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NS: From Fathers to Sons

NS  is a national institution that reflects and 
reinforces the spirit of our nation – loyalty, unity, 
resourcefulness and resilience.

Since 1967, generations of NSmen have served with 
pride and honour, in the footsteps of the NS pioneers 
who set the foundation of NS with their commitment, 
determination and fighting spirit.

Forming the backbone of the SAF, our NSmen 
represent the collective will of our nation to stand 
up for itself and to ensure the peace and security of 
Singapore. Today, the three generations of Singaporean 
sons continue to serve – as NSFs, NSmen and Volunteers.

Together, we continue to shape NS as a uniquely 
Singaporean experience.



Foreword

National Service (NS) is the backbone of 

Singapore’s defence. It has underpinned our 

peace and security, and enabled us to prosper 

as we build our nation and our home. It is 

an institution and a rite of passage, bonding 

Singaporeans of all ages, races and backgrounds. 

Several generations of NSmen have served 

with pride and honour over these 45 years. The 

duty of defending our country has now passed 

from fathers to sons. Each has his own stories 

to tell, whether about the arduous training, 

endless missions or lifelong friendships. NSmen 

often tell these stories to family and friends, 

peppering them with references like “In my 

time, NS was siong1...” and “Remember our 

Platoon Commander/Sergeant?”. These stories 

of sacrifice, resilience, pride and brotherhood 

weave together into the tapestry of our 

Singaporean identity.  

This book contains many stories and photos 

about NS, proudly shared by NSmen and their 

families. They capture the heart and spirit of 

NS, and in many ways the spirit of Singapore. 

I believe that many readers will enjoy these 

stories and be reminded of the good times they 

shared.

We should continue to collect and share these 

photos and stories of NS. They remind ourselves 

and our younger generations of the importance 

of NS to our nation, and the experiences that bind 

every Singaporean Son to our country.

On behalf of all Singaporeans, I salute all our 

NSmen. You have contributed and sacrificed 

much for our nation. Thank you for your dedication 

and service to Singapore.
LEE HSIEN LOONG

Prime Minister

1Colloquialism for tough
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OUR SACRIFICE
Short-term sacrifice, long-term gain

Through NS, we might have lost 
some of our freedom, personal 
choices, and even time spent 
with our loved ones; yet we gain 
a deep, intangible respect and 
trust from the nation.  



TRANSITING FROM 
CIVILIAN LIFE TO MILITARY LIFE
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This is the beginning of your NS journey, 
to serve with pride and honour. A change 
that many may not be used to, but this 
is the start of your transformation from 
Boys to Men.

“I remember we had to undergo 
a Medical Checkup at Kallang 
which was very thorough. We 
had to unashamedly strip down 
to our very basic clothing and 
perform exercises, eye checks, 
urine tests, doctor medical 
examinations, etc.”

Yeo Hong Eng
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NS SURVIVAL TOOL #1: 
GARTERS

BOYS
TO

MEN



SACRIFICING TIME WITH LOVED ONES  
AND UNDERTAKING NS DUTIES
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Each and every man has been called 
to make these sacrifices. Leaving the 
comforts of civilian life for the rigours of 
military life, we gain tenacity and verve.
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“Behind every son doing national 
service is always a mother spending 
sleepless nights worrying about 
her son’s safety, his well-being, his 
health and his clothes. Yet, they 
receive no medals and no one pays 
tribute to them during the passing 
out parade. Mothers never 
get tired of giving 
and giving.”

Amolat Singh
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Many have walked this path, many more 
will do so in time to come, but no one 
looks back in disdain for this is 
our purpose and calling.
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“NSmen need support from the 
family, employers and society 
so that we can serve with pride 
& honour.” 

Abel JY 

NS SURVIVAL TOOL #2:  
GREEN SOCKS

TIME AWAY FROM 
PERSONAL INTERESTS
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It was 1968 – a group of Singapore soldiers were being put through 
the paces of the M113 Armoured Personal Carrier’s (APC’s) 
capabilities. As the APC hit a water obstacle, something unexpected 
happened. Water started gushing into the M113 and as the vehicle 
filled quickly, the soldiers inside reached for the hatch and started 
scrambling out. Every soldier wore a life vest, which was meant to be 
inflated only after making their way out through the hatch.

   As the soldiers swam away from the APC, they realised that not 
everyone had made it out. Two of the men had inflated their vests 
before making their exit – they were still trapped inside. One of 
the soldiers who had made it to dry land, went right back into the 
water. He dived in and started swimming towards the M113. He 
disappeared beneath the surface of the water, and when he surfaced 
again, he had one of his fellow soldiers in his arms. A man’s life was 
saved that day... and sadly, another was lost.

Opposite:
CPL Fox (third from right, standing) with fellow 
trainees from the 3rd Officer Cadet Course at 
SAFTI in 1968.

MY FATHER 
MY HERO

 Cheryl Fox
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Above: 
CPL Fox (second from left) about to receive his 
commendation for bravery from then Member of 
Parliament, Lim Kim San at the first SAF Parade in 
1969.

The soldier who went back into the water was 
my father – Corporal (CPL) Frederick William 
Fox. My father received a commendation for his 
bravery at the first Singapore Armed Forces (SAF) 
Day Parade in 1969.

When I first heard this story, I was overwhelmed 
by it. But it wasn’t a story that my brother and I 
grew up listening to. It was at my father’s funeral 
that I first learnt about that day in 1968.

Discovering that story, on a day filled with so 
much grief, clicked a switch in my heart. It 
dawned on me why my father didn’t speak much 
about saving another soldier’s life. Perhaps he felt 
that what he did is what any soldier would have 
done. As the nation celebrates 45 years of NS, my 
heart is with each and every one of our soldiers 
who’ve served and are serving our nation.

I thank you for being a hero to all of us... just as 
my father has always been one to me.
  



PERFORMING ONEROUS 
NS TASKS AND DUTIES
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Others walk on urban concrete, 
we walk on jungle terrains. 
Others work and play in the day, 
we keep a silent watch at night. 
Others make their fills at restaurants 
and food courts, 
we nourish ourselves with 
combat rations and butter biscuits. 

“Unsung heroes keep Singapore and her shores safe and 
secure from threats from within and abroad. I salute the 
sons and fathers of the Republic of Singapore.”

Affendi Bin Hamzah
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“It was something that none in the 
family or few in the neighbourhood 
had ever experienced. As for me, I was 
not worried. In fact, I looked forward 
to it. Even before the call-up during 
pre-Malaysia days, my close friends, 
Lim Ban Lee, Tok Thiam Chye and I 
had even discussed among ourselves to 
join the People’s Defence Force (PDF) 
but could not because of our studies. 
After August 9, 1965, when Singapore 
left Malaysia, I was more determined 
than ever to be enlisted.” 

Yeo Hong Eng



 
SERVICE ABOVE SELF
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NS demands that we always put 
our missions first, over and above 
our personal needs and interests. 
It’s this solidarity between us 
Singaporeans that has allowed us 
to enjoy the peace and security we 
have today.  
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“Serving my dear country 
to protect and defend my 
dear friends and my loved 
ones is tough, but if we 
don’t step up to it, our 
country won’t even stand a 
chance against any threat.”

James Fang 
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“In order to face the 
challenges ahead in NS, 
we had to first ditch 
our vanity.”

Ong Hui Yao

The first step in becoming a soldier 
is to lose your prejudices and 
perceptions… then you are ready to 
join the brotherhood.  

