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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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Does God answer prayers? Does he care about your 
health and physical well being? In the Bible, Jesus healed 
many people that were sick and afflicted, but eventually 
all those that were healed died. 

I was quite sick for a short while in July. I had a terrible 
skin condition that affected a large portion of my body. I 
cried out to God and prayed one night for immediate 
relief. I remembered an experience I had during a mission 
trip to Eastern Europe. One of the team members had 
bug bites all over her body. The group gathered together 
and I prayed for her. When I was done praying, this 
college student’s eyes lit up and she said, “I have never 
experienced anything like this before!” As I prayed, she 
said she felt like someone was pulling a thread out of 
each and every bug bite and she felt immediate relief. It 
was not itchy anymore!  

 

Lord, allow me to experience that one more time! 
 

Yet, there was silence. 
 

Then, my thoughts drifted to a Christian writer from 
Taiwan I had read growing up. She had rheumatoid 
arthritis where she could not walk and had great difficulty 
holding a pencil. She could not finish school. Yet, she did 

 

not give up. She became a published writer and had a 
daily newspaper column. She counted God’s 
blessings by counting how many joints in her body 
were not inflamed at that moment! My prayers 
became, “God, thank you that my feet, my palms, and 
my head are not infected.” A prayer for healing turned 
into a prayer of thanksgiving.  

God does not heal all the time. Yet, when God does 
heal, it is encouraging and uplifting. Which leads me 
to the amazing story of Clarence and Kathy Apel.  

Clarence and Kathy are longtime members of 
PazNaz. They volunteer at HeBrews on Sunday 
mornings with smiles on their faces, ready to serve 
you coffee and donuts, and answer any questions you 
might have. When the time comes, Clarence will 
change hats and become your chauffer by driving the 
golf cart to pick up people from the lower parking lot. 

This past Spring, they went on a cruise in Europe to 
celebrate their 50

th
 wedding anniversary. They flew to 

Amsterdam and boarded the cruise ship the day 
before Easter Sunday. The next day, on Easter 
Sunday, they arrived at their destination, Kinderdijk. 
After breakfast, they headed back to their room.  

 



From Kathy’s journal: 
Clarence says I called to him, as 

he was ahead of me on the way 
back to our room, and told him I 
was feeling dizzy or faint. He said 
my tongue was thick, my voice was 
slurred, and he could hardly get me 
to a bench about ten yards away. 
He realized from the severity of my 
slurred speech that we would not 
be going on the trip for that day. A 
ship's officer came by and the 
determination was made that I 
needed to get to a hospital, ASAP! 

 
Kathy was rushed to a hospital 

fifteen miles away and the ER 
doctors determined she had had a 
blood clot in her brain stem 
resulting in a massive stroke. They 
gave her a miracle drug (TPA) to 
dissolve the clot, took her up to the 
Intensive Care Unit, and she was 
unresponsive the rest of the day. 
Clarence left the hospital that 
evening to walk alone to his hotel, 
not knowing what he would find in 
the morning. 

Because of the time difference, 
news of Kathy’s massive stroke had 
traveled half way around the globe to 
her family and PazNaz by the time 
the church had gathered for the 
second Easter service of the 
morning. Prayers for Kathy’s 
complete healing and a way to return 
to the US for continual treatment 
were rising up all over the world. In 
this instance, God answered the 
prayers of many in the affirmative in 
just a matter of hours. 

Clarence returned early Monday 
morning to the Intensive Care Unit 
and Kathy was already sitting up 
and talking to the nurses. 

 
From Kathy’s journal: 

I woke up in a dark room. I felt like 
I was trying to get out of cement. I 
recognized nothing familiar and it 
took all I had to lift my head from 
the hard bed. My hands hurt from 
the needles stuck in them.  I also 
had my watch still on my left wrist, 
digging into my flesh above the IV 
and the "Pray for Joncee" bracelet. 
I probably tried to lift myself up to 
see where I was about 15 times. I 
have never felt so weak or out of 
control! When someone finally 
came in, she got down close to my 
face and said, “Hall-low!” I asked 

her where I was. Her eyes got big 
and round, and then she ran out of 
the room. I thought I was in the 
middle of a nightmare!  

