BAPTISM
Baptism, which corresponds to this, now saves you,
not as a removal of dirt from the body but as an
appeal to God for a good conscience, through
the resurrection of Jesus Christ.
1 Peter 3:21
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4 Things You Need to do
to Receive Jesus Christ
Into Your Life

1. ADMIT your spiritual need. “I am a sinner.”
2. REPENT and be willing to turn from your sin.
3. BELIEVE that Jesus Christ died for you on the cross.
4. RECEIVE through prayer, Jesus into your heart and life.
PRAY
SOMETHING LIKE THIS FROM
THE SINCERITY OF YOUR HEART
Dear Lord Jesus,
I know that I am a sinner.
I believe that you died for my sins.
Right now, I turn from my sins and open the door
to my heart and my life. I receive your forgiveness
and ask you to be my personal Lord and Savior.
Thank you for saving me.
Amen

HIRAM HIRONAKA
I was raised in Waipahu, Oahu, Hawaii and as a three year old,
experienced the Dec. 7, Pearl Harbor attack. I can still remember
a Japanese Zero airplane on fire in the sky and crashing into the
harbor. Bombs were dropping all over and God protected us
through the attacks.
I attended Makiki Christian Church in Honolulu as a
kindergartener and learned about Zacchaeus, who was told to
come down from from the sycamore tree by Jesus. I, too,
climbed a tree but to avoid attending Sunday school class. The
teachers gave up their attempt to coax me down. God did not
give up on me and one day, protected his kozo from being run
over by a bus while walking to school.
He even protected me from breaking my neck as I fell from a 20
foot high coconut tree at McKinley High School.
As a high schooler, I accepted Christ as my Savior and served
Him in my own way. He protected me as a driver, licensed at 15
years old, to drive everyone home after every Friday night’s
Christian Endeavor meetings for high schoolers. I drove the
Chevrolet church canopy, a steel top truck, converted with side
seats with side curtains. I did this every Friday night, driving from
Puunui to Kaimuki, parking the truck at church when pau and
catching the last bus home.
Saturdays were days of service, spent washing and servicing the
pastors’ cars and maintaining the church’s old Mack bus.
Saturday nights were spent cleaning the church after weddings
and prepping the facility for Sunday School. God worked over
time to protect me when a car nearly crushed my skull between
the car’s frame and a concrete pad . My friend was in the car and
allowed the car to roll. I remember blackening out from the
pressure on my skull. Fortunately, he stopped the car but my
head was trapped between the frame and the concrete pad. I
told him to start the engine, put the manual transmission in
reverse gear, raise the rpm, slowly engaging the clutch while

releasing the hand brake. It was important that the car did not
move forward because my skull would be crushed. Also, he
might over shoot while reversing and roll over my head. So God
told me to move my head out of the way as soon as the car
moved backwards and the clamping pressure was released. I
cleared my head from the rolling tire, but did not move my leg
fast out of the way of the other tire and my friend rolled onto my
leg and stopped on it. I gave him a choice to roll forward or
backwards to get off my leg. The ER doctor gave me some tests,
including tapping my head to detect any injuries. I told him to tap
harder because there might be a tiny minuscule crack that won’t
show up with his light tapping. He gave me a funny look that said,
“Bakatare”. I was deemed okay and released with just cuts and
bruises.
Makiki Christian Church was not only a place where I met the
Lord as a Savior and friend. I met Janet Higuchi there as high
school sophomores. The Lord was my companion as I joined the
USAF after high school. His presence sustained me throughout
the lonely times away from home during basic training and tech
school and even a fight with a racist, who experienced the effects
of my judo training.
Discharged at Hickam Air Force base as an Airman 1st class,
after serving 3 years, 11 months , 23 days and thirteen hours in the
Air force, I sought employment to be able to accomplish my
goals of earning sufficient money in 9 months and marry Janet
and attend Northrop Institute of Technology, an aircraft and
power plant training school in Inglewood, CA.
So with God’s help, I worked as a construction laborer earning
$1.25 per hour and working on a 13 story condo at San Souci, next
to the natatorium in Waikiki. God continued to protect me from
falling debris, plaster, and being thrown off the building when a
Chicago boom whipped by a wind gust threw me off balance and
towards the floor below me. Falling head first, God gave me the
presence of mind to break my fall by touching a 2x4 beneath me.
He also protected me when the wooden runway collapsed from
the heavy filled concrete buggy I was pushing. It almost fell over

the 10th story with my holding on to it. God told me to hold onto
it by squatting and lowering my center of gravity. My intent was
to protect any sun bather below, who might get killed from a
falling concrete buggy. The strategy worked!
I saved enough money from my Air Force days of earning $50 a
month and construction that I was able to pay for our wedding,
my tuition, our flight to California, rent for the first month, set up
household and had $500 for a used car. Janet had a contract
with LAUSD so were set with the Lord’s blessing.
Fast forward, we raised a family of 2 girls, 1 son and took them to
Sunday school exposing them to Christianity. I worked
supporting the family as Janet took a leave from teaching to raise
the kids. But God had a different plan for me.
I worked in the aeronautic industry earning a decent living but
one day, due to events at work, my enjoyment of working in this
field changed. I wondered why are we here on earth? To do what
our parents and grandparents did? Nurture and educate our kids
and they repeat the same? Slowly, I wanted to become a high
school automotive teacher to help the D and F students, who
would be a liability to society. The road was going to be long and
hard to earn a BA and a teaching credential when starting with
only 2 college credits. But the start of a long journey starts with
the first step. We sent our 6 month old son to a Christian nanny
and Janet back to teaching where she found a position at
Gardena High for 20 years.
The Lord led me to obtain a teaching assignment to start a brand
new automotive program at Buchser High School in Santa Clara,
California near Janet’s brother’s family, where the kids were of
similar ages. Unfortunately, SCUSD could not hire Janet so she
remained in the South bay while I raised the three kids and built
the automotive program in a new shop building with new
equipment. It was fun hard work.
The building was not ready for occupancy until November and
was without heat. God managed to keep us in his care as we

attended church. Janet would visit us whenever she could and we
would take off on Fridays to see her. She took a leave of absence
during our second year. The kids learned to deal with hardship
and survived. It built character in them.
God had other plans for us. I found out that my school district
closed 5 elementary schools and 1 middle school. It did not take a
rocket scientist to surmise that “Mr. H” would be unemployed
after 5 years and maybe 8 years at the most. “The last industrial
art teacher to be hired will be first to be fired”. So I told my
principal that my professor at CSULB wanted me to teach with
him. The three years spent in the San Jose area allowed our kids
to get to know their cousins as they grew up together going to
school, church and doing things together. I took all 6 kids to the
movies after making tagliarini for them when my sister in-law
was ill and Janet’s brother was out of town, My kids pulled their
load by daily making their beds, taking care of their own laundry
and planning their extra curricular activities of T- ball, soccer,
music lessons. They learned to live without their Mom the 1st and
3rd year of living in San Jose. They learned responsibility and
sticking together as a family.
Moving back to Southern California found Janet teaching all over
the LAUSD, Dorsey High School, Fremont High School, Elizabeth
Learning Center, K-12 in Cudahay, Banning High School and
eventually ending in the District K office in Gardena. She worked
four years establishing California Academy for Math and Science
(CAMS) on the CSU Dominguez campus. After teaching 7 years
at CSULB students to become shop teachers, I spent 32 years at
El Camino College, then retired after designing and teaching in
the new automotive shop. At age 77, it was time to move on.
God has blessed me with skills and knowledge, which I use in
fixing and repairing things. I resurrect broken electric
wheelchairs and portable AC units for seniors during my
retirement.
However, God had another lesson to teach me in the last few
years when I had 2 knee replacements. The left knee exhibited an
infection after 3 weeks of positive recovery. Necrosis and

infection required 6 surgeries and skin grafts with several
months of hospitalization with the possibility of amputation.
Antibiotics were pumped into my veins every 4 hours 24/7 for
almost 3 months and finally the the infections were deemed to
be eliminated. I was exposed to horrendous pain when pain
medications were ineffective or missed being administered. I
remember being moved from the OR gurney into the hospital
bed. I yelled, “ I am awake and in severe pain; take it easy”! I
heard, “1, 2, 3” and felt the excruciating pain, which made me not
move for 2 days for fear of recurring pain. Other extreme pain
occurred while being wheeled to a CAT scan.
Spending months hospitalized allowed for hours of refection. I
realized several take away conclusions. 1. Pain won’t kill me but I
wish I was dead. 2. Christ suffered on the cross for three days
and His was more severe and prolonged than mine. I could ask
for Oxycodone. He had none. I could rest. He could not. My level
of pain was nothing compared to his sufferings. Dying on the
cross for me means more. It is time to identify others avenues of
service to my God and friend to pass it on.
Blessings to all….

