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Welcome to Transformed Under the Pepper Tree. In this monthly magazine, you will 
read stories of how God is changing people’s lives at PazNaz, transforming them 
into the image of Jesus Christ by the power of his Spirit! 
 
You might be asking, “Where can I find information about a specific PazNaz 
event?” Some information about specific events on campus is found within these 
pages, but each month Transformed is focused on relating stories about what 
PazNaz is really all about. Rather than programs or events, there are stories about 
changed lives, stories about people coming in contact with the Savior, and people 
exploring what it means to become a follower of him. It is exciting to hear what 
God is doing in the lives of people! 

 
Years ago, Pastor Earl Lee and a group of staff members gathered around a pepper tree located 
on the northern-most point of what was to become the site for First Church of the Nazarene of 
Pasadena. They dreamed and prayed that God would provide a place where more people could 
find power for living through Jesus. What began then has been going on for over thirty years as 
men and women, boys and girls have come into relationship with Christ in significant ways under 
the shade of that old pepper tree. The mission of the church hasn’t changed. May it continue to 
flourish as people experience the transforming power of Christ. 
 

Blessings, 
 
 
 

B. Scott Anderson 
Executive Pastor 
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ne of my goals, now that I have moved back to Sierra Madre, is 

to run the Mt. Wilson Trail Race. This race covers 8.6 miles up 

the Mt. Wilson Trail while gaining about 2,000 feet in elevation. Each 

day, as I run up the trail as far as I can, I realize that I am nowhere 

near ready for the actual competition, nor am I the runner I used to 

be. It’s a real challenge, but also a great opportunity to reflect on how 

God used running to transform my life. This is just one way God has 

shown me that he is always at work in ways and places I least expect.  

O 



I grew up in Canyon Country, 
California. I don’t remember ever 
going to church or hearing a Bible 
story. In fact, Sundays were my 
days to spend with my friends, 
racing our bikes through the 
streets while ding-dong-ditching 
every house in sight. I would 
spend my $5-a-week allowance 
eating candy and drinking 
Slurpies outside the 7-11 down 
the street and hunting for horny 
toads to see if they really shot 
blood out of their eyes. It was 
great to spend so much time out 
of the house, but it was also a 
great way to avoid my parent’s 
alcoholism.  

In high school, I loved sports, 
mostly because I could be gone 
from my home every day for 
practice and games. While I loved 
basketball, my 5'11” and 130 
pound frame was better suited for 
running, so I joined the Cross 
Country team at Canyon High 
School. We had a record breaking 
team. We traveled to Russia, 
Sweden, and Finland competing 
in long distance running events. 
By my junior year, Humboldt 
State was interested in giving me 
a scholarship in track and cross 
country. I was ready to go and 
had planned on it. However, 
during the fall of my senior year 
of high school, my coach, Dave 
Delong, mentioned to me that a 
small Christian college in San 
Diego might be a good fit for me. 
He explained that he was an alum 
of this college and that they had 
excellent cross country and track 
teams. I went to visit and I loved 
the view. I was awarded a 
scholarship and signed on as a 
freshman at Point Loma 
Nazarene College.  

I vividly remember my first day 
on campus. I moved into a dorm 
suite where I could literally fall 
asleep to the sound of the ocean 
waves. I also recall hearing 
people talk about feeling the Holy 
Spirit on campus and that creeped 
me out. However, I did feel an 
immediate connection with the 
young men in my dorm. I attended 
mandatory chapel and remember 
hearing Dr. Gerard Reed talk 
about grace, mercy, and living the 
life God has called us to. I 

listened in my Old Testament 
class, hearing stories, while 
familiar to some, I had never 
heard before. And I recall sharing 
life over meals in the cafeteria 
with friends like Clint Ellison and 
James Kinzler.  

My coach, Coach Crakes, 
prayed with me and mentored me. 
In 1991, I went to the NAIA track 
nationals and took 2nd in the 
nation in the 3,000 meter 
steeplechase. I also made the 
decision there to run the race of 
life following Jesus Christ. This 
was the best decision I ever 
made.  

I graduated from Point Loma 
and married my college 
sweetheart, Alison. I prayed that 
God would help me coach and 
mentor young students as my 
high school coach did for me. My 
first job was a teacher and coach 
at Pasadena Christian School. I 
have been blessed to have a job 
where I am with kids every day. 
Over the past 20 years of 
teaching and coaching, and now 
being a children’s pastor, I am 
grateful that God brought people 
into my life who loved me and 
loved Jesus.  

Last November, my team was 
reunited at Point Loma to be 
inducted into the Athletic Hall of 
Fame. We were able to hang out 
and reflect on that time 20 years 
ago. What a blessing that time 
together was.  

 As I run up the mountain again 
today, I will be grateful for the 
cooler weather and for the 
coaches, professors, friends, 
pastors, and church family 
members who have poured love, 
knowledge, and time into my life, 
and have prayed for me. I am 
convinced that God moved in my 
life through these relationships.   

