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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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Christ has changed their lives. In 
one of the training sessions, we 
paired off with each other and one 
of us would role-play as a 
homeless person and the other 
would be the urban missionary.  

I was paired off with the biggest 
kid in our youth group, Joey. Joey 
was about 6’4” and 300 lbs. I was 
5’1” and not 300 lbs. We looked a 
little ridiculous sitting across from 
each other. The second I sat down 
to open my mouth and speak as 
the missionary I started to cry 
uncontrollably. Joey was confused 
and started asking what happened. 
I left the room and went into the 
bathroom. One of the adult 
sponsors followed me and when 
she asked what happened, all I 
could say was that I was fine.  

grew up in a household of mixed beliefs. My mother mixed Native 
American Shamanism with New Age Christianity and my father 
followed along. We attended church rarely in my life, so I didn't have 
very many Christian influences. When I was in eighth grade, my dad 
suddenly felt like he was supposed to go back to church. This turn 
of events got me excited because my friends at school were always 
talking about youth group and how much fun it was. God knew what 

he was doing because that year, it seemed like all of my friends were 
Christians. Along with starting to go to church, I was invited to go to the 
Fellowship of Christian Students (FCS). Over the next year I accepted 
Christ gradually. I started to incorporate the things they were teaching in 
church and at FCS into my life and believing them over what I had been 
taught growing up. 

It all culminated the summer after my eighth grade year. I went on a 
mission trip to Atlanta, GA. Working with an organization called Church 
on the Street, we ministered to the homeless. In addition to serving food 
and handing out backpacks, we were called to be urban missionaries 
spreading the Gospel to those we encountered. The organization gave 
the youth group some training so that we didn't feel inadequate when 
talking to people about Jesus. Sharing your testimony is hard enough for 
adults. Imagine 13- to 17-year-olds trying to tell complete strangers how 
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God promises us that he is good, faithful, 

and will always love us; but he never 

promises that things will be easy or 

safe. Giants will come. For you they may 

not be 6’4,” 300-pound boys named Joey, 

but they will be just as intimidating.  

Sitting across from this huge boy 
and having to tell him that Jesus 
loved him and died for him 
shouldn’t have been that hard. 
After all, I knew Joey was already 
a Christian, but it was the first 
time I would have to articulate 
what I believed out loud and, for 
some reason, that was the 
scariest thing I could possibly do 
at that moment. I went through the 
rest of the week learning a lot 
about myself and my faith. I now 
know that my crying outburst was 
because, I realized for the first 
time what my decision to be a 
Christian actually meant.  

If I was going to say I followed 
Christ, then I was going to have to 
tell other people about him. It 
meant I couldn’t sit on the fence 
anymore. I couldn’t just dip my toe 
into the lukewarm Christian 
waters. It was time to be all in. I 
was choosing Christ above all 
things; above any other belief 
systems I had been working on, 
my ambitions and goals, and even 
my embarrassment at crying 
uncontrollably before my entire 
youth group. I’m sure that I 
apologized to Joey for my 
outburst and assured him that it 
wasn’t his fault and that my crying 
was not because of something he 
had done. This, of all other things, 
was probably the hardest thing to 
surrender as a 14-year-old 
teenage girl. 

This “Joey Moment” propelled 
me into a new world. That next 
school year I joined as many 
leadership teams as I could at 
church. I even started a drama 
ministry as a freshman, trying to 
lead and direct seniors in high 
school. I was baptized my tenth 
grade year of high school. Over 
the next few years in high school I 
grew a lot spiritually. I helped lead 
the FCS at my high school, I was 
on the discipleship team at 
church, and I was on the student 
leadership team as well. Every 
summer, our youth group would 
go on a mission trip to somewhere 
within the U.S. and those were 
always my most memorable life 
and faith experiences. I received 
my calling into ministry my tenth 
grade year. I knew God was 
telling me to go to Warner 

University and to study youth 
ministry. After graduating high 
school, I followed his path for me 
and began my time at Warner 
University where I grew and 
learned a lot.   

I had another “Joey Moment” my 
freshman year of college. Joey 
and my friend, Megan, took a trip 
to Warner to see me and a couple 
other friends from the youth 
group. While they were visiting, 
the boys went body surfing at the 
beach while the girls just hung out 
on campus. But there was a storm 
that weekend and Joey was 
knocked over by a huge wave and 
fractured his spine. We heard the 
news, but couldn’t visit him in the 
hospital because it was two hours 
away. After another week or so, 
Joey passed away.  