JANET HIRONAKA

The Best Till Last
Us four ninth graders and our teacher from the Honolulu Bible
Training School met for Bible class at 8 AM, visited evangelical
churches for worship services across Honolulu, and had lunch
together every Sunday. One day, we attended a special meeting
to hear a visiting evangelist describe God’s grace and plan for
salvation. I responded and decided to confess my sins and
accept Jesus Christ as my personal savior, choosing a new life. At
age 15, with joy and sadness, I turned away from my parents’
Shinto practices.

I then experienced conflict. We had been slurping saimin at the
corner stand for our late night snack, a treat from Mom, as I
stared at my bowl and I just couldn’t eat. I had been
contemplating rejection of mother and father! I then explained
that I was now a Christian and could no longer pray at the family
altar. My mother paused quietly and then lovingly reassured me.
She understood. I then finished my noodles, relieved.
After many successful years, HBTS lost support of local
churches the next year to keep high schoolers across the city
close to home churches, I then attended Makiki Christian
Church, worship service and Sunday school class, fiercely
missing my HB coursework and friends.
What nurtured me during those years was the warm, Christian
Aloha Spirit permeating our home church community. It kept us
close to each other and to the leadership of the church. Our
pastors served as counselors and big brothers and sisters. We
laughed, learned, and grew together, sharing our Christian
experiences with Bible study and youth activities. Central to that
Aloha Spirit was Christ’s unconditional love for us, expressed in
our acceptance of each other, just as we were. Fueling that love
was laughter, loud and frequent, an infectious joie de vivre that
colored everything we did together.
Hiram and I married and left the Islands for California at at age
23 with minimal tools: tuition for his tech school, money for one
month of sustenance, and my job contract. And thus began
55+years of searching for a church community with the Christian
Aloha Spirit we had left in Honolulu. We affiliated ourselves with
many local churches in Los Angeles, the South Bay, and the San
Francisco Bay Area. Faithfully, the Holy Spirit comforted, guided,
and kept us hopeful, patient, and strong.
Fran and Tom Oshima invited us to SBCC, where the Christian
Aloha Spirit welcomed us at long last. God has kept the best for
just about the last! One benefit of being a senior is having the
power of hindsight. Viewing life through the rearview mirror, we
can now see what we can’t see from the front. We see God’s
hand moving deliberately in our lives together, slamming some

doors shut and opening others. We can see how He has guided
us lovingly, often beyond our expectations. We see how we have
been richly blessed over time. In this way, senior hood has been
a time of deep gratitude for life blessings. At age 84, we still have
a few more years to enjoy God’s grace!

THOMAS KINOSHITA
I was introduced to South Bay Community Church about 3 years
ago and since then I have attended many Sunday services,
thanks to the pastors of SBCC for inspiring me to become a
Christian.
I started to learn more about Jesus and I was amazed that He has
performed so many miracles and Jesus prayed all the time and
He encourages us to always pray.
When I was admitted into Torrance Memorial Hospital for an
infection in my body, I was worried and scared. I prayed every
night for 5 nights asking God to make me feel relief from my
worries, the doctors finally removed my infected gall bladder
and I was released from the hospital. I will always have faith in
Jesus and God. Jesus died on the cross after He was tortured and
beaten. He died to forgive our sins. He will always be with me
wherever I go, I would like to be baptized and I accept Jesus as
my Savior. Jesus was baptized also and wants all Christians to be
baptized.

DENNIS SOLARES
I grew up Catholic in New York, so I began going to catholic
church since I was very young. I was baptized as a baby and did
my communion when I was under 8 years old. I always believed
in Jesus since my family were strict Catholics, but as I got older, I
began to see some things that my family did that I felt weren’t
right.

When I was 19, I received a liver transplant and began to believe
that God had saved me from early physical death and my belief
in Jesus got stronger. I moved to Pennsylvania, and I joined a
Christian fellowship club at the local community college. At the
school, I was introduced to the evangelical style faith. I struggled
throughout my twenties; I would go to an evangelical church and
a catholic church. I felt the pressure of staying within my culture
and staying catholic; my grandmother yelled at me when she
found out that I was going to an evangelical church. She told me
that I was catholic only and would always only be catholic and
could not attend an evangelical church. I prayed to God to help
me choose. I believe that there are Godly loving people in the
catholic church, but my grandmother would pray to Mary and
the saints, and I couldn’t understand why and some things she
did just didn’t feel right. God helped me and put it in my heart
that I should leave the catholic faith and stick to evangelical born
again non-denominational Christianity. So, I left Catholicism in
my late twenties.
I moved to Miami for university and struggled very much at 19
years old trying to fit in. Everybody thought I was normal and
that I could go out and drink and party, but what they didn’t
know was that at that stage I was on about 40 pills per day
because of the liver transplant. (I started at 80 pills a day plus
liquids but by the time I went to college it had gone down to 40.)
So, in college I had to hold back and not drink and not fit in. My
faith in God had gone down. I felt normal but wasn’t normal and
couldn’t understand why God had saved me from early physical
death.
I then moved back to Pennsylvania and restarted going to
evangelical church. I never found a church I belonged to, but I
would continue to go to life church in Allentown, PA. One day
during this season, I was listening to a sermon and asked God to
forgive me of my sins, I realized that Jesus had sacrificed Himself
for our sins at the cross, and I asked Him to come into my heart.
I realized He resurrected and that I would have eternal life
because of what He did for me and because I believed in Him.
This is when my faith in Jesus was renewed, and this is when I
ultimately left Catholicism.

Fast forward to now. I am a 25-year post liver transplant person
who feels like God has been very good to me. 2 years ago, I was
diagnosed with a liver tumor. My medical situation is
complicated because I am not a regular patient with a liver
tumor, but I am a 25year post-transplant patient with a liver
tumor; my treatment options are limited. I cannot get the
treatment a normal person could get such as resection surgery
or immunotherapy. Both UCLA and Cedars continue to look at
my case to find out how to treat such a medically complicated
individual. For now, I am being followed very closely at cedars.
What I have been told is that there are two ultimate outcomes in
my case 1) I die from liver cancer in a couple years 2) I receive a
second liver transplant in about a year, but I don’t make it out of
the operating table because my first transplanted liver has 25
years of wear and tear. They make it sound like a lose, lose
scenario but continue to provide high quality care I believe with
God’s guiding hand.
I trust God with his will; if I die a spiritual death then praise God he
is good and if he decides to cure the cancer or keep it under
control then praise God he is good. I really don’t worry about it. If
the rapture doesn’t come, I will only die once.
The last month was a difficult time as I experienced side effects
from a cancer pill and was in and out of the hospital, but praise
God I have gone back to work and today, Oct 8, 2022, I feel
amazing.
Jesus provided the way for us to feel confident in His love. It’s in
God’s hands, I fully trust him, and I am choosing to do a baptism
as a public show of my faith in Him.

CORA STRONG
Hello everybody!
I was your average kid who became mad when I didn’t get my
way. I’ve known Jesus since I was born and heard about how He
saved me, but I never really cared. Until one day a few months
ago, while I was just lying around, I remembered a lesson I once
learned in school a few years ago. It was about how you shouldn’t
wait until tomorrow to believe. It was right then that I knew that I
should follow God whole-heartedly instead of just not caring.
Now I live each day whole-heartedly following God, and I can’t
wait for the day that I will be with Him in heaven forever.

JESSE RIVERA
Prior to serving Christ – I was insecure, anxious, and lost. I was
brought up as a Christian and my maternal grandmother taught
me about Jesus. I put away the cross and proclaimed Buddhism
to be my new faith a few years ago. I was seeking to relieve my
anxiety and I needed be healed from the constant fear and worry
that consumed my mind and body. On the outside, people would
describe me as “calm”, but they had no idea how I was panicking
on the inside. I was on a downward spiral spiritually, and I
committed the sin of idolatry by serving a false God. I broke
God’s first commandment, but Christ did not give up on me and
he led me back to him.
I made my way back to God little by little, but I was tested and
there was a big decision I had to make. The test was, do I give up
my six-figure salary and status as an executive or do I deny Christ
as my savior. My boss was of a different faith and her actions led
me to believe how I was being discriminated against for being a
Christian. I spoke the truth, declared my faith as a Christian and I
gave up my job with a six-figure salary. I was convicted and could
not deny Christ again. I know I made the right decision.
For years and years, I was silenced and gaslighted. I was led to

believe how domestic violence was normal, but as I grew closer to
the Lord, I realized what I experienced was pure wickedness. God
called me to this time and place to minister to people – I volunteer
at a local domestic violence shelter by helping raise awareness for
people who are experiencing domestic violence and God uses me
to encourage people and to led them closer to him.
Christ is at the center of my life and my life has forever changed. I
am a truth seeker. I am an encourager. I am a child of God. I no
longer fear evil, and I learned how nothing evil, including no evil
person, can stop God’s plan for my life. I will continue to serve God
for the rest of my days on earth. Thank you, Jesus. Matthew 28:1920.

