
A Taste of Berkeley  
 
Upon leaving Tassie, for the promise of rekindled love, | soon found myself, settling in the Illawarra, with a view of 
the lake across the road in Primbee.  
 
The fabric of lost love soon began to rip at the seams, as l soon found myself homeless, broken, and searching for 
a substitute of something that resembled a settled, peaceful life. | then settled in Port Kembla, thanks to the lovely 
support of a social worker, who did the ring around to find me a place to breathe. But lo, it was to be only a 
temporary solution, that brought with it, alcoholics, drug users, tyrants, gamblers and the like. lVly landlady was 
very kind to me, and would give me odd jobs to do, which even involved the use of her vehicle, as she Was running 
a furniture, and white goods business. As l battled to carve a new life for myself, despite the odds that were against 
me, 11 months into my new, substituted life, whilst out at an internet cafe, | was struck with the news, that the 
boarding house | lived at, was on fire, due to an electrical problem, which left me homeless, along with a bleak 
future of having nothing. Within a Week, my pet dog of 12 years also passed away.  
 
Whilst living in Port Kembla, l had been attending a place for the less fortunate, called Darcy House, which provided 
meals, company, and outsourced support for numerous facilities. l befriended a man, whom was attending church 
life, who rolled his Christian sleeves up, and offered me accommodation, 2 weeks upon becoming homeless. | went 
from a house fire, and soon found myself jumping into another fire, one of being on fire for Christ.  
 
The broken pieces soon began to mend together, along with my past experience as a door to door salesman, 
which propelled me, with an unrelenting burning desire to want to serve others, that led me to becoming the 
caretaker of the Berkeley Life Centre. l found myself witnessing to customers that perused the doors of the center, 
which also had an OP shop set up, to help cover overhead costs. My natural selling talent, gave me the edge to 
talk to absolute strangers, and create rapport with community members, who would normally shun a talk about 
God, or even saw themselves being involved in a world that transformed and touched lives for the better.  
 
The OP shop began to feel small, as l then took my salesmanship out the door, with a baggie of bread, kindly 
donated by the local bakery and began the fulfilling role of going door to door in a program titled, ’Adopt The 
Block', creating long term relationships, and witnessing systematically as time progressed.  
 
As caretaker of the Centre, I also found a love involving security for the premises, and also helped facilitate 
programs run for the youth, involving movie and game nights, even the attendance of professional wrestlers, ring 
and all. The highlight would most definitely have been witnessing Wayne Pickford wearing purple lycra for the 
occasion (giggling under my breath). When you bring the youth together, you also bring together, the parents of 
the community. People that would not normally attend church, started to come in the doors, whether it was for 
food, clothing, financial assistance, or even emotional support, with the assistance of Anglicare's wonderful staff, 
including Andrew and Janice that also attend Berkeley's Life Centre. We began to adopt the Neighborhood 
Centre’s programs, and the use of their facilities. l also became the unofficial secretary, and the note taker for 
meetings held. Because of the brokenness found in Berkeley, we launched another program titled 'Celebrate 
Recovery', which helped cover the huge love deficit missing in peoples lives, and helped community begin an 
intimate relationship with Jesus. We also set up programs that answered the not so easy questions of life.  
 
Whilst i was mending to re-enter the workforce, l began to accumulate certificates to update my resume, and said 
goodbye to my last 12 teeth, closing the chapter on my abused and scarred life. I said goodbye to my two, time 
intensive addictions, one of tobacco and the other of the insidious leafy green, which stole my drive and ambition. | 
relocated soon after, residing near by with a couple I was helping thru domestic violence issues, and addictions. | 
slowly watched their lives transform, as l also began to befriend nearby neighbors, whilst Christ worked through me 
in ways l would never have thought were even possible. l have also been blessed with a new set of teeth, a 
gorgeous new girl friend and journeyed on then to obtain a position of employment with a charity, as well as 
securing a two year contract, along with qualifications. This also lead on to a new place to call home, a lovely 3 
bedroom house, in a place they call Chicago, namely, Cringila.  
 
Looking back in all that darkness, it only took that little spark of faith, to rekindle my passion for  
living. The realization that Jesus plus nothing (surrender) equals everything, everything that matters. When Jesus 
matters in your life, it has a greater depth, and that void that we try to fill, that thirst we fill with desires, can only be 
quenched with the river of life, and a passion for Jesus. And when you think something is impossible and you can't 
do something in your own strength, look at the word and see CAN with one footstep towards Christ.  
 
By the way, this is Rodney, and this is my testimony, thanks for listening. 