SACRIFICING INDIVIDUALITY 
TO BE PART OF A COMMON CORP
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If having my youngest child enter secondary school did not make 
me feel old, witnessing my son get enlisted into National Service 
(NS) certainly sealed it. As we waited at Pasir Ris Bus Interchange 
for the ride to Changi Ferry Terminal, I watched the other parents 
hovering around their sons. Gosh, do I look as old as them? I 
turned to Mike. Does he look as old as those fathers there as well? 
A friend once commented to me the same thought as we attended 
a parenting teenager talk and I had rebuked her for still thinking 
herself as not having aged. She shook her head. It wasn’t about 
her. She’s quite sure her husband does not look like the Ah Peks 
around us.

My aunt had called the night before to warn me not to be ‘too 
emo’ about it. Her sisters had cried and she probably did as well 
when her only son got enlisted. I assured her I wouldn’t. I had 
been eagerly anticipating this day, and the only regret is what I 
thought was a three-month absence became nine weeks and then 
Ivan told me, “I’ll be back on 17 Feb.” Huh? Why so soon?

As soon as we arrived at Tekong, a man in uniform told Ivan, 
“Tuck your shirt in.” I expected Andreas to be told the same 
thing but he was spared. The square yellow sticker on Ivan’s shirt 
had distinguished him from Andreas’ yellow round sticker. The 
new recruits were separated immediately and the families were 
ushered into a tour bus with a complimentary goodie bag each, 
comprising a bottle of water, an Oreo pack and a tissue packet.

We toured around the facility. The beach and sea surrounding the 
buildings gave the island a resort feel. Despite the noon sun, there 
were many recruits jogging and playing ball. They were the early 
entrants because of the lack of fitness. They waved to the parents 
cheekily as we drove by.

The dorms we toured were clean and the thick 8-inch mattress 
could be even more comfortable for some recruits than what was at 
home. Mike was particularly impressed with the steel cabinets. His 
had been wooden and they had to stick paper to the wooden planks. 

MOTHER 
OF A SOLDIER

Vicky Chong
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“Look!” he exclaimed, “A compartment for the 
rifle!” I think if given the chance, he would want 
to enlist again. The mothers were more concerned 
about the domestic stuff. We were told they have 
to wash the laundry by hand in the one bucket 
provided each, and dry the wet clothes on the 
strings just outside the window. The bed sheets 
are collected by a 
professional laundry 
and changed weekly.

We were led to a 
lecture theatre and 
shown the light-
weight uniforms, 
Asics shoes, cool 
sandals, state-of-
the-art water bags,  
waterproof boots  
and even the strong 
insect repellent 
provided. The field 
packs had lotus 

“As a  mother, I gave him 
this life and to hear him 
swear his allegiance to 
his country somehow 
made me feel like I had 

also contributed.”
roots with peanuts, glutinous rice or pasta.

Next, we were driven to the auditorium where the 
recruits were already seated and watching a video. 
We searched excitedly for Ivan. Not one recruit 
turned to meet our eyes or wave. They stared 
stoically at the screen ahead. None of us could 
locate him in the sea of similar faces.

The commanding officer gave us a briefing as 
to what was to come for these young men. He 
assured us that safety is the paramount concern 
and all recruits would be taken care of. There are 
many channels for these men to voice out. A short 

video was shown on how generations of men have 
gone through NS, something all parents should be 
proud of.

After the video, the recruits stood to take the 
oath. As they ended the speech about protecting 
Singapore with “My Life”,  I felt a lump in my 

throat. (In case 
like my brother,  
you didn’t read 
properly, it’s not 
a ‘tear to my eye’ 
but a ‘lump in 
my throat’). As 
a mother, I gave 
him this life and 
to hear him swear 
his allegiance to his 
country somehow 
made me feel like I 
had also contributed.

It’s often said doing 
NS transforms a boy to a man, so that alone is reason 
enough for me to support NS. I am astonished 
that some parents are rather apprehensive about 
NS. A friend told me she knows of a German who 
actually chose to serve NS in Singapore. Yesterday, 
there was an ang moh in Ivan’s company as well.

We enjoyed ourselves yesterday and were assured 
and comforted by the arrangement done for the 
family of new recruits. My eldest son, Andreas, 
will be enlisted in the next few months and he is 
certainly looking forward to it.



GROWING UP
From boys to men

NS is a rite of passage, 
where every Singaporean son 
undergoes a deep personal 
transformation. Through the 
NS journey, they mature as 
dedicated NSmen, bearing 
arms and developing a common 
purpose to defend what is 
important to them – their home, 
loved ones, and way of life.
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From early reveille calls to cookhouse 
meals and foot drills. Being inducted to 
a journey of regimentation is a common
starting point for all who begin the 
transformation from boys, to men.  

LEAVING COMFORT ZONES
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NS SURVIVAL TOOL #3:  
ALUMINIUM MESS TRAY

“Being away from loved 
ones and the luxuries of 
life, enlistees really learn to 
treasure what they have and 
not take them for granted. 
For all these reasons, it’s no 
wonder many say NS is where 
boys turn into men.”

Vanessa Chua 
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A ladle-full of rice was lapped onto our 
plate. I took a look at the rice. It was pale 
yellow. I have never seen such rice before. 
Our rice at home was pure white. 

I mixed some vegetables with it. The 
vegetables looked unappealing. I gave 
the vegetables a try. It was tasteless and 
fibrous. I gave it a miss. 

Then I proceeded to try the drumstick. 
I held up the drumstick with my fingers. 
I gave it a bite. Oh my! It was very hard. 
My tooth caught on only the skin, it gave 
way and splashed gravy onto my face. 

What hard luck! My appetite for food 
was gone.

COOKHOUSE
MEMORIES

Yeo Hong Eng

“Don’t you dare complain about the food, you won’t know 
what extra item they can add into your meal. Sometimes tea 
has a different taste.”

Jeff Tan
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“You learnt the ins and outs of it – how to clean it, how to shoot it, how to 
carry it. You became so familiar with its shape, its weight, its innards – you 
could assemble it blindfolded. You learnt to keep it close to you and never 
to let it out of your sight – it was a favourite pastime for your sergeants to 
take it away. I hated its weight during days of walking, and I loved it at the 
shooting range.”

Kenneth Bok

Meeting one’s ‘wife’ and protecting it for life.

BEARING ARMS
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Aidil Syazwan

“I MISS
BEING CALLED A

SHOOTER.”
B  BO O
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A WIFE WE
REMEMBER

FOR LIFE

“At my first live firing range, 
I remembered the side-show 
where I went to refresh my 
skills... who will ever forget 
the 10-cent coin on the 
barrel.” 

Amolat Singh
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“These words have 
forever been incorporated 
into the Singaporean 
vocabulary: ‘Own Time, 
Own Target, Carry On!’ ” 

Lam Chun See
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NS SURVIVAL TOOL #4:  
FLANNELETTE CLOTH 
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On television I saw an aerial shot: Neat blocks of men in green, like a 
perfectly manufactured circuit board; a helicopter flies past carrying 
the Singapore flag, a red-white patch in the backdrop of blue. 
Another reminder of my impending doom.

A rite of passage – so they say. “Boy, don’t whine about NS, it’ll 
make you a man”, or “Defending your country is something noble 
and honourable; make us proud!”. After 12 full years of memorising 
facts, combing the books and preparing for countless examinations, 
the realisation of having now to do something totally different from 
what they have been doing all along unnerves the boys, usually unfit 
and unprepared. Jialat (terrible), how to survive? Whole day we must 
run and jump over tall walls and crawl in mud; why can’t we just 
study?

It’s the strict commanders, the smell of mud, the camaraderie, which 
strikes a chord and leaves it resonating in their minds. Years after 
leaving the army, the chord starts to fade; but all it takes is a worn 
photograph, an old green uniform and some badges to rekindle the 
flame. Without prompting, my father began to recall his days before 
us, before our mother, before his job, “before I became a man”.