LILY RAYMOND
Ever since I was little I have been going to church but I didn't start
believing truly until I went to Valor Christian Academy at the
beginning of the pandemic in the 3rd grade. When I first went to
Valor it was just a new school, but when I got to Bible class it
showed me how amazing God is and what he can do. I started
getting more serious about reading the Bible and spending time
with the Lord. I realized that Jesus is with me every day. When I am
in nature, I am so thankful for everything God has given me like the
beautiful trees and skies that I see.
I want to be baptized because I am truly accepting Jesus into my
heart. I want to show it on the outside because I know that the Lord
is good and that’s why He has given me this opportunity to get
baptized with my family and friends.
Every day I'm working towards being more like Jesus. I believe that
Jesus has changed my life in many ways. I pray that God will
continue to help me have patience with my little brother and to be
honest with my parents. I know that God loves me, accepts me,
and has forgiven me for my sins.
Now that I'm going to be baptized, my desire is to do something for
God to show my love for Him. I can share Bible verses and show
people God's love through acts of kindness. I want to start sharing
God’s love with my friends and family who don't believe.

ANDERS JEW
Before I had accepted Christ into my life, I had been very lost. I
really just went through the motions of life, going to Sunday
school and attending church every week, but I never truly
understood the meaning behind all the stories. It was during the
summer into 6th grade that I had first gone to Mount Hermon,
and I was given a very personal opportunity to realize who God
was and how much He loves us. I always knew all the stories, had
to memorize them, but I had never had any of my own personal
experience with it until then. For a whole week, I was surrounded
in an environment that showed me God’s love. The people all
around me clearly had the joy and love, as well as all the other
fruits, that came with being a believer, and the experience was
truly something different than I’ve ever had before. I remember
one of the messages referring to the idea that, constantly
throughout my life, God would send storms my way, trials and
tribulations that I would have to face. Coincidentally,
immediately after Mount Hermon I had to go and take the train
over to Oregon for a Boy Scouts camp, which would have been
the farthest I’d ever been without any of my family to
accompany me. So, reasonably enough, the homesickness I felt
was very difficult, compounded with the immense culture shock
that I felt from returning to an environment with a community
that could mostly care less about the very person I had spent the
prior week learning to love. The experience was painful, both
physically by the state bird, the mosquito, and spiritually. It was
only a few days into camp that I had begun reading through the
notes I had taken back at Mount Hermon, when it hit me: this
experience was one of the storms that the pastor had been
referring to. And so, every night before bed, I’d turn on my
flashlight - at the behest of my tent-mate, to open up my Bible
and read through the notes I had taken back at camp just so I
could continue to spend time and learn more about God.
That was only one of the many experiences that I’ve had which
truly made me learn more about God and myself. I could go on
about how having a girlfriend from 8th to 9th grade could have
been one of the dumbest decisions that I ever made and yet one
of the best learning experiences I’ve faced about my maturity

I could go on about how Mount Hermon had only continued to
work in my life through my cabin mates, cabin leaders, and
pastors and how they made me realize that I’m really not
perfect, but I’m loved anyway. I could go on about how difficult
Covid 19 had been for me as a freshman and sophomore in high
school, creating near isolation for me, and yet the isolation is
what allowed for my family to discover SBCC and only be able to
grow closer to God. I could go on about how the effects of Covid
had caused me to lose basically all of my friend groups, since I
was the one kid who never did any of the popular sports or
played any of the popular video games so I wasn’t able to
connect with my friends online, and now eat lunch at school
alone every day. I could go one about how sustaining a major
injury to my hamstring took me out of the track season last year
and how it's still causing me to miss practice and potentially
never make varsity. I could go on about the sexual temptation
that I constantly fall to and feel immense shame over that has
been with me nearly all my life. I could go on about how I face an
issue of head knowledge vs. heart knowledge: what I know in my
head versus what I truly believe; I desire to want for a true
passion for God, but sometimes I second guess myself, unsure of
what comes from years of Sunday school and what comes from
me. I could go on about the imposter syndrome I’m currently
facing, how I’ll never be good enough as a brother, son, friend,
artist, author, or dungeon master. If anything, all of the struggles
that I’ve faced have only made me realize how much more
important my victories have been. Initially, I felt alone in those
struggles, which only was made worse with the horrible effects
that come with teenage adolescence and how parents “never
understand us,” - that's a very false statement by the way - but
retrospectively, the number of people that God has placed into
my life has made me take a step back to realize that He has
always been there for me. Whether it be through the form of my
parents, youth group leaders, or even two different Nathans,
He’s always been there for me.
To be honest, because of my acceptance of Jesus in my life, I
really have noticed the process of sanctification that I’ve been
told about constantly. Although the process is slow, and I’m not
always going in the direction I know God wants me to be, I’m at

least hopeful in the fact that I’ve been moving two steps forward,
one step back. But I’m getting there, slowly. Every now and then,
I notice that my mindset towards certain things has drastically
changed. Where originally I had realistically been a radical in
politics, I find myself- trying my very best to the limited
understanding I have- to try and formulate a stance on different
political topics as the Bible would have me to believe. I want to
love others more, and although I can definitely say the way I do it
is not conventional, I’m at least trying. Like one way is, looking at
just the world and how wonderful of a creation it is. From a
scientific perspective, looking at the very specific aspects of life
and just nature itself, I just find it impossible for someone to
believe that our universe was created through a massive
coincidence. Take the human body, something we are all very
accustomed to. I just don’t believe how something so advanced,
such as an eye, had evolved with just random trial and error
through mutations and natural selection, to become the very
thing that we all have now. Many parts of the body don’t function
in the absence of other particular parts of it, or realistically could
be considered less efficient from their previous iterations if they
were evolved, like if we had originally been aquatic organisms
and just suddenly grew lungs, which would force us to live
exclusively on land where there is gaseous oxygen. Or maybe on
a more astronomical level, how is it such a coincidence that the
only planet we know of for certain that has life, is there everyone
we live on ourselves? And it's through this awe and wonder that “I
just think to myself, what a wonderful world” that God has made
for us. And then I realize how unfortunate it is for the billions
who’ve never even heard of him, or actively reject him. A couple
weeks ago, I was slowly hit with the idea of wanting to go and
travel overseas and go on a mission trip to Japan. In the midst of
finalizing Eagle for Boy Scouts, writing several essays for college
applications, maintaining my grades in school, (not) studying for
AP tests for all of my classes, I have been learning to slowly trust
God that, whatever happens, it all is meant to serve a particular
purpose, whether it be benefiting my relationship with Him, or
helping spread His love with others who may need it most.

DEB HOFFERT
I was baptized as a baby and attended church throughout my
childhood. When I was about 12 yrs old, I suffered some abuse
that I could not rise above on my own. A couple of years later,
my best friend Lisa and my Mom, were attending a bible
study/prayer meeting and invited me to come. At first, I had no
interest in attending. Then, one day, I had a deep desire to
attend, so I asked my Mom if I could go. They were shocked, as I
had refused the invitation so many times, they had quit asking.
I attended two weeks and just observed. The third week, when
people were lining up for prayer, I got in line. When I reached the
top of the line, an altar call was given asking if anybody wanted to
accept Jesus. I knew that was what I wanted, but my legs literally
would not move. I stood there motionless, until Lisa (who was
right behind me in line) kicked me, I assumed. I was actually
grateful for the kick, as it got me to the front, where I got down
on my knees, repented of my sins and accepted Jesus Christ as
my Lord and Savior. As soon as I prayed that prayer, receiving
Jesus in my heart, the Holy Spirit lifted the heavy burden of the
abuse that I had been carrying, and it has never returned. After
the meeting, I asked Lisa why she kicked me. Lisa said, "What do
you mean? I didn't touch you." But, the Lord knew I needed a swift
kick to the backside, and gave me what I needed, to get me
where He wanted me to be.
Over the decades that followed, my immediate and extended
family unit unraveled. Had I been grounded in the scriptures
then, I don't believe this could have taken place to the extent that
it did, but unfortunately, I did not know enough of the scriptures
back then. By the time my eyes were opened to the truth of the
situation, about 9 years ago, the damage was done. While
grappling with the situation, I vowed that I would never be part of
a church community again - large or small.
Gradually, the Lord dealt with me and began the healing process.
He moved me to reach out to estranged family members and
ask forgiveness for the part I played in the erosion of my family,
and many of those relationships have been restored to the glory
of God. He then told me to be part of a community of believers
again. I ignored Him. His conviction became more consistent

and intense, until I finally surrendered saying, "Okay, Lord. I will
go. Show me and I will go." So, about four years ago, when my
friends and family would invite me to church, I would go. While I
enjoyed each service, I knew it was not where He wanted me to
be on a permanent basis.
Then COVID hit. I started watching Joel Osteen's full service
online. The music was great, the teaching was always uplifting,
and I thought this was all I needed to do. I was obedient to the
Lord, and I didn't have to leave my house! Then, COVID subsided.
I was still watching services online. His conviction to attend
service in person returned with the same intensity. So, again, I
said, "Okay, Lord. I will go. Show me and I will go."
Shortly thereafter, through a series of unusual circumstances, I
attended the Easter service this year at SBCC. I immediately
knew this is where I should be. I also attended the Discovery
class, and I felt the conviction of not having been baptized after I
accepted Jesus. So, why do I want to be baptized? Obedience.
I also want to stand up and be counted as a believer in and a
follower of my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ - who has given me a
crown of beauty for ashes, a joyous blessing instead of
mourning, and a festive praise instead of despair.

