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MiniChurch is a small group 
of people that meet inside 

various homes to discuss the 
weekend sermon and look 
for practical application 
to our lives. MiniChurch 
is a place where we can 
encourage, strengthen, and 
equip each other - A place 

for us as a family, to safely 
challenge one another to 

grow in our faith. In MiniChurch, 
we experience life together and 

strive to be more like Jesus Christ.

What is MiniChurch?
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At Hope Chapel, our 
MiniChurches provide a 
loving community, strong 
accountability, and Godly 
discipleship. These are 
essential to our spiritual 
growth. Over 50 times in 
the New Testament, the 
words “one another” are used 
to describe the relationships 
of the early church. MiniChurch 
allows us to embody those words 
in present day. It’s a place designed for 
bringing us together, making our large church feel small.

Why Should I Go?



Hello. My name is Laura Kilcollins, and I 
would like to share a testimony about how 
important regular fellowship is in sharing 
our faith and being available to God’s 

plan in our everyday life. Every week our 
MiniChurch shepherd challenges us to gain 

deeper understanding of the message and 
encourages us to share our weekly experiences 

as we implement God’s Word in our life. 

 A few weeks ago, I shared a testimony in church about including 
the Holy Spirit in my walk along the running trail. Pastor Zac had 
encouraged us to commit scripture to memory and I was working on 
memorizing Colossians chapter 3. At the same time, our MiniChurch 
Shepherd, Sergio, had challenged us to move deeper into our prayer 
and scripture time through the discipline of fasting. As I was walking 
along, a woman stopped and asked me if I wanted to hear something 
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incredible. She went on to share with me the story of this agave tree 
that was blooming on the running trail in Hermosa Beach at 25th and 
Valley. She told me that she had met a man the day before who was 
standing on the running trail sharing with anyone who would listen 
about the fact that he had lived in his home for 48 years and had 
never seen this agave tree bloom. We paused for a moment to look 
at the tree and then we began walking together. I shared with her my 
thoughts on the timing, considering we were coming out of COVID 
and that it was a perfect time for the tree to bloom. I asked her if I 
could share my memory verse with her and she said, “Sure.” She quietly 
listened to me share, and when we came to the place where we went 
our separate ways, she told me she would like to use that passage at 
her mom’s memorial. 

 The next day as I was putting out our trash, the Holy Spirit led 
me to talk to my neighbor. We were able to pray together for Ukraine 
and I was able to have a heartfelt talk with someone I had only known 
in passing. These are just a few examples of ways that God opened 
doors for me to talk to people because I was sensitive to the Holy 
Spirit’s prompting, and I was obedient.   I am reminded of Philip and 
the Ethiopian. Philip was guided by the Holy Spirit to speak to the 
Ethiopian eunuch on the road to Gaza (Acts 8:26) and he obeyed 
the calling. Each day we are presented with opportunities to “Tell 
someone about Jesus,” but we must be available and sensitive to the 
call. 

 The mission statement of our MiniChurch is “Behold, love, act.” 
In order to complete these works God has already prepared for us 
to do (Eph.2:10) we need to be spurred on to love and good deeds. 
Learning about who God is, growing in our love for one another, and 
acting out our faith is what we do.  I think of the many dear friends 
I have in my life today because of attending MiniChurch. When we 
care for each other, meet, and pray for each other we become 
family members and our lives are changed in ways that can only be 
described as supernatural. 

 God can open doors for you to talk to people, the question 
is, will you be willing and available? I don’t know whose heart God is 
working on in your life, but I do know that if you pray for opportunities 
and read your Bible, He will do some amazing things with your little 
mustard seed of faith. I look forward to sharing fellowship and love 
with my MiniChurch family every week as we spur one another on to 
love and good deeds. 



 When Pastor Jared asked me to 
write a brief summary of my journey in 
Christ and share a bit about MiniChurch 
203, I was initially reluctant.  Somewhat like 
when Pastor Zac asked me to share about 
what God was doing in my life in his typical 
ad hoc way on a Sunday morning service.  
Why you may ask?  Among other reasons, there’s s o 
much going on that it’s hard to keep track.  Nevertheless, much is going 
on.  God’s mercies and kindness continue to overwhelm me in ways that 
cause my heart to soar with gratitude and true awe of the God who is 
there.
 
 My life is not unlike many of you who once were lost and have 
been rescued from the wrath to come only because of Jesus’ tender 
mercies evidenced on Calvary’s cross.  I had a life that was hopeless, 
destitute, purposeless (debauchery of all sorts)—racing towards death.  
Yet, the risen Savior opened up my eyes to behold the wonder of his 
glory. He’s alive forevermore and has the keys of death, hell and the 
grave.  O what a Savior!
 