You know, national service exists for a reason. We don’t have 
many people, and we don’t have many talents. What? You want the 
Government to allow you to go overseas and abandon your roots? 
We need all the boys to defend our humble nation! If I were you, 

Perhaps the only thing tougher is fatherhood. Ask 
any father and they will tell their sons that those two 
years were the most enriching couple of years they 
have ever had, compared to the 17 long years they 
spent waiting for their children to stop being kids. 
And when the letters from the Ministry of Defence 
arrive for their teenage sons, they will probably 
share the great sense of nostalgia with their sons. 
Fathers can be sentimental too.

GREEN MAN

An essay by Ong Hui Yao
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I would complain less and be more optimistic. 
It’s quite fun anyway. No need to study.

When I was your age, your grandmother 
was very worried about this whole army 
affair. Back then NS was just implemented 
so there were some rumours here and there 
about it not being safe and some people 
being ‘abused’ and ‘tortured’. Sure, the food 
was horrid, but we weren’t there to be food 
connoisseurs! The taste of the food was the 
last thing on our minds. We don’t live just to 
eat, you know. Even if the food was dubious-
looking, the nutrition was important for a 
bunch of 18-year-old boys whose metabolism 
rates were off the charts after a long day of 
physical training. If you’ve been eating right 
and exercising regularly, NS should be no 
problem for you. So don’t worry. That’s what I 
told your grandma.

On the first day, we went to the jetty – your 
grandparents, your aunts and me. Leaving the 
mainland, my home, my bed, and my desk at 
school – I missed all those things already. Just 

like you now, I didn’t want to leave. Especially 
when I saw all of them waving from the jetty 
as the ferry moved further and further away.

It was my first time away from home. 
Even before reaching camp, I missed the 
bickering with your aunts, watching Teochew 
programmes on the black-and-white 
television set, drinking the liang teh (cooling 
tea) that your grandma forced us to drink, 
the aroma of home cooked food, the dogs, the 
welcoming ‘how was your day?’

While some guys were vain and sensitive 
about their hairdos, the manly ones like me 
couldn’t care less. I think it’s the first test of 
bravery. In order to face the challenges ahead 
in NS, we had to first ditch our vanity; for 
many it was difficult but for me it was no 
big deal. In fact, I loved the way I looked 
with not much hair. I even thought my scalp 
could breathe better without the mess. Plus, 
everyone had the same hairstyle so there was 
nothing to be ashamed of.

Boy, don’t 
whine about 

NS, it’ll make 
you a man...



31

There really wasn’t any time to be fixated 
over looks anyway. We woke up at five in 
the morning every day and got to sleep only 
at around half-past eleven at night. For the 
whole day we had no time to slack – session 
after session of physical training and obstacle 
courses. They were at first quite difficult to 
tahan (tolerate), but not many complained. 
Should be no problem for the typical former-
NCC (National Cadet Corps) type, but the 
rest – we just geh kiang (tried to look strong). 
After all, nobody wanted to be called an ah 
kwa (effeminate male). So we just did what we 
needed to do, listen obediently to orders, and 
stay out of trouble. After a while we all realised 
that bravery can be nurtured; even the most 
severe germaphobe can overcome the mud 
slopes. Although it’s easier said than done, the 
trick is to not think too much.

I must say, it was hellish sometimes. Life in NS 
was not a bed of roses – if anything, it was a bed 
of durians. But you know what you’ve got to do, 
so like a fire-walker, I just took each step telling 
myself ‘it is mind over matter’. And it is!

I kept myself going with the warmth that came 
with the voices of family over the telephone. 
The greatest invention. It can make someone so 
far away seem so near. Some of us managed to 
enjoy short phone calls back home after a long 
day, which really made everything less dreadful. 
Hearing the voice of someone you used to see 
every day after not seeing them in what seemed 
like forever does wonders.

I really enjoyed the calls your aunts and I had 
when I could afford the time after a long day 
of crawling in mud. It seems like we grew 
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closer than before over these telephone 
conversations. I guess absence really does 
make the heart grow fonder – either that, or 
we didn’t have the time to have spats over 
the phone. I used to pester your grandma; 
I kept asking, ‘Why can’t I have an elder 
brother?’ And it was then, in NS, that I was 
mature enough to realise that elder brother 
or not, I had your aunts and they truly cared 
about all that was happening in camp – 
whether I was getting bullied, or punished 
too harshly, or whether I got the right 
nutrition... they were not much older than 
me but they already reminded me of your 
grandma.

Speaking of siblings, initially I thought my 
platoon mates were all kind of strange. We 
were just so different – family, education, 
personality, interests – all thought the others 
were weird. But all of us kind of grew closer 
after some time. I guess it’s only natural, 
given that we did literally everything 
together. We were punished as a platoon, 
cleaned the toilets as a platoon, sprawled on 
grass fields at night on missions looking at 
the starry sky as a platoon... there was this 
strong sense of kinship.

Even when we got punished due to the 
negligence of just one person, we didn’t 
complain because we were like real brothers. 
They were my family away from home, like 
brothers I never had.

My father 
never liked the 

colour green. 
But he loved 

what it signified.

See the guy in this photo third from the left 
in the front row? That’s Uncle Bob. And the 
one beside him? That’s Uncle Huat. Now 
that we’re busy with our lives, we can’t even 
find time to meet up for a chat.

And look at me – I was so macho, right? 
I can be a before-and-after model for a 
slimming centre! You know, NS really made 
me a man – physically and emotionally. I 
guess some time on your own, away from 
your comfort zone, with total strangers on a 
totally ulu (remote) island will really make 
you cherish everything back home.

Just like that, what seemed like decades 
went by and we completed the basic military 
training course. I rushed home, and I’m 
telling you, it was the best feeling in the 
world – to see that familiar pavement that 
led up to the main door, to see the faces of 
the people you could only imagine at night 
in the bunk, to see your grandma holding a 
large pot of soup saying, ‘Dinner is ready’. 

He put down that photograph and started 
admiring the badges he picked up from an 
old storage box, just like a child who had just 
discovered a treasure trove of sweets and 
knick-knacks.

My father never liked the colour green. But 
he loved what it signified. Hopefully I will 
too, in a matter of months. And one day 
I will tell my son: ‘It is not as bad as you 
think, and you’ll become a man.’
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Confident, steadfast, ready. Upon 
bearing arms, we undergo a relentless 
amount of training in NS. From here 
on, we are moulded as protectors of our 
country, standing our ground. 

INDEPENDENT MEN

“My life at OCS built not just my biceps, but 
also my character and my spirit, all of which 

soared in titanic proportions.” 

Darryl Tan
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“As a Recruit this was what we did when 
there was no night training. We ironed our 
uniform and polished our boots. At that 
time there was no ironing board, so we 
improvised. We used plenty of kiwi, applying 
it on our boots, letting it dry and repeating it.

Before barrack inspection, we used a clean 
cloth with kiwi and water and rubbed them 
on the boots until we could see our smiling 
faces. If your boots were not up to standard, it 
could be thrown out of the barrack windows.”

Jeff Tan

NS SURVIVAL TOOL #5:  
KIWI & BRUSH
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“The degree of physical and mental challenge seemed to have been especially 
high during NS, than anywhere else in our life thus far. Many of us have cried 
tears of pain, exasperation, and disappointment during our journey.

Yet, we find ourselves looking back at the past. We have completed all the 
challenges thrown at us. In retrospect, the knoll does not seem so high, 
the jungle not so unnavigable, and the work not so overwhelming anymore.”

Isaac Lee

To adapt to a way of life unique to NS, 
enlistees need to develop the mental and 
physical fortitude to endure tough and 
realistic training.

