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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?

2022 Family Life Newsletter

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?



Testimony • Debbie Sanchez

My journey and God’s miracles  
and grace along the way. 

“During this time, my MiniChurch 332 family 
walked with me by praying, offering comfort, 

and providing support. I hope I never have to 
know what life is like without them ALL including 

my Shepherds, Bruce & Cecelia Jones.”

It was a time I knew was fast approaching as my parents were 90 and 
89.  On April 1, 2022, my mother (89) fell and fractured her hip. She had 
a successful surgery and then was placed in rehab for 31 days.  As I 
traveled back and forth (50 miles one way and a minimum of an hour 
drive) from Mar Vista to southern Orange County, I had plenty of time 
to pray.  I prayed that God would heal my mom and comfort my dad; 
I prayed He would provide me strength, and I would not lose my job. 
My dad struggled with loneliness and missed my mom and there was 
nothing I could do to fix this for him. They have been married over 69 
years and have never been separated from each other this long. But 
the time with my dad gave me the opportunity to talk to him about 
God and his beliefs and mine. He believed in God, just not the “rulers” 
of the Catholic Church.  He believed God was born and died on the 
cross for our sins and rose on the third day and ascended into Heaven.  
He believed in God! During these trying and stressful times, the many 
“miracles” (too many to recount here-but be assured, I believe in 
miracles) were given to our family. Not because any of us deserved 
them, but because God promised He would be with us during these 
hard times. My mom too was lonely in rehab, but 2 weeks later a new 
roommate, Gloria, made all the difference to mom’s spirit. Gloria was 
a Christian. My mom came home May 3rd and had a few rough weeks 
that only got worse. My dad was getting more ill and needed my mom 
to help him and eventually he had to be rushed to the hospital on May 
25th.  He was then released to rehab.  On Memorial Day, I went home. 
Things were quiet and I felt comfortable leaving them both. I was home 
2 hours when the hospital called me to say my dad was rushed to 
the hospital with an oxygen level of 56.  It did not look good she said 
and to come fast. I left my house at 4:15pm after calling my brother 
and dreading the drive, fearing he would die alone. It was during the 
Memorial day weekend and the traffic would be horrible. It took my 
brother and I only one hour to make the drive to Orange County.  It was 



like God parted the Red Sea for us. My dad stabilized and was taken 
back to rehab 2 days later.  It was calm again. Then, as a family we had 
to decide how best to honor my dad’s wishes to be home. We prayed 
together in his room that morning for God’s grace and guidance. That 
was a beautiful moment in time. That day, my mother, brother, and 
I met with Hospice, and they kindly shared how it would work. Later, 
we went back to see my dad and he was awake and in good spirits. 
My mother and I went back to visit him the next day and he was up 
talking with us, eating and wanted a sherbet ice cream! I went home 
feeling he would be okay. But a call came in from the rehab facility that 
morning that my dad took a turn for the worst, and we should come 
now.  I called my brother and by God’s grace (again!) provided a one 
hour drive for us both on a Monday morning. We went to pick up my 
mom, but as we were leaving the house, rehab called to say there was 
a Covid outbreak and we would not be able to go in to see him. We 
could only communicate with him through his window and phone. He 
would not respond to our calls.  All we could do was talk to him and 
hope he heard us. By the way he looked and his unresponsiveness, I 
truly thought he would pass that day alone and without us being there. 
I was very sad at the thought because I loved my dad and didn’t want 
him to pass alone. June 14, 2022 at 6:30am, I got the call.  We all rushed 
to be with my dad, even my brother who was back at home. Thankfully, 
we were able to be with him in-person. I sat there with him holding his 
hand, 68 years of memories flowed through my brain like a living time 
machine, giving me such peace and comfort at the life and love my 
earthly father had provided for me and that my Heavenly Father gifted 
to me.  I prayed that God would take my dad quietly and comfortably. 
After my prayer, when I looked up, without a sound, he was gone. Quietly 
and comfortably, just as I asked God to do.

Hope Family Life • #belong



Shepherd Spotlight • MC332 
Bruce and Cecelia Jones

Hi, I’m Bruce and the lovely lady next to 
me is my wonderful bride, Cecelia.  We’ve 
been married for 37 wonderful years and 

raised three children.  We also have eight 
grandchildren and two great-grandchildren.  

My wife and I first met at the age of fourteen 
when she was dating my best friend.  Although there 

was a strong attraction on my part, I waited until their relationship ended 
before even attempting to ask for a date.  Eventually, their relationship 
ended as most do in Jr. High and we had an opportunity to go on a few 
dates. Unfortunately, things didn’t work out so we both moved on.  To 
make a long story short, we dated again after high school, got engaged 
and broke that off too.   She went away to college and I was already in 
the military. We didn’t see each other for thirteen years at which time I 
married someone else, had three children and ended up divorced.  The 
next time I had an encounter with her, she invited me to church and that’s 
when and where my life changed.  Even though I attended a Baptist 
church most of my life and was baptized early, I never had a relationship 
with Jesus.  Under a new pastor, I accepted Christ and was baptized 
into the body of Christ (born again).  It wasn’t long before we became 
engaged again and were married a year later.  Mrs. Jones hit the ground 
running, helping me raise my three children and has been the epitome 
of the Proverbs 31  virtuous/excellent woman.  I’m as attracted to her 
today as I was when I first saw her on the bus stop at Crenshaw Blvd and 
54th St. in Los Angeles. Since accepting Christ, we have been involved in 
ministry, teaching Sunday school, children’s and adult; singing in the choir, 
feeding and praying for the homeless and participating in services at the 
Los Angeles Midnight Mission.  We both attended and graduated from 
Los Angeles Bible Training School (LABTS) which was started by the late 
Dr. J Vernon McGee.   