 I was born in Buenos Aires, Argentina March, 1963 into an Italian 
family.  My family moved to the states in 1968, to Queens, New York and 
found ourselves crossing from the east coast to sunny California in the 
spring of 1970.  I am for all intents and purposes, a Californian.  It was in 
the 70’s that my sister, Joan, first introduced me to Jesus through the 
classic passage in John’s gospel…”you must be born again”.  I found 
myself attending Bible study, going to concerts at Calvary Chapel in 
Costa Mesa, being impacted greatly by the Jesus Movement bands 
like “Mustard Seed Faith”, reading my King James bible and marveling 
at the words of Jesus.  And yet, I was not part of any church proper.  
This left me vulnerable to the wiles of our common enemy and I drifted 
away.
 
 In the summer of 1981, after barely graduating from El Segundo 
High School, Julie Cann—a precious British believer—moved next door 
and re-introduced me to the Savior.  This time, I knew there was no going 
back to the world.  I did have my struggles like many 20-somethings do 
with holiness unto the Lord.  But one thing I knew, as the apostle Peter 
was convinced of—Jesus alone had the words of life.  There’s no going 
back into the world…I knew too much.
 
 In the eighties, I attended L.I.F.E. Bible College, frequented 
several churches but it was in 1987 that I made Hope Chapel Hermosa 
my home.  I actually attended Steve Ran’s MiniChurch before I became 
a member at Hope.  During this time, I worked full-time as a steward to 
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help me pay for my education, where among other things, I’d set-up for 
the weekend church services and HCMI classes at the Hermosa Beach 
Community Center on Pier Ave.

 In 1990, Trish (the wife of my youth) and I got married in September 
and eventually I became an intern pastor at Hope.  In October 1993, we 
planted a Spanish-speaking Hope Chapel “Capilla de la Esperanza”, in 
Carson California which lasted less than three years.  During this time, 
God granted us three amazing children: Alexandra, Karina and Sergio.  
They have been amazing tutors to Trish and I of what it means to love 
with patience, to trust in God when life beats us down, and to persevere 
in faith.

 It was also in this season of life that we attended three other 
Hope Chapel daughter churches, and in 2004 we landed in a small 
church—Sovereign Grace Fellowship—where we served in many 
capacities until the summer of 2019.  It was in June of 2019 that God 
called us, much to my surprise, back home—to Hope Chapel.  At first 
it was weird being back after being gone for so many years because 
while some old familiar faces were refreshing to see, the congregation 
had drastically changed, the littles one became adults (some married 
with kids), and the demographic seemed to be more diverse than I 
recall.  That’s very refreshing to me.  
 
MiniChurch 203 Beginnings

 After attending John & Pastor Zac’s MiniChurch for a while, I told 
Pastor Zac that “I believe it’s time for me to start a MiniChurch” to which 
Pastor Zac responded, “Great, let’s do it”.  So, as I contemplated what 
the vision and mission of our MiniChurch should be, I wrote:

Mini-church #203 has three main objectives: 
To Behold, To Love & To Act.  We strive to create a sanctuary where 
believers collectively aspire to behold who Jesus is (Mt.16:13-18); to love 
as Jesus commanded (Mt.22:36-40); and to act as Jesus commissioned 
(Mt.28:18-20).  We do this through studying scripture, deliberate prayer, 
worship music and collective interaction where our fears, doubts, pains and 
joys are shared as we look to Jesus the author and finisher of our faith.    

 This inverted triangle seems to be the biblical pattern of relating 
to God, relating to each other and finally relating to the world.  This 
pattern first unfolds when the heavenly Father reveals to us personally 
who Jesus really is “…the Christ, the Son of the living God”.  Here’s where 
the Son reveals his demands on our lives to “deny yourself, pick up the 
cross and follow me (Jesus)”.  After we behold who Jesus is, we are in a 
position to love as Jesus commanded, “Love the LORD your God with 
all your heart, soul, mind, and strength and your neighbor as yourself”.  
The natural progression crescendos to act as Jesus commissioned, 
where under Jesus’s authority, His people make disciples of the nations.
 