KYLIE SHIGEMURA
Hello, I am Kylie Shigemura and I will be sharing my testimony
with you. I am currently fourteen years old and a freshman in
high school. I have been going to church my whole life. When I
was young I didn't really understand what going to church meant.
I thought we were just going to see friends and get snacks after
the service. But as I grew older I realized that we went to church
to build a relationship with God. I grew up with saying the prayers
and reading the bible, but I would just do that because everyone
else was doing it. After KidzKrew I moved into Evolution (Junior
High ministry). But even though I was going to Evolution I was still
confused and didn't take my faith seriously.
One thing that really helped me was going on the retreat. The
theme of that year's retreat was about "Holding on." At that

retreat I felt like I was able to understand and connect to the
messages that everyone shared. One verse that really stuck out
to me and that changed my point of view on Christ was John 15:5.
This verse talks about how we have to hold on to Jesus through
the difficult times and without Him we are nothing. The best thing
that we can do is to trust in Him even when times get tough. I
held onto this verse throughout the retreat. When I got back
from the retreat I wanted to build a better relationship with
Christ. I took going to church and Evolution more seriously. I
said the prayers because I wanted to and not because everyone
else was. I started to realize how much God did for us.
Now I have a better relationship with God. Whenever something
is on my mind I always go to him for comfort. He is always there
no matter what is going on in my life. Now I go to church because
I want to have that strong relationship with God.

LISA YAGUCHI
My parents were born in Japan and I was born and raised in Los
Angeles. My family followed Buddhism, but we did not attend the
temple regularly. From my childhood through my adult life I
partook in Buddhist customs and lived a typical Japanese
American life at home. I knew since my teenage years, that
something was missing from my life, but I could not figure out
what that was. I was an introvert and tended to stay away from
social events. At the time, I did not know that I was lacking
spiritual direction and I tried to compensate by overindulging in
food, watching tv, going to movies and shopping. I struggled with
depression, generalized and social anxiety and having bouts with
anger, resentment, and trust issues.
During my mid -thirties and early forties I found myself stuck in a
job that I no longer enjoyed and struggling to keep my head
above water. I unfortunately had personal issues where I had to
end my job and I felt like a failure. My Aunt Linda had been
encouraging me to attend church services with her and my
uncle, Michael. Linda would tell me God loves me and that I am
worthy, but at the time I didn't believe it. My mind was stuck with
lies and deception that I sinned, failed and I am not worthy. I felt I

let down my family and friends and really had a difficult time getting
through the negative thoughts in my head.
As I attended church, I began to take in the sermons and was
enveloped by the love, kindness, and faith that filled SBCC. The
pastors, staff, volunteers, and the congregation was so welcoming
and it just felt so encouraging. As I began to serve in different
church activities, and a life group, I learned and experienced first
hand, how great our God is and wanted to develop a close
relationship to him. Praying and worshipping the Lord with other
worshippers was challenging at first, but my heart and soul began to
change and trust and have faith in God Almighty. One of the
scriptures that helps me in moments of discouragement is
Philippians 4:6-7: “Do not be anxious about anything, but in every
situation, by prayer and petition, with thanksgiving, present your
requests to God. And the peace of God, which transcends all
understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ
Jesus”.
It makes all the difference in the world to know that the Lord is
always with me and that he will protect me and provide me with all
that is necessary. Knowing that He planned my life even before I
was conceived had made me realize the enormity of how powerful,
loving, and merciful God is. And, how wrong I was earlier not to trust
and have faith in God when He sacrificed His only son, Jesus Christ
to remove all my sins and provide eternal life. I want to praise the
Lord for all the blessings and thanksgiving he has made available in
my life. I feel privileged to be a child of God and to be allowed to
study in the Word and be a part of the SBCC family. Thank you God
Almighty, my life has become one with purpose and meaning.

RILEY VUONG

Hi, I’m Riley and I’m 13 years old. I live in a Christian family and have
attended SBCC my whole life. In my elementary years, I learned
about who Jesus was and is, but didn’t know how to have a
relationship with someone I couldn’t physically see. I thought that
going to a church, praying, and reading the Bible made you a
Christian. So I did that. I kept up this daily routine without
considering the meaning of it or genuinely accepting Jesus in my
heart.

My family and I have a daily Bible study and during this time we
usually sing worship songs, read Bible passages, and aim to
understand it together. During one of our discussion prompts, my
mom told my siblings and me that each of us should take a
moment on our own to pray to God and tell Him what was on our
hearts. I remember feeling that it was so comforting to talk to God
and just tell him everything in my life that was going on. After
praying, I felt as if a burden was lifted from me. I started to feel like
a real relationship was starting, and my faith in God has started to
grow ever since then. Two years ago, as I entered middle school, I
felt that it was so much easier to talk to God. He was always there
for me and was becoming my closest Friend. I recently heard
about the molting process of caterpillars and how it can
sometimes take up to 5 processes of molting before transforming
into a butterfly. Growing my relationship with God takes time, and I
understand it will be a lifetime of lessons. However, I know that He
will continue to help me understand the changing power of Jesus
Christ.
When I heard of the opportunity for baptism, I asked God to help
me with this decision and during one of my Bible readings, I came
across a verse that stuck out to me.
To put off your old self, which belongs to your former manner of
life and is corrupt through deceitful desires, and to be renewed in
the spirit of your minds, and to put on the new self, created after
the likeness of God in true righteousness and holiness.” Ephesians
4:22-24
This verse stayed in my heart and mind, and I knew that it was time
to get baptized. I’m thankful for my family and my church for
encouraging me to stay on the right path and to keep my focus on
the One who loves me most.

NATHAN MAYEDA
Growing up, I was raised in a Christian household, so I learned
about God from an early age. I remember attending Bible school
at church, going to VBS in the summer, and going to Christian
camps every year. I did all the typical things children raised in

Christian households did, so people would think that I’m
Christian. While I did all these things that make me seem
“Christian” growing up, my actions would show otherwise.
However, every week or two of the year, I would go to church
camp for a week and then come home on a spiritual high for a
week. After that week however, my spiritual high would plummet
down like a roller coaster. This distance I had from God was
further amplified when Covid hit. Since I was already far from
God, I questioned why there had to be Covid since I was really
looking forward to Mount Hermon and doing fun activities in the
upcoming summer. During the pandemic, I attended an online
youth group at a different church since I had friends at another
church. However, I just went through the motions of youth
group, which caused my relationship with God to stay distant.
Coming out of the pandemic, I started to attend Legacy again,
but I would only go if my parents tried to get me to go, or if I
knew certain friends were going on a particular day. And even
when I did go, I would always check the time on my phone,
hoping for Legacy to be over. This past year, I signed up for Mt.
Hermon camp again because I wanted to see old friends and
have fun during free time at camp. However, little did I know,
God had more planned for me than to just get a spiritual high
from camp.
At Mt Hermon, I was fortunate to have familiar faces as Carlo,
my youth group leader was my cabin leader, and I was friends
with most of my cabin mates from before camp. Early in the
week, it felt like, “yeah, I’ve heard this about how good God is,
whatever.” However, the sermons, worship, and cabin time
quickly changed my mindset throughout the week. Hearing
about my cabin mates and pastor’s journeys with the Lord
encouraged me to reconnect with the Lord at camp. As I
experienced the love that was poured out from my friends,
cabin, camp staff, and most importantly God, I realized how
fulfilling living a life for Christ could be. It felt like God was
showing me the love and grace He is through the people at
camp. I knew once camp was over, I didn’t just want to have a
spiritual high for a few weeks and then revert to my old, empty,
and unfulfilling lifestyle. Fortunately, God put it on my heart to
not just say that I wanted to make sacrifices to be closer to Him,
but to also take action and act on my own words.