We started attending Hope Chapel in 2007 and have been so blessed, 
not only by the pastors and teaching but by the loving body of Christ 
who are truly interested in serving God and growing in His Grace and 
knowledge.  

Coming to Hope
Coming to Hope Chapel was a culmination of a series of events God 
used as only He can. First, a shift in directions of our previous church that 
made it impossible for us to continue our ministry there. Second, a flood 
in my mother-in-law’s condominium that placed her in financial peril, 



threatening her financial security. Third, Cecelia received an invitation 
from a co-worker to attend a play at Hope Chapel.  Fourth, a Word given 
to my mother-in-law by Pastor Zac when she was visiting Hope Chapel 
with my wife. Pastor Zac spoke from the pulpit saying, someone was going 
through something devastating, but God was going to work it out, and of 
course He did.  Fifth, my wife encouraged me to visit and I met Pastor Zac 
at the front door.  I immediately discerned something different in him. A 
genuineness and a pastor’s heart, something that can’t be easily faked.  
The final confirmation that Hope Chapel was the right place came two 
and a half years later during Pastor Zac’s teaching series on the book of 
Daniel. Although Mrs. Jones was attending Hope Chapel exclusively, I was 
splitting my time between Hope, our previous church and visiting other 
churches while waiting to hear from God.  During Pastor Zac’s teaching 
series through the book of Daniel, we were enrolled at Los Angeles Bible 
Training School (LABTS) studying the same book.  The weekly notes and 
teaching at LABTS paralleled the teaching Pastor Zac was providing at 
Hope Chapel, God spoke to me and His plan was still in motion. 

After the challenges at our previous church, we decided to take a 
little break by hanging out in the back rows of Hope Chapel near the 
door waiting for His plan to unfold. One Sunday, Pastor Zac suggested 
everyone in the back rows move forward and so we did.  God’s plan was 
still in motion and another Sunday morning as Pastor Zac was famously 
looking for volunteers for children’s church, he inspired Cecelia to raise her 
hand.  Of course, Pastor Zac came over and to my amazement, called me 
by name and suggested I join her, I was shocked that he remembered my 
name.  Instead of joining the children’s church ministry, I volunteered to 
serve in the high school ministry.   

From Hope 101 To MiniChurch
The next turn of events led us to Hope 101 where we learned more about 
Pastor Zac and Hope Chapel. It was at this juncture we decided to join a 
MiniChurch.  Although MiniChurch was mentioned regularly during service, 
we had no idea what it was all about.  The only comparison we had to draw 
on was small group ministries that were mentioned a lot in other church 
circles and venues, however the spotlight was always placed on church 
growth instead of spiritual growth.   Our first MiniChurch experience was 
enlightening, inspiring, spiritually satisfying and wonderful.  It began with 
the loving MiniChurch Shepherds, Jon and Julie Pate and their MiniChurch 
family.  Eventually, we were invited to attend MiniChurch Shepherd training 
hosted by Ric and Kathy Roberts, where we met additional members of 
the Hope Chapel family.  We moved from there to Pastor Zac’s MiniChurch 
hosted by Bruce and Elizabeth Trenbeth.  Each stop along the way, 
we experienced more and more spiritual growth and cultivated more 
relationships.



Eventually, we were encouraged to 
launch a new MiniChurch and we did 
(MiniChurch 332).  One of the biggest 
challenges was leaving our previous 
MiniChurch where we formed strong 
bonds with loving brothers and sisters 
in Christ. We still miss them and love 
them all dearly, however we have 
been tremendously blessed by our 
current MiniChurch family and have 

strong bonds here also.  I guess it doesn’t matter which MiniChurch you’re 
a part of as long as you’re a part of one, they’re all loving.   MiniChurch is 
where we connected to the family of Hope Chapel and the true church.  
If you’re not participating at this time, I can’t say it with more conviction, 
you’re missing something great, and I’m convinced this is part of God’s 
plan for all of us. There’s one near you, whether it’s in the neighborhood 
you live in or on your path from your workplace to home.

MiniChurch reaches outside of Hope Chapel’s four walls into our families, 
communities, workplaces, friend circles, and beyond.  Even pure salt has 
no significance unless it comes out of the cabinet and is used. Light can’t 
be covered and has to be allowed to shine in order to be useful.  See 
Matthew 5:13-14. MiniChurch 332 is a group that loves being together. If 
you’re looking for a loving, praying, supportive church family to fellowship 
and grow with, we would love to have you join us.

Testimony • Sandy Sandifer
Joining my MiniChurch has provided a 
loving family like I have never had before.  
We fellowship together, share meals, sing, 
laugh, cry, and pray.  Whenever an urgent 
need arises, not only can I depend on my 
MiniChurch family to lift me up to the Lord in 
prayer, but also to come by my side, whether it 
is a ride to the airport or to come to my house to 
catch a mouse! But nothing beats the joy of fostering 
loving relationships.  Knowing that you are loved and cared for by others 
makes it easier to face difficulties.  When my family was going through a 
challenging time that split us apart, my MiniChurch family stood beside 
me, praying for me and with me.  While visiting my parents in Louisiana 
last year, we were under a tornado watch, with two tornadoes heading 
in our direction.   I texted my MiniChurch, and they immediately started 
praying.  God heard their prayers and both tornadoes changed course! 
They are an ever-present help in my time of need, faithful, and loving.  
A huge blessing indeed!

MiniChurch 332



|   5 pm
|   9 am
|   11 am

Saturday
Sunday
Sunday

Weekend Services

Get In Touch

Jared Blue • Community Life Pastor
310.374.4673 ext. 154 

jared.blue@hopechapel.org