 When this inverted triangle is properly placed, it seems to 
me that the dynamics of the kingdom of God flow wherever we find 



ourselves: at home, at work, at play, at church.  The organic fruit 
blossoms in our lives as we share them with each other.  At MiniChurch, 
we have experienced the presence of God in healings both physical 
and emotional, in relating our failures and triumphs in the context of 
broken yet transparent joy as the scriptures guide in the process.  We 
all build our lives on someone’s word ultimately: the creature’s or the 
Creators.  When we gather on Wednesday nights, we strive to be those 
who build our lives wisely as Jesus concludes his sermon on the mount:

Matthew 7:24 “Therefore, everyone who hears these words of Mine, and 
acts on them, will be like a wise man who built his house on the rock. And 
the rain fell and the floods came, and the winds blew and slammed against 
that house; and yet it did not fall, for it had been founded on the rock. And 
everyone who hears these words of Mine, and does not act on them, will be 
like a foolish man who built his house on the sand. And the rain fell and the 
floods came, and the winds blew and slammed against that house; and it 
fell—and its collapse was great.”     
      

 A few weekends ago during the meet and greet before the 
sermon, a young lady asked me what our MiniChurch was about.  I 
responded: “Jesus! Jesus! Jesus!”  He is the Game Changer in all of 
creation.  He alone can make dead corpses come to life.  He alone can 
change the hard heart and turn it into a heart of flesh.  He alone is the 
mediator between God and man.  He alone has the keys of death and 
hades.  

 Friend, do you see him?  Do you love him?  Do you obey him?  I 
pray you do for he alone has the words of life. He alone is the friend of 
sinners as the hymn “His Forever” notes and I conclude:

HIS FOREVER
JESUS, FRIEND OF SINNERS, LOVED ME ERE I KNEW HIM,

DREW ME WITH HIS CORDS, OF LOVE TIGHTLY BOUND ME TO HIM,
ROUND MY HEART STILL CLOSELY TWINED, THE TIES THAT NONE CAN SE—VER,

FOR I AM HIS AND HE IS MINE, FOREVER AND FOREV—ER.

JESUS FRIEND OF SINNERS, 
A CROWN OF THORNS YOU WORE FOR ME,

BRUISED FOR MY TRANSGRESSIONS, PIERCED FOR MY INIQUITIES
THE WRATH OF GOD THAT I DE---SERVED, WAS POURED OUT ON THE INNOCENT

HE TOOK MY PLACE, MY SOUL TO SAVE, NOW I AM HIS FOREVER.

JESUS FRIEND OF SINNERS, I LOVE TO TELL THE STORY
REDEEMING LOVE HAS BEEN MY THEME, AND WILL BE WHEN IN GLO—RY,

NOT DEATH NOR LIFE NOR ANYTHING, CAN EVER SEPARATE ME,
O LOVE THAT WILL NOT LET ME GO, YES I AM HIS FOREV---ER,

NOT DEATH NOR LIFE NOR ANYTHING, CAN EVER SEPARATE ME,
O LOVE THAT WILL NOT LET ME GO, YES I AM HIS FOREV---ER 





Testimony • Keith Bray

 In 1993, when I was 23, I met the most 
beautiful girl in the world.  Like Pastor Zac 
describes in his class when Adam sees Eve for 
the first time—I thought WOW—like I had never 
seen another woman in my entire life! She was a 
Christian but didn’t tell me at the time.  Sometimes 
she talked about God, and she even gave me a book that I never read.   
I only knew one thing—this is the woman I wanted to spend the rest of 
my life with.  So, when she would ask me if I believed in God, “of course” 
I did!  
 
 But did I believe in God? That is a hard question.  Up to the 
age 5, I recall crying whenever it rained, begging God to keep all the 
animals safe and warm.  I also remember hiding under my bed when 
my dad would physically hurt my mom. I was helpless and scared, and 
I would plead with God to help my mom. One day, my mom told me 
to grab all of my toys because we were leaving. Unknown to me, she 
had already rented an apartment and planned to escape. It was scary 
because I knew my dad would soon be returning home from work. We 
escaped and I didn’t see my father for over a year.

 Between the ages of 6 and 8, my mother relocated us no 
less than four times (I recall it was a higher number). Sometimes we 
lived alone, sometimes with a boyfriend.  My mom was rarely around 
so I spent most of my time by myself or sometimes hanging out with 
local street kids.  I always felt abandoned. Quickly adapting to new 
environments became a skill. Loneliness, rejection, abandonment, fear, 
and instability was all I knew. By the age of 7, I was in pure survival 
mode. My belief or even acknowledgment such a being as God existed 
was completely stamped out of my soul. 
  