Once I got back from camp, I started to take small steps to get
closer with God. The first few weeks, I listened to mostly worship
music when listening to music, and I completed several Bible
plans on my Bible app. However, the change that I think helped
me out the most was that God nudged me to make deeper
friendships with my brothers and sisters in Christ that He had
placed in my life at camp. Just being around people that also
want to live for God helped me live for God more as I didn’t have
to do “worldly” things to be cool or fit in. This led to God also
calling me to reconnect with my brothers and sisters in Christ
from youth group at South Bay, and the South Bay retreat a few
months ago helped me do just that. After the retreat, my
perspective on the youth group finally changed. I now noticed
that I WANTED to go to youth group, and I WANTED to learn
more about God through worship and prayer. The ice breakers
for Legacy are very fun and welcoming, and the messages are
very relatable to me because the youth leaders cover topics
about situations that high schoolers may relate to, or they talk
about their own journeys in their walk with the Lord. Because of
this, now I can’t think of a place I’d rather spend my Sunday
afternoons than Legacy!
Additionally, in the past month, I feel that God has challenged me
to do more independently to grow my relationship with Him.
Before, I would store my Bible under my bed, but now, my Bible
is on my nightstand. My nightstand was crowded with random
clutter, but I found a way to make room for the Bible. Similar to
how I needed to make room for Jesus in my life, I quite literally
made room for God’s word on my crowded nightstand. Just by
having my Bible near my phone, I’ve felt encouraged by the Lord
to read a few chapters of His scripture, take notes on it, and then
pray that I can apply His scripture to my life. For the first time, I
also now WANT to go to church, as not only will I get to hear
from God through the pastors, but I also get the chance to
converse with my church community.
For the first time in my life, I WANT to know more about God by
reading the Bible and worshiping him. I WANT to talk to Him
more by praying. I WANT to go to youth groups and church.
Because of this, for the first time in my life, I’ve really made my
faith in Christ my own, and I want to get baptized to publicly
declare this faith I have in Christ to my family, friends, and
church community.

VANESSA TSUI
The Lord has blessed me with so much throughout my life. I am
so thankful to Him for blessing me with a beautiful childhood,
filled with much love and care from two amazing parents and
two sisters whom I am very close to, even into my adult years. I
was blessed to have a home in which learning about our faith was
a priority and now that I have a son of my own, I realize how
critical the planting of those seeds are.
While I learned about my faith and thought I had accepted Jesus
Christ as my Savior and King, I know now it was not true or
authentic, and therefore I was not living my life accordingly. As I
grew up, I idolized and became distracted by "worldly" things,
and completely strayed from a life of really knowing the Lord. I
also worked many years for a large entertainment company
which kept me especially preoccupied as I associated my
purpose and identity in life with my role at this company.
But God is so good. He brought me Ashlie, Philip and Peter individuals full of the Spirit. I know the Lord worked through each
of them while working on me. I met Ashlie when I was in college.
Ashlie talked so lovingly about the Lord and gently reminded me
of His truth - a truth I realized I hadn't fully understood until then.
Today we share the deepest connection as the best of friends.
God then brought Philip, my husband. Philip showed me what a
true relationship with Jesus really is, and continues to show me
what it means to live a life according to His will. And Peter, my
father-in-law, who is the strongest believer I know, has always
reminded me of God's faithfulness and goodness. You'll usually
find us on the kitchen counter over dinner, chatting about God's
word and our duty to love, praise and thank the Lord.
While each of these individuals were an integral part of my
spiritual growth, it wasn't until I had my son that I began to grow
more intimately with the Lord. As a parent, I realized a couple of
things. First, I grew to know what loving a child is really like, and
how big and unconditional that love is. I know I'm an imperfect
human being and can't possibly compare a feeling I have with
one that I believe God has, but I feel I got a small taste of the kind
of love He must have for us. There truly is nothing like the love

you have for your children. I also learned that as a parent in
today's world, I couldn't carry the fears, worries, and burdens
alone that come with raising a child. I needed help. I needed
someone to carry them for me. Ashlie, Philip and Peter all
reminded me who would and could carry them - Jesus Christ.
The Lord continued to work in me but it wasn't until this past
year where something really moved in me. As I was evaluating
my son's upcoming kindergarten year, I felt a tug in my heart to
explore homeschooling. Ashlie had talked about homeschooling
in the past (she has close friends who homeschool), but I never
gave it much thought. The deeper I explored this as an option for
my son and myself, the more I felt the Spirit fill my heart and
soul. I went to a couple of homeschool conventions, I shared
memorable deep conversations with other believers there, and I
listened to speakers who truly lived for the Lord. It was at that
time, I felt a blindfold was taken off my eyes. I was thirsty for the
truth. I started spending more time in His word and even noticed
my prayers change. I believe that's when I knew my relationship
with Him really began. Soon afterward, I started attending SBCC,
which was really the cherry on top. The messages and
community only strengthened and reaffirmed what, by God's
grace, had already been planted in my heart. It's amazing how
God works. In the beginning, I thought I had been preparing for
my son's schooling, but I think the Lord was really preparing me
for my rebirth.
I am so excited to see how my relationship with Jesus continues
to grow and strengthen. Each day passes, and I feel the Spirit
move in me more and more. Accepting Him as Savior and King,
and living for Him and eternal life has shifted my whole life
perspective. I'm focused now on eternal life, and not the things of
this world. I'm learning to lean into God's will, even if I can't
understand His reasons. I can't describe that type of realization
of truth, other than "fulfilling" and "freeing". Furthermore, I am so
grateful that I have the opportunity to share the truth with my
son as we start our homeschool journey, and I know the Lord will
continue to equip me and guide me to plant those seeds in his
heart. I know I'm imperfect, and I know I will continue to sin, but
realizing by His Grace alone, that I am forgiven, loved and saved
is truly the most beautiful and precious gift.

MARK NITAKE
I grew up going to church. I learned about God, but I wasn’t
committed to him. Needless to say, I strayed away from the
straight and narrow path. I indulged in the desires of the world and
the works of the flesh. I thought that the good works I’ve done
would outweigh my sin, hoping he would see that I was a “good
person”. However, I filled myself with worldly desires which spilled
into my relationships and ruined them.
“Do not be deceived: God cannot be mocked. A man reaps what
he sows. Whoever sows to please their flesh, from the flesh will
reap destruction; whoever sows to please the Spirit, from the Spirit
will reap eternal life. Let us not become weary in doing good, for at
the proper time we will reap a harvest if we do not give up.
Therefore, as we have opportunity, let us do good to all people,
especially to those who belong to the family of believers.”
Galatians 6:7-10
During a painful moment in my life, I realized that no matter how
much pain I've gone through, it does not compare to the pain Jesus
Christ went through. Also, that my life is not about getting
everything I want, but being thankful for what I was given and the
promises of eternal life through God’s grace and our faith.
“The law was brought in so that the trespass might increase. But
where sin increased, grace increased all the more, so that, just as
sin reigned in death, so also grace might reign through
righteousness to bring eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord”
romans 5:20-21
And so I want to be baptized to make a public declaration of my
faith in Jesus Christ as my Lord and Savior and follow the example
He set for me.

VIVIAN JONES
I was born and raised in Bogota, Colombia and catholic. At the age
of 10 my mom Teresa took us to a Christian church and my life as

a Christian began. I grew up in the church, went to retreats, was
part of groups but instead of love towards my Father I was
fearful. Not reverential fear, but actual fear. I felt sinful all the
time and as I constantly asked for forgiveness and even though I
knew of His love, mercy and forgiveness, for some reason I
thought I was unworthy of that and couldn’t accept it.
Once I moved to the States, I was encouraged that I could start
over, read the bible, go to church and listen to Christian music
but I still had a pattern of sinfulness and instead of growing
closer to my Father I felt I could never turn my face to Him or
draw closer, I was still unworthy. In my early 20's, I was baptized,
but it was not a personal conviction it was more out of peer
pressure from the church I went to and just as to not embarrass
my family. I was in and out of my relationship with God and at
some point, I decided that I was meant to just live a life not
worthy of forgiveness, separated from my Father. So, as I drove
towards my then boyfriend’s house I cried as I renounced my
faith and the Holy Spirit living in me. One day I went to a prayer
meeting at my family’s house and as the leader prayed for “the
girl that needed to leave a bad relationship” my heart was on fireit literally felt like it was burning, I took it as the Holy Spirit telling
me “I still live in you!” and I resolved to pray and fast about this
relationship and the “decision” I had made. As I was praying I
strongly felt the Holy Spirit tell me to get out of it and I did. Still,
my relationship with God was not what I wanted. As I fell into
contentment, I moved on with my life.
A year after this I met my now husband, Andy, we married and
came to find SBCC. During that first year here, the Lord made a
huge impact in my life and through some sermons by Pastor
Gary, I finally understood and accepted God’s love, grace and
mercy. I was forgiven. In 2019, my son Matthew was born and it
was through the first months of his little life that I was able to see
how much God loves us, how infinite, how patient, how
unconditional His love is. Then a hunger to learn about Him was
born and I started to dig into theology. While I was studying the
book of Matthew I was finally convicted that I not only want to
learn about God, but I want to be baptized to profess my faith in
Jesus, I want to be an example to my sons (Matthew and Joshua)
and to my husband and though I’m still a work in progress I know
I’m saved and I have eternal life in Him.