God’s call on my life has always 
been to work with and mentor 
kids, whether it is volunteering in 

youth groups, mentoring students, 
or teaching and coaching in the 
public and Christian school 
systems. This call has now led me 
to PazNaz and the tremendous 
opportunity I have here to impact 
the lives of young people. I want 
each of the kids to know that they 
are uniquely made by God to fulfill 
a distinct purpose that God has 
designed for them. 

In the end, I would say that my 
story is not much different than the 
story of the blind man in the 
gospel of John. He was born blind, 
Jesus touched him, and then he 
could see. I was born blind to 
Jesus and his love for me, Jesus 
touched my life through people, 
and now I run the race. I’ve got my 
eyes on the goal where God is 
calling me and I am not turning 
back. (Philippians 3:14) 

 
- Pastor Doug Ravasdy 
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The Christian church has started to 
recover a sense of exile. For much of 
Western history – since the time of 
Constantine in 325 AD – Christianity has 
been able to dictate the direction, and 
most importantly, the imagination of the 
culture. For about thirteen or fourteen 
hundred years, people have viewed and 
interpreted the world through some 
version of the Judeo-Christian lens, even 
if they did not view themselves as 
disciples of Jesus. Especially in places 
like America, where the nation has often 
been described as a “Christian nation,” 
people of faith felt at home. Others were 
welcomed, but they lived as the exiles in 
a Christian nation. 

Over the last several decades in the 
West, that ability to define and control the 
culture has rapidly ebbed away from the 
Christian church. Without question, 
Christians still have important influence in 
the culture, but control has largely been 
lost. Some scholars go so far as 
describing the emerging culture in the 
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west as a “Post-Christian” culture. 
Many Christians, and Christian 

leaders in particular, feel the pain of 
those transitions. It causes many to 
wonder not only what the future of 
such an increasing secular culture 
will be, but it also makes many 
wonder what the future of the 
Christian church will be in the midst 
of that kind of culture. Will the church 
be able to adjust to exile? 

There are many sad aspects of the 
transitions taking place. I am 
convinced that a culture that 
perceives and interprets the world 
Christianly will be a healthier and 
happier culture than one that loses 
that way of seeing and living. 
However, there may be some 
reasons to welcome exile, not the 
least of which is the way the 
Scripture may come alive. Because 
the Scripture was written primarily to 
people in exile, the church in exile 
may discover that the Word of God 
speaks afresh and anew to God’s 
people in ways that it never would or 
could speak to people in power. 

The season of Advent is 
approaching rapidly. Each year as 
the church enters into Advent it re-
enters the stories of exile. Advent is 
certainly about celebrating what God 
has done in the past. But most 
importantly, it is about being 
reminded that things are not yet the 
way they are supposed to be. Advent 
is about keeping the candles of 
faithfulness lit in a time when the 
world lives primarily in darkness. 

As PazNaz enters into another 
Advent, perhaps God wants to teach 
the church anew many of the lessons 
that come only through exile. What 
are some of the things the church 
learns in exile? 

 

It is hard for the people of God to truly 
lament. When asked by a friend, 
“How are you doing?” A person’s first 
impulse is to say, “I am doing fine,” 

even if that isn’t the truth. The 
Scripture is full of prayers of lament. 
One entire book (Lamentations) is 
devoted to telling God what is wrong 
with the world. In exile the people 
demand that God keep his promises. 
In exile people are able to recognize 
and name all the ways the world 
needs to be set right. 
 

Most scholars believe that what we 
know today as the Old Testament 
came into its current form in the 
middle and at the end of the 
Babylonian exile. In exile a person of 
faith cannot simply blend into the 
surrounding culture. Radical 
faithfulness is required or the identity 
of the people will be lost. Shadrach, 
Meshach, Abednego, and Daniel 
realized in Babylon how unique and 
radical faithfulness to God had to 
look. In exile one can’t worship the 
Lord and still bow to the idols of the 
culture. In exile one might have to 
be disobedient to the laws of the 
land and risk being thrown into the 
lion’s den. There is no space for half
-hearted faith in exile. 
 

 It is in exile that the prophets 
began to speak. In particular, 
Isaiah, Jeremiah, and Ezekiel 
began to reimagine what the people 
of God could look like. They 
especially reimagined what the 
leader of God’s people ought to 
look like. The people, when they 
were in power, kept looking for a 
new conqueror shaped in the mold 
of David. In exile, the Spirit helped 
them to imagine being led by a 
“suffering servant” who would 
embody the innocence of a child 
rather than the cunning power of 
the warrior. In exile, the old 
paradigms and models of the 
church crumble and have to die. 
But in their place the Spirit offers 

the prophetic people of God the 
opportunity to dream about what 
God might do. 
 

The prophets encourage the people 
to “work for the welfare of Babylon” 
because the welfare of the people is 
wrapped up in its welfare. 
Nevertheless, Babylon never 
becomes home. Exiles seem to 
discover how to live and work in the 
world, without becoming of the world. 
 