The nurse, Laura, I found out later, 
had run to get all her colleagues on 
the floor to come see the ‘miracle.’ 
She told me that I had had a 
massive stroke on the ship and was 
rushed to the hospital with my 
husband, who would be coming 
soon. That was a lot to take in with 
a stroke brain. I had a headache, 
but learned this was common and I 
probably would have them more 
frequently. I also felt dizzy if I moved 
my head too fast in any direction.  

When Clarence got there, I was 
so glad! He stopped in the doorway 
and started staring, then burst into 
tears. He had heard us laughing 
and talking all the way down the 
hall and really couldn't believe what 
he was seeing. He just said, 
“You've given me back my wife!” He 
kept saying that to anyone who 
would listen. I felt like God had 
given me life for the third time.  

I can't begin to imagine what I put 
my friends and family through when 
they heard the story. All we could 
do was be thankful for the 
answered prayers prayed by a 
righteous army on Easter Sunday 
for a woman halfway around the 
world who had no idea she was 
causing all the commotion! I am so 
grateful for the love I have felt and 
feel from this whole ordeal.  

I had to stay in the hospital four 
days, but was finally cleared to fly 
home. Thankfully we purchased 
travel insurance ‘just in case,’ and 
even got to fly in Business Class. It 
was very special and we felt so 
pampered. We had a grand time 
following the sun all the way home, 
leaving Europe at 9:20 am and 
arriving home at 11:40 am. It was 
fantastic to see the smiling faces of 
our grown kids, Kim, Frank, and 
Kevin waiting for us! I could hardly 
wait to hug them when I saw them.  

Sometimes God laughs when we 
plan. I treasure the days I have, 
however many are left to me, and I 
hope there are many. I would love to 
see our children and grandchildren 
achieve things they only have 
dreamt about. I want them all to be 
strong in their faith, so when the 
storms of life happen, they will be 
ready to entrust it all to God.  

God is in control! If nothing else, 
we have seen that. Whether I lived 
or died, I know that he is in control. 
However,  I am thankful he has 
allowed me to live another day to let 
people know whatever happens, it 
is good!  
 

God does not promise health and 
healing to all. However, I am very 
thankful that God healed Kathy, and 
that I am on the mend.  

As Kathy shared, it is not about 
what happened to us. It is how we 
learn to trust God in all 
circumstances.  

 
“Throw all your anxiety onto him, 

because he cares about you.”  
- 1 Peter 5:7 

 
- Pastor Darwin Ng 
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Kathy was rushed to a hospital fifteen miles away and the ER doctors 
determined she had had a blood clot in her brain stem resulting in a 
massive stroke. They gave her a miracle drug (TPA) to dissolve the 
clot, took her up to the Intensive Care Unit, and she was unresponsive 
the rest of the day. Clarence left the hospital that evening to walk alone 
to his hotel, not knowing what he would find in the morning. 
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Writing a few pages about the many ways the Lord has worked in my life feels as 
challenging as pouring an ocean into a teacup. Five and a half decades have 
passed since I trusted Christ as my Savior during a Wednesday night church 
service when I was six-years-old. But I think I found a metaphor that sums up what 
God has done in my life. The metaphor dawned on me while I was watching my 
mother patch my father’s work jeans. My dad was a jazz musician turned 
construction worker who wore jeans made of the toughest fabric made. Yet, a week 
after my mom bought the jeans, they needed repair. Mom would cut denim squares 
from old jeans, crisscross the grain of the fabric, and hand-sew square patches 
over the large gaping holes in the knees. When those jeans had given their last, the 
patches remained; they had become the strongest parts of the garment. As with 
those jeans, the serious weaknesses in my life became the areas of God's strength 
(2 Corinthians 12:8-10). 

 I was the eleventh and youngest child born to parents who started a family during 
the Great Depression and witnessed the atrocities of World War II. My parents, 
being of Mexican descent, also had the challenge of rearing eleven children in parts 
of this country where the appreciation of cultural diversity was not yet politically 
correct. Their trepidation about the world later became mine. Further tragedies that 
affected our family system included having my oldest and youngest brothers return 
from the Korean and Vietnam Wars, respectively, with PTSD which later resulted in 
schizophrenia for both. These factors created challenges in the way I related to God, 
myself, and others. Today, however, I see those difficult times I experienced in my 
journey as trials that God made work for good. 