DEVIN HUYNH
At the time of writing this, it's 3:49 am on a Sunday school night and
it's dark. It was also very dark during the period of time I needed
God the most and fortunately enough for me, I was able to find
Him. I was someone who despite having grown up in a church
setting, never felt extremely close to God. Church and Christ were
just always the "good" societal thing to do so that all your friends
and family thought of you as a solid individual. The opinions of
every single other person in my life mattered except for the
opinion of God himself. I was ironically living the ideal Christian life,
but I wasn’t living life as a Christian.
It was during the Pandemic (like most) which I fell the farthest
away from God, essentially having no real way to connect with him
other than a Live Zoom version of Church. I’d hop on maybe once
a month and really that was only until I became bored (having no
present social pressure to stay online as if it were in person). This
continued for the next several months to come until I eventually
stopped “going” at all. I fell closer in line with habits of selfpleasure, ego, and constantly putting myself first having no true
direction in life. I found ways to become more resentful and
annoyed by just about everything in life, lacking gratitude and
constantly wishing it were other joyous times of the past or a
possibly brighter future. I knew I was falling deeper down the hole
and sadly enough I didn’t care enough to stop myself or pull myself
out. “There’s no way” I concluded in my mind and kept falling
farther and farther.
It was a dark night once again. This time I found myself in the midst
of a dark forest cold and alone. Literally. It was a scouting event
and we were physically camping in the middle of a dark forest
somewhere in the mountains of California. But it was also this time,
that after everyone had gone to sleep, and I found myself tireless—
in a cold sweat—unable to sleep, that I finally had to face my
demons. Maybe it was the ghost stories we told just a few hours
prior that set the tone, but I was truly and ultimately surrounded
by my sins and flaws unable to break free from the chains that
bound me down. It was in those moments that I had reached and
felt upon my neck a chain pendant that outlined the shape of a
cross. A chain gifted to me by my Grandma that I wore as a fashion
statement. I took it as a reminder of Jesus always having been

present and working in my life. It was just a matter of acceptance
that I lacked. I went on my phone and pulled up every online
Church sermon and worship song I could find as at last I had finally
felt reconnected with God.
It has been a year since then and I can’t describe in terms how
grateful and fulfilling the Lord has allowed me to feel. He has
taught me how to pray for others, feel compassion, and have
more patience. I can’t even articulate how thankful I am for this
church, SBCC for being so open and accepting of me. I feel so
undeserving of God’s grace but I can’t be more grateful for his
existence. I want to devote the rest of my life to him and will do
everything in my power to fulfill His almighty name.
To me oddly enough, my moment of reconnection wasn’t a
moment of high-stakes pain or despair. It wasn’t a life-threatening
event or drastic change in what I previously thought was required
for one to reasonably return faith in God. It was simply a bare
moment of silence and darkness, but it’s so wonderful what God
can do in such a “small” moment.
It’s 5:02 am right now. It is still dark outside. But my heart has never
felt brighter and my soul never closer to God. I no longer have to
fear the temporary darkness because God’s right here with me.

JACKIE KOSHIMUNE
My mother accepted Christ when I was in elementary school.
During my childhood, she went through a major depression and
always took us (my siblings and I) to church. She was constantly
surrounded by church friends and always encouraged me to hang
out with people from church. I recall a time when my mom
smoked heavily, this was during her depression and I believe the
beginning phases of when she started attending church and I
prayed to God ( I think I was in 3rd of 4th grade) and I asked Him to
please help my mom to quit. I remember that night vividly because
I prayed with all my heart and the very next day, she gave up
smoking completely. I always knew God was real from Him
answering my prayers. However, I never got to understand who
Jesus was and was confused about salvation. I thought that if I

sinned, I would go to Hell. Fast forward to my early thirties, I had
strayed away from church by this time and I hit rock bottom. I was
heavily depressed and thought about suicide every night. I had left
my job where I spent almost a third of my life, my marriage felt
rocky because we couldn’t conceive and I couldn’t tell my husband
how unworthy I felt and bottled everything inside. I became distant
to my family and friends and pushed everyone away. I thought of
killing myself every night and one night in particular, I finally cried
out to God to please save me while drowning in tears. A few days
later, I attended a wedding and reconnected with an old friend
whom I haven’t seen in a few years. I knew that she had gone away
to ministry school and was heavily into Christianity. I asked her
(Kris is her name) if we can meet up for lunch and catch up as
there are some questions I had. Lo and Behold, we had a very deep
conversation that lasted a few hours which led to her finding a
church for me as well as accompanying with me to go to church to
learn more about Christ. During this time, I truly got to understand
God’s love for us and what it meant for Jesus to die on the cross. My
thirst for God grew stronger every day and I started seeing the
blessings instead of the downfalls that caused my very
troublesome depression.
A year later, my husband and I were graciously blessed with a
beautiful daughter that we called our wonderful miracle.
Throughout my pregnancy, I prayed and prayed that my husband
would also find Christ. My girlfriend encouraged that we watch The
Case for Christ as it details about a wife who came to Christ and
the husband as an unbeliever and I was able to convince my
husband to watch it although he was very skeptical and critical
throughout the movie. I wanted our family to be a house under
Christ and I prayed fervently for that day to come, although at
times, I really didn’t think it would happen since he was such an
agnostic believer. In the beginning of this year, my husband came
to me and said he’s ready to start checking out churches with me.
He wanted one that he felt comfortable with. I searched and found
SBCC sometime in Spring and had a good feeling that this church
might be it. I did some research on SBCC’s statement of faith and
found it to resonate and I watched some of the sermons online. We
decided to go on a Saturday evening and I am so happy to say that
my husband turned to me at the end of that day and said, “Honey,
this is it!” How much our lives have changed compared to the same
time last years as we now Bible study and pray together. Now, on
October 16th, my husband and I will be baptized together,
proclaiming our faith and centering Him in ours and our daughter’s
lives. We are sinners and undeserving of God’s grace, but I know

through Him, our lives will forever be changed and everything
will be okay as we continue to put our trust in Him. My favorite
verses which are hanging over our living room are: “For I know
the plans I have for you,” says the Lord. “They are plans for good
and not for disaster, to give you a future and a hope… when you
pray, I will listen. If you look for me in earnest, you will find me
when you seek me, I will be found by you,” says the Lord…”I will
guide you along the best pathway for your life. I will advise you
and watch over you.” (Jeremiah 29:11-14 and Psalm 32:8). God
came to me when I was at my darkest point and He has given me
and my family hope for our future. I asked my husband what
made him decide to believe in Christ and he said, “Our little
miracle, Kira. Only God can bless us with something so full of
love.” I am happy to embark this road with my husband in
proclaiming Jesus as our Savior.

ALBERT KOSHIMUNE
My life before conversion was quite chaotic and stressful. I found
myself losing my temper a lot and since I am involved with so many
extra curricular activities and spreading myself a bit thin, I felt
powerless at times. I felt empty even though my life cup seemed so
full on paper. I’ve dealt with almost losing my life, losing many
friends and family within a short time span and I would often just
power through everything. As an educator and HipHop artist I felt
my two worlds collided and would suck up most of my energy and
liveliness and it wasn’t until pandora’s box was opened that I felt
that everything was going wrong. I then would either resort to
drinking or partying and no amount of liquor would ever make me
feel fulfilled. Its been years of the same cycle of going hard at
something and then failing, and starting over until I felt
unmotivated to do anything at all and fell into a deep depression.
My loving wife, mother in law and my daughter helped me to feel
the presence of God and the Holy Spirit. Looking at my daughter,
there could be nothing more divine in this world than having the
honor of parenting and loving after your own child. She was
immediate proof that God exists and I felt more open hearted and
receptive to the teachings of Jesus Christ and what he did for our
world and for humanity. I always felt agnostic or atheist when I was
younger, but I feel confident in my heart and soul that he is everpresent.

I feel like I am starting a new chapter of my life and even though
there is much uncertainty, I feel calm, collected and supported;
without fear. Spirituality and this relationship has given me the
strength to pray for that which is not in my power to fix or fight for,
and have full faith that the lord and God have their ultimate plan
for how it should conclude. I used to feel uneasy and paranoid
from the constant news reels, the disasters, the calamities, the
drama, the stress, the frustration, the disappointment, the regret,
the good or even the bad…it got to the point where everything
became a source of stress but believing in Jesus Christ has helped
me to feel less worry or pain and my life has seemed more fulfilled.