If the coming Advent season reminds 
the church of anything, it reminds the 
church to be patient in hope. God is 
very patient with the redemption of his 
creation. Exile is not just an overnight 
situation. Exile requires a long 
obedience in the same direction. It is 
easy for the people to begin to 
despair in exile. That is why prophets 
like Zechariah have to speak of the 
people as “prisoners of hope.” The 
hope for people in exile is not in their 
own strength or creativity. Their hope 
is in God’s power to recreate and 
redeem out of exile. 

 
Perhaps the changes taking place 

all around the church today – as 
difficult as they are - can prepare 
God’s people to enter Advent with an 
openness to what God can teach his 
people, not despite exile, but because 
of it. Exile is never fun for people in 
the midst of it. But over and over, the 
people of God are able to be thankful 
on the other side of the wilderness for 
what God taught them and how God 
shaped them when they were 
strangers in a strange land.  

 
- Pastor Scott Daniels 
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The Best Christmas Ever  
  Valley Center Campus  

Friday, December 12, at 7:30 pm  
 

PazNaz Campus 
Saturday, December 13, at 4:00 pm 
Sunday, December 14, at 6:00 pm 

I have often prayed to the Lord 
to direct my path. I have always 
hoped and wondered if I made the 
right choices in many situations. I 
have been a writer, producer, and 
director in the entertainment 
industry for over 20 years! In the 
1980s I was working on a project 
where I was a Special Effects 
Coordinator on a film called 
“Ghostbusters.” It was on that 
project where I not only asked for 
direction, but literally had to 
“listen” for directions. 

Ghostbusters was a party set. 
We had parties for everything, so 
it wasn’t surprising that on March 
17 we had a corned beef and 
cabbage party at a pavilion in 
Marina Del Rey, which was close 
to our model shop. I had been 
waiting for a delivery which made 
me late to the party, and, as I 
rushed over in my cute red 
convertible, I noticed an old man 
teetering in the road on Admiralty 

Way. As I drove by, a voice in my 
head said, “pick him up.” Well, I 
don’t usually do that kind of thing, 
but as I looked in my rear view 
mirror the voice became clearer, 
“Pick him up!” Hmm… I circled 
back slowly, pulled up next to him, 
and asked if he needed some 
help. He said, “No, my horse is 
right up the road.” I told him to get 
in the car and I’d drive him. 

Now the Coast Guard had a 
boat across from where we were 
so I brought this little old man in a 
dusty suit to them and explained 
my predicament. They said they 
couldn’t help. So there I sat, late 
for Corned Beef and Cabbage, a 
homeless man in my car, and a 
voice in my head. What did I do? I 
took him back to the model shop. 
On the way I asked him where he 
lived. He said he taught school at 
a college in Helena, Montana. 
Hmm... When I got back to the 

model shop I put him in my boss’s 
office and got on the phone to see 
how many colleges there were in 
Helena, Montana. To my surprise, 
they only had one area code! 
While I was dialing, my boss 
walked past me into his office. He 
quickly came out and said, 
“Cynthia, why is there a homeless 
man in my office?” I explained and 
he kindly said, “Have him out by 
the time I return.” Just as he left, 
two model makers came in and I 
got them to take care of Michael, 
Michael Flaherty. I called 
information and told them my 
situation. As it turns out, there 
was a small Catholic College in 
Helena, Montana, and the 
operator gave me the number. I 
called and a very quiet, female 
voice answered. I told her my 
predicament and at that point, the 
little quiet female voice screamed 
in the phone, “You have Father 
Flaherty?!” She quickly asked me 

where I was and my phone 
number, and told me to “keep him 
there.”  

As it turns out Father Flaherty, 
who was suffering from dementia, 
had walked away from his nursing 
home two days prior and covered 
over 15 miles to get to the Marina. 
I’ll never forget that day. Within 
the hour a nun in a church van 
came to the Ghostbusters model 
shop and picked up my precious 
priest. And just before she got him 
in the van she said, “Oh Father 
give her a blessing!” And he 
crossed himself and me, waved 
goodbye, and got in the van. That 

was a blessing I have kept with 
me all the days of my life. Why? 
Because I heard my Father’s 
voice, I listened, and thankfully 
obeyed. 

 
This December, Worship and 

Celebration Arts will present “The 
Best Christmas Ever,” an original 
work by Cynthia Christopher-
Czuchaj. Based on much of her 
own life experiences, this 
humorous, family-friendly musical 
drama involving an adult choir, 
children’s choir, and drama team 
will be a great community 
outreach event for the church. 
Please plan to come and bring 
your family and friends! 

 
- Pastor Alan De Vries 

 
 
 

 

 

“He crossed himself and me, waved goodbye, and got 
in the van. That was a blessing I have kept with me all 
the days of my life. Why? Because I heard my Father’s 

voice, I listened, and thankfully obeyed.” 




