart of her husband trusts in her, and he will not lack anything good. 
12  She rewards him with good, not evil, all the days of her life. 
13  She selects wool and flax and works with willing hands. 
14  She is like the merchant ships, bringing her food from far away. 
15  She rises while it is still night and provides food for her household 
and portions for her female servants. 
16  She evaluates a field and buys it; she plants a vineyard with her earnings. 
17  She draws on her strength and reveals that her arms are strong. 
18  She sees that her profits are good, and her lamp never goes out at night. 
19  She extends her hands to the spinning staff, and her hands hold the spindle. 
20  Her hands reach out to the poor, and she extends her hands to the needy. 
21  She is not afraid for her household when it snows, for all in her household are doubly clothed. 
22  She makes her own bed coverings; her clothing is fine linen and purple. 
23  Her husband is known at the city gates, where he sits among the elders of the land. 
24  She makes and sells linen garments; she delivers belts to the merchants. 
25  Strength and honor are her clothing, and she can laugh at the time to come. 
26  She opens her mouth with wisdom and loving instruction is on her tongue. 
27  She watches over the activities of her household and is never idle. 
28  Her sons rise up and call her blessed. Her husband also praises her: 
29  “Many women are capable, but you surpass them all!” 
30  Charm is deceptive and beauty is fleeting, but a woman who fears the LORD will be praised. 
31  Give her the reward of her labor, and let her works praise her at the city gates.

There are more things to say, but time and space have their limits.

So suffice this to say - now that she entering her eighty 

Lord,

Blessed my wife’s, our mother’s, our Ah Mah’s 80th Birthday

Beloved Bee from your beloved husband;

Loving Mother from your loving children, 

Christopher and Deborah; Robert and Dorothy, Alvin and Huey Fern

Dear Ah Mah from your dear grandchildren,

Daniel, Hannah, Tara, Isabel and Andrew.

27th February, 2018
A Post-Script.

Now that mum and Ah Mah is Entering her Eighty

She is slightly bent in body and form,

But still strong in heart and will to face life’s storm.

She alleges that she is one-eyed,

But she has eagle’s sight

That often sees afar 

And few things are allowed to come in to mar.

She suffers from knee pain

But she can invest to great gain.

Such is her wisdom

Most probably bequeathed to her for being in God’s kingdom.

She tires quickly so she claims, 

But she can sometimes work for hours

Seemingly not feeling the strain,
Ever motivated by Love’s sustaining strain.

She has such a loving heart

For her children and her grandchildren

That often when with them she has to part

She wonders when they will meet again,
Though she does not say it out but it is in her heart.

Lately she seems to have some loss of hearing

But she will not lose much because nothing really bad about her

Would come into the range of her hearing.
There is nothing bad that can be said of her

‘Cos she is whom all of us love so dear.

Yes, in spite of her infirmities,
We thank God for her inner strength and beauty

And we trust God to keep and strengthen her in totality
In His grace to lead her into her nineties
In safety and security for us all.

A Final Post-post script: Mum, the Caring Sister
At a time, when Mum looks forward to enjoying the rest she yearns,
Which she feels (now that children are all on their own) she earns –
The prime of her youth and adult life that she “lost” –
To go places; to see sights; to be her own boss,
She has to saddle down to take care of her sister,

Now down with Parkinson and with no other to turn to.
Poor Ah Ee has to be in a Home away from home.

And Mum is now taken up with visiting her every two to three days
When by right she should be relaxing somewhere and around to laze.
Yes, she should be travelling, cruising and sight-seeing;

But she is now stuck to Bethel and to Rejoice Home visiting;

Or when she should spend time with her children and grandchildren,

To enjoy the fruits of her labour,

She has to spend time with her sister.

The sister is also mindful of the sacrifice mum makes,

And though at times she thinks of giving her longer rest,

Yet it is beyond her to decide as the Lord holds her to the test.

So even as Mum enters her eighties,

Will she ever be free from her responsibilities?
Her children (and grandchildren!) may have to consider the possibilities!!

· As she is now EIGHTY!
In the meanwhile,

Blessed 80th Birthday, Beloved, Mum and Ah Mah
To God be the Glory! – 

Great things He hath done 

And Great things He will do.
Amen.