This was the first time I had 
experienced death outside of the 
elderly. I didn’t know what to do 
with myself. When I got the news, 
I was at a ministry retreat with 
other ministry majors. We had 
spent the weekend discussing 
what it meant to be called and 
how to live it out. I was facing a 
crisis surrounded by soon-to-be 
pastors and, in that moment, I didn’t 
want words of encouragement, I 
didn’t even want to be around 
anyone but Jesus.  

I remember crying my eyes out 
that night asking God, “Why 
Joey?” and all the other questions 
you ask when people you care 
about pass away. All of a sudden I 
was overwhelmed with God’s 
peace and, I don’t know how to 
explain it other than that I felt him 
hugging me. In that moment when 
I was so sad, I remember being 
completely at peace. God was 
present and I knew it. This helped 
me minister to my friends and 
family when I went home for the 
funeral. 

I’ve been working in ministry in 
some capacity since I was 18-

years-old. As I pursue ordination, 
I look back over my Christian life 
to those “Joey Moments” when I 
had to face “giants” and knew that 
God was with me. I will refrain 
from making a cheesy analogy 
about how I used the stones of 
faith to defeat the Philistines. 
Instead, I offer my moments of 
giant faith with my giant friend, 
Joey. I hope you will see that, as 
scary as things in life can be, God 
is with us and for us.  

My first “Joey Moment” was the 
beginning of a beautiful journey 
that continues today. I have had 
many more moments when I felt 
God was bringing me deeper and 
asking me to trust him.  

Everyone has “Joey Moments” 
when God is calls you to do the 
scariest thing you could do. So 
when you are faced with these 
moments, I encourage you to use 
them as catalysts for pursuing 
God. God promises us that he is 
good, faithful, and will always love 
us; but he never promises that 
things will be easy or safe. Giants 
will come. For you they may not 
be 6’4,” 300-pound boys named 
Joey, but they will be just as 
intimidating. Choose to say yes to 
what God is asking of you.  

 
-Pastor Heather Rickert 
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 The hospital visits were well noted by the nurses and 

staff. They would comment to Bud and Rosie that the 

support of visiting friends, family, and pastors was 

very unusual. His room had a different atmosphere. 

They commented on the prayers, singing, scripture 

reading, flowers, cards, and kind manners.  www.paznaz.org • 7 

few weeks and was starting a new 
life. She felt a little uncertain. Rosie 
asked if she could pray for her. 
With tears in her eyes, Georgiana 
said, “yes.” Before Rosie could 
start praying, Bud reached for the 
nurse’s hand and prayed. After her 
shift ended, she returned beaming 
and said she appreciated the two 
days she had spent with Bud on 
her ICU watch. Bud used the rest 
of his stay to share the good news 
about Jesus and his healing power. 
The “Tootsie Roll” incident was his 
personal testimony. Bud says that 
people notice how we, as 
believers, live in difficult times. 
They also see God working in our 
lives, especially showing the peace 
that only God can give. 

The Weatherbys and Longsons 
say that they have their spiritual 
family at PazNaz to thank for loving 
them with prayers, meals, cards, 
phone calls, and visits. They also 
would like to include a special thank 
you to Pastor Darwin Ng for his 
many visits of encouragement and 
prayer both in the hospital and in 
their home. Bud often repeats the 
wisdom of two previous church 
leaders: “We are one in the bond of 
love (Earl Lee)” and “We really do 
need each other (Ruben Welch).”  

 
- Pastor Darwin Ng 

 
 

“We are no longer strangers and 
foreigners, but fellow citizens with 

the saints and members of the 
household of God, having been 

built on the foundation of the 
apostles and prophets, Jesus Christ 

Himself being the chief corner 
stone, in whom the whole building, 
being joined together grows into a 

holy temple in the Lord, in whom 
you also are being built together for 
dwelling place of God in the Spirit.”  

Ephesians 2:19-22         
 
                                    

ushered immediately to a small 
room outside emergency care 
where she prayed for Bud’s peace 
and God’s will. A chaplain joined 
her fifteen minutes later. Shortly 
after, her good friends Bob and 
Marge Morwood arrived. Their 
daughter had called them after the 
ambulance left the house. That was 
the beginning of an unbelievable 
chain of prayers for Bud and 
support for Rosie, Erin, Kenn, and 
grandsons, Everett, and Eouwenn. 
The members of their Disciples 
Class, Pastor Darwin Ng, their 
couples’ Bible study, Joint Heirs 
Circle, Mothers of Preschoolers, 
and many, many other church 
members ministered to Rosie and 
her family. They prayed with Rosie 
and Erin, sat with them, brought 
food, waited with them, and 
encouraged them during surgery, 
the coma, and other procedures.  