CONDITIONING THE MIND & BODY

36
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“I did back push-ups during 
my BMT in the late 90s. 
Maybe because my RSM was 
an old school chap, he called 
it tanning your cuckoo bird.”

Yusof Ibrahim



Through loyalty & professionalism, you 
respect your fellow soldiers not because 
you are obliged to, but because each and 
every man earns his respect by standing 
with each other day or night, rain or shine. 
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EARNING MUTUAL RESPECT
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“... NS is where we learn the true 
meaning of leadership. I hope that 
NSFs of all ranks will forge their 
own meaningful experiences; more 

importantly, I hope that these reflections 
will remind those of us entrusted with 
command to uphold these values, and 
never stop learning!”

Isaac Lee
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WHAT IS YOUR 
FAVOURITE

COMBAT 
RATION?

Glutinous Rice with Sausage

Oregano Pasta

Lor MaI KAI
Bubur Terigu

BUTTER BISCUIT
Burmese Noodles
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“I remember that we were always 
on-the-go so there was no time to 
set up fire to warm the food before 
makan (eating). So, what we did was 
to lay these packs on top of our jeep’s 
bonnet as the heat from the bonnet 
was sufficient to warm them.”  

Vincent Tiang Hock Sum

“Once, I tossed a biscuit to a stray dog; it smelled it for a 
while and walked away. My platoon mates and I laughed.”

Rudy Zheng Quanru



BROTHERHOOD
Through thick and thin

Through NS, many have 
experienced everlasting bonds 
that cannot be described in 
words, but rather felt and 
shared in defining moments as 
friends, buddies and above all 
– as brothers.



GOING THE EXTRA MILE FOR 
THE PERSON BESIDE YOU
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And many a times, we ask ourselves to 
give a little more, because of one simple 
reason – 

MY
not to let
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“Your actions, good or bad, will 
determine how people will 

remember you for the rest of your 
life. Whether it is sharing the last 

sip of water you have left or helping 
someone up a steep hill, the memory 

will be etched in their minds.” 

Khairularifin Bin Selamat

DOWN

BUDDY
NS SURVIVAL TOOL #6:  

SAF POWDER
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FRIENDSHIP THAT GOES 
DEEP WITHIN THE VEINS

Regardless of who we are and where 
we are from, when we serve NS, 
we become one – as a homogeneous 
entity, sharing brotherly bloodline. 

“To this day my NS buddy is still my good 
friend... adversity builds bonds that last forever...” 

 
Rex Tan 
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“The citizen soldier 
demonstrates that he will go 
the distance for the man next 
to him, without lofty talk about 
motivation, commitment or 
pride. Mission accomplished, 
he slips out of his uniform, 
back to civilian life.”

Zi Liang



47

BEYOND RACE, 
LANGUAGE AND RELIGION

“We were just so different – family, education, 
personality, interests – all thought the others 
were weird. But all of us kind of grew closer 
after some time. I guess it’s only natural, given 
that we did literally everything together.”

Ong Hui Yao
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“It didn’t matter if you were 
Malay, Indian, Chinese or 
Eurasian, if you lived in a big 
house or if you lived in a tiny 
HDB flat – we were all the 
same and we were treated all 
the same.”

Kenneth Bok
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through the door of opportunity, they do not slam it shut behind 
them; instead, they hold it open, they pry it open, they hack the 
door down – to give others what was given to them.

National Service is unnatural. Given a choice, nobody wants to do it. 
But, knowing why we do it, knowing who we do it for, and knowing 
who we do it with – it becomes natural to do the unnatural. It really 
doesn’t matter what we do, but doing it with a purpose, doing it with 
our buddies, that is what makes it meaningful.

Leaders make all the difference. Leaders have the capacity to build, 
to shape, and to influence those around them. And I have been 
blessed with great leaders around me. Leaders who understood 
that it’s not about reaching the finishing line first, but making sure 
everybody gets to the finishing line. Leaders who, at the same 
time, took care of the mission, and took care of the men. Leaders 
who, although from privileged backgrounds, understood that once 

NATIONAL 
SERVICE

Choy Yong Cong

As with everything in life, 
how much you gain from it, 
depends on how much you 
put into it. The soldiers who 
have gained and grown the 
most from their journey, 
gave it their all. Life will be 
full of crap, but it’s how we 
deal with it, how we respond, 
how much we put in, that 
determines what we gain 
and learn from it. And my 
soldiers have taught me 
this in a big way. I’m deeply 
thankful for them, who have 
committed their time, effort, 
and most importantly, their 
belief in the cause.

We all gave our hearts.
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EVERY SOLDIER A BROTHER

My late father used to share his stories of his NS 
days. He was the 2nd batch of NS, and he was in the 
scouting unit, those days were tough... I came across 
his old insignia and stuff after his passing, they are now 
very dear to me... they must have been for him too, 
for he kept them for so long... some of his best friends 
were from his army days... and they were there for him 
even till the end... for that I am eternally in their debt. 
Their generation was not as well-educated, poorer in 
material riches, and yet their sense of kinship and 
honour surpasses the highest standards... 

MY LATE
FATHER
AND HIS 

BROTHERS
IN ARMS

B
R

O
TH

E
R

H
O

O
D

52

“It is still a common practice that whenever 
NS buddies get together, they always talk 
about their NS days... Times have changed, 
but the stories continue to be told – 
generation to generation.”

James Suresh

Rex Tan

“... some of his 
best friends 

were from his 
army days...” 
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CAMARADERIE 
BORN OUT OF RESPECT

“We met up and really let our hair down. In camp, there was 
so much camaraderie. We ate and worked together, played 
together, slept in the same barrack, talked, joked, shared joy 
and sorrow almost twenty hours a day. We were as close as 
brothers. When we were on leave, we went to the southern 
islands hopping from one island to another, hiking up Kent 
Ridge or simply visited each other or caught movies.” 

Yeo Hong Eng 
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“When you 
sincerely care for 
the men under your 
charge and show 
courage in fighting 
for their welfare, 
they reciprocate 
with loyalty and 
commitment.” 

Arthur Kiong



Through sweat and tears, over mud 
and dirt, in rain and shine, we forged 
and overcame all challenges, not as 
individuals, but as a band of brothers.

INTRINSIC TRUST IN EVERY 
NSMAN, SHARING A COMMON 

BOND & IDENTITY

55

“When your team comes through 
for you, it is the most rewarding 

feeling in the world.”

Arthur Kiong
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“We may not be familiar with others initially, 
but through phases and moments in NS, we 
bond progressively. And I strongly believe 
that this applies today from generation-
to-generation, after 45 years of National 
Service. That’s what makes this a truly 
unique Singaporean experience.”

Muhammad Faris
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CHEER – TRAINING TO BE SOLDIERS

TRAINING TO BE SOLDIERS,

CHILDREN HAVING FUN, WHILE WE ARE HOLDING GUNS

Have you ever wondered why we must serve?

 IN OUR LIVES
TWO YEARS OF OUR TIME

FOR OUR LAND

Because we love our land and we want it to be free, 

TO BE FREE YEAH!

FIGHT

ONCE

LOOKING ALL AROUND US, PEOPLE EVERYWHERE

Because we love our land and we want it to be free, 

Have you ever wondered why we must serve?

TO BE FREE YEAH!
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TOUGH TRAINING
Mind, body & heart

NS training is never an easy 
pursuit. It requires willful and 
total commitment to prepare 
us for our NS journeys and 
operational duties ahead. 



DOING THE RIGHT THING 
& DOING THINGS RIGHT
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From basic military skills to advanced 
technologies, through realistic training 
and refining war fighting capabilities, 
we adapt and strengthen ourselves 
throughout NS. 

