
The Colonials 
 
Sunday I was sitting on the platform and it seemed like I was aware of some things as never 
before.  The parking lot folks were all there keeping things ordered.  Folks greeted all of us 
in the lobbies to welcome us.  People coming in the side doors were welcomed in by ushers.  
Others were pointed to a seat.  Some were walked to the learning center by the 
Ambassadors.  Volunteer gifted men and women filled the Learning Center, the RISE class, 
the orchestra and choir.  Men volunteering for security watched over us and folks at the 
front helped people after the service.  No one was having caffeine headaches because the 
coffee crew was in place.  Folks in Starting Point were there to visit at length with anyone 
who needed to visit. 
 
We are a family – a city in miniature – an advanced culture and an “advance team” from 
heaven sent by God to show the world the Trinity of unity with diversity.  We organize and 
serve and step up and volunteer.  We care for each other.  Old help the young.  Sometimes 
the young help the old.  Haves the have-nots. 
 
I said to my brother Bob, who is about to undergo a bone marrow transplant, “Can you 
imagine doing all this (that is tedious!) without God, the Bible, hope in heaven, and the 
Church of God’s people right next to you?!”  Bob said, “I can’t imagine how people go 
through life without Him and His people!”  I can’t either.  From the cradle to the graveyard 
Denton Bible surrounds its own.  It is the essence of commune-ity.  Church. 
 
Especially in these last few weeks.  The same-sex ruling and marijuana legislation are two 
more chunks in the wall giving way to the rains of modernity.  But I can face the world as I 
back up to the people of God who cover me.  Once the foundation of God is moved, all of 
society begins like a glacier to move to the abyss.  Man, morals, the home, marriage, and on 
and on, all lose the moorings and begin their downward migration into oblivion.  That is 
why it is difficult to be a Christian and watch the culture about you begin its self-
immolation.  Indeed did John say, “The form of this world is passing away.”  As Christians 
we lend no ear (can I get an Amen?) to the world and its proud elevation of itself.  We keep 
our heading due north toward heaven and live above the lemming about us. 
 
So thanks to all you folks who man this craft and keep our colony. 
 

How barren, dark, cold and lonely 
the future would be without each other. 

We stand. 
 
Tommy 
 


