
Care Reflection – Held Fast 
 
There I was driving an overloaded rental truck north on the 152 freeway, pulled over on 
the side of the road at an abandoned truck stop. The strap, which was fastening down 
our queen-sized mattress, had somehow been jarred and was now dangerously loose. 
       
Traci, my wife, and I were moving back to San Jose where we grew up; we had work at a 
Christian camp in Scotts Valley. She'd be the nurse to children with bee stings, skinned 
knees, and a 19-year-old counselor who would find out she had cancer. After 
completing my Masters Degree in preparation for pastoral ministry, I looked forward to 
facilitating a discipleship group for young people from rural California who had 
experienced shootings and gang violence. That camp served as our home for the 
summer, and allowed a “trial” move back to the Bay Area. This became permanent in 
the fall when we moved in with my sister and her husband. My wife took a position at a 
local hospital and because I was not able to find work in my field, I began work at my 
aunt’s catering company. 
       
During this time, the church reached out and asked me to be a Care Deacon. I knew we 
needed a place to belong and I had found belonging before at SFC. Pastors like Russ 
Ikeda, Tim Gallaher, and Arvin Engelson had shown me so much care. I began to 
network with a woman named Javonne; who despite barely knowing me, advocated for 
my employment, and reminded me that I had potential, talent, and skills. I decided to 
start a small group, facilitating a space that could offer stability in the chaos that was my 
life. Soon, Traci and I signed a lease for an apartment on Race Street near the Fish 
Market. Unexpectedly, I was laid off from my job due to my aunt having to lay off half of 
her company.  
 
I attempted to offer care to my small group, and believe that I did, but the unexpected 
part was the empathy and care they returned to me; my small group buoyed me during 
my stormy time. The journey of the last few years left me lonely and seeking 
friendships, and the small group has meant so much to me through everything. It grants 
us a space to talk about our liberal postmodern culture, our lives, and the storms we are 
going through in our personal lives. We pray for each other, we are on each other's 
teams, and have a regular place to belong on Thursday nights. Since then, I have found 
work and currently fill the role of Academic Counselor at Valley Christian Schools, and 
our small group still meets regularly. 
       
That day driving north on 152, I fastened down the mattress and made it safely to our 
destination. My past few years have had bumps and bruises, and knocked me loose at 
times. However, I did not fly off, my small group and relationships with the church 
fastened me in.  
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