“Those days... We took pride in everything we 
did, regardless how much we suffered. I guess 
we are made of stronger stuff.”

Raymond Wilson Low
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NS SURVIVAL TOOL #7:  
PROTRACTOR



NEVER COMPROMISING SAFETY
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We train hard, yet maintain safety at the 
foremost of our priority, because each 
and every son is equally precious to the 
nation. 
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Awake from a desperate slumber, slip into a curious shuffle, fumble 
for my soldiering objects, shamble into the toilet, breathe into the 
murky atmosphere that envelopes each and every one of us; slowly 
and steadily, normalcy returns, the resounding alarms bellow across 
the halls of a certain eternity. Alas, we rise into another day of the 
sweltering summer of our youth, another day to reflect on life and its 
great many escapades, its wondrous, shocking, bitter, sour, and pacy 
moments. That single thrust that takes us a step closer every day to 
a certain window of opportunity. Today is the day I throw the hand 
grenade. Images of war, of ravage, of consternation, of gore surround 
me, I am gripped with fear at the notion of forgetting the throwing 
procedures, my heart pounds at a weary pace. In the bunk, and 
in the lecture rooms, I am struggling to stay awake to listen, learn 
and absorb all the hand grenade throwing procedures. The day has 
come, I finally get to harbour this destructive force. We gather in our 
platoon level, and get ready to take on this challenge. The sun begins 
to rise.

I pick up my grenade and examine it, its compactness contrasted 
with this behemoth-like potential. A truly ergonomic design. 
Indeed, a device that has brought about the deaths of many, and 
has been used in the name of freedom, fascism, sacrifice, and many 
other ideologies. An age-old tool used by man in the name of 
sovereignties, democracies, terror, and gods. I now wield all of this 
power by the side pocket of my ILBV. A weapon capable of depriving 
the lives of the most strong-willed, forthright and powerful of man. 
All of a sudden, it became all too clear; our purpose, our reasoning, 

our actions and our duties. This was all put in place to protect peace. The peacekeepers are the 
ones who have to engage in and understand the capabilities of those who seek to terrorise, to 
spoil our peace. We have put in so much effort, harboured so much risk, only to protect what we 

MY DEFINING 
MOMENT IN BMT

Lee Yi Pann

“All of a sudden, 
it became all too 

clear; our purpose, 
our reasoning, our 

actions and our 
duties. This was 

all put in place to 
protect peace.”

should so dearly treasure. What we have 
taken for granted. With these thoughts in 
mind, I throw my grenade. As I left the 
grenade throwing grounds, my mind was 
once again dumbstruck by the intensity 
and destructive capability of such a 
seemingly tiny device. The midday sun 
streaks across the skyline.

As I step out of the tunnel, my mind 
enters into a disquieted mood. I imagine 
a world where true peace has arrived, and 
innocence has triumphed over the fetters 
of evil. Suddenly, it dawns on me, that this 
dream is intangible. It is only possible if 
there are sacrifices made. Now, I arrive 
back into company line, and the sun has 
already begun to set. The day is done, and 
I slip back into a desperate slumber, only, 
this slumber is now driven by a conscious 
sense of purpose.
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“I always remember using newspapers to wipe the 
morning dew from the bars so there was more grip.”

Francis Shoo

Michael Fonseca

TRAINING TO 
BE SOLDIERS GOD

BLESS
THE

NINJA
TURTLE,
THE BASE PLATE BEARER.”

“



EVERY  CRAFTSMAN 
NEEDS TO MASTER HIS TRADE
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“Going through the whole 
thing (training) was no fun. 
But thinking back now, it’s an 
experience that’s priceless.”

Leong Ann Ghee



“Whenever the training got 
tough, my men got even 
tougher – we showed them 
what it meant for us to 
battle to the very last breath, 
showing our true mettle and 
strength every step of the 
way.”

Saw Yong Kai

As operational demands are real, 
we push ourselves further than 
necessary so when duty beckons 
we are ready.

“This attitude of 
continual improvement 

and learning is infectious 
and inspiring, because 

each person reaches up, 
and pulls someone else 

up after them.” 

Isaac Lee

 
OTHERS MAY STOP 

WHEN THEY’RE TIRED 
BUT NOT US
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“Even the instructor doing the demonstration was 
grimacing. The guys standing went ‘wah lao eh, 
siong on my brudder man, jia lat ah, terok terok, tis 
time seow liao!’ .”

Adrian Quek



WE TRAIN HARD BECAUSE 
THERE IS NO SECOND CHANCE
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Standards are set high for all 
servicemen, because each and every 
one has to be ready, for us to have a 
fighting chance.

“Hey recruit make sure you 
aim and squeeze off gently, 
don’t be a BoBo King, ok?” 

Raymond Foo

RANGE
TRAINING

“One fine day in 1968 at the SAFTI 100m range, my OC, 
LTA Ibrahim, wanted to know if he dared to bring us to 
battle. He lined up all the AR-15 Heavy Barrel soldiers and 
we fired 20 rounds each. I guess we gave him the confidence 
to say ‘YES’.”Jeff Tan



“At the end of the Ramp Jump-off 
in SAFTI, we still have to run 
up that ‘ramp’ road to get to the 
home stretch towards the finish 
point. It is remarkably the most 
painful and memorable part of 
the SOC... I think ALL officer 
cadets and SISPEC trainees will 
never ever forget this part!!!”

Wilson Low

 
THE ONLY EASY DAY 

WAS YESTERDAY
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NS SURVIVAL TOOL #8: 
BLACK TAPE

The NS journey is never a cakewalk, 
it demands every inch of strength, 
concentration and support, because 
it’s never any easier each day. 



OUR PRIDE
For the peace we have earned

We stand confident because 
we have answered our call 
of duty, and we have earned 
every right to celebrate our 
accomplishments for having 
a secure and peaceful nation 
through NS.



“NS has not only come a long way but has 
also been a success factor in the lives of our 
citizens...” 

Walter Loo 
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We are proud of what NS has given 
Singapore: A safe, stable and secure 
country; free to exercise her rights, 
constitution and way of life.  

FREEDOM, TODAY



8281

We achieved what others doubted we 
could, because we strived relentlessly for 
what we believed in. And we achieved it. 

FORGED THROUGH SHEER WILL
AND  COMMITMENT

“National Service is not 
merely a milestone where 
our boys serve 2 years of 
their time for the nation. 
Instead, National Service 
has actively contributed 
to the strong fabric of the 
nation.”

Jeffrey Chung
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“Not only in the Army, but anywhere else in our lives, this lesson 
remains applicable. By striving for excellence, we open the door for 
others to excel as well, even to beat us.”

Isaac Lee 



“Well done! 
You have 
proven yourself 
when we 
needed you 
most, time and 
time again. 
Our heroes!” 

George Ee 
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WALKING THE TALK
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We are proud of our NS 
achievements for the nation, because 
we collectively answered the call of 
duty, each time, every time.   
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3 January 2012 – A month after ORD

Saturday, 3 December 2011. Battalion Open House. Stood up, put 
the chairs back in order, switched off the lights and air-conditioner, 
and took one last look at the office I had occupied 24/7 for the last 
ten months.

So this is how it ends, huh.

Introduction: Growing Pains
22 months in a totally different life does wonders to your psyche. 
It was by no accident that the person who received his pink IC was 
not quite the same guy as the one who surrendered it 22 months 

THE DAY I LEFT 
THE ARMY: I LED, 
I EXCELLED, AND 

I OVERCAME

Isaac Lee

earlier. Looking back, I finally see that every step of the journey, 
I have grown in character, understanding, mental resilience and 
physical strength. As Officer Cadets would be familiar with, this 
journey was like a Stairway to Heaven.