 It’s now 1994 and the most beautiful girl in the world was now 
my girlfriend. The topic of God and church would come up, especially 
when her cousin Greg was around. I would nod in agreement and be 
understanding, but for me it was all about delusion, money, and control.  
Early one morning, on January 17, 1994, it was dark outside. I was 
suddenly awoken by these thunderous loud explosions coming from 
outside (later realizing it was the transformers on the light poles), and 
then the bed we were sleeping on literally moved towards the center 



of my room. I couldn’t comprehend what was happening. For some 
reason I couldn’t stand up.  I soon realized that my legs and knees were 
shaking so bad, I had to crawl towards the entry way. Once I made it 
inside, I saw our chandelier swinging and crashing into the sides of the 
tower walls—this was an earthquake! In fact, it was a 6.7 magnitude 
earthquake called the Northridge earthquake. I thought we were going 
to die.

 Two things happened right after it subsided: one, I had an 
overwhelming feeling of helplessness and my soul felt dirty (sin).  Second, 
my girlfriend said, “that’s it, we are not sleeping together anymore, and 
I am going to church!”  I agreed. The following Sunday, she dragged 
me into Hope Chapel, this guy named Zac greeted me and she sat me 
down near the front row. By now, some of the fear had subsided and I 
was really uncomfortable with the idea, but I was going to follow this 
girl anywhere.  

 I had never been inside a church before—not even a Roman 
Catholic one. And I thought that this dude is going to say something 
about sex and ask us for money. By the way, he did not mention anything 
about money (tithing), but I kid you not, he looked directly at the two of 
us and sure enough he mentioned sex!  I quickly let go of my girlfriend’s 
hand.  

 However, something else happened. When we took our seats, 
this older gentleman put his arm on my shoulder and said, “welcome 
brother, it is really good to see you.”  It is really difficult to put the feeling 
into words, but I felt love and kindness.  When we would attend the 
following services, I actually looked forward to seeing this man and 
giving him a hug. To this day, I do not know his name. I didn’t like the 
music, especially when people would raise their hands, and I don’t 
remember any of the sermons.  I was uncomfortable but something else 
was going on inside of me.  Something I hadn’t felt since the age of 6—I 
felt safe.  

 Fast forward to the following Easter, Hope Chapel was going to 
have a baptism that day.  My girlfriend and I had been fighting the prior 
weeks and when I dropped her off at work that morning, I told her I am 
done with all of this church stuff, and I was done with the relationship.  
My father was throwing a big party at his house, and I just wanted to 
get back the party.  Then the most unusual thing happened.  As she 
got out of the car, I told her “by the way, I am going to get baptized!”  
These words literally just came out of my mouth as if I did not think or 
say them myself.  After saying this, I felt something like electricity in my 



body.  I knew I had to do this. 

 She just said she will see me later and I drove back to my 
father’s house where the party had already started. I walked upstairs 
and told everyone I am leaving and getting baptized. I still recall their 
drunken cheers (none of them were religious). When I got back into 
my car, this electric feeling had now overcome my entire body. I don’t 
even remember driving to Hope. By the time I walked upstairs, I found it 
difficult to breath.  

 Back then, there was a long line. The first line is to stand up 
and make a proclamation that you accept Jesus Christ as the Lord 
and Savior of your life. I was wearing jeans and a sweater—my idea 
of baptism was a priest sprinkling water in a cross fashion—I had no 
idea we were literally going to be submerged into water. While in line, 
a younger gentleman approached me and asked if I had ever said the 
“sinner’s prayer.” I told him I cannot talk and can barely breath, so he just 
said nod in agreement. I barely remember what he was talking about.  
I finally made it onstage and repeated the words of those before me.  I 
was amazed I could speak.

 When I returned back to the line to get baptized and re-
submerged out of the baptism pool, I felt like I was encased in a warm-
electric cocoon. I was home.  I was safe. I was accepted.  I was loved.  I 
belonged and I had no fear.  

 That’s my testimony. It took a beautiful girl and an earthquake 
to get me into the church walls. The Holy Spirit took over from there. I 
still recall hearing a Christmas song for the very first time. I heard this 
song hundreds of times before I became a Christian. But now, I had ears 
to hear and eyes to see—Little Drummer Boy.  

To paraphrase to the most fitting verse as I was also a drummer:  

Little Baby, pa rum pum pum pum
I am a poor boy too, pa rum pum pum pum

I have no gift to bring, pa rum pum pum pum
That’s fit to give the King, pa rum pum pum pum,

rum pum pum pum, rum pum pum pum,
Shall I play for you, pa rum pum pum pum,

On my drum?
Then He smiled at me, pa rum pum pum pum

Me and my drum.
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