ELLIE TRUJILLO
I grew up catholic, I believed in Jesus, but I didn’t have a personal
relationship with Him and questioned my faith often. I would only
show up to church on important holidays and mostly to please
my mom. It was something I was doing for her not for me or
because I genuinely loved Jesus.
My life was turned upside down in 2013. My father passed at the
young age of 53 from a Glioblastoma, an aggressive type of
cancer in the brain. I became full of anger and hatred towards
Jesus for not answering my prayers. I remember thinking “if
you’re truly all mighty you can work a miracle and make the
tumor go away”. I stopped going to church and was living a life of
carelessness. I started to believe things that were not in line with
the Christian values my mother raised me with. Spiritually and
emotionally, I felt empty, it was a very painful 5 years.
In 2018 I had my daughter. I had a dream the same night she was
born. I saw my dad’s face for first time in 5 years. He looked so
happy. He didn’t speak to me but when I woke up, I had a sense
of relief and just stated crying unconsolably. I remember
thinking, thank you Jesus for letting me see him one more time
and on such a special day. In a way He answered my prayer from
5 years ago. He did save my father; he was free from pain and
living in his eternal kingdom. There and then I accepted Jesus as
my Savior and began a relationship with Him. I started to pray
and inherently I just became a happier person. He filled the

spiritual need I was missing in my life. I wasn’t part of any church
during this period. My relationship with Jesus was through
prayer. I wanted a place of worship with a sense of community
that was going to help me grow in my faith, so I left Catholicism
and found SBCC in 2019. I know I try to live a life devoted to God
and my faith. I want my children to grow up knowing Jesus and
know that they can turn to prayer and their faith during difficult
times. The Lord has transformed the way I live my life and I am
forever grateful. Because of His sacrifice, I now have hope in
eternal life where I will reunite with my father and see him once
more.

MICHAEL LEHNER
I was born into a Catholic family and baptized when I was a few
months old. I was raised with Jesus being a major part of my life,
going through the motions of attending Catholic school, and
receiving my first communion and confirmation. While I still very
much considered myself a Christian at heart, I kept the Catholic
church at arm’s distance emotionally largely due to the church’s
organizational issues. As I grew into a young adult and moved
away from home, I attended church less and less and was no
longer actively involved with church activities. I wasn’t investing
the necessary time and energy to embrace God’s teachings and
grow my relationship with Him.
In 2020, I began dating Sammi SooHoo, who asked me some
very straightforward, but very reflective questions about my faith
and what it means to me. Throughout this process of reflection
and attending SBCC, I came to realize that my previous acts in
the church were more about passively going along with what
requirements my family raised me to do, rather than taking
charge of growing my own relationship with Christ. I needed to
embrace and trust Jesus Christ as the solution to my spiritual
needs and truly accept Him in my heart as my Savior and King. I
could not grow this relationship by being passive.
Jesus has changed and reoriented my life by reorganizing my
values. I now have a clearer understanding of how Jesus is my
savior, and how I can integrate those learnings and growth into

my everyday life. I now fully appreciate how being a true
Christian is more about embracing God’s values, living the life He
wants us to lead, by loving unconditionally, serving the
community, and evangelizing His word.
I especially love SBCC’s message that baptism is a conscious
decision made by the individual. This act is a celebration of my
new life as a Christian and it is only part of a never-ending
journey to grow my relationship with Christ. Unlike my first
baptism that was performed outside of my control, this is 100%
my decision.

ANAHI MAGAÑA

Definition of Cold Feet: loss of nerves or confidence.
Usually happens when we are about to make the biggest decision
of our lives like marriage, jumping off a plane to skydive or maybe
even baptism…
I know it sounds bad but hear me out. I got cold feet while writing
my testimony, I felt like I missed something. I wanted it to be
impactful since many people will be reading it. I wanted something
that showed how much God loves them but I couldn't think of a
story that's good enough. At that moment, I started overthinking
and came to this spiral conclusion that I'm the one who is not good
enough. For as long as I can remember, I've been battling with this
bad habit of accusing and questioning myself whether I'm good
enough. This bad habit also created this distance with the Lord and
I didn't know how to break free. Throughout my life the Lord never
left and never stopped telling me He loved me. Many times I
became tired and He carried me through the journey. On our way
back home from the college retreat, I had a chat with a friend who
helped me realize that if I love Christ and chose to follow Him then
what's stopping me from getting baptized. Simple, it's just negative
thoughts and I imagined the Lord saying "I paid for your sins, so
you can come closer to me. Touch my hands and feet, I died for
you because I love you just as you are. So reach for me, have faith
that I can restore you and forgive you. I love you, my child so let go
of these negative thoughts."

I thought I could write up a good award-winning testimony, but my
testimony is simple; Christ said I love you and you're enough. I
know what it's like to be lost and I also know what it's like to be
found. I'm a sinner but I'm also forgiven. I have felt sadness but I
have also felt joy. I have been rejected but I have also been
accepted. All of this wouldn't be possible without the death and
resurrection of Christ. I accepted Christ as my Lord and Savior
long ago but I didn't fully commit. I want to finally close my bond
with Him and take that step I missed so long ago. As the saying
goes, all it takes is a leap of faith. Glory to the Lord who has saved
me.

DENNIS THIES
I lived a life of evil until Nov. 2006 when I was arrested. I won't get
into all of that as to why, but I will say I did just under 15 years in
prison. That’s where it starts for me. It took about three years
before I started reading my bible. Not that I didn’t want to before
that but I didn’t want to be like all the other guys in there. Asking
God for help but not be willing to change my life style. I accepted
Jesus into my life for the first time in 2010 but it was short lived
because the same people that were preaching me to change were
the very ones allowing drugs and sexual favors out of the chapel.
This left a bad taste in my mouth and I stepped away from my walk.
I was a lost soul wandering looking for something else, and I came
across a book on Buddhism. Around this time my mother passed
away from cancer and this was a very difficult time for me. She was
the only support I had at the time and the only thing that kept me
going. Practicing Buddhism and meditation got me through the
last 4 years of my time before I was released. Upon my release I
was reunited with an old friend, that was strong in her walk with the
Lord. She invited me to church, and I went. Now hold on to your
seats everyone, this is where it gets weird.
She took me to a Pentecostal church in Whittier, I was there for
her not Jesus. Until one day I had a big surprise. It was a Friday
night, Jessica and myself were heading to an NA meeting in the San
Fernando Valley. Traffic was so bad we weren’t going to make it.
Jessica checked the GPS and we had exactly enough time to make
it to church in Whittier. Looking back now I understand why that
day was hectic, the whole way to the church we argued about

being late. We hit every red light and every traffic jam imaginable
trying to make it there. Something sinister was at work against us,
wanting us to give up and leave. We were 20 minutes late but when
we arrived the service had not started because their worship was
so powerful it ran through their start time. When the service
started, we were informed there was a special guest who was a
prophet leading the services. They did an alter call and I felt
something pulling me to the front. So, I went up and accepted
Christ. When the prophet came to me and started talking to me,
he laid his hands on my forehead and asked me if I knew what
deliverance was, I didn’t really know but I said yes. He told me that I
had just got out, and I struggled with drugs and to be ready for
when God calls upon me. At this time, he put his hand on my head
and started speaking in tongues. What happened next, I’m told I fell
back and I received a vision. I felt someone touch my shoulder and
I opened up my eyes to an older man with grey hair and blue eyes
kneeling next to me. He said 3 things.1. My mom’s proud of me, and
she is happy. 2. Jessica will know when it’s time 3. I will see Ricki
soon (my daughter) at that time he told me to get up and walk. I
sat up and turned around to say something to him and there was
no man, it was Jessica beside me. I tried to figure out where he
went, but didn’t say anything, I was confused. Jessica and I took our
seats, and that’s when I started a coughing fit which caused me to
walk out of the service to find a restroom where I needed to throw
up. After the services Jessica and I went to eat dinner and I was not
myself, I was still trying to process what I had seen. I finally asked
her how she did it. She said did what? And I said, how did you switch
that man I was talking to? She said what man, I said, the one that
was kneeling down next to my head. She said there was no man
next to me. She proceeded to tell me that when they laid me on
the floor, she came over and sat on the floor next to me so no one
would step on me. I told her what I experienced and she told me
that I never opened my eyes or talked to anyone. I feel that this
happened because I made a comment to her saying I don’t fear
anyone when she told me she wanted a God-fearing man. Since
that night I have a good job, I am off parole, Jessica’s son Hayden
accepts me and encourages me to move forward. On August 19th
2022 Jessica became my wife, we are looking to buy a house and I
am living my best life. I owe all of this to God, I know and
understand Jesus died for my sins, and I want everyone to know
that. This is why I am here today.