Growing pains were a part and parcel of everyday life in the 
Army. Just as climbing a never-ending staircase takes continual 
effort, learning and growing every day was no walk in the park. 
Yet, this walk was not on my own – there were mentors who 
came before me; friends who walked this journey with me; and 
subordinates who came after me, and taught me to reach out as a 
mentor myself.

To all these people whom I have had the privilege of meeting, I 
dedicate these lessons to you.

To Lead: Only by Example
“The only form of leadership is by example,” then-CPT Jonathan 
Liu said in between breaths of jumping jacks and prone rows.  
This simple thought was to become my mantra throughout my 
tenure as an Officer.

It was simple – if I performed an action, it automatically gave 
others permission to do the same. If I were to achieve something, 
it translated into others’ belief that they could, should, and must 
do it too. But what was more powerful was that if I did not do 
something, nothing could give me the right to ask them to do it, 
either.

By virtue of our regimental system, as a young Lieutenant, or 
Sergeant, when we said “go”, the men under our command would 
move. The only difference was whether they ‘ran or walked’, so to 
speak. I have realised that the key to this lies in inspiring others 
to do things, not because they need to, but because they want to.  
Easier said than done; but entirely possible if we were, ourselves, 
inspired first.

Throughout our ten-month 
command journey, I saw how 
this principle had to define our 
every action and thought. It 
affected major things, like values; 
inspiring others to strive for 
excellence was something that 
could only be shown through 
our daily life, rather than be 
talked about. It affected minor 
things, like area cleaning, 
going to breakfast, and basic 
discipline; if we as leaders were 
not disciplined enough to clean 
our own area, go for breakfast 
every day, conduct first parade 
on time, check our own uniform, 
and greet our superiors, then 
there would be no way that we 
could order others to do the 
same. In everything, it was an 
‘if I am doing it, so must you’ 
attitude that would finally make 
things work.

There is a reason why we 
promised “I lead my men by 
example” on the Parade Square 
that day.

To Excel: So That Others 
Can, Too
I remember Remedial Training 
in Foxtrot Wing like it was 
yesterday. Six rounds warm-up, 
six rounds intervals, six rounds 
timed trial, six rounds cool 



result of finding new abilities in ourselves, which we did not know we had; now, throw 
us a challenge again, and we will know that we are able to overcome it.

This mental resilience is something that we do not get unless put under the most 
extreme circumstances, and it is something that I attribute only to these 22 months of 
training.  It is a complete paradigm shift; a ‘can-do and never-say-die’ attitude that will 
follow us into our later life.

It CAN be done.

Stairway to Heaven Ahead
One would think that this is a conclusive note, something written at the end of a 
journey. That could not be further from the truth. The fourth and most important 
lesson is that we can never stop learning.  Every day, every hour, every second, there is 
something to be learnt from someone around us. I have had the privilege of meeting so 
many people from all walks of life, and I have learnt so much from each of them – even 
from the many offenders whom I defended in Court. Everyone was better than me in 
some ways; in that, I learnt of him. It took this long and tough journey to knock this 
humility and learning attitude into my thick skull, and I have all my superiors, peers, 
and subordinates to thank. Needless to say, ORD is far from the end of the ‘Stairway to 
Heaven’ – there is so much more to learn!

I must admit that I learnt a lot more about myself, life, and leadership in my 22 months in 
the Army, than in my years in secondary school and JC combined. There are many more 
lessons than I can write about in one note; and had I known all these before, I would have 
done a great many things differently. I guess it is a growing-up journey that everyone must 
walk themselves, and no other experience can quite give you the same fruits.

Would I do this all over again?  Never. But I wouldn’t have had it any other way, either.
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“I lead 
my men 

by example.”
down. That’s all? Of course not! But the ridiculousness of it all strangely faded away 
once I entered my life as an Officer.

‘I must excel in everything I do’ was, unfortunately, a reality when you were the one 
setting the standards. Notice how the top few in class always form the benchmark for 
others to strive towards? If there were no best, then there would be no goal to work 
towards. If we hope to inspire others to do their best in everything that they undertake, 
then we need to be that benchmark to beat.

This is not the same as being the best in everything. No one can do that, and it would 
be an awfully arrogant statement that they put into the Officers’ Creed, if that was what 
it meant. Rather, I believe it means that we, as leaders, have to strive to be the best in 
anything we do. We work on what we are inadequate in, and continue to learn and 
improve in areas that we already excel.

Once we could achieve something, it meant that others could too.

Not only in the Army, but anywhere else in our lives, this lesson remains applicable. 
By striving for excellence, we open the door for others to excel as well, even to beat us. 
This attitude of continual improvement and learning is infectious and inspiring, because 
each person reaches up, and pulls someone else up after them. This is the difference that 
we hope to make by excelling in everything that we do.

To Overcome: It CAN be Done
Finally, there were the many instances when I felt like breaking down. It was just too 
tough sometimes! With stress levels sky high, or physical pain overbearing, it was easy 
to convince myself that the task was not worth the effort.

Whether Clerk, Logistician, Trooper, Specialist, or Officer, I am sure that all of us have 
experienced that low point at one time or another. The degree of physical and mental 
challenge seemed to have been especially high during NS, than anywhere else in our life 
thus far. Many of us have cried tears of pain, exasperation, and disappointment during 
our two-year journey.

Yet, we find ourselves here, looking back at the past. We have completed all the 
challenges thrown at us. In retrospect, the knoll does not seem so high, the jungle not so 
unnavigable, and the pile of work not so overwhelming anymore.  This can only be the 
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Our achievements today are the 
results of each and every serviceman 
contributing his best, from then till now.

“When they finished and ORD-ed, I actually 
saw a different group of men who are confident, 
who know why they do what they do, why 
they do stand-by, why they must go through 
burnt weekends to do live-firing. I saw that 
transformation.”

Lim Sok Bee 
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WE BELIEVE IN OUR OWN
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OUR DUTY
An unbroken vow

We serve not because we are 
called upon to, but because we 
know we have to.



AN HONOUR
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National Service is an opportunity 
for them to grit their teeth and 
face the grind. And in doing so, 
generations of soldiers take up the 
task of protecting our families, home 
and nation.

“NS has trained us never to back out, 
and to defend the sons and daughters of 
Singapore as well as our way of life.” 

Ultra Vinz
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THE PURPOSE 
OF NATIONAL 
SERVICE (NS)

Jake Chia

From then on, I had PURPOSE in my NS, even with the minuscule part assigned to 
me in the grand scheme of things. It’s no longer an intellectual understanding but 
an emotional understanding of NS. And I hope those reading this who are doing 
or going to do their NS will have this same revelation. It’s great to do anything for a 
purpose; especially something as big as NS.

NS has taken 13 years of my life and has made my life richer with the experiences 
that came along with it. I had my physical, mental and emotional barriers stretched 
and widened. And the many different people I have met and developed bonds with, 
formed this great memory in my life.

I love my land, my country and the People. NS is part of being a Singaporean, a story 
not many other citizens of other countries can tell. As I close this chapter of my life, I 
hope the men of Singapore will have the same revelation I had about NS — making it 
that much more meaningful.

Majulah Singapura!

Salute to CO LTC(NS) Lawrence Ng (left) whose love for our nation is evident to all.

A personal reflection of my 13 years of National Service.

I am a signaler by vocation and have served COs, S3s and S2s 
in various units. For my reservist, I have served in 2 units, one 
is the best NS battalion and another the best unit in 9 div. I met 
commanders who did NS with passion, belief and understanding of 
the NS role — to protect and defend our nation, land and families.