 
RELATING TO GOD 

Since my parents were Christians, I had been hearing the Gospel of Jesus Christ 
from my earliest recollection. The night that I actually trusted Christ as my Savior, I 
remember being amazed that I understood that Christ died on the cross in my place 
and that this act of mercy called for a response on my part. During the altar call, I 
knelt and gave my life to Christ and accepted forgiveness for my sins.  

Since I grew up at a point in history when scarcity was the rule and racial inequality 
was the norm, I came to see the world as an unsafe place. Also, the way people 
communicated back then seemed to be less "face-saving" than it is now. I 
remember being the receiver of messages that cut deep and being the sender of 

equally hurtful responses. Eventually, since 
God didn't rescue me from it all, I grew to 
see him as unsafe as well.  

At an early age, I could explain God's 
characteristics as Omniscient, Omnipresent, 
and Omnipotent. In Sunday School I 
learned to explain the basic doctrines of 
Christianity. I was taught the differences 
among prominent denominations and cults. 
I read the Bible a lot so I could decipher 
whether a teaching aligned with Scripture or 
veered away from it. In hindsight, I believe 
the teaching I received was orthodox, but 
incomplete. I thought that God's 
Omniscient, Omnipresent, and Omnipotent 
nature made him a micro-manager who 
wanted to control me for his own pleasure 
and to satisfy his ego. I had an 
anthropomorphic view of God; that is, I 
endowed him with human motivations. 
Somehow, I couldn't grasp his grace or 
love. I served him actively, but didn't 
experience the joy of salvation.  

I grew up singing "At the Cross" in which 
the writer, Isaac Watts, asked, "Would he  
devote that sacred head, For such a worm 
as I?" I mistakenly believed that 
worthlessness was necessary for 
righteousness. I thought that in order to 
please God, I must surrender my dignity. I 
also remember singing more contemporary 
songs like "Only Jesus Can Satisfy Your 
Soul" and thinking, "Really? When is that 
supposed to happen?" 
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In my late twenties, I decided to finish 
my Bachelor's degree at a Christian 
liberal arts university. I didn't really hear 
much about God's grace until that point 
in my life. Thankfully, God's truth began 
to "invade" my life in a new way. I came 
to understand that no work of my flesh 
could save me and even the faith that I 
had was a gift from God. At the same 
time, I came to see God as merciful 
and full of grace if he could call me to 
salvation despite how unworthy I was. I 
chose to complete a Bachelor's degree 
in Biblical studies and, during that time, 
developed an awe for his Word. I 
marveled at the internal consistency of 
the Bible and could not get enough of 
it. In fact, when I graduated from 
Vanguard University, I met the current 
president of a small Bible school in La 
Puente, California, where my sister had 
attended years earlier. He told me that 
the school needed instructors and, 
story short, I agreed to teach 
Hermeneutics, Homiletics, and Public 
Speaking (my minor in college) there 
for a year. I returned to teach there for 
an additional year when I finished my 
Masters in Communication Studies. It 
was a blessing to invest in the lives of 
individuals going into various avenues 
of Christian ministry in the United 
States and Latin America.  

 
RELATING TO SELF 

While God was changing my 
understanding of his grace, he also 
began teaching me about love. This 
was necessary for me to thrive 
mentally and spiritually because, as I 
still remember, there were times when I 
would look into a mirror and say, "I 
really hate being you. I hate you!" 

While working on my Masters, study 
of Intercultural Communication helped 
me see additional reasons why I felt 
unloved and worthless. I found out that 
the Mexican culture is a high-context 
culture. More traditional members of 
high-context cultures, like my parents, 
found and put meaning into the 
context or situation rather than into 
words. The implication was that I was 
expected to read between the lines 
and know that I was loved. I was 
supposed to read my parents' love in 
their actions; I didn't. I was not "high-
context" as they were; I expected to 
hear verbal expression of love.  

My mother told me that she loved me 
for the first time when I was 28-years-
old. I don't have adjectives to explain 

the anger and bitterness I felt upon 
hearing those words. I remember 
thinking her words were "too little too 
late." But, once again, God had plans 
to set me free--this time, free from my 
unhealthy view of self. Now I feel 
empathy for my parents who never 
heard the words “I love you” from their 
parents.   