ROSIE MOLINA
I was married for 20 years, then my husband left me for a
younger woman! I was very naïve about people; especially evil
people, and everything else. My life circled around my husband,
children, and home. So, I was very lost and scared when he left. I
met people who introduced me to drugs. Nothing happens
overnight. As time went on I slowly got deeper and deeper into a
very dark hole.When my boyfriend died in my arms, that’s when I
“snapped”. He was shot.Mentally I was broken.
Then as time went by I was kidnapped and I was injected with
something, and used as a sex slave. Because I never told anyone
where I was, no one knew I had been kidnapped. I’m not sure
how long I was kept drugged. I remember how many men – ugly
faced men – were on top of me. Finally, I talked to a nice man
and he helped me escape.
Anyway, my sons became drug dealers. They both went to
prison. When they got out, my sons grabbed me by my hand and
said come with us to church.They found God in prison. This was a
miracle. In prison, the guys always join a gang, but my older son
convinced his younger brother to join the church in prison.
There is so much more to tell but I need to keep this short.
I slowly let my BAD life go. Also, during that time when I was
using, I always talked to God and prayed. I’m sure this had to be
the reason why 3 different times a gun was at my head, the bullet
always missed. And when I overdosed, I came back to life.
My son showed me how to read and understand the Bible. As I
learned the Bible, I understood that God never left me. He was
doing all he could for me under my circumstances until I got on
my knees and asked to start over. My soul and life have
calmness, happiness, and so many good miracles that I have
been blessed with. After another 20 years my ex-husband came
back. We are just good friends because I forgave him. And I have
a cute precious dog. I thank God for him.
God is in my heart, mind, body, and soul.

APRIL LAMBERT
I grew up in a Baptist church like my dad did as his father was a
pastor. I came to know the Lord at an early age, because of my
grandfather. I was baptized when I was 8, but didn’t truly
understand the meaning of it. As I grew up, I became even closer
to God. As a teenager I was mentally abused, sexually assaulted,
and emotionally neglected. My teenage years were really difficult
for me. I became depressed and very lonely; I longed for people
to really love me for me. Not for my body or for getting the right
answer, but just because of who I am. Many people were aware
of what I was going through, but nothing was being done about it.
I felt so invisible and unloved; like I never belonged there in the
first place. I felt broken.
Eventually, I graduated from high school and later met a
wonderful man in college. I moved in with him at the age of 21. We
lived happily in his little apartment with a stray cat we had
adopted. A year later, we bought a house in Ohio. We were so
happy and in love. Another year after that, we were married. At
23 years of age, I felt like this was what my life was supposed to be
like. However, we never went to church, because he had a bad
experience as a kid. So, he never went back. Unfortunately, in
2018, our beloved cat, Apollo, whom we adopted a few years
prior, had passed away from old age. Both of us were devastated.
From that point on, my marriage slowly started to go downhill.
Despite me telling him to take his bad habit outside, he still
smoked in the house. If he wasn’t at work, he would be playing
games on his computer. Sometimes we ate together, but as soon
as the meal was over, he’d be right back to playing his games. I
felt that I was being neglected and that his games were more
important than me. I started feeling the same as I had when I was
a teenager; like I was invisible and didn’t belong. I brought this to
his attention many times, but he only gave me attention for a
couple of days, then he was back to his old ways. This went on for
3 years. I fell into a deep depression, because I felt so unloved. I
never smiled, never laughed, and stayed in bed. (Unless I had
work.) Sometimes I would go out with friends to get myself out of
the house, but my husband would get upset, because I was
spending more time with friends than I was with him. It got to the

point where I felt like I couldn’t even have a life outside of home
and work. One day, I packed up my bags with tears in my eyes,
and my wedding ring on the table, and left. I was tired of being
neglected, unhappy, and financially broke. I refused to be an
option for someone when I was putting them as a priority. I didn’t
know where I was going, but I begged God to help me to get to a
place where I could be happy and I belonged. But my leaving did
not last long. I listened to the voicemail he had left on my phone
and had him come pick me up. We went back to Ohio where I
continued living with him for a while longer. We tried marriage
counseling, but it didn’t work.
A couple of months later, I got a little black kitten that I named
Shinobi. For most people, he was just another cat. But for me, he
was special. He cheered me up, made me smile and laugh; he
made me feel alive again. It was around that time I started getting
these strange dreams. I had a dream that I was in my house in
Ohio, surrounded by all my loved ones and the life I had created.
Everyone was happy, except for me. I was so miserable. No one
really even knew I was there. Everything around me was getting
closer and darker, and the world around me was just closing in.
Then suddenly, I was in a coffeeshop. I was sitting next to the
window and I looked outside and saw a bunch of palm trees and
a car with a California license plate. I heard a voice tell me, "this is
where you belong". And I woke up. I brushed it off at first, but I
kept having the dream over and over again. I knew this dream
was no joke and that it was God telling me to go. I told God that
the only way I could leave is if my marriage was to fall apart. (And
it did.)
In October of 2021, I finally left my husband, and I moved in with
friends. I felt like I could finally breathe and just be me. My friends
let me bring Shinobi when I moved in with them, despite them
already having 4 cats of their own. I slowly felt like God was
healing me and I kept having those dreams He was sending me. I
started looking up places to live and jobs in California. Sadly,
most of the apartments were too expensive or had too long of a
wait list. And most of the jobs wouldn’t hire me unless I was
already living there. I was beginning to wonder if California was
the right choice for me. I prayed and prayed to God to help me
find what I needed to make the move to California. Eventually
found a place to live and had a job lined up. I was ready to move
after living with my friends for awhile.

So, I eventually packed my bags and moved to the west coast
where God called me to be. The moment I crossed the state line
of California, I felt different. However, I was about to be hit with
the most devastating news possible. The house I was supposed
to rent, turned out to be a scam. (I lost $2.5k-$3k.) I messaged
my boss and told him what had happened. I met my boss at the
restaurant where I am employed, and he offered a place for me
and Shinobi to stay until we found a new place to live. Two weeks
later, I moved, where I now live with my roommates and two
other cats. (Sadly, the other cats don’t like playing with Shinobi.)
I soon found my way back into church and I am so glad I did. My
first time at South Bay Community Church I was given a
welcome gift. They gave me a mug with a gift card to a coffee
shop. So, after church I went to the coffee shop and I discovered
something INCREDIBLE... The coffee shop was the same one
from my dream!!!
And that's how I truly knew that I am where God wants me to be. I
had to leave everything and everyone I have ever known behind
and come to a place where I had never been before. I gave up
my life and gave it to God and this is where He led me. Now, 3 and
a half months later, I have so many amazing friends who love me
for me. They invite me to fun events and help me to not feel
invisible. I have a community that always prays for me whenever
I’m struggling and helps me whenever I have car trouble. I even
found a second job working with elementary kids and I love it
there! For the first time in my life, not only am I truly living on my
own, but I feel like I finally found a place where I am not invisible, I
am loved, and I belong. It was quite the journey getting here, but I
know God has been with me all along and He led me to a place I
can call home.

EXPLORE
Explore all the ways to get connected
at South Bay Community Church
MEN OF FAITH
1st and 3rd Saturdays at 9am
carlton@southbaycommunitychurch.com
WOMEN'S MINISTRY
2nd and 4th Saturdays at 9am
lillian@southbaycommunitychurch.com
YOUNG ADULTS
2nd and 4th Fridays
youngadults@sbcc.live
Follow @sbccyoungadults on Instagram

LIFEGROUPS

COLLEGE MINISTRY

Small groups
dan@southbaycommunitychurch.com

Saturdays at 7pm
college@southbaycommunitychurch.com
Follow @sbcccollege on Instagram
YOUTH MINISTRY
Evolution (Middle School) - Fridays at 6:30pm
Legacy (High School) - Sundays at 2pm
sally@southbaycommunitychurch.com
Follow @sbccym on Instagram

TUESDAY NIGHT PRAYER
MEETINGS
Tuesdays at 7pm

BIBLE STUDY
Wednesdays at 7pm
Register at southbaycommunitychurch.com

KIDZKREW & NURSERY
Visit southbaycommunitychurch.com/kidzkrew
for details
mandy@southbaycommunitychurch.com
Follow @sbcckidzkrew on Instagram

CARING CRAFTERS
1st and 3rd Saturdays at 9am
To sign up, contact
caringcrafters@southbaycommunitychurch.com

UKULELE
Fridays at 6:30pm
To sign up, contact: Alan Hamada
rhamada@sbcglobal.net
YOUNG AT HEART
1st and 3rd Tuesdays at 10am
To sign up, contact: Larry Higashi
iluvbruins@yahoo.com

SOUTH BAY COMMUNITY CHURCH

SERVICE TIMES:
SATURDAY 5:00PM
SUNDAY 9:00AM & 11:00AM

2549 W 190th Street
Torrance, CA 90504
(310) 532-4673
Southbaycommunitychurch.com