I didn’t fully grasp this passion and understanding till the later part 
of my reservist. To me it was a duty I had to fulfil as a citizen of this 
land. I didn’t murmur about NS (which I’m glad I didn’t), it could 
have made each passing day a drag. But little did I know, I was 
infused with the belief and understanding (excluding passion ) of 
NS. The difference is PURPOSE while doing NS.

During one of the low key ICTs, we went to the army museum where 
they recalled and told the story of Singapore. I didn’t really think I 

would get much out of it, but the curious side of me who always 
wanted to learn something made me go through 

the exhibits. I believe it was one of the first few 
exhibits, it  mentioned that 10 days after 

we declared independence, we were 
attacked — something I didn’t 

know before. 
We somehow 
were able 
to defend 
ourselves 
by the grace 
of  God, if I remember, by 
left over British soldiers, Nepalese                                                                                   
mercenaries and whatever we had. 
It really hit me that I MIGHT NOT HAVE EXISTED if this land 
had not been defended. Take a pause and let that sink into you. 
Me, my family, the generations after me, Singapore would not have 
existed if we lost that battle that day.



UNITED IN SPIRIT

We believe without a doubt that all 
of us are the answer to our nation’s 
defence. It is this belief that pushes 
our standards higher in becoming a 
world-class armed forces.

“Singapore defended by Singaporeans. Lest we 
forget, because we do not deserve to own what 
we do not want to protect.”

Choy Yong Cong
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NS SURVIVAL TOOL #9:  
RESEALABLE BAGS
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MISSION FIRST, ALWAYS

We spend countless hours, days and 
months in training. We keep our 
NSmen current and operationally 
ready. We have confidence in each 
and every serviceman that they will 
be ready when the time comes.
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DELIVERING EACH TIME, 
EVERY TIME

We, as a nation, have weathered 
through many challenges and we 
know the best hands to help us are 
our own.

“All the best laid plans will amount 
to nothing if people don’t step up 
to the plate and just do it. The most 
successful are not those who make 
the nicest looking sand tables or 
look the smartest in their starched 
uniforms and polished boots, but 
those who just get in there and get 
the job done with gusto.”

Arthur Kiong
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AGAINST 
ALL ODDS: 

A LEGACY FROM 
MY FATHER

Kenneth Wee

The rain was relentless as it poured on the people gathered in 
the morning parade. My mom was in her proud NCC uniform 
while my dad was representing the second batch of National 
Servicemen as part of the celebration. Many fondly recall the 
1968 National Day Parade.

“Oh, it was raining cats and dogs! All of us were drenched... but 
we all tahan (tolerate),” quips mom. 

“Did you guys already know each other then?”

My dad bashfully interjects, “No lah... she was only 16! And I 
was already in National Service. I’m no cradle-snatcher!”

“Those early days were tough... very, very tough,” dad 
reminisces, “our trainers really walloped all of us!”

Dad is 62 now. And it doesn’t seem that long ago when he 
would tell my younger brother and me stories of his National 
Service days. I reckon it was the drama of his narrative, and 
the vivid descriptions that raised the threshold of what I 
expected out of my own National Service experience – in 
the Commandos. I still recall when I received my posting for 
BMT: I was crying, my dad was proudly smiling. The days that 
followed were bitter as our trainers railed various tactics to 
train us up both physically and mentally. Dad’s stories helped 
me day after day. I never told him that though – but the picture 
of how his fortitude carried him through tough training 
inspired me to persevere as well.

One iconic character in dad’s stories, was that of then Sergeant 
Kiong. From being my dad’s Platoon Sergeant in 1968, I 
now know him as Encik Kiong in the Commando fraternity. 
He still retains his thunderous and fiery persona, and every 
Commando trainee would have “fond” memories of him 
dishing out guard duties and confinements for flouting the 
regimental rules. I never thought I’d share a common thread 
with my dad in my own National Service experience with an 

framework.

A senior officer once remarked 
to me animatedly, “National 
Service is where you can have 
a Chinese, an Indian, a Malay, 
and a Eurasian come together 
in a bunk. They sleep together, 
eat together, bathe together, cry 
together. And when you say 
‘knock it down’, all 4 will do push-
ups together. Whether they like 
it (NS) or detest it – they have a 
common bond. And this unity is 
what helps to build Singapore.”

Indeed, 45 years of clearing the Standard Obstacle Course (SOC) has instilled our workforce the 
attitude of clearing and overcoming obstacles in our nation’s history – the very same SOC my 
father had to clear, I too had to clear. And through the insecurity and uncertainty of the future, 
we shall overcome “Against All Odds”.

iconic fellow like Encik Kiong – and uncannily, it seemed that I had as much a glimpse of 1968, 
as my dad had a grasp of my 1996. We still speak of him sometimes... the same ol’ Encik Kiong.

I’ve been inspired by dad in so many ways I can hardly count. His leadership and charisma as the 
MG Commander followed him in his work as a Fire Chief in a petrol-chemical company for 32 
years. His eye for balancing the requisites of the job, as well as managing his staff amidst battling 
fierce fires in the various refineries had become a yardstick for me to model after. The Singapore 
of 1968 was a different Singapore: the cornerstone of nation-building was to be found in our 
parents building their families and their careers.

Through the opportunities that they have presented us, the Army has been good to both my 
brother and me. Our swords and portraits have weathered the humidity and continue to hang 
stoically in the living room. It has become our parents’ way of saying that they are affectionately 
proud of us. We are both still serving as Operationally Ready NSmen, and I continue to be 
passionate about giving the men under my care a fruitful and fulfilling experience in their 
annual In-Camp Training.

I can’t say I’ve always had a positive perception of my National Service experience, as the tide of 
lamentations often beckon me to be inclined towards negative associations of the SAF and the 
National Service fabric. Yet over the years, through various commanders who took the effort 
and patience to labour through their sharing, dialogue and engagement, a few good men have 
inspired me to appreciate the macroscopic paradigm of National Service and the Total Defence 
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NS, 
A PROMISE WE MAKE FOR LIFE

From our forefathers, our fathers, and 
to our sons today. We recite the same 
oath, because we pass our legacy, from 
generation-to-generation.

“I told my sons many times, 
if there is a war in Singapore, 
and if I am not in the country, 
I will fly back to defend 
Singapore, my country.”

James Phoon



OUR FUTURE
Preserving our past, defending our future

We sacrifice for National
Service, because our forefathers 
believed in protecting what 
matters to us –

Our way of life;

Our families;

Our future.



We stay true to our promises. Just 
like our forefathers before us, we 
keep our word to serve the Republic 
of Singapore, just as we inspire our 
future generations to keep theirs too.     

“If we can put so much effort in our education, family and 
careers, we should also put the same effort in protecting our 

community because without social stability and security, all the 
education and career opportunities would not exist.”

James Suresh

A COMMITMENT FOR LIFE
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“Our firm has been in existence since 
1934, before World War II, almost 
heading towards 80 years old. 
The firm went through phases of 
nation-building since the 1930s, 
and stability is essential... Therefore, 
we find that it is essential... to do 
our part as employers beyond NS45 
because defence lays the cornerstone 
and foundation of Singapore’s stability.” 

Khoo Sze Boon



FOR THOSE WE LOVE
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“The love for this country remains 
from generation to generation. 

Love always PROTECTS.”

Weng Yew

“No matter what people may 
say about NS, it’s all about the 
commitment to defend and protect 
the shared values we’d live for, and 
our loved ones we’d die for.”

Li ChengxiLOVE

PROTECTS
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MY ARMY AND 
NAVY BOYS

Walter Loo

anything were to happen, we only had each other for help. Needless 
to say, I had to learn quickly and in the process, made a few more 
good friends and built up extra ounces of courage.