I came to a point that I insisted on 
healing. I prayed about this problem 
and actively pursued a healthy view of 
self through my own research and 
counseling. Eventually, I learned  that 
my behavior was actually called 
"splitting." In certain environments, 
where I thought I earned worth through 
competent performance, I felt superior 
to others while in other settings, I felt 
worthless. For example, I felt I had 
worth in academic settings. I also 
believed that being "better than" others 
at acquiring material things would gain 
me worth. I developed a spending 
addiction. For about ten years, I ran a 
$1,500 tab at Nordstrom's. That was a 
lot of money back then, but I figured 
that if I could be the best dressed 
person in the room, I would be a 
person of value. After knocking myself 
out trying to earn worth, God showed 
me that worth was a gift from him that 
could not be earned or lost. 

I came across a book titled You're 
Someone Special by Bruce 
Narramore, co-founder of Rosemead 
School of Psychology at Biola 
University. The teaching in this book 
was a life raft for me. Narramore takes 
a scriptural approach by reminding his 
readers that we are the crown of God's 
creation, bestowed with glory and 
honor (Psalm 8:1-4). He also explains 
that our worth rests on God's creative 
work that allows us to be his image 
bearers. This author, like no other that I 
had encountered, parsed out what 
bearing God's image entails. He 
explained that our abilities to exercise 
forethought, create, communicate, and 
feel emotions are all part of God's 
image in us. Other similar teachings 
that I've read more recently add that we 
mirror God's image in needing 
community (God is plural within the 
Godhead per Genesis 2:18); we 
exercise dominion over the earth 
(Genesis 1:26-27); and we have a 
sense of moral responsibility. 

I was so blessed to realize that my 
worth does rest on variables, but on 
God's intentional and unchanging 

choice to impute worth to me.  
I don't often share pithy quotations 

but there is a poem by Myra Brooks 
Welch that captures how God's love 
sets our value as high. The poem is 
called "The Old Violin, The Touch of 
the Master's Hand." In this poem, an 
old distressed and worthless looking 
violin is offered up for auction. No one, 
including the auctioneer, thinks the 
object has any value except for an 
elderly gentleman who calls out a high 
bid that no one can counter. The crowd 
is filled with awe when the bidder takes 
and plays the instrument as the master 
violinist he is. The crowd said:  

"We don't understand." 
"What changed its worth?" 
 Swift came the reply, 
 “The touch of the Master's hand.” 
God declared that I am/we are 

precious—that makes it so—end of 
story. 

 
RELATING TO OTHERS 

 Once the Lord healed me from 
narcissism and self loathing, I found that 
the pain associated with being me was 
gone. The desire to be preoccupied with 
the self was also gone. It was after thirty-
five years of being a Christian that I lost 
my aversion to the idea of denying my 
self (Luke 9:23) or dying to self 
(Colossians 3:3). Also, I see others as 
equals now and as beneficiaries of the 
same grace and divine love that I enjoy. 
As a result of my experience with the 
unhealthy view of self I experienced, I 
am now able to empathize with those 
who suffer in that way.  

As a community college instructor of 
Communications Studies, I have the 
privilege to teach my students about the 
power of messages and how they 
influence the development of self, 
relationships, and families. I encourage 
them to base their worth on beliefs and 
values which are more enduring than 
their own performance and material 
possessions. 

At PazNaz I am currently a part of the 
Hispanic Ministries group. I serve there 
by helping lead Sunday morning 
worship. It's been such blessing to work 
with Pastor Marcos and Andrea 
Kauffman Canales who have great 
minds and hearts to serve the Lord.  

 
- Desi Chavez-Appel   



8 • PazNaz . 



www.paznaz.org • 9 . 



 

10 • PazNaz 

 

PazNaz is also on a journey of unity. 
PazNaz may not be on a 40-year walk 
through the desert but, like the 
Israelites, there are great lessons to 
learn, and the process may feel like 
wandering through the wilderness at 
times. The buzzword around campus is 
“intergenerational” and this year’s VBS 
Wilderness Escape was a great 
demonstration of what 
intergenerational ministry looks like.  

Being part of a large community of 
believers is a blessing. When you are 
part of a large church there are many 
resources available, many 
opportunities to connect with a wider 
circle of people, and a lot of 
specialization going on. PazNaz has 
historically been very good at 
specialization. There is a ministry 
specifically designed for ages from 
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birth to retirement and beyond; 
when the time comes to meet 
Jesus, there is a pastor to minister 
to your family. This is a 
tremendous blessing in so many 
ways. While your kids are growing 
up you can be sure that there is a 
well-trained pastor who 
understands their needs every 
step of the way. There are age and 
stage specific Sunday school 
classes that enable you to find 
community. This is a beautiful 
thing because it enables people to 
celebrate their diversity and to 
build relationships that will 
continue on through life’s ups and 
downs. It also allows for teaching 
and preaching to be as applicable 
as possible.  

There is one thing though that 
this specialization causes which is 
counter-intuitive to Christian 
community: separation. On a 
Sunday morning or Wednesday 
evening, vehicles pull up to the 
church and, as the doors open, a 
scattering occurs. The 15-year-old 
son goes to youth group, the 45-
year-old mom goes to Girlfriend to 
Girlfriend, the 23-year-old single 
goes to the Young Adult Sunday 
school class, and the retired police 
officer goes to the Disciples class. 
The moment families walk onto the 
patio each member joins their 
respective tribe and becomes 
separated from the rest of the 
body by walls and doors. But it 
isn’t just a problem for families that 
spiritual nourishment happens in 
different spaces. The retired police 
officer never interacts with the 15-
year-old son. PazNaz starts to be 
identified as this specific ministry 
or that specific Sunday school 
class. Many good and wonderful 
things happen in this ministry or 
that Sunday school class but, 
without the other ministries and 
classes of PazNaz, something is 
lacking. The local body isn’t 
functioning at its highest capacity. 

As a local body of Christ, 
PazNaz has been on a five-year 
journey to reconcile this reality of 
separateness. Intergenerational 
trips, sermons, services, and 
programs have been started. In an 
attempt to be more intentional with 
regards to whole church inclusion, 
an intergenerational pastoral role 
was created. PazNaz is striving to 
be an inclusive community not just 
by creating a place for everyone, 
but in creating a place where 
everyone can grow together in 
fellowship and discipleship. So if 
you have been wondering about 
the whole intergenerational 
movement, it’s getting everyone in 
the same place to experience the 
same opportunity for growth. It’s 
about the older generation being in 
relationship with the younger 
generation. It’s about the younger 
generation teaching the older 
generation. Intergenerational 
discipleship is about mutual 
relationships, learning, and 
growth. Recently Vacation Bible 
School became the latest 
intergenerational experiment.  

Wilderness Escape was much 
like any other VBS curriculum. It 
had a strong theme, special music, 
crafts, and games. Like most VBS 
curriculum the kids were split into 
teams and this year those teams 
were called tribes. The difference 
this year was that parents were 
invited to experience VBS with 
their children. They too joined 
tribes, worshipped through music, 
and made craft projects. Young 
adults and PrimeTimers were 
encouraged to volunteer or just 
come and check out what the 
church was doing. This was a well-
intentioned sentiment, but the 
surprising part was that people 
actually did come out as a family. 
Leticia Gutierrez commented that 
her favorite part was the 
intergenerational presence. “The 
entire family was welcomed. I 

noticed some parents who decided 
to stay and visit when their original 
plan was to drop off their children.” 
It is one thing to tell parents that 
they are welcome, but it is quite 
another to create an environment 
where they actually felt 
comfortable enough to stay. To 
create a spiritual environment 
where parents and kids alike were 
engaged in the activities is no 
small task. The intergenerational 
experiment worked. Wilderness 
Escape became a space for 
families to grow in discipleship 
together. It also became a place 
for old and young to serve 
alongside each other. Teenagers 
and PrimeTimers built relationship 
over investment in younger 
children. VBS 2014 truly was a 
beautiful picture of the body of 
Christ firing on all cylinders.  

My favorite memory was the time 
of worship through music. To see 
all of these different ages and 
cultures worshipping the same 
God in the same place was like 
receiving a glimpse of heaven. As 
PazNaz continues on this 
intergenerational journey, I will 
hold onto that moment as a 
reminder of what this local body of 
Christ is capable of doing together. 
Moving forward, I would like 
PazNaz to remember that it is not 
the only community of believers 
who struggled to figure out what it 
meant to be one body. The 
Israelites spent 40 years 
wandering in the wilderness 
learning the lesson of unity. God 
brought together the 12 tribes and 
made one community. Wilderness 
Escape allowed for the 
reenactment of Israel’s journey 
through the desert but also Israel’s 
success in trusting God to become 
one body of believers. Five years 
in and I think PazNaz is on its way 
to unity amidst diversity. 
Continuing to trust God is what will 
sustain the unity developed. 

 
- Heather Rickert 




