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“But exhort one another every day, as long as it is called ‘today’” Hebrews 3:13

I’ve always loved the little letter from Paul to the Philippians. 
He had such deep affection for the brethren there and expresses 
it so beautifully. (For those who remember, the word for 
“affection” is that nifty little Greek word splankna. If you don’t 
remember, send me a message and I’ll explain it).

When Christie and I moved here exactly 26 years ago today, we 
were pretty excited. I held a meeting in Folsom in September, 
1993, in the little tin building on Reading Street, and loved every 
minute of it — the people — about 110 of them at the time — 
were great. Bill Mosley, who was the preacher here then, floated 
the idea of me replacing him in five years, when he planned to 
retire. I said something like, “I would love to talk about that.” But 
I also had grown close to the people in Huntington Beach, where 
I was preaching at the time, so I was not looking to move.

When we got back home to southern California, I had chalked 
up the meeting in Folsom as a great experience and thought little 
more about it. Then one day, to my surprise, Bill called me and 
said he was thinking of moving to South Carolina and asked if I 
would be interested in talking to the elders about the work here. I 
agreed and after a conversation with the elders, Jim Fannin and 
Roy Bridge (who I knew from his days worshipping with my dad 
in San Jose), we made the decision to move. After some painful 
goodbyes to the members in Huntington Beach, and a couple of 
trips up here to look for a house with Kathleen Alexander, we 
made the move to Rescue (where Richard Harvey was serving as 
the postmaster at the time). 

For a few weeks after getting here and preaching a few Sundays 
and being invited into homes, I was feeling pretty proud of myself. 
Then I learned two things that humbled me. First, I found out 
that I wasn’t even supposed to hold that meeting in September of 
93 — I was a substitute for someone who had to cancel (I’ve never 
found out who that was, but it was probably some well-known 
preacher from Texas). Then I found out that some members at 

Folsom were not happy that the elders hired me without 
consulting with them. They had some family members and 
friends whose names they would have submitted if given the 
chance. So they looked at me with the proverbial “jaundiced eye,” 
at least for a little while. 

But here we are, 26 years later — and what a privilege and 
blessing it is to be here. The Folsom church is special. One of our 
closest friends from Huntington Beach visited us a year or so after 
we moved here and the wife said he cried (silently) because she 
sensed how wonderful the church here is and said, among other 
things, “I see why you moved here.” 

No one will claim the church at Folsom is perfect. It would be 
silly to even suggest that; if it was, I wouldn’t be here because then 
it wouldn’t be perfect. We’ve had serious challenges, for sure, but 
there is no group of people with whom I would rather face those 
challenges than the people who call the Folsom church of Christ 
their family. I still pinch myself…

I hope I have many more years to enjoy this work and to 
continue to learn and grow from the Bible students here. The 
depth of knowledge and wisdom of our members here is superb 
and not just because we have 4-5 former full-time preachers 
attending here. It’s not an overstatement to say that I learn 
something every time we study or worship together. It’s really 
quite remarkable and very enjoyable. 

The quality of the church family makes it doubly hard to be 
away from each other these days. We continue to hope and pray 
that the virus emergency eases up so we can meet again.

For now, to the church family at Folsom (including some who 
were with us but are now far away from us) Christie and I say 
thank you for the great privilege of working here with you for all 
these years. 

Splankna.

Unless otherwise noted, David Posey is the author and the opinions expressed in this publication and the photos used are my own. Email me at dpaulposey@mac.com or text me at (530) 558-5057

“I thank my God in all my remembrance of you, always in every prayer of mine for you all making my prayer with joy, because of your partnership 
in the gospel from the first day until now…For God is my witness, how I yearn for you all with the affection of Christ Jesus. Philippians 1:3-5, 8

A Thank You Note
Our house in Rescue, circa 1996 (?); we moved in on April 29th, 1994. That’s Christie and probably the Tarrant girls on the porch.