My eldest son, Wesley, is now a 1SGT and regular in the NDU. 
Just recently, he successfully passed the Dive Master Course. 
He is 24 years old. My second son, Joel is in OCS as an NSF. He is 
21 years old. He is in the Armour and trains with the Bionix team. 
At the moment, he is in overseas training and will be there for 3 
weeks. Both of them adapted well to the military environment and 
have great and close friends. Both know how important they are to 
Singapore. I really don’t need to remind them about it. Not at all.
It is in their blood as it was in mine.

Wesley had wanted to be a naval diver when I showed him what 
NDU has to offer, prior to his enlistment. Of course, I was elated 
when he made it as a Naval Combat Diver. He then signed on as a 
regular. He knew what he wanted. I concurred with his decision. 
Only thing I ask of him is to do his best regardless of the difficulties 
and circumstances. The same I told Joel. Both are now leaders in 
their own domains. I am the happiest father on earth right now. Yes, 
occasionally I do get emotional and remind them to be careful, for 
after all they are my boys.

My last reservist term ended on October 1990. Yet, 18 years later, 
I found myself in NS-mood again when Wesley went for his BMT, 
Navy-style. Then it was Joel’s turn to do his BMT, Army-style. Yes, 

My new world order started in June 1979 as an NSman in 
the RSN. I went to SNT (School of Naval Training) through a 
BMT customised for naval recruits. After the POP, I was put 
through seamanship, firefighting and technical knowledge on 
logistic courses. Eventually, we were posted to Pulau Brani to 
take on the role of an NSA (Naval Supply Assistant). Many new 
friendships were forged with seniors and peers. Some remain 
even until now.

I took my vocation seriously and it was no surprise when I was 
awarded Outstanding Soldier of the Month, a few months prior 
to my ROD. Eventually, I finished my NS obligation in June 
1981, as a Corporal.

I then did a conversion course and became a Naval Combat 
Medic during my first few reservist cycles. After passing the 
course I was posted to the Coastal Patrol Craft (CPC) team 
and did the rest of the cycles with the same group of reservist 
seamen. During sorties, the incessant sea waves would pound 
the small CPC. This taught us, and me in particular, that if 

lots of SAF lingos came back.

Fuelled by my sons’ enthusiasm, I got myself involved with the RSN more intensely by 
interacting with past and present RSN personnels via the RSN Facebook Group. Again, 
I made a lot more new friends. The wonders of social networking.

I believe all fathers have a story to tell. I told my two sons the truth – that I had a great 
time and important responsibility in the Navy. I shared with them some adventures I 
went through. NS gave me a story to tell. My sons provided their ears to hear me. Now, 
they are resuming the chapter of NS themselves. I am proud of them. I am hopeful of 
what NS can do for the children of this country.

“Underwear wet wet, don’t 
believe come and check!”

Neo Wen Yang



It is our unique identity as 
Singaporeans. We strive to protect 
this identity because without it we 
are nobody.     

“My father urged me that no matter what, don’t think so 
much about what you’re going through, instead think about 
what you left back at home, and who you are doing this for. 

That was one thing that got me going in NS.”

Ashraf

OUR WAY OF LIFE
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“National Service... is the 
workshop where the fabric 
of the nation is stitched...” 

Mohd Anwardeen
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When my eldest son,  Shaman commenced his secondary 
school education, I advised him to join the NCC as I felt it 
would help prepare him for national service. Although he had 
some apprehensions, he took my advice and made it to the 
rank of sergeant by the time he completed his ‘O’ Levels. He 
was an active member of the NCC and was selected to join an 
expedition to climb Mount Ophir. 

Later as a student in the polytechnic, he would go on jogs with 
me to keep fit and ensure that he balanced study with sports. I 

GENERATION TO 
GENERATION  –

WHY I AM PROUD OF 
MY SON WHO HAS 

COMPLETED NS

James Suresh
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encouraged him to keep up with his fitness so that he would be 
ready for NS. His hard work paid off when he scored a gold for his 
NAPFA test and was placed in the enhanced BMT programme.  

Whilst he was undergoing his BMT, he maintained a positive attitude and never once complained about 
the training or any other aspects of NS. He got along well with his platoon mates and received a good 
report from his instructors. My wife and I were very proud to attend his passing out parade and we 
took many photos together. 

Shaman was selected to attend the section leaders course at SAFTI after which he attended the first 
motorised section leader course. He became part of a pioneer batch of NSF’s to be trained as Terrex 
Commanders. 

I was very proud to note that he was managing a vehicle that weighs 25 tons and was in charge of 
handling the weapons systems as well as ensuring that the Terrex transported the section safely in and 
out of military operations.

All through his NS he maintained his fitness and scored Gold for his IPPT.  He also performed well 
in the shooting range and earned his marksmanship badge. I was proud to note that he put in his best 
effort in all the challenges that he faced during his service.

It was also heart-warming to find that he had made new friends just like I did in NS and I’m glad to 
note that his NS buddies still make it a point to catch up with each other every now and then.  I am 
sure that the friends he made during NS will remain lifelong friends as they have faced physical and 
emotional challenges together and that special bond will stay with them the rest of their lives.

When I recall all that my son had gone through, taking on responsibilities in his operational role as an 
NSman, I’m confident that the training has contributed to his personal development.  The training  in 
handling weapon systems as well as management skills he acquired as Terrex commander will certainly 
help him become a better engineer when he graduates from NTU as an engineer. 

When my wife and I took a photo with him standing next to the Terrex, I was reminded of a photo 
I took of him almost twenty years ago when I brought him to visit the Army open house. He was 
standing next to a military vehicle and I couldn’t help noticing how small he looked.

It is amazing that 20 years later I would attend his ORD parade and be able to pose with him next to the 
imposing 25-ton Terrex. How time flies and my little son had grown up to be a tall, strong young man 
ready to do his part for the defence of Singapore. I am truly proud of his achievements and his positive 
attitude towards National Service.  



FUTURE TORCH BEARERS
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 “I remember when I was in primary 1, I witnessed my dad 
being ‘mobilised’ for NS. I was sitting on the floor, playing 
with my toys. It left a lasting impression on me — him 
standing by the door holding his full pack.  NS to me, as a 
‘Generation Y’ youth, is important. NS is a rite of passage 
where boys turn into men. It is also a chance to do something 
for our country. We have to protect Singapore, it’s our job.”

Jonathan Singham

We pass on a national duty from 
generation to generation. We hand over 
this great responsibility, knowing well 
that the next generation is young and 
inexperienced. But we know that with 
the correct guidance and training these 
boys will become worthy men because 
they are after all sons of the island.



 “NS is defining for me, because now, I’m a new generation of 
‘protectors’ of the nation. Having 900,000 Singaporeans served NS 
before and after my father’s enlistment is quite amazing; knowing 

that for a small nation we have actually come this far after 45 years 
of National Service. I dare say that I am very proud to have taken 

over this role from my father.” 

James Chia 

WE ARE THE AUTHORS OF
OUR OWN FATE
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We have crafted a name for ourselves, 
and now we start building our legacy. A 
legacy of a nation which stood up on its 
own two feet and protected itself.  

NS SURVIVAL TOOL #10:  
BLACK NOTEBOOK

 “Just as climbing a never-
ending staircase takes 
continual effort, learning 
and growing every day was 
no walk in the park. Yet, this 
walk was not on my own 
– there were mentors who 
came before me; friends who 
walked this journey with me; 
and subordinates who came 
after me, and taught me to 
reach out as a mentor myself.”

Isaac Lee



Salutes To Our NSMEN

Public tributes to NSmen posted at Army Open House @ Our City 2012 
and NS45 Showcase @ Our Heartlands.

To the generations of 

Fathers and Sons

For your dedication and 

service in defending our Home

We salute you
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