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“Let us not become weary in doing good, for at the proper time we will reap a harvest if we do not give up.” 

Galatians 6.9 

 

 

 
Tongseng on guitar at Prey Chhkar 

 
 

It’s starting to look a lot like Christmas in some parts of the world, but here in Cambodia the holiday season 

has a different look. Noy and I had gone out to Prey Chhkar a few days ago with Tongseng to meet up with Pastor 

Han. Pastor Han had left his place in Kompong Kdei earlier that morning to see that things were getting under way 

for the day’s festivities. Prey Chhkar is a remote village in Siem Reap Province about an hour’s drive from town to 

Kompong Kdei going southeast on National Highway 6, then another hour or so hard east on a series of dirt roads 

through rice country. As this is the harvest season, there were lines of harvesters all along the way with their serrated 

sickles slicing through the stalks of rice and leaving the sheaves behind them in their steady advance through the 

paddies. Since Christmas is a Christian holiday, there’s not much for it here in Buddhist country but despite that, 

Christmas does happen. My part in the festivities at Prey Chhkar was to tell the people there about the meaning of 

Christmas like I’d done earlier in the week at Tongseng’s village.  

At his village it was almost all kids, maybe close to 200, and some curious adults. Prey Chhkar was about 

half that but with a few more in the way of adults, some of whom were the cooks in charge of preparing the 

Christmas dinner. Dinner consisted of a rice porridge called b’baw with bean sprouts, chopped spring onions, a few 

carrots, some potatoes, a kind of salty white tuber called seipeov and chicken with boiled corn-on-the cob for a side. 

The cooking was done just outside the church structure on open fires in large pots ordinarily used in making rice 

wine.  

Prey Chhkar is one of several sites in Han’s considerable ministry AO, eight sites at last count. Noy and I 

had been out there many times with him over the years when we’d meet under the coconut trees or on the porch of a 

little family-run store situated along the deeply rutted oxcart road that runs through the village. And now, thanks to 

support from the believers of Nongsu in South Korea for the construction of a church building nearing completion, 
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we’ve been positioned to see the steady progress that comes of Pastor Han’s persistence. But of course I, like Han, 

am a hardcore realist and the reality of all this is that there’s not much in the way of local adult leadership in Prey 

Chkkar that one could call a self-sustaining church body. The church building is there but that’s all it is, a building. 

It needs a church body.  

So there I am, in front of this little crowd of mostly kids with a few adults in the back of the meeting room, 

telling them the meaning of Christmas. The sole decoration in the room identifying this motley gathering as a 

Christmas celebration was a canvas tableau hanging on the front wall depicting the nativity scene. I had brought a 

little picture flip chart with me to illustrate the event and pointed out how the angels had appeared in the night sky 

heralding the birth of the Savior to a group of scared shepherds. I pointed out that they weren’t any different from 

the folks there in Prey Chhkar who herd their oxen along that dirt road right out there in front of the church every 

day and isn’t it a marvel that God thought to announce such an amazing thing to a group of country folk just like 

them instead of the kings and emperors and provincial chiefs. After that, the kids were lined up by the door and each 

one given a little gift on the way out consisting of a packet of shampoo and another containing a couple of cookies. 

By then dinner was ready to be served and everybody had plenty. So that was Christmas, celebrated on December 

the 9
th

 at Prey Chhkar.   

 Now I did say that I’m a hardcore realist, meaning that as soon as you put up a building to the glory of God, 

that doesn’t make it a church. But as I looked out over all those dusty-footed kids, I had to wonder which of them 

would grow up to lead their generation in the faith. It’s mostly the young who respond to the Gospel. Of course the 

adults were busy with the harvest. There might have been a few more present if it weren’t for that. But it’s the young 

who tend to have ears to hear. Tongseng is a case in point. When I first met him only a few short years ago, he was 

just a school kid living at Han’s house. Han had led him to the Lord, taught and trained him, and now he’s a young 

man doing the same work as Han, tirelessly proclaiming the Good News to everyone who will listen. Jesus did say 

to suffer the little children. And now looking out over those shaggy little heads seated on the blue canvas tarp before 

me, I could see why. They may not look like much right now, but I have to believe there’ll come a day when they 

turn their world upside down with the message of Jesus, the Christ of Christmas. 

 

 

 
A Christmas dinner of b’baw 