The hospital visits were well noted 
by the nurses and staff. They would 
comment to Bud and Rosie that the 
support of visiting friends, family, 
and pastors was very unusual. 
Bud’s room had a different 
atmosphere. The medical staff 
commented on the prayers, singing, 
scripture reading, flowers, cards, 
and kind manners. The head nurse 
stopped limiting Bud’s visitors 
during his coma because they 
came in twos and did not stay after 
prayer and singing. The Holy Spirit 
was working through the spiritual 
family in the room with him.  

Bud does not remember the little 
ICU nurse, Georgiana, but Rosie 
told him later about Georgiana 
making extra visits to check on him. 
She finally remarked about the 
peacefulness of their family and 
their visitors. Rosie shared about 
the Holy Spirit in each of the 
believers and about the power of 
prayer. Georgiana only knew the 
comfort of the Virgin Mary and not 
much about Jesus. She told them 
that she was getting married in a 

Last year was a challenging time 
in the Bud Weatherby household. 
After a minor heart attack on 
January 9, Bud had triple bypass 
open heart surgery and spent 
seventeen days recovering in the 
hospital. In July, he needed to have 
his gallbladder removed and spent 
another two weeks in the hospital. 
And then in November, Bud ended 
up spending 27 days in the hospital 
after a very scary incident.  

Bud had gone to sleep with a 
tootsie roll in his throat. His 
grandson, Everett, found him 
unresponsive and his daughter, 
Erin, started CPR. When the 
paramedics arrived he was still 
unconscious, so they gave him an 
electric shock and transported him 
to Arcadia Methodist Hospital. Bud 
was put into a medically induced 
coma and packed in ice. Later, he 
was wrapped in tubes of ice water 
to lower his body temperature in an 
effort to get a good blood supply to 
his brain. After twenty four hours, 
the cold water was slowly stopped. 
He was also gradually taken off the 
sleep medication. The doctors did 
not know if he would have brain 
damage. It took him three or four 
days to come out of the coma. 
During this time he had to be 
restrained because he still had a 
breathing tube in his lungs. On the 
fifth day, at 11:30 am, the tube was 
removed. Thankfully, Bud’s memory 
loss from the lack of oxygen 
extended to only a few days prior to 
the “Tootsie Roll” incident. Other 
than that, there seemed to be no 
other negative effects, although his 
stay in the hospital was extended to 
fight pneumonia. After the coma, 
Bud’s wife, Rosie, described to him 
the events and medical procedures. 

Even though the events 
surrounding this incident are fuzzy 
at best, Bud remembers Rosie 
sharing about the amazing support 
of the body of Christ. In the 
emergency room, Rosie was 
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It was a move we felt we needed to make to support Allyson's 

spiritual walk during her difficult adolescent years. Over time, 

we came to realize that we were depending on "church" rather 

than God to fix our problems, and so, instead of bringing 

Allyson closer to God and his plan for her, she walked away.

 

or most people that really know my family, they understand that 
the Amparan’s are very transparent. We smile, stay positive, and 
keep moving forward. However, it wasn’t always like that.  
Nathan recently turned 23-years-old on March 26. When my 
husband, Steve, and I look back to October 1995, when Regional 

Center diagnosed our son with autism almost 20 years ago, it is 
unbelievable to see how far he has come. God’s grace has been ever -
present in his life and ours. At the time of his diagnosis, Nathan was non -
verbal and ate only five foods. He shrieked when he did not get what he 
wanted; he did not tolerate large crowds; and he freaked out at anything 
with fur that moved, i.e., animals (which he now loves).  

In 1995 the incidence of autism was recorded at 1 in 10,000 births. 
Today we know it is much more prevalent. The one thing we knew back 
then was that we needed support, and so the journey began with 
educating ourselves and providing Nathan with love and direction. We 
never let him stay stuck in a routine. We prepped him for new adventures 
and experiences, and he slowly accepted them. We ventured into two 
alternative therapies when he was 4- and 5-years-old. The first was 
Secretin. Its success was anecdotal, and not evidence-based; however, I 
knew that as a gut hormone it would not hurt him and just might trigger a 
cascade of positive outcomes that would remove many of his difficult 

behaviors at that time. So he 
received one infusion of this 
hormone and we gained a happier 
little boy. Gone were his bouts of 
irritability and anger. This 
hormone also helped him to sleep 
through the night. That was a 
huge encouragement for us. We 
did it only once and took from that 
what we could.  

The second therapy was Cranial 
Sacral Therapy. Again, this 
therapy was not evidence-based, 
but we knew that it would in no 
way hurt him. My husband, Steve, 
and I always evaluated whether 
the therapy would be traumatic to 
Nathan, and would not do it if it 
would cause him any pain. This 
therapy was amazing! Nathan 
began to perform echolalia, which 

F 
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up spending two years at a 
megachurch. God used those two 
years to reveal to me what I 
needed most. I needed to be on 
my knees in prayer, completely 
trusting that he was in control, not 
me. It was during her early years 
of marriage that Allyson also 
began to realize that she was not 
in control and she rededicated her 
life to Christ. 

Steve and I chose to come back 
to PazNaz in 2010, whether or not 
Allyson would as well. However, 
God is good and gracious, and 
she ended up joining PazNaz, too. 
Now our whole family attends 
PazNaz and our granddaughters, 
Cecilee and Gemma, were 
dedicated here. We are so 
blessed to be a part of a church 
family that embraces the 
uniqueness of every individual. 

When we came back to PazNaz, 
we were ecstatic to see the 
phenomenal growth of the Special 
Needs Ministries. Pastor Julie 
Keith is loving and energetic, and 
the Oasis class is the perfect fit 
for Nathan. He has even brought 
two swim mates from the Special 
Olympics to join in on Wednesday 
nights. He can navigate the whole 
campus by himself due to an 
amazing memory; but also 
because he is encouraged to be 
independent. He really loves 
Oasis. Every Wednesday morning 
he says, "Mom, don't forget. 
Church is tonight." I have also 
been blessed to be back serving 
with Celebration & Worship Arts 
through singing in the choir.  

 
- Martha Amparan 

again. When we returned, Matt 
Schilz, who was the teacher for 
Nathan's age group, said, "Hey 
Nathan! Welcome back!" It was at 
that moment that I knew my family 
had found a church home.  

Pastor Jay Ahlemann was new 
to PazNaz at that time and when 
we introduced ourselves to him he 
commented, "You are the 5

th
 

family with a child with autism! 
Well, we are going to have to do 
something about that!" It wasn’t 
much longer before In His Image, 
PazNaz’s Special Needs 
Ministries, began. Steve Bundy 
and his leadership put into place 
an incredible ministry. A ministry 
that opened its arms to children 
with special needs. There is 
nothing more precious to a mother 
than having their special child 
accepted with open arms. It was 
during this time that our daughter, 
Allyson, started volunteering in 
the Special Needs classroom. A 
heart for serving children like her 
younger brother started to flourish 
in her and at one point she 
expressed interest in becoming a 
child development teacher.  

Everything was going great for 
our family, but a new struggle was 
around the corner when Pastor 
Ahlemann left PazNaz. We ended 
up choosing to go to another 
church at that time. It was a move 
we felt we needed to make to 
support Allyson's spiritual walk 
during her difficult adolescent 
years. Over time, we came to 
realize that we were depending on 
"church" rather than God to fix our 
problems, and so, instead of 
bringing Allyson closer to God and 
his plan for her, she walked away. 

We were in a spiritual desert. I 
wanted my family together and 
ended up trying to negotiate with 
God. Can you believe that? The 
issue was finding a church that we 
could attend as a family. So we 
began church-hopping and ended 

is repeating words like a parrot 
would. This was the beginning of 
communication. Over the years, 
Nathan has developed excellent 
receptive language skills, however 
clear and understandable 
conversation has not occurred. 

His preschool experience at 
Arcadia Friends Community 
Church exposed him to typical 
developing children and that 
continued to help him emerge 
from a very lonely world of 
isolation. The El Monte City 
School District had just begun a 
specialized autism classroom 
model in 1997 in which Nathan 
benefited during his Kindergarten 
through 8

th
 grade years.  

His High School years were 
spent at Rosemead High School 
where he received his Certificate 
of Completion in 2010. The Adult 
Transition Program at The 
Granada Center is where he 
spent 4 years learning skills to aid 
him in the adult world. Now, 
Nathan works at Innovative 
Rehabilitation Services in the La 
Puente/ Hacienda Adult School 
Campus. 

Nathan is also an artist. He can 
draw in 3D and, at the age of two 
he could put a 100-piece jumbo 
puzzle together in thirty minutes. 
The brain of an autistic individual 
is an amazing creation. Soon, 
Nathan will be starting a new 
program called Artfully Thrive to 
help him learn how to create 
cards of his art and sell them. It 
truly is a blessing! 

Our family first visited PazNaz in 
December of 2002 and Nathan 
attended Sunday School. At the 
time, we liked the church, but 
didn’t return or get connected. 
Then, in April of 2003, the 
Romero family invited us to come 
back to PazNaz. They had triplets 
and expressed excitement for us 
to check out the awesome and 
welcoming children’s programs